
(21) CHAPTER I cont.

DESPITE his exhaustion, Raymond took proud pleasure in 
the interest he could see excited on his account. He was nearly 
killed with kindness however. True, the populace restrained 
themselves; but a perpetual hum and bustle rose from the 
throng round his palace, where, too, jingling soldiers, riders, 
and carriages tramped to and fro constantly, often to the sound 
of rifles and cannons or fireworks being set off nearly . This 
noisy effervescence of which he was the focus, retarded his 
recovery so much we took our invalid out of the city, to a seaside 
villa at Eleusis. Here, each day of rest and tender care added to 
his strength. Perdita’s zealous attention was the primary cause 
of his rapid recovery, followed closely by the delight he felt in 
the affection and good will of the Greeks. We were said, as a 
race, to love much those whom we greatly benefited. Raymond 
had fought and conquered for the Athenians; he had suffered, 
on their account, peril, imprisonment, and hardship; their 
gratitude, their enthusiastic devotion, affected him deeply; and 
he vowed to himself that their fate and his would be united 
forever. 



All this I witnessed. My disposition, markedly social and 
sympathetic, had always drawn me heart and soul into the 
vortex of every living drama enacted around me. Now I became 
aware of a difference. I loved, I hoped, I enjoyed; but I also 
wished to know more. My labors as a writer, a biographer, had 
changed me. What made the people around me act as they 
did—what internal principles? The attempt to read their minds 
accurately, preoccupied my own. Events still held my undimi-
nished interest, but now I seemed to watch them twice; and in 
my mind’s eye, to every person I assigned due place, to every 
emotion its proper balance. This undercurrent of thought 
would later come to soothe me amidst distress, even agony. 
When the soul would have revolted from the naked truth of 
misery and disease, when despair over deplorable changes 
threatened, it gave me a mental refuge in picture-making. In 
Eleusis, this faculty, or instinct, was roused. I watched my 
sister’s reawakened devotion; little Clara’s shy but fierce 
admiration of her father; and Raymond’s appetite for renown, 
and responsiveness to the Athenians. Attentively perusing this 
animated tale, I was the less surprised at what I read on the next 
page. 

Advancing along the Sea of Marmara, the Greeks had 
captured a port city they called Rodosto, which the Turks 
wanted back; their army had it under siege. Athens and the rest 
of the country had been sending reinforcements every day, and 
preparations were on for a decisive battle. Should they gain the 
victory, the Greeks’ next move would be a short march east, for 



an attack and siege on Istanbul. Stimulated by love of the Greek 
people, appetite for glory, and hatred of the barbarian govern-
ment under which he had suffered even to the verge of death, 
Raymond, somewhat recovered, began preparing to take up his 
command  again. 

Far from opposing him, Perdita only stipulated that she be 
permitted to come along with the army. She trusted that 
Raymond’s high command would exempt them both from 
danger in battle or siege. One thing alarmed her: as yet, no more 
than an alarming word—but the word was PLAGUE. This 
enemy to the human race had raised its serpent head early that 
spring in Egypt, and from the Nile shores had begun to spread. 
Regions not usually subject to its evil were infected. It was in 
Istanbul; but they had plague there every year, and small 
attention was being paid to reports of a death toll already higher 
than usually seen through the whole of the hotter months. 
Neither plague nor war could prevent Perdita from following 
her lord, though, or induce her to do other than acquiesce 
cheerfully in all his projects. If he wished to repay the kindness 
of the Athenians, to keep alive the splendid associations 
connected with his name, and to eradicate from Europe a 
power which, while every other nation advanced in civilization, 
stood stock still, a monument of antique barbarism, then she 
was with him. To be near him, to be loved by him, to feel him 
again her own, was the limit of her desires. The object of her life 
was to afford him pleasure. She’d used to, without thinking, 
only by being herself; she’d been accustomed, in any question 



of choice, to consult her own wishes, as being identical to his 
own. Now she sedulously put herself out of the question, 
sacrificing even her anxiety for his health and welfare to her 
resolve not to offer a breath of opposition. 

Having reunited my sister’s family, I was eager to return to 
England; but at Raymond’s earnest request I agreed to travel 
east with them and stay until autumn. My curiosity had been 
awakened, too. I felt an indefinable anxiety to behold the 
catastrophe, now apparently at hand, in the long-drawn history 
of warfare between Christian Greek and Mohametan Turk. 

