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Werfel was already famous as a novelist and playwright when, in 1930, he made the journey to the Middle East that would inspire The Forty Days of Musa Dagh, his masterpiece. Shocked by the plight of Armenian orphans he saw working in a carpet factory in Damascus, he started making enquiries about what had happened and discovered the story of the seven Armenian villages around the slopes of Musa Dagh that had resisted the resettlement order issued by the Ottoman authorities in 1915.

Werfel published his novel in 1933, in a context in which his books were being burned in Germany. It was inevitable that this book would be denounced too: as well as it being by a Jewish ‘burned author’, the parallels between the Young Turks and the National Socialists were only too clear. In February 1934, all remaining copies were seized by the Nazi authorities and destroyed. ‘In the so-called “prime of life” after working nonstop, I stand in my own ruins’, wrote Werfel at the time. In the English-speaking world, meanwhile, the book became an instant bestseller on publication in translation later in the year.

In 1938, following the Anschluss, Werfel was forced to leave Austria for good. He and Alma settled in Marseille but had to flee again during the German occupation of France. They spent five weeks sheltering in Lourdes, an experience which inspired his 1941 novel The Song of Bernadette. In 1940 the couple escaped Europe via the Pyrenees, Madrid and Portugal, and finally settled in Los Angeles. Werfel died there in 1945.




This book was conceived in March of the year 1929, during the course of a stay in Damascus. The miserable sight of maimed and famished-looking refugee children, working in a carpet factory, gave me the final impulse to snatch the incomprehensible destiny of the Armenian people from the Hell of all that had taken place. The writing of the book followed between July 1932 and March 1933. Meanwhile, in November, on a lecture tour through German cities, the author selected Chapter 5 of Book One for public readings. It was read in its present form, based on the historic records of a conversation between Enver Pasha and Pastor Johannes Lepsius.
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Book One



COMING EVENTS


How long, O Lord, holy and true, dost thou not judge and avenge our blood on them that dwell on the earth?

Revelation vi, 10 





Chapter 1

Teskeré

“How did I get here?”

Gabriel Bagradian really spoke these solitary words without knowing it. Nor did they frame a question, but something indefinite, a kind of ceremonious amazement, which completely, utterly filled him. The clear glitter of this Sunday in March may have inspired it, in this Syrian spring, which shepherded flocks of giant anemones down along the flanks of Musa Dagh and far out across the irregular plain of Antioch. Everywhere their bright blood sprang from the meadow slopes, stifling the more reticent white of big narcissi, whose time had also come. A golden, invisible humming seemed to have encased the mountain. Were these the vagrant swarms of the hives of Kebussiye, or was it the surge of the Mediterranean, audible in the bright transparency of the hour, eroding the naked back of Musa Dagh? The uneven road wound upwards, in and out among fallen walls. Then, where it suddenly ended in heaps of stone, it narrowed out into a sheep track. He had come to the top of the outer slope.

Gabriel Bagradian turned. His tall figure, in a touring suit of loose homespun, straightened itself, listening. He thrust the fez a little back off his damp forehead. His eyes were set wide apart. They were a shade lighter, but not in the least smaller than Armenian eyes usually are.

Now Gabriel saw what he had come from. The house gleamed out, with its dazzling walls, its flat roof, between the eucalyptus trees of the park. The stables, too, and the outhouses, glittered in this early morning sunshine. Although between Bagradian and his property there was now more than half an hour’s walk, it still looked so close to him that it might have been following at his heels. And further along the valley the church of Yoghonoluk, with its big cupolas and pointed, gabled minarets at the sides, greeted him clearly. This solemn, massive church and Bagradian’s villa formed an entity. Bagradian’s grandfather, the fabled founder and benefactor, had built them both fifty years ago. It was the custom of Armenian peasants and craftsmen, after their journeys abroad – to America even – in search of profit, to return home, into the nest. But bourgeois grown rich had other notions. They built their luxury villas along the Riviera from Cannes, among the gardens of Heliopolis, or at least on the slopes of Lebanon, in the neighborhood of Beirut. Old Avetis Bagradian had drawn a definite line of demarcation between himself and such new rich. He, the founder of that world-famous Istanbul business, which had offices in Paris, New York, and London, resided, in so far as his time and affairs allowed him to do so, year after year in his villa above the hamlet of Yoghonoluk, under Musa Dagh. But not only Yoghonoluk; the other six Armenian villages of the district of Suedia had basked in the rich blessing of his kingly presence among them. Quite apart from the schools and churches built by him – from his summoning of American mission teachers – let it suffice to indicate the gift which in spite of every other event remained, even today, fresh in the memory of his people: that shipload of Singer sewing machines which after a more than usually prosperous business year Avetis had distributed among fifty needy families in the villages.

Gabriel – he had still not turned his listening gaze away from the villa – had known his grandfather. He had been born in the house down there and spent many long months of his childhood in it. Till his twelfth year. And yet this early life, which was, after all, his own life, seemed so unreal that it almost hurt to think of it. It seemed like a kind of life in the womb, the vague memories of which stir the soul to unwelcome shudderings. Had he really ever known his grandfather, or only read of him and seen his pictures in a story book? A little man with a white goatee, in a long black and yellow striped silk gown. His gold pince-nez dangling from a chain upon his chest. In red shoes he had walked over the grass of the garden. Everyone bowed deeply. Tapered old man’s fingers stroked the boy’s cheeks. Had it all happened, or was it no more than empty dreaming? To Gabriel Bagradian his grandfather and Musa Dagh connoted the same. When a few weeks ago he had first beheld again that mount of his childhood, that darkening ridge against the sunset, he had been invaded by indescribable, terrifying, and yet delightful sensations. Their depths had refused to reveal themselves. He had at once given up the attempt. Had it been the first breath of a presentiment? Or only these twenty-three years?

