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Into that weird empire of the undead, defying its
ancient vicious gunardians, ecame Ki-Gor and his
lovely mate, lielene. Defeated once, Helene doomed
to be a helpless sacrifice to a deathless living god,
the Jungle Warrior fought his greatest battle—
and found death waiting, for himself, win or lose.

A THRILLINGLY-NEW BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL
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STALKERS r: DAWN-WORLD

By JOHN PETER DRUMMOND

A complete novel of weird adventure in a land that time forgot

HE MOUNTAIN rose bleakly, its springing up and up, as though it were a

I greyish-black sides sullen and brood- lone sentinel standing guard over all of the
ing, from the cool greenness of the rolling jungle and lush plains that were
tangled jungle at its base, It towered high, the Congo of Central Africa.
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6 JUNGLE

It was Kegunda, The Mountain of Death.

Scrubby trees and bushes greyed the
rocky sides, like the ragged whiskers of
an aged giant; and the clouds that eternally
wreathed its top were the tangled hair
above a craggy featureless face.

It had been there, since time began, its
black pock eyes seeing the life that existed
in the jungle below, its rugged features
blurring through the centuries as it held
against the blasting fury of tropical storms,
becoming more sullen and austere as the
ages passed.

It was Kagunda, and many were the
whispered tales that cloaked its stone sides.
It was worshipped by the superstitious,
and many were those who had trod dim
jungle trails to do it homage at its base.
It was death—for never had any returned
from his pilgrimage.

Except one man—and when he thought
of it, his face greyed and he fingered a
counter-juju against Gimshai, the Eater
of Souls.

And now Kagunda stood, its blind eyes
watching the flickering of silver lightning
across the sky; and the cottony clouds
roiled about its head as though the hoary
evil monster laughed at what was to come.

A hush had come to the air, stillness
pressed with visible force against the lush
green jungle below; and the animals paced
with nervous steps, their narrowed eyes
flickering upward through the tangled
branches to where the blue heavens had
taken on the dull tones of silted lake water.

A lion coughed uneasily, snarled with a
side-snatch ' of white-fanged jaws at the
rustling of a kalchi-bush nearby; and its
mate ceased the tonguing of her yellow
kitten to snarl a second challenge. A vanka
lizard thrust a red and purple head through
the brush, watched with beady intent
eyes, then flicked away to safety on sound-
less feet.

HE ROLL of thunder drifted in, like
the echo of a storm once heard, then
grew louder with each passing second. An
elephant lifted its muscled trunk, bellowed
a bull-roar at the jungle pressing about
him, then shouldered his way toward the
grassy plain a mile away.
A colubus monkey climbed through
silent leaves, huddled against its mate in
the hollow of a limb, whimpered a bit in
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fear, then flared in sudden squalling rage
as another white-ruffed male tried to in-
vade the hollow.

Then there was silence in the darkening
jungle again, and the storm sense pressed
even harder upon the 'trees. Animals
skulked where once they had walked, slink-
ing toward hidden lairs where safety lay.
Lightning flared brighter in the greying
sky, smashing soundlessly for a silver mo-
ment, then disappearing, and growling
thunder came rolling in its wake,

The first light flickers of rain came
sifting down, spattering dust in tiny sound-
less pouts into the air, then coming thicker
and heavier until the air was a shimmering
curtain of water that rustled green leaves
and glided into thirsty brown hollows of
the earth.

And then from the east came a new
thunder, droning at a different pitch,
drilling an alien, man-made sound into the
African storm.

A giraffe wheeled on the tiny grassy
plain, stared in voiceless alarm, ran with
the gangling awkward run of its kind to-
ward the herd-safety of other giraffe near
the center of the clearing. They swung
graceful heads, stared with widened eyes
at the strange winged object that fled
toward them through the growing storm,
then huddled together, forgetting that
which had startled them, in the silent de-
jection of the moment.

And high above the earth, the Handley
Page rode the twisting currents, driving
into the west, the song of its motors a
ragged beating of sound against the solid
drumming of the storm.

There was no sunlight now, only the
oily greyness of twilight, and the fury of
the elements was boiling to.its bursting
point with the unequalled rapidity of all
African storms. Thunderheads massed,
merged, then disintegrated in a flooding
cascade of water that fought the fleeing
plane as though it were a cottony wall
that had to be slashed aside by sheer force.

The Handley Page crashed its way
through the thickening curtain of rain,
climbing higher by the second, trying to
clear the top of the storm, slowly beating
its way to the level of storm clouds.

And one motor blanked out.

It was as sudden as that. One second,
there was a twin vibration, the next, one
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motor roared alone. And with that break
in sound, the plane sank in a twisting
spiral, almost out of control. The equi-
librium. came again; but the plane still
sank, as though seeking a landing spot
somewhere in the tangled jungle below.

It halved the distance to the watching
mountain ahead, speeding over the soaked
jungle, seemed to hesitate above the single
tiny clearing, then sped ahead as though
it knew the grassy plain was too small for
a landing.

Thunder laughed in the sky, and the
lightning smashed streaks of ragged bril-
liance through the churning air. The
pounding rain was an almost impenetrable
curtain that billowed back from the driving,
plane, but which was always there, pushing
the air-borne creature closer and closer to
earth.

And still the plane drove forward, like
a blind black bug darting toward a source
of yellow heat-light, hugging the solidity
of the jungle, its single motor barely pow-
erful enough to speed it along. It was
tossed again and again, as though the storm
played with a 'drifting leaf, and the ex-
hausts were flares of red against the grey-
ness of the rain. Still it drove forward,
smashing toward the single mountain that
lay in its path, like a blind beast going
amuck, not caring what it crushed aside.

ND THEN the mountain rose into
all of its sheer black terrifying might;
and intelligence came to the plane. It
swung about wildly, as though realizing the
implacable danger that lay ahead, tried to
flee about the base of the scarred monolith.
But there was no denying the storm
now ; it caught the trapped plane in a ter-
rific upsurging of wind, threw it high into
the darkened sky, twisting it like a flake
of chaff, spinning it over and over with a
giant’s callous strength. It went up the
side of the mighty mountain, so close at
times that the merest side-twisting of the
wind would have crumpled it instantane-
ously into pulverized wreckage.

But the storm was amusing itself with
its insensate gargantuan strength; and the
plane rode the side of the mountain with-
out touching. The single motor roared a
feeble defiance to the storm that pounded
its crazed mirth at the world below, and

-

fought to free itself from the strangling
currents of whipping air.

And a hundred feet below the eternal,
roiling clouds, the plane broke free. Its
crimson nose dipped a bit, then swung
high, and the motor sang a triumphal paean
of success. The Handley Page swung
away from the grim grey mountain, fled
toward the west again. °

For a second it fled. For one infini-
tesimal instant of time it broke free and
was its master.

And then the storm looped force at the
plane, caught it in a strangling grasp, drew
it out of sight in the twisting clouds that
never left the top of Kagunda.

There was no crash ; there was no sound
other than the pounding roll of thunder
across the skies. There was only the still-
ness of nothing at all to betoken the snatch-
ing of the plane from the land of the
living. There were no oily flames, no
keening shrilling of tortured metal ripping
in a final plunge. There was nothing but
the storm.

And then the storm, as though its pur-
pose had been filled, faded away with the
hell-speed of its borning. The silver
lightning rode into the west, taking the
ripping thunder at its side, and the clouds
slowly dispersed over the jungle about the
single mountain rearing from the plain.

Blueness came to the sky again, the
leaden pall shifting westward toward the
ocean, and the first trickles of sunlight
came spearing through the tangled tree-
tops.

Birds shifted on the boughs still bent
with water, shifted and shook their close-
locked green and scarlet plumage, trilled
tentative rills of songs into the fresh-
washed scented air.

Monkeys stirred in their lair-hollows,
fright disappearing from their eyes. A
lioness cuffed her shaggy mate playfully,
then began the licking of her kitten’s fur,
while the kitten growled fearsomely over
the discovery that its tiny tufted tail was a
writhing menace.

A rogue elephant bellowed a challenge
to the world, breasted a path through the
belly-deep grass that grew so greenly-
lush in the tiny clearing, watched with
habitual ugliness of temper the graceful
timid giraffe that turned soft brown eyes
in his direction.
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Ostriches came awkwardly to their feet
from grass-wallows, shrugged water from
their bodies, stalked the waves of grass
distainfully, their cruel beady eyes search-
ing for ememies, even as they fed them-
selves.

And over all hovered the blind menace
of Kagunda, sated now with its storm-
offering, its shadow eyes dark and fathom-
less, the white fleecy clouds rolling softly
like the dreamy swaying of a cobra’s head
after its belly has been distended from
feeding.

The plane was gone, flicked into no-
where with the callous indifference which
Africa used on its denizens. And now Ka-
gunda brooded over the green jungle
below, watching it come alive again, sun-
light shafting down to steal away the
moisture which had battered with such
swift torrential strength at the creeping
forest growth.

Kagunda ruled supreme,

I

AUGHTER tinkled in the jungle

'~ glade, tinkled and gathered strength
and drew a momentary flush of embar-
rassment to the bronzed face of Ki-Gor,
White Lord of the Jungle. He dangled the
yard-long hunting arrow from the fingers
of his right hand, ruefully inspected the
broken lengths of gun dangling from
either end of the gigantic war-bow in his
left hand.

“Wah!” he said. “Water is not good
for the sinews of the klipvard antelope.”
He flicked his grey eyes toward the bottom
twisted limb of a great ironwood tree that
shafted a hundred feet above his head,
scowled in mock anger.

Helene dangled slender feet into the
air, laughed again, her hair a golden-red
swirl of lovely brightness about her tanned
features. She braced herself with spread
palms upon the rough bark of the branch,
blue eyes twinkling down into the grey
eyes of her mate forty feet below.

“Ki-Gor the Mighty! Ki-Gor the In-
vincible! Wah! He is a man-boy show-
ing off before his woman-girl. Breaking
a bowstring! La! Lal!”

Her hughter tinkled richly in the moist
warm air, and her even teeth were star-
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tlingly white against the poppy redness of
her soft mouth.

Ki-Gor replaced the arrow in the quiver
on his broad back, removed the strands of
string from his bow. Bracing the bow
against his bare leg, he broke the gut be-
tween his hands, muscles ridging his arms
and wrists from the strain. The cords
popped loudly, and he cast them aside in
disdain.

He turned toward the camp at the far
end of the glade, then leaped with the
graceful agility of a great cat, climbed the
dangling liana with the speed of a playful
monkey.

“Wah!” he said menacingly. * I shall
teach a woman to laugh at her man.’

He was almost at the lower limb of the
tree, his keen eyes sparkling with amuse-
ment, before Helene could come to her
feet. Then she balanced easily, waiting
for him to get close enough that his
fingers might brush her slender ankle.

“I need no teaching, smartie,” Helene
laughed, and was gone on the swinging
length of another vine.

She was a graceful wood-sprite flitting
through the streaks of golden sunlight
that barred slantingly through the tangled
branches overhead. Wind ruffled her hair,
brought a flush to her cheeks, and her right
hand waved tauntingly as she finished the
swing to the branch of a baobab tree thirty
feet away.

“Ant-eater !” she cried in derision.

Ki-Gor perched on the limb just vachted
by Helene, and smiled in satisfaction. He
dusted his hands ostentatiously, balanced
on wide-spread feet.

“Where now?” he asked, grinned when
he saw the sudden knowledge flicker in the
girl’s blue eyes.

For Helene could go no farther by
swinging on vines. None was near, and
the one she held would only swing her
back to where Ki-Gor waited. Her only
chance at escape lay in climbing through
the trees; and in that Ki-Gor was much
her master.

“Ki-Gor?” she began tentatlvely

“No "7 3 /

“Please, Ki-Gor, I'm sorry I laughed.”

Ki-Gor growled deep in his throat. “A
man must beat his wife every day,” he said
implacably.

“Every day?”
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“And twice a night.”

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“We shall see.” Ki-Gor edged along
the limb, rounded the bole of the tree by
crossing from limb to limb.

“Ki-Gor.”

“No!”

And then Ki-Gor launched himself from
the limb on which he stood. He went
straight down, drawing his legs up a
bit to cushion the shock of landing, his
hands outspread for balance. He dropped
squarely to the springy branch fifteen feet
below, rode its whiplike strength another
two feet down, then shot high into the air
again, carried there-by the spring of the
steely wood. His right hand grasped a
slender branch, guided and aided his flight ;
his left hand caught at a sturdier branch,
held, then flipped him gracefully to a limb
five feet below the one on which Helene
stood. Easily, regaining his balance with
a delicate precision, he reached up, locked
his fingers about the slender ankles of his
wife.

“Smartie!” he echoed Helene’s word and
tone of a moment before.

And jerked her from the limb.

ELENE screamed involuntarily,

twisted like a falling cat. And Ki-
Gor reached out casually, tensing against
the weight of her body, brought her into
the circle of his arms,

“Oh, Ki-Gor!” Helene said fearfully.

The jungle giant laughed, held her
closely. “See,” he said. “Some day I
shall let you drop. Then I shall get an-
other woman—and beat her every time
she laughs.” .

Helene pouted, but the amusement in
her blue eyes belied the tv.ist of her mouth.
“I hate you,” she said coldly. “Let me
go",

“All right,” Ki-Gor said agreeably, loos-
ened his hold.

And then they were tight against each
other, for Helene had almost dropped.
Her slender arms were about his neck,
and he could feel the beating of her heart.

“I love you, Ki-Gor,” Helene said
simply, and they were alone in the jungle,
meeting for the first time as they had so
many months before.

He kissed her, almost roughly, fright-
ened at the emotions that lay in his heart,

knowing that never could he find the words
to express them.

Then she was laughing into his grey
eyes, and the moment was over. She
grasped the vine that still trailed from
where she had hooked it on the branch
overhead, tickled Ki-Gor impishly, and was
gone from his grasp. She had swung
from vine to vine, and was already half-
way to the ground, before Ki-Gor moved.

Then he simply dropped through the
tangled branches below, cushioning his
series of drops with the mighty muscles of
his columnar legs, guiding himself with
flicks of his hands against slender branches.
And he was waiting on the ground when
Helene slid breathlessly from the end of
the trailing liana.

Ki-Gor bent, retrieved his fallen bow,
nodded to his mate.

“Wait until I restring the bow,” he
said. “Then I shall teach you more of
shooting.” He grinned. “Tembu George
and N’Geeso are long overdue; you must
show them your skill when they arrive.”

He ran with the pacing quickness of the
jungle-born to the small camp he had made
beside the tiny thundering waterfall, lifted
a newly-woven sinew cord from where it
lay in the shade. He fitted one end loop
into the butt-nock at one bow-end, reversed
the bow, fitted the butt into the instep of
his left foot where it touched the soft
ground.

He bent the bow, bent it with all of the
lithe strength of his herculean body, and
it was a task such as no other mortal man
could have so easily done. Muscles swelled
and cabled like writhing snakes beneath the
bronzed skin of his shoulders, rode the
length of his arms, fled into his hands.

And the bow bent, bending slowly, for
it was fully three times as powerful as the
strongest hunting bow, but arcing until
Ki-Gor could slip the other end of the
cord about the butt-nock. He released the
tension slowly, smoothing the strain evenly
along the polished wood, checking the new
cord to see if any flaw lay in its plaiting.

. The string twanged with the high note of

a Bantu harp.

His right hand slipped back over his
left shoulder, retrieved a quivered arrow,
He nocked and fired the shaft in one
smooth flow of grace and movement that
was uncanny in its simplicity.
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THere was the zipping shriek of dis-
placed air, then the thudding chug of metal
striking wood. The arrow had buried it-
self completely within the trunk of a
baobab tree, leaving only the red fletching
outside the bark.

“There is the mark, Helene,” he called.

Helene lifted the bow Ki-Gor had made
especially for her the week before, nocked
an arrow with the slightest trace of awk-
wardness, drew and sighted with a deliber-
ate slowness. Her fingers loosed their
hold, and the arrow whipped toward the
tiny red target. It thudded into the soft
bark fully fourteen inches from its mark.

“Wah!” Ki-Gor said in disapproval.

He came to Helene’s side, waited until
she had nocked another arrow, then guided
her hands as she sighted and drew.

“So ” he said. “The bow is straight up
and down for this type of shooting. Sight
the arrow slightly above the mark so that
it will sink down and strike squarely.
Now.” :

Helene fired, frowned slightly, as the
arrow spatted solidly into the wood eight
inches above the target.

“I’ll never learn,”

she exclaimed in
exasperation. :

I-GOR grinned, but there was a deadly

seriousness in his grey eyes. Too
many times had he found it necessary to
leave Helene alone in the jungle, and it
was only by luck that she had never had
the need of a bow to protect her from
sudden danger. She had used one before
in the many months of their jungle life,
but her skill had never been great. Now
he had fashioned the bow and fletched
several dozen arrows for her. Within a
few weeks she would be more than pro-
ficient with the weapon, able to protect
herself against any unforeseen danger.

“Ha! Was it not you who said that you
could best me in anything ?”” he taunted her.

“All right, smartie,” Helene retorted
grimly, “just take a seat, and I'll do the
work.”

She pouted a kiss in his direction,
watched as he strolled across the clearing,
then nocked another arrow and began
again her practice.

Ki-Gor lifted a handful of ripe blue
plums from the tiny icy niche behind the

small waterfall, then stretched out on the
soft grass, yawned contentedly. .

He watched a purple and gold wirini bird
walk daintily along a low branch overhead,
listened with a thrilling pulse to the
sparkling melody pouring from the song-
bird’s quivering throat. A warm breeze
rustled through the trees, touched his body,
went softly along the glade. The ground
smelled sweet and earthy, redolent of life
and growing things; and the perfume of
maheena blossoms, clustered in blue and
crimson and yellow clumps among the
bushes, was like a heady wine to the Jungl
Lord. :

“Wah!’ He sighed in contentment,
sucked contentedly at the succulent fruit
in his hand.

He half-closed his eyes then, remember=-
ing many things, recalling the first days
when he had known Helene. He had
saved her from a wrecked plane, had given
her a taste of his life, a thing such as the
headline hunting, thrill-seeking Helene had
never known existed.

And somewhere back in those days they
had discovered that their destinies were
inextricably fused, that their lives lay to-
gether. And because Ki-Gor knew no
other life, and because Helene wanted no
other manner of existence, Africa became
their home, its broad colorful sweep of
land their front yard. For lazy months
they had prowled the depths of its jungles,
staying where they chose, happier than they
had ever been before.

Now they were at their favorite home, a
sunny glade hemmed in by giant trees on
three sides, with a sparkling waterfall and
its silver river on the fourth, where a beach
of gleaming white sand paralleled the water
for a hundred yards.

Ki-Gor grunted in pure animal content-
ment, grinned a bit when he saw the in-
tentness of Helene upon her task. He
nodded in approval, then flicked the plum
pits into the river. :

A gaudy blue and red nuhana fish tun-
neled from the cool depths, showered
glittering spray as it struck at the pits
before they touched the running water.
Then, turning with a flick of a shimmer-
ing tail, it dived back into the water, dis-
appeared.

Ki-Gor sat, stretching lazily, digging his
toes into the green grass that made a soft
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carpet over the brown earth. He heard the
slight rustle in the brush near the jungle’s
edge, flicked his gaze in that direction. A
foot-high dik-dik deer minced daintily into
view, searched the air with a delicate nose,
then marched with an unconscious dignity
past the Jungle Lord and toward the river.

Ki-Gor’s right hand drifted out with a
speed as uncanny as it was silent, and his
fingers scooped up the deer, held it tightly
to his broad chest. For a long moment, the
deer fought to free itself, then settled into
complacency, nuzzling a bit, as the jungle
giant’s forefingers scratched gently behind
its ears.

“Oh, let me hold him,” Helene cried,
came running, bow and arrows in hand.

She dropped to her knees took the tiny
wide-eyed deer in gentle hands, stroked its
smooth soft-furred throat. It nestled con-
tentedly in the crook of her right arm.

“T hit it twice,” she said to Ki-Gor,
frowned as his eyebrows came up in a
silent question. “Well, almost,” she
amended.

“That’s fine,” Ki-Gor said, tickled the
deer.

“I'm going swimming,” Helene said, as
though the subject had been long discussed.
I'm hot.”

HE PLACED the deer on the grass,

watched as it went determinedly toward

the river again. She wrinkled her nose in

amusement, then stood and walked to the
white beach.

Her skin was a golden tan against the
tawny yellow and black of her leopard-skin
breech-clout and halter. She shrugged one
arm free of the halter strap, then slipped
the halter from her firm rounded breasts,
tossed it aside. Her fingers loosed the
strings at her waist, and she slid the
clout down her slender legs, stepped out
of its confines, stood free in the soft
breeze. ;

She was slender and smooth and sup-
ple in the golden sunlight; she was a tree-
witch with her hair of spun red-gold. She
poised lightly, stretching her arms high
toward the sky, standing on tiptoes, breath-
ing deeply from the sheer ecstacy of being
alive.

And then she had dived cleanly into the
water, was swimming with the deceptive

jungle stroke Ki-Gor had taught her
months before.

“Come on in,” she called.

Ki-Gor came lithely to his feet, walked
to the water’s edge. He blinked, wincing,
when the slender hands of his wife splashed
icy water at his legs. Then he dropped
his knife to the sand, cut the blue-green
water cleanly in a slanting dive.

He went deep, his keen eyes open, seek-
ing the slender form of Helene ahead.
Vigor came into his body, and strength
surged unbidden into massive muscles from
the coolness. He blew his breath in great
bursting bubbles that spun with the cur-
rent like vagrant thoughts, then came to
the surface and stroked against the current.

