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The flying adventure 

The following is a statement made by A.E. LECLAIR, who on May 1930 attempted to make a solo 
flight to Sumatra in a "Westland Wigeon" aeroplane purchased through the Brooklands School of 
Flying, Byfleet and Surrey. 
Mr. Leclair is a holder of a British Air Ministry Licence No.3451 and is a member of the Federation 
Aeronautique International®, Certificate No.9713.  
 

 
 
The statement deals with the manifold misfortunes which befell him when he was obliged to make a 
forced landing in Turkish territory and reads as follows. 
 

Having left Amsterdam on the 15th of May in a Westland-Wigeon, registered letters E.B.R.M. on a 
flight to Sumatra I was doing very well until Constantinople which I reached, as per my Schedule, 
in three hops, but there I was delayed owing to overheating of the oiling system. I obtained an oil 
radiator and after having same mounted plus the necessary trials, I took off for Konia where I had 
to land for refuelling and at 3.30 p.m. left for Alep in Syria where I should have landed at about 7 
p.m. but was fated never to reach it. 
 
I might mention here that flying maps were originally prepared to go over Eskisehir, Ankara, 
Kayseri, Malatya, Mardin and Mosul (where I was to visit a friend) and then Baghdad [black line on 
map], but this route was refused by the Turkish Authorities and was ordered to fly over, Eskisehir, 
Konia, 
Adana and then Alep and Bagdad [purple line on map], therefore, for the time being, I was flying 
without proper maps except from a rough sketch made from information received from various 
pilots at Constantinople. 
 
Flying over the Taurus Mountains, well above the clouds at a height of 12.000 feet (3.650 metres) 
I side drifted out of my course a matter of about 25 miles, for, when I emerged from the clouds I 
discovered that I had approached nearer to the sea than I should- have done according to the 
route I was ordered to follow. I was in the act of altering my compass-setting to counteract this 
side drift when I observed that the oil pressure gauge was falling, which meant that something 
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was not well with my oiling system and I suddenly recollected that I was strongly recommended 
to blank the oil radiator at Konia because, going over the snowy Mountains of Taurus, the 
weather would be too cold and...I had forgotten to do so ! ! I immediately switched off the engine 
and began a glide looking for a suitable landing spot, while, at the same time, approaching as near 
as I could to a town in sight and which at first I took to be Adana. 
 

 
 
I decided on a convenient looking piece of land, but was so busy studying its surface for bumps 
and holes, that I failed to observe two tele- phone wires which branched off at right angles from 
the main lines which I had already sighted. The next thing I knew was the propeller entangled in 
the wires which caused the plane to lose its flying speed and, from a height of only about 6 feet, 
to drop like a stone flat on the ground.  As I tottered out of the cock-pit slightly dazed from the 
sudden shock, I found myself surrounded by crowds of people and a number of officials dressed in 
the uniform of the Turkish Police force. The latter asked to see my permit to fly over this town, 
which they gave me to understand was Tarsus.  

 
As I had permission to fly over Adana 
only, I was placed under arrest without 
any ceremony, and, in spite of my 
protestations they took me off to the 
police station leaving my plane and its 
contents to look after itself. 
 
After telephoning to Adana and making 
numerous other inquiries in order to 
verify my statements, they appeared to 

be satisfied that my papers were in order and that I was the victim of an unfortunate accident. 
But, to my dismay, just when I was speculating upon the possibilities of an immediate release and 
start repairing the slight damage to the under-carriage caused by the fall, I was informed that 
when the plane had struck the wires, the impact caused one of the telegraph poles, some 
distance away, to fall to the ground, striking a child and killing it instantaneously. 
 
