
SIDI-BEL-ABBES

France's Yoshiwara for the Foreign Legion

I HAD browsed all day through the city adjoining

Sidi-bel-Abbes. The town itself, its history dating back

to the Roman occupation, is heavily fortified, its

formidable walls giving much needed protection against

the onslaught of the wild Berbers of the Hills, the

sharp-shooting warriors, who, so it is said, have never

been subjugated though defeated many times, even to

this day offering stern resistance to French spahis and

Zouaves. Tall, thin, strong and well-proportioned men,

vindictive and treacherous in the extreme, ignorant as

their own animals and yet, with fear in their sullen

eyes, they do not even respect the Sultan as their chief.

Here at Sidi-bel-Abbes were Austrians and Russians,

adventurous Englishmen and Americans, Dutchmen
and Swedes, Germans and Poles; all in red peaked
caps, ill-fitting blue jackets and much-too-long red

trousers; all masquerading under names that in ninety-

nine out of a hundred cases were not their own. . . .

Men ruined or disgraced, venturesome and brave, hav-

ing shamed their families or run away, criminals, men-
tally deranged, huddled here together as it were in

hiding, under the banner of the Foreign Legion, to

tramp and slave under the African sun.
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This Foreign Legion had its origin in 1830, when

the roughest and toughest and most cosmopoHtan band

of cutthroats that ever treaded the pavements swarmed

over France. They were attracted to the Legion by a

spirit of devilry, willing to march to death for the

tricolor and have since then earned for this hardened

group the distinction of being the toughest and hardest

trained outfit in the world.

Sidi-bel-Abbes became the headquarters of a unit.

I had often heard stories of the Foreign Legion, the

bravest of the armies of the world, and viewed it

from afar with somewhat doubtful eyes. It appeared

even more fantastic when I talked to these men . . .

these men whom the world and fiction writers have

made out as demigods or devils, who were always pass-

ing through all sorts of miraculous escapades, such as

would never befall those outside.

I waded all day through mud, as a heavy rain had

set in when I left my hotel. So on a higher convenient

spot, near the city, I stood as I watched the Foreign

Legion march by in threes, led by an officer.

Tough men they seemed to be, as they peered

through the windows of the yellow, sun-beaten walls

of the barracks at Sidi-bel-Abbes. Cynical, tight-

mouthed men they were, these swashbucklers and sol-

diers of fortune, rough diamonds, some of them, with

hearts of gold, others nothing but gluttonous, godless

pigs, pasty-faced, shifty-eyed, snarling blackguards
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from the slums of Berlin, New York, Warsaw, Mar-
seilles and Paris.

And so I watched that riffraff of Society, these men
whose life was filled with heartbreaks that their tight

lips would not reveal—a life that could tell of body
aches and ceaseless toils—of interminable marchings,

with heavy packs, that for some would end in madness,

suicide or desertion. But whatever they were, whatever
their past, about whom and which nobody cared a

damn, here they were all the same, bravely engaged on
the grand scheme of the Penetration Pacifique of

Northern Africa. Pour la Belle France.

Later I chose a table at the edge of a clear space

on a cafe^s veranda, facing the court. I had no sooner

sat down than a legionnaire stopped and asked if he

could sit at my table. The place was going full blast.

It was an enchanting scene. Garishly dressed mam-
zelles with soldier companions—higher-in-ranks with

their lawful spouses—civilians and natives of high sta-

tion in life were sipping at their tea, flavored with mint

and highly perfumed, and eating delicate pastry and
cakes. The air was redolent with the fragrance of

flowers, at times marred by the smoke of tobacco. At
the side of the cafe, in the small garden, I beheld the

Moroccan floristic delight, the bougainvillaea, in all its

purple and red beauty.

The man who, as It were, had buttonholed me was
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an American legionnaire, urbane and ruddy-faced. He

was puffing at his brier and wanted to talk and I was

to be the victim. Unsolicited by me, he began by de-

livering a tirade against the Legion. He recalled the

days when he had enlisted, exactly five years ago, and

decried the fact that since the depression all the scum

of the earth had joined up.

From across the court came the strumming of gim-

bris and the pinging of a derbouka and a banjo. A faint

voice chanted a tale from the Arabian Nights.

We were soon sitting there like long-lost brothers.

I do not know what it was in his make-up, but I cer-

tainly liked this dapper-looking American legionnaire,

back and belly hollowed by five years' slaving.