Twenty-three years of Europe, Paris! Years of complete assimilation. They were as good as twice, or three times, that. They extinguished everything. After the old man’s death his family, absolved at last from the local patriotism of its founder, had escaped this Oriental nook. The firm’s head office was, and remained, Istanbul. But Gabriel’s parents had lived with their two sons in Paris. Yet Gabriel’s brother – he, too, had been called Avetis – about fifteen years Gabriel’s senior, had soon disappeared. He went back to Turkey, as active partner in the importing house. Not unfittingly had he been given his grandfather’s name. With him, after some years of neglect, the villa in Yoghonoluk reassumed its seigniorial status. His one amusement had been hunting, and with Yoghonoluk as his base he set forth into the Taurus Mountains and to the Harun. Gabriel, who scarcely had known his brother, had been sent to a Paris lycée and then to study at the Sorbonne. No one insisted on putting him into the business, to which he, a miraculous exception in his family, would not have been suited in the least. He had been allowed to live as a scholar, a bel esprit, an archaeologist, a historian of art, a philosopher, and in addition had been allotted a yearly income which made him a free, even a very well-to-do, man. Still quite young, he had married Juliette. This marriage had worked a profound change in him. The Frenchwoman had drawn him her way. At present he was more French than ever. Armenian still, but only in a sense – academically. Still, he did not forget it altogether, and at times published a scientific article in an Armenian paper. And, at ten years old, Stephan, his son, had been given an Armenian tutor, so that he might be taught the language of his fathers. At first all this had seemed entirely useless, harmful even, to Juliette. But, since she happened to like young Samuel Avakian, she had surrendered, after a few retreating skirmishes. Their quarrels had always the same origin. Yet, no matter how hard Gabriel might try to concern himself with the politics of foreigners, he was still sometimes drawn back into those of his people. Since he bore a respected name, Armenian leaders, whenever they were in Paris, would come to call on him. He had even been offered the leadership of the Dashnakzagan Party.

Though he retreated in terror from this suggestion, he at least had taken part in that famous congress which, in 1907, united the Young Turks with Armenian nationalists. A new empire was to be grounded in which the two races should live at peace side-by-side and not dishonor each other. Such an object excited even an alienated enthusiasm. In those days Turks had paid Armenians the most charming compliments, declaring their love. Gabriel, as his habit was, took these compliments more seriously than other people. That was why, when the Balkan war broke out, he had volunteered. He had been hastily trained in the school for reservist officers in Istanbul and had just had time to fight, as the officer of a howitzer battery, at the battle of Bulair. This one long separation from his family had lasted over six months. He had missed them greatly. He may have feared that Juliette would slip away from him. Something seemed imperiled in their relationship though he could not have given a reason for any such feeling. He was a thinker, an abstract man, man as individual. What did the Turks matter, what the Armenians? He had thoughts of taking French citizenship. That, above all, would have made Juliette happy. But always, in the end, the same vague uneasiness had prevented it. He had volunteered for the war. Even if he did not live in his fatherland, he could not renounce it. It was his fathers’ land.

These fathers had suffered in it monstrously and still not given it up. Gabriel had never suffered. Massacre and torture he only knew through books and stories. It is not, he thought, a matter of indifference which country even an abstract man belongs to. So he remained an Ottoman subject. Two happy years in a charming flat in the Avenue Kléber. It really looked as though all problems had been solved and his life taken on its final definite shape. Gabriel was thirty-five; Juliette, thirty-four; Stephan, thirteen. Their lives were untroubled, their work intellectual, they had some very pleasant friends. Juliette was the decisive factor in choosing them. This was chiefly evident in the fact that Gabriel’s former Armenian acquaintances – his parents had been dead some time – came less and less frequently to the flat. Juliette, so to speak, insisted relentlessly on her bloodstream. But she could not manage to change her son’s eyes. Yet Gabriel seemed to notice none of all this. An express letter from Avetis Bagradian gave a new direction to fate. His elder brother urgently begged Gabriel to come to Istanbul. He was a very sick man, he wrote, and no longer able to manage the business. For some weeks he had been making all preliminary arrangements to transform it into a limited company. Gabriel must be there to defend his interests. Juliette, whose habit it was to emphasize her knowledge of the world, had announced at once that she would like to accompany Gabriel and back him up throughout the negotiations. Matters of great importance would be involved. But he was so simple by nature and certainly not up to the Armenian ruses of all the others. June 1914. An incredible world. Gabriel decided to take not only Juliette, but Stephan and Avakian, his tutor. The school year was nearly over. This business might prove long drawn out, and the ways of the world are unpredictable. In the second week of July they had all arrived in Constantinople.

But, even so, Avetis Bagradian had not been able to await them. He had sailed in a small Italian boat for Beirut. The state of his lungs had been going from bad to worse in the last weeks, with cruel celerity, and he could no longer stand the air of Istanbul. (Remarkable that this brother of Gabriel, the European, should have chosen Syria, not Switzerland, to die in.) So Gabriel now, instead of dealing with Avetis, had to deal with directors and solicitors. Still, he soon perceived that this unknown brother had watched over his interests with the greatest tenderness and foresight. For the first time he grew intensely conscious of the fact that his ailing, elderly Avetis had been a worker on his behalf, the brother to whom he owed his well-being. What an anomaly that brothers should have been such strangers. Gabriel was appalled at the pride in himself which he had never managed to stifle, his scorn of “the Oriental,” the “businessman.” Now he was seized with the wish – a kind of longing even – to repair an injustice while there was time. The heat in Istanbul was really unbearable. It did not seem wise at present to turn back westwards. “Let us wait till the storm has blown over.” On the other hand the very thought of a short sea voyage was a tonic. One of the newest boats of the Khedival Mail would touch Beirut on its way to Alexandria. Modern villas were to let on the western slopes of Lebanon, of a kind to fulfill the most exacting requirements. Connoisseurs know that no landscape on earth has greater charms. But Gabriel had need of no such persuasions since Juliette agreed at once. In her, for a long time now, some vague impatience had been accumulating. The prospect of something new enticed her. While they were still at sea, declarations of war had come rattling down between state and state. When they stood on the quay at Beirut, the fighting had already begun in Belgium, in the Balkans, in Galicia. Impossible now to think of going back to France. They stayed where they were. The newspapers announced that the Sublime Porte would enter into alliance with the Central Powers. Paris had become enemy country.

The real purpose of the journey proved unfulfillable. Avetis Bagradian had missed his younger brother a second time. He had left Beirut a few days before and undertaken the difficult journey, via Aleppo and Antioch, to Yoghonoluk. Death in Lebanon did not suffice him. It had to be Musa Dagh. But the letter in which his brother foretold his own death did not reach Gabriel until the autumn. Meanwhile the Bagradians had moved into a pleasant villa only a little way above the town. Juliette found life in Beirut possible. There were crowds of French people. The various consuls also came to call. Here, as everywhere else, she knew how to gather many acquaintances. Gabriel rejoiced, since exile did not seem to weigh too heavily on her. There was nothing to be done against it. Beirut, in any case, was safer than European cities. For the moment at least. But still Gabriel kept thinking of the house at Yoghonoluk. Avetis, in his letter, had implored him not to neglect it. Five days after the letter came Dr. Altouni’s telegram, announcing his death. And now Gabriel not only thought, but constantly spoke of, the house of his childhood. Yet, when Juliette suddenly declared that she wanted to move as soon as possible into the house in which he had been a little boy and had now inherited, the thought scared him. Stubbornly she dismissed his objections. Country solitude? Nothing could be more welcome. Out of the world? Uncomfortable? She herself would see to all that. It was just what so attracted her. Her parents had owned a country house, in which she had grown up. One of her pet dreams had always been to arrange a country house of her own, to manage it all en châtelaine – it made not the least difference where, in what country, it happened to be. In spite of all this vivacious eagerness, Gabriel still opposed her till after the rainy season. Wouldn’t it be far more prudent to get his family back to Switzerland? But Juliette held to her caprice. She became almost challenging. Nor could he repress a strange uneasiness mingled with longing. It was already December by the time they began to make arrangements to return to the house of his fathers. The train journey, in spite of the moving troops, was quite bearable as far as Aleppo. In Aleppo they hired two indescribable cars. Through the thick mud of district roads they arrived, as by a miracle, in Antioch. There, at the Orontes bridge, Kristaphor, the steward, was awaiting them with the hunting trap of the house and two oxcarts for the luggage. Less than two hours on, to Yoghonoluk. They passed lightheartedly. It hadn’t been half bad, declared Juliette …

