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Chapter 1

In the filth of a dark hut, in the village of Obebe the cannibal, upon the
banks of the Ugogo, Esteban Miranda squatted upon his haunches and
gnawed upon the remnants of a half-cooked fish. About his neck was an
iron slave collar from which a few feet of rusty chain ran to a stout post
set deep in the ground near the low entranceway that let upon the vil-
lage street not far from the hut of Obebe himself.

For a year Esteban Miranda had been chained thus, like a dog, and like
a dog he sometimes crawled through the low doorway of his kennel and
basked in the sun outside. Two diversions had he; and only two. One
was the persistent idea that he was Tarzan of the Apes, whom he had
impersonated for so long and with such growing success that, like the
good actor he was, he had come not only to act the part, but to live it—to
be it. He way, as far as he was concerned, Tarzan of the Apes—there was
no other—and he was Tarzan of the Apes to Obebe, too; but the village
witch doctor still insisted that he was the river devil and as such, one to
propitiate rather than to anger.

It had been this difference of opinion between the chief and the witch
doctor that had kept Esteban Miranda from the fleshpots of the village,
for Obebe had wanted to eat him, thinking him his old enemy the ape-
man; but the witch doctor had aroused the superstitious fears of the vil-
lagers by half convincing them that their prisoner was the river devil
masquerading as Tarzan, and, as such, dire disaster would descend upon
the village were he harmed. The result of this difference between Obebe
and the witch doctor had been to preserve the life of the Spaniard until
the truth of one claim or the other was proved—if Esteban died a natural
death he was Tarzan, the mortal, and Obebe the chief was vindicated; if
he lived on forever, or mysteriously disappeared, the claim of the witch
doctor would be accepted as gospel.

After he had learned their language and thus come to a realization of
the accident of fate that had guided his destiny by so narrow a margin
from the cooking pots of the cannibals he was less eager to proclaim
himself Tarzan of the Apes. Instead he let drop mysterious suggestions




that he was, indeed, none other than the river devil. The witch doctor
was delighted, and everyone was fooled except Obebe, who was old and
wise and did not believe in river devils, and the witch doctor who was
old and wise and did not believe in them either, but realized that they
were excellent things for his parishioners to believe in.

Esteban Miranda's other diversion, aside from secretly believing him-
self Tarzan, consisted in gloating over the bag of diamonds that Kraski
the Russian had stolen from the ape-man, and that had fallen into the
Spaniard's hands after he had murdered Kraski—the same bag of dia-
monds that the man had handed to Tarzan in the vaults beneath The
Tower of Diamonds, in the Valley of The Palace of Diamonds, when he
had rescued the Gomangani of the valley from the tyrannical oppression
of the Bolgani.

For hours at a time Esteban Miranda sat in the dim light of his dirty
kennel counting and fondling the brilliant stones. A thousand times had
he weighed each one in an appraising palm, computing its value and
translating it into such pleasures of the flesh as great wealth might buy
for him in the capitals of the world. Mired in his own filth, feeding upon
rotted scraps tossed to him by unclean hands, he yet possessed the
wealth of a Croesus, and it was as Croesus he lived in his imaginings, his
dismal hut changed into the pomp and circumstance of a palace by the
scintillant gleams of the precious stones. At the sound of each approach-
ing footstep he would hastily hide his fabulous fortune in the wretched
loin cloth that was his only garment, and once again become a prisoner
in a cannibal hut.

And now, after a year of solitary confinement, came a third diversion,
in the form of Uhha, the daughter of Khamis the witch doctor. Uhha was
fourteen, comely and curious. For a year now she had watched the mys-
terious prisoner from a distance until, at last, familiarity had overcome
her fears and one day she approached him as he lay in the sun outside
his hut Esteban, who had been watching her half-timorous advance,
smiled encouragingly. He had not a friend among the villagers. If he
could make but one his lot would be much the easier and freedom a step
nearer. At last Uhha came to a halt a few steps from him. She was a
child, ignorant and a savage; but she was a woman-child and Esteban
Miranda knew women.

"I have been in the village of the chief Obebe for a year," he said halt-
ingly, in the laboriously acquired language of his captors, "but never be-
fore did I guess that its walls held one so beautiful as you. What is your
name?"



Uhha was pleased. She smiled broadly. "I am Uhha," she told him. "My
father is Khamis the witch doctor."

