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	ABOUT THE TRANSLATOR

	“Andelene Brits was born in Paarl in 1966, the youngest of three daughters. I attended Paarl Gymnasium and matriculated there in 1983. After that, I worked in financial institutions. I got married in 1989, and I have three sons. I do not have grandchildren yet, only a lot of dogs! For the last twenty years, I have been a housewife. I have written many stories over the years but have never published anything, although writing is my passion. I love books and have a whole library in my house. I go and browse second-hand bookstores for treasures. My other passion is people, and I do charity work for those in need. There is not much more I can say about myself, just that what I am doing now is something I have been waiting for all my life to do. Deal with the written word. Words are power. Thank you.”

	 

	 

	SUMMARY

	Buckle up for a thrilling adventure in the scorching Sahara desert with the brave men of the French Foreign Legion in Meiring Fouche’s action-packed page-turner, “Death at Sunrise”. This is the sixth installment in Fouche’s wildly popular “Sahara Adventure series” which follows the daring exploits of Legionnaire Teuns Stegmann and his loyal band of brothers as they confront peril at every turn in colonial North Africa.

	This latest edge-of-your-seat thriller, “Death at Sunrise” sweeps readers into a gripping adventure in the sweltering Sahara desert. It centers around five comrades of the French Foreign Legion, the impulsive Teuns Stegmann, brawny Fritz Mundt, quick-witted Jack Ritchie, hardy Podolski the Pole, and feisty Petacci the Italian. Together for the first time, they embark on a perilous patrol mission into the barren wasteland. As scorching winds blast their faces and water supplies dwindle, a lethal sandstorm suddenly engulfs them, obliterating their bearings. Their odds of surviving the merciless conditions seem hopeless until they spot two camels racing through the sand. They desperately pursue the two camels for a chance at sanctuary. After an arduous chase, the men finally reach safety in one of three clay huts nestled in a remote oasis. But what they discover inside the humble shelter leaves them shocked and imperiled. There lies the alluring yet cunning Brigitte Bonnet, the notorious “Witch of the Sahara” hellbent on revenge for her sister’s death. Conflict collides as the soldiers confine her, intent on delivering the wanted woman to authorities in Algiers.

	Yet Brigitte has a knack for slipping away. After drugging her captors’ water and fleeing into the darkness, the men awake parched and furious. As the sandstorm entombs the oasis’s life-saving well, they become stranded without water, slowly succumbing to a torturous demise. But just when all hope evaporates, a mysterious bomber plane appears and airlifts the five friends to the Arab stronghold of Dutra. In the capital, they are locked away in a reeking dungeon. While languishing in despair, they uncover something extraordinary concealed beneath the cell’s hay that renews their drive for survival. But can they utilize it before Brigitte’s next lethal plan takes form? For she and the Arab leaders have concocted a barbaric public execution for the legionnaires, set to take place in front of a bloodthirsty mob at sunrise. As the first glimmer of light creeps over the distant dunes, only a miracle seems capable of saving the condemned men from the ceremonial blade. Can Teuns and his loyal comrades-in-arms escape Brigitte’s wrath and derail her genocidal scheme? Against impossible odds, the courageous legionnaires will have to fight with every ounce of strength and cunning if they hope to turn the tables on Brigitte and her bloodthirsty hordes and live to fight another day.

	Death at Sunrise delivers a high-stakes tale wound with tension, valor, and startling twists that will leave readers enthralled until the very last page. Fouche’s masterful storytelling ability shines as he weaves vivid desert scenery, high-action drama, and magnetic characters into a profoundly entertaining novel. With nonstop action, diabolical villains, and high-stakes drama across an exotic North African landscape, “Death at Sunrise” will leave fans of Fouche’s Sahara Adventure series hungry for more. Only by joining Legionnaire Stegmann on his latest white-knuckle adventure through perilous desert sands will you discover the breathtaking answer for yourself. So sit down, strap in, and get ready for a rollercoaster ride you won’t soon forget with this thrilling Sahara desert story.

