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In the inner courtyard of Fort Saint Nicolas at Mar
seilles, the roll of a band of new Legionnaires is 
called. Despite the hot opposition of ex-French Re
sistance fighters, the Legion today is mostly German 

FOR countless Moroccans, Al
gerians, Tunisians, who lined 
the streets of Fez and Sidi-bel-

Abbes to watch the uniformed men go 
snapping past on parade, the scene 
was at once confusing and terrifying. 
It was exactly as if Marshal Erwin 
Rommel's Afrika Korps, smart and 
hard, had rolled back again, out of the 
recent past. 

These men who marched through 
Africa, short weeks ago, were like the 
men who swept across all North 
Africa, in June of 1942, to within 60 
miles of Alexandria. Some, in fact, 
were the very same men. Their faces 
were lean, tanned Teutonic faces. 
Their step resembled, too familiarly, 

the goose step. Their burly sergeants 
barked commands in gutter Deutsch. 
And when the men fell into route step, 
they lustily sang, in purest German, 
Mein Kamerad and Lih Marlene. 

It was the Wehrmacht, all over 
again, with one difference—these 
troops wore the uniform of the French 
Foreign Legion. 

Today, throughout restive, tur
bulent Mohammedan North Africa, 
on the fringes of embattled Indo-
China, even in the streets of France, 
the startling scene of young German 
war veterans on the march is being 
repeated. For, once again, as it has 
constantly in the last 116 years, 
France is permitting Germans to join. 

in wholesale numbers, its colorful 
Legion Etrangere. 

There is violent dissent from other 
Frenchmen, mainly graduates of the 
Resistance, who still recall bitter war 
against "the bloody Boche." They 
resent the fact that their military is 
not only permitting Nazi veterans to 
don the distinctive white cap of the 
Legion, but actually encouraging their 
enlistment, and in some special cases, 
drafting them. 

Despite this dissent, almost one out 
of every three Legioimaires is a Ger
man. Thousands of Germans have 
poured into Strasbourg, on the Rhine, 
and have been shipped to modern 
Sidi-bel-Abbes, world headquarters 

The .French Foreign Legion, 
toughest and most colorful 
fighting force in history, rides 
again. But this modernized 
Legion rides in tanks, planes 
and parachutes. And, like it 
or not, one of every three 
Legionnaires is a German 

for the Legion. Major Boulanger, 
spokesman for the Foreign Legion in 
Paris, told this author that the largest 
group of foreign expatriates were 
Germans. 

As a result of this cold-blooded en
listment of the enemy, the Foreign 
Legion, veteran of the Crimean War, 
the Tonkin Rebellion of 1883 in 
China, thfe Somme and Verdun in 
1916-17 and the battle for Germany 
in 1944, is now fully prepared to 
spearhead France's looming fight to 
retain its far-flung colonies and 
thereby its precarious role as a world 
power. 

At the end of World War II, the 
French Foreign Legion was a sham
bles. Almost seven years ago the swift 
fall of France shattered the Legion's 
table of organization, isolating units 
in the Orient, Africa, Scandinavia and 
in France itself. Nevertheless, the Le
gion, though split in allegiance by P^-
tain and De Gaulle, thou^ handcuffed 
by lack of communications and sup
ply, threw its regiments into the teeth 
of the Nazi blitz as a first-line army 
and kept them there to the very end. 

In the long haul from Norway to 
Germany, its regiments were ripped. 
The Regiment Marche, cited by Presi
dent Truman last year, sent 2,000 into 
action in Austria and 224 survived 
intact. Its companies were decimated; 
2d Company, 1st Regiment, lost 
every officer, every noncom, all Ijut 14 
enlisted men in one Tunisian tussle. 

Yet, today the French Foreign 
Legion, reorganized and regrouped, 
packs seven powerful regiments con
taining 15,000 first-class fighting men. 
There will be 20,000 in all, by spring. 
"It stands, today," says Major Bou
langer, "the best disciplined, best 
fighting unit in the French army, in 
fact, the best in the entire world." 

The Legion is still nicknamed "The 
Great Anonymous," a refuge for all 
men from family, law, society itself. 
New enlistees may still give false 
names and phony nationahties. In 
most cases, they are safe from the pry
ing of pohce. There is still no punish
ment for minor offenses, brutal 
punishment for major offenses. There 
are 35 days in the guardhouse for 
talking politics. There is no strict 
class line between officers and men. 
There is no basic training, as Ameri
can G.I.s know it. There is still night 
life in Algerian caf^s, attractive Ara
bian girls, and month-long patrols on 
the blazing desert in search of raiders. 

The Foreign Legion is ready for 
anything—and, it appears, not too 
soon. France's colonies, long rum
bling with quaint notions of freedom 
and Uberty, exploded into revolution 
late last year. That revolt is still 
taking place, and may spread. 