It was Esteban who was pleased now. Fate, after rebuffing him for
long, was at last kind. She had sent him one who, with cultivation, might
prove a flower of hope indeed.

"Why have you never come to see me before?" asked Esteban.

"l was afraid," replied Uhha simply.

"Why?"

"I was afraid—" she hesitated.

"Afraid that I was the river devil and would harm you?" demanded
the Spaniard, smiling.

"Yes," she said.

"Listen!" whispered Esteban; "but tell no one. I am the river devil, but I
shall not harm you."

"If you are the river devil why then do you remain chained to a stake?"
inquired Uhha. "Why do you not change yourself to something else and
return to the river?"

"You wonder about that, do you?" asked Miranda, sparring for time
that he might concoct a plausible answer.

"It is not only Uhha who wonders," said the girl. "Many others have
asked the same question of late. Obebe asked it first and there was none
to explain. Obebe says that you are Tarzan, the enemy of Obebe and his
people; but my father Khamis says that you are the river devil, and that
if you wanted to get away you would change yourself into a snake and
crawl through the iron collar that is about your neck. And the people
wonder why you do not, and many of them are commencing to believe
that you are not the river devil at all."

"Come closer, beautiful Uhha," whispered Miranda, "that no other ears
than yours may hear what I am about to tell you."

The girl came a little closer and leaned toward him where he squatted
upon the ground.

"l am indeed the river devil," said Esteban, "and I come and go as I
wish. At night, when the village sleeps, I am wandering through the wa-
ters of the Ugogo, but always I come back again. I am waiting, Uhha, to
try the people of the village of Obebe that I may know which are my
friends and which my enemies. Already have I learned that Obebe is no
friend of mine, and I am not sure of Khamis. Had Khamis been a good
friend he would have brought me fine food and beer to drink. I could go
when I pleased, but I wait to see if there be one in the village of Obebe
who will set me free, thus may I learn which is my best friend. Should



there be such a one, Uhha, fortune would smile upon him always, his
every wish would be granted and he would live to a great age, for he
would have nothing to fear from the river devil, who would help him in
all his undertakings. But listen, Uhha, tell no one what I have told you! I
shall wait a little longer and then if there be no such friend in the village
of Obebe I shall return to my father and mother, the Ugogo, and destroy
the people of Obebe. Not one shall remain alive."

The girl drew away, terrified. It was evident that she was much
impressed.

"Do not be afraid," he reassured her. "I shall not harm you."

"But if you destroy all the people?" she demanded.

"Then, of course," he said, "I cannot help you; but let us hope that
someone comes and sets me free so that I shall know that I have at least
one good friend here. Now run along, Uhha, and remember that you
must tell no one what I have told you."

She moved off a short distance and then returned.

"When will you destroy the village?" she asked.

"In a few day," he said.

Uhha, trembling with terror, ran quickly away in the direction of the
hut of her father, Khamis, the witch doctor. Esteban Miranda smiled a
satisfied smile and crawled back into his hole to play with his diamonds.

Khamis the witch doctor was not in his hut when Uhha his daughter,
faint from fright, crawled into the dim interior. Nor were his wives. With
their children, the latter were in the fields beyond the palisade, where
Uhha should have been. And so it was that the girl had time for thought
before she saw any of them again, with the result that she recalled dis-
tinctly, what she had almost forgotten in the first frenzy of fear, that the
river devil had impressed upon her that she must reveal to no one the
thing that he had told her.

And she had been upon the point of telling her father all!

What dire calamity then would have befallen her? She trembled at the
very suggestion of a fate so awful that she could not even imagine it.
How close a call she had had! But what was she to do?

She lay huddled upon a mat of woven grasses, racking her poor, sav-
age little brain for a solution of the immense problem that confronted
her—the first problem that had ever entered her young life other than
the constantly recurring one of how most easily to evade her share of the
drudgery of the fields. Presently she sat suddenly erect, galvanized into
statuesque rigidity by a thought engendered by the recollection of one of
the river devil's remarks. Why had it not occurred to her before? Very



plainly he had said, and he had repeated it, that if he were released he
would know that he had at least one friend in the village of Obebe, and
that whoever released him would live to a great age and have every
thing he wished for; but after a few minutes of thought Uhha drooped
again. How was she, a little girl, to compass the liberation of the river
devil alone?

"How, baba," she asked her father, when he had returned to the hut,
later in the day, "does the river devil destroy those who harm him?"

