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FOR FRANCES




 

IN THE MONTH of April of the year 1912, First Lord of the Admiralty Winston Churchill announced that all British ships of war would in the future be powered by oil. It was a critical decision. “He who owns the oil,” the French premier, Georges Clemenceau, declared, “will own the world.”

The problem for the Christian nations was that most of the oil was under lands populated by Muslim peoples. Islam!

Two years later, the first of the century’s great wars broke out, and it was privately and even publicly recognized that the victors, whether the Allies (Britain, France, Italy) or the Entente (Germany, Austria, Serbia, and Turkey), would obtain for their peoples the wealth of the world—including the oil. The Allies, as Lord Curzon stated after they’d triumphed, “floated to victory on a wave of oil.” They lost no time claiming the spoils.

In May of 1919, a month before the peace treaty was signed in Versailles and even while the nations were planning a league to secure peace in the world, a fleet of troop transports escorted by British, French, and Italian warships carried units of the Greek army to the shore of Anatolia, in Asia Minor. The Allies intended to establish a Christian, therefore friendly, power on the road to the oil treasure of the Near East. The British were leaders in this effort—they particularly believed in the urgency of their purpose—and in addition, secretly, they joined with the Persians in contractual agreements that gave them first rights to the great underground deposits, excluding their allies from this advantage. If these two efforts were not successful, the British feared they’d lose their position as a first power in the world.

The Turkish nation, over whose body this struggle was to be fought, was too weak to protect itself against the invasion.

The Greeks believed it was not an invasion but a reclaiming of land that was historically and rightfully theirs. Their plan was to create a Greater Greece, a state that would reestablish their small country with its minimal resources as a world power. The Greeks had just emerged as victors from wars against the Bulgars and the Serbs and were riding a wave of national confidence. This landing would be a foothold, the first step of a great campaign and conquest.


 

AT DAWN, a fisherman ran the prow of his caïque ashore just south of the town of Urla, on the road to Smyrna. Leaping off the bow, tie rope in hand, he beached the craft, then turned and waded back.

One of his two passengers was dressed in a long black fly-front ulster over a black double-breasted box coat, a stiff white collar, now somewhat wilted, and a dark-blue polka-dot bow tie. His pants were of that medium-gray striped material favored by ambassadors. He wore a derby hat and carried an ebony cane, and his shoes had what was left of a high polish. The fisherman wanted to land this passenger—the other one didn’t matter—with his elegance intact and lifted him to carry him to shore. Unfortunately, the skirt of the overcoat caught on a nail in the bow of the boat.

The passenger heard the sound of the cloth ripping. On shore, annoyed by the careless disembarkation, he stripped off the ulster coat to study the damage. He frowned, then shrugged and threw the garment to the fisherman. “Wear it to church,” he said, and started for the path through the ground shrub that led to the road to Urla.

The second passenger was already ashore, having leaped into the shallow surf when the fisherman did. He wore a much-used sailor’s shirt, one sleeve of which was pinned up; the man had lost an arm. His face, by contrast to that of his clean-shaven comrade, was unkempt, with a ragged growth of beard. Pulled tight over his head was a black knit skullcap. He handed a banknote to the fisherman, then he hurried after the other man.

They were brothers, Stavros and Michaelis Topouzoglou.

URLA WAS a six-kilometer walk over an ill-tended road that had been washed out in places by the spring rains. Here and there the land attached to the peasant homes had been abandoned and was overgrown, but the two men passed fields where women in dusty clothes were seated on the soil, breaking open the crust to plant beans and wheat. As the sun rose, the heat intensified, and Stavros, the elder of the two, removed his jacket and took off his stiff collar so that its edges would not further wilt. The man was determined to preserve an affluent appearance at any cost. “Find water to drink,” he commanded his brother.

There was a well at the side of the next farmhouse. “Be careful—the dogs here are wolves,” Michaelis said, reaching into his sailor’s bag for his pistol. He checked that it was loaded. It was. But no dog stirred. An old woman adjusted the cloth over her head so that it covered her mouth. “A cupful of water, be so good?” Michaelis asked. “Drink all you want,” she answered. “But I must tell you they threw bodies in there.”

“Whose bodies?”

“Pull up and see what you find,” she said.

Stavros had unbuttoned his shirt at the neck and wrists, but by the time they reached the outskirts of Urla, his clothes were as wet as if they’d been pulled out of a stream. A sign, KENTRON, pointed to the center of the town. Stavros stopped, buttoned up his shirt, and put on his black box coat. It wasn’t far to the town’s square, built around a great plane tree and a fountain, now dry. The place seemed deserted; the fronts of all the houses and stores were shuttered. The only sound was the tapping of the two men’s shoes on the stone paving. They entered the square with extreme caution. Michaelis, the more experienced, moved flat against the side of the buildings, turning his head this way, then the other; he knew what Stavros did not, that the place could not possibly be deserted. Soon they both noticed that people were standing in the dark of doorways. Shutters looked closed but were opened enough so that the inhabitants could peer out. “They’re waiting,” Michaelis said. He conferred with two old men huddled in an alcove. “They say the Turks will be passing through here soon.”

In the hotel, an old woman gave them a room that had been occupied by two Turkish officers who’d departed secretly several nights before. “They left money for me,” she said, “but it’s Turkish liras. Nobody wants that now.” She told them the news, that the Turks, who had been garrisoned at Cesme, opposite the island of Chios, were still on the peninsula. They’d packed up, destroyed what they couldn’t carry of their rice, smoked meat, and bread, and were on their way east, but no one could guess when they might pass through Urla. She urged the brothers to keep their second-floor windows shuttered or, if they opened them, to stand back and away. The Turks, she said, hadn’t taken their defeat gallantly; they were very nervous now, and it gave them pleasure to shoot at anything that moved. She offered her guests what she had—olives, bread, goat’s cheese—and suggested that they sleep; they looked weary. In the room, Stavros stripped off his wet clothes and hung them over the two chairs. “We need a carriage to take us to Smyrna,” he said to Michaelis, then stretched out on a bed and fell asleep.

The retreat woke them, brought them to the window. About a hundred dispirited men, their uniforms dusty and in disarray, marched by. At the end of this procession came a small horse-drawn carriage, which contained personal baggage, some boxes, and a plump young woman who was rather well dressed, an officer’s wife or mistress. Immediately following, mounted on a horse in better condition than the men, was an officer of rank, making an effort to preserve in his bearing something of the dignity necessary for command. An aide-de-camp followed, also on horseback.

