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The sunny side of seven

When 7 o’clock seems to you like adim and
drowsy dawn, there’s a quick, jolly way to
scatter the night mists from heavy eyes—

Plop your sleepy self into the tub while
a clear torrent rushes around you. If you
are still drowsy after sixty tingling seconds
and a gentle caress of Ivory lather— well,
really, you should consult a doctor!

Your brush or sponge slips over the
creamy smooth cake and works instant
magic — light-hearted clouds of quick-
cleansing foam. And then, when the
shining bubbles have done their refresh-

ing work, how gaily they rinse away!

If, in the course of this revivifying proc-
ess, you should drop your Ivory, don’t
even look for it. In a second the gleaming
friend of ten million bathers will cheerfully
bob to the surface again.

You’re clean now as a birch tree in the
rain. And if you’re brave, you’ll run in
water that’s coolish— or cold— to bring
youth glowing to eyes and skin.

This is the kind of tub that raises a smile
to greet the sun, a 2est to welcome break-
fast—it’s a flying start to an active day.

. kind to everything it touches « 994 100% Pure ¢« "It floats”
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PLANE CRASHER

OU all remember the young movie
Y stunt flyer who appeared as one of the
leading characters in Thomson Burtis’s
novel, “The Sky-Jackers” an issue or two
ago? He was just the reckless, devil-may-
care sort we expect a stunt flyer to be.
Which was quite as it should be, for Burtis
has been one himself, knows many others,
and beside that he was the type required in
the story. However, with all that fresh in
mind it was an interesting experience the
other day to have lunch with Captain Dick
Grace the ace of Hollywood plane-crashers
and to hear him tell of his experiences in
providing breath-taking thrills for the mo-
tion picture audience. This young man'’s
form is familiar to millions who, without
knowing anything about him or his squad-
ron of death-defiers, have seen him crash in
several of the biggest and most popular of
the flying pictures. In one of his intentional
crashes he broke his neck. Of course the
spinal cord was not injured or he would
never have recovered. But in repairing the
broken vertebrae the surgeons hung him
by the neck well off the ground, in which
position he remained for thirteen hours!
That was one instance. He has pulled off
many crashes without sustaining a single

injury. His total
of completely
destroyed planes
is thirty-one.
Now you
would  suppose
such a man to be
the reckless type,
wouldn’'t you?
On the contrary

he slight of

build, quiet, soft

spoken, and

modest to the ex-

treme. Yet there

is that about him

which at once

stamps him as

the air-man. But

unless you knew who he was you would
never learn a word of his profession as
plane-crasher. Nor is there anything reck-
less or devil-may-care in the way he goes
about his job. Indeed he prepares for and
executes his crashes with even more care
than a flyer who is safeguarding himself
and his passengers against accident.

In the first place he keeps himself in per-
fect physical training, and the squadron of
stunt flyers working under him are all re-
quired to go through the most rigid tests.
Each day they practice in formation acro-
batics which are usually considered safe
only for a plane with the whole sky to itself.
Each crash is planned out with the most
elaborate care.

About the man himself. Is he afraid or
nervous? His simple and unassuming an-
swer to that is that his job requires so much
of the science of flying that he cannot think
about himself—once he is in the air.

Which all goes to show that even if a
man’s job is crashing aeroplanes—on first
look the easiest thing in the world—he
has got to work_at it with care, precision,
thoughtfulness and all the other qualities
which we ordinarily attribute to the plodder,
and would never ascribe to the stunt flyer.

The Editor.



THIRST

By J. D. NEWSOM
Author of “Rifles of the Legion,” “The Home of His Fathers,” etc.

WAR AS IT WAS WAGED ON THE WESTERN FRONT ; AN ENERGETIC OLD
FRENCH LADY WHO COULDN’T TELL THE FRENCH FOREIGN LEGION
FROM THE GERMAN ARMY ; DIPLOMACY AS PRACTISED BY AN AMER-
ICAN LEGIONNAIRE---AND YOU HAVE ONE OF NEWSOM’S BEST

OLDIER of the Second Class Al-
bert Withers of the French For-
eign Legion crawled out of the cel-
lar window and peered cautiously
up and down the village street.

Nothing stirred. The houses bordering the
way were closed and shuttered. At the far
end of the street, where the open country
began, a sentry paced forth and back with
a slow, heavy tread. A pale new moon rid-
ing above the housetops threw a dim light.

For a long moment Withers crouched
low, cocking his head first on one side
then on the other the better to hear the
sounds coming from the brick house. At
last he turned back to the cellar window
and whispered hoarsely:

“Orlright, matey, 'oist away!”

There followed an indistinct gargling
sound accompanied by unmistakable and
blistering oaths. This noise gradually died
away and was superseded by a prolonged
creaking and a clinking which made Withers
exclaim in an impassioned undertone:

“Steady on there! You’'ll 'ave the whole
blarsted battalion awyke in a minute.”

From the depths of the cellar a voice an-
swered him:

“What the hell do you think you're at up
there? Waiting for Christmas? Grab hold
of the basket. It's as heavy as lead—and
the damn’ place is lousy with spiders.”

“Nah then,” urged Withers, “don’t get
all excited over nothink. Tyke yer time;
the coast’s clear.”

E GROPED about in the darkness
H until his fingers closed around the
handle of a wicker market basket, A broad
and happy smile appearediron his grimy
countenance as he drew the basket over
the windowsill for it contained fifteen dust
encrusted bottles of fine old red wine.

“Got 'em ?” inquired the cavernous voice.
“Work fast, Bert! There’s too many bugs
down here.”

Withers braced himself against the wall
and thrust his arm inside the hole.

“All set,” he announced. “Up she comes I”

And up she came. A second basket laden
with many bottles; some cognac hoary with
age, half a dozen of Cordon Blanc, and an-
other half dozen of champagne, not to men-
tion pot-bellied Grand-Mariner liqueur.

Withers gave a low chuckle. He was a
short, narrow-shouldered cockney, with a

to



pinched, thin face. He had not shaved for
several days, and his cheeks were covered
with a reddish stubble which did not en-
hance his appearance. His scarlet trousers
and blue capote were so caked in dirt and
coal dust that they had taken on an earthly
hue.

The voice from the cellar
abruptly upon his reverie.

“You wall-eyed mutt,” it demanded, “how
long are you going to keep me waiting down
here? Lend a hand and make it snappy!”

Withers succeeded in catching hold of a
calloused paw, which jerked him forward
and threatened to drag him into the hole.

A moment later Soldier of the Second
Class Michael Curialo came wriggling out
of the cellar window.

“Cobwebs T he growled, wiping the back
of his hand across his face. “Great hairy
spiders crawling up my back!” He clenched
his fist and shook it within a fraction of an
inch of Withers’'s snub nose. “1'd like to
wring your neck—leaving me down there
in the dark, and me without a match to my
name.”

He was a large, raw-boned man with a
trick of twisting his mouth sideways in an
extremely hard-boiled manner whenever he
had anything to say.

broke in

ITHERS, however, was quite un-
perturbed by this outburst.

“Never mind abaht that now,” he urged.
“Yer never gets anythink in this blooming
world wivout a bit of 'ardship, as they say,
and Gor’blimey, just look at what we got!”
He jerked his thumb at the baskets.

Curialo’s hard face relaxed and he sug-
gested that they adjourn to an empty cow-

10

barn he had spotted not far from the church
to take advantage of their find. *

“That ought ter do fine,” agreed Withers,
“and if, come morning, there's any left
we can 'and it over to the boys ter put in
their canteens. Thirsty! Lor’ hmune, | been
dreaming such a thing would 'appen. | been
‘oping against 'ope, as the saying is. | wasn't
as dry as this, not even in Africa. It’s a crime
the way they been treating us!”

