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Stepsons of France 
By ROBERT CARSE 

Author of "Street of Swords," "Return to Glory," etc. 

DELBOIT was grateful for the dark. 
It kept from him sight of the 
famihar room, the rough stone 

walls, his foot-locker at the end of the 
bunk, his field-case, revolver and service 

belts each on their separate pegs, the 
photographs of his mother and father, and 
the map of the Western Front. 

Here in his room he could be alone, and 
evade for a time the complex necessities of 
his life. You're a coward, he had thought 
more than once, and not fit to hold com-
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They went across the Jagged pile of the courtyard, 
their heads bent as shells burst. Delbolt looked 

back once, l i fted his hat to the tattered flag. 

mand of a post of the Legion. You wait 
for the dark and in it you hide. 

He reached up and found the dial of the 
radio on the shelf overhead, turned it, 
brought in Paris. Then he lay still, his 
hands stretched on the bunk rim. 

There was music first, and that irritated 
him. He wanted news, news of the fate of 
I'^rance. 

He heard the sentry who walked the 
rampart. It was Vroow, and his left boot 
heel squeaked. The mules made a snuffling 
rustle in their stalls. Some man in the 
barracks slapped down his cards and 
grunted profane German. 

His fingers were on the dial, tensed to 
turn it off, when the announcer began to 
speak. General Weygand had issued an 
order to all French forces telling them to 

Here is a story about the undying spirit of the French 
Foreign Legion: of what it means to be a Legionnaire, 
and of what that polyglot band of brave, stubborn 

men found to do when France fell 

maintain their positions at any cost. Two 
divisions of the British Expeditionary 
Force, the last two in France, were re
ported to have left for England from a 
Channel port. The French government was 
still established at Tours, but might go on 
to Bordeaux for reasons of safety. 

The announcer paused, rattled papers. 
He began to read War Ministry communi
ques, bulletins from the front. They were 
all bad, told of continued French retreat. 

Delboit flicked the dial and the bulb 
went out, the set was silenced. He struck 
the side of the set with his fist. It was his 
impulse to weep. France, he thought— 
something very great and terrible has hap
pened to my country. 

It was no longer possible for him to 
stay stretched there on the bunk. He rose 
and lit the lantern, went to the map on 
the wall. But his brain was too confused 
for him to relate the meaning of the com
muniques to the flat black and white of 
the map. Dread, a fear that France was 
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about to be defeated, numbed his thought. 
He looked from the map at the photograph 
of his father. 

"What are you thinking tonight?" he 
asked aloud. 

' T ' H E knock on the door was quick. 
-"- Beucken entered as he made it. 

"Pardon, man Lieutenant," he said for
mally, "but I thought you might like to 
know the news from Paris." 

Beucken was fully dressed. The lantern 
light brought a glitter from his belt buckle 
and buttons. 

"Sit down," Delboit said. The sergeant 
somehow gave him a feeling of calm, reas
sured him in his authority. 

Beucken sat in a stiff posture on the 
foot-locker. He gripped his big hands to
gether between his knees and looked 
straight at Delboit. "I t doesn't seem," he 
said, "as if that shuffle they made on the 
Rue Dominique is doing a lot of good. Wey-
gand's having no better luck than Gamelin 
did." 

A smile lifted the lines of Delboit's wide, 
sensitive mouth. "They're both fine sol
diers," he said. "What we get here in 
Morocco doesn't let us figure much who's 
the better. But Weygand can do the job 
all right." 

"Certainly," Beucken said. He had not 
yet taken his eyes from Delboit's face. This 
is a youngster, he thought, who's worried 
bad. You're the guy to help him, Beucken. 
There's more than half a hundred of his 
kind you've put through the mill and made 
real officers of the Legion. 

" I remember back in '16," he said, "when 
all the news was bad. My lieutenant 
thought the men didn't know, and he was 
wrong. So one morning before inspection, 
I told him, 'Listen, Lieutenant. Let the 
lads have double wine ration today. They 
feel as rotten about this as you and me. 
But the wine will pick them up' ." 

Delboit stood in the center of the nar
row room. He was aware that he was 
dressed in his undershirt and loose trousers 
and that Beucken was impeccable. Anger 
touched his thought. 

How long, he wondered, must a man 
serve in this outfit before he's considered 
capable of taking care of himself? I'm 
bored by Beucken and all his silly stories 
of the old days. This is my post; I com
mand it. I earned my own stripes. They 
weren't pinned on me coming out of Saint 
Cyr. 

"You must have been sitting in with 
Yedich," Delboit said, "using the post set. 
Keep it going that way and you'll burn out 
even our reserve batteries. Battalion won't 
send us any more for another month." 

"You're right, Lieutenant," Beucken 
said. The words had been designed as a 
rebuke to him, he knew, but it wouldn't do 
any good to accept them that way. He and 
the youngsters here would have, to work 
together very closely from now until the 
end. "I told Yedich to shut off the set when 
I left, and to keep quiet about what we'd 
heard." 

Delboit took a stride across the room. 
"Go on," he said. "Tell me what I should 
do—whether or not I should tell the men. 
Give me another story about the old days. 
Que c'est ridicule! Realize that the old days 
are gone for good. There's no more sense in 
trying to make a parallel between then and 
now. France is all but whipped. And 
we're stuck here in the High Atlas, isolated, 
usele*, a thousand miles from the front.'' 

"So," Beucken said. "True, Lieutenant." 
He lifted his gaze again, to the thin and 
long face, the mobile mouth and broad, 
deep eyes. Delboit was very angry, he 
realized, almost hysterical. He stood, and 
walked slowly past Delboit, halted before 
the photographs on the wall. 

"Where is w'sieur le colonel," he said. 
"In the Maginot?" 

"My father's commanding Fort 
L'Ecluse, at Bellegarde," Delboit said, in
stant pride in his voice. "Yes, of course 
he's in the Maginot." 

"Men like him won't let us get licked. 
He's out of the old Legion. When I was 
doing my first service in Madagascar I 
heard of him. My sergeant had fought 
under him against the Black Flags in Indo-
China." 
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'T^HE rapid pulse of blood slacked in 
-*- Delboit's forehead. He, too, glanced 

at the photograph of his father. He smiled, 
and all his irritation, his rage were gone. 
"They won't get past Bellegarde the way 
they got past Sedan," he said. 

"Bien sur," Beucken said. "And we 
shouldn't listen to all the talk over the 
radio. Those announcers are a pack of 
gigolos." 

"You don't trust anybody but a Legion
naire," Delboit said, "and that's wrong. 
But let's have a drink. Here's to us. Here's 
to the Legion." 

He poured Martiniquan rum from the 
bottle in the corner, iilled the metal cups 
to the brim. 

"Good, very good," Beucken said. His 
pale blue, red-veined eyes shone, then be
came somber. He held forth the cup. 
"Please, another." 

"You want to make another toast?" 
Delboit said. 

"No." Beucken's voice was rough. He 
stood with his feet widely set, his thick 
body forward on his legs. "I just got to 
thinking about my family in Germany. 
Thirty years now, since Fve seen them. But 
they're there, my younger brothers and my 
sisters. This, I got when the last mail came 
up from battalion." He opened the flap of 
an upper tunic pocket, half pulled out a 
letter. 

"Read it to me," Delboit said, keeping 
the words slow and even . 

"I know it by heart," Beucken said. 
"You've already guessed what it says. The 
Geheime Staats Polizei are after them. 
Those are the real bad boys—the Gestapo. 
I'm told to leave the Legion, and if I don't 
leave it, my family will suffer." 

Delboit carefully put down the cup. His 
hands were shaking. "Why do you tell me, 
Beucken?" he said. "There's nothing I can 
do." 

"Nothing," Beucken said. "But remem
ber that Fm always a Legionnaire. I fought 
them, my own nation, in the last war. I'll 
fight them again, any time, any place. 
Why? I had nothing, no shoes, no coat, 
when I came to the Legion. I was starving 

and without hope. But in the Legion they 
gave me back my pride. As long as I was 
loyal, as long as I could use my strength, 
the Legion was my home. It is too late to 
regret. My brothers could have followed 
me, or stopped Hitler in their own land . . . 
Goodnight, Lieutenant. Thank you for the 
rum." 

The door clicked shut in unison with 
Beucken's stride. Delboit rested as if the 
man were still in the room and beside him. 
Then he picked up his cup. "To you, Le
gionnaire," he whispered. As he drank he 
watched the photograph of his mother. 

He walked close to it, put his fingers 
on it. You'll be safe, anyhow, he thought. 
They won't dare do anything to you. The 
thought opened memory; he was with his 
mother in the garden of their house at 
Senlis. 

She clipped flowers for the dinner table 
while he carried her basket. Nounou, the 
cat, played back and forth across the path, 
leaping over his mother's slippers. She 
spoke softly in caution to the cat, and then 
to him, her son. 

"Your father has decided that you won't 
go to Saint Cyr," she said. "He believes 
that his own career has already had enough 
influence upon you. But it's his secret wish 
that you join the Legion as a common sol
dier, work up through the ranks. You will 
do it for him, Julien? To him the Legion 
is everything; more than you, more than 
I, or his own life." . . . 

The photographs and the room were 
suddenly insufferable to him. His need for 
action and the knowledge of his lack of it 
returned to him. He pulled his tunic, his 
kepi from the pegs, went out and climbed 
to the rampart. 

II 

T 7"R00W had been relieved. The skinny, 
' jumpy American, Jordan, had replaced 

him. Jordan held his rifle tightly gripped, 
gazed through a loophole to the south. 
"Nothing to report, Lieutenant," he said. 
"Everything's quiet." 

Delboit gravely nodded. Among the 
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sixty-five men under his command in the 
post, Jordan was perhaps the most extra
ordinary. He was serving his first year as 
a Legionnaire, and had come from Kansas 
at his own expense to enlist at Oran. 

