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FOREWORD

Arter the Council of the League of Nations had repeatedly
discussed whether something could not be done for the
Armenian refugees, who were living in great destitution in
various countries, it requested the author of this book, as
the League’s High Commissioner for Refugees, to take up this
case with the rest. Realizing the burden of responsibility
that such an arduous task would involve, I declined ; but was
ultimately persuaded to try what I could do in co-operation
with the International Labour Bureau. The Assembly of
the League placed at our disposal a sum to defray our expendi-
ture in making the necessary investigations and doing other
preparatory work.

The representatives of the Armenian refugees had submitted
to the Council of the League a project for transferring fifty
thousand refugees to the so-called Sardarabad desert, in the
Republic of Armenia, which was to be irrigated and cultivated ;
and they had asked the League to try to raise the necessary
money, estimated at one million pounds sterling. It was
obvious that before forming any well-founded opinion on
this or any other plan for transferring refugees to Armenia
and settling them there, the details would have to be studied
on the spot by our own experts. It seemed highly desirable
to find some such solution ; for by so doing one might hope
to do something, at least, to procure for the Armenians that
“ national home " which the Western Powers of Europe and
the United States of America had pledged themselves to give
to the Armenian nation, and of which the League of Nations
had repeatedly held out a prospect.

We decided to send a commission to Armenia. The mem-
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bers were : Mr. C. E. Duruis, an English engineer, formerly
adviser to the Egyptian Ministry of Labour, and a first-rate
hydraulic expert ; Monsieur G. CARLE, who was recommended
by the French Ministry for Agriculture, and had had much
experience, particularly of subtropical agriculture; and the
Italian engineer, Signor Pio Lo SAvio, an expert in hydraulic
constructional work, who was recommended by the Italian
Commissioner for Emigration. Captain V. QuisuiNg, a
Norwegian, was the secretary of the commission, and the
present writer was its head. I avail myself of this opportunity
to express my heartfelt thanks to my kind and indefatigable
colleagues for their efficient and self-sacrificing work through-
out our journey, and for their invaluable collaboration.

In a letter to M. Tchitcherin, People’s Commissar for
Foreign Affairs under the Soviet Government in Moscow,
I asked leave for the commission to go to Erivan and make
the necessary investigations in Armenia. The answer was
very courteous, but laid down two conditions. First, we
must not come as representatives of the League of Nations,
which the Soviet Government did not recognize. In the
second place, our investigations must be carried on in co-
operation with a committee appointed by the Armenian
Government. To these conditions we agreed. We were
cordially and hospitably received by the Government at
Erivan; and its committee of able engineers facilitated our
work in every way, making our interesting stay in Armenia
even more profitable than we had expected. I take this
opportunity to express my gratitude to all our friends in that
country for their many kindnesses.

Accounts of the investigations made by our commission,
and the proposals based upon them, will be found in our
various reports to the League of Nations. They have been
collected in a little book published by the Secretariat at Geneva
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and entitled A Scheme for the Settlement of Armenian Refugees.
General Survey and Principal Documents, Geneva, 1927.

In the following pages I have endeavoured to give some
idea of our journey, our work, our impressions of the country
and its people, and our proposals. If these proposals can
be carried out I am convinced that they will be the beginning
of a new era of development in Armenia, and will do a great
deal to make the future happier for its gifted people and its
numerous refugees.

The last two chapters give a brief summary of the history
of the Armenian nation. I feel sure that no one can study
the story of this remarkable people without being profoundly
moved by their tragic fate. In spite of a disheartening con-
sciousness of the defects in my presentation of their case,
I hope that the facts themselves will speak from these pages
to the conscience of Europe and America.

FRIDTJOF NANSEN,

LYSAKER,

July 1927.
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ARMENIA AND THE NEAR EAST

1
TO CONSTANTINOPLE

SourHwARD bound. Behind us, the wild ramparts of the
Alps, marking the northernmost frontier of the world the
ancients knew; in front, the basin of the Po, sunny and
summerlike and serene as the smile of a woman. Endless
fields of maize, wheat, and rice ; rows of vines and mulberry-
trees ; harvesters in bright-red shirts; and Verona like a
medizeval poem, with her time-honoured amphitheatre.
Then out to Venice and back again—Venice, like a sleeping
seabird with damaged wings, rocking on the Lido, and dream-
ing of strange bygone happenings in the lands of the East.
And so from Trieste in the afternoon, southward over the
Adriatic on board the Italian steamer Semiramis.

On the following afternoon (Friday, June sth) we called
at Brindisi, the old Roman harbour of Brindisium at the end
of the Via Appia, the way to the East, the artery of the great
world-empire. Here, in the year 19 B.C., Rome’s greatest
poet ended his days, at the age of fifty, on his way back from
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Greece ; and here, as he lay on his deathbed, with the true
artist’s dissatisfaction with his own achievements, he would
have burnt the manuscript of the ZEneid, his life-work and
the greatest poem of Roman culture. Here, too, the Crusaders
used to concentrate their fleets on their way to the East.
Then, in 1458, the town was destroyed by an earthquake ;
most of the inhabitants were buried beneath the ruins, and
the harbour was choked with sand. Only in recent times
has it been cleared, and the town has once more come to
life. Tempora mutantur.

On we steam. . . . The evening is very still, the vault of
heaven high and spacious ; a myriad stars glitter there, and
the moon floods the Mediterranean with her gentle radiance.
During thousands of years this was * the sea ™ of the ancients,
surrounded by their oikoumene, the inhabited earth. Along
its shores cultures and world-empires grew up, flourished, and
fell into decay. . . . And what has brought as here? We
are steaming east across these immemorial waters in order to
try to lend a helping hand to a small people struggling for
existence—one of the little nations that has suffered most in the
course of ages from the conflicts between those great empires.

Why is a night like this so beautiful ? An illimitable void
with far-away star-globes, a disk of burnished copper, a black
stretch of water, a glittering path of light and sparkling silver
streaks, a roving human eye seeking to penetrate the distance
—can that be all? And this sea? Nothing but a wide
depression in the earth’s crust filled with water. And the
Semiramis is cleaving its smooth surface, driven onward through
the night by the measured stroke of the pistons.

