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ANV |
no fear:
this 14
not o
war story. But it does
identify one namcless
hero of the Chemin
des Dames, the private
of the French Foreign
Legion whose Tast
words were spoken n
German. Thewoundedd
men who lav swith ham
i the ruins of  the
shell-crumbled  trench
are the witnesses of
how, when the

{s0r-
man bombers, backed
by their bavonet-men,
came  Dblasting  thear
way along from tra-
verse to traverse, one
Among thelr own num-
her  arose,  roaring,
and charged over therr
broken bodies.  Two
bombers and a bav
onct-man he killed wath has
bavonet and shot an olhcer
before he himselt swas shot
through the chest; then as
he lav he shot another

“And at each lunge and
at cach shot. testiied one
witness, “he cried aloud
German: L owe vou that!
| owe vou that! o

kim
e

1 odavwn hie found arest
g and hidine place
{

on the brow of o Iittle hill:
arvd here he Tavoin the chel
ter of the oreat it vreen
tronds and looked out
northwaord over a pleasant,
farm-dotted plar of Mgena o Titte white houses, iron-roofed or
thatched, cach with 1= barn alongside, stood among the crops;
and from the nearest, scarce half a mile awav, the smoke of the
hearth was already mising. That night he must make shift to
pass among them, for the road that ran straight as a taut string
down to his left as he gazed was patroled by mounted gendar-
merte; and by dayv his uniform ~he had not been able to get rid
of 1t-—was a clamant mvitation to the first passer-bv to help
himself to the reward which was paid for the capture of a deserting
Legionary,

He had no food, no money——soldiers of the lLeglon were not

allowed to have money no plan and no real hope.  Because

11

France was at peace with the workd he would not have to face a

hring squad if he were caught.  But he had a burning need to be
frece of the ron disciphne, the terrible labor, the unending fear
and pain that were the staple of his davs.  He did not know his
wav to the coast; even his escape had been an accident. He had
been one of a fatigue party unloading a train-load of stores at
Sici Hahz, and by a chance he was actually in one of the trucks
when it had pulled out. 1t had carried him some thirty miles be-
fore he dropped off, lest 1t should be stopped by telegram anc
scarched; and since then for fourteen mghts he had blundered
northwards, hiving on fruit stolen 1n the dark from orchards anc
occastonal eges raaded from hen-houses, and for fourteen days
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He found himself looking up from under the

skirts of the prickly-pear at a girl of abour

his own age, tall and golden blond, with a

face as regular as that of a clock. The dog,

beld in leash, made a white-fanged grimace
of hate at him

he had lain hidden where best he might, trembling and sleeping,
cursing, praying and weeping. And he was twenty-five years of
age.

The face that looked out between the grass-edge and the heavy
green curtain of the prickly-pear was marked with more than
grime and tears. Lines that belong to age and bitter experience
were graven there; they overlaid and qualified, like a figured vetl,
a certain commonpla(:e comeliness, a compliance of feature with
the ordinary standards of acceptable outwardness. And the
stone-blue eyes that beheld that wide vista of comfort, security
and freedom had a touch of that vacuity which comes when a
man’s soul is no longer his own.

He groaned and spoke aloud to the deaf world.
he said. “Ich kann nichts mehr!"”

Life began to show itself in the plain below. Figures moved on
the farm, and on the long straight ribbon of the road a trickle of
*“m“u:w—-camelsg Algerian peasants on donkeys, a recklessiyv-
driven automobile—was gathering volume. He crawled back,
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feet first, deeper into the
shelter of the prickly-pear.
He gathered two or threc
of the fruit and expertly
sucked the ice-cold, water-
sodden pulp from them;
his  three vears in the
Legion, during brief halts
in man-killing marshes, had
taught him at least how to
do that.
The air grew warm as the
SUn Immmcd, and the cool-
ness upon the bare black
earth under that low green
roof was not unpleasant. He turned
upon his back, his hands under his
head, and presently he slept—slept
like a babe and dreamed of his home
in soft, stimple Saxony, whence he had
fled from the consequences of a
poaching adventure. And by degrees
his posture as he slept betraved him
and he began to snore.

