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He inserted the key in the lock, turned it. 
Monlbel asked ior the performance to be 
repeated. The man appeared more bored 
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Lakrit. I was a sergeant then 
in the platoon of Legionnaires, 

which was the backbone of the e.xpedi-
tion—two hundred and fifty men com
manded by a smart little captain of the 
Native Intelligence Service, Montbel. 

After the row was over, we learned 
that the gang we had met, and beaten, 
was that of Gerbach, the deserter. And 
Captain Montbel was sure that Gerbach 
had not been killed, had not escaped, 
but was among our prisoners. 

Out of the lot, nine chaps had been 
picked out who answered his general 
description. Eight were African moun
taineers, the ninth must be Gerbach. 
But which was the ninth? 

They had been stripped, examined, 
questioned. Bribes had been offered 
them for information. All we got out 
of the nine were grins and grunts. After 
a while. Captain Montbel called his of
ficers together in the big marabou tent 
erected on the hill, into a sort of in
formal council. I was there because, 
being senior sergeant with a brevet, I 
acted as an officer for the time. 

"Gerbach is here," Montbel declared. 
"And I intend to find him. I am posi
tive he is here, because that machine gun 
kept firing to the last, at a cadence I 
should know. Gerbach is a German-
trained machine gunner." 

Those of us who had served in the 
World War agreed with him. It may 
seem odd to outsiders that there is a 
difference in the firing of an automatic 
weapon. It's like the individual "touch" 
on a piano—you can't describe it in 
words, but you can't mistake it when 
you hear it. 

"I was watching that machine-gun 
emplacement carefully," Montbel re
sumed. "So I noted that we rounded up 
every single man within thirty yards of 
it. And Gerbach would not have been 
among those who escaped, nor among 
the dead, or the men we took would so 
inform us, lead us to the body, and so 
on." 
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The little captain paused. Then: "Has 
anyone a suggestion to make?" 

A young cavalry lieutenant, not long 
in Morocco, said something about tak
ing the whole bunch back to Fez or Taza 
and bringing in officers and sergeants 
who had known Gerbach well. 

"No," Montbel said. "Gerbach is a 
smart man and would manage to escape. 
And I have a personal reason for want
ing him punished. He was the man who 
commanded the band that stormed an 
outpost some months ago, permitted the 
survivors to be massacred. One of my 
colleagues in the Native Intelligence, 
Captain Chabeau, was taken and tor
tured for hours by women. Gerbach was 
looking on, and when our comrade asked 
him to end it mercifully with a pistol 
shot, he said very politely: 'A thousand 
regrets. Captain. However, my prestige 
and popularity would grow precarious 
should I interfere with their pleasures.' 
And Chabeau was my best friend." 

THE nine prisoners were brought in 
one by one, stood in the middle of the 

tent, answered a few questions. They 
all appeared at ease, fearless, and all 
had the same smile of scornful amuse
ment. They were justified, for a dozen 
Europeans who could not pick out one 
of their own kind did not show them
selves very bright. 

And it was the same youthful cavalry
man who spoke after the ninth man had 
come and gone without result. 

"I have heard that Gerbach once was 
a Prussian officer. It would be amusing 
to inform his colleagues back home that 

after a few jcars one of them could not 
be disl:in'j;uish('ti frmn a lot of mountain 
tribesmen! The mark of an officer, eh? 
Nine guys in Moorish burnouses and 
we can't spot the one who once wore 
the uhlaiika'" 

Montbel started, stared at him for a 
moment, 

"Many thanks, L i eu t enan t , " he 
snapped. 

"What for, mon capitaine?" 
"You have solved the question," We 

stared at one another. No one seemed 
to guess what Montbel had in mind. He 
opened one of his tin trunks, lifted out 
a little green box of metal, placed it on 
the folding table in the center of the 
tent, laid the key near by. 

"Have the prisoners brought in again, 
one by one," Montbel ordered. "Have 
them stripped to the waist." 

We wondered what the captain was 
about. Nobody thought he was fooling. 

The first prisoner was led in between 
two armed Legionnaires. He was grin
ning, and scratching his chin through 
his beard. 