This news astounded me, for, not only had I not seen anything of the accident myself, but the 
wires were too loosely strung to have occasioned the fall of one of the poles. On the other hand I 
was informed only several hours later of the accident and was offered no proof of its occurrence 
except the bare statement of the Officials. After informing me of the above, and without giving 
me time to demand proof that a child had really been killed, I was threw into prison. 
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After two days and upon my request, I was 
allowed to leave the prison for a few hours in 
the company of an armed guard consisting of 
10 men most of whom were heavily armed 
either with rifles or pistols, in order to 
dismount ray aeroplane which had been left, 
as previously stated on the scene of the 
disaster. 
 
On examining the machine I discovered that 
everything had been stolen, from the inside: 

tools, box spare parts which included three dozen sparking-plugs, one set each of valves, valve-
springs, piston-rings, bearings, one piston and a large supply of bolts nuts and washers for every 
likely need. In the cock-pit, compass, ball-level-indicator, rolling-map-frame, eight rolls of maps, 
goggles, air-cushion, helmet and a 4 gallons-tin of engine-oil. When I remonstrated with my escort 
on this score, I merely received jeering smiles as an answer. 
 
When I asked for tools in order to dismount the machine, I was informed that it was impossible to 
borrow any, but I would no doubt be able to purchase some. I was then offered a set of old 
broken tools for which I had to pay a fabulous price. After completing the dismantling, the various 
parts were placed on carts and carried to the Police-Station. The motor was placed in the building 
but the plane was left to suffer the vicissitudes of the weather in the yard outside the prison. I 
was thrown back into prison without any indication given me as to when I might be released. 
 
Never in my life have I read or heard tell of such appalling conditions as these prevailing in the 
prison of Tarsus. This consists of an open yard 60 by 25 ft. On one side there were two cells and 
the opposite side a third cell. The aggregate number of prisoners in the three cells was 120. My 
cell which was the smallest of the three measured 12X12 ft. and contained 12 prisoners, during 
the day, the cells are unlocked and we could enter the court-yard. 
 
There were no sanitary arrangements whatsoever. The excrement of the prisoners lay in an 
accumulated heap in an allotted space at one end of the yard. I was informed by one of the 
prisoners that since the time he had been incarcerated in that prison, the diseased-infected 
agglomeration had never been removed. At some distant date, according to his statement, there 
had been a hole in the ground but this had long since been filled up and overflowed glutting that 
part of the yard and rendering the air foul and irrespirable particularly with a temperature at the 
time of 113 F.(45 C.) 
 
At night time the prisoners being locked in their cells were in consequence deprived of the use of 
the spot which was assigned for their excretory functions and had recourse to a hole which had 
been purposely made under the door of each cell. All the walls and floors on which the prisoners 
slept became alive with insects at night and almost lost to view. 
 
As I lay on the floor in agony from the suffocating heat, thousands of bugs crawled over me, 
mercilessly biting me. The cells were infected with Malaria carrying mosquitos and many of the 
prisoners fell victims to fever. Dysentery was continually present.  
 
The food consisted of bread only. That was all that was provided. We received our water from a 
stand-pipe which had long been clogged up and now only permitted the water to trickle through. 
As a result of this shortage of water, frequents fights occurred between prisoners for possession 
of the small quantity of water that made its way through. In this connection, I witnessed myself a 
prisoner named Halit, endeavour to separate two men from fighting and received for his efforts 
two knife wounds on his shoulder from a man named Memet. One of his friends coming to his 
rescue attacked Memet and ripped his stomach open from side to side. 
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Holding his stomach to prevent his entrails 
from falling out, he fell upon the assailant and 
killed him on the spot, he himself dying shortly 
afterwards. It is of course forbidden to have 
knives in the prison but providing money is 
forthcoming there is no difficulty in procuring 
anything from the guards. Some of the 
wealthier prisoners purchase hashish from the 
warders and smoke it openly in the cells. 
 
