
Legionnaires' 
Way 

By Georges Surdez 
ILLUSTRATED BY RONALD McLEOD 

Young Lieulenanl Lesprade addresses 
himself lo Major Takamura in a man
ner a Japanese gentleman must heed 

THE legionnaires of the guard of honor flanking 
the gateway presented arms. They made a fine 
showing in their white uniforms, white helmets, 

waists molded by the blue sashes, spots of color sup
plied by gold or green chevrons, the ribbons and 
medals. The naked bayonets lengthening the rifles 
formed a rigid fringe of glittering steel. The men 
were tall and broad, looming above the khaki-clad 
Japanese. 

The two officers who had alighted from the staff 
machine wore side arms and decorations. The young 
lieutenant who strode to greet them did not. He was 
tall, thin; his face showed the effect of the climate. 

"Welcome to Van-Luong, gentlemen. I am Lieu
tenant Lesprade, in command here. We are most 
honored by your visit." 

The two Japanese looked up at him. The uni
forms, designed for men of another race, did not suit 
them. They appeared disguised, wooden, vaguely 
unhuman. Yet they emanated power, ruthlessness. 
Perhaps because of his recent illness, Lesprade saw 
a bitter symbolism in their arrival during a lull in 
the steady rain, with the sun of Asia steaming over 
the bushy hills of the Tonkin, over the distant 
plains. And the tricolor flag struck its three gay 
notes in the sky—as if nothing had happened, six 
thousand miles away, in France. 

His guests stood before him, and for an instant 
he felt a dread that they spoke no French, that no 
words he knew would penetrate beyond those rigid 
masks ornamented with small black mustaches. 
Then he was startled to hear his own language is
suing from their lips, spoken perfectly, yet somehow 
impersonally, as if issuing from a phonograph 
record. 

"The honor is all ours. Lieutenant Lesprade. I 
am Major Takamura. Lieutenant Fu Jkawa—" 

"Enchanted, enchanted," Fusikawa volunteered. 
"I regret that I do not know Japanese, gentle

men—" 
"You did not foresee that you might need it," 

Takamura said casually, as he led the way across 
the yard. "Do you not find the everlasting rain de
pressing, Lieutenant?" 

Lesprade gestured vaguely. The manner, the 
voice were polite. Yet both remarks might conceal 
sarcasm. Japanese would be a useful language now. 
And there was a certain cold irony in asking a 
French officer whether the weather did not depress 
him, when his country was in the hands of invaders, 
when the colonial empire was collapsing. He stood 
aside to permit them to enter the officers' mess. 

"I am the only officer at present, Major. My sec
ond in command is in the hospital." He indicated 
the trays, the bottles: "You must be thirsty. May 
I offer—" 

"Later, later perhaps, thank you so much," Taka
mura said. "I believe it is better to settle the 
matter at once. Your superiors have doubtless 
instructed you. A trifling (Continued on page 34^ 

Folger turned to him. "Lieutenant," he said, 
"you're not thinking of doing a ioolishness?" 
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"My Answer ,\i \ 

to the Burning Question is 

Cool Shaves! 

"He/p/" yells the chief. "Gimme 
the first aid kit—and give it to 
me quick! I got a third degree 
razor-burn! Look at my face! It's 
like a sunset on a sirloin—and me 
with a date to have my picture 
taken with the heiress I saved!" 

Chief," I says, "your chops are 
broiled, and it serves you right. 
You're shaving with a cream that 
belongs to the old horse-and-en-
gine days! Here—lather up with 
Ingram's cool, freshening, quick-
action cream!" 

"/ngram's Shaving Cream is different, 
Chief! It gives a quick billow of spe
cial, cooling lather—a de luxe lather that 
conditions your skin for cool shaving 
while it wilts your whiskers fast. Why, 
not to use Ingram's is practically arson!" 

"Wheel" says the Chief,"this is the shav
ing cream life for me. Ingram's lather 
makes whiskers wilt like weeping wil
lows! You shave with a free and easy hand 
—shave minutes off your shaving time— 
and finish as cool as an heiress' million!" 

