
1January 1, 1923 (to Cleo) Leadership problems
There is something, desperate going to happen in our organization

soon I am afraid.  Everyone is dissatisfied with the present administration.
Why, it is very hard to state, yet it is so.  He has done a very great work
and no one would say he has not, in bringing or rather having brought out
all the orphans from Turkey.  But he is not a leader, he is not big enough
nor broad minded enough.  I think he is a sincere Christian, yet his creed
or rather lack of any creed at all is most mystifying to all of us.  He does
not make any attempt at working with his directors and personnel under
his supervision; but dictates his will.  His attitude is wholly antagonistic
to every idea not his own and to everyone who does not dance to his tune.
He has antagonized the French Government by his absolute lack of tact
and diplomacy;  the Missions by his spirit of superiority over them and
lack of appreciation of their work; and in fact every organization he has
tried to deal with.  His conversation never leaves the subject of what he
has done, is doing or intends to do, or his opinions on the same subject.
He is too old for the job.  He lived his life before he came over here and
he will never be able to adapt himself as a younger man would, who has
his life yet to live.  As a person, I have nothing against the man.  He has
always been very kind to me.  In fact he lets me do as I please, or if he
questions what I am doing I answer him straight forward and disagree
with him straight forward.  If he finds that one knows what he is talking
about or is ready to defend his reasons, he seems to have more respect for
him.  Some of the personnel are afraid of him because he is so bitter in his
criticism.

I am afraid all these statements are very unkind but they are true
and the Administrative Committee is working on a thorough investigation
of all these criticisms because they have found that there are no personnel
on the field in this area who are willing to sign a renewal contract; which
would throw the field empty of experienced workers in a few months,
which is a very serious condition.

He is leaving tomorrow for Constantinople where Mr. Vickrey is
holding a conference of directors.  What the outcome of this conference
will be is uncertain.  I hope there will be no sensational withdrawing from
his work.  But I know, if there is any possible way of working him out
nicely and quietly it will be done.  Poor man, I feel he will be too much
overwhelmed by it.
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January 3, 1923 (to family) Greek refugees going to Greece
Joe is still in Harpoot - alone - and will probably not attempt to come out
before  spring,  because  the  roads  are  impassible  with  a  car  and  it  is
perishing cold traveling in the snow on horse back.

Kreider is still in Aleppo but will come to Beirut as soon as John
is able to go back. If John had not needed this operation Kreider would
have come immediately after Christmas.

Mr McAfee was gone over Christmas arranging for the movement
of  about  12,000  Greek  refugees  from  Aleppo  to  Greece.  The  Greek
Government has offered to finance their transportation and has sent ships
to  move  them to Greece.  The first  ship  load  has  already left  and the
refugees  are  being  moved  at  the  rate  of  1,000 a  day from Aleppo to
Tripoli from which port they embark.

Mr McAfee left this noon for Constantinople and Athens where he
will meet in conference with Mr Vickrey.

      The boys at Antilyas
This  last  weekend  I  spent  out  at  Antilyas  with  Mr  and  Mrs

Knudsen in their new home. They have about 1,400 boys and they are just
as fond of their boys as they can be. I went with Mrs Knudsen on her
usual rounds Saturday evening to see that the little ones were  tucked in. I
think there are about 600 of the little ones. Mr Knudsen makes the rounds
with the older boys. Of course, their beds are only mattresses on the floor
and the little ones sleep two on a bed.

There is one little boy by the name of Ibrahim, about 2 or 3, who
when Mr Knudsen was taking the statistics said he did not know where he
came from, he just came from God.

     Antilyas boys at mealtime
New Year's day we had a holiday, but I had a lot of work to do at

the office which could be done so much quicker in the quiet than in the
usual  nightmare  confusion  of  every  day.  Especially  since  the  general
movement  of  Armenians,  my  department  -  individual  remittances  is
flooded, and people come in from morning till night for their money, so
that correspondence is shoved aside for a quiet spell. So I worked from 8-
12 and got a lot done which I felt did me more good than a holiday.

January 13, 1923 (to family) Grand Hotel Victoria, Damascus Syria
Saturday night in Damascus.  We have run away from the Near

East Relief to the beautiful city of the seven rivers. Dr and Mrs and Ted
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Gannaway, Marion Kerr, Mr King and I just slipped away a little early in
the Cleveland.  It  was raining in Beirut  and the Syrians  warned us we
could not get through the snow on the mountains - but we went through
rain and clouds so thick we could scarcely see, but to our disappointment
the snow had melted and did not come near the road. Just as soon as we
started  to descend on the other  side of the mountains  we were in  the
sunshine and have been ever since.

It's only eight months any more until its time to go home--and the 
time is going fast. There are so many things I want to do before then and 
so many places I want to visit. And the longer I stay the stronger the pull -
the lure - the fascination of the country and the work.

Tuesday night we took John up the mountains to Aliek to take the
train for Aleppo. He will be left in Aleppo to take Kreider's place and
Kreider will probably come the early part of the week. We just had a wire
from John, saying that a serious epidemic was breaking out among the
Greek refugees in Aleppo and that unless they would continue to move
toward  Greece  there  would  be  a  riot.  Since  writing  that  the  Greeks
promised to  transport  15,000 from Aleppo, they have withdrawn their
promise because they have more than their country can handle now. In
Tripoli there are 1,158 stranded on the port and to make matters worse
Typhus  and Smallpox is  spreading among them but  we are sending a
doctor and nurse.

The atmosphere of this hotel is not very conducive to connected 
thoughts - So good night!

What would you like me to bring home for you from this country.
There  are  many,  many  things  you  might  like.   There  is  brass  from
Damascus, all kinds of silks, rugs, inlaid boxes and stands, olive wood
boxes, candle sticks, brass vases, vases of black stone from the dead sea,
all  kinds of linen needle work done by Armenians,  handkerchiefs  and
laces.  One thing that I like very much and that will last and give pleasure
many years  is  the native  silk  mechlas  or  dressing gowns or  kimonos.
They are very common here but at home they seem luxurious. 

January 19, 1923 (to Cleo) Food and clothing desperate for Greek 
refugees

We just received a telegram from Athens today saying that Mr
McAfee would arrive in  Beirut on the 24th.   We are all  more  or less
dreading his arrival because we do not know what the clash will mean.
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John Detweiler is now taking charge in Aleppo and Mr Kreider is
Assistant Treasurer in Beirut.

We get all kinds of rumors about happenings in our part of the
world but nothing definite.   I  suppose Mr McAfee will bring us more
substantial reports from Constantinople and Greece.  The movement of
the Greek refugees to Greece has been stopped, because Greece claims
not to be able to support them.  There are still about 12,000 here.  Unless
we receive further appropriations we are going to have to stop feeding
them after the end of next week.  A letter from John today says they are
fearing large epidemics among them unless the French Government will
cooperate  in keeping conditions as sanitary as possible - which by the
way you would not even recognize as sanitary.  We are expecting another
shipment of old clothes from Australia in a few days,  which will help
some in ameliorating their condition.  In Aleppo the weather is really cold
and  the  few rags  which  the  Greek  refugees  wear  as  clothing  are  not
sufficient to prevent pneumonia,  and rheumatism from sleeping on the
ground and pavement.

January 28, 1923 Dr Kunzler letter to Mr McAfee from Marash, 
Turkey
Dear Mr. McAfee:

With the departure of the Chardak group on Jan. 24th, the Greek
refugee relief practically terminates in Marash and here remain only 222
of  their  orphans,  who will  be  sent  out  in  a  very  few days.  The  total
number of Greeks, adults and orphans, assisted through Marash is 2,738,
representing an expenditure in the neighborhood of L.t.g. 1,800.

Because of the barbarism of forcing this deportation in midwinter
these refugees and especially the latter groups suffered cruelly. Twenty
froze to death in coming over the mountains leading to Marash. Usually
the majority in each party arrived half naked and faint from hunger and
exposure,  having left  behind sometimes  one or two days'  journey out,
those utterly exhausted. We sent relief to such and gathered them in.

We have treated the most urgent emergencies here in the hospital
and the Mission has contributed towards this item L.t.g.100. As many as
53 Greeks entered the hospital in one day, suffering acute pneumonia and
dysentery. There have been sporadic instances of typhoid, but typhus we
have been spared so far. There have been amputations of frozen feet and
toes.
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Indeed,  these people have suffered the very limits  of want and
misery, not to mention the pain, and we are happy and thankful that we
have been able, through the money provided for this purpose, in some
measure to comfort them and ward off starvation, at least for a while.

The usual difficulties one experiences  in Turkey have not been
lacking. The constant inconsistencies of the authorities here have been
and are, harassing. We have been hampered and suspected in every move,
and promises given us persistently broken. Personally, I feel that I have
incurred the sullen ill  will  of the Government,  because of my refugee
activities.

A wholesale  exodus of  the Armenians  here began Jan 5.  As a
result we were forced to close the Hospital for lack of assistance. Only
about  200-300  Armenians  remain  with  small  parties  leaving  daily.  In
"Bethel" and "Acorn" there remain 27 and 23 orphans respectively. The
College has, I think, some 7 - 10 students only. The old women are better
off here for the present, and they as yet have had no order to get out.

The outlook is dark and most discouraging. I continue my clinics
and for the present I'll stay on, but for any length of time I cannot remain
idle  and  semi-idle  here.  Is  there  not,  Mr.  McAfee,  emergency  work,
medically speaking, in connection with the Greek or Armenian refugees
situation  elsewhere?   I  want  work,  and  I  cannot  see  the  need  of  my
presence here, or in Aintab. In the latter place are already two Armenian
doctors, and no Armenians left. Rather than return there and repeat my
experience in idleness of last year, I'd resign. But again such an action
suggests quitting out of season, and might  result very unpleasantly for
me.  There  is  a  clause  in  my  contract,  a  copy  of  which  is  in  your
possession, stating that in emergencies, the N.E.R. director can claim my
services.  Here the work apparently is finished.  (The letter apparently
continues, but the second page is missing, DWM)            Dr. Kunzler

January 31, 1923 (to Cleo)  Visit to Nahr Ibraham boys orphanage  
Today is payday.  A welcome day in any organization.  There is a

money panic on again.  The Syrian, which is based on the French franc is
falling daily in value, even hourly for a short period, with the result that
everyone wants to change their Syrian into some more stable currency,
such as Egyptian, Turkish Gold or dollars.  The average dollar - Syrian
rate for the month is 72 1/2 but todays rate is 82 1/4.  That means that on
$50.00 at today's rate would give about 5 pounds Syrian more than at the
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average monthly rate.  So naturally everyone has wanted to draw their
salary in dollars rather than Syrian, and so about all I got done today was
to make out dollar drafts.

Last night Mr King and I were invited out to Nahr Ibrahim about
20 miles up the coast, where Mr and Mrs Kerr are in charge of a new
orphanage for boys.   There are about 650 boys here.  It is a beautiful
place,  the house is right on the beach and the orphanage buildings are
across the road.  They are wooden barracks buildings planted around on
the sandy hillside among spreading fig trees and cactus hedges.   Nahr
Ibrahim  is  the  River  of  Abraham  and  it  is  a  clear  sparkling  swift-
currented stream which leaps down over the hillsides and makes a most
peculiar curve right at the very edge of the beach.  Our orphans certainly
have the most wonderful privileges of the seashore.

February 5, 1923 (to Family) Weekend trip to Sidon
Wouldn't you have liked to spend last weekend with me at Sidon.

It was the most interesting as well as profitable weekend I have had for a
long time. We had an invitation to attend the Christmas program of the
Armenian girls orphanage at Ghazir but our invitation to Sidon had been
so long standing and so many times repeated that we could not refuse it
again, even if we had wished to.

Mr McAfee allowed us to close the office at 12 instead of one on
Saturday on account of the Ghazir program and Mr King, Mr Kreider,
Hilda  King  and  I  started  out  in  the  truck  half  loaded  with  flour  and
supplies.  The snow was lower on the mountains  than it  has been this
winter, and although the sight of it fairly thrilled us, it put a snap in the air
and riding 35 miles in an open truck isn't as warm as the climate might
suggest. But I couldn't help thinking of the day we drove from Sidon to
Nazareth, particularly between Sidon and Tyre, when the sun and wind
were so hot that we could scarcely bear to breathe. We didn't stop to eat
dinner but stopped at the "corner grocery" store and bought 10 ps worth
of green olives (about a quart), 1 doz oranges for 20 ps. When we got
home we found the girls had fixed up some bread and butter sandwiches
and a hard boiled egg for each, besides a huge thermos full of boiling tea.
It wasn't particularly bright and sunny but just as the sun peeped from
behind the clouds we stopped beside the road in the olive orchard and
refreshed ourselves, and sailed on again, till we came to the city in the
orange grove beside the sea.
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We went several times to the old Crusaders' sea castle approached
by an old stone causeway from the shore and took many pictures. The
view from the castle was simply fascinating. A short distance out from
the harbor was a small rock island where the lighthouse stood and several
sailing vessels were anchored near the island. Looking to the north we
could see the Beirut peninsula jutting out seaward. And turning gradually
- there were the acres of dark green orange groves now heavily laden with
their  golden  fruit,  the  stone  flat  roofed  houses  and  a  few  minarets
towering over all the city. Immediately beyond the city the ascent to the
foot hills of the Lebanon is quite rapid. The two things that stand out most
prominently are the ruins of the old Crusaders' castle which stands on the
highest point just outside the city and the Sidon Hillside orphanage on the
very top of the hill back of the city. Beyond the foothills are the snow
capped mountain peaks glistening in the sunshine.