"What will you have?'' I asked him.

"I guess I'll have an export cassis," he answered,

in a drawl that left no doubt as to his habitat

natalis.

The waiter returned soon enough with the picon I

had ordered and his export cassis. He dropped a lump

of Ice in our glasses, added some water from the siphon

and shambled on to another table. We raised our

glasses.

"Let's drink to America," he said, "and to the finest

Yankee girl that ever crossed the pond." All the time

he kept sucking at his pipe, that sent forth clouds of

smoke, the like of which I had seldom smelled—the

vilest of canteen tobacco. An officer at the next table

coughed and spluttered at the stench.
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*'Yes," said he, as he waved his pipe with an air

of nonchalance, *'I am through, thank God, tomorrow.

I am going to be married to the best little girl that was
ever born in God's own country."

At this moment, two dancing-girls, Drouards, they

were, came to regale us with their belly dance.

"These girls, my friend," he said as he pointed at

them with his pipe, *'well, you know what they are.

Most of these girls cater to the soldiers from their en-

campments which follow the troops."

*'Ah, I see. Like the hordes of prostitutes that

flocked to all the great European army towns during

the World War. I remember they did a gigantic busi-

ness. But they were also responsible for there being

more men in the hospitals then, suffering from venereal

disease, than from wounds received in battle."

*'You are right. It was an accepted practice of all

so-called civilized nations, including our own,'' he said.

"Why, take the Mexican border, for instance. During

the mobilization of the United States Army in 1913,

men that were there tell me the United States Army
had a red light district within reach of every place

where troops were quartered. They built a stockade

with a hundred separate stalls for the women and they

tell me the authorities blocked the church and women's

societies, who even applied to the courts, with the

theory of 'sexual necessity.' Here the B. M. C. have

been created by the military authorities in Northern

Africa, wherever soldiers are doing slave duty. Bordels
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Militaires de Campagne they are, or military brothels

en route.''

"I see. Patterned along the lines of the vivandieres

of Napoleonic times. They were cooks and carriers of

foods, who used to accompany the troops while on the

march."

"Yes, and as soon as an army here is about to go

en campagne, one of the most important questions con-

fronting the authorities is, what sort of women will

these soldiers have while en route? This question

becomes the leading one in all the segregated quarters

who will be the fortunate or chosen one to accom-

pany the troops? Soldiers go from house to house and

pick the girl. But more often a madame sets out to do

recruiting duty among the houses in the Barbary States

and she, the patronne, the capitaine of the female

troop, remains in charge."

''Well, then, what part do the Drouard women take

in the sex Hfe of the troop?"

"Well, I suppose you know what sort of women

these nomadic people are. They always have reminded

me of the gulls following the ships, feeding on the

waste thrown overboard. In the case of the women,

they know the movements of the troops and keep on

following them wherever they go, on mules and don-

keys and whatnot. The soldiers soon found out that

the B. M. C, after all, was a great fount of venereal

diseases, from which it was difficult to escape sooner

or later. It didn't take them long to discover that the
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Drouard women were preferable, in spite of their

natural ferocity and their strange sexual manners. So,

when a troop encamps, the Drouard girls and their

masters find it easy to attract the soldiery to their tents.

And in the evening when camp life has died down, we
hear their singsong, 'come and have kronya,' all along

the line. You know what I mean in our palaver. Half

an hour of incessant love-making, the time of drinking

one cup of tea, and it costs only ten francs. They are

not prostitutes in our sense of the word. The system

of selling themselves before marriage is an established

custom among them, which sounds strange to us who

take our own customs as normal and pass moral judg-

ment on strange customs."

"And what does the Drouard youth say about this?"

I asked him.

"Not so difficult to explain, sir. For no Drouard

lover would ever think of debauching his sweetheart

before marriage. He realizes so well that it would

decrease her market value and dim her chances of earn-

ing her dowry."

"And now, while we have our last drink and call it

a day," I said, "are the stories that we hear about the

Legion true?"

"You bet it's true that the Legion is tough as hell.

And why shouldn't it be? As for the fairy tales,

legionnaires are just plain men. Nothing more, noth-

ing less. Tough men, some are swine, and the greatest

snarling blackguards that the devil ever sent here.
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For a franc they would sell their own mother. Knights-

errant . . . bah . . . cutthroats they are. No greater

brigands and scoundrels ever gathered together. And

I know, because five years is a long stretch oyer here,''

with a suggestion of tragic remorse in his voice. "It is

exactly five years since I stepped into the office of the

Bureau Militaire, in the Rue St. Dominique." He took

another drink.