"As the fish in the river, so are the ways of the river devil—without
number," replied Khamis. "He might send the fish from the river and the
game from the jungle and cause our crops to die. Then we should starve.
He might bring the fire out of the sky at night and strike dead all the
people of Obebe."

"And you think he may do these things to us, baba?"

"He will not harm Khamis, who saved him from the death that Obebe
would have inflicted," replied the witch doctor.

Uhha recalled that the river devil had complained that Khamis had not
brought him good food nor beer, but she said nothing about that, al-
though she realized that her father was far from being so high in the
good graces of the river devil as he seemed to think he was. Instead, she
took another tack.

"How can he escape,” she asked "while the collar is about his
neck—who will remove it for him?"

"No one can remove it but Obebe, who carries in his pouch the bit of
brass that makes the collar open," replied Khamis; "but the river devil
needs no help, for when the time comes that he wishes to be free he has
but to become a snake and crawl forth from the iron band about his neck.
Where are you going, Uhha?"

"l am going to visit the daughter of Obebe," she called back over her
shoulder.

The chief's daughter was grinding maize, as Uhha should have been
doing. She looked up and smiled as the daughter of the witch doctor
approached.

"Make no noise, Uhha," she cautioned, "for Obebe, my father, sleeps
within." She nodded toward the hut. The visitor sat down and the two
girls chatted in low tones. They spoke of their ornaments, their coiffures,
of the young men of the village, and often, when they spoke of these,
they giggled. Their conversation was not unlike that which might pass
between two young girls of any race or clime. As they talked, Uhha's
eyes often wandered toward the entrance to Obebe's hut and many times



her brows were contracted in much deeper thought than their idle pas-
sages warranted.

"Where," she demanded suddenly, "is the armlet of copper wire that
your father's brother gave you at the beginning of the last moon?"

Obebe's daughter shrugged. "He took it back from me," she replied,
"and gave it to the sister of his youngest wife."

Uhha appeared crestfallen. Could it be that she had coveted the copper
bracelet? Her eyes closely scrutinized the person of her friend. Her
brows almost met, so deeply was she thinking. Suddenly her face
brightened.

"The necklace of many beads that your father took from the body of
the warrior captured for the last feast!" she exclaimed. "You have not lost
it?"

"No," replied her friend. "It is in the house of my father. When I grind
maize it gets in my way and so I laid it aside."

"May I see it?" asked Uhha. "I will fetch it."

"No, you will awaken Obebe and he will be very angry," said the
chiefs daughter.

"I will not awaken him," replied Uhha, and started to crawl toward the
hut's entrance.

Her friend tried to dissuade her. "I will fetch it as soon as baba has
awakened," she told Uhha, but Uhha paid no attention to her and
presently was crawling cautiously into the interior of the hut. Once with-
in she waited silently until her eyes became accustomed to the dim light.
Against the opposite wall of the hut Obebe lay sprawled upon a sleeping
mat. He snored lustily. Uhha crept toward him. Her stealth was the
stealth of Sheeta the leopard. Her heart was beating like the tom-tom
when the dance is at its height. She feared that its noise and her rapid
breathing would awaken the old chief, of whom she was as terrified as of
the river devil; but Obebe snored on.

Uhha came close to him. Her eyes were accustomed now to the half-
light of the hut's Interior. At Obebe's side and half beneath his body she
saw the chiefs pouch. Cautiously she reached forth a trembling hand and
laid hold upon it. She tried to draw it from beneath Obebe's weight. The
sleeper stirred uneasily and Uhha drew back, terrified. Obebe changed
his position and Uhha thought that he had awakened. Had she not been
frozen with horror she would have rushed into headlong flight, but for-
tunately for her she could not move, and presently she heard Obebe re-
sume his interrupted snoring; but her nerve was gone and she thought
now only of escaping from the hut without being detected. She cast a last



frightened glance at the chief to reassure herself that he still slept. Her
eyes fell upon the pouch. Obebe had turned away from it and it now lay
within her reach, free from the weight of his body.

She reached for it only to withdraw her hand suddenly. She turned
away. Her heart was in her mouth. She swayed dizzily and then she
thought of the river devil and of the possibilities for horrid death that lay
within his power. Once more she reached for the pouch and this time she
picked it up. Hurriedly opening it she examined the contents. The brass
key was there. She recognized it because it was the only thing the pur-
pose of which she was not familiar with. The collar, chain and key had
been taken from an Arab slave raider that Obebe had killed and eaten
and as some of the old men of Obebe's village had worn similar bonds in
the past, there was no difficulty in adapting it to its intended purpose
when occasion demanded.