He was quite intelligent; but some of 
the stories he had read and motion pictures 
he had seen had given him an almost com
pletely false impression of life in the for
eign regiments. He had formed the belief 
that action was unending, the personnel all 
heroic and advancement to the rank of 
officer practically immediate. 

Despite his disillusionment during his 
training period at Sidi-bel-Abbes and the 
months of his service here in the Atlas, he 
still kept the conviction that his life was 
much more exciting than it had been in 
Kansas. 

"That flute's being played yet in the 
kasha" Delboit said. 'Old Jtlohal must've 
forgotten the Koran rules and is making a 
night of it." 

"There was a drum playing a while ago, 
too, sir," Jordan said. 

"What kind of a drum?" 
"Sounded like a big one, the kind they 

used to play in the circus parades at home." 
"Tres hien," Delboit said. He changed 

his position so he could watch the high-
walled native village below in the valley. 
It lay on a curve of the trail where the 
wild mountain river had cut very deep, and 
it blocked all egress to the north. When the 
post had been built here, the general head
quarters staff had been thinking of that, 
and had equipped the northern bastion with 
a seventy-five millimeter cannon. 

Now the village was closed in a swirl of 
valley mist. Light came only from the 
square, thick tower of the house of Mohal, 
the caid and ruler of all the tribesmen in 
the valley, 

Mohal's clan had lived in the valley for 
many centuries. They considered it their 
own, and Mohal's acceptance of the French 
was surly, almost openly restive. He hated 
all Christians, and in particular the Legion, 
for they had taken the valley from him. 

Mohal would be pleased by tonight's 
news, Delboit thought. The tough old Ait-

Yaddou would never be happy until the 
post was gone from his valley. But it was 
unusual for Mohal to play the drums. 
Those were kept for Ramadan. 

Delboit stirred, made cold by the dawn 
chill, and cursed in a low voice. 

"Something wrong, sir?" Jordan said. 
"Yes," Delboit said. "That was no drum 

you heard. It was a plane. Listen, and you 
can hear it now. The valley echoes made 
you think it was a drum." 

The plane went high, through a cloud. 
It was lightless. The ruffling drone of the 
motors passed, then came back. A big 
bomber, Delboit thought, and not one of 
ours. The plane had begun to dive, down 
toward the post. 

"A parachute, sir!" Jordan said. His 
head was back, his mouth agape. "A para
chute with a flarp• attached 1" 

nPHE plane rose from the dive wath a 
-•- metallic scream. Delboit saw it for an 

instant in the greenish fulgence of the 
parachute flare. But its speed was too great 
for him to read the wing markings, and all 
he could distinguish was that the direction 
it took was away to the north-east. 

White, whirling pieces of paper were 
falling into the post. They had been loosed 
by the plane, came in ragged eddies like 
snow. Jordan has his rifle lifted, was poised 
to fire. 

"Take it easy," Delboit told him. "The 
plane's gone, and those are leaflets it 
dropped. Go down and get me one." 

The leaflets were in very correct French. 
But the signature at the bottom was broad, 
black-scrawled: // Duce. They advised "all 
French forces in Morocco to put down their 
arms." Resistance, the message ended, 
would be met by death. 

Delboit folded and refolded the one 
Jordan brought him. Now you know: the 
cold, hard thought formed in his brain. 
Mussolini's in the game. You're fighting the 
Italians, and somehow you must be fight
ing French treachery. That's why you 
haven't been able to get through on the 
phone to battalion for the last couple of 
days. 
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His hand crumpled the leaflet. INIuscles 
went tight across his back. He wanted to 
curse, to yell his hatred and defiance. But 
men were running out from the barracks 
into the courtyard. He turned and faced 
them. 

"Bugler," he called, "sound Assembly. 
Sergeant, I want each man to read a copy 
of this leaflet." 

He went down into the courtyard after 
Beucken had drawn up the men. They were 
very silent, at the rigid attention. He went 
past them and into the little leanto that 
housed the post radio set. Yedich sat there 
red-eyed and nervous, the earphones pulled 
over his short-cropped skull. 

"Try Rabat," Delboit said. "Then Casa
blanca and Meknes and every post between 
here and the coast." 

Yedich worked the key fast, his body 
bent over it. "No answer, Lieutenant," he 
said. "There's a lot of talk on the air, but 
none in answer to mine." 

"What do you pick up?" Delboit said, 
almost whispering. 

"Some commercial station," Yedich said. 
"And all they keep talking is that Paris 
has fallen." 

"Confirm that if you can." It was Del-
boit's belief that his voice did not belong 
to him, that it was some other man who 
uttered the guttural and heavy words he 
pronounced. He leaned against the table, 
feeling giddy, sick. 

Sweat ran down Yedich's flat brow, he 
noticed. There were beads of sweat upon 
Yedich's hairy fingers. The man was a 
Yugoslav. It wasn't his country, his capital 
that were threatened. But still the sweat of 
fear was on him. 

"I've got it confirmed, sir," Yedich said. 
"How?" 
"From Paris." 
"But in what way?" 
"The government station at Paris is 

broadcasting in German." 
"Thank you," Delboit said. He moved, 

forced himself to move out into the court
yard. Beucken stood in front of the men, 
stiffly saluted and reported. 

Delboit halted, his heels met. He waited 

for a long moment before he spoke. At 
times, he recalled, he had told himself that 
these men were stolid, if not stupid. But 
they weren't now. Their eyes watched him 
the way an eagle watched a valley sheep. 
If he showed fear, it would spread to them. 

"Legionnaires," he said, "I have a very 
simple thing to tell you. Paris has just 
fallen. That very probably may mean the 
entire downfall of France. I've tried to 
reach the posts to the north, and head
quarters at Rabat. There is no response. 
We're threatened by the Italians, warned 
that if we don't put down our arms we'll 
meet death. 

"I'm your commander, but I'm also a 
Legionnaire. So I can't lie to you. If we're 
really cut off, the Italians have a chance of 
making good their boast. But we've got an 
old boast of our own. We've always wanted 
to fight alone, share our glory with no 
other outfit. Here's the place for us to do 
it. What do you say?" 

It came in a single shout at first, and 
from Beucken. Then the others yelled in a 
great roar: 

"We fight!" 
He smiled at them. "Very good, com

rades. That's all any of us has to know." 

I l l 

nPHE men sat around the barracks stove 
-*- after supper. Ildakeff was the one who 

banged his boot against the stove and asked 
them, "What are we going to do—stay here 
to be bowled over like sheep?" 

"No," Jordan said; "of course not." But 
once he had said that he felt embarrassed, 
unsure of himself: he was the youngest 
man here. 

But nobody else seemed to want to an
swer the Russian, and over in the corner old 
Vroow was playing his harmonica, veins 
purple in his forehead from the wine he'd 
drunk. 

Vroow sang a Dutch song, about a Rot
terdam girl and the sailor who took her 
for a walk on the dike. "Fine town, Rotter
dam," Vroow said, and wiped his mouth 
with the back of his hand. "My town. But 
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I don't want to see it again. Let Hitler's 
boys have it. Here in the Legion we get 
food and wine every day." 

"Shut up, souse," Ildakeff said. "What 
few brains you had are pickled solid." 

Ildakeff stood and tapped his kepi down 
at an angle. He was a handsome man, lean 
and rangy. The double row of ribbons on 
his chest, his record and the fact that he 
was senior corporal gained him almost as 
much respect among the men as Beucken. 

He stared at them, his dark eyes bril
liant. "Action," he said, "is the only thing 
that will save us. Not sitting here on our 
hunkers." 

"You do anything the lieutenant doesn't 
order," Brabec said, "and you'll get your 
hunkers kicked good." 

Ildakeff strode instantly to him. He 
pushed Brabec backward from his stool. "It 
takes a Czech," he said, "to make plenty 
of talk but no sense. You're no real Legion
naire, and no fighter. Hitler seized your 
country without a shot. You're in the 
Legion only because the French wouldn't 
feed you as a civilian." 

Brabec got up punching. Ildakeff was 
ready. He knocked the stockier, younger 
man down, and down again. Brabec finally 
lay and moaned in soft, broken gasps 
through his pulped lips. Ildakeff spat in 
contempt. "Next time," he said, "I'll knock 
that button nose right off your stupid face." 

Yedich was up, a stool in his hand. "Let 
the man be," he said. "The Czechs are all 
right and he's all right." 

"So?" Ildakeff asked, but he made no 
move toward the radio operator. Yedich 
was well-liked, and very quick in a fight. 
A brawl with him would be a mistake. 
Ildakeff turned. "Hey, harmonica; how 
much of that stolen wine have you got 
left?" 

Vroow slyly smiled. "Who can prove it's 
stolen, and who can prove I've got any?" 

"Your belly's stretched with it now," 
Ildakeff said. He walked with a slow pace 
to the old Dutchman, took a closely folded 
ten franc note from his pocket. "Come on, 
get some out. All the boys want a drink to
night. I'm willing to pay." 

"1 7"R00W put the harmonica down on the 
' bench. He gave Ildakeff an upward, 

blinking glance. "You're still wearing 
epaulettes," he said, "and riding a white 
horse at the head of your Ataman Cossacks. 
This is the Legion, chum. When I steal 
wine, it's for myself." 

"How about a couple of quarts of that 
anisette you can buy in the village?" 
Ildakeff spread out the note wide. "There's 
a lot more-kick in that than in issue wine." 

Vroow nodded, went stumbling through 
the door. 

The others were glancing out into the 
courtyard. Delboit and Beucken were 
standing in front of the lieutenant's room. 
Delboit made small, expressive gestures 
with his hands as he talked. "Telling 
Beucken what to tell us," Ildakeff said. 
"Our boy lieutenant is badly worried." 

"Who isn't?" Yedich said. But then 
Vroow was back in the room, and he carried 
four canteens. 