INGRAM'S 
SHAVING CREAM 

In Tube or Jar 

"You'll look like a million to the camera eye, too," I says. "Ingram's leaves your face 
younger and more attractive! No lotions or tonics needed! After an Ingram facial re
fresher your skin is smooth and cool—and stays that way for hours. Help protect your
self against shaving burns and terrors by getting cool, economical Ingram's—today!" 

Legionnaires' Way 
Continued irom page 13 

detail of international courtesy. Of less 
importance today than yesterday, for a 
change is due very soon." 

•PHE major had taken a chair as he 
•*• spoke. By European standards, he was 

a small man, and his booted heels barely 
reached the floor. Lesprade felt too tall, 
too massive, clumsy, and found himself 
wondering if the swords they held be
fore them were regulation length or 
shortened in proportion. 

"I have been informed that all was 
settled, Major," he replied. "Your men 
were freed, the weapons have been re
turned, the required official apology 
transmitted to your commander in chief. 
An apology was wrong, in my opinion, 
but perhaps we cannot be too punctil
ious on such points at this time." 

"Not all was settled, Lieutenant." 
Takamura smiled, a very brief, un
friendly smile. "The culprits must be 
punished." 

"Culprits, Major?" Lesprade said. 
The four black pupils rested on him, 
motionless, expressionless save for a 
stony hostility. "I fail to understand. 
Your patrols have repeatedly crossed 
the frontier, and have disregarded warn
ings from our patrols, perhaps because 
they are aware that we have orders not 
to create an incident. My men are 
legionnaires, professional soldiers, who 
would not disobey the order against fir
ing. But they found their prestige 
lessened in the eyes of the local popu
lation by the arrogance of your patrol 
chiefs. What was left for them to do?" 

The answer was simple: What they 
had done. A patrol of six men, com
manded by Sergeant Folger, had spotted 
a Japanese patrol of fourteen men on 
Tonkinese soil. Aware that a warning 
would be ignored, they had used their 
own method. All six were old soldiers, 
veterans of years in the Moroccan hills. 
They had trailed the others for several 
hours until they had halted to rest and 
eat. For experienced raiders, the rest 
had been simple. They had overpowered 
the sentry, seized the stacked weapons. 
As to what happened after, it was a 
matter of surmise. But the Japanese 
had gone back across the border weapon
less, bruised and dazed. 

"The dividing line is not marked 
clearly everywhere. Lieutenant. And 
Chinese snipers flee across it." Taka
mura did not appear happy. "More
over, crossing the border is traditional 
in this region. Your General Gallieni 
not merely tolerated raids by his men 
during the pacification, but encouraged 
them." 

"China was not then an organized 
nation, Major." 

"Nor is Indo-China today," Taka
mura said very quietly. "In fact, we 
have strong reasons to think that but for 
our presence on this frontier the Chi
nese would have invaded the Tonkin, 
aided by a general uprising of the popu
lation. We have protected you." 

This time, Lesprade smiled. 
"Your government carries altruism 

to great lengths," he declared. He in
dicated an open cigarette box, and when 
they shook their heads, helped himself. 
The smoke tasted bitter. "With your 
permission, gentlemen. I repeat that I 
do not understand the word culprits." 

"Japanese soldiers were struck." 
"Very likely. My fellows were a bit 

nervous—they may have gone to it 
rather hard." 

"There was a junior officer. Lieuten
ant, an officer!" 

"In that case, he had maps and could 
read them. He should have been cool 
enough to realize that my men were 

doing their duty, disarming a detach
ment of foreigners found on our side. 
But I understand that some of your men 
rushed for the guns even after they had 
been informed of the exact situation. 
My legionnaires humanely prevented 
their getting to their rifles, to avoid 
shedding of blood." 

Takamura's eyes did not move. "We 
request the names of those six men." 

"I shall not supply their names. Major. 
In fact, I shall destroy all records con
cerning that incident, in case Hanoi 
should be prevailed upon to ask for 
punishment. But do not worry. Major, 
you shall have a culprit. I could see 
plainly that my men were up to some 
trick, and did nothing to prevent it. I 
take the responsibility." 

"I regret that I shall have to report 
you. Lieutenant." 