He awoke suddenly at the touch
of something wet on his face and
started upon his elbow, rigid with
terror. At his abrupt movement the

W dog which had reconnoitered him fell

back with a rending snarl and stood

at guard a couple of yards away. It

was one of those nondescripts one

sees 1n such lands as Algeria, as big
as a collie, with the head of a de-
generate sheep-dogand wool like
a sheep. He stared at it 1n a
stupidity of fear till his heart
gave over pattering; but the
dog continued to growl.

And then, from without the
thicket, a voice called cleariy.

“Qu’est ce que tu as trouve,
Maxi1?” it said. “What have
you found, Maxi?"

It was a woman’'s voice, but
for the deserter women were as
dangerous as men. Yet even

in his renewed anguish of fear he marked something, a bluntness
and thickening of the pronunciation, an unhandiness in the use
of the sharp French consonants, which sounded famihar.

The dog was vet bristling and growling. He held out a timid
hand of conciliation to it and it effervesced at once into a tearing
Crescendo of snarls. And the voice spoke again.

“Also, bring’s heraus!” it said. And repeated the call:
it out and let's have a look at it.”

His very senses reeled; a sudden almost overwhelming hope
took possession of him. The German tongue and 1its accent,
sweet and suggestive to him as the breath of kine, the mere
sound of it without its significance—for the speaker merely called
to and bantered the hobgoblin-dog-—were like promises and
words of sore-needed comfort. The dog began to vield to the
call and retired with diminishing growls; the deserter got to his
hands and knees and tried cautiously to get a glimpse of the
speaker through the intervening twenty feet of tangled dull
green.

And of a sudden he saw her. Prickly-pear branches, leaning
this way and that, stood yet aside from one narrow avenue of
vision. As throuﬂh a long pipe he was aware of the shape of her
head, the shape in\ black against the sunshine and realized that
while he was 100111110* out agambt the light, she was looking in
with the light at her back, to see what had attracted the dog.
He dodged down dﬂ{&i{i in a panic, but too late.

“Comment donc!” he heard her cry. It s a man!’

He was discovered. But she was German, and the crazy hope
her language had lighted in him refused to be quenched all at
once. He crouched, shivering.

“Bring
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“Come out!” she called next, but in the French which is the
olticial white language of the countrv. *‘Come out that one may
sce what vou are! Llse I will let the dog go! You hear me?”

In anv case there was no escaping; it was surrender to her or
to the help she would summon.

“I come at once!” he answered in German, and began to crawl
towards her. |

He found himself looking up from under the skirts of the
pricklv-pear at a hgure that svmbolized for him all the power
and all the homeward draw of his vearned-for fatherland. A girl
of about his own age, tall ana buxom, golden-blond, with a face
as regular as that of a clock and eves of chill blue! The hill fell
awayv behind her, and she stood in a splendid high relief against
her background of cloudless sky, and the great sweep of plain.

She retreated only a single pace at his appearance and stood
looking down at him with no least sign of fear. He knew she was
making an inventory of him—nhis hlth his uniform, his presence
in that particular place at that p{zrtltuldr time.

He had risen to his knees. He hastened to speak, that she
might know yet one more thing about him than her eves could
tell her.

“Gnadiges Fraulein!” he implored. “Graclous voung lady!
You will not betray me? See!” He spread his arms abroad with
a manner of exhibiting himself and his plight. “I am nearly
dead alreadv. I am starving. 1 am all but broken down. And

aml I heard vou call the dear little dog in German. Say you

vill be merciful, for God’s sake!”

“So!” she mud, and surveved him further. Then she cast a
swift glance round. ““We can be seen from the road,” she said
next. ‘(o back among the pear a hittle wav.”

He obeved in piteous haste; the great hope flared up within
him. And when only his face was to be seen she came closer.

“You are German then—and a deserter from the Legion?”

“Yes, gracious voung lady!" he answered.

“And what 1s vour name?”

She had a crisp, authoritative manner of questioning to which,
broken as he was to obedience, he would have deferred anvwhere.

“Legon Weiler,” he answered. At vour orders,” he added, 1n
the slavish German formula.

