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Two Legionnaires help wage 
tribal warfare against a re
lentless enemy in the heart 

of darkest Africa 

CHAPTER I. 

" T H K LIJGION AI.WAYS FIRST!" 

THE days did not seem long now; 
those hours of terrible marching 
under a sky which was like the 

opened gates of a furnace and over a 
desert which was a veritable hell— 
those hours were all but forgotten. 

Pistol In hand, he fought 
desperately 
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Even their thirst was nearly forgotten. 
All of the Legion men and the black 
men of the Senegalese tirailleurs 
seemed now to keep only one thought. 

Ahead, there on the last low dune-
rise before the rusted reddish walls of 
the cliffs of El Hank, was the water-
hole. There, also, flat against the sand, 
calm, waiting, were the men of the 'R 
Guebait and their captives, and slaves 

that this raszou, a raiding party, had 
caught in its swift expedition down 
across the Sahara into the Sudan. The 
tribesmen of that razzou had water 
now, and were in the better position. 
And they were content in this moment. 
The Legion section and the company 
of Senegalese riflemen, they who had 
been flung North from Timbuktu to 
intercept, capture or destroy this 

They were closing In about hira 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



40 ARGOSY 

razsou, were waterless, and had been 
So for over thirty hours. Ahead, for 
them, was one of two things: water, 
and Hfe—or death. 

It was all very simple, Bowan 
thought. Just as simple as that. And 
men fought well when faced with such 
simplicity of purpose, of absolute, ele
mental need. He looked at his own 
men, the mounted section of the 
Legion. They were Europeans, all of 
them, but their postures, their expres
sions now in this place, were those of 
quiet, almost of ease. They rested 
flatly in the sand, nursing their 
weapons, regaining their breath and 
their strength for the attack, for that 
ultimate assault which they knew 
would soon come. 

Bowan's big sergeant, Volk, a 
Luxembourger with a face like a badly 
cured ham and a row of decoration and 
campaign ribbons all the way across the 
left breast of his faded khaki tunic, 
knelt crouched behind him, and spoke 
in a husky, rasping whisper: " Every
thing is ready, Lieutenant. Whenever 
you wish. The boys are all dressed for 
the dance. How many men do you 
want left with the mules?" 

Bowan named them, in the same sort 
of a rasping voice. They were the 
wounded and the lamed, but they stared 
up as they heard the lieutenant calling 
off their names. They muttered in pro
test, and then were silent, as Volk 
turned and cursed them. " Do you 
v/ant," he asked, " full water guerhas, 
or your own ears shoved down your 
throats?" 

The Senegalese rifle company, nu
merically superior to the Legion group, 
flanked it on both wings. They also 
lay flatly behind wind-blown ridges of 
sarid, eying the further crest which hid 
the raszou of the 'R Guebait, and the 
muddied water-hole. The Senegalese 

were stripping off their khaki tunics, 
their white undershirts and their rifle 
belts. 

And upon the piled garments they 
were letting slip their Lebel rifles and 
their scabbarded bayonets. 

From the waists of their breeches to 
their fuzzed and conical skulls where 
the chechias, their red, round felt caps, 
rested, they were naked. The fierce 
sun caught upon their black and sweat
ing bodies. Muscles coiled and played 
in their backs and shoulders. Their 
mouths showed red and huge as they 
whispered a little with each other and 
to their noncoms, and Bowan could see 
the dull flicker of their sharply filed, 
stained teeth. " They're going in only 
with those pig-sticker knives," he said 
to Volk. " They like ears themselves, 
don't they?" 

VOLK could laugh, through his 
black, scorched lips. " Only as 
souvenirs, I^ieutenant. But they'll 

have to go fast, to beat us to the 
top. . . ." 

" No," said Bowan, " that's not the 
way this job has got to be done. Those 
guys up on the top are too well armed 
for that kind of show. Go call Luabala, 
the tirailleur senior lieutenant, over 
here. Get him yourself; tell him I want 
to talk to him, and be quick." 

Big Volk crawled prone on his 
stomach to the right flank of the de
ployed Senegalese, inching along be
hind each bit of protection and through 
each minute hollow the sand afforded 
him. Volk knew the desert and desert 
fighting, Bowan pondered, and just 
how much a tribesman treasured each 
bullet, and could use it. Four or five 
slapped whining into the mica-bright
ened sand around Volk as he crawled, 
and Bowan cursed in his throat. The 
'R Guebait were well armed, practically 
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as well armed as the men they faced. 
Those snipers up there worked Win
chester and Mannlicher high-power 
rifles. They are smuggled guns, 
thought Bowan, bought along the At
lantic coast, or stuff taken in raids 
upon the weakly protected posts of the 
Tercio Btranjero in the Spanish terri
tory of the Rio del Oro. But then he 
heard a barked kind of laughter and 
shouting from the Legionnaires about 
him. 

Luabala, the senior lieutenant and 
officer commanding the Senegalese 
unit, was a big man, taller and broader 
than Volk, and equally as big as Bowan 
himself. Now, Luabala was coming 
fully erect to his feet, walking back to 
where his orderly, hunkered low behind 
a sand ripple, guarded his horse. He 
swung up into the saddle in one clean 
leap. 

His crop l i c k e d down, and the 
wearied, shaking mount jerked under 
him, whinnied, lifted its head and 
broke into a wild gallop. 

In the white, awful downpouring of 
the sun, against the whitely shimmer
ing desert, horse and man made an 
utterly majestic picture. Every detail 
was etched, brought out, made almost 
unnaturally distinct. Light gleamed 
upon bit and bridle, glanced irradiantly 
from the gold braid looping Luabala's 
kepi. It brought highlights from the 
broad double row of ribbons and the 
marks of rank upon the tunic cuffs, 
caught over the highly polished leather 
of the boots and belts, clean, somehow, 
even now. 

Bowan drew his breath, and sharply 
swore. That man and horse, galloping 
along the ridged, open sand, were an 
invitation to death. They were an in
sult and a tremendous, stinging jeer to 
any enemy, and they were, in some way 
Bowan did not then attempt to under

stand, a brutally stark and certain 
proof of all glory. 

FOR the 'R Guebait screamed in 
wildj high voices from above. 
They nudged up in the fox-holes 

they had contrived along the command
ing ridge. They wasted their precious 
bullets; they flung them away in round 
after round, firing at the laughing and 
erect black man in the saddle and at 
his straining horse. 

Luabala reared the horse back upon 
its haunches only yards from Bowan. 
He vaulted from the deep saddle, the 
reins tight in one huge hand, and, seem
ingly in the same movement, hauled the 
mount over and down on its side. 
Then, for the first time bending and as 
though aware of the bullets cracking 
about him, he came to Bowan. 

" Your sergeant," he said in his rich, 
solemn voice, " said you wished to 
speak with me." 

" Si," Bowan answered in the collo
quial French they spoke between each 
other. " But what the hell arm of the 
service do you think you're in, the 
Spahis or the infantry ?" 

Luabala laughed slowly and softly at 
him. " It was just to show them," he 
said. " Fear is a good thing to have 
running along an 'R Guebait's trigger 
finger." 

" It will be unless your outfit goes up 
as soldiers—with the Lebel and bay
onet, and not only those damn' knives. 
We'll have to consolidate once we're up 
there. We may have to take care of a 
counter attack." 

Luabala shook his head, his great, 
wide eyes, liquidly alight with small 
motes of gold, bright in his statu-
esquely handsome, long-featured and 
black face. He looked at Bowan and 
he smiled. There was something 
archaic about this man, thought Bowan 
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strangely. There was about Luabala 
the impression that here lived again 
one of the old warriors of the heroic 
Greek myths. 