I would have been content to have sat on the top of the ruined sea
castle  dreaming  all  day  over  the  possibility  of  activities  long  called
ancient,  but  we  hastened  to  walk  those  most  fascinating  old  streets--
narrow,  twisting,  labyrinthian,  but  teeming  with  life.  They  were  so
narrow that two of us standing together could touch either side. Most of
them were covered. Perhaps there were living apartments over the streets,
at least from the castle we could not see that there were any streets. So it
did not make any difference to the keepers of the tiny shops whether the
weather was laughing or crying. They were sheltered and dirty just the
same.

Out of one of the dingiest dark holes came a tiny waif scarcely
two years old carrying a tin plate with a few burnt crusts of flat bread.
She toddled down the stony street and turned at the corner taking these
scraps home to mama. It gave me a shiver. Who was going to eat that
awful bread and why did she take only those twisted burnt pieces. was
that all her mother could afford to buy. I was longing to follow that tiny
tot who looked neither to the right nor to the left but trotted straight-along
as  if  she  had  all  the  responsibility  of  homemaking  upon  her  bony
shoulders. Of course she was dirty, and had sore eyes. All babies are dirty
and sore eyes are the natural thing.  There were hundreds of sights just as
interesting but I could not possibly enumerate them.

Another thrilling adventure was to visit the tombs of the kings. A
short distance out from Sidon we came to a field partly surrounded by a
cactus  hedge.  Here  we  found  caves  with  many  chambers  beautifully
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carved where exquisite marble sarcophagi once rested with the remains of
kings and queens, princes and noblemen. There is scarcely anything there
now except the empty chambers because Dr. Ford has collected them all
in his private museum. We have no idea of the wonderful  network of
tombs that must still remain undiscovered under the surface of the ground
over which we walk.

Really  the  delay  in  getting  this  letter  off  is  simply  terrible.
Yesterday  two  people  from  Australia  came,  Dr  Cresswell  and  Miss
Gordon.  The  latter  will  remain  and  probably  have  charge  of  an
orphanage.  Australia  is  already  supporting  the  Antilyas  orphanage  of
which Mr and Mrs Knudsen are the directors,  and they want  another.
Australia is sending shiploads of miscellaneous supplies and old clothes.
Money  would  be  much  preferable,  but  we  dare  not  squelch  their
beginnings.

We feel  quite  international  now with  Dr & Mrs  Kunzler  from
Switzerland, Miss Petersen and Miss Yacobsen from Denmark, Knudsen
from New Zealand, Miss King and Miss Gordon from Australia and the
rest of us from America.  Czecho Slovakia is running a drive for relief
work which is very gratifying.

February 22, 1923 (to Cleo) Sick workers, Mr McAfee leaves
Everyone seems to be taking the flu and I have been holding the

fort - so to speak.  Last Sunday Mr. King came down with the flu.  It is a
good thing that he knows how to take care of himself.  He worked in the
hospital corps in Camp and assisted the doctors in taking care of the men
who had flu, so he knows just how serious a matter it is with great big
men like him.  We were out at Nahr Ibrahim where Mr and Mrs Kerr
have their new orphanage and Mr. King had to stay in bed all day with a
fever running over 103.  And he didn't come home until last evening and
has stayed in all day.

Hilda also has the flu and is still in bed.  Yesterday was a weird
day.  Carol, also remained in bed all day.  Hilda was in, Mr Kerr did not
get in until four o'clock, Kreider is in Aleppo with the Australians, 2 of
the warehouse men were sick, and one of the men in the financial office.
Mr Blatchford who is taking Mr. McAfee's place temporarily and I had to
carry on alone.   Marion also  stayed  in  today.   At  noon I  felt  a  little
wobbly but after I got back to work felt better.  I am going to bed early
after taking a hot bath and some aspirin and I think tomorrow I will be all
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right.
Dr. Kristensen was down from Marash last week bringing with

him 214 Greek children.  The "Daphni" is in the harbor now to take them
to Greece and Mr. McAfee is planning to go with them.  Mrs McAfee is
staying here until he gets settled down and Carol will stay on to finish out
her two year contract.

Dr Kristiansen reports that the Marash Hospital has been closed
because the Turks will not give any assurance of safety for the Armenian
nurses and assistants necessary to keep the hospital in operation.  He has
returned, expecting to do what work he can for the next three months and
if things are not more hopeful by that time he will come out, because he
considers staying there only a waste of time.

Mrs Martin, one of the missionaries in Alexandretta, was also here
last week and reports that the French are preparing for war.  They have 
surrounded the city with trenches and barbed wire entanglements.  Dr. 
Kristensen also reports that throughout southern Turkey the soldiers are 
still advancing toward Mosul.

There are only 150 Armenians left in Marash and 100 in Aintab
and most of these are the pauper class who can not afford to travel and
those who are too old and crippled to leave their homes.  They would
rather stay and die than to move and probably die anyway.

We have had a sharocco (sic) or hot wind all day and the dust has
been  blowing  in  such  dense  white  clouds  that  it  seemed  like  a  snow
blizzard.  Now it is raining.

The wild flowers are now coming out in profusion.  The country
fields  are  covered  with  red  poppies,  white  daisies,  purple  anemones.
Sunday I gathered a large bunch of cyclamin up Nahr Ibrahim and yellow
butter cups, asphodel and "two" forget-me-nots.

I think I will take my hot bath now, go to bed and sweat out this
old germ that is gnawing at my bones.  So good-night sweetheart

February 25, 1923 (to Prairie Street Mennonite Church Sunday School)
My dear Christian friends;

In the very first place, I wish to thank you for the happy surprise
you  gave  me;  when one day as  I  was glancing down the  long list  of
individual  remittances  which came to my desk, my own name flashed
back to me, and I saw it was a contribution from my own S.S.  It was as a
direct message from you and I need not thank you for it. The story of the

0



joy it  brought  to  some of  the  little  camp children  will,  I  am sure,  be
thanks enough.

Although our own Christmas was past and almost forgotten, by
the  time  the  money  reached  here,  it  was  just  in  time  for  Armenian
Christmas, which comes on the 19th of Jan.

The seventy-five little children of the Armenian S.S. here in the
city were planning to give the camp children a Christmas treat. They had
arranged and practiced a beautiful little program with songs, recitations
and speeches, like every other Christmas program, but they wanted to do
something more. They wanted to give some clothes to the ragged little
waifs. There are hundreds of refugee children and they had not enough
money in their small treasury to buy clothes.
                                     Armenian refugee camp near Beirut 

I had been down to see the Armenian camp, where six thousand
refugees are huddled together in ridiculous shacks built of bits of boards,
kerosene tins, scraps of tiles or any kind of rubbish they can find, and
tents patched with gunny sacks. I had walked, or rather slid, down the
tiny angling foot paths between these habitations, when the mud was so
deep and sticky that  it  was almost  impossible  to remain in an upright
position. I had peered into the huts to see how so many people could live
in a space so small. There were no beds, no tables, no chairs, but the huts
were usually clean and tidy as mud floors and leaky roofs would permit.
A shelf about three feet from the ground and occupying about 2/3 of the
space,  with  blankets  thrown over  it,  served as  bed,  table,  chairs,  and
reception room. The only other furniture necessary was the little fire pot
and a few cooking utensils. I had seen the children (happy and dirty) and
the babies,  there were always  babies! I  wonder how they can live.  Of
course, it is never bitterly cold here as it is up north in Aleppo or Turkey,
but the three or four months of rain are very trying for the unsheltered.
The dampness and chill is the kind that goes to the bones.

Having seen all this, I could think of no better  use to put your
contribution than to the clothing of some of the poorest little ones of the
camp. So I offered the $44.00 to the Superintendent of the Armenian S.S.,
a girl about my own age, who works with us in our office, to buy the
material for clothes. Our quartermaster, also an Armenian, helped in the
purchase  of  the  material  at  wholesale  price  and  with  an  additional
contribution of about $15.00 from another individual, we are able to buy
enough goods to make dresses and suits for one hundred children between
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the ages of 3 1/2 to 16.
The women of the Armenian church cut and sewed the garments,

and because they did not get them finished, the treat was postponed until
the 3rd of Feb.

If you could have seen the expressions on the faces of the city S.S.
children when one of our big five ton trucks drove up to take them and
their gifts down to the camp, even that would have given you pleasure.

Some of them had never ridden on a automobile. Grown-ups too
joined the merry Christmas party,  driving down the main street to the
outskirts of the city where the Armenian camp is.

This Christmas treat was at the same time both rapturous and heart
breaking. A number of individuals had subscribed considerable sums so
that there were gifts enough for 300. For each child who did not get a
dress or suit, there was a handkerchief full of sweets and a comb. But the
children  from other  neighboring  camps  learned of  the  celebration  and
flocked to the camp S.S.  hopefully.  The saddest part  of it  all  was the
contrast between the beaming faces of those children who received the
beautiful clothes and those disappointed ones who stood by expectantly
but received none. The scene was pathetic.

Nevertheless, the joy of this Christmas will not soon be forgotten,
and our Armenian friends are very grateful to those friends both here and
in America who have had it in their hearts to extend relief and happiness
to the unfortunate little ones, and wish to remind us all that in as much as
you have done it to the least of Christ's children you have done it unto
Him.

With the very heartiest personal regards to each one of you and
the rich blessings of Our Father,  I  am,  Gratefully yours,  Nellie  Marie
Miller

March 4, 1923 (toV E Reiff, Treas. of the Mennonite Board of Missions)
My dear brother and sister Reiff:

Your very delightful  letter  was welcomed indeed.  You can not
imagine the feeling of joy that it gave me to receive the $44.00 from the
Sunday  School.  It  came  very  promptly,  in  fact  it  reached  this  office
several days before your letter of explanation. I am enclosing a letter to
the Sunday School as well as samples of the material used to make the
dresses and suits and some pictures which I believe will be interesting to
them.
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Political conditions here in Beirut are quiet, however, one of the
missionaries who was here a short time ago from Alexandretta reported
that  the  French  were  digging  trenches  and  laying  barbed  wire
entanglements about that city.

Dr. Kristensen was down from Marash for a few days and reports
that everything there is tranquil,  at least on the surface. But the Turks
have made it impossible for him to keep the hospital in operation, not by
command, but by refusal to grant permission for an American nurse to
enter the country, and by refusing to give any assurance of protection or
safety to the twenty-five Armenians, necessary to keep the hospital in full
operation. Therefore, he has gone back for a short period in order to test
out the motives of the Turks, and if he finds it impossible to hope for
better conditions to develop, he will come out.

Since the Armenians have been ordered to leave, there are left in
Marash  150 and in  Aintab  100.  These  are  the  very poorest  and most
feeble, who could not afford to pay their transportation in wagons and
were too weak to care to move. They preferred to remain and die in their
homes.

Our Near East Relief is becoming quite international. Of the thirty
members  of the personnel  in  this  area,  three are  Danes,  two German-
Swiss, two New Zealanders, one English-Greek and two Australian. Rev.
Cresswell,  the  National  Secretary  for  Australia,  is  here  on  a  tour  of
inspection for publicity purposes for Australia. The Australians have been
thoroughly aroused and are entering into the giving spirit. Of course, it
will  take them a long time before they can come up to  the American
standard,  because  they  are  just  entering  upon  their  program of  world
philanthropy.

The worst situation we have here at present is that of the Greeks in
Aleppo. Of the 60,000 refugees in  Aleppo, over 10,000 are Greek, whose
deportation  was forced  during  midwinter  with the result  that  many of
them have died on the way and those who remain have suffered untold
physical agonies. 6,000 of these wretched people are huddled in the huge
caves  of  Aleppo,  which  were  once  used  for  slaughter  houses.  The
suggestion is  horrifying,  for it  seems that  they will  be nothing less to
these poor people.

I have not seen these caves myself, but from the reports of others
they are unfit for human habitation. A few yards within the light grows
dim and finally fails altogether, so that it is necessary to light lanterns in
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order to see and often the air is so full of moisture that it is impossible
even to light a candle.

Here  are  women,  pale  and  emaciated,  children  with  swollen
abdomens  as  a  result  of  starvation,  and  babies,  the  tiniest  atoms  of
humanity. One feels like praying that they might die.

We have just heard from John Detwiler in Aleppo that a part of
one of these caves has fallen in as a result of the heavy rains and several
were  buried  in  the  debris.  Even  I,  who  am somewhat  used  to  seeing
misery,  can  not  imagine  the  state  in  which  these  human  animals  are
compelled to live.

The Near  East  has  no appropriations  for  these Greek refugees.
Nevertheless,  we  have  spent  several  thousand  dollars  giving  them
assistance to Aleppo and feeding them one meal a day for some time.
Since a little over a month ago, the French have taken this responsibility,
but  we expect  to  hear  almost  any day that  their  funds  are  exhausted.
Feeding 10,000 refugees, even eight ounces of bread and seven-tenths of
a pint of soup a day, however, small it may seem, soon drains a treasury.

We now have 11,000 children under our care in this area. These
children must be employed some way, for like any other children, they
will get into mischief. So we can not afford to cut down our orphanage
expenses for the sake of those Greeks.