When I was first put in prison I imagined that I 

should be set free within a few days, but as the days advanced the Authorities appeared to have 
completely forgotten about me. It had been repeatedly suggested to me that I should obtain a 
barrister to assist me, but I felt disinclined to place myself in the hands of a man who might 
possibly be in the services of the Authorities and deliberately prejudice my case. However, as the 
days passed by I began to feel that I really had no alternative but to obtain a barrister for the 
indifference of the Authorities seemed to suggest that I should never be liberated. 
 
A certain Hamet-Bey who had been present at the time of the accident and who visited me at the 
prison on several occasions appeared to befriend me and his solicitude for my welfare inspired 
me with unmerited confidence as I was soon to learn. One day he told me that he was acquainted 
with a barrister with whom he believed he could strike a bargain at a very low price. The following 
day he returned in the company of Fikri-Bey whom he alleged to be the best of the four barristers 
practicing in Tarsus. He said that for the very moderate sum of 250 English pounds this Fikri-Bey 
would take up my case. Not having any alternative and believing the statement to be true, I 
closed the deal. 
 
By an extraordinary coincidence, two days later, a man, Madjit by name, was thrown into prison 
and I was informed by him that he had killed a child while riding a bicycle and that this Fikri-Bey 
was acting for him for the sum equivalent to £15.0.0. Comments are superfluous. Incidentally, I 
paid the barrister by means of "COOKS-Travelling-Cheques" which on the day of my imprisonment 
were retained by the Jailor for, he said, safe-keeping. He was at the same time the head of the 
gendarmerie.  
 
I cannot come to any other conclusion that since he was present at the time of my signing and 
handing over the cheques for £250.0.0 to the barrister that he must have realized how exorbitant 
the fee was and I was being robbed. It might be difficult to imagine that he was without interest in 
the transaction. 
 
Twenty two days after my imprisonment, I was marched down the Court and my trial 
commenced. I soon discovered that the array of witnesses was all against me and the truth of 
their statements can be judged by the contradictory manner in which they all gave evidence. One 
said that I had rammed the telephone pole on my way to the field, another that I knocked it down 
with a wing; a third said that the child had been hit by the plane itself. 
One witness said that the pole was 20 yards away whilst another said that it was 200 yards away. 
The child who it was alleged had been killed had no father or mother, but there was an old 
woman in Court who had her face veiled and was said to be the child’s grandmother, the case was 
adjourned for a week and bail was fixed at £ 150.0.0 which I paid with COOKS CHEQUE. 
 
Coming out of Court two Arab brothers took charge of me and brought me to their home, they 
had both been educated in France. The case did not come off in a week's time but was postponed 
week after week for nearly two months on various pretexts. Reference had been made to the 
Minister of defence, a telegram was sent to Angora for which I had to pay £ 9.0.0. The reply stated 
that Tarsus was prohibited territory and as I had flown over it I should be punished for criminal 
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offence. The sentence was eventually pronounced as follow: One year's imprisonment for criminal 
offence,  £ 750.0.0 indemnity for the grandmother of the child and £ 150.0.0 for expenses and 
repairs to the damaged wires and post. 

I appealed against this sentence and this was 
accorded but, possibly due to an oversight of 
those concerned, my bail was not increased. 
By this time I had come to the conclusion 
that there was no justice to be obtained in 
this "Allah-forgotten" country and that the 
only thing left for me to do was to try and 
escape. I wired my mother for £ 500.0.0 (my 
Cooks cheque being still in the possession of 
the jailer) which I duly received through a 
bank in Mersin (a town on the coast) and 
whilst there met a man who owned a small 
sailing craft and who agreed to take me to 

the Syrian coast in return for a payment of £ 75.0.0. The next day I handed him the cash and a 
Gladstone-bag in which I had placed all my belonging, the arrangements were that the craft will 
be cruising near the shore two miles out of Mersin at 9 p.m. and that I was to swim to it. 
 