About him there was nothing 
negroid, as Bowan knew it, except the 
color of the skin; the nose, the forma
tion of the skull, the ears and brow and 
chin, were those of an ancient Greek 
statue or coin. It was there also in the 
man's every action, what he did, and 
how he moved, in the words he said 
now: 

" Non, mon Lieutenant. My men 
are better without the rifles, and the 
bayonets. That knife is their weapon; 
they love it as they love nothing else. 
But now they want blood, and then 
water. They are thirsty, and impatient. 
They are telling each other that they 
know the 'R Guebait are filling their 
water-bags, giving their camels and 
captives to drink, and now destroying 
the water-hole. They want water, very 
much, and they have come a long way 
to meet the 'R Guebait. I rode here 
only because you asked me to come, 
and for a moment to keep their 
thoughts from up there. . . . " 

" Listen!" Bowan said hoarsely. 
" We have no exact idea how well that 
rassou is armed, or just how many men 
it holds. We know, roughly, about 
fifty. But we know they've got first-', 
class rifles and ammunition. They; 
might also have a machine-rifle, cap
tured from the Spanish, or smuggled 
in. And then—" 

THE cry was inhuman, truly bes
tial. It came from the Senegalese. 
Bowan had heard it before, many 

times: the long-drawn inhalation and 
the exhalation that ended in the weird, 
yelping " Beh-yi, eh-yi, ha! ha!" 

The Senegalese were up, and charg
ing. They were storming the slope. 

" Well," Bowan said; he talked to him
self. " That tears it!" He swung his 
whistle up on its chain, gave the short, 
sharp blast, dropped it, hauling his big 
American automatic pistol Hnto his 
hand. " Follow me," he called clearly. 
" Follow me. La Legion!" 

The Legionnaires broke from cover 
like men sprinting before a forest fire. 
They laughed as they ran, laughing at 
the Senegalese and their idea that they 
could beat any Legion unit to the at
tack. Bowan went four strides before 
the first wave, running wide and 
powerfully. But Luabala was already 
yards in front of him, although he had 
cut over along the slope to join with his 
own command. 

Bowan stared after him for an in
stant, then for an instant back. Volk 
was there, Volk and the crew handling 
the big Saint £tienne machine-gun had 
kept their heads; they were bringing 
the gun and the belt cases forward at a 
steady dog-trot. 

It was as Bowan turned back from 
marking that when he heard the yam
mered lash of the machine-rifle from 
the top of the slope. It broke through 
the throated yowling of the Senegalese, 
the lifting drum of rifle fire of the 
tribesmen and the low, muttered curs
ing of the Legion. Then Bowan saw 
that gun. The men handling it dared 
enough to show themselves openly, on 
the lipped edge of the circular crest of 
the dune about the water-hole. 

It was an Oviedo, a Spanish gun, 
small, dark, efficient. In full stride, 
Bowan brought his pistol around, 
flailed that gunner and his feeders with 
every bullet in the clip. Two of them 
fell away, the gunner and one of the 
feeders, but the third man grasped it 
up from the sand again, led a fresh clip 
in and returned, kneeling and intent, 
to the point-blank destruction of the 
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Senegalese attacking wave right before 
him. 

" Barozzi!" Bowan yelled, swinging 
to glance towards the rifle-grenadier in 
the nearest squad. " Give them the 
heat!" 

The bow-legged little Rumanian al
ready had his head bowed over his 
piece, straightened, holding the stock 
against his thigh, and pulled the trig
ger. The grenade blossomed like a 
flower where it broke. Sand gouted 
and fell among flame. The gaunt 
leathered-face, an 'R'^Guebait gunner 
and six more of his fellows lolled in a 
smoking little pit in the sand when 
Bowan could see them again. " Bien!" 
Bowan shouted at the rifle-grenadier. 
" But no more now—some of the 
damned Senegalese are already up in 
there! Come on! Run, you rabbits!" 

He came panting and slipping shoul
der to shoulder with the files on either 
side down over the other slope of the 
dune. Even for him, it was like com
ing from sanity and calm into complete 
madness. There, it was like the crater 
of a volcano filled with the furious lava 
of human struggle and rapid death. 

Most of the tribesmen had retreated 
from the crest after that grenade had 
wiped out the machine-rifle crew. Here 
they formed an inner wall, back to back 
and knee to knee. Their hobbled 
camels reared and whickered behind 
them. The immense black captives they 
had brought from the borders of the 
Congo with them were shackled and 
grouped there also. That line surged 
and tried to break time and again, the 
massive manacles and leg irons re
straining them to a snake-like strain
ing which brought them nowhere. 
They screamed and mouthed aloud; 
their eyes were white, vapid discs in 
their faces. Before them, not yards 
away, other black men, the Senegalese, 

were falling thickly in death before 
their captors. 

TH E Senegalese leapt striking in 
with their flat-bladed knives. They 
smashed against and fell back 

from the raszou as though from a wall. 
They died grasping at gun muzzles and 
also when trying to hack in over them. 
They slipped and fell and did not get 
up again from over their own dead. 
They formed a lurching, impenetrable 
wall for their comrades behind them 
and for the Legion. 

Among them was Luabala. He held 
an emptied Lebel rifle in his hands by 
the twisted barrel. The walnut stock 
was shivered, cracked, slick with blood. 
In some hand-to-hand struggle up on 
the crest, he had lost his kepi and his 
impeccable tunic. H e fought and 
looked just like his men around him. 
When Bowan, who was near by, yelled 
at him he only turned unrecognizingly 
and shook his head. 

Bowan backed away then. He hit 
and hauled the Senegalese around him, 
dragging them aside, yelling in pidgin 
French to hold back and wait—wait 
for Volk and the machine-gun to clear 
the way here. Then he heard the Saint 
jfitienne gun behind him, and the yells 
of some of the Legionnaires. He 
wheeled and ran. 

Volk was outlined against the sky at 
the top of the dune. He was crouched 
over the machine-gun and firing it as 
fast as the bullets would lead into the 
breech. A dozen Legionnaires were 
clustered around him, bent firing over 
their Lebels, and now battling hand-
to-hand with the surge of nearly naked 
tribesmen who to Bowan seemed to 
spring right out of the sand itself. 
Bowan looked back before he started 
up the slope: it was true, the tribesmen 
were slipping away still one by one. 
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No more than half their original num
ber faced the Senegalese: there was no 
reason for them to do so. All of the 
Senegalese except a stumbling, chok
ing, wounded few were dead. , . . 

Volk and the men of the Legion 
gathered about him at the gun were 
killed as Bowan climbed the slope. 
They were cut down by shrewd rifle 
fire from below and behind, and by a 
direct, maniacal attack of far superior 
numbers from in front. Bowan got 
to the gun, he hauled it clear from 
Volk's body and heaved it around, 
blistering his hands to the bone. 

UNFEELING, unthinking, in
formed only by savage instinct, 
he rammed it into action, 

sprawled behind it, tilting the snub 
muzzle up at the bare-legged and 
bearded, scrawny men who sprang at 
its lipping flame and him as though 
deathlessly before they at last disap
peared. The gun was empty, the belt 
run through, or the action jammed, 
when he saw Luabala again. Luabala 
came up the slope, and in a screaming, 
insane swarm behind him were the 
black captives of the 'R Guebait. 

Somehow, the heavy, continuous leg 
chains holding them had been freed. 
They still wore their hand manacles. 
But those in themselves were terrible 
weapons. Bowan screamed at Luabala 
and at them. He dragged the rear tri
pod of the gun and a dead tribesman 
from oflf his knees. He weaved to his 
feet with his empty Colt pistol in his 
hand. He was the last of the Legion, 
he knew eerily in that moment; he was 
the last of the Legion alive here. 

He opened his mouth and cried 
words he did not hear and was not 
afterwards to remember. He said, 
"The Legion first! Always first!" 
Then he sprang cat-fashion at the mill

ing line of the 'R Guebait before him. 
He felt the pistol shock in his hand as 
the flat barrel struck bone and flesh; he 
saw faces and flashing, bloody eyes; he 
felt blows, repeatedly striking his own 
flesh. But he laughed, as he fell, and 
got up again, hauling at hairy arms and 
legs, clawing and smashing at brown, 
hairy faces. 