The commanding officer was perfectly aware that the people of the town, silent and in hiding, were watching the retreat, but he paid them no attention. His face was tense with frustration and the shame of defeat. Stavros judged, with satisfaction, that the man was near the end of his strength. A stone was thrown at him, then another. They missed the officer but hit the horse, which reared, then settled into a trot for a few steps, then returned to a walk. The officer pulled up his mount and drew his pistol, looked here, looked there. Nothing happened. The foot soldiers ahead did not stop. The officer decided to let the incident pass, touched his horse with his spurs, and galloped off, followed by his aide-de-camp, who had also drawn a pistol.

The sounds of the hooves on the stone paving faded. There was silence. Not a move, not a whisper. Then, in a burst, the kentron was transformed. It became Greece. People flooded the streets. Shutters were thrown open. Greek flags appeared. The citizens embraced each other and shouted, calling out to those still hiding to come out at last. Suddenly everyone was bold. Dogs barked and jumped about as if they understood what had happened. The square, empty a moment before, was packed with the people of Urla. It took Stavros a moment to notice that the celebrants were almost all women.

One store was still closed, and a crowd of women moved to it and began to pull off the shutters. Michaelis rushed out of the hotel room to join the celebration. Stavros remained cool. He washed, shaved, put on his shirt, fastened the collar and the sleeves. He tied his tie carefully, looking in the mirror to make sure it was just right. Then he found his cane and walked back to the window. It seemed that he didn’t share the excitement, but of course he did. It was why he’d come back to Turkey, to be part of this.

The door of the shop had been broken, and a crowd surged in and pushed the owner out. He looked like a Turk, but he may have been a Greek who’d taken advantage of the occupation. Some of the women in the street began tearing at his clothes, while others carried everything they wanted from the store. An old grudge was being satisfied, an old score settled. The plump grocer lost his footing and fell. The women beat him with brooms, cut at him with sickles. Underfoot and bleeding, he begged for mercy. “Aman, aman, aman!” he shouted. Yes, he was a Turk. Stavros felt no mercy for the man. As he turned his back to get a cigarette, he heard a pistol shot. The Turk writhed on the ground. Soon he was not moving. Stavros saw that some of the women surrounded Michaelis, congratulating him. Michaelis did not return to the hotel that night.

In the morning Stavros was wakened by a shout from the street below. Michaelis was calling: “I found a carriage.” Stavros picked up his valise and hurried down the stairs. The carriage was canopied—it had once been handsome but was now in shabby disrepair. Michaelis was bargaining with the driver, who was also the owner. Indicating the ill-matched pair of horses fitted to the carriage, Michaelis said, “My opinion, this animal is blind.”

The driver had an answer: “The other one can see. What can I do? The Turk took everything that could walk. Some horses they ate. I kept this one inside my mother’s house. The other I—”

“You’re asking too much money,” Michaelis insisted. “Smyrna is—what?—twenty kilometers?”

“That’s my price,” the owner said. “Get another carriage.”

Stavros interrupted the bargaining as he came out of the oteli’s door. “We accept!”

Going north, they passed through the village of Guzelbahce. Michaelis, seated high at the driver’s side, pointed to ships in the distance. “Troop transports,” the driver said. “All day yesterday going by.”

Spread at his ease on the back seat, wearing his derby hat, Stavros was looking at a larger silhouette. “There, you see,” he said, pointing with his ebony cane. “The Iron Duke.” It was a guess, but it gave the impression he wanted. “The battleship of our allies the British,” Stavros declared. “May God bless them, because their word is good.” Then he rapped on the back of the driver’s seat with his cane. “Can’t these horses trot? Can’t they move a little more nimbly?” He snapped his fingers, “Come! Come! Let’s hurry. We have a lot to do.” Then he reached into his jacket, extracted a silver case, clicked it open, and slid out a cigarette with care. Gently screwing it into a short amber holder, he sat back like a lord.

IN HALF AN HOUR, their carriage emerged from a wooded area, freshly green in the spring, onto the Kordon, the road along the waterfront. There was Smyrna Bay, the harbor! Stavros saw what he’d dreamed of seeing: The bay was crowded with the ships of the invasion. There was the Greek battleship Kilkis, escorted by two Greek destroyers. Closer to shore were the transports that had brought units of the Greek army, and alongside the largest one, which was still unloading supplies and men onto a barge, was a British destroyer. Well behind these transports and their support floated the fighting ships of the French navy, led by the Ernest Renan, and the fabled British dreadnoughts the Ajax, the Iron Duke, and the George V.

The sight satisfied Stavros’s soul and filled him with joy and confidence. He hadn’t quite believed the assurance he’d received months before in a London restaurant from a tight-lipped official of the Admiralty. But it was happening! He had not made a mistake. Anatolia would be secure, and what he planned to do there would be protected. People were shouting; Stavros shouted too. He stood up to see more, holding on to the back of the driver’s seat. A great crowd was attending the arrival of a white launch, and coming to meet the launch and its passengers was a magnificent religious procession.

Stavros leaped out of the carriage and ran into the crowd. His dress and his bearing suggested that he was a person of importance; this helped get him close to the ceremony. He saw the launch dock. He saw the officers of the general staff disembark, led by the commander in chief of the expeditionary force. They lined up in perfect order and most prideful bearing, erect, trim, worthy, equal to their task. Stavros was proud to be represented by these men.

Greeting them was the Archbishop of the area, Chrysostomos, a splendid old man with a splendid beard. He was the soul of the Greek colony in Anatolia, the embodiment of the hopes of the Anatolian people. The Archbishop was escorted by a retinue of priests carrying holy images and great candles. The commander’s chest gleamed with medals and heavily ornamented ribbons, all the honors he’d ever received. The military band played what was fitting, the anthem of the nation.

Soldier and priest came together; the people cheered. The national dream had come true. The commander in chief knelt at the feet of the Archbishop and kissed the back of his hand. Chrysostomos lifted the general to his feet; they embraced and they kissed. Then they turned and led a perfect procession back to the cathedral of Aghia Fotini, where, together, they would offer thanks to a just God for their safe landing and for the support of their allies—the British, the French, and the Italians—and express to the Divinity their hopes that a new nation, a Greater Greece, worthy of their tradition and their history, would come to be. As they moved toward the cathedral, they were preceded by eight young girls in frocks of spring colors, who threw rose petals at their feet. And everywhere the soldier and the priest, united, were flanked by cheering citizens, free of fear at last.

In this number was Stavros, also grateful, also hopeful, also free of fear.