"It isn't worth it, sir. I'd rather rot in an American

prison or anywhere else, as far as that goes, than join

up again to pick the chestnuts out of the fire pour la

Belle France, at twenty-five centimes per day. No,

siree. Me for God's country and my girl. Thanks for

the drinks. I'll see you here tomorrow morning. I'll

have breakfast here, if I may, with you, in civies."

He rose. He squared his broad shoulders and,

staggering slightly, swung across the court and dis-

appeared from sight.

At the flush of the morning sun on the minaret,

Henderson, because that was the name of the Amer-

ican legionnaire, joined me on the porch of the hotel.

A different person he looked. He was in civies and his

was a figure well calculated to charm any woman's

fancy.

On my insistence, he told me his story

:

"My name is not Henderson and the place, where I

was born I shall call Dobbsville. My people were poor

and respectable folk, and they managed to send me to

college. The father of a girl that I had known all my
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life was president of one of the banks. And when I

came back I courted her in secret as the thought that

their one and only daughter would marry the son of

a retired butcher would surely have killed them. Her
brother had been my school chum and as long as I can

remember, he was always hanging around pool rooms.

I guess the boys stuck around him because he had
plenty of money.

*'One day I applied for a job in the bank and much
to my surprise I got it. I am almost certain that her

father did not know that I had been selected. Marge
and I got secretly engaged and were to get married, the

moment that I had bettered my position or had secured

a place elsewhere.

''One evening, just before balancing day, I remem-
bered that I had forgotten something and I did not

want the accountants to find a mistake in my accounts.

So I left Harry, Marge's brother, in front of a pool

room, and mentioned to him casually that I had to

go back to the bank and probably would join him
later.

"Being bonded, I had the keys. When I entered the

bank, I heard the telephone ringing. I hurried to one

of the desks wondering who would call at such an

hour. It was Harry, who had called to tell me that he

was leaving the pool parlor with two of his cronies to

go to Banesville, a few miles away. He just wanted to

tell me so that I would not come to the parlor for

nothing.
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"I left a few minutes later. Coming out of the bank

I ran into the watchman, who bade me goodnight. He
said a few words about the cold spell and then I hur-

ried on, anxious to get home.

"You can imagine my surprise then the next morn-

ing when I found the bank in an uproar. A burglary

had occurred during the night and police and authori-

ties, together with the officers of the bank, were going

over the books to see how much had been stolen. The
burglars had forced an entrance through the rear of the

bank and, what seemed strange, they had been thor-

oughly conversant with the combination of the lock

of the safe.

"I felt the eyes of all the employees focused on me
and I was called to the office of the president. While I

could answer his questions satisfactorily, I sensed that

a doubt lingered in his mind. I was told to go home

but to hold myself ready at any time to answer

questions.

"The thought obsessed me that everyone in the bank

was pointing his finger at me and it seemed as if all

the people I passed on the street looked at me and

were talking about me. I arrived home in a nervous

state and at night I left, having tried desperately to

get in touch with Marge. Every time I called, I was

told she was not home and I could not leave my name.

Well, I left for a seaport and after a week or so man-

aged to sail aboard a freighter to France. Later on, I

learned that the home papers were filled with accounts
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of the robbery and my sudden disappearance estab-

lished my guilt.

"In Bordeaux one morning as I wandered aimlessly

through the streets, I went into a cafe to have a drink.

Two men, one an American, sat near me and I over-

heard their conversation. I introduced myself to the

men, to make the story short, the three of us joined

the Legion together. We were shipped from Mar-
seilles to Africa. I have been here now exactly five

years.

"Two years ago—no, one year and eleven months

to be exact—reinforcements were sent to us, as we
had lost considerable of our men. You can imagine

my surprise, when in the column that was fighting that

night alongside ours, I saw my former chum, Harry, in

legionnaire uniform. You could have knocked me dead.

It was days before we had a chance to talk while at

rest between fighting.

"His sister had been heartbroken at my having left

without saying good-bye. The culprits had never been

caught. . . . My father and mother had never given up

hope of seeing their son return. . . . How had he got

into the Legion? Well, he would never tell. Like true

legionnaires, that was our personal business.