Helene popped up at his side, clung to
his shoulder for a brief moment. Her
laughter tinkled in his ear, and he could
smell the damp perfume of her golden-red
hair.

“Four,” she said, and dived.

Ki-Gor grinned, surface-dived after his
mate, swam with great reaching strokes
toward the deep pool at the base of the
waterfall. Side by side they entered the
pool, and almost immediately Helene darted
to one side, turning near the bank, swim-
ming back with something clutched in her
fingers.

She gestured with her prize, opened her
fingers, permitted the goggle-eyed nuhana
fish to flirt to safety. Then she was off
again through the water like a flashing
mermaid.

Ki-Gor spun about, drove toward the
opposite side of the pool, snatched with
both hands at the fleeing blue and crimson
fish. His fingers tightened, and turned
with both prizes to display them to Helene.
But she, too, had another pair to match
his.

They released their prizes, swam with
a quickening speed at the now-frightened
fish that sped from their sanctuary. But

before Ki-Ger could capture his last two,

he felt a touch on his ankle, and Helene
displayed her winning catch.

She laughed in triumph, and her laughter
was a bubble that spun away upon the
current. Ki-Gor grinned through the blue-
ness of the water, twisted about to swim
to the surface. Helene stroked to his
side, and they drifted upward and down
the pool’s length.
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Ki-Gor saw the hurtling object first, saw
it through the water that still lay for feet
above them. It was a black object that
plunged through the sunlight, legs out-
spread to break the fall.

Ki-Gor whirled, shoved Helene deep,
sped her along the current of the stream.
Before, he had met leopards and other cats
in jungle pools, and he knew the frenzied
strength that lay in their lashing claws, as
they fought to reach dry land.

Helene would never have a chance, and -

he himself would be sorely tried at having
to battle an animal in the pool, particularly
since his weapons were on the bank. So
he forced Helene ahead, his body half-
twisted so as to absolutely identify the
animal that had accidentally fallen over the
waterfalls.

And even as Helene was stroking to
safety; he whirled about, his mighty lungs
strained and aching now because of his
length of time beneath the surface. He
spun in the water, hands reaching for the
animal; and closing his fingers, he kicked
toward the surface, dragging his burden
limply behind.

His blond head broke water, and he
breathed in long gasps, then whirled about,
swam with incredible speed toward the
slanting sandy beach. Helene was just
climbing from the water, and her eyes
widened in amazement when she saw that
which Ki-Gor brought with him.

“Why, it’s, it’s a—"" she began in amaze-
ment, and Ki-Gor finished the thought for
her. :
“It’s a boy, a white boy,” he said swiftly,
urgently, lifted his bedraggled burden to
the dry sand. He clambered out in a rush
of strength, turned the body over, forced
water from the boy’s lungs.

“He may be dead!” Ki-Gor finished
softly, winced at Helene’s almost soundless
cry of dismay, =

II

FP\HERE was a timeless instant of etern-

ity in that tiny forest glade when
death raised his scythe at the faulty breath-
ing of the boy. Then the lad coughed,
choked over the last bit of water that had
been sucked into his lungs, and his eyes
flickered open.

“Hello—" he said weakly, anticlimacti-
cally, and became unconscious again.

Ki-Gor bent, lifted the boy, carried him
to the shady spot where he had made
camp days before. Gently, he laid the
boy on the bed of springy moss, straight-
ening his arms at his side, then came erect.

“Fever,” he said shortly. “The boy has
been wounded with an assegai. I'll make
medicine.” :

He turned, ran lithely back to the river,
retrieved his knife, then spun about and
raced to the jungle. He paused at the
edge of the clearing, and softness came to
his clear eyes when he saw the gentle
tenderness with which Helene was min-
istering to the first slow tossings of the
boy’s body in the grip of fever.

Then he turned back to the jungle, ran
lightly through the close-spaced trees. He
felt a dull panic in his heart as he ran,
for he knew the uncanny speed with which
jungle fever could claim a victim. Within
seconds, he was at the bole of a gigantic
baobab tree and was slicing yellow sap
boils from the scaly bark. Holding several
in his hand, he returned the way he had
come, stopping to dig several pinkish roots
from the moist brown earth and to pluck
balf a dozen waxy leaves from a »’laz bush.
His hands filled with the spoils of his
mission, he returned to the glade, paced
quickly to the side of his wife, who had
dressed while he had been gone.

Helene frowned slightly, shook her head,
her blue eyes strangely worried in a way
such as her mighty husband had never
seen before.

“Bad ?” she asked.

Ki-Gor laid the stuff he had gathered
aside, bent, examined the thorn-scarred
body with intent eyes. Then he shook his
head, smiled reassuringly.

“He will be all right by tomorrow’s
sun. A bit weak, but all right.”

He squatted, lifted the turtle-shell bowl
from the jungle dishes used by him and
his mate, carefully broke the sap boils he
had collected, half-filling the bowl with
the milky liquid. Then he crushed the
pink roots and waxy green leaves together
in his corded hands, watched intently as
the juice dripped drop by drop into the
bowl.

He stirred the mixture with a small
branch, added a few ounces of water.
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Tasting it, he made a wry face, spat.

“When I lift the boy’s head,” he said,
“make him swallow as much of this as you
can.”

He slipped to the bed, squatted, raised
the lad in gentle hands. Helene, her mouth
tight in distaste, compassion in her eyes,
held the bowl so that the liquid was passed
into the boy’s mouth. The boy fought the
medicine for a moment, then swallowed
automatically.

Ki-Gor laid the boy back on the bed
again, stood, scowling down at the flushed
face beneath the dark hair. Helene laid
the bowl aside, came easily to her feet.

“TI wonder who he is?” she mused.

“And where he came from?” Ki-Gor
finished. “I’ve heard of no white hunters
in this territory for months; and never
do they bring children with them.”

The boy moaned, tossed feverishly for
a moment. “Mother,” he muttered hoarsely,
then drifted into silence again.

“He’ll tell us when he wakes,” Helene
said.

Ki-Gor glanced at the lowering sun,
shook his head thoughtfully. :

“There will be no sleep tonight for me;
I shall have to see that the fever does not
take another hold on him.”

The boy tossed again, then subsided, the
first thin film of perspiration breaking on
his body. Helene bent, smoothed together
the ripped places in the ragged trousers
and shirt. Unconsciously, her hand stroked
the dark hair back from the boy’s pale
forehead; and Ki-Gor smiled at her utter
femininity.

“Come,” he said.
almost all the night,
by morning.”

“The boy will sleep
He will be all right

HELENE covered the boy with the
softness of a snowy leopard pelt;
then rejoined Ki-Gor; and both moved
away from the bed, going toward the dulled
embers of their cooking fire. Ki-Gor fed
fresh strips of wood to the red embers,
squatted and blew flames where none had
been.

“We had better eat,” he said.

Helene nodded, retrievad fruit and fresh
meat from the natural icebox behind the
waterfall. She sliced, using Ki-Gor’s keen
knife, the succulent kawva, spitted it on thin
twigs, placed the slices so that they would

roast slowly near the tiny leaping flames.
The fruit was a blue and purple and red
heap on the green leaf she used for a
platter, and the yellow skins of fresh
bananas were a bright contrast to the brown
kapa nuts which lay alongside.

Ki-Gor sliced two juicy antelope steaks
from the meat Helene had brought, speared
them on spits of green wood, propped them
so that the barest touch of his hand would
turn them for broiling.

Hunger bit at his stomach, and he
grinned lazily at his golden mate. She
smiled, touched his bronzed shoulder
lightly, whirled as the boy moaned slightly
in his sleep.

“He’ll be all right,” Ki-Gor said, striving
to keep his masculine appearance of in-
difference. But his eyes narrowed slightly,
and he, too, watched silently for a moment.

Smoking juices lifted from the roasting
steaks and kave, and dripped brownly into
the glowing coals of the fire. Each gouted
in a tiny flame, and the delicious odor of
the cooking meal filled the clearing.

Helene turned the kawva slices, watched
them glisten with the syrupy juices which
would become sugar-sweet and crispy when
the roasting was done. Ki-Gor indolently
rotated the steak spits, swallowed hun-
grily, as the odor came wafting toward
him from the rich-brown glaze that was
spreading over the meat’s surfaces.

Darkness came slowly to the clearing,
starting first as lengthening shadows which
crept with an insidious slowness from the
trees, held back only by the darting flick-
ers of light from the tiny cooking fire.

Then true night came, flicking in with
the breath-taking suddenness which is

-Africa’s, and the sky was a dark velvet

curtain over everything, the first stars
shining and twinkling like fiery diamonds
scattered by a careless cosmic hand.

Night sounds came; first the chirring
of waking insects, later the myriad noises
such as are found nowhere else in all the
world. Far down the stream a hippo-
potamus grunted its mating cry, and a
second bulled a brief challenge. A rogue
elephant blasted a shrill warning to all the
jungle, and a hyena laughed its ghoulish
approval of the mad one’s warning.

A prowling lion coughed, and all sound
went from the jungle for a moment. Then
a shadow dipped from the sky, whirled
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in on soundless pinions, and a brush-rat
screamed its life away in the carrion-owl’s
merciless claws.

Life came back to the jungle, and the
sounds blended into one another as they
never did in the light of the sun that rode
the usually-cloudless sky.

Ki-Gor and Helene ate in the flickering
light of the small fire, which the jungle
man fed twigs from time to time. They
sat shoulder to shoulder as they had done
for many nights, and there was about
them an aura of respect and love and un-
derstanding as tangible as the flames they
faced.

They did not speak; there was no need
for talking; they knew each other’s mind,
and their eyes were drawn again and again
to the boy who lay sleeping on their bed.

RIGHT EYES flickered phosphores-
cently from the bushes at the clear-
ing’s edge, winked out, then reappeared,
as curious jungle creatures watched the
man and woman before their fire. Ki-Gor
tossed a banana skin at the eyes, grinned,
as they flicked from sight. He stretched
looseningly, kissed the lobe of Helene’s
right ear with a quick bending of his lean-
ing head, was gone before she could turn.
He went across the clearing, going to-
ward the river that gurgled musically from
beneath the shushing waterfall, and gath-
ered a great armful of the scented moss
he had washed so carefully two days be-
fore. Returning, he spread the sun-dried
moss into a bed, then retrieved more and
built the jungle mattress until it was fully
three feet high.

“I shall stay up,” he said.
your sleep.”

Helene nodded, bent over the boy for
a moment. There was something about
her then, an aura such as her mate had
never before seen, and her blue eyes were
bright when she turned away.

“He seems so tiny,” she said wonder-
ingly.

Ki-Gor nodded.
summers,” he said.
a baby.”

Helene smiled, slipped into the softness
of her jungle bed. She lifted her arms,
held them out. Ki-Gor sat beside her,
drew her close. For a moment they did
not speak. Her mouth was soft and warm

“You get

“About two hands of
“He is still almost

STORIES

and loving on his, and their blood ran hot
in their bodies. Then Ki-Gor came to
his feet.

“Good night,” he said, went back to the
fire.

“Good night,” Helene echoed, and with
the ease her jungle life had given, fell into
gentle dreamless slumber.

Ki-Gor lay beside the fire, his great
hands beneath his blond head, his calm
eyes watching the orange moon rising into
the sky. He felt strangely content at the
moment ; he was the master of all he sur=
veyed, his wife slept but a few feet away,
and the boy, well, the boy—his mind
drifted.

A low moan came from where the boy
was twisting in the bed again. The Jungle
Lord came to his feet, paced swiftly to
the other’s side, forced the semi-conscious
lad to drink the remainder of the jungle
medicine which was still in the turtle-shell
bowl. The boy sighed tiredly, drifted
back into sleep.

Ki-Gor sat at his side for several hours,
waiting with the patience which was an
inherent part of his character, not mov=-
ing, watching for the slightest recurrence
of the fever. He felt no particular worry
about the fact that his crude medicine
might not work, for he had used it many
times. But it gave him a strange feeling,
a shortness of breath in his mighty chest,
to feel the small hand that was clasped
so tightly about the first three fingers of
his own.

He heard the jungle noises rise in in-
tensity, saw the moon come to the zenith
overhead, then slide slowly toward the
west. The sounds were less frequent now,
the animals glutted with their evening’s
forays, their prowling fierceness dulling
as the hours passed. A foraging lion
coughed a challenge into the night, and
far away a second echoed the challenge
with a roar that shook the very air. A
hyena sent its keening cry winging into
the sky, and the wailing of the dingoes,
the wild murderous jungle dogs, trailed the
moon across the velvet heaven.

The purling waterfall sent cheerful
echoes singing through the clearing, and
the rilling of the silver stream was broken
only when a gaudy red and blue nuhana
fish darted after a low-winging insect and
fell back with a tiny muffled splashing.
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The glowing coals of the fire died com-
pletely, and there was only the silver moon-
light to limn the clearing with its frosty
touch. The breeze was soft and warm,
and the peace of the night was a tangible
thing. .

Then the slightest bit of grayness came
to the edge of the sk/y, and the moon was
dropping with greater and greater speed.
The stars dulled, reluctantly winking out
one by one, and the night sounds suddenly
were muffled and indistinct. The first ray
of sunlight came spearing a slanting shaft
across the, clearing, and the night was done,
the golden day beginning.

ELENE turned like a sleepy tawny

kitten, opened blue eyes, and smiled
at her stalwart husband. Then knowledge
came into her eyes, and she sat, peering
at the boy who slept peacefully. KXi-Gor
placed his forefinger across his lips for
silence, came and sat on the edge of his
mate’s bed.

“He will wake shortly,” he whispered.
“Then we shall know what has happened
that he should appear out of nowhere.”

And even as he spoke, the boy sat up-
right, gazed at them from wide intelligent
brown eyes. He flicked his gaze about
the clearing, then swung it back to the
jungle couple.

“Where am I, and who are you?’ he
asked.

“You fell over the waterfall,” Helene
answered. “You had a fever, so we gave
you medicine and let you sleep.”

Tears came slowly, unbidden to the boy’s

eyes, spilled slowly unnoticed down his"
~ cheeks.

He shook slightly from the emo-
tions within him, but his voice came even
and clear.

“Did you send help to Mother and the
rest?”

Ki-Gor shook his head. “We sent no
help, boy,” he said. “We did not know
that help was needed by anyone, and so—"
He spread his hands expressively.

“They’re on the mountain; they’re on
Kagunda,” the boy said affrightedly.

“Who is on Kagunda?’ Ki-Gor asked,
and his gray eyes went to Helene’s face, for
he had heard her quick gasp at the sound
of the mountain’s name.

“Mother, everybody!” The boy leaned

forward. “They’ll be killed by the lizards;
they’ll die!”

Helene slipped from her bed, went
quickly to the boy’s side. “Look,” she
said, and confidence came reluctantly into
the lad’s eyes. “Why don’t you let me ask
the questions? Then we’ll find out that
much quicker. First, who are you?”

“I'm Jimmy—Jimmy Ferris. My dad’s
a major, and we was flying to meet him.”

“Who are ‘we’?”

“My mother, and’ sister, Jeanne, and
Lieutenant Ashworth who was the pilot.
We was in the plane, and a storm came
up, and when the pilot tried to go over
the storm, a motor quit. Then the plane
was falling, and I got scared—but not
much, ’cause my dad’s a major—and then
the plane was flying all right, but the pilot
didn’t see the mountain until we almost
hit it. Then the wind just pulled us up
and up and into the clouds.” The boy’s
face steeled. “Somebody’s gotta get some
help; they’re gonna die from the lizards
and the monkey-men.”

“Lizards? Monkey-men?”  Ki-Gor
frowned. “Lizards don’t hurt people, and
monkeys are only playful.”

Jimmy’s eyes became round and fright-
ened. “Well, these lizards tried to hurt
us. And they were big, big as—as a house,
almost.”

Helene smiled, shook her head at Ki-
Gor’s obvious retort. She looked down at
her small charge. “And what about the
monkey-men?” she asked.

“Well,” Jimmy’s hands clenched tightly
in his lap. “We was coming down the
trail, when up jumps these monkey-men
and their black leader, and they tried to
kill us, only Lieutenant Ashworth had his
gun and killed some of them. We tried
to get away, and something hit me, and
I fell down the mountain. Then I was
walking for help, and the drums was beat-
ing in back of me, and then I was walk-
ing, and then the sun was awful hot, and
then—well, I woke up here.”

““The sun has touched his head,” Ki-Gor
said in Watussi to Helene. “He speaks
like a takata one.”

Helene nodded, her eyes thoughtful, then
turned to the boy again. “Jimmy,” she
asked. “What happened to the plane?”

“Why, it’s stuck in the big trees, and
the lizards tried to eat it, and we was all
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scared, ’cept the Lieutenant, and he shot
his gun at their eyes, and they ran away.”

“And where were you going in the
plane?” :

“To Brazzaville to see my dad—he’s a
major in the army—and, well, gee whiz,
you just gotta help my mother and sis and
the Lieutenant.”

[-GOR'’S hand went out so slowly the

motion was almost imperceptible. His
fingers arced a bit, ready for.a snatch at the
great shovel-headed Masai spear that was
propped nearby. He could feel the per-
spiration popping out on the bronzed skin
of his body, and the fear within him was
a welling thing that he could not stifle.

“Are you sure you're not making—"
Helene was saying, her tone searching, her
eyes intent only on the boy.

Ki-Gor’s hand was almost at the spear.
He bunched the muscles of his great shoul-
ders, knowing the instant of action would
be incredibly fast and vicious. And even
as his fingers touched the spear, a dry
twig snapped across the clearing.

“Move, white man, and you die,” a voice
said brittlely.

Execpt for the slightest of startled cries
from Helene, and the hissing intake of
breath from Jimmy, there was no other
- sound.

Ki-Gor turned his head then, turned it
slowly and carefully, being extremely care-
ful not to move abruptly, and saw clearly
for the first time the flat-nosed black whose
slight movement he had noticed but a short
moment before.

The man was of no tribe that the Jungle
Lord had ever seen before. He was
squatty, almost apelike, his flat face and
wide foul-toothed mouth heightening the
illusion. Paint striped his body in a garish
white pattern, and the nose plugs were
human finger bones. The slow air brought
the stench of him across the clearing, and
“his hate was as tangible as the odor. He
{wore no clout nor clothing of any kind.

- But the thing that held the jungle giant
‘trapped as surely as if he had been chained
was the slim blowgun that extended from
the hands of the murderous black. That
blowgun was death itself; there was no
other land in the world where the art of
blowgun handling had been brought to
such perfection. Even the fleetest of ani-

mals or the most lithe of men could not
escape the poisoned kalchi thorns which
were used for darts.

Ki-Gor said nothing, hoping his hand
was hidden from the intruder, stretching
his arm so that his fingers could close about
the thick shaft of the spear. Then he re-
laxed, for the blowgun had lifted, and he
knew the movement had been detected.

“What do you want?” he asked softly,
the words barely carrying.

The black loosed his lips from about
the blowgun mouth long enough to answer,

“The white boy,” he said hoarsely. “He
escaped my great chief, Grankando, once.
Now I take him back.”

“Back to where?” Ki-Gor swung his
shoulders more about, and the movement
covered the simultaneous movement of his
foot toward the spear that lay so near.”

“To Kagunda.”

Ki-Gor’s toes were almost as facile as
his fingers; he touched the spear shaft
with them, caught, and began drawing the
spear closer to himself. He could still
feel the fear curdling within his heart, not

- for himself, but for the woman and boy at

his side.

“But why?” Ki-Gor stalled desperately
for those next few life-giving seconds.

But the black had been denied long
enough. He lifted the blowgun, and the
madness of murder-lust burned deep in
his muddy eyes. He took a deep breath,
and the sound was startlingly loud in the
crisp morning air.

Ki-Gor spun, caught at the spear.
“Duck!” he roared, and hoped Helene and
Jimmy would get free.

For he knew that he could not escape;
he only hoped that his great spear, in that
brief instant before the poisoned dart
snuffed out his life, would slash the heart
out of the black murderer before him.

Helene and Jimmy went hurtling to one
side, shoved there by Helene’s lithe
strength. They fell in a tangle of legs
and arms; then Helene thrust the boy
toward the bushes, turned to stand at her
husband’s side. :

She gasped, stood stock-still, watched
with wondering eyes. And ten feet away,
the muscles in bold relief on his great
throwing shoulder as he held the spear in
utter amazement, was Ki-Gor,

“Wah!” the Jungle Lord said in awe,
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For the black was no longer a deadly

murderous machine. The blowgun trailed
from one hand, and he was clawing with
the other at the assegai that skewered his
belly from navel to spine. He screamed,
and then crimson flooded from his throat,
and he choked and fell.
- He clawed at the spear shaft, flailed his
painted arms at the unyielding ground. His
body bucked in agonizing ecstasy, the toes
of his bare feet kicking brown dirt into
the air.

And then he was dead, his eyes staring
blankly, hideously.

“Ho, Ki-Gor!” a great voice roared, and
stepping out of concealment in the lush
jungle to the Forest Lord’s left, came two
blacks, one a giant of a man, the other a
pygmy whose head barely came to the
giant’s waist.

III

66 EMBU GEORGE!” Ki-Gor cried
aloud, went running across the clear-
ing.

He tapped the mighty Negro on the
chest with a clenched fist, then bent and
touched the pygmy’s shoulder.

N’Geeso, the diminutive chieftain of the
pygmy nation, grinned up at the mighty
white man, then nodded at the slain black.
“Wah!” he said boastfully. “Tembu
George made such a cast as only you could
make.” He glanced at the body again,
spat judiciously. “It should have been
lower ; then the dango would not have died
so quickly.”