The men drank fast, one after the other. 
Ildakeff gave his share to Yedich. "I'll get 
more later," he told him. "Now what I 
want is the news from France. Sneak over 
and start up the set." 

"It'd be taking a chance," Yedich said. 
"Beucken gave me orders this morning not 
to use the set without the lieutenant's per
mission." 

"To hell with the lieutenant," Ildakeff 
said vehemently. "He and Beucken are in 
there now listening to his own set. The 
phone wire to battalion has been down for 
days now. We've got just as much right to 
know what's happening as they have." 

Yedich reeled a bit crossing the court
yard. "I'm kind of drunk," he muttered. 
"Haven't had so much wine since payday.'' 

"You probably won't get paid again in 
this outfit." Ildakeff pulled open the door of 
the leanto for him, helped start the set. 
Yedich's face became stern as he put on 
the ear-phones, and he crouched forward, 
then took pencil and paper, wrote. 

Ildakeff read the words over his shoulder. 
The phrase, "Sauve qui peut" was repeated 
several times, and the call letters of the 
Colonial Army headquarters station at 

i f i 
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Rabat. The rest was illegible; Yedich made 
a thick, confused scrawl. 

Ildakeff roughly shook him. "What are 
they saying?" he said. "What is it?" 

"The Reynaud cabinet has resigned," 
Yedich said. He was trembling. "An order 
has been issued by Retain for the arrest of 
Daladier and Bonnet and a lot of the other 
big shots who're over here in Africa. 

"Retain is head of the new government. 
He's given in to the Germans. There's going 
to be an armistice. We'll all be shot if we 
don't put down our arms. 

"That's what the guy at Rabat says, and 
I've asked him three times. All the other 
posts from here to the coast are doing that 
—putting down their arms. Retain has sold 
out France." 

"Maybe he couldn't do anything else," 
Ildakeff said. "But keep still; shut off the 
set. We've got to think about ourselves, 
and what this means to us." 

He went striding back to the barracks, 
a yard or so ahead of Yedich. He paused 
at the doorway, wanting to make a dram
atic entrance. Think of yourself, Riotr, 
he said under his breath. 

You owe the Legion nothing. They've 
worked you like a mnujik here, given you 
only a corporal's stripes although you were 
trained as a Royal Cadet and served with 
Denikin and Wrangel and Semanov, all the 
old tough ones . . . 

TTIS hands smoothed his tunic down 
-'-•*- over his flat hips. He pulled his kepi 
a little more over his right eye, then stepped 
into the lamp-lit room. 

"It's finished!" he called. "The station 
at Rabat is telling the guys at all the posts 
to save themselves. The French are licked 
and are asking for an armistice. We're 
trapped if we stay in this dump. So who'll 
come with me? W^ho'll make a break for 
the coast?" 

A faint, yet hoarse sound came from 
the men: The rush of their expelled 
breathing. They gathered around Ildakeff, 
talking, gesticulating. 

"Don't get excited," he said. He was 
smiling and calm. "There's been spots a 

lot worse than this. After all, I've got the 
keys to the rifle racks right in my pocket." 

Jordan -was white-faced. "You're a 
traitor," he said. "We belong to the Le
gion and should take our orders from Del-
boit." 

"Forget such foolishness," Ildakeff said, 
and swung to catch Jordan by the shoulder. 
Jordan was running toward the door. But 
he stopped there, and said, "I'm glad to 
see you. Sergeant. There's—there's real bad 
trouble here." 

Beucken came easily and quietly into the 
room. Rage burned in his brain, down into 
his stomach, through all his body. The 
news he had heard on Delboit's radio had 
caused it. They would destroy the Le
gion, he thought, wreck all that had been 
good and fine in his life. 

This' in the barracks didn't bother him. 
He could take care of the Russian with 
one hand. But the Legion . . . 

He walked close to Ildakeff. The other 
men stood back from them, seeing the 
furious play of nerves, the congested blood 
in Beucken's face. 

"What will it be?" Beucken said in a 
low tone. "You can't be fool enough to 
want to go over the hill alone. There's 
nobody else who'll desert from here with 
you. Our one hope is to stick together, 
face the job ahead like Legionnaires." 

Ildakeff laughed mockingly. "You've 
got no other place to go," he said. "You've 
been in the Legion so long you can't take 
any initiative for yourself. All you're good 
for is to follow your officers' orders, right 
or wrong. That's not true for me, though; 
I know how and when to get out." 

"Sure, you do," Beucken said. "You've 
got out of every outfit you've served. For 
you, the Legion has just been another 
dump where you were stuck for a while 
by necessity. Now the going's tough, you'll 
leave it. 

"Before you go, though, I'm going to 
fix that dial of yours a little, so it won't 
look so pretty to the next bunch of guys 
you try to fool into thinking you're a 
soldier." 

Ildakeff had been in complete control of 
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himself, without rage or any extreme 
emotion. But the gray-haired man's words 
took swift effect, immediately aroused his 
rage. 

Beucken was right, he knew. Never, 
never in his life, had he experienced any
thing but failure. From the beginning, even 
back there at the Royal Academy at Con
stanta, it had been defeat instead of 
victory. 

IVTEMORIES crossed his brain in a 
- '̂-•- rapid, vivid rush. It was 1919 again, 
and he was sixteen, proud of his white 
tunic and the fact that he was a Royal 
Cadet who still served the cause of the 
Little Father, Nicholas, the Czar. He and 
the other cadets at the Academy at Con
stanta had defended the city against the 
Bolsheviks until only eight of them in the 
white tunics were alive. 

There had been glory then, aboard the 
American destroyer that took him and the 
other survivors to safety. But the glory 
hadn't lasted. A little was left in the armies 
of Denikin and Wrangel; but it was 
tawdry, dim, a shadow of something al
ready dead. 

Then in Harbin, Shanghai, Rangoon, 
Paris, life had held nothing but slow terror. 
You ate, if you were lucky, and strong 
enough to take your food from the other 
weak. 

He leaned forward slightly and struck 
at Beucken. "You are a German pig," he 
said, "and the Legion is your bucket of 
slops." 

Beucken took the blow on his left fore
arm. He hit back grinning, savagely 
pleased to find physical expression for his 
rage. Ildakeff was big, and proud, the kind 
of man to take a beating. Well, all right, 
he'd give it. He'd whip the fellow until he 
couldn't walk. 

They struck, wrestled and kicked for 
more than half an hour. Ildakeff knew all 
the Cossack tricks, and all the tricks of the 
slums. But he lacked the German's weight, 
and the steadfast, constant pressure of 
Beucken's blows. 

Beucken forced him back, never gave 

him time to get fully set to strike. He cut 
Beucken about the face many times; he 
could see the effect of his blows, the trickle 
of blood down the broad chin, the puffed 
eyes and raw-raked cheekbones. Blood ran 
down his own face, though, and was in his 
mouth. He staggered now, and his sense 
of pride was gone; it was replaced by a 
sensation of fear. 

He hastened his blows, attempted to 
rush Beucken. A fist he didn't see caught 
him behind the ear. The room seemed to 
turn, swing up and down. Then he was 
on his hands and knees. He felt the packed 
earth of the floor. Beucken's boots were in 
front" of him, spattered with blood and 
sweat, firmly placed. 

He looked dazedly from the boots, up 
along the thick calves to the belt, to the 
face. The face appeared huge, and there 
was a grin upon the bloody mouth. "Get 
up," the mouth said. "You're the lad who'd 
lead others in mutiny." 

He sprang up and jabbed his fist at the 
mouth. He missed, was punched heavily, 
and clung to Beucken with his hands. 
Beucken knocked him away, headlong. 
That time he felt only the pain. But he 
rose and flailed his fists, sought to find 
Beucken by Beucken's blows. 

The pain was a flame: it dazzled him so 
that he saw nothing, felt nothing. He fell 
down unconscious right at Beucken's feet. 

Beucken made a motion to the men who 
stood along the walls. "Put him in his 
bunk," he said. "Take care of him. He's a 
fool, but not a coward." 

To go out into the night air was like 
entering icy water. Beucken quivered. 
You're not so young, he thought. That guy 
almost measured you. But you showed him 
what it really means to be a Legion
naire . . . 

Delboit recognized the slow footsteps. 
He did not turn where he stood on the 
rampart, still faced toward the village. But 
then he smelled the blood, heard the pain
ful breathing. "What's wrong?" he asked 
quickly. 

"Ildakeff," Beucken said, "got big ideas 
in his head again. When 1 came into the 
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barracks, he was "starting talk of a 
mutiny." 

Delboit kept quite still. "He's a difficult 
man," he said. "I realize the reasons why 
you had to whip him. But we haven't much 
time left for that sort of thing. There's an 
armored column down in the valley past 
the village." 

"French?" Beucken said. 
"No. Mohal and his lot would've fired 

on a French outfit. I believe that it's 
Italian." 

"Then we fight?" 
"We fight." 

IV 

fT^HE Italian lieutenant came up the 
-'- slope to the barbed wire with his 

Askari sergeant-major before him carrying 
a white flag on a carbine bayonet. He 
stopped at the wire and cupped his hands 
to his mouth. "I would like to talk with 
the officer commanding," he called. 

A rifle barrel scraped the side of a loop
hole. He could see the small blue rim of the 
muzzle, and other muzzles. They were 
trained on him and the Askari. He kept his 
body motionless, looking steadily up at the 
post. 

Flies crawled his boots, his face. A wasp 
settled on the Askari's turban, then went 
down the black, gleaming face. 

"Steady Rakhud," he said whispering. 
"I am, Signor teniente," Rakhud said. 

"Bullets bite worse than wasps." 
Boot heels rapped along the rampart 

walk. A man wearing a gold-looped offi
cers kepi showed himself at an embrasure. 
"Who are you?" 

"The commanding officer of the column 
in the village. I'm here at the orders of 
Marshal Rodolpho Graziani of the Im
perial Italian Army to ask for your sur
render. Permit me to enter so that I may 
talk with you." 