In giving what  assistance we have to  the Armenian  and Greek
refugees, besides the extra expense of transferring all the orphans from
our own interior stations as well as those of Caesarea, Konia and Harpoot
districts,  we  have  overdrawn  our  appropriations  to  the  extent  of
approximately $125,000.00 with the result that the New York office has
cabled  us not  to  draw any more  drafts  without  their  authorization.  Of
course, much of this overdraft will be corrected by outstanding credits,
but our monthly appropriations do not allow for any assistance to adult
refugees. As I said before, one of these days the French will suddenly cut
off  their  rations.  We  fear  to  contemplate  what  will  happen  to  these
Greeks. Do you think it would be possible for the Mennonite Commission
to raise say $25,000, which would tide these Greeks over for about three
months, until warm weather when they can probably find some means of
support?

When I started this letter I had no intention of making any appeal
for money,  and I do not want this last  paragraph to detract from your
enjoyment of the letter, but the situation is so desperate that to mention it
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was irresistible. I seldom speak of finances in my letters, but because I
know you are interested, I have told you all this.

I have been keeping marvelously well.  For the last three weeks
almost everyone has been suffering from the flu, but so far I have escaped
its clutches.

With  the  very  kindest  personal  regards  to  yourselves  and  the
children, I am Faithfully yours, Nellie Marie Miller

March 11, 1923 (to Cleo) New Treasurer arrived
Wednesday  we  had  our  second  monthly  Personnel  Conference

and  it  happened  to  be  the  day on which  Mr Bosworth  arrived  --  my
seventh and I hope last boss - treasurer.  We like him very much.  He is
very business like and set to work the very first day to straighten out the
chaos in  our  office.   He hasn't  really  taken office  officially  but  he  is
getting right into the work, with his sleeves rolled up.  He couldn't have
arrived on a better day - a day when all the personnel were into luncheon
and committee meetings directly afterward.

March 22, 1923 (to family) Sad drowning, Welcome tourists, more 
crises for Greeks

Today we are feeling very sad on account of a letter received last
night from Mr. Berry in Jerusalem. He reports that a Miss Savage and Mr.
Sweeting  were  drowned  on  the  Sea  of  Galilee.  Miss  Savage  was  a
volunteer  teacher  for  the  Smyrna  College,  but  the  Smyrna  disaster
prevented her  entering that  city,  so she went to  Pireas where she was
living with three other American women until her affairs could be settled.
She had applied for work in the Near East Relief in Athens. Miss Nolan a
Y.W.C.A. Secretary had completed  her contract  with that  organization
and was accepted as a member of the Near East Relief and they two were
taking a short pleasure trip before entering upon their duties in Athens. A
week ago Sunday I sat directly behind Miss Savage in church, and the
memory of her is very vivid in my mind, although I never met her.

Mr Sweeting and Miss Savage went out for a sail on the Sea. A
sudden squall came up - the boat capsized - and the two were drowned.
The two boatmen came up and were able to cling to the keel of the boat,
but they say the two were never seen again. They never came up. For
hours they clung there until someone came to their rescue. One of the
men is still in the hospital. He almost died from the exposure to the cold
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wind  and  water.  Mr.  Sweeting  was  a  Britisher  but  Miss  Savage  was
American. This happened last Sunday and the sea has been paroled by
police ever since but the water is too cold and the sea too deep to be able
to locate the bodies with drags. We received a telegram from Dr Terrance
of  the Scotch Hospital  in  Tiberias  today saying  that  they had not  yet
found the bodies.

The excitement of last week was the "Rotterdam", an American
tourist vessel with about 800 Americans on board. We had been looking
forward to the arrival of the "Rotterdam" for a long time. It was to have
pulled  into  port  here  at  about  six  o'clock  last  Friday.  Mr  Berry  the
International  Secretary  of  the  Near  East  Relief  stationed  in  Geneva
Switzerland was to arrive on that steamer. He had been asked to come
here to be our Director, but he is too big a man for this place and his
officials would not let him off permanently.

Friday  morning  saw  all  of  us  up  at  5:30,  and  much  to  our
disappointment, it began to rain just as we left the house for the port. By
seven o'clock it  had stopped and eight  of  us,  after  much  arguing and
jabbering of disconnected French words, finally pushed past the guard at
the port and got into two row boats. Mr. Kreider, Mrs Kalk, Mr. King and
Mr.  Saleeby  were  ahead,  and  Miss  Kerr,  Miss  McAfee  and  Mr.
Blatchford and myself came along about ten minutes later. Inside the key
the water was beautifully calm, but the minute we struck the open sea we
commenced rising and falling about ten or twelve feet on the large swells.
It was simply beautiful for a time and as long as we were going forward
cutting the waves, but the word came back that it would be another hour
before the passengers would be allowed to come off.

As  we  pulled  up  alongside  of  our  friends  I  noticed  that  Mr.
Kreider looked as if he did not appreciate our company and as if he would
have been far happier if we had not pulled up along side. He was as pale
as death.  And Mr. King was sitting along side looking very brave but
holding firmly on his chin. And Mr. Blatchford never ceased to tell the
most upsetting stories about fish feeding etc. from the time we entered the
boat until  we reached the "Rotterdam" an hour later.  Finally the strain
was too much and part of our party returned to the shore. I loved rising up
in the air and then scooting down into the valley. It gave a feeling just
like an elevator, and I hadn't had such a feeling since I left Naples. They
don't know what elevators are in this country.

It was delightful to meet Mr. Berry. And he was accompanied by
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Bishop Darlington of the Episcopal church, a very fussy old gentleman
who was frightened to death for fear we would capsize and spoil the $100
Morocco Bible which he was carrying from America to the Arch Bishop
of Antioch. I was sitting next to the Bishop, and I wasn't sick a bit, but all
of a sudden I  saw some fishes down at the bottom of the ocean who
looked hungry.  My altruistic nature got the best of me and I could no
longer resist giving them just a taste of the oranges I had for breakfast.
Oh,  yes  I  forgot  Mr.  Fowle,  Mr  Charles  Fowle  from the  New  York
Office.  He was  with  us.  He too  went  out  to  meet  Mr.  Berry and the
Bishop. I know the Bible says, Let not your right hand know what your
left  hand  doeth.  But  there  I  was  in  the  presence  of  the  Head  of  the
Episcopal church and the Head of the Near East Relief. I couldn't help
that they should know, but they were very kind. They kept on talking and
didn't let on that they knew!

The whole day was excitement from beginning to end. Our cars
were out all day with tourists taking them hither and yon principally to
get them to see our Near East Relief work and the refugee camps. At
noon we received a telegram from the destroyer at Mersine saying that
there  were  three  thousand  Greek  refugees  there  whom  the  Turkish
Government  promised  to  send  back  into  the  interior  if  they  had  not
moved on by the 20th of this month. Immediately we set to work sending
telegrams to Greece and getting rates from the steamship companies and
bargaining for bread. Then we received a telegram from Mr. Morris at
Athens saying that he had invited the Queen of the Belgians, who had
been  visiting  the  famous  Egyptian  tombs  near  Luxor,  to  visit  our
orphanages at Jerusalem. That evening after supper we received another
telegram from Athens (not in answer to our inquiry) from Mr. McAfee
saying that he had conferenced with the Greek Government and that they
had promised to move the Greeks at Alexandretta to Greece immediately
and those at Beirut and Aleppo before the first of May. That was very
encouraging. And that night at ten o'clock Mr. King and Miss Gordon left
for Aleppo, Mr King carrying L.Syr. 10,000, and Miss Gordon bringing
down her 180 orphan girls, whom she will have charge of at Antilyas.

So  many  things  had  happened  on  Friday,  that  by  Saturday  it
seemed a week had passed since Friday morning. We waited all morning
for an answer from Greece, but no answer. Mr. Fowle had gone with Mr.
Berry to Damascus and did not get back until late Saturday evening. Still
no answer! He had rushed back to Beirut having had only an hour and a
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half in Damascus just to be here on the spot when the answer came. Olive
came over and we all went up to the University to a lecture by Mr Kluttz
on the Near East Relief in the Caucasus.

We took  Olive  home  and  it  was  very  late  when  we ourselves
turned in. I was sitting at my desk writing up my diary when in flew a
most beautiful moth. It was six and a half inches across the wings. It had
hurt its wing coming through the iron bars at my window, but after much
fluttering around it finally settled on my table cover where it remained all
night. Sunday morning Mr. Fowle helped me to administer some ether
and the dear thing went to sleep.

Sunday afternoon we received a telegram from Athens: GREECE
DECLINES ACCEPT THREE THOUSAND REFUGEES - and a tele-
gram also came from Cairo from His Majesty the Minister of the Belgians
saying  that  Her  Majesty  the  Queen  of  the  Belgians  was  unavoidably
detained from making a visit to our Jerusalem orphanages. We certainly
kept  the  wires  busy.  From Sunday noon  to  Monday noon I  had  sent
twelve telegrams and cables and received five. I had not heard what has
happened to the Greeks in Mersine. But we had enough bread on hand to
feed 3,000 refugees and had to distribute it out to our orphanages to keep
it from spoiling.

Monday we received another bit of news. Dr. Hamilton who is
now stationed  in  Aintab  with  the  Mission  had made  a  special  trip  to
Aleppo to get some very urgent dentist work done, was taking a number
of valuable things back with her and was robbed on the way, not only of
the valuables in her baggage but even of the new plate of teeth in her
mouth.  That is all the details we heard except that she herself is safe in
Aintab. I suppose she will have to come out again for her dental work.
That is even worse than Mrs. Norton, who last summer came to Beirut to
get her dental work done. She was all fitted up beautifully with a new
plate of pearly teeth. She went back to Aleppo. One morning she placed
her new teeth very carefully in a glass of water and stepped out of the
room.  After  a  few minutes  she came back,  to  find  that  the  maid  had
emptied the glass and its contents into the drain!

This sheet looks to me as if it is about time for me to quit. We
were up very late last night. Mr. Kreider, Miss Kerr and I went up the
mountains  to  Alieh in the  new Chevrolet  to meet  Mr. King and Miss
Gordon coming down from Aleppo. We can get them down by auto in
thirty minutes while it takes the train two hours. John is still holding forth
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alone in  Aleppo. We just had word that Mr. Joe Detweiler expects to
leave Harpoot on the 1st of April.  That certainly is good news. It will
certainly be a glad time when he gets out again.

March 30, 1923 (to Cleo) Mr Bosworth asks Nellie to stay
Mr. Bosworth is just fine, and I like working for him.  He wants

me to stay for another year, but I couldn't possibly do it.  But I love this
country.  Cleo and I love the work.  When I first came, I wondered how
Orie Miller could love this rugged, barren (in the summer) country.  But
there is a spell over it, a lure that grips the soul.  And the work is so
fascinating that one has no time nor desire to think about selfish things.  It
is a wonderful privilege I am having and I thank God for it.  Many girls, I
know, have prayed for such privileges, just as I did, but theirs has not
been the privilege.  And I want to share all these experiences with you,
the very best I can, but it can not be the same as really seeing them for
yourself.

In a way, I rather dread coming home because I know how one
coming from a foreign land is rather a center of attraction.  And I don't
look forward to it with pleasure.  I'd much rather slip in unnoticed.  But I
guess that's impossible.  And I dread the thought of making speeches.  It's
not easy to begin speaking after two years of profound silence.  I'd much
rather  go  home  and  see  all  my  dear,  dear  friends  and  then  -  go  off
somewhere - somewhere - I don't know where - and just live, and  love
you and everybody.  It's just a fanciful dream dear.  But I can't bear to
think  of  settling  down  among  people  who  quarrel  about,  about  their
religious beliefs.  Perhaps we in this far-off land are a  little too liberal
with our fellows beliefs, but I have learned to love lots of people whose
creeds I do not exactly believe.

But, however, I wish we could bring a little more tolerance into
our own dear people's hearts, at least it seems worth the effort, doesn't it.

Tomorrow, immediately after work, Marion, Kreider, King and I
are going to Damascus to spend Easter.  Damascus is only 3 1/2 hours
from here by auto.  I wish you were going along.

April 2, 1923 (to family) Trip to Damascus
We  just  reached  home  from  Damascus  where  we  have  been

spending our Easter vacation. Mr. King, Mr Kreider, Marion and I left
Beirut at 2:30 Saturday in the Cleveland. The drive over the mountains
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and across the plains was everything one could desire. The sun was warm
and hillsides  green with new growing grain,  and it  was dusty as only
these lime stone dust roads can get. It was cold on the top of the mountain
but the plains were warm enough. The drive into Damascus is the most
beautiful  drive  in  this  part  of  the  country.  After  passing  between  the
mountains of the Anti Lebanon (eastern slope of Lebanon Mts.) through a
deep and dangerous looking gorge we came at last to the river Abana,
crystal,  sparkling  cool  water  with  many  beautiful  trees,  groves  and
gardens. Now the trees are just bursting into tender leaflets. But it is later
in the summer, when every place else in Syria seems to be scorched and
burnt, that Damascus is especially refreshing. I remember driving in from
the scorching plains into this cool shady glen. It is like a cool drink after a
long tramp.

We were tired and sleepy from the wind and dust, so we retired
rather soon after dinner at the Hotel. Sunday morning we were up quite
early and after breakfast took a long walk through some of the streets and
down the “Street Called Straight.” We visited the Grand Mosque where a
few of the faithful were praying with their faces turned toward Mecca and
others  were  sitting  cross-legged  on  the  floor  droning  aloud  from  the
Koran.

About this time it was time to go to church. I have had consider-
able  correspondence  with  a  Rev  McFarland  of  the  Irish  Presbyterian
Mission in Damascus, so I knew there would be some kind of service. We
inquired at the hotel and took a carriage to the church. It was a very nice
little  service  but  the  Beirut  people  made  up  the  majority  of  the
congregation, as there were six others besides ourselves there.