Uhha hastily closed the pouch and replaced it at Obebe's side. Then,
clutching the key in a clammy palm, she crawled hurriedly toward the
doorway.

That night, after the cooking fires had died to embers and been
covered with earth and the people of Obebe had withdrawn into their
huts, Esteban Miranda heard a stealthy movement at the entrance to his
kennel. He listened intently. Someone was creeping into the interi-
or—someone or something.

"Who is it?" demanded the Spaniard in a voice that he tried hard to
keep from trembling.

"Hush!" responded the intruder in soft tones. "It is I, Uhha, the daugh-
ter of Khamis the witch doctor. I have come to set you free that you may
know that you have a good friend in the village of Obebe and will, there-
fore, not destroy us."

Miranda smiled. His suggestion had borne fruit more quickly than he
had dared to hope, and evidently the girl had obeyed his injunction to
keep silent. In that matter he had reasoned wrongly, but of what mo-
ment that, since his sole aim in life—freedom—was to be accomplished.
He had cautioned the girl to silence believing this the surest way to dis-
seminate the word he had wished spread through the village, where, he
was positive, it would have come to the ears of some one of the supersti-
tious savages with the means to free him now that the incentive was
furnished.

"And how are you going to free me?" demanded Miranda.

"See!" exclaimed Uhha. "I have brought the key to the collar about
your neck."



"Good," cried the Spaniard. "Where is it?"

Uhha crawled closer to the man and handed him the key. Then she
would have fled.

"Wait!" demanded the prisoner. "When I am free you must lead me
forth into the jungle. Whoever sets me free must do this if he would win
the favor of the river god."

Uhha was afraid, but she did not dare refuse. Miranda fumbled with
the ancient lock for several minutes before it at last gave to the worn key
the girl had brought Then he snapped the padlock again and carrying
the key with him crawled toward the entrance.

"Get me weapons," he whispered to the girl and Uhha departed
through the shadows of the village street. Miranda knew that she was
terrified but was confident that this very terror would prove the means
of bringing her back to him with the weapons. Nor was he wrong, for
scarce five minutes had elapsed before Uhha had returned with a quiver
of arrows, a bow and a stout knife.

"Now lead me to the gate," commanded Esteban.

Keeping out of the main street and as much in rear of the huts as pos-
sible Uhha led the fugitive toward the village gates. It surprised her a
little that he, a river devil, should not know how to unlock and open
them, for she had thought that river devils were all-wise; but she did as
he bid and showed him how the great bar could be withdrawn, and
helped him push the gates open enough to permit him to pass through.
Beyond was the clearing that led to the river, on either hand rose the gi-
ants of the jungle. It was very dark out there and Esteban Miranda sud-
denly discovered that his new-found liberty had its drawbacks. To go
forth alone at night into the dark, mysterious jungle filled him with a
nameless dread.

Uhha drew back from the gates. She had done her part and saved the
village from destruction. Now she wished to close the gates again and
hasten back to the hut of her father, there to lie trembling in nervous ex-
citement and terror against the morning that would reveal to the village
the escape of the river devil.

Esteban reached forth and took her by the arm. "Come," he said, "and
receive your reward."

Uhha shrank away from him. "Let me go!" she cried. "I am afraid."

But Esteban was afraid, too, and he had decided that the company of
this little Negro girl would be better than no company at all in the depths
of the lonely jungle. Possibly when daylight came he would let her go
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back to her people, but tonight he shuddered at the thought of entering
the jungle without human companionship.

Uhha tried to tear herself free from his grasp. She struggled like a little
lion cub, and at last would have raised her voice in a wild scream for
help had not Miranda suddenly clapped his palm across her mouth, lif-
ted her bodily from the ground and running swiftly across the clearing
disappeared into the jungle.

Behind them the warriors of Obebe the cannibal slept in peaceful ig-
norance of the sudden tragedy that had entered the life of little Uhha and
before them, far out in the jungle, a lion roared thunderously.
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i 2

Chapter

Three persons stepped from the veranda of Lord Greystoke's African
bungalow and walked slowly toward the gate along a rose-embowered
path that swung in a graceful curve through the well-ordered, though
unpretentious, grounds surrounding the ape-man's rambling, one-story
home. There were two men and a woman, all in khaki, the older man
carrying a flier's helmet and a pair of goggles in one hand. He was smil-
ing quietly as he listened to the younger man.