Delboit drew back from the embrasure. 
Beucken knelt at one of the Hotchkiss 
machine guns, his hands taut on the grips. 
"What do you think?" Delboit asked him. 

"No harm in talking to the guy," 

Beucken said. "If he's got this far, he must 
know how many we are and how we're 
armed. And you might find out a couple 
of things from him about their main 
force." 

"Fall in a full section guard at the gate," 
Delboit said. "I'm going to change my 
tunic." 

. . . Beucken had picked the guard with 
care, Delboit saw, coming out of his room. 
Ildakeff was among them, and it was typi
cal of Beucken to include the Russian. The 
way Beucken figured the Legion must 
never make a bad showing, and Ildakeff 
had the most soldierly bearing in the out
fit. 

"Open the gate," Delboit said. 
The heavily planked and barred gate 

slowly swung. 
"Enter," Delboit said. 
The Italian lieutenant entered at once, 

the Askari three paces behind him. He 
halted just inside the arch, brought up his 
hand to his sun helmet in salute. 

A good-looking young guy, Delboit 
thought. The Italian was clean-shaven, 
tanned; his gray-green uniform was fitted 
well to his compact body. His glance went 
past Delboit to the guard, narrowed as he 
studied each man in turn. 

"Your name, rank and duty?" Delboit 
nervously asked. 

"Arnaldo Feed, senior lieutenant of the 
Eighth Motorized Regiment of African 
Light Horse. My orders are to ask for your 
immediate surrender." 

Delboit nodded. "Julien Delboit," he 
said, "senior lieutenant of the Sixth Com
pany of the Third Regiment of the Legion. 
Say what you have to say." 

t ' E C C I wore gloves, and his hands 
-*- sweated inside of them. This wasn't 
Italian Army style. He wasn't prepared to 
talk right out, and the eyes of the guard 
were hard, keen upon him. 

"Surrender for you is necessary," he 
blurted. "The show's all over in France. 
The Petain government issued an order 
several days ago dissolving the Legion. 
Haven't you received that?" 
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"No," Delboit said. "But if we had it 
wouldn't make any difference to us. We 
take our orders from soldiers, not politi
cians." 

Blood rose in Feed's face. "I've been 
commanded," he said, "to take this place 
by force if you don't surrender. My outfit 
is equipped with mortars, quick-firers and 
flame-throwers. We can knock your post 
into a heap." 

"Try it," Delboit said, his eyes hot. 
"You're a fool," Fecci said. He was sud

denly enraged. "I'm no parade-ground sol
dier, not the kind that ran at Guadalajara 
in Spain. In the Ethiopian campaign, I was 
with the column that crossed the Danakil 
desert, then broke Ras Gugsa's force. I'm 
a professional soldier, and my men are 
professionals. We've taken every other one 
of your regiment's posts to the north." 

"Get out," Delboit said, and turned his 
back on him. 

There was a slight scuffle at the gate. 
One of the sentries bumped into the big 
Askari sergeant-major, muttered something 
to him in bad Italian. 

"What did that man say to you, Rak-
hud?" Fecci asked when they were down 
the slope and through the barbed wire. 

"He told me that my chevrons were too 
big for my sleeves and should be pinned 
to the seat of my pants, Signnr teniente." 

"And you answered?" 
"Signor teniente, I told him their hearts 

would not be too big for the vultures." 
Fecci grinned. "Very good, Rakhud. II 

Duce himself would be proud of your 
answer." 

T^HE Italian tanks and armored cars 
-*- came over the ridge early in the after

noon. Their quick-firers caught the frontal 
rampart, then the lookout tower. 

The tower collapsed in a grinding slide 
of masonry and beams. Two men were 
killed in it and half a dozen others 
wounded. 

The wounded were still screaming when 
Delboit pulled the breech cover off the 
seventy-five millimeter gun mounted on 
the north bastion. Beucken and Vroow 

helped him serve the piece; but their open
ing bursts were bad, and short. Then Del
boit lifted the range and they made a di
rect hit upon the turret of a tank in the 
center of the jerking line. 

Flame flared, roared over the tank. It 
toppled like an immense beetle. A man 
staggered out from it, and his blackened 
body carried flame. He pitched blindly 
down, flopped and twisted for several 
seconds. 

Horror held Delboit. Then bullets snap
ped and cracked past his head. The 
machine gunners in the armored cars were , 
using him as a direct target. He ducked 
instinctively, went prone. 

Beucken had gone from the seventy-five 
to handle one of the Hotchkiss guns. He 
fired into the slits of the tanks and cars, 
and had already stopped one of them. All 
the other men able to stand were at their 
regular positions. They used their rifles 
skillfully, throwing the bolts with a quick 
snap, taking care for each shot. 

But rifles weren't enough, Delboit knew. 
The tanks were right in against the ram
part, careening against the gate and the 
rubble-stone walls. He shoved a case of 
grenades into Beucken's hands. "Drop 
them down and under," he shouted. "Get 
them under the tanks." 

He jumped the steps two at a time into 
the courtyard. Dust and smoke filled the 
air. Shell fragments sent a whipping whine 
all about him. A wounded man crawled 
before him, held up his hands in appeal. 
"Later, soldier," Delboit muttered. 
"Later! . . ." 

He dragged three cases of grenades out 
of the arsenal, ripped the tops loose in the 
courtyard. He filled his pockets, stacked a 
pile in the crook of his left arm. When he 
was a kid, he remembered strangely, he 
had stacked pine cones for the living room 
fireplace that way. 

Men came toward him through the ob
scurity as he started for the gate. He recog
nized Jordan by his wild force. "What can 
I do to help, Lieutenant?" 

"Drag over more of those grenades. 
They're trying to break through the gate. 
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Hey, you, Sedowski—tell the sergeant I 
want him at the gate!" 

Planks hung brokenly from the aeavy 
framework in the archway. The big bars 
were bent, and the whole structure swayed. 
The high-rearing tractor tread of a tank 
crashed over a bar, kept coming forward. 

Delboit took a grenade pin in his teeth, 
jerked it. He wasn't sure where the grenade 
struck, but it was underneath that tread. 

T7TLAME scorched his sight. Explosion 
•*- wracked his ears, knocked him sidewise. 
I've dropped the grenades, he thought. 
Where the hell are they? 

Men whose strong black legs showed 
beneath flapping khaki shorts were coming 
through what had been the gate. They 
were Askaris. They carried bayoneted car
bines and their own grenades. 

He reached out, fumbled another gren
ade to him, tried to pull the pin. Then men 
he knew leapt past him: Beucken, Vroow, 
Jordan, a lot more. They blocked his vis
ion of the Askaris. He got to his feet, set 
his body in motion, but only the Legion 
was there. 

"All gone?" he asked. 
"Every guy who tried to come inside," 

Beucken said. "The armored stuff is pull
ing back, down the slope. That bit with the 
grenades was too much for them." 

Delboit gestured. "Get the men back on 
the wall. Give me a hand with the seventy-
five again. We've got to knock them off 
while there's time." 

He and Beucken served eight more 
rounds from the seventy-five. They 
pounded the shells squarely in among the 
steel-cased machines. But oily, low-drifting 
smoke was over the slope. Their targets 
were lost to them in it, although a steady 
drum-fire still ranged the ramparts. 

"Might as well save our rounds," 
Beucken said. "They'll tear us up with 
those quick-firers if we stay here." 

"Right," Delboit said. "Tell the men to 
stand down. All I want on guard is Hotch-
kiss and auto-rifle crews, and the corporals 
can pick them. But the wounded should 
be taken care of first." 

He was helping with the wounded in the 
courtyard when the shell struck the 
seventy-five gun. It was a mortar shell and 
came over with a slow, high whine. The 
men who carried the wounded dropped 
them, flung flat. A screeching roar of 
splintered metal filled the air. 

The barrel of the seventy-five whirled 
like a weird and terrible toy, up, far up in 
the yellow-orange gout of explosion, then 
faster down, so fast they couldn't see it. 

But they could hear it. It tore throug'h 
the upper wall and sheet tin roof of the 
barracks, and embedded thudding in the 
rear wall. 

The men stared at each other, un
ashamed of their personal fear. A couple of 
them cursed, but the rest were wordless, 
sick with their fear. "On your way, lads," 
Delboit said. "We can put a new roof on 
that." 

He went stiffly back to the bastion to see 
the damage there. The gun emplacement 
was a shattered mass of rubble. The tail
piece of the gun was left, and shredded 
bits of a shell hamper; that was all. 
Nerves quickened in his stomach as he 
pondered what would have happened if 
he and Beucken had stayed beside the gun. 

He looked into the valley. The Italian 
machines were withdrawn beneath the 
ridge crest. No weapon he had here pos
sessed the power to reach them. Unless 
they attacked again—came up through 
the flattened barbed wire—his machine 
guns, rifles and grenades were no good. 

All Feed had to do was wait. A steady, 
well-ranged fire from the mortars would 
reduce the post to a dust heap within a 
day or two. 

Sweat trickled down Delboit's face. For 
the first time in many years he felt need of 
his father. But his father was up at Fort Bel-
legarde, in the Maginot. It was quite prob
able that he was dead or captured, and 
certain that he'd been trapped as they 
were here. His mother . . . 

He kept thought of his mother vague; 
he did not let it enter his extreme con
sciousness. Later, maybe, he told himself, 
he could afford to think of her. 
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"DEUCKEN came up the steps with a 
•'-^ canteen of wine and a loaf of bread. 
"Here, Lieutenant," he said. ''Work on a 
bit of this. We did all right before, and 
we'll do all right every time they try us. 

"The men are taking it easy in the bar
racks. I've got them to clean up the joint 
and the wounded are fixed. We can change 
the guard pretty soon, and send these lads 
down to eat." 