I came down to the sea shore, much too early of course, undressed and made a bundle of my 
clothes and waited. Later I saw someone moving on the beach, if I were discovered, I knew that 
things would be very bad for me so I hastened up to the dunes and hid there watching the .4ea. 
All of a sudden a voice at my side said "hands up", having complied I turned round and faced a 
man covering me with a revolver. By way of a signal he fired two shots in the air and two more 
men appeared also with revolvers. The first thing I was asked was "where is your money?" I 
pretended not to understand, two men lay hold of me and the third man who appeared to be the 
head, walked down to the beach where, finding my bundle, started rummaging the pockets and 
taking possession of everything of any value that he found. 
 
While this was going on, the two men holding me showed their anxiety lest they should be 
deprived of the booty by the third man, this was not misplaced for on his return from the shore 
he exhibited his find, a wrist- watch and a fountain-pen, he said nothing about the £ 425.0.0 
which he had robbed from the back-pocket of my trousers. At that time they apparently did not 
know yet that I intended to escape but imagined that I had come down to the sea merely to 
bathe. 
 
At this moment, the sailing boat which was to carry me away appeared and one of the three man 
suggested that they should kill me and decamp, fortunately the head of the men did not agree 
with this suggestion, he calmly drew out his revolver (the others did the same) watching the 
movements of the boat which came quite near to the shore. The three men then fired on the craft 
and riddled it with bullets at the same time calling upon the man to drop sail and approach shore. 
The boatman was so frighten and upset with the sudden attack that he did just what he was told. 
The thieves then searched the boat and eventually discovered my Gladstone-bag from which they 
took everything of any value. They were angered at not having comprehended before my 
presence in this place and that I was on the point of escaping, they began to strike me brutally in 
the face with their fists after having secured my hands behind my back. The boatman received the 
same treatment and was also robbed of the money he had with him presumably for his needs on 
the trip. 
 
Having expended their contrariety in physical brutal means. I was ordered to carry my belongings 
and to come with them. The agony I endured walking across the fields with bare feet is 
indescribable, I was urged on with kicks and slaps. I had no idea where they were leading me; my 
surprise can be appreciated when they took me right into the Police-Station. Only there did I 
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learned that the head of the three men was the Commissioner himself and the next day he 
appeared in uniform and conducted the proceedings. 

 
I was charged with being in Mersin without a permit from the 
authorities of Tarsus but not one word was said about 
attempted escape, he deliberately evaded this point. I was told 
that I would be returned to Tarsus under  escort, he then 
ordered my belongings to be brought up and told me 
empathically to make sure that nothing was missing and to sign 
a declaration to that effect. I was powerless, I could not accuse 
him of robbery for he would then disclosed my reason for 
being in Mersin for which I might have to pay dearly. There 
existed a kind of implicit contract between us. 
 
I was duly returned to Tarsus and thrown into prison once 
again, two days later I was called to appear before the 
Mustantic (some kind of Magistrate) to whom I explained my 
craving for a sea bath, he apparently believed my story and 
finned me £ 1.0.0 saying that next time I should obtain a 
written permission from the criminal magistrate, I then beg of 

him for the return of my cheque—book still by the Jailer, that I required money for my living 
expenses and that I could not pay the fine otherwise he then made an order to the Jailer to that 
effect. 
 
I now thought of devising a scheme of leaving the country by air with my own plane, however, on 
examining the plane in the police-yard, I found that the material covering the wings had all been 
destroyed, the fine struts broken and also the main spar. I was told that the police had been using 
the wings as beds to sleep on at night. All my hopes then of making good my escape by air 
completely vanished. This did not take into consideration the probable insurmountable objections 
by the police to let me have the plane to store it in a disused tile factory on the outskirt of Tarsus. 
 
While still waiting for the appeal, I was again arrested on another charge, i.e. "not being in 
possession of a valid permit to reside in the country". All my protests and explanations led to 
nothing. I was flung into prison once more and after three days was called before the criminal 
magistrate.  I was fined a further £ 50.0.0 and after payment regained my liberty. 
Whether my case had been submitted to the high court at Eskisehir I could not tell, one thing was 
certain that two months had elapsed since the sentence had been passed, and I was being bled 
white.  
The only interest the Authorities appeared to have, was to extract by any means at their disposal 
as much of my money they could lay their hands on. 
 