Michaelis was impatient. He pulled Stavros away from the crowd as soon as he could and into their carriage. He ordered the driver to take them to the railroad station. This building had been built to be impressive. Trains from Smyrna had run, and would again, east to the great cities of the interior, Eskisehir and Konya, and southeast to Antalya on the sea. Michaelis told the driver where to let them off, then fell to rebargaining the price. Stavros had no patience for this. He dropped out of the carriage and walked to a kafenion; the coffeehouses were already operating everywhere in the city. At ease in a rush chair, he ordered two coffees, then summoned a shoeshine man with a heavily ornamented stand and offered his shoes to be cleaned and polished. Stavros recalled for himself some wisdom about the Turkish people: They were easily impressed by an air of wealth. When he dressed as he was now dressed, they would call him “Agha” or at least “Efendim.” Once his shoes gleamed, he walked to a tiny store nearby, where he bought a vial of gul yagi, opened it, and touched the rose oil to his neck and behind his ears. “Money comes when she sees you don’t need same,” he said to himself.

“Come!” Michaelis had found his brother. “No coffee now; coffee after.” He led the way to the base of a long pier that jutted far out into the bay and hoisted himself onto it. Working boats had tied up alongside. Open boxes were piled high with small fish, part of the night’s catch, not yet sorted. Clouds of flies found what they could. The invasion had not interrupted the life on this pier. Two old women, their hands as gnarled as any man’s, were frying fingerlings and selling them, crackling hot out of the grease, to be eaten head, tail, bones, and all. In the water, a young boy held up an octopus for sale; he’d caught it minutes earlier, diving off the end of the pier; it was still wet. Along the stone facing of the bay, gulls circled, then dropped to pick up the bait fish feeding at a sewer outlet. Michaelis led the way across four lanes of railroad track, then turned up the hill. Houses crowded each other; it was the Turkish neighborhood.

On the other side of the rise, they entered a graveyard, which sloped down to the bay. The two men, one a dandy with a cane, the other a sailor who’d lost an arm, walked past the graves of the indigent Turkish dead. Some were marked with nothing more than hunks of uncut stone, perhaps three feet high and a foot wide. Other markers were older, made of wood and stylized into the shape of a human figure, with carved fezlike tops.

The Christian section contained more affluent plots, some bordered with whitewashed rocks. There were gravestones with the names of the dead and the dates of their birth and death, and a few bore photographs of a husband and wife together behind glass, now cracked and shattered. The dearly beloved had been honored by their children.

“Where is he?” Stavros asked.

“Down near the edge,” Michaelis said. They could hear the sound of a stone chisel. By then they saw that something like fifteen feet of the bottom boundary had collapsed and fallen into a gully where there’d once been a brook, now stagnant and overgrown with weeds and brake. Michaelis led the way down into a jumble of faded and broken wooden markers, of partly decomposed bodies turned up by the collapse of the hill, a scattering of bones and skulls, and everywhere rotting winding sheets along with all kinds of other filth.

“Why did you bury Father in a place like this?” Stavros demanded of his brother. He was furious.

“He died the morning the boat for America sailed. We had no time. And this wasn’t as you see it now. The land here fell down after we left—it wasn’t like this, I swear by his memory. We didn’t want to miss the passage; we already missed two. And he’d spoken two nights before to all of us, saying, ‘Go! Never mind me. I’m finished. Go. Promise me.’ So we did.”

Stavros was looking at the stonecutter, who worked at a low table, his wagon and horse nearby. It was cool in the shadow the hill threw. They saw that the man had lit fires near his table, using wooden grave markers. He was making small gravestones out of larger ones by cutting off the names. He could then offer them for sale. His wagon was half full. When he saw Stavros approaching, he stopped work and watched him anxiously.

Michaelis was searching the debris on the ground below, kicking up what was there with his foot. A dog barked. The stonecutter put his tools away. Michaelis picked up a piece of a wooden cross and walked to his brother. “Read.” Stavros read ISAAC. “It was here,” Michaelis said. He walked to the stonecutter and pulled a piece of wooden marker out of a mound of ashes. It was partly burned away, but they could see TOPOU—Michaelis gave it to his brother, then continued looking.

Near the overgrown bottom of the collapsed hill stood the barking dog, a large animal of the breed used to guard sheep against wolves, but it was thin and desperately hungry. As Michaelis approached, the animal crouched low and showed its teeth. It had been pulling something out of the earth, an old-fashioned shoe with buttons. The dog growled, made a start for Michaelis, then stopped and growled again.

“It’s not my beast,” the stonecutter cried.

Michaelis pulled out his pistol and shot the dog, then, when it still whimpered, shot it again.

The stonecutter, in a panic of fear, fell on his knees and called to Allah for help. “Aman, Aman!” he cried. He believed Michaelis was going to shoot him too. And Michaelis was. The man had made a fire with the marker of their father’s grave. It was not to be forgiven.

But Stavros, using his cane, slapped his brother’s pistol down. “Don’t waste the bullet,” he said. “Let’s find Hassopoglou. We’ve waited so many years for this day. Do you know where his house is?”

Michaelis put his pistol away. “I used to go there with Father,” he said, and started back up the incline.

Stavros, still holding the piece of wood marked ISAAC, followed. “I am the oldest,” he said. “It’s my privilege. Remember that.”

THE HASSOPOGLOU residence, somewhat more imposing than the houses around it, had fitted shutters, which had been dropped into place. It looked abandoned. In the face of the troop landing, everything movable in the neighborhood had been pulled inside, out of reach. Michaelis rapped on the front door again and again, and when there was still no response, he stepped back and called up to the second story. “Kim var burda, gel! Gel!” he said in Turkish, sounding impatient and authoritative.

He heard a door open, and a plump young man came to the edge of the balcony. “Baban nerededir?” The boy thought Michaelis a Turk and answered in Turkish, saying that his father had gone out, he didn’t know where.

Then he began to warn Michaelis in a voice verging on hysteria. “Yolda gitmem. Rumlar adamlar topluyorlar,” which Michaelis took to mean that the boy believed the Greeks were gathering Turks to serve in labor battalions: “Bizimgibi coçuklar”—young men like themselves. His father, he said, had ordered him, because he was young, to stay indoors and not go to work. He began to tell of a friend who’d disappeared, when they heard the front door unlock, then unlock again.

A woman of some fifty years came out, carrying on her head three copper pots that fitted into each other. As she passed Michaelis, she noticed the boy above and shouted, “Mehmet! Evin içinde dur!” It wasn’t a suggestion, it was an order, and the boy hurriedly backed inside. Michaelis guessed that the woman was bringing her husband his dinner and decided they should follow her.

The harbor filled with ships of war and the city’s edge massed with Greek soldiers did not cow the woman. She struck out directly for the road along the sea, walking rather haughtily with the three copper pots on her head. The procession of priests and officers had long since passed on to Aghia Fotini, and now the waterfront had the aspect of a national holiday. Everywhere there was an air of spontaneous good feeling, of relief; great tension had been lifted.

