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SUMMARY 

The story commences in the Sahara Desert, where Teuns Stegmann, a 

South African serving in the French Foreign Legion, finds himself 

alongside Fritz Mundt and six raw recruits. They are on a mission to 

initiate the recruits into the ways of the desert. Teuns is particularly 

suspicious of one recruit, Davros, whose restless demeanour troubles 

him. Davros spots something on a dune and is sent to investigate, only 

to vanish without a trace. Teuns and his men search everywhere for him, 

finding only tracks and blood. They immediately suspect an ambush, 

and Teuns feels it is his duty to investigate further and attempt to locate 

Davros. 

As the patrol leader, Teuns Stegmann bears responsibility for his men’s 

safety. Consequently, he makes certain decisions, often against Fritz’s 

counsel, to rescue Davros. Even upon discovering a mysterious, ancient 

fortress and being confronted by an unknown voice, Teuns remains 

resolute. The voice belongs to Pierre Bonnet. Teuns is compelled to 

offer himself as a hostage in exchange for another recruit, Jacques 

Debret. Tension escalates as Teuns is confronted with betrayal, death, 

and abduction. He is ensnared in a deadly game of cat and mouse but 

refuses to surrender hope. 

Teuns attempts an escape through a secret passage but is recaptured. He 

ends up in a tower, besieged by Pierre Bonnet and his men, fighting 

valiantly for his life. Fritz Mundt also plays a critical role. He is 

consistently present to support Teuns, even when disagreeing with his 

decisions. The recruits remain mostly in the background, serving as 

reminders of Teuns’s responsibility. To extricate themselves from their 

predicament, Teuns devises a daring escape, disguising himself as an 

Arab. Will he succeed in escaping, or will he fall victim to Pierre 

Bonnet’s bitter vengeance? The secret lies within the fortress’s hidden 

passages, and only the full story will unveil the truth. 
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EXTRACT 

He decides to head there, but at the very moment he makes the decision, 

he sees the light of a torch near the next tower he must pass to reach the 

one he intends to stay in. 

He can discern that it is someone who has just descended from the 

tower. The person appears to stand there indecisively for a moment. 

Teuns immediately starts walking before that searcher gets it into his 

head to search the tower on the southwestern corner. 

When the torchbearer sees him approaching, he remains standing there. 

Apparently, he is waiting for his comrade to join him, for Teuns inferred 

from the posture of the Arab he unfortunately had to kill that these 

searchers are not at all at ease. 

Teuns approaches the torchbearer cautiously, his right hand gripping 

the blade of the throwing knife, which he carefully conceals within the 

folds of his robe. 

He holds the torch angled away from himself, as he does not wish to be 

recognised now. 

“Seen anything?” the Arab asks from afar as Teuns approaches. 

“No, I haven’t seen anything,” he replies in his best Arabic. “And you?” 

“No, he’s not in this tower,” says the searcher. “Now there’s only one 

tower left on this side of the fortress, and that’s the one near the gate on 

the southwestern corner.” 

Teuns draws nearer wordlessly. Again, he must force himself to 

suppress the pain within him and walk normally. Yet, he places his left 

foot down more gently than his right, but his limp is so slight that one 

wouldn’t notice unless paying direct attention. He reaches the Arab, and 

they begin to converse. 
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28. FORTRESS OF FURY 

Chapter 1 

RECRUIT DAVROS 

Gratefully, like thirsty children who had stumbled upon water, they 

stretched themselves out in the benevolent coolness of a high, red, 

maned dune in an uncharted and virtually impassable region of the 

Sahara Desert. Although practically children of the desert, they felt 

almost reverent beneath the terrible beauty of the pristine sand masses 

that enclosed them here. Here lay the red sand dunes like mountains 

with deep, dark avenues when the shadows arrived, with sharp crests, 

almost like the blades of sabres, and with fine ripples against their vast 

flanks. 

They were but a small group, only eight men. A stranger would see at 

first glance that two of them were veterans, hardened men, and that six 

were still blushing youths with their rosy cheeks and excited eyes, as if 

expecting a secret in the Sahara Desert greater than any experience they 

had yet undergone. 

Here, where they had now settled themselves in the coolness of the 

dune, the few men looked so small and insignificant. The only 

disturbance to the seemingly boundless sand masses around them were 

the few rows of tracks leading down the steep dune to the bottom of the 

avenue where they now lay. They stretched out languidly on the sand, 

still burning hot from the torment of the Sahara sun, for they had walked 

far, and they had walked quickly. 

Their leader was a tall blond man with alert blue eyes and a powerful 

yet lithe body like that of a power athlete. He was the only one not lying 

down. He sat there with his knees drawn up and his arms folded around 

them. Although he had wandered through the desert for so many days, 

he still looked fit and trim in the uniform of the French Foreign Legion. 

His name was Teuns Stegmann, the only South African in the French 



7 

 

Foreign Legion. And the only other veteran with him was a large, 

massive fellow with a shiny bald head and a red complexion, possessing 

shoulders and arms that would do any heavyweight wrestler credit. His 

name was Fritz Mundt, a German, and a man reputed to be the strongest 

in the entire Legion. 