He, of the Legion, he told himself 
laughingly, was the last here, but the 
first in this which was finally victory. 
He saw Luabala at his side; he tried to 
talk to Luabala, to tell him that, to jeer 
and mock the other man. But then he 
toppled, wheeled around, skidding in 
the sand among the knotted bodies, and 
went flat to his face, his eyes shut, his 
world blackness. 

CHAPTER H. 

M E : S S S N G E R T O TIMBUKTU. 

BOWAN looked at the fine and far 
points of the stars in the sheer, 
pale blue night sky for a long 

time, he had counted and named some 
of them, before he was fully aware that 
he had returned slowly to consciousness 
after an interval whose length he could 
not begin to gauge. He attempted to 
raise his head, and his arms, and in
stantly he felt huge, throbbing waves 
of pain all through him. But his senses 
were acute now, his eyes clear, and he 
had raised his head enough to see 
around him. 

He lay now in the midst of a desert 
camp. Camels were hobbled and rested 
kneeling and snuffling behind him. A 
small fire, of the precious desert thorn 
trees and dried camel dung, burned low 
and blue almost directly in front of 
him. Men, tall, quiet blacks, in dull-
colored long djellabas and loosely worn 
headcloths, sat there about the fire, 
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rifles at their knees as they ate of the 
leathery jerked mutton and buttered 
crumbs of the desert man, and others 
stood beyond in the further darkness, 
stationed at fixed posts, their guns up 
in their hands. 

Clearly, Bowan knew that he could 
remember it all: the days of marching 
forth into the Grand Erg, the great 
desert, from the low, sprawled walls of 
Timbuktu, the finding of the trail of 
the rassou four days out, and then that 
meeting at the water-hole at the dtine 
below the cliffs of El Hank. He was 
able to recall in clarity each detail of 
the fighting there. It was as if a mo
tion picture film were steadily unrolled 
before his eyes. He saw Luabala, rid
ing among the splashed spurts of the 'R 
Guebait's bullets towards where he lay 
in the sand among his Legionnaires. 
He heard again Luabala's laughing 
words, and his own voice in laughter, 
and then the sounds as the Senegalese 
riflemen had broken from their position 
and up the slope to the attack, and into 
the muzzle of that machine-rifle in the 
hands of the 'R Guebait. 

From all of that, one image was out
standing: the face and form of Lua
bala as he had led the freed captives 
of the 'R Guebait up the inner slope to 
where he, Bowan, the last of the 
Legion, groped over a useless machine-
gun. These men about him here now 
were the former captives of the razsou; 
they wore the clothing of the 'R Gue
bait, possessed their camels and their 
rifles. It had been victory, after all, 
then. 

Despite the pain, he hitched up a 
little from against the padded wooden 
camel saddle which propped his head 
and shoulders. With a tremendous 
effort of his will he brought himself to 
call out. He spoke first in the pidgin 
French used from Morocco to the 

Congo, thinking that some of the black 
men about the fire would understand 
him and come to him. 

Several of them got up, wiped their 
hands on the tattered djellahas of the 
dead, and strode over across the flinty 
sand. They stood above him and smiled 
down. They spoke to him, asking soft 
questions in a language he had never 
heard before and could not understand. 

He waved a bandaged hand and arm 
at them in an impatience of weakness 
and pain. " What's going on ? Who's 
in command here? Where's the lieu
tenant? Where's Luabala? Luabala!" 

The big, black men showed their 
teeth as they grinned and nodded their 
heads. They made gestures with their 
long, fine hands and said further words 
whose meaning he could not grasp. 
Then one of them turned, and went 
away to the other side of the fire at a 
kind of loping trot. When he returned, 
Luabala walked beside him, limping, 
dragging one thickly bandaged leg, his 
arm hard against the shoulder of the 
other man. He sat down, right beside 
Bowan, before he spoke. 

" How are you ?" he asked then 
quietly. " Are you coming out of it ? 
They all but got you, back there," 

" I know that," Bowan said. " I 
remember that. But, where are we 
now, where are we going, with these 
men?" 

LUABALA looked off into the dark-
j ness, his eyes seemed to stare for 

and find something beyond the 
sight and comprehension of every other 
man there. " We have come South, and 
East, from El Hank," he said to Bowan 
then. " We are all that is left of the men 
who were there. Your men of the 
Legion are all gone, and the men of my 
command went before them. These 
men here, of the Begra tribe, saw to it 
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that there are no more men of the 'R 
Guebait razzou aUve. 

" All that night, they hunted the last 
of them across the desert. I was still 
in operation then; I saw that. I saw 
too that your braves of the Legion got 
decently buried, away from the jackals, 
and the men of my company in a simi
lar way. You and I had a little of the 
luck; we happened to live, and to have. 
these men to bring us here." 

" Here?" Bowan asked through lips 
which were clumsy with his constant 
pain. 

" We are now four days from that 
water-hole at El Hank," Luabala said. 
" If my compass is right, we are about 
three hundred kilometers to the east 
apd a little south of Taoudeni and El 
Djouf. My original plan, when we left 
El Hank, was to head for the oasis at 
Taoudeni; the military escort for the 
salt caravan comes in there soon. But 
there are other hostile raszous and 
raiding harkas in the desert. We have 
brushed with three of them since leav
ing El Hank. And they are all to the 
west of us." 

" Between Taoudeni and Timbuktu 
then," Bowan said. 

" That 's right." Luabala was hunch
ing over a big goatskin water bag, tip
ping it towards the other man in invita
tion. " If these men here of the Begra 
were not good warriors, what the 'R 
Guebait began for us those other 
harkas would have finished." 

Bowan looked up slowly from the 
other's face. He stared at the warriors 
standing silently behind them. They 
stood now as though cast immobilely in 
classic molds. Most of them had slung 
their captured Mannlichers and Win
chesters by the straps about their shoul
ders. They rested with the slender, 
iron-tipped 'R Guebait battle lances in 
their hands, their weight against them. 

Some of the low firelight wavered over 
them and their faces, eyes. They were 
of a fine and tall race of men. And 
they rested wholly quiet and expres
sionless beneath his long, minute 
scrutiny. 

From his knowledge of the black 
colonial regiments drawn from Senegal 
and Gambia and Dahomey, he tried to 
place these men. But there was none 
of the innately sullen and forever sav
age quality of the Senegalese or other 
West Coast tribes about them. Their 
lips also were not thickly negroid, or 
the noses wide-spread and short, the 
brows not sloping quickly up into the 
conically shaped skulls general among 
the West Coast peoples in the French 
territories. 

These men had the same facial mold 
and bodily structure of Luabala him
self. " Who," Bowan asked Luabala 
slowly, " are these men, the Begra ?" 

tUABALA gave him a smile; in that 
^ instant, the big tirailleur's dark, 

strongly b o n e d face was 
strangely brightened. " They are of 
my people," he said. " Of my own 
tribe. We, the Begra, come from be
yond the Congo. And never before 
have the Beraber, or the Arabs, or any 
other men, put their hands upon us and 
brought us into chains and captivity. 
That is one reason they fought so well, 
at El Hank, even in their chains. That 
is why they are so happy now, and so 
grateful to you and me." 

Bowan rested back for a moment 
against the padded high arch of the 
camel saddle, too wearied and too 
caught with pain to speak. " You, 
though," he said after a time to Lua
bala, his eyes still shut, " say that you 
are of the same tribe. You are a true 
Begra?" 

Luabala gave off laughter which had 
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in it the notes of gay music. " Yes. 
That may seem strange to you, who 
have known me and heard of me for a 
long time in the colonial regiments and 
in France, but it is entirely the truth. 
My father was the chief of the Begra 
tribe—but that is not the word—he 
was the king. And his father's father 
and his father before him. I am the 
son of kings. 

" But we of the Begra have always 
been faced with another tribe, the 
Simogay. 

" They are our blood enemies and 
our neighbors. 