Everywhere, the Legion is prepared. 
In Indo-China, with 25,000,000 peo
ple, the uprising began quickly. With 
the Japanese surrender, the Tonkinese 
overran Annam, swept into Cochin 
China, and battled remnants of the 
Foreign Legion in Saigon. Since thgn, 
the Tonkinese declared their inod-

Collier's ior Febmarr 1, 1947 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



pendence of France, renamed their 
country the Repubhc of Viet Nam, 
elected Ho Chi-minh, an English-
speaking revolutionary (with eight 
aliases) who studied in Moscow, as 
their president. 

Their success would have kicked 
the props from under France's empire, 
inflamed the Annamese and Cam
bodians, had not the Legion been 
resurrected in the nick of time. Cur
rently, three fresh infantry regiments 
of the Foreign Legion, plus the 
13th Half Brigade have successfully 
throttled acrobatic native nationalists. 

Elsewhere, France has faced the 
same unrest and has brandished the 
new Legion as a police club. In North 
Africa, the Arab League, with its 
dream of a vast Arab federation along 
the Mediterranean has been busy with 
the more immediate battlefield of 
Palestine, but has promised soon to 
turn to French Morocco, Algeria and 
Tunisia. In these lands, the 16,000,000 
Arabs, suffering economically from 
poor grain harvests, inspired to 
fanatical pitch by rehgious organizers, 
have become more and more restless. 
But already the Foreign Legion has 
its 4th Regiment in Morocco, its 1st 
Regiment in Algeria, and its 5th 
Cavalry in Tunisia. Several of these 
regiments sport gleaming mechanized 
units, and plan to train desert para
troopers and air-borne Legionnaires. 

This miraculous recovery of an al
most extinct army was made possible, 
the Legion's leaders point out, because 
they were not hindered by false 
morality or emotionalism. They saw 
5,000,000 German soldiers unem
ployed and they needed recruits. They 
would have preferred Frenchmen to 
Germans, they admit, . but most 
Frenchmen were tired of war and 
army. Many were recovering from 
wounds, some were emaciated wrecks 
too recently rescued from Hitler's 
labor camps. Others were Com
munists who didn't give a damn about 
the colonies anyway. Despite a circus 
of posters and goodies (such as a 300-
franc monthly allowance for every 
dependent), the French stayed away in 
droves. 

So in 1945, with the colonies in full 
revolt, and the Legion regiments lack
ing fighting personnel to do something 
about it, the hardheaded brain trust 
at Sidi-bel-Abb&s decided it could de
pend no longer on its own nationals. 
Closing its eyes to Dachau and Belsen 
the Legion opened its arms to the 
Hitler Youth. 

"We had to do it, because we were 
so desperate for men," one Foreign 
Legion colonel told this author. "In 
fact, we would have enlisted the Devil, 
no questions asked, if he would have 
signed up for five years and shown us 
he didn't have the SS brand under his 
arm." 

The Foreign Legion points out that 
Germans have always fought in its 
ranks, and have often, in recent years, 
dominated its membership. As long 
ago as 1835, when the Legion was on 
loan out to Spain, a German com
pany drummer, Schmidt, became a 
great hero. Wounded in his left arm, 
he refused to leave his charging 
comrades, continued drumming with 
his one good arm until felled by a 
shot. 

Other Germans crowd the regi
mental honor rolls. Legionnaire 
Streibler, at Tuyen-quang, in 1885, 
spotting a Chinese taking aim at his 
captain, leaped in front of the officer 
to receive the bullet and die; Legion
naire Haberthur, at Moul-el-Bacha, in 
1910, abandoning his cooking utensils 
to rush to the front, collapsed from 

A Foreign Legion recruit is given a phj sical examination by a Legionnaires must work as well as fight. These men 
medical assistant before being accepted for a 5-year enlistment are helping build a road the hard way in North Africa 

As the hour of departure approaches, a Legionnaire prepares to A group of admiring rookies listen to the adventures 
bid farewell to his wife and chUd at an embarkation point of a veteran Legionnaire who has served nine years 

gunshot in the face and became 
blinded for life. He received the 
Chevalier de la Legion d'Honneur. 

"Now, like their fathers before 
them, the Germans are still coming to 
enlist, and we are glad to have them," 
insists Major Boulanger. "They are 
good soldiers. And remember, all 
Germans were not Nazis. Many were 
obliged to say they were, to join the 
party, in order to survive while Hitler 
was in power. Today these men are 
coming to us for anonymity, disci
pline, for the only employment they 
know." 

But the outspoken critics of this 
policy think it is shocking. These 
critics refuse to regard yesterday's war 

as a soccer match and recently hated 
enemies as mere Saturday's rivals. 
They also say the Gei-man Legion
naire is disloyal to the Legion in time 
of crisis. They point to the German 
desertions of 1925 when the Legion 
was sent to war against Abd-el-Krim, 
who was trying to free the Riffs from 
French and Spanish rule. 