The others were young fellows, green fellows, now being tempered on 

this very excursion by Teuns Stegmann and Fritz Mundt. They were 

recruits sent barely a month ago from Algiers to the fortress Dini Salam, 

the foremost garrison of the French Foreign Legion in the southern 

Sahara. 

Here, where Teuns Stegmann now sat, his eyes narrowed against the 

glare of light reflected by the dune before them, it felt to him as though 

they had departed from Dini Salam three months ago already. And yet 

it was scarcely two weeks ago that he received the temporary rank of 

sergeant with the order to take Fritz Mundt along and lead these six raw 

recruits into the desert to initiate them into the routine followed on 

patrols in the Sahara Desert. To cultivate in them a feel for the 

conditions in the deep Sahara. To familiarise them with the dangers of 

the desert, with the demands it imposes. To teach them precisely how a 

soldier of the Foreign Legion must conduct himself when out on patrol 

in the boundless sandy wasteland of the Sahara. 

The South African felt satisfied with the course of events thus far. All 

six recruits had proved brisk, strong, and diligent. They all possessed 

astonishing endurance. They were eager to learn, and he and Fritz had 

taught them everything they could, for there is much to learn in the 

Sahara. In the Sahara, you learn to keep your eyes open. You learn to 

determine the course of the sun and the moon. You learn to follow a 

direction according to the position of the stars. You learn how quickly 

or how slowly you must move, how much water you must drink in a 

day, and you learn how to last as long as possible without water. 

Here in the Sahara, you learn to look far and wide and meticulously. To 

understand the meaning of a track or a disturbance in the sand or the 
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faintest movement in the distance, for behind every crest of the Sahara, 

death can lurk. 

Teuns Stegmann felt weary sitting there, for he was thoroughly aware 

of the responsibility resting on his shoulders. The preservation of a life 

could depend on the thoroughness of his instruction. He had to 

rigorously train these men in everything the Sahara could present, and 

the Sahara could present so many unexpected things. He had to teach 

these men to be alert, vigilant, and brave. He had to teach them not only 

to brave the dangers of the desert but also to know how to act when they 

clashed with the bloodthirsty inhabitants of the desert. 

He had to teach them the customs, the tactics, the weaknesses of the 

Arabs. And the Arab could be just as hard, as cruel, and as inexplicable 

as the Sahara itself. This he had learned so many times in this wilderness 

of sand and heat. All this he had to impress upon these young men, and 

sitting here now, it felt to him as though each of their lives depended 

personally on him. 

Surreptitiously, he surveyed them where they lay, placid young men, 

exhausted by the march and awaiting the next command. He wondered 

how brave they would be, or perhaps how cowardly, when the first 

blood flowed and when they truly had to lie behind the triggers for the 

first time. He looked at them thoughtfully and wondered what had 

brought them to the Sahara. Each one of them, he knew, must have a 

past, for no man comes to the Foreign Legion without having a past. 

Perhaps through a murder he committed. Perhaps through poverty. 

Perhaps through great sorrow or great shame. How would he ever know 

why these six, now under his command, had come to the Legion? And 

he wondered how loyal they would be to the French Foreign Legion. 

That was another thing he had to teach them. They must be loyal to the 

French Legion unto death. It mattered not whether they were French or 

Belgian or Swiss or German or Bulgarian or Turk. To the French 

Foreign Legion they must be true in all circumstances, even if it cost 

them their lives. 
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It was for this reason that the tall blond South African gazed so 

pensively at the group now stretched out so nonchalantly and 

comfortably here on the sand. 

Teuns liked them. During their wanderings in this almost unknown part 

of the Sahara, where the commander of Dini Salam had deliberately 

sent them, he had already had the chance to observe them well. They 

seemed like good material to him, all of them, save one. 

Among these six, there was one whom Teuns Stegmann did not like. 

He was a short, rather thin, dark little man, no longer very young. 

Probably close to forty, with two restless eyes that were almost never 

still, with a nervous twitch around his hard mouth, and with an unease 

in his movements as if he were always afraid that something or someone 

was pursuing him. Sometimes, Teuns had noticed, he made 

meaningless gestures with his hands. It seemed as though he was always 

scanning the horizon with his eyes, as if expecting to see someone or 

hear a sound. He never looked you squarely in the eye, and sometimes 

his neck twitched from a habit. 

Davros, was his name. Recruit Davros, originally from Budapest. Teuns 

paid special attention to him. Under all circumstances, he watched 

Davros. What would such a relatively elderly man seek in the French 

Foreign Legion? What was within him that made him so restless and 

agitated? 

Perhaps a great disaster had befallen him, thought Teuns. But whatever 

the case, one thing was undeniable. Davros appeared to be a particularly 

alert and intelligent man. His endurance was astonishing. Teuns had 

already had to slow the pace a few times when some of the recruits 

became too exhausted in the sand. But not Davros. He was always at 

the forefront. He always looked rested and vigorous. His dark eyes 

always sparkled, even when he was tired. With the greatest patience, he 

wiped the sweat from his eyes. A striking fellow, thought Teuns. 