From the world whither we are bound a name floats down
to us upon the tide of the ages; its real significance is un-
known, but its sound suggests Eastern tales of wonder, sunk
in the silent depths of the ages. Semiramis, or Shammu-
ramat ! Daughter of Babylon, wise and beautiful, queen of
Nineveh, the favourite wife of Samsi-Adad. She ruled the
mighty kingdom for her son Adadnirari. When, according
to the legend, Adadnirari tried to rid himself of her by the
agency of a eunuch—doubtless because he alone could resist
her charms—she forgave her son, commanded the satraps to
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obey him, died by her own hand, and ascending to heaven
in the form of a dove was enrolled among the gods. But an
Armenian popular legend tells us that this warm-blooded
woman was consumed by so burning a love of Armenia’s
handsome and noble-minded king, Ara, that in spite of his
refusal to marry her she determined to conquer both himself
and his kingdom, and marched against him with a great army.
The virtuous Ara fell in the battle ; but in despair at her loss
Semiramis reawakened him to life by her passionate kisses.
This is said to have happened at Aralesk,' near the present
Van, the capital of old Armenia, or Urartu, and, according to
the legend, she built this city, with its canals and beautiful
gardens, which was subsequently called Shamiramakert
(i.e. Semiramis’ work), although she never was there. In
the one legend we have the apotheosis of sexual, in the other
that of motherly love, the two basic instincts of all created
life. How many legends arise from the depths of the past—
the Mediterrancan and all these eastern lands teem with
myths and legends about the strange and wonderful things
that happened among peoples that came, and had their day,
and passed away. Fortune’s wheel. . . .

When I woke up next day (June 6th) an arid brown moun-
tain-island lay just inside us. Was it Ithaca? Could it have
been this naked rocky holm (94 square kilometres in area)
that Odysseus dreamed of and laboured to reach for so many
long years ? But after all it was his home. On the other side
of us was a larger and loftier island, Cephalonia (Kephallenia).
It looked equally barren, These shores and bluffs seem
strangely dry and scorched ; it is owing to the absence of
green turf, which cannot live under the fiery heat of the
southern sun. Are these, then, the lovely Ionian Isles?
They are certainly high and rugged, Ithaca rising to 600 metres,
and Cephalonia to double as many. They cannot always
have been so bare. Probably the cause is man’s usual lack
of foresight in cutting down the woods which once shaded
these rocks, in the days when demigods chased laughing
BER sy S M e i
p.

(= lick); cf. Lehmann-Haupt, Armenien Einst und Jeizt, 1926, vol. ii,
186 and note.
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nymphs through the tangled thickets. But even now, if
you land on these islands, there are doubtless shady spots
where a homeless wanderer can stop and rest.

To the cast the fairway goes on to Corinth. Just ahead of
us, on the north side of the entrance, are the Oxia Islands,
where the naval battle of Lepanto took place on October 6,
1571, and the Turkish fleet of 250 galleys was defeated by
the Venetian-Spanish fleet. Two hundred Turkish ships
were destroyed, and the author of Don Quixste, who took
part in the engagement, lost his left hand. Farther on, in the
bay behind, is Missolongi, with its memories of the heroic
defence from 1822 to 1826 in the Greek war of liberation, and
of the author of Don Juan, whose heart is buried there. One
is haunted by the picture of that ghastly night, the 22nd of
April, 1826, when at least nine thousand combatants, women
and children, sallied forth against the Turkish lines and only
1,500 fought their way through, the rest being cut down or
blown up by the powder magazines fired by themselves.
This is Greece—the isles of Greece of which Byron sang :

Eternal summer gilds them yet,
But all, except their sun, is set.

That was true once, but times change. The Turkish
oppressors are gone. New generations, new possibilities,
ts, new hopes have followed ; but what
tlrymllludtomtlmﬁ:mrc,noonccmtell. So the world
goes on.

We steer southwards inside Zakynthos (Zante), which
Homer called “ rich in woods,” an epithet no longer appro-
priate. Inland from the coast to the east lies the land of
Arcadia, where Fortune was said to dwell—but very, very
far away. Farther to the south at the foot of the mountainous
coast is the Bay of Navarino, the ancient Pylos, memorable
for one of the bloodiest naval battles in history, which was
fought on October 20, 1827, and decided the Greek war of
liberation. In the course of a few hours the whole Turkish
flect, consisting of 120 warships and transports, was destroyed
by the Anglo-French-Russian fleet under Admiral

In the evening we passed south of the land. Far in the:e,
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back of the Gulf of Messenia, are the wide plains of the
valley of Pamisos, once the most fertile country in Greece,
with Makaria, the ancient *“ Land of the Blessed.” On the
north-east loom threatening mountain bulwarks—the Taygetus
range, which bounds the inland plain by Sparta, and whose
loftiest peak, rising 2,400 metres above sea-level, nearly
equals GalhGpiggen, the highest mountain in Norway. We
. rounded Cape Matapan, with a lighthouse on a shelving
promontory running far out into the sea, which reminds one
not a little of Lindesnes (the Naze). On a peaceful evening,
with a full moon, we steamed across the Gulf of Laconia and
inside Kythera, where the Pheenicians long ago fished for
the purple snail, which was found in large quantities along
the coast of Aphrodite’s sacred island, where she first stepped
ashore from the sea in all her seductive loveliness to drive
mankind to despair. And so round the wind-swept and
much-feared Cape Malea, after which we headed northward

across the ZEgean.