Our regiments quitted Athens as soon as Raymond’s health 
allowed, on the 2nd of June. He’d lost the gaunt and pallid looks 
of fever. If I no longer saw the fresh glow of youth on him; if care 
had acted on him as in Shakespeare’s second sonnet, besieged 
his brow and dug deep trenches in his beauty’s field; if the gray 
streaks in his hair and the consideration in his look, even when 
zealous, were signs of maturity and past sufferings, yet there was 
something irresistibly affecting in the sight of someone, lately 
snatched from the grave, renewing his career, untamed by 
sickness or disaster.  

We were bound for the Grecian camp, which lay east of the 
Maritza River (in Latin called the Hebrus) near a large town 
where Perdita and Clara would remain until the event of the 
expected battle. We had a six-week march ahead of us. All 
Athens accompanied us for several miles. At their hero’s landing 
a month ago, the noisy populace had been hushed by sorrow 
and fear; but this was a universal festival day. The air resounded 



with shouts; gaily colored costumes flaunted picturesquely in 
the sunshine. Everyone was gesturing, talking: Raymond was 
the theme of every tongue, the hope of every loving heart tied to 
a husband, wife, child, or lover off fighting in the Greek army, 
that he’d lead them to victory and home. 

Inspired by the intense sensations of recovered health, 
Raymond discoursed freely. He felt that in commanding the 
Athenians, he at last filled a post worthy of his ambition; for 
he’d be leading them in the conquest of Istanbul—a towering 
landmark event in human history, an exploit unequaled, 
unprecedented. Byzantium, as the city would again be 
known, a place of the most venerable associations, a site whose 
beauty was a wonder of the world, for many hundred years 
a Muslim stronghold, must be rescued from slavery 
and barbarism, and given back to its founders—the 
people of Greece, illustrious for genius, civilization, and a 
spirit of liberty. To all this Perdita listened in delight, resting 
on his restored society, on his love, his hopes and fame, 
like a sybarite on a luxurious couch. 

Our journey to its hazardous object was full of romantic 
interest, as we passed through the valleys and over the hills of 
this divine country. The weather during our journey was serene. 
Each day, before dawn, we left our night’s encampment, and 
watched the shadows retreat from the land before the golden 
splendor of the day star’s approach. The troops of soldiers, with 
Athenian vivacity, derived enthusiastic pleasure from the 
natural beauty around us. Starting with the triumphant strains 



that hailed each rising of the sun, music poured from their ranks 
almost like birdsong, as they marched the morning restlessness 
of spirit away. At noon, our tents pitched in some shady valley or 
embowering wood among the mountains, a stream prattling 
over pebbles would induce grateful sleep. Our evening march, 
less intense, offered more plentiful delights, as the bands played 
airs of moderated passion—a farewell to love, or lament at 
absence—before closing on some solemn hymn which harmo-
nized with the tranquil loveliness of evening, and elevated the 
soul to grand and religious thought. Often all sounds were 
suspended, that we might listen to the nightingale, while the 
fireflies danced in bright measure, and the soft cooing of the 
scops owls (we called them aziolo) spoke of fair weather for 
travelers. From valleys where soft shades encompassed us, and 
rocks tinged with beauteous hues, we climbed to heights that 
showed Greece, a living map, spread beneath us. Her 
renowned pinnacles cleave the ether; her silvery rivers thread 
the fertile land; far off, ever-present, the blue Aegean: afraid 
almost to breathe in our ecstasy, we English people surveyed 
this splendid landscape, so different from the sober hues and 
melancholy graces of our native scenery.  

Descending from Macedonia into Thrace, we found the 
country folk of its low plains quick to do honor to Lord 
Raymond. An advanced guard gave word of our approach, and 
we entered their villages through triumphal arches of greenery 
or blazing lamplight; tapestry waved from the windows, the 
ground was strewed with flowers, and the name of Raymond, 



joined to that of Greece, was echoed in the people’s cheers. 
We reached the Greek camp ahead of schedule, on the 7th 

of July. Alert to our approach, the Turks had retreated from 
their siege of Rodosto; but after meeting with reinforcements, 
they’d turned around to try again. In the meantime, Argyropylo, 
the Greek commander-in-chief, had advanced so as to be 
between the Turks and Rodosto; a battle, it was said, was 
inevitable. Raymond offered me a choice. Perdita and their 
child were to remain in the town nearby, a place called Kishan. 
Would I prefer to stay with them? 