After lunch we took a ride out to the hillside overlooking the city,
but we did not climb to the little stone structure which marks the place
where Mohammed took his view of Damascus, and where he decided that
he could not bear to enter the beautiful city because it was not for his eyes
to behold more than one Paradise. Damascus is certainly a beautiful city.
If you should drop down on that outlook point straight from America,
undoubtedly you would not think so, but in comparison with the rest of
the country it is certainly a paradise, with its seven sparkling rivers and its
profusion of green groves and gardens.

Then we went out along the shady road by the river and took a
number of pictures. It was getting steadily colder and the wind which tore
the dust up in white clouds had the feel of snow in it, and we were glad to
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get back to the hotel where we could sit in a cozy little room and look out
at  the  dust  clouds  flying  by.   We read  aloud to  each  other  while  we
munched green olives and chocolates.

Monday morning we spent in the shops and bazaars looking at all
kinds of oriental goods, brass, rugs, silks, etc. We had Jackie our favorite
little rug merchant of about 12 years,                         Damascus street scene
who was born in New York, is a Jew, but a perfect little man, show us
almost every rug he had in his shop, but nothing exactly suited us. We
always go to his shop when we are in Damascus and he usually sells two
or three small rugs. (Not to me, but others)

Immediately after lunch we started out for home. The wind was
colder and stronger than it had been on Sunday. We girls had heavy coats
along but the boys had on light suits and dusters. It had been very warm
when we left Beirut. A little way out from Damascus the car stopped on
account of water in the carberator.  It stopped about 6 times in succession
and finally Mr. King had to get out and get under.

Just when we got everything in fine shape it began to rain quite
heavily. We had no side curtains to fit so we took it all. My steamer rug
has come in handy in a great many such instances and it did this time.

At Stora, a little village at the foot of the Lebanons we stopped for
tea and a wee warming up before starting over the mountains. And it's a
good thing we did.  We didn't  know what  was ahead of  us.  When we
reached almost to the top, suddenly the car came to a dead stop. We were
out of gas, something unheard of when Mr. King has charge of a party.
But somehow unheard of things  do happen sometimes, especially at the
most unexpected moments. There we were on the cold, bleak mountain
side with not a house or town in sight. A passing car accepted Mr. King
as a passenger to the next town about five or seven miles away. When we
had crossed on Saturday afternoon the snow had melted from the hillsides
near the road and only the little  ravines were packed with snow.  But
when the rain was pouring down on the plain, the snow was softly falling
on the mountain sides, and now the whole side was skiffed over.

We waited and waited and the longer we waited the closer the
clouds settled around us and the hail started to pelt. We composed songs
about our fate for that was the only thing we could do to keep our minds
from the cold. We waited for three-quarters of an hour until we heard a
distant rumble from around the curve ahead and it was King with a tin of
benzine.  He was soaking wet, riding in the rain standing on the running
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board of a car. In fact he had to walk about half a mile before a car came
along. But we wrapped him up in my blanket and he was snug enough.

But by this time the clouds had settled tight and it was dark. Even
the strong head lights could not penetrate more than a couple of yards and
we were not even to the top yet. Mr. Kreider had the wheel and I looked
out one side and he the other going at a snails saunter, and the hail fairly
cutting our faces. It was dreadfully tedious and it was a deep sigh of relief
when we at last broke through the clouds at least for a few minutes until
we came to another. It was 8:30 when we arrived home, and Mrs McAfee
had some hot soup ready for us.  But it was a wonderful trip, my dears,
and how often I thought of you and how you would have enjoyed to have
taken this trip in our new Reo 6.

I'm a heap, heap sleepy and tired now, So good night my dear
ones. You're the dearest family anyone could have. And I appreciate you
even though I'm miles and miles away.

April 6, 1923 (to Cleo) Mr Bosworth asks her again to stay longer
Mr Bosworth, our latest  treasurer came out new from America,

and because I have been in this office longer than any other American
here now, of course, there are lots of things which no one but me knows
anything about.   There is not the slightest  tone of boastfulness in that
statement.   If  it  were not  true I  would certainly be a  poor  stick.   Mr
Bosworth feels that I can be a tremendous help to him, and he is just the
kind of a person one feels like trying to help.  He's not the know-it-all
kind who makes you  feel  that  you are beneath  him.   But  he's  just  as
common and good natured as he can be but very efficient and masterful
with it all.

O course, dear, I couldn't think of staying on.  When I left home, I
made up my mind I would not get homesick and in spite of the many
times when I was lonely for you and wished and wished I might be with
you  if  only  for  one  delicious  hour,  God  has  helped  me  not  to  get
homesick.  It is only since Mr Bosworth has urged me to stay that I have
felt very near the precipice.

I said no at first, but he said all right, you think it over and we
won't call it closed.  I thought it over for several days, and those where
agonizing days, days of uncertainty.   Again I told Mr Bosworth I have
decided definitely I will not stay.  I thought it was final -- but there are so
many  things  to  take  into  consideration.   My heart  strings  were  being
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pulled in opposite directions, but yours pulled the hardest.
Tuesday morning Mr Bosworth came to me again and said, "won't

you let me make out a new contract for you for another year?  I said, "Oh,
Mr Bosworth, I can't think of another year, that would be almost 18 
months."
(Editor’s note: During the next two months Nellie struggled with whether
to  extend her  service  in  Beirut  with NER and the  possibility  that  her
fiancé, Cleo, would come to also serve.  There was a flurry of letters and
cables including from the Managing Director, C. W. Fowle.  In the final
decision Cleo was unable to come and she decided to return home at the
end of her term of service.)

April 14, 1923 (to family) Azadouhi’s father found. Dr Kunzler’s arm 
amputated

Yesterday  we  received  a  cable  from  the  New  York  office
notifying us of the appointment of Mr C. W. Fowle of the N.Y. office as
managing director of the Beirut area. He came here on an inspection tour
after spending some months in Athens and Constantinople. He certainly is
a hustler and I think he will prove very efficient as a Managing Director.

You asked about Azadouhi. She is getting sweeter every day in
spite of all the personnel of the N.E.R. making a fuss over her. Did I tell
you that her mother was found among the recent refugees who came into
Aleppo.  They  found  her  poor  husband  a  country  jendarm  (mounted
police) near Alexandretta. They were united again and very happy though
extremely poor. They were glad to find Azadouhi in a good home and
after due consideration they have signed papers releasing all claim to the
child. They are too poor to take care of her or to give her an education,
and Azadouhi herself I am sure would simply pine away and die if she
had to go back to living like refugees. She is a typical American child,
happy and bubbling with song and laughter all the time. I said she is a
typical American child, but that really is not true. She is too good to be
typical. Few American children would behave in the manner and perfect
ease with which she con-ducts herself.

We are having a very sad experience just now. Dr. Kunzler was 
taken very suddenly and seriously with blood poison as a result of a thorn
prick in his right hand and afterwards getting infection from treating some
orphans with erasyphalis. It was a week ago today that he was brought 
into the hospital                 
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in Beirut, where he under 
Dr Jakob Kunzler and family                went several operations and last
night after ten o'clock the doctors had a consultation and decided 
that in order to have any possible chance of saving his life his arm
must be amputated at once. They took it off at the shoulder joint. 
Even that may not save his life but without amputation death was 
certain.
They are Swiss people and they have served as missionaries for

many years in Turkey.  It is the Dr's right arm that has helped to save
many a  life  by operations,  and it  was  Dr.  Kunzler  who almost  killed
himself to get to Shelly in Diarbekir to save his life. In the dead of winter
he rode horseback from Urfa to Diarbekir almost killing himself and the
horse. The horse was never of any use after that trip. He has lived a life of
absolute unselfish service.  They have the loveliest family, four girls and
a  boy.  Only a  few weeks ago they were  united after  several  years  of
separation, the children being in school in Switzerland while Dr and Mrs
Kunzler were at their work in Turkey. Their home life is perfect.

May 3, 1923 (to parents) Office relocation
This is a perfectly wonderful day. The sun is indeed unbearable,

but the shade is cool and there is a most delicious sea breeze. Monday
was moving day for the N.E.R. Headquarters Office. You remember our
old office was a way down about a mile and a half through smelly streets.
And after you got there it was small, dark, damp and my room was just
beside the dumping ground for the garbage and wash water of the four
upper stories. And it was hot as it could be. The only good thing about it
was that it was a most delightful place to get away from. You always felt
so happy at the end of the day that you could leave the place for a better
one.

Our new office isn't  perfect  by any means,  and perhaps if  you
should drop in, you wouldn't think it was even nice, but it is to us. It is
only a block and a half from the house down toward the sea. You know
the sea is only two blocks away. The office is the first floor of a dwelling
house.

May 6, 1923 (to parents) Mr Fowle installed as Managing Director
We were up to the hospital today to see Dr. Kunzler. Did I tell you

that he had to have his right arm amputated at the shoulder joint. Poor
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man suffered terribly but he has come through and intends to go home
tomorrow. It is simply wonderful how he pulled through. Day after day
we hesitated to ask about him for fear the news would be fatal. He is so
cheerful and is already beginning to write with his left hand. He wrote
two letters today.

We  also  stopped  to  see  Mrs  Knudsen  and  John  Alexander
Knudsen. He is a beautiful baby born on the 21st, weighing 8 lbs 7 oz.

Mr Fowle has been appointed Managing Director of the Beirut
Area, and last Wednesday we had a large reception introducing him to the
community  at  large.  You  can't  realize  the  difference  working  for  Mr
Fowle. He is so keen about everything and everybody, and conferences
about  everything,  doesn't  go  ahead  and  do  his  own  way  without
consulting those concerned.

May 26, 1923 (to family) Vacation at the Bird’s Nest orphanage in 
Sidon

I have been enjoying a week's vacation at Miss Yacobsen's baby
orphanage, I thought I would be able to answer at least a good share of
the forty letters I owe, but it has been so good to just rest and play with
the babies that until this morning when my week is within sight of the
end, I have not written a scratch.  I could write a volume on my vaca-tion
here. I have kept a full diary,  so I hope someday to share it with you.
Birdsnest,  as  this  old palace  is  called,  is  situated  on a  hilloverlooking
Sidon and the sea. Sidon is almost buried in orange groves and makes a
sight such                             Children lined up in front of the Birdsnest
that can never be forgotten. The fields of grain are golden with ripened
grain,  and  the  women  can  be  seen  cutting  wheat  with  sickles  and
gathering it into small shocks. The temperature down by the sea is sticky
hot but up here on the hillside it is delightfully cool and refreshing. The
first two days I was here, I wanted to  sleep all the time, the air seemed to
drug me.

The most beautiful time of all is the sunset hour. To think of never
being able to see such a wonderful exhibition of glory after leaving this
country almost makes the tears start. The glory of the sun sinking behind
the sea and then sending its radiant changing colors over the sky, reflect-
ed in the sea and caught  up by the mountain  sides  and the glistening
snow, to be flung back again. No one can ever imagine it, who has never
seen. Every evening the same feeling of wonder comes over me, as if I
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had never seen it before, and I fairly gasp at the transcendent beauty of it
all.

But Wednesday evening there was no time to adore sunsets. At
seven o'clock a large truck drove into the yard with 31 sick and dirty
babies and children. They had been brought in a box car from Aleppo and
transferred on this large truck to Sidon. Miss Yacobsen had not known of
their coming so you can imagine the bustle that ensued. It would have
made your hearts ache to see them. They were the weakest children in
Aleppo orphanage, who had had measles and whooping cough when the
other  children  were  sent  down.  Some  of  them are  not  yet  over  their
coughing.  We had not had our supper so we ate and Miss Yacobsen fed
her four-months old Greek baby and put her to bed and then we went
down  to  the  bath  room,  where  the  mairiks  were  scrubbing  the  new
arrivals, not in a bathtub as we use, but each child sat on a stone in front
of a mairik, who scrubbed and lathered while a girl poured water over the
child.  It  was an amusing and pathetic  sight because the children,  who
were well enough, were screaming at the tops of their voices. As most of
the children had scabies, they were dressed in old cast off clothing of the
children here and were put to bed in the scabies tent just outside the court
yard. Think of it, there were three babies only a year old, poor little scare-
crows, with bony legs, scarcely able to cry. But Miss Yacobsen, with her
big mother heart, loves these babies back to health. Most of her lovely
children were once as poor and covered with sores as these are.

DIARY OF A FEW DAYS VACATIONING AT 
SIDON BIRDSNEST

May 20, 1923
In the time of the barley harvest, when the fields were golden with

ripened grain and the soft breezes were yet cooled by the glistening snow
on Sannin, the sweet lady, Miss Yacobsen, called to take me home to her
Birdsnest, away on top of a hill overlooking the ancient city of Sidon by
the sea.

What  a  beautiful  Birdsnest  it  was,  once  the  home  of  a  very
wealthy pasha, the interior walls of which were most elaborately deco-
rated by an Italian (so-called) artist. How we happened to have this lovely
home for our littlest orphanlings is that the pasha died and the heir of the
property finding himself in desperate financial straits was compelled by
these circumstances to lease the property at a very low price.
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The magnificence  of  the entire  place bespeaks unlimited  extra-
vagance on the part of our pasha friend. But it takes little reflection to
judge that never has there been such joy within the walls of this beautiful
palace.

If any of you mothers have felt a thrill of joy on coming home
from a short shopping tour, when the children come running out to meet
you, you can in a slight degree realize what happens when Miss Yacobsen
comes home to her 400 little ones, most of whom are nine years old and
under.  She has about seventy-five in the kindergarten,  of whom about
thirty are under four years, one a tiny baby of only four months old.