"You wouldn't be doing this now if mother were here," said the latter,
"she would never permit it."

"I'm afraid you are right, my son," replied Tarzan; "but only this one
flight alone and then I'll promise not to go up again until she returns.
You have said yourself that I am an apt pupil and if you are any sort of
an instructor you should have perfect confidence in me after having said
that I was perfectly competent to pilot a ship alone. Eh, Meriem, isn't that
true?" he demanded of the young woman.

She shook her head. "Like My Dear, I am always afraid for you, mon
pere," she replied. "You take such risks that one would think you con-
sidered yourself immortal. You should be more careful."

The younger man threw his arm about his wife's shoulders. "Meriem is
right," he said; "you should be more careful, Father."

Tarzan shrugged. "If you and mother had your way my nerves and
muscles would have atrophied long since. They were given me to use
and I intend using them—with discretion. Doubtless I shall be old and
useless soon enough, and long enough, as it is."

A child burst suddenly from the bungalow, pursued by a perspiring
governess, and raced to Meriem's side.

"Muwer," he cried, "Dackie doe? Dackie doe?"

"Let him come along," urged Tarzan.

"Dare!" exclaimed the boy, turning triumphantly upon the governess;
"Dackie do doe yalk!"

Out on the level plain, that stretched away from the bungalow to the
distant jungle the verdant masses and deep shadows of which were
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vaguely discernible to the northwest, lay a biplane, in the shade of which
lolled two Waziri warriors who had been trained by Korak, the son of
Tarzan, in the duties of mechanicians, and, later, to pilot the ship them-
selves; a fact that had not been without weight in determining Tarzan of
the Apes to perfect himself in the art of flying, since, as chief of the
Waziri, it was not mete that the lesser warriors of his tribe should excel
him in any particular. Adjusting his helmet and goggles Tarzan climbed
into the cockpit.

"Better take me along," advised Korak.

Tarzan shook his head, smiling good-naturedly.

"Then one of the boys, here," urged his son. "You might develop some
trouble that would force you to make a landing and if you have no
mechanician along to make repairs what are you going to do?"

"Walk," replied the ape-man. "Turn her over, Andua!" he directed one
of the blacks.

A moment later the ship was bumping over the veldt, from which, dir-
ectly, it rose in smooth and graceful flight, circled, climbing to a greater
altitude, and then sped away in an air line, while on the ground below
the six strained their eyes until the wavering speck that it had dwindled
to disappeared entirely from their view.

"Where do you suppose he is going?" asked Meriem.

Korak shook his head. "He isn't supposed to be going anywhere in
particular," he replied; "just making his first practice flight alone; but,
knowing him as I do, I wouldn't be surprised to learn that he had taken it
into his head to fly to London and see mother."

"But he could never do it!" cried Meriem.

"No ordinary man could, with no more experience than he has had;
but then, you will have to admit, father is no ordinary man."

For an hour and a half Tarzan flew without altering his course and
without realizing the flight of time or the great distance he had covered,
so delighted was he with the ease with which he controlled the ship, and
so thrilled by this new power that gave him the freedom and mobility of
the birds, the only denizens of his beloved jungle that he ever had had
cause to envy.

Presently, ahead, he discerned a great basin, or what might better be
described as a series of basins, surrounded by wooded hills, and imme-
diately he recognized to the left of it the winding Ugogo; but the country
of the basins was new to him and he was puzzled. He recognized, simul-
taneously, another fact; that he was over a hundred miles from home,
and he determined to put back at once; but the mystery of the basins
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lured him on—he could not bring himself to return home without a
closer view of them. Why was it that he had never come upon this coun-
try in his many wanderings? Why had he never even heard of it from the
natives living within easy access to it He dropped to a lower level the
better to inspect the basins, which now appeared to him as a series of
shallow craters of long extinct volcanoes. He saw forests, lakes and
rivers, the very existence of which he had never dreamed, and then quite
suddenly he discovered a solution of the seeming mystery that there
should exist in a country with which he was familiar so large an area of
which he had been in total ignorance, in common with the natives of the
country surrounding it. He recognized it now—the so-called Great
Thorn Forest. For years he had been familiar with that impenetrable
thicket that was supposed to cover a vast area of territory into which
only the smallest of animals might venture, and now he saw it was but a
relatively narrow fringe encircling a pleasant, habitable country, but a
fringe so cruelly barbed as to have forever protected the secret that it
held from the eyes of man.

