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PREFACE

IT has seemed to me most desirable that the story
of the siege of Van and of the flight from Asia
into Europe of most of the present survivors of a
martyred race should be told in detail and put
into permanent form. As the Armenians of Van
were believed to have rebelled against the Otto-
man Government, it is important that the facts
of the case should be made widely known, and
that their actual loyalty, their patience under
almost unimaginable provocation, and their hero-
ism when loyalty and patience proved of no avail,
should receive their due meed of publicity and
appreciation. I speak of what I do know by
the witness of my own eyes and ears, my own
nerves quivering in sympathy with the torture of
the people I have labored for, my own fellowship
with their sufferings.

Many other missionaries in other parts of Tur-
key have also shared in the tragedy that has be-
fallen thé Armenian race, some by the giving up
of their own lives, others by the sacrifice of what
was dearer than life itself.

[ vii ]



" PREFACE

When I began this book I meant to write only
of the siege and flight and the events that led
up to them, preceding these chapters by a chap-
ter or two of travel experiences and memorable
conversations with Turk and Christian, but I
was persuaded, instead, to tell the whole story
of my life in Turkey. Should there seem to be
too much ego in these reminiscences, its presence
may be explained by the fact that while writing
I have seemed to myself to be conversing with
those whom I have met face to face, and talked
to from lecture platform and in hospitable homes
all over the United States for the last two years:
listeners who have shown and expressed such
kind interest in my personal experiences that I
have been tempted to enter into considerable
detail in the present volume, which is intended
especially for their perusal.

I have recorded some of my most intimately
personal experiences because they have so pro-
foundly influenced my outlook on life and my
contact with it. The interview with the Moslem
Vali, in “Before Governors and Kings,” meant
so much to me in crystallizing my own religious
ideas that I have felt impelled to relate it in this
book, and at the request of many friends, will

[ viii ]



PREFACE

include it with the story of Kharaba in a sep-
arate booklet at a later date.

My dearest hope is to be able to build a me-
morial hospital in Van to take the place of the
one that has been destroyed. I know so well
how exceedingly great is the need for a hos-
pital there. The proceeds of this book will be
devoted to that purpose. Should any reader de-
sire to help in realizing this hope, will he com-
municate with me or with Mr. F. H. Wiggin,
Treasurer of the American Board, 14 Beacon
Street, Boston? :

I would here express my gratitude to my col-
laborator, Miss Grace H. Knapp, without whose
aid this book could not have been written.

I would also acknowledge my indebtedness to
the Reverend William E. Strong for permission
to use one of the maps from his book, 7%e His-
tory of the American Board, and to Miss Mabel
Whittlesey, of New Haven, to my brother, the
Reverend Sydney Ussher, and to the Committee
for Armenian and Syrian Relief for the loan of

photographs for illustrations.
Crarence D. Ussuer, M.D.

AuBUrNDALE, Mass.
October 17, 1917.
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AN AMERICAN PHYSICIAN
IN TURKEY

CHAPTER 1
LAUNCHED

“ WouULD you be afraid to go to Harput, Turkey?
Would you be willing? Could you get ready by
the first of September?”

These questions were fired at me in quick suc-
cession one morning in August by Dr. James L.
Barton, to whom I had been introduced but a few
moments earlier and whose eyes had been search-
ing through me as I sat chatting with his asso-
ciate. They were wholly unexpected questions,
for the interview was an unpremeditated and in-
formal one. I had been visiting my boyhood’s
home in Canada, and on my way through Boston
had stopped to see the headquarters of the Amer-
ican Board of Commissioners for Foreign Mis-
sions, an organization for which I had a profound
admiration - the first American organization to
send missionaries abroad.

[1]



AN AMERICAN PHYSICIAN

Now the A.B.C.F.M. is a Congregational
Board and I am an Episcopalian. Yet I ac-
cepted Dr. Barton’s challenge. While yet a boy
in the high school in Montreal I had signed the
Student Volunteer declaration, “I am willing
and desirous, if God permits, to become a foreign
missionary,” after hearing an address by Robert
Wilder, then making his first tour in behalf of
the newly organized movement. Later 1 had
completed the course in a theological seminary in
Philadelphia, worked my way through a medical
college in Kansas City, Missouri, and offered
myself to the Foreign Mission Board of the Re-
formed Episcopal Church for work in India.
There being no opening for a medical missionary
at that time, I had settled in Kansas City and
built up a large practice there. My receipts in a
month from this practice were greater than
would be a year’s salary from the American
Board. But the rewards of work on the mission
field —well, I will leave it to the succeeding
pages of this book to show what these were. I
myself had but a dim prevision of them twenty
years ago.

I could not get ready by the first of September,
: 1 See Appendix C.

(2]



IN TURKEY

however, not succeeding in closing out my prac-
tice till the following spring; then I sailed from
Boston on the S.S. Armenian, May 12, 1898,
arriving in Constantinople some time in June.
In Turkey any ignorant native quack might
practice unmolested. Diplomaed physicians
from other countries, however, had to pass an
examination by the Imperial Medical College in
Constantinople before the lives of the subjects of
this paternal government could be entrusted to
their care. I had made a formal application for
this examination, which had heretofore been con-
ducted through an interpreter from the Ameri-
can Legation, but after several postponements
was informed one day that no interpreter would
be permitted ; that a new law had gone into effect
that very day requiring examinations to be con-
ducted in Turkish or French only. In vain I
urged that it was unfair to subject me to the terms
of a law passed subsequently to the date set for
my examination. The president of the faculty
told me that the only way in which I could secure
the privilege of an examination through an inter-
preter would be to “ask our American Ambas-
sador to ask the Minister of Foreign Affairs to
request the Minister of the Interior to ask the

[ 3]
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Minister of Education to ask the Grand Vizier to
ask His Imperial Majesty the Sultan to permit
the faculty to examine through an interpreter.”
In view of the dilatory methods of conducting all
official business in Turkey this looked like post-
poning the test till I should learn the language.

I had acquired some knowledge of French dur-
ing my school life in Montreal and during two
summers spent in a French-Canadian village.
Although I had not spoken the language for thir-
teen years and had not the technical vocabulary,
I informed my examiners that I would try the
French. They were probably eager for the
twenty-five-pound fee which would be divided
amongst them, gave me a very fair test, and passed
me, the questions being asked and answered by
means of an amusing mixture of French, Latin,
and pantomime.

My first custom-house experience was an ex-
ample of “ the spoiling of [their] goods” which
Americans in Turkey had to “take joyfully.”
The American Board had given me for my pro-
fessional equipment one hundred dollars which
I had had to supplement with all of my personal
funds. The custom-house officials appropriated
one hundred and forty dollars worth of the con-

[ 4]



IN TURKEY

tents of my boxes. They confiscated my new
Standard Dictionary because it contained the
“pernicious ” words “liberty” and “revolution’;
cut the maps out of my Bible because on several
of them “ Armenia’ was to be found ; appraised
my microscope at twenty times its real cost and
made me pay duty on this valuation. The box
containing my mattress was sent on to Harput
empty; the sanitary inspector at Constantinople
informed me that the only way in which I could
regain possession of its contents was to obtain an
affidavit from the Turkish Consul in Boston to
the effect that there had been no horse disease in
‘America when that mattress was made! As the
inspector used the article in question through-
out the period covered by our correspondence
concerning it, it became too populous for my
purpose.

When I left Constantinople I bade good-bye to
a group of missionaries whom to know was, for
a young man just entering upon his missionary
career, a wonderful inspiration and incentive to
self-sacrificing and devoted service. Among
them was the veteran scholar and linguist, the
Reverend Elias Riggs, to whom I had brought
a message from Dr. Cyrus Hamlin.

[ 5]
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We glided through a dreamland of beauty in
steaming slowly up the Bosphorus; low hills
wooded to the very edge of the sparkling waves,
glittering bubbles of mosque domes, fairy mina-
rets, pastel-tinted houses gleaming palely amid
their embowering trees, with red-tiled roofs to
lend a dash of warm color to the scene and black
pointed cypresses to give it character and a som-
ber dignity, anchoring it to reality; then, or-
chards, vineyards, scattered villas, and gray
crenellated walls and towers centuries old; and
the mountain-bordered shores of the Black Sea
were a constant delight to the eye with their rich
verdure and their picturesque towns and villages
climbing steep slopes, clinging to jutting head-
lands, or encircling deep bays.

We would anchor about a mile from shore at
each port and instantly a swarm of small boats
would row frantically toward us, looking like
excited water-bugs, and our steamer would be
boarded by a vociferous crowd eager for passen-
gers and freight.

I left the ship at Samsun and traveled in a
spring wagon to Marsovan, where there was a
large and important mission plant including
a college— Anatolia College—and where I

(6]
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preached through an interpreter my first ser-
mon in Turkey, and helped celebrate the Fourth
of July by a patriotic picnic.

Thence to Amasia, where I was interested in
an old castle built by Mithridates and in Roman
tombs with great arched doorways carved in the
solid rock; then to Tocat, where I photographed
the tomb of Henry Martyn. Near Sivas there
were hot springs which invited one irresistibly to
plunge in. I did so, but in a moment a crowd
of natives gathered who showed altogether too
much interest in the big blond foreigner who
could n’t tell them to clear out and who was be-
ginning to find the heat of the water unendur-
able. Emphatic gestures made no impression on
them, and they were just settling down to thor-
oughly enjoy the spectacle when the driver com-
ing in put an end to the embarrassing situation.

In Sivas also there was a large mission plant
with schools of all grades and an orphanage es-
tablished soon after the massacres of 1895. There
was, however, no physician in the station, and I
was kept busy examining and prescribing for ail-
ing children while waiting for the araba which
was to be sent me from Harput. This araba
was a springless ¢ prairie schooner”; the road,

[ 71
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miles of which was in the bed of a stream, we
traveled was so rough that the jolting frequently
caused nosebleed, and was often so steep that
we had to put a chain brake on the wheels to keep
the great wagon from hurling the horses down
the mountain.

The wooded hills of the coast gave way to
bleak, bare mountain ranges and treeless, dusty
plains where thorns and thistles abounded.
There are no scattered farms or country houses
in eastern Turkey. The peasants group them-
selves in villages wherever a natural water-supply
is available, as their crops are dependent on ar-
tificial irrigation. These villages with their
orchards and fields were oases in the desert;
‘Malatia, which we reached after twelve days of
travel from the coast, was one of the most beauti-
ful, and here I was hospitably entertained in the
home of its Protestant pastor.

When we came to the Euphrates a caravan of
camels was being poled across the river, a few at
a time, in a great scow, and we had to wait several
hours for our turn. At the khan on the farther
bank, which was to be our last stopping-place,
we were greeted by a group of missionaries from
Harput, and the next morning, some miles far-

[ 8]
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ther on our way, we were met by more of the
Americans and many Armenians who had ridden
out to welcome the new missionary. Soon we
emerged from mountain passes into the great
Harput plain studded with its green villages, and
miles away, climbing a spur of the Anti-Taurus
Range, could be seen the city itself and its famous
old castle on the edge of a precipice from which
Tamerlane had hurled hundreds of prisoners to
their death.

The buildings of the American Mission were
a thousand feet above the plain. Eighteen miles
away the Taurus Range began to roll its purple
waves toward the horizon. I could not tire of
the view from our terrace during my stay in
Harput, for it was never twice the same. Some-
times the distant ranges were hidden behind
a wall of fog; sometimes we ourselves were
shrouded in dense cold mist while the plains
below lay warm in sunshine; and again, the
mountain peaks rose like islands above a sea of
clouds, and against their rocky cliffs dashed high
in spray wind-driven billows of sunlit foam.



CHAPTER II
A YEAR IN HARPUT

I BEGAN work the afternoon after my arrival
in Harput, finding fifty-three patients anxiously
awaiting me.

The missionary physician is the best pioneer
of Christianity in the Oriental countries which
have such terrible need of his services. He enters
the most hostile homes and prepares the hearts
and minds of those whose bodies he cures for the
further Christianizing influences of the mission
church and school. But in the nineties the
churches at home and their mission boards had
not yet begun to realize the importance of the
physician’s work; so this large station of the
A.B.C.F.M., with its schools and churches in
the city, its branch schools and churches in sixty
villages and towns, its college and theological
seminary, and its orphanages where a thousand
children left fatherless by the massacres of 1895
were fed and clothed,' was without a hospital.

1 A few years later this number was increased to fourteen hundred,
and the children were taught useful trades.

[ 10 ]
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Nor was one built here until 1909, and then
by the voluntary gifts of friends who wished
to raise a memorial to Annie Tracy Riggs, who
died after less than two years on the field.

The houses of the missionaries had been de-
stroyed by Turkish soldiers during the massacres,
and President Gates, of Euphrates College, was
superintending the construction of three new
houses in a solid block to economize space and
material. The eastern end was given to me. In
this I opened an office, also a dispensary which
I stocked with the medicines brought with me
from America, and found an Armenian of some
experience in this line to act as my apothecary
and interpreter. Here I saw patients at all
hours, many of them before breakfast; for Orien-
tals, the original daylight-saving peoples, begin
the day early.

Operations had to be performed in the patients’
own homes. During my first operation for cata-
ract the woman lay on the mud floor of a small
room under a window fourteen inches square
from which I had to tear the paper glazing to
obtain sufficient light. When I performed my
first operation for stone I took a door from its
hinges and laid it across two stools, placed the

[ rr]
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man on it, and knelt beside him. Both opera-
tions were entirely successful in spite of the un-
favorable surroundings.

A large proportion of my patients suffered
from ophthalmia, trachoma, and other eye dis-
eases due to unsanitary conditions. Smallpox
was prevalent and very often resulted in blind-
ness, for people feared to open the eyes of the
sufferer throughout his sickness, or to allow water
to touch his eyes or skin. They would treat oph-
thalmia with sulphate of zinc mixed with pow-
dered sugar; it would cure the disease, but
burned the cornea, causing opacities. This is
but a sample of the remedies in use by native
quacks, many of which, when not absolutely dan-
gerous, were most revolting; as, for instance, this
panacea— “sword oil”’—made by hanging a
“blind mouse ” in a bottle of water in the sun till
the mouse dissolved, then adding oil.

