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A NEAR EASTERN IDYLL IN A NEW ENGLAND VILLAGE.

by

Eveline Scott.

I had a letter from a friend in Americakhé other day and this is what
it said: "You will be very much distressed to hear that Mercy Lane is dead.
Sprightly,vigorous, caustic, kind hearted Mercy Lane! She died in February
in her seventy-eizhth year. 8he had been ailing long,'you kﬁi, but could
not bear to leave the Red House in the Vermont hills, for a trip to Boston.
At lgeF Grace persuaded her to brave the winter snow and they went down to-
gether to their old missionary doctor, whom they had known in Turker and he
did what he could for the invalid. She went to a hoepital, never realizing
that her active life was coming to a clos% and there she died. She grew
a little delirious towards thé end, Grace says, and asked her sister to pull
her bed near the window so that ehe could see &f the, Bosphorus were blue or
zray that morning; and once she told her nurse to keep quite etiil, for she
was sure she heard the mugzzin, calling from the village mosque. Turkey,
you see and the old life were with her to tRédaet, ity |

The letter and its message called up a hundred memories., I cannot

remember a time whqg.the name of Mercy Lane was not a byeword in our family.

Stories of her energy, her cai@ic remarks, her managing ways, her sprightly

manners, were the joy of my childhood. And then did I not have that most

 poignant memory of all, my vieit to the Red House in Vermont itself? And

.80 the.pictures'céme tumbling over sach other in my mind and it scemed 8o

strange that the lést story of Mercy Lane had been told and that I could neter
gee her small eparkiing eyee again nor heér her voice raised in heated
argument. :

?hs f%rst part of Fhe piatory ?f'Mercy Lane, I must patch togethér

from the stories that my mother told me in America when I was a" little girl.
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On rainy Sunday afternoons, my mother would let an interested little girl

curl up on the big sofa, and put on her knee an inlaid box, made of sandal
wood, with a lovely musty smell. And inside there were all kinds and sizes

of pﬁ?ographs. Mother would explain nearly every time, because the little
girl like to hear it many times repeated, that she and Mother and Father had
not lived in America always, but only for a few yea;a. Although they were
American, they did not find that America felt like home, because you see, they
had been born in a far off place, away.over on the other side of the world,
where there was beautiful blue, blue water called the Bosphorus , The name

of the place was very long, but quite easy to pronounce---Constantinople, 1In
this place there were cousins and aunts and uncles and heaps and heaps of
friends., Then the pﬁiographs would be taken out one by one. There was the
picture of grandpapa taken in a fez, just for fun; another one of Uncle John .
wea?ing his best suit, a silk hat and a buishy brown heard, There was a de-
lightful picture of Polyxenie, the little girl's Greek nurse, who took tare

of her till she was three years old, but who had to be left behiid when Mother
and Father came on the long journey to America, She was dressed in a funny
baggy|b1ack dress, and sat very stiffly in a chair, etaring in front of her,
while her two big hands were folded @n her voluminous white épron. On her
head was a white kerchief, leéving only a fringe of brown cﬁrls to encircle
her matroanly face, At the bottom of the pile would come pictureanof Mercy
Lane. The little girl didn't altogether like Mercy Lane, but she was ex-
citing and she had, oh rebellious thought, even scolded Mother long ago.

All the pictures of her were different. There was one of her, quite young,
with pretty brown hair‘failing down her back, wﬂigh set off her sharp, in-
telligent face with ita.irregular features and'turned—up nose, There

was énéther of Me;ﬁ;:i&ﬂé in the costume of a Turkish lady, sitting on a
~cushion on the floor, with a tambourine in her hands. You could not mistake
that turned up noé?, even thougp thg rest o€/£he figuré’was pure Qriegtr

8till another showed Mercy lLane, now a thin, tall lady standing wi_th a

-
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grouy of funny ,swarthy men, all wearing Iezes, one or two with wide red
girdles round their waists, and Mother explained that these were some of
the moor people in Constantinople that Dr, Lane had cured and whome Mercy
had helped and nursed,

it seemed that Mercy had been a verf dear friend of grandmema's. She
lived ia an adjoining village on the Bosphorus and came down to seec Grand-
mema and all the children very often. The children didn't like her at all,
Mother séid. .As soon as she oame, she scattered them. "What now,--worrying
your Mother again", she would say,”out into the garden you go every one of you.
Fresh air! Fresh air! Nothing like fresh air for growing youhg bodiee!"
Once'rid of the children, whe would sit with grandmama in the drawing room
and they would talk of all menner of interesting things, for one could ofteh
hear their 1aughte§i2§e garden, and they would drink tea and eat @akes and
grandmama woﬁld be lost to her children for a very long time.