Probably the most striking of the six recruits. A few times he had felt 

like questioning Davros a little. It felt to him as though he couldn’t trust 
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Davros. Or was he perhaps mistaken? Who would ever know? All he 

could do was wait until time taught him, for the last thing he wanted to 

do was let Davros realise that he, Teuns Stegmann, felt distrustful 

towards him. 

When Davros suddenly spoke, Teuns looked quickly at him. This also 

immediately sharpened his interest in the man again. 

“Mon Sergent,” said Davros, “what is that on the crest of the dune?” 

With his narrow, gnarled hand, the recruit indicated south-westwards 

towards the crest of the dune. 

Teuns felt slightly guilty that a recruit had noticed something he hadn’t. 

There was definitely something lying on the dune. What it was, he 

couldn’t precisely make out. He frowned slightly that he hadn’t noticed 

it before and wondered if the thing had been lying there all along or if 

it hadn’t perhaps suddenly appeared there while they were here. 

He narrowed his eyes and relied on his experience and his ability to 

concentrate to figure out what it was. It was something black, something 

that stirred, and yet, although Teuns’s pulse suddenly quickened, he 

realised it wasn’t a person. He was also convinced it wasn’t a living 

animal. What animals would one find in this waterless desert anyway? 

It certainly wasn’t a camel, a horse, or a mule, or anything of the sort. 

It was too small for that. 

Suddenly the object stirred again and glinted in the late afternoon sun. 

Glinted and swirled. 

And then Teuns realised with a smile what it actually was. It was a 

vulture. Apparently, it was a dead vulture. The wind that precedes the 

desert night had already risen, driving the fine, transparent curtain of 

sand over the dune crests. That wind must have caught the wing of the 

dead vulture, lifting it so that it shone in the sun. 

“You are an observant man, Davros,” said Teuns. “I must compliment 

you on that. That perceptiveness could stand you in good stead in the 



11 

 

Sahara.” 

“Thank you, mon Sergent,” said Davros in that pushy manner of his that 

always slightly irritated Teuns. With that somewhat conceited attitude 

of his, as if Teuns couldn’t really teach him much about the Sahara. 

“I’m not quite sure what it is, Davros. I think we should send a volunteer 

to go and see what it actually is.” 

The other fellows suddenly sat up too. Interested because they had 

heard that something strange had been spotted, for on their wanderings 

thus far, they had truly encountered nothing strange. 

“I want a volunteer to go and see what lies there on the crest of that 

dune,” said Teuns. Before anyone could utter a word, Davros was on 

his feet. 

“Since I saw it first, mon Sergent,” said Davros, “I would appreciate it 

if you would allow me to go ascertain what it is.” 

“Very well, Davros,” said the South African, “since you are so alert and 

observant, the honour is yours. But you must be vigilant, Davros. Arabs 

often appear in strange guises. If you notice the slightest trouble, return 

immediately. We here will keep our eyes open.” 

“Merci, mon Sergent,” replied Davros, slinging his rifle over his 

shoulder and starting across the avenue towards the foot of the opposite 

dune. 

Then Teuns did what is always done when uncertainty appears on the 

scene. He ordered the few recruits to spread out against the dune, to 

keep their rifles ready and their eyes open. 

It was then that Fritz Mundt moved towards the South African’s side. 

“Mon ami,” said Fritz, “what do you think of this Davros?” Teuns 

looked at Davros, who was beginning to clamber up the opposite dune. 

The sand was loose, and he had to struggle to advance, especially since 

the dune was very steep. The South African watched the diligent and 
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powerful movement of the dark recruit, then looked at Fritz and said, 

“Why do you ask so, mon ami?” 

“I don’t know myself,” said the German, shrugging his shoulders. “It’s 

just a feeling, I can’t explain it. Just a peculiar feeling that all is not well 

with this man.” “All not well? What makes you think that?” asked 

Teuns. 

“I can’t explain it,” repeated the German. “But it feels to me as if Davros 

has a screw loose.” 

“You are prejudiced, mon ami,” replied Teuns, attempting to steer the 

German away from the idea he himself also harboured. “What has 

Davros done yet that makes you suspicious?” 

“It’s not really what the man does,” answered Fritz. “It’s just the 

expression on his face. The posture of his body, the restlessness in his 

eyes, the nervous movement of his hands. These are things that strike 

me and bother me.” 

“Old Big One,” Teuns said to the German, “you shouldn’t jump to 

conclusions. Remember, Davros, just like all the others, has been 

entrusted to our care. To our care and guidance. We certainly won’t 

make a good recruit of him if we distrust him in this way. Let him be. 

We’ll see later what’s what with Davros.” He tried to speak as 

convincingly as possible, although it was difficult for him, because 

sometimes he felt like discussing his suspicion and fear regarding this 

recruit with Fritz Mundt. But under the circumstances, he believed he 

shouldn’t. 

Fritz fell silent, and Teuns fell silent. They watched the recruit slowly 

but surely scramble up the loose face of the dune, almost on all fours, 

the Lebel rifle glinting behind his back. 

“What is it that lies there?” asked Fritz. 

“To me, it looks like a dead vulture,” answered the South African. 