ATHENS,

At dawn (Sunday, June 7th) we entered the Saronic Gulf.
Attica, the most remarkable peninsula in the world, rose
before us in the north, a low hilly country above the blue
sca. Hither the Greek seamen steered their triremes on the
way home from their expeditions; from afar they could
see Athene’s golden helmet, and the gold point of her glittering
spear, shining on the Acropolis in the sunshine above the
horizon. The island which rears its long mountain pyramid
over the sea on the left is Agina, and farther in, with steep
flanks, is Salamis. The flat country, with a yellowish tinge,
at the foot of the mountains of Attica, must be the Kephissian
plain near Athens. The dark peak above the plain, with a
speck of white on it, is Mount Lycabettos with its monastery.
And the hill farther to the left, with precipitous sides and
buildings on its flat top, must be the Acropolis, with the
Parthenon—the world’s Sacred Mount. One seems to hear
the rush of wings from the days when the human spirit soared
to such unrivalled heights ; and as one’s eyes scan the bright

B
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blue water in the direction of Salamis one seems even now to
feel the tension of that mighty shock of conflict, when the
two great civilized powers of the East and the West met, and
the future form of the world’s civilization depended on the
sword of Greece.

Early the same morning we dropped anchor in the harbour
of Pireus. An official of the Greek Foreign Office and
Mr. Zwerner, the representative of the League of Nations in
charge of the work for refugees in Greece, came on board to
fetch us ashore with military honours in a naval motor-launch.
Two motor-cars carried us past the sandy beach of Phaleron
Bay, the ancient port with its up-to-date seaside hotels, and
on across the Attic plain towards Athens by an abominable
road which threatened to jolt our insides out and made us
envy the Stoics who studied life’s wisdom walking.

High above the plain rises the Acropolis. What a wonder-
ful symbol of the rise, greatness, and decline of the Greeks !
First, some five thousand years ago, those steep hillsides
sheltered the cave-dwellers of the Stone Age; then, one or
two thousand years later, it was the site of the king’s castle ;
then, in the Golden Age, when it became the centre of the
world’s culture, the mighty temple was erected in honour of
the Greeks’ virgin goddess Athene. Again, after ecight
hundred years, the Parthenon became a church for the Chris-
tians’ Blessed Virgin Mary ; then, after upwards of a thousand
years, a mosque for the Allah of the Turks; and finally a
Turkish gunpowder magazine, which exploded during the
Venctian siege (1687). Now there are only the ruins of its
former greatness.

We had not many hours to spare in Athens, but we had to
find time to climb the hill and look down on the immortal
city. The marble masses of the Propylea and the Parthenon
shone reddish-yellow against the decp blue of the sky. Below
us lay that ancient and unrivalled workshop of the human
mind, on the wide plain which extends, in tones of yellowish-
bmwnandmd,toPhale:onBayandtheblucsu,wtthSahmm
across the straits to the west, the summit of /gina and the
Argolic Mountains behind the Saronic Gulf to the south-west,
and the open sea to the south and south-east. In the east
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Mount Hymettos reared its bare, yellowish-brown ridge—
where the sun still glowed as Socrates lifted the cup of poison
to his lips. In the north-cast, behind the cone of Lycabettos
and its monastery, rose the top of Pentelicon, with its ancient
marble quarry. In the north long ridges of hills undulated
across the plain, backed by the jagged crest of Mount Parnes.
Towards the west ran the * sacred way ” through an old olive
grove north of the hill of Daphne and Mount Skaramanga,
between low eminences and past the temple of Aphrodite to
the Eleusinian Fields. Nearer to us lay the Hill of the Nymphs
and the observatory. A truly wonderful panorama! There
is none like it.

This, then, was the Athens of the Greeks! How many
inhabitants had the little Attic republic—how many, after
deducting the slaves? Compared with the great cities of
to-day it was hardly more than a village. But think how many
of mankind’s greatest minds this little town contained,
simultancously or within a short period. Has any people in
the whole history of the human race been able to rise to such
heights ? The Sumerians—the ancient Egyptians—who can
tell? But at any rate this Attic miracle is more germane to
ourselves. For well-nigh two thousand years the white race
has built upon this foundation, returning again and again to
the same treasure-house. But its glory vanished as strangely
as it had arisen ; and afterwards ? . . .

Gone—glimmering through the dream of things that were:
P'mtintheuce&utledto(;lo ’s goal,
They won, and pass’d away—is this the whole ?

Ruins—the only sure fruits of victory. . . . The peoples
mutually consuming one another.

Looking out across the country one is constantly struck by
its aridity, treelessness, and dearth of green. It gives a curious
impression of sterility, which probably accounts for its
peculiarly warm, chequered tones of yellow, golden brown,
and red. Some say that the country has become drier and
warmer than it was in the days of the ancient Greeks. But
there is no sufficient ground for accepting this theory. The
river Kephissos can hardly have contained more water then
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than now ; and we know from old descriptions that it could
be pretty dry in those days, too, when the Marathon runners
reached Athens covered with dust. There does not seem to
have been much difference. But man can bring about con-
siderable changes, for instance by cutting down or burning
the woods. And we know all too well how war may trans-
form fertile lands into a comparative desert. Moreover, the
Greeks, especially in Attica, were not primarily dependent
upon agriculture, but, if anything, more upon the trade in
their many good harbours, upon shipping, mining, and handi-
crafts. That the wonderful culture of Greece declined so
rapidly cannot possibly be accounted for by any changes in
the climate; it must have been due first to the debilitating
effect of the civil wars, then to the enormous expansion
under and after Alexander, and lastly to the gradual trans-
formation of the race, brought about by various outside
influences and by the constant loss, through emigration, of
the best stocks, which became mixed with foreign elements
and largely disappeared.

Tue Work ror THE Rerucees N GREECE.