There were many severe burns to treat, due to
peculiar methods of heating and cooking. The
most economical way to keep warm was to put
a brazier of live coals under a wooden stool,
cover it with a large four-inch-thick wool-stuffed
quilt, then sit with feet and legs under this quilt.
The brazier was often kicked over with disas-

[ r2 ]
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trous consequences. People baked their thin
sheets of bread above live coals on the sides of
cylindrical ovens sunk in the ground, and their
little ones not infrequently tumbled into these
ovens. Tiny children often fell from the flat
roofs of the houses, where they were allowed to
play.

Infant mortality in Turkey was something
frightful, about sixty per cent of all the babies
dying before completing their second year.
‘This was due mainly to the pitiable ignorance of
their mothers. Girls were married very young
and became virtually slaves in the homes of their
husbands’ parents. The first bride in a house-
hold might not speak above a whisper until the
next son to be married brought his wife home to
become in her turn the “slavey” of the family.
In Malatia I had seen a “bride” who after
forty years of married life was still not permitted
to speak aloud in the presence of her father-in-
law.

Women wore red veils on their heads both in-
doors and out. On the street these veils were
made to conceal the face. The costume of the
men differed slightly from the costume of the
same class of men on the seacoast. There I had

[ 3]
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noted short jackets and trousers, tight below the
knee, but with large seating capacity. Here the
trousers were not tight below the knee. This ap-
parent waste of material was really an economy,
for the usual cross-leg posture on divans or on
low cushions works disaster with limited Euro-
pean garments. Those who had adopted
“Frank” clothes loved to exchange them, when
the business of the day was over, for long, loose
calico wrappers in which they might be at ease
in the privacy of their homes, and at meal-
time sit comfortably on the floor around the low
wooden tables on which the food was set in two
or three large bowls or platters from which each
fed himself with a wooden spoon or a scoop made
of thin bread.

A riding horse, rather than a doctor’s buggy,
was essential to my work, and I want to tell the
story of my first horse in Turkey. He was starv-
ing to death in his home on the Arabian plain,
when Dr. Thom of Mardin* bought him for me,
there being a famine at that time. When he
was brought to me his ribs stood out in bold

1 Dr. Thom with two associates, Miss Fenenga and Dr. Andrus,
was deported in 1915 from Mardin to Givas where be died of typhus
seven weeks later. No charges had been brought against them.

[ 14 ]
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relief, his shoulder blades protruded, his head
drooped till it almost touched the ground, and
blood flowed from his mouth with every pull on
the bit; this blood proved to be from a leech
which had fastened itself under his tongue and
sapped his vitality.

With care and feeding he soon put on flesh and
regained his original strength. Sixteen hands
high, with a long neck, he was unusually tall for
an Arab horse, and was a powerful creature.
Once in the early days of our acquaintance, when
T was leading him in a direction opposite to that
in which he wished to go, I suddenly felt my-
self seized by the muscles of the back, raised
from the ground, and shaken as a terrier shakes
a rat. I carried the marks of his teeth for
months.

Nevertheless, Nedjib was not at all a vicious
horse. He was gentle as well as spirited and
fleet-footed, seemed to understand everything
that was said to him, and was more responsive
to a word than to the rein. We became very
much attached to each other.

The little manifestation of temper I have de-
scribed occurred during a vacation trip Mr. Ells-
worth Huntington and I had undertaken for the

[ 15 ]
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we had made our headquarters, we were in-
formed by a gendarme that the Mudir, or Gov-
ernor of the town, begged that we should call on
him, and that he was awaiting us at the Govern-
ment building. We went to the Government
building to find the Mudir not yet arrived there.
When he came he was attended by the entire
Town Council. Coffee was broughtin and served
to all except Mr. Huntington and myself. The
meaning of this omission was so obvious that I
said to Mr. Huntington, “That was intended
as an insult; let us go”; and we returned to the
schoolhouse with the Mudir and Council at our
heels, calling, “ Wait, my lord, wait, my lord.”
We were supposed to be the Mudir’s prisoners,
but this we did not know until a soldier stepped
into the schoolroom with us. The school-teacher,
Melcone, who had accompanied us to the monas-
tery, was put under arrest, and was to be sent
to the Lieutenant-Governor, or Mutessarif, at
Maden. The Vali of the Province, a fanatical
Mohammedan, had imprisoned a number of in-
offensive school-teachers in the city of Diarbekir,
and his sub-governors took their cue from him.
Having got Melcone into this scrape, we made
up our minds to get him out of it, so started to

[ 17 ]
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accompany him to Maden. Downstairs we found
the Mudir and Town Council standing before
our door. We were told our horses had been
taken to the Government building, and we must
walk up there.

“We will not. Our horses must be brought
to us here.”

‘“Take his saddle-bags to the serai,” the Mudir
commanded a small boy.

“Set them down,” I ordered. The boy obeyed
me.

The Mudir then realized the futility of at-
tempting to compel us and withdrew, sending
for our horses.

Melcone was hurried off without being given
a chance to bid good-bye to his wife, who came
running after him with his coat. The mounted
soldier who was forcing him along by punching
him in the back with his rifle barrel refused to
permit the woman to come near her husband.
This was too much for me. Riding in between
the soldier and his prisoner, I said to the former,
“Go on,” and to Melcone, “ Go back and speak
to your wife.” The soldier had witnessed the
duel of wills between myself and the Mudir and
dared not disobey.

[ 18]
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While we waited for the Mutessarif at Maden
we were entertained by his secretaries and the
judge of the court, who, hearing that I was the
American doctor from Harput, sent for their
friends to take advantage of my services. When
the Mutessarif arrived, after due greeting he
said : —

“T have a sick friend whom I wish you to see.”

“With pleasure, but will you first kindly re-
lease Melcone, who unjustly, without any fault
on his part, has been torn from his home and
family?”

“ Certainly, certainly! Now, will you see my
friend?” But he made no move to release the
prisoner.

“Your Excellency, will you be so good as to
send this man home, and I will then see as many
of your friends as you wish.”

Melcone was liberated, we gave him a present,
and he went home happy, while the Mutessarif
turned his audience hall into a medical clinic
and showed us every courtesy.



CHAPTER III
SCENE-SHIFTING

AFTER I had been in Harput a year, it was de-
cided that I should go for six months to Van, as
Dr. George C. Raynolds had begged the loan of
a missionary for the winter and had suggested
that I might take his medical work off his hands,
leaving him free to devote himself wholly to gen-
eral mission work. He and his wife, both over
sixty years of age, were alone in that large city.
They had the care of about six hundred orphans,
the supervision of schools of all grades, and of
two pastorless churches with large congregations.

Van was a twelve-days journey distant. I set
out with Turkish muleteers with whom I could
scarcely exchange a word, having, so far, the
Armenian language only. Part of my furni-
ture and outfit was with me on pack-horses, and
the usual Turkish zabtiech or guard was fur-
nished by the Government, the fact of whose es-
cort makes the Government responsible for a
traveler’s safety. When one zabtieh reaches the

[ 20]
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IN TURKEY

end of his “beat,” the chief official of the next
village provides another.

On the first day of our journey, as we were
crossing a dilapidated bridge, Nedjib’s right hock
went down into a hole and his left foot slipped
off a sloping stone out over the river. The bridge
was too narrow for me to dismount on either side,
so I slipped off over his head. Then, seeing he
was about to fall over sideways with the certainty
of fracturing his leg, I did the only thing possible
under the circumstances— got under him and
lifted him on my back. It took me some time to
recover from the great strain, but the horse was
saved, and we became closer friends than ever.

The village houses in the region we now en-
tered are not of adobe as in the Harput plain, but
of unhewn stones, one-storied, low-walled, win-
dowless, with earthen roofs having a hole in the
center to let in light and let out smoke from the
ovens in the floor. There are no inns, but each
village has its guest-room or odah. This is an
earthen platform with wooden railing, at one end
of a large stable. Having one’s horses in one’s
own bedroom is the only way to insure their not
being stolen or having their feed taken from
them. One must have a bedstead and sleeping-
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bag to keep from being devoured alive, and a
small rug is a further protection from assault.
The traveler must carry with him his own folding
cot, bedding, toilet appliances, and candles or
lantern, for nothing of the sort is to be found in
the odah. He must also take his provisions with
him and cook his meals himself; eggs and milk
may sometimes be secured, but not much besides.
The village considers it a religious duty to pro-
vide accommodations for strangers, but the
keeper of the odah never refuses a baksheesh.

The more pretentious houses of the village are
two-storied, with the stable on the first floor. We
spent a night in one such during this journey.
It was the house of a Kurdish chief, and its
upper room was forty feet long with a fire
place at one end in which half a dozen men
could stand.

My muleteer and zabtieh had promised to feed
and curry my horse. The curry-comb of the
Orient is a saw-toothed, U-shaped piece of sheet
metal with an iron rod as brace, on which loose
iron rings make a great rattling when the comb
is being used. Possibly this is to keep the owner
of the horse informed as to his groom’s where-
abouts!
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That night I had such a vivid dream that I sat
up suddenly in my sleep and called out, “ Haidi,
git!” (Get out.) My shout awakened me; it
notonly awakened my zabtich and muleteers, but
so startled them that they leaped from their beds
and ran downstairs, and I soon heard the curry-
comb in vigorous use. Their consciences were
evidently pricking them about a duty left un-
done. I had too little Turkish at my command
to explain the joke when they returned sheep-
ishly to the room.

The following day we were fifteen hours in the
saddle. There was a cold October rain, and
when the sun set it became so dark that I could
not see my hand six inches from my face. The
only way in which I could follow my guide (a
zabtieh) was by laying my hand on his horse’s
flank as he rode along in the darkness.

Suddenly I felt the zabtieh’s horse drop away
and, fearing something serious had happened,
halted Nedjib. However, I heard the rattling
of stones as the other horse walked on, so fol-
lowed, down a gully, through a small stream
and up the other side, and then I heard the zab-
tiech dismount and grope along a wall till he
found a door, on which he pounded vigorously.
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Soon there was a voice from within calling in
Armenian, “ Who is it?”

“Open!” answered my zabtieh in Turkish.
Three times this dialogue was repeated ; the third
time the zabtieh shouted, “ It is a consulos (for-
eigner). Open the door and let him in.”

““Go to my neighbor; he has a better house;
my house is not fit.”

“Openl!”

“ My house is not fit; go to my neighbor; he
has a better house.”

“Open!l!l” yelled the zabtieh, and afraid to
disobey any longer, the man opened the door
about two inches, placing his foot firmly behind
it, and against the light from within we could
see the profile of a villager peering into the dark-
ness. I addressed him in Armenian. “Open
the door, brother, and let us in. It is cold and
wet and dark; let us in that we may spend the
night.”

Surprised at hearing his own language spoken,
he threw the door wide open and stood gazing
while I dismounted, approached him, and again
asked for admission.

“Oh, sir,” said he, “ my house is not fit. Go to
my neighbor; he has a better house.”
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“That does not matter. You let us in and we
will make the house ‘fit,’” I replied.

With Oriental courtesy he then stepped out of
the doorway, and waving his hand toward the in-
terior, said, “ Enter, the house is yours.”

We passed into a large room, the roof of which
was supported by posts; in the far right-hand
corner it had fallen in — the unrepaired damage
of massacre times. The rain was drizzling
through, making a puddle on the earthen floor;
close by a lot of poles were laid against the wall,
thus forming a chicken coop; here, too, were a
wooden harrow, and a plow of the kind used in
the time of Virgil — a little more than the forked
branch of a tree. To the left wasa large fireplace
and an immense copper pot in which was stewing
something which emitted a very offensive odor.
A small jirak, or native lamp made of a piece of
clay which had been flattened and the edges
turned up and then burned in the fire, was on the
shelf over the fireplace. A dip wick hanging
over its rim emitted a smoke that made us cough.
Everything was black with smut. In the far
corner to the left were some large grain pots the
height of a man, and a pile of dried manure used
for fuel.
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“You see, sir; I said my house was not fit,”
said my host.

“Never mind, we will make it fit,” again I
replied, and calling my muleteers, I had them
remove the farm implements and carry the foul-
smelling pot to another part of the house. They
swept the dusty earthen floor and spread my
bright-colored Turkish rug at the right side of
the fireplace; my folding cot-bed and camp-
stools were set up on this; the provision-box was
put on the other side of the hearth, the top of
it forming a table; last of all I got out my Amer-
ican lantern with its crystal-clear chimney,
lighted it, put it in place of the jirak, and lo,
what a transformation!

These villagers were far from civilization and
had probably never seen a lamp with a chimney
before. They gazed open-mouthed, then ran
to the back of the house to call the women to
come and see the wonderful light and the beau-
tiful things the foreigner had brought. The
women in turn ran out to call the neighbors, and
soon there were lined up against the wall about
a dozen men, picturesque in their white felt caps
and colored turbans, black and gold jackets,
gaudy silk shirts, and wide straight trousers.
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I invited my host to eat with me. In shocked
surprise he replied: “Oh, sir! that would never
do! In my house you must eat of my food, but,
sir, I have nothing. Nothing but a little bread
and some madzoon.”?*

“Never mind,” said I; “ bring your bread and
madzoon, and I will eat of your food and you
shall eat of mine.”

So we sat around my provision-box, the zab-
tieh, my host, and I'; and T questioned the young
man about himself and his village. His name
was Garabed and the name of the village was
Kharaba.

He was about twenty-seven years of age, the
head of a family of twenty, his elder kinsmen
having been killed in the massacre. The village
church had been destroyed and its priest slain.
Once a year at Easter a monk from a distant mon-
astery would come to the village and celebrate
mass. There was no school.

‘“ Areyou a friend of the Lord Jesus?” I asked
him. |

His jaw dropped and a stupid, far-away look
came over his face as he grunted interrogatively.
I repeated the question with the same result,

1 Fermented milk.

[ 27 ]



AN AMERICAN PHYSICIAN

then changed the form of it, and asked, “Is the
Lord Jesus a friend of yours?”

Quick as a flash he answered, “ No, sir, he
couldn’t be.”