"You're forgiven in advance. Major." 
Before the threat, Lesprade suddenly 
felt his strength return. He laughed. "I 
have no doubt that your request seems 
normal to you. Major. But I doubt that 
there is an officer in a—well, in a non-
Asiatic army, shall we say?—^who would 
not understand at once that I cannot 
grant what you demand. If I complied, 
I would be through in the Legion. Short 
of asking for my execution, you cannot 
menace me with worse." 

p U S I K A W A spoke for the first t ime: 
•'• "May I be permitted to make an in
quiry in person? Many of your men are 
Germans, in sympathy with us. Through 
one of them, we can find out—" 

Lesprade repressed a smile: Patrol 
Chief Folger, a German. Privates Vogel, 
Friedmann and Schultz, Germans. Pri
vate Schneider, Viennese. Private Knud-
sen, Danish—not a Frenchman in the 
gang. 

"You have my permission to try, 
Lieutenant. However, it may lead to 
another incident. More than half of 
my men are German born, will become 
Germans again when their enlistment 
expires. But just now, they are legion
naires. Note that I do not say Frenchmen, 
but legionnaires." Lesprade smiled. 
"You probably are aware that since the 
disaster in France the percentage of de
sertions from the Legion in the Tonkin 
has fallen to an exact zero. Before, an 
occasional chap, gripped by wanderlust 
—they're nomads even before they come 
to us—skipped into China. 

"Why do they remain now? Partly 
loyalty to their officers, I hope. But 
the main, the chief, the primordial 
reason? They figure that with France 
so crippled that it cannot send help, 
Indo-China will be attacked. Attacked 
by millions, when we are but a few 
thousands. That will mean superb fight
ing, a chance to die gloriously and, what 
is most appreciated by legionnaires, 
a chance to fight against an enemy 
which the Legion has never fought be
fore, a brand-new foe. Desert with that 
in prospect? They'd forego their pay, 
their chances of pension, to stay." 

Lesprade looked at the tip of his ciga
rette, smiled. 

"As a child, I was much in love with 
the Japanese. We had a school of litera
ture devoted to their praise. I admired 
the professional soldiers of your great 
feudal lords, your samurai. My legion
naires are samurai. I was under the 
impression that you were people who 
understood such things." 

The two kept their eyes on the French
man. Then, slowly, the major reached 
for a cigarette, his lieutenant imitated 
him. Neither smiled, but they seemed 
less stiff. 

"We are such people," Takamura 
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agreed, as he leaned forward for the 
match struck by Lesprade. 

"We are such people," Fusikawa con
firmed. 

"Yes, we understand why they wish 
to stay," the major resumed. "And also 
why you cannot comply with our sug
gestion." He nodded as Lesprade indi
cated the bottles, gave his choice. "We 
Japanese are ceremonious people, Lieu
tenant. Everything that is done must 
be explained. But when something is 
said that explains, we talk of it no more. 
I shall arrange that the apology already 
given shall suffice." 

"Thank you. Major." 
"I was sent as an observer to France 

during the other war. Lieutenant. I was 
then as young as you are. I spent some 
time with your chasseurs, some of them 
were not taller than Japanese. I felt at 
home in the snow and the mountains 
where I found them. They were amazed. 
A Japanese wears silk kimonos, walks in 
tiny gardens, among flowers and fish 
pools. No one heard of Yezo, where one 
hunts mighty bears. But there as here, 
there was but one fashion for a warrior 
to die. We do not understand the French 
always, they do not understand us at all. 
We Japanese have started to march; we 
are marching, marching, because we 
must march. Lieutenant Lesprade, we 
shall visit you again soon, the lieutenant 
and L We shall march up your road." 

"It will be a pleasure. Major." 
They exchanged smiles. 
Both were confident. Lesprade's out

post was constructed on a jutting peak, 
could be reached only by a narrow, 
winding road, hewn wider and wider by 
generations of legionnaires, until it per
mitted a motorcar to come. But the 
slopes could not be scaled, and the path 
was under the fire of mortars, thirty-
seven-millimeter cannon, heavy ma
chine guns. 