" Forever, beyond the known history 
of the two tribes, the Begra and the 
Simogay have fought and hated each 
other. My father was killed in a battle 
with the Simogay, when I was a little 
boy. I w a s too young, by many years, 
and one of my uncles was made head 
of the tribe. But my mother was glad 
for that, she was extremely thankful. 
My mother was a very intelligent 
woman, and, years before, she had 
talked for many hours with the one 
white man who had ever penetrated the 
Begra or Simogay country. 

" That man was a White Father, a 
French Dominican monk. So, after 
my father's death, my mother left the 
tribe; she remembered what the Father 
had told her about the greatness of the 
French and the greatness of all people 
who worshipped a man named Jesus 
Christ. She took me down the Congo 
to the French and to Christianity." 

Luabala halted his deep and richly 
vibrant voice; he looked over at Bowan, 
now staring at him and sitting erect, 
and laughed. " That fact is well known 
among old French colonials in Dakar 
and Agadir—even to a few people in 
Paris. But the majority of people who 
know me think I am from one of the 
coastal tribes, a son of an Ouloff chief, 

or from one of the Dahomey clans. 
One African tribe is very much the 
same as the next to most Frenchmen, 
and none count for much in Paris and 
on the Continent. 

"And then of course, for years now, 
ever since I knew you at St. Cyr, I 
have been an officer in the Senegalese 
tirailleur regiments, and I speak OulofE 
and all the other dialects with abso
lute fluency. But, you have questions, 
mon vieux?" 

Bowan shrugged his unwounded 
shoulder tenderly and smiled. " Only 
the common ones, of curiosity," he 
said. "After all, you and I were in 
the same class at St, Cyr, and we both 
used to play tennis at the same club. 
But what happened to your mother, 
after she brought you down the 
Congo?" 

tCJABALA looked down at his 
J slashed and chafed boots. He 

seemed to study them for a long 
time. " She died," he said then in a 
very low and slow voice, " far from 
her people, but very happily, and deep 
in the heart of the Christian religion. 
But that was years ago, long after I 
had gone out to school in France. 
Now, I know, you will ask about me, 
so I will tell you briefly. 

" I knew only of my own people and 
my own heritage vaguely, from small 
boyhood memories, and my mother's 
never very nostalgic stories. I believe, 
though, that I was born to be a soldier. 
And from the moment I entered the 
gates at St. Cyr I was certain of it. My 
people have always been warriors; in 
my tribe, the pursuit of war is a man's 
only honorable profession. As long as 
I fought, and fought well, I was happy. 
Just as you," he was again smiling. 
" John Bowan . . ." 

" John Duncan Gracie Bowan,'* 
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Bowan said. " That's a Scottish name, 
every bit of it. I am a Scot, by blood. 
My people came out to France from 
Scotland with Bonnie Prince Charlie. 
We fought for him, and were loyal to 
him, but when he was dead, we fought 
for Prance. We've been doing that 
ever since—fighting for France—al
though the family's men have always 
gone back to Scotland for their 
women. My folks, too, have always 
been warriors, and fighting our trade. 
Scots, by blood, but French, by the 
sword and by the flag. But, now ?" 

Luabala stared levelly before him. 
" Now," he said, " several things. We 
were sent out from duty at Timbuktu 
to do a j©b. We've done that; we've 
intercepted, stopped and wiped out that 
'R Guebait raszou and freed whatever 
prisoners it possessed. 

" Our orders then were, as I under
stand them, to return immediately to 
our base at Timbuktu with the men 
under our command and whatever pris
oners and slaves we had taken. But 
we are the sole survivors of our com
mands. No prisoners were taken. 
These men here are no longer captives 
bound for slavery. And, further, our 
orders were to return if possible any 
prisoners of the 'R Guebait to their 
own tribes and territory. Those things 
are correct?" 

" Those things are correct," Bowan 
said in a hushed, quick voice. " But 
our course here is far from Timbuktu 
or towards contact with any French 
military poste or group. We are now 
practically half way between Taoudeni 
and Lake Tchad. There is nothing di
rectly south of us except the last of 
the desert and the Sudan." 

" And then," broke in Luabala 
quietly, " the Congo." 

" Yes." Bowan's light gray eyes 
flared rapidly up. " And then the 

Congo. But you and I can't go to the 
Congo, Luabala." 

" T ISTEN," Luabala said in his per-
i' J feet, flowing French. " Do 

allow me . . . You are 
wounded, and quite seriously—that I 
know. It is I who have been dressing 
your wounds. L too, got quite carved 
up in that action at El Hank, and I got 
a slug through my thigh the other day 
back here when we brushed with one of 
these other raiding parties now to the 
west. 

" Neither of us can ride a camel 
alone. Neither of us is capable of trav
ersing the desert between here and 
Tchad, or the column moving towards 
Taoudeni, or any other established 
paste. These men,fhe Begra, are going 
south to where they were captured and 
came from, beyond the Congo. They 
have arms, all of our French equipment 
except the machine-rifles and the Saint 
£tienne gun, for which there was no 
more ammunition and which I wrecked 
myself before we left El Hank—and 
also the rifles of the 'R Guebait. Now, 
they know how to use those pieces. In 
the last few days, I've shown them. 
When the 'R Guebait took them, they 
were fighting only with spears. 

" They are fine warriors—excellent 
soldiers in almost any sense, and com
pose a force strong enough to with
stand in a running fight any hostile 
raiders we might meet between here 
and the Sudan. We cannot keep them 
from going on south; there is no rea
son that we should. Our orders, actu
ally, were to do so if we found that ex
pedient. And as I see it, it is extremely 
logical for us, wounded and practically 
helpless individually as we are, to go on 
with them. 

"We can leave them at the Congo, 
or before we reach the Congo, when 
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our wounds are healed and we can 
travel alone, or make contact with some 
French paste or forces. Otherwise, we 
are just wilfully and almost suicidally 
throwing our lives away. What do 
you think, frankly.?" 

Bowan replied: " I'm still an officer 
of the Legion and the French Colonial 
Army. And so are you. Neither of us 
was shipped to the paste at Timbuktu 
for our health, or for our personal fun. 
The skipper back there has now no idea 
at all of what happened to us, our 
column or the 'R Guebait, One of us 
has got to get back there, or to the 
nearest paste around Lake Tchad. 
Word has got to be sent back somehow, 
suicide or not." 

Luabala turned upon him once more 
that magnificently glowing smile. He 
said, " You, man Lieutenant, are still 
too close to death to speak well of sui
cide. But this, which I will tell you 
now, is possible, if our own return 
from here is not. These men follow 
me now; they are my men. They "— 
his voice quite perceptibly widened, 
richened—" call me their king. Any 
one of them is willing to carry a mes
sage you or I will write to Timbuktu, 
right into the hands of the com-

"The camels the 'R Guebait left us 
are not the best beasts, or in the best 
condition. But one healthy, brave and 
intelligent man, well-armed and riding 
alone, can with absolute certainty 
reach the paste. The raiding parties 
now in the desert are not after one 
man, one camel and one rifle; they seek 
much larger loot. They would not 
even follow one fast-riding man's 
tracks. So you will write this note, for 
you and me, to the commandant at 
Timbuktu?" 

Bowan did not answer for several 
instants, and did not look at Luabala. 

But he could hear that man talk in easy 
gutturals with the Begra warriors, then 
footsteps off through the sand, and 
their return. He looked up to see Lua
bala holding a sweat-stained little note
book and pencil out to him. " Your 
own," Luabala said. " We found it in 
your saddle-bag." 

Bowan frowned, then cursed, then 
laughed aloud. " You have a lot of 
answers," he said roughly. " More 
than you ever told the commandant. 
But, when are you planning to leave 
here?" 

" Several hours before dawn," Lua
bala said. He gave a quick glance at 
the starry sky. " As soon as possible." 

"You're in a hurry, aren't you?" 
Bowan grunted, his head bent as he 
pushed the pencil stififly across the 
rumpled pages. 

" Yes," Luabala said. He was get
ting to his feet, unaided. " I return to 
my own people, and my own country. 
I am very eager to see both." 