; i

 Mercy and Grace lane were the daughters:t of old Dr.';ane, with the
long patriarchial beard, who, for years and years, had been a missionary in
Conatanﬁinople. The Laﬁea liQed in Hissar, a village on the Bosphorus noﬁed
for its gardens aﬁd ruined towers and sloping hills. Their house was a great
rambling redvaffa;r set in the loveliest old Turkish garden you would imagine.
The garden was f&ll of every kind of flower. Tall trees lined the winding
.path to the doof. An arbor of wisteria stood at the back of the house, and
behind that, up a few steps, was an old-fashioned well, whose buckets were
worked ﬁé and'down'on a hugé T:urkish wheel, The Lanes had lived here as lbng
as anyone céuld remember, Mrs. Lane,'spare, and quiet, carrying with her for
forty &ears, ner New England cut of couhteﬁance and her Puritan conacienc?,
made a Quaint figure, in her Sriental’gérden or tallk_ing Anglo-Saxon Turkish
tﬁ her little Armenién cook., Her two daughters -, while they had no definite
"oareers" ae spinsters are.wont to have nowadays, filled their days with

a hundred deeds of kindness. Whenever there was a sick person in the village



Mre. Lane would say : "Now Murrcy (she always slurred her rs), get the big baskeét
hanging on the kitchen doorknob and take down this jelly and the chicken

broth I made yesterday, to Mre, Jim, I hear she's quite poorly. And Murrcy---
stay right with her if she needs you. . I won't expect you back,"

Mercy would put on a rakish and oh&fashioned hat (her clothes were
always a scream) follow her mothe#e directions and bring health and cheerful-
neee in her train, as she entered the house of a sick friend. With much
bustling and many exclamations, she would set the house in order and as likely
as not announce thatvehe had come to stay a week.

Grace was never able to participate in thesmerrands of kindmess for
ehe had a weak back and after a little gardening,ahe would 8it in her chaise
longue‘ane knit interminable warm garments for Armenian orphans and destitute
- Turkish refﬁgees.

Mother ane dagghtere adored the eaey—goin% generous docter, whoae’.
strange calling in life had bfought them to this queer corner of the earth,
when they rightly belonged to New Eegland.It was before the days of medical
‘missionaries, Dr, Lane had primarily come to Turkey to cure.eick eouls, but‘
as he had taken two years of ﬂ%ﬁ medical course, as a young man,vhe knew
something of common ailments. His long experience had taught him a great deal -
and in consequence he had becoﬁe a cleveivéhyeician apd thefnaiivee‘had theis i
profoundest faith in his ability, He moved among them like a slow aﬁd |
benevolent god and his medicines were much more keenly'appreciaied theﬁ hisv
Biblical teaching.But he never forgot the calling which wae.real to him and

‘alwaye he wrapped his pill around with a tekt |

. In the glow of his genial temperament the three women lived. In
the Turkish village, with only a handful of colleagues near . by, they eeemed
exceedingly American, but to anyone from America they appeared oriental and
cosmopoliten and essentielly "differen@j They loved the peOple_ofethe 1epd
and could talk to them a11 in their own languagee.‘ The}pould cook "ﬁilaf'and

dolmas" more easilj than baked beans and brown bread and they all loved with



an- extravagant devotion their guaint garden, the old Red House and the country
in which they had always lived, They knew all the ins and outs of the lives

éf the people around them. Mercy was continually scolding her Armenian pro-
tsgég for being timid and one often saw‘her taking the village "hanoums® to.task
because they persisted in being hopelessly thriftless. She scolded and petted
in‘turnybut.notwithstanding her eharp tongue, it bgcame a tradition, if any

one were sick or in trouble , to send for Mercy Lane and she always came to

minister and assist.

And so the years went by and everyone talked of Mefcy Lane and her

: eccentricities. Most people were afraad of her, many criticised her but no

_one could stand up against her.

3.

This was the Lane tradition, so to speak, before I had any personal

experiences of them er their home, Their name became very familiar but a kind

of Fate kept then a myth for me, many years longer, for I did not see them

~when at last we all returned to our adopted land of Turkey. That was when I~

was fifteen, I can remember arriving at the busy port of Constantinople, full
of romantic anticipations., I was about to see those strange places and

quaint eoplé which‘my‘mother had told me of during my childhood in America,
P o) 5

‘My'bedtimé stories were to materimlize in flesh and blood and of course one

of the first persoﬁé I thought of seeing was lMercy Lane, the—imimitable-iercy

bane .