She continued not so much to stare at him as to scrutinize him
and seemingly to estimate him and the situation.

“If anyv of these French or natives see vou,  she said suddenly,
“vou will be done for. There 1s a reward for catching deserters.”

“I know,” he said, and sighed. “But vou, gracious young
lady —"

She shook her head. “You are a aindsmann—a compatriot!”
she made answer, and stilled him with a lifted hand when he
would have frothed
into a hvsteria of
thanks. ""Now let
me think what we
must do!”

o

'''''''''''

He looked down
from the hill
over o pleasant,
farm-dotted
plain of Algeria
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She strolled apart a while, pondering. The “dear little dog,”
more offensively hideous than ever in the full light of day, made
a white-fanged grimace of hate at Egon Weiler and followed her.
The deserter waited, his soul swinging like a pendulum between
exultation and despair.

She came back at last.

““That 1s our house,” she said, pointing down to the nearest
white dwelling. ‘“‘My father is away, and I am alone there with
mv grandmother. So today vou had better stay here; and
tonight, when 1t 1s fully dark, you can come down. I will have
some food for you and you can sleep in the loft. My father comes
back in two or three davs and then we can see what to do with
}-"'OU,.”

“But even then yvou will not give me up?’’ he flustered.

“You do not know my father,” she replied. ‘‘He does not love
the French! They have been very hard on him.”

He burst into a rhapsody of thanks, the tears streaming down
on his face, and this time she did not stop him but watched him
with an interest that had a scientific touch about it.

“I must go,” she said, when he choked into silence at last.
“Some one may see from afar. Tonight then; but not until it is
quite dark. You understand?”

“Perfectly, gracious yvoung lady!”

“Also, auf wiedersehen!” And she swung off down the hill
followed by the irreconcilable dear little dog.

And Egon Weiler, prone in his hiding-place, was aware of a
sensation of phyvsical sickness. He was not used to happiness
and good fortune and he had had an overdose of both. A colossal
pride had likewise a place in his emotions, a pride in his country
and his race. It had answered to the touchstone. He was
solitarv no longer, but a member of a great and powerful {ree-
masonry, reaching forth even into Algeria tentacles of succor and
reassurance. All would yet be well with him—and that evening
there would be food.

He was even nearer to a breakdown than he had told the girl,
for the spirit had been sapped from him and only fear had re-
placed it. When the slow-footed dav had limped to its close and
the hateful dimness of evening had vielded to the benign and
welcome dark, he found it all he could do to drag hlmself down
the slope and discover the path that led to the house. Much
precaution was out of the question; he was an easy capture for
anvone by the time he found the gate in the fence about the
house; his efforts to open it brought the girl out swiftly to the
veranda.

“Hush!” she whispered, sharply.
hear your’’

But she quickly perceived the state of the case, and took hold
of him with a firm hand under his arm-pit. Thus supported, he
tottered up the three steps and on into the kitchen and living-
room. which was the main room of the house, and there she let him
sink into a wooden chair. His head flopped down upon his breast;
he was all but fainting.

He was aware of her standing before him and of her voice.

“Here! Drink this!”’ she ordered.

It was harsh, tongue-stinging Algerxan brandy, half an en-
ameled mugful. It hurt his mouth and his throat tried to refuse
it, but when he had succeeded in gulping it down, it spread about
within him like a revivifving fire.

“Ha!" he breathed loudly, and sat up in the chair.

The girl was watching him.

“I think vou have saved myv life,”” he said.

She nodded carelessly. “You ought to wash now,” she said.
“But perhaps vou'd better have some food at once and after-
wards vou can wash and go to bed.”