	 

	 

	EXTRACT

	Teuns moves so quickly that he manages to knock out three or four guys before Fritz and the others can jump in. Fritz Mundt moves like a maniac, and his big fists work like pistons. There is an ugly sound of blows falling and men groaning, and foreign soldiers are falling like flies from the benches and land in heaps on the floor. Podolski and Jack Ritchie also jump in, and Catroux and Petacci do their part. This was not the first fight the little Petacci had participated in. He had learned to fight in the slums of Italy, and he knew all the dirty tricks in the book. First, he pretends to hit a man in the head, but then he kicks him in the stomach.

	But Teuns, Fritz, and Podolski cause the worst damage. They do not need to hit the same man twice. The foreign soldiers suddenly realize that the destruction in their ranks is significant, and their position does not look so much in their favor anymore. The Legion men have come together in a small group, their fists are flying, and their boots are kicking. Some of these strangers have immense respect for the fists of the big Legion men like Teuns, Fritz, and Podolski and even for the dangerous, unexpected blows of the little Petacci and Jack Ritchie, whose blonde fringe is hanging far down over his forehead. Catroux is like a cocky little rooster and gives his best.

	The men slowly fight their way open to the front of the plane toward the cockpit. They progress, but it is becoming more demanding because the foreign soldiers fully understand what is at stake here.

	 

	 

	
6. DEATH AT SUNRISE

	Chapter 1

	WIND OF THE DESERT

	There are only seven of them. Only seven soldiers in this infinity of the Sahara. They are wearing blue jackets and the white kepis of the French Foreign Legion. Present here is Sergeant Catroux, the diminutive, grey Frenchman with his lively blue eyes and the brash little mustache. Fritz Mundt, the huge German, the biggest and strongest soldier in the French Foreign Legion. Teuns Stegmann, the blonde South African, is broad-shouldered but very agile, like an athlete. Jack Ritchie was the Englishman his family had branded the black sheep. Podolski, the Pole, had joined the Legion only to get away from his fat wife and her constant nagging. Petacci, the Italian, who had fled his country of birth because of his radical views, and Jorgensen, the big, clumsy Norwegian, always looks as if he is dreaming of the cool fjords of his country.

	Their boots crunch through the sand as they move in a northerly direction, and their water flasks flap against their sweaty backs.

	Podolski, the brave Pole, who has already seen so much bloodshed in the desert, yawns and says. “I wish something would happen. Even a vulture attacking us will do so that I can kill it with my bayonet. This walking is driving me crazy!”

	“You are in a good mood, you big old Pole,” says Teuns Stegmann while looking back at Podolski. “If you have that much energy, why do not you run to Fort Laval before us?”

	“He is off his rocker,” growls Jorgensen. “Who in his right mind will look for trouble in this heat?”

	“It is only big talk,” Petacci, the Italian, cuts in.

	Podolski ignores the others and turns to Fritz Mundt. “What do you say, big guy? You are one of the men who is always looking for action. These patrols through the sand drive me insane.”

	Fritz Mundt does not answer him but puts his forefinger in his mouth to wet it, then sticks it up in the air like a man pointing at the sky.

	“Looks like the big guy is also losing his marbles,” Teuns teases. “He is sucking his finger like a baby.”

	“Wait, I think he is getting ready to risk another one of his predictions,” Jack Ritchie mocks. “After all, he is the big oracle of the desert!”

	They look at the big German apprehensively because he is usually so outspoken and ready to react with his quick temper. But, then, he would not say something but would not hesitate to use his fists if provoked. Now, he turns his head, looks up into the sky, and scans the horizon with his eyes drawn into slits.

	“There is a big wind coming,” Fritz Mundt says softly.

	“Wind!” Teuns Stegmann guffaws and everybody starts laughing. “The only wind right now in this desert is the wind coming out of your big mouth!”

	“I am telling you there is a wind coming. You cannot feel it right now, but I can sense it in the air and do not like it. I think Podolski’s wish might be granted by getting some action.” Without another word, the German leaves the line and hastens himself over to Sergeant Catroux, who walks in front of them with his head bowed.

	“I think Fritz has gone soft in the head,” says Jorgensen from behind, but Petacci interrupts him. “He knows this desert like the palm of his hand. He is never wrong with his predictions.”