But this was whefe the Fates weie prepared to cheat me, When I got
to Hissar the Lanes had gone. ”Completely gone, Gone for good, It éeeméd to&l_
incredible and I remember I shgred.the blank astonishment of my mother, when
we re&liied that Qe'had just miséed them." 0ld Dr. Lane was failing and the
missionaries advised that he go home to Amerlca there to end his days. I
wonder when people in such peeitlons will realize that Amerlca is no longer

"hqme:, after a reeidence of fifty yearé in the East. The Lanes, only dimly
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feeling, as yet, that they were leaving their real life behind them, hroke up
the home in the old Red House and bade farewell to literall y Acores of
friends, of every nation under heaven, who wished them Godspeed in a dozen
languages., And when we arrived we found the Red House empty and the garden
folorn and desolate in the medancholy autumn air, My mother took me over the
house, It echoed with voices for he%;and even I, in spite of my usual youth- .
ful indifference to feminiscence, listened with eager attention to all her
memoriea. This was where Mrs. Lane used to sit in her armchair in the sun-
shine; here was Grace's corner and there through the low window you could see
the arbor; covered with wisteria in the spring, where tea was served every
afternoon. As we left,old Haiganoush, the Lane's Armenian cook»met us at the
gate, and Baid)had we had a letteg from the Lanes and how.were £here and she
would like to send her love,

Yes, there were letters, but they told sad news, 01d Dr, and Mrs,
Lane did not survive one New England winter. They had all returned to Lensfield
in Vermont, to their only relative, a decrepit sister of Dr, Lane's, who had
almost forgotten their existence, The tired old man died a week éfter they
landed in America and the t wo sisters had just bought land with a barn upon
it and were ready to sink all their'sﬁall savings into turning it into a house,
when Mre. Lane left them too, And so here they were, cut §Bf from all that
had been familiar to them for half a century, tied to land in Vermént, with
their hearts in Turkey and winter coming on, '

I don't know where they got the courage, but they rebuilt their
barn the following spting, and tried to make the best of thingn, Mercy wrote
amusing letters fulliof anecdotes, sprinkled with Turkish words, which she
always used in conversation, They both wrotq of their difficulties, told og
getting their only watér from a frozen pump in the garden, of how the viilagers
looked upon them as foreign interlopers, and of “how they had planted their
first seeds in a_garden which'they were d%}ermined to have around their new

house, Grace learned to cook and Mercy searched out and found thé village
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poor and began ministering to them vigorously, scolding and petting them in
turn as she had her Armeniand and Turks in Hissar, The sisters wrote scores
of letters, The answers, bearing the familiar foreign etampazwere their meat
and drink and kept them alive during those first hard winters,

We, in Turkey, talked about them constantly. Friends of Mercy's
read and re-read her letters, until they knew, I am sure, every lane and path
in Lensfield and all the vagaries of the inhabitante. They were enormously
missed and Constantinople society hever seemed quite the same without Mercy's
scathihg comments on the weaknesses and eccentricities of its members,

As I grew up the story of the Lane sisters in Lensfield grew dim
and few echoes of their strange existence reached me. I spent my time in
growing up ame in my adopted country and a véry engrossing process it was, The
sunshine of the East and the blueness of the Bosphorus entered my soul in
some strange way, and I developed & love for the Bast that was almost physical
in its intensity. : :

K, o

1914 wae the year I was to ertter college and I set out with a
stout heart for adventure in the New Torld. It was a wrench’leaving the Bog-
phorus and four years eway from it. seemed very long., How much longer they were
to seem when the war cut us off from all news and made us déubt the certainty
of ever returning, I elwfaye think it was the war that was finally réeponsible
for my'seuiﬁg the Lanes at last, I hed been prepared for homesickness but for
nothing like the acute longing I experienced. Was it just ordinary nostalgia
or did the hdrrgra of the war add to my bitter feeling of exile? ‘Not only hed
I missed my family, bﬁt absence from the familiar cobbled toads, the great
towers, the swift running water of my native villeze on the Bosphorus, became
daily moré painful. Thé'tall boxes of New York that passed for habitetions
filled me with disdein, T wanted low;unpaintéd,wooden houses with wisteria
flung across themf Instead of ?he rattle cf/the subway and elevated, I longed

for the sound of swishing oare in the water, for the shrill whistle of Bos~
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phorus ferry boets, for the mournful tap-tap of the night watchmen, pounding
on the cobble stones, Never waes true Americen less in sympathy with her own
country,
It was in June 1917, while I was in one of my blackeB8t moments of -
homesickness, that a letter came to me one morning in a quaint, thin, old-
fashioned hand, bearing the postmark of Lenufield; Vermont, It was from Grace