To bring artillery to bear on the post 
would call for acrobatic performances 
under brisk fire. There was a well in the 
post, and as long as food and ammuni
tion held out, it was impregnable; the 
sixty legionnaires of the garrison could 
hold up a division. Yes, a full division, 
even if the possible enemy were willing 
to sacrifice lives like—like Japanese! 

"We have marched and we have 

passed everywhere," Takamura said, as 
if he had read the young officer's 
thoughts. "Even where it was claimed 
that we could not pass." Lesprade 
looked at the small, compact body in the 
baggy riding breeches, then again into 
the eyes, the eyes that were so hard for 
a man of his race to read. "We march, 
Lieutenant. We shall call again." 

"We have supplies for many months, 
Major." 

"We know, we know." 
Takamura rose suddenly, offered his 

hand. 
"Au plaisir—" 
The guard turned out again, the 

bugler launched his melodious call. The 
little car lurched through the gateway, 
sped down the first incline, vanished 
around a bend, to reappear several hun
dred yards below. Sergeant Folger stood 
at Lesprade's side, and grumbled under 
his breath. Takamura would have in
sisted upon a long apology. 

"You'll get your chance, Folger. The 
major seems to know something. He 
said he was coming back—" 

"Good," Folger said. "They've been 
picking on Chinese too long, and a 
change will do them good." He grinned 
widely. "Won't they be surprised!" 

"They're pretty good, Folger." 
"Maybe. But, Lieutenant, if we had 

four Legion regiments out here instead 
of one, I'd bet on us." 

TOWARD the end of August, 1940, 
Lesprade's second, a sublieutenant 

promoted from the ranks, had had to be 
sent down the hills, suffering from nerv
ous disorders. Since the signing of the 
armistice by France, he had gone about 
the outpost, either mute and depressed 
or gesticulating, cursing. The young 
lieutenant had been forced to ask for his 
removal when he had taken to halting 
the men in the yard, especially those of 
Germanic origin, with the challenge: 
"And who are you laughing at? Mon
sieur Aristide Briand says no more can
non, no more bayonets! Who are you 
laughing at?" 

In the general chaos and panic 
prevailing, he had not been replaced. 
Lesprade envied him somewhat. He 
himself had thought he was going mad 
when the news of defeat came over the 
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ALAH MAGUIRE 

w« HENEVEK he felt the urge 

Sidney would splurge 

On shirts— 

So rashly tliat tliey seldom, 

if ever, looked the nerls . 

They drooped o'er his torso 

Like a sack, only more so; 

Their collars were, in a word. 

Absurd. 

So when Marge brought him home to the 
folks for their final say-so, 

She knew his chances weren' t worth a 
plugged peso 

Unless she got an Arrow Shirt on Sid, 

Which she did. 

" N o t b a d , " 

Thought Marge 's D a d . 

" H i s shirt is one of the year 's 
masterpieces— 

The lad is obviously rich as 
Croesus ." 

"Ah!" 
Said Ma. 

And Marge 's maiden aunt sighed, 
" \ \ hat fit! How it becomes him! 
What a pity 

I 'm not twenty-one and pret ty!" 

Today Sid and Marge are marr ied—to guess 
which you don' t have to be much of a 
guesser. 

""!& And above their dresser 

Hangs not a portrai t of rich Uncle O t to , 

Or a diploma, or a mot to , 
But tha t first Arrow Shirt Marge gave 

Sidney! 

(He looked swell in i t , didney?) 

Sid buys only Arrow Shirts these days 
And finds it pays. 

Their " M i t o g a " figure-fit fits him like a glove does 

They 're Sanforized-Shrunk and shrink as little as 
his love does: 

Less than 1%! They have the dandy Arrow Collars. 

(Arrow Dale is $2.50 and Arrow Hi t t , $2.) 

ARROW SHIRTS 
$2 $2.25 $2.50 $3.50 $5 

Cluett, Peahody & Co., Inc., Troy, N. Y. 
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4 OUT OF 5 May have this trouble— 
Often leads to PYORRHEA-

Do your gums ever bleed ? Are they 
sore, tender to touch? Then 

watch out—Gingivitis may be starting 
trouble for YOU! 