The baby's  name, although she is as dark as an Indian, is Lily.
Miss Yacob-sen has grave fears that she will not be able to bring the baby
through the heat of the summer, but if it should pass out of this world, it
will not be from lack of love. I have never heard a name spoken with as
much feeling and devoted love as Lily's name on the lips of the orphan
girl  who  cares  for  her  every  minute  of  the  day,  except  when  Miss
Yacobsen herself ceases from her work to feed or bathe her baby. Ever
since the baby's arrival, Miss Yacobsen has called it her blessed priv-ilege
to be aroused from her sleep three or four  times a night to care for her.
She told     Miss Yacobson and Lilly, 1926        me a day or two ago, "It seems
the oftener I have to get up at night to care for Lily, the more the child
grows into my love." When Mr. Bosworth first saw the tiny child covered
with sores, he said he could not see one lovable or redeeming feature in
the  child.  But  Miss  Yacobsen,  with  her  mother-love  has  wrought  a
transformation over the child.   She is still thin and weak, but her sores
are almost healed. If she can only exist through the summer heat there is
great hopes for her developing into a lovely child.

I  have seen many children  transformed under  Miss  Yacobsen's
love. I shall never forget the first time I went up to Zouk at the time the
Harpoot orphans were coming down from the north and Miss Yacobsen
was just starting her nursery; she was sitting in the center of the room
with nine little babies standing around her knees while she fed them with
a large spoon from a large bowl of lebon (curded milk) and bread.

Most  of  these  babies  were  mere  lumps  of  humanity  with  no
expression and no vitality.  One little boy especially,  Ibarahim, was the
dullest and most languid of them all. He couldn't laugh, not even smile.
However, one could not live around Miss Yacobsen very long without
learning to laugh. She undertook to teach him to laugh. She would laugh
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heartily,  telling Ibrahim to do as she did.  The effect  was the weirdest
expulsion of sound you ever heard. One day Miss Yacobsen brought him
to town and they were in my room washing for dinner. They were chatter-
ing away in Armenian together, when suddenly I was startled by a wild
shout.  Turning around I said, "What in the world does that mean?" Miss
Yacobsen laughed, "He is imitating my laugh."

The transformation of that child is marvelous. After six months he
is lively, responsive and is rather looked up to by all the other babies as a
leader. He sings all the little kindergarten songs, repeats the verses and
the prayers as if his very life depended on it.

Vartan  is  another  little  boy  who  has  undergone  a  remarkable
change. He was the smallest orphan at Antilyas. All the other boys were
big and able to take care of themselves (at least six or seven) but poor
Vartan! he had no one his own age to play with; he was sick and peevish.
The mairiks or house mothers petted him and fed him all sorts of things
that were not good for him and every time I went out to Antilyas Vartan
was  growing  more  cross  and  irritable,  until  one  day  when  I  was  at
Antilyas I asked Mrs. Knudsen, "Where is Vartan?" "Oh," she said, "He
became so sick and so cross, we couldn't keep him any more so we sent
him to Miss Yacobsen where he could be taken care of with the other
little ones."

When  I  arrived  in  the  afternoon  at  the  Birdsnest,  some  of  the
babies came running to me to be taken up. Some of them I had never been
acquainted with before. I noticed this one little black-eyed boy, trotting
about  apparently  very happy and contented.  "Who is  that  little  boy,  I
ought to know him?" It was Vartan - not screaming and biting and kick-
ing; but playing and laughing with all the other babies. When he came to
Miss Yacobsen he was so weak with heart trouble that he was turning
black and blue in the face and at the ends of his fingers and his feet. What
he needed was mother love, wholesome food and other little children to
play with.

Sunday  evening  (for  it  was  Sunday)  I  spent  the  whole  time
playing  with  the  babies,  getting  acquainted  and  learning  their  names.
After  supper I  was so overcome with sleep on account  of the sudden
change from seaside to the mountain air that I went directly to bed.
Monday, May 21

Miss Yacobsen and I went to hear the children at their morning
prayers. One of the teachers read a portion from the Armenian Bible to
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the girls all squatted cross-legged on mats on the ground. Throughout the
quite lengthy prayer and during the silent period after the audible prayer
every child's eyes were closed tight.

After the service, all the children passed before Miss Yacobsen for
inspection. She look-ed over each one to see that her dress was clean and
tidy and her hair neat before going to school. Although Miss Yacobsen is
a very loving mother, she is also very strict. She loves to see her girls
clean and tidy, but many of the girls have become so used to being filthy
and  uncouth  that  it  is  extremely  difficult  for  them  to  learn  to  keep
themselves clean.                                      

The children rise at five and dress in their work clothes. Some of
them lay the mats and tin bowls and spoons in rows out in the yard for
breakfast. Others sweep the huge court yard with palm branches, others
distribute the food into the dishes; some make the beds, and some scrub
the floors, some wash and dress the babies; and various other jobs so that
everyone is busy. If they hurry through with their work they have a play
time before it is time to comb and dress for school. After breakfast the
nurse holds a little clinic out in the yard behind       Beds are made on the
outdoor porch             the house, where all the children who have wounds or
scratches come to have a daub of iodine or a bandage "to make it well".
To see seventy-five little tots squatted around the room singing and play-
ing kindergarten games is a soul-thrilling sight. And they are not bashful;
Nellie with children in the garden                 but animated, responsive and full of
initiative. The smallest ones take their part with the older ones, suggesting
songs and games, leading in some of the exercises, singing little solos and
reciting verses. I was frankly surprised.

Every afternoon, after school is over, Miss Yacobsen takes a few
of the children out into the beautiful garden beside the house, that they
may play about among the flowers. They love to help water the plants and
thus learn to appreciate Nature.

The garden is a wonder - with almost every variety of flower and
plant  imaginable  -  roses,  violets,  geraniums,  daisies,  myrtle,  poppies,
periwinkles,  snapdragons,  honeysuckles,  oleanders  (white  and  red),
scarlet sage, mock-orange, flowering pomegranate trees, hollyhocks and
bushes of sweet williams, palms, evergreens, century plants, one with a
bud on a tall stem about ten feet high and about four inches in diameter,
banyan  trees  probably  imported  from India,  cactus,  and  besides  these
many other oriental trees and shrubs the names of which I do not know.
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In the center of all this is a lovely fountain where hundreds of tadpoles
and polliwogs breed among the crude stone arches and nibble at the jack-
olander blossoms which fall from the overhanging tree, and where hoarse
voiced frogs give their nightly serenade. Here in the garden an occasional
bird stops to twitter and chirp. There are not many birds in this country;
and those that are here are ever in mortal dread of gunners young and old
for the natives have no respect for birds.
Tuesday, May 22

The morning is bright and full of noise. Again I visit the kinder-
garten where the center of interest lies for me. During recess Miss Yacob-
sen cut some of the little children's hair, and they thought it was such fun
that all the babies wanted their's cut too.

About four o'clock in the afternoon a car drove into the courtyard.
Mr. Blatchford was bringing Dr.  L.  to  visit  the orphanage.  She was a
charming cheery woman with a keen interest in everything she saw. She
had been in the orphanages in Greece and Palestine; but of all the orphan-
ages of the N.E.R. which she visited she said she had seen none which
met with her entire approval as did the Birdsnest. She was glad to see the
children dressed in bright gingham; for she wondered why it was neces-
sary for orphans to dress in dull drabs and wear dull expressionless faces.
She visited the kindergarten where the children were romping, shouting
and laughing. She was delighted with their songs and folk dances; and
said she would go home to New York with a more hopeful story because
she had seen these little tots. When she asked Miss Yacobsen how many
deaths she had had during the year, and Miss Yacobsen said "none!", she
could scarcely believe it. But Miss Yacobsen said, "I am a trained nurse.
When the children came down from Harpoot many of them were weak
and sick with fever, but we nursed them back to health."

Mr. Beach who also accompanied the group, found many of the
Talas children, who recognized their director and eagerly came forward to
him. One little girl he found had treasured in her pocket the cover of an
Armenian Hymn Book which she had brought with her from Talas. It had
only one leaf attached to each cover; the one bore the words of the Hymn
"Praise the Lord for He is Gracious”; the other bore the Index. A mere
shell it was, but to her a gem, because it represented to her a possession of
her very own, a relic from her own home and a song of praise to her
Protector.

After  they had departed,  Miss Yacobsen and I  walked into the
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laundry room, where several of the older girls were distributing the cloth-
ing into the rows of individual boxes. One of the girl's hair was dreadfully
untidy and fringed out at the sides in straggling wisps.  Miss Yacobsen
had scolded her many times for her untidy hair. This time she said she
could stand it no longer and would cut it off.

Now  one  of  the  most  insulting  things  that  can  happen  to  an
Armenian  girl  is  to  have her  hair  cut  short,  because it  is  supposed to
indicate that she either has phavus, a dreaded scalp disease, or that she is
lousy.  The pride of an Armenian girl is her hair, which she loves to hang
in long heavy braids.

This  girl,  naturally,  set  up  an  awful  howl.  She  wept  loud  and
copiously.  As the breezes blow the petals from the trees, they bore the
message over the whole campus. I looked out over the court yard. The
girls were gathering for their evening meal spread on the ground. Every
girl on the grounds began smoothing out her hair and tucking the stray
ends under, and trying to adjust their bits of string and ribbon with which
they  had  tied  their  braids;  and  at  the  same  time  they  were  casting
frightened glances toward the porch to see if Miss Yacobsen would really
carry out her threat. She scarcely knew what to do. She knew it was a
severe punishment, but she knew also that the girl would learn no other
way, and at the same time, it would certainly have a good effect on the
standards of the entire group. Many of the girls stood around with tears
starting from their eyes in sympathy. But the deed had to be done and it
took only one clip of a large scissors to accomplish the threat.

Another girl with only a very tiny bit of hair, came out and hoping
to get sympathy said she could not keep her hair tidy, that she had comb-
ed it twice that day, but it would not stay. Whereupon, Miss Yacobsen
said firmly, "If it does not stay when you comb it twice, you must comb it
ten times" and she cut it off. She sobbed a few minutes and then went
about her work apparently just as happy as before.
Wednesday, May 23

This is the day for the monthly director's meeting at  Beirut;  so
Miss Yacobsen set out early in the morning in her Reo truck. This morn-
ing I felt eager to be out so took a nice stroll in the fresh morning air, up
the  road  past  the  wheat  fields  fringed  with  flowers,  very  much  like
bachelor's buttons. When I returned the babies were having their  faces
and hands washed at the fountain on the porch, and the nurse was putting
the healing touch on all the wounded.
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I went out into the garden to write and spent the whole morning
among the warm breezes. Several times I was roused from my musing by
the monotonous chant-ing of an arithmetic class out under a spreading
tree reciting the tables in concert.
      About the middle of the afternoon when the children had finished
their  afternoon  meal  and  were  ready  for  their
usual free play time. On the wide porch, one of the truck drivers drove up
in the big G.M.C. with a load of kiddie kars for the babies.  They had
been made by the Maameltein Industrial boys.  With the truck came about
fifteen of the Maameltein carpenter boys to help in the erection of the
new building for the kindergarten. Most of these boys had relatives and
friends  among  the  children  of  the  orphanage  and  were  soon  crowded
around by happy loved ones.

I started out at a brisk walk down the hill to meet Miss Yacobsen
returning from Beirut. The sun had already set and the hill  sides were
reflecting the radiant afterglow. I had walked about ten minutes before I
heard a familiar honk down the Sidon road. They stopped to let me hop
on the running board. They brought the exciting news that back along the
road they had passed a large truck full of babies coming to the Birdsnest
from the Aleppo Orphanage.

Sure enough, about seven o'clock in drove Abdul in his huge truck
bringing thirty-one babies with their mattresses. These babies had been
brought from Aleppo in a box car. They were the weakest remnant, who
had been too small  and sick to come when the blind children and the
Greeks were brought down. They were just recuperating from measles
and  whooping  cough.  Most  of  them  were  full  of  scabies,  many  had
terrible eyes and heads sore with phavus. Four little babies, scarcely over
a year old were so bony, weak and bulgy-eyed, that it made me shiver to
look at them. They were too weak to move from the spot where they were
placed. All this was bad enough; but added to this was the filth of several
days travel and shifting about. It is no wonder that they cried, poor things.
They were sent out in the back yard to have some supper, and we went to
eat ours.  There had been no preparation for the new comers for they had
not known of their coming.

It was eight o'clock by the time we had finished our supper and
Miss Yacobsen had fed Lily and prepared her for the night. We descend-
ed the back stairs to the bathroom. Such a babel of screams and cries. It
was moonlight and the children were squatting on the stones about the
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door awaiting their turn, mere shadows in the dim light.
According to the oriental custom, they were not dipped into tubs

of water; but about six mairiks set to work to scrub the little ones. First of
all one of the girls would pour a pan of water over the little one, sitting on
a little stone seat, and the mairik would soap and rub the child thoroughly,
especially  the  heads.  Rub and scrub,  scrub and rub,  and the  soap ran
down into  their  eyes  and ears  and mouths  that  were  open screaming.
Every few minutes the girl would pour another pan of water.

I could not blame them for crying. In fact, I think I would have
screamed even louder if past experience had not taught me it was useless
to scream. Poor darlings! They had no mothers to love them and cuddle
them, hold their slender little bony hands. How did they know what this
new home was going to be like?

