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PREFACE

When I was a Ifreshman at Bryn Mawr I
decided I should “write something.” My girl-
hood was uneventful and jovous—the girlhood
of the lucky American who has a wholesome
good time, I knew I must wait for experience.
I was too sensitive about my youth to expose
what I was thinking, for fear “they” would
know I was not grown up.

The expericnces I was looking for came.
They were so painful that seven years passed
before I put pen to paper. To-day, after the
lapse of years, I am not sure that my perspee-
tive is good. In locking back upon those six
weeks in Adana Provinee between April thir-
teenth and the end of May, nineteen-nine, they
seem longer than all the rest of my life.

"The thought of publishing I rejected and re-
jected again. I avoided dwelling on that time
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