This mild gum inflammation is so 
common today 4 out of 5 may be 
victims and not even suspect it at first. 
If you don't take action at once—it 
often leads to Pyorrhea —to soft 
shrinking gums —loosened teeth — 
which only your dentist can help. See 
him at once. But at home you can— 

Help Guard Against Gingivitis 

This Tested FORHAN Way 

Every morning and night—massage 
your gums and brush your teeth with 
Forhan's Toothpaste—the FIRST and 
ORIGINAL toothpaste for both massag
ing gums and cleaning teeth. 

This Forhan method is so effective: 
1. It stimulates gums to be firmer— 

thus more able to ward off in
fection. 

2. Cleans dull teeth to their natural 
sparkling brightness. 

3. Helps remove acid film that so 
often starts tooth decay. 

Start using Forhan's today—note the 
DIFFERENCE! 

At drug and department stores. 
Week-end size at 10(? stores. 

SEE DENTIST EVERY 3 MONTHS 
Wise people now visit their 
dentists every 3 months instead 
of the old fashioned idea of 
"twice a year". Thus he can 
keep a close watch for signs 
of Gingivitis, detect and fill 
small cavities and save you 
pain and dental bills. 

^ • * ^ f e . - ^ 

FOR FIRMER GUMS-"NATURALLY" SPARKLING TEETH 

radio hourly. He was ashamed and he 
was baffled. 

He was sure that the Japanese would 
attack. They had openly desired Indo-
China, long before the fatal war, and 
this was a good opportunity. He was 
not a fool, knew that the chances of suc
cessful resistance were slim, almost 
nonexistent. But the troops out here 
were colonial regiments and Legion, 
ready to sacrifice themselves, to turn in 
a good performance. Ready and eager 
to fight for their own honor, for the good 
opinion of the world, for their prestige 
as soldiers. 

•yEARS ago. General Gallieni had sent 
•* a message from Madagascar to 

France which still expressed the colonial 
soldiers' program: "Please send out an
other regiment of Legion so that we may 
die decently when the time comes." No 
vain hope of victory there, but a simple 
statement. 

As there was a regiment of Legion in 
Indo-China, Lesprade had taken it for 
granted that they would die decently. 
The order from the Hanoi government 
to evacuate the outposts along the 
Kwangsi frontier, to turn them over to 
the Japanese, stunned the young soldier. 
He hesitated to inform his sergeants, 
then realized that they would learn from 
the wireless operator. 

He called them in, gave them the in
formation. They accepted it in silence. 

He sent a dispatch to Hanoi, suggest
ing that a successful defense was pos
sible, that he guaranteed to hold out for 
two months. The following day, an emis
sary from Hanoi, a staff officer, arrived. 
He was very nervous, resentful. It ap
peared that practically all post com
manders had made trouble. 

"You chaps don't see farther than the 
end of your nose. We are helpless. 
Lieutenant. We'd all be massacred for 
nothing." 

" 'They're six thousand, we're three 
hundred; we are French: Odds are 
even!' " Lesprade quoted bitterly. 

"Heroic bunk," the other retorted 
with irritation. "That doesn't go far 
against air raids. We are a beaten peo
ple, my dear fellow-, and must resign 
ourselves to that status." When Les
prade stared at him in silence, he 
prompted, "Well, what do you think?" 

"You don't remind me of Joan of 
Arc." 

"What would you do?" 
"I?" Lesprade shrugged. "Hold out. 

The Chinese have been fighing three 
years. What I'd do? I'd ask their help 
—use our professional regiments as 
cadres for their troops." The young of
ficer rose, shaking. "But no, surrender 
is the only course! Any day, I expect to 
hear that Liberia has asked for the Su
dan, and the Vichy government is ceding 
it without resistance!" 

"Odd speech. Lieutenant, for a French 
officer!" 

"Yes. A French officer who wants to 
fight is phenomenal today! So long." 

When the man had left, Lesprade 
gave the orders needed for evacuation, 
trucks came for the movable supplies. 
On the eve before the day scheduled for 
departure of the French garrison, Les
prade had the flag hauled down. There 
was a guard of honor, and the bugles 
played. He saw the faces of the men, 
felt that any words he might speak 
would be useless. 

