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"You WILL take fift), of your Senegalese. You 
will take a machine gun. You will be out of the 
camp in ten minutes." 

"Yes, sir." 
"You know the oasis at Bir Nara? Yes? You 

will be there at daybreak." 
"Yes, sir." 
"You will hoist the colours at the line due south 

if you are there first. If a British detachment is 
there before you, you will take the position and 
then hoist the colours." 

"Y ' " es, SIC. 

"You will then hold the position until the battalion 
arrives. You will do everything possible to get 
there first. If you are there first no hostilities will 
occur. You understand what to do if you arrive 
second. That's all, I think. Good luck! Good
bye! And, oh, Captain Donoghu!" 

" Yes, Colonel ." 
"Report by runner, will you?" 
.. All right. sir." 
The old colonel was always brusque when any

thing untoward happened. He usually carried the 
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suavity of his days in the Ecole St. Cyr on all occa
sions, exactly as he never changed the cut of his 
Napoleon. Donoghu knew that to get to the ques
tioned frontier before the advance guard of the 
British column, his Senegalese would have to march 
quick time nearly all the thirty miles. They had 
already done eighteen that day. 

The Senegalese were already being lined up by 
the young Dahomey sergeant; the machine gun 
men were raising the tripods. Their long. vicious 
Lebel rifles were shouldered. Swarthy Kabyles and 
Berbers of the Turco companies raised their hook 
noses and spat at the negroes in disgust. A group 
of Foreign Legion men grumbled at ceding the 
advance guard to the Senegalese. 

The battalion raised a cheer as the quarter
company started off. The Legion men gave a 
delighted shout of "Ce bon /rlandais !" The officers 
whispered" Remember Fashoda .. as Donoghu swung 
past. He nodded . 

Then they stepped out into the desert. The men 
were all delighted-Donoghu could see that. T hey 
had had no real fighting for years, beyond an occa
sional punitive expedition against remote Kabyle 
tribes, or hunting down slavers along the frontier 
of the Belgian Congo. They were off to fight 
organised troops, as the Zouaves went to the Crimea. 
The little corporal who was carrying the colours 
in their oilskin case forgot discipline for a moment 
and grinned delightedly at the captain. The young 
Dahomey sergeant had thrown back his shoulders 
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until his blue Zouave jacket was near to bursting. 
He whistled" The Marseillaise" viciously between 
his clenched teeth. 

Donoghu knew every man of his troop. His 
sergeant he had captured from an Arab slave trader 
when he was a SQus·/ieutenant of Turcos. He had 
trained him until he was the best sergeant of the 
native regiments. His little corporal he had saved 
from the stake at the hands of U gandese raiders. 
Nearly everyone of the men had come into the 
fortress a naked savage, and been transformed under 
his eye into an efficient infantryman in baggy blue 
pants and red cummerbund and chechia. And they 
looked on the tall, hawk-nosed, grizzled Irish officer 
as nothing short of a deity. 

The column had moved on from Abecher on 
instructions from the Quai d 'Orsay. One of the 
periodical frontier problems of the hinterland of 
the Sahara had arisen, and a battalion had been 
dispatched to hold the line. Hostilities would pre
cipitate an international conAict that might develop 
into a Continental shambles. If Donoghu won his 
race against the advance guard of the English force 
that had left Khartum on the same errand, he would 
obviate most of the difficulties. Smooth-shaven, 
shifty men would parley in the chancelleries of 
Europe, and settle the question according to the 
dictates of diplomacy. If he arrived too late, his 
orders were explicit: he was to attack. Messages 
would rip and crackle along thousands of miles of 
telegraph wire, and within a day troops would be 
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mobilising along the Breton dunes, and squat grey 
cruisers would hurry from the slips of Portsmouth. 

The camp was lost behind the waves of white 
sand. The troop tramped forward with the rapid, 
nervous step of the African of the desert. The 
long midday rest had refreshed the men , and they 
were as strong as though they had just left their 
barracks. Donoghu could see that they wanted fight. 
They would strain every nerve to win, but they 
hoped to arrive too late. Their footfalls sounded 
in unison, with the dull thud of a mallet beating 
clothes. 

" Attention. Rout step." 
They could get along faster now. Their captain 

would utilise their native instinct of hunting. That 
would help in reaching the oasis first. The men 
broke the formation with a shuffling sound as of 
dancers on a sanded floor. They spread out like a 
pack of hunting wolves. 