But the Turkish woman kept her attention directed in front of her, eyes cast down, on guard. A squadron of perhaps fifty men, led by an officer on horseback, passed them, going briskly south along the Kordon, the horse and rider trotting, the soldiers on the double. The unit proceeded about a hundred feet past the woman and the two brothers, then stopped, turned, and quickly established a roadblock. Part of their number lined up across the road, rifles ready, bayonets fixed, and turned people back. Behind the roadblock, high, gray, and threatening in its appearance, was the konak, the center of the city’s authority. People understood the situation immediately: Turkish police and soldiers were inside and had to be cleared out. Onlookers backed off, but not so far that they couldn’t watch what was about to take place.

The woman did not stop. Lifting her black headcloth so that it covered everything except her eyes, she flipped its end around her neck. She turned into a side street, and the Topouzoglous followed her, going inland the length of a long street of buildings, then she resumed her original direction. Michaelis had been a soldier, had lost an arm in the fighting, so he now proceeded cautiously to keep up with the woman; he remained, as she did, close to the building fronts. Stavros, however, was a man who believed in fate and luck, and he walked in the center of the road, appearing completely confident.

They heard a burst of gunfire from the waterfront. The woman huddled in a doorway. Michaelis pulled his brother to one side lest an erratic bullet find him. They waited. People ran past, shouting that an officer had been shot off his mount. Then proof: A riderless horse galloped down the street. From the Kordon came more rifle fire, sounds, of doors being forced open and window glass being shattered.

Stavros broke his brother’s grip and walked to where he could watch. It wasn’t his day to be killed. A sniper on a roof was shot and fell, trying to grab a window ledge, failing. A man, arms outstretched in prayer, leaped to his death from a balcony. People heard him calling to Allah, screaming. Increasing numbers of Greek soldiers were crowding into the building. There were grenade explosions and cries of pain.

The woman left her shelter and proceeded carefully down the road so that there were buildings between her and what was happening at the konak. Michaelis followed and, after a moment, Stavros. She walked briskly, never doubting her direction or purpose. On the next couple of side streets butchers and bakers had opened their shops and a Greek blacksmith was at work. The city was somewhere between chaos and caution, its customary lively peacetime bustle. The store owners, in response to the rifle fire, stayed toward the back of their shops but kept up their trading. After a few blocks, the sounds from the konak stopped. It had been “neutralized”; those who had guarded it were dead. Other sounds took over, those of peace, of vendors selling spring fruits and sweets dripping honey. A priest hurried across the street on an errand for the dying. Nothing now interrupted the diurnal activity of the city’s life.

The woman disappeared through the door of an ancient structure made of variously colored bricks arranged in jagged patterns that suggested civilization farther to the east. Stavros knew the building. This hamam served not only as a favorite retreat in which people of the business world relaxed and “took the heat” but also as one of the financial centers of the city, where Smyrna’s businessmen met and traded with those from other countries and cultures—an excellent place to reach understandings and conclude contracts. It was where officials of the harbor could be “reached,” where they received bribes and did what they’d been paid to do, clearing the way for commercial traffic into the city. This merchants’ club, where ladies’ addresses were exchanged and the reputations of restaurants fortified and broken, was generally full of contention, humor, anger, debate, bitterness, concurrence, and betrayal, of old friendships renewed and new ones won.

Stavros and Michaelis waited at the side of a drainage ditch touched by the last of the sun’s rays. All else around them was darkening fast, and the permanent dampness of moist dirt, endemic to that part of the city, was pervasive. The street had the appearance of having never been cleaned; the droppings of donkeys and horses were everywhere. There was the smell of rot and of that other, more penetrating odor which comes from the viscera of fish thrown on the ground for cats to fight over. A pipe drained water from the interior baths into the ditch, and the brothers soon became aware of yet another smell: sewage.

“Here is where Father used to come to meet him,” Michaelis said.

Usually at this time of the afternoon, the women who’d been using the hamam all day were hurrying home, and men would be arriving to spend the evening—and do their trading. But on this afternoon, the area was quiet.

She appeared. Hustling out the door, no longer carrying the fitted copper pots, she was pulling the long topcoat, which Turkish women wear no matter what the weather, tight around her and covering her head, except her eyes and mouth, with the black cloth. The brothers didn’t move until she’d gone down the side street, made the curve in the road, and passed out of sight. Then they eased to the entrance of the hamam.

As the eldest son, Stavros had the responsibility for doing the family duty; he asked Michaelis for his pistol and told his brother to remain by the door. Then he went on into a large room where there were wooden tables and benches with seats worn smooth. High up on three walls, racks held drying towels. At first Stavros saw no one in charge, then over the low barrier across the door of the manager’s office he saw a foot and a hand. The manager of the hamam was paring his toenails. “I have something for Hassopoglou Efendi,” Stavros said. “Is he here?”

“Three days he’s been here,” the manager answered, indicating with a sweep of his hand that Stavros should go in.

Scattered about the place, several men were asleep on benches. The water for the establishment was heated by a coal-fed furnace directly under the main floor, then pumped up into a small pool, eight by four feet and steaming hot, from where it overflowed into a large pool, which was lukewarm and could hold twenty bathers. All around, facing this pool, were alcoves furnished with stools and large pitchers, which could be filled with warm water from faucets close at hand and used by attendants to soap and rinse the heads of the bathers. Most of these alcoves were empty now, as was the large pool. The small pool was being enjoyed by two men in their early fifties, whose bodies were flabby and wrinkled; both had prominent abdomens. Sitting in water up to their thighs, they were eating dinner.

There was a lively echo from the flow of water as well as the hiss of steam, so that no one heard what Stavros asked the old man lying half asleep on a low pallet by the entrance. The man pointed to the steaming pool where the two men were eating. “Hassopoglou Efendi orda dur,” he said. Stavros had gathered by now that Hassopoglou and his friend sought refuge in the hamam during the first landings of the invasion and, once there, stayed on. They seemed rather cheerful. When a joke was made and they laughed, their flabby breasts quivered. They were enjoying their food and the very hot water, so they paid no attention to Stavros as he approached them.

Stavros had never seen Hassopoglou, but he noticed that while one of the men was eating from a plate provided by the hamam, the other ate from a copper pot. He made a gesture in this man’s direction and said, “Hassopoglou Efendi?”

He’d guessed correctly; the man answered “Evet.”

“Merhaba,” Stavros said, his tone sounding respectful.

Hassopoglou, who’d been discussing with his friend what effect on their business the Greek armed presence would have, tried to cut short the encounter with the stranger. “Merhaba,” and he turned his attention to his food.

“Rumca konuşuyor musunuz?” Stavros asked.

“Of course I speak Greek,” Hassopoglou answered. “Also I’m eating my dinner now and talking business, so please …”

“I’m going to talk business with you too.” Stavros went for a stool and placed it at the edge of the steaming pool. “I’ve been looking for you.”