E SHOOK his head sadly. Their bat-

talion had been rushed across to
France at the outbreak of war. They hadn't
been given a chance to accept the hospital-
ity of the citizens of Marseilles, nor to wash
the brine off their lips. As soon as they
landed they were bundled into cattle trucks
and dispatched toward the front. But in
those early days of the war nobody knew
1where the front happened to be. The bat-
talion was shunted all over the map, side-
tracked and shunted again. Sometimes the
Legionnaires were fed, sometimes not, and
the train had a devilish habit of stopping in
the middle of the open country, five miles
or more from the nearest water.

They were old soldiers, most of them,
used to campaigning in Africa, but they
were forced to admit—and they admitted
it with blasphemous oaths—that sunny
France in September was drier, hotter and
far more uncomfortable than Algeria had
ever been. Cramped, bone-weary and utterly
disgusted they were trundled aimlessly about
until the train stopped in the middle of the
night at a wayside station and, at last, they
were told to pile out.

What they wanted was food and water
and sleep, but there was no time for any
of these things. They were needed up front,
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badly needed, so said the battalion leader,
Commandant Perache. The line had cracked
and the Germans were marching toward
Paris. The bat-
talion was go-
ing to go into
action at once,
it was to help
hold off the
enemy long
enough to al-
low the batter-
ed armies to re-
organize and
counterattack.

The Legionnaires marched away. They
marched and they went on marching. They
fought their way past streams of refugees,
push carts, dogs, and woebegone soldiers
who had lost everything except their sense
of direction. The villages had been picked
bare. The supply services were nowhere in
sight. The Legionnaires tightened their belts
and marched. They met cuirassiers and
chasseurs and infantry of the line, gunners
without guns and dragoons without horses,
but they did not meet a single German.

Occasionally they traveled as part of a
brigade, but mostly they journeyed alone,
groping about blindly for an enemy to fight,
a staff to obey and a commissariat which
would provide food.

AFTER three days of this game of hide-
A and-go-seek, when the battalion
reached the village of Brocourt-le-Bas, most
of the men had dropped in their tracks when
the order to halt had been given. The Ger-
mans were reported dead ahead, but the
Legionnaires didn’'t give a damn for the
Germans; what they wanted was sleep. In
line of companies they sprawled in the main
street of Brocourt-le-Bas and snored out
of wide open mouths.

Curialo and Withers, however, had found
sleep impossible, exhausted though they
were. Thirst and hunger tormented them
and drove them to desperate lengths. The
battalion’s rolling kitchens had disappeared
in some traffic jam far down the road, and
one gulp of the green water in the horse
pond had been too much for them.

Until dark they wandered about with
one watchful eye on what Withers called

“the main chance.” But they were out of
luck. Wherever they went they were pur-
sued by a fat and acrimonious peasant by
the name of Gaucher, who told everybody
he met that he was a municipal councillor
and that, sacred name of a thousand thun-
ders, he wasn’t going to allow a band of
criminally minded foreigners to loot the
houses of the poor people of Brocourt-le-
Bas who had been compelled to flee before
the invader. For, so he said, he knew all
about the Legion, in whose ranks there were
more bandits than in all the prisons of
France.

Had he any spare food, or barrels of
wine he would care to sell? He had not.
Most certainly not. Life was hard and pre-
carious. He needed all he had for himself.
Not even Commandant Perache could sub-
due him. When two of his cows were com-
mandeered and slaughtered he flew into a
violent fit of rage and denounced the IVth
Battalion of the Legion in terms which no
municipal councillor ought even to think,
let alone use.

Then, after having driven Curialo and
Withers away from an empty house, which
belonged, he asserted, to his third cousin
on his mothers’ side, he retired and slammed
his door upon the war, the Legion and the
world in general. He was a wise man, for
it was growing dark, and he might, quite
possibly have run into the sharp point of
a bayonet had he stayed out too long.

Half an hour later Withers and Curialo
lowered themselves down into Monsieur
Gaucher’s cellar.

“Maybe 'e’s not got anything,” Withers
admitted, “but least ways we can make sure.
'E’s too mean to be poor.”

What they had found filled two baskets
to overflowing.

N E last look up the street to make sure

that the sentry was attending to his
own business; one last look at the brick
house across the way, then they picked up
the baskets and stole away.

But they did not go far. A window above
their heads flew open with a resounding
bang. Framed in the aperture appeared the
red, contorted face of the municipal coun-
cillor. His grating voice shattered the still-

ness.
10



Thirst 7

“1 have caught you, species of thieves
that you are! In my cellar. | heard you. Au
secours! Help! Am | to be robbed by these
mercenaries ? Is there no one to arrest these
Pigs?”

Rooted to the ground the two Legion-
naires stared up helplessly at their traducer
while he yelled and howled and bellowed.
Both ends of the street were blocked by wide-
awake sentries. Several officers appeared
on the threshold of the red brick house.
Commandant Perache came striding across
the roadway. He was a tall, thin man, with
immensely long legs and slightly stooping
shoulders. There was a mildly sarcastic smile
about the corners of his mouth.

Withers caught sight of the smile, and
his forehead became suddenly damp. The
penalty for looting, as he knew all too well,
was death, and the commandant did not have
the reputation of being any too lenient.

“Gor’blimey,” muttered Withers. “We’'re
in for it now!” His knees quivered, but he
was careful not to let the basket crash to
the ground.

HE commandant, followed by a group
T of officers, a sergeant or so and a brace
of signalers, was halfway across the street.
Overhead the voice of the councillor
brayed mightily.

“Leave it to me,” Curialo said between
his teeth. “We’'ll fix his feet.” And he added,
“Perhaps,” as an afterthought.

“There! See for yourself what sort of
men they are, these brigands,” stormed
Monsieur Gaucher, “two fine cows
sacrificed to feed such men! And nothing
but a bit of dirty paper to show for tire deal.
Look at them, those two thiefs. They broke
into my cellar, yes. But | waited, for | had
no desire to have my throat cut. It is well

“Will you be good enough to shut up?”
ordered Commandant
Perache. “You will? |
thank you.” He fixed the
Legionaires with a cold
and fishy stare. “Where
did you get that wine ? It
is wine, | presume?”
Curialo cleared his
throat, which was drier

than ever.
10

“It’'s Nuits-St.Georges-1910, mm com-
mandant,” he explained. “And a little Ayala
champagne.” He paused long enough to let
this sink in, then he added, “And—oh, |
was forgetting, there’s some cognac and
a bottle of liqueur.”

The officers gathered about the command-
ant eyed the baskets with heightened inter-
est. Some one said, “Ah, ha! We have con-
noisseurs in the Fourth! 1910 was the best
year since------ "

“My property!” bellowed M. Gaucher,
thumping the window ledge with his fist.
“Stolen out of my cellar! Looted. | de-
mand justice!”

“Be still!” ordered the commandant, who
did not appear to have much affection for
the loud-mouthed peasant. “And where,”
he went on addressing the troopers, “where
did you find these— ah— precious vintages?”

“In that coco’s wine cellar,” Curialo con-
fessed. “Behind a stack of kindling wood.
There’s a million spiders down there.”

“1 heard ’em at it,” trumpeted M. Gau-
cher. “1 caught 'em red-handed. And they’re
the kind of men we have to depend upon
for protection. No wonder the Germans are
almost upon us. It’s a disgrace to my coun-
try—at the mercy of such foreign mer-
cenaries !”

Perache’s voice cut like a whip lash:

“If you call my men mercenaries, or
thieves, or brigands just once more, do you
know what is going to happen to you? I'll
send in a picket and have you propped
against a barn door and shot. Shut your
mouth and speak when you're spoken to,
and not before.”

H IS unexpected retort took the wind
T out of M. Gaucher’s sails. To show his
independence he kept up an incessant mum-
ble, but he took care to make his words un-
intelligible.

“Now then,” Perache went on, “you found
this wine in the wine cellar. Why did you
break into this man’s house?”

Curialo waited a long, long moment be-
fore making an answer and Withers’s heart
rose up and choked him. He saw himself
facing a firing squad and the vision was
not at all soothing.

“Well,” snapped the commandant, “1 am
waiting!”
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Curialo took a deep breath and plunged
in.