They were barely twenty minutes out of camp, 
but they had gone nearly two miles. The sun would 
go down in another forty minutes. It hung in a 
vague scarlet blotch behind them, and coloured the 
white sand yellow before them. It was as though 
they were dashing through a limitless field of ripen
ing wheat. The desert rose in waves as far as they 
could see, and in little hills and in gullies and chasms. 
Thcre was a long, clear rift where a sandstorm had 
passed. Heat struck upward . 

At sundown the men would stop for evening 
prayer, and for their quarter-hour rest after the 
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hour's march. Then Donoghu planned another 
hour's burst before nightfall. 

"Attention. Quick time," 
The shuffle grew faster. They hent forward like 

hounds straining at a leash. They closed up into a 
blur of blue. In the middle of the troop the black 
cover of the standard rose like the mast of a shi p. 
There was no hard breathing. There was no sound 
at all beyond the soft, crumbling pad of the hundred 
white-clad feet and the flap of the bayonets against 
the men's thighs. 

The young sergeant was several yards in advance 
of the troop. Occasionally he would break into a 
lope and gain on the men, and then slow up until 
they were just behind him. Then he would lean 
forward and begin his lope again. He had taken 
his rifle from his shoulder and was carrying it in his 
hand . 

Donoghu looked back at the sun. Only half of 
it was above the violet horizon line. The yellow was 
changing to pink along the sand hills. Muezzins 
would now be chanting from the minarets of Algiers. 
It was time for prayer . 

.. Halt. Fall out." 
The line broke its step , wavered and stopped. 

The Senegalese split up into groups and knelt with 
their faces eastward. A tall private chanted the 
verses. 

Donoghu turned and looked back at the suo. He 
always felt an intruder at the prayers of the troops, 
though they never seemed to feel it. He had become 
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so much a part and parcel of his company and they 
of him that it seemed as if he should join in. He 
took ofT his kepi. 

To-night they were reciting the verses on battle. 
It struck him for a moment that, in spite of every 
effort they would make, they knew they were going 
to fight in the morning. The prayer rose in a 
sonorous, triumphant murmur. He wondered what 
really would happen. 

They had broken up now, and were sitting cross
legged, talking in subdued murmurs. They were 
debating the prospects of meeting the British. He 
saw the tall private who had acted as muezzin in
flaming their Mohammedanism. 

God, if these Senegalese were unloosed against 
an enemy, they would tear them limb from limb! 
He had seen twenty-five of them once attack two 
hundred armed Kabyles, and remembered how no 
Kabyle captives were taken and no Kabyle com
batants escaped. What chance would the debilitated 
Hausas have against troops of whom even the Foreign 
Legion was envious? What chance would an 
English detachment have against those savages with 
the promise of the Prophet rising like a flame within 
them? 

Darkness was creeping up now. He would make 
another dash before night broke, and then rest until 
moonrise. He gave the order to fall in. The ser
geant repeated it with a snap like a snarl. 

Shadows were closing around. The men moved 
as in a huge spot of light that would contract little 
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by little. Darkness crept on like a cloak of soft 
black velvet. Donoghu could merely feel it fall 
about them. The men moved onward in a blot of 
dark colour. They changed rifles from one hand to 
the other with a soft click as barrel struck against 
palm. They resembled a huge insect crawling 
forward. The Dahomey sergeant was still in 
advance. The staff of the standard towered up from 
the mass like some grotesque weapon. There was 
the soft glug of water in canteens. 

The prospect of action in the morning affected 
Donoghu with a wild feeling of elation. Queer 
spasmodic shivers can through him. He had a 
desire to sing. The crumbling sand sprang under 
his feet like elastic. 

His fifteen years in Africa had shown him much 
fighting: sharp night attacks against Moorish tribes, 
stealthy jungle stalking for raiders, and occasional 
campaigns into the desert; but, like his men, he 
had had no hostile contact with foreign troops. 