	“Well, it looks like Field Marshall Rommel has at least one admirer in the French Foreign Legion,” Podolski teases Petacci.

	Then they cease talking to try and hear what Fritz Mundt is saying to Catroux, but they are unable to. Catroux suddenly halts his small patrol and gazes over to the west, where the mighty Atlas Mountain rises blue and massive out of the desert, with its peaks reaching heaven. He takes out his binoculars and scans the area while the other men, except for Fritz, sit in the hot sand, thankful for the break to rest their tired legs.

	Catroux puts his binoculars back in the bag, and then he also wets his finger and holds it up in the air, just like Mundt did.

	“Mon Dieu!” he exclaims. “It is true. A wind is coming, but it is difficult to feel at this stage.”

	Just then, a small whirlwind comes dancing past them over the sand, which cools their burning cheeks for that split second. The men look at one another quickly because they know what that means.

	“Look there, mon Sergent,” Fritz tells Catroux, pointing his finger into the sky.

	Catroux looks up and sees tiny, black specks in the sky, so high up that it is nearly invisible to the naked eye. The specks are moving eastwards.

	“They will not be flying that high up if it were not for strong air currents, mon Sergent,” Fritz Mundt remarks.

	“That is true,” Catroux concurs. “Vultures know when to get themselves to safety.”

	The other men are also looking up into the sky, eyes squinted against the sun’s glare, and subconsciously, their breathing becomes deeper and uneven in apprehension.

	“And look over there, mon Sergent,” says Fritz Mundt, pointing at the sun. Catroux looks and realizes that the Sahara sun is looking quite different today. It is not the same fiery ball as always, but more like a copper coin that had been polished. It becomes unnecessary to look because now others can feel it too.

	Suddenly it is like standing in an airless void that is as hot as an oven. Sweat breaks out over their bodies, breathing becomes difficult, and it feels as if their heads can explode from the pressure.

	“Sandstorm coming, mes amis,” says Catroux, and those four words of the sergeant fill the men with a nameless dread.

	“Still ready for action, Podolski?” asks Petacci and a world of meaning is locked behind his dark eyes.

	Podolski only looks at the horizon and does not reply because he would rather march a thousand miles through the desert than encounter one of the Sahara’s sandstorms.

	“What are we going to do?” asks the ever-practical Jorgensen. “We are still about eighty miles from Fort Laval, and if that storm catches us here in the open, we are in a world of trouble.”

	The men know that is the truth because any man who has ever experienced one of the Sahara’s sandstorms before can tell you how the wind can drive the sand and small stones horizontally against your body, so much so that it can tear the clothes from your body and rip the skin off your face and hands. The sand can penetrate your facial cavities, and if you are not careful, it can smother you. This type of storm can last up to three days, and if you are unlucky enough that it finds you in the open of the desert, it forces the moisture out of your body and can drive you insane with thirst. They have seen victims of sandstorms before and know how the sand can even carve away a man’s eyelids so that the eyes are sitting open, bare, and terrible in their sockets. They know this, which is why they are looking at one another in fear, only to look again towards the horizon where everything still seems so calm and silent. It is deceptive because these desert storms can appear from behind a dune or on the open plains within seconds.

	“What shall we do?” Jorgensen complains. “There is not even a stone we can hide behind.”

	“You just turn your back to the storm till you have no back anymore,” Teuns Stegmann suggests. “By the time your back is gone, you will be finished anyway.”

	“Your skin is so tough that even a desert storm will not be able to kill you, Jorgie,” says Jack Ritchie.

	They talk flippantly, not because the situation calls for being lighthearted, but out of fear, because they have seen how a storm like this had exposed a massive rock out of the sand in one night. This rock was under the ground, and suddenly that one night, it appeared when the wind had calved away all the sand and laid it bare.

	Catroux sits on the sand and takes a map out of a long, cylindrical container. A whirlwind tugs at the map in his hands, and with his finger, he traces the area on the map, desperately looking for a hiding place against the coming storm. Fritz Mundt peers curiously over Catroux’s shoulder to look at the map.