“How did I get here?” These surface combinations of events only seemed to answer the question very imperfectly. Gabriel’s solemn amazement still remained. A vague restlessness vibrated through it. Antediluvian things, buried under twenty-three years in Paris, must be reestablished in his mind. Only now did Gabriel turn his half-seeing eyes away from his house. Juliette and Stephan must certainly still be asleep. Nor had church bells in Yoghonoluk as yet proclaimed Sunday morning. His eyes followed this valley of Armenian villages a certain way northwards. From where he stood he could still see the village of the silkworms, Azir, but Kebussiye, the last village in that direction, had disappeared. Azir lay asleep in a dark bed of mulberry trees. Over there, on the little hill which nestles against the flank of Musa Dagh, stood the ruins of a cloister. Thomas the Apostle, in person, had founded that hermitage. The scattered stones bore strange inscriptions. Some came from the Seleucid period and were rare finds for an archaeologist. Once Antioch, the regent of the world of those days, had extended as far as to the sea. Everywhere the ground was strewn with antiquities, or they rewarded the first turn of the excavator’s spade. Gabriel had already in these few weeks gathered a whole collection of valuable trophies inside his house. The search for them was his chief occupation here. Yet, till now, some reverence had protected him from climbing the hill of St. Thomas’s ruin. (It was guarded by great copper-colored snakes, with crowns on their heads. Those who came sacrilegiously pilfering holy stones to build their houses found, as they carried them away, that the stones had grown into their backs, and so had to carry the load to the grave with them.) Who had told him that story? Once, in his mother’s room (now Juliette’s) old women had sat with curiously painted faces. Or was that only an illusion? Was it possible – had his mother in Yoghonoluk and his mother in Paris been the same?

Gabriel had long since entered the dark wood. A steep, wide ravine, which led on up to the summit, had been cut into the mountain slope. They called it the holly oak gorge. While Bagradian was climbing this sheep track, which forced itself painfully upwards, through thick undergrowth, he knew suddenly: I have reached the end of the provisional. Something decisive is going to happen.

Provisional? Gabriel Bagradian was an Ottoman officer in the reserve of an artillery regiment. The Turkish armies were fighting for dear life on four fronts. Against the Russians in the Caucasus. Against the English and Indians in Mesopotamia. Australian divisions had been landed in Gallipoli, to force the gates of the Bosporus in conjunction with the Allied fleets. The Fourth Army, in Syria and Palestine, was preparing a fresh onslaught on the Suez Canal. It needed superhuman efforts to keep all these four fronts unbroken. Enver Pasha, that deified warlord, had sacrificed two whole army corps to his madly daring campaign in Caucasian snows. Nowhere had the Turks enough officers. Their war matériel was inadequate.

For Bagradian the hopes of 1908 and 1912 were extinguished. Ittihad, the Young Turkish “Committee for Unity and Progress,” had only made use of the Armenians, and at once proceeded to break every promise. Gabriel had certainly no reason to give especial proof of his Turkish patriotism. This time things were different in every way. His wife was French. He would therefore have to take up arms against a nation he loved, to which he owed the deepest gratitude, to which he was allied by marriage. None the less he had reported in Aleppo at the district headquarters of his regiment. It had been his duty. Any other course would have meant that he could be treated as a deserter. Strangely, though, the colonel of the kader had seemed in no need of reserve officers. He had studied Bagradian’s papers very closely and sent him away again. He was to give his address and await his orders. That had been in November. This was the end of March, and still no orders had come from Antioch. Did that hide some impenetrable intention or merely the impenetrable chaos of a Turkish military office?

But, in that moment, Gabriel knew for certain that today would bring him a decision. On Sundays the post arrived from Antioch – not only newspapers and letters, but government orders from the kaimakamlik to communities and subject peoples.

Gabriel Bagradian was thinking solely of his family. The position was complicated. What was to happen to Juliette and Stephan while he was serving? Much spoke for staying on in Yoghonoluk. The house, the park, the economy, the fruit and rose cultivation made Juliette happy. She seemed very comfortable in her role as chatelaine. There were also enough reliable and worthy people. Gabriel still remembered the old physician, Dr. Altouni, and the wonderfully learned Apothecary Krikor, from his childhood. There was also the vartabed, Ter Haigasun, head priest of Yoghonoluk and the Gregorian vicar for the entire diocese of Suedia. And there was the Protestant pastor, Harutiun Nokhudian of Bitias, the teachers and other notables. Of course, one had to be a little indulgent with the women. After giving their first reception for these worthies in the Villa Bagradian, Gabriel had remarked to Juliette that, for such an occasion and for a provincial market town, you could find no better people along the Syrian coast than here. Juliette acquiesced to this observation without her usual disparagement of all things Armenian and Oriental, which she often used, knowing it tormented her husband. Since then there had been other such evenings, one being this very Sunday in March. Gabriel was delighted with Juliette’s tolerance. But not all her indulgence prevented the fact that his wife and son, if they stayed on alone here, would be cut off from the rest of the world.