By quite an accident I made acquaintance of a man who told me that he knew a band of 
smugglers who were trafficking in tobacco between a place near the Syrian frontier and Tarsus. 
On being introduced to the head of these smugglers, he agreed to take me across the frontier and 
near to Alexandretta which is a small sea port in Syria. The sum agreed after a debate lasting half 
a day, was £60.0.0 payable in advance. Desperate as I was, I could not but fall in with the proposal 
of this questionable person and take the risk. 
 
The same evening, disguised in the dress of a Turk, I left Tarsus on horse- back in the company of 
three smugglers, two of whom eventually rode ahead out of sight, leaving in their path signs to 
the third one who accompanied me, indicating thereby that the road was clear for him to advance 
with me. 
 
It was indeed fortunate that I was a hardened horse rider myself for this ride was the most 
horribly fatiguing I ever experienced. We left Tarsus at 4p.m., at 10 p.m. we dismounted to feed 
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the horses, ourselves eating bread and cheese, exactly one hour later we were off again until 5 
a.m. when we had another hour stop for the same purpose, at noon another stop of one hour and 
at 7 p. m. we reached the end of our first journey. Twenty four hours in the saddle and three 
hours rest!!. The horses were beautiful Arab / Pacers they can walk as fast as a man can run, their 
value is twice that of a good normal horse. 
 
That night we slept in a small village near the sea and left the next day at 4 p. m., we rode the 
whole night through with only one hour stop and arrived the other side of the golf of Alexandretta 
in the early morning, we remained the whole day with friends of the smugglers and left on foot at 
10 p.m., crossing mountains on invisible paths and at 2 a.m. arrived at a small river, the frontier 
between Turkey and Syria and I safely crossed alone into Syrian territory, feeling at last a free man 
after 4½   months among thieves and rogues. 
 
The above is an authentic account of the events which occurred, and the treatment meted out to 
me during my forced sojourn in Turkey.  
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ADDITION TO PREVIOUS NARRATIVE 
 
I have said nothing of my activities during my forced sojourn in Tarsus and will recount here as a 
P.S. a few of the most remarkable. As a preliminary so that readers should have a notion as to my 
capabilities to successfully carry nut the various jobs as set forth hereunder, I wish to state that I 
have had engineering and electrical training and that my first engagement was by the "Compagnie 
des Etains de Kinta", Kampar, Perak, Federated-Malay-States for the erection of two "Oerlikon" 
diesel engines of 850 HP each coupled direct to Alternators and the subsequent supervising of the 
Power-Station consisting of two Water- Turbines of 800 HP each and two Gas-engines of 90 HP 
each. The "Oerlikons" were in addition for the enlarging of the Mine. To reach the various pits 
which are scattered up to a radius of 10 miles (16 KM) from the Power-Station with a minimum 
loss of tension, the current is stepped up to 6000 volts. 
 
It must be remembered that in 1928 the Armenians in the district of Tarsus were all massacred. 
These were the Industrials, the Manufacturers and the Artisans etc. All Factories, Cotton-Mills, 
Workshops etc. were the properties of Armenians (one or two exceptions). They were therefore 
considered as the blood-suckers of the Turks, the originators of the slump in 1928 and for that 
reason were exterminated. After the massacre the industries were at a standstill. The 
Government then sold all Armenians properties and these fell in the hands of Pashas, however 
since the skilled workers were no more all machinery remained idle. The Turks of Tarsus were not 
mechanical minded, they were farmers purely and simply. 
 