He rolled the tricolor with his own 
hand, slipped it in a metal casing which 
was soldered. Then he, Sergeant Folger 
and four men with spades went outside 
the walls, into the small cemetery where 
legionnaires had been laid to rest for 
forty-five years. As Legion graves al
ways are, these graves were well tended. 

The Post of Van-Luong had been 
erected in the days of General Gallieni, 
from plans drawn by de Grandmaison. 
Lesprade knew that he was the seven

teenth officer in command. Some had 
lasted a few weeks, some for years, re
turning to the place after tricks of serv
ice elsewhere. Two of the preceding 
sixteen had become generals, three had 
been killed in the first war and seven 
had remained in this cemetery. As he 
walked, Lesprade scanned the head
stones : 

"Lieutenant Robert Barthier, Killed 
in Action, 1866-1897—" and "Lieuten
ant Albert Pellion, 1880-1908." Les
prade knew about all of them. Pellion, 
for instance, had died of infection, after 
being wounded by a tiger. The one next 
to him had been assassinated by a native 
servant, in his sleep. He passed by those 
graves without halting, headed for the 
oldest stretch. 

"Classic scene," he mused as he 
walked. "Like that in the Red Marble 
Room in I'Atlantide—and that in one of 
old man Hugo's dramas, the review of 
the dead. One never understands those 
things until they are experienced. Here 
we are—Halt!" . 

It was the oldest headstone, smoothed 
by the rains of many years: 

Louis Napoleon Gartezi 
Lieutenant of Legion 

Killed in Action 
1856-1895 

"Dig!" Lesprade ordered. 
As the spades attacked the earth, he 

was lost in thought. 
Garrezi had not been one of the seven

teen commanders here. But he had been 
connected with the post nevertheless. 
Lesprade had had the curiosity, during 
his long, idle hours in the outpost, to look 
him up, to write to France for informa
tion, to Hanoi. He was himself a school 
officer, and the career of that forgotten 
soldier, who had died more than twenty 
years before his own birth, had held the 
fascination of an epic legend. 

Garrezi had been the son of a ser
geant major of infantry, had been born 
during the second empire, as his name 
indicated. He had been an army pupil, 
had become a private at eighteen, a 
corporal at twenty-four, a sergeant at 
twenty-eight, an adjutant at thirty-
three. Years of obscure service, of war, 
in sundry Senegals, Sudans and Gui-
anas, picking up a decoration here, a 
chevron there, a wound elsewhere. He 
had married, had had four children. That 
family had followed him on crowded 
transports when it was possible, eked 
along on his small pay in Europe when 
it was not. 

T ESPRADE had obtained a faded pho-
•'-' tograph of him, taken a year before 
his death, in Madagascar, to celebrate 
his promotion to second lieutenant. A. 
sturdy chap, short and broad, with very 
long, curly mustaches, a low forehead 
shaded by the tall kepi, throwing out his 
chest to show off his row of medals. 
Proud, hot-tempered, not overintelli-
gent, sketchily educated, the type who 
considered a dull bayonet grip a more 
serious offense in a private than habit
ual drunkenness. 

But a lad with guts. He it was who 
had led the conquering detachment, fif
teen legionnaires and sixty-three native 
infantrymen, up these slopes before the 
road existed. Led it up under the plung
ing fire of a band of Chinese irregulars. 
For hours, these chaps had clung to the 
rocks, hauled themselves higher, firing 
with one foot braced in a crevice of the 
stone, the other knee hooked over a pro
truding root. Inches at a time, for 
hours, in the steaming heat, fighting as if 
the fate of France depended on this 
cheap little show in the remote jungle. 

In the last rush, with the bayonet, 
Garrezi had dropped, with a bullet in 
his bowels, another through his chest. 
He was an old soldier, who had seen 
many men die. He knew what was hap-
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pening to him as he retched blood, had 
no illusion that he would survive. 
Nevertheless, he ordered his sergeant to 
signal to the main body: 

"Position occupied without serious 
losses." 