Delboit gave him a searching glance. 
"Do you really think we'll win?" he said. 

"Sure," Beucken said. "We're already 
ahead plenty. We made them pay hard for 
what they took. Our main loss was the 
seventy-five, and that doesn't count for 
much. The only other place I ever served 
a piece like that was over at Agadir. But it 
was an old eighty-eight millimeter without 
any recoil mechanism. It jumped right 
smack off the rampart of the kasba and 
down the hill through the town. Tore up 
a couple of houses and ripped a cafe all 
to hell. There wasn't a sound bottle left in 
the joint." 

Delboit tried to smile. "Your C. O. must 
have had a couple of cute words for you." 

A clamor of voices came from the bar
racks. A man ran out from there, and then 
another man, and the second man held a 
rifle. It was Jordan who ran, blood stream
ing from his side. Ildakeff followed him, 
fired a shot that whirled up dirt. 

"Stay away from us, clown," Ildakeff 
said. "We'll settle it in our own style." 

Delboit did not speak, did not take his 
pistol from the holster. This was mutiny, 
he thought while he descended the steps 
side by side with Beucken. Ildakeff was 
leading a mutiny against him. 

"I did my best. Lieutenant," Jordan 
said. He was weeping, his hands smeared 
with blood from his wound. "But they 
wouldn't listen to me, and then Ildakeff 
let go and shot me." 

"Why?" Delboit hoarsely said. 
"Some of them are badly frightened. 

They think the Italians can take the post. 
Ildakeff told them they'd be killed if they 
stay, and now they should get out of here. 
I told them—" 

"I can guess what you told them," Del
boit said. "Sit over there by the wall. Keep 
quiet. The sergeant and I will handle this." 

Beucken stood wide-legged. "You're 
taking a big risk," he said, "to go in there 
now. The Russian's the kind to get them 
worked up real rough. Let me do it. I'd 
shoot Ildakeff as soon as look at him." 

"Get back," Delboit said. "I don't want 
any man shot." 

T T E WENT into the barracks carrying 
-'--'- his pistol, but low, and down against 
his thigh. The room was smoke-roiled, 
acrid with the smell of explosive and blood. 

Most of the men were at the far end 
of the room, in front of the rifle racks. 
Ildakeff and about half a dozen others 
rested in a tight group in the aisle between 
the cots. The hole in the roof let a shimmer 
of the late afternoon sunlight down over 
the Russian's face, giving it a somber, 
tense cast. 

"Turn around, Ildakeff," Delboit said, 
"and talk to me. I'm your commander." 

"No, you're not,' Ildakeff said. He 
raised the Lebel waist-high. "You're noth
ing but a stupid Frenchman who can think 
only of the glory of your flag. We're 
through with that. We're getting out of 
here. Take all the glory you can get before 
the Italians cut you up like mutton." 

"It's strange," Delboit said, "that yes
terday all of you here told me that you 
were willing to fight." His words weren't 
for Ildakeff, but for the men at the end of 
the room. One or two of them were moving, 
lowering the rifles they held. 

"W^hat's happened to change you; the 
fact that a couple of your comrades have 
been killed? If you don't consider your
selves Legionnaires—if you're cowards— 
go ahead, get out of here. The Italians will 
catch you, or the tribesmen, and you'll 
suffer a worse death. Here at least you'll 
die defending your post, and together, as 
men." 

"Nice talk," Ildakeff said. "Very nice, 
but it doesn't make sense. Out of my way, 
Delboit, or I'll kill you." 

Jordan shot from the doorway. His 
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bullets sheared the strap button from the 
side of Ildakeff's kepi. Then a lot of rifles 
were fired, all at once. Men ducked, ran, 
yelled. Ildakeff was down, beneath one of 
the cots. He rose and leapt at the window, 
was through and in the courtyard. 

"No!" Delboit cried. "Stop firing!" But 
the men who had been with Ildakeff were 
following him through the window. Delboit 
saw the blurred passage of their bodies, 
heard the sounds they made as they 
climbed to the mule-shed roof, jumped over 
the rear wall. 

Beucken was in the courtyard. His pistol 
rang repeatedly as he fired. More men 
were at the windows, shooting up at the 
rear wall. 

Delboit went among the men at the win
dows, hurled them back into the room. "I 
gave you an order," he said. "Now you 
must obey it, Legionnaires." 

"Yes, Lieutenant," they said one by one, 
and unconsciously assumed the position of 
order arms. 

"Stack your pieces in the racks," he 
said. "Remember that there are wounded 
men who need your care." 

He stood by the door while he waited for 
Beucken. Beucken came back with Jordan. 

"The kid says he just lost his head," 
Beucken said. "He thought Ildakeff was 
going to let you have it, so he fired. It's too 
bad, but seven of those guys got over the 
wall. Ildakeff was too fast for me, and all 
I got was that dumb Rumanian, Pedrescu." 

It was difficult for Delboit to find 
speech. None of them understood fully, he 
thought, and Beucken least of all. Life 
didn't count. What counted was honor, 
and dying like a soldier. To shoot a man 
because he was for the moment confused 
and mutinous was wrong. That destroyed 
honor itself. 

He brought his attention back to 
Beucken and said slowly, "I'm putting you 
in charge of the barracks. Sergeant. The 
men should be fed so that the guard on 
the walls can be relieved." 

"Tres bien, mon Lieutenant," Beucken 
said, and met his heels, saluted him. "But 
how about this kid?" 

Delboit reached and touched Jordan's 
shoulder. "If your wound doesn't hurt you 
too much, give Vroow a hand with the 
supper detail." 

He had the idea returning to the wall 
that he had climbed these steps a hundred 
timfs today. Empty cartridges, an auto
rifle clip, a roll of bandage and some man's 
broken pipe littered them. 

Behind in the courtyard, two of the post 
dogs were playing, yapping and rolling 
each other in the dirt. The smell of resin
ous pine and cooking food came from the 
shed where Vroow and the American 
worked. 

If he just shut his eyes, he thought, it 
would seem like a day of peace. But he 
couldn't shut his eyes. He commanded 
here. 

nPHE dusk was very brief, the fall of 
-*- night swift. The stars were small and 

white and very bright. Smoke from the 
fires the Italians had built below the ridge 
shafted pale gray against the darkness. 

"I'm going down there pretty soon," 
Delboit told Beucken. "I'm going to ask 
for volunteers and take a raiding party 
right into their camp. They may get us, 
but before we're through a lot of their 
iron-clads will be wrecked." 

Beucken pressed his spatulate thumb 
down upon the tobacco in his pipe bowl. 
He lit the tobacco, took a long inhalation. 
"What's the matter. Lieutenant?" he said. 
"Have they got you whipped?" 

Delboit whirled around on him. "What 
do you mean? There's nothing else to do. 
They've got the range on us. They can 
shell us day and night until we're all dead 
or gone crazy from shock. This place 
wasn't built for defense against concen
trated shell fire." 

"No, it wasn't," Beucken said. He 
watched the irregular jerk of nerves at the 
corner of the other's mouth, the haggard 
pallor of the sensitive narrow-molded 
face. He felt a profound sympathy and 
tenderness, wanted to put his arm around 
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Delboit's shoulder in a close embrace. 
"I know how bad it is," he said. "We 

buried sixteen of them in that corner back 
of the mule shed. All of them good men, 
too. But you're worried by more than the 
lads who were killed here today. You're 
thinking of your folks at home, of your 
father and mother. It 's right that you 
should. After all, I'm older than you and 
I've seen a lot of tough stuff, and I'm 
doing the same thing. It's not right, 
though, that we should take the rest of this 
lot out to be killed." 

"They're Legionnaires,"' Delboit said in 
a dull voice. "Each one of them chose to 
stay here and take orders from me." He 
looked around at Beucken, and the rage, 
the despair, were open in his eyes. "What 
else? What else? The politicians have sold 
my country and my flag. All we can do is 
die." 

"Not if we're real Legionnaires," 
Beucken said. "Hitler's taken your coun
try, just about the same way he took mine. 
Our deaths won't win anything back now. 
We've got to wait until later, and for the 
day when France will be strong enough to 
free itself and there'll be another, new 
Legion. Then will be our time." 

Light came into Delboit's eyes. "I got 
to hating your guts tonight," he said. "I 
thought you were just another blockhead 
German. But j'ou're right. You make sense. 
If we can get out of here and wait, maybe 
we'll have a chance." 

"Fine," Beucken said. "I know that 
much, but no more. How do you figure we 
get out?" 

"I'll go down and have a talk with 
Mohal," Delboit said. "The Chleuh might 
be willing to fight with us against the 
Italians, and Mohal can muster more than 
a hundred warriors." 

"Mohal's got use for nobody but his 
own people." 

"He'll listen to me, anyhow." 
"Sure, he'll listen. But he'll probably send 

some of his lads to lift your head on the 
way back." 

"It 's a gamble," Delboit said, "and if 
we win it, we win a whole lot." 

T T E CHANGED his boots to soft-soled 
•*--*- native slippers, and wore a pullover 
sweater. His heavy Ruby pistol was se
cured to his wrist b\' a lanyard, and he 
carried a trench knife, a pair of grenades 
and half a dozen spare pistol clips. 

Beucken darkened his face and hands 
with gun grea.se, then helped him over the 
sandbags at the gale. "Good luck, sidi," 
Beucken said. 

"Thanks," he said. "Mohal won't get 
my head." 

He crawled prone through the barbed 
wire. The high grass on the other side, 
white with dew, twined about his ankles. 
He was forced to stop from time to time 
to free himself, and his progress was slow. 

A field mouse crawled warm and quick 
over his knife hand, then scampered 
squeaking. Partridge chicks chittered in 
their nest somewhere close, and up in a 
live-oak tree a mother baboon let go a 
yammered, throaty cry. 