In those hectic days the Foreign Le
gion put on a poor show. Its ranks 
were depleted by Germans who threw 
away their guns and went over the hill. 
Other Germans, who remained be
hind, refused to fight well. 

The most spectacular desertion of 
that period was the one staged by 
Joseph Klems, a Dusseldorf adven

turer, who had an unhappy love affair 
and joined the Legion to forget. One 
day in Fez, Sergeant Klems became 
involved in a wild argument with a 
Legion officer, slugged his superior, 
and to avoid punishment, deserted. He 
went into the desert, changed his name 
to El-Hadj Aletnan, and led raiding 
parties against the French. He fought 
against his former comrades of the 
Foreign Legion, was captured and 
court-martialed. The Legion sen
tenced him to death. A news story, 
filed about him at the time by Vincent 
Sheean, inspired the Broadway oper
etta, The Desert Song, and the Presi
dent of France was moved to 

(Continued on page 38^ 
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CASCO 
WETPROOF ELECTRIC HEATING PAD 
Why be a martyr to a cold? While curing it with 
doctor's prescriptions, you can be comfortable 
and find relief with the gentle, soothing warmth 
of a Casco Wetproof Electric Heating Pad to 
chase those local chills and relax aching, irri
tated nerves. Constant, soothing, safe heat is 
yours at the flick of a switch. Safe with wet 
packs. Exclusive Nite-Lite switch, dial in the 
dark any one of 30 constant temperatures to 
suit your need. Removable washable cover. 
Underwriters' Laboratories approved for your 
protection. Thousands of Casco pads are used 
in hospitals and by doctors. 

Catco Beating Pads from $^,90 to $9.80 plug Fed. tax at 
Drug, Department, EUctrical and Hardware stores. 

CASCO PRODUCTS CORPORATION > BRIDGEPORT 2, CONN. 
Amerv:a'i Largest Manufacturer of Electric Heating Pads 
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ATHLETE'S FOOT 
CALLOUSES M d BLISTERS 

U. S. Army and British Govt, bought 
millions- Woven plastic shoe ventila
tor flows air under feet — helps pre
vent Infeclion, keeps feet dry, rids 
shoes of perspiration. Retards fungi. 
Guaranteed. Dale Vent-0-Soie. Inc., 
60 East 42nd Street. New Yoric 17. 

ROTTED 
WOOD 

«a^ Plastic Wood 
EASY.' No skill re- / V W 
quired. Handles like -"'̂  '" '' 
putty. , . and hardens (• 
into wood. 

IN CANS 
OR TUBES 

W E A T H E R R E S I S T A N T 

PLASTIC 
WOO 

MANY NEVER 
SUSPECT CAUSE 
OF BACKACHES 

This Old Treatment Often 
Brings Happy Relief 

Many sufferers relieve naeging backache quick
ly, once they discover that the real cause of their 
trouble may be tired kidneys. The kidneys are 
Nature's chief way of taking the excess acids and 
^aste out of the blood. 

When disorder of kidney function permits poison
ous matter to remain In y onr blood, it may cause nag
ging backache,rheumaticpains,legpains,loss of pep 
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills, 
a stimulant diuretic, used successfully by miUions 
for over 50 years. Doan's give happy relief and will 
help the IB miles of kidney tubes flush out poison
ous waste from your blood. Get Doan's Pills. 

commute his sentence from the firing 
squad to Devil's Island. 

But the greatest condemnation of the 
German Legionnaire appears to be his 
record in World War II. When Hitler 
went to war, the French Foreign Legion 
was 35 per cent German. The French felt 
it would be "heartless" to expect Ger
mans to fight against their fatherland. 
So, in Sidi-bel-Abbfes, the French put all 
front-line service for enemy nationals 
and neutrals on a volunteer basis. The 
Italian and Spanish Legionnaires volun
teered in the greatest number. Even one 
Mohammedan, Ali Khan, son of the 
Indian potentate Aga Khan, volunteered. 
The Germans were reluctant. 

The conduct of a majority of the Ger
man Legionnaires in this war proved a 
scandal. One German adjutant (a French 
rank equivalent to warrant officer), sta
tioned in the Legion embarkation depot 
at Marseilles, showed partiality to non-
Jewish German enlistees, awarding them 
temporary rank and private quarters. He 
finally obtained copies of the Legion's 
organizational papers, including names 
of all personnel in various regiments, 
and sold them to the Gestapo. Not until 
the war ended was he exposed, tried and 
sentenced to Ufe imprisonment. 