Our business, however, was to attend a meeting at the
Foreign Office. Unfortunately the Minister for Foreign
Affairs was not in Athens; but we met Mr. Howland, an
American, who is chairman of the committee appointed by
the League of Nations for the settlement of Greek refugees.
After the Greek defeat in the war against the Turks in Asia
Minor, in the autumn of 1922, upwards of a million Greek
refugees from Asia Minor and Eastern Thrace poured into
Greece.  Seeing that they had no opportunity of returning to
their homes, there was no alternative but to find some means
of subsistence for the exiles in the country. Fortunately
there was a large amount of unused or badly exploited land,
especially in Macedonia and Western Thrace. By bringing
these areas under cultivation large numbers of the refugees
could be provided with a livelihood. And in addition new
industries could be started for them, such as carpet-weaving
or silkworm culture.
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Under the direction of the League of Nations High Com-
mission for Refugees, an attempt was made to settle ten
thousand refugees in Western Thrace as workers on the land
and in other occupations. Thanks to Colonel Procter’s
energetic and exceptionally able direction of this experiment
it succeeded beyond all anticipations, and in less than a year
the whole ten thousand were turned into self-supporting and
productive members of the community. Based upon this
experience, we proceeded to draw up a plan for settling all
the refugees in Greece, estimated to number over a million.
But this needed capital, which the Greek State did not possess.
Accordingly, as the League’s High Commissioner for Refugees
I proposed that the League should assist the Greek Govern-
ment by raising a loan for this work. After a good deal of
opposition the proposal was adopted, and a committee of
three nominated by the League to be responsible for secing
that the loan was properly used. Thechmrmmw:s,ﬁrst,
Mr. Morgenthau, the former American ambassador in
Constantinople, and afterwards Mr. Howland.

He told us that the work of settling the refugees was
progressing remarkably well. The loan obtained by the
Greek Government for the purpose amounted to 1z million
pounds, which was rather more than the sum of 10 millions
that we originally proposed, and double the amount that the
financial experts of the League had thought it possible to
raise. It was hoped that even more could be obtained, The
number of Greek refugees had risen to a million and a half, but
the majority were already provided for. One thing which
had helped considerably was that more than 400,000 Turkish
Muhammedans had been evacuated from the country in
accordance with the agreement with Turkey regarding the
exchange of Greek and Turkish minorities. A large number
of Greek refugees could at once move into the houses left
by the Turks and take over their agricultural work, including
a considerable amount of lucrative tobacco culture.

In working out the plans for the settlement of the refugees
I had also attached great importance to the carpet-weaving
industry of Asia Minor, hoping that, as it was largely carried
on by Greeks, it could be transplanted to Greece, where it
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would be particularly valuable as an occupation for many of
the women, who formed a large majority of the refugees.
But Mr. Howland thought that the future of this industry
was doubtful; the people engaged in it made too little
profit, and gave it up as soon as they could get better-
paid work.

Mr. Howland was further of the opinion that the view we
had urged so strongly when trying to negotiate the Greek
loan would prove correct—namely, that the alarming influx
of refugees would ultimately, if their skill and labour were
properly utilized, contribute greatly to the prosperity of the
whole country and inaugurate a new era. Already new
enterprise had been evoked, large areas of new land had been
cultivated, marshy land was being drained, and the whole
population was showing a different and more vigorous spirit.
But it has been an enormous undertaking. A nation of
rather over four and a half million people has had to provide
subsistence, housing, and work for a million and a half immi-
grants—one for every third individual. It has meant a
national migration on a vast scale. Imagine transporting
half the population of Norway at one blow to another
country |

Within a brief space of time we have witnessed two truly
gigantic undertakings : here the removal and settling of a
whole nation of refugees, and in Anatolia the Turkish destruc-
tion of the Armenian nation and extermination of a million
people. It gives one a vivid picture of the many migrations
and vast upheavals that have taken place in these regions in
past ages ; but hardly ever on such a big scale.

Together with the refugees of Greek origin and speaking
the Greek tongue were many Armenians who had fled from
the Turkish massacres. As they had no fellow-countrymen
with whom to take refuge, and no one to befriend them, the
Greek Government decided to admit them within the
country’s frontiers, making no difference between them and
the Greeks. But when it came to the question of settling
them, the Government naturally felt that their first duty was
to look after those who were of Greek origin ; while it seemed
best that the Armenians should leave the country, where there
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was not too much room for them. This was just the problem
that we had to solve. 1 was glad to find that the Armenian
refugees in Greece only amounted to about 45,000, and
that if we could evacuate some 9,000 of them from the
country at an carly date the Greek Government would be
satisfied, at least for the present. We were told that about
11,000 Armenians had expressed their desire to go to Russian
Armenia.

The above-mentioned agreement between Greece and
Turkey regarding the exchange of Greek and Turkish minori-
ties has been severely criticized as brutal, and it may be
appropriate to say a few words on this subject, seeing that
the measure was partly due to a proposal originally put forward
by the present writer. After the Greek army was defeated in
Asia Minor in the autumn of 1922, the Turks drove the Greeks
and the Armenians by thousands and hundreds of thousands
out of Anatolia, while keeping back the Greek men, whom
they herded together in “ lJabour battalions.” This was the
state of affairs when I arrived in Constantinople as the League’s
High Commissioner to try to find some way of helping the
refugees. I received a letter from Venizelos, in which he
pointed out that if the Turks continued to expel the Greeks
from Turkish territory in this barbarous fashion, Greece
would be forced against her will to take reprisals by driving
the Turks out of Greek territory. The Greek Government
concurred in this view, and empowered me to act on their
behalf. It seemed to me that if there was to be any chance
of saving the Greek men, estimated at 100,000 in number,
who had been kept back in the * labour battalions,” and some
part, at any rate, of the very valuable fixed and movable
property left behind by the refugees, this could only be done
by means of an agreement providing for an exchange of
populations. Accordingly I made a proposal to Mustapha
Kemal Pasha and his Government along the following lines :
the Turkish Government were to have the right to send to
Greece all Greeks in Anatolia and Eastern Thrace, and the
Greek Government were likewise to be entitled to send all
Turks on Greek territory to Turkey. All property left behind
by the emigrants was, however, to be carefully inventoried
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by the authoritics on the spot, so that the owners might
obtain full compensation in abandoned property of the same
value in the country they went to. A detailed inventory was
further to be made of all the property abandoned by the
Grecks who had already left Asia Minor and Eastern Thrace,
in order that the refugees might receive proper compensation.

