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river. Broken carts, twisted motor-lorries, horse and 
oxen skeletons—all the flotsam of a broken army— 
mottled the roadside. In the rocky sides of the moun
tain passes were great clefts from which dislodged 
boulders had hurtled down on the Bulgarian columns 
when British aeroplanes helped the retreat with bomb- 
dropping. We passed through the scraggy uplands of 
Lower Macedonia, and so to Salonika.

The real Ford car halted in the imposing grounds that 
surrounded the imposing building occupied by British 
General Headquarters at Salonika. As we climbed the 
steps leading to the front door, warmly expectant of a 
welcome by reason of our information from South Rus
sia, an orderly pointed out that this entrance was re
served for Big Noises and By-No-Means-Little Noises. 
We swerved aside, and entered an unpretentious side- 
door, labelled “Officers Only.”

“Wojer want?” asked a Cockney Tommy, who sat at 
a desk inside it.

“We want to report to Major Greentabs, of the In
telligence Department.”

The Tommy looked not -too -contemptuously at our 
sunken cheeks, our shapeless hats, our torn, creased, 
mud-spotted tatterdemalion clothes, and almost ad
miringly at White’s check waistcoat.

“Nah, look ’ere, civvies,” he instructed, “yer speak 
English well inuf. Carncher read it ? The notice says 
‘Officers Only’, an’ it means only officers. Dagoes 
’ave ter use the yentrance rahnd the corner, so aht yew 
go, double quick.”

That day Salonika gave itself up to revelry by reason 
of an unfounded report that an armistice had been