“Why not?”

“ My heart is too black. Jesus could not be a
friend of mine.”

“Why is your heart too black?”

Without hesitation, but with a look of sadness
and shame, he lowered his voice and replied: “I
swear and lie and steal. Jesus could not be a
friend of mine.”

I urged that he was just the kind of sinner to
whom Jesus wanted to be a friend, but again
came the stupid, far-away look, and he did not
seem to understand. Discouraged, at last I pro-
posed that we should have family prayers before
retiring. He evidently did not know what I
meant, but nodded acquiescence. Anxious to
have some native do the reading, I asked for a
Bible, but was told there was none in the village,
and no one who could read it.” I then got out my
own Armenian Bible from my saddle-bags and
prayed to be guided as to what to read. The
book opened to Revelation 3:20, and I read,
“Behold, I stand at the door, and knock: if any
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man hear my voice, and open the door, I will
come in to him, and sup with him, and he with
me.”

Instantly I saw the parable. I reminded the
young man how I had come to his door and
knocked, and he had said to me, “Go to my
neighbor; my house is not fit,” just as he was say-
ing to Jesus, “ My heart is too black.” I re-
minded him that I had said, “ Just let me in and
I will make it fit.” I had not asked Aim to clean
up; as soon as he had said, “ Enter, the house is
yours,” I had had my men remove his poor be-
longings, sweep the floor and bring in the hand-
some rug and the chairs and the wonderful light
which he called the neighbors to see. “ Just say
the same to Jesus, ‘ Come in! My heart and life
are yours,” and He will clear away all the lying
and stealing and blasphemy and make the heart
a fit place for Himself. He will bring in beau-
tiful things and a wonderful light which will
attract others.”

As I explained it thus a light broke over his
face.

We prayed together, and then I retired, my
host standing about to serve me in any way he
could. As I was about to get into bed he asked
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timidly, “Sir, wouldn’t you let me read that
book?”

“What! Can you read?”

“When I was a boy I wanted very much to
learn, so I ran away to the monastery, and the
monks taught me a little. I think I could read
it.”’

So I marked some passages, turned down the
corners of the pages and left the book with him.
I awoke at midnight to find him sitting on the
carpet with the Bible on the little camp-stool
and the lantern hanging from the mantel-
shelf. He was following each word with his
finger and spelling out every syllable. I slept
and awaked at two o’clock and he was still por-
ing over the book, just then spelling out John
3:16, “ For God so loved the world, that he gave
his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth
in him should not perish, but have everlasting
life.” I slept again, and when I rose at four
o’clock he was still reading, and there was a light
on his face which was not the light of the lantern.

When I left that morning I offered him money
for the accommodation of the night, but he would
not accept it. As I was putting the Bible in
my saddle-bag, he asked if I would give it to
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him. Since it was the only one I had with me,
and I might need it somewhere else on the road,
I prcmised to send him another copy. This I
secured the next day in Mush from a colporteur
of the American Bible Society.!

Garabed died three years later of cholera, but
he left his mark on the life of the village. I
found there, when I passed through in August,
1914, a school and a church, the fruit of that
night’s experience, and a neat, two-story house
was standing where the dingy, ruined hovel had
been.

From Kharaba we made our way through the
mountains, leading our horses over roads that
were like stairs with steps that were sometimes
two and a half feet high. The villages here cling
to the sides of the hills, their earthen roofs and
stone walls so exactly the color of their back-
ground as to be hardly distinguishable from it in
the distance. One can ride off the road on to the
roofs of the houses, and I have twice, when trav-
eling, broken through into the living-room of a
dwelling— my first intimation that I was riding
over a roof and not along a path on the side hill.

We spent twenty-four hours in Mush, beauti-

1 This society is doing splendid work in all mission lands.
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fully situated among the hills, but one of the
filthiest cities in the world. On our way to Bitlis
we passed the village of the celebrated Kurdish
chieftain, Musa Bey, and the spot where fifteen
years before, after having managed in some way
to separate them from the rest of their party, he
had set upon Dr. Raynolds and Mr. George
Knapp, Sr., of Bitlis, with a band of horsemen,
and after a short, sharp tussle had overpowered
and bound them, inflicting several sword wounds
on Dr. Raynolds’s head, face and hands. Then
he robbed them and left them bound in the
woods, some distance from the road. Dr. Ray-
nolds managed to work his arms free after a
while, and untied the bonds of his companion.

I spent Sunday in Bitlis, an American Board
station founded by Mr. Knapp in the late fifties.
At this time it was manned by the Reverend and
Mrs. Royal M. Cole, Misses Charlotte and Mary
Ely, and Miss Knapp. The Misses Ely had
worked for thirty-one years in this city. They
were wonderful women, but their story and the
story of Bitlis is to be told elsewhere and I will
confine myself to my personal experiences.

A few hours after leaving Bitlis the sapphire-
blue waters of Lake Van in their setting of mag-
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nificent mountains came into view. Pliny writes
of Lake Arissa, as it was then called. In his time
it was supposed to be a lake of borax water so
heavy that the sweet waters of Bendamahe River,
flowing in from the northeast, held to the surface
without mingling with the waters of the lake till,
they reached the only outlet, a natural tunnel at
the other end. There is a tradition that six hun-
dred years ago there was a dispute between the
Kurds and the Armenians of Akhlat. The courts
decided in favor of the Armenians, so the Kurds,
enraged, brought great sacks of wool and threw
them into the mouth of this tunnel which was
soon effectually blocked by the accumulating silt
and deposit. The lake rises a yard or more each
spring and is reduced about three fourths of its
rise each summer.? It has gradually engulfed
villages and towns and has appropriated to itself
hundreds of thousands of acres of the most fertile
land of the Van plain, thus impoverishing many
of the inhabitants. The main body is seventy

1 Lakes Van, Urumiah and Sevan (in the Caucasus) rise and fall
periodically; from which fact some have argued an underground con-
nection. My theory is that for seven years after the maximum sun-
spots, precipitation exceeds evaporation; succeeding this period the
rain-and-snow-fall is less, and evaporation slightly exceeds the pre-

cipitation.
[ 33 ]



AN AMERICAN PHYSICIAN

miles long and forty-five wide, with a long arm
extending northward. One hundred and ten vil-
lages lie on or very near its shores; the great
extinct volcano, Nimrud Dagh, is at the Bitlis
end; snow-capped Sipan Dagh, another extinct
volcano, is near its northern shore, and the crater
of yet another forms one of its bays.

After three long stages of ten hours each we
came to Artamid, on the lake shore. A little way
out of this large village I saw three American
'men approaching on foot to greet me. One
was Dr. Raynolds, the other two, Mr. Coan and
Mr. Blackburn, from Urumiah, Persia, on their
way to their mission among the mountain Nesto-
rians in the south. Mrs. Raynolds was waiting
in her cart on the other side of a bridge too nar-
row for her to cross, and when I had climbed in
beside her we rode slowly on, stopped often by
groups of students, orphans, teachers, and others
who had come out to welcome the new mis-
sionary.

We were in a great plain, the summit of a pla-
teau fifty-five hundred feet above sea-level, bor-
dered by mountains twelve thousand to fourteen
thousand feet high. The city lay before us,
its suburbs called Aikesdan (Garden City), with
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their orchards and vineyards, stretching greenly
eastward from the old walled city for four
miles.

This walled city, with its crowded houses, its
mosques and minarets and churches and bazaars,
lay at the base of a great rock rising three hun-
dred feet sheer above it, on the summit of which
stood the towers and battlements of an ancient
castle; on the lakeward side was carved in cunei-
form characters a tri-lingual inscription by
Xerxes; its northern side, covered with earth and
verdure, sloped steeply to the plain. Within the
rock were ancient excavations — a series of scene
chambers.

The suburbs were bounded on the north by
the Heights of Toprak Kale (see map of Van).
At their eastern end, hewn into the face of the
cliff was a tablet inscribed with the names of
many gods. This was known as Meher Kapusi,
or Choban Kapusi (Shepherd’s Gate) from the
shepherd who entered the treasure-house this
tablet was said to have sealed and never returned.
On the east Aikesdan was bounded by a plain
from which rose abruptly Mt. Varag, ten miles
from the lake and 4500 feet above its surface.

Van was the capital of the Vannic Kingdom of
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the Assyrian period.* Armenian historians call
it Shamiramagerd, or City of Semiramis. This
famous Assyrian queen had been regarded as a
myth by modern historians up to the very time I
entered the city. But Dr. Lehmann-Haupt and
Dr. Belck, of Berlin, had just completed the
researches in that region which proved that she
had been a real woman, occupying a position of
unique importance in the palace of the Assyrian
king about 800 B.C. Dr. Belck had left Van just
before I arrived; Dr. Lehmann-Haupt had been
my guest in Harput a month before I left that
city, and had told me about Semiramis’s tablet
which he had discovered in the Shamiram Su,
on which had been inscribed the statement that
she had built this great aqueduct, bringing water
from the mountains to irrigate Van plain.

In the village of Lesk, northwest of Toprak
Kale, was an oddly shaped rock, and on this rock
a shrine. The story goes that Semiramis fell in
love with Aram, King of Van, and was deter-
mined to marry him. Aram would not say yes
and she would not take no for an answer. She
came with an army to enforce her suit, and Aram

1 See first part of Chapter X for a brief account of its history and
of the ruins found avithin Toprak Kale Mountain.
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was killed in battle. Then, woman fashion, she
repented, built this shrine for him, and made
Van her summer capital.

Soon we entered the main street of the Garden
City. This was sixty feet wide, though most of
the other streets were extremely narrow. It was
bordered by double rows of trees, mostly poplars
and willows, with a water-course on each side.
All sorts of domestic ceremonies were being per-
formed on the banks of these water-courses: here
a Moslem was washing his feet; farther down
was a woman washing dishes and cooking-uten-
sils; still farther down, another Moslem was
rinsing his mouth from the same small stream;
because it was running water it was considered
clean.

The houses, built flush with the street, were,
like those of Harput, of sun-dried brick laid in
mud and plastered with mud mixed with straw,
to protect the walls from the weather. The flat
roofs were of earth; the windows of the first
story were small and high above the ground.

At the southern edge of the middle third of the
Garden City were the American premises, situ-
ated on a slight rise of ground. They were en-
closed by a high mud wall. A great double-
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leaved wooden gate opened on the street. Within
these gates I was again warmly welcomed by Dr.
and Mrs. Raynolds to what was to be my home
for the next sixteen years.



CHAPTER IV
A GAME OF BLUFF

I HAD been in Van but ten days when my work,
which had begun the evening of my arrival, was
interrupted by the first of dozens of trips that I
have undertaken, either on professional errands
or as escort to newcomers. Miss Elizabeth Bar-
rows, sent by the Woman’s Board of Missions to
take charge of the girls’ schools in Van, and Miss
Virginia Wilson, sent by the Friends of Armenia
in London to assist Dr. Raynolds in his work for
the orphans, had just left Constantinople on their
way via Trebizond to the interior, when Mr. Peet
telegraphed Van station, *“ Meet ladies with sad-
dles Erzerum.”

I traveled to Erzerum by way of Bitlis, having
been asked to do so by telegram, as Miss Char-
lotte Ely had fallen ill since my stop there in
October. From Bitlis I took with me as servant
aman who had accompanied to Erzerum in 1896
a party of missionaries, among whom were Mrs.
Knapp, Sr., Mrs. Knapp, Jr., and Mr. Herbert
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‘Allen, and just before we reached a particularly
dangerous place in the mountains near Madjidlu,
where the road was only a goat-path along the
edge of a precipitous slope, he told me what had
happened there on his former journey. The
ladies were riding in moffahs — large boxes with
canopies—hung on each side of a mule, some
tipping of whose pack-saddle caused him to
place a hind foot too near the edge of the path;
the earth gave way, and down went the beast,
head over heels, in spite of Garabed’s hold on the
halter. Mr. Allen, also seizing the halter, was
pulled out of his saddle and described a half-
circle through the air. Ladies, moffahs, and
mule rolled over and over down the precipitous
slope for three hundred feet, landing in a snow-
bank upside down, the animal’s four feet stick-
ing straight up between the smashed moftfahs.
Strange to say, his riders escaped serious injury,
one of them getting off with only a sprained
ankle, the other with a few bruises.

After hearing this story I rode ahead to see that
our heavily laden pack-horse safely crossed that
particularly bad bit of road, which was now ice-
covered. Dismounting there I stood below the
path on the mountain slope and had just firmly
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planted one foot on a projecting rock when the
load-horse passed, slipped on the ice, and most of
his weight came upon me. Bracing myself, how-
ever, I sustained this until he regained his foot-
ing and passed safely on.

The usual guard, or zabtieh, whom I secured
at Madjidlu, was determined to take me four
hours out of my way so that he might visit a cer-
tain village, but I was as determined that he
should not. Garabed acted as my interpreter;
suddenly the zabtieh sprang upon him in a rage,
his fingers bent like claws as if he would tear
the man to pieces, his mouth open, showing
fang-like teeth with several missing—a terrify-
ing sight. I thrust my arm between the two,
whereupon the zabtieh began to draw his saber
from its sheath. Then I seized him by the shoul-
ders and shook him until his teeth chattered;
this procedure subdues a man more effectually
than blows. As soon as I let go he leaped
for his horse and fled as though pursued by a
demon, so I entered the city at night without a
guard.

Erzerum is situated on a mountain-bordered
plateau over six thousand feet in altitude and is
surrounded by a wall eighty feet thick; its gate-
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ways are like tunnels and a sentry is always at the
inner entrance. To my surprise I was taken
under guard by four soldiers to the mission house
— the home of Mr. and Mrs. Stapleton — where
I found a strange situation had developed. Miss
Barrows and Miss Wilson had already arrived
and with them a Miss Bond from England, who
was to assist in the orphanage at Erzerum. A
telegram had come to Erzerum for the two Eng-
lish ladies from the Secretary of the Friends of
‘Armenia, saying: “ Committee decide Wilson
stay at Erzerum. Bond proceed Van.”