The holly oak grove was behind Bagradian before he had reached any further clarity on this point. The stamped-out path led northwards, losing itself on the mountain in a tangle of arbutus and wild rhododendron. This part of Musa Dagh was called the Damlayik by the hill folk. The two peaks to the south rose to about eight hundred meters. The Damlayik did not reach any considerable height. These two peaks formed the last ridges of the central mass, which then, unexpectedly, without regular gradations, fell sheer, as though broken off sharp, in huge stony cliffs, into the plain of the Orontes. Here in the north, where the wanderer was beginning to feel his way, the Damlayik was lower. Then it fell in a saddle notch. This was the narrowest part of the whole mountainside along the coast – the waist of Musa Dagh. The plateau at the summit narrowed down to a few hundred yards, and the confusion of rocks on this steeply jutting side was thrust far out. Here Gabriel believed he knew every bush and rock. Of all the pictures of his childhood this place had imprinted itself most vividly. The same wide umbrella pines, forming a grove. The same creeping gorse, which struggles over the stony ground. Ivy and other clinging plants embrace a circle of white stones, which, like the giant members of a senate of nature, break off their deliberations the instant an intruder’s step is heard. An impatiently departing nation of swallows twitters through the quiet. Excitement ripples the greenish, landlocked sea of air. Like that of leaping trout. The sudden spread and beat of wings is like the flicker of many eyelids.

Gabriel lay down in a grassy place, joining his hands behind his head. Twice already he had climbed Musa Dagh in search of these pines, these blocks of stone, but had lost his way. So they don’t really exist, had been his thought. Now he closed tired eyes. When a human being comes back to any former place of contemplation and inner life, those spirits which he, the returned, once cherished and left there return and eagerly possess him. The ghosts of Bagradian’s childhood rushed upon him, as though for twenty-three years they had waited faithfully under pines and rocks, in this charming wilderness, for him to return. They are warlike ghosts. The mad dreams of every Armenian boy. (Could they be otherwise?) … Abdul Hamid, the bloodstained Sultan, had issued a ferman against Christians. The hounds of the Prophet, Turks, Kurds, Circassians, rally to the green banners, to burn and plunder, to massacre Armenian folk. But they had reckoned without Gabriel Bagradian. He assembles his own. He leads them into the mountains. With indescribable valor he fights off this overwhelming power and beats it back.

Gabriel could not shake off these childish fantasies. He, the Parisian, Juliette’s husband, the savant, the officer minded to do his duty as a Turkish subject, and who knew the realities of modern warfare, was also, simultaneously, a boy who with primitive blood hate flung himself on the archenemy of his race. The dream of every Armenian boy. To be sure it only lasted an instant. But Gabriel marveled and smiled ironically before falling asleep.

Bagradian started up with a certain fear. Someone had watched him closely as he slept. Apparently he had been asleep some time. He looked up, into the quietly glowing eyes of Stephan, his son. Some distinctly unpleasant, even if vague, sensation invaded him. It is not for a son to come upon his father as he sleeps. Some profound law of custom had been violated. His voice was rather sharp as he asked, “What are you doing here? Where’s Monsieur Avakian?”

Now Stephan, too, seemed embarrassed at having found his father asleep. He did not quite know what to do with his hands. His full lips opened. He was wearing schoolboy clothes, a Norfolk jacket, short stockings, a wide collar out over the coat. He tugged at his jacket as he answered, “Maman said I could go for a walk by myself. This is Monsieur Avakian’s free day. We don’t do any work on Sundays.”

“We’re not in France now, but in Syria, Stephan,” his father somewhat ominously explained. “Next time you mustn’t come straying about the hills without someone to watch you.”

Stephan eyed his father eagerly, as though in addition to this mild scolding he were expecting more important directions. But Gabriel said no more. An absurd embarrassment had possession of him. He felt as though this were the first time he had ever been alone with his son. He had not taken very much notice of him since their arrival here in Yoghonoluk and had usually only seen him at meals. True that in Paris or in the holidays in Switzerland he had often taken Stephan for walks. But is one ever alone in Paris? In Montreux, or Chamonix? In any case the limpid air of Musa Dagh contained a releasing element which seemed to bring them close together, in a proximity neither had ever known. Gabriel went onwards like a guide, familiar with all the important landmarks. Stephan came after, still expectantly silent.

Father and son in the East! Their relationship can scarcely be compared with the superficial contact of European parents and children. Whoso sees his father sees God. For that father is the last link in a long, unbroken chain of ancestors, binding all men to Adam, and hence to the origin of creation. And yet whoso sees his son sees God. For this son is the next link, binding humans to the Last Judgment, the end of all things, the consummation. Must not so holy a relationship be timid and sparing of words?

This father, as beseemed him, gave a serious turn to the conversation: “What subjects is Monsieur Avakian teaching you now?”

“We started reading Greek, Papa, a little while ago. And we do physics, history, and geography.”

Bagradian raised his head. Stephan had said it in Armenian. But had he asked his question in Armenian? Usually they spoke French to one another. His son’s Armenian words stirred the father strangely. He was conscious that in Stephan he had far more often seen a French than an Armenian boy.

“Geography?” he repeated. “And what continent are you on now?”

“Asia Minor and Syria,” Stephan rather zealously announced.

Gabriel nodded approval, as though it was the best thing he could have said. Then, still a little absentminded, he tried to round off their talk pedagogically: “Think you could draw a map of Musa Dagh?”

Stephan was pleased at so much paternal confidence. “Oh, yes, Papa. In your room there’s one of Uncle Avetis’s maps, you know. Antioch and the coast. You’ve only got to enlarge the scale and put in all that they leave out.”

Quite right. For an instant Gabriel rejoiced in Stephan’s intelligence. But then his thoughts strayed back to marching orders, perhaps already on their way, or perhaps still buried on a Turkish office desk in Aleppo, in Istanbul even. A silent digression.

Stephan’s expectant soul awaited another remark. This is Papa’s country. He longed to be told stories of Papa’s childhood, that secret time, of which they had so seldom told him anything. His father seemed to make for a definite point. And already they were near that peculiar terrace he had in mind. It extended, jutting straight out from the mountain, into a void. A mighty arm of rock upheld it on spread fingers, like a dish. It is a flat spur of granite strewn with stones, so wide that two houses could have been built on it. Sea storms, to be sure, which have here free play, scarcely tolerate a few shrubs on this rock, and a clump of agave, tough as leather. This overhanging, freely jutting terrace springs so far out that any suicide who had plunged to destruction from its edge into salt water, twelve hundred feet beneath, could have vanished unwounded by any rock. Young Stephan tried, of course, to run to the edge. His father pulled him sharply back and held his hand clasped very tight. His free right hand pointed out the four quarters of the globe.

“There to the north we could see the Gulf of Alexandretta if Ras el-Khanzir, the Pig’s Cape, weren’t in the way. And south there’s the mouth of the Orontes, but the mountain takes a curve …”

Stephan attentively followed the movements of his father’s forefinger as it traced its half-circle of ruffled sea. But what he asked had nothing to do with the geography of Musa Dagh. “Papa – will you really go to the war?”

Gabriel did not even notice that he was still keeping tight hold of Stephan’s hand. “Yes. I expect my orders any day.”

“Have you got to?”

“Must, Stephan. All Turkish reserve officers are being called up.”