CHAPTER HI. 

TRIBAI, WAR. 

BOWAN'S recording of those next 
days was a vague one. They were 
seen by him through the opaque 

veil of his pain and exhaustion. He 
knew that the party of men of which 
he was a member travelled always 
south swiftly and steadily. He also 
was aware that for a span of days Lua
bala was likewise not a leading member 
of the group, but lurched through the 
heat of the days as he, Bowan, did, in 
a rough sort of litter swung between 
two camels, and at night was fed and 
tended to by the Begra warriors about 
the scanty campfires before once more 
they m.oved on again. 

It was several weeks, calculated 
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Bowan, before Liiabala himself was 
well enough to be free of his litter and 
to ride astride one of the thin-necked 
mounts captured from the 'R Guebait. 
But from then on Luabala led the 
party; he was its sole chief and head. 
The other men obeyed him instantly 
and implicitly. Several times, almost 
ironically, Bowan pondered Luabala's 
words of the one night he had talked 
to him, when he had written the note 
long since despatched to the command
ant at Timbuktu: these men, the Begra, 
looked upon Luabala as their natural 
chieftain and the king of their tribe. 
Now, they and he were returning to 
what was his inherited kingdom. 

This now was becoming more and 
more a signal march of triumph. The 
last of the great desert had been left be
hind in days and half nights of steady 
riding. The scrub borders of the 
Sudan had been penetrated and passed. 
The party had gone on, into lush and 
immense jungle. One night, before a 
mud-walled little town whose' name 
Bowan never knew, men who wore the 
dress and spoke the sharp dialect of 
Northern Arabs came out and dealt 
with Luabala. They bowed before 
him, and punctiliously called the benef-
cence of Allah down upon him; they 

brought him small but worthy gifts of 
food and wine, and bought the camels 
of the 'R Guebait for the price he 
named. They treated him also, thought 
Bowan through the flushed, hot 
waves of his fever, as a king. 

Two days afterwards, the party 
came to a river, one of the headwater 
affluences of the Niger, or a branch of 
the Congo; just which, Bowan was 
never sure. But men were waiting 
there, black and obsequiously compe
tent men; also a broad, heavy dugout 
boat with a thatched sort of structure 
in the stern where Luabala carried 

Bowan alone. "You will be better now," 
he said to Bowan. " N o more jolting 
and banging in litters in the sun. This 
will all be smooth and easy. I have 
quinine for you now; I got it from 
those Arabs, back there. I have been 
giving it to you, but now you can dose 
yourself. We will be in my country, my 
home, soon. You must be well then, 
absolutely. There are many things to 
do there." 

" What things ?" Bowan asked him 
thickly, trying to sit up a bit from the 
kind of pallet of palm fibre he rested 
upon. 

Luabala smiled at him, standing 
bent at the low opening of the shelter. 
" If I were to tell you that," he said, 
" I would keep you awake all tonight, 
and all tomorrow night. And you must 
get to sleep. Bunk-duty, soldier!" 

For Bowan that river was like part 
of a dream. He had never before seen 
anything like it. Great flowers and 
festoons of leaves and creepers which 
had all the colorations and formations 
of flowers hung out over and dragged 
against the golden-ribbed, murmur-
ously beautiful river. 

LUABALA'S admonition and hope 
y were recognized: Bowan got well 

along the river. His wounds 
healed, strength came back into his 
veins and muscles, the dregs of the 
fever went from him, and he ate great
ly, slept less, and brought the skill of 
his eyes and hand back, made certain 
of his restored strength, standing at 
the bow with the warriors and Luabala, 
a fishing spear in his hand, laughing 
gayly aloud as he impaled his quarry 
with the needle-pointed bamboo rod, 
flipped it spinning to the bottom of 
the boat. 

Then more serious concerns and 
thoughts came upon all of them. So 
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far, they had passed no other eraft or 
seen no other man along the river. 
Now, though, drums which had notes 
like far, dimmed thunder beat back in 
the jungle, and the Begra carried their 
rifles with them when they went to fish 
in the bow, a shield of green logs was 
built about the steersman in the stern, 
and the dugout boat was no longer 
made fast alongside the bank at night, 
the boatsmen dropping a crude rock 
anchor in midstream instead. 

" We are coming into the Simogay 
country," Luabala told Bowan quietly. 
" We must pass through part of it to 
reach my country. They have dealings 
with the Arab traders to the North, and 
these men here tell me that it was by a 
Simogay ruse, and Simogay help, that 
they were trapped and captured by the 
'R Guebait. 

" It will be war, mon ami, when I 
return to my country." 

" Why not here ?" Bowan asked. " In 
their own country, while you're passing 
through it in such a small group?" Out 
of years of inflexible habit, he had been 
cleaning and oiling his Colt .45 auto
matic, examining the cartridges in the 
clip and the action of the clip itself. 
" You tell me, now, that these Simogay 
gents, who you say are your blood 
enemies, have steady dealings with the 
Arabs up North. But still you bar
tered with Arabs at that town we 
passed; they even came out and bought 
the camels, and had a chance to see or 
guess at every rifle and round of am
munition we've got here." 

Luabala let go a little, soft shout of 
laughter. " Good questions," he said. 
" But I think I have good answers for 
them. The Simogays are a poor people, 
much poorer than we of the Begra. 
Their men hunt the lion, and the ele
phant, and the crocodile and what you 
callthe hippopotamus. But they are 

content to call themselves warriors, and 
not hunters. It is their women who 
tend the cattle and the maize patches, 
and keep the tribe alive. The Simogay 
men have not enough of worth to bar
ter with the Arabs for more than the 
worst old lead-pipe rifles, the muzzle-
loader moukhalas that were made up 
in Marrakech fifty years ago. 

" They still are forced to fight with 
those, and with the spear and bow. As 
my people are too, I admit—or will 
be, until I arrive with these guns, which 
fortune has put in my hands. . . . But, 
you have asked me why I traded with 
those Arabs back there, in the Sudan? 
Because I want to know those men; I 
hope, in my turn, to account for each 
one of them, and all like them. 

" And, more, I knew that through 
them news would be brought back to 
the Simogay that we would pass this 
way, along the river, but armed so that 
no Simogay war party would be pleased 
to try an ambush on us here, day or 
night. You understand, Lieutenant?" 

" I understand very damn' well," 
Bowan said. " And also that very soon 
you plan to treat me to a little back
woods war." 

FOR a moment, the expression of 
Luabala's eyes became somber, 
nearly savage. " It may not be .so 

small," he said. " That I cannot tell 
now, and will not be able to until I have 
talked with my people. But, will you 
help me in that war, Legionnaire ?" 

" That's it," Bowan said, the lines of 
his mouth wryly drawn as he spoke. 
" I'm still an officer in the Legion; 
you're still an officer of a tirailleur 
regiment, no matter whether or not 
both our former commands have been 
absolutely destroyed. As I understand 
it, this is French mandated territory, 
even way back in here, although, of 
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course, little or nothing has ever been 
done about it." 

" Mostly nothing," said Luabala 
swiftly. "No man has ever been 
brought to rule successfully over the 
Begra, or the Simogay and some of_ 
the other tribes here either, for that 
'matter. As I once told you, the Do-' 
minican who converted my mother to 
Christianity was the only white man to 
ever move through this territory, and 
to come forth alive to tell of it. 

" On the military maps in Paris and 
Rabat this is French mandated terri
tory, yes; but never in reality or any
thing like it." 

" Pretty much the heart of the Dark 
Continent," Bowan said in a slow, 
consciously quiet voice. 

"As much as any man can ever get 
to it," Luabala answered. " But you 
seem to have doubts of this war I plan. 
Why?" 

Bowan spoke, laughing shortly. 
" For just those reasons I expressed 
tacitly before: this is French territory, 
supposed to operate under French terri
torial rule; the people here are supposed 
to live in peace and maintain the peace. 
If there is war here, the French are 
supposed to know of it, control, com
mence or end it. You know all that." 