Tembu George frowned. “Could you
have done so well, O little man?” he said
Eelligerently, tried to hide the friendly
twinkle in his bright eyes.

“BetterI” N’Geeso snapped challeng-
ingly. “Had you waited but an instant
longer, then would I have cut him down
with a kalch; dart.”

Ki-Gor grinned; for he had heard this
eternal argument for many seasons. He
had no more loyal friends in all the jungle
than these two men, each a great chieftan
to his own people, each the mightiest war-
rior of his tribe. In only one thing did
they disagree, and that was as to which
was the better able to serve Ki-Gor and
Helene.

- 2—Jungle—Winter

“Enough,” he said shortly. “It was a
noble cast.” He gestured back toward
Helene and the boy. “Come, we shall
need help and advice.”

They strode back to where Helene was
cradling the weakened boy, squatted in
the cool shade of a spreading baobab tree.

“White!” Tembu George said in sur-
prise.

“His name is Jimmy Ferris,” Ki-Gor
explained, then told the story as given by
the boy.

Tembu George nodded gravely. “There
was such a plane that rode the storm,” he
said.  “It crossed my kraal even as the
storm struck. Maybe it did crash. But—"
He spat his disbelief. “There are no
lizards or monkey-men in the jungle which
he could not fight bare-handed.”

N’Geeso made the sign of counter-juju,
and greyness lay in the ebony of his small
face. Ki-Gor watched in puzzled silence;
never had he seen fright in the face of the
tiny man before.

“What is it?” Helene cried.

“I have been to Kagunda,” N’Geeso said,
and the first thread of superstitious terror
lay in his voice. “I was caught by the
monkey-men, and escaped only because
they thought me so small that I could not
fight free of two of them. They spoke
of the Kando-ngala, the thunder lizard,
and were planning to feed me to his belly.”

“Faaah!” Tembu George said in dis-
gust. He nodded to where the corpse stiff-
ened in -the growing sunlight. “If the
monkey-man are such as he, then I shall—"

But N’Geeso shook his head. ‘“They are
not exactly like that one,” he said. “They
have shiny black hair on their bodies and
the faces of the ingagi, the apes of the deep
jungle. The speak a strange tongue, and
their chieftan is a renegade Wasuli whose
tribe left him to die because he did murder
in the dark of night.

“Grankando ?” Ki-Gor asked quietly.

“Yes, Grankando, Feeder of the Thun-
der, he called himself.” He shook his
head. “Death lies there; if the boy’s story
is true, then the people he left behind are
dead.”

Jimmy Ferris stirred restlessly in Hel-
ene’s arms. “What are they saying?” he
asked. “Don’t they know where I mean?”’

“Hush, Jimmy,” Helene soothed the boy.
“They are making plans.”
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I-GOR turned his eyes back to the
pygmy. “What lies atop the Moun-
tain of Death?” he asked.

“I do not know. There is but one trail,
and it is guarded by Grankando’s tribe.”
N’Geeso’s eyes rolled whitely in his face. “I
say that we cannot try to rescue these
people who are dead by now. Those mon-
key-men are like animals, they know no
fear; only a great war party could hope
to conquer them.” :

Ki-Gor shook his head. “We do not
have the time,” he said thoughtfully. “The
storm was two days ago, and it would be
another hand of days before we could
gather your men.” His bronzed face set
as though cast of metal. “I shall go,” he
finished decisively.

“And I,” Helene said quietly, and there
was no brooking the resolve that lay deep
in her eyes.

“But the boy—" Ki-Gor began.

Tembu George brushed his hands care-
fully, grinned, his teeth glistening whitely.
“I carry the white boy,” he said grimly.
“He must guide us; and by night, with
the aid of medicines I shall make, he will
walk as though the fever had never touched
him.”

N’Geeso scowled furiously because
Tembu George had spoken first. “Then
since we shall have a nurse for the boy,”
he said, “I shall act as the warrior at your
side, O Jungle Man.”

Tembu George frowned at the miniature
man at his side, and then his great laughter
boomed at the sky.

“Wah?’ he said mirthfully.
speaks like an eagle.”

N’Geeso came lithely to his feet, his hand
dropping to the silvery knife at his waist.
Standing, he was barely taller than the
squatting Tembu George, but there was
no hesitation in his voice.

“Stand, O dingo,” he snapped thinly, “and
I shall open your mouth from face to
crotch.”

Ki-Gor placed a hand on the pygmy’s
wire-muscled wrist. “Peace, N'Geeso, this
is no time for friendly fighting. We have
a task to do, and it must be done quickly,
for Jimmy’s people may be injured.”

N’Geeso scowled, the first flickers of
amusement coming to his eyes; and when
his gaze met that of Tembu George, both
smiled.

“The fly

“We go to help Mother and the rest?”
Jimmy Ferris asked anxiously.

“We go,” Ki-Gor said simply.

And then there was no time for talking;
they made preparations with the quick
sure movement of men to whom jungle
travel was a common thing. Ki-Gor gath-
ered what few articles he wished to take
from the camp, while Tembu George re-
trieved his assegai, then took the stiffened
body of the black into the jungle and buried
it. Returning, he helped N’Geeso make
small packs.

Helene gathered the few items she wished
to take, slung her new bow and quiver
of arrows over one slim shoulder, an-
nounced herself ready to leave.

Tembu George gathered Jimmy Ferris
in huge arms, trailed Ki-Gor and N’Geeso
who led the way. Helene followed close
behind, her face strangely grave.

They went directly into the rank jungle,
following the dim confines of an animal
trail, evading the creeping vines, Ki-Gor’s
great bush-knife clearing. away the en-
roaching brush that obstructed their way.
The minutes fled by, grew into hours, and
the straggling sunrays came spearing hotly
down from straight overhead.

Kuuna flies rose in huge swirling clouds
from the disturbed jungle, their bites acid
flames which raised welts almost instantly.
Parrots moved gaudy red and green and
purple wings, and squawked their irrita-
tion from brazen throats, their cold eyes
hating the tiny party that plodded so de-
terminedly and silently down the dim trail.

Two monkeys chittered angrily, raced
the line of the trail, warning the jungle of
the trespassers, then amused themselves
by throwing ripe fruits.

Ki-Gor smiled, caught a badly-aimed
pear, reversed the throw with a single flip
of his wrist. The yellow fruit disinte-
grated with a squashy splash squarely in
the face of the louder monkey. The voice
disappeared writh a spluttered squeak, and
tiny hands pawed at the crushed pulp. The
second monkey, promptly voiced its ap-
proval, laughed raucously at the discom-
fiture of the other.

Then the monkeys were behind, and
the trail debouched into a grassy plain.
They went directly into the grass, awed
by the single bleak mountain they had been
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unable to see because of the thickness of
the jungle they had traveled.

“Kagunda!” N’Geeso said, and there was
fear again in his voice. Then his shoul-
ders straightened, and he walked unafraid.

“That’s it,” Jimmy Ferris cried aloud.
“That’s the mountain where we
crashed. Hurry, we gotta hurry !”

A springbok bounced from cover, darted
away through the high grass, its white tail
like a flashing blob of cotton. Three
giraffe at the far end of the plain whirled
about, gazed with placid eyes, then went
back to feeding on the tender green leaves
of young trees at the jungle’s edge.

A great vanka lizard poked its mottled
head from between two clumps of grass,
flicked its forked tongue wonderingly, then
whipped about, scudded to safety.

They strode on, silently watchful, for
they had seen the great elephant stride
from the jungle and stand, trunk swinging
belligerently, its near-sighted piggish eyes
searching for sight of the enemy he sensed
was there.

“Rogue,” N’Geeso whispered.

They froze into motionlessness, knowing
the flaming rage that could whip instantly
into being in the tusker’s brain. They
didn’t move; for the rogue elephant is
lightning fast, and could easily overtake
them before they could reach the safety
of the jungle again.

The great rogue slapped at the grass,
and the kypee birds darted from where
they rode on the swaying slate-grey back.
The massive head swung back and forth
belligerently; then the beast ripped loose
a great swathe of succulent green grass,
stuffed the wad into its capacious mouth,
and lumbered aggressively back into the
trees.

“Come,” Ki-Gor
trailed by the others.

They hurried faster as they neared the
trees again, for the sun was riding the
lower quarter of the sky; night was but
a few short hours away.

And now the going became more
gruelling. There. was no path to follow,
a trail had to be cut time and again with
gleaming blades. Only the consummate
skill of the great bronze giant who led
the way made any speed possible. With

said, went ahead,

an uncanny sixth sense he found the least’

tangled of thickets, the more open spaces

between the towering trees, the narrow
game trails notched into the jungle by
dainty hoofs and padding paws.

They were hot and tired and dirty
when, at last, they came to the first gentle
rise of land that swelled near the base
of the mystic mountain. They went more
cautiously now, keeping near one another,
keen eyes alert for the slightest signs of
danger.

The trees were thinning, patches of open
rocky ground appearing with increasing
regularity. Ki-Gor led the way, motion-
ing for silence, guiding his movements by
the finger instructions and directions of
N’Geeso at his side. They slipped through
the greying shadows that slanted from the
trees and bushes, trying not to permit their
gazes to flicker to the great spire of slaty
rock that towered monstrously over their
heads.

There was a frightening evil aura about
the mountain that drove deep into their
senses, cautioning them not to speak or
laugh, broodingly warning them that they
were interlopers, their lives forfeit in any
single instant of time.

A drum began to chant.

The sound spun out of nowhere, beat-
ing like the irregular heartstroke of some
sleeping giant. It pulsed with a deep deadly
rhythm, booming ever louder, lingering in
the still air, rolling toward the swaying
clouds so high’ above.

“Grankando!” N’Geeso whispered, fin-
gered a poison dart into the lip of his blow-

_gun.

“You walk now, Jimmy,” Tembu George
said quietly, deposited his burden on the
rocky ground, then stretched his great
arms looseningly.

ELENE came to Ki-Gor’s side, stared

into his face. He smiled, touched
her lightly on the arm, then gestured for
absolute silence, and for Helene to re-
main behind with Jimmy. Then, paced
by the two oddly-paired blacks, he went
darting ahead toward the source of the
drumming.

The ground was rubbly with shattered
flakes of volcanic rock, and he instinctively
avoided the razor-sharp shards, hugging
the deeper shadows, awed despite himself
by the awful solemnity of this dread place.

And then he caught his first sight of
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the kraal ahead. He slowed instinctively,
swung his hand -up for caution, drifted
ahead as silently as a jungle wraith. Won-
der came to his mind, when he saw the
grotesque carvings at the base of the cliff
and upon the great logs which were the
walls about the village. There were de-
picted beasts such as he had never seen,
each utterly crudely lifelike, each repul-
sive in itself. And colored juices had
been used to stain each carving true to
some weird life, crimson and green, brown
and black, white and grey. One beast
dominated each corner of the square enclo-
sure, all rising like monster lizards, mouths
agape, clawed arms extended menacingly.

“Wah!” N’Geeso said involuntarily.
“They still wait for the unwary warrior.”

Tembu George said nothing, but his
spear hand came up, and light winked
from the glittering steel of the great bush-
knife he held in his other hand. Sweat
rode his face, and his eyes turned to
Ki-Gor.

And Ki-Gor, White Lord of the Jungle,
laughed quietly, confidently, his tawny mas-
sive shoulders square, contempt in his
steady gray eyes. 2

“I fear nothing that is not alive,” he
said quietly, and his confidence flowed into
the stalwart bodies of the men at his side.

Then they drifted forward again, never
leaving the deepening shadows, riding the
sound of the drum, creeping toward the
wide slits that gaped where the log walls
had lost their mud chinking. They pressed

close, stared through, awed by the utter

bestiality of what they saw.

There were beings in the Fkraal, but
such creatures as Ki-Gor had never seen.
They weren’t men, and yet they weren't
apes, but rather a vicious combination of
both. Coarse hair clung to their squat
ugly bodies, shading from the deepest of
ebony blacks to the pure white of raw
cotton. Rudimentary tails depended from
the bases of their spines, and their feet
and hands were alike in the lengths of
their digits. Each toe or finger was yellow-
clawed, every one scarred from walking as
they did.

For they did not walk completely upright
as do the true men of Earth; they walked
with the knuckling of the ground, the roll-
ing of gross bodies, the padding of flat
feet, even as the great flat-faced gorillas

JUNGLE STORIES

of the dim, leafy jungle recesses do.

Their faces were almost completely ape-
like, the eyes deep-sunk beneath ridges of
gristly hairy flesh, the mouths gaping,
yellowed teeth like inch-long tusks fanging
from blue gums.

They wore no clothing or clouts, and
they danced with a clumsy rhythm that
was utterly compelling because of the sim-
ple primal savagery of each turgid move-
ment. They muttered, or mouthed, or
slobbered, a weird chant which kept a deep
overtone to the off-rhythm of the booming
drum that stood in the center of the loose
circle in which they danced.

But it was the single human who dom-
inated the entire scene. He wasn’t old,
yet he wasn’t young; he was a black who
had the appearance of agelessness in every
line of his body.

He was tall ; but hunched now over the
great painted drum, he seemed as apelike
as the creatures that danced in wild ugly
rhythm to the booming notes his great
hands drummed from the leather head.

Cicatrices raced the entire length of his

-body; standing bold against the red and

ochre paint that made a weird design which
moved when his muscles rippled. He
laughed as he drummed, and his right foot
kept the beat, the monkey-fur anklet flop-
ping about his foot.

But it was his face that stilled the breath
momentarily in the throats of the unseen
watchers. It was a mask, drawn and
etched with all of the malevolent hate of
the world in it. It did not move naturally,
but writhed as though worms crawled
beneath the skin. The lips were thick,
the teeth filed and snaggled. The eyes
were like pits of bloody flesh sunk beneath
an overhanging brow. They flicked about
the conical mud and grass huts, seemed to
peer intently at the spot behind which Ki-
Gor and his friends lay hidden. Then they
passed on, and came back to the apelike
dancers.

I-GOR swung his gaze upward, fol-

lowing the trail etched in the moun-
tain side by flooding rain and crude tools,
and knew that never could he and his
friends fight through the beast-men who
guarded the trail. He turned to back from -
the wall, and flowed into motion so swiftly,
so effortlessly, that there was not the
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slightest hesitation in his instantaneous
movement.

His hand came down, then up. Muscles
corded and rippled down from his shoul-
der, along his arm and coalesced their
phenomenal strength in the fingers of his
mighty hand. He threw, still in a half-
crouch, and the glittering knife sprang
from his fingers like an intelligent thing.

It spun high, drilling straight ahead,
struck with a splat of muted sound which
was instantly absorbed by the booming
drum.

A crude spear clattered to the ground,
and the ape-man clawed frenziedly at the
knife which skewered his right eye. He
cackled agony from his gaping mouth,
then collapsed, his gross body bucking in
slackening spasms of agony. After a bit,
he lay still and quiet, like a black-haired
ape brought to bay and slain by a hunter.

“Wah!” Tembu George said in vague
relief.

N’Geeso darted forward, pulled the
knife free, gestured soundlessly. The
three lifted the body, carried it into the
straggly clump of nearby trees, hid it be-
neath a bush. Then they ran toward where
they had left Helene and Jimmy, Ki-Gor
cleaning and scabbarding his knife as he
ran.

Seconds later, they found Helene and
Jimmy crouching in a deep shadow be-
neath a baobab tree. She sprang to her
feet, sensing the urgency that lay in her
mate’s flight from the kraal.

“What happened?” she asked.
is wrong?”’

Ki-Gor held her tightly for a moment,
the vague fear fading from his heart. For
one long instant a short time back, he had
thought that the lone ape-man sentry might
have slain the woman and boy before re-
turning to the kraal.

“I slew a guard,” he said briefly, then
motioned for the rest to crowd close.
“We cannot go up the single trail,” he
finished, “but must find another way.”

N’Geeso shook his head. “There is no
other way,” he declared.

“Then we shall make one.”

“But how?” Helene asked, staring at
the palisade of smooth rock which towered
over their heads.

“A catapult,” Ki-Gor said briefly,
~watched the slow smiles come into the

“What

faces of Tembu George and N’Geeso.

Helene frowned slightly, her eyes puz-
zled ; and the jungle giant explained.

“We shall find a young tree, trim the
branches from its length, pull it down with
a vine-rope, and use it as a hunter uses
a sling. By fitting a small log to its end,
with a rope attached to the log, we shall
have a way of scaling the cliff to the first
of the ledges above. When the log is
cast high, it will carry the rope with it;
when the log catches on the rocks of a
ledge, then we shall go up hand over
hand.”

He turned away, going back around the
forbidden mountain, away from the vil-
lage of ape-men behind. The others came
swiftly at his side. Even the boy moved
with a new strength, for he had been
given crude but effective jungle medicines
during the day, and almost all of his
strength had returned.

NIGHT was but minutes away now,
and they were almost at a run, when
Ki-Gor motioned for them to stop. He
pointed at the mountain overhead, indicat-
ing the notch-like recess of a single ledge.

“That is the place,” he said, began
searching for a single tree which would do
for the jungle catapult.

The party spread out, searching, and a
moment later Tembu George whistled
softly for attention. They gathered at
the tree he had discovered, and Ki-Gor
nodded in approval.

“Gather as much light green vine as
possible,” he instructed N’'Geeso. ‘“Tembu
George will find the log which is to be
cast, and I shall make the tree ready.”

He shed his great war-bow, laid the
shovel-bladed spear aside, then climbed
with the agility of a monkey up the sway-
ing tree. The two blacks darted to their
tasks, disappeared into the sparse jungle.
Helene sat with Jimmy, quieting his ques-
tions, soothing his growing fear that noth-
ing was being done.

And high over her head, Ki-Gor clung
with one hand, slashed his great bush-knife
with the other. Branches were instantly
severed, fell lightly to the ground. The
jungle giant moved ever higher, the tree
beginning to tilt a bit from his weight,
lopped off the final branches, leaving a
forked stub at the top. Then he clam-
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bered swiftly down, dropped lightly be-
side N'Geeso who had returned with an
armful of thin, extremely-strong vine. A
' moment later, Tembu George carried in
a length of iron-wood, six inches in diam-
eter by five feet long.

Ki-Gor fashioned a jungle noose in one
end of the liana, lassoed the notched stub
high overhead, then carried the vine about
a tree forty feet away, and threw his
weight upon the end. With the leverage
given by drawing the vine about the tree
trunk, he gradually drew the stripped tree-
top toward the ground. Tembu George
added his weight and strength to the task,
and when the tree was arced like a strain-
ing bow, Ki-Gor fastened the vine so that
the tree would not spring upright again.
Then he slashed free the vine that was not
stretched taut, busied himself knotting it
to other lengths, until a few moments later
he had a jungle rope fully four hundred
feet in length.

N’Geeso fastened one end of the rope
to the log, lodged the piece of wood
securely in the tree crotch, while his com-
panions laid the vine-rope in loose coils.
Finished, they stood, and Ki-Gor drew his
knife.

Stepping forward, he slashed the taut
vine with a single stroke. The vine sang
with the deep harsh note of a bass voice,
" shattered, and the tree swept upward like
a flicking whip. It snapped high, fled to
the other side, vibrated like a reed in a
high wind.

And fleeing from its top, stringing rope
like a great spider spins a thread, the log
went hurtling up the mountain. Air
swooshed as the log flashed upward
through the growing gloom, and the rope
hissed from its coils like a maddened
snake.

And then the log reached the top of its
arc, sank slightly. Ki-Gor held his breath
momentarily, thinking he had miscalcu-
lated, then sighed deeply, as the catapulted
missile dropped over the edge of the ledge.

He went forward, caught the swaying
vine, tested its strength cautiously. The
rope slid slightly, then held, and he lifted
himself a foot from the ground by the
strength of his arms. Satisfied, he turned
to N’Geeso.

“Thou are the lightest, O N’'Geeso,” he
said quietly. “It would be better if you
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climb to the ledge, there making certain
that the rope will carry the weight of the
rest of us.”

N’Geeso grinnedy slid his long blow-
gun between his clout-cord and his muscu-
lar back, then grasped the vine and began
to climb.

He climbed like a monkey, using hands
and feet with equal dexterity, the muscles
of his miniature superbly - proportioned
body rippled beneath his satin-black skin.
He went upward with an amazing speed,
paused twenty-five feet from the ground,
looked down at Tembu George.

“Wah!” he said. “It is well that a man
is along, for such work as this is not for
children.”

Tembu George  grinned. “Up, little
man,” he ordered grimly. “Else the log
may slip, and you shall find yourself with-
out a vine to climb.”

N’Geeso laughed softly, then went
swinging upward. Ki-Gor held the lower
end of the vine steady, so that the pygmy
might climb without too much swaying;
and within a few short minutes N’Geeso
‘was but a tiny spot far overhead.

KI-GOR swung about so that he might
watch through the deepening dusk,
his keen eyes examining every shadow on
the swell of rocky land that went toward
the village of the ape-men. He felt the
first thread of worry in his mind, for he
had sensed a cold brutal viciousness about
the creatures of Grankando, and he knew
that a frontal assault by them would be
fatal to his tiny party. Then the line
jerked twice in his hand, and he nodded
to Helene.

“Hurry,” he said.
before we—"

Helene paused worriedly.
of Jimmy?”

Ki-Gor smiled. “I shall bring the boy,”
he said. “Now hurry.”.

Then Helene was climbing, going up-
ward with the uncanny ability her jungle
mate had taught her in the sleepy jungle
depths, infinitely graceful and feminine as
she sped toward the ledge overhead which
could not be seen because of the overhang
of the mountain side.