Then he had died. 
"Lieutenant—" one of the men said, 

looking up. 
"Ah, yes—" Lesprade was startled. 
"Lid's falling apart on this coffin." 
"Just lift one of the planks and slip 

this in anywhere," Lesprade said, 
crouching to hand down the cylinder 
containing the flag. "That's the idea." 
He straightened, dusked his knees me
chanically, as the men climbed out of 
the pit and started to fill it again. "He 
was the first legionnaire up here, you 
know. So I thought we'd let him keep 
the flag." 

The men did not answer. They had 
understood from the start. 

"That was a good idea, Lieutenant," 
Folger said, as they walked away. "The 
men will like that. They're sentimental, 
you know." 

"Yes, Folger." 
"They'd have liked a chance to fight," 

Folger resumed thoughtfully. "Me too. 
I don't think they could take it very long. 
They're chesty little runts. Lieutenant, 
and our chaps hate to have them think 
they scared us away." He smiled. "You 
should see them deflate when they give 
in. That patrol looked like a gang of dis
guised houseboys after we'd reasoned 
with it a bit. . . . " 

YES, they would look like that, Les
prade thought, but he could not smile. 

Men who have been beaten or frightened 
into surrender do not look heroic—and 
he involuntarily thought of the hundreds 
of thousands of his countrymen who had 
tossed their guns on the pile and filed 
before the conquerors like sheep. 

"Folger, there are general instructions 
concerning the transfer of outposts. But 
after what happened with that patrol, I 
don't want you fellows here when they 
arrive. Might lead to a row. They know 
I was not there, so I shall remain with 
the native attendants to turn the place 
over officially. You'll take charge of 
the detachment, start this afternoon. 
You can camp below for the night, and 
be off to join the main column in the 
morning. The Japanese will surely take 
care that I get transportation to my des
tination." 

The sergeant hesitated, coughed. 
"Why not let me stay, Lieutenant? 

I'm not worried. Or at least keep you 
company. You've been feverish for 
days." The noncom gestured in apology. 
"It'll be gloomy up here, without the 
changes of sentries, the usual noises. 
Ever been in an empty post? Gives 
you the willies. Lieutenant. You im
agine you see ghosts—" 

"I'll be all right. Sergeant." 
Folger halted, turned to look at his 

chief intently, suspiciously. "Lieuten

ant, you're not thinking of doing a fool
ishness?" 

"No, you ass—" Lesprade smiled. 
"Folger, I give you my word I shall do 
nothing foolish!" 

THE shower was over, but the eaves 
dripped mournfully, with long, gur

gling sobs. Lesprade sat behind the 
table he had used for almost two years 
in the Post of Van-Luong, but he had 
pushed it nearer to the door of the of
fice, that he might see the gateway. 
There was no sentry. On the veranda 
of what had been the guardroom, a few 
people huddled—a silent, somber little 
crowd, the native attendants. 

As Sergeant Folger had predicted, the 
empty outpost had been gloomy. And 
Lesprade was lonely—and ill. He had 
taken quinine, hot tea, whisky, but still 
the fever had him in its grip. 

He reread some lines in the letter he 
had prepared. Yes, his writing was firm, 
even: "As French blood had been shed 
here at the beginning, I felt it was fit
ting that it should be shed also at the 
finish. My personal desire would have 
been to have it shed in another man-
ner. 

His body shivered, and for an instant 
he thought of taking a quinine pill. But 
he smiled. There would be no time for 
it to take effect. They would be here 
soon. He was ready—quite ready. His 
service revolver was on the table. 

Why didn't they come? 
He thought of the explanation very 

soon: They had halted some distance 
away, wondering why no one was in sight 
to receive them. They imagined a trap, 
for they had definite reason to believe 
that legionnaires took unexpected initia
tive at times. They did not know that 
the detachment had marched out yester
day afternoon, without beating of drums 
or fanfare of trumpets. 

He was right, for a silhouette ap
peared in the gateway now, paused, 
vanished swiftly. It returned, escorted 
by two others. They entered the post, 
bayoneted rifles at the ready, their queer 
little caps replaced by the queerer little 
metal helmets. Smallish, nightmare fig
ures, brown faces, brown uniforms, ants 
—armed ants! 