Fifteen years before, he had arrived at the head
quarters of the Foreign Legion in Algiers, had been 
cursorily examined and thrown a uniform. To the 
glowering old sergeant who received him, he was 
just more meat for the Moors, like any pickpocket 
from Whitechapel or remittance man from Europe. 
For his five years of service his daily five centimes 
pay went for pipe clay. He got his promotion to 
non-commission rank in his first enlistment. In his 
second term he got his sub-lieutenancy of Turcos. 
and later his lieutenancy and transfer with the grade 

84 

Q,i.v, . 1 ""'" 
UNIVElII!T'I' Of {AljfORNIA 



DONOGHU'S HOUR 

of captain to the native regiment- all, as the regula
tion for foreigners demands, pour faits de guerre. 

The fifteen years had changed him. When he 
came to Algiers he was a chubby youngster of 
twenty-three, ruddy in the face, with a small mou
stache. Now he was as lean and bronzed and lithe 
as an Arab cavalryman. The hair 
the temples and beginning to thin. 
smile, but seldom spoke. 

was grey about 
He had a ready 

They liked him in the African service . His com
mission as chef de bataillon was in a pigeon-hole 
of the governor-general 's desk. He might reason
ably expect his colonelcy within ten years. In the 
old days of McMahon, roi d'lT/ande, he would have 
gone to Paris later, and might even eventually have 
fingered a marshal's baton. 

He was satisfied, though. They knew that his 
en listment in the Legion was not due to any offence 
or shady affair at home, What gave him more 
satisfaction was that his record was in the British 
war office as one of the most dangerous men in the 
African service. 

He was known in Trinity, Dublin, as Patrick 
Sarsfield O'Conneli Donoghu-Donoghu without 
an "e," His father had held a majority in the 
Enniskillen Dragoons, and he was intended for an 
infantry or artillery regiment. He failed in every 
examination in every subject hut mathematics, and 
left for Aldershot without a degree. 

But he left for Aldershot with the good will and 
good wishes of every man, professor and scout in 
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the university. Even the worm-eaten old lecturer 
in Greek history left his rooms to give Donoghu a 
mouldy monograph on the campaigns of Alexander 
on the day of his departure. 

His father was retired then, and had a little country 
place near Sligo. He used to play golf with the 
then attorney-general, whom he would beat regularly. 
He rode to hounds with a member of the Cabinet, 
who used to visit the town. Between the golfing 
and the fox hunting and the old man's faith in his 
son, Donoghu was one day apprised that a com
mission was open for him in a Guards regiment. 

At the most he had hoped for the Connaught 
Rangers or the garrison artillery. To belong to 
one of those magnificent regiments, whose officers 
wear bearskins and scarlet and gold sashes, seemed 
a wild dream. It was some time before it assumed 
the proportions of reality. 

In Ireland they were overjoyed. They never 
doubted for an instant that his career was made. 
They expected him to follow in the path of Wel
lington, Roberts and Kitchener, and Dillon, who 
led the Irish Brigade in France, and O'Higgins, 
captain-general of Chile. 

And against the purple sand dunes of the Sahara 
he saw the little grey, rambling house that had been 
battered by the Atlantic storms for three hundred 
years. He saw himself, striding out to show his 
brave Guards' uniform to the fox-hunting parson 
at the end of the village. And he could hear the 
cackle of the old housekeeper: 
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" A great pity it is, him to be going with the bloody 
English when he should be drillin' by the riverside 
in the moonlight, with his pike in his hand and in his 
j acket green." 

His friends somehow gave him the same im4 
pression. While it seemed all right to go into an 
Irish regiment , it struck him as something like 
arrant treachery to be in one that was entirely 
English. Even the major o f the Enniskillens felt 
that. 

But all qualms vanished under the glamour of 
the sash and bearskin. The boys in Dublin ex
amined him as if he were a prehistoric exhibit. They 
appeared surprised that he could move and walk, 
and even speak, in his new finery. 

His feelings were of complete elation. H e noticed 
how the passenge rs on the mail boat had gazed 
at him in awed admiration on his way back to London. 
One man seemed surprised at hi !> own temerity in 
asking for a match. 

H e was rather taken aback at his reception at 
barracks. There didn 't seem to be any hearty 
welcome for hi m. The old colonel had a look of 
icy coldness that surprised him. But he thought 
this must be the reception of every subaltern . 

The frigidity continued through mess that night 
and in the morning when his captain brought 
him the rounds of the company. It continued for 
several days. He tried to engage his brother officers 
in conversation, but they were coldly and peremp
torily polite . 
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It was only after a couple of weeks that he got 
his inkling of how matters stood. The company 
was falling out. He said something to the first 
lieutenant. He received a scant answer. 