He halted, hunched still after he heard 
the baboon. Maybe some of the Italian 
troops were smart enough to recognize by 
the baboon's sound that a man passed here. 
But there was no challenge from the 
Italian positions: the men continued about 
their duties. They were hauling up an 
armored car by hand, emplacing it where 
it could fully rake the post. 

On his way back, he thought, he would 
take care of that . . . 

Dogs barked roughly at him from within 
the kasba walls. He crawled nearer, across 
the trail, and the ground under his hands 
had been scored by the treads of the 
Italian tanks and armored cars. They were 
all parked up at the far end of the valley, 
he told himself. Fecci must have decided 
not to leave his men within immediate 
range of Mohal's sharpshooters. 

He rose erect when he was right before 
the kasba gate. Now was the moment. 
Either they let him in, or they shot him. 
He pounded upon the gate with his pistol 
butt. "Salaam aleikum," he said. "Salaam, 
Mohal. I come in peace." 

Men he did not see opened the gate. 
They pulled him in and took away his 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



STEPSONS OF FRANCE 21 

weapons. "Take me to Mohal," he said, 
keeping his voice quiet. "I am the man 
who commands the post." 

]MohaI had a three-story house for his 
women and his children, but he chose to 
hve in a black goatskin tent pitched in the 
courtyard. He sat upright in the middle 
of it, his arms folded over his silver-
marked Winchester rifle. 

Light from little mutton-fat lamps came 
broadly upon him. He was a very old and 
slender man; and he wore the green head-
cloth that signified he had made the holy 
pilgrimage to Mecca. 

"You look for me?" he said. 
"For you, caid," Delboit said. "I need 

your help. You and your people will be 
well paid if you give it." 

"lyTOHAL sat silent. The lamp flames flut-
-'-'••• tered and his bony face took deep, 
dark lines; the narrow mouth and the 
small, fierce eyes showed sharp. Delboit 
did not let his gaze waver. This, he 
thought, was a man to fear much more 
than Fecci. 

He said, "There are those who are here 
to take the post from me and my men. 
They would hold all the valley for them
selves. Fight with us, the Legion, and I 
will give to each of your men a rifle and 
a hundred rounds of ammunition when it's 
over." 

"No," Mohal said. He recrossed his 
skinny ankles under the edge of his ragged 
robe. 

"You will help them?" Delboit said. 
"No. We will help no rounii. It is our 

hope that you will destroy each other." 
"You will fight if I give you the guns 

first?" 
"When we want guns," Mohal said, "we 

will take them." He made a small shrug
ging gesture with one shoulder. "In time, 
all the guns we need will be ours." 

"You—" Delboit said. But the clans
men had his wrists from behind, were 
swinging him out from the tent to the gate. 
They gave him back his weapons at the 
gate. 

One of them, a young and blond war

rior, laughed at him. "Don't fight them too 
hard," the warrior said. "They are too 
many for you, and they have very nice 
guns." 

Delboit made no answer. He was being 
pushed out into the darkness, and the gate 
was shut in his face. "Damn you"," he 
said aloud as he started back up the slope, 
rage hot and hard in his stomach. "Damn 
you and all your kind. We'll win here yet." 

TT'ECCI sat close to the fire in the shallow 
-*- trench as he wrote his report. He must
n't be too optimistic, he thought; but cer
tainly he could tell his colonel that the 
action here would be finished tomorrow. 
The great stone-work map on the wall of 
the Via Trionfi back in Rome would be 
changed again to mark another triumph 
for Fascismo and Italian arms. 

He lifted the pen for a moment from 
the neatly written page. Out in the dark
ness a baboon yammered, and then at the 
Chleuh viUage dogs barked. The Russian 
deserter, Ildakeff, had got up and was ad
vancing toward him. 

"Excuse me, Lieutenant," Ildakeff said. 
"What is it?" Fecci asked harshly. 
"I believe that the French commander 

has just sent somebody over to dicker with 
the Chleuh. They're bad news, the Chleuh, 
and can muster about a hundred rifles." 

Fecci smiled. "I have no fear of them," 
he said. "Their kasba is just as easy a tar
get for my cannons as the Legion post. But 
if you're worried, take those men who 
came with you and go out and get that 
messenger. You've told me that you're 
eager to fight for us." 

"I am, Lieutenant," Ildakeff said, his 
hands tensed. He'd like to hit the Italian 
square in the face, he thought. Fecci was 
too cocky, too contemptuous of him. "Stifl, 
the other men aren't quite willing to go 
out now. They think they should be better 
treated here. It's their idea they're being 
held almost as prisoners." 

Fecci rose and folded his report. 
"They're right," he said. "How can I be 
sure you're not here to betray my outfit 
in turn?" 

J 
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"Please, Ildakeff said, his face flushed, 
his hands closed to fists. "You seem to 
forget that we came to you of our own 
volition. Either treat us as honest soldiers, 
or let us go free." 

"Very well," Fecci said, and turned. 
"Rakhud, form a scouting party of half 
a dozen men. Take this man with you. 
Make a swing around the entire position. 
It looks as if the French have tried to send 
a messenger to the village. But be sure"— 
he indicated Ildakeff—"that you bring him 
back with you." 

Rakhud crawled through the grass at 
Ildakeff's heels, the Askari troopers in a 
line of skirmishers on each side. There was 
little sound now, and they were able to 
hear their own breathing. "Slow," Rakhud 
whispered, and caught Ildakeff by the 
ankle. 

A man passed beyond, holding close to 
the ground. His movements were careful 
but rapid. He went in the direction of the 
post at a steady crawl. 

"Let me get him," Ildakeff said. "It's a 
job I can do alone." 

"Be sure you do it right," Rakhud said, 
and held his big, flat knife up so that the 
glim of the starlight came upon the blade. 

All Ildakeff's discontent and bitter sense 
of futility concentrated as he listened to 
the black man's words. He broke away 
from the gripping clasp about his ankle, 
went forward almost upright. He carried 
his Legion rifle with the bayonet locked in 
place, and it was his desire to use that to 
kill. 

But the man ahead had become aware 
of his approach. A grenade pin clicked. 
The missile gave a drumming whistle 
through the air. Ildakeff hurled himself 
down, his hands across the back of his 
neck. 

'T^HE explosion was violent. While the 
^ red-lashing glare of it lasted, Ildakeff 

saw that the man ahead was Delboit. Del-
boit rested on one knee, held another 
grenade poised. 

Ildakeff fired at him from the hip. 
Darkness was back, the grenade flame 

gone. He was not sure of his aim. Then 
the second grenade was hurled and struck. 
He was flung downward onto his face, too 
shocked to work the rifle. 

Askaris were crying out, heavily mov
ing in pain. Carbines made a brusk crash 
of shots. Machine guns started in the 
Italian positions, others came into action 
from the ramparts of the post. 

Ildakeff held tense. He had missed Del
boit, he knew. Now Delboit would get 
away . . . 

Blood ran from his left ear. The ear
drum had been punctured by the grenade 
concussion. He was deafened, weak, in
capable of pursuit. He lay still, his bloody 
head down upon his rifle breech. 

Rakhud found him there. The Askari 
nearly tore the tunic off his back as he 
lifted him. "You missed?" Rakhud said. 

"I missed, and he's gone. But what hap
pened to the rest?" 

"Two of them dead," Rakhud said; "the 
rest wounded. But it's you who will tell 
it to the teniente." 

. . . Fecci took care to hold the lighter 
steady as he brought it to the end of the 
cigarette. "I could have you shot," he told 
Ildakeff. "It would please me. But I pro
pose to use you tomorrow. You and your 
deserter companions will be the first men 
I shall send into the post." 

"You misjudge us," Ildakeff said 
thickly. 

"I know 3'ou," Fecci said, "for what you 
are. Take him to his companions, Rak
hud." 

The Legionnaires hunched in, a half 
circle. They watched Ildakeff in silence. 
"Talk to me," he said to them. "Explain 
what you think I did wrong." 

"Ah, shut up!" one of them said. "You 
promised us plenty, and this is what we 
get. Open your mouth again and I'll put 
my boot down it. You're a liar, and a 
thick-skulled fool." 

Ildakeff took his glance from man to 
man. Their eyes, their faces all held the 
same expression, hatred of him. He lowered 
prone to the ground, pretended sleep. 

After a time, after they thought he was 
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asleep, they talked. They had made a mis
take, they said. Where they belonged was 
with the Legion. 

VI 

T^HE carbine bullet had gone high 
-'- through Delboit's shoulder. It lamed 

his whole left side, sent a shock of extreme 
pain to his brain. But he had killed several 
of the Askaris, he realized, and it was 
possible he'd also got Ildakeff. 

Now whoever remained from that patrol 
had returned to the Italian lines. He must 
keep going in order to reach the post be
fore he bled too much or lost conscious
ness. Pain shouldn't stop him; his will 
was strong enough to overcome everything 
but death. 

He moved in short spurts. His energy 
expended itself fast, and when he halted 
he was forced to lock his teeth over the 
sibilant retching of his exhaustion. It was 
through those faint sounds that he heard 
the men ahead, between him and the post. 

He cleared his pistol and slid back the 
safety catch. But the men there were 
Chleuh; the nearest of them called softly 
to him in the mountain dialect: 

"Don't shoot, roumi. You fight well, but 
we're not here to kill you. We're not your 
enemy—not now. Tonight, tomorrow, we 
watch while you and the other roumis with 
the iron machines fight. A lot of us are 
out here waiting. When it's over, we'll take 
our loot." 

"Ya I'Ullah," Delboit murmured. "You 
speak like a real fighting man." 

He went past them then, painfully haul
ing himself along the ground. They re
mained motionless, vague-shaped in their 
hooded cloaks, their rifles between their 
knees. He saw one he knew, the young, 
blond warrior who had talked with him 
at the kasha gate. 

He nodded to the blond man, but got 
no response. They admired him as a 
fighter, the grim thought came to him, but 
they would kill him when they thought 
their time was right. 