Tarzan determined to circle the long hidden land of mystery before
setting the nose of his ship toward home, and, to obtain a closer view, he
accordingly dropped nearer the earth. Beneath him was a great forest
and beyond that an open veldt that ended at the foot of precipitous,
rocky hills. He saw that absorbed as he had been in the strange, new
country he had permitted the plane to drop too low. Coincident with the
realization and before he could move the control within his hand, the
ship touched the leaty crown of some old monarch of the jungle, veered,
swung completely around and crashed downward through the foliage
amidst the snapping and rending of broken branches and the splintering
of its own woodwork. Just for a second this noise, and then silence.

Along a forest trail slouched a mighty creature, manlike in its physical
attributes, yet vaguely inhuman; a great brute that walked erect upon
two feet and carried a club in one horny, calloused hand. Its long hair
fell, unkempt, about its shoulders, and there was hair upon its chest and
a little upon its arms and legs, though no more than is found upon many
males of civilized races. A strip of hide about its waist supported the
ends of a narrow G-string as well as numerous rawhide strands to the
lower ends of which were fastened round stones from one to two inches
in diameter. Close to each stone were attached several small feathers, for
the most part of brilliant hues. The strands supporting the stones being
fastened to the belt at intervals of one to two inches and the strands
themselves being about eighteen inches long the whole formed a
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skeleton skirt, fringed with round stones and feathers, that fell almost to
the creature's knees. Its large feet were bare and its white skin tanned to
a light brown by exposure to the elements. The illusion of great size was
suggested more by the massiveness of the shoulders and the develop-
ment of the muscles of the back and arms than by height, though the
creature measured close to six feet. Its face was massive, with a broad
nose, and a wide, full-lipped mouth; the eyes, of normal size, were set
beneath heavy, beetling brows, topped by a wide, low forehead. As it
walked it flapped its large, flat ears and occasionally moved rapidly por-
tions of its skin on various parts of its head and body to dislodge flies, as
you have seen a horse do with the muscles along its sides and flanks.

It moved silently, its dark eyes constantly on the alert, while the flap-
ping ears were often momentarily stilled as the woman listened for
sounds of quarry or foe.

She stopped now, her ears bent forward, her nostrils, expanded, sniff-
ing the air. Some scent or sound that our dead sensatory organs could
not have perceived had attracted her attention. Warily she crept forward
along the trail until, at a turning, she saw before her a figure lying face
downward in the path. It was Tarzan of the Apes. Unconscious he lay
while above him the splintered wreckage of his plane was wedged
among the branches of the great tree that had caused its downfall.

The woman gripped her club more firmly and approached. Her ex-
pression reflected the puzzlement the discovery of this strange creature
had engendered in her elementary mind, but she evinced no fear. She
walked directly to the side of the prostrate man, her club raised to strike;
but something stayed her hand. She knelt beside him and fell to examin-
ing his clothing. She turned him over on his back and placed one of her
ears above his heart. Then, she fumbled with the front of his shirt for a
moment and suddenly taking it in her two mighty hands tore it apart.
Again she listened, her ear this time against his naked flesh. She arose
and looked about, sniffing and listening, then she stooped and lifting the
body of the ape-man she swung it lightly across one of her broad
shoulders and continued along the trail in the direction she had been go-
ing. The trail, winding through the forest, broke presently from the leafy
shade into an open, park like strip of rolling land that stretched at the
foot of rocky hills, and, crossing this, disappeared within the entrance of
a narrow gorge, eroded by the elements from the native sandstone fanci-
fully as the capricious architecture of a dream, among whose grotesque
domes and miniature rocks the woman bore her burden.
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A half mile from the entrance to the gorge the trail entered a roughly
circular amphitheater, the precipitous walls of which were pierced by
numerous cave-mouths before several of which squatted creatures simil-
ar to that which bore Tarzan into this strange, savage environment.

As she entered the amphitheater all eyes were upon her, for their
large, sensitive ears had warned them of her approach long before she
had arrived within scope of their vision. Immediately they beheld her
and her burden several of them arose and came to meet her. All females,
these, similar in physique and scant garb to the captor of the ape-man,
though differing in proportions and physiognomy as do the individuals
of all races differ from their fellows. They spoke no words nor uttered
any sounds, nor did she whom they approached, as she moved straight
along her way which was evidently directed toward one of the cave-
mouths, but she gripped her bludgeon firmly and swung it to and fro,
while her eyes, beneath their scowling brows, kept sullen surveillance
upon the every move of her fellows.

