
CHAPTER VIII 

Otms was a sad little camp next morning when we 
tried to parade. Lieutenant L's dysentery was very 
much worse and he could hardly stand. Two of 
our men were equally weak. 

The sun beating through my handkerchief had 
given me a mild attack of sunstroke, besides which, 
I was alternately shivering with cold and unable to 
keep my teeth from chattering, and running a high 
temperature, the usual distressing symptoms of 
malaria. 

The Brigade Veterinary Officer had condemned my 
charger to be shot. And so by eventide four out 
of six of us were being jogged down in an ambu­
lance to Salonica and our little outfit, which had been 
organized as an independent observation unit on the 
enemy's movements in the Struma valley, was broken 
up. 

Those weeks had been one of the happiest times 
I lived through during the war. The hardships, the 
torture of the flies, the pitiless blazing sun, the long 
hours in the saddle and the dizziness caused by my 
eyes trying to penetrate through the mirage, have 
not been forgotten but toned down in my memory. 
The things that stand out are the quiet cool nights 
spent under a starlit heaven, the black walls of the 
mountains that surrounded the valley with their 
snow-clad tops lit by a silver moon, the excitement 
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of gathering information under the very nose of the 
enemy; the good-fellowship that prevailed in our 
small outfit. The joy of eating a lamb roasted over 
a charcoal fire, and the occasional praise received 
from headquarters. These are the things that make 
me look back on that summer with regret. It was a 
time which can never come again. 

I was in hospital for a fortnight and on being 
discharged was attached to the Intelligence Head­
quarters at Salonica. This meant office work, and 
while it was interesting to start with, I soon got tired 
of the monotony of the work and longed for some­
thing more active. 

I felt that with my experience of intelligence work 
I could be of greater use if I learned to fly, and luckily 
was able to bring my chief round to the same view; 
and in due course I became a fully fledged pilot in 
the R.F.C. 

One of my reasons for joining the R.F.C. was to 
be able to drop our spies into enemy territory. 

Nico Kotzov was one of my first passengers. He 
was a Serbian patriot who had been in the enemy's 
country nine or ten times and always brought back 
very accurate and valuable information. He was a 
big-boned, tall man with a long grey beard, and had 
a very grand manner. He wore native dress, a sheep­
skin cap and a heavy brown homespun cape, and 
always carried a shepherd's staflf. 

We wanted information from an inaccessible part 
of the country, and as this information was urgently 
needed it was decided to drop him by aeroplane. I 
took him up for a couple of trial flights, and although 
he did not enjoy the experience very much he was 
quite determined to go. He knew the country 
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where we were going to land, and I explained to him 
that I wanted the landing-ground to be as much like 
our aerodrome as possible. 

During the trial flights I asked him to point out 
to me, when we were flying low, grounds that he 
thought were suitable, and while occasionally his 
judgment was very much at fault, on the whole I 
thought that he had grasped the general requirements 
necessary for a landing-ground. 

With luck, providing you are not attacked 
by enemy fighting planes, there is no difficulty in 
flying over strange country, but the art of drop­
ping a spy consists in doing so unobserved. It is 
necessary to land your man and get away unseen, 
so the operation is conducted as a rule just before 
sunrise, after sunset, or on a very brilliant moonlit 
night. 

The Hague regulations respecting the customs of 
war were drawn up before man learnt to fly, and in 
consequence there was no rule under the general spies 
clauses of these regulations regarding an airman who 
dropped spies in enemy's territory. But the Germans 
and Bulgarians had intimated that they would treat 
the actual pilots of aeroplanes landing spies as spies 
and shoot them. 

This added to the risk of dropping a spy over 
the line, for if one made a bad landing and crashed 
one was for it. 

General aviation had not then been developed to 
the perfection it has reached to-day, and there were 
no aeroplanes fitted with air brakes to make a low-
speed landing possible. 

Early one morning I collected Nico from the hut 
he had slept in and took him across to the hangars 
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where my machine had already been wheeled out 
and was waiting. 

Despite a large mug of hot cofiee I felt very cold 
and shivery. 

Once again I pulled out the map and worked out 
the course with Nico, who told me where I would 
find a suitable landing-field; we were to arrive a little 
before daybreak, when there would be just sufficient 
light to land. 

As we climbed into the machine the sergeant in 
charge of the pigeons brought along a little cage 
with six of our best carrier pigeons in it, and at the 
last minute a felt cover was slipped over them to 
keep them warm at the altitude we should reach 
during our journey. 

I ran the engine up. Everything was all right. 
I signalled to the sergeant to pull away the chocks 

and we taxied out into the dark aerodrome. I opened 
the engine full out and we were away. 

I had to do a stiff" climb in the air in order to be 
able to cross a mountain range, and the higher I got 
the less I liked the job before me. The flight was 
uneventful. I picked up the various objectives that 
were serving me—together with a compass—as a guide, 
and got over the country that we were to land upon 
in the scheduled time. 

It was getting light and I throtded back my 
engine, so that it was just ticking over, in order 
to land. 

We lost height rapidly and I could faintly make 
out the ground below me, which seemed fairly suit­
able. As a precautionary measure I made up my 
mind to circle it just once more. Suddenly I noticed 
that the whole of the field selected by Nico for our 
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