They walked into the yard, slowly, 
crouching. They started when they saw 
the servants, exchanged some words 
with them. Then, following the indica
tions received, they headed for the office. 
This was the time—then Lesprade real
ized that he should not startle them with 
an unexpected shot. They might react 
by firing on the servants. 

He attracted their attention with a 
gesture. They were less than fifty feet 
away—he could see them plainly. He 
slipped the revolver from the holster, 
lifted it into sight. They came to a stop, 
their rifles rising higher. 

He was calm, his hand did not quiver. 
He turned the barrel toward his temple, 
slowly, that they might see his intention. 
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know that no harm would come to them. 
Two of them froze, the third was so sur
prised that the butt of his rifle thumped 
into the mud. 

Yes, they could be amazed! He looked 
at their faces. He could read little on 
them—yet they were individuals. One 
of their own race could probably have 
told, from those faces, where they had 
been born, what island had bred them. 
For, as Takamura had made plain, there 
were Japanese and Japanese— 

Just as there were Frenchmen and 
Frenchmen. White men and white men. 
The first French officer to reach this 
place was buried near by, in the ceme
tery. Seven commanders of the post 
were resting with him. And their guard 
of honor was numerous enough, more 
dead legionnaires than had been in the 
garrison stationed here recently. Blood 
had been spilled to gain, to keep—and 
must be spilled at the losing. Louis 
Napoleon Garrezi would never have 
understood the abandoning of a forti
fied post "Without effusion of blood." 

Blood must be spilled, and Lesprade 
would spill the only blood permitted. 
War was a trade of blood and death, and 
if those were removed, it became ridicu
lous. 

More stocky figures slipped through 
the gateway. One of the first three had 
recovered, was standing still, gesturing 
with one hand. Gesturing to restrain 
the European, begging him to wait, to 
stop. Lesprade was touched. This little 
man with the killing tool in his hands 
was concerned for his life, wanted him 
to live. That was his first instinct, his 
chief thought. 

Perhaps he was right. And all that 
Lesprade had to do to live was to lay 
the gun back on the table. He had 
given his word to Folger that he would 
do nothing foolish. Was this foolish? 
Would the sergeant think he had broken 
his promise? The young officer im
agined his noncom's face, saw his eyes 
—and knew the answer. 

He smiled—and squeezed the trigger. 

The infantrymen were filing into the 
empty barracks; a Japanese sentry al
ready paced before the gateway. There 
were four officers in the room with Les
prade. The Frenchman's body had been 
laid on a bamboo couch. Major Taka
mura had finished reading the letter, 
which had been addressed to him. 

"It is a courteous apology for his not 
awaiting my visit, as he could not re-' 
ceive me as he knew I would wish to be 
received," the major told the others. 
"He was a very young man, of excellent 
breed. He informs me that he knows 
we shall understand that blood had to 
be offered at the end." 

"We would wish that it had come 
about differently, sir," a captain de
clared. "You had told us that the French 
were so." 

"So they were. I saw them." Taka-
mura's hand reached out to touch the re
volver, picked up by someone and laid 
on the table. "It is sad and piteous, 
not the death, but the method." He 
looked from face to face. "I know your 
thoughts. We can do no less. In cour
tesy, it must be myself." 

" V O U R bagage has arrived, sir," Fu-
•*• sikawa said. "It will be my honor to 

bring blades and robes and to assist 
you." 

Takamura lifted his eyes to his lieu
tenant's. 

"Not so. This is not a ceremonial im
molation." Again, his finger touched 
the revolver. "By gun fire. We also 
pay with blood." 

There was calm talk for some min
utes longer, instructions as to burial and 
ashes. Then, one by one, the officers 
filed out, bowing as they passed their 
chief, who was left alone. There was an 
armed detachment at the foot of the 
staff, waiting to hoist the sun's standard. 

And they waited, at the bottom of the 
veranda stairs, waited for the shot of 
courtesy that would give them the right 
to show their colors above this hill of 
Tonkin. 
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