I became famous as a mechanic when the Jailer requested that I should endeavour to coerce his 
typewriter to function. In a few minutes I had re-tighten the loose screw holding the toothed 
wheel causing it to engage again in the toothed bar of the carriage. (I was told later that this 
machine had been out of order for two months and that quite a few self-styled mechanics had 
unsuccessfully tried to entice it to work). This miraculous feat was circulated by the Jailer and 
about a dozen typewriters were brought to the Jail for my attention, All these machines were new 
and none had vital parts out of action but merely routine annoyances such as ribbon wrongly 
connected to vibrator, carriage off the rails, two letter arms stuck together etc. etc. It was only a 
few months earlier that Mustafa Kemel had ordered Arabic scripture to be abolished from 
Government's offices and replaced by Latin letters thereby causing a frantic rush to purchase 
typewriters since no one had ever learned to form Latin letters properly. 
 
One day I was requested to appear at the Jailer's office and there was introduced to the Post-
Master who inquired as to my knowledge in telephones in general because out of fifty 
connections only twenty four were in working order, I said I could not be expected to overhaul a 
whole switchboard including wiring but perhaps could detect a fault here and there. The next day 
I was marched to the Post-Office with four armed guards and marched back to the prison in the 
evening. This went on for eight days in which time I was successful in re-establishing 
communication with eighteen subscribers, the other eight required spare parts not available. I 
was well treated and well nourished by the Post-Master who one day being in a confidential 
mood which can be credited without injustice to the endless supply of spirit obtained 30 he said, 
to sustain the strain of my grey cells, disclosed that all "extras" were being charged in the books 
as "Upkeep" and there was therefore no need for restrain. Later I received delicacies and 
camouflaged spirit from the satisfied subscribers. (Mustafa Kemel had a short time previously 
forbidden the manufacture and sale of wines and s spirits). 
 
The Tarsus Electric-lighting owned and operated by the Municipality was in a very poor condition, 
the filaments of the electric bulbs gave only a red glow, the original tension of 220 volts was now 
only 170. After my release from prison on bail the Deputy Major asked me one day to accompany 
him to the Power-Station so that I should endeavour to trace the reason for the deterioration of 
the lighting. This station was three KM from town, water-turbine driven and built near a river. A 
canal had been cut to bring part of the river to the turbine but apparently no scheme whatsoever 
had been included to stop silting. The Alternator appeared to be in order but did not attain the 
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required speed even with the load off. I would inspect the turbine through a trap door in the floor 
but found the turbine-chamber full of water, the outlet being chocked with sand and myriad of 
river stones the size from Ping-Pong to tennis balls, the turbine was thereby impeded by this mass 
of water which had to revolve with it. 
 
Two hundred prisoners were employed for five days to clear the outlet and chamber of about 16 
cubic metres (cubic yards 21) of these stones. As the water subsided and the turbine began to 
appear it was seen that five of the fourteen blades were missing, the rivets had broken off and the 
blades were somewhere embedded in the silt» Once the chamber was cleared and the missing 
blades recuperated it was a simple matter to remount them with new rivets and at the same time 
renew many of the loose rivets on the other blades. During the nine days required for the 
completion of the job, the turbine was operated during the night only instead, of 24 hours per day 
and I occupied the quarters of the defunct Engineer. A servant was allowed me and twice a day 
this man repaired to the best restaurant in Tarsus and brought back a most generous quantity of 
the best quality of food charged to the Municipality. To commemorate the return of the lighting 
to normal the Major threw a party where I was the guest of honour but I received no emolument 
or gratification whatsoever and I refrained from mentioning anything on the subject fearing 
prejudice of my case. 
 
I spoke previously of two Arab brothers both got a diploma in France one as Engineer and the 
other as Chemist. Their father owned a Weaving-Factory of fifty looms plus all the machinery for 
producing thread out of raw cotton, he had been for the last seven years in Constantinople 
attempting to recuperate from the Government a huge sum for textile supplies to the Army. The 
brothers’ concern about my residence when released from prison and their insistence on their 
hospitability was not dis- interested, when visiting me in prison they had already questioned me 
on my knowledge of engines and machinery so that when the subject was eventually broached it 
transpired they were on their last leg and would re-start the production of textile in a small way 
so as to keep the wolf from the door. Unfortunately the Armenians mechanics were no more and 
sad to say the full blown Engineer had absolutely no mechanical notion whatsoever. 
 