“But we aren’t Turks. And why didn’t they call you up at once?”

“They say the artillery hasn’t enough big guns at present. When the new batteries are set up, they’ll be calling all the reservist officers.”

“And where’ll they send you?”

“I belong to the Fourth Army, in Syria and Palestine.”

It consoled Bagradian to think that he might be sent for a certain time to Aleppo, Damascus, or Jerusalem. Perhaps there would be a chance of taking Juliette and Stephan. Stephan seemed to divine these fatherly cares.

“And what about us, Papa?”

“That’s just it …”

The boy fervently interrupted. “Leave us here, Papa – please leave us here. Maman likes our house as much as I do.” Stephan was trying to pacify his father as to Maman’s feelings here in a foreign country. His delicate alertness was well aware of the two opposing currents in their marriage.

But Bagradian reflected. “It would be best if I tried to send you both to Switzerland, via Istanbul. But unluckily that’s also in the war zone.”

Stephan clenched his fists across his heart. “No – not to Switzerland. Do let’s stay, Papa!”

Gabriel looked at the pleading eyes of his son in some astonishment. Mysterious! That this boy, who never had known his father’s home, should feel, none the less, so deeply bound to it. This emotion had lived in him, this affinity with the mountain of the Bagradians; Stephan, born in Paris, had inherited it with his very blood. He put his arm around the boy’s shoulder, but only said, “We’ll see.”

When they got back to the flat plateau of the Damlayik, morning sounds from Yoghonoluk assailed them. It did not take more than another hour to reach the valley. They had to hurry to be in time for at least the second half of mass.

In Azir, the silkworm village, the Bagradians only met a few people, who passed them with morning greetings: “Bariluis” – “Good light.” The inhabitants of Azir usually went to church in Yoghonoluk. In front of many houses there were tables with wide boards laid out on them. The silkworms’ eggs were spread upon these boards, whitish masses hatching in the sun. Stephan learned from his father that old Avetis had been the son of a silk spinner and had begun his career very early, at fifteen, by going to Baghdad to buy spawn.

Midway to Yoghonoluk the old gendarme, Ali Nassif, passed them. That worthy saptieh was one of the ten Turks who for many years had lived among the Armenians in these villages in peace and amity with them. Besides himself, the only Turks worth mentioning here were the five gendarmes at his orders, comprising his gendarmerie post. They were often changed, but he remained, as firm as Musa Dagh itself. The only other representative of Ottoman authority was the deformed postman, who lived here with his family and on Wednesdays and Sundays brought the post in from Antioch.

Today Ali Nassif looked worried. This scrubby functionary of the Sublime Porte seemed to be in a very great hurry. His pockmarked face glistened with perspiration under his Turkish cap. His martial cavalry sword kept clattering against his bowed legs. Usually the sight of Bagradian Effendi was enough to make him turn a reverent face; today he only saluted stiffly, though even his salute had a worried look. This change of manner struck Gabriel so, that for some minutes he stood looking after him.

A few stragglers were still hastening over the square before the church of Yoghonoluk – the latecomers who lived a long way off. Women in gaily patterned headscarves and puffed-out coats. Men in shalwars, baggy trousers, and over these the entari, a kaftan-like coat. Their faces all looked serious and withdrawn. This sun had already the power of summer in it; the chalk-white houses glittered harshly. Most were single-storied and freshly painted: Ter Haigasun’s presbytery, the doctor’s house, the apothecary, the big council house, owned by the chief of Yoghonoluk’s notables, that rich mukhtar Thomas Kebussyan. The Church of the Ever-Increasing Angelic Powers was built on a wide pediment. A flight of steps led to its portal. Avetis Bagradian, its donor, had copied on a smaller scale a certain famous national edifice in the Caucasus. The voices of the choir, singing mass, flowed out through its open doorways. Away, beyond the dense congregation, the altar, pale with lit tapers, shone in the gloom. The gold cross gleamed on the back of Ter Haigasun’s red vestment.

Gabriel and Stephan went up the steps. Samuel Avakian, Stephan’s tutor, met them. He had been waiting impatiently.

“Go along in, Stephan,” he ordered his pupil. “Your mother’s waiting for you.”

Then, when Stephan had vanished through the buzzing congregation, he turned quietly to his employer. “I only wanted to tell you that they’ve been here, asking for your passports. Traveling passport and passport for the interior. Three officials came from Antioch.”

Gabriel glanced sharply at the student’s face. He had lived for some years as one of the family. It was the face of an Armenian intellectual. A rather sloping forehead. Watchful, deeply troubled eyes behind glasses. An expression of eternal surrender to fate, but at the same time a sharp look of being on guard, ready every second to parry an attacker’s blow. Only after a few instants’ concentrated study of that face did Bagradian ask, “And what have you done?”

“Madame gave the officials all they wanted.”

“Even the passport for the interior?”

“Yes, foreign passport and teskeré.”

Gabriel turned back down the church steps to light a cigarette. He drew a few deeply reflective puffs. The passport for the interior is a document which gives its possessor freedom to move as he pleases over the length and breadth of the Ottoman Empire. In theory, without this scrap of paper a subject of the Sultan has no right to move from his village into the next. Gabriel threw away his cigarette and straightened his shoulders with a jerk. “It only means that today or tomorrow I shall have to join my battery in Aleppo.”

Avakian stood looking down at a deeply sunken wheel rut, left by the last rains in the loam of the church square. “I don’t think it means your marching orders for Aleppo, Effendi.”

“It can’t mean anything else.”

Avakian’s voice had become very quiet. “They made me give them mine, as well.”

Bagradian, who had begun to laugh, checked himself. “That only means you’ll have to go to Aleppo to be medically examined, my dear Avakian. This time it isn’t a joke. But don’t you worry. We’ll manage the military tax again for you, all right. I need you for Stephan.”

Still Avakian did not raise his eyes from the wheel rut. “Dr. Altouni, Apothecary Krikor, and Pastor Nokhudian certainly aren’t of military age, though I may be. They’ve all had their teskerés taken away from them.”

“Are you certain of that?” Gabriel was beginning to lose his temper. “Who demanded them? What sort of officials? What grounds did they state? And where are these gentry, that’s the main thing? I feel very much inclined to have a word with them.”

He learned that it was nearly half an hour since the officials, escorted by mounted gendarmes, had vanished in the direction of Suedia. Judging by their demands it could only be a question of village notables, since the common craftsman and peasant owns no teskeré, but at most a written permission from the market in Antioch.

Gabriel took a few long strides back and forth, no longer noticing the tutor. At last he said to him, “Go on into church, Avakian. I’ll follow you.”