Now, in Abdul Hamid’s time the use of certain
words like “ revolution, liberty,” etc., was abso-
lutely forbidden in Turkey and even Turks had
to use substitutes for these words —a cipher code,
as it were. The substitute for “ revolutionary so-
ciety” happened to be ‘‘ committee,” so the offi-
cers of the Porte in Constantinople were greatly
exercised over this telegram and wired to the
Governor-General of Erzerum: “ Who are these
men, Wilson and Bond? Do not let them go on.
Send them back to Constantinople.” The Vali,
after questioning the American and British Con-
suls in Erzerum, informed the Porte that Bond
and Wilson were not men, but innocent ladies
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who were accompanied by an American lady,
Miss Barrows. The command came back, “ Do
not let them go on”; and thereafter the house
where they lodged was watched day and night by
the police and orders were given the sentries at
the gates of the city not to let the Americans de-
part—a peculiar embargo, considering that those
under suspicion were British subjects.

The ladies urged the British and American
Consuls to secure their release, and repeated tele-
grams to Constantinople brought assurances that
the Porte would order this, but the Vali pro-
tested that his first instructions had not been
countermanded and he could not permit them
to leave the city. The matter dragged on for
weeks, until finally I telegraphed Mr. Peet to
“ persuade ambassadors to permit consuls to es-
cort ladies out of the city. I will escort them to
Van.” A few days later a telegram came to each
consul, “Use your own judgment and act with
your colleague,” whereupon they united in an
effort to get us out.

The American Consul said that he would
not permit me to escort the ladies unless I would
go fully armed. As I did not carry weapons
I told him that he must arm me, and he gave
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me a six-shot army revolver and a thirteen-shot
Remington rifle. As it was late in December
the roads were covered with snow, so sleds were
hired for the journey—rough, low wooden
sledges drawn by horses. On the morning we
were to start, as we were getting into these the
American Consul came running breathlessly to
us with the words: “I can’t let you go! I can’t
let you go! I have heard that they have put
twenty soldiers at the gate to stop you. Some-
thing might happen to the ladies. I can’t let
you go.”

I suggested our going to the gate anyway; if
we were stopped there we should then have tan-
gible proof of Turkish interference to communi-
cate to our ambassadors.

“All right,” he acquiesced.

Thereupon he drove off with the ladies, while
I went to the stable for my horse, then rode rap-
idly to the gate; not finding the others there I
supposed they had succeeded in getting out of
the city, and so started to go through the tunnel-
like entrance.

‘“Halt!” called a Turkish soldier.

“ Coming back in a minute,” I returned, with
a wave of my hand, and hurried on to overtake
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the rest; when halfway through the tunnel an-
other soldier ran and seized my bridle.

“Let go!” I exclaimed, breasting my horse
against him and raising my whip. He let go and
I emerged from the tunnel only to be greeted by
yet another “Halt!” from a soldier who ran
down the slope of the rampart, drew a cartridge
from his belt, and loading, leveled his rifle at me.
I felt my bluff must be carried further, so I rode
my horse against the barrel of his rifle, glared at
him, and demanded the meaning of this insult.

“T will see your officer about this,” I con-
tinued, turning back through the gate and calling
for the officer of the guard. From him I de-
manded the name of the man who had leveled
- his rifle at me.

“We have orders not to let the Americans out.”

“Orders not to let the Americans out! Who
dared give such an order? I have my passports
and papers all right. I will see the Vali about
this.” And I drew from my pocket notebook and
pencil. The soldier uneasily shouldered his rifle
and began to march off at double-quick pace, but
I blocked his way and again demanded his name.
The officer, now beginning to fear that he had
held up the wrong man and would suffer for his
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mistake, began to plead: ‘ Please do not say any-
thing to the Valil Please go out! Please go
out!”

I rode out, but to my surprise found no trace of
my party, and after ascending a hill from which
the road could be seen for miles, returned to the
city and to the house of our host, to which pres-
ently the sleds also returned, the consul having
contented himself with a drive through the
market-place without having approached the
gates.

“The trouble is with you, Ussher,” he called
out, as soon as he saw me. ‘I can get the ladies
out, I can take a stand for them that I cannot
for a man, but I can’t get you out. If I get the
ladies out and you are stuck here, what a pre-
dicament they will be in!”

“If that is all your difficulty, give me your
word of honor as a gentleman that you will bring
the ladies out to me and I will show you whether
I can get them out or not,” I replied, not thinking
it necessary to relate my experience at the gate.

It was arranged that I should start the next
morning with the sleds in which the ladies were
to ride and their baggage, and that the following
day the consuls should bring the two ladies to me
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at Komatsore village, a fifteen-hour journey from
Erzerum. The American vice-consul and a
kavass from each consulate would accompany
us to Van. At the American Consul’s request
I consented to take the rifles of the kavasses in
the sleds under the robes, as he did not wish
them to be seen carrying these weapons when
leaving the city.

The next morning when I stopped at the gate
for passport formalities the driver of my first sled
leaned over and whispered to the police officer,
“There are rifles in the sled.” With bulging eyes
and swelling chest the officer strode to the sled,
thrust his hand under the robes, and began to
pull out a rifle.

“That is mine,” I quietly remarked. The man
looked up at me, towering above him on Nedjib,
but continued his attempt.

“That is mine!” I repeated more emphati-
cally. He looked at me again, and this time he
recognized me as the one who had discomfited
the guard at the gate on the day previous, and,
thrusting the rifle back, waved his hand and said,
“Gitch, gitch” (Pass). When we were outside
he sent a messenger after me to request a bak-
sheesh for having passed me!
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It had now begun to snow, and snowed steadily
the remainder of the day and all the following
night. My drivers did not report for duty the
next morning, but sauntered nonchalantly into
my odah in Hassan Kala at two o’clock in the
afternoon, with no intention of going on that day.
I ordered them to hitch up and start at once,
fearing my party might get to Komatsore by
some other route in advance of me.

For four hours we struggled through the snow
to Kupri-Kuey (bridge-village), three miles dis-
tant. By that time the horses were exhausted and
going on to our rendezvous that day was out of
the question. I hired a man to watch the road all
night and tell our friends where I was, should
they pass; but he was so sure they could not pass
that he went to bed and to sleep. On looking out
in the morning I saw two sled tracks and was hot
on the trail at once; but we soon found that these
tracks had been made by village sleds and not by
those we were expecting and which we did not
find at Komatsore on our arrival there. Nor did
they appear the next day, and at night I went to
bed with an anxious mind.

“’They have come! They have come!” aroused
me at four o’clock the next morning, and in a few
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moments my friends were in my odah and telling
me their story.

They had driven to the city gate the day after
I left, and there soldiers leveled their rifles at the
consuls, forbidding them to take the ladies out of
the city. The driver of the first sled stopped,
terrified, but the dragoman of the American Con-
sulate, standing behind him, called, “ Goon! Go
on!” meanwhile punching him in the back until
he feared the fist behind him more than he feared
the rifles in front, and drove on. The soldiers
did not fire.

But no creature had passed over those roads
since the third foot of snow had fallen; they lost
their way, were unable to find the road again, and
when it grew dark were obliged to return to the
city.

The next morning the dragoman went to the
Vali to tell him of the insult offered the Ameri-
can Consul at the gate. His Excellency, alarmed,
called the colonel of the garrison and said to him,
“I ordered you not to let the Americans out, but
you must not on any account interfere with the
consuls.”

In the meantime a large caravan of camels had
come into the city, thus breaking the road; so that
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afternoon the consuls and their charges started
on another sleigh-ride, were saluted by the sol-
diers at the gate, kept on all night with the bells
taken off their sleighs, and arrived at our rendez-
vous at 4 A.M., as I have stated.

The consuls urged us to go on at once to Delli
Baba, four hours distant, rest there until the moon
rose at midnight, then push on, for they feared
we would be pursued by the Turks. They left
with us as our escort, according to the arrange-
ment already mentioned, the dragoman of the
American Consulate, Mr. Ojalvo, who was also
acting Vice-Consul, with a Turkish and an Ar-
menian kavass, huge men both. Besides these I
had my own official guard, or zabtieth.

At Delli Baba we found quarters in an Arme-
nian house. A shelf like a modified hen-roost
extended from the fireplace to near the door at
cach side of the long, narrow room; on this were
laid felts and cushions, and here we settled our-
selves high enough from the ground to be free
from certain numerous small, black acrobats.

Suddenly, “ Avakh! Soldiers are surrounding
the house!” shrieked a boy, rushing in, his eyes
bulging with terror.

Stepping to the door I found this to be true.
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There were ruins all about the house — memen-
toes of the massacre of 1895-—and above every
hummock appeared a fez and rifle barrel.

While we were discussing what was to be done,
the colonel of the regiment, tall, brusque, and
handsome, entered the room. Mr. Ojalvo rushed
forward, both hands extended, and greeted him
as an old friend ; then, drawing him to the seat of
honor on the divan, talked volubly of mutual
friends in Constantinople, speaking of himself as
the American Consul of Erzerum on his way to
Van for a visit.

The colonel hesitated, pretended to recognize
the friend who seemed to know him so well
(Ojalvo had never seen him before) and, after
we had served him with tea, withdrew, calling
off his soldiers. Five minutes later, accord-
ing to the etiquette of the country, Mr. Ojalvo
and I returned his call. He was not now our
guest, and Mr. Ojalvo inquired a little severely
why the soldiers had been stationed about us.

“I was misinformed; I understood you were
fugitives from the Government in Erzerum; I
beg your forgiveness.” He then told us that for
several days no one had traveled over the roads
we were to take, but he would give us two hun-
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dred soldiers to march ahead of us and break the
road, and if we wished he himself would accom-
pany us. Of course we understood that the prof-
fered companionship was for the sake of surveil-
lance rather than protection.

Just then an orderly entered the room, saluted,
and announced that Sheikh Mehmet had come
in from Zetekhan with a large train of camels,
having spent an entire day, from sunrise to sun-
set, in traveling twelve miles. We knew that now
the road was broken, and, thanking the colonel
for his kind offer, told him that we should not
need to avail ourselves of it, but would start by
moonlight as planned.

By midnight the cold was intense, the stars
clear and sparkling. As we drove out through
a deep gorge the driver of the sled with the
kavasses tipped them off the abrupt bank of a
stream on to the newly formed ice; their hands
broke through and their mittens were soaked
—a serious thing in zero weather. The drivers
urged us to turn back lest the kavass’s hands
freeze, but I loaned one of them my mittens
and we proceeded. We reached a Kurdish vil-
lage soon after daybreak, rested a few hours,
and then hired oxen to carry our baggage up the

[ 52 ]




IN TURKEY

mountain over which we had to pass, as it was
very steep and the snow was quite deep.

At the top we again loaded the sleds, putting
trunks and bedding on one sled, seated the two
ladies with their backs against the trunks so that
they would be shielded from the wind, and began
the descent. The horses drawing the ladies’ sled
rushed down the last steep slope, across the small
stream at the bottom of the pass, and leaped to
ascend the opposite bank. As they leaped, Mev-
lute, the driver, turned them a little to the left so
that the front of the sled stuck under the bank;
he then lashed them fiercely. Knowing that the
harness would break if this strain continued, I
seized the front of the sled, raised it a little, and
the pull of the horses carried iton. It looked as
if I had lifted sledge, trunks, ladies, and all,
by sheer muscular strength, and the Turkish
drivers were filled with a wholesome awe of my
powers that was of great value to me later.

On we went. Mehmet next drove his horses
off the narrow road, where they floundered up to
their necks in the snow. We worked two hours
getting them out, unloading and reloading.

Meanwhile Mr. Ojalvo, saying that he would
go ahead to Zetekhan and prepare us a place for
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the night there, took my horse and the zabtieh
and left us. Near by was a Kurdish village noted
for its robbers. Our drivers turned aside to this
village and announced that it was their intention
to spend the night there.

“We shall go on to Zetekhan,” I announced.
They obeyed with very bad grace, and as we
crossed a stream on the outskirts of the village
Mevlute repeated his performance of the early
afternoon. Again I lifted the front of the sled,
extricating it. Both drivers then threw their
whips to the ground and began to unhitch their
horses, saying, “ You can stay here if you please;
we are going back to the village.”

Thereupon I seized Mevlute, whirled him
about, and threw him into a snow-bank twelve
feet away. I then fastened the traces, mounted
the box, and drove off.

‘“Bring on your sled,” I shouted to Akhmet,
the British kavass, who, when I looked back, was
pushing away his big driver, Mehmet, with the
scabbard of his sword.

‘“ Please do not take away my horses,” besought
Mevlute, overtaking us a moment later, and look-
ing very contrite. ‘I will behave if you will let
me drive them again.”
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I gave him the reins and he ran beside the sled,
whipping the horses into a gallop. All went well
for a few moments; then suddenly he gave a yell
like an Indian war-whoop and slashed at the
horses with all his might. They leaped forward
and, crash! went the front of the sled against a
rock jutting out of the snow; the whipple-tree
snapped, and the horses went free.

“The whipple-tree is broken; we will have to
go back to that village for a new one,” said Mev-
lute, apparently dismayed.

“We will not,” 1 retorted, tying the traces to
the runner, and on we went.

As we descended Tahir Pass the sun was set-
ting. We were already in the shadow of the
mountain. A long and steep descent made it im-
possible for the horses to hold back the heavy
sleds. They bore it well for a while, then began
to trot, and then to run at full speed down the
incline which was nearly two miles long. It
was dusk as we approached the foot of the
mountain.

In the dim light we saw a villager ahead of us
and an ox drawing a small sledge. We whistled
and gesticulated, and three times the man drove
his ox from the path into the soft, deep snow;
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but as soon as the animal felt his feet sink in
the snow he turned stubbornly back.

Seeing that our drivers could not stop their ill-
trained horses and that a dangerous collision was
imminent, I climbed out on the pole between the
leaders, leaped ahead, sprinted for the ox, and
putting my shoulder under him heaved him over
into the soft snow. Then I snatched up the
sledge, pitched it aside, and, stepping out of the
way just in time to let our sled pass, jumped on
behind.