"Dh, by the way, Mr. Donoghu "- that" Mr." 
was Jike gall- " haven't you got some Irish regi
ments over there, militia and yeomanry and things 
like that ?" 

"Oh, yes, a lot," he answered, "Why do you 
ask? " 

"Oh, merely curious," the second lieutenant 
replied , "merely curious." 

He didn't understand him for a minute. Then 
it broke in on him. The bearskin felt like a ton 
of iron on his head. The red tunic swelled under 
his chest. His cheeks flamed like fire. The 
lieutenant was walking off. He felt he wanted to 
run after him and plunge his sword into his neck. 
A corporal standing near laughed . He turned 
around suddenly and the laugh broke off. 

Whenever he thought of the incident he grew 
as red as he was that day on the drill ground. 
His long discipline in the desert could not master 
that. H e would stop in the middle of his stride 
and grasp his sabre. His eyebrows would con
tract. He would curse long and viciously under 
his breath. 

He was thinking of it now as he strode along 
by the troop. His chin had fallen on his breast. 
He marched mechanically. The moon had risen, 
and he was making out the course by compass . 
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The troop was swinging forward in step. The 
moonlight gave the dunes a white, leprous look. 
The men had the appearance of giants in the 
Thousand and One Nights. They threw gigantic 
shadows behind them. The standard pole cast a 
long black line that ended in a faint thread fifty 
feet behind. The moonbeams drew little glints of 
silver from the barrels of the rifles. They struck 
flashes from the Maxim that was being carried on 
its tripod in the rear, like some horrible, squat 
serpent, borne by priests in a barbaric processional. 

A faint breeze had risen and was st irring the 
fine sand with a noise like the rustle of dry leaves. 
A little sand owl hooted derisively in the distance. 
Now and again the machine gun carriers gave grunts 
of effort. 

From a clump of palm trees in front a mara
bout bird, that had strayed far inland from the 
marshes, rose with a raucous caw. They could see 
its long bill in the moonlight. It threw back its 
legs and flapped off eastward. It seemed to be 
flying straight into the white disk of the moon. 

Donoghu's kepi was pulled forward. He was 
holding his sabre by the middle. He was going 
over every little detail of his life in the Guards. 

He had endeavoured to conquer the antipathy 
towards him by dint of work. Beyond the neces
sary presences at drill and mess he meddled no 
longer in the regiment's affairs. He was slowly and 
surely being pushed to the wall. 

He brought the colonel what he thought was a 
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perfectly new idea for a company advance under 
fire. The colonel heard him to the end. 

"As tactics," he had said, "as tactics, Mr. 
Donoghu, your proposal might be looked on with 
favour by a horde of Fenians with bludgeons, or 
by the irregulars of His Majesty of Abyssinia. Why 
not forward it to the headquarters of either?" 

That ended that course of action. 
If it had not been for his father. who was tell

ing everyone who would listen to him of the 
magnificent career his son was making for himself, 
and for the boys , to \vhom he had given photo
graphs of himself in full dress uniform, he would 
have asked for a transfer to another regiment. 
But there had been too many dreams woven about 
him. 

The atmosphere of it all stifled him. The salutes 
of the lumbering Cornwall men and the cockney 
prize fighters seemed to veil jeering insolence. 
The men had noticed their officers' attitude, and 
were coming as close to actual insult as they 
dared. 

Even in spite of all, he would have stuck it out 
and tried to conquer. But there was the episode 
of Edith Grierson. That was the part of it that 
made Donoghu spit gall. 

It was asinine, purely asinine. 
twenty-three. He met her at a 
She was fair and tall and caustic. 

But Donoghu was 
couple of dances . 

Donoghu was in need of sympathy. He didn't 
tell her his troubles. He would tell her afterwards. 
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The more difficult his position became, the more 
serious grew his attachment. Normally it would 
have been a passing psychological phase. In Ireland 
the mess would have discovered it, and bantered 
him good-naturedly until the affair had passed 
over. 

They met again at a dance. They danced . They 
went out to the conservatory. They talked for a 
few minutes. There was a flutter at his throat. 
He attempted to take her hand. 

She drew back and eyed him. T here was a 
mean, hard laugh in her eyes. 