“So now you found me.” Hassopoglou filled his mouth with pilaf. “What are you, some kind of Greek?”

“Anatolian,” Stavros replied.

“You’re spoiling my dinner,” Hassopoglou complained. “Did I invite you? Who asked you to sit here? I’m talking to—”

“I’m the man who, many years ago, sent money here to his father at a time when that gentleman was trying to take his family to America. Do you remember that?”

“No. Go away. I’m not interested in your story. Let me eat in peace.”

“I will kindle your interest. I’m making reference to Isaac Topouzoglou. Remember him—a small man with a good heart, pure and innocent? Remember?”

“No! I’m pure and innocent too. Go away before I get mad.”

“He was like a child, a gentle man with very small hands and a swift, sliding walk. Eh? Now you remember. You do, don’t you?”

Hassopoglou swallowed his food. He had no memory of the man Stavros was describing, but what finally was getting his attention was something quietly threatening in Stavros’s manner. “Do I remember?” he said. “Perhaps. Perhaps not. Who knows? What do you want?”

Stavros spoke as if the matter he was bringing up were of no importance. “He died, you know. You must remember that. He never left here. Only his wife and children left. His name was Topouzoglou. Isaac. Remember? Go on, finish your dinner.” Hassopoglou was not eating. Now Stavros had his attention. But he went on speaking as if it were nothing but a congenial, neighborly exchange. “I am his eldest son,” he said. “Do you see a resemblance?”

Hassopoglou put the copper pot holding his dinner on the side of the bath. “I eat too much. His name again?”

“My father? Isaac Topouzoglou. Does it come back to you now? His face? His character?”

“I think so. A fine man.”

“A saint, in fact. Despite the unfortunate accident that he was born a gâvur, an infidel.”

“Oh, but we get along very well with the Greeks, we still do, and they with us. Despite what they are doing to us now.”

“If you say so,” Stavros replied, still in a gentle voice. “My brothers told me that every time I sent money here from America, you would appropriate most of it—in the name of the law, so you said. True?”

“In those days it wasn’t easy to obtain clearance out of the country.”

“And this went on,” Stavros continued, “for four years, money coming here and disappearing. You do remember that, I’m sure.”

“Not four years. Certainly not four years.”

“I have records. I know how much I sent.”

“Well, Mr. Topouzoglou, come have a coffee.” He called out to the manager in his office: “Bahkrat, kahve getirirmisiniz buraya,” then he turned to Stavros and was very cordial. “Tell me how you like it, the coffee.”

“Cold,” Stavros said. Then he leaned closer. “I want to explain something to you, Efendim. I want you to understand why you are going to die. Why I am going to kill you.” He said this matter-of-factly, without rancor.

There was a silence. Then Hassopoglou’s friend started to get up out of the bath. “Well, Hassopoglou,” he said, reaching for his towel, “looks like the streets are cleared now. This man walked here, so perhaps I can walk to my office. My clerk, as you know, is incompetent. You saw him. So—”

“No, no, no—no need to go,” Stavros said. “You’re welcome to stay. In fact, please do stay—you look so comfortable in the water. At least finish your dinner.” He dipped his finger into the hot pool. “Very nice! Same temperature as blood. Or a woman’s body. Please, stay.”

The man sat down and wrapped the towel around his chest.

Stavros turned to Hassopoglou. “I was saying, Efendim, that I need to remind you of what you did. Because with age, memories sometimes fade.”

“I have to go to my place of business, too,” Hassopoglou said. “I’ve been here for three days, and my clerk is also incompetent. Allah only knows what he’s been doing.”

“I was told that you’d retired,” Stavros said. “Having made your fortune, like so many Turkish officials, in government work. You see, sir, month after month, year after year, I sent money here from America. I was the source, you might say, just as this water comes from a source; and just as you enjoy its flow, so you enjoyed the flow of my money through your hands. You took it from my father for necessary purposes, so you said, and so they wrote me, leaving not quite enough money each time to pay for the steamship tickets, thus keeping my family here, in Smyrna, and writing me to please send more dollars. All this had a certain effect on my father: What you were doing cut a hole in my father’s stomach, and he began to bleed from the back. You know from where. He tried every remedy, even staying in bed, hiding from you, for weeks at a time. But you were always able to find him; when more money came from me, you were there, waiting. And I was working like an Arab to get more and send it.” He turned to Hassopoglou’s friend. “I know all this because my mother described to me what happened here.” Then he turned on Hassopoglou. “If she were here, Efendim, she would not have my patience. She would slice you open like she does a chicken to pull out its entrails.”

Abruptly, without a word, Hassopoglou’s friend got out of the water and ran for the exit. Which was when Michaelis appeared. He had not remained outside, as Stavros had told him, and now he blocked Hassopoglou’s friend from leaving, thrusting him roughly into the manager’s office, then standing across the doorway, not concealing the knife in his hand.

“Too bad, I’ve spoiled his dinner,” Stavros said. “Yes, about my mother: She told me again and again that she still sees these events in her dreams.… Why is your skin prickling? Are you cold? In this heat?”

“No, not cold, exactly.”

“Good. So to go on. I promised her I’d send her a stain from your heart’s blood when I found you. Sir, no! Please stay where you are. I’m not through, so be good enough to stay where you are.”

Hassopoglou was struggling to get up out of the bath. “It’s my stomach,” he said. “It’s been upset recently. My wife is suddenly giving me food that doesn’t sit well in my—”

“Too bad! We must all be careful of what we eat, especially in these times when—”

“I must go to the place. You will excuse me?”

“Of course. I will go with you. I’m not through with what I have to say to you, so I will go with you.”

Stavros helped Hassopoglou out of the hot bath and supported him as they walked to the toilet. They passed Michaelis, standing in the doorway of the manager’s office. Hassopoglou recognized Michaelis and nodded. Michaelis did not respond. He was not one for games.

The toilet was the old-fashioned kind, with footrests of ribbed stone and a handle on each side for the occupant to hold on to as he defecated. Hassopoglou opened the door and went in. Stavros followed, squeezing in and closing the door.

“Go ahead, sir, relieve yourself,” Stavros said. “Be assured I’m not going to leave you. No matter where you go from now on, I’ll be close by. Night and day. I want you to realize, if possible, what my father went through. That is my duty as the eldest son, you understand. Because he was a saint, my father, and like all saints, he had finally to be a martyr. He died for us. Now you will die for him. I want you to bleed as he did. I insist that you bleed from the ass, with some of your guts coming out in pieces, as his did.”

Suddenly Hassopoglou began to scream in terror. He pushed against the door, trying to get past Stavros. The manager, seeing the struggle, started toward them, but Michaelis moved faster, tripping the man and throwing him on the floor.