Lane. She had heard of my being in America this long while/nnd for months che

had wanted ho ask me to come and see them at the"barﬁ'but she had hesitated,

eeeing how far would be my Journey, and how simple their hospitality., Oould I
come and epend a week in July? They had known my mother well, while she was
6till & child-~-dear little PDorothy Sinclair-- and they would love to welcome
a child of hers, '

And that is how I came upon my Near Eastern idyll in e New England
village., I arrived at the miniature station one warm day in July, Jjust at
noon I rememberland etepped off on to a platform where only five or éix
people had congregated, It took no effort at all to p%ck out the two sisters,
There they were in the;guaint, home-made missionary clothes, locking so prim
end old and infinitely genteel, I ran up to them and they recognised me at once.
. "There she is"! cried Grace,in a flutter and holding me at armé length, "her
eyes are Dorothy'e but she has her grandmother's coloring.”_

Such é welcome ae I hadl In a few minutesbI found myself walking
between them to theif”ﬁouee. It was on-ly a step, over the railway bridge,
through an orchard and up a hill overlooking the lake, We all talked together
as if we had known each other alweys. How wes my journey, and was T tired, end
when did I last hear from my mother and were all the friends in Turkey well and
had I heard that the Missioﬁ school.WAB fuller than ever, notwithstending the
var? And so on end so on. I was bewildered and breathless., 8o much alive

my tﬁo héstenses were,'so keen-witted in their antique costumes and the;m
home -dade hats,trimmed with Turkisgh embroidéry; Ve were all as exéited as

children and it wee because, while our fegy'were walking ecross the New'England
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grass, the feet of our spitits were stepping on uneven Turkish roads and the
gweet Oriental sunshine was blinding ue with ite brillience.
Shall I ever forget my first glimpse of the "barn"? We came upon it
quite suddenly after passing by g%eral dignified white and yellow New England
village houses, scattered‘in irregular rows, It loomed up behind a thin scfeen

of trees, and I caught my breath in a gaep of recognition. Itcwas the old
Red House in Hissar! Theee sentimental eisters had rebuilt their barn’in

the most extraordinary wey to resemble the house they had loved on the Bos-
phorus. It wae painted red, the seme dull red that blended so well with the

careless vines and trees that clustered around it. The garden positively had
the same overgrown look of its Turkish forerunner and there wae even a little
arbor to remind them of the lovely wisteria covered one across the rea, They
watched my fece and knew that I had recognised what they hed done, but we could
not speak of it.

If thee exterior of the house had seemed familiar, what shall I say
of the interior? It‘was all Turkish, Over the entrance hung a verse in Arabic,
"Weleome, O Stranger!" and in each room we went through/every objoct.5poke
of home., Mease werm Persian prints upon the walls, and inlaid tables and brass
candlesticks and old fashioned rugs. And picuures, pictures, pictures! Pic.-

. 4 r~ ‘
tures of mosques and Hissar Towers and caiques and migrets and stone pines and

udag trees—-—-gll the dear familier things thet my eyes had longed to eee.
& g

Then we sat down to 1unch I had an opportunity of studying my
hostesses, I could L;ve recognised lMercy anywhere, her sharp upturned nose,
her small eprightly eyee, end her severe caste of countenance. 8he wore and
old white blouge &nd skirt with a formigdable belt of brown silk , held to-
gether by a very masculine alesp of oxidized silver, Grece was less congpicucus
in a black marino drese, cut in meny gores, with & high neck and long sleevee -
her collar ornamented by a cascade of olJ. lace pinned with a large and ugly

gameo brooch. Our meal even, had a taste of houe, ‘Thess old maids were far

too poor to afford the iuxury of a cook (how they must have sighed for the easyy
i : |
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going Heigenoush) and so Grace turned out her Turkish dishes at will, dolmas,
and“pilaf“and that nice rich soup flavored with egg and lemon,

We talked, how we talke% of Turksy, It Beems, as I look beck upon
that etrange and magical week that it was made up largely of talk, Mercy lived
up to her reputation exd on my third morning announced:" You're late thise
morning. Breakfast's at eight sharp,"and I felt properly crushed,

We led an isolated life, These ladiet had only a very $$ friends,
The ordinary prospercus New England farm folk had no use for them, "Them Lan@s
girle," they said," is stuck up--that's what they are. Alwaye talkin' about
their travellin& and findin' nothing good enough for them in God'e own country."
80 they made their lives out of letters end old friends who visited them occasior
&lly end out éf-endless reminiscenees of the happy days in the Eaat.' I would |
catch them looking at me staengely and wistfully. "That was your Mother's lau g:’
said Mercy,sﬁﬁdenly one day."You are not really like her., S8he was much better
looking. But there are moments when you meke me see her clearly."