When they came out  of the bath so sweet  and clean  and were
handed to Miss Yacobsen in a large cloth, they stopped their crying, as
she held each one close to her and spoke to it a few loving words before
passing it over to the woman to dress in some old garments of the other
children. She did not know how many had scabies so she put old clothes
on all and they were all taken to the segregation tent. Gradually the noisy
confusion ceased and the last baby was washed and tucked carefully into
bed;  and when we went  over  to  see them,  most  of  the  children  were
already fast asleep.
Thursday, May 24

Miss Yacobsen presented the kiddie kars to the little ones. They
all want to ride at once and cry "Mairik, araba! Mairik, araba!" What a
joyful time the children had with the new "arabas".

Then we went over to the scabies tent where Miss Yacobsen gave
each child a thorough examination. Some she pronounced as cured and
sent  them back  to  the  group  again.  Those  who  were  told  to  remain,
naturally, felt very much to be pitied.

There  was  one  beautiful  little  boy  named  Albert  who  stood
outside  the  tent  throwing  stones.  He  was  only  about  three  but  knew
exactly how to hold the stone and throw it like an experienced pitcher. He
seemed to be strong and robust and was the most  active in the whole
group. After his rags were taken off, his curly brown hair cut, and put into
a pair of little blue gingham rompers, he was as attractive a child as ever
brought joy to an American home.

One baby, so thin and weak and sick, that she could only sit where
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she was put and open her              Albert         mouth like a starved birdling
to cry, a faint pitiful whine.

Another little girl, probably three, was blind in one eye, and it was
swollen,  inflamed and sore.  The other eye  too was affected.  The poor
little girl was so thin and suffered such pain that she could not even cry,
but moaned a feverish sick moan, laying her bony hands over her eyes
and rubbing her neck. These sick children were taken to the little hospital
room where  the  Armenian  nurse  could  give  them every attention  and
care; and it is hoped that these children will soon be out romping and
playing with the rest of the group.

Last evening when the mairiks found out that this truck load of
weak and diseased children was coming to them, they began to lament
and fear lest they should bring disease to their other children. But Miss
Yacobsen looked at it in another way and cheered them up a great deal by
telling them that she was so happy, so happy that these poor little ones
had come to their home for mothering; and that they would all have to
love them a great deal in order to bring them back to health and happy
childhood.

In the afternoon, as usual, old Satenig, with her corps of water-
carriers, sprinkled the garden. She is the quaintest woman you ever knew.
She looks like a hard character; evidently she has seen hard times and it
has left its marks on her face. She is so short and stout she could almost
roll;  her eyes are small  and piercing,  her voice harsh and her manners
crude. She is more man than woman; but Miss Yacobsen says she is the
best worker on the place. She works from morning until night and does
exactly the things she is told. In spite of her rough manner which she
probably acquired  from a life  full  of  hard knocks and during the war
when she went out  to fight  side by side with the men,  she has a soft
childlike  simplicity  of  heart  which responds to  the least  suggestion of
love and attention. She loves Miss Yacobsen with her whole heart, and
sleeps right outside the big door to Miss Yacobsen's apartment, as if to be
the nearest if help is needed during the night.

Before supper I went into the babies room. Most of them were
already in their little beds, but when I sat down on the floor beside one of
the beds (a mattress and coverlet) they each came running for a hug and a
kiss and then I put each one back into her bed and said good night.

But  little  Samuel  was missing.  During the day his father  came
from Beirut and took          “Mother” Yacobsen and children  him away. He
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said he now had work and would put him into the home of a friend. Little
Samuel is not yet very strong, and we hope he will find someone who
loves  him  and  keeps  him clean.  He  like  Vartan  at  Antilyas,  was  the
youngest baby at Nahr Ibrahim, where he kept growing weaker because
he had no one to take particular care of him among 1,400 older boys; so
he was taken to the Babies Home to Miss Yacobsen.
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

And so the days of my vacation passed, as a beautiful dream all
too  quickly,  -  the   beauty of  the  home atmosphere,  the  unfolding of
childhood, the mother-love which nurses weak and undesirable ones back
to strength and loveliness.

June 17, 1923 (to Cleo) Antilyas Boy drowns in the canal
It has been such a quiet restful Sunday.  Most of the crowd were

away and it has been so delightful.  Not for all, though.  Mrs Knudsen
came in this morning with the message that one of their little boys had
been drowned in their canal.  He had just been released from the hospital
and was quite weak.  The boys were bathing down in the bath house on
the canal.  This boy evidently was strolling along and slipped in as it was
dark, 9 p.m.  The boys tried to rescue him but the current was strong,
because the sluice was open, and he was washed into the drain pipe.  It
took 15 or 20 minutes to rescue him.  They worked over him for two
hours  but  he  was  gone.   His  brother  is  one  of  our  office  boys.   Mr.
Kreider  was  out  with  Mrs  Knudsen  all  day  today  helping  her  make
arrangements for the funeral, as Mr Knudsen has just gotten out of the
hospital himself recently and is not at all strong.

Yesterday we all went up to Miss Yacobsen's orphanage where
she gave a kindergarten entertainment.  I do wish you could have seen it.
The  children  were  too  sweet  for  words.   They  gave  it  in  their  new
kindergarten building which was most wonderfully decorated with palm
branches  and  masses  of  oleander  gathered  from the  river  banks  near
Sidon.  I think oleanders are the most beautiful flowers - more beautiful
because they grow wild along river beds and barren spots.  I love them.

July 1, 1923 (to Cleo) King and Detweiler return, Mr and Mrs 
Vickrey here.

Last Sunday the American Destroyer McCormick arrived bringing
Mr King and Mr. Joe Detweiler from Constantinople.  We certainly were
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glad to see "Big Detty" again, just the same old jolly, good natured Joe.  It
is not yet decided definitely what his work will be down here.

On the same destroyer came Mr. Vickrey, Mr Jaquith, managing
director  for  the  Constantinople  Area,  and  Mr  Snook,  Mr  Vickrey's
secretary.  Things were humming here at top speed all week, what with
Vickrey's  special  meetings  and  commencement  at  the  university  and
inauguration of Mr Bayard Dodge as President of the university.  There
was scarcely a chance to breathe easy.

I gave my room to Mr Vickrey so he could have a room alone, and
I had to live all week out of a small traveling bag in Mrs McAfee's room,
while she was sick in bed with dysentery.

Thursday afternoon was an example of the way we rush around
when Vickrey is here.  We had luncheon at noon for about 45 people at
the house.  Immediately after we had a meeting of all the personnel at
which Mr Vickrey presided and gave us the New York point of view of
our work.  He gave us a wonderful little sermon which I shall always
remember in spirit if not in words.  This meeting lasted until 4:45.

At  5:30  was  the  commencement  and  inauguration  at  the
university, which lasted until 7:30.  We rushed home to a picnic supper
lunch on the balcony and back to a reception at 9:00 and stayed until
almost midnight.

That was only one day; but the whole week was more or less the
same.  Mr Vickrey turned my room back to me at 10:30 Friday night,
after he had showed us the Near East moving pictures taken here and in
Constantinople and Caucasus last summer.  If you ever get a chance to
see them, don't miss it for anything. because in no way can you actually
see the work as in those pictures --"Uncle America sees it through."

July 22,1923 (to Cleo) Exploring a cave in Sidon
Yesterday afternoon Mr. and Mrs. Whelan and Mr. Kreider and I

went down to Sidon. Mr. Whelan who is now the Director of Purchases
and Supplies had some business at Sidon and he asked us to go along.
Many people along the way were threshing in the old-fashioned way and
many tiny stacks of wheat stood in the small fields.

When we reached the hilltop, the Jessups persuaded us to come in
for  tea  and  then  Bert  took  Mrs.  Whelan,  Kreider  and  I  over  on  the
opposite side of the valley and we climbed up and up and up and up until
we came to many small openings into caves which were once used for
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tombs.  Many people have visited these caves  and by grubbing around
have found tear vases. Mr. Fowle one day found about two dozen, and
Mrs. Whelan, "Woody" we call her, was determined to find some. So we
dug and dug and scraped and scratched with bits of broken crockery, but
we were not lucky. We found only a few necks. Such is the luck of more
worthy  archaeologists  than  we,  so  we  were  undaunted  and  promised
ourselves that as soon as the opportunity afforded we would go back and
explore new caves and dig some more.

Only a few weeks ago did Mr. Bustany's father find a new tomb
on his own property. I have not heard recently of their discoveries. But
think how thrilling it would be to discover a beautiful sarcophagus with
many tear bottles and images and jewelry of thousands of years of burial.
It is being done all the time in this country and all these ancient countries.
It makes this old world seem so young and small and insignificant in the
presence of the entire universe

July 24, 1923 Report of evacuation of refugees from Mersine, 
by Clayton W. Crow, Dir.

The  S.S.  Propontis,  although  due  on  July  19,  arrived  in  the
evening  of  Saturday,  July  21st.  The  next  morning  the  steamer  came
inshore to within four cable's lengths of the embarkation pier.

On Saturday, July 22nd, at 9 AM, the refugees began to embark
on  small  row  boats  for  the  steamer,  and  this  movement  continued
steadily, without interruption, confusion, or delay, until 8 PM., at which
time 3,156 refugees had been placed on the steamer and her decks and
even  lifeboats  were  jammed  with  the  refugees  and  their  baggage,  of
which latter  they had a surprising large amount.  It may be possible to
place aboard the Propontis 3,600 refugees without baggage in the winter
season, but in summer the lowest holds are unusable, unventilated, and
suffocating. With 3,156 aboard the ship was so jammed that it was almost
impossible to raise the anchor, and she was delayed three hours owing to
this difficulty. Nevertheless she weighed anchor at 11:30 PM and stood
off for Cyprus, according to the orders received by the Captain during the
day from the Ministry of Marine in Athens.

The above number includes about 500 Armenians. The discrep-
ancy  between  the  3,156  who  actually  embarked  and  the  4,000  I  had
estimated as ready for evacuation is due to the following reasons: Several
hundred  of  Greeks  and Armenians  decided  to  remain  in  this  country:
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several hundreds had duplicated their registrations at the three registration
bureaus which we had opened: several hundreds who had been working
in nearby villages thought that the Propontis would require several days
to load, and they arrived at the pier the morning after she had sailed. All
who presented themselves before 8 PM in the evening were taken aboard,
and  the  Propontis  could  not  have  taken  any  more  if  they  had  been
available.

As far as could be ascertained after repeated enquiries, there was
none of the robbery of emigrants which I am told usually takes place in
evacuations. Government officials exceeded their duty in facilitating the
movements of columns from the three concentration points to the pier, in
preventing disorder, in assisting the physically weak, in rushing baggage
through the customs, in uniting separated families, and in placing them in
small  boats in an orderly and safe fashion, -- all  this at no cost to the
N.E.R.  I have written formal letters of appreciation and thanks to the
superiors  of  the  following  services,  --  Mustasareef,  Captain  of  Port,
Police Customs and Health.

As each refugee went into the small  boats they received a bag
containing olives and tomatoes, condensed milk for children and sick, and
bread, which ought to last them for six days. The bread was contracted for
in advance for the expected arrival of the ship on the 19th, but as she was
two days late this bread, or some of it, may be in bad condition before the
ship is ended, especially as the ship will call at Cyprus, which was not
foreseen.

Twenty-six  helplessly  sick  remained  at  our  Hospital  at  the
Factory.  Some of these will mercifully die. I shall make arrangements,
before I leave, to continue this Hospital for two weeks longer, and then
transport  the  survivors  to  the  nearest  Greek  Island.  On  July  23rd  I
executed,  at  the Mersine Branch of the Banque Imperiale Ottomane,  a
paper requesting that Bank to return to N.E.R. Beirut the Ltq. 2,000.00
credit without charge of commission, which the Bank agreed to do. I had
intended to send the Reo truck to Cesarea this week but last night the
chauffeur painfully and dangerously burned his hands while putting out a
gasoline fire which threatened the truck. And it will be two weeks before
the chauffeur will recover sufficiently to make the trip.

August 5, 1923 (to parents) Tuscania arrives with tourists.  
Trip to Cedars of Lebanon
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I never knew I was an orphan until yesterday.  The “Tuscania”, a
tourist  ship  with  500  American  tourists  on  board,  anchored  yesterday
morning.  In order that we might advertize our N.E.R. work we organized
excursions up and down the coast to our various orphanages, each car to
be in charge of one of our personnel.  At 8 o’clock we were down at the
port to meet the people.  I was to meet the people.  I was to have three in
my Ford and I was standing around trying to capture someone when a
dear old lady beamed on me.  Smiling and nodding appreciatively she
spoke up, “Are you one of the Near East orphans? – ahem, ahem, or I
suppose you are a teacher in the orphanage.”  I smiled kindly and said
“no, I work in the Headquarters Office.”  “Oh”, she said, “Isn’t it splendid
that  they  teach  you  such  beautiful  English!”   Just  at  that  moment
something happened to divert my attention, and thinking it would be a
pity to disillusion the blessed lady, I passed on, as an orphan–

The number of my quota was not filled but I captured two gentle-
men who looked as though they would make interested investigators.  
They happened both to be ministers: Dr Eager, a Baptist minister from 
Baltimore and Rev. Brown, an Episcopal minister from Boston.  Dr. 
Eager was a missionary in Italy for sixteen years and is making his 29th 
trip abroad, so you can well imagine he is quite well up in years.  He must
be 75 or 80, but he was exceptionally keen about our work and also told 
me much about himself and his various experiences.  Mr Brown was also 
very much interested and took notes violently.  We started off in a Ford 
for Beirut to Antilyas where Mr. Knudsen took us around his place.  Then
we went on to Djunujeh where there are over 500 girls from Caesarea and
Konia (Iconium).  We went around to see the fancy work department, 
physical training classes, and the children’s play ground where many of 
the girls had built little play houses.