In the toilet, Stavros pulled the pistol out of his pocket and thrust the barrel into Hassopoglou’s belly.

“Should I get rid of you now, turn you into a carcass?” He still seemed to be consulting thoughtfully with Hassopoglou. “What do you think? Better not lean into me. My finger is on the trigger, so be careful!”

Hassopoglou, trembling, whimpered: “Yes, yes, yes, I will hold still.”

“Tell me, which would you prefer? Now, quickly? Eh? Perhaps that’s better. Or a delay? Next week, perhaps, or even a month. Of course, to wait like that is another kind of torture. But then I’m afraid you might contrive to slip away from me. Disappear.”

“No, no, no.”

“Why are you shaking?”

“I can’t hold still.”

“He was trembling like that too, my mother said, his arms, his hands, all day, every day. And his lips were gray, she said; there was no blood left in his body.”

“But they got to America, didn’t they?”

“Not him. You killed him, Hassopoglou. Slowly. Is that your preference? Or should I do you a favor and kill you right now?”

“Give me a chance. I will pay you back. Every cent. I will sell my house. I will give you my wife’s jewels. I have a beautiful piece of land near Aydin, eight hectares—oh, what fine cotton grows there! I will give it to you.”

“It’s already mine. You bought it with my money.”

“Come with me. Meet my family. My wife will throw herself at your feet. She will clean your shoes with her tongue. I have two daughters, one more beautiful than the other. How they love their father—they would do anything for him. I will give them both to you. They will serve you any way a woman can—oh, the pleasure they will give you.” The man was drooling.

Stavros looked at him scornfully. “The truth is you shouldn’t live and still contaminate the earth. It is dirty enough without you. I will take your body this afternoon to where my father’s body was. There are dogs there, running wild, hungry animals. They’ll be glad to have even your rotting body.”

Hassopoglou fell to his knees. His cries of terror came without words, animal sounds, those of a beast being slaughtered. He groveled, he rolled in the filth on the floor of the toilet, he slobbered, he crawled to Stavros’s feet and kissed his shoes.

Stavros was revulsed. “Hold still,” he commanded. “You’re getting me dirty.”

Hassopoglou clasped his arms around Stavros’s knees, calling out, “Aman, Aman, Aman!” His cries echoed in the hamam.

Stavros, overcome by disgust, turned and walked away. As he passed his brother, he said, “How can I kill him? He’s licking my shoes.” And he left the hamam.

Michaelis was angry with his brother. He followed Stavros reluctantly.

Outside, the air with all its sewer smells seemed fresh compared with the air inside the hamam. A vendor going home at the end of the day pushed his cart of fruit past them. Stavros bought two peaches, bit into one, threw one to Michaelis.

Suddenly they heard laughter inside.

Michaelis pulled the pistol out of his brother’s jacket and rushed back into the hamam.

Hassopoglou was cavorting around the rim of the pool, a crude but eloquent dance of self-restitution.

Then shots.

Michaelis nudged the body into the warm pool. A splash. Silence. The echo of the shots endured.

Stavros, outside, noticed that the water flowing into the ditch had a reddish tint.

“MY MOTHER made me promise that the first thing I’d do when I came here was kiss your hand.” Stavros kissed the back of the Archbishop’s hand. It smelled, as his father’s had, of soap and talcum powder. Then he reached inside his black box coat and pulled out a snapshot. “And she wanted me to return this to you. It’s of my father and you.”

They occupied one end of the Archbishop’s reception room, a spacious rectangular chamber. Photographs of a long line of Archbishops, now dead, hung along one wall, while paintings of certain religious legends, executed in a crude but vigorous style, decorated the wall before which Chrysostomos was seated in his ceremonial armchair, Stavros kneeling at his feet. The Archbishop looked at the photo, and a gentle smile came over his face. “I don’t remember that day,” he said, holding the photo at arm’s length to see it more clearly.

Stavros was remembering another day, when he knelt at his father’s feet and asked forgiveness as he now sought forgiveness for a sin the Archbishop knew nothing about and that Stavros had no intention of confessing. “You had Achillea bring it to me in New York,” he went on. “It was taken by an old one-legged photographer when you and father were walking together on the Kordon. The day he came to say goodbye to you. You were like a god to him.”

The Archbishop looked at Stavros intently, as only a person with unchallengeable authority can, studying the younger man’s face. “But you,” he said, “you don’t look like …”

“I’m more like my mother. So they say. As for my face … I’ve been through many hardships.”

“So now you’ve decided to visit us here?”

“No, Your Eminence, not visit. I’ve come to stay. I’ve come with a plan and a hope—with a vision, you might say. I’m here to ask for your blessing. I want to help make in Anatolia a Greater Greece, not as the politicians say it, but in fact. And I will make it my home again.”

“You will live here?”

“Yes, and marry and have children, God willing, and—” Stavros saw that he’d lost the Archbishop’s attention.

A young priest, Father Portiris, had approached and was whispering something in the Archbishop’s ear. “Tell them it will be a few minutes; they should find comfortable seats there.…” He waved to three men in the doorway at the other end of the reception room. “And, Portiris, ask Mr. and Mrs. Horton to stop pretending an interest in those ugly old paintings and to come here. I want them to meet someone. After that, inform the general and his staff that the Turkish delegation has arrived.” Then he leaned forward over the low table in front of his armchair and poured red wine into four goblets. He gave a glass to Stavros and lifted one himself. “Did you say vision? Did you use that word?”

Stavros tasted the wine. “Yes,” he said. “I know you’re busy, and I am fortunate that you’ve given me as much time as you have, but—”

“But briefly?”

“Briefly,” Stavros said, “the Turks are defeated. They are, in fact, desperate and demoralized. They need us. As my father used to say, ‘We work with our brains, they—’ ”

“I know. I’ve heard that a hundred times. ‘The Turk works with his back.’ ”

Stavros continued: “I want to do my part in building a new nation here—yes, a Greater Greece in which the Turkish people play their proper role. I will take all their goods, their rugs. They will be happy to have the—”

“Of course, and you will be happy to have bought their goods cheaply.”

“In America they call that enterprise. I’ve come at the right time. I will export their product to New York, where I am a partner in a large—”

“Good, Topouzoglou, good! But do remember this—” He looked swiftly toward the three Turks waiting in chairs at the other end of the room and dropped his voice. “We must not take too much advantage of the Turk now. It’s a bad time for them, and they are a good people, almost childlike and easily taken advantage of—”

Stavros’s voice rose. “Taken advantage of! I will pay them more than they ever made before. I will invest our profits back into this country and their labor. Everyone will work under good management, with American business methods. We will turn this desert”—the Archbishop had to quiet Stavros with his hand—“into a land of opportunity, a paradise for the Greeks but also for the Turks. Everybody works, everybody makes money, everybody is happy, no reason to fight anymore.”