"Ahall!" Montbel snapped, indicating 
the box: "Open." 

The man picked up the key, inserted 
it in the lock, turned it. 

"Dismissed ," Montbel grunted. 
"Next!" 

He relocked the box, laid the key on 
the table again. 

Six other men, one at a time, took the 
test. Then the seventh was brought in. 
He was a tall, rangy beggar, with an un
kempt beard, fierce eyes and a nasty 
smile that showed strong, stained teeth 
separated by unsightly gaps. He did not 
appear very intelligent. At the order he 
picked up the key, inserted it in the lock, 
turned it. For the first time, Montbel 
asked for the performance to be re
peated. The man appeared more bored 
than puzzled. 

Then Captain Montbel spoke in a 
changed voice. 

"That will do, Gerbach." 
"Manarf? I don't get you," the pris

oner grunted, shaking his head. "I know 
little French—" 

Montbel cut him short with a hint of 
weariness in his manner. 

"Drop it, Gerbach. You must under
stand that I did not commit myself un
til I was sure." Montbel looked at his 
fingernails a moment, then up at the 
prisoner, "I give you my word that 
whether I am right or wrong you will be 
executed in a few minutes, I'll chance 
responsibility for a mistake." 

TWrOST of us thought that this was a 
•'• •'• trick to trap the man into admitting 
his identity. Yet Montbel, an officer of 
the old school, had passed his word that 
he would have this chap shot. The other 
grinned vacuously, as if he did not un
derstand a word spoken. 

"I see no particular motive, however," 
the captain continued, "to treat you 
with unnecessary cruelty. I shall allow 
you a few minutes to write to anyone at 
home you may wish tp inform of your 
end. Have a cigarette?" 

The man standing before the table 
stared at Montbel in silence for thirty 
seconds. Then the perspiration started 
to trickle down his face. He had re
alized, before any of us, that the captain 
meant what he said, was sure. 

He reached out, picked a cigarette 
from Montbel's silver case. 

"Thank you. Captain." He managed 
a creditable smile. "I am in no mood for 
letter writing. But I believe the usual 
thing is to offer a glass of rum in addi
tion to the cigarette? I haven't had good 
liquor in months. As a convert, I had to 
be a stricter Moslem than my chaps." 

"I'll send for—" Montbel started. 
But someone handed Gerbach a flask, 

one of those little bottles with a tin 
socket protecting the bottom, that you 
carry in your hip pocket. The prisoner 
drank most of it with one gulp. 

"Very nice, thanks." Gerbach tried to 
laugh easily. "And now, Captain, tell 
me—what gave me away? What made 
you sure of my identity?" 

Montbel rose. 
"Pick up the key, Gerbach. Set it in 

the lock. Turn it. Now, look down at 
your arm, here—" The captain laid a 
finger on a lump of muscle that had ap
peared to distend the tanned skin, just 
above the elbow. "You see that knot of 
muscles? That made me sure." 

GERBACH turned his wrist several 
times, causing the lump to vanish 

and swell again. 
"Why? Hasn't everyone—" 
"No. Gerbach, everyone hasn't that 

lump. I was reminded that you had been 
a Prussian officer. Consequently, you 
had spent long years in military schools, 
in service. An officer is trained to han
dle weapons, the foil among them. 
Fencing develops that lump; nothing 
else does to that extent. As Riff moun
taineers do not fence, there would be 
eight men without that lump and the 
one with it would be the ex-officer." 

Several of us unconsciously felt the 
right arm above the elbow, turned the 
wrist. Gerbach dropped the key. 

"Why the key?" he asked. 
"You'll understand soon. If I had 

asked the first man in to take a fencing 
position, word might have got back to 
you in time. You might have guessed. 
You are too smart a man to be given 
time to think of a subterfuge, such as 
using your left hand. So I tried to think 
of a gesture that would cause you to 
hold out your arm and turn wrist and 
fingers, somewhat as in a quick battle
ment with the foil. Worked perfectly." 

"Thank you for the explanation. Cap
tain." 

"Don't mention it, I beg of you." 
Montbel smiled. "Corporal, take away 
the prisoner." 

Gerbach nodded to all of us and 
walked out firmly between his guards. 
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