But he did not so much as think of hearing the rest of the mass, whose many-voiced choral that same instant came out to him in an especially loud burst of devotion. His head was on one side, sharply reflective, as he wandered back across the square, walked a little way down the village street, and left it where the road forked to the villa. Without even entering the house, he stopped at the stables to tell them to saddle one of his horses, which had once been the pride of Avetis, his brother. Unfortunately no Kristaphor was there to accompany him. So he took a stable boy. He had not yet made up his mind what to do.

At a brisk trot, however, he could be in Antioch during the noon hour.



Chapter 2

Konak–Hamam–Selamlik

The Hükümet of Antioch, as the government konak of the Kaimakam was often called, stood under the hill of the citadel. A drab but extensive building, since the Kazah Antakiya is one of the most extensive Syrian provinces.

Gabriel Bagradian, who had left his boy with the horses at the Orontes bridge, had already waited some time in the big central office of the konak. He hoped to be received by the Kaimakam himself, to whom he had sent in his card.

A Turkish government office like all the others Gabriel knew so well – on the mottled wall, from which plaster was crumbling, a clumsy portrait of the Sultan and a couple of sayings from the Koran. Nearly every windowpane had been cracked and repaired with oil paper. The filthy deal floor was strewn with gobbets of spittle and crushed-out cigarettes. Some minor official sat behind an empty desk, sucking his teeth and gazing out into space. An unopposed legion of portly flies were engaged in a fierce, disgusting concert. Low benches ran around the walls. A few people were waiting – Turkish and Arab peasants. One, not too squeamish, squatted on the floor, spreading his long garments out around him, as though he could not embrace enough of its filth. A sour aroma like that of Russia leather, made up of sweat, stale tobacco, sloth, and poverty, infested the room. Gabriel knew that the district head offices of the various peoples had each its distinctive smell. But this stink of fear and kismet was common to all of them – of little people receiving the impact of the state as a force of nature.

At last the gaudily patterned doorkeeper conducted him negligently into a small room, differing from the other by its rugs, its intact windowpanes, its desk, thickly strewn with documents, its attempt at cleanliness. The walls displayed no portrait of the Sultan, but a huge photograph of Enver Pasha on horseback. Gabriel found himself facing a young man, with ginger hair, freckles, a small, military mustache. This was not the Kaimakam, only a müdir in charge of the coastal district, the nahiyeh of Suedia. The most noticeable thing about the müdir was his long, scrupulously manicured fingernails. He wore a gray suit, which seemed a little too tight even for his small, thin frame; with it a red tie and canary-yellow lace-up boots. Bagradian knew at once – Salonika! He had no reason for knowing it except the young man’s outward appearance. Salonika had been the birthplace of the Turkish nationalist movement, of frantic Westernization, boundless reverence of Western progress in all its forms. Doubtless this müdir was a hanger-on, perhaps even a member of Ittihad, that secretive “Comité pour l’union et le progrès,” which today held unimpeded dominion over the Caliph’s state. He was excessively polite to his visitor. He got up and himself brought the chair to the desk. Most of the time his red-rimmed eyes, with the sparse lashes of red-haired people, looked past Bagradian.

Gabriel rather stressed his name. The müdir nodded, almost imperceptibly. “The highly esteemed Bagradian family is known to us.”

It cannot be denied that his tone and words produced a certain glow of satisfaction in Gabriel, whose voice became more assured. “Today certain citizens of my village – I was among them – have had our passports taken away. Is that official? Did you know of it?”

After long reflection and fumbling among documents, the müdir announced that, with all the press of official business, he found it impossible to put his hand on every trifle directly. At last light dawned. “Oh, yes, of course. The passports for the interior. That’s not an independent ruling of the kazah – it’s a new order from His Excellency the Minister of the Interior.”

Now at last he had found the crumpled sheet, which he spread in front of him. He seemed willing, on request, to read the full text of this decree of His Excellency Talaat Bey. Gabriel asked if the order were to be generally applied. The answer sounded rather evasive. The mass of people would scarcely be affected by it, since usually only the richer shopkeepers, merchants, and such like owned a pass for the interior.

Gabriel stared at the long fingernails. “I’ve lived most of my life abroad, in Paris –”

Again the official slightly inclined his head. “We know that, Effendi.”

“And so I’m not very used to these deprivations of liberty.”

The müdir smiled an indulgent smile. “You overrate the matter, Effendi. This is wartime. And nowadays even German, French, and English citizens find they have to submit to a great deal to which they used not to be accustomed. All over Europe it’s much the same as it is here. May I also remind you that this is the war zone of the Fourth Army, and therefore a military area? It’s absolutely essential to keep some control of people’s movements.”

These reasons sounded so cogent that Gabriel Bagradian felt relieved. That morning’s event, which had brought him to Antioch, suddenly seemed to lose its astringent quality. He had been hearing rumors everywhere of traitors, deserters, spies. The state had to protect itself. Impossible to judge such measures as this by the hole-and-corner methods of Yoghonoluk. And the müdir’s further observations were of a kind to allay Armenian mistrust. The Minister had, to be sure, withdrawn all passports, but this did not mean that, in certain cases, new ones might not be procurable. The vilayet office in Aleppo was the competent authority for these. Bagradian Effendi must know himself that the Wali, Djelal Bey, was the most just and benevolent governor of the whole empire. A request, backed by recommendations from these offices, would be sent to Aleppo … The müdir broke off: “Unless I’m mistaken, Effendi, you’re liable for military service.”

Gabriel gave a short account of the matter. Yesterday, perhaps, he might still have asked the official to find out why no marching orders had reached him. But the last few hours had altered everything. The thought of war – of Juliette and Stephan – oppressed him. His sense of duty as a Turkish officer had evaporated. He hoped now that the battery in Aleppo had forgotten him and he felt no desire to attract attention. But it struck him how well informed these Antioch officials seemed to be, of all that concerned him.

The müdir’s red-rimmed eyes transmitted his satisfaction. “So now, Effendi, you are, so to speak, a soldier on leave. So, for you, there can be no question of any teskeré.”

“But my wife and son …?”

As he said this (it seemed to mystify the müdir), Gabriel experienced for the first time this choking feeling. “We’re in a trap …”

That same instant the double doors into the next office were pushed open. There entered two gentlemen. One was an elderly officer; the other, doubtless, the Kaimakam. This provincial governor was a big, puffy-looking man, in a gray, crumpled frock coat. Heavy, dark-brown pouches under the eyes, in the slack and sallow face of a bad liver. Bagradian and the müdir rose. The Kaimakam paid not the least attention to the Armenian. In a low voice he gave some directions to his subordinate, raised a hand carelessly to his fez, and, followed by the major, walked out of the office, since he seemed to have finished his day’s work.