"We were in many scraps together. Once he saved

my life. The fighting was not very far from Marra-

kesh. I was caught by the throat, and could almost

feel the steel of a knife on my flesh, when I heard a

voice, *Lead the way, sergeant,' and a legionnaire came
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lurching out of the nowhere. There was a struggle

and a muzzle of a rifle crashed on the skull of a Riff.

He went down like a bag of salt. With fixed bayonets

we drove the Riffs before us. From that day on, Harry

and I fought in the same bataillon.

**Another time I helped him out of a predicament.

We had been in a heavy encounter and he had been

taken prisoner by a band of Berbers and taken to the

Hills.

"I volunteered to get a searching party together to

venture into the Berber stronghold, to try to save him

and the others from the sure death that awaits all those

who fall into their hands. Word had come that Harry

had been taken to the chiefs and there was no time

to be lost in effecting a rescue if he was to be saved

from torture by the Berber women.

*'I secured the aid of a Berber girl, with whom
Harry had been quite friendly. We moved at once. I

changed into native clothing, a patched and tattered

jellabia and a handful of dirty rags. I twisted a tur-

ban about my head, beneath my eyes I rubbed a Httle

soot from a charcoal pot. I swathed myself in a robe

of immaculate whiteness and put white stockings on

my feet. And thus attired, I was ready to set out for

the lair of the Berber fanatics, with half a bataillon of

Senegalese tirailleurs, some colonial infantry, some

chasseurs and a bataillon of the Foreign legion, and

even a machine gun section, you know, the one com-

126



Sidi-Bel-Abbes

plete with orderlies, cooks, clerks, cyclists and whatnot.

And then there was the girl—ready to make a dash
for the Ksar of the Berber."

Henderson hitched himself around in his chair,

snapped his fingers at a waiter and ordered an export

cassis, and a soda for me.

"Well, the girl was game and she had received a

nice sum of money, so she could marry. We reached

the Oasis Mahor before daybreak. And alone, she

and I, we set out, she leading the way on foot, over

a flat and stony plain.

"I stayed behind when we reached the hills. She

promised to return. And true as we are sitting here,

she came back before the setting of the moon. The
men were safe, she said, and she had secured from the

chief the right, as is their custom, to torture or to kill

outright. She promised me she would wait three days

and keep the men in her tent. I was back with the

troops within a night and a day. We allowed the girl

to flee with the chief, for services rendered, and our

guns, superior military organization and swift horses

gave us easy victory over spear and bow and gun of

the tribes,

"Harry was saved. And then the Berbers came back

in larger numbers than before and their onslaught was
terrific. Our Senegalese, good fighters that they are,

were roused to fighting fury and they followed our

mounted. The slaughter was great and in that encoun-
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ter Harry was shot. I was near the spot where he fell.

I dragged him to a place of safety and stayed with him

until he died.

"He begged me to write a confession so that he

could sign it, and he kept asking forgiveness. He,

together with' some cronies, had robbed his father's

bank. He had tried to make amends and had written

his sister from here, telling her the true facts and

where we could be reached.

"Three months later, I received letters from home.

From mother, saying how proud she was of me, and a

few words from my father, hoping I would soon return

home. A letter from Marge, too, and of all things, a

letter from her father. I could not believe my eyes.^ He

told me to come home and I would find a position

there in the bank, waiting for me.

"And then, six weeks ago, I was summoned to the

captain of my company. He's a sour-faced man, with a

moth-eaten mustache, and as crabby and cranky as only

a Legion officer can be.

" 'Henderson!' he barked.

" Tes, mon capitain,' I replied, and waited for him

to continue. He cleared his throat ... as he stood with

one hand on his chair.

" 'By the . . . er . . . you have been a good legion-

naire,' he said.
j -r t

" 'Oui, mon capitain,' I replied. TU be darned if 1

knew what it was all about.
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" 'Well, er . . . two more months to go for you. I

believe your name has been mentioned for bravery . . .

saving the life of a fellow soldat under fire . . .

hmmmm ... I suppose you will forget the harsh

things that I have said to you at times?'

" 'Oui, mon capitain.' And then he yanked the thing

wide open and came to the point, almost shouting what
had taken minutes for him to get around to.

" 'Your fiancee has arrived from your country. She
is here in Sidi-bel-Abbes. You'd better take two days

off. Allons, allez avec toi !' and he strode out the door
so suddenly that he nearly overturned the sentry in the

corridor.