There was a table, ulth a blue-and-white checkered cloth on
it and eating utensils

laid in readiness.
There was coffee,
wheaten bread and
butter and a platter of
cold wveal. He was
able to restrain—the
Legion had taught him re-
straint, too—a desire to fall
on the food and wolf it In
oS great mouthfuls. He sat
# | down decorously, trembling
a little. He leaped up again
in alarm, for from an ad-
jacent room, whose door
stood ajar, came a series of
loud strangling groans.
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A serres of loud strangling groans from an adjacent roonr whove door stood jar startled b ito actoon

“What 1s that?’ he cried, half afrawd that he was beang trapped. woman will see vou and betray vou. T will bring vou up some

The girl half-smiled at his fear. “Itisonly the gross mutterchen  tood in the morning.™
------------ erandma,” she answered.  “She 1s old and il and she abwavs e wanted to kiss her hand but she would not sutfer it

LI Y ok

ndle. There are no windows
o And here are some more
convortable while voucon
e badder and saow her at the

does that.  Sit down again and ecat.” No, U she sand. CHere 15 vour o
He obeved. The sound, clean, palatable food, the sweet savory  up there so vou can satelv burn

i

H

cottee, were a delight as well as a restorative. For vears he had  cigarcettes. You must make vourselt
|

.

lacked these decencies, this comiort.  He looked about the big Fle Tooked down trom the top ot tl
room with a romantic appreciation of its scrupulous cleanliness  bottom, st witchimg hime with her tranau! Gace under her cronn
and order.  The copper pans, the horsehair sofa of stute, the side- ot gold-ghnting har,
table with a zither onat, the tall, robust girl with her doll's face The almost Torgotten Taxury of o bed! She had bheen hetter
and her man’s eves—here was Germany atself, orderlv. com- than her word, tor bhesides the blankets and the pillow there v
fortable, decent, established 1 the wild, amattress. Inoshirtand tronsers, wrapped in the blanket he Lo
When he had done eating, she cave him a cizarette ot rank Jocal  smokimg bhisstully, the candle burnming steadiasthv at his olbow
tobacco, and sat and watched him while he smoked 110 She did savoring to the tall the new and wondertal sense of satety,
not talk with him or question him.  Later, she showed him o where Cshe o saved me el e saads T was his good might proor
to wash and then it was time {or him to chimb to the lort and go Fle caretullv put away the butt or s clgarette, blew onr hoe
to bed, candle and turned to the business of =leepimny,
"I have put some blankets and a pillow there tor vou,” she [t was some hours Tater that he was awakened by sounds ronn
satdd. U And vou must not come down in the davome or the Negro belows e had no means ot telling the  cCondined o poae -
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men accustomed to makine

three to six
hyvpnotize themselves 1nto bs_luvmﬂ
(hat a $20.00 to $40.00 a day proposition is beyond

Merst

dolars a day,

tha:; ability. It’s all the bunk! You don't have to
have a fine education. a pull and a lot of business
experience to make $20.00 to $40.00 a dav. All you
need 1s unbeatable desire, determination and
opportunity to get out of this world what others
are wetting.

Two-Thirds of Success Is
Making a Decision

If you actually want to make more money—more
than you have ever made in your life-——you can
do it. Write to us and we'll show vyvou huu to do
it with the

Amerlcan Universal Floor Sur-
facing Machine

No special training novr iaroe
capital is necessary. We show
vou how it's done in a couple
r}i hours. Floor surfacing has
srown to be a big, important
mmzmaa It'= a clean. healthy,
inside job, not dependent on
weather conditions. No dull
seasons——always  plenty  of
work. Fvrery new Hoor has
to be surfaeced. Thousands
of old mairred and secarred

Aoors need  re-sur fdnn*

Phink what that means! i‘]u
CAmrertean niversab’ Hoor sur
{acing machine talkes the
place of sixhand scrapers.
Works by electricity.
~lnple, Ny, THEH SN
Write todhity for fall par-
Ciewlars, amd special five
dny Froe teial plan, Chip
dmd sign the
el TRy,
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AMERICAN TFLOOR SURFACING MACHINE OO,

K27 Nouth St Claiv St., Toleds, Ohio,

full particulars about floor sur-
CAmeriean niversal

I*lease seid e at onoee,
Facing o< o profitable husigess i
Way "’
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Acddress
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FOREST RANGERS

Do vou enioy outdoor Hte close to Naturer  Get Forest
Ruapwer job salary $FU25-8200 month and hane furnished
plenty tishing, hunting, trapping: no strikes or shut-
Jowns d vaentions on full pay,  For furihey partieulars,
write