Soon it was pitch dark. The sky became over-
clouded and snow began to fall. We were at the
foot of the mountain and were making our way
across Alashgerd plain. My driver informed me
that he could not see the road and begged me to
drive and follow him as he walked at the horses’
heads and felt for the road with his feet. Both
my hands froze and were thawed out by rubbing
them with snow.

“Stop, we are lost] 'We have got off the road,”
Mevlute called back suddenly.

““In what direction is the village?”’ I inquired.

“I know not.”

There was but one village within a radius of
many miles in that plain. We might travel all
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night and not find it. I doubt not that we were
all equally earnest in prayer at that moment that
God would guide us back to the road. Suddenly
we heard dogs barking at a great distance, and,
sure of our direction now, we turned at a right
angle, following the sound, and before long
found ourselves in Zetekhan.

The following day was Sunday and we were
determined not to travel on the Sabbath. Shortly
after daybreak Mr. Ojalvo, going out of the
house, met our drivers leaving with their horses
for Karakillissa to telegraph our whereabouts to
the police at Erzerum, to whom they had given
bond —as we learned later— that they would
not take us out of Erzerum without notification.
Mr. Ojalvo seized the horses and brought them
to our stable. We were quite within our rights
in overriding the arbitrary restrictions of minor
Turkish officials. British and American citizens
were accorded by treaty free right of travel in
Turkey, immunity from police interference, and
were subject only to consular courts.

Before long the gendarmes and soldiers of
Zetekhan were seen to withdraw and the chiefs
of the village came to us full of apprehension,
begging us to leave. Hatzdur, three miles away,
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had been pillaged and eighty-five of its people
killed by Kurds and gendarmes, ostensibly be-
cause some Armenian revolutionists from Rus-
sia had spent a night there. Ithad been reported
that we were fugitives from the Government and
our presence might be made an excuse for a simi-
lar massacre.

We packed our belongings, loaded the sleds,
and then found that our drivers had left, tak-
ing the harness with them. Fortunately I had
purchased a dozen hanks of very small rope in
Erzerum, because it was cheaper there than in
Van, and with this we made a full set of harness.

During the night a foot and a half of snow had
fallen and the road to Hatzdur was unbroken, so
it took us the rest of the day to travel the three
miles. We spent part of the night listing the
names of those who had been killed and getting
details of the horrible atrocities. Women had
been thrown into the heated clay ovens in the
ground, kerosene poured over them and ignited
—and worse things had been done.

Here we found some Turkish drivers taking
students to the military school in Van, and we
engaged them to care for our horses and furnish
a whipple-tree.
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As the villagers were destitute we decided to
give them assistance in the form of employment.
Next day we hired fourteen of the poorest men
to tramp ahead of our sleds and so break a road
for the horses. Progress was slow. The horses
repeatedly slipped from the path into snow so
deep that only their heads remained above it, and
we were obliged to dig and pack a path by which
they might return to the road. They became
fagged, but we had a high range to cross with no
stopping-place until we should reach the valley
beyond, so we could do nothing but push on, the
ladies riding, one my horse Nedjib, and the other
the gendarme’s horse.

Near the top of the pass the way was blocked
by a huge drift through which an opening had
been cut which was too narrow for the passage of
a sled. The horses, moreover, had fallen ex-
hausted ; six of them were down, and we feared
the leaders might die. We could burden them
no further, so, covering the loads in the sleds, we
unhitched the horses, and when, after a long wait,
we were able to get them on their feet, we led
them, leaving the sleds behind.

On the crest of the mountain we found a place,
wind-swept and beaten, where wolves had just
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devoured a horse. Nedjib stepped on the spot
softened by the heat of the animal’s entrails,
crashed through, and fell off the path into the
deep snow. His rider and I struggled to get him
out, while all the others, including the vice-
consul, who was leading Miss Barrows’s horse,
hastened on to get down to the village in the plain
and send us help.

Finally, pulling Nedjib around by his tail and
his heels, we succeeded in turning him with his
back downhill, and then rolled him over to the
next zigzag of the path, where he regained his
fect once more.

Just here the path forked, so we turned to the
left along the spur of the mountain, having failed
to notice that the others of our party had turned
to the right. After a while, on glancing down,
we saw them, looking like pygmies in the valley
below. The snow on this face of the mountain
was so beaten by the wind as to have a very firm
crust, too slippery to walk upon. Throwing the
reins on Nedjib’s neck I pointed to the horses be-
low and said to him, “ There they are; go down.”
With a whinny he spread his fore feet forward
and, almost sitting down, slid down the moun-
tain-side. We followed, quite sitting down,
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'while our friends below, catching sight of us,
roared with laughter.

Once indoors in the little village of Hanik,
most of us threw ourselves down where we
could, fatigued to the limit of endurance, un-
able to realize that this was Christmas Day, and
almost too tired to care. But Miss Barrows,
in spite of her own weariness, was determined
that we should celebrate the day in some way,
and, knowing that our kind friends in Erzerum
had intended we should do so when they had
packed our food-box, she brought forth from its
depths turkey, plum-pudding, and other goodies,
and prepared us a delicious dinner.

We had but just retired for the night when
there was a rumble and our beds were shaken to
and fro. Old Mother Earth was giving us a
hearty shake of congratulation on having got
through.

The next day we hired men to go back and
bring in our loads. They brought the sleds on
their shoulders and with them came our runaway
drivers. The vice-consul now insisted that we
leave the sleds and travel the rest of the way on
horseback, so he turned aside to Tutakh to
secure saddle-horses and pack-horses, directing
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us to await him at Milan, a village just the
other side of the Murad Su.

We mistakenly supposed this river was the
boundary between Erzerum and Van, and know-
ing that if captured within the province of Van
we must be taken to the Vali of Van, we dis-
missed anxiety from our minds, as he was a
friendly official and Van was our destination any-
way. We rested in a Kurdish house at Milan,
the men and women crowding in to see the
strange foreigners. We were hungry and thirsty,
so, having an orange that had been frozen, we
peeled and divided it. One of the Kurds held
out his hand for a piece; after examining it he
passed it on to another and another, until it had
been around a large circle and came back looking
almost as black as the rafters of the room. Then
the first man undertook to taste it, and found it
as bitter as wormwood. With an expression of
disgust he tossed it into the lap of one of the
ladies. A piece of chocolate was passed about in
the same way and also tossed into her lap. The
women crept up behind her to look at the coils
of her long hair, one of them quietly reaching up
and giving it a pull. Then they began to examine
her garments; one more curious than the others
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deliberately ventured investigation beneath her
petticoat; this was too much; we drove the in-
truders from the room.

After two hours Mr. Ojalvo arrived with some
pack-horses, but there were not enough saddles,
so the kavasses were obliged to use blankets as
saddles on the sled horses.

Proceeding to the village of Kios, we found
that a few days previously there had been a
battle between Yusuf Bey, Kurdish chief and
Hamidieh Kaimakam, and his neighbor Hussein
Pasha, which had resulted in nineteen wounded
men. I dressed their wounds and thus won
their friendship, I believe.

In the morning our drivers delayed until we
were compelled to call upon the Kaimakam for
assistance. By this time it was so late that Mr.
Ojalvo, who was very nervous, insisted on our
going on, leaving the Turkish kavass and the
zabtieh to bring on the load animals later. The
Armenian kavass, Sarkis, accompanied us. After
traveling perhaps twenty minutes from the vil-
lage I turned and rode to the top of a slight rise
of ground to see if our loads were coming. I
heard shouting and saw four men galloping
toward us at full speed. When they caught
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sight of me they lowered the muzzles of their
rifles, drew cartridges from their belts, and
loaded.

“1f that’s your game I shall be ready, too,” I
thought, swinging my Remington rifle from my
back and opening my pistol holster.

“Keep together,” I called out to the rest of
my party; “some men are coming.” An instant
later, the four men, who proved to be gendarmes,
dashed past me, encircled the party, and two of
them seized the bridle of the vice-consul’s horse.

“Brak!”* shouted Sarkis, raising his empty
riflee. Immediately three of the gendarmes
pounced on him and clubbed him with their
guns, paralyzing his right arm; then while one
beat him the other two attempted to unseat him
— without success, although they tore off both
his cartridge and overcoat belts.

- “Brak!” I shouted, aiming my as yet unloaded
rifle at them. The fourth gendarme, who from
a short distance was covering the party, now
leveled his rifle at me, but I turned on him so
suddenly that he dropped it, startled. Then I
wheeled my horse and had the four men in front
of me.

1 Quit.
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“ Brak, brak!” And I threw a cartridge from
the magazine into my rifle barrel and aimed at
the officer’s right shoulder. Something in the
snap of my voice and the flash of my eye assured
them that I meant business and all four drew
back and threw up their hands.

“Don’t shoot, Ussher! Don’t shoot, don’t
shoot!” called Ojalvo, who had cut for the hills
the moment the men had let go of his horse to
attack Sarkis. He came down now and acted as
interpreter. These men had been sent by the
Kaimakam of Tutakh, who had been informed
by one of our drivers that we were fugitives from
the Government. We must return to Tutakh.

“We will not!” said 1.

“Oh, but we must!” exclaimed Ojalvo.

“We will not! They are in our power now,
not we in theirs.” Then I remarked to him that
we must go back to Kiosk to get our baggage
which had been seized there and he, unwisely,
perhaps, explained this to the gendarmes.

“Oh, very good! Go back to Kiosk and wait
there and we will let you go unmolested, if fur-
ther orders do not come to us within an hour.”

“We will not ask your permission to proceed.”

In Kiosk we found that the loads had been re-
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moved from our animals, and while our men
reloaded them I took the ladies to the house
where we had spent the night, then went to the
house of the Kurdish Kaimakam, whither Mr.
Ojalvo had preceded me. Yusef Bey, feeling
very important because the American Consul was
begging the favor of being allowed-to go on, was
sitting up very straight and dignified and repeat-
ing, “ Impossible, impossible.”

Drawing my notebook from my pocket I de-
manded the names of the men who had stopped
us, whereupon all four of them bolted for the
door.

“Close that door!” I shouted, and insisted on
having their names.

“We are going on,” I said to Yusef Bey. “If
any one stops us he will do so at his peril, and if
anything happens to the ladies as a consequence
of to-day’s excitement I shall hold you personally
responsible.”

The pompous Kaimakam shriveled up, look-
ing anxiously from one to another of his men.

Just at that moment in walked a fifth gen-
darme, who saluted and said, “ Let the Ameri-
cans goon.” Welearned later that the Kaimakam

of Tutakh, hearing that we were fleeing from the
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Government, had sent the four gendarmes to stop
us and had at the same time telegraphed to Erze-
rum for instructions. The Vali of Erzerum had
replied, “ Do not interfere with the consuls”; so
the fifth man was sent post-haste with the message.

We went on. At Ardjish our zabtieh left us,
and, insulted at receiving the amount of but a
half-month’s salary for a baksheesh when he had
hoped for as much as two or three months’ pay,
went to the local police and informed them that
we were fugitives from the Government. They
came in haste to prevent our further escape.

Mr. Ojalvo routed the Kaimakam out of bed
at four o’clock in the morning to demand that
proper courtesy be shown him. The Kaimakam
was so incensed at his officials having failed to
inform him of the presence of the Honorable
American Consul that he routed them out of bed
also, imprisoned the zabtieh who had occasioned
the insult, and ordered his police to show us
every courtesy and provide every facility for our
journey.

Itwas Saturday morning and we were eighteen
hours from the city of Van. The ladies were
anxious not to have to spend another night in a
village, so we rested two hours at the head of
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Lake Van, breakfasted, traveled four hours more,
rested another four, and then pressed on. We
were so desperately weary and so nearly frozen
when we reached Cochani that we felt we must
turn in. Qur poor, tired steeds dropped asleep
on their feet as they waited, while we, dismount-
ing, went from door to door, seeking a place in
which to spend the night. We were finally
shown into a windowless stable with a raised
earthen platform ten feet square, where was a
fireplace on which dried manure was burning.
We dropped down on the uncarpeted floor of
this platform and were soon sound asleep. A
few hours later we awoke with a start, feeling
nearly suffocated. The chimney had been closed
to keep out the cold and the many animals in the
stable had exhausted the oxygen. We had to get
out.

The next village was full of soldiers who had
captured Emin Pasha, a noted Kurd, and were
taking him prisoner to Van. There was no other
place to stop, so we went on, hoping to slip into
Van unobserved while the people were at church,
and earnestly trusting that they would not be
shocked at our having traveled on Sunday. But
when we arrived at the gate of the mission com-
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pound a small boy who saw us, and who knew
how anxiously we were awaited, ran into the
church in the middle of Dr. Raynolds’s sermon,
shouting, “ They have come, they have come!”
Out rushed the congregation to greet us with un-
restrained demonstrations of joy. We were at
home at last.



CHAPTER V
WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN EXPECTED

Miss ELIZABETH BARROWS and I were married
on the 26th of the following June. It was the
first American wedding to take place in Van.
For diplomatic reasons and because of our rela-
tion to the entire community it was deemed ad-
visable to invite to it the Vali, the Turkish
officials, the most prominent Turks and Arme-
nians, and all the members of our Protestant con-
gregation. Several hundred were present. Miss
Barrows, gowned in simple white muslin, was
given away by Major Maunsell, the British Vice-
Consul. The simple and beautiful Episcopal
service so pleased the Armenians present that we
had to translate it into their language and there-
after it became the accepted form for Protestant
marriages in Van.

Our guests made elaborate speeches of con-
gratulations and good wishes, and then came tea,
cakes, and fruit, of which our many orphans had
a share—it was a gala day for them.
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My wife was the daughter of a missionary, the
Reverend John O. Barrows. Her birthplace was
Cesarea, Turkey, and her home had been in Tur-
key for the first seven years of her life. Then, on
account of the delicate health of her brother, the
family settled in New England. She attended
Northfield Seminary and the Woman's College
of Baltimore—now Goucher College—in which
she was president of her class during both her
junior and senior years, and on her graduation
was made life president. A schoolmate has writ-
ten of her: “The first characteristic which im-
pressed me was her absolute sincerity. Another
characteristic was her serenity of spirit and her
sweetness which was never insipidity. Behind it
appeared character, unyielding in its integrity, a
quiet firmness where principle was involved
which nothing could move. Her missionary
spirit was as a beautiful radiance that illuminated
her personality.”