" I know all that; yes," Luabala said. 
" But there have been wars here since 
long before the coming of the French 
into Equatorial Africa, and ever after
ward, and so far they have never been 
the direct concern, or even within the 
direct knowledge, of the French ad
ministrators. You grant me that?" 

Bowan slightly smiled. " In the face 
of it, I have to." 

LUABALA lifted and spread forth 
/ a hand; he directed it off into the 

darkness across the mellifluous 
river and towards the massed walls of 

the jungle beyond. " Fate," he said, 
" first our military duties, then circum
stance in several forms and necessities, 
brought us here, you and me, together. 
Look back; remember. You and I and 
our outfits were sent out from far in 
the North, from Timbuktu, to stop a 
raiding party whose only reason for 
passing through our military zone was 
the capturing of slaves here. 

" If, now, you and I and my. people 
of the Begra conquer or destroy the 
Simogay, we immediately do away with 
a lot of the root cause which cost the 
French government a Legion section 
and a marching company of tirailleurs 
at the cliffs of El Hank. But it was 
your military duty, your obligation to 
the flag you serve, to sacrifice your men 
there when the necessity manifested 
itself. 

" What I must ask you now is, will 
it be any less your military duty and 
purpose to aid me and my people in 
a war of , a punitive type against the 
Simogay?" 

Bowan thought long before he an
swered. He watched the fireflies on the 
river. He listened to the insect and 
sleepy bird and monkey sounds in the 
jungle, the turning and turgid splash 
of a hippopotamus in the shallows of a 
sand-bar far below. " No," he said at 
last. He was very grave. " You're 
right. I'll help you in your war against 
the Simogay. If only primarily, you 
and these men saved my life, and wiped 
out our mutual debt to the 'R Guebait, 
where the Legion and the tirailleurs 
had already failed . . . " 

Luabala stood, straightening to his 
full height, and Bowan stood with 
him. Luabala's eyes flashed in the 
dark; his lips were drawn back; a slow 
and very dim trembling was running 
through his body. " You are doing 
right," he said in a voice which was 
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resonant even in its softness. " You 
are willing to gamble with me. . . . 
You are following the road Joffre took, 
and Gallieni and Lyautey. They found 
it here, and in Cochin-China, Madagas
car, Morocco . . . The glory road.. . . " 

Luabala had his hand out to him, 
and, slowly, Bowan took it. It was vi
brant, nearly crushing in its power and 
tensity. But Bowan's eyes were 
hooded, solemnly staring, as he an
swered. " Yes," he said. " That might 
be the glory road. But that's often a 
tough, and bitter, and treacherous way. 
. . . I've seen too many men already 
who've tried to follow it, Luabala." 

" Zut!" Luabala said to him. " Don't 
be silly! You're one of them now; 
you've just admitted to it. And, day 
after tomorrow, we'll reach my village. 
Two days after that, we should be 
starting for our war. . . . Laugh, lieu
tenant of the Legion! Think of your 
citations and honors when this is over, 
and the news is back to Paris!" 

" I'll laugh," said Bowan mildly, 
" and I'll think of all the rest, when 
this war is over. . . . Now, I'm going to 
get some sleep. Good night, chap, and 
good luck." 

" I already have the luck," Luabala 
said. He spoke the word with his head 
back, his eyes wide, staring up at the 
distant, thin panelling of the stars 
above and reaching of the jungle walls. 
" All I want now is men—more men 
like you—and then all the glory!" 

Where he lay already on his sleeping 
pallet in the stern, Bowan lifted his 
head a bit to answer him, then thought 
better of it, lowered back, and shut his 
eyes. " It's no use," he said silently, 
" saying more to him now." You must 
just wait, wait for the days, and for 
the turning of the way which Luabala, 
in his great strength and his magnifi
cent confidence, called the glory road. 

The days, thought Bowan, slipping into 
sleep—only the days could tell. 

CHAPTER IV., 

DRUMS OP WAR. 

THE place where Luabala had 
been born and still so proudly 
called home, the principal village 

of the Begra tribe, was high on a bluff 
around which the river curved closely 
on three sides. It was entered only by 
one path, which rose up steeply from 
the flat lands on the fourth side, 
cleared for generations of the jungle 
vegetation and given over to the culti
vation of the maize and yam patches of 
the women. 

A stockade of ironwood logs, yards 
through in thickness and feet higher 
than the head of a bull elephant, 
guarded that patch and the gate which 
ended it. There, watch-towers which 
were constantly manned by bowmen 
and lookouts, rose up, commanding 
the entire open land below and the 
fringes of the jungle leading to it. 

Luabala and Bowan climbed the 
path side by side. Above, the massive 
gate was raised, and warriors jammed 
the watch-tower platforms. Behind, 
the men who had been the prisoners 
and then the conquerors of the 'R Gue-
bait strode, single file, carrying in their 
arms and balanced upon their shoulders 
and their heads the rifles, the scab-
barded bayonets and the ammunition 
cases of the 'R Guebait, the Legion and 
the tirailleurs. Those men walked with 
their heads high, their feet light; at 
last, they were returning to their vil
lage, and as conquerors. 

Before them, a yard or so in ad
vance, Bowan and Luabala moved in 
complete silence. Nothing had been 
said between them since they had left 
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the battered dugout boat in the river, 
to be carried ashore through the shal
lows upon the shoulders of the war
riors, and then Bowan had simply 
said, " I'm glad you're back, Luabala." 

It was his sharp knowledge now, 
though, that Luabala no longer wore 
any part or identifying garment of his 
uniform as a French officer. In the 
fighting before the cliffs at El Hank, 
he had lost his tunic and his black and 
gold kepi; in the weeks of journeying 
since then he had sadly worn his boots 
and riding breeches, discarded the boots 
days back. Yesterday, he had flung the 
breeches after the boots, and, in the 
fashion of the Begra warriors, ripped 
a piece from an old 'R Guebait djelldba 
and made himself a brief, tight breech-
clout about his loins. 

But he carried strapped about his 
waist his service pistol in its darkened 
leather holster, and in his right hand 
the Winchester rifle which had been 
the prized possession of the leader of 
the 'R Guebait rassou, a weapon which 
had been excellently cared for, the 
stock and grip filigreed in silver and 
gold. 

Beside him, quite suddenly and 
startlingly, Bowan had the brief 
thought that he walked here nearly as 
a captive, or the hostage chieftain of 
some other and strange tribe. He wore 
his uniform still, his stained and 
cracked kepi, his boots and khaki tunic 
and whipcord breeches of a lieutenant 
of the Legion. These were clothes 
these staring men and women and chil
dren ahead had never seen before, and 
looked upon now with a sort of sullen
ly amused amazement. 

A group of senior warriors of the 
village and tribe emerged out of the 
gate. They stood immobile there, a 
pace or so from it. They wore robes 
made of the skins of male lions; tufts 

of lions' manes were fixed high in their 
grease-thick hair. Small, polished 
shafts of elephant ivory were through 
the nostrils of their noses and the lobes 
of their ears. Bright daubs of white and 
ochre clay were upon their chests, 
cheeks and torsos. They stood straight-
ly, and quiet, their dark eyes brooding 
and wide. But the man who had led 
them from the gate and now stood two 
paces ahead carried no weapon, and 
wore no such warrior's attire. 

HE was small, and bent, and very 
old. His eyes were nearly shut in 
the caverned sockets of his 

gauntly drawn face. The closely curl
ing hair was white and short upon his 
finely shaped skull. His clothing was 
that of a cheap white cotton breechclout, 
and there were no tribal designs of a 
warrior upon his face or body. Only, 
in his right hand, lifted up now, and 
across his chest and heart, he carried a 
small, light and intricately carved 
baton of ebony, and, as Luabala, step
ping forth a pace beyond Bowan, came 
close to him, he held that baton out, 
and spoke. 