“It’s this way, mon commandant. We
heard you say you would like a good bottle
of wine instead of so much well water, and
Soldier Withers and myself thought to ob-
lige you. We looked around------ "

“Mon dim!” Perache exclaimed softly.
“How thoughtful of you!”

An immense weight lifted off Withers’s
shoulders, for he thought he detected an
undercurrent of good humor behind the
commandant’'s words.

“Exactly," he blurted out. “And not only
did we find this stuff, which we both agreed
was just the thing for the officers’ mess—
and as God is my witness we haven't
touched a drop of it—but we found two
casks of ordinary wine in the cellar. There’s
enough for the whole battalion.”

“And he’s the man who didn’t have a drop
in his house,” Curialo added scornfully.

OMMANDANT PERACHE tugged

thoughtfully at his moustache. His
staff took even less pains to disguise its
sentiments. Their moonlit faces were
wreathed in smiles. Even the adjutant for-
got to glare at the culprits.

“l see,” murmured Perache. “If | un-
derstand you rightly, you had every inten-
tion of handing over your loo------ " he
checked himself hastily—*“1 mean the fruits
of your investigation to the sulwly officer,
who would then have given . Gaucher
a requisition order. Very irregular proceed-
ing, of course. Might be misconstrued by
any one who didn’'t know the moral worth
of my men. Am | right?”

Curialo looked his chief full in the eye.

“Yessir! Absolutely right.”

A subdued growl came from the window,
but one glance from the commandant was
enough to keep the councillor in check.

“You showed commendable initiative,”
Perache declared. “The bold individualism
I expect of Legionaires—although | con-
fess | should have preferred you to adopt
more orthodox methods. You say you found
two wine casks in the cellar ?”

“Both of them full,” asserted Withers.
“Casks of the most enormous, mon com-
mandant, In the second cellar close to the
steps.”

“And we haven’t had a drink of wine for
weeks,” added the virtuous Curialo, “but
we didn’t so much as turn the tap. It was a
visit of inspection we were making. We
heard from other villagers that the citizen
Gaucher had said he was sure the price of
wine would be going up because of the war,
and that’s why he wouldn’t let us have any
—at any price.”

ERACHE looked up at the would-be
P profiteer.

“So you lied to me,” he said. “You were
willing to let my men go thirsty for the sake
of a few francs.”

“It's my property,”
“Those two men broke into my house------

“Since you will not sell | shall have to
commandeer what | need,” barked the com-
mandant. “The supply officer will give you
a receipt when he takes delivery in the
morning. If you offer any opposition |
shall have you sent to prison.”

“This is an outrage,” began Gaucher.

“ Close your shutters, shut your windows,
shut your mouth and go to bed,” ordered-
Perache, and there was a distinctly omi-
nous ring to his voice. “Tomorrow night you
may be entertaining German soldiers. |
doubt whether they will treat you as civilly
as we have done.” The windows closed vio-
lently.

Two minutes later Curialo and Withers
stood in the sitting room of the red brick
house which had been transformed into
battalion headquarters. Beside them, livid
with rage, stood their platoon sergeant, a
leathery-faced veteran with a bushy gray
mustache and billious eyes.

He had been awakened just as he was
dozing off and
dragged into
the sitting-room
where he had
found two of
his men in cus-
tody, That they
should have got
themselves into
trouble was bad
enough, but that

because of them he had lost his night's
sleep was a crime so heinous that he could
think of no adequate punishment.

retorted Gaucher.

10
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Commandant Perache, his hands in his
pockets, leaned lazily against the mantel
shelf. Beside him stood the culprit’'s com-
pany commander, a youngish man with a
toothbrush mustache and a very subdued
twinkle in his eyes,

T OCCURRED to Withers that the

captain had winked at him, but the idea
was so preposterous that he looked away
hastily, and focused his gaze on a cheap
alarm clock which registered exactly half-
past two.

“You understand,” the commandant said
suddenly, “that you ought to be shot. You're
a pair of the greatest rascals in the batta-
lion. You know that, don’t you, without be-
ing told? Very well, then, I'm not going
to have you shot. For two reasons, one of
them is that our friend Gaucher is a greater
scoundrel than the two of you rolled in
one. The other reason is that | saw you
go into action at Beni-Mellal, and | know
there’s some good in you for all your in-
subordinate ways.”

"Mon commandant,” chorused the Le-

gionaires, “l—we----- "

“Oh, don't thank me,” he said with bit-
ing sarcasm. “I'm not through with you
yet.”

“These men,” he went on, speaking to
Sergeant Verbeuken, “don’t seem to need
sleep. You, | trust, have been able to snatch
a few hours’ rest?”

Verbeuken knew what was expected of
him. He clicked his heels together and tried
to look rested and refreshed.

“Splendid!” drawled Perache. “The bat-
talion it so happens is incapable of another
step for several hours to come. It must let
‘'em rest whether | like it or not. And I
don't like it. Both our flanks are up in the
air, you know that as well as | do. The only
definite piece of information | have is that
the Germans are directly in front of us.
They occupied Montsoult some hours ago
—that’s twenty kilometers away. Tomorrow
morning we’ll probably be going into ac-
tion. Our right flank is pretty well taken
care of. The rest of the brigade is coming
up by forced marches. But | can’t find out
what happened on the left.

“The 16th Dragoons ought to be there,
but I can't find them. AH our patrols have
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drawn a blank. Now you’re going to go
and have a look. At the end of the village
you’'ll find a path bearing away to the left.
Follow that until you come to a farm flanked
by three poplar trees. Beyond the farm
there’s a wooded hill. The dragoons ought
to be there. Ail clear to you so far?”

“Perfectly clear,” assented Verbeuken.

“1f you find the dragoons at the farm
come straight back. If not stay there until
daybreak and reconnoiter the neighbor-
hood.”

“And if we find no one?”
sergeant.

“But you will find somebody,” said Per-
ache, and his acid tone convinced the Le-
gionaires that there was yet worse to come.
“In fact you won’'t come back until you
have found somebody. If you see any.Ger-
mans find out what regiment they belong
to and where they're headed for. That’s
all.”

hazarded the

T WAS more than enough. Verbeuken,
who took his business seriously, was
stunned by the magnitude of the task.

“Excuse me, mon commandant,” he stut-
tered, “did you say | was to go out on pa-
trol with my whole section—or just these
two men ?”

“Three of you. No more, no less. You,
Sergeant, should have known better than
to allow two hungry, thirsty rascals out of
your sight. And as for you,” he transfixed
the troopers with a glassy stare, “I think
you realize how lucky you are, but you're
not getting off as easily as you think you
are—and you don’t have to grin at me
confound you! It's ten kilometers to the
farm, ten there and ten back. You'll miss
the wine issue, and you’ll have to fight to-
morrow with bellies as empty as drums.
You've got your orders, Sergeant. March
away!”

“Party!” ordered Verbeuken,
turn—quick march!”

Outside in the street he said, “ Blame me,
would you, for your foul ways? Wait till
I'm through with you, you’ll be spitting
blood!”

At that moment, however, nothing could
dampen the Legionaires’ good humor. They
beamed upon the sergeant.

“A fine fellow, the commandant,”

“right

ex-
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claimed Withers. “The sort of officer who
knows how to handle his men. In English
we have a proverb to the effect that God
in his mercy augments the temperature of
the air blowing upon the recently clipped
lambs, and |, for one------

“1t is I who will increase your tempera-
ture,” agreed Verbeuken, speaking between
clenched teeth. Stepping back a pace he
swung the toe of his boot against the seat
of Withers’' pants. “I'll give you mercy.
I'll show you kindness. Get your packs and
your rifles, lice that you are, and with great
speed!”

As they headed down the street they
heard the unmistakable sound which accom-
panies the opening of a bottle of cham-
pagne.

“Twenty kilometers to go,” grunted Cu-
rialo. “We ought to have camped in the old
coot’s cellar.”

“Move!” urged the sergeant. “And speak
in French when you are in my presence,
species of a herring-face, instead of that
barbarous English of yours!”