“Now, by the hills of Cumberland,” I cried, “by every bit of 
vagabond and poacher that lives in me, I will stand at your side, 
draw my sword in the Greek cause, and be hailed as a victor 
along with you, Raymond!” 

 
My sword, as it turned out, was not required. Every garrison 

within reach had been emptied to swell our forces; Greek 
troops filled the entire plain from Kishan to the coast. We met 
trains of civilian baggage wagons on the way, and many families, 
of high rank and low, heading out of battle range to await the 
issue in safety. At Rodosto we found the scheme of the battle 
arranged.  Having taken the field, the armies camped overnight; 
early the next morning, the sound of firing told us they’d 
engaged. Now regiment after regiment advanced, colors flying, 
bands playing.  

I could not have counted how many descriptions of battles 
I’d read by then, in all my years of leisured study and serious 



research; when I would picture a spot, plain as a table, and 
soldiers small as chess pieces, and be able to perceive the 
science and order behind the disposition of forces. In reality, I 
beheld regiments file off to the left, far out of sight. Fields 
intervened between my view of the main battalions. I could see 
almost no fighting. So, from the start, I decided to keep a close 
eye on Raymond instead. He showed himself collected, gallant, 
imperial; his commands were prompt, his intuition of events 
seemingly miraculous. Early in the day, Argyropylo was 
wounded dangerously, and Raymond assumed command of the 
whole army. My chance to witness and understand a battle 
arrived, as I followed him and his aides-de-camp to the 
observation post, set on the highest mound among a line of 
tumuli (sites of old burials, their age uncertain) on which the 
Greek cannon were planted for best advantage, these being the 
only elevated points on that level plain. The cannon roared; the 
band music still raised its cheery voice at intervals above the 
shouts and clamor; Raymond, spyglass raised, issued a series of 
orders. I wondered at his ability: all I perceived was a thick stew 
of dust and smoke, from which regimental banners and 
flagstaffs peeked out now and then. Of the fallen sheaves 
already gathered into death’s storehouse, I could see no sign. 

Lord Raymond peered through his glass, and doubt crossed 
his face like a cloud. Then all at once he turned radiant. 
Triumph in his voice, he cried, “The day is ours—the Turks fly 
from the bayonet!” And with the swiftness of his command for a 
cavalry charge, the enemy was routed. The cannon ceased to 



roar. Pursued on horseback, the remains of the Turkish army 
made a wholesale retreat across the dreary plain. 

In the busy aftermath of victory, Raymond dispersed his staff 
in various directions, to make observations and bear commands. 
Ordered to climb the northernmost tumulus and see if any 
enemy detachments might have escaped that way, I found 
myself spurring my horse towards a distant part of the 
battlefield, across level ground. Waving lines of mountains 
ringed long stretches of a far-off horizon. There had been so 
much fighting in this part of Thrace for so many years, that the 
land wasn’t cultivated, and presented a dreary, barren 
appearance. From atop the mound, when I reached it, I could 
see the terrain was unvaried by the least irregularity, only 
marked by undulations that resembled the figures of waves. The 
whole Turkish army, followed by the Greek, had poured 
eastward; none but the dead remained in the direction of my 
assignment. I looked far round—all was silent and deserted. 
Across the glittering Sea of Marmara, the Asiatic coast lay in a 
low cloud haze.  