Another German Legionnaire, an ad
jutant named Kurtz, had been under the 
tricolor twenty years and was regarded 
by his men as the meanest character in 
the service. One recruit, inflamed by 
Kurtz, grabbed a gun And shoved it into 
the German's back, but didn't shoot. As 
the recruit later explained, to a French 
reporter, "You do not kill a man you 
hate from the back. You want to watch 
his face when he dies. Had he turned 
around, I would have let him have it." 

When war broke out, Adjutant Kurtz 
exulted at every Nazi victory, posted pic
tures of Hitler over his cot, and refused 
to fight against Germany. The Foreign 
Legion shrugged, sent him to noncom-
batant duty in Algeria. Today, he is back 
at his old job for the French Foreign Le
gion in France. 

However, the full story of thS worst 
German performance was quashed by 
the Legion itself. This author learned 
about it from Legionnaires who were 
serving in Sidi-bel-Abbes during the 
summer of 1940, and it can now be re
vealed for the first time. 

Mutiny of Nazi Legionnaires 

"The mutiny, for it was just that, 
started the day Hitler moved into Paris," 
revealed Jules Selig, a German Jew from 
Berlin who enlisted in the Foreign Le
gion. "I was with the 1st Regiment in 
Sidi-bel-Abbes. When the news came 
through, most of the old-line German 
Legionnaires went wild. They left their 
work, marched about the Arab city in 
goose-step formation, yelling Heil Hitler, 
singfng Nazi songs like the Horst Wessel 
song. Then they held a mass meeting 
and demanded that the Foreign Legion 
return them to France where they wanted 
to join the victorious Nazi army. 

"While waiting for a reply to their 
demand, they became a lynch mob. They 
dragged Jewish Legionnaires from the 
barracks and beat them to pulp. The 
Legion command, while Vichy and pro-
German, was angered by this utter lack 
of discipline. It dispatched Senegalese 
troops, in great number, to break up the 
rioting Germans and keep them under 
guard. Meanwhile, word of this reached 
the Germans in Paris. They promptly 
sent a military commission to Bel-Abbes 
to pick up all German soldiers who 
wished to leave the Legion and return to 
the fatherland." 

But this moment, even as the contro
versy about the Foreign Legion's German 

ARMY ANONYMOUS 
Continued from page 15 

policy continues to rage, the Ger
mans in the Legion are daily encouraged 
by their officers to write glowing ac
counts of their new army to old Wehr-
macht buddies back home. 

As a result, recently demobilized 
Nazis, hungry for food, drink, smokes, 
anxious for steady employment, for 
anonymity, for the masochistic delights 
of Prussian discipline, are making the 
long trek by foot from Hannover, Bres-
lau, Nuremberg. Sleeping nights in fields 
and farmhouses, they reach at last the 
tiny German town of Kehl, banked on 
the Rhine, across from busy Strasbourg. 
Here, the German arrivals are met by 
French Legionnaires, friendly recruiting 
noncoms. 

Each arrival dictates his name, age, 
occupation, nationality—any name, age, 
occupation, nationahty—each admits to 
having been a "good" German, each 
shows that he does not bear the tattoo of 
the SS, each makes a few slighting re
marks about the Gestapo, and the first 
step is over. 

The recruits are then marched across 
the river to Strasbourg, entrained to Mar
seilles, briefly interrogated and issued 
their uniforms. Dressed in khaki instead 
of the old red woolen trousers or whites 
and sash, they are packed off on one of 
the Legion's two transports to Algeria, 
and then by train again to sun-baked 
Sidi-bel-Abbes. In Sidi, the Germans are 
given a brief brush-up course in may
hem, a French accent and a long gun. 
Then from a gigantic central depot, they 
are assigned to various regiments. Disci
pline is severe. 

"We are not so easy with these Nazis," 
a Legion captain recently said. "We will 
find heavy wheelbarrows for them, too. 
We will cut their beautiful blond hair, 
we will make their blue eyes bloodshot 
in the sun, we will break them and then 
rebuild them. They will not be Germans, 
Monsieur, no, not Germans. They will 
be Legionnaires." 

Nevertheless, every effort is made to 
make the German arrivals more agree
able and co-operative. For the newcom

ers, there are hundreds of old friends 
who fought in the conquests of Poland, 
the Lowlands, Frailce. There is malty 
beer, German is spoken everywhere. 
There is even, in the official song manual, 
a number in German called Ann-Marie. 
And recently, to control these men fur
ther, the Foreign Legion went into POW 
camps in the French zone of occupation, 
located authentic old-line German Fel-
derwebel, and imported these sergeants 
to Algeria to help with the handling of 
the new sections. 

Absorbs Many Nationalities 

The current influx of German citizens 
presents no serious nationality problem 
to the French Foreign Legion. More 
than any other similar organization in 
the world, the Legion is able to absorb or 
assort its varied foreigners with effi
ciency. In its long history, the Legion 
has had 52 different nationalities (includ
ing one Fiji Islander) in its ranks. White 
Russian generals and colonels fled their 
homeland after the Bolshevik Revolu
tion in 1918 to enlist as privates. The 
most famous of these was Maxim Gor
ky's son, one-armed Colonel Pyeshkov, 
who became a Legion hero. 