The s€conds drifted slowly by, and then
the second signal came down the rope.
Tembu George began to climb, without

“Night will come

“But what
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being told, the heavy muscles of his great
back coiling and knotting with the effort,
for he was not as adept at climbing as his
friends. Light winked from the broad
blade of his spear, which he had fastened
to his back, then disappeared, for there
was now only a dark dusk.

Ki-Gor waited patiently, one hand hold-
ing the rope, the other about the, sturdy
shoulders of the boy at his side. He felt
a sense of companionship with the lad, a
strange affinity that puzzled him. But
there was no time for an analysis of his
feelings, for the signal came that Tembu
George had arrived at the ledge.

He slid his spear through the raw-hide
belt that supported his small back-pack,
then nodded at Jimmy Ferris.

“Onto my back,” he said. “Lock your
legs about my waist, and your arms about
my neck. Do not be frightened.”

“Who’s scared!” Jimmy said bellig-
erently, but his brown eyes were wide, and
his gaze fled the dark strip of vine that
raced upward.

Then Ki-Gor swung the boy to his back,
made certain that he was secure, and
reached out his arms for the vine.

He went upward with the unconscious
grace that only he could have. Great cable
muscles arced into being beneath his
bronzed skin, and a lock of his yellow hair
fell across his grey eyes. He swung the
hair aside with a toss of his head, forced
himself to climb even faster.

He felt no sense of insecurity, for this
was his life, and the weight of the boy on
his back was nothing to the tempered
strength of the mighty forces that lay
quiescent in his rangy body. He felt the
warm breath of Jimmy on the nape of his
neck, and the planes of his face grew more
determined, making his strong features
ruggedly handsome for the moment.

The ground disappeared, and he swung
along the vine in a half-world where space
lay on one side and rock wall on another.
He smiled inwardly, liking the sensation,
for he was dominant, and he sensed the
power that lay within him.

Then he could feel by the tautened
swaying of the vine that he was approach-
ing the ledge. His hands were sticky with
the volatile sap of the vine-rope, and the
muscles of his wrists tightened even more
so that he would not slip.

UDDENLY, as though a curtain had

been rolled back, he heard the angry
rolling of Grankando’s drum behind, heard
the muffled bestial shouts of the ape-men,
and knew instinctively that the body of
the slain guard had been found. He went
even faster, using his feet for greater
speed, knowing that a hunting party would
be along the mountain side at any moment,
their weapons thirsting for new victims,
following the party’s spoor.

He could not see now, for the African
night had drained all light, and the orange
moon had not yet risen. He was sus-
pended in limitless space, climbing with a
monotonous speed, the coolness of the
night touching his great body with gentle
probing fingers.

His hands touched bare rock, and he
came to a stop. Then Tembu George
reached over the edge of the cliff, swung
Jimmy to the ledge; and the jungle giant
was climbing with a monkey-like agility to
safety.

“Is everything all right?” he asked,
barely made out the forms-of his wife
and friends.

“Wah!” N'Geeso said. “While you
climbed and Tembu George held the rope,
I found a slit in the mountain wall up
which we can climb.”

“Good !” Ki-Gor exclaimed, and whirled
at a crackling sound at his back.

Then anger shook his great body, anger
at his own stupidity for reaching in tiny
fingers over the edge of the shelf, riding
the sappy length of the vine rope, were
slivers of red and yellow flame.

He dropped to his belly, edged forth
until he could peer over the ledge edge,
and growled like the jungle animal that
he was. For, hundreds of feet below,
caricatured by the leaping flames of the
torches they carried, were the ape-men of
Grankando.

A string of fire speared upward out of
the cluster of lights below, spun along the
edges of the vine he had climbed; and
even as he watched, the vine disinte-
grated, fell in a shower of stream-
ing sparks. =

Ki-Gor came slowly to his feet, his lips
hard against his teeth. He knew only
too well how he had permitted himself and
the party to be trapped, and the thought
was bitter to his heart.
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“We have but one chance now,” he said
briefly. “We must find Jimmy’s people,
then try to fight our way down the moun-
tain.”

And even as he said the words, he
sensed the utter futility of fighting the
beast-men led by their renegade leader.
They were a hundred to half a dozen.

v

HERE was no need for talking now;

a given task lay ahead, and the success
of their efforts rested in the speed with
which they moved. N’Geeso led the way to
the rocky chimney he had found, and they
began climbing.

Ki-Gor went first, carrying Jimmy
again, for the boy was still a bit weak
from his jungle ordeal, and speed was es-
sential. Then came Helene, followed by
N’Geeso and Tembu George.

They climbed in utter silence,” shattered
only by the thud and clicking of dislodged
shale and rocks. They were alone in an
immensity of darkness, climbing by sheer
instinct, feeling their way along the tortu-
ous crack that speared almost straight up-
ward. The chimney slowly narrowed,
became easier to climb for they could make
purchase with feet and hands upon both
sides of the crack. Fine shards of razor-
sharp rock slashed at their bodies, drew
streaks of crimson from their skin; other
larger bits of rock slipped from their
weight, went bounding downward, threat-
ening their lives, making the going ex-
tremely dangerous.

Then they entered the wreath of clouds
that circled the crown of the Mountain of
Death. It came first, like the vague wisp-
like tentacles of a nightmare, touching their
bodies momentarily with clammy fingers,
then drawing back, only to surge in again
with a suffocating thickness. Yet Ki-Gor
and his intrepid party climbed ever faster.

Their breaths grew tight in their throats,
for they were high now over the jungle
that was their home, and each breath
became a thin -whistle in their throats.
The clouds grew thicker, cottony and
moist, hugging their bodies, blinding them
even more than the night, for they had
bodies and an invisible tangible strength.

The minutes grew into an hour, and still
they climbed. They were tired now; even
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Ki-Gor was feeling the strength being
drained from his magnificent physique.
But they could not halt, they must needs
climb until they had reached some level
surface. '

Another hour passed, one of gruelling
torment for the climb-weary party; then,
even as Ki-Gor was tonguing the words
for a short rest period, he felt his right
hand claw at openness above.

“I have reached the top,” he called gently,
heard the almost inaudible sighs of relief
from below. :

Then the Jungle Lord was atop the
mountain, seeing nothing because of the
clouds that blanketed him within a moist
cocoon, and was helping the boy from
his back. Jimmy stood upright on trem-
ulous cramped legs, stretched his arms
looseningly.

“Where are we?” he asked helplessly.

“I don’t know,” Ki-Gor admitted, then
turned to help Helene and the others from
the chimney.

They stood together in an uncertain
group for a moment, trying to pierce the
“thick haze that billowed softly about them,
smelling for the first time the rank sul-
phurous odor in the air. Then Ki-Gor
let his animal sense of direction control
his mind, and, using his spear for a staff
to warn him of cracks or rubble on the
ground, led the way toward where there
was the slightest flickering of light in the
mist.

The others came behind, following
closely, conscious of each other and of the
blind danger that must lie all about. They
could not move fast, but had to probe and
grope their way along the rocky ground.

Ki-Gor’s spear suddenly rested on noth-
ing, and he stopped instinctively, wonder-
ing at the wave of moist sulphurous air
that swirled dankly from almost under-
foot.

“Easy,” he cautioned, began to lower
himself over the edge into the cloud-filled
hole which he had discovered.

They went down almost in a compact
group, their feet searching for tiny nicks
and slashes in the rock, linking themselves
together by touches of their hands now
and then. Their breathing was taut, and
their nerves extended tendrils of sense
into the clouds, seeking anything that they
might recognize.
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They were like blind men, and Ki-Gor
felt a helplessness such as he had never
known. Always before, he could trust his
strength and eyes to warn him of danger
so that he might do battle, but now he
was as helpless as the boy who came di-
rectly behind. He was no longer the Lord
of the Jungle, for his home was far away,
this land strange and unreal.

Light came crawling upward through
the clouds, came swirling upward on the
sulphurous winds that stirred the crowd.
It surged faintly at first, more felt than
seen, and then resolved into a flickering
reddish revuldant haze that permeated the
mist with a growing glow,

I-GOR hurried faster now, his jungle

eyes straining to see his way, de-
tails becoming less faint with each passing
second. He found a twisting narrow
ledge that curved downward, increased
his speed. He felt dull excitement en-
tering his mind, for the slowness of the
past hours had irked his love of action.

And then the clouds were gone.

One second they had been- swirling
about the party; then they were gone,
rising above the group’s heads, and be-
fore the searchers was spread the mys-
terious sacred top of Kagunda, the
Mountain of Death.

Ki-Gor gasped, despite his usual calm,
stared with wondering eyes at the scene
that lay before him. Helene came to his
side, pressed close, as though by touching
his great body she would know no fear
and would receive comfort. Jimmy Ferris
was silent, his eyes round and excited;
while Tembu George and N’Geeso sucked
in deep breaths, lifted their weapons as
though expecting attack.

They stood on the side of a great vol-
canic bowl that was the top of the moun-
tain. Light came from a great shimmering
slowly-rolling lake of molten rock far
across, near the opposite side of the bowl.
The light seemed to twist upward with a
tarry glowing slowness that spread like
oil through the air and tinged everything
with a yellowish-red effulgence.

" There was a lake, almost black from
where they stood, and in its center was a
small turtle-shaped island. And about the
lake, covering everything with a blanket

of weird growths such as none of them
had ever seen, was a great straggling forest
of gigantic trees and monster ferns and
bushes.

It was a dead jungle, and yet it was
alive. It should never have been, for it
seemed to writhe with an uncanny life of
its own, and yet it stood below like some-
thing from the phantasms of a nightmare.
It was death, and yet it was life; and the
uncanny sense of knowing that it was
alive was something such as they had never
before experienced.

An animal stirred in a tiny clearing
below, scurried across, and Ki-Gor felt
his hackles lift, felt the swelling of
muscles -along his wide back. Then the
creature was gone, and the Jungle Lord
blinked, not believing what he saw. It
had been a creature fully as large as the
mightiest elephant he had ever seen; but
it had looked like an anteater, and it had
great ridges of yellow bony plates along
its vermilion spine.

There was an eerie sense of oppres-
siveness about the scene, as though it were
not real. There was a feeling of ageless-
ness about everything that was not possible.
It was as though the past had been brought
into the present, and the terror it inspired
was instinctive. !

Something moved in the clouds overhead,
swooped in with a mad snake-like hissing,
then vanished as though jerked back from
sight by a rope. Ki-Gor spun about,
barely glimpsing the reddish eyes and
seeing the scaly leathery wings of the
creature. He scowled, slipped his great
war-bow from his shoulder, then handed
his Masai spear to Helene to carry.

“Be careful,” he warned the group,
heard the snicking sigh of metal whispering
from Tembu George’s knife sheath, as
the great Negro drew the blade.

N’Geeso said nothmg, and there was
defiance of everything in his shiny eyes,
even though there was, too, a greyness in
his intelligent features. He swung his
blowgun free, fingered poison. darts into
the panel near the lip, and ranged himself
at Ki-Gor’s side.

“Wah!” he said uneasily.
death.”

Ki-Gor laughed, the sound ranging free
into the clouds above, and slow smiles
came to the ears of his hearers.

“I smell
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“It is but a jungle,” Ki-Gor said con-
fidently, then led the way again.

They went down the rain-washed twist-
ing ledge, circling lower into the fantastic
mountain cup, their senses alert for any
unseen danger. And as the clouds drew
higher overhead, the air grew heavier, and
they breathed with greater ease, despite
the gasses which flowed from the bubbling
glowing pool of gummy lava that lay far
across the mountain top.

I-GOR went cautiously, despite his
speed, his alert eyes questing about,
his mind still trying to believe that what
he saw was real. And the closer they
approached the bottom of the bowl, the
more fantastic became their surroudings.
There were weird trees that towered
fully two hundred feet into the air, their
boles so huge around the base that half a
hundred men could not circle even one.
Strange twisted leaves glittered waxily-
green, and yellow pods dangled beside
great red and green gourds among the
brown branches. Ferns made great leafy
curtains between the tree, each towering
twenty times a man’s height, each a shift-
ing swirl of a hundred colors. And every-
where was the crimson light, subduing
other colors, yet not blanketing them com-
pletely.

There was a richness of life about
everything such as Ki-Gor had never seen.
There were red and purple and orange
fruits hanging in lavish abundance from
trailing vines as thick as a man’s wrist.
Flowers sprang in riotous abundance from
the mossy ground, their cups fully a
hand’s-breadth across, their colors bright
~ splotches on the brown ground beneath the
great trees and bushes.

And there was animal life, too, a
strange unearthly other-life such as none
of them had ever seen.

A snake hissed its challenge from the
base of a towering tree, died with its head
pinned by the lightning-swift knife flash-
ing from N’Geeso’s hand. It writhed in
twisting reflexes, the fringed blue cape
flaring convulsively about its wedge-head,
the stubs of vestigal feet digging yellow
claws into the turf.

N’Geeso retrieved his knife, shuddered
when he saw the travesty of all the snakes
he had ever seen; and even as he turned
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away to clean his blade, a fang-mouthed,
rat-like animal flashed out of cover,
snatched the writhing reptile, spun back
to safety, its black fur glittering as though
oiled.

A reptile-like bird boomed a croaking
warning from a branch fifty feet above the
ground, glared with red eyes, while its
scaly wings, with claws at the tips like a
vampire bat’s, flapped wildly and angrily
at its sides. ;

Ki-Gor glanced at the bird, unconsci-
ously shuddered at the loathsome unclean-
liness of the beast, then turned to Jimmy.

“Which way, boy?’ he asked. “Where
do you think your people are?” :

They still stood at the edge of the
jungle, strangely unwilling to enter its
weird fastness, awed by the tremendous
size of everything they faced. :

“That way,” Jimmy said, pointing.
“There’s the trail we tried to use to get
out. And the plane crashed just this
side of it.”

Ki-Gor studied the trail -which climbed
the side of the bowl, then disappeared
through a rocky cleft just below the line
of slowly-moving clouds obscuring the
sky overhead. He saw no movement, and
the first tinge of relief came to his mind.

“We'll go that way,”. he said shortly,
gestured.

They began their slow walking again,
staying close together, feeling the op-
pressiveness of the towering jungle. They
said nothing, and their nerves were tense.

Ki-Gor jerked to a sudden halt, and the
war-bow came alive in his great hands.
He nocked an arrow, and drew the gut
tight with a surge of instinctive strength.

Muscles corded in his great wrists,
cabled and twisted, then stilled for a flash-
ing second of time. He sighted with the
instinct which was his, loosed the humming
string.

The arrow was a flickering streak of
bright-tipped blackness winging its speed-
ing way toward a dark shadow that moved
in the lighted shadow of a towering tree.
One instant the arrow flew, then ended
its flight with a thudding chug of driving
power.

A squealing bellow of rage blasted
from the cover; and then into view,
its mouth agape, great fangs snapping,



 STALKERS OF THE DAWN-WORLD 27

came the great crimson beast Ki-Gor had
seen from on high.

It waddled, but at an incredible rate of
speed, blasting out of the shadows, shak-
ing its great scaled head to dislodge the
arrow which had driven a full two feet
up its left nostril. Its great bulk ham-
mered the ground, and the splayed clawed
feet spurned great chunks of dirt from the
ground. Mad eyes rolled redly, and the
head twisted back and forth on a neck
as limber as a snake. :

Ki-Gor drew and nocked and fired a
second arrow, then stood and watched
the great beast lower its head to claw at
the two arrows with its forelegs.

“Aaaivieee!” N’Gesso wailed in super-
stitious terror. “It is Gimshat, the Stealer
of Souls!”’

Tembu George was at Ki-Gor’s side in
a single bound, his great spear in one hand,
the gleaming three-foot knife in the other.
His ebony face was grey, but his eyes
held not the slightest trace of fear.

“What is it, O Ki-Gor?” he asked.

“A  stegosaurus,” Helene
from behind.

“It’s a big lizard,” Jimmy Ferris main-
tained stoutly, triumphantly. “It’s like
the one that tried to eat us before when
the plane crashed.”

“It’s Gimshai,” N’Geeso said stubbornly.
“I told you I smelled death; now he has
come to take us down Kastadi, the River
of Life » :

The gigantic beast bellowed its rage and
pain, savaged the ground, blundered to-
ward the green jungle, then smashed away
into the tangled undergrowth. Ki-Gor
loosed the tension of the gut on his bow,
relaxed, then turned to Helene.

“What did you say that animal was?”
he asked.

Helene shuddered, disbelief still in her
eyes. “It’s a stegosaurus,” she said.
“And it has been dead for millions of
years!”

A slight smile twisted up the corners of
Ki-Gor’s mobile mouth. He glanced at
the crimson stains where blood had leaked
from the monster’s nostrils onto the
ground.

“He was no ghost,” he observed, then
added, “How long is a million years?”

Helene smiled in her turn. “Long be-
fore you were born, Ki-Gor,” she said.

answered

“And what I meant was that everybody
thinks all animals like that one are dead.”

Ki-Gor flexed his wide shoulders.
“Why should they all be dead?” he per-
sisted.

Helene shrugged. “I don’t know; that
is just what I was told.”

Ki-Gor dismissed the subject with the
abruptness that was his jungle nature.

“Come,” he said, led the way again.

They went even more cautiously now,
shocked by the utter grossness and vicious-
ness of the crimson monster that had lain
in ambush for them. Ki-Gor walked with
his straight jungle litheness, and wonder
was piling in his mind.

NEVER in even his wildest of imagin-
ings had he thought to see such a

-creature as that which he had just faced.

He remembered the great overlapping
scales that had made a bony crimson
carapace over the creature’s body, recalled
the great upright plates of yellow bone
that had ridged the spine. And he knew
instinctively that he had no-weapon that
could penetrate such natural armor. Had
the beast really attacked, they would have
been helpless, insofar as weapons went.

It was logical to assume that there
would be other of the beasts, perhaps
monsters of another kind entirely; and his
breath caught a bit in his throat when he
thought of the danger to which Helene
was being exposed. He was sorry now
that he had permitted her to come along,
but he had thought the trip would be al-
most anticlimactic in its simplicity. He
had given no great credence to Jimmy
Ferris’ story, had dismissed the boy’s
references to the monsters as the ravings
of a mind touched with jungle fever. But
now he found himself the leader of a
group marooned atop a worshipped jungle
mountain, the one trail guarded by an
apelike tribe of men; and surrounded by
monstrous creatures the like of which he
had never seen.

He glanced at his golden mate, drew his
gaze along her slim body, sensed the af-
finity that lay between them. And as
though knowing his thoughts, Helene
turned, smiled into his eyes, shook waves
into her gleaming gold-red hair with a
toss of her head.

“There!” Jimmy said, pointed excitedly,
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caught at Ki-Gor’s hand, tried to pull him
into a faster pace.

The Jungle Lord squinted in the hazy
red light, descried the outline of an air-
plane’s wing tip and tail section a hundred
yards down a natural trail in the forest.
Then from the corner of his eye he caught
the slightest flicker of cautious movement
in the brush.

He dropped, pulling Jimmy at his side,
his outflung leg sending Helene toppling.
And so highly strung were the instincts of
the blacks, they dropped within a second
of Ki-Gor’s twisting fall.

The gun blasted with a whiplike smack
of sound, and the bullet sliced the air
where but a moment before Ki-Gor had
stood.

He rolled, his right hand fleeing over
his shoulder, drawing an arrow, then re-
trieving and nocking it in one continuous
flow of superb muscle control. He drew
the bow as he lay on the ground, drew and
held the straining gut tight, his keen eyes
seeking the murderous ambusher.

He was a bronze statue lying in the
thick carpet of green grass, his grey eyes
keen and narrowed, the heavy muscles of
his shoulders ridged with herculean
strength. He waited for what seemed an
eternity, but what was in reality less than
a fleeting second, then caught the barest
of movements in the bush. He sighted
instinctively, drove the arrow forward.

The missile flicked through the leaves
with a shriek of disrupted air, fled into the
shadow—and struck with a solid thwock
of sound. A man sighed unconsciously,
then toppled from the shadow of a tree,
lay still, blood bright upon his face, a
gun dropping from his nerveless hand.
His face muscles twitched for a bleak mo-
ment, then he was utterly slack, brown
eyes staring sightlessly at the tree over-
hedadss

And then, in that brief instant before
exaltation filled the Jungle Lord’s heart,
in that heart-tick of time before he could
twist to search for another ambushing
enemy, he heard Jimmy cry aloud, saw
the boy dart toward where the ambusher
lay. And the words came winging back,
filling him with an agony such as he had
never known.

“Lieutenant — Lieutenant Ashworth!
Yow've killed the Lieutenant!”
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HERE WERE times in the life of the
White Lord of the Jungle when he
cursed the lightning reflexes that were
his. For years, how many, he did not
know, he had roamed the lush plains and
verdant forests of the Congo, living by
his capacity as a hunter and stalker, never
relaxing the rigid jungle code that was
his. Never had he slain for the sheer
thrill of killing or for fancied revenge.
Always had he waited for his enemies to
force the fight, and then he had used his
keen mind and superb body to do battle.
And now, as he lay on the ground,
watching the boy run to the body of his
friend, he swore bitterly, knowing the
agony his instinctive speed and jungle
skill had caused the lad.

He felt no particular remorse, by his
jungle code, for acting as he had. In the
jungle, one does not ask the name of his
attacker; instead, he defends himself as
best and as quickly as he can. He was
sorry only that the white man had fired
from ambush, for that had been the cause
of the lightning counter-attack.

But this was not the moment for regrets;
this was a time for action. He came
lithely to his feet, raced to the side of the
fallen pilot, .bent and made a quick ex-
amination. He grinned at the crying boy.