	Fort Laval, eighty miles away from them, is out of their reach, and so is Wadi Dinar, seventy-two miles to the east. The Bihar- highlands, with their strange rock formations, hundred miles to the southeast, is out of the question, as also the Harba oasis, seventy miles in a westerly direction.

	“Very festive,” says Catroux in the end, but he cannot hide that he is upset. “We have an hour at most before the storm hits us, and the nearest shelter is seventy miles away. Do you think we will be able to reach the oasis at Harba within an hour, mes amis?”

	The men only laugh uncomfortably and look at one another without speaking.

	In an instant, Teuns Stegmann is on his feet and shouts. “Look there, mon Sergent! It is on its way!”

	The other men jump up quickly as a light wind, like the wind of a fan, touches their hot faces, but they hardly notice because the Atlas Mountains, still visible five minutes ago, have disappeared!

	There is no sign of the mountain anymore because a red curtain hangs between it and the men. It moves to shiver, bow, and sway, with dust and sand curling upwards towards the sky. Another gust of wind blows over the men and plays with their leg pants. The pressure increases, and the desert becomes even hotter. The mens’ eyes are shiny and big, and they try to swallow their fear through parched throats.

	“We should go and hide behind the nearest high dune!” Petacci calls out in alarm. “We cannot stay out here in the open.”

	Catroux looks at Petacci in sympathy, nearly like a father would look at an ignorant little child. 

	Fritz Mundt curbs his enthusiasm. “Have you never heard how mother Sahara can shift the highest dunes within hours, Italian? Or do you feel like being buried beneath a dune?”

	“But, but…” Petacci stammers.

	“Do not break your head about this, Petacci,” says Podolski with his eyes fixed on the approaching storm, “because within an hour or so, you will not have to make plans anymore. You have about an hour to repent your sins and gloat over your past good deeds.”

	“But we cannot just stand here and do nothing!” Petacci shouts and Catroux sees a hysteria behind the man’s eyes. Everybody’s attention is riveted on the approaching storm. The wind that had reached them ahead of the storm is swirling and whistling around them, fluttering the backs of their kepi’s and then letting off again. While he is watching this terrible vision that is rolling towards them, Sergeant Catroux is at first so stunned that he can hardly move. The dust curled like dragon tongues upwards, and the sky turned ugly reddish-grey. It is as if a horrible force is sucking the very crust of the earth into the atmosphere.

	“The only advice I have, mon Sergent, is for us to dig ourselves in,” says Fritz Mundt. 

	His words bring Catroux back to reality, and he orders the men. “Dig yourselves in! You must face eastwards.”

	He is only giving the order because there is nothing else he can think of to do at this stage, as he knows that even if you manage to bury yourself entirely in the sand, the unstoppable force will still drag you out from underneath the sand. It will roll and jerk you until you do not know where you are anymore and then dump you against a high dune, where you will be buried underneath tons of sand.

	After it is over, nobody will even know where the men of this patrol have died. Catroux knows this because it is not the first Sahara storm he has encountered. The wind is swirling around them, cooling the warm sweat on their faces. Scared now, the men throw their rifles on the ground and start digging rectangular holes in the soft sand with their hands, which lie from west to east.

	Petacci is not digging, and suddenly he jumps up and starts running eastwards, away from the wind.

	“Petacci!” Catroux shouts it out as an order, but the little Italian ignores his sergeant and keeps running. Catroux opens his holster and takes out his big Luger.

	“Petacci!” Catroux shouts again. “Halt or I will shoot you!” Catroux aims, but then Teuns Stegmann shouts. “Mon Sergent, mon Sergent, look over there!” Catroux looks up and sees them too. Two camel riders on a high dune are moving south, past the soldiers, and racing eastwards in the same direction Petacci is running in. The white robes of the riders flutter and blow in the wind gusts, and their clothes look unnaturally white against the background that is becoming steadily darker. The camels are making themselves as flat as possible while running, their legs swaying wildly and their heads thrust forward with the long necks stretched out low in front of their bodies. Petacci has also noticed the camels and stops.
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