“Ah, here are Mr. and Mrs. Horton. Mr. Horton is the American consul, Stavros.” The Archbishop rose to his feet and shook hands with the Hortons, then offered them wine. “This,” he said, “is Mr. Stavros Topouzoglou. We knew his father. Now we are proud to know his son. He is here to activate the rug trade. Every household in Anatolia, Mrs. Horton, has a loom or two. Stavros is going to purchase their rugs and send them to your country, where he is a partner in a large business.”

“There is a big market for Oriental rugs in our country.” Mr. Horton was an enthusiast. “My best wishes, sir.”

“Thank goodness the war is over, so we can talk business,” Mrs. Horton said.

The Archbishop smiled at her.

“Why do you look at me in that way? Did I say something foolish?”

“My dear,” her husband explained, “the war is not over. I wish it were.”

“Our war will be over, Mrs. Horton,” the Archbishop said, “when not just the Greeks of Smyrna but every Greek in Anatolia is a free man.” He turned to Father Portiris. “Ask the general and his staff to come in now. And arrange three chairs there, in a row facing us.”

“May we stay?” Mrs. Horton asked. “Sit quiet like mice on the side?”

“Certainly, my dear; at the side, quietly. I am anxious to speak with you, Horton. Could you have lunch with us and then …?”

“Gladly,” Horton said.

“You must see we don’t want charity from America. We want techniques.”

The commander in chief of the Greek armed forces was entering from a room at the rear, accompanied by four heavily decorated officers of his staff. They were ushered to seats flanking the Archbishop, who was speaking loudly enough for everyone, including the Turks at the other end of the room, to hear: “We have to transform this country, take it from Asia and move it to Europe, take it from the nineteenth century and move it to the twentieth. Have I said that well, Stavros?”

“Yes, My Father,” Stavros replied, just as Portiris tapped him on the shoulder to indicate that he should move to the side of the room.

The Greek officers were of various sizes and figures, but each carried his rank, his medals, and his campaign ribbons proudly. There was something of a swagger about their stance and their strut, emphasized by the sounds their boots made as they crossed the tiles. They were an elite group; the commander in chief, a tall, impressive man, had trained in Germany.

Stavros was more than curious. The Greek army was to be his protection when he went inland—in fact, it had to precede him and clear the way for his commercial campaign—so he was anxious to know what the army’s attitude toward the Turkish people would be.

Now the Archbishop indicated the three Turks, who’d been patiently waiting, that they approach and be seated in the chairs facing the officers and himself. “Hoşgeldin!” he cried, then again, “Hoşgeldin!” He was flanked by the five officers, who sat erect, with highly poised military bearing. Although the Archbishop hadn’t intended this, there was the aspect of a trial about the arrangement of seats.

The Turks were dressed in Western business suits, but all wore fezzes. “May I present these efendiler,” the Archbishop said. They were all middle-aged and comfortably overweight; in the Near East, a belly is a sign of affluence and social standing. “I have known these men for many years; they are my good friends, and they will be fine citizens of our new state. I have been to the home of Dr. Zafir, and—”

He was interrupted by a sudden movement from the doctor, who approached and knelt before him, putting his head on the old priest’s knee.

“Oh, my dear Zafir,” the Archbishop said, “get up off your knees. I’m not God.”

“Who knows that better than your doctor? I came so close only to give you this hedieh from my wife. She remembered that you like her kurabiyeh and got up before the light this morning to bake these. She asked me to express her thanks to you for honoring our house by coming to dinner last month.”

“Thank you, thank you.” The priest accepted a package wrapped in brightly colored cloth. “I must tell you this.” He turned to the army officers. “This man is my doctor and has helped many people, Greeks as well as Turks, who couldn’t afford to pay. He also plays excellent—”

“Not well enough to beat him,” Zafir remarked, as he returned to his chair.

“It is my dear hope, honored officers of our great army, that we can establish a relationship of harmony and understanding. These men asked for this meeting, and I was most happy to arrange it as a beginning of an amicable future.” He turned to the Turks. “So, my friends, now let’s hear.”

The two other Turks, businessmen, looked at each other. Then the doctor spoke, directing what he had to say to the Archbishop. “You know, dear friend, that we all want peace here. Also we recognize that Izmir has always been a Greek city.”

“Smyrna—you meant to say Smyrna, didn’t you?” said the wiry, mettlesome officer sitting at the commander in chief’s elbow—his aide.

“Yes, yes, of course,” the doctor said. “Smyrna—I meant Smyrna.”

The Archbishop moved in. “Now, my friends, tell us exactly what it is that brings you here.”

The Turk who was an importer of cotton goods spoke up. “We are first of all asking you to remember that in the past we have always worked well with the Greeks, and we assure you that we will continue to do so in the days ahead. But the Greeks must realize—please!—that we are not savages. I speak English, I’ve been to Manchester, I subscribe to the London Illustrated News. Do you see?”

The officers looked at each other. They were puzzled. What was the London Illustrated News, and what was its significance?

The doctor tried to maintain a friendly tenor. “We wish to convey the resolve of our community to cooperate with the Greek invaders.”

The military aide, an impatient man, piped up again, his voice rising in pitch and volume. “We are not invaders. We are here to—”

A heavy hand was laid on his shoulder, and he was silent. Now the commander spoke, his voice even-tempered and patient. “Since before the memory of man, the land beyond the Aegean has been the home of Greek people. The Turks were the invaders. They took our land away. Now we are reclaiming what has always been ours and will be ours forever. If there is to be peace here, the Turks must understand that.”

Everyone was impressed by the commander in chief’s words and by the resonance of his voice.

The cotton merchant said, “Of course, of course, we understand. We have above all else a desire for peace and harmony.”

The third Turk now had his say. “Yes, peace and harmony. But also justice!”

The Archbishop, trying to restore a modicum of amicability, spoke up again. “Good! Peace, harmony, and justice. Let those words be agreed upon, and let them be our motto in the months and years ahead. Justice: we like that word. We are about to create a new state here. What the army does is only a first step. Following them will be our businessmen—like Mr. Topouzoglou, there, who is preparing to stimulate the rug trade between this country and the United States.”

The three Turks gave Stavros a swift look. He nodded. The moment passed.

There was a prolonged silence. No one could tell if any good had been done, if anything had been accomplished.

The commander in chief spoke in his most authoritative manner. “We Greeks will always be kind and generous masters. You shall have what you asked for from us—justice!”

The doctor cried out, “Inshallah!”

The cotton importer murmured, “Inshallah!”