Scandinavians, Americans and Eng
lish comprise the smallest percentage of 
Legionnaires. Occasionally, a Scandina
vian will enlist. The most colorful and 
notable, in recent years, was Prince Aage 
of Denmark, cousin to 77-year-old King 
Haakon. 

The prince, after being refused permis
sion to marry a commoner, an English 
girl, became bored with royal restrictions 
and enlisted in the Legion. 

He was quite a character. In Morocco, 
his impulsiveness was legend. 

Once, when his men complained that 
there was not enough food in the mess 
for dinner, he strode into the street, 
sighted birds overhead, shot every one 
down. The birds proved to be highly 
trained carrier pigeons winging impor
tant military messages to a desert out
post, and Prince Aage barely avoided 

"I belong to the janitors' union, dishwashers' union, wait
ers' union, kitchen workers' union and chefs' union— 
and if I didn't own the place, I'd sure be out on strike" JON ( 
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"We decided to face the facts" 

{^Middkcmp 
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court-martial. He later became a colo
nel, and died at the outbreak of the war. 

Englishmen, when enlisting in the Le
gion, are usually fugitives from justice, 
wanted perhaps in Singapore or Cairo. 
Sometimes they are embryonic writers, 
and they stick it for six months, desert in 
the night ("escaping" they always call it), 
and are heard from next with a best seller 
entitled, usually. Legion of Lost Souls. 

Americans are officially discouraged 
from enlisting. The Legion likes to say 
the reason for this is a trick clause, in the 
original charter, limiting its roster only 
to Europeans. The real reason is a fear 
of repetition of the Doty case. In the 
twenties, an American boy named Doty 
joined the Legion, found it unromantic 
and deserted in the heat of a battle 
against the Riffs. He was caught, sen
tenced to death. His family and friends 
created world-wide agitation. At last the 
U.S. State Department succeeded in hav
ing the French government pardon Doty 
and release him from the Legion. 

AH Work; No Beau Geste Stuff 

American volunteers, willing to call 
themselves Swedes or Andorrans, are 
always accepted. One, Sweeney, by 
name, became a colonel. Another, Henry 
Newman of Chicago, served out his five 
years but did not re-enlist because "it's 
all pick and shovel nowadays and no 
Beau Geste." A third, Philip Ortiz, 
enrolled in the Legion instead of the 
American University in Paris, thereby 
provoking his father into flying to Al
geria in 1932 to rescue him. But so in
trigued was the elder Ortiz by the Legion, 
he stayed eight months studying it, 
formed a club in Paris to publicize the 
corps, and happily sent his American son 
off to chase the Berber tribesmen in the 
Atlas Mountains. 

The Legion says it likes Americans 
because they are cheerful and fine fight
ers. There are, according to most esti
mates, about 30 United States citizens in 
the Legion today, and the American Em
bassy in Paris ruefully admhs that at 
least a dozen G.Ls have inquired about 
going over to the Legion upon discharge 
from the U.S. Army. 

Home-grown Frenchmen, for all their 
reluctance to enUst, now dominate the 
Legion's ranks. About 50 per cent of the 
enlisted personnel, today, is French, and 
almost all the officers, most of them 
honor graduates of France's West Point, 

Collier's for February l, 1947 

are French. There are only 30 foreign 
officers in the new Foreign Legion. 

The man who heads this heterogeneous 
mass, and welds it into a unified fighting 
machine, is the renowned Colonel Louis 
Marie Gaultier. While there is a whole 
network of regular French army generals 
and colonial administrators over him, 
Colonel Gaultier, with 22 years of 
Foreign Legion service and a distin
guished record in World War II, when 
he led the volunteer 11th Regiment into 
the Nazi blitz, is boss man of the seven 
regiments. From his Algerian head
quarters in Sidi-bel-Abbes he makes 
every effort to prevent friction between 
nationalities under his command. The 
official Legion handbook, issued to every 
new recruit warns, "You must make no 
distinction of race, color, creed. Neither 
politics nor religion must stand between 
you and your comrades." 

With the exception of the recruiting 
station in Kehl, Germany, and several 
others across North Africa, the French 
Foreign Legion acquires its various na
tionalities through special public stations 
in all the large French cities ranging 
from Cherbourg to Bordeaux to Lyons. 
Each recruit is required only to give his 
name (any name), his age (no younger 
than 20, no older than 3.5, though the 
Legion allows a few years grace on either 
end), his occupation and his nationaUty. 
The recruit is then shipped to Marseilles. 

At Fort Saint Nicolas, in the French 
seaport, the recruit undergoes his first 
and last severe interrogation. For, while 
the Legion insists a newcomer need never 
give his true name or identity, the Le
gion does investigate the more dubious 
applicants. 