There was a steam-engine but only one ton of coal, a gas-engine for the auxiliaries with plenty of 
wood for making charcoal and an enormous quantity of ready loaded spindles. I decided to use 
the gas-engine to operate part of the looms and to run the auxiliaries alternatively. Shafting had 
to be shifted, suitable pulleys mounted but above all the engine and the gas generator had to be 
overhauled and charcoal had to be made. Former weavers and others were invited to return to 
work, looms were warped and in due course the engine was started with the help of a score of 
men pulling the main belt, the compressed air-tank being of course empty. The power supplied by 
this engine could operate thirty looms, a loom would normally weave a warp in three days but 
due to having to alternate the power to the auxiliaries the time required now was five days, 
however the brothers were highly satisfied with the moderate output of 150 blocks of textile per 
month. With the first block turned out they took me to a tailor and got two very serviceable suits 
made which I was badly in need. I then over hauled the steam-engine and boiler and made trial 
runs with the coal in stock. They wrote their father in Constantinople to negotiate for a sailing 
ship load of coal and I expounded to the Engineer brother the A B C of steam and engine so that 
he could maintain the wheels going round until a capable man was available. Up to the date of my 
escape no coal had arrived yet. 
 
After the world-wide slump of 1928/29 when the cotton fared^ no better than any other produce 
this last named commodity was becoming again a paying proposition in 1930, farmers would once 
more plant on a grand scale with the machinery purchased in the boom years of 1924/26. 
Unfortunately the stumbling block was the absence of the Armenians mechanics and tractor 
drivers. These farmers had of course heard of my fame and every morning beautiful horses with 
saddles and bridles gaily decorated with fancy fabric of showy colours were waiting for my 
appearance outside the habitation of the brothers. If I decided to go to a farm that day there 
ensued a real battle among the grooms as to who will obtain my patronage. They all swore their 
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Master's farm was just outside Tarsus yet I have had to travel up to 15 miles (24 KM) to reach 
destination. The tractors most in evidence were the two cylinders German "Deutz" but the bigger 
Landlords had the "Carterpillar 30" both were hand star- ted on petrol and later switch over to 
kerosene. The spark being supplied by magnets, the greatest difficulty was the teaching to the 
novice the swinging round of the engine to start it, a four cylinder is simple enough, brute force 
with a little practice will do it but a two cylinder of the size subject is a different proposition, a 
knack has to be acquired to overcome the two compressions following each other, I am not 
speaking of motors where the two pistons are going up and down together. 
 
On my first visit to a farm I had no misgiving as to the food likely to be served I had seen hens, 
chickens and ducks in abundance around the building, baskets of eggs were no doubt collected 
every morning. However when requested to fall in to feed I was rather astonished to find an 
empty room with no table, chairs nor crockery ware; a dozen men sat on matting in the centre of 
the room and forming a circle, a place had been reserved for me among them near the farmer, 
each one had some dirty looking substance folded beside him which turned out to be bread (later 
I saw this being made, flour kneaded with water salt and a little curdled milk then divided into 
portions the size of a foot-ball and allowed to stand for a few hours, each ball was then rolled flat 
to about 3/l6th (say 5 mm.) thrown on to a hot thick plate for a few minutes on both sides and 
stacked for future need. Enough was made at one time to last for four days, for serving these 
were folded in four and placed on the matting one to each person). 
 