HEN thfe patrol reached the Bleu-
ert farm Madame Rouland was al-
ready up and about though it was still dark
night. All her life she had been getting up
an hour before dawn, and she saw no rea-
son why she should change her habits sim-
ply because the world had gone to war.

She was alone in the house, for her daugh-
ter and her son-in-law had become panic
stricken when they heard that the Germans
had occupied Montsoult, the near-by mar-
ket town. They had bundled their belong-

ings into the hay
cart and had
joined the line of
refugees headed
toward Paris.
But Madame
Rouland had re-
fused to budge.
She had even
boxed her son-in-
law’s ears when he
had tried to force
her to climb onto

the cart.
“You mind your own business and 1'll
mind mine,” she told him. “l was born
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here, I've lived here sixty-eight, years and
I'll die here, Germans or no Germans.
Let 'em come! I'll tell 'em a thing or two.
| promise you.”

“They’ll shoot you if you talk to them
the way you talk to me,” grumbled her son-
in-law. “You don’t know what they can do,
these Germans.”

“Oh, don’t I ! They're big soft fools, like
all men. | saw 'em in 1870, Fat Bavarians,
sitting there in the court yard, hunting for
lice in the seams of their shirts, men who
ought to have been at home tending their
crops. Off you go, if you mean to go. I'll
not change my mind. And,” she concluded,
betraying her secret at last, “what would
little Julot say if he came back and found
the house empty?”

Julot was her grandson and her god.
He had rejoined his regiment the day of
the general mobilization and had not been
heard of since.

Nothing any one said could shake the
old lady’s determination. She meant to stay
right there and wait for her little Julot. It
didn’t matter to her whether she had to
wait a week or a year. She was quite sure
the boy would come home sooner or later.
For all they knew about it, she declared
in her high, cracked voice, he might drag
himself up to the doorstep, wounded and
sick and thirsty, and die on his own thresh-
old because there was nobody to take him
in and nurse him.

“If he’s wounded,” protested Julot’s
mother, a matter-of-fact peasant who loved
her son in a matter-of-fact way, "they’ll
take him to hospital, where he belongs.
You'd better come along with us.”

But they had to leave without her.

INCE then she had milked the cows,

fed the chickens, washed the kitchen
floor and kept the farm running without a
hitch. Once or twice she heard the far-off
rumble of gunfire, but she had no time to
bother about any such nonsense.

In between chores and last thing at night
she looked out of doors to see if Julot
weren’'t anywhere in sight. She had the
whole broad countryside to herself, for thd
farm was away off the main lines of com-
munication, and after the last refugees
from Montsoult had gone by—and she gave

0
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them a piece of her mind—she saw no one.

She was putting her wash to soak when
the knock came at the door. For a moment
she was almost afraid. It wasn't natural
for anybody to call at that hour of the
morning, and it flashed through her mind
that her visitor might well be some tramp
bent on the worst kind of deviltry.

Then, abruptly she remembered the war.

Just to be on the safe side she armed
herself with a heavy meat chopper before
she went to the door. To be even safer she
looked out through a small, heavily barred
slot.

“Open that door,” ordered Sergeant Ver-
beuken, jamming the muzzle of his rifle
against the grating. “Open quick or 1'll
shoot!”

“And is that so ?” snapped Madame Rou-
ted. “Eh b'en, you're a nice one, I must
say. Where are your manners, young man.
Just you try to shoot and see what'll hap-
pen to you.”

This virulent outburst somewhat reas-
sured Verbeuken, but he was in no mood
to be badgered by a sacred species of a
skirted civilian.

“Any Germans in there?” he demanded.

HE laughed long and loud.

“Germans! You're scared of your
own shadow. Hee-hee! | knew you were
scared from the way you spoke. You men
can't fool the old woman. I’'ve bred 'em and
nursed 'em and spanked 'em. Of course there
aren’'t any Germans in here. 1'd like to see
'em scuffling their dirty boots over my
floors!”

“Seen any hereabouts?”

“Not since 1870. They stole my father’s
white marble clock. When you get to Ber-
lin—7"

“Listen,” said Verbeuken, and his voice
shook with wrath, “will you open that door
or do | have to blow out the lock ?”

“Blow out the lock and I'll have the law
on you,” she snapped. “You come close and
let me see your face. I'm not letting every
stray loafer who comes down the road into
my kitchen.”

Shielding the candle with her hand, she
threw its light onto Verbeuken's angry,
bearded, sweaty face. She was less inter-
ested in his face, however, than in his uni-
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form—his kepi and the collar of his blue
coat. That was what she wanted to see—
the French uniform. No mistake about it.
Just like her Julot’s fine uniform, but ever
so dirty.

“You don’t happen to belong to the 110th,
do you ?” she inquired.

“We do not. Open that door, | tell you.”

“Haven't seen it, have you? My grand-
son belongs to the noth. I'm expecting
him home. His name’s Julot Perrat.”

“Neither it nor him,” began Verbeuken,
but he was cut short by Withers’ voice
speaking out of the darkness at his back.

“Ah, tell her we have not slept for three
nights. Tell her all we want is a drink of
water. Tell her we won't pinch the family
spoons.”

E SPOKE funny French, it seemed

to Madame Rouland, but he sounded
so utterly weary that she forgot all her fear
— forgot everything save the fact that out-
side her door three soldiers of France were
begging for a drink of water. Her heart
went out to them. If she couldn't mother
Julot, these his comrades, would do almost
as well.

She drove back the bolts and turned the
key in the lock.

“Entres, mes petits1’ she cried. “I'm so
very glad to see you, so very glad!”

There were tears in her eyes as she
watched them clump up the steps and shuf-
fle past her into the kitchen.

“Sit down,” she ordered. “Take off those
knapsacks and make yourselves comfort-
able. 1'm all alone, I'll have something ready
for you to eat in five minutes. If it isn't a
pity for grown men to be cavorting about
like this in the dark!”

“We can't stop,” grunted Verbeuken,

leaning  heavily
on his rifle. “You
haven't seen any
cuirassiers here-
abouts by any
chance ?”
“Seen nobody,”
she retorted
“Not for days.
What's your
hurry ? Sit down,
I tell you, and have a bit of something to
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eat. The fire’s laid. I'll have an omelet ready

“No,” Verbeuken said firmly. “I must
find those cuirassiers or the Germans—
can't stop. I'll take a glass of wine while
I'm here and be much obliged for it, but
that's all.”

The old lady stamped her foot.
beady black eyes flashed.

“Speak for yourself,” she shrilled. “You
aren’t alone. What about these two poor
fellows? Look at ’em, worn out, they are.
Can hardly stand up. Mon Dieu! Never
have | seen such filth and such dust!”

“All we want------ " creaked Withers.

“Close that trap of yours!” Verbeuken
shouted. "Not so much as a drop of water
do you get on this patrol.”

“See 'em?” he went on addressing Ma-
dame Rouland. “Look 'em over. A fine pair!
Don’t waste your time pitying them. They've
only themselves to blame for their trou-
bles.”

“You're a nice one, I must say,” ex-
claimed Mme. Rouland. "And who are you
to begrudge two thirsty men a drink of
water? Discipline, | suppose you call it,
and | say you're acting like a spoiled baby
with its stomach out of order.”

Her

ERBEUKEN tried to argue, but he

was no match for the old lady. Once
her tongue began to wag no power on earth
could make her stop.

“You've said quite enough, my good
man,” she summed up. “You do as you're
told. Sit down and I'll have an omelet on
the table before you've had time to loosen
your belt. And some fresh baked bread.”

“l tell you we can't stay,” Verbeuken
protested feebly, “but I'll do this, if you'll
let us have a bottle of wine and some bread
well swallow a mouthful and be on our
way.”

“Now that’'s the way to talk,” she ap-
proved. “There’s some Pouilly in the cel-
lar. You sit down quiet for a second and
I'll fetch it up.”

She whisked out of the room and they
heard her sabots go clattering down a flight
of stone steps.

"All right, you two,” grunted Verbeuken.
“You can slip off your packs for a min-
ute.”

They let their packs slide to the ground
and propped their rifles in the corner by
the grandfather clock.