Beucken came down and carried him 

into the post. The German's hands were 
tendei, certain on his wound. "We'll fix 
that quick. You'll be all right." 

"I know I will," Delboit said. "But 
Mohal turned me down flat and his tribes
men are all through the valley. Get me a 
drink and some food. I've got a little prob
lem to figure out, and if I'm not a dope it 
will save us." 

Some of the men, Jordan and Yedich 
and four or five more, gathered at the 
door of his room while the sergeant was 
gone. "Did they get you bad, Lieutenant?" 
Jordan asked anxiously. 

"Not too bad," Delboit said. "But how 
are you guys making out?" 

Yedich shifted weight from foot to foot. 
"Kind of hard for us to hold this place. 
They've knocked off three more of our 
guys with their mortar and machine-gun 
fire." 

"Things are going to be different," he 
said, and raised up in the bunk to be sure 
that all of them saw that he was grinning. 
"We'll give them a whipping worse than 
they took at Guadalajara or Caporetto. 
Now get back to your posts and let me chin 
for a bit with Beucken." 

THHE strong Algerian wine and the 
-*- bread and sausage did him good, 

brought him complete lucidity. He spoke 
rapidly to Beucken. 

"We can't stay here. I learned that 
when I went down the valley. We must get 
out somehow, and clear from here." 

"You have any ideas how?" Beucken 
said. 

"Just one. The Chleuh are wild to get 
their hands on the Italians' stuff. They 
want those Brixia mortars, and the quick-
firers and the carbines. Outfit for outfit, 
the Italians are much better armed than 
we are. The Chleuh can pick up a lot more 
loot from them." 

"That won't stop the Chleuh from tak
ing what we've got, too." 

"It will to this extent. When we quit the 
post, we won't be able to take much with 
us. The Italians will be the big prize, and 
what's left in the post. The Chleuh will 
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make sure of the Italians before they 
bother us." 

"But you won't leave the post so they 
can take i t?" 

"I 'm going to mine this place," Delboit 
said, "so that when it blows, the guys in
side will be pitched higher than the 
mountain." 

"That Italian lieutenant's smart. He'll 
figure there's a mine here if we evacuate. 
If he sends in any men after we're gone, 
it'll only be a few." 

"The mine won't be located where it'll 
be found right off. I plan to put it over in 
back of the mule shed." 

"That 's where our dead are buried," 
Beucken said, his mouth tightly drawn. 
"We can't mistreat our dead; we can't 
blow them to bits." 

"Listen," Delboit said, and put his 
hand on Beucken's hand. "Tho.se dead lads 
were real Legionnaires. They'll be serving 
us, will still be .serving the Legion, if their 
graves can hide a mine that will bring us 
victory." 

"Teujel!" Beucken said. He made a 
small whistling sound. "You're right, ab
solutely. The dead, they would be proud 
of that. And the Italians would never look 
for a mine there under the graves. The 
ground is freshly turned and would show 
no sign of our work. It would be hours, 
maybe, before some guy would wander 
over and kick it off . . . But how do we 
get out? ' ' 

"One by one. Through the rear wall, 
where the slope's so steep and rough the 
mechanized stuff can't operate. Fecci's 
certain to attack again at dawn. He knows, 
too, that the Chleuh are out there, and that 
his ammunition won't last forever. All his 
fancy equipment won't do him any good 
without his guns." 

"So you and I," Beucken said, "we 
stay and keep up up a covering fire." 

Delboit shook his head. " I figured that 
you were the guy to lead them. You know 
all the country to the south. My job's to 
stay here and work a couple of the machine 
guns until you've got the lot safe out of 
the valley." 

Beucken grunted. "There you go,'' he 
said, "talking the same as last evening. 
The Legion's got to live. It's got to go on. 
You're the kind of guy to make it live. 
Sure, I know the country to the south. 
Years back, I was with one of the map-
making expeditions that went straight 
through the Middle Atlas down to Maure-
tania and Senegal. 

"I know an oasis in Mauretania that no 
other white man in Africa now knows 
exists. The native folks there are simple, 
quiet, peaceful. We could stay among them 
as long as we wanted without trouble. And, 
after a time, when things change in France, 
we could come back here—where we be
long." 

"All right," Delboit said, his voice slow, 
hoarse with emotion, "you and I stay here 
together until the end of the job. W'e leave 
together and take the men .south to your 
oasis. But make a map for them just in 
case you and I get stuck." 

"Understood, Lieutenant." Beucken 
stood, and it wasn't until he was fully erect 
that Delboit recognized there had been 
tears at the corners of the other's eyes. 
"I'll make the map and get the mine 
ready; I'll explain to the guys what the 
job is. But you catch some sleep. It won't 
be dawn yet for another two hours." 

' X ' H E men sat on their cots in the bar-
^ racks while they listened to Beucken. 

They looked around them, at the clothing 
and the packs on the wall shelves, the can
teens hanging with the stoppers loose, the 
faded pictures and photographs of women, 
the paper embroidery calendar some Span
ish-Jewish barkeeper at Meknes had sent 
Vroow for Christmas. Sighs came from 
them, and curses. Brabec got up absently 
and brushed dust off the mess table. 

That action seemed comical to the others 
and they laughed. "But what do we do 
about the dogs. Sergeant?" one of the 
Poles asked. 

Beucken touched his pistol butt. "Shoot 
them. We can't take them with us." 

"How about the mules?" Jordan said. 
"Those go with us. We'll need them for 
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the wounded." Beucken's voice was flat, 
as if he gave ordinary orders for the day. 
"Brabec, you and Sedowski handle the 
dogs. Go feed the mules, Jordan, and get 
the stretchers together. I'll want you to 
help me with the wiring job on the mine, 
Yedich. The rest of you guys get up on 
the wall. Dump some machine gun stuff 
into the Italians; we won't be taking any 
of it with us." 

"But I want to bust up the radio set," 
Yedich said. ''Nobody from that outfit is 
going to get his hands on it." 

"Come on!" Beucken said. "The mine 
will take care of the set, and any Italian 
within iifty yards of it." 

Each of the graves behind the mule shed 
was marked with a headboard. The burial 
detail had been scrupulous, and the boards 
carried the Legion exploding grenade de
vice, the famous inscription, "Fallen on 
the Field of Honor," the names and unit 
numbers, the dates of death. 

"We put them back as we found them, 
six feet deep," Beucken said. He stood in 
one of the graves, carefully packing the 
sticks of dynamite and seventy-five gun 
shells. "These boys have earned their 
sleep." 

"I wish I was with them," Yedich said. 
'This gives me the horrors. Look at the 
poor fellows." 

"Think of what the Italians will look 
like," Beucken said, "and you'll feel better. 
Give me the wire before I conk you." 

Vroow wandered around the barracks 
from bunk to bunk. He lay down on some, 
tried their softness. Then he went back to 
his own and tore from the wall a lurid color 
photograph of an Ouled Nail dancing girl. 
"You go with me," he said, and thrust the 
photograph in his pocket. 

A pistol shot came from the far corner 
of the courtyard, and a choking bark. 

"They're giving it to the dogs," one of 
the wounded men said. "There's eleven of 
them, and Mistinguette was—" 

"Take it easy, chum," Vroow said. 
"We'll breed camels down at that oasis." 
He took out his harmonica, began to 
play. 

The wounded stretched back and were 
quiet. "You're some fun, Dutchman," the 
man who had spoken before said. 

Jordan led the mules from the shed by 
their headstalls. He had curry-combed 
them as they watered and ate, and their 
hides had a smooth gloss. He was proud 
of them, proud of his work. They would 
carry the wounded safely and gently 
through the mountains, he knew, remem
bering tlie stories the old-timers had told 
him. 

But it was a shame to leave this place. 
The stories he'd read and the movies he'd 
seen always had the Legion fighting to the 
last man. 

Brabec and Sedowski came back slowly 
to the barracks. "You've got all the col
lars?" Brabec whispered. 

"All," Sedowski said. "Even Mistin-
guette's identification tag." 

Vroow met them at the door. "Time for 
* 

a drink, boys," he said. "The lieutenant 
can't mind if we tap the keg now. What 
good will it be, splashed all over hell?" 

The mortar shell landed in the middle 
of the courtyard, thrashing stone and dirt 
and steel. Sedowski leaned against the 
doorway, slid and bumped supine. 

"Square through the back," Brabec 
muttered. 

"Right," Vroow said. "But that makes 
another wine ration all around." 

The roar of the shell awakened Delboit. 
He stunibled from his bunk and out into 
the faint gray dawn light. Another and 
another came over; but they were higher, 
ranged along the rampart. This was it, he 
thought. The Italian attack was coming. 
He pulled his whistle upward, shrilly blew. 

Beucken crossed the courtyard on the 
trot. "Everything's ready, lieutenant. I 
put down about a thousand pounds of 
stuff, all the blasting dynamite and a 
bunch of the seventy-five shells and gre
nades. All it needs now is one guy's foot on 

' it and off she goes." 
"Fine," Delboit said. "Start the men 

out. Rip a hole in the rear wall big enough 
for them and the mules. We'll have to 
take a chance of the Italians finding that." 
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"How do you want the men to go?"' 
"Straight south. They're to wait on the 

first ridge for half an hour. If you and I 
haven't reached them by then, they keep 
on going. Give the map to Jordan. He'll 
make more sense from it than some of the 
corporals, and the corporals would prob
ably argue among themselves. If you need 
me, I'll be on the wall." 

Six men of the guard remained on the 
wall. He sent them singly to the courtyard. 
"Report to Beucken," he said. "He'll tell 
j'ou what to do." 

They nodded, dazed and frightened by 
the intensity of the shell fire and went 
scampering down the steps. 

VII 

T T E MOVED to a central embrasure and 
-*--•- fed a belt into the Hotchkiss gun 
there. The Italian tanks were advancing, 
the armored cars out behind them in a 
secondary wave. Some of the Askaris ran 
in the shelter of the tanks, and they car
ried flame-throwers. 