They brought out albums of red and green plush ,fuli to bursting

‘Qith old photographe of friends ;Ed}elations of’ theirg, and some of mine, How
we laughed at the old fashioned clothes and stiff poses.,
"That's Mrs. Milbank, "said Mercy, noint1ng to & Bevere locking female in a
tight bodice, "the third Mrs, Milbank. You'll not remember her--No-- she wae
long before your day.> of all the determined spinsters! She‘caught the Rev.
Ephrian Milbank--yes she did—- scarcely & year after his second wife died.
: Quite shameless, my dear,vand ghe 8 missionary. And she never had any looks
~ to speak of, and was thirty_eeveﬁ,'every bit:of it, on her.Wdeing day. They
: lived--you knoﬁ the hogeé-—in that tuﬁbléd down place near the old Miseion
Chapel.‘ The Rév;‘Ephriam wag never the aamé mah after his third marriage."

I loved her reminiscences and egged her on as much as I dared.

"That, my d;}, is Miss Balley, Clarissa Balley. She wae the first American

ladj teacher in the school for Azmeniqn ornhrns. Isn't she pretty? And you

\
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see that Mecca stone brooch she is wearing? It was giwen her when she and I
were bridesmaides at her sister's wedding, You've heard of her sister haven't
you? Mre, Dr, Silas Smith, the younz Auerican who was sich a friend of your
grandmfother's in Bebek, I always thought her son would marry your mother, my
dear, hut he didn't, though he wanted to, I know, He went to Persia and died 4R
there of typhus and your Mother surprised everybody Ey choosing George Sinclair
and & very fine young man he vas, too. There was a lot of talk about it at the
time,"

How strange it was to hear one's mother and father spoken of lilke
thet, as though they had ever been Just two ordinary young people, setting all
the tongues wagging when they became engaged, It was like walking straight into
the pages of a story book, but & story book with a difference, for the allusions
and the characters were all dimly femiliar end you knew the end'before you knew
the beginning,

On Sunday morning efter church Grace took me to the cemetery on
the hillside above the wooden chuech and we put flowers on the graves of Dr,
and Mre. lLane, She gave me a glinpse of her bitterness at leaving her home
in Turkey, as we walked alony the eln bordered road, "Is is not strange, "she
said, "that my father and mother ehould be buried in this unfaniliar place?

v i feel as if cypresses should be near by and the blue water," Then after a
pause, "You know, coming to America was like the beginning of heath for us, Our
bodies are here but ourkPearts....” She broke dff, her lips tfembliné.

I had never known homesickness like this, My own , so soon to be satisfied

by & happy return, was a mere nothing bes@de it,

Even in a week I was able to envisage the lonely,quiet, 'mon-
otonous life tbéae two women led. Work filled most of their waking hours, quite
ordinary,,mninteQesting housework, The arrivel of the trains, bringinamail,waa'
the one exéifement of'ﬁhe day, All this, . in summer. But vhen winter set in
their 1ife must have been that of two hermlts., They tol& me how they battened

down their ﬂoore, cloged up all but three rooms, in their big house and were

J
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snowed up to the window sille till April., Why had they ever left Turkey?
Why had they ever come to such a bleak spot as Lensfield? Whg wes there
no other means of living open to them? I puzzled over these questions but

they remained unanswered,

On my last morning I ldoked out of my window at the lovely rolling
- green country that spread itself out so beautifully on all sides of the Red
House. And I saw the Boeton train winding ite wey around the lest curve, till

it dieappearcd in the distance, It was the only reminder of the world out-

#ide Lenefield, T wae soon to take that train back again into the world,
' ('S \

But my two old maides must stay on, with their dreame and their memories till
their leat Journey was made, A sense of injustice and pity welled up in ne,

Porhape I betrayed my commiseration too plainly}for a8 I left Mary said in
her bright’hard way

" Tell your mother we're very happy here, and life is full of good thinge. We
don't went to go back to Turkey --now. I have an idea that anyway after the

war it will be quite changed and I'll wager you yourself will be homesick

for America,"

L}

But Grace gave me a last kiss and said: MIt's been like a breath of Hissar

to vee you, my dear child, and we will always remember your visit,"
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lrs, Harold L, Scott,
Robert Colleze, »
Conetantinople,
Turkey.
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