The fig packer, a plainer man, spoke up plainly. “Yes, justice: we like the sound of that word too. But since the landing, hundreds of Turks have been killed. The other day, in a hamam near the Körfezi, a prominent Turkish businessman, an old friend of mine, was murdered, shot in the head, then again in the heart, by an insane, one-armed Greek, apparently a citizen here who simply walked out of the hamam afterward and is, at this moment, free in the city—who knows where.”

“We will find him,” the commander in chief said. “We had reports of that incident. But Aristides Sterghiadis, the new governor of Smyrna, has been assigned to establish a new order here so that the Turks will receive fair treatment—and justice. Have you heard what the new command has done?” He looked from one Turk to another. None of them spoke. “Yesterday Sterghiadis had a soldier shot—punishment this soldier had earned and deserved.”

“And,” said the general’s aide, “he was my good friend.”

From the end of the line of officers, the most modestly decorated of the staff now had his say. “Yes. And mine. And some of us did ask. Since the Turk has done so many cruel and inhuman things that have not been, and never will be, punished, isn’t it”—his voice suddenly changed; there was a pronounced rasp in it—“I say, isn’t it unfair and unjust that the first person punished because of our resolve to establish a new order here is one of our own soldiers?”

As they concurred, the feelings of the staff were released, and there was no way to conceal the fact that those feelings were violently hostile.

The Archbishop raised his hand for silence and waited, hand raised, until he had it. “But that is what we are determined to do, my friends”—he was addressing the army officers—“set up a rule of law here that applies to all people. Equally!”

The commander in chief responded. “At this very moment, we have soldiers and police looking for the one-armed Greek who killed your friend. He will be found, and he will be punished. The punishment for murder is the rope.”

There was more talk before the Turkish delegation left, and lively and optimistic chatter during the meal the Archbishop shared with the army officers and Mr. and Mrs. Horton. The luncheon featured an entirely Anatolian cuisine—Turkish dishes, imam bayildi, tas kebab wine—and everyone praised it. But Stavros heard none of the talk and tasted none of the food. He’d left the Archbishop’s reception room as soon as he courteously could after he had heard the word “justice.” That word now had a threatening sound.

STAVROS KNEW where to look for his brother. The bayfront was crowded with officers in well-starched parade dress and with sailors from the great British battleships and the French heavy cruiser Ernest Renan. Music filled the air; everywhere an atmosphere of celebration prevailed. There was a spirit of comradely friendship among the English, French, and Americans, but the sailors of the Greek Kilkis and its two attendant destroyers felt only a kind of tension; their fighting was still to come.

It was to these men that Stavros went. He was searching for an ordinary “house,” a place where sailors and crew would go, not officers.

Karsiyaki, the bayfront community opposite Smyrna, was already bustling—buying, selling, bargaining, swapping. It was the season for melons and peaches brought in from the islands. Fish were being offered everywhere, fresh out of the water. A farmer was parading his unleashed flock of large turkeys up and down the edge of the water. Here, it seemed, the war was already forgotten.

Lolly’s was located so close to a very large army encampment that it was actually part of the camp, a “service” for the men. A three-story dwelling—perhaps once the home of a prosperous merchant and his family—it had a long gallery at one end and a pier, now rickety, jutting into the bay at the other. Rowboats and fishermen’s craft were tied up, waiting for business, under clouds of seagulls.

Everywhere was the debris of the camp the Turks had hurriedly abandoned. Everywhere were dogs of mixed breed, left behind by their masters when they fled into the interior. The girls had fed the dogs but not enough, for while Stavros was there, through two long days and a night, the dogs never stopped yowling for food.

Inside was a central room with a sofa and eight wicker chairs placed against the walls under a large calendar and a few pieces of religious art to set a tone. When Stavros arrived, a girl who looked German stopped knitting long enough to point to the back of the room, where there were stairs. Lolly, she said, would be found in her bedroom. There were four doors off the landing above, and Stavros knocked at one.

“What you want?” She spoke Turkish from long habit as she threw the door open. She had dark eyes, black hair that glistened, and a large nose that tilted up, giving her a fearless aspect.

On the bed behind her was Michaelis, asleep. “Where you been?” Lolly scolded. “He’s been asking for you. No, don’t wake him! Can’t you see how tired he is? You shouldn’t let him wander around by himself now. He needs someone with him.” All this poured out of her in a tone of voice that proved she was used to command and enjoyed it. “Didn’t you hear me? Leave him sleep. Don’t you care about him? What’s the matter with you?”

Stavros turned on her. “Sus!” he snapped. “Get out of my way.” He was about to strike the woman, but she stepped aside. He went to the bed and sat on its edge. Lolly didn’t stop scolding. “He’d fall asleep, then he’d wake and ask, ‘Did my brother come?’ Then he’d sleep again, with bad dreams, twitching all the time like this.” She shook to indicate spasms. “He has something worrying him on his mind. You should take care of him, not leave him to strangers.”

Stavros put the palm of one hand across his brother’s forehead. Michaelis, in his sleep, slapped the hand away. “He’s all right,” Stavros said. “Did you give him something to eat?”

“We had lamb here from yesterday and some cacik. He wanted raki, drank it like this, one gulp!” She jerked her head back violently. “Then asked for another. Then he ate. After which he wanted me. What could I say? With one arm, I felt pity for him. So I brought him up here, and he was like a starving man—with me, I mean—sudden like a lion, then finished before he wanted to be, and quick asleep again. Then he began to cry in his dream. I don’t know why, and I never found out why. He woke and wanted me again, but when he tried, he couldn’t. I’m worried about him. Why don’t you take care of him? He’s your brother! What can I do with him?”

Stavros was won over by her concern. “What you can do is let him stay here for a few days until I find a boat to take him where he needs to go. Will you let him stay?”

“Why not? I feel sorry for him. He was so rough with me, then suddenly like a child, crying in his sleep. He’s hiding, isn’t he? Is he hiding? From what? Tell me!”

Stavros decided to be open with this stranger. He was a man who trusted others altogether or not at all. He didn’t dare move Michaelis, take him into the light, where soldiers were looking for him. “They want to make an example of this good soul sleeping on your bed,” Stavros said. “You’re right. I’m all he has in the world. No wife, no friends to stand by him, only me. I must get him to Persia. My employer is in Teheran, and I know Michaelis will be safe there. He must have told you some of this.”

“He said nothing. Only a great deal to someone in his dreams.”

“Our father. He is always dreaming about him.”

There was half a glass of raki on the floor next to the bed. “I’ll take this,” Stavros said. He lifted the glass and drank it all. “I’m tired too. Tell me, did he pay you?”

“It’s not necessary. You have so many worries.”

Stavros reached into his pocket and took out money. “Here,” he said. “For him.” He gave her another bill. “And this is for me.”

“Not necessary,” she said.

“Wake me as soon as it
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