"How you Irish do love to flirt! " she said, and 
moved off. 

He got hot and red, and then very cold. He 
went out into the garden and cursed her and him
self and the regiment and the day he entered it. 

Within a day his resignation was in. Within a 
week it was accepted. No one said good-bye to 
him. He felt that they all knew about the Miss 
Grierson incident, and would laugh over it that 
night at mess. 

Next day he was in Havre. Two days later he 
was in Marseilles, under the care of a corpulent 
sergeant of Zouaves. Five days later he was in 
the quarters of the Foreign Legion at Torrens, 
being licked into shape by a cadaverous corporal 
with a voice like sulphuric acid. . 
. The only regret he ever had was for his father. 
to whom he had never written and from whom he 
had never received a line. The old soldier's heart 
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he knew, must have been broken. He wondered 
how he played golf and went fox hunting after. 

Over in Algiers they liked him from the day of 
his arrival. The cadaverous corporal, who had 
threatened to boot him at his first drill, nursed 
him for days when he was down with sunstroke. 
The Spahis and Zouaves had always a chair for 
him at their tables in the cafes. Even the saturnine 
Kabyles met him with a grunt of welcome when 
he strolled through their tents. 

He liked the life there: the colour and glamour 
in the barracks, and the fierce, reckless spirit of 
the men. He enjoyed himself, except when he 
went out into the sand dunes and thought of the 
four months he was in his Guards regiment and 
wore his bearskin and his sash of scarlet and gold. 

It was midnight now. The men had come fifteen 
miles. That made thirty-three that day. They 
were shuffling on in a rapid trot. The Dahomey 
sergeant still kept ahead of the troop, like the bell
wether of a herd of sheep. Only the frequent 
shifts at the machine gun and the standard showed 
that the troop was tired. They were near a group 
of stunted palm trees and a little spring. 

Donoghu gave the order to fall out and bivouac. 
They were due two hours' sleep now. Then they 
would have to be up and on the march if they were 
to keep in the race. 

Arms were stacked with a clashing rattle. The 
troop sat down and munched the rations from their 
haversacks. The six sentries took up their posts. 
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The sergeant made his rounds. Somewhere a pair . 
of jackals howled. 

The moon was high now. Against the black of 
the sky stars stood out like patches of white fire. 
Faint silver twinklings came from the dusty leaves 
of the palm trees. Water rose from the gpring in 
a soft bubble. It flowed out in a little silver river 
that grew fainter and fainter and finally disappeared 
in the sand. 

Donoghu wondered how the English detachment 
was getting along. He knew now how a cat felt 
while it waited for a mouse. 

The men had unrolled their blankets and lain 
down on their faces. In their centre were the 
machine gu n and the stack of rifles. At intervals 
the sentries stood bolt upright, with their fingers 
on their triggers. 

Donoghu hollowed himself a place in the sand 
and settled himself in it. He could not sleep . He 
felt that the next day was too big. H e remembered 
he felt like that going over on the mail boat to 
the Guards' barracks. He wanted to save hi mself 
as much as he could. He crushed his kepi down 
ove r his eyes and lay still. 

And then forms and faces rose before him. 
There was the old colonel of Guards, sitting stiffly 
before his desk, and a first lieute nant of Guards. 
And there was Edith Grierson. And there was an 
o ld fox-hunting major of EnniskiIIen Dragoons, and 
a group of Trinity students, and an old lecturer 
in Greek with a stained monograph in his hand. 
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And there was a thin line of khaki troopers, 
centred about a mara bout's tomb with a few stunted 
date palms and a brackish stream. 

Occasionally he heard a soft thud as the sentries 
grounded arms against the sand, and a few stifled 
yawns and a shuffle as the guard changed. 

The moon had passed well overhead now. The 
men had had their two hours ' s leep, but Donoghu 
gave no order. 

He felt the young Dahomey sergeant pat him on 
the shoulder . 

"Are you asleep, Captain?" he asked. 
"No, I'm not," 
"Shall the men fall in?" 
"Go back and lie down," Donoghu directed. 
Another hour passed . Donoghu looked around. 

Most of the men were awake. They lay around, 
squatting on their haunches and lying on their 
elbows, and waited. 

Donoghu still gave no order. 
Four hours had passed before they were under 

way again . The air was raw. The horizon was 
touched with faint splotches of grey. 