Kemal Pasha wired back that he agreed to the proposal
in principle, but that the details must be discussed with the
Government at Angora. It quickly transpired in the course
of the negotiations with the representative of this Government
that the Turks laid it down as a primary condition that on the
one hand Western Thrace should be excepted from the
agreement, and that on the other hand Constantinople should
be included in it. The intention was obvious: though the
Greeks would doubtless keep Western Thrace when peace
was concluded, the Turks nevertheless wished the Turkish
population to stay there—for some day the country might
become Turkish again. At the same time, they wished to
take the opportunity of getting rid of the whole of the large
Greek population of Constantinople for the benefit of the
Turks. I saw at once that the latter condition would certainly
be unacceptable, not least to the Great Powers. To remove
the whole of the industrious Greek population of Constanti-
nople would mean paralysing the trade of this i
centre ; the banks, for instance, were largely in Greek hands
or had Greek employees. It would be incompatible with the
great economic interests the West European Powers had in
Turkey. Indeed, at a conference of the High Commissioners
of the Powers, convened immediately afterwards at Constanti-
nople, complete agreement reigned on this point.

Finding that I could make no impression upon the Turkish
negotiator who represented the Angora Government in
Constantinople, I proceeded at once, in November 1922, to
lay the proposals outlined above before the peace conference
at Lausanne, emphasizing the necessity of adopting them and
bringing them into operation immediately, without waiting
for the final treaty of peace. In my view this agreement,
enforced by prompt action, would enable us in the first place
to demand the surrender of the Greek men in the *“ labour
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battalions ™ while the majority of them were still alive, thus
saving them from destruction ; and, secondly, to save at any
rate part of the value of the abandoned property in Anatolia
and Eastern Thrace for the Greek refugees.

It may be objected that it was hard for the Turkish popula-
tion in Greek territory to be compelled to leave their peaceful
homes, where they had not been interfered with; and there
is no denying that they had to suffer for the sins of their
kinsmen in Turkey. But the intention was that they should
receive full compensation, and they should get plenty of
fertile land that had been left untenanted in Eastern Thrace
and Asia Minor, where they could settle among people of the
same race and faith. There appeared to be no doubt that this
planwouldgm:goodmultsmthcfuturc, by creating more
homogencous populations and removing one chief cause of
the endless conflicts, often attended by massacres, in the
Near East.

On the Turkish side it has been argued that the Turkish
population in Greece left their houses and other property
intact, so that their homes were ready to receive the Greek
refugees ; whereas the Turks arriving in Asia Minor found
no homes—the Greek villages being nothing but ruins—
and therefore suffered far greater hardships. It is forgotten
that the work of destruction was partly effected by the Turks
themselves ; the fertile land, moreover, was still there, enough
of it to furnish more than ample compensation in a form that
would mean permanent wealth ; while it would not take long
to put up houses of sufficient substance to give the shelter
necessary in that climate. Further, the Greck houses in
Eastern Thrace were left intact. On the whole, the property
abandoned by the Greeks was far more valuable than what
they would receive in return; so the Turks gained largely
by the exchange.

It has been said that the plan was unjust to the Christians
in Asia Minor, but that is not correct. The proposal con-
cerned the Greek population only; most of these Greeks
had already been expelled, and there could be no question
that the Turks intended to expel the few who remained.
Surely it was all to the good that this should be done in a
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legal manner with proper safeguards, thereby, infer alia,
securing their economic interests.

The proposal was adopted, in the main, by the Lausanne
Conference, but with the important difference that the Greeks
who had already fled, or been expelled, from Asia Minor and
Eastern Thrace were deprived of all right to the property
they had abandoned ; according to *“ Turkish law,” the Turks
declared, it fell to the State because the owners had abandoned
it without leave (to escape being murdered !). Furthermore
the plan was adopted so late that only a portion of the men in
the * labour battalions ™ were saved.

The expulsion of the Armenians from Anatolia has also
been attributed to the agreement regarding the exchange of
Greek and Turkish populations, but this is due to a misunder-
standing. The Armenians could not be included, for they
were not Greeks, and besides there was no population with
whom they could be exchanged, and they had no Armenian
country to go to except Russian Armenia.

I discussed, in fact, with the Turks the possibility of being
assigned an area in Asiatic Turkey, where the Armenians—
including both the refugees and those who were still in
Anatolia—could be concentrated. This would prevent future
collisions between the Armenian and Turkish inhabitants.
The Turks listened with their customary polished courtesy to
this proposal and my explanations, which they pronounced
extremely interesting ; but it always ended in the same way :
the Armenians were best off where they were in Anatolia,
and there was no danger of any trouble between the Turks
and Armenians, who got on well enough with one another
so long as the Armenians were not egged on by the Europeans.

From AtHENS TO CONSTANTINOPLE.

In the afternoon we left Pireus again in the Semiramis and
steamed round the south of the Attic peninsula over a blue
sea beneath sunny skies. On the outermost point of Cape
Colonna, the ancient Sunion, still shine the lofty marble
pillars of Athene’s splendid temple. This, the most easterly
promontory on the Greek mainland, which was feared by
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seafarers on account of its changing currents and winds,
became at an early date a place of sacrifice to Poseidon, the
god of the sea, and afterwards also to Athene, the goddess
of the land.

Our course lay between the southern end of Eubcea and
the island of Andros, towards the Dardanclles. Far to the
north was the island of Skyros, where Thetis hid her son
Achilles disguised as a young girl among the daughters of
Lykomedes.

With its mountains and valleys, and its numerous bays,
headlands, and islands, Greece, as well as the west coast of
Asia Minor, has a certain resemblance to Norway. But in
this case it is not the glaciers of the ice ages that have chiselled
out the land, but other forces of nature—water and the fires
of the underworld, rivers and volcanoes ; and consequently
the surface formations are different. But it was the long
indented coast with its wealth of harbours, and the numerous
islands, that made the Greeks of old into bold seafarers and
clever traders, capable of founding flourishing colonies and
creating a highly developed culture.