For nearly a year after our marriage she con-
tinued full work in the girls’ school, until some
one was sent out and became fitted to take over its
management. Nearly every year thereafter she
taught in one or another of the schools, teaching
Biblical literature to theological students for a
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time, and also to our first college class a number
of years later, besides other subjects in the high
schools. Her keen intellect, her zest for knowl-
edge and research, her rich stores of original
thought stimulated, inspired, and deeply influ-
enced her pupils.

She was a very efficient housekeeper. ‘“ A true
daughter of New England, the spotlessness and
order of her home testified to her unrivaled abil-
ity as a home-maker.” She taught our children
herself, and daily, in the later years of our life in
Van, a little school held session in my study.
Three small home-made desks were set out in
order each morning, and the mother went from
one to another hearing now a primer lesson, now
a recitation in history, and again making clear
the mysteries of fractions or of compound inter-
est, or giving a little lecture in botany, physiol-
ogy, or history of art.

She was one of the organizersof a Y.W.C.A. in
Van; indefatigable in visiting in the homes of
the women, advising them in the care of their
children, helping them with her sympathy and in
many practical ways. Face to face with the
problem of relieving some of the bitter poverty
about her, she evolved a scheme to solve it. She
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gathered a hundred widows and orphan girls
who had no means of support, employed a lace-
maker to teach them how to make lace, imported
from Ireland much better and finer thread than
had ever been used for this purpose in Van,
bought the completed lace from each worker at
a price that afforded a living wage, and then sent
it by mail to dealers or to friends in America and
England to be sold. This continued to be a self-
supporting industry for years.

When I went to Van I found Dr. and Mrs.
Raynolds managing an orphanage of four hun-
dred children left destitute by the massacres of
1895 and 1896. Dr. Raynolds had interested
friends in America, Switzerland, Germany, and
England who provided for its maintenance. I
cannot do better than to quote right here from
a letter written to his Board by the Presbyte-
rian missionary, Mr. Coan, the week before I
arrived : —

It has been a great privilege to see the wonderful
work which is being carried on here by these two
giants, Dr. Raynolds and his wife. Think of a man
as at once station treasurer, distributing relief all
over the plain, and keeping the accounts involved

and sending the reports that are required; keeping
up preaching services in two places, four miles apart;
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superintending the care of five hundred orphans and
four hundred day pupils, the five hundred not only
cared for physically, but so taught and utilized in
part as to pay their own expenses. For example,
there are trades taught and half the day is given to
trades and half to study. All the cloth used is woven
by the children in the looms in the place; the skins of
the oxen and sheep eaten are cured on the place, and
boys make them up into shoes of three grades. Car-
pentering and blacksmithing are also done. All the-
food needed is prepared on the place, thus training
up another corps as bakers and cooks. So you have
every day on the place, being taught how to live use-
ful Christian lives, more than five hundred children.
Then add to all of the above the medical work here,
to which three afternoons are given, and you have at
least a part of the duties of this couple. Alone, with-
out associates, they have carried all these burdens,
until it is a wonder that they are not broken down.

The burden of the orphanage became too great
for them to carry unaided, and first, the Friends
of Armenia in England sent Miss Wilson to help
them, and when she left in 19or the German
Committee, which had assumed the support of
most of the orphans, sent out Herr Roessler, a
Swiss gentleman. He was succeeded by Friu-
lein Pauline Patrunky, a delightful little German
lady who won the hearts of all. The German
Committee steadily increased the number of or-
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phans it supported; in all over a thousand were
cared for.

When Dr. Raynolds returned from his fur-
lough in 1905 he was accompanied to Van by
Herr Sporri and his family, Anna Wachter, Pas-
tor Lohman, Secretary of the Deutsches Hilf-
bund, and Mr. Favre, representative of the Swiss
Committee. Pastor Lohman negotiated the
transfer of the orphanage work to the care of
the Germans. The agreement was that the chil-
dren should be sent to the American schools and
that, for the sake of mission polity and to avoid
rivalry and unchristian competition in the Lord’s
work, the Germans should not undertake inde-
pendent educational or evangelistic work in our
mission district. They and we were to have a
uniform salary schedule for our native assistants,
and when their orphans were educated we were
to employ them, if suitable, as teachers and
evangelists. Our medical department was to con-
tinue its care of the health of these children; their
Schwester Clara Liese was permitted to act as
superintendent of our hospital and we highly ap-
preciated her services.

Naturally, during the first years this was an
ideal arrangement for the Germans, for they
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were able to give all their attention to the phys-
ical care of the orphans. Soon, however, they felt
the need of broadening their work and started
schools, first in the orphanage, and then in the
villages. When they began to draw away our
teachers by offering higher salaries than those
stipulated in the schedule we reminded them of
their contract. “Oh,” was their naive reply,
‘“you cannot expect us to keep that agreement
now that it is no longer to our advantage.” So it
became a “scrap of paper.”

When my wife relinquished the superintend-
ence of the girls’ school, Miss Grisell McLaren,
a Mount Holyoke graduate, took her place.
Miss Susan Norton came a year later to take
charge of the kindergartens. She was married
in 1908 to the Reverend Charles Sterritt, of the
Urumiah Mission. In 1907, when Miss Mec-
Laren returned to this country on furlough, Miss
E. Gertrude Rogers, of New Britain, Connecti-
cut, a classmate of hers at Mount Holyoke Col-
lege, came out to Van. She was a sister of D.
Miner Rogers, who was shot during the Adana
massacre in 1909. She became principal of the
girls’ high schools and the intermediate grades of
the grammar schools in “ The Gardens” and in
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the walled city, while Miss Caroline Silliman,
daughter of the late Senator Silliman, of Con-
necticut, took charge of the primary departments
and kindergartens. Miss McLaren, on her re-
turn, became our touring missionary, superin-
tending our schools in the villages and organiz-
ing and superintending the work for women
there.

Meanwhile, in 1904, the Reverend and Mrs.
E. A. Yarrow came out to Van. Mr. Yarrow,
who was a graduate of Wesleyan, took charge of
the boys’ schools and became treasurer of the sta-
tion. He superintended the construction work
of our growing plant; a carpenter’s shop on our
premises was kept constantly busy, and he mod-
ernized and improved its methods. We all had
some share in the general work of the station be-
sides the responsibility of our own departments,
we three men preaching in turn in one of the two
evangelical churches of the city, and all of us
taking part in the work of the Sunday Schools
and of the Y.M.C.A. and Y.W.C.A. which were
organized after the Turkish Revolution put an
end to the old régime in which no societies of any
sort were tolerated. We all shared the social
duties which were an important part of our work.
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Each member of the station had a vote and no
policy or action was decided on without free and
full discussion.

Missionaries are human and very full of faults,
and the most successful and efficient usually have
strong wills and dominating personalities. They
need, more than others, great tolerance, patience,
and forbearance if friction and dissensions are to
be avoided under the difficult conditions of their
isolated life. These qualities the members of
the Van station possessed in large measure, and
we worked together in perfect harmony.

Our work grew until we had eleven hundred
school-children in the buildings on our com-
pound, besides the schools in the walled city and
akindergarten for Turkish children. Our build-
ings had to grow, too, and within recent years two
large new schoolhouses, one for boys and one for
girls, were erected on our premises. Dr. Ray-
nolds built a good-sized church with the money
paid him by the Ottoman Government as indem-
nity for the injuries he had received from Musa
Bey in the attack I have described in the third
chapter — an indemnity paid nineteen years after
the incident. He was fond of referring to it as
‘““the church the Kurds built.”
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Proselytizing was not the object of our labors.
But the Gregorian Church had become very cor-
rupt early in its history, its priesthood was igno-
rant and lax, and the Bible, written in a language
which had long been obsolete, was a sealed book
to the mass of the people. Baptism and the sacra-
ments were considered the essentials of religion
—not the living of a holy life. The aim of
American missions was to purify the Gregorian
Church, educate the priesthood and the people,
and, by giving them a Bible translated into mod-
ern speech, help them to become Christians in
reality as well as in name.



CHAPTER VI
MY HOSPITAL

SooN after my return from that momentous trip
to Erzerum, the story of which I have told in the
fourth chapter, I hired a private house not far
from the mission premises and had some altera-
tions made fitting it for hospital purposes. The
only place available for an operating-room was
a long closet five and one half feet wide by twelve
feet long. As this was on the second floor, we
were able to put a skylight in the earth roof and
enlarge a window at the end of the closet. Itwas
so narrow that we could not turn the patient
around without taking patient and table into the
hallway, which was wider. Our equipment, too,
at this time was quite primitive.

Our first hospital patient came to us before
we were ready. I was examining some one
in my consulting-room when there was a violent
pounding on the door, and the shout, “ Come out
quick, Doctor. There is a man dead on the wait-
ing-room floor.” Hurrying out, I found a vil-
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lager of perhaps twenty-two years of age with
neither heart-beat nor respiration on the left side
of his thorax, which bulged very markedly. The
contracted pupils showed that he was not yet
dead, and further examination revealed his heart
and lungs forced by an enormous pleural abscess
into the right upper quadrant of his chest. As
quickly as possible we put him on a stretcher and
hurried him to the hospital, sending a boy to
snatch a quilt for his bed from my own couch.
In great haste we tore off his clothing, sterilized
his side with alcohol, opened his thorax, and
a stream of pus under tremendous pressure
spurted to the ceiling. He began to breathe
again and eventually recovered. During his con-
valescence, he was converted. He took a Bible
with him to his home in Hundistan, which was
perhaps the most fanatical Gregorian village in
our field. Repeatedly its inhabitants had de-
clared that if any missionary or any Protestant
should enter their village they would stone him
out, and they meant it. As a result of the conver-
sion of this young man, however, they later asked
us to help them start a school of their own and
send them a teacher.

The recovery of the young man was thought
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to be a miracle. It was said that a man had died
and the doctor had resurrected him. So our
fame spread widely among the villages, but of
the people in the city none would venture to
come to our hospital, which was a new and un-
tried thingto them; fanatical Gregorians, antag-
onistic to the “ Protes,” told people that if they
came we would cut them up to get their eyes and
liver and brain to use in making medicine.

Finally a filthy and destitute beggar was found
lying in the street, dying of pneumonia. The
Turks have no benevolent institutions, nor had
the Armenians of this region. In Turkey hospi-
tality is a religious duty, and it is expected that
the stranger will be cared for, but this man was so
loathsome that all *“ passed by on the other side.”
The city fathers met and decided that it was a dis-
grace to the city to have any one dying uncared
for in the street, and yet no one was willing to
open his home to him. Then some one suggested
that he might be sent to the new American hospi-
tal, that he was “ dead ”” anyway, and as his death
was assured, it would not be wronging him to
send him to the American hospital. This, too,
would relieve the city of the mortification of
seeing a sick man dying in the street.
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Through God’s mercy the patient recovered.
He was well known, and the eyes of all were
turned upon our hospital. The following week
the performance was repeated in the case of a
female beggar, aged and infirm, who also was
dying of pneumonia. People said that the
doctor had raised her, too, from the dead; and
now that three dead people had been resurrected
and some operations for stone had been suc-
cessfully performed in private houses, the phy-
sician’s reputation was established, and our
hospital began to fill up.

Our lease was for three years, but it was soon
evident that we should need a larger structure.
Twelve patients and the nurses were all that we
could accommodate in the rented house. Dr.
Raynolds offered to lend some of his indemnity
which would make possible the erection of a
building without a grant from the Mission
Board, which did not as yet believe in medical
missions.

But the Turkish Government was an adept
in blocking the benevolent efforts of American
missionaries. We had been given to under-
stand, by our embassy, that it would not be pos-
sible to secure the permission for the erection of
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ahospital. The Vali of Van was a broad-minded
and friendly man, however.

Just at that time there was friction between
the French and Ottoman Governments over the
failure of the latter to pay for the erection by
French capitalists of the quays in Constantinople.
France seized the island of Mitylene and held it
until the accounts were paid and a satisfactory
treaty negotiated. One of the stipulations of this
treaty was that in the event of the religious orders
desiring to build or repair benevolent institu-
tions, if valid objections were not made by the
Ottoman Government within six months from
the date of application, the desired permission
should be considered granted without further
formalities. America’s treaty with Turkey con-
tained a clause granting to Americans all rights
and favors granted by the Ottoman Government
to the most favored nation. So, after deciding
when it would be best to begin construction, we
made application six months previously to the
Vali. Plans were drawn and forwarded by him
to Constantinople. We received no reply nor
acknowledgment of the receipt of our request,
with the exception that an inquiry regarding us
was directed to the British Vice-Consul. At the
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expiration of the six months, and during my sec-
ond year at Van, I wrote a letter to the Vali, noti-
fying him that as I had made application for a
permit to build a hospital six months previously
and no objection had been raised by the Ottoman
Government, we should consider the permission
granted, according to the Mitylene agreement
and the “favored nation” clause in our Ameri-
can treaty, and should forthwith begin construc-
tion. We obtained a local permit to erect a
building without a stipulation as to what it was
to be. The Turkish municipal physician, Fehty
Bey, was jealous of our success, and complained
to Constantinople that Dr. Ussher, an American
‘doctor, was building a hospital without Gov-
ernment permit. An inspector was sent from
Constantinople to examine into the matter. He
and Fehty Bey came together to view the struc-
ture and were overheard to say, “We will let
them go on until they get ready to put on the roof,
and then stop them, so they will lose the more and
become bankrupt.”

It might be well to explain here that Turkish
law allows the Government to stop construction
of any building until the roof is on. Once the
roof is on, the proprietor may finish unmolested.
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Adobe is very stable if protected by mixed straw
and mud plaster, but in wet weather melts down
rapidly if unprotected. Hence forbidding a
workman to work upon the building just before
the roof was put on would mean the destruction
of the whole in a single winter.