Curialo yawned,
arms above his head.

“Maybe she’ll blow us to a bottle apiece,”
he sighed. “By golly, Bert, remember the
days when we could drink for a cent an
hour. I'll swear | was never as dry as this
in Africa—never 2

“The good old days!” commented With-
ers. “Two square meals a day, we’ad, and

stretching his long

“Talk French,” barked Verbeuken. “In-
solent swine—saying things about me in
that lingo of yours. I won’t have it!”

“No harm meant, nton sergeantWith-
ers started to say, but he was interrupted
by the sudden appearance of Madame Rou-
land.

A LL Kkindliness had gone out of her face.
XV"' She stood in the doorway, glaring at
the Legionaires.

“Yes, ‘speak French’,” she sneered. “I
thought there was something queer about
you. | couldn’t make it out. But | heard.
Speak French indeed!” Her voice rose shrill
and high. “You're Germans—spies! I'll
teach you to come begging at four o’clock
in the morning. Trying to frighten an old
woman to death!”

Smash! A bottle sailed through the air,
missed Curialo’s head by a fraction of an
inch, and burst like a bomb against the
wall.

“Gor’struth! We ain’t never going to get
a drop to drink!” wailed Withers, ducking
behind the broad back of Sergeant Ver-
beuken as the old lady hurled another bot-
tle at them.

“We're Legionaires!” protested Verbeu-
ken. "Wait a minute. Wasting good wine
like that. Legionaires, 1'm telling you—the
Foreign Legion. Not Germans at all—
whoal”

Crash! The second bottle bounced off his
upraised arm, struck the sideboard and ex-
ploded in a rain of wine, fragments of glass
and broken dishes.

A pungent odor of grapes filled the room.
So did Madame Rouland’s voice:

“Legion of pigs! Legion of bandits! You
good-for-nothing Germans masquerading in

Lo}
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my Julot’s uniform. Sapristi! If my Julot
were here he'd spit you on the end of his
bayonet!”

Having no more bottles to throw, she
caught up the meat carvers and shook it at
Verbeuken.

“l knew you weren’t French from the
way you were treating your men. You
wouldn’t find a French sergeant denying
his soldiers a drink of wine, let alone water.
And there’s your wine,” she cackled, “on
the floor. Lap it up!”

“We're Legionaires,” sputtered Verbeu-
ken, nursing his bruised forearm. “I'm a
Belgian, the small one there is an English-
man, and that grinning ape over yonder
comes from America.”

“You're a liar!” she retorted. “Think I'm
crazy? You're Germans. Don’t you think |
can tell a German’s ugly snout when | see
one?”

HATEVER she had intended to say
Wnext died away on her lips. Instead,
raising herself on the tips of her toes, she
flourished the meat carver at some one
standing in the doorway directly behind the
Legionaires.

“More of you!” she snorted. “Yes, you
may laugh, you specimens of the most im-
becile. Laugh, you. devils. I'm not afraid
of any of you!”

The Legionaires’s first impression was
that the old lady had suddenly lost control
of her wits, but this impression was short
lived. Her eyes were quite clear, and it be-
came all too evident that she was address-
ing, not a ghost, but some live person or
persons who had noiselessly appeared on
the threshold of the kitchen.

Slowly the Legionaires faced about, shuf-
fling their feet on the red-tiled floor.

They found themselves staring at the
muzzles of several carbines which were
pointed at their chests. Behind the carbines
stood an equal humber of Uhlans with broad
grins on their faces.

The humor of the situation, if any, was
quite wasted upon the Legionaires. For one
long moment they stood rooted to the
ground, gaping foolishly at the intruders.

A young feldtvebel, very smart in his field
gray uniform and flat-topped helmet, stood
just ipside the doorway, leaning against
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the wall with his feet nonchalantly crossed.
He had a tooth-brush mustache, a sarcas-
tic smile, and a large blue automatic in his
right hand.

“Messieurs,” he said amiably, “1 bid you
good morning. It is to be trusted that you
will surrender without putting us to the ne-
cessity of wasting expensive ammunition.”

His French was quite as fluent as that
of the Legioniares, although his accent was
abominable. Even so they understood every
word he uttered.

“You are prisoners of war,” he went on,
needlessly laboring the point. “1 am sorry
I have spoiled your party with madame.”
He waved his automatic apologetically,
“What will you? It is the war!”

Madame Rou&nd was the first to recover
her powers of speech.

“Do you mean to tell me,” she demanded
indignantly, “that these soldiers don't be-
long to your army ?”

“That is an impossibility, Madame,” said
the dapper little German. “The age of mir-
acles has passed us by long since,”

“They're spies in French uniforms,” she
persisted, trying to convince herself even
though conviction was no longer possible.

The German laughed outright.

“We are guilty of no such clumsy tricks,”
he assured her. “We exhibit a finesse, Ma-
dame, an efficiency in such matters of which
these men are, as you must perceive, wholly
incapable.”

E HAD learned his French at Janson-

de-Sailly, one of the leading colleges
of Paris, and he was glad of the opportunity
to air his knowledge in the presence of this
poor old peasant.

Kultur was a very fine thing, nicht wahr?

Kultur, however, was what the Legion-
aires most conspicuously lacked. They be-
longed to the international brotherhood of
roughnecks. Pretty speeches meant nothing
to them.

They had recovered from their astonish-
ment, and it occurred to them all simultan-
eously that the little Heinie was so busy
gabbling to the old dame that he had for-
gotten their existence. Moreover, the Uh-
lans in the doorway seemed to be less alert.

“Krauts!” suddenly yelled Curialo. “ Sock
‘'em!”
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The next few moments were extremely
noisy and agitated. Verbetiken snatched up
his rifle—it had been resting against the
table—and fired from the hip. The bullet
knocked off the feldwebel’s helmet, but that
young man was much more wideawake than
he appeared to be. Shot answered shot.
Verbeuken crumpled up.

Meanwhile Curialo and Withers, who had
made a dash toward their weapons, found
themselves fighting a losing battle against
half a dozen German cavalrymen. Withers
drove his fist into a Got mit ms buckle—
which bruised his knuckles—but that was
the beginning and the end of his share in
the performance. A gun-butt collided against
the nape of his neck. He saw many bright
stars, then the floor rose up and bounced
off his forehead. Before he had an oppor-
tunity to appreciate the novelty of these
phenomena the toe of a hobnailed boot struck
his right ear a terrific blow which almost
tore his head off his shoulders. He lost all
further interest in the allied cause.

Curialo fared no better, although he did
succeed in clouting one Uhlan between the
eyes before he was knocked out. Three hefty
cavalrymen pinned him against the wall and
pounded him scientifically until he crumpled
up, very much the worse for wear.

He was dimly conscious of being dragged,
heels foremost, across the floor and dumped
in a corner by the wall. He lay very still,
wondering rather disgustedly how long it
would take him to die of internal injuries.
All his insides felt as though they had been
jarred loose from their moorings. He was
sore—much too sore to move hand or foot.
Or so he thought.

Gradually the stunned feeling wore off
and he realized that he was abominably
thirsty. His mouth and throat and nose were
full of blood, and the salty taste made mat-
ters a thousand times worse.

He had not had a decent drink since he
left Africa, five weeks ago, and now, by
heck, he was going to die of internal in-
juries without so much as a glass of red
wine to cheer him on his way.

All his other aches and pains vanished
before this all-consuming thirst. Clumsily
he raised himself off the ground and sat
up. The effort exhausted him. He sat
propped up against the wall with his legs

sticking straight out before him, as limp
as a chewed string.

HERE was a great deal of noise in the

kitchen. The Uhlans were talking and
laughing at the top of their voices. One
of them had put on a Legionaire’s kepi and
was prancing about like a maniac while the
others stamped their feet and clapped their
hands.

Curialo looked about for some trace of
his companions. Withers lay close beside
him—a queer, glassy-eyed creature out of
the corner of whose mouth dribbled a thread
of blood. Beyond, flat on his face, lay Ver-
beuken. The blue cloth of his capote, between
his shoulders, was stained dark red.