“He’ll be all right, Jimmy,” he said.
“The arrow must have struck a tree, then
vibrated ; and the shaft just stunned your
friend.”

“You're sure?” Jimmy scrubbed at his
tear-filled eyes.

“I'm sure,” Ki-Gor said, then whirled
to face the two women who had stepped
into the clearing twenty yards away.

“Jimmy !” the first one said.

And then the boy was racing her way,
there to be caught and held while a gentle
hand stroked dark hair back from his
forehead. He was talking, and she listen-
ing, but her eyes were frightened and

questioning as they peered at the Jungle

Lord and his party.

Then the second woman, barely younger
than Helene, saw the injured pilot on the
ground, and whiteness came into her face.
She started forward, terror building in
her eyes, her hands outstretched as though
to protect the man.
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“Bob!” she whispered, spun about, out-
raged love and anger in her voice as she
faced the jungle giant. “What have you
done; what have you done to Bob?”

But it was Helene who answered. She
came about Ki-Gor, stood before the girl,
and the sight of her, the sensing of that
which was Helene’s character, silenced
the girl’s outburst, even as she dropped to
her knees beside the wounded pilot.

Lieutenant Ashworth shook his head,
slowly blinked his eyes into focus, then his
gaze centered on Ki-Gor who towered over
him like some great bronze god. He caught
his breath, and his hand groped auto-
matically for his gun. Then the Jungle
Lord smiled, and the tension went from
the man.

“Oh, Bob,” the girl whispered.

The Lieutenant turned his head, smiled
at the girl, then lifted a hand and gingerly
examined the bloody bruise that raced the
side of his head.

“What happened?” he asked Ki-Gor.

“My arrow barely touched,” Ki-Gor
answered. “But why did you try to kill
me?” :

“I thought that you were part of the
bunch that attacked us in the first place.
I thought Jimmy was your prisoner, you
had hold of his hand, and I thought you

were forcing him to lead you to the

plane.” Puzzlement came into the white
man’s eyes, as his gaze travelled from
mighty Ki-Gor to slender Helene who was
like some jungle goddess, and then swung
to the great Tembu George who was
more than twice the height of N’Geeso.

“Who are you, and what are you doing
here?”’ he finished.

Ki-Gor shrugged. “We thought to res-
cue you from this mountain.”

Jimmy came forward, urging the woman
at his side. “Mister Ki-Gor,” he said
solemnly, “this is my Mother, and that’s
my sister, Jeanne, and the man on the
ground is Lieutenant Ashworth who was
our pilot.”

Mrs. Ferris gave her hand shyly, as
though not knowing as to whether this
gigantic half-naked man would understand
the meaning of the gesture. She smiled
from friendly brown eyes that matched
her hair, and her grip was warm and firm.

“I'm grateful, Mister Ki-Gor,” she said.
“Much more than I can say.”

I-GOR was tongue-tied for the mo-

ment, and red crept into his tanned
features. He wriggled uneasily, tried to
avoid more of the same speech. He was
embarrassed, for this was woman-talk, and
in the jungle men did not speak of such
things.

“We must—" be began.

Then Helene smiled and came to her
husband’s side. “There is no need for
thanks, Mrs. Ferris,” she said gently.
“We understand.”

Mrs. Ferris’ eyes filled with amazement.
“But you're an educated woman,” she said.
“Why are you——"" She broke off, em-
barrassment filling her; for Ki-Gor had
turned, his grey eyes suddenly icily bleak,
and he had strode from the clot of people.

“I'm sorry,” Mrs. Ferris began, and
Helene nodded in understanding.

But for Ki-Gor, standing with his back
to the crowd for a moment, there was only
a dull sickness in his great heart. Always
when he least expected it, some tiny word
or bit of action would creep into his life
to make him realize that he might be de-
nying his wife that which should have
been hers by right.

“Ki-Gor!” Helene said softly.

And then a slim hand slipped into his,
and his mate was close, her dim perfume.
in his nostrils, her nearness a tangible
thing that he wanted more than anything
else in his life. He drew her into the
circle of his arm, held her tightly; and as
she tilted her head, he bent and tasted the
warmth  of her month. For a second of
eternity, they were alone, spinning in a
void of their own making, only themselves
therein.

Then the moment was gone, and the first
sparks of laughing understanding came
into their eyes. They smiled, then went
arm in arm back to the talking group.
Lieutenant Ashworth was standing, his
arm about Jeanne.

“I’'m sorry about that ambush, Ki-Gor,”
he apologized.

The Jungle Lord shrugged the event
aside, then swept his gaze about the circle.
“We must go down the trail to the jun-
gle,” he said. “That is our only way of
escape.” '

Lieutenant Ashworth shook his head.
“There are too many of the savages guard-
ing the trail,” he declared. “We tried to



30
break through, the once when we thought
Jimmy had been captured or killed; and
since then, I have tried to find other trails,
without success.”

“You have weapons?”’

“Yes, a rifle and revolver, but only
enough shells to fill both guns about half
full. I’ve had several brushes with those
savages, and while they seem to fear guns,
I haven’t the ammunition to wage a battle
the full length of the trail.”

Ki-Gor flicked his keen gaze to Tembu
George and N’Geeso, read the concern in
their eyes. His mind probed for possi-
bilities, seeking some way out. There was,
of course, the possibility that they might
escape by the same route his party had
used to scale the mountain. But in all
probability, he could never find that ledge
again in the thick clouds, and if he did,

then the ape-men would probably be guard-

ing that route of escape. Too, these
civilized people would be too soft to climb
several hundred feet down a swinging rope,
and lowering them was a physical impos-
sibility.-

The problem loomed even larger, as he
thought, and gradually he knew that an
attempt must be made to escape by means
of the mountain trail. And that, of course,
meant plans must be made carefully.

“We will go to the plane and make war-
talk,” he said simply.

Without waiting for an agreement, and
with Helene at his side, he strode toward
the wrecked plane. He caught the ques-
tion that lay unspoken in his mate’s eyes,
grinned with a flashing of white teeth in
his bronzed features, and confidence came
into the set of his shoulders.

“Wah!?’ he said scornfully. “Have we
not fought greater odds than these, and
won ?”

Helene nodded, slipped her slender hand
into his broad palm, walked gracefully at
his side. There was no need for further
words.

T THE wrecked plane, they gathered
in a circle about the dead ashes of a
small cooking fire. Ki-Gor gazed at the
wrecked bomber, scowled in silent distaste.
Lieutenant Ashworth saw the frown,
spoke.
“A clogged gas line caused the trouble,”
he admitted. “And the storm did the rest.”
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The Jungle Lord still scowled, wonder-
ing what a gas line was, then dismissed
the subject abruptly, remembering the
crashed plane from which he had rescued
lovely Helene.

“If men were meant to fly,” he said
with simple primitive logic, “they would

_have been given wings.”

Lieutenant Ashworth relaxed, non-
plussed, then smiled. There was some-
thing magnificent about this bronze giant,
something so simple and direct about his
character, that no offense could be taken
at what he said. He was both civilized
and primitive at the same time, with the
best characteristics of both.

“Have you a plan?” Mrs. Ferris asked
anxiously.

Ki-Gor shrugged.
things.”

Lieutenant Ashworth said: “I can tell
you a bit about this mountain. No humans
live up here, but there are plenty of
animals.” Awe came into his voice,
“There are animals here such as the world
has not seen for millions of years. I've

“First, I must know

seen stegosauri, dinotherium, therepoda,

ornithopoda and ceratopsia. They’re ex-
tinct, yet they live here. In fact, I'd stake
my life that those creatures we fought on
the trail are Neanderthal men. This is a
lost world, a land of the living dead. The
seclusion of this place, the continual damp-
ness and volcanic gasses have kept this
land as it was millions of years ago, with
all of its trees and shrubbery and animals
just as they were then.”

Ki-Gor swung to Helene. “What are-
those things of which he speaks so easily ?”’
he asked. “Never have I heard of them,
and Africa is my home.”

Helene smiled. “Those are but words
he uses to describe the animals which live
atop this mountain.”

Ki-Gor shrugged impatiently. “Then
we need have no worry. If men do not
face us here, we need only concern our-
selves with those who guard the trail.”
He fell silent for a moment, considering
every phase of the situation. “We will
leave as soon as possible,” he said.
“N’Geeso, Tembu George and I shall lead
the way, using our weapons if necessary.
You,” he indicated the Lieutenant, “will
follow with the women and boy, guarding
them with your fire-weapons. We must
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be quiet, and attack the moment we are
seen. Our only chance lies in surprise.”

He glanced about the group, seeing their
eyes intent upon his features, then swung
his gaze about the weird bowl in which
they rested, shivered involuntarily.

“Wah!” N’Geeso agreed. “The plan is
good. I do not like those men who walk
like monkeys; I should like to bring some
to earth!” He fingered his gaudy blow-
gun.

Tembu George nodded without speak-
ing, honed the razor-sharp edge of his
great knife on the sole of his left foot.
Lieutenant Ashworth jacked a shell into
the breech of his rifle, flicked on the safety
and laid it aside, then checked his revolver.

“Sounds okay with me,” he said.

Mrs. Ferris drew Jimmy closer, held
him tightly for a moment, then nodded.
Jeanne watched Lieutenant Ashworth for
a second, then turned to Helene who was
already examining the gut of her bow,
and nodded.

“Fine!” Ki-Gor said, came lithely to
his feet. “There is no need for waiting;
let us be gone.” ;

He whirled in a half-crouch, as the
bull-roar smashed in from the jungle, and
reluctant wonder came into his eyes. The
others surged erect, huddled together
watching the primitive bestial drama that
had appeared with startling suddenness in
the clearing they had vacated a few short
minutes before.

HEY fought with great scything

slashes and stroke of yellow saber
teeth, their screaming roars of rage reach-
ing toward the roiling clouds above, their
tons of weight thundering vibrations from
the ground. Great splayed clawed feet
tore at the earth, ripped great chunks into
the air, as monstrous legs drove the great
armored bodies together like fantastic
living tanks.

One was half the height of the other,
his wicked green eyes glowing frem be-
neath a bony brown twin-horned forehead
that receded back into a flaring ridge of
solid red bone that was like a great collar
about its throat. Bony blue-green plates
armored its back, made it grotesquely
scaly, protected it down to the lashing
heavy tail which had three sharp white
horns growing from its length,

It fought with a clumsy quickness,
darting in, mouth gaping cruelly, teeth °
gnashing at the hind legs of the second
monster in an effort to hamstring its op-
ponent. And each time it whirled away,
the vicious tail smashed like that of a
crocodile, the spearing horns ripping and
gouging with terrible effect.

But if the first was quick, the second
had a lightning speed. Great scimitar
teeth gleamed yellowly in a gaping mouth
fully a yard wide, and the head swung on
a neck twenty feet long and with the dart-
ing quickness of a cobra’s thrust.

It stood like a praying-mantis, the
stubby forelegs tucked against its chest,
the great driving hind legs and the lashing
length of scaly tail bracing the tons of
weight with the clumsy agility of the born
fighter.

It, too, was scaled, the orange and black
plates overlapping like those of a snake,
only the belly, white as a toad’s, unpro-
tected. Its bellows of rage woke echoes
in the dim unreal forest, and the monstrous
poundings of its feet were like the boom-
ings of an earthquake beneath the firm
rocky ground.

It rode its tail time and again, lifting
tons of bone and flesh into the air; the
lashing hind legs, with their eighteen inch
claws, smashing at the smaller dinosaur
that dared to attack its might.

The smaller monster was blasted from
its feet time and again, came dashing back
in, maniacal bellows of anger ripping from
its red throat, great blue-green scales
dangling on blobs of red flesh where the
teeth and claws of the second monster had
gouged.

The larger beast used its blunt head as
a bludgeon, smashing it on the whiplike
neck, scything the teeth against the iron-
hard plates that protected the other’s
throat.

They came together in a crash of bony
flesh that rocked the ground, snarled and
strained and lashed with their natural
weapons like two monsters from a night-
mare. Crimson gouted, stained the green
grass and churned brown earth. The tail
of the smaller beast smashed the larger in
the belly, ripped and tore, laid reddish
flesh open in a great wound that would
have dropped an elephant in its tracks.

The wounded beast screamed raw de-
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fiance, smashed with its head again, then
reached out its stubby forelegs, caught
the Triceratop’s bony neck carapace tightly,
and great yellow teeth grasped the plate,
shattered it as though it had been papier
mache.

Then the teeth of the greater dinosaur
were sinking deep, blood flooding in a
crimson stream over its lower jaw, soak-
ing the battleground. The loser bucked
in an ecstasy of agony, fought with a
terrific surge of strength to free itself,
succeeded. It lunged away, tried to run,
fell to its armored knees.

And the larger came in for the final
killing attack. The hind legs lashed, drove
the smaller beast to its side; then the
snakelike head flashed in, and the scimitar
teeth tore the throat completely out of the
downed beast’s neck.

RIMSON gushed in a smoking spout-

ing flood which slowly subsided. The
Triceratop kicked convulsively, lashed
with its tail again, caught the winner in
the belly, the bloody- horns ripping the
great wound even wider. Then the green
eyes glazed, were black, and the smaller
dinosaur was dead. There was only the
automatic reflexes of a beast far down on
the evolutionary scale.

The ‘winner coughed blood, gnashed its
teeth together in triumph, hopped a few
yards away, then turned and bounced its
tons of weight squarely upon the body of
the dead foe. The great claws ripped and
slashed, tearing away the bony plates, leav-
ing the red flesh exposed. A second later,
the live monster was feeding, its hoggish
grunts filling the air, shredded flesh and
ruby blood dripping from great jaws, the
vicious eyes glaring a challenge to all the
jungle.

Then from the verdant green jungle,
came slipping creatures such as Ki-Gor
had never thought existed. Some slid on
their bellies, others hopped, and still more
walked. They came in carefully, beady
reptilian eyes watching the feeding mon-
ster, then darted in, ripped great chunks
of bloody flesh from the carcass, and
darted back to safety, there to feast in
great sucking slobbers of feeding.

A great lizard-bird dropped on silent
wings, its vicious, toothed beak agape, a
whistling hissing whirling from its throat.

It lighted with outspread claws on the
carcass, dipped its scaly head to feed.

The great dinosaur flashed into motion,
lashing its head like a snake’s thrust, caught
the reptile-bird, a pterodactyl, by one
leathery wing. The reptile-bird screamed
its anguish, fought with great beak and
free wing to tear itself loose. The monster
dinosaur calmly grasped the bird with its
stunted forelegs, held it tightly, then
ripped the reptile-bird to bloody shreds
with delicate side-snatches of the mon-
ster teeth in its gaping mouth.

Then it dropped the bird and screamed,
bellowing in sudden spasmodic agony.

It clawed at its ripped belly with its
forelegs, turned to hop away, and fell in
a flurry of convulsive kicking. It had
been dying for minutes, but so basically
uncomplex was its nervous system, it
had not known that. With its two brains,
one in the head, the other in the tail, it
had not known that a death-blow had been
received, until too late.

And now it lay on its side, blood cas-
cading redly from the ripped belly, flood-
ing toward the ground, the vicious black
eyes glazing quickly. It lashed its head at
one of the scavengers; then the neck had
no more strength for attack, and the small
beasts came surging in.

Embryonic feathers rustled against
scales, and slimy skin touched them both,
as the smaller beasts fed. They gorged
horribly, terribly, on the still-living winner
of the fight.

“Wah!” Ki-Gor said in disgust, turned
away. :

He had many animal feelings, did Ki-
Gor, White Lord of the Jungle; but the
sheer primitive animalism of the battle
between those prehistoric beasts had sick-
ened him. He wanted nothing more than
to return to his beloved jungle in the low-
lands.

He knew, too, in that morbid moment,
that he and this tiny band of people could
not fight such monsters. Their weapons
would be like pebbles against a rhino’s
thick hide. Should the beasts attack in
force, there would be no escape.

“Come,” he said shortly, shrugged some
of the tenseness from his shoulders.

He started the silent group on the way
toward the trail, seeing the horror that
still lay in their taut faces, feeling a surge
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of sympathy for the Lieutenant and his
passengers. This type of existence was
entirely new to them, and they had not the
animal instinct or strength to look at it
as impersonally as those who saw the cal-
lousness with which death struck in the
African jungle.
“On!” he ordered.
upon our speed.”

“Success depends

VI

HEY WENT directly toward the

leprous-white trail which twisted up
the side of the crater in a gentle grade,
paused on a turn, and peered back at the
cup below. The last dying bellow of the
winner of the battle between the dinosaurs
came winging upward, then faded in a
squawk of dulled pain. Far across the
bowl, the pale gray fumes rose in a single
spire, like steam, from the glowing surging
pool of molten lava, the fumes spreading
into the clouds so high overhead.

They could see the black lake almost at
their feet, descried the island that dotted
its center ; and for a moment, in the waver-
ing reddish light, thought they saw move-
ment on the island. To every side spread
the silent gigantic twisted forest of green
trees and snaky ferns; and in the clearings
moved the brightly-colored beasts of an
age long dead.

Then they turned, went again up the
trail. They moved almost in a compact
group, weapons ready, eyes searching for
the danger they knew must lie ahead.

Ki-Gor swung easily along, grasping his
great war-bow in his left hand, the massive,
shovel-bladed Masai spear couched in the
fingers of his right. N’Geeso and Tembu
George paced his sides, and behind came
the women and boy, guarded by Lieu-
tenant Ashworth and his guns.

They said nothing as they walked, for
climbing was difficult among the twisting
creepers and vines which rode the path
like green serpents tangled blindly.

They reached the top of the trail, began
the descent between the rocky, verdure-
clad walls of a narrow rock-fault. Rocks
rattled now and then, dislodged by their
- feet, and clattering in miniature landslides
within a few yards of their starting point.
There was no other sound.
3—Jungle—Winter

There was still darkness outside the
mountain, and a twist of the trail cut off
the crepuscular light from within the
crater-tip of the mountain. Their eyes
adjusted slowly, and gradually they made
out the outlines of the rocks and bushes
they passed. s

Greyness came slowly to the sky, and a
light breeze winged its way up the narrow
defile. Jungle odors came stronger as the
moments fled by, filling the Jungle Lord
with a momentary nostalgia.

But the mood passed, was replaced with
a mild exaltation, for none of the dread
enemy had been seen; there was not the
slightest of sounds to betoken them far
ahead.

Some of the tenseness went from the
party, and the lines of their features re-
laxed. Ki-Gor glanced about, really saw
them for the first time. Mrs. Ferris
walked proudly beside her son, her brown
hair gleaming over a face pale with the
bitter hours behind, but with an uncon-
querable light in her eyes. Her tailored
blue dress-was ripped, and her brown low-
heeled shoes scuffed; there was a long
scratch on her right arm, but she smiled
confidently at the jungle giant as he turned.

Lieutenant Ashworth nodded shortly,
his dark eyes narrowed slightly beneath
straight brows. He wore the knee-hose
and shorts of the British army, and car-
ried his guns with the competence of a
trained fighting man to whom weapons
were a part of his natural existence.

Jeanne walked at his side, touching him
now and then with the swing of her bare
arm; and Ki-Gor felt a flush of senti-
mentality when he saw that which lay in
her eyes each time she glanced at the grim
features of the Lieutenant at her side.
There was in her gaze then those things
which the Jungle Lord had surprised in
the eyes of Helene many times in the
happy months they had shared together.

Helene walked like some titian-haired
golden princess, her body swelling lis-
somely against her leopard-skin halter and
clout. She smiled easily at her stalwart
mate, lifted her bow a bit; and he winked
wickedly, watched the blush come tiding
into her clear cheeks. He grinned, then
watched the trail again.

N’Geeso checked the poison tips of his
darts as he walked, loosened the knife at
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his waist, then glanced at Tembu George,
who walked at the Jungle Lord’s other
side with quick catlike steps of feline
grace.

"“If attack comes,” “he said in Swahili,
“stay thou behind me, and I shall see that
harm does not reach thee.”

“Wah!” Tembu George grunted amus-
edly. “Quiet, little ' man. If danger does
come, I shall stuff you down the throat of
an enemy—and there you can kick holes
in his stomach.”

“Wah!” N’Geeso spat disdainfully. “I
would do more killing that way than you
will do with all of your weapons.”

He grinned, glanced at the bronzed giant
at his side. ‘“We rmen-warriors are always
plagued by the men-boys who think they
are full grown just because the elders give
them weapons.”

HE White Lord of the Jungle forced

aside a smile, flicked his eyes to the
gigantic black at his left, remembering the
terrific havoc he had seen Tembu George
wreak in battle before. If ever a perfect
fighting machine had ever existed, such
was this massive black chieftain.

“He will grow,” he said gently, mis-
chievously. ~

Tembu George growled deep in his
throat, liking the byplay, but carrying on
the farce as though he had been insulted.

“T shall have a son soon,” he said darkly.
“And when he is a hand of moons old, I
shall have him feed this little man’s ears
to him one by one.”

N’Geeso swelled with indignation. “This
is too much,” he declared. “My. prowess
has been questioned. I shall—-"

He dropped like a speared eland, the
blowgun clattering from his lax fingers, a
great bloody bruise racing his forehead
where the slung stone had smashed.

“N’Geeso!” Tembu George cried aloud,
and turned with a surging bellow of rage
to meet the gross ape-men attackers that
were plunging from concealment among
the rocks.

They came in a bestial wave of hairy
squat bodies and bowed legs, clubs waving
viciously in their prehensile hands, a weird
battle cry ululating toward the lightened
sky.