Our building progressed until one Thursday
afternoon, as we were erecting the roof timbers,
the inspector and Fehty Bey again put in an ap-
pearance, and the former was heard to remark,
“They have about ten days’ work to get that roof
on; Saturday I will start the machinery going to
stop them.” That night our master workman
and I secured some forty workmen and rigged
up aderrick to hoist tiles. Friday is the Moham-
medan’s holiday, and the Ottoman Government
does no business on that day. By Friday night
the roof was completed, much to the chagrin of
the inspector, who had waited about Van for
more than two months anticipating the fun of
seeing us lose our building.

Nothing further could be done by him or by
Fehty Bey until the structure should be occu-
pied. As soon as we moved in the patients from
the leased house, word was sent to Constanti-
nople by the municipal physician that Dr.
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Ussher was conducting a hospital in a new build-
ing without permission. Orders came from
Constantinople to close it. The Vali, whose
family physician I had been for some time, not
wishing me to be embarrassed more than was
necessary, allowed me to be informed of this
peremptory order before the police were sent
to execute it. Upon receipt of the news I re-
paired to his house and asked him if it were
true.

{3 Yes'”

“You, I know, are acting simply under orders,
and not because it is your desire to close the hos-
pital, which you acknowledge is valuable and
necessary to the people, so I shall understand
that whatever you do is not done with any ani-
mosity toward me personally and it will not
affect our friendship in the slightest.”

He expressed his kind approval of my attitude
and assured me that he regretted very much the
order to close the hospital.

“I hope,” 1 continued, “you will understand
that anything I shall do counter to your official
orders will not be directed against you personally
and should not lessen your friendship for me.
If the police are sent to close the hospital, T will
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resist, and if they choose to use force in American
premises and so raise an international question,
‘Bouyuniz effendim.’”* This was reported to
Constantinople as my reply and there was no
more opposition.

We moved into the new building in 1903. I
think it was in 1904 that Professor J. Rendle
Harris, of Cambridge University, England, vis-
ited us. One morning before breakfast he said to
Dr. Raynolds, “ Now say, ‘For what we are
about to receive the Lord make us truly thank-
ful’”; and after grace he pushed across the table
a check for three hundred pounds for the hospi-
tal to repay what Dr. Raynolds had loaned me.
The rest of the cost I met out of the receipts of
the medical department; out of these receipts I
paid for many enlargements and improvements
later, and paid the salaries of my nurses, drug-
gists, and other employees. Gifts from friends
met part of the expense of many free patients.

A friend of Professor Harris’s sent us forty-
eight hospital beds which proved a great novelty
and attraction, and sometimes patients would
amuse themselves while lying full length on these

1 «<Help yourself>’; i. e., ¢ Whatever trouble comes of it you will
have made it for yourself.”
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by bouncing up and down on the springs half an
hour at a time.

In the fall of 1904 we learned that there was
disease among the soldiers, of which the symp-
toms were diarrheea, vomiting, cramps, and the
turning black of their bodies. These symptoms
are characteristic of Asiatic cholera, so I in-
quired of the Vali whether there was cholera
among the soldiers and requested — if it were so
—that precautions be taken to protect the people.
The Turkish doctors very indignantly denied
the existence of cholera, and, it seems, called it
“bronchitis malaria.” A few days later it was
reported that twenty soldiers were dying daily in
a certain barracks, and again I approached the
Vali. Again jealous military physicians were
indignant at the suggestion that there might be
cholera among their soldiers. But the following
Sunday I was called to see an Armenian who had
handled some bread given him by a soldier. His
symptoms were very distinctly those of Asiatic
cholera and within three hours from the begin-
ning of his attack he was dead. I reported to the
Vali that an Armenian had died with symptoms
which indicated Asiatic cholera and I would con-
firm my diagnosis by a microscopical examina-
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tion. The Turkish police and physicians came
at once to the house, removed the body, and for-
bade my approaching it.

That evening another young man, who had
formerly been a nurse in our hospital, was taken
sick. When the people in the house in which he
was living heard that it was cholera, even his
sister, who had promised to stay by him, fled and
left him, and when I went to the house the fol-
lowing morning I found him lying dead alone.
The Gregorian Church sextons and undertakers
refused to touch the body. I performed an au-
topsy and took cultures direct from the intestine
that proved to be the spirilum of Asiatic cholera,
and I so reported to the Vali. He in turn re-
ported to Constantinople and requested that I go
through the large military barracks and see what
disease was raging there. The Turkish physi-
cians pretended that they, too, desired this, but
I noticed that messengers were sent in haste
ahead of us. As I was being taken into the re-
ception-room, from which I would be unable to
see any of the surroundings, I noticed bearers
hurrying a corpse across the courtyard. Turning
aside to examine it I found the man had died
under the influence of opium, and as the body
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was still hot, had undoubtedly died of cholera.
We found in the first ward which we visited thir-
teen new cases, and throughout the barracks more
than four hundred in various stages of the dis-
ease, many of them with the so-called cholera
typhoid.

On our return to the Vali he inquired first of
the Turkish doctors whether there was any chol-
era and their reply was, “ Biz boulamaduk.”
(We could not find it.) Of course, much as I
wanted to retain the friendship of my medical
colleagues, I could not acquiesce in such a mis-
statement. My word was taken against theirs
and a corps of physicians was sent from Constan-
tinople to combat the disease.

During the first week of the epidemic among
the general populace it was so virulent that nearly
every stricken person died. I was not accus-
tomed to losing patients at such a rate and, feel-
ing terribly grieved about it, was searching my
books at midnight for some further suggestion as
to treatment, when, finding nothing more than
what I already knew, discouraged, I went to the
Source of wisdom and fell on my knees. Then my
eye lighted on an old copy of Sajous’s “ Medical
Journal ” on the bottom shelf of the bookcase, un-
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til that moment out of the range of my vision.
There were all the volumes for 1896 and 1897,
and, when I rose from my knees, I seized the first
one that came to hand and found a mention of
cholera in it and a report by Dr. Fullerton of
Columbus, Ohio, regarding the use of quinine in
cholera. The notice consisted of but about ten
lines, but, the suggestion was valuable. Koch, of
Berlin, had discovered that quinine in solution
would inhibit the growth of the cholera germ.
Drs. Fullerton and Graham, of Columbus, Ohio,
had demonstrated in laboratory experiments that
a one two-thousandths solution of sulphate of
quinine would kill the cholera germ in twenty
minutes. I used it, giving ten grains every hour
for four doses, and from that time lost no more
cases.

The colonel of one of the regiments, hearing
of our success among the people and in our own
cholera hospital, offered to turn his barracks over
to me and to carry out any instructions I should
give. He was losing twenty men a day from his
command and the disease was spreading rapidly.
I found that cases of malaria and pneumonia
were being put into beds in which cholera pa-
tients had died and, very naturally, these patients
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promptly developed cholera. We burned the in-
fected beds, washed the barracks with one forty
thousandth copper sulphate solution, gave aro-
matic sulphuric acid “lemonade” to all the sol-
diers, sick and well, and quinine to those who
were infected, and in two days the epidemic was
wiped out in that barracks. This persuaded the
other doctors to try our treatment, which they
had decried. When the commission arrived from
Constantinople its members implored us to show
them a single case of cholera, but not one was to
be found. The only precaution taken among
the citizens was the putting of perforated cop-
per plates in all the water-courses, copper in
even the most minute proportions being deadly
to the cholera germs, and to those whose wells
were infected we gave small packages of copper
sulphate to be dissolved in the well. In spite of
the failure of many people to boil the water used,
these means rapidly cleared the city of cholera.
The commission of physicians sent from Constan-
tinople — who did not see a single case of cholera
— were raised in rank and decorated ‘“for having
stopped the epidemic.” I was told that I might
have a decoration if I would give a fitting
present to the Vali, which I did not do.
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The following year (1905) there was an epi-
demic of typhus in Van. Overcrowding, due to
the impoverishment of the people by heavy and
unjustly collected taxes, was responsible for its
rapid spread. Friulein Patrunky, at the time in
charge of our orphanage during Dr. Raynolds’s
furlough, contracted the disease from some
newly received orphans, and died of an abscess
in the brain. Shortly before her death I was
told by the nurses that five orphan girls were
also dying. Inagony of mind I went to my house
and flung myself on my knees to pray for guid-
ance. As clearly as if some one had spoken the
words aloud came to my mind the suggestion,
“Use calcium sulphide.” I immediately gave
the necessary orders to my nurses and within
twenty-four hours the sick girls were convales-
cent. I then gave the calcium sulphide to a num-
ber of other typhus patients in the hospital, and
those thus treated were convalescent in twenty-
four hours. After that I used it for my outside
patients with great success.

Smallpox was ever with us, though much les-
sened in its frequency by vaccination. I treated
the cases to saturation with calcium sulphide,
and after saturation they became apparently
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non-infectious and were convalescent within four
days.

Alone out there and thrown upon my own re-
sources, I had to make independent discoveries,
originate methods of treatment, assume all re-
sponsibility. There was no other physician with
whom I could consult. My hospital was for sev-
eral years the only civil hospital in a territory as
large as New York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania,
and New England combined. Later Dr. Under-
wood in Erzerum turned part of his own house
into a hospital, and yet later the Annie Tracy
Riggs Hospital was built in Harput.

Patients came from distant villages and towns
on foot, in litters, in ox-carts, and even pick-a-
back. The records of a recent year show 927 in-
patients, 517 out-patients treated at the hospital
5800 times, over 250 operations performed, 1800
individuals prescribed for or treated at the dis-
pensary thousands of times, and 2216 visited in
their homes, sometimes at great distances.

The first four years of my work in Van I not
only trained my own nurses, but, having no super-
intendent, had to oversee their work myself.
They required constant watching and following
up, for it is hard to make Orientals understand
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the necessity of strict obedience, absolute accu-
racy, surgical cleanliness, and attention to the
minutest details— nothing in their upbringing
or tradition teaches them this.

It was a great relief when in 1904 the Deutches
Hilfsbund permitted Schwester Clara Liese, a
German deaconess, to take up her abode in our
hospital as superintendent. She was with us
until we left for our furlough in 1908. - When
we returned in 1909 we persuaded Miss Louise
Bond, an English nurse in Cork, Ireland, to re-
turn with us. The following year we started a
regular training class for nurses, giving tri-
weekly lectures, and in the spring of 1912 we
gave our first hospital exhibition before a large
audience, containing many Turkish officials. The
nurses demonstrated the making of beds, the bath-
ing of patients in bed, the treatment of fractures,
the treatment of wounds, the aseptic and anti-
septic technique of preparation for an operation,
ending with a mock amputation. The audience
held its breath in horror when the operator
plunged his knife into the patient’s leg, gave a
sigh of relief and burst into a laugh when saw-
dust flowed instead of blood. The exhibition

was a revelation and an education. Many who
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had opposed nursing as a vocation for women
changed their minds. Others lost their ignorant
fear of what went on within hospital walls.

Two years later we gave an exhibition of Red
Cross First Aid which taught the public much-
needed lessons. Several instances of the putting
into practice of some of these lessons came to my
knowledge later.

Our work for souls in the hospital was never
what I would have liked it to be, but it was fruit-
ful and perhaps not less so than other branches
of the service. We tried to make it a point to
give every one who entered the hospital an
opportunity to know the principles of Christian-
ity. Sometimes patients would come in who sus-
pected that this was our aim and determined not
to give us a chance. We had, of course, morning
and evening devotions in the wards —a hymn,
Scripture reading, and prayer. Some of the ob-
jectors would stop their ears so as not to hear the
Scripture or the hymn, but after a few days they
would notice how interested their companions
were and curiosity would get the better of them.
They would listen a little at first, then hearing
nothing against their religion would cease to stop
their ears. Soon they would try to join in the
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singing, and would perhaps ask for a hymn
which had been sung before or begin to discuss
what had been read. There were times when
we had reason to believe that every patient in
the hospital had definitely accepted Christ as
his Saviour and Lord.

No operation was begun without prayer.
Many a patient coming into the operating-room
terror-stricken at the thought of the ordeal before
him has been quieted and profoundly impressed
by this prayer and has said to me afterward, It
changed me.”

One particularly foul-mouthed and blatant in-
fidel came for an operation; he cursed the nurses,
refused every offer of reading-matter connected
with religion, and was very abusive of the Bible
and the Church. I took no apparent notice of
his tirades. He was in a private room and there
was a Bible on his table; one day, after the opera-
tion, I picked up the book, opened it at the fifth
chapter of Matthew and showing him the first
six verses asked what he thought of them. He
thought them “fine” ! Then I selected another
passage. He read it with interest and asked if
he might have the book for a while.

‘“ But you don’t want to read it, do you?”
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“Yes, that is the best thing I have read in a
long time. What s the book?”

“The book against which you have been rail-
ing — that you said was all bosh and hypocrisy.
It is a Bible.”

“No! I didn’t know there were things like
that in the Bible. 1 never saw a Bible to read it
before. May I borrow it for a few days?”

From that day all his spare time was spent por-
ing over the Bible. When he was well enough to
leave the hospital he begged to be permitted to
stay three days longer (at his own charges in a
private room) in order that he might finish the
New Testament. He said, “When I get out
I know I shall not have much time for read-
ing.” I never heard another curse or foul word
from his mouth. During the siege of Van he did
heroic work in the trenches.

Mohammedans especially were profoundly in-
terested in the Bible. We would allow them to
compare it with a Turkish translation of the
Koran, and the comparison was always, in their
minds, much to the advantage of the Bible.

One Turkish officer convalescing from typhus
wrote on the fly-leaf of the large Turkish Bible
belonging to the ward that he had read this book,
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had been greatly helped by it, hereby recom-
mended it to the careful reading of any other
Moslems who might come to the hospital, and
prayed Allah that they might while there be
helped as much physically and spiritually as he
had been. He signed this with his full name and
rank and regiment. On departing he purchased
and took with him two copies of the Testament.
From that day nearly every Turkish officer who
spent a week or more in our hospital signed on
that page his testimony confirming what Akhmet
Bey had said.

Many of our Turkish soldiers could not read,
but enjoyed hearing the Scriptures and went
home with changed ideas about Christianity and
Christians.

Turkish homes and harems in Van not open to
other Christianizing influences were open to the
American physician, whom they trusted abso-
lutely, thanks to the long and true life of Dr.
Raynolds among them; I was especially in de-
mand as an obstetrician in difficult cases.