From here we went to Maamaltein to the Boys Indust-rial.  Here
there are 218 boys.  The younger ones are taught manual training by Joe
Detweiler and the older ones are in the real production depart-ment called
the Danforth Indust-rial, because in the spring tourist party,     Orphan boys
make boots                 a Mr. Danforth fell in love with Mr Gannaway’s
project for teaching trades to the older boys and has loaned him $5,000.00
to get started.  The boys are making furniture, they have shoe shops, tailor
shops, laundry dept.,  foundry,  tin shop, etc.   They bake the bread for
several  of  the  orphanages,  conduct  their  own barber  shop,  and it  was
intended that they be taught automobile mechanics, but they break up so
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many things that  I  believe  it  has been discontinued as an unprofitable
undertaking.

Next we went up the hill to Ghazir where Dr. and Mrs. Kunzler
have charge of 1,296 girls.  Of course at each one of these places we
visited the most interesting part as it would have been impossible to have
showed them all  of  each one.   Here the most  interesting  was the rug
department,  where the girls  make copies  of  Persian and other  oriental
rugs.  They are beautifully done and if I had enough money I would be
tempted to buy.  One of the tourist ladies ordered a rug for $120.00 to be
made and sent to her.  There is a rug manufacturer in the city of Djunujeh
who says he could employ 500 of his girls as expert rug tiers, but Dr.
Knuzler says his girls have been in training only two or three months and
he does not think they are old enough to send out into a factory.  Here of
course they devote only half or a part of their time to industrial work.

By this time it was after twelve o’clock and our passengers were
getting tired and hungry so we took them on to Nahr Ibrahim, where Mr
and Mrs Kerr have 921 boys.  Mrs Kerr had a very nice lunch prepared,
which they enjoyed and also had a chance to rest.  There were three cars
in our party.  The other two cars were all ladies.  They were exceptionally
fine and we all had a pleasant time.  After dinner we went around to see
the boys drafting, binding books, making furniture, tin smithing,  block
smithing, barbering.

From here we went to Jabail, where we took them around to see
the buildings which the boys themselves had constructed, and around to
the school rooms where we saw the regular chart maps which they thems-
elves had made.  I’ll bet you couldn’t tell the difference from across the
room but  that  it  was  a  regular  Laughten  chart  map  of  the  world  and
others.  We also saw some of the pictures which they sketch with pencil
and looked thru the monthly magazine which they put out for publishing
throughout  the  various  orphanages  with  little  stories  in  Armenian,
English  and French,  and beautiful  cartoons  of  school  life.   As  it  was
Saturday, most of their industrial shops were closed, but they had some of
their  silver  smith  work  on  display,  napkin  rings  of  filigree  work,
necklaces, belts and pins.

After a short rest and lemonade we retraced our steps as far as
Djunieh where we stopped a few minutes to hear the Jebael orchestra and
the Djunieh girl’s chorus, and then back to Beirut.

Dr. Eager asked me if I would not take dinner with him and his
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daughters on board and I accepted.  Some of our people were coming on
after supper to sell some of our fancy work.  He showed me all over the
ship and introduced me to some of his friends.  They all seemed quite
interested  in  Near  East  work.   Everyone  who  went  on  one  of  these
excursions came back a real enthusiast for Near East work.  One can talk
and write and read and yet there is nothing like seeing it with one’s own
eyes.  Altogether I believe it was the biggest advertisement that has been
put across for a long time.

Another  experience  I  have had recently which I  should like to
share with you, is the trip Olive and Bert and Kreider and I took to the
Cedars of Lebanon last week.  There are only two small groves of cedars
left on the Lebanon and these are walled in and watched over by a keeper.

We drove at least a hundred miles and passed through some of the
grandest scenery in Syria.  In fact, I have been here practically two years
and have seen nothing to rival it.

We lived  off  the  land,  buying  Arab bread,  tomatoes,  eggs  and
lebony  and  grapes,  sardines.   Oh  my,  they  were  good.   We climbed
mountain steeps on foot for two hours after we came to the end of the
motor road.  Oh, we were tired and hot and thirsty when we at last got a
glimpse of the cedars.  We were so thrilled we forgot our weariness.  We
lay down and tossed water into our mouths from a mountain stream and
plodded on with fresh vigor.

The  sight  was  wonderful  to  behold.   Magnificent  cedars  with
branches spreading 10 or 12 feet.   I believe one of the largest is claimed
to have a 40 ft. girth and ninety feet high.  The fragrance that emanated
from  the  grove  filled  our  nostrils  and  the  cool  shade  beneath  their
branches invited us to rest.  I was tired when I lay on the soft carpet of
needles  and  went  to  sleep  and  was  startled  when  I  awoke  sitting  up
suddenly.  I found I had slept soundly for over an hour.  It was a most
refreshing sleep although I was cold from the breezes sweeping down
over the snow streaked mountain side.

I got up quickly and walked out in the sun and immediately the
chill left my bones.  It was wonderful to roam through that old grove and
dream of the days when King Solomon sent out hundreds of his wood
cutters and workmen to bring these magnificent cedars for building the
temple and his own house.  There is a tree still standing which they claim
is old enough to have been standing since the time of Solomon.  How
weak and frail we are beside these eternal trees.
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A TRIP TO THE CEDARS OF LEBANON

The  Cedars  of  Lebanon  had  always  held  a  fascination  to  my
imagination.  Certainly trees that could command such deep admiration
from the Old Testament writers were no mean sample of God's creative
power.

I had lived nearly two years at the foot of the Lebanon Mountains
and the time of my departure was drawing near; still these noble patri-
archs were only in my imagination. I was not the only one who was will-
ing to endure hardships in order to visit one of the oldest cedar groves, far
back in the mountains. So it happened that one afternoon a group of us
together decided to start out even that same day though it was already
2:30. Quickly we slipped into heavy climbing boots, gathered together a
number of woolen blankets and rigged up a Reo truck with extra seats.

In a joyous spirit of conquest we set out. Eagerly we sped over the
familiar  road by the sea,  until  we reached the little  village  of Shakka
about forty-five miles up the coast. As we had not provided ourselves
with lunch, we stopped at a little open-air market and bought a pile of flat
Arabic bread, which it was our custom to call newspaper bread because of
the resemblance in size, a chunk of lebani (a variety of native cheese),
tomatoes and eggs.

With  this  good  supply  of  substantial,  if  not  delicate,  food  we
waved goodbye to the group of wide-eyed villagers  who had gathered
about us, and leaving the good auto road behind we set our faces inland
toward the mountains.

Immediately we began to climb,  winding up one hairpin  curve
after another. The road was deeply cut and in some places partly washed
away by the heavy rains of the previous spring. To add to our peril, the
curves were so sharp that we had to reverse to make every one of them,
and although the man at the wheel was exceedingly careful,  we had a
hard time to keep our seats, to say nothing of protecting the tomatoes and
eggs.

As none of us had ever been over this part of the country before,
when we reached the summit of the first ridge, with one accord we caught
our breath, at the view that stretched before us. We had just come from
the coast land bristling with ragged gray rocks, bushes and trees covered
with white limestone dust.
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There below us lay a broad fertile valley. Its equal in beauty I had
not seen elsewhere in Syria. A great olive orchard, closely rivaling our
Beirut orchard in size, said to be the largest in the world, stretched across
the valley. The silver green of its dustless foliage rested our eyes, wearied
from the intense light and dust.

We gave one hurried glance backward at the sun hastening toward
the  sea  and  soon  we  were  following  the  road  through  the  pleasant
shadows of the olive trees.

Out from the shadows we passed through prosperous looking red
tile-roofed  villages  where  the  hearty  shouts  of  many  children  rang
through the streets  and neatly  dressed women lingered at  the  wayside
wells to hear the last bit of news or gossip.

By the time we had crossed the valley and started to wind up the
opposite steeps, the sun was set and the afterglow lit up the whole sky and
the   great  solemn  rocks  towering  high  above  us  with  a  myriad  of
unexpected  lights  and  tints.  Then  one  by  one  the  invisible  shadow
curtains fell about us until we were surrounded by black darkness - but
only for a short time, for almost with the blackness came a stream of light
over the top of the ridge and the full moon shone upon us.

The country was unfamiliar and there was no place to stop. We
had reached the summit and were descending into the next valley. Now
our attention was concentrated on finding a stopping place.  The hours
were creeping into the night and we were thoroughly exhausted from the
strenuous jolting.

Around the  bend in the road appeared a  few tall  popular  trees
about three terraces down from the highway - just        On the road to the
cedars       the ideal  camping place!  Here under  the shining  stars we
prepared our simple meal and found sweet rest among our blankets.

As soon as it was light, we were up straining our eyes to get the
first  glimpse  of the cedars.  Far up,  at  the very head of the marvelous
canyon in which we found ourselves, we could see the dark green patch
silhouetted against the coral-colored and snow streaked heights.

With renewed zeal we started out again through the crisp mount-
ain air. By the time we reached Besherri, where the automobile road came
to an end, the sun was up and the chill soon fled. In the village we purch-
ased some grapes, and with the leftovers from our supper, we had a picnic
breakfast on the rocks at the foot of a magnificent waterfall.

Thus invigorated, we started up the steep mountain trail on foot,
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leaving the car in charge of one of our Syrian boys.
The climb was exceedingly strenuous. The sun came out in all its

intensity, but on we plodded, stopping only occasionally to drink the ice-
cold water from the stream, whose course we were following. After two
hours of climbing over rocks and stones our efforts were at last rewarded.
There, within half a mile, stood the reality of our dreams; and we were
not disappointed.

As if on guard outside the gate of the stone wall enclosure, stood a
giant  cedar  sentinel,  upright,  perfect  in  form,  handsome  in  the  wide-
spreading of its branches and the depth of its dark green shadows. Indeed
this one was fit to stand "in the garden of God". In the shadow of this
mighty tree we found cool refreshment  from the scorching heat of the
sun.

The grove is not a large one, as there are only four hundred trees.
These are enclosed with a high stone wall and kept under continual guard
by orders of the French government,  to  preserve them from malicious
traders  or thoughtless travelers.  For the price of five piastres  or about
seven cents we were admitted into the grove.

Tired and weary from our tramp, we sank down on the ground,
cushioned softly with the fallen needles, and inhaled deeply the fragrance
of the cedars. Looking up through the branches which broadened out like
dark green meadows sprinkled with cones the size of a goose's egg, we
tried to imagine our-selves thousands of years back in the time of King
David and King Solomon, when all these slopes were covered with an of
cedars.

Then  it  was  that  Hiram,  King  of  Tyre,  sent  his  men  and  the
Sidonians            Sourrounding a giant cedar tree            to cut cedars from
these mountains, for there were no cedars in Israel for the building of the
temple. It was a tremendous undertaking for the trees are seventy-five to
eighty feet high and forty to forty-seven feet in girth. Five of us clasping
hands could just stretch across the one side of the trunk of the oldest tree,
which the care-taker confidently told us has been standing since the time
of Solomon. With modern implements the felling of one of these trees
would be an accomplishment, for the wood is very hard and full of resin.
But these ancient hewers of wood fell the trees and in some way they
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were pushed down the slopes of the mountains to the sea and allowed to
float down the coast to Sidon or Tyre, or perhaps even as far as Carmel or
Jaffa,  and  then  carried  across  the  country  to  Jerusalem  where  David
collected it and Solomon used "much cedar wood" in the building of the
temple and in the erection of his palace,  so grand that it  took thirteen
years to complete it.

No longer did we wonder at the praises sung to the cedars in the
songs of David and Solomon, nor at the fear which overcame Hezekiah at
the threat of Sennacherib, King of Assyria, "to come up to the height of
the mountains to the sides of Lebanon and cut down the tall cedars."

With  these  thoughts  in  mind  we  wandered  through  the  grove
admiring these living monuments of the far past ages. And as we left the
grove that afternoon, looking back many times, we thought of the power
of  righteousness which the Psalmist  assures us  "shall  flourish like the
palm tree and shall grow like a cedar of Lebanon. Behold,--a cedar in
Lebanon with fair  branches,  and with a  forest-like shade,  and of high
stature; and its top was among the thick boughs."

August 14, 1923 (to Cleo) Plans for trip home
I have just come up from a dip in the sea, and I am feeling like a

million dollars. I have swallowed more salt water today than ever before,
but it acts like an appetizer and makes me eat like a thresher.

Don't you worry darling, I will cable you as soon as I am ready to
leave France and know the exact  date  of arrival  in N.Y. I  am already
reasonably sure that it will probably be about Oct 12, as we plan to leave
Cherbourg on the S.S. President Roosevelt. We have changed our  plans
several  times  regarding  our  itinerary  from  Beirut,  but  are  planning
definitely to leave Beirut by car early Aug 30 for Damascus, Tiberias, Sea
of Galilee, Nazareth and Jerusalem. From there we are planning various
side trips to the many places of interest and return to Beirut to catch the
"Canada"  on  Sept  2,  bound  for  Constantinople,  from  there  by  best
arrangements we can make to Athens, Brindizi, Rome, Florence, Venice,
Milan  and  according  to  present  schedule  about  15  days  in  and about
Switzerland  and  crossing  France  just  in  time  to  take  the  S.S.  Pres
Roosevelt.  What do you think of our schedule? How I wish you were
doing it with us, dear. 

