Hold on, Bill | I
This might be

Above the roar of the flames, a rifle
cracked.
B~ me you fellows turned Zut! The
 up. I didn’t know we had Siciaba

We're a pretty
small unit, sir—
just Jean and me.
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Uhlans! We'd
better get out
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There's only
two of ‘em!

Keep going, Jean.
: I'll slow up those
Boches!