What he said, Bowan did not clearly 
hear or understand. In the last few 
days of his recuperation and recovery, 
in the dugout boat with the Begra men, 
and talking with Luabala, he had begun 
to pick up a little of the tribal dialect. 
But the old man spoke now with great 
swiftness, and with his first words, and 
the grasping of the baton from his hand 
by Luabala, an immense war trumpet, 
made of an elephant's tusk, brayed 
from the watch-tower above. Instant
ly, from within the stockade and from 
the main compound of the village, other 
trumpets answered, then what sounded 
like small reed flutes, and some sort 
of bagpipes, a score of drums. 

The drums surfed out everything 
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else. They beat away the sonorous and 
richly pronounced words the old man 
said. They roared in over the yelling, 
the screaming and the clapping of the 
warriors, the young and old men, the 
women and the children. They filled 
the quick jungle dusk and the wide 
reaches of the river with their sound. 
Then I^uabala lifted his hand, the hand 
which held the carved baton, and the 
drums, the trumpets, the fifes and pipes 
were still. He turned, and spoke with 
Bowan. 

" They are welcoming me," he said. 
" And they are also welcoming you. 
They have heard about you, from the 
runners I sent away from the dugout 
boat two days ago. This," he held the 
baton up in his immense and tightly 
gripping hand, " is their sign to me, the 
sign of my kingship. The man before 
me is Oualal; he is the witch-doctor of 
the tribe. Since my uncle's death, he 
has just told me, he has ruled here as 
temporary chieftain, a sort of regent. 
But, he has said, always he, and all the 
tribe, have been confident of my re
turn. But, let's go in; they're waiting 
for us, and they have waited a long 
time. Tell me, though, how do you like 
the Begra drums ?" 

" They sound like war drums," Bow
an said, looking aside at him in a 
quick, sharp glance. 

" They are war drums," Luabala 
said. " As I have told you, soon as we 
are ready, and can get the tribe ready, 
we will go to war!" 

BOWAN was never to forget that 
first night in the village of the 
Begra, or the days there following 

it, before he went with Luabala and 
his tribe to war. That night was the 
richest and the most fantastic of his 
always adventurous and never dull 
Ufe. With Luabala still side by side, 

he walked in through the gate to the 
village, and into a Hfe he had only 
vaguely imagined. 

Immense fires in which roasted whole 
oxen and bullocks lined their way be
tween the regular rows of huts. The 
huts were tall, and solidly made, of a 
type Bowan had not ever seen before 
in Africa. The walls and roofs were 
neatly tapered and finished. These were 
painted and decorated in many colors 
and designs. In borders along the 
eaves ran entire series of murals, done 
in bas-relief in the clay. They depicted 
scenes of martial triumphs and out
standing events in the life of the tribe. 
Lion, tiger, elephant and hippopotamus 
were modelled with a grotesque fidelity 
there, in scenes of the hunt. Others 
showed men mounted on horseback, 
and dressed in armor, bearing shields, 
lances and swords of a European type, 
engaged furiously with men who 
fought only with the assegai and bow, 
and were undoubtedly the Begra. 

Bowan spoke of that after a time, 
when he and Luabala had been seated 
in the center of the wide main com
pound under an immense cottonwood 
tree which faced the obi-house and 
behind which was the largest and most 
finely built house, the residence of the 
king. The seating here had been a 
ceremony in itself. A row of chairs, 
canopied overhead with striped awn
ings whose age and origin Bowan never 
learned, were arranged before the 
house which had been Luabala's 
father's and now was to be his own. 
Those chairs were made of mahogany 
and all sorts of precious hardwoods, 
beautifully carved. But the central one, 
up on a small dais, was made of the 
tusks of a bull elephant, had a seat 
contrived of the hide of a hippopota
mus, and across the back was flung a 
lion skin, 
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Accompanied by Bowan, by the 
witch-doctor, Oualal, and all the tribe, 
Luabala went to sit there. He stopped 
at the foot of the dais, though, and in
dicated that another chair be brought 
and placed beside that of elephant 
tusks. " For you," he said to Bowan. 
" You are more than my friend. You 
are the man who fought beside me, and 
helped free the warriors we brought 
back to the tribe. And these people 
here already know that you will go with 
us, as a joint leader with me, to fight 
against the Simogay." 

Bowan jerked his lean head, indicat
ing the bold bas-relief designs of the 
walls splashed high in firelight. " All 
your history is of war and arms, isn't 
it ? What do those represent, the figures 
of the men in armor, mounted upon 
horses and carrying European-style 
lances and swords?" 

LUABALA had waited for the chair 
J for Bowan to be brought and put 

beside his own on the dais, sat 
now, drawing the lion skin up about his 
shoulders. " Those are centuries old," 
he said. " The tribal artists just repeat 
them, in absolute detail, when a new 
house is built or an old one repaired. 
It is like the Cambodian sort of thing, 
or the Chinese. But the tribal story is 
that those horse-mounted men are some 
that came down across the desert cen
turies ago. 

" Maybe the Crusaders, some wan
dering far from the battles with the 
Saracens, or perhaps the Touareg, who 
ride horses and carry shields and lances 
like that, and have been known to still 
possess old chain mail like that made 
during the crusades in Toledo and 
Milan. 

" You see, the Begra were a much 
greater people then. We were a part 
of one of the biggest and most powerful 

nations on earth, the confederated 
negro nation of the Songhai. The 
Songhai ruled for centuries, and had a 
territory greater than all colonial 
France now in Africa. 

" The word of the Songhai emperors 
was implicit from far south of here to 
the borders of what they now call 
Tunisia; they ruled the desert, too, and 
the desert tribes. But all that is not 
so very long ago, no more than four, 
five centuries; the Portuguese kings 
used to make trading treaties of abso
lute parity with the Songhai. Who 
knows; that might arrive again some 
day, a nation like that." 

Bowan nodded, slowly, stiffly. " No 
one knows," he said. " Only your 
glory road can tell you that, Luabala 
. . ." Then he sat there in silence, 
watching the tribe come forward, Oua
lal, then the senior warriors, then all the 
tribe to the oldest man and woman and 
the smallest child, to greet individually 
the man beside him. 

They kissed Luabala's hands, and 
his feet, the black ebony baton held; 
they each one brought him gifts, of 
weapons, of food, of treasured per
sonal possessions. They left him crawl
ing backwards on their stomachs, say
ing his name repeatedly. Then, yards 
from him, they sprang to their feet and 
went to the fires and the big dancing 
drums. 

As the last one was through, the 
drummers crouched and bent their 
knees and began softly to play, the 
notes rippling and deepening. " Tonight 
we dance the war dance," Luabala said 
to him. " This is the last of that sort 
of thing, though; no more feasting and 
celebration until we return from war. 
Tomorrow, we start preparing for war. 
You have ideas about that?" 

Bowan laughed quietly, watching the 
tall, handsome men and women dancing 
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and eating about the fires. " You're the 
king here," he said. " It 's your army. 
I'm only a guest here—perhaps almost 
an unwanted one. . . ." 

Luabala turned in the chair of ele
phant tusks and gave him a long and 
level gaze. " You are my friend," he 
said; " let me repeat that. And you 
are a fine soldier. We are proud and 
happy to have you here. But, we were 
talking of war. You remember, at El 
Hank, how the Senegalese broke, and 
charged, into the face of concentrated 
fire, with nothing but their knives. My 
people fight like that." 

His lips moved, and, for an instant, 
Bowan thought he was going to smile, 
but he did not. " W e are also a black 
people, and a primitive one. You and 
I, though, brought South with us more 
than two hundred and fifty rifles and 
practically three thousand rounds of 
ammunition. Some of those pieces, the 
Lebels, are equipped with bayonets. 
How would it be if I were to ask you 
to take those guns, all of Uiem, and 
the youngest and the quickest of my 
warriors, the men not yet too fixed in 
the tradition of the wild, open asse
gai charge, and make a corps, a de
tachment of shock troops of them? 
While I shall lead the older, more ex
perienced warriors in the scouting and 
skirmishing work which will precede 
all your more formal evolutions as a 
consolidated, far more efficiently armed 
group?" 