“Bert,” croaked Curialo, “can you hear
me? Bert?”

Withers’s eyelids closed wearily, then
opened again.

“Wa—er,” he muttered. “Drink wa—er.”

“I'll say! | could drink gallons!”

“Been trying to make 'em ’'ear me for
the pawst hour,” groaned Withers. “Gone
mad, they 'ave, them Fritzes.” He coughed
heart-rendingly, spattering drops of blood
on the wall papers. “Kicked me in the teef
he explained. “Jarred the blooming lot
loose. Gor’ blimey, matey, | got ta 'ave a
drink!”

“Same here,” grunted Curialo. He raised
his voice and tried to shout, “Hey, you
Heinies, how about a drop of water?” hut
his voice did not rise above a whisper, and
the Uhlans were too busy celebrating their
triumph to bother about their prisoners.

Their conversation seemed to consist al-
most exclusively of the word “Hoch!” Each
time one of them cried “Hoch!” they all
drank out of tin mugs which, afterward,
they rattled on the table. On the table also
there were several empty bottles.

“It’s 'er,” Withers spat out. “ 'Er what
wouldn’t give us a drink. Putting good wine
afore them swine.”

NDIGNATION overcame  Curialo.
Again he tried to shout, but no one heard
him, with the exception of Madame Rou-
land, who was standing on the opposite
side of the room, arms akimbo, watching
the Uhlans’ antics much as an elderly school-
marm might supervise the capers of a room-
ie
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fill of unruly brats. There was no trace of
fear in her eyes, nor for that matter was
there any trace of affection.

Curialo’s strangled cry reached her
above the “Hochs!” of her unwelcome
guests. Instantly her whole bearing changed.
She nodded her head very quickly several
times and scuttled out of the room. Sec-
onds later she reappeared with a pitcher
in one hand and a glass in the other.

W ater!

The two Legionaires sat bolt upright,

.straining toward
“her, their hands
[outstretched.
But the young
Ifeldmebel barred
‘her way as she
fcame around the
lend of the table,
y “A  thousand
ipardons, chere
Madame,” he said politely, “but may one
inquire as to the destination of this choice
beverage ?”

“Pour eiix,” snapped the old lady. “For
them—for my boys.”

The German laughed heartily.

“But that is bad logic,” he exclaimed.
“When we entered the house | heard you
calling them foreigners and pigs and ras-
cals—and | may add that that is the reputa-
tion of the Foreign Legion the world over.”

Madame Rouland’s wrinkled mouth
closed as tight as a rat trap, and a gray tinge
crept into her cheeks.

“You do not want them to have a drink ?”
she inquired.

“Not now,” declared the feldwobel. “I
am humane; | do not wish to see or to cause
needless suffering, but this case is different.
| asked these men to surrender. It was not
honorable of them to fight us. War is war,
Madame, and | would have killed them for
their treachery if my chiefs did not desire
me to bring back live prisoners in a fit
state to answer a few simple questions.
My chiefs will be glad to find out about
the movements of the French Colonial
Corps. Its presence on this front was un-
suspected. These men will be very useful.”

“Like hell they will,” snarled Curialo,
trying to struggle to his feet. “What'’s the
idea of keeping us from having a drink?”
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HE Uhlan’s smile vanished like a flash.
He jammed his automatic against Cur-
ialo’s ear.

“Down!” he ordered. “Stay down, or
once more | shall have you punished. Not
a sound do | wish to hear from you.
Enough!”

Curialo subsided. He was still too weak
to stand up, otherwise the jeldwebel would
have been winging his way heavenward
wfithin the next few seconds, for he han-
dled his automatic like a novice, flourish-
ing it here and there and everywhere, ex-
cept in the right direction.

Well satisfied with himself the Uhlan
turned again to Madame Rouland, took the
pitcher out of her hands, and carried it to
his nose. He smelt it and made a wry face.
Then he dipped one finger into the liquid
and sucked it.

“Wasser!” he said in a shocked voice.
“Wie schadlich!”

And everybody roared with laughter.

“You see why | refuse them a drink,”
he went on. “It makes the prisoners amen-
able to reason. They are so thirsty they can
think of nothing else and cannot give trou-
ble. I am a merciful man, | do not wish
to hurt them unnecessarily.

He went to the door and spilled the water
over the step.

“1 hope Madame sees my point of view,”
he pleaded, handing her the pitcher. “Ma-
dame perceives that | act through no feel-
ing of revenge.”

The old lady gave her shoulders a shrug.

“It's not clever what you're doing,” she
snapped. “Look at 'em with their tongues
sticking out! You ought to be ashamed of
yourself.”

“But I'm not,” he assured her. “They
may be thirsty—even so they have not lost
the use of their vocal organs. Listen to their
language. They know no shame!”

The language the Legionaires were using
was coarse and vulgar. Between spasms of
choking they called the feldwebel every foul
name they could think of, and their vocabu-
lary was extensive. They cursed him in
French and English and Arabic, and when
their stock began to run low they called
him pet German names they had learnt from
their fellow Legionaires.

The Uhlan lost his pleasant smile. He
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walked over to Withers's side and cracked
him smartly over the top of the head with
the butt end of his automatic. Withers
said, “Gor!” then his nose began to bleed,
which rendered further speech impossible.

The feldzvebel beamed upon Madame
Rouland.

“That is how one teaches them proper
respect,” he explained. “They are no good
these foreigners, these blood-thirsty mer-
cenaries.”

HE lines about the corners of the old
lady’s mouth grew deeper.

“How about the other one?” she in-
quired, pointing to the sergeant. “ Nothing
to be done for him either?”

“There is little one can do, and at least
he gives no trouble. | have examined him,
it is a scalp wound he has across the back
of the head. He will survive, have no fear,
and be of great use to our headquarters
—unless of course his skull is cracked.”

Madame Rouland wiped her apron across
her eyes.

“Smoke!” she exclaimed angrily. “It al-
ways does make me cry, smoke does.”

“Do not weep over the fate of such men,”
urged the Uhlan. “War is war, and------ "

“Think 1'd weep for them or anybody
else ?” sniffed the old lady. “Don’t you worry
my lad. Cry my eyes out for a crew of
foreigners? Not likely. Fact is, | been
thinking; you at least are doing your duty
by your country.

The feldwebel clicked his heels together
and saluted.

“But these rapscallions,” she went on,
“they’re brigands. Came in here, they did,
and yelled ‘wine!” at me. Tried to frighten
me to death— —"

“1 will rid you of their presence in one
minute,” promised the German. “The dawn
comes almost into the sky. We must go
quickly.”

“Now just wait a minute,” protested the
old lady. She leered toothlessly at the feld-
webel. “You been honest and decent— didn't
try to break into my cellar as those brutes
did. You wait, 111 bring you up another
bottle.”

HE didn't seem to hear the choice, un-
printable epithet Curialo spat at her.
“You saw how | had to fight ’em off,”

she went on, “and | suppose you're quite
right about not giving them a drink. But
your men deserve one. There’s a bottle down
in the cellar—a good bottle of white. It'll
warm you up at this hour of the morning.”

“Madame is too kind,” murmured the

feldzvebel without attempting to disguise his
contempt. “Madame will find that her at-
titude will be much appreciated by the Ger-
man troops of occupation.”

“That’s it,” she agreed, fawning on him.
“Might as well
face facts, eh? |
always said the
Germans are all
right, and now
you're here
you're welcome.

And what's
more,’'’ she
pawed at the

Uhlan’s shoulder, “you remind me of a boy
of mine. You're just like my little Julot.
Such a good boy, he is! You wait a min-
ute------ "

She came back with an armful of bot-
tles.

“With speed!” ordered the feldwebel.
“We must go!” Pie raised his mug and
toasted Madame Rouland. “I drink to our
good understanding, Madame, and to your
broadmindedness. Hoch!”

“Hoch!” repeated the Uhlans, downing
the wine at one gulp.

“Now we must go,” declared the feld-
zvebel. “ Soon it will be daylight.”

