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CHAPTER XVII
SOFIA, SALONIKA, AND SO TO BED

StiMULATED by the knowledge that Varna was occupied
by the British we walked the decks openly, flaunting
our protean roles of British officers, highly contented
men, first-class passengers, and third-class scarecrows.

Like the Batoum, the Red Cross ship brought others
who began the voyage as semi-stowaways. Commo-
dore Wolkenau had told us in Odessa that among our
shipmates would be a certain General from Denikin’s
army. We found him—a tall, bearded, Grand-Duke-
Nicholas-like man—dining in the second-class saloon,
and wearing a suit of clothes nearly as shabby as our
own. To dodge investigation by the Austrian port
authorities he had assumed, with the connivance of the
ship’s captain, the character of an engineer’s mate. The
“engineer”’ who owned him as mate was in reality a
commander of the Russian Imperial Navy, also at-
tached to Denikin’s forces. The pair of them were
travelling to Salonika, as emissaries of General Deni-
kin, to ask the Franco-British command for arms, am-
munition, and financial support.

Another fellow-passenger was a former lieutenant of
the Russian navy, who, since the German occupation
of Sevastopol, had been acting as an agent of the Allies.
He carried a complete list of the German and Austrian
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