Feed figures to make sure of this one, 
he thought. Well, it's possible. He tilted 
the Hotchkiss muzzle, lined the sights on 
a pair of the Askaris, held steady as the 
gun throbbed. 

A great many thoughts passed through 
his head in the next few minutes. He won
dered about his mother, whether German 
officers banged their heels over her smooth-
waxed parquet floors. He smiled at the 
thought of what she would tell them, 
standing small and straight, the tip of 
her thin nose red with anger. 

But then a vision of his father came to 
him. He remembered his father, home on 
leave in 1917, quoting Petain's famous 
words: "We are fighting because by a 
cowardly withdrawal we would criminally 
betray both our dead and our posterity." 

That was the same Petain of 1940 and 
of Vichy. That was the Petain who some
where in his life had forgotten what it 
meant to be a Frenchman. 

"Our dead and our posterity" . . . 
Delboit put a new belt into the gun. It 

was hot, and the barrel had turned bluish 
red. But the Italians were close below the 
wall. Their tanks hurled with enormous 
shock. The wall shivered as if held by 
earthquake. Flame-throwers seared great 
orange blooms up at him and he was 
partly blinded. It was damn' odd, he 
thought. He'd killed an awful lot of guys 
carrying those. 

Beucken lifted him bodily from the gun. 
"We go now." 

"Where have you been?" 
"Working a gun down by the gate. 

They're stubborn, that lot. They tried to 
attack there again.'' 

"Where's the outfit?" 
"Gone. I got them all out. They went 

the way you said, one by one, only carry
ing their rifles, and the Chleuh didn't 
bother them." 

"But the Chleuh are all around the 
place." 

"I know it. It's not their time yet. 
Mohal is with them, holding them back." 

Masonry from the walls, beams and 
scraps of sheet tin from the roofs of the 
buildings made a jagged, confused pile of 
the courtyard. They went across it crouch
ing, their heads bent as the shells burst. 

Delboit looked back once, from the cor
ner of the mule shed. The tricolor had 
fallen yesterday when the flag-staff had 
been smashed; but red, blue and white 
fragments of it still showed lashed to the 
stump. He lifted his hand to that. "Later," 
he said. 

"Watch out," Beucken said. "Don't 
walk there. That's where the mine is. Keep 
as close as you can to the wall." 

Beucken had left an automatic rifle and 
a case of clips by the hole in the wall. He 
took them in his hands, stepped quickly 
outside. Thick gorse bush grew on the 
steep slope and he pulled Delboit into it. 

"Go ahead," Delboit said. "You're able 
to run." 

His lungs ached with rawness. 
"No," Beucken said, and wagged his 

head. "What do you think the outfit would 
do to me if I caught up to them without 
you?" 
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'T^HEY climbed from bush to bush and 
-*- rock to rock on the slope. Once they 

came upon a khaki-clad and bloody body, 
beyond it found the bodies of three 
Askaris. "Yedich, " Beucken said. "He told 
me he didn't want to leave his set, and that 
he was going to wait anyhow until you 
got out," 

"He did all right," Delboit said, bent 
to pull the kepi over the smashed face. 

They saw other men on the way to the 
ridge, Askaris and Chleuh. But the Askaris 
were few and far away, cautiously flanking 
the post. The Chleuh lay immobile among 
the gorse, sheepskin robes under them, 
highly polished cartridges in neat piles 
beside them. 

"Every one of those guys," Delboit 
said, "is in a place where he can fire smack 
into the post." 

"The only surprise for them is the 
mine," Beucken said. "They'll be pretty 
sore when they know about the mine." 

Several of the Legionnaires had 
stationed themselves along the ridge. The 
first one waved his kepi to the others and 
the signal was rapidly repeated. 

Jordan was the first man, and he had 
stuck fir branches through his shoulder 
straps for camouflage. 

"Where did you find that trick, in a 
magazine?" Delboit asked him. 

"No, sir," Jordan said. He grinned. 
"That's one of my own." 

The main group was at the head of the 
rocky and winding defile of the pass that 
led south. Branches had been twined to
gether to make shade for the wounded, and 
they lay quietly on the stolid mules. The 
rest of the men seemed calm, confident. 

"Do we pull out. Lieutenant?" Vroow 
said. 

"Pretty soon,'' Deboit said. He stared 
down into the valley. 

The post looked like a wrecked cube of 
clay. Smoke from the shell explosions 
drifted yellow above it. The tanks and 
armored cars were drawn close, dim and 
small in the smoke. 

Scarlet suddenly stabbed upward, crest
ing, widening. It pillared in the sky, shiv

ered and was enveloped in vast, white-roll
ing billows. Sound came then; a sheer, 
awful detonation and wave upon wave of 
reverberant echo. 

The mules twitched and kicked, their 
ears high. Squirrels squeaked in the trees, 
and the birds were still. The men opened 
their mouths to let the breath go from 
their stunned lungs. 

"Like that," Vroow mumbled. He 
snapped his fingers. "Brothers and sisters, 
just like that." 

Delboit still stared into the valley. An 
armored car swerved down the slope like 
a crazed bug. Tanks flamed, tilted on their 
sides, on their turrets. But there were the 
Chleuh yet, he thought. They must wait 
for the Chleuh . . . 

•pAKHUD came to tell Fecci that there 
-•-*- was no more fire from the wall. "All 
done, Signor tenicnte. All finished.'' 

Fecci stood behind one of the tanks. He 
stepped forward and went with Rakhud to 
the gate. Flurries of dust and smoke were 
across the courtyard, and bits of masonry 
dropped. But there was no movement or 
sound made by men, 

"Very good," he said, "Get the Russian 
and the rest of the deserters and take them 
in. Some sort of trap may have been left 
here for us. You know what to do if the 
Russian refuses to obey." 

"Signor teniente, si," Rakhud said. "I 
shoot him." 

He hummed a little song of his Libyan 
homeland as he marched Ildakeff and the 
six others through the gate. "Walk all 
around," he told them. "Walk slow. Walk 
fast, maybe you blow up." 

"I refuse to move," Ildakeff said, 
"Walk!" Rakhud said, and shoved him 

in the back with the pistol muzzle. "You 
die, I'm happy." 

His sense of humiliation left Ildakeff as 
he walked around the post with the Askari 
at his back. He had hated Delboit, he 
realized now; and the simple fact that the 
post was deserted and had been captured 
by the Italians was pleasurable to him. 

He poked into the ruin of Delbolt's 
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room, pulled the photographs and map 
from the wall, filled his pockets with cigar
ettes. They were good cigarettes, and he 
lit one at once. 

He scrambled over the courtyard wreck
age to the barracks, laughed as he looked 
through the doorway. The others had gone 
with care into every other shed and build
ing. "Nothing," they called to him. "Either 
the lice are dead or they've skipped out up 
the mountain." 

Ildakeff turned to Rakhud. "Go tell 
your lieutenant that there's nothing here. 
But he'd better take a look out back and 
up on the mountain.' 

He walked on to the mule shed after the 
Askari had left him. The mules were gone, 
he saw, and that was a sign that maybe 
a few of the lot had been able to get away 
safe. 

But the cemetery was right here in back. 
Their crack-pot Legion style was to bury 
each stiff, inscribe his name and number 
on the headboard of the grave. Maybe 
Delboit was among them there, or old, 
stupid Beucken. 

The shells had not touched the ceme
tery. Shrapnel and fragmentations had 
ripped the wall beyond, but the rows of 
headboards were intact. He stooped to 
read the names. Behind him, the Italians 
were coming through the gate, and he 
heard Fecci calling for him. 

It wouldn't be like this much longer, he 
thought. If he could get away from Del
boit, he could get away from the Italian. 

He ook the stub of Delboit's cigarette 
from nis mouth, dropped it into the soft 
earth, then stamped on it. 

He felt the rumble, the heave under 
him; but he had no time to move, to know 
that what he felt was death. 

T^HE robes of the Chleuh rucked about 
-•- their knees as they ran down the slopes. 

Their silvered rifle stocks took a keen glint 
from the sun. Delboit could see them, kneel
ing to fire, rising again, then walking for
ward to where the last of the Askaris stood. 

He did not look any more after that. The 
post and the valley were silent. There was 
no further use for steel except the knives 
of the old women from the village. This was 
victory, and he had won it, but it had a 
sour taste. 

He made a signal with his hand to the 
men of the Legion. "South,'' he said. 

V'roow got out his harmonica when they 
were down the mountain, out in the broad 
plain of the next valley. He played a song 
and the rest sang it. It was Aux Legion
naires. Their voices rose strong over the 
tawny meadows: 

Quand on a boitjje son pogiion. 
Oil hrise ^ar un louf d' coclion. 
Tout' sa atrricrc, 
On (trend ses souliers sttr son dos, 
Et on file an jond d'nn l>aqu'hol 
Aux Legionnaires. 

They went south now, Delboit thought; 
but there would be a day when they, the 
Legion, came north and home. 

Happy Relief From Painful Backache 
Caused by Tired Kidneys 

Many of those gnawing, nagging, painful 
backaches people blame on colds or strains are 
often caused by tired kidneys — and may be 
relieved when treated in the right way. 

The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking 
excess acids and poisonous waste out of the 
blood. They help most people pass about 3 
pints a day. 

If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters 
don't work well, poisonous waste matter stays 
in the blood. These poisons may start nagging 

backaches, rheumatic pains, loss of pep and 
energy, getting up nights, swelling, pufBness 
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Fre
quent or scanty passages with smarting and 
burning sometimes shows there is something 
wrong with your kidneys or bladder. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's 
Pills, used successfully by millions for over 40 
years. They give happy relief and will help the 
15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poisonous 
waste from the blood. Get Doan's Pills. (A»V.) 
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