BOWAN replied, " That would be 
swell. But, they would listen to 

me, and obey me? You think I 
can learn the language and then bayo
net and rifle manipulation, before you 
push off on your little joy junket?" 

Luabala's wide eyes were narrowed; 
he was sitting forward in his chair and 
gazing out at his warriors. " They will 

learn," he said. " They will be ready 
when and how we want them. . . . And 
there is no need for you to learn the 
Begra dialect. Tonight, I myself will 
begin; I will choose the men who will 
be your company, section and squad 
leaders; I will teach them French—all 
that they will need to understand and 
obey you, here, and later. 

" I t is time, too, some of the war
riors here knew a little of the French 
and their ways; this world here from 
now on is not going to be as small as 
they have believed it. Come on now; 
let's eat. Oualal and the elders are 
waiting for us. Have you ever tried 
good palm rum ?" 

They were getting down from the 
dais together, and Bowan straight
ened up to his full height, feeling again 
the eyes of the warriors and the tribe 
upon him. " No," he said, grinning, 
" I never have. But tonight seems like 
a damn' fine time to begin. It's years 
since I put a body of men through the 
school of the soldier." 

Luabala was also looking about him 
with intent eyes. " You could find 
worse material,"-he said. 

" I was just telling myself that," 
Bowan told him quietly. " Where's 
that rum?" 

C H A P T E R V. 

ATTACK. 

TH E Y marched to war against 
the Simogay with over five hun
dred warriors strong. Luabala 

went carrying an assegai in his hand, 
a long bow and arrow case slung from 
his shoulders—even his automatic pis
tol left behind him. He led the entire 
force, it was his to command, but in 
a separate unit, marching marvellously 
well in regular strides after their five 
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days and nights of intensive drilling, 
the two hundred youths who composed 
John Bowan's rank and file swung in 
a separate, solid column of fours. 

They carried the dark Lebel rifles of 
the Legion and the tirailleurs; they 
carried slung about their naked, lean 
girths French cartridge belts and 
bayonets. Bowan strode before them 
as before any company, his senior lieu
tenant, a giant youth of eighteen who 
was Luabala's cousin. 

It was Bowan's sensation for a mo
ment, swinging along there, the familiar 
thud and equipment clatter of march
ing fighting men at his back, his worn 
and battered kepi cocked on the side of 
his skull, his belts tight at his waist 
and shoulder, his automatic swaying 
at his hip, that he was once more re
turned to the corps and to the regi
ments whose fate and glories he had 
followed for so many years, the organi
zation the French government, often 
with pride, called its Foreign Legion. 
But then from the walls and the watch-
towers of the village behind, the old 
men left there blew deeply upon the 
immense trumpets of elephant tusks, 
and before him, already sliding off into 
the first shadows and thick verdure of 
the jungle, he saw Luabala and the 
other warriors, catlike, silent, utterly 
primeval and savage men. Muscles 
knotted at his jaws; he spoke aloud to 
himself. " What the hell are you really 
doing here, donkey?" he asked. Then 
he laughed at his own question. He 
turned in his stride, staring back at his 
company, black and savage men, the 
brothers, cousins, tribesmen of those 
now sliding animal-like through the 
jungle. " Close up! Close up!" he 
barked. " Watch your files there, cor
porals ! Follow me!" 

The final battle with the Simogay be

gan before their principal village, and 
ended in it. But, in the days and the 
nights which preceded it, they and their 
foes of the Begra fought a campaign 
of jungle ambush, hand-to-hand com
bat between scouts and isolated groups, 
such as Bowan had not seen paralleled 
for their savagery, even during his 
tours of combat duty with the mobile 
columns which subdued with stubborn 
relentlessness the hostile Chleuh tribes 
of the High Atlas in Morocco. N© 
prisoners, he learned, not exceptionally 
surprised, were taken on either side, 
and the word "pity" was in no sense in
cluded in the lexicon of the warriors 
of the Simogay or Begra tribe. Men 
simply met, fought, and the winner, if 
he was lucky, lived. 

But Bowan saw little of that pre
ceding action, was seldom in it. Lua
bala and the men whom he personally 
commanded waged and won those en
gagements. From the second night for
ward, while still in their own territory, 
the lank, tall Begra warriors who han
dled the assegai and the bow made con
tact with and fiercely slaughtered the 
Simogay. For the Begra had made no 
secret of their coming; Luabala ad
mitted so to Bowan the first night out 
from the home village. 

Simogay scouts or hunters easily had 
been able to hear the hammering of the 
Begra war drums, and already knew of 
course of the return of the new Begra 
king to his tribe. And the Simogay 
were confident, cocky; the last time a 
raiding party of the Begra had entered 
their territory, they had been ambushed 
and captured alive like animals in a 
snare, sold in chains to the Arab slave-
runners from the North. " And they 
will believe," finished Luabala, talking 
to Bowan in a harsh, hard voice, " that 
they will be able to rout and slaughter 
the Begra again—until the last warrior. 
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woman and half-grown boy of their 
tribe is de<id. They are a stupid, if a 
brave people, the Simogay , . ." 

THOSE words re-entered and 
echoed through Bowan's head the 
dawn of the final battle with the 

Simogay. He lay in the center of his 
deployed company and in the center of 
the wide, thinly scattered line of all the 
remaining warriors of the Begra. The 
Simogay village was situated in the 
middle of a sort of natural savannah. 
It lay upon a small slope, stockaded on 
all sides, with the vast jungle reaches 
beyond at all four compass points. Yel
low elephant grass, nearly as tall as a 
man's head and quite as inflammable as 
tinder now in the dry season, grew in 
the savannah. 

" Hsst, caid!" It was the young man, 
Luabala's cousin, whom Bowan had 
charged as his senior lieutenant, who 
called. " I would stay down; they 
have archers concealed in all those 
hofna and thorn trees, caid. That is an 
old trick of theirs when we have at
tacked this place before. . . ." 

Bowan smiled, an impulse for laugh
ter broke up through the rigidity of his 
anger; this boy here had never seen 
action before in his life, had never be
fore been in Simogay territory, by his 
own admission of days ago, yet he 
knew every detail of this terrain, and 
every probable detail of the Simogay 
defense and possible counter-attack. 
. . . " I wonder only, Roddo," he said 
in slow French so that the boy would 
understand, " about the time for at
tack. The sun is up now, and their 
archers will be able to see us clearly." 

Roddo nodded his head in grave 
agreement. He stared along the line 

of the men of their company, most of 
them prostrate in the waving grass, 
their Lebels, bayonet-affixed at Bowan's 
recent command, carefully propped up 
before them, their cartridge pouches 
hitched around. " They are very nerv
ous, caid," Roddo answered. " But it 
is my cousin's order to wait, is it not, 
for the others to go first?" 

" Q O , " Bowan said. "That is Ras 
O Luabala's order." He looked 

back at Roddo, smiling in sym
pathy and understanding. " I know; 
you and these others who serve 
me are all young men; you have not yet 
got your warrior's glory or even your 
warrior's first wounds, or a chance at 
them. Ras Luabala has held us out of 
nearly all the action so far; he has told 
us to wait. But, he commands us, and 
he is a very fine warrior; that I know 
by observation." 

Roddo allowed nerves to twitch at 
the jaws of his thin, striking face. 
" But the habit of waiting in war is 
not a great one among the Begra, caid. 
I can only tell you that if we are held 
much longer without action here, these 
youths—" 

"That is your job, and my job, to 
see that they do not do anything like 
that," Bowan broke in quietly. " But 
look over there; there is your answer. 
Your cousin, the Ras, has been waiting 
for this—the morning breeze; he is 
setting the grass on fire, and we will 
charge in behind it." 

The dry grass caught quickly in 
the easy pulse of the breeze down 
over the jungle roof. It smoked, 
crackled, spread and then ran redly, 
licking forward, and in the stockade of 
the Simogay a conch-shell wailed once 
in warning and drums beat violently. 

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK. 
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