This investigation begins in a large 
room. The recruit strips and walks into 
the room nude. Behind a lone desk sits a 
fully clothed leathery captain. This cap
tain is selected for the job by his knowl
edge of human psychology and his 
intellectual background. He orders the re
cruit to stand in the cold daylight, by 
the window, and suddenly he begins ham
mering questions. 

A French journalist and ex-Legion
naire, Charles Favrel, was allowed to 
witness several such interrogations in 
October, and he reflected, "When a gen
tleman who is dressed questions a man 
who is naked, the results are patent. The 
man who is naked is intimidated. When 
the gentleman is an officer whose percep
tion is stronger than the machine which 

detects lies, the man who is naked will 
stutter everything from zero to infinity." 

Charles Favrel reported some of the 
interrogations he overheard in a typical 
day. When the day's first recruit stood 
before the captain, the following conver
sation took place: 

"Your record says you are a typogra
pher. Are you a good one?" 

"Yes." 
"That is false! Your scar shows you 

have been operated on for hernia. So. 
You were doing heavy work. Which 
heavy work?" 

"Tree cutter." 
"Never, not with those hands. You 

are still lying. Find another occupation. 
I do not trust you yet for the Legion. 
Come back later. Next one." 

Recruit after recruit trudges in. A 
questionable German enlistee, who 
breaks down after grilling and admits, 
he was with a Nazi company in Holland 
that massacred English soldiers. He is 
returned to Germany. A furtive French
man with a Pigalle accent, who finally 
admits that he isn't joining the Legion 
out of patriotism but because he is 
wanted by the police. His offense is mi
nor and he is accepted. 

Another Frenchman enters and con
fesses, at last, that he was a collaborator. 
The captain classifies all collaborators 
as "believers, idiots, gangsters." This 
one merely believed in Pdtain and was 
misguided. He is accepted. Only col
laborators who have records of brutality 
are rejected. 

"The last one to enter the room," re
ports ex-Legionnaire Favrel, "looks hke 
a pink child. He is very young, which 
does not prevent him from confessing to 
all the sins of the world. He claims ev
erything from being a robber to a rapist. 
Here the captain is amused. 'We do not 
take murderers. Monsieur, and you need 
not pretend to have stolen so as to enter 
the Legion family.' The captain then 
carefully explains to the youngster that 
he does not have to be a hardened rogue 
to enter the Legion. 'Tell us yqur real 
name, and real record, without the blem
ishes, and I will see that you become a 
Legionnaire.'" 

Getting Rid of Undesirables 

In this way, the Legion sifts its recruits. 
The greatest number of Germans re
jected are former SS and Gestapo men. 
The greatest percentage of French re
jected are fugitives from serious crimes 
or psychopathic killers. "Few outsiders 
know it," says Major Boulanger, the 
Paris spokesman, "but we have a secret 
organization in the Legion that supple
ments the interrogation. It quietly in
vestigates the most questionable appli
cants." 

Having survived the interrogation and 
a physical examination, the new Legion
naire is enlisted for a five-year stint, and 
quartered in Fort Saint Nicolas. Two 
German sergeants take all his possessions 
and clothes, excepting a handkerchief 
and sweater. The supply noncoms 
promise to return these items when the 
Legionnaire is discharged, but he rarely 
ever sees them again. The noncoms will 
sell them on the black market for drink 
money. 

In Fort Saint Nicolas, while awaiting 
shipment to Africa, the new Legionnaire 
receives his full uniform, his insignia (a 
hand grenade fashioned on bronze) and 
his official haircut, accomplished with a 
straight razor. He marches endless kilo
meters, spends eight hours caressing a 
rock pile. At last, when 500 recruits are 
assembled, he is shipped to Algeria. 

In Sidi-bel-Abbes, he receives his 
arms, and is sent to Camp Saida, 80 
kilometers out on the blazing desert. He 
is supposed to be trained at Saida, but 
the Legion has no basic training as such. 
Most newcomers are supposed to know 
something about soldiering, and after 
eight days, they are returned to the cen-

Skidded — Braking too 
quickly on ice or snow can be 
fatal. Use Weed Tire Chains and 
drive carefully. 

Stuck — Don't let this hap
pen to you. Use Weed Tire Chains 
when it's snowy and avoid "I told 
you so." 

giiff^f 
^^^ -hides danger 

• Use t i re chains. Ask your 
dealer for t h e new WEED AMER
ICAN V Bar-Reinforced. M o r e 
t h a n a new t i re c h a i n — " W E E D 
AMERICAN V B a r s " a re t h e new 
idea in t rac t ion, W E E D Regular 
a n d W E E D E x t r a H e a v y t i r e 
chains have also been improved. 
T e l l y o u r d e a l e r , " I w a n t 
W E E D T I R E C H A I N S . " 
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tral depot in Bel-Abbes and then assigned 
to regiments. 