In the afternoon I made the acquaintance of two Swiss
business men on board, who were going to Constantinople
to buy Oriental carpets. They were accompanied by an expert
in this trade—a Jew from Constantinople whom they had
met at Zurich. But they had begun to entertain misgivings
about him. It appeared that he had left Constantinople after
the town was occupied by the Allies, and that he had only
a passport issued by their authorities. But this was not
recognized by the Turks, and Turkish subjects who had left
without a Turkish passport were not allowed to return—at
any rate, if they were not Turks. The Jew had not said a word
about all this when the journey was being arranged. Now he
was getting more and more nervous as we approached our
destination ; indeed, he secemed on the verge of tears. How-
ever, he pulled himself together : it would be all right, he had
his father and mother and brothers and sisters in Constanti-
nople, and the Turkish authorities would never be so harsh
as to refuse him permission to land and visit his parents,
whom he had not seen for several years,
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His handsome wife, a Spanish Jewess from Constantinople,
was flirting on deck with a Frenchman; the evening was
delightful, with a full moon and a sea of glass. But the Jew
sat huddled up in a corner moping. Why so down in the
mouth? If he could not go ashore at Constantinople
the little episode would come to an end to-morrow when the
Frenchman landed ; and if he were allowed to go ashore there
was good business to look forward to. Either alternative
had its bright side.

That night we passed the island of Lemnos on the north.
It was there that Hephastos, the god of fire, fell when hurled
down from heaven by the wrath of Father Zeus. It was
there, too, that the Greek heroes assembled before setting out
against Troy, in the days when it was an international affair
if a lady of high birth eloped with another man. The
inhabitants remained neutral during these wars, and arranged
the exchange of war-prisoners in a remarkably simple fashion
by buying and reselling them. During the World War the
naval forces of the Western Powers assembled there, using
the island as a base for the attempts to capture the Straits.

At three o’clock in the morning of Monday, June 8th, we
entered the Dardanelles. The low, hilly country on either side
looked strangely deserted and still in the grey dawn, without
any people or boats; one has no fecling of being on the
thoroughfare between two continents, where the great routes
from the sea and the fertile lands meet. South of the entrance
lay Troy, in bygone days the guardian of the straits, command-
ing the traffic and the valuable trade that passed through
them, as Byzantium and Constantinople did afterwards.
Yonder, on the plain by windy Troy, Homer’s heroes fought
their battles in sight of the gods.

The skies became roseate as we glided in through the
curving Hellespont. How strangely nature has formed this
strait, with the long Gallipoli peninsula on the north stretching
out to the south-west from Europe, and laying itself along the
coast of Asia to make this long, narrow waterway ; whereas
it would have been an infinitely shorter way for the channel
to have cut through the root of the tongue farther to the
north,
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There, on the spit, was Leander’s Abydos ; and across the
strait on the north shore was Sestos, and Aphrodite’s temple,
where the priestess Hero waited in the tower. When the
dawn reddened, as now, her watching eyes saw the beloved
swimmer’s body being washed towards the strand, and she
cast herself into the waves—

That tale is old, but love anew
May nerve young hearts to prove as true.

Byron swam across this strait, though no priestess awaited
him. And it was near this shore that the bride of Abydos, the
lovely Zuleika, “ soft as the memory of buried love,” broke
her heart.

Here, on the same shore, the Persian king, impatient to
bring Hellas under his yoke, flew into a rage and commanded
his soldiers to beat the sea with three hundred strokes and to
put it in chains, because his bridge from Abydos to Sestos
had been destroyed by a storm.

It was past midday when the slender minarets and broad
domes of the mosques on the Stamboul peninsula showed
above the blue waters of the Sea of Marmara. To the south,
on the other side of the strait, were the white masses of houses
at Scutari, in long rows like barracks, rather unpicturesque
for Asia. Then we entered the mouth of the Bosporus and
slid in between the ships in the harbour outside the Golden
Homn. On our left lay Stamboul, with huge mosques and
minarets against a deep blue sky; in front and to the right
were Galata and Pera, the Greek and Armenian quarters of
the city, their houses perched in groups up the steep slopes.
The harbour and the Golden Horn were thronged with ships
and masts.

As we neared land several boats came out to meet us.
Suddenly our Jewish friend came to life ; he began to gesticu-
late vigorously, waved, and pointed to a boat, crying, ““ Look,
there’s my father! And there’s my brother, too!” He
beamed with delight, and for the moment all his sorrows
seemed to be forgotten.

Then the Turkish officials came on board and our passports
were examined in the saloon. Most of the passengers got
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through pretty quickly, and were allowed to go ashore. Only
the Jew and his wife were detained and had to remain on
board. He was even refused permission to speak to his
father, and could only shout to him from the deck. It was
a sad spectacle to see these two left forlornly behind as we went
ashore. True, they hoped to get permission to land, but
there were big tears in the lovely Jewess’s dark eyes. Why
these unfortunate people, who presumably could do no harm
whatever, were refused permission to land, it is difficult to
understand ; but it shows how the Turks avail themselves of
every pretext to keep all who are not Turks out of Turkey.

CONSTANTINOPLE AND REFUGEES.

An Armenian deputation arrived punctually at the hotel
in the afternoon. In addition to Armenians resident in
Constantinople, who had not fled when the Turks took over
the city in 1922, there were now 5,000 Armenian refugees.
These lived in camps outside the city, but many of them had
work. The problem of the moment was to send some
eight hundred of them to Armenia. The necessary visas
had been promised by the Armeno-Russian Government.
The first contingent, to the number of 350, was to go as soon
as these promised visas had been obtained. Nearly 11,000
dollars had been received from American sources to trans-
port and otherwise assist these 8co refugees. The depu-
tation wanted me to help to get the whole matter arranged.
And, of course, it would be a good thing if the remainder of
the 5,000 refugees could be transferred to Armenia as soon as
possible.

Tuesday, June 9th.—The French boat we were going by was
not to leave till the following day, so I had time to see the
Russian refugees who had come from Varna in Bulgaria.
This affair is a tragedy. There are many Russian refugees in
Bulgaria, mostly from Wrangel’s defeated army, who first
came to Constantinople, some of them being afterwards
transferred by us to Bulgaria, where they could more easily
get work. Some of them had returned thence to Russia,
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As the League’s High Commissioner for Russian Refugees it
fell to my lot to try to help them.