She had approached close to the cave, which was quite evidently her
destination, when one of those who followed her darted suddenly for-
ward and clutched at Tarzan. With the quickness of a cat the woman
dropped her burden, turned upon the temerarious one, and swinging
her bludgeon with lightning-like celerity felled her with a heavy blow to
the head, and then, standing astride the prostrate Tarzan, she glared
about her like a lioness at bay, questioning dumbly who would be next
to attempt to wrest her prize from her; but the others slunk back to their
caves, leaving the vanquished one lying, unconscious, in the hot sand
and the victor to shoulder her burden, undisputed, and continue her
way to her cave, where she dumped the ape-man unceremoniously upon
the ground just within the shadow of the entranceway, and, squatting
beside him, facing outward that she might not be taken unaware by any
of her fellows, she proceeded to examine her find minutely. Tarzan's
clothing either piqued her curiosity or aroused her disgust, for she began
almost immediately to divest him of it, and having had no former experi-
ence of buttons and buckles, she tore it away by main force. The heavy,
cordovan boots troubled her for a moment, but finally their seams gave
way to her powerful muscles.

Only the diamond-studded, golden locket that had been his mother's
she left untouched upon its golden chain about his neck.

For a moment she sat contemplating him and then she arose and toss-
ing him once more to her shoulder she walked toward the center of the
amphitheater, the greater portion of which was covered by low buildings
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constructed of enormous slabs of stone, some set on edge to form the
walls while others, lying across these, constituted the roofs. Joined end to
end, with occasional wings at irregular intervals running out into the
amphitheater, they enclosed a rough oval of open ground that formed a
large courtyard.

The several outer entrances to the buildings were closed with two
slabs of stone, one of which, standing on edge, covered the aperture,
while the other, leaning against the first upon the outside, held it se-
curely in place against any efforts that might be made to dislodge it from
the interior of the building.

To one of these entrances the Woman carried her unconscious captive,
laid him on the ground, removed the slabs that closed the aperture and
dragged him into the dim and gloomy interior, where she deposited him
upon the floor and clapped her palms together sharply three times with
the result that there presently slouched into the room six or seven chil-
dren of both sexes, who ranged in age from one year to sixteen or seven-
teen. The very youngest of them walked easily and seemed as fit to care
for itself as the young of most lower orders at a similar age. The girls,
even the youngest, were armed with clubs, but the boys carried no
weapons either of offense or defense. At sight of them the woman poin-
ted to Tarzan, struck her head with her clenched fist and then gestured
toward herself, touching her breast several times with a calloused
thumb. She made several other motions with her hands, so eloquent of
meaning that one entirely unfamiliar with her sign language could al-
most guess their purport, then she turned and left the building, replaced
the stones before the entrance, and slouched back to her cave, passing,
apparently without notice, the woman she had recently struck down and
who was now rapidly regaining consciousness.

As she took her seat before her cave-mouth her victim suddenly sat
erect, rubbed her head for a moment and then, after looking about dully,
rose unsteadily to her feet For just an instant she swayed and staggered,
but presently she mastered herself, and with only a glance at the author
of her hurt moved off in the direction of her own cave. Before she had
reached it her attention, together with that of all the others of this strange
community, or at least of all those who were in the open, was attracted
by the sound of approaching footsteps. She halted in her tracks, her great
ears up-pricked, listening, her eyes directed toward the trail leading up
from the valley. The others were similarly watching and listening and a
moment later their vigil was rewarded by sight of another of their kind
as she appeared in the entrance of the amphitheater. A huge creature

17



this, even larger than she who captured the ape-man, broader and heav-
ier, though little, if any, taller—carrying upon one shoulder the carcass of
an antelope and upon the other the body of a creature that might have
been half-human and half-beast, yet, assuredly, not entirely either the
one or the other.

The antelope was dead, but not so the other creature. It wriggled
weakly—its futile movements could not have been termed struggles—as
it hung, its middle across the bare brown shoulder of its captor, its arms
and legs dangling limply before and behind, either in partial uncon-
sciousness or in the paralysis of fear.