Ki-Gor growled deep in his throat, and
the thin veneer of civilization split and

dropped from him like a shattered cloak.
The great war-bow came lifting in his
hands, and then his right hand swung up
and over his shoulder, and his fingers had
drawn an arrow from the sheath, was
nocking it, and the tensed muscles of his
arm and shoulder were drawing the gut
far back.

The fletching reached his right ear, and
he sighted with a deliberate instinctive
speed. He loosed the shaft; the gut
thrummed with a deep bass note, and the
arrow drilled forward through the weak
sunlight.

The blade drew a shrill scream of pain
from the air, then drove deep into the
hairy naked chest of the first ape-man,
drilled and twisted and cut its way com-
pletely through in a rushing gout of spurt-
ing crimson, sped completely through, and
skewered the throat of a second.

The second Neanderthal man choked on
a flood of blood, clawed desperately at his
shattered neck, then fell in a kicking heap
which tripped the next two beast-men be-
hind him. All three were on the ground
then, two trying to regain their feet, the
first bucking his lifg away upon the rocks.

But those were only four, and behind
them were a hundred more. The Lieu-
tenant’s rifle belched flame and sound, the
heavy slug tearing away the face of a
charging ape-man; and a second shot
blasted another to death before the first
was completely dead.

An arrow ripped its deadly way past Ki-
Gor, cut deep into the heart of an ape-man;
and Ki-Gor felt.a rush of pride for his
mate, for it had been her arrow that had
flashed so briefly.

Then there was no time for thinking.
The mob of ape-men seemed to have no
sense of fear; they came blasting in,
coming from both sides and from in front,
while Grankando stood on a great rock,
his gross black body paint-striped, and
urged them on with his cries in a weird
animal-language they seemed to under-
stand, his face writhing with the mad pas-
sion that filled his mind.

Tembu George was an ebony seven-foot
demon from Hell. He met the first charge
with the great knife whistling in his hand,
and the blade changed from silver to a
flowing red that splotched him and his new
victims alike. A knotty club caught him
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in the side, threw him to his knees; but his
blade swung upward, and he twisted the
blade even as it sank deep into a hairy belly.
The skewered victim screamed, the ape-
face splitting in a death-grin, the club
dropping from a nerveless hand. Then
Tembu George was on his feet again, his
face grey from the agony of breathing,
the bush-knife building a wall of murder-
ous steel before him which nothing could
pass and live.

Lieutenant Ashworth’s rifle roared its
hail of death, slicing down ape-man after
ape-man; and when the weapon was empty,
the soldier used the steel barrel as a club,
crushing the skulls of the attacking beasts
who came closer with each passing second.

The fighting was too close now for
arrow-work, so Ki-Gor instinctively slipped
the bow over his shoulder, even as he
stooped and snatched up the great spear
that he had dropped a moment before.

And now he and Tembu George stood
side to side, using their jungle weapons
in a way such as normal men would have
thought impossible. Their blades darted
out with a lightning speed, sank deep, were
retrieved with a twisting wrench such as
only the Masai fighting men could do 'to
perfection.

HE DEAD piled up in a growing
heap, and over the bodies clambered
more of the beasts. The slobbering fang-
mouthed jaws screamed a hate-defiance at
the attacked, and the clubs in their hands
were like light wands to their incredible
strength. They took the crimsoned blades
in bellies and chests and throats, died with
their weapons still swinging in their fists.
Lieutenant Ashworth’s rifle broke at
the breech, and he bent the steel barrel in
a complete half-circle over the head of a
black-haired ape-man, then drew his re-
volver, and jerked the trigger.

An ape-man blasted backward from the
punching slugging of the first bullet, his
club whistling past the shoulders of Ki-
Gor, who, in turn, lashed out with the
shovel-blade of his spear, and killed an-
other beast-man whose uplifted club would
have crushed Ashworth’s skull.

Then the three of them fought side by
side. Lieutenant Ashworth’s revolver was
empty within a second ; and reaching down,
he snatched a dropped gnarly club, swung

it with the frenzied desperation of a man
who protects all that he holds dear in the
world.

Ki-Gor fought with a silent -catlike
fury, his great spéar swinging like a razor-
tipped switch in his mighty hands, muscles
rippling and coiling with dreadful power
beneath his bronzed skin, his hair a golden
mane above the rocky cast of his face, his
grey eyes aflame with battle lust.

He killed like a dread machine, using the
sweeping razor-keen edge of his blade to
slash and rip all who stood before its
might. The point ripped into the belly
of the nearest attacker, slid in without a
sound, came free in a gushing torrent of
life-blood. @ The creature fell, and his
swinging club caught the Jungle Lord
squarely in the belly.

Ki-Gor doubled, trying to evade the
blow, tensing great muscles to cushion
the shock, and then agony flooded his body,
drove spears of blackness through his
brain. He gasped, went back a full step,
tried to focus dimming eyes.

Instinct flipped his hands out, drove the
licking spear into the throat of a charging
ape-man, snatched it free, and then lifted
his body so that he could fight again. A
dreadful numbness was spreading through
his frame, taking the lithe strength from
his columnar legs; but there was no fear
in his eyes, and he snarled like the animal
he was.

The spear and knife blades flashed in
the weird half-light, and drew death in
their wake. Ape-men screamed in dull
agony, collapsed in twitching heaps, were
replaced by raging others.

Helene was fighting, too, like the jungle
queen that she was. Her arrows sang and
zipped, painted a picture of death in the
scene before her.. There was no fear in
her blue eyes, and she had no terror in
her hands as she fought. Beside her,
Jeanne and Mrs. Ferris caught up clubs,
swung them like Amazons, crimson streak-
ing the weapons, staining hands and arms.
Even Jimmy tried to help, but his mother
thrust her son behind her, guarded his life
with the calculating ferocity of a lioness
guarding its kittens.

But there could be only one outcome to
the fight. The attackers were too many,
and their leader urged them on even more
as the seconds fled by. He stood on his
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high perch, his eyes vicious, his mouth
* tonguing the words that drove the ape-men
to frantic obedience.

Helene lifted her bow, drilled an arrow
his way, grinned tightly, as the slim saft
skewered the black’s arm, then could waste
no more missiles upon the fiendish crea-
ture.

The battle was drawing to a climax.
Twenty ape-men lay dead, wounds gaping
hideously, and still the others came on.
The defenders fought with a renewed
desperation, trying to stave off the mo-
ment of defeat.

Then a club came winging out of no-
where, and Lieutenant Ashworth dropped
into a senseless huddle, his face slack and
blank, blood streaking his forehead where
the thrown club had struck.

HE BEAST-MEN raised an unholy
shout of triumph, came surging in.
. Now only Ki-Gor and Tembu George
" faced them; and their arms were growing
weary with the continual slaughter. Bruises
marked their bodies, and they gasped for
air, their eyes inflamed, and hating the
beasts who had attacked from ambush.

But they were not supermen, and they
had met their match. They fell back be-
fore the fury of the assault, trying to
cover the women behind, knowing that
defeat lay but seconds away.

“Run.” Ki-Gor roared at the peop{e he
defended.

But the women could not run; two of
the ape-men had circled the fight, were
coming in from behind. The three women
whirled to face that menace, and Ki-Gor
fought alone at the side of Tembu George.

Four ape-men came lunging in, their
mouths gaping in cries that could not be
heard in the battle-roar, and the first died
on the Jungle Lord’s swinging blade.
Tembu George slew the second with a
backhand swing of his mighty knife, then
swung about to face the last two of the
attacking quartet.

A club flashed at Ki-Gor, and he parried
it like a saber-master with the shaft of
his spear. The second club smashed up-
ward, caught him squarely in the jaw,
knocking him unconscious from his feet.
He fell, and Tembu George fought alone.

A scream of triumph came from the

. a surge
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murderous Grankando, and his remaining
ape-men blasted forward.

There was no hesitation in Tembu then,
He swung the great knife like a razor-
edged feather, slew his two attackers with
a single stroke, then bent and lifted Ki-
Gor’s limp body over one shoulder with
of desperate strength. He
whirled, went toward the women, ducked
past them, and his knife slashed the life
from the two attackers of the women.

Then he was running clumsily up the
trail, carrying the Jungle Lord like the
jouncing body of some slaughtered enemy,
leaving the women to face the enemy
alone.

There was no cowardice in his action
then; there was only the grim knowledge
that this was the only way. Captured, all
would be helpless; but with both himself
and the Jungle Lord free, there was a
chance that a rescue of the women and
boy could be made later.

For Tembu George knew the native
mind ; he knew the workings of their in-
tellect, and he knew that Grankando would
not slay his prisoners except for some
pagan sacrifice much later, after appro-
priate ceremonies.

And so he staggered in a rushing burst
of blind speed up the trail, ducking in-
stinctively away from the thrown clubs,
feeling tiredness seeping all strength from
his heavy muscles. The bloody blade still
swung in his free hand, and a burning rage
still blazed whitely in his mind ; but he ran
on and on, knowing that this was the best
and only way.

He paused briefly, hearing the sounds
of pursuit dying out behind, turned and
saw the three women and the boy held
tightly in prehensile furred hands, to be
dragged before Grankando who still stood
atop his battle station. Others were lifting
N’'Geeso and Lieutenant Ashworth, were
carrying their unconscious bodies back
down the trail.

Tembu George felt a dull sickness in his .
heart then, a strge of illness such as he
had not thought possible for him .to feel
for people he had but barely met.

Then he shrugged the limp body of Ki-
Gor into a more comfortable position on
his shoulder, went again up-the trail. Five
minutes of climbing brought him to the
top ridge, and he began the descent into

/s
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the crater. Once again, he was surrounded
by the weird reddish half-light that
stemmed from the lava pool, and the
noxious fumes seemed stronger, after the
brief period in which he had breathed the
clean air of outside.

He reached the bottom of the trail, felt
the first stirrings of the Jungle Lord on
his shoulder. Scabbarding the crusted
blade of his great knife, he held the jungle
giant tightly with both hands, went toward
the thick jungle ahead. He was almost
there, when he heard the muted feral cries
back up the trail.

Turning, he felt a dull panic stir within
his heart. For coming down the trail, mov-
ing with the cautious agility of clumsy
apes, were three of the Neanderthal men.
Within a few minutes, at the very latest,
they would find his spoor. And he knew
that, in his weakened condition, with Ki-
Gor to protect, capture would be certain.

VII

VERHEAD towered the lacy fronds

of a gigantic fern, and beneath, the
shadows were thick and spongy with inky
darkness. Tembu George drifted into the
first, then circled the waist-thick bole of
the plant, began a slow trot deeper into
the jungle.

He ran with a slow speed, each breath
a tearing gasp from his tortured throat,
his eyes searching the dim recesses ahead
for the slightest signs of a natural shelter.

And then, so suddenly that he was sur-
prised, he felt his strength dwindle com-
pletely. He went to his knees in a small
clearing, cushioned the shock of Ki-Gor’s
landing, and laid the jungle giant in a
comfortable position.

He crouched over the slack body, shak-
ing with fatigue, then made a quick ex-
amination of the blue bruise that stained
Ki-Gor’s jaw. Relief came into his eyes
when he saw that the injury was super-
ficial. The Jungle Lord would be un-
conscious but a few moments longer.

And even as he realized that, he heard
the sounds far back in the jungle that be-
tokened the nearing of his enemies. He
came slowly to his feet, unsheathed his
bloody knife, then walked a few yards
from his white friend, prepared to defend
the unconscious man.

He loosened his shoulders, shrugged
strength into his arms, and a dull flame
began to burn within his clear eyes. He
was almost dead upon his feet, but there
was no hesitancy in his movements, no
thought in his mind that there was any
other way. ;

He saw the first of the ape-men coming
through the shadows, ducked to one side
so that he might have the advantage of
an ambush. The searcher came closer, his
bare feet paddling noiselessly on the turf,
brutish eyes searching the ground, one
hand knuckling the earth for support. He
did not glance up until he entered the tiny
clearing. And then it was too late.

The great knife made a whistling shriek
through the air, chugged deep through
bone and cartilage—and the ape-man’s
head seemed to bounce from the hairy
shoulders. It fell in a looping arc, the
mouth gaping in soundless surprise, the
eyes already blank and staring. The squat
body stayed upright for one incredible
second of time, took two natural steps
forward, blood pumping jerkily from the
neck-stub, then toppled in kicking con-
vulsions.

And then the two remaining ape-men
came hurtling in. They made no sound
now, intent only on the black man who
faced them. They carried the spears
dropped by Ki-Gor and Tembu George,
and swung them like long clubs. The
spears were heavy, and the glittering shovel-
blades were scythes of death that would
cut the black down in a fleeting second.

Tembu George ducked aside, still cover-
ing Ki-Gor, trying to find some means of
attack which would give him any chance
at all.

And the first ape-man died, a slim arrow
driving squarely into its chest, smashing
through and through, flashing half its
length from the glossy black fur of its
back. - ‘

And before Tembu George realized that
he fought but one, a second arrow flashed,
and snapped the life thread of the second.

. Then there were three gross bodies on the

ground, and Tembu George was turning
to face Ki-Gor who was rising shakily to his
feet, his great bow dangling from the
fingers of his right hand.

“Wah!” The Jungle Lord smiled.
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“Thou were brave to face the three of
them.”

Then knowledge came to the grey eyes,
and the slightly-dazed look disappeared.
Ki-Gor stood erect, his gaze swinging
about the clearing, panic growing in his
face.

“Where is Helene?”” he snapped. “Where
are the rest?”

Tembu George sank slowly to a squat-
ting position, wiped his blade on the thick
grass.

“They were captured,” he said slowly.
“You were clubbed unconscious, so I car-
ried you to safety. I thought that it was
better for two of us to be free, than for
all to be prisoners.”

Anger raced into the voice of the Jungle
Lord. “You thought—— you thought!”
He snapped. “By what right—!” His
voice trailed away.

He nodded slowly, sank to the deep
grass, shook his head to clear away the
fuzziness of his brain. He felt the agony
of uncertainty in his heart, estimated and
evaluated the situation in a brief flickering

of thoughts through his mind, realized that -

Tembu George had done right.

“Were any killed?” he asked slowly.

Tembu George shook his head. “They
were made prisoners,” he answered briefly.
Then confidence came into his voice. “With
a short rest, we shall regain our strength.
Then the two of us, with our jungle skill,
can do more than the entire party as a
whole.”

I-GOR nodded. He lay back on the

grass, breathing deeply, impatience
burning at his heart, but knowledge of
what must be done forcing him to remain
quiet. , Tembu George settled against a
tree, the knife handy at his side, his every
sense alert for other attackers.

. Neither felt any fear that more of the
ape-men might be searching for them; they
had the instincts of the jungle which was
their home, and they sensed that for the
next few hours they would be unmolested.

A soft breeze came from nowhere, as
they rested, brought the vague odor of
bright flowers and growing life. The air
was less tainted near the ground, and they
breathed deeply, savoring the life-giving
strength that poured from it. Above, feral
eves watched, and a squirrel-like feathered
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beast raced the length of a moss-hung limb,
snarled through curved fangs at the crea-
tures below.

A blue and red, f{rill-necked snake
slipped into the clearing, lifted six feet of
its body into the air, studied the men with
glassy eyes, then disappeared with a thin
hiss of baffled hate.

Ki-Gor watched impersonally from half-
closed eyes, then relaxed again, feeling
strength creeping back into his body. With
their superb recuperative powers, both men
would be completely fresh again within the
hour.

The minutes flowed one into another,
and slowly the men regained their complete
strength again. Ki-Gor rolled to his feet,
came erect, stretched looseningly. Tembu
George watched, as the Jungle Lord strode
to the three slain Neanderthal men and
retrieved his two arrows from the stiffened
bodies.

“Time to go,” Ki-Gor said, tried to
reckon time by instinct, failed. The blow
on his chin which had knocked him un-
conscious had also destroyed his memory
of the passage of -time. Too, without a
sun or moon to watch, he had no way of
measuring the passing of the hours by the
unfailing clocks which rode the sky.

He cleaned the two arrows with a twist
of grass, checked the fletching, then thrust
both into his quiver again. He retrieved
his bow, slung it over his shoulder, then
walked quietly toward the route by which
the ape-men had come.

Tembu George slipped to his feet,
stepped past the dead ape-men, paced at the
bronzed giant’s side. Both walked with
the quick sure steps of jungle men, both
alive with the fresh strength that had
poured into their muscles during the short
rest period. :

And even as they left the clearing, the
first rolling thudding of the drum came
booming through the air. ,

Ki-Gor’s face went as still as though
cast of metal. He paused in the midst of
a stride, then hurried forward, driven by
an instinctive knowledge that he could
not put the- keenness of his mind upon.
Tembu George raced at his side, and both
ran with an uncanny speed through the
unearthly still jungle.

The drumming came even louder now,
surging with greater strength through the
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thinning trees; and a second later, as they
stepped into the open near the foot of
the trail, the sound came clear and un-
impeded. :

“Look!” Tembu George whispered,
pointed with the swinging blade of his
bush knife.

Ki-Gor turned his head, went absolutely
rigid, his keen eyes watching the scene
five hundred yards away.

Crude paddles spun great flecks of water
into the air, and the ape-men paddlers
swung their clumsy dugout canoes toward
the island in the center of the placid inky-
black lake. In the leading canoe, standing
with his hand astride his hips, was Gran-
kando, like some creature from a night-
mare. Paint striped his body, and he
wore a towering crest of peacock feathers
which nodded and bounced with every
movement of his head. In his right hand
he held a great spear, and light winked
weirdly from the blood-red tip. Eight
ape-men drove the canoe forward, their
backs bending as they clumsily held the
paddles. The second canoe had but four
paddlers, although it was larger than the
first. But in the center, bound and help-
less, lay the prisoners taken in the battle a
short while before.

Following the second canoe came a
dozen others, each filled with the ape-men,
all going toward the rocky, tree-clad island
that reared like a turtle’s back from the
unmoving water.

And even as Ki-Gor and Tembu George
watched, the canoes were beached, and the
ape-men poured onto the landing strip,
where rough hands caught up the prison-
ers, carried them into the towering trees.

“Quick,” Ki-Gor snapped. “Grankando
is holding some sort of a ceremony on that
island. He wears the sacrifice headdress
of the Wasuli.”

HEY RAN, running with the lithe

speed of the jungle-born, their bare
feet soundless on the ground, their mighty
chests breathing the noxious air as though
they but walked. They watched for hid-
den guards, as they ran, thinking that
Grankando might have several posted.
But the crazed black leader must have
felt secure in the might of his Neanderthal
tribe, for he had left none to watch for
those who had escaped death before.

They came to the strip of rocky beach
where marks showed the dugouts had
rested, felt dismay fill their hearts when
they saw that all of the boats were gone.
Without a word, Ki-Gor checked his bow
and arrows, settled his knife solidly in
its sheath, grasped his spear tightly, then
poised on the lake’s edge for a shallow
dive.

He rose on his toes, swung his arms for
a dive—and Tembu George reached out,
held him immovable,

Ki-Gor snarled like a thwarted animal,
swung about, hackles lifting in sudden
rage. Then he saw that the great black’s
eyes were not upon him, and he turned to
follow the line of the man’s gaze.

Cold sweat seeped onto his back, and
he felt a hollowness in his stomach which
he could not control. He swallowed con-
vulsively, relaxed under the pressure of
Tembu George’s hand, and watched the
things which were coming with an incred-
ible speed through the water.

They were like the creatures which had
battled in the glade, in the way that scimi-
tar teeth flashed in their gaping mouths.
But there the resemblance ceased. Their
heads were small, like the heads of snakes,
and the eyes gleamed with a reddish
malevolence at the intruders on the bank.
Long necks undulated until the heads were
fully twenty feet above the water; and
the reflections of the bodies below the sur-
face were twisted and gargantuan.

They hissed as they swam, and the stench
of their bodies was like the noisome odors
rising from a moldy cavern. Water rip-
pled against their breasts, and they came
with a speed which a man could not hope
to match.

“Back!” Ki-Gor whispered, led the way
to the safety of the shelving bank which
towered over the lake on three sides. Forty
feet above the water, they squatted on the
edge of the cliff, studied the beasts which
hissed and threshed and lunged implacably
below.

“No swimming,” Tembu George said
soberly.

A serpent-headed reptile clawed futilely
at the bank, tried to clamber toward the
men above. It fell back with a baffled
roar of rage, circled slowly in the water,
watching with beady vicious eyes.

“No swimming,” Ki-Gor echoed dully,
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swung his gaze back to the vacant canoe-

strip of land.

Then he turned slowly, thinking of a
" raft, and his eyes were caught and held
by the single tree which stood almost at
the edge of the cliff, fully fifty feet away
from the main jungle. Elation came into
his eyes, then caution filled his features,
and he considered briefly.

“I shall need help,” he said at last.

“Of course,” Tembu George agreed, saw
that the white giant studied the frees.
“What shall we do, make a raft, and fight
off the monsters?”

KI-GOR grinned, and there was in the
reckless twist of his lips the great
daring and courage which were his. He
shook his leonine head, palmed back a
loose strand of golden hair, gestured at
the single tree.

“A catapult,” he said briefly.
this time, I shall be the log.”

Grey came into the ebony of Tembu
George’s face, and he shook his head.
“No,” he snapped. “Were you to fall into
the lake, those beasts would slay you before
you took two strokes.”
~ Ki-Gor nodded. “I know,” he admitted.

“Therefore, we shall draw them to this
cliff by throwing rocks. Then I shall rset
the catapult to throw me but a few steps
from the shore of the island. I shall have
more than ample time to swim to shore.”

Tembu George studied the proposition
for a brief moment, then nodded in reluc-
tant agreement. He came slowly to his
feet.

“We must work fast,” he
simply.