2040 Temple C
NORTON Densszf’éi)l(:un
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This Great Picture Sent Postraid--Only

ALsO PICTURES OF ALL PARADES DURING
FArRIS CONVENTION

Every Legionnaire should have this great picture. Only
panotama of Pans made duning the Conventon.  Show
the tolks exactly what you saw and where you went with
this great picture. Price of $3 for this great 6-foot picture
1s for [tg:onna:res only  Take advantage of this specual
offer now!  We also have pictures of Every Natwonal
Legion Pacade by Stares. Size 7x i1 inches Prwce. 75¢
each. 3 for $2.00  Just tell us the States you want. Also
40 most nteresting photographs taken all over Europe
during Legion Tour. These 40 pwtures selected from over
1000 negatives. Price of enure 40 only $40 00 Money
back 1f you are not satisfied when you sec our pictures.
We know what you want because we've photographed

every Nauonal Legton Convention. Order today  Send
check or money order.
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SANANTONIO TEXAS.
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( Continued from page 17)

hour: but he cast off his blankets and
crept to the head of the ladder. It
was vet dark, but from the room where
he had supped there shone the feeble
light of a candle. The grandmother
was groaning again, horrible long-drawn
groans of senile pain and self-pity. And
then he heard the girl speak. |

“Oh, all right. then!” she was saying
and there was no mistaking the resent-
ment in her tone. “I'll warm some milk
at once, if that will keep you quiet!”

More groans. and the sound ot the
girl’s footsteps coming from the bed-
room into the big room, the scratch of
a sulphur match and a tinkle of ves-
sels!  Egon Weiler carefully descended
[heladder
stooping over a lampstm e, a jug of mllk
on the floor beside her. Her hair hung
down her back in two long plaits. She
looked up. unstartled but with inquiry.
as he tiptoed in.

“1 heard.” he said. 1 wake easily
nowadays. Let me do that for you."

She considered as usual before reply-
ing. gazing at his face. now washed and
comely.

“Very well,” she sad,
not let it boil. and bring
is ready.”

He nodded understandingly; she went
back to the old woman and he bent to
his task.

Five minutes later, he tapped gently
on the bedroom door and was bidden to
enter. It was a small square room, halt
filled by a big old-fashioned bed. A
mountainous German feather bed quilt
was upon it, and over the curve of it
there appeared. propped upon pillows,
an emaciated old face framed in the
frills of a nightcap. The eyes in the
face glittered strangely in the candle-
light: the toothless mouth writhed con-
Ilﬂlld.lly’ and as Egon Weiler paused to
stare, it opened to emit a deep an-
guished groan.

The girl had been sitting by the bed-
side. She rose and took the jug, and
poured some of the contents mnto a cup.
From a medicine bottle she added a
few drops of some drug.

“Here!" she said to the old woman.
“Here's vour milk!”

The invalid drank. The girl turned
to Egon Weiler. “You'd better go back
to bed.” she said. *“She’ll go to sleep
for a little now, but I'll have to sit up
with her in case she wakes and wants

rising. Do
it 1n when 1t

more.’
Weiler hesitated. “/ can sleep all
day.” he said. “If T were permitted—

if 1t is only a matter of giving he to
yvoung lady the trouble of sitting upr‘
You—er—"" he gulped foolishlv—"you
have been so good to me.”
Again that pause of watchful con-
sideration.
“Very well.”

she said. “It 1s four

o clock now:; you must go up again at
six. If she wakes after that 1 shall
hear her. This 1s the medicine—six
drops In every cup.’

They do and sutter strange things in
the Legilon; they gain strange knowl-
edge and pay strange prices for 1t
But they endure nothing stranger than
that vigil of the deserter by the grand-
mother’s bedside, with the cuckoo clock
in the big room ticking like a tack-
hammer, the old woman groaning
heartrendingly 1 her sleep and the
candle burning down to a tall-flamed
ruin of grease. Twice he fed her
gently and patiently. and when the
cuckoo clock struck the hour ot six, he
rose and stole aloft with the teeling of
one who wakes from the grotesqueness
of a dream to the sobriety of reality.