Joe has decided to go home after all.  In fact he is forced to on
account of insufficient funds to carry on his industrial project. He is very
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much disappointed. He may go thru Palestine with Kreider and I but he
has visited all the places we want to see so he will take a different route.

John will go with us to Palestine and climb Mt. Herman with us
the last weekend in August.  Cheerio, darling, till we meet again, "at the
K-K-Kitchen door."

August 20, 1923 (to parents) More detail of travel plans
You know my time is getting short when I have to write my letters

on the typewriter.  Do you realize  that  today is  the anniversary of my
leaving New York on the Patria; and today we have received notice of our
reservations on the S.S. Rotterdam across the Atlantic.

I guess you think we are the changingest persons you ever heard
of. It isn't just that exactly,  but unthought-of circumstances enter in so
often and we have learned to take each surprise as a matter of course. Our
general plan remains the same, but the course has been altered consider-
able. Our itinerary stands at present as follows, but may be altered as we
see fit on the way, thus taking into account any unexpected turn of events.

We expect to leave Beirut by car early the morning of the 30th for
Damascus, going through without stopping, passing south to the east of
Hermon down to the head waters of the Jordan and the Sea of Galilee,
Capernaum and Tiberias, thence past Cana to Nazareth, where we will
pass the night.

August 31st, leave Nazareth, across the Plains of Jezreel and         
Esdraelon stopping at Samaria and Shechem and on to Jerusalem

September 1,2, and 3 we will be in and around Jerusalem, taking   
trips down to Jericho and the Dead Sea, Bethlehem, Bethany, the Mount 
of Olives and the Garden of Gethsemane.

September 4, take the train from Jerusalem down across the desert
and the Suez Canal to Cairo and on to Alexandria.

September 5, Take a steamer, Khedevial Line, to Constantinople.
September 7, Piraeus - arrive 10: A.M., leave 4 P.M.
September 8, Mitylene - arrive 8 A.M., leave 9 A.M.

                 Chanak - arrive 4 P.M., leave 5 P.M.
            September 9-11 in and around Constantinople

September 12, the same steamer comes back to Constantinople 
and we return past Chanak or Mitylene and Chios to....
              September 13, Piraeus, arriving 10 A.M.  Here we leave our
steamer spend a day or two in Athens and take a train to Corinth and
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across to Patras; take a steamer from here to Brindizi or Naples, and the
first train to Rome. We want to spend a couple days in Rome and then
pass on to Switzerland, first stopping off in Florence, possibly Venice,
and Milan. Dr. Kunzler who is a Swiss from Switzerland has given us a
lot of information about Switzerland and travel there. We are planning to
spend  about  fifteen  days  in  this  delightful  country,  taking  hikes  and
mountain climbing.

From here on, our course is not definitely outlined, except that our
passage  is  engaged  from Rotterdam,  Holland,  and we must  not  reach
there later than October 16 and sailing on the 17th. Since we are going
through Holland, we will undoubtedly stop to see Harold and Elizabeth
(Bender).

This  seems  like  quite  an  extensive  trip,  doesn't  it?  I  think  so
myself. But we have considered carefully and by traveling 2nd and 3rd
class  all  of  the way we can do it  with  less  than $200 more  than  our
regular travel allowance, and it is certainly worth that. A number of the
University and Hospital people here have spent their summer vacations
traveling through Europe, some of them 3rd class all the way and report a
very satisfactory and altogether worthwhile trip;  so we feel very much
encouraged. 

We plan to ship our trunks on the 1st of September on the Canada
which is leaving for Constantinople and then direct to New York, so I
think there will be little danger of loss. The trunks will be kept in bond
until we arrive and clear them through customs. The Rotterdam is an 8-
day boat, so that would bring us into port in New York on the 25th of
October.

Of course my strong impulse when I reach New York will be to
jump on the first 20th Century for home, but I do want to make a few
stops.  I  should  like  very  much  to  stop  to  see  Ray Bender's  and Orie
Miller’s and I think I must see Roy Kauffman in West Liberty Ohio and
Kreider wants me to stop at his home. I am sure you won't mind a few
days delay, because then I will be with you a long, long time.

We had the greatest  surprise the other day when Joe Detweiler
came in from Maamaltein and said he is going home. It is only a short
time since he came down from Harpoot via Constantinople and Athens
and  been  doing  splendidly,  but  under  the  present  crisis  in  Near  East
contributions,  the  industrial  work  is  having  to  be  curtailed  to  a  great
extent; and if he can not carry out his industrial program he feels that his
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services are not needed here. He is therefore planning to leave as soon as
his passport comes from Washington. Last night he went up to Aleppo to
talk things over with John. John had decided to remain here another six
months or a year, but since the Near East is having to cut down in every
possible way, and since a number of new personnel have come out from
America within the last couple months, it  seems best that he go home
now. We do not know whether he will decide to go with Joe around by
India, or come with us. Before this new situation came up, he had planned
to do Palestine with us.

Thus you see again our plans are always subject to change. We
never know what a day may bring forth. Everyday is a surprise.

August 28, 1923 (to Cleo) Ready to leave!
There is only one more day in Syria for me. Mr Kreider and I

roped our  trunks this  morning  and they are  standing out  on our  front
landing ready to go down to the warehouse and after I finish this letter we
will make out our Consular invoices. I suppose you will be disappointed
when you learn that our plans have again been changed, and that we are
not leaving Europe until October 17th. I suppose these last two months
will seem like centuries. I know when I waited only two weeks for your
cable, I thought it was years.
(The follow article is dated December 4, 1923 with a by line from 
Elkhart, Indiana.  Apparently it is a report after she had returned home.)

THE CHILDREN'S SACRIFICE
As I sat at my crude desk in the down-town office of the Near

East Relief Headquarters in Beirut, my attention was frequently drawn to
the procession that endlessly passed the broad glass doors. 

It was my first experience with the Syrian winter. The rain was
drizzling steadily and the cobble stone street was covered with a thick
plaster of mud, so that every passing vehicle sent a shower of sticky clay
against the glass. As there was no heat in the room, I was working away
as hard as I could, my coat buttoned tight, in an endeavor to get warm and
keep out the damp chilly atmosphere.

Out of the tail of my eye, I caught sight of a figure that compelled
me to look up. The figure was that of a woman trudging barefoot through
the mud and the rain. With her one hand she steadied the heavy bundle
which rested on her back, weighing her down and in the other arm she
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carried a dirty, grimy, sore-eyed, helpless baby. The bundle was a quilt
stuffed with all her earthly belongings, some ragged clothes and a few
cooking  utensils.  She  herself  wore  the  characteristic  costume  of  an
Armenian refugee, loose full trousers, patched with many different colors
and kinds of material, and a very torn man's coat. A small cloth was tied
over her head and her hair hung in two braids over her shoulders.

I could not but stop to study her face. Though she was a young
woman her face bore the marks of hardships and suffer-ings of body and
mind.  I  would have looked away but  for something unexpected  I  saw
there. Through the furrows was shining an            Young girl doing laundry in
a jar  expression of hope where I thought to find despair. For, after weeks
of tramping, weakness, exhaustion and temptation to stop and give up,
had she now reached a place of  safety, at least from the cruel hand of her
oppressor?

She was not the only one who passed that afternoon - there were
old men, broken men, grandmothers and children, each carrying some-
thing rescued, something treasured. There were dozens and hundreds of
them, and the passing gnawed at my heart. I too knew that they were safe
from their oppressors, the Turks; but it was raining. Where would they
find shelter from the chilling night wind? In Beirut, the out-of-doors is
usually warm enough in the daytime even in winter, but as soon as the
sun sets, the damp cold pierces to the bone.

That  was  a  hard  winter  for  the  refugees.  For  days  there  were
hundreds of them who had no shelter but the broad eves of the railway
station and a few box cars left standing on the siding. Some sought the
caves down by the sea shore and others the unfinished foundation walls
of  the  Armenian  church.  Many scattered  out  into  the  villages  up  and
down the coast to occupy the shells of houses left   empty and roofless
during the war. One family found shelter from the wind and rain under
the Beirut River bridge. The father was a young man who had lived in
United  States,  had  become  an  American  citizen  and  served  with  the
American army in France. After the close of the war, he returned to his
native village in Cilicia to marry his childhood sweetheart. He had set up
a thriving grocery business, had succeeded in paying for a comfortable
home, and God had blessed their home with a little daughter, when the
order came from Angora that all Christians must evacuate Celicia.

Here  they  were  on  the  eve  of  Christmas,  huddled  like  wild
animals close to the stone foundation of the bridge, trying to protect their
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four-weeks-old baby from the chilling blasts.
That winter there were more than twenty thousand such refugees

came to Beirut. The Near East Relief,  however, was not organized for
adult relief. It's mission is to fatherless and motherless children gathered
in from desert and wilderness, mountain villages and city streets.

For these alone, our orphanage directors plan and economize day
and night to make ends meet, in order that they might be clothed neatly
and as cheaply as possible and also that their food, though simple, might
be wholesome, and chiefly that they might receive such a training that
when they are turned out into the world at the age of sixteen they might
not  become  a  burden  upon  the  community.  but  they  may  be  self-
supporting, altruistic Christian citizens.

One day several boys came to Mr. Travis, the Orphanage Director 
at Jebail and said,  "Sir, we have seen the poor refugees in our village and
we want to give up part of our food to help feed these poor people."

"Who suggested this to you?" asked Mr. Travis, much astonished, 
for their food was already very meager.

"No one, sir, but we remember how we felt before you found us 
and took us in.."

That evening they took the matter up with the whole assembly of 
five hundred boys. Every boy was eager to sacrifice for the sake of his 
fellow countrymen who were suffering.

The orphanage teachers gathered into a little group and said, "If 
the boys can make a sacrifice like this, we will help too.

The village people learned of the plan, and although most of them
are very poor, they said, "If the orphan boys can sacrifice their food, we
can sacrifice as well."

The  rumor  spread  until  it  reached  Beirut  and  the  American
University. The students caught the spirit and the faculty. By the time the
rumor had spread around, there was enough to feed almost five thousand
of the very poorest refugees, with a small loaf of bread and a bowl of
soup. Like the boy who had but five loaves and two fishes to offer, the
boys' sacrifice multiplied until it fed thousands.

The girls wanted to have a share in the giving. They noticed that
there were many babies among the refugees who had no warm clothes.
The American University Hospital  had opened a free ward for refugee
mothers, but the new babies had no clothes. So the girls set to work, in
their spare time between classes and scrubbing, sweeping, and washing
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dishes, to make layettes for the tiniest refugees. When one of the nurses
handed out one of these small bundles to a father who had come to see his
baby, the tears started to his eyes and he held the tiny warm things to his
face, because he said they would have had nothing but rags              

Refugee children in family tent to wrap their new baby in. The next
winter  the  refugee  situation  was  even  worse  with  the  many  more
thousands of Greeks and Armenians pouring in from Cilicia, Anatolia and
Central  Turkey,  most  of  them  absolutely  destitute  and  thoroughly
exhausted.  Again  the  children  voluntarily  sacrificed  of  their  small
comforts in memory of their own miseries.

During these two winters, the Near East Relief used $2,000,000 of
the children's funds to save the refugees. They would have been heartless
not to have done it.  But now the children are having to suffer. At the
present time only 50% of the amount actually necessary to support our
orphans in the orphanages is being supplied. The American people have
given  gloriously ever since the war that these children, the hope of the
Near East, might be saved.

This  summer  in  the  Syria-Palestine  Area  alone,  between  the
middle of April and the middle of June one thousand orphans were placed
out of the orphanages, some few came to relatives in America; the boys
scattered out to find employment at some trade, and the girls, after careful
investigations of homes, were placed out as servants.

Now again,  during  October,  November  and December,  another
thousand of the older and most competent boys and girls must find their
own way in the world. During the winter months the employment prob-
lems is much more difficult; but every effort is being made through the
Employment Bureau to keep in touch and encourage the boys and girls.

When these children are in our orphanages long enough to imbibe
the ideals of the organization, they are sent out with the confidence that
wherever they go, their wholesome Christian influence goes with them;
but if these boys and girls must be turned out before they have scarcely
outgrown their childhood and while their experience is still too limited to
fit  them  for  self-support,  they  will  crawl  back  to  the  desert  and  the
wilderness from whence they came, and it would be far worse than if we
had never rescued them.

The boys and girls of the Near East believe that it was God who
put it into the hearts of the American people to save them. If we desert
them now, what will become of their faith?
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Jesus said, "Suffer the little children to come unto me, and forbid
them not, for of such is the kingdom of heaven."

December 4, 1923
Nellie Marie Miller,
Elkhart, Indiana

                NEAR EAST RELIEF STAFF

Back Row: 
Mr Saleebe, Syrian from Argentina, does all our buying
Dr Piper, an English Doctor who is medical director of all orphanages
Mr McAfee, Managing Director
Mr Foley, Director of Ghazir orphanage
Mr Jessup, Director of Sidon orphanage
Ray Bender, Treasurer of Syria-Aleppo district

Row 2: 
Dr Hamilton, former directress of Antilyas and missionary in Aintab
Mary Ward, Assistant director at Jubeil
Nellie Miller, Secretary to the treasurer
Major Nicol, Ex-managing director
Miss Stanfield, Secretary to managing director
Mrs Jessup, Sidon
Mrs Rebecca Bender, “controller” of the treasurer

Row 3. 
Bert Summerville, Transportation department
Herman Kreider, Transportation department
John Detweiler, Transportation department
Roy Kauffman, Manager of transportation department
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