They ran toward the watching jungle,
racing against time mnow, searching the
tangled trees ahead for the long creeping
vines which they would need for the bind-
ing ropes. Ki-Gor saw the first, laid his
bow and spear aside, climbed the tree with
“the agility of a monkey. He hacked through
the thin wiry vine with his knife, then
swung from branch to branch until he
could free the other end of the trailing
creeper. It dropped to the ground, where
Tembu George gathered in its length, and
carried it to the base of the single tree.

Ki-Gor slipped from limb to limb down
the tree in which he stood, dropped
the last few feet to the ground, then ran

“Only

declared
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to the bundle of vine. Grasping the end
of the creeper between strong white teeth,
he climbed the single tree, trailing the vine
behind, then knotted it tightly to the sway-
ing top. <Climbing down, he freed the
rope of all entanglements, then dropped
to the ground, and jerked his arm toward
the sturdy bole of a tree at the jungle’s
edge.

Tembu George nodded, and both strung
the vine along, brought it about the mighty
tree bole, used the leverage to gradually

,draw the top of the single tree toward the

ground.

They worked with a steady patience and
strength, fighting every inch of the way,
drawing the top closer, measuring its
strength against the knowledge in their
minds, judging its whiplike snap against
the load it would have to hurl for a hun-
dred and fifty feet.

Then Ki-Gor grunted, and they squatted,
walked below the taut vine, twisted the
rope around the tree again, tied the free
end in a heavy knot about another tree.

Breathing heavily, they inspected their

* handiwork, and were satisfied. They went

toward the cliff edge, gathering heavy
rocks, began hurling them at the heads of
the beasts below. They heard the hissing
screams of rage, and tiny smiles etched
about their mouths.

“Wah!” Tembu George said whimsi-
cally. “N’Geeso would make but a mouth-
ful for those creatures.”

Ki-Gor nodded, looped a heavy stone
squarely down the gaping red throat of a
snakelike neck. The monster coughed,
screamed in defiance, threshed in raging
convulsions to reach the men overhead.

“Now!” Tembu George said. “I will
keep their attention, while you ride the cata-
pult.” His craggy features softened, and
his heavy hand was gentle on the Jungle
Lord’s shoulder. “Take care,” he finished
softly. “Thou are like a brother to my
heart.”

Ki-Gor smiled past the lump that choked
his throat. He nodded shortly, paced
quickly back to the tree. Settling his great
war-bow and quiver of arrows over a great
shoulder, then grasping the long spear in
his left hand, he climbed to a precarious
perch upon the down-bent top of the cata-
pult-tree, and lifted his knife from its
sheath.
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Tembu George smashed heavy rocks at
the raging monsters below, laughed a war-
rior’s laugh at Ki-Gor. The Jungle Lord
smiled faintly, settled himself.

He poised the keen blade over the rope,
bracing himself for the ordeal which was
to come, the first doubts of success assail-
ing his mind. He jounced a bit on the
tree, testing its strength, wondering if he
would be thrown completely onto the
island, or in the water. If he landed upon
the rocky beach of the island, he would
be either killed instantly or crippled so
that he might die without accomplishing
his mission. And if the tree failed to do
its job, he might be thrown close enough
to the reptiles to be torn asunder by their
gaping teeth.

He glanced at Tembu George, and lifted
his spear in a wave of good-bye. The
razor-bladed knife touched the rope, and
the first fibers parted with tiny brittle
pops of sound. And even as the knife
slashed deep, he felt the first thrill of terror
and panic in his mind. He cried aloud
in a grim warning, his grey eyes caught
and held by the flashing black shadow
which was whipping down from above.

One glimpse he had of the leathery
wings, the evil red eyes, and the snapping
fang-filled mouth—then the pterodactyl
smashed squarely into Tembu George,
drove him from the ledge into the mass of
blood-crazed monsters frothing the water
madly forty feet below.

Horror held Ki-Gor spelbound for a
flashing second, and he did not notice that
he had sliced the vine completely through,
until the lifting tree almost threw him
aside. Then he locked his legs instinc-
tively, caught his balance with a jungle
ease.

One second, the tree poised, as though
giving its strange rider a last glance at the
space where Tembu George had stood and
died, then gathered a whiplike power that
strained with a gargantuan strength. It
came straight up, lifting with an irresis-
tible force, carrying the Jungle Lord as
though he weighed nothing, and threw
him squarely toward the island. Branches
scored his legs, and his neck cracked with
the shocking snap of strain. Then he was
rising in a parabola, riding the air like a
cast stone, defying brutal death that he
might fight at the side of his jungle mate.

VIII

HERE was no time for thinking;

there was only the involuntary gasp
for breath, and the catlike slacking and
twisting of his body so that he would
alight with as little injury as possible. He
whirled like the missile that he was, then
regained his balance, went forward in a
great arching dive.

Below, the water was inky and disturbed,
and behind, the great beasts fought for
bloody shreds of flesh in the carmined
water. Their bellows of bestial rage
seemed to carry him even higher, for they
had a titanic force and quality of brutality
such as he had never heard before.

Then he had reached the apex of his
flight, and was dropping. His mind caught
and correlated impressions with an in-
stantaneous speed; and he felt a surge of
relief when he saw that he would fall short
of the island by a full three paces. Great
muscles rippled in his body, and he flipped
himself about so that he would land feet
first, thus cushioning the shock and pro-
tecting his head and shoulders.

The water struck his feet like: solid
ground, drove his knees high; and limber
swelling muscles tightened and slacked to
take the strain. He went deep, stroked
instinctively toward the shore, holding
his breath, unable to see through the black
liquid.

His head broke water, and he swam with
a rush of speed to the bank, clawed his
way upward, turned to see that no beast
came his way. Without another glance,
knowing there was nothing he could do
now for Tembu George, he raced up the
rocky beach, going toward the towering
trees and ferns ahead. :

He searched the ground as he ran,
flicking his keen gaze ahead, peering for
the tiny clues which would betoken the
break in the jungle where Grankando and
his ape-men had disappeared. The drum
began rolling thudding echoes into the .
air, pressed with a visible strength and
terror upon his mind. Behind, water
thrashed and churned in Tembu George’s
grave.

He ran lithely along the line of jungle,
found the slight break in the trees, cor-
rectly read the spoor in the rocky ground.
Without a pause, he swung into the jungle,
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went ahead like a drifting remorseless
shadow of death.

Cool rage built tiny white lines in his
bronzed face, and his knuckles were taut
on the haft of his mighty spear. He
smoothed water from his golden mane of
hair with his free hand, wiped the hand:
on a leg where the lake water was already
beginning to dry.

He heard the drum coming louder with
each fleeting second, and he ran at a faster
pace, keeping to the inky shadows, eyes
moving restlessly and viciously into the
shadows ahead, watching for any hidden
guard, He saw none, and his nerves re-
laxed. =

A green snake hissed from beside the
trail, and he dodged its darting fangs with
a twist of his legs, then sped on again.

He was close now; he sensed that, and
the drumming was almost violent in its
intensity. He slowed, drifted through the
tangled vegetation, slipping from bole to
bole like a great bronzed wraith.

He thought of many things as he
skulked ahead; memories of laughing
golden Helene, of Tembu George who
worshiped the Jungle Lord and his bride,
of diminutive N’Geeso and his bravery.
For months they had been companions
and friends, and the ties between them had
grown stronger through the passing lazy
days. Now the great Masai chieftain was
dead, slain on a mercy expedition which
was really none of his concern, and the
others were the captives of a degenerate
maniac and his squatty bestial henchmen.

Too, there were the others, those whose
destinies had brought them to this weird
kingdom where creatures from the past
walked and slew and lived, even though
they were supposed to have died out many
fathers ago.

Ki-Gor shrugged the memories away,
smelled the first bright odors of fire ahead.
He went into the nearest tree, swinging
upward with one hand, catching his bal-
ance with a catlike skill, then speeding
across the carpet of tangled branches until
he came suddenly to a great clearing, in
the center of which was a gaping circular

it.
= He crouched instinctively, and horror
congealed the pounding blood in his heart,
while a spasm of blind anger ran amuck
through his brain. He snarled like a feral
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animal, then forced calmness to come to
his mind.

T WAS ALIVE, and it stalked the

bottom of the pit like some night-
marish beast from a tortured dream. Its
mouth was fully four feet across, and the
gleaming yellow teeth were needle-pointed
knife blades rising in a split red cavern.
It bellowed as it stalked the prisoners and
ape-men who were ranged along one side
of the pit, and the stench of its reptile
body was a strange unreal odor that choked
the air of the clearing.

It was huge, larger than any beast Ki-
Gor had ever seen, and the sheer unreal
greatness of it took the breath from the
Jungle Lord. He blinked, not really be-
lieving, despite the fact that he had seen
other live monstrosities about the mountain
crater, then came to his feet and balanced
lightly.

The Tyrannosaurus Rex, for such it
was, despite that Ki-Gor did not know its
name, was fully ten times the height of
a tall man, and its stubby-clawed forelegs

" were greater than a man’s body. It hopped

and slithered and moved on gigantic
kangaroo-like hind legs, bracing itself with
a surging, swinging tail. Mottled red and
yellow scales armored the body, covering
even the belly, leaving no place unguarded,
and the flinty carapace was scarred from a
thousand battles with others of its kind.

It bellowed in a snarling hiss, lashed
with scimitar teeth at the top of its pit,
tried to batter away the edge by its swing-
ing head. The ape-men shrieked in a wave
of fanatical sound, pulled back—all except
one.

He tripped on a club, rolling with a
startled squawk of fear into the pit.

The dinosaur flicked its vast mouth in
a snatch remarkably dainty and precise for
so huge a beast, and caught the ape-man
before he had more than cleared the edge.
Steel-like teeth closed, locked, blood
spurted in a flood of crimson from the
jaws—and then the monster fed, its round
evil eyes glinting cruelly and expression-
lessly at the creatures who roved the pit’s
edge in a frenzy of blood-mood.

Ki-Gor drew back, sickened by the utter
crazed bestiality of the scene. He had
seen death before, but never had it been
so sadistic and cruel in its utter callousness.
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He wiped his hand unconsciously across

his mouth, stifling the impulse to vomit.
Then he stiffened, and the spear came

swinging back in his power-cabled hand.

He poised in that position, holding his
breath, the ache of set muscles traveling
the length of his massive body. He sighted
with a deliberate care, fingers curving
tightly about the haft of the spear, seeing
only one man through the red curtain of
hate that glazed his eyes.

Then the moment was past, and he had
waited too long. Grankando had ducked
about his bestial cohorts, was hidden with-
in the confines of a crude, throne-like
platform that reared at the side of the pit.
Only his hands could be seen, each tight-
clutched about the blackened stakes that
were the front edges of the platform.

His voice rang out in a maddened shout
that was like the crazed bellowings of
a bull ape; and at the command, a ‘score
of the ape-men slashed loose the bind-
ings of the prisoners, shoved them cal-
lously into the pit.

Everything happened instantly, yet to
Ki-Gor the scene had the treacly slowness
of a nightmare. He lowered his spear
hand, the bronze of his keen features blur-
ring with the whiteness of the passions
which rode his mind. He saw the twist-
ing arms and legs of the hapless victims,
saw fingers clutch at the rim of the pit,
winced as a calloused foot beat them away.

Then the prisoners were gone from
sight, dropping into the den of the dino-
saur; and along one edge of the great
circular pit danced and grimaced and
chortled madly the monstrous beasts who
walked like men.

Even the drum had stopped now, for
the drummer was dancing madly on bowed
legs with the rest of his tribe, his gnarled
fists boomihg his hairy chest, his great
mouth gaping and slobbering in bestial
pleasure. He crowed into the unreal
reddish haze, his eyes wide and inflamed
—and died that way, the Jungle Lord’s
slanting arrow completely buried from
sight within his squat body.

He toppled forward, and a jolting, hairy
shoulder shoved him over the edge of the
pit. The dinosaur’s head flashed out, and
great jaws clamped. shut with a crunching
of bones that sounded weirdly above the
maniacal screaming of the blood-crazed
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mob. The teeth met, closed, and a head
and both legs dropped grotesquely.

I-GOR nocked and drew another ar-
row, then let the bow sag in his
hands. He knew that he had not the
arrows necessary to slay those beasts
before him, and the knowledge was like
a white-hot pain to his frenzied mind.

He saw the bleak, glassy eyes of the
monster watching him over the head of
the crowd, unconsciously shrank in hor-
ror from the cold merciless murder that
rested in them. Then the head whipped
about; and the fantastic red and yellow
beast began its stalking of the prisoners
within the pit.

Only the fortuitous toppling of the slain
ape-man had saved the prisoners when
first they had fallen. Those few precious
seconds had given them time to gain their
feet and to dart to the farthest side of the
pit. Now they huddled together, facing
the implacable death that came waddling
toward them.

Then Lieutenant Ashworths stepped
from the group of prisoners, bent and
caught up a broken spear, stood fearlessly
with the four-foot shaft to face the mon-
ter towering over his head. Jeanne
broke free of her mother’s protecting arm,
ran forward, cried aloud, the words
drowned in the sea of noise smashing
from the onlookers above.

Lieutenant Ashworth shook his head,
grinned gamely, kissed the girl in a sud-
den rush of emotion, then forced her back -
toward the group. Alone, armed with a
splinter of wood and steel, he stood to
face the Tyrannosaurus Rex.

And then he+was not alone. For run-
ning to his side, his tiny face calm and
determined, a shard of knife-like rock
clutched in his small hand, was N’Geeso.

Side by side, they stood then, a tall.
blood-streaked white man, face grim and
worn, and a four-foot pygmy whose cour-
age was greater than his size. They stood
to battle the beast; and as though it were
amused at the midgets opposing its
omnipotent bulk, the monstor stopped its
movement, cocked its head warily to one
side and watched from cruel, bleak eyes.

Ki-Gor could not move, so tight was he
held by the sheer drama of the scene he
faced. He balanced upon the rough scaly



44

~ limb of the gigantic prehistoric tree, and
his breath caught hotly in his throat. He
felt a surge of admiration for the incredible
gallant bravery of the two men in the
pit, for he knew as well as they that no
man could stand before those tons of
armored incarnate hellishness.

He drew the arrow in his bow finally,
drew it until the massive length of iron-
wood squealed with strain, and the gut
hummed with a high, tight note. Then
he loosed the shaft, and the arrow flicked
so swiftly it had no form.

The arrow splinteréd into minute frag-
ments on the iron-hard scales; and the
dinosaur bellowed in sudden rage, darted
clumsily at the men before him.

Helene screamed involuntarily, swept the
two women and the boy behind her, pro-
tected them with outspread arms. But
the beast was not hunting them! Its eyes
were riveted on the two men who blocked
its path. :

The massive scaled head flashed down,
bloody mouth agape; and Ashworth and
N’Geeso sprang aside with a fluid quick-
ness, then closed in on either side.

Lieutenant Ashworth drove his spear
with his entire strength at the throat of
the monster, drove and thrust and
smashed with the razor-keen blade—and
the steel bent as though it were of lead.

And on the other side, N’Geeso ham-
mered with a frantic strength to pierce
the dinosaur’s armor with his crude stone
blade, found no vulnerable spot, watched
the blade disintegrate in his fist.

The head scythed sideways, and the
vicious mouth closed upon Lieutenant
Ashworth’s left shoulder.

Ashworth screamed despite himself,
beat with his free hand at the yellow teeth
that were ready to lock tight into his
soft flesh. His face was a white blur,
and his weight held the dinosaur’s head
momentarily motionless.

Then N’Geeso sprang from where he
crouched, landed fully astride of the
Tyrannosaurus’ bloody muzzle, sledged
with small-muscled fists. A bellow of rage
blasted from the beast, and he opened his
jaws. Lieutenant Ashworth tumbled to
freedom, scuttled away on hands and
knees.

But N’Geeso paid a price for that dar-
ing attempt at rescue. The monster’s head
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flashed sideways, like a cat shaking a tiny
mouse, and the pygmy was flung against
the side of the pit like a rag doll.

He fell limply, didn’t move, eyes star-
ing sightlessly at the mob of beast-men
that crowded and pushed and screamed
at the gruesome spectacle below.

And the dinosaur whipped about toward
Helene and the people behind her.

T DIDN’T hesitate now! TIt, too, was
crazed with blood lust, and it hurtled for-
ward with the clumsy hopping stride of
its kind, the fanged mouth gaping in hor-
rible anticipation.

There was no fear in Helene then, there
was only the bright warmth of the jungle
courage that was hers; there was only the
calm wariness in her eyes which showed
she knew that death lay but a second away.

And then, at the last moment, judg-
ing her speed with an uncanny precision,
she ducked nimbly aside, ran only fast
enough that the beast must follow her
slender body and ignore the others.

And the mad laughter of her tormentors
upon the pit’s edge hammered toward the
churning clouds overhead. This was what
they had seen before, what they wanted
to see now, what they would see in the
future. This was the cat and mouse game
that thrilled them to the depths of their
degraded animal minds.

For the golden-red girl could not win;
there was no place of safety in the pit;
when she was exhausted, then she would
help to sate the appetite of the monstrous
reptile that stalked her with a deliberate
speed.

She ran with the panther-like quickness
of the jungle-born, judging her distance,
trying to conserve her strength, but gradu-
ally being forced against the rocky wall
by the charging beast. Twice she escaped
by mere inches, and tiny lines of exhaus-
tion were etching themselves about her
blue eyes and red mouth.

And then so fast that it seemed un-
natural, Grankando treacherously threw a
spear between her dodging legs, tripped
her—and the murderous yellow - toothed
mouth dipped down.

There was no escape; there was only
the flashing second of eternity when Helene
tried to roll aside, and the jaws closed.

Then Helene was being lifted into the
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air, caught by the sturdy yellow and black
skin of her halter, crimson staining her
smooth back where the jagged teeth had
barely scored in closing. She dangled like
a live toy, twisting to free herself—and her
eyes caught sight of her mate riding the
great branch of the tree.

“Ki-Gor!” she called, and in her tone
then was all of the love and trust and
courage that she held for him.

The White Lord of the Jungle met that-

call, driven by something within his heart
that would never die. He could not win,
but he gave that no heed. He dropped
from the limb, landed with a catlike crouch
on the ground, then charged forward with
a berserk roar of animal rage that turned
heads of the beast-men as though they
were puppets pulled by strings.

The great Masai shovel-bladed spear
slashed a path of death through the beasts,
slashed and hacked and butchered with
cold-blooded efficiency, swinging in the
arms of the mightiest fighting man in all
of Africa. Nothing could have halted that
charge but death, and so startled were the
ape-men, none fought to stay his progress.

Then Ki-Gor stood on the edge of the
pit, his bow and spear dropping unnoticed
from his hands into the pit below, the
great muscles of his thighs and legs and
back bunching for the moment of strain
which lay so close at hand.

“Wah!” Grankando’s laughing bellow
came from where he stood on the sacri-
ficial throne. ‘“Match your strength with
Kando-ngala, ‘O jungle man.”

But the Jungle Lord had no time for
the sadistic butcher ten yards away. He
was watching the futile efforts of the
dinosaur to free itself of the thing which
clung to its mouth. Then its clawed,
stubby forelegs came up, ready to grasp
and tear to bloody fragments the captured
girl—and Ki-Gor flowed into movement.

Muscles cabled and swelled and rippled
the length of his body, coalesced their
power in his columnar legs, and he flung
himself from the pit’s edge in the greatest
leap he had ever attempted in his life.

He went up and up, twisted a bit by
a clutching, hairy hand that tried to sieze
his ankle, then straightened with a feline
grace, went shooting toward the scaly head
which towered from the pit, twenty feet
away.

There was silence then, as though every-
thing had stopped, struck by the sheer
graceful daring of the bronzed giant who
had hurled himself so fearlessly forward.
And then, as he twisted about, struck and
clung with hands and feet, bedlam blasted
loose again.

But Ki-Gor heard none of the sound.
He was clawing desperately at the scaly
head for purchase, trying to hold his bal-
ance on a perch that whipped like a strik-
ing mamba snake. He felt a gushing
tide of relief when he saw the leopard-skin
halter rip from the supple breasts of Helene
and the girl go dropping to the ground be-
low. At least she was momentarily safe.

Then he had no time for thinking; there
was only the instinct to live, and the mad
rage that had boiled from his heart. He
was no longer a white man—he was the
true beast of the jungle, fighting for the
things he loved,

IX

I-GOR, White Lord of the Jungle,

had 'met his match. He could not
hope to win, and the thought was like
the searing kiss of a burning brand. He
rode astride the dinosaur’s head, mind
flicking with an incredible speed, trying to
grasp vagrant thoughts, trying to formu-
late some form of attack which would give
him and his friends a chance at life.

But his mind refused to work in a
logical pattern; there was only the animal
instinct to guide his great body. He
growled deep in his chest, clawed at the
scaly reptilian head, tried to tear away the
scales so that he might get at the spinal
cord or the pulpy brain. Blood stained
his fingers and hands, oozing from the
cuts slashed there by the rough edge of
the yellow and red plates. But the scales
would do no more than barely give.

And the whipping motion of the Tyran-
nosaurus’ head increased to a swinging
flicking which threatened to throw the jun-
gle giant into space at any moment. And
that was one thing that he could not per-
mit. Enraged as the beast was, maddened
by the battle he had received and by the
taste of smoking blood in his throat, the
dinosaur would turn and slay with light-
ning speed, the moment Ki-Gor struck
the ground.
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And even as Ki-Gor realized that, his
hands lost their purchase, and he began
to fall.

He slipped, his fingers clawing for pur-
chase again, his legs already dangling over
the side of the monster’s jaw. His right
hand held momentarily, then slipped, and
a sudden toss of the dinosaur’s head threw
him completely free.