Once in a regiment, the Legionnaire 
learns the ropes quickly. Every effort is 
made, in the beginning, to keep him out 
of big cities, away from the temptations 
of women and crime. At the same time, 
to prevent him from becoming intro
spective and depressed, the Legion tries 
to keep each man busy and moving. 
When he isn't building a road or at gun
nery practice or chasing Arab bandits, 
he is participating in sports, from chess 
to French football. He is also stimulated 
with continued variety. During his five 
years, he will start service in Algeria, be 
shipped to Morocco, then transferred to 
Indo-China, next to Syria, and then back 
to Algeria for the complete circle. 

Garrison Life in North Africa 

Most of the average Legionnaire's time 
is spent not actually fighting (such as in 
the present Indo-China fracas) but par
ticipating in workaday garrison duties. 
The typical Legionnaire's life may best 
be seen in any of the tiny garrisons jut
ting out of the North African desert. 
There is, for example, the Legion fort in 
southern Morocco called Foum I'Has-

attempt to block frequent raids staged 
(even now) by Arabian raiders who cross 
the Ri'o de Oro, swoop down on native 
villages, steal camels, loot arms, kidnap 
women and children for slavery marts. 

At nine there is a special routine called 
The Report, in which the company 
captain, playing Miss Lonelyhearts, re
ceives troubled Legionnaires in his office 
and talks over their problems man to 
man. 

The sections break from their morning 
labors at eleven-thirty, lunch in the mess, 
and siesta until two-thirty. They then 
resume their assignments until six. After 
dinner, there is "free camp" and the men 
are on their own. Most go to the cafe 
to drink and gossip. On the walls of the 
cafe are the inevitable posters, found in 
every Legion cafe in Africa, placed there 
by tireless French prohibitionists. The 
posters read, "Alcohol Kills"—and 
under each sign, invariably, Legionnaires 
have chalked, "But The Legion Doesn't 
Fear Death." 

Inside the caf^, men play cards, and 
others — disillusioning anachronism — 
play Ping-pong. Elsewhere in the fort, 
men are bargaining with passing Arabs 
at the market, visiting their Arabian hos
tesses at the house, cheering a soccer 

fpoy 
k/ILt.lfit/Y)S 

ROY W I L L I A M S 

sam, an advanced post of the 4th Regi
ment based in Marrakech, Morocco. 

Foum I'Hassam squats in the middle 
of the most utterly desolate area on earth. 
It is a tiny group of buildings, covering 
only 400 yards by 200 yards, surrounded 
by a protective wall mounted with ma
chine guns. For miles and miles around, 
as far as the eye can see, there is not a 
tree, not a bush, not a human, only 
stretches of rock and sand. 

The fort itself is a remarkable achieve
ment. Every inch of it was built twenty 
years ago, by Legionnaires, and every 
improvement since is homemade. There 
are officers' apartments and enlisted 
men's barracks. There is a newspaper 
plant, a telephone company, a refrigera
tion system, a motion-picture theater 
(two movies a week), a Paris-style cafe, 
a market place with stalls, a cozy house 
of prostitution (with 20 pretty Arabian 
girls), a swimming pool, a football field. 

The day begins, with the desert dawn, 
at six. The men have an hour to take 
showers (one a week is required by 
regulation), shave and dress. Breakfast 
is in the mess hall—coffee, milk, bread, 
butter, jam—from seven to eight. If a 
Legionnaire wants eggs, he strolls over to 
the cafe and buys them. At eight the 
bugle sounds, and the men fall in, section 
after section, at the village square. 

Each section's work is assigned. One 
will repair vehicles. Another will hoe 
the vegetable garden. A third will prac
tice machine gunnery. A half-dozen 
sections will be ordered to go on desert 
patrol, by horse and armored car, for a 
month. These will live in tents, and will 
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match. There are rarely serious disturb
ances, most men fearing the Legion 
punishments, which range from en silo, 
when an offender is buried in sand up 
to his neck for hours in the sun, to the 
less spectacular eight years in prison. 

At ten o'clock the bugle sounds—it's 
called "stopping the lights"—and the 
men must be in bed. Each has earned 
another 15 francs (about 121 cents) for 
another day's service. 

Besides an occasional five-day leave 
to Casablanca, there are two great holi
days a year for the Legionnaires. The 
first is Christmas. The officers inaugu
rate the eve with a lavish feast, everything 
from oysters to champagne, for the men. 
Next, in several of the barracks, there 
is an exposition. 

Various nationality groups build ex
hibits. The Russians portray a St. Peters
burg cabaret, the Poles a scene of the 
Three Wise Men in Bethlehem, the 
French a dehydrated replica of the an
nual Paris auto show (one army car is 
fantastically streamUned, and its driver 
makes an exaggerated sales talk near by). 