Gabriel stared at the door. “Are you making distinctions between officers, then?”

The müdir had begun to tidy his desk. “I don’t quite know what you mean, Effendi.”

“I meant, are Turks and Armenians to be given separate treatment?”

This seemed to horrify the müdir. “Every Ottoman subject is equal before the law.”

That, he continued, had been the most important achievement of the revolution of 1908. That certain habits of pre-revolutionary days should still persist – as for instance the preferential treatment of Ottomans in military and government offices – that was one of the things that could never be altered by act of parliament. Peoples did not change as quickly as did their constitutions, and reforms were far easier on paper than in reality. He concluded his excursion into political theory. “The war will bring a great many important changes.”

Gabriel took this for a hopeful prophecy. But the müdir suddenly jerked his freckled face, which, for no apparent reason, was twitching with hate.

“Meanwhile let us hope that no incidents will force the government to relentless severity with certain sections of the populace.”

When Gabriel Bagradian turned into the bazaar at Antioch, he had made up his mind on two points. If they called him up, he would not shrink from any sacrifice to buy himself clear of the army. And he would await the end of the war in the peace and quiet of his house at Yoghonoluk, unmolested and unperceived. Surely, since this was the spring of 1915, it could only be a few months before peace was signed. He reckoned on September or October. Surely none of the Powers would dare another winter campaign. Till peace he would have to make the best of things and then – back to Paris, as fast as possible.

The bazaar bore him along. That deep surge which knows none of the ebb and flow, the hurry, of a crowd along a European pavement, which rolls on with an irresistible, even motion, as time flows on into eternity. He might not have been in this God-forsaken provincial hole, Antakiya, but transported to Aleppo or Damascus, so inexhaustibly did the two opposing streams of the bazaar surge past each other. Turks in European dress, wearing the fez, with stand-up collars and walking sticks, officials or merchants. Armenians, Greeks, Syrians, these too in European dress, but with different headgear. In and out among them, Kurds and Circassians in their tribal garb. Most displayed weapons. For the government, which in the case of Christian peoples viewed every pocketknife with mistrust, tolerated the latest infantry rifles in the hands of these edgy mountaineers; it even supplied them. Arab peasants, in from the neighborhood. Also a few Bedouins from the south, in long, many-folded cloaks, desert-hued, in magnificent tarbushes, the silken fringes of which hung over their shoulders. Women in charshaffes, the modest attire of female Moslems. But then, too, the unveiled, the emancipated, in frocks that left free silk-stockinged legs. Here and there, in this stream of human beings, a donkey, under a heavy load, the hopeless proletarian among beasts. To Gabriel it seemed always the same donkey which came stumbling past him in a coma, with the same ragged fellow tugging his bridle. But this whole world, men, women, Turks, Arabs, Armenians, Kurds, with trench-brown soldiers amid it – its goats, its donkeys – was smelted together into an indescribable unity by its gait – a long stride, slow and undulating, moving onwards irresistibly, to a goal not to be determined.

And Gabriel savored the smells of his childhood. The whiff of seething oil of sesame, which came in sharp gusts across the street through crevices in the herbalists’ vats, the onion-laden reek of mutton fricassees, simmering over open fires. The stench of rotting vegetables. And of humanity, more noisome than all the rest, which slept in the clothes it wore by day.

He recognized the yearning cries of the street-vendors: Jâ rezzah, jâ kerim, jâ fettah, jâ alim – so the boy who offered for sale his rings of white bread from a basket still chanted sentimentally – “O All-Nourisher, O All-Good, O All-Provident, O Knower of all things.” The ancient cry of the ages still proffered fresh dates – “Thou brown one, O brown of the desert, O maiden.” The salad vendor retained his throaty conviction: Ed daim Allah, Allah ed daim – “that the Everlasting alone was God, that God alone was the Everlasting” – some consolation, in view of his wares, to the purchaser. Gabriel bought a berazik, a little cake spread with grape syrup. This “food for swallows” also brought its memories of childhood. But the first bite of it turned his stomach, and he gave the pastry to a youngster who had stood in rapture, eyeing his mouth.

His heart sank so, that for an instant he had to close his eyes. What could have happened to change the world so completely? Here, in this country, he had been born. Surely he should feel at home here. But – the irresistible, evenly moving crowd in the bazaar seemed to put his home at enmity with him. And that young müdir? Surely he had been scrupulously polite … “The highly esteemed Bagradian family …” Yet in a flash Gabriel knew for a certainty that this suavity and its “highly esteemed family” had been no more than a single piece of insolence. It had been worse – hate masked as courtesy. This same hate flowed around him here. It seared his skin, galled his back. And indeed his back was suddenly panic-stricken, with the panic of a man hunted by enemies, without a soul to befriend him in the world. In Yoghonoluk, apart, in the big house, he had known nothing of all that. And before, in Paris? There, in spite of all his prosperity, he had lived in the cool spaces surrounding aliens, who strike root anywhere. Had he struck root here? Here for the first time, in this mean bazaar, at home, he could measure fully the absolute degree of his alien state upon this earth. Armenian! In him an ancient blood, an ancient people. But why did his thoughts more often speak French than Armenian – as for instance now? (And yet that morning he had felt a distinct thrill of pleasure when his son answered him in Armenian.) Blood and people. To be honorable. Were not these mere empty concepts? Human beings in every age have strewn the bitter bread of existence with a different spice of ideas, only to make it still more unpalatable. A side alley of the bazaar came into view. Most of its venders were Armenians, standing before their shops and booths: moneychangers, carpet sellers, jewelers. So these were his brothers, then? These battered faces, these glistening eyes, alert for customers? No, many thanks, he refused such brotherhood, everything in him rebelled against it! But had old Avetis Bagradian been anything other, or better, than such as these? – even though he were more farsighted, gifted, energetic. And had he not his grandfather alone to thank that he was not forced to live as they? He went on, shuddering with repugnance. Then he was suddenly conscious of the fact that one of the great difficulties of his life sprang from the circumstance that nowadays he saw so much through Juliette’s eyes. So not only in the world was he an alien, but within himself, the instant he came into contact with other people. Jesus Christ! Couldn’t one be an individual, free from all this seething, stinking hostility, as one had that morning on Musa Dagh?

Nothing more unnerving than such a test of one’s reality. Gabriel fled from the Usun Charshy, the Long Market, as the Turks called the bazaar. He could no longer endure its hostile rhythm. He found himself in a little square, composed of new buildings. A pleasant-looking house leaped to his eyes, hamam, the steam bath, arranged, as everywhere in Turkey, with a certain luxury. It was still too early to call on the old Agha Rifaat Bereket. And, since he felt no inclination to go into one of the dubious restaurants, he turned into the bath.