The present Bulgarian Government feared that some of the
Russian refugees were Communists, who might prove a
source of dangerous infection, and accordingly desired to get
rid of them. Those who were considered doubtful were segre-
gated in a camp near Varna, and last spring, at the beginning
of March, 250 of them were crowded on board a small, crazy
vessel, the Triton, barely large enough to carry fifty people.
With the barest rations for a short time, they were launched
on the Black Sea to sail to Odessa. But no agreement had
been made with the Russian Government for their reception,
and the Russian authorities had not even been informed that
they were coming. Accordingly, on their arrival at Odessa
they were refused permission to land. The frail Triton had
to put to sea again; but whither bound ? It was uscless
to go anywhere in Russia, and equally useless to return to
Bulgaria ; there was nothing for it but to try Turkey. It
was a long voyage, and one can hardly imagine the sufferings
of all these people, short of food and water, and herded
together in that miserable little boat, so leaky that she could
barely keep afloat. At last, after a voyage of twenty-six
days, she reached Constantinople in April in a sinking condi-
tion. Salvation was at hand, and great was the joy on board.
But no, not even the Turkish authorities would allow these
unfortunates to land ; so they had to remain on board.

Next a tug was dispatched to tow the Trifon back through
the Bosporus and out into the Black Sea again ; but when the
towing commenced the despair of those on board turned to
fury. The Triton was sinking—was half full of water—and
the Russians screamed, shouting for help, and threatening to
' jump overboard. Luckily an English ship lay alongside.
The captain heard their shouts, and grasping the situation, got
hold of the Turkish police and warned them that they would
be held responsible for the loss of life if they dared to carry
through this act of inhumanity. The attempt to tow the
sinking ship had to be given up, and the Russians were
allowed to leave her. They were permitted to stay in a small
enclosed area on the shore opposite where the Triton sank ;
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but they were given nothing to eat, though they had been
short of food for days past.

Immediately 1 received, on May 2nd, a telegraphic account
of this incident, I wired to the Government in Moscow asking
permission for these refugees to return to Russia. But the
Government replied that they had no knowledge of these
refugees or what sort of people they were, and therefore felt
obliged to refuse. They regarded this as a matter solely for
the Bulgarian Government, which had sent no communication
to Moscow on the subject.

Meanwhile these unfortunate refugees carried on a
wretched existence on the unsheltered beach, with very little
clothing and no provisions; many of them would have
succumbed but for the work of Miss Anna Mitchell at the
League’s office for refugees at Constantinople. Collecting
money from kind-hearted persons in the American-European
colony in the town, and from various institutions, she managed
to keep them alive from day to day. When I arrived she
had only enough for a few more days, and did not know
where to turn next. She was very anxious for me to pay
them a visit, however, and I did so.

What misery | They had only a small plot of ground at
their disposal close to the beach. Part of it was covered by
a sort of roof, probably an old roof erected to cover some
boats. An oblong bit of ground, six feet by two for each
person, marked out by a few bricks, did duty for a bed. A
heap of earth or stones was the pillow, and a few rags on the
bare earth served as a kind of “ mattress ” under the upper
part of the body. That was all. Children had come into
the world here, and one or two people had left it, and the
wonder is that more had not succumbed. There was not
room for all under the roof, so some had to sleep on the
ground outside, still colder than the others at night, and soaked
to the skin in rainy weather. The daily ration was a little
bread and a cup of thin soup. But now, as we have seen,
the money collected to pay for this was used up.

The refugees had had a little money when they came, about
seven hundred Turkish pounds in all. But the Turkish police
had confiscated this, and refused to return it because, so far

R ———
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as I could understand, it was to be used to meet the cost
of transporting the refugees elsewhere—presumably to the
churchyard. It could hardly be taken as rent for their present
accommodation |

For the rest, many of these poor creatures looked remarkably
well, in spite of all they had been through; some of the
women looked healthy and strong, though others were gaunt
and haggard; and some of the men were tall, strong, and
able-bodied. With Mr. Quisling as interpreter I talked with
some of them. Their one wish was to get to some place
where they could work and support themselves, for their
present life was intolerable. They wanted to go to Russia,
but were willing to go practically anywhere, except back to
Bulgaria. Several of them were well educated and could
talk a certain amount of French ; but they were ready to do
any kind of work.

What was to be done? The difficulty was, that in order
to get away from the isolation camp in Bulgaria they had
declared themselves willing to return to Russia, with the
result that they were regarded as Bolsheviks, and no country
would have them. I spoke to Mr. Radeff, the Bulgarian
Minister in Constantinople, but he assured me that his
Government would not allow them to return on any conditions,
while the Turkish Government were equally determined that
they should not remain in Constantinople. It looked pretty
hopeless ; but we have had many similar and even greater
dilemmas to unravel in connection with our work for the

in Europe.

In the end the solution of this particular difficulty was that
we were able, by means of the money placed at my disposal
by Mr. Chr. Erichsen, of Copenhagen, to arrange for the
temporary maintenance of the refugees. Afterwards the
big American Near East Relief organization supported them
for a couple of months on condition that a definitive settle-
ment could be guaranteed within that time ; and I gave the
guarantees asked for. Finally, France was induced to take
a small number of the refugees who were good workers ; and
on my earnest representations the Soviet Government in
Moscow kindly agreed to take the rest on condition the

c
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Bulgarian Government abstained in future from sending
Russian refugees to Russia without making the necessary
arrangements with Moscow.

Of the unfortunate Turco-Jewish “ refugees” on board
the Semiramis we received sad tidings ; in spite of all efforts
to obtain permission to land they would have to return by
the next boat. Every day the aged father and mother sat
on the quay looking up at their son and daughter-in-law,
who looked down on them from the deck and wept. The
Jew told his Swiss friends, who paid him a visit on board,
that he could not understand why he was prevented from
going ashore ; perhaps his brother was working against him
in order to take his place in the undertaking and pocket the
profits.