The men then retire to the theater 
for an" amateur revue in which Legion
naires dance the cancan. This is followed 
by Christmas presents all purchased by 
the commanding officers for the men, 
and distributed by lottery. At midnight, 
a chaplain says benediction, and in early 
morning, the enlisted personnel sponsor 
a supper for the noncoms and officers. 

The second holiday is held even more 
holy by the Legion. It takes place, amid 
band music, parades, dignitaries, every 

April 30th, in Sidi-bel-Abbes. This is 

the Anniversary of the Camerone. It 
commemorates the Legion's most glori
ous battle, enacted, oddly enough, not 
in the desert but amid the mountains of 
Mexico. 

In 1863, exactly a month after the 
Foreign Legion landed in Veracruz to 
pave the way for the ill-fated Emperor 
Maximilian and his Belgian bride, Car-
lotta, the incident at Camerone occurred. 
The Legion, warned that a French con
voy carrying food, arms and three mil
lions in gold, was nearing Pueblo, was 
asked to provide protection. A patrol 
of 62 Legionnaires, and two officers, led 
by Captain Danjou, a veteran of Sevasto
pol, who had a wooden hand, set forth on 
the assignment. 

At ten in the morning, Danjou and 
his company ran smack into a Mexican 
detachment of 800 cavalry and 1,200 in
fantry, and hurriedly holed up behind the 
wall of a wayside inn. Throughout most 
of the day, the 65 Legionnaires success
fully held off the 2,000 Mexicans. 

Finally the survivors assembled and 
took oath on Danjou's wooden hand to 
fight until death. When dusk fell, only 
five Legionnaires remained. They had 
one bullet left. They fixed their bayonets, 
and as the Mexicans poured through the 
breaches in the wall, the Legionnaires 
charged. All gave their lives, after in
flicting 580 casualties upon the Mexicans, 
but the convoy to Pueblo was saved. 
This was France's Alamo. 

Today, on every anniversary of Came
rone, after the music is done and the 
parades are over, the oldest Legionnaire 
in Bel-Abbes unwraps Captain Danjou's 
wooden hand and displays it to the men. 
Even those who have seen it April after 
April are moved. 

Maintaining a Heroic Tradition 

There have been endless such heroics 
in the 116 years since King Louis 
Philippe decided in the first year of his 
reign that there ought to be a special 
military corps to absorb the displaced 
foreign veterans washed up by the 
Napoleonic wars. In 1835, King Louis 
started his four-year-old Legion's long 
career of violence and bravery by loan
ing the entire organization to Queen 
Isabella of Spain as a billet-doux of en
couragement in her fight against King 
Carlos. This Legion, which Frenchmen 
were not yet permitted to join, fought in 
Spain for three years, and of the 4,100 
men who started, only 500 came back. 

In the century since, regiment after 
regiment of Legion mercenaries have 
written histories of valor around the 
globe. But of all the regiments of the 
past, none ever fought so long, so tire
lessly, as the inodern 13th Half Brigade. 

This incredible brigade, consisting of 
two battalions instead of the usual three, 
led by 35-year-old Colonel Brinit di 
Sairigne (who won the Legion of Honor 
plus seven citations), was the only 
Foreign Legion unit to fight World War 
II from beginning to end. The 13th, 
bolstered by volunteers fresh from the 
fight against Franco, battled at Narvik, 
Norway, in 1940 and was evacuated to 
England. 

Electing to carry on, they marched 
into Tripoli with the Americans, slugged 
through Tunis alongside De Gaulle's 
Free French 5th Division, pounded up 
the boot of Italy, landed in the south of 
France on D-Day and poked over into 
Germany. When the war ended, they took 
a deep breath, and sailed for Indo-China 
to grapple with the rebellious Tonkinese. 
This record earned the 13th Half Brigade 
three citations on its flag, the unit Libera
tion Cross and immortality. 

When Frenchmen think of the new 
Foreign Legion, they try not to think of 
the Germans, the Nazis, thickening its 
ranks and writing its current history. In
stead, Frenchmen try to think of the 13th 
Half Brigade, and then they are proud. 

T H E END 

There's a peck of trouble in the 
icy winds of winter . Trouble for 
those lips of yours. At the first 
sign of chapped lips—use famous 
' C H A P S T I C K ' , the self-same l ip 

balm that befriended our Armed 
Forces wherever wind and cold 
made lips act up . 

Buy a personal "CHAP STICK' for every 
member of your family. Its relief is 
quick and lasting. Specially medicated, 
specially soothing, for cracked, 
chapped, sore lips, oH*"'* 

't^. 

BC" FOR QUICK RELIEF F R O M 

HEADACHES, NEURALGIC PAINS 

A N D MUSCULAR ACHES—10ca„d25c. 
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