He spent twenty minutes in the big steam room amid slowly mounting vapors, which not only made the other bathers look like far-off ghosts, but seemed even to divorce him from his own body. It was a kind of minor death. He could feel this day’s impenetrable significance.

In the cooling room next door he lay down on one of the bare couches to submit to the usual treatment after a bath. Now he felt more naked than he had before in the steam. A bathhouse masseur hurled himself upon him and began, according to all the rules of his art (which truly is one), to knead his flesh. With resonant smackings he played on Gabriel’s rump as on cymbals, humming and panting as he did it. A few Turkish beys, on neighboring pallets, were undergoing similar treatment. They surrendered to it with gasps of dolorous pleasure. At intervals, interrupted by grunts of pain, their voices talked in broken phrases through the angry zeal of the masseurs. Gabriel had at first no wish to listen. But, mingled with the hummings of his torturer, their voices assailed him inescapably. They sounded so individual, so sharply distinguished from one another, that he felt as though he could see them.

The first, a well-fed bass. No doubt a very self-assured gentleman, to whom it was highly important to know the ins and outs of everything – if possible, even before the officials concerned. This man of information had secret sources. “The English sent him in a torpedo boat, from Cyprus to the coast … That was near Oshalki … The fellow brought money and arms and was seven days nosing about the village … Of course, the saptiehs didn’t know anything … I can even give you the names … Köshkerian is the name of the unclean pig.”

The second voice, high and flurried. An elderly, peaceable little gent, who always did his best to be optimistic. The voice seemed somehow not so tall as the other, as though it were looking up at it. Its interjections of pleasurable pain were framed to an august verse of the Koran: “La ilah ila ’llah … God is great … We can’t have that sort of thing … But it may not be true … la ilah ila ’llah … one hears all kinds of things … This is probably only a rumor.”

The well-fed bass, contemptuously: “I have very serious letters from a highly placed personage … a close friend.”

Third voice. That of a strident amateur politician, who seemed to find it highly satisfactory that things in the world should be so unsettled. “We can’t let it go on much longer … We shall have to finish it … What’s the government there for? What about Ittihad? … The unfortunate thing is this conscription … We’ve even armed the curs … Now, how do you think we’ll be able to deal with them? … The war … For weeks I’ve shouted myself hoarse.”

Fourth voice, heavy with the cares of state: “And Zeitun?”

The peaceable voice: “Zeitun? Why, what do you mean? … Good heavens … What’s been happening in Zeitun?”

The politician, ominously: “In Zeitun? … Why, the news has been posted up in every reading room of the Hükümet … Anyone can convince himself …”

The informative bass: “The reading rooms established everywhere by the German consulates …”

A fifth voice, interrupting from the farthest pallet: “We ourselves established them.”

An indistinct tangle of obscure allusions: “Köshkerian – Zeitun … We’ve got to finish it …”

But Gabriel understood, without knowing the details. As the bath attendant dug his two fists into his shoulders, these Turkish voices roared in his ears like water. Acute shame. He who a short time ago had passed the Armenian shopkeepers in the bazaar with such a shiver of repugnance felt himself now to be involved, answerable for the fate of his people.

Meanwhile the bather farthest away from him had heaved himself, groaning, off his pallet. He gathered up his burnoose, which served as a bathrobe, and, on toddling feet, ambled a few steps about the room. Gabriel could see only that he was tall and stout. His consequential way of speech, the respect with which they heard him out, made Gabriel conclude that this was a very wealthy man.

“People are unjust to the government. Impatience alone does not suffice to determine policy. The true state of affairs is very different to what the uninformed masses suppose it to be. Treaties, capitulations, considerations of all kinds, foreign opinion … But let me assure the beys in confidence that orders have just been issued by the War Office, by His Excellency Enver Pasha in person to the district military authorities, to disarm melun ermeni millet (the treacherous Armenian nationality) – that is to say, to recall Armenians from the firing line and degrade them to the basest tasks – road-making, carrying loads … Such is the truth … But it must not be mentioned.”

“I can’t let it pass. I won’t swallow that,” Gabriel said to himself. Another voice warned him quietly, “You yourself are the persecuted.” But some dark force, which drew him up from the pallet, decided the struggle. He pushed the attendant to one side and sprang on to the tiles. He tied the white towel around his loins. His face aglow with rage, his hair disordered from the bath, his broad chest, seemed not to belong to the gentleman who, that morning, had worn an English tourist’s suit. He planted himself squarely before the rich man. Suddenly, by the dark bags under the eyes, the liverish face, he knew the Kaimakam. The sight only served to increase his fury.

“His Excellency Enver Pasha and his whole staff had their lives saved in the Caucasus by Armenian troops. He was as good as taken prisoner by the Russians. You know that as well as I do, Effendi. You also know that His Excellency, in a letter to the Catholicos of Sis, or to the Bishop of Conia, praised the valor of sadika ermeni millet (the loyal Armenian nationality). This letter was posted up by government order. That is the truth. And whosoever poisons that truth by spreading rumors is weakening the conduct of the war, destroying our unity, is an enemy of the empire, a traitor. I, Gabriel Bagradian, tell you this, an officer in the Turkish army.”

He stopped, and waited for the answer. But the beys, nonplussed by this wild outburst, did not utter a word – not even the Kaimakam, who only drew his burnoose more tightly around his nakedness. Gabriel could get out of the bath victorious, although still shaking with excitement. As he dressed, he was already aware that this was the stupidest thing he had ever done. Now the way to Antioch was barred. And it was the only way in, or out, of the world. He should, before offending the Kaimakam, have considered Juliette and Stephan. Yet he could not altogether reproach himself.

His heart was still beating fast as the Agha Rifaat Bereket’s servant conducted him into the selamlik, the reception room of this cool Turkish house. Gabriel walked up and down over wide vistas of carpet lost in the gloom. His watch, which, idiotically, he still kept set to European time, pointed to the second hour of the afternoon. It was, therefore, the sacred domestic hour, the hour of kef, the never-to-be-encroached-on midday peace, in which every visit was a very serious piece of tactlessness. He had got here far too early. And the Agha, a stickler for the forms of old Turkish etiquette, allowed him to wait.

Bagradian paced, from one end to the other of this almost empty apartment, in which, besides two long divans, there were only braziers and a little table for cups. He justified his discourtesy to himself – There’s something happening, I don’t quite know what it is, but I haven’t a minute to waste till I get it clear – Rifaat Bereket had been a friend of the house of Bagradian from its origins, even in those halcyon days of old Avetis. Some of Gabriel’s pleasantest, most respectful memories centered upon him. He had called on him twice since coming to stay in Yoghonoluk. The Agha had not only helped
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