The last beams of the sinking sun flared across the scene at 
my feet, as burnished helmets, bayonets, and swords fallen from 
dead arms, reflected those departing rays; flashes scattered far 
and near. From the east a band of ravens, old inhabitants of the 
Turkish cemeteries, came sailing along towards their harvest. 
The sun disappeared. This hour, melancholy yet sweet, has 
always seemed to me the time when we are most naturally led 
to commune with higher powers. Our mortal intransigence 



departs, and gentle complacency invests the soul. But now, in 
the midst of this carnage, these dead, how could a thought of 
heaven or a sense of tranquility touch me, one of the 
murderers?  During that eventful day, my mind had yielded 
itself a willing slave to the events and the mindset around me; 
I’d been swayed by a long-standing hatred for an historical 
enemy, and held fascinated by my first view of real-life battle. 
Now, from where the soft, calm evening star hung pendulous in 
the sunset’s orange hues, I turned my eyes to the corpse-strewn 
earth and felt ashamed of my species. So perhaps were the 
placid skies; for they quickly veiled themselves in mist, 
hastening the swift extinction of twilight usual in these latitudes. 
Heavy cloud-masses, their edges shot with red and turbid 
lightning, rolled up from the southeast; a rushing wind 
disturbed the garments of the dead, and was chilled as it passed 
over their icy forms. Darkness gathered round, the objects 
about me became indistinct. I descended from my station, and 
with difficulty guided my horse so as to avoid the slain. 

With a piercing shriek, a form seemed to rise from the earth 
and fly at me, then sink to the ground again as it drew near. All 
this happened so suddenly that I had trouble reining  my horse 
so as not trample on this prostrate being—a soldier, not in 
armor; a woman, as her shrieks which continued told me. I 
dismounted to her aid; with heavy groans, and her hand to her 
side, she resisted my attentions. In the flurry of the moment I 
started soothing her not in Greek but English. The sound 
produced a wild and terrific exclamation from the dying 



soldier—yes, Evadne. She recognized the language of her lover, 
but understood nothing I said: the painful effects of her grievous 
battle wound had deranged her intellect.  

I unhooked and lit a small lantern from my saddle. The last 
time I’d seen her she was eighteen, beautiful as poet’s vision, 
splendid as a Sultana. Twelve years had passed; twelve years of 
change, sorrow, hardship. Evadne’s brilliant complexion had 
coarsened; her limbs had lost the roundness of youthful 
womanhood; her eyes had sunk deep; yet I knew her at once. 
Who did she mistake me for? Her piteous cries and feeble 
efforts to escape, penetrated me with compassion. In wild 
delirium she called out Raymond’s name, accused me of 
keeping him from her, while the Turks could kill him at any 
moment in their torture chambers. Her voice fell, and I heard 
her lamenting her hard fate; that she, as a woman, as an artist, 
should be driven by hopeless love and vacant hopes to take up 
the trade of arms, and suffer almost beyond endurance so many 
months of privation, labor, bodily pain. Was it the news of 
Raymond’s capture that caused her to enlist, I asked? Her dry, 
hot hand pressed mine. A fever had set in; her brow and lips 
burned with consuming fire. 

As her strength grew less, I lifted her from the ground; her 
emaciated form hung over my arm. She rested her sunken 
cheek on my breast, and murmured in a sepulchral voice, “This 
is the end of love.” A few moments passed. Then frenzy lent her 
strength, and she raised an arm to point at heaven.  

“Yet not the end! There is the end! There we meet again. 



Many living deaths have I borne for you, Raymond, and now I 
die, your victim.  

“Fire, war, plague—be my instruments! I dared, I conquered 
you all, till now! I have sold myself to death, with the sole 
condition that you, Raymond, follow me. Fire, and war, and 
plague—unite for his destruction!” Her arm fell back. “O my 
Raymond, there is no safety for you in this life now.” 

Night advanced and the temperature kept dropping. I made 
Evadne as comfortable as I could with the cloaks I had about 
me. Her violence was over. I felt her clammy brow; death was 
near. Her delirium continued brokenly. She predicted a speedy 
meeting with her beloved in the grave; his death was nigh, 
almost at hand—for he’d been summoned, she said. At the last, 
she bewailed his hard destiny. Her voice grew feebler; a few 
convulsive movements, and her muscles relaxed, the limbs fell, 
no more to be sustained; one deep sigh, and life was gone. 

I bore this monument of human passion and human misery 
away from the mass of dead; wrapped in cloaks, I placed her 
beneath a tree, and heaped over her body all the heavy 
branches and stones I could find, to guard against scavengers, 
until I could give her a fitting grave. Sadly and slowly I left the 
heaps of slain behind, and, guided by the twinkling lights of the 
town, at length reached Rodosto. 

__________________________________________ 
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