“Don’t be in such a hurry,” pleaded Ma-
dame Rouland. “There's some more of that
wine down below, and 1'd rather see you
drink it up than have my house cluttered up
with people I mightn't like so well. You
wait.”

They waited. She brought up several
more bottles of wine—an innocuous, tricky
little wine which slid like water down a
man's throat—and exploded in the pit of
his stomach. Two mugs brimful of that
treachereous beverage made the Uhlans
boisterously happy,

NCE or twice the feldwebel looked
at his wristwatch, but Madame Rouland
would not let him go. She called him her

“little rabbit,” and made him talk about his
0
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mother in far away Wurzburg. He grew sen-
timental and blear-eyed, and so did his men.
They sang sad, slow songs about blond
Gretchens, village church spires and the
glories of the fatherland. When she was not
busy replenishing the mugs Madame Rou-
land applauded vigorously.

The two Legionaires were too astounded
to say anything coherent. Sick with disgust
they watched the old woman wait upon
the Uhlans, and slobber over the Uhlans,
and ransack her cellar for the Uhlans, who
were rapidly growing cockeyed.

At last the feldwebel tottered to his feet
and groped about for his helmet. His face
was purple, and his gummy lips were set
in a foolish smile.

“Must go,” he repeated for the twentieth
time. “The dawn comes.”

“My little cabbage,” gurgled Madame
Rouland. “Not yet, my grand soldier boy!
| have one last surprise for you. Be seated.
You have nothing to fear; it is still quite
dark.”

She forced him back onto the bench and
patted his shoulder affectionately.

“l know what you need,” she laughed.
“A small drop of calvados, it'll keep out the
morning cold when you ride away.”

HE produced two bottles of calvados,
S a lethal brew guaranteed to play havoc
with the toughest brain. The Uhlans were
too far gone to care what they drank, and
she filled their mugs almost brimful.

“1'd like to kill ’'er,” groaned Withers.
“And us perishing for a drink.”

“Killing’s too good for that witch,” an-
swered Curialo.

Madame Rouland was standing behind
the feldwebel, resting her hands on his
shoulders, and laughing at some maudlin
remark he had just made.

“1f | had my way,” Curialo went on.
“1'd take a horse whip and tan her hide
until------- "

Whatever he meant to say went unsaid,
for he was aware all at once that something
queer was happening, something which at
first he could not understand.

Madame Rouland was behaving in an
unaccountable fashion. Her back was turned
to the Legionaires, but Curialo noticed with

surprise that she appeared to have grown
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suddenly stiff and rigid, as though she were
straining every muscle and sinew in her
body to breaking point. Her elbows stood
out sharply from her sides, and her honey
shoulders were haunched up about her ears
so that she looked more than ever like an
evil bird of prey.

Slowly she began to rock from side to
side, struggling with some object Curialo
could not catch sight of. A rattling, gasping
sound became audible. Two of the Uhlans
facing the old woman reeled drunkenly to
their feet. One of them gave a loud shout
and, having kicked away the bench, started
to lumber around the end of che table to-
ward her.

HEN she half turned toward the Le-

gionaires, and they saw that her fin-
gers were closed around the fcldwebel’s
neck. He was clawing at her wrists and
bouncing up and down like a jumping-jack
as he tried to shake off her strangle hold.
His face was livid and his mouth hung
open.

She yelled at the Legionaires:

“What in the name of the bon Dteu are
you waiting for ? Up, you weak-kneed, good-
for-nothing rascals! Must | do it all my-
self— with my own hands? On your feet—
fight!”

Her shrill, screaming voice had a dynamic
effect upon the two Legionaires. Quite sud-
denly they recovered the full use of their
numb limbs. They were halfway across the
room before they knew what had happened
to them.

Curialo stopped the Uhlan who was en-
deavoring to rescue the feldwebel— stopped
him with a trip-hammer blow which sent
him crashing over backward against the edge
of the sink.

Withers, armed with a carbine which
he tore out of a German’s hands, drove the
steel shod gun-butt into the rightful owner’s
face. He followed up this initial success by
a swift victory over the feldwebel; the lat-
ter had succeeded in tearing Madame Rou-
land’s hands away from his throat and was
reeling about, gasping for air, while he tried
to draw his automatic from its holster.
Withers had not spent four hours a day
for many years at rifle drill without acquir-
ing a certain proficiency. He swung the gun
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high and wide and brought down the butt
very accurately on the feldwebel’s right el-
bow.

T WASN'T much of a fight, for the

combination of wine and calvados had
completely destroyed the Uhlans’ morale.
They were too dazed and soggy to resist
the onslaught of their former prisoners and
after four of them had been put out of
action the remaining three feebly waggled
their hands above their heads and hiccupped
“Kamarad.”

The first thing Curialo said as soon as
the commotion died down was:

“Hey, la patronne, have we earned a drink
or not?”

“You have,” agreed Mme. Rouland, “but

"But nothing,” croaked Withers. “For
the love of the bon Dieu bring us a bottle of
something wet and don’t argue.”

“But,” she cried, “the cellar is empty, my
poor infants. | poured the last bottle down
the gullets of these Bodies—to save you!”

And at that precise moment Sergeant
Verbeuken came back to life. He sat, star-
ing about him with a puzzled frown making
a groove between his eyes. He carried one
hand to the wound on his head and muttered
something unintelligible. Then grunting he
stood up and walked unsteadily to the door.

Dawn was close at hand. The sky to the
east was luminous and a cold gray light
was seeping over the fields. Abruptly he
wheeled around and barked, “Get those
prisoners out of here quick! Can’'t you un-

derstand a plain
order ? You
aren’'t paralyzed,
are you? It'll be
broad daylight
in another min-
ute. Hustle those
—out of here!”
“You haven't
given any or-
ders,” protested Curialo. “You’ve been un-
conscious half the night.”
. “Me—unconscious!” shouted Verbeuken.
“You confounded liar, you poor fool—
what’s got into you?”

“It's no more than the truth,” put in

Mme. Rouland. “If it hadn't been for me

“Not another word out of you,” or-
dered Verbeuken. “If it hadn't been for
you we’d have had a drink. But it’s too late
now. We're starting back at once.”

OTHING any one said could make

him believe that he had been knocked
out for more than thirty seconds, and he
was in too much of a hurry to take in any
of the details which might have made him
alter his point of veiw.

“1 wouldn’t touch a drop of water in your
house,” he told the old lady, "not if you
brought it to me on your bended knees.'
Spies, are we? Germans in disguise? Le-
gionaires, that's what we are!”

“l made a mistake,” she admitted, “but
if you'll let me fetch you------ "

He waved her away.

“Kick those prisoners to their feet,” he
ordered. “At once!”

A minute later the Legionaires and their
prisoners filed out of the house. Being an
infantryman Verbeuken refused to have
anything to do with the Uhlans’s horses
which were tethered to a fence behind the
cowbarn.

Madame Rouland watched the party go
limping down the road.

“Leave my house?” she said in answer
to Curialo’s parting question. “1 should say
not! Who'd tidy up the mess you've made,
eh? And who’d be here to wait for Julot
when he comes back ? Good luck to you, and
tell your officers that your sergeant’s crazy.”

Tight-lipped and scornful she stood on
the top step until they were well out of
sight.

“l been thinking,” muttered Withers,
after they had gone about a kilometer. “It’s
this, if we get back quick maybe the old
man’ll let us 'ave our wine ration, seeing
as 'ow we bagged seven Heinies. Gor
‘blimey, it's no more’n we deserve, even if
I do say so!”

A gleam of hope appeared in Curialo’s
eyes.

“By golly, that’s true too,” he admitted.
“1'd clean forgotten about them two casks.”

HE pace grew faster, much to the
Uhlans’ dismay. They were badly

bruised and shaken; they were suffering
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from an acute hang-over, and before long
they were sweating freely.

The pace grew even faster when a muf-
fled rumble of gunfire came rolling over
the plain. Far away several puffs of black
smoke appeared against the clear morning
sky.