"Well, I needed no other word. In my haste I fell

over a number of bidons, that also stood hke sentries in

the corridor."

"And so we're getting married. Yes, sir."

I had watched now, for almost an hour, as I stood

on a bridge over the Mekarra River, which over-

looked the playground of the legionnaires, a pic-

turesque Arabian village, with the cemetery, where

Jew and Catholic are burled peacefully together, at

the other end. This place at Sidi-bel-Abbes was the

quarter segregated by the French, who must have a

proper time and place for each emotion, for the pleas-

ures, at certain hours, of the troops.

I had come here at an early hour. My guide had
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high hopes of gain for showing me the streets that

were the favorites with the legionnaires when their

pockets were filled with coins saved from their twenty-

five centimes per day and their hopes were high of

finding on the Rue Mansard, Rue Verte and Rue d'Am-

bulance (so-called from the many squabbles and the

bloodshed that caused the ambulance to be called at

all hours of the night) their favorite or the girl of

their dreams.

Near me on the bridge stood a Zouave, urging rne

to go down and visit the quarter. I would enjoy it,

he said. My guide joined in the gossip in his familiar

manner. The Zouave shouted to the girls, who were

sprawled at ease in front of their one-room houses;

*'Hein, regardez vous, ici un amoureux Americain avec

beaucoup d'argent," while he made a motion with his

hand. This led to repartee and in a short time a grand

conversation ensued between us on the bridge and the

girls in the quarter, in which the girls' and my merits

were freely discussed.

We wandered down through the badly paved streets,

which were dusty, and where youngsters whose par-

entage might be in doubt were carousing and gallop-

ing up and down. In front of the small one-room

houses, actually in the dust, were the scantily dressed

filles de joie, foreign and indigenous. Every house was

a brothel. The doors were closed as the actual hour of

business, the hour of kronya, had not arrived.

The women were smoking, shouting quips at passers-
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by and chaffing each other, while Moorish women, their

servants, were doing cleaning duty.

The legionnaires had not left their barracks. Men
of the law and military police strutted by in their

familiar posture and shouted howdo's at familiar faces.

Peals of laughter burst out between them. Much of
what they shouted I could not understand, as it was
mingled with the harsh titter and gargling undertones
of some of the natives. But I made out that many of
them, in their halos of their gaudy headdresses, in the

splendor of some of their poses, lasciviously stretched

out in the dust, were making delicate disclosures of the

adventures in the night just past.

I paused for a moment at the entrance of the struc-

ture in which the girls are inspected by officials in whom
is vested control of this quarter. Inside the structure

were a number of women, while outside a line was
forming, waiting until those inside the place had been
examined.

Just as I entered, to be received there by an official,

two girls were led away by a civilian and a member
of the poHce force. I was told that they had been found
contaminated, although a week before they had been
perfectly healthy.

At the far end of the room, which was surprisingly

large, sat an officer, with a tremendous mustache,
astride a chair. He had his arms folded across the

back. His was a bony, flat-cheeked face with a pug
nose, red from absinthe or grog. He spoke in a hard
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dry voice, which at times bit like acid into my brain.

One of his assistants spoke in an undertone, as he

handed back the grimy cards.

I passed the doctors, who at the moment were exam-

ining one of the girls, while the official was bending

over the record, when one of the girls standing in line,

a better business woman apparently than the rest of

them, slipped into my hand a card containing her ad-

dress, while she spoke a few words in French. She

wanted to clinch the affair.

The girls are allowed to leave the district whenever

they please, provided they are found free of social

diseases, and have received a pass. This^ might be

considered a good example of medical stupidity, since

the best doctors in the world have found it an impos-

sibility to diagnose to an infinitesimal degree, whether

the gonorrhea or syphilis bacilli are absent. A cursory

examination is the only protection the authorities pro-

vide against the transmission of disease.

The sound of the bugle broke my none too pleasant

reverie as I stood watching the inspection. This bugle

call had its meaning ... it was the signal for the girls

to have their quarters and work benches ready for the

coming onslaughts of the legionnaires.