In the afternoon I went to have a look at St. Sophia. I
wanted to see the wonderful interior again—that vast oval
hall, so complete and harmonious, so uniquely proportioned
with its enormous dome floating above it, a triumph of the
human mind over ponderous matter. It is and will remain
one of the most remarkable creations of architecture, and
even if Byzantine culture had produced nothing but this
building it would hold a high place. The most amazing
thing about this edifice, built by the Emperor Justinian in
A.D. 532537, is the fact that it appeared so early, and seemingly
without any preparation, with no known precursors of any-
thing like the same size. It cannot have been related to the
architecture of Western lands, which was highly undeveloped
at that time; and the art which raised the dome of the
Pantheon in Rome had long been forgotten. It is a creation
of the East. The master-builders Anthemius of Tralles and
Isidorus of Miletus were Greeks from Asia Minor, who relied
on the science of the Greeks, and especially of Archimedes,
in solving the mechanical problems involved in constructions
of such unusual magnitude. But whence came the idea?
This great hall, with its four vast piers arranged in a square
to support the lofty central dome, and with the semi-domes
on each side that give the building its remarkable rounded
completeness, has surely no connection with Greece.

The more one considers this riddle, and the more one sees
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of Armenian and Georgian churches, the more likely does it
seem that Strzygowski 1 is right in holding that the basic idea
of the cathedral of St. Sophia came from Armenia or Georgia.
The original fundamental type of Armenian church must
have been a square with large piers at the four corners ; these,
with small assisting niches over the corners, supported the
central dome, with which were connected the semi-domes
above the semicircular apses at the sides. Just as Leonardo
and Bramante probably derived the idea of their dome con-
structions from the Armenians, Anthemius may also have
obtained the basic idea for his great work from the same
source. Byzantium had a lively connection with Armenia at
that date. If this assumption is correct, it is very remarkable
that the creative idea of St. Sophia at Byzantium and of St.
Peter’s at Rome, the two greatest cathedrals of the Roman
Churches of the East and the West, should have originated
in the Armenian mind, in the heretical Gregorian Church,
with its despised monophysite teaching that Christ had one
nature only, the divine, and yet became perfect Man.,

The Muhammedans cared nothing for the fine-drawn
distinctions of Christian dogmatists ; they converted their
church into Allah’s by covering the beautiful mosaics and
frescoes with a little plaster and by arranging the carpets on
the floor so that they faced towards Mecca. And now, when
Christians want to enter their ancient churches, they must put
orthodox slippers on their dirty feet and keep their hats on
their heretical heads.

But in order to do Allah due honour, Muhammed II, the
conqueror of Constantinople, had a large new mosque built
(in 1471-1473) by Christodulus, who was probably also a Greck.
It was a copy of St. Sophia, but strange to say, kept still
closer to the square ground-plm of the Armenian churches.
In this connection it is curious to notice how the fanatical sons
of Allah have adopted Christian and even heathen elements ;
even the crescent and the star are not their own, having been
the emblem of Byzantium from the earliest times, found on
the ancient Byzantine coins and on the statues of the moon-

1 Josef Strzygowski, Die Bawkunst der Armenier in Eurota, vol. ii, pp. 777 .
Vienna, 1918,
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goddess Hecate, daughter of the starry night sky, whom the
semi-barbarian Thracians worshipped.

Afterwards I took a walk in the Sultan’s beautiful park,
with its shady trees and quiet paths, so far from the noise of
the city ; and enjoyed the view from the terrace overlooking
the Golden Horn and the Bosporus while the sun sank in the
west, But the Sultan is no more, and Constantinople is no
longer the seat of the Khalif, the centre of power in Islam,
as once it was. A new generation is trying to make Asiatic
Turkey into a European state, while at the same time it wants
to retain the warlike customs of a conquering race. Tempora
mutantur.

In the evening I saw a very different, modern aspect of this
world. We went to the restaurant Maxim, started and run
by a Russian negro from Moscow. There was music and
singing and dancing ; another feature was the striking propor-
tion of Russian waitresses and, where suitable, ladies who
kept the guests company at table ; in the latter case they were
often very loud-voiced and merry. Many were of
family. They had escaped and come here with Wrangel’s
army in 1921, and I had seen several of them when visiting
Constantinople three years ago. At that time they were
trying their best to get away before the Turkish Government
returned, but now they seemed quite settled down.



I
FROM CONSTANTINOPLE TO BATUM

In the afternoon of Wednesday, June 1oth, we were to go
on by the French steamer into the Black Sea. An Armenian
deputation came on board with a splendid basket of flowers
as a parting gift. Such touching gratitude is almost painful
when one has done nothing for them yet, and all one can say
is that the will is there, without knowing how far the deed
will follow suit.

At length we cast off and moved away from the land.
Outside us lay a big Orient liner surrounded by a swarm of
boats, and she weighed anchor at the same time on her way
to Eastern lands.  On the inner side the houses rose one above
another up the steep slopes of Galata to the old Genoese
tower, now used as a fire station, at the top. On the other
side we could see Stamboul’s chequered masses of houses
with the broad mosque-cupolas above. And between the
two parts of the town a forest of masts and funnels in the
Golden Horn. Outside lay the strait glittering in the sun,
with the long line of the Sea of Marmara behind. We turned
in the cramped space between ships lying at anchor, and
steamed north-east through the Bosporus, while the cupolas
of the mosques over Stamboul and the slender masts of the
minarets stood out dark for a long time against the sunny
western sky, and Constantinople slowly sank behind us.

What a wonderfully intricate nest of dissimilar elements is
this noisy ant-hill by the Bosporus, swarming with friends
and enemies, but chiefly enemies!| A great centre of power
where two worlds meet by this narrow waterway between
two seas. A wistful lyric of bygone days under an alien
yoke.

During all the changes of a thousand years the Byzantine
empire, in spite of all its failings and weaknesses, formed a
remarkable centre of civilization here, with contributions
both from the East and the West. Up to its last stubborn


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