He was asleep when the girl came
up at nine o'clock with food and cof-
fee, but woke i1n the accustomed panic
as she laid 1t down beside him.

“It's all nght,” she said. I have
sent the Negro woman out on an er-
rand. Light vour candie.”

He obeyed. He looked up at her
and saw that she was smiling. really
smiling for once.

“"You must have done wonders last
night,” she said. “This morning the
grossmutterchen keeps asking for ‘the

man.’ ‘Las’ den Mann mich pflegen! —-

let the man take care of me!—she
says 1t again and agaimn. You must
go In and see her when you come down
this evening.”

“(Gewiss!” he assented.

“And.” she produced a printed pa-
per, “‘there 1s this that you would like
to see. You can keep it as a souvenir.”

She gave 1t to him and departed. He
leaned close to the candle to read it.
It was the ofthcial handbill offering a
reward for his capture. Height, age.
distinguishing marks—all the rest ot
the inhuman catalogue of his dimen-
stons—and, 1n blacker letters. for a
sure Inducement to all patriots: Na-
tionality, German! Then the penalty
for aiding or harboring him and last
—the reward!

All they had left out. it seemed. was
what they meant to do to him when
they got him. That might have made
the most bigoted would-be reward-
gleaner hesitate—the months of black
cell, of semi-starvation, of long drawn-
out punishment drill and tatigue, of
added years of service. But Egon
Weiler knew it all. It soured his cot-
fee for him, embittered his meat and
spolled his cigarette.

At midday the gir]l brought him food
again, and with 1t a bottle (}f beer

“But vou are spoiling me,” he pro-
tested. “Gnidiges Fraulein, it is too
much and I am ashamed.”

She shook her head. ‘‘No,” she an-

swered. “It is nothing. You must be

.......................................
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comfortable while you are here, at
least. If there 1s anything you would
like, you must ask for 1t.”

“] would like to kiss your hand very
humbly and gratefully,” he said.

“No,” she replied. “No! There 1is
no need for that!”

In the evening, when she called him
down to the big room, she had news
for him. Her father would return the
following evening and she must go six
miles to the railway station to meet
him.

“And while I am gone, you perhaps
would sit with the grossmutterchen
She has been asking for you all day.”

“Of course I will,” he agreed. It
makes me happy to think I can do any-
thing for you. I wish there were only
something more difficult.”

Her eyes were on his face, thought-
ful and calm.

“Do you?” she said.
there will be soon.”

She gave him a half-mug of brandy
after supper and sent him to sit with
her grandmother while she cleared
away the table things and washed them
up. He was eager to do it all for her
but she refused.

“Men do not wash dishes,” she said
conclusively. He could not make it
clear that men did—and many worse
and meaner things than that—with the
death penalty hanging over them if
they refused.

In the bedroom, the old grandmother
recognized him forthwith and uttered
a queer little crow of joyful welcome.

“Der Mann!” she croaked. “The
man again. Ach, you are good: you
will take care of me now—nicht wahr?”

“Yes, ves!” he soothed. “I will take
care of you, gracious lady. Have no
fear!”

He sat down by the bedside and a
skinny old claw of a hand struggled
forth from under the counterpane and
groped toward him. He met it with
his and was forthwith clutched.

“Well, perhaps

“The man,” murmured the old
woman, contentedly. “Der guter
Mann!”

And, holding to his fingers she fell
into a doze.

He settled himselt comfortably in
the bedside chair, crossed his legs and
dreamed. He had had a bedridden
grandmother of his own once; he won-
dered 1f she were still alive. If so.
there was a possibility that he would
see her again before long. There were
all kinds of possibilities; life had en-
larged from the single dreadful di-
mensions of the Legion to a universe
of possibilities. His reveries broke off
as the girl looked in at the door.

“Ach, poor grossmiitterchen,”’ she
said. ““She doesn’t want to lose ‘her
man.” But she must have her medicine
now and go to sleep properly.”

The old woman took her medicine
docilely enough from Weiler's hand,
and even crooned something in the way
of thanks. She was already sound
asleep when he tiptoed from the room.