I never hesitated to present the claims of Christ
to Turks, Kurds, or Arabs where opportunity
offered, but made no effort to proselytize and
never spoke slightingly of their religion, for I
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felt that if their own hearts did not tell them that
what I offered was higher and purer and more
satisfying than Islam, it would be useless to take
away their faith in what they had. In my
seventeen years in Turkey I have never had a
rebuff from a Moslem to whom I addressed re-
ligious conversation. Islam is the State religion
of Turkey and to renounce “the faith” is trea-
son against the State and so punishable with
death. For this reason, though Christianity has
made a great impression on the Moslems of Tur-
key, few individuals have dared to renounce
Islam publicly. Many have delayed a public
profession, hoping to be able to win their fami-
lies to Christ. I have known several who were
compelled to flee the country immediately after
such a profession of Christ, while their relatives
were subjected to most harrowing tests of their
loyalty to Islam.



CHAPTER VII
A PHYSICIAN-AT-LARGE

I was often obliged to leave my hospital and my
practice in Van to attend missionaries in other
cities, for there were not enough missionary phy-
sicians to go around and very few competent na-
tive physicians in our part of the country. In
Bitlis, the mission station nearest us, there was
never, during my sixteen years in Van, even a
fairly good native doctor, so I was summoned
thither in haste many a time.

When there I always held a daily clinic, for
our doors would be besieged by those whose only
chance of securing a physician’s aid was afforded
by my occasional visits. Here would be a man
who would have gone blind in a short time had I
not happened that way; there another who had
been disabled and suffering intensely for months,
whom a simple operation would restore to
health; here again, a mother with a baby in her
arms which would waste away and die unless
helped. People who live in a country where
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physicians, hospitals, and free clinics are plenti-
ful cannot realize what an immense amount of
suffering goes unrelieved in Oriental countries,
how many hundreds of thousands of children die
or become cripples, imbecile, or blind because no
aid is at hand. My heart has often ached as I
have looked on the crowds who always gathered
around me at every stopping-place in my jour-
neys, and have realized how many sufferers were
beyond my reach who could get no other succor.

My professional trips were undertaken at all
times of the year and I had many queer experi-
ences traveling over the vile Turkish roads in
winter or early spring.

Three months after the journey from Erzerum
to Van, described in the fourth chapter, I was
called upon to go over that road again. The far-
ther north we traveled the deeper became the
snow and slush; small streams were swollen to
dangerous torrents; I kept dry while fording one
of these by standing on my islanded saddle, cling-
ing to the pommel to keep my balance.

When we came to the Murad Su we met a
group of Turkish officials, who had tried vainly
for eight hours to persuade the officials on the
other side to bring out the Government raft and
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ferry them across. They informed us that the
river had risen suddenly about twenty feet that
morning and was absolutely impassable. They
tried to persuade me to turn back with them and
take a much longer road which crossed the river
by a bridge, but I had visions of a little angel
coming to the world on schedule time, with no
one there to do the honors should I be a day late,
so determined to push on, remembering the
promise, “ When thou passest through the waters,
I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they
shall not overflow thee.”

“We shall probably have to swim the river,”
I said to my zabtieh.

“But I can’t swim.”

‘“In that case you will have to ride your horse
into the river until it reaches the saddle, then slip
off, and, holding by the strap of the saddle, let
him pull you across.”

“Just as you say, Doctor Bey. I will do what-
ever you order.”

When we reached the brink of the river, how-
ever, we saw men on the other side getting ready
the Government raft, which was made of poles
tied together and fastened to a dozen inflated
goatskins.
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“Wait, my lord, wait, and we will bring you
across,” they shouted.

On coming over they treated me with the ut-
most respect and would not even let me lead my
own horse.

““No, no, my lord ; we will take you across and
then return for the horse and zabtieh.”

But when they attempted to lead Nedjib into
the rushing torrent he would not follow, and
when they raised a stick to drive him in he
hunched himself menacingly.

“Let go of him!” T shouted.

They feared he might run if they did so, but
finally obeyed.

“Come, Nedjib, come and get a lump of
sugar,” T called.

He pricked up his ears, looked across the river
at me, and, plunging in, swam straight and strong.
One of the men snatched at his halter chain, all
jumped on the raft, and he towed them halfway
across the river, when the man holding the chain
had to let go or be pulled in. Nedjib swam fast,
but was swept by the current a hundred yards
below us. On landing he came straight to me.

“Mashallah! What a horse!” exclaimed the
Turks. They woul(g not p]ermit me to fee the
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men who had poled the raft nor to wait on myself
in any way. I was conducted to a café, a servant
removed my muddy top-boots, and, much to my
annoyance, washed them inside as well as out at
the fountain.

This was Tutakh, from which the gendarmes
had been sent to Kiosk to stop us on that memo-
rable journey from Erzerum the previous De-
cember. That evening a group of officers came
to call on me, though they should have been
feasting at the end of the day’s fast, it being the
month of Ramazan. They wanted to know if I
would call on the Kaimakam.

“No, I think not.”

“We beg of you to do so. Pray forgive him.”

“Forgive him for what?”

‘““ Are you not the American Consul?”

“No, I am the American doctor from Van.”

The look of relief and withal disgust on their
faces was amusing, and then I learned why I had
been ferried across when the Turkish officials
had pleaded in vain. An officer had been watch-
ing the latter through a telescope as they had re-
treated from the river-bank, saw them meet me
on the crest of the hill, noticed my helmet, and

exclaimed: “There is that American Consul
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whom we insulted so a few months ago. Now
he will make us pay for it.” They held council
with the Kaimakam and decided that they would
treat the consul with every honor and perhaps
he would relent and forgive them. I was offered
no more special courtesies and no gendarmes to
guide me. My zabtieh, Suleiman, did not know
the road beyond this place, but we were told that
it was plain and there was no chance of going
astray.

The snow was very deep and melting under-
neath. The beaten path was firm enough to hold
the horses most of the time, but when they did
break through, the stiff crust nearly shaved their
legs, drawing blood, and so gripped them about
the upper leg that it was extremely difficult to
extricate them.

At one place I was suddenly brought up short
on the edge of a crevasse about twelve feet deep
and five feet across. Fearing that if I took the
leap on Nedjib’s back our combined weight
would cause a cave-in and precipitate us to the
bottom, I backed him off, dismounted, and with
a running leap cleared the chasm; then called
Nedjib and he followed suit.

At the top of Kilidge Gedik, or Sword Pass,

[ 107 ]



AN AMERICAN PHYSICIAN

eight thousand feet in altitude, Suleiman’s horse
got off into the deep snow and thrashed about
until exhausted. Every time we tried to guide
him to the path some frantic plunge would
throw him back. The high altitude taxed our
hearts severely, and after an hour and a half of
struggle we were limp.

‘“ Let me cut his throat and leave him,” begged
Suleiman.

“No, I wouldn’t cut my horse’s throat and I
won’t permit you to.”

Suleiman spread his coat for a prayer mat on
the snow and began his noonday namaz. 1, too,
was praying that God would help us out. Itmay
have been Suleiman’s prayer mat that suggested
it, but as soon as he rose from his knees the same
thought seemed to strike us both, and spreading
our coats, blankets, and waterproofs on the snow,
we dragged the discouraged horse around by tail
and heels until his back was turned downbhill,
rolled him over on to the blankets and coats, and
finally got him to his feet again and back to the
path.

Descending on the other side of the path, the
road zigzagged sharply and frequently. Near
one turn of the path, where I was holding Nedjib
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back on a steep place to make him step lightly, I
broke through the crust and was gripped tightly
round the thighs. Nedjib realized that he was
coming down on top of me, and to save me he
reared and leaped over my head, getting a fall
of at least five feet to the path below.

At the foot of the mountain was the Cherian
River, usually a small stream, but now nearly a
thousand yards wide and filling a large part of
the Alashgerd plain; cakes of ice were whirling
down the rushing torrent of the main stream. In
trying to find the ford we crossed to some islands,
and between two of them I suddenly found my
horse in a deep hole, violently pawing the soft
bottom and sides in a vain struggle to climb out.
The water was up to my armpits. I slipped off
and swam out, pulling Nedjib out by the reins.

We spent the night in a Kurdish village where
we were hospitably entertained by a Hoja.! I
went to bed, while Suleiman held my soaked
garments before the fire. He was so intent on
telling our host about our exploits that until I
shouted to him he did not notice that half the leg
of an undergarment had been burned off. It
took some hours to dry my instruments which

! Teacher.
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had been in saddle-bags on Nedjib. My boots
never dried, but I took no cold; my experience
has been that chill in pure air does not cause a
cold, but even a slight chilling in foul air will
do so.

That night I was awakened from sleep by
voices and a light and saw my host walking about
the stable, stark naked, directing his two wives in
the care of the cattle.

The last twenty-two hours of the journey I
made in one stage, leaving Nedjib with Suleiman
at a large village where I took post-horses. The
post had left Agantz, near Van, when we did,
taking a different route with relays of horses
every five hours; but we had all reached this vil-
lage at the same time.

On a trip to Bitlis I once had to pass over a
narrow road on a mountain-side from which
there was a sheer fall of one hundred and fifty
feet to the rocky valley below. The path was
covered with ice as smooth as glass, sloping out-
ward; on this I hacked some longitudinal and
transverse lines with a stone. My zabtieh in-
sisted that he could lead the pack-horse safely
across, but the latter had hardly stepped on the
ice when his feet shot out from under him and
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hung in space over the edge of the precipice as
he fell heavily on his side. I seized his head to
keep him from struggling, and while I was try-
ing to remove his load my feet, too, went over the
edge. One of the longitudinal cuts in the ice
was all that saved me, as it afforded a hold for
my fingers, which stayed me until the zabtieh
could come to my aid.

On the return trip, where at one place our path
lay along the edge of a steep snow-covered slope,
terminating in a perpendicular cliff, my zabtieh
gave the privilege of leading the load-horse to
a village Turk who had joined himself to our
party. Mahomet was loath to work with his
hands, so he tied the halter rope about his waist
and used his hand for his staff. He was behind
me; suddenly, hearing an exclamation, I turned
in time to see the horse rolling over, load and all,
down the steep slope toward the precipice, and
Mahomet being dragged headlong after him
through the snow. With a leap I reached the
halter rope and, sitting down, ploughed through
the snow until my feet struck a buried boulder,
which stayed us while I held firm in a tug of war
until the zabtieh could come to our assistance.

The story of three of my professional trips will
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be related in the twelfth chapter. Not all my
trips have been professional, of course. I have
traveled seven times to Tiflis, the capital of the
Russian Caucasus. On one occasion I had with
me an Armenian servant named Abkar. During
the reign of Abdul Hamid Armenians were not
permitted to leave the country. The Turkish
Government would not furnish them with pass-
ports, and the Russian Government would not
admit them without these documents. When
missionaries took servants with them into Russia
to care for the journey horses, it was customary
to get from the Russian Consul in Van a letter
containing their names, which was honored at
the Russian border, and the missionaries were
held responsible for the return of the men. To
pass the Turkish border one had to carry a Turk-
ish passport, or a letter from the Vali, mention-
ing the servants.

I had such a letter from the Vali at Van men-
tioning Abkar by name, but the passport officer
at Kara Boulakh, either in the hope of securing
a bribe or in pure meanness, refused to let him
pass without an order from the Mutessarif of
Bayazid, so I was compelled to take the eight
hours’ journey to Bayazid and back to secure the
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order. The Mutessarif was as courteous as pos-
sible and wrote a brief reprimand, but failed to
mention the servant by name, so the passport
officer again refused to let the man pass.

This aroused my ire; it was evidently pure
meanness now, and I declared that I would take
Abkar with me, but as we were preparing to
depart a soldier came to arrest him.

‘“Hands off!” T exclaimed, “ whoever touches
my man touches me.” An officer then ordered
his soldiers to shoot Abkar if he passed a certain
line ten feet away.

“TI have no quarrel with you,” I said, turning
to the men; “I know you are under orders; but
I can shoot, too. If a shot is fired I will shoot,
first the officer who gives the command, next the
man who fires the shot. Mount, Abkar, and ride
ahead of me.”

We went on unmolested. I sent a note of com-
plaint to the Mutessarif at Bayazid, and when I
returned was met by a guard of honor at the
boundary line and escorted through with every
courtesy. The passport officer had been called to
Bayazid for punishment, but his removal was
only temporary, for I found him at his post on a
subsequent journey and I could not have been
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treated with more consideration than he showed
me then.

My trouble on the next trip, however, was not
with a Turkish official. I was to meet a party of
five —one of whom was my brother — coming
into the country with considerable baggage. As
we needed a freight wagon for our large orphan-
age in Van, it was decided to take draft horses
with us, buy a wagon in Russia, and bring the
baggage back in that. For such a caravan as we
would have, we needed four men, including a
cook for the journey. I took my two-wheeled
cart, with a horse which had just been broken to
harness. The Russian Consul very kindly gave
me a letter to the Governor of Igdir, mentioning
the names of my servants and requesting cour-
tesies for us. From the Russian custom-house at
Urkub I hurried on to Igdir to hire a carriage
and catch the two o’clock train from Etch-
miadzin to Tiflis. My men with the horses and
loads were but a short distance behind me.

I had reached the inn in the market-place and
was about to have my horse stabled when a man
came in to inform me that my four servants had
been arrested. There was not much time to spare
if T would catch the train, so, jumping into the
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cart again with an interpreter, I started for the
Governor’s palace to present my letter.

“Halt!” A Cossack policeman with a rifle
stepped up to me. ““ Go slowly, ahead of me.”

“I am going to the Governor and haven’t time
to go slowly. If you wish to go with me get into
the cart.”

“Go slowly ahead of me,” he reiterated.

I whipped up the horses and started off, to be
stopped again by a sharp command.

“ 1 haven’t time to wait and I will not; get in,
if you want to go with me.” He got in.

As we drove toward the Governor’s palace we
passed a guard-house. The sentry on duty, see-
ing a gentleman in a carriage with a Cossack
guard, assumed that he must be some high dig