When I left, I instructed my boy to take me through

the Rue d'Ambulance, as well as to the Rue Verte and

the Rue Mansard.
,

A Drouard woman, arrayed in all the colors of the
f

rainbow, with gold coins around her neck, the light
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shining through her garments from behind and, etch-

ing her profile, attracted my attention. Her breasts

stuck out like pomegranates and her limbs were straight

and pretty. When I set eyes on this girl, I suspected

that her posture had been concocted with true precision

for my benefit or for tourists who might straggle in

these parts. One had to take into consideration that

the constant parading of pleasure-seeking legionnaires

added a certain stimulus to this trade, and its prac-

tices, but there was something about this Drouard
woman that intrigued me. She had a way of soliciting

that was different. No mistake about that.

Later I returned to the quarter. On seeing me the

Drouard girl greeted me with a slow smile and she

chattered a few words which I could not grasp, but the

motions she made were eloquent. They told their tale.

We entered the cubicle. I began by declining the

kronya. But I invited her to dance instead, a thing

that all Drouard women can do and thus on discovering

that her tender smiles were out of place and that her

bold innuendoes were futile, she quickly disrobed and

commenced to move on her toes. She made sure in

advance that the coin was laid on the bed.

In dancing she barely raised her toes from the

ground and most of the movement was below the hips.

In her hands she held a silk handkerchief, which flut-

tered while her hands made various patterns. She

jerked her head back suddenly and danced with the

muscles of her neck while her breasts rippled and
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swayed and moved as the ripples of a lake. I was

amazed at the muscular discipline she displayed. Each

movement of neck, breast, hips and limbs was a

detailed part of a finished whole. And the most amaz-

ing thing was that she did all this without accompani-

ment of music. As the dance went on it became in-

describably alluring.

The midnight philosopher who coined the phrase

that the flesh is weak was right after all. At times it

had become too much for my Nordic blood.

Twilight had come over the city of Sidi-bel-Abbes

when I returned to it. Harem women appeared on the

roofs. It was the women's hour to enjoy the African

night air and their gossip too. And so everywhere un-

veiled women appeared on the roofs of the houses.

In the street, Arabian men were cooking, the smells

of meat and of green peppers fighting for cuHnary

supremacy. Others were listening to the story-teller,

a bearded Arab, graceful in gesture, who, to add em-

phasis to his tale, began by beating a small gourd

drum. I decided to stop for a moment. This scene

was familiar to me. Dozens of times I had listened

in the Indies to this man's counterpart.

The audience was large and could for hours sit

there and listen to stories, many of which they may

probably have Hstened to dozens of times. From what

I could gather, the stories here told of successful

carnage against the Spanish invaders with a smattering

of Arabian Nights tales. I left this gathering as the

134



Sidi'Bel-Ahhes

story-teller directed a quip at someone in the audience

and I passed a wall—there were no eyes : no door, no

windows. I heard a woman's voice singing in French.

It sounded so strange. A rapacious wretch, a Levan-

tine asked for alms.

My guide slowed up his pace and stopped in front

of a native restaurant and asked for baksheesh. When
I handed him a coin he grabbed hold of some of the

meatballs that were frying there and that smelled ex-

ceedingly good. The rhythmic noise made by the man,

who with a long cleaver was chopping his meat, re-

minded me at the moment of the clicking of the East

Indian rice pounding.

I observed a turbaned muezzin circling the high

pinnacle of a mosque and I decided to enter. After

removing my shoes and the leather belt that I wore, I

passed the two omnipresent Moslem columns which are

a test of character, for it is said that whoever can

squeeze between them is certain of Paradise and must

be a good Moslem. I fear that when this test was in^

augurated all good Moslems must have been very lean,

and that I w^ill never get to Paradise.

Worshipers were at prayer, bowing their heads at

the moment toward Mecca in silent unison. They were

seated in circles on the floor, reading the Koran. Their

shoes were placed in the center of each circle. A
venerable Arab, their leader, was squatted before a

low desk. All mumbled.

The interior of the mosque itself was impressive,
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columns and arches and domes, and the subdued light

added to its charm. As my eyes became more accus-

tomed to the dimness I spotted some old mosaics and

Arab inscriptions on three great arches, written in

characters many yards long, spelling out names of the

companions of the Prophet. The actual prayer niche,

the mihrab, was placed at one side of the apse and in

the direction of Mecca and the rest of the church was

built to conform to it.

And here I lingered and regained peace and a re-

minder of some of the beauty and splendor of Mor-

occo, without which the sordid and evil byways of the

voyage would have been hardly endurable.
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