A huge steaming pot duly arrived brought forth by an old veiled woman ( women may not be seen 
or heard) and put down in the centre of the circle, each man tears a piece of his pancake and 
holds it between the first three fingers so as to form a scoop and ladle out of the pot whatever 
fortune has reserved in the shape of vegetable (meat being conspicuous by its absence scoop 
vegetable and gravy is shoved in the mouth and now commence the process of shewing since the 
bread is akin to leather, later the pot is removed and replaced by a generous quantity of fruits and 
shewing begin again until complete consummation of the bread or pancake. I was in- formed later 
by my aspirant tractor driver that poultry and eggs were for the market and not for consumption 
although twice a week some meat was added to the pot. 
 
Another time a Greek owner of a Tile-Factory, asks my help to transform a 40 HP single cylinder 
horizontal Diesel-Engine into a gas-engine, he could afford the loss of power and a gas-generator 
and a washer had already been installed in the Armenians days but nothing had been done to the 
engine and the transformation had been left in abeyance since. The reason for requiring this 
switching over from Diesel to gas was that profits were small, diesel-oil too expensive and difficult 
to obtain whereas charcoal was cheap and easily available. This was a very intricate job, the 
ignition on a gas-engine is usually done by a low tension magnet with an impulse device and the 
current in broken inside the combustion chamber by a break and make plug, however I knew it 
was possible to use a normal car sparking-plug providing the voltage was not less than 30.000 
volts. Again there was the high compression and feared pre-ignition; fortunately there was a plate 
one inch thick (25 m. m.) between the piston-rod and toe big end bearing which could be 
removed if necessary. Much work had to be done to connect the gas pipe to the engine, to 
introduce a butterfly suitably connected to the speed regulator, to make a make-and-break 
operated by the cam-shaft and to connect a source of D.C. current stepped up to the required 
voltage. However the work was duly completed and the Greek owner very satisfied with the 
transformation. 
 
Everyone has heard of the famed Turkish-bath but few only have in reality a conception of the 
genuine article. Tarsus is the birth place of St. Paul and buildings of that period are still in 
existence. The Tarsus Public-Bath-House is a standing relic of that period. A Pasha to whom I had 
rendered some small services in connection with the lighting of his Palace inquired whether I had 
already paid a visit to the Bath-House. On my negative answer he ordered his groom to harness 
his carriage-and-pair and to convey me to this house with his recommendations, after consulting a 
calendar as there were days for women, days for the rich and days for the poor. 
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On entering the building I was conducted to a long room which had a long wooden bench on one 
side, a place was outlined with hanging textile to form a cabin for privacy wherein I had to undress 
and cover my private parts with a small towel, from there I was marched to the bath-room, This is 
composed of a domed round chamber 30 feet in diameter (9 metres) with on the perimeter a 
series of rectangle boxes facing the main chamber but without doors. Walls, floor, cupola of the 
dome, enormous columns supporting the dome, benches, tubs etc. were all of marble. I was told 
to lie down on the inclined marble floor of one of the boxes. I do not know to what extent the 
floor is heated from underneath but the hot and humid air was suffocating although after a few 
minutes the lungs became accustomed and breathing was easier. Transpiration started to pour 
out of every pore and drained into grooves in the marble for that purpose. From time to time a 
valet felt my skin and when he judged it appropriate he rubbed it with a glove of goat's skin with 
the hairs badly shaved, in consequence my body became the colour of a cooked lobster. I was 
again left alone for a further irrigation of the grooves and later marched to a bench near a tub 
against one of the column and lathered with a bunch of long hairs until I resembled a snow ball 
then besprinkled with hot water from the tub, this process was repeated three times. Half a 
dozen were wrapped round me and I was returned to my textile cabin to lay-down. 
 
After a further three change of towels and perspiration had definitively stopped I was allowed to 
dress and repair to a table loaded with various kind of sweet and aerated drinks and although I 
could have drunk the whole table load at one stretch I was only allowed a half glass now and 
then. I do not know the charges not having paid myself but I walked out in the comparatively cool 
evening air, then 95 F, (35 C.) a weak but refreshed man. 
_____ 
 
 