The woman who had brought Tarzan to the amphitheater rose and
stood before the entrance of her cave. We shall have to call her The First
Woman, for she had no name; in the muddy convolutions of her sluggish
brain she never had sensed even the need for a distinctive specific appel-
lation and among her fellows she was equally nameless, as were they,
and so, that we may differentiate her from the others, we shall call her
The First Woman, and, similarly, we shall know the creature that she
felled with her bludgeon as The Second Woman, and she who now
entered the amphitheater with a burden upon each shoulder, as The
Third Woman. So The First Woman rose, her eyes fixed upon the new-
comer, her ears up-pricked. And The Second Woman rose, and all the
others that were in sight, and all stood glaring at The Third Woman who
moved steadily along with her burden, her watchful eyes ever upon the
menacing figures of her fellows. She was very large, this Third Woman,
so for a while the others only stood and glared at her, but presently The
First Woman took a step forward and turning, cast a long look at The Se-
cond Woman, and then she took another step forward and stopped and
looked again at The Second Woman, and this time she pointed at herself,
at The Second Woman and then at The Third Woman who now
quickened her pace in the direction of her cave, for she understood the
menace in the attitude of The First Woman. The Second Woman under-
stood, too, and moved forward now with The First Woman. No word
was spoken, no sound issued from those savage lips; lips that never had
parted to a smile; lips that never had known laughter, nor ever would.

As the two approached her The Third Woman dropped her spoils in a
heap at her feet, gripped her cudgel more firmly and prepared to defend
her rights. The others, brandishing their own weapons, charged her. The
remaining women were now but onlookers, their hands stayed, perhaps,
by some ancient tribal custom that gauged the number of attackers by
the quantity of spoil, awarding the right of contest to whoever initiated
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it. When The First Woman had been attacked by The Second Woman the
others had all held aloof, for it had been The Second Woman that had ad-
vanced first to try conclusively for the possession of Tarzan. And now
The Third Woman had come with two prizes, and since The First Wo-
man and The Second Woman had stepped out to meet her the others had
held back.

As the three women came together it seemed inevitable that The Third
Woman would go down beneath the bludgeons of the others, but she
warded both blows with the skill and celerity of a trained fencer and
stepping quickly into the opening she had dealt The First Woman a ter-
rific blow upon the head that stretched her motionless upon the ground,
where a little pool of blood and brains attested the terrible strength of the
wielder of the bludgeon the while it marked the savage, unmourned
passing of The First Woman.

And now The Third Woman could devote her undivided attention to
The Second Woman, but The Second Woman seeing the fate of her com-
panion did not wait to discuss the matter further, and instead of remain-
ing to continue the fight she broke and ran for the cave, while the
creature that The Third Woman had been carrying along with the carcass
of the antelope apparently believing that it saw a chance for escape while
its captor was engaged with her assailants was crawling stealthily away
in the opposite direction. Its attempt might have proved successful had
the fight lasted longer; but the skill and ferocity of The Third Woman
had terminated the whole thing in a matter of seconds, and now, turning
about, she espied a portion of her prey seeking to escape and sprang
quickly after it As she did so The Second Woman wheeled and darted
back to seize the carcass of the antelope, while the crawling fugitive
leaped to its feet and raced swiftly down the trail that led through the
mouth of the amphitheater toward the valley.

As the thing rose to its feet it became apparent that it was a man, or at
least a male, and evidently of the same species as the women of this pe-
culiar race, though much shorter and of proportionately lighter build. It
stood about five feet in height, had a few hairs on its upper lip and chin,
a much lower forehead than the women, and its eyes were set closer to-
gether. Its legs were much longer and more slender than those of the wo-
men, who seemed to have been designed for strength rather than speed,
and the result was that it was apparent from the start that The Third Wo-
man could have no hope of overhauling her escaping quarry, and then it
was that the utility of the strange skirt of thongs and pebbles and feath-
ers became apparent Seizing one of the thongs she disengaged it easily
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and quickly from the girdle that supported them about her hips, and
grasping the end of the thong between a thumb and forefinger she
whirled it rapidly in a vertical plane until the feathered pebble at its end
was moving with great rapidity—then she let go the thong. Like an ar-
row the missile sped toward the racing fugitive, the pebble, a fairly
good-sized one as large as an English walnut, struck the man upon the
back of his head dropping him, unconscious, to the ground. Then the
Third Woman turned upon The Second Woman who, by this time, had
seized the antelope, and brandishing her bludgeon bore down