No noises (Continued on page 60)
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An Enemy ‘Debt

(Continued from page 5¢)

from below awoke him that night and
the next day passed much as the last.
The girl had to leave by mule cart be-
safe tor him to descend, but
his supper was laid out for him on the
table. He ate it in comfort, then heated
some milk and carried 1t into the grand-
mother’s room.

Once more he had the pathetic glad
welcome.  “Der Mann; der guter
Mann; he has come to take care of
me!

“That 1s right,” he said gently. “I
have come to take good care of you.
And first you shall have a good cup
of warm milk without any medicine
in it

“Ah, you are good,” quavered the
grandmother. A good man!”  She
took the milk willingly and murmured
gratetully.

The skinny hand found his as before
when he took the chair by the bedside
and again he settled himself to con-
tented dreams. It was plain to him
that without wise help he would not
get much further. There were clothes
to be obtained, the need for identifica-
tion papers to be evaded, and from
Algiers there was the sea to be crossed
to Spam or Italy. A man's help, a
German s—that was the way out. And
then

It was not long after that that he
heard the hooves ot the mules and the
squeal of the cartwheels at the door,
The girl's voice was distinguishable
and 1mmediately the {ront door
opened. Then boots clumped across
the floor. the bedroom door was pulled
wide and Egon Weiler. not disengag-
ing his left hand from the old woman’'s
clasp, rose to confront a burly bearded
man. overcoated and still wearing his
hat. For some seconds the newcomer
stared formidably without speaking.

“You are the deserter?” he de-
manded suddenly.

Weiler quailed. but the habit of
prompt reply had been ground into
him. “Yes. Herr!" he answered
humbly.

“And a German?”

That sounded better. *Yes,
he answered again with alacrity.
“And your name is Egon Weiler,

Legionnaire of the Second Battalion?”

“Yes, Herr.”

The big man nodded slowly.
ommen-—pertect!” he said. He turned
and spoke apparently to the girl.
“You heard?” he asked in French.
“Very well; you can come in now.”

“Volk-

And there entered forthwith, as the =

big man stood aside, not the girl, but

fully accoutred sergeant of the Le-
gion, swagger, curled moustache, arro-
gance, power and all.

“Eh b'en, mon petit!” he said with
a hangman’s jocularity. “And art thou
quite ready to go home with papa?”

Behind him were two other armed
men who entered at his back. They
came forward and laid hold of Egon.
He had stood like stone till then, but
as they grasped him he spoke.

“Careful,” he said. “Don’t wake
her.”

He drew his hand away gently and

held forth both his wrists for the
shackles.
The girl was in the f{ront room

whither they took him; she was at the
table pouring brandy into an array of
glasses.  They placed their prisoner
against the wall while they stood about
and drank.

“He may have one?”
the sergeant.

“Why not?” consented that demi-
god carelessly. “It will be a memory
for him.”

Egon Weiler took the glass between
his chained hands. His soul was ice.
He looked at her over the raised glass,
but he could not abash those chill blue
eyes. Nevertheless he spoke.

“I will pay for this in full some
day,” he said.

She shook her head indifferently.
“It 1s paid already,” she answered.
“The reward covers all.”

And presently they took him away
to his torment. his service and at the
last, to the Chemin des Dames and the
payvment of his debt.

she asked of

SFirst Families

(Continued from page 23)

Fé friend in this detail T should have

been up against it. A stranger can go to
any New England or Southern com-
munity and learn who is who in no
time. The genealogy shelf in the public
library seems almost eager to speak.
But there is not a printed book on New
Mexican genealogy in existence. There
is no need for one. The old grandee
families are all related by marnage.
They know who is who and display no
more interest in informing the outside

world than the outside world has dis-
played in mforming itself.

It 15 common, even among some of
the Anglo-Saxon residents of New Mexi-
co, to refer to their fellow citizens of
Spanish blood as Mexicans. The Anglo-
Saxons, by their own definition. are
f-’\mericam Thiq foendss the New Mexi-
1S somethmg one must ﬁnd out for h1m=-
self. The New Mexican of Spanish
lineage may pity vour lack of taste or

Herr. "
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