The troops moved forward rhythmically in step. 
The sergeant paced alongside with quick, nervous 
strides. Donoghu noticed that his bayonet was 
fixed. A sharp breeze moved westward. From 
behind a clump of scrub there came the twitter of 
a sand partridge. 

Donoghu felt calm now. 
countless ages, a scale that 

It was as if, after 
had been jolted had 
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come to perfect balance. He threw his shoulders 
back and looked straight forward . About his 
troops was the dignity of men going into battlc. 

Tints of rose and grey and emerald were filling 
the sky. A flock of starl ings passed high over 
their heads. They could hear the rapid pit-a-pat 
of wings. In the east the sun rose in a crimson 
blotch. Clouds took the shape of heavy artillery 
and of massed regiments. They hovered to and 
fro like smoke from heavy ordnance . Then they 
suddenly parted and the sun flashed out like a huge 
crimson balloon. 

They lost sense of time 
became so many steps to be 
a thin khaki line . 

and space. 
taken , until 

Distance 
they met 

The troop routed step and scattered. The ser
geant ran forward with nervous steps and whined 
like a bloodhound. The machine gun was dropped 
every quarter of an hour by its bearers, and others 
rushed to it and carried it forward. Every quarter 
of an hour the pole would be wrenched from the 
hands of the standard bearer. 

Donoghu glanced at his troop from time to time . 
Their faces were set and rigid . Teeth were clenched. 
Furrows ran down glistening black jaws. Huge 
white eyeballs rolled . 

He himself felt as if his fists grasped thunder-bolts. 
He was an irresistible power, hastening down the 
alleyways of the world to avenge woeful centuries. 

The corporal at his left was gibbering in Arabic. 
He was reciting verses from the Koran that told 
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of the conquest of the Feringhee and of the victory 
of Islam. 

Occasionally they rested mechanically. Then 
they stood rigid and looked eastward. No one 
spoke. 

Hammers seemed to clank in Donoghu's brain. 
There was a singing in his ears. Above all he 
could distinguish a well-modulated voice drawling: 
., H ow you Irish do love to flirt! " 

Then they saw the khaki line. 
The black sergeant raised his voice and howled 

like a wolf. 
The troop was running now. Three more helped 

to rush the gun. They took the standard on their 
shoulders. 

Donoghu halted them and drove them into rank. 
He knew they needed a rest. They stood tense and 
quivering, with teeth bared. 

He was near enough now to distinguish the 
British advance guard. They had scattered out 
over two hundred yards. A trim, slight officer was 
walking up and down. He could see that it was an 
English, not a native, detachment. He wondered 
how they would face these black fighters, whose 
bulk and uniform made them look like old-time 
djinn. 

He marched them forward in quick time. The 
Jine grew more distinct. He could see the khaki 
caps. They were the type whose salute had seemed 
insults. He had no redress then. He was going 
to have it now. 
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The khaki line had dropped on their stomachs 
and were fingering their Lee-Enfields. They were 
taking no chances. 

If Donoghu did not attack, he could imagine 
his reception. The young officer would come for
ward with a smile. "Sorry, old man. Here first , 
you see. Fortune of war J" The khaki troops 
would examine his Senegalese curiously and then 
draw aside with a snicker. 

The line was lost to view behind a sand ridge. 
In a minute they would top it. The defence would 
not be more than one hundred and fifty yards 
away. 

The Senegalese were drawn up in a quivering 
line. The teeth of the little corporal were chatter
ing in frenzy. One or two of the men were frothing 
at the lips. They fixed their chechias and tightened 
cummerbunds . 

Beyond the ridge they could hear the young officer 
and his sergeant deliver quick orders. Donoghu 
wasn 't listening to them. He was listening to the 
voice of a young woman in a conservatory at a 
ball fifteen years ago. 

The Senegalese were waiting impatiently, their 
eyes focused upon him. 

"Fix bayonets," he rasped. His throat seemed 
to have gone dry. 

There was a swish as the blades left the scab
bards and a succession of sharp clicks as they were 
locked on the rifle barrels. 
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STORIES WITHOUT WO:VIEN 

The young Dahomey sergeant was poised on the 
balls of his feet. His bayonet was at the charge . 
He swayed backward and forward. He looked at 
Donoghu. Donoghu nodded. 

They topped the ridge and raced downward. 
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