He twisted, threw out his left hand in-
stinctively—and the gripping talons which
were his fingers slashed deep into the
carmined nostrils of the monster reptile.

Muscles cabled in his wrist, and the
fingers knotted shut. Then he was draw-
ing himself up with the tremendous
strength of his arm and shoulders. He
was flipped about like a wind-whipped leaf,
but his hold did not break, and then his
other hand came up and caught a hold.

The dinosaur bellowed, the hot fetid
breath smashing noisomely at the Jungle
Lord’s body. And in that split second
while the dinosaur’s mouth gaped open,
Ki-Gor doubled his body, swung his legs

into the open jaws, and sank his bare feet

deep into the slimy double pit at the base
of the dinosaur’s tongue, just behind the
great scimitar teeth. ~

He flicked his right hand free, dropped
it, caught at the great pointed canine tooth
in the left side of the upper jaw, then
freed his left hand, and caught the slimy
long tooth at the right of the jaw. Then
bracing his legs, digging his toes for sup-
port, his hands clamping rigidly about the
two teeth, he began straightening his body,
trying to tear away the jaw of the monster
he battled.

Power rippled along his back, rippled
and spread and coalesced in his superb
body. His great shoulders hunched, the
mighty muscles bunching, and the cord$
of his hands and forearms were pencil-
thick with restrained power.

He began to straighten to his great
primal height, muscles lifting into bold
relief, ridging the broad sweep of his back,
turning him into a bronzed bloody statue
which would neither give nor bend.

He looked deep into the glaring bleak
eyes of the monster, saw there things that
were not clean, which should not exist, and
a shudder caught at his breathing. Then
the barest trace of a smile lifted the cor-
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ners of his mouth, and he made his bid
against death. .

A blasting roar bellowed from the crea-
ture, and its rough tongue battered at the
columnar legs. Muscles tightened inex-
orably in the jaws, and the leverage was
such that they closed a fraction of an
inch at a time.

Ki-Gor fought, battling with all of the
strength that lay quiescent in his power-
ful body. He strained with all of the
energy in his mighty back and thighs,
driving his legs straight and his spine
rod-like.

And still the jaws closed.

KI-GOR’S mouth went grim and thin,
and he threw every bit of latent power
jnto his set shoulders, riding the strength
of his determination, perspiration streak-
ing his face, dampening the golden mane
that swept over his forehead. A sound-
dess cry swelled in his taut throat, and he
dared not relax for even the slightest frac-
tion of a second.

But the jaws gave, straining open inch
by inch, and a scream of baffled pain roared
from the dinosaur’s throat.

Then the monster went berserk, whip-
ping its head about like that of a con-
vulsed snake, trying to shake its tormentor
loose, gaining new power with each pass-
ing second.

Ki-Gor groaned involuntarily, and his
muscles slowly lost some of their locking
grip. The jaws slid tighter, and a gleam
of uncanny intelligence came into the
obsidian reptile eyes. The Jungle Lord
fought with a desperate urgency to regain
the few precious inches he had lost.

But his strength was not as it was
when he was fresh; now he was tired from
the tumultuous events of the past hours.
Slowly, he was losing the battle, and the
thought was gall to his mind.

His left hand slipped, and desperation
filled his heart. He levered extra strength
into his right hand, tried to regain his
original hold with the left.

And the great tooth held by his right
hand broke with a brittle snap of bone.

Ki-Gor went twisting sideways; there
was nothing he could do to prevent the
backlash of his own energy from throw-
ing him to his left. He went twisting
aside, and a toss of the snake-like.head
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flipped him squarely into the monster’s
jaws. He lay on his back, neck lying
across the side teeth, legs dangling from
the other side of the four-foot mouth.

He gasped in silent horror, heard the
muted scream of Helene from far away—
and then the ponderous jaws were closing
in a steady rush of vicious destruction.

Grankando screamed his maddened hate
at the helpless jungle giant, screamed, and
pounded his fists against his barrel-chest.
He had watched the heroic fight made by
Ki-Gor, had seen the impossible almost
accomplished, and the hate and envy in
him were tangible things.
have lasted for a moment against that
monster, nor could any other man, and
yet the Jungle Lord had fought for age-
long seconds. And had it not been for
the breaking of a tooth, it was possible
that the jungle man might have won his
unequal fight.

UT NOW Ki-Gor was doomed ; noth-
ing could save him. And Grankando
led fiendish beast-men cohorts in paeans of
cacaphonous blood-hate. They watched
the jaws tightening with what seemed a

deliberate slowness, ignored the prisoners .

who stabbed futilely with Ki-Gor’s spear
and splinters of rock at the armored legs
and tail of the monster reptile.

They were like creatures from a night-
mare as they screamed their blood cry
into the reddish sky of Kagunda. Their
features squirmed with an uncanny life,
like masks of devil-rage, their' gross
bodies dancing in a twisting mass of mo-
tion without rhythm or reason. They
crouched on the pit edge, jamming to-
gether, so that they might not miss the
slightest cry nor the barest bit of the hor-
rible sacrifice.

But Ki-Gor did not cry. His hands
lashed upward, and he braced wide-
spread arms and hands against the roof
of the crimson mouth. And so great was
the leverage he could exert from his posi-
tion, so muscled were his arms, the
dinosaur’s jaws were instantly stopped
from closing. -

Great teeth cut into Ki-Gor’s broad back,
notched gouges in his bronzed skin, but
he did not move. His face was white
with strain and horror, but there was no
fear in his grey eyes. Gone was the flame

He could not-

of beast-rage from his mind, and he could
think clearly and coherently again. He
fought the gigantic strength of the Tyran-
nosaurus’ jaws, and tried to formulate
some plan which would permit his body
to flip free of the monster’s mouth before
it could close. It would be far better to
take his chances on the ground now; at
least that way he would have some slight
respite from the terrific battling which was
his. :
He could feel the strength draining
from his arms and wrists, knew that an-
other moment would see him too weak to
hold back the implacable power of the
great jaws. He shuddered, as the slimy
rasping tongue battered at his side in an

_effort to dislodge him. He could feel the

tremendous shaking of the head, knew
that he could not hold out much longer.

There was no emotion in his grey eyes
then, only the raw courage which was his.
He had fought his fight, had done his
best. He had seen others die, had known
his day ‘would come. Now his time was
here, and there was nothing that he could
do. He could not quit his fight, for that
was not his nature; but he knew that his
sands had almost run their course.

Regret shadowed his heart, for it was
in his mind that he had failed Helene and
the others. He had done his best, but that
had not been enough. Now they would
be alone, their fate the same as his.

He groaned, and the sound was drowned
in the whistling roar of pain from the
dinosaur. The jaws relaxed slightly, the
head dipping so that Ki-Gor could see the
ground below. He looked, then barely
shook his head, for he knew the impos-
sibility of what Helene was trying to do.
She stood, drawing Ki-Gor’s bow with a
frantic strength; and even as he watched,
a slim shaft drilled upward.

The world went crazy.

An agonized bellow ripped from the
dinosaur’s throat, was echoed a second
later—and the jaws came momentarily
open.

But that was the second of eternity
which gave Ki-Gor his chance at life. He
reared up, sitting in the gaping mouth,
reached his hand out, locked fingers in the
nostril hole of the dinosaur’s muzzle
and jerked himself free, dangling by one
hand. 3
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Yellowed fangs smashed shut, and
bloody spittle spurted. Then the Jungle
Lord had caught with the other hand,
was drawing himself atop the swinging
head again. He gasped in mute amaze-
ment, stared at the slim shafts that had
drilled squarely through each bleak, glassy
eye of the Tyrannosaurus Rex—and then
laughed, laughed with the full mad richness
of the moment.

Helene had proven her right as a jungle
queen. Using Ki-Gor’s murderous bow,
drawing a string that most men couldn’t
bend, she had drilled two of his arrows
into the eyes of the reptile, had blinded
it and forced it to free its victim momen-
tarily.

Ki-Gor laughed, and stood upright on
the swaying, blinded head. And then,
with the feline grace of the jungle crea-
ture that he was, he launched himself into
space.

He rode the blood-tainted air in a half-
crouch, straightened as he landed, and his
mighty hands reached out for the scream-
ing Grankando.

Then he had the black madman tightly

in his hands, and was lifting the gross
body as though it weighed but ounces.
He whirled, braced himself, and muscles
leaped into quicking life on his bloody
scarred shoulders.

He threw, ignoring the clutching hands,
not hearing the frenzied screams for
mercy, tossed the pleading beast-king
directly into the open jaws of the blinded
monster in the pit. One second, Gran-
kando tried to claw his way from the
fleshy trap that was his, then the jaws
ground together, and crimson leaked in
great spurts to the ground below.

Ki-Gor spun to meet the first charge of
the beast-men who stood stunned by the
slashing action of the past moment. And
standing there, like some heroic bronze
statue, he was utterly awesomely mag-
nificent. .

“Ho!” he cried. “Who dies first!”

And in that split second, in that eter-
nity which lasted but an instant, he saw
a great black man burst from the jungle,
a pliant length of vine trailing from one
massive hand. The vine jerked taut, swung
in a great arc level with the ground, with
the black swinging his entire weight on
the free end.

“These, O Ki-Gor!” A great laughing
boommg voice spun the words through
the air.

And the vine caught the mass of ape-
men, caught them as they teetered on the
edge of the pit, swept them over the edge
as a tight rope might trip a running horse.

“HO!” the great voice boomed in ex-
altation, and the vine swept the last of the
ape-men into the pit.

And then Tembu George had dropped
the end of the vine, and was running to
Ki-Gor’s side. Shoulder to shoulder, each
refusing to say the emotion-filled words
which filled their hearts, they turned to-
ward the pit.

There was hell in that monster’s lalr
then.

X

HE DINOSAUR was running amuck,

its taloned feet slashing and smashing
and battering at all that stood in its way.
Its sightless head was a flashing battering
ram, its bloody mouth gaping, as the
limber neck drove the head again and
again at the ape-men who floundered about
its feet.

An ape-man screamed, pawed at the
crimson-spurting stump of its arm where
scything teeth had slashed in passing; and
then the scream died in a bloody gurgled
grunt, as a taloned foot squashed the
screamer into the earth.

The Tyrannosaurus Rex was a blind
juggernaut of death that blasted indis-
criminately about the pit, searching with
a blind persistence for the creatures which
scuttled frenetically about its feet.. Its
screams of rage and agony pealed high
into the sky, drove echoes back and forth,
raised other weird cries from far away.
High overhead, pterodactyls spun into
sight on wide leathery wings, then whipped
downward, ready to feast on the bloody
flesh that clotted the blood-soaked ground.

The ape-men fought to get free of the
monster lizard, fought each other like the
beasts they were, died as they fought,
their great teeth tearing. out each other’s
throats, their animal hands ripping and
shredding furry skin and muscle like wet
paper. They screamed as they fought,
screamed in the dull panic of awesome
fear, for their god had turned the full
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might of his wrath upon them, and they
were the blood-sacrifices he demanded.

And huddled against one wall, their eyes
wide and sick with horror, were the pris-
oners originally destined for the sacrifice.
They watched the awful carnage that lay
before them, escaped the tons of death
incarnate that lunged blindly about the
pit, fought coolly against the maddened
ape-men who blindly attacked them in their
efforts to escape.

And even as they fought in the pit be-
low, Ki-Gor and Tembu George raced
about the edge of the pit, going toward
the crude ladder which lay on a far edge.
They caught it up with desperate speed,
carried it to where they were directly over
the huddled prisoners, and scaled it down,
propping it so that the prisoners might
escape.

The women came first, then the boy, and
last came Lieutenant Ashworth carrying
the limp body of N’Geeso.

Tembu George stepped forward, caught
up the limp figure in massive arms, and
the hate in his eyes was as bleak as light-
ning. :

“They killed him,” he said simply, turned
to go down the ladder to avenge the
diminutive warrior.

“Put me down, O pig with a man’s
body !” N’Geeso said weakly, scowled into
the face of Tembu George.

Tembu George stood the tiny man on

his feet, spat indignantly.

“So you sleep while a fight goes on?”
he said. “And you call yourself a war-
rior.” He waved his hand at the monster
battering blindly about the pit. “Had I
not come, you would have been in that
creature’s belly.”

“Wah!” False anger stirred in N’Geeso’s
voice. “I'll—"

“Enough !” Ki-Gor snapped, grinned de-
spite the horror of the moment.

Then Helene was tight against his chest,
and he was stroking the golden-red of her
hair, feeling the dampness of her tears
on his skin, barely hearing her words.

“I was afraid, Ki-Gor,” she cried softly.

He nodded, without speaking, swallowed
the lump that was in his throat. His pride
in his wife then was something that he
would never be able to put into words,
but so tight was their bond of understand-
4—Jungle—Winter

ing, she knew the thoughts that lay un-
spoken in his mind.

“We must hurry,” he said urgently,
shepherded all before him toward the path
through which he had come.

Then they were running, leaving that
pit of death behind, the screams of the
dying echoing high into the air. They
turned for one last look, saw the blind
head of the great monster lizard questing
about the edge of the pit, heard the mani-
acal peal of unappeased rage that ripped
from the yellow teeth. Then the monster
had turned, was smashing about the pit
again. And dropping like gorging vultures
came the murderous pterodactyls to feast
on the dead in the pit.

“This way,” Ki-Gor said, and they were
away from the clearing, running through
the black shadows of the jungle.

HEY were alone, running in a gath-
ering gloom, for the crepuscular light
of the fabulous mountain did not fully
penetrate the close interstices of the trees.
They did not speak, for they were run-
ning from the horror behind, and the
blind terror of those tense moments still
cast a grim pall of dread over their minds.
Vines clutched with fibrous fingers at
their ankles, and the thin branches of
bushes were whips that lashed their legs.
Far ahead, they saw the clean brightness
of unshadowed light, and spurred their
steps. A second later, they burst from
the jungle, raced down the rocky beach
to the canoes drawn up on the shore.

“In,” Ki-Gor snapped, waited impa-
tiently until all had climbed aboard, then
shoved the long canoe into the water with
a heaving twist of his shoulders.

He sprang lightly into the craft, caught
up a paddle, joined Tembu George in
speeding the canoe toward the far shore.
He swung his head, hearing the threshing -
in the water at his left, frowned slightly
when he saw the vast bulk being torn to
shreds by the lesser phehistoric beasts of
the lake.

“A throat was soft, O Ki-Gor, and my
knife was sharp,” Tembu George said
softly. “I fell atop the leather bird, and
it died almost at once. Blood attracted
the water beasts, and they fought for the
body. I slid my blade into a throat or
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two, let more blood into the water, then
swam like a river devil to escape, while
the wounded beasts battled for their lives
against their friends. I barely got ashore
~with my life.” :

“Luckily !” Ki-Gor said succinctly, sin-
cerely.

Tembu George nodded, finished his ex-
planation. “I raced into the jungle, be-
came lost, found the sacrificial pit only
when you were fighting the beast. I could
not fight with but a knife, so I cut a
liana, tied one end to a tree, then ran with
the other end, and cut down the monkey-
men as grain falls before a reaper’s blade.”

“Luck, all luck!” N’Geeso said from
where he sat in the bow. “Wah! Thou
have more luck than a girl-woman.”

“Sleeper, while thy friends fight,” Tembu

George said softly.

“He did not sleep; he fought like three
men,” Lieutenant Ashworth said. “I would
have died had he not jumped to my res-
clie.:

Jimmy Ferris nodded, and his boyish
voice was shrill with excitement. ‘“He
jumped on that old lizard’s head and tried
to gouge out his eyes.”

“They speak the truth?” Tembu George
asked.

N’Geeso squirmed in embarrassment,
spat over the side of the canoe, scratched
a non-existent flea-bite. This was not the
“way that things should be; men did not
mention brave deeds, except in bragging
about a talk-fire.

“I slipped,” he muttered, “tried to free
myself.” '

Ki-Gor laughed aloud, and the laughter
‘was infectious music that brought flickers
of amusement from his listeners.

“Ho, N’Gesso,” he chuckled, “it seems
that I have heard that tale too many times.
For a man with leopard feet, for a man
who can steal eggs from beneath a wirini
bird, thou are like a boy telling of his first
fight.”

N’Geeso grinned ruefully, then shrugged.
“Men must fight,” he said cheerfully, then
flicked his gaze to the island, and rage
blazed in his eyes.

“Monkey-men!” he snapped.

Ki-Gor’s paddle lifted in a swift arc
as he whipped about. He stared silently
for a second at the horde of blood-stained

ape-men racing toward the beached canoes,
and regret stirred in his mind.

“We forgot the ladder,” he said rue-
fully, and dug his paddle deep in the inky
water.

The canoe leaped ahead, driven by the
great arms of the Jungle Lord and Tembu
George, rock grated on the keel; and then
the canoe was beached, and the small party
was clambering to shore.

Cries of rage and deadly viciousness
smashed across the stretch of water; then
the ape-men had clumsily launched their
pursuing craft and were sending them
hastily in pursuit.

,“To the trail,” Ki-Gor snapped, herded
his charges into a fast run.

HEY sped along the worn trail, going
toward the notch above, running with
the echoes of their pounding feet riding
high into the thin air. And behind, the
cries came louder, then faded, as the pur-
suers were left behind.
They passed through the thin edge of
the rank forest, raced up the trail. Jimmy

- faltered, and Ki-Gor scooped him up, car-

ried his weight easily in heavy arms. They
heard the cries growing louder behind,
knew the canoes had been beached.

The seconds flowed into minutes, and
the minutes strung slowly one after the
other. Then they had reached the line
of clouds, were slipping into the earth notch
which led to freedom. They made better
time now, even though the cleft was dark,
and moments later broke into bright sun-
light.

Then they were flashing down the clear
trail, running easily, the worst part of
their escape over, certain that they would
find no interference below. Grass began
to grow beside the trail, and green bushes
clung with slender roots to the frost-shat-
tered rocks.

A rock came clattering down, smashing
by in a cloud of dust.

“Hurry!” Ki-Gor said, for he knew
what bouncing rocks could do when hurled
from above.

They were at the last stretch now, ready
to take the slanting strip of rude steps
notched into the bare face of the wall.
More stones bounced past, were followed
by large boulders, and from above came
the shifting grinding thunder of rock mov-
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ing upon rock tremors riding the earth.

“A landslide,” Helene called.

Ki-Gor nodded imperceptibly, watched
as his charges made their way along the
notched steps. No rocks could reach them
now; they had only to fight any ape-men
who might overtake them. And with a
bit of luck, they would reach the ground
below before the ape-men arrived.

And even as the thought reached his
mind, he felt the grinding tremor of shift-
ing rock increase. It became a solid thud-
ding that shook the very steps upon which
they climbed, and the noise of the slide
became greater with each passing second.

And the roar increased. It gathered
and grew and swelled until it was a solid
ball of sound rolling down the mountain
side. Then it burst like a cataract, a dusty
falls, over the end of the open trail, went
smashing at the village below. Great
“ boulders bounced and smashed and tore
at the rude huts, battering them into the
ground, and the following debris covered
them completely. Within seconds all was
over, only one lonely dinosaurian corner-
post still standing where a village had
been, all covered by a haze of greasy gray
smoke. There was quiet again.

Then the party was on the ground, star-
ing upward. They ran away from the
mountain until their line of vision showed
the pass completely choked, the trail ob-
literated.

“They’ll never come down again,” Ki-
Gor said grimly. “With Grankando dead,
they’ll become again the beasts they really
are.”

KI-GOR sighed, and his arm went about
his mate. They stood together, a
great blond giant of a forest king and his
slender titian-haired queen. They watched
the clouds swirling softly about the top
of Kagunda; and Ki-Gor stifled the un-
conscious shuddering of his wife with the
pressure of his arm.

“Tt is a lost land,” he said simply, “peo-
pled by the dead. It should remain such.”

They smiled into each other’s eyes, and
the bond between them was a thing that
would never break, but would only grow
tighter and more lovely as the years went
by. They turned together, hearing Jimmy’s
derisive voice, =

“Aw, that’s kid stuff,” he said with the
deprecation of the very young, and scowled
at his sister who was being held very tightly
in the circle of Lieutenant Ashworth’s
good arm, while his lips were tight on hers.

“Hush!” Mrs. Ferris said peremptorily,
smiled despite herself.

“I shall guide these people back to the
coast,” Tembu George said suddenly in
his great bass voice, and N’Geeso’s indig-
nant tones snapped an impatient answer.

“This is a task for brains, O pig with
muscles!” he declared, “Go thou, with
Ki-Gor and the Golden One.”

“I go where I please. I am the Chief of
Masai,” Tembu George said, mock anger
deepening his tones.

“A wart on the Masai,” N’Geeso said
flatly, spat.

Ki-Gor grinned; and both he and
Helene moved to the belligerent pair’s side.

“Tembu George would have jumped
back into the pit to avenge thee,” he said
to N’Geeso.

“I would have thrown him to the beast,”
the great black said in quick evasive de-
fense. :

But a smile lurked deep in his eyes, and
centered that of the pygmy’s.

“We guide together, O flea,” he said
reluctantly.

N’Geeso grinned. “Together,” he said.

Then laughter came to the clearing, dis-
pelling all of the dread that had lain there
so long. It spread in a contagious circle
through those whose lives had intermin-
gled, brought them closer together than
any of them had thought possible; and
suddenly the mountain behind them was
but a mountain, its aura of death and
mystery gone forever.

“Come,” Ki-Gor said, “we have far to
travel.”

Side by side, his slender golden mate
at his left, her fingers clasped in his
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