It is doubtful whether Curialo or With-
ers heard the noise or saw the smoke. They
were thinking of one thing only—the wine
issue—and the nearer they drew to Bro-
court-le-Bas the longer grew their stride.

Around a bend in the road they caught
sight of the village. Almost simultaneously
a burst of rifle fire crackled viciously some-
where quite close at hand, A bullet went by
with a long-drawn whine. Several more
followed in quick succession.

They saw a group of men run stoop-shoul-
dered in among the wheat stooks in a nearby
field,

“Double march!” ordered Verbeuken.
“Pick your feet up! First man slows down
runs up against the point of this bayonet
of minel!”

As they lumbered into Brocourt-le-Bas
the rattle of musketry settled down to a
steady roar. The tiles on the roofs along
the main street were cascading down into
the roadway as though torn off the rafters
by a high wind.

They found Commandant Perache stand-
ing at the foot of a ladder propped against
the wall of a barn.

“Brought back seven prisoners,” panted
Verbeuken. “ At the farm—no trace of the
cuirassiers, mon commandant.”

Perache had forgotten all about the patrol.
He was far too busy organizing the de-
fence of the village, which was threatened
by a heavy column marching down the
Montsoult road.

He gave the Uhlans one swift look.

“Hand them over to the battalion or-
derly officer,” he snapped, “and rejoin your
company as quick as you can.”

A machine gun added its methodical clat-
ter to the uproar, and he had to shout to
make himself heard.

“Your company is up the road beyond
the churchu”
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Then he dismissed them and scrambled
up the ladder.

“'Ere’s the war, right enough!” com-
mented Withers. “A nice way this is of
sending us into action.”

“En route!” ordered Verbeuken. “You
can talk it over some other day. March!”

HEY rid themselves of their prisoners,
T and trotted slowly up the main street
toward the church. Gusts of bullets
drummed into the walls above their heads.

Suddenly, when they came close to the
church, Curialo paused and grabbed at
Withers’s arm.

“See anything?” he yelled

“See what?” protested Withers. “You
ain't gone mad too, 'ave you?”

“There!” cried Curialo. “See it!”

“I1t” was a horse pond full of scummy
water, scumming as only a battle field area
pond can be.

In three strides, before Verbeuken could
stop them, they were across the road. They
fell flat on their stomachs in the mud and
buried their faces in the foul water.

For a second or so Verbeuken hesitated,
then he flopped down beside them and drank
until he could drink no more.

A hail of bullets drummed into the low
coping built around the pond.

The sergeant propped himself up on one
elbow, smiling not unkindly as he watched
the two troopers sucking and guzzling and
wallowing in the water.

"Allans, mes gars,” he said at last.
“You've had enough—can't stay here all
day. All set?”

Withers wiped his sleeve across his drip-
ping face.

“Gor struth!” he sighed. “You may talk
about your wine and your beer and your
perishing champagne, but------ "

“There's nothing comes up to water,”
agreed Curialo, “there’s ab-so-lutely nothing
like water.”

Then, alert and contented for the first
time since they had set foot on French soil,
they jogged along through a storm of lead
toward the sound of the guns.



BOYS WILL BE BOYS
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CASE OIL FOE CHINA-—--THE VERY DEUCE OF A CARGO TO GET THROUGH THE TYPHOON

SEASON IN THE CHINA SEAS.

YET FOR KNOWING OLD AS WELL AS

NEW

TRICKS OF THE TREACHEROUS SEAS YOU CAN’'T BEAT A BUNCH OF OLD SHELLBACKS

NDER the shed of the Boston

wharf lay the cargo that had

come from Durban. With

empty holds the full-rigged

ship lay at her mooring. On
her stern, partly obscured by sun and salt,
could be discerned her prosaic name. The
Mary J. Kilbourne.

In his cabin, aft, sat Captain Erik Olaf
Malleson, her master. He had been reading
a book, trying to forget his troubles. Now
he was thinking. The book lay, open, beside
him. It gave minute instructions on the care
of poultry.

On the cabin wall two official documents,
framed, behind glass, informed the world
that Captain Malleson had qualified as
master of any tonnage on any ocean in
steam and sail, to the satisfaction of the
properly constituted maritime authorities of
the United States of America. One look at
his weathered face, his blue eyes, his bony,
rangy) frame aind big, competent hands,
showed he had been exercising those qualifi-
cations for years.

Too many years. That was the trouble.
That slick, grease-haired Boston agent of
the owner had tipped him as much. Too
many young American third mates with
master’s papers.
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“In steam, maybe. Not in sail,” he had
argued.

“Owners should worry. Sail’s a joke,” the
agent had dismissed the matter.

Well, maybe he was right. Maybe that
trip from Durban was the last. What then?
You couldn’t drive it out of your mind by
trying to decide between White Leghorns
and Barred Plymouth Rocks. He’d have had
that chicken farm by now and have been
independent as a hog on ice, after the Dur-
ban voyage, if it hadn’'t been for his wife’s
operation and nearly a year in the hospital.
If— That was just it. Could he make it,
possibly, on what he had ?

Save for the watchman he was alone on
the ship. Mates and crew, paid off, were
seeking such solace as Boston afforded
seamen in the month of April. But a master
couldn’t seek stimulation or forgetfulness
that way. Rank was rank.

Captain Malleson slammed shut the book
on poultry. He went to his private locker
and drew out a bottle from a stock that had
come aboard in Africa. Its level lowered
markedly as he poured. He drank.

With pencil and paper he began to
figure. He knew just the place he wanted
for that chicken farm. He knew the terms.
The figures didn't lie. He shook his head
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disappointedly. You couldn't twist them
into an answer, to save you.

E LOOKED around as steps came

down the companionway. It was that
grease-haired Boston agent. Captain Malle-
son got out another glass.

“Well, you've got a job on your hands,”
grinned the agent, and drank deep. From an
inner pocket he drew a telegram in code, and
the typed decoding of it.

“You got me to thank for it, too,” he
added. “You’'ll notice the owners put it up
to me whether to get a younger man.”

Captain Malleson reached for the de-
coded copy and read it carefully.

“Case oil for Qiina,” he mused aloud.
“Shanghai. Charter calls for a dollar fifty
a case. Must start to load inside ten days.
Failure to get alongside wharf ready to load
by the tenth day reduced rate to seventy
cents a case and the owner of the oil can re-
fuse to load. The difference in the two
rates is seventy thousand dollars.

“That's a war time charter,” he remarked,
looking up at the agent. “From the date, the
owners had it while I was in Africa. And
I've been here fourteen days in Boston and
this the first word."

“Owners are like that,” said the agent,
flippantly. “Can you make it? Or do | have
to get a youngster who can?”

Something flamed up inside Captain
Malleson.

“1'll make it,” he said. “Do | have full
charge of outfitting and route ?”

“Route? You'll use the Panama Canal
of course,” said the agent.

“1 will not,” said Captain Malleson. “Fig-
ure your canal fees. Figure the calm belt
on the Pacific side. Figure what chance
there is to catch a tow out of it, and what
it costs if |1 do. We go around the Horn.”

“Maybe you're right,” admitted the
agent. This particular owner was only a
small factor in his young life. “Go ahead
and fix it up yourself. You're in charge.”

He poured down another drink and went
ashore.

APTAIN MALLESON was left with
hi3 authority and his thoughts. They
were plenty.
Case oil. Nasty cargo. The bottom tiers
in

are likely to leak. The packing case wood
softens; the tin cans rust and corrode. The
bottom ones first. The bilge is pumped every
four hours, and if the bottom tiers are leak-
ing, you have empty cases at the bottom and
heavy cases on top. That means a top-heavy
ship. Many such ships and cargoes have
vanished completely. They are often re-
ported overdue. And by God, the China
typhoon season was due in ninety days!

The Mary J. Kilbourne had a foul bottom,
too. Half an inch of barnacles and fifteen
feet of green whiskers growing out of them
after their Durban voyage. All there was to
do was dean the hold, get her in drydock,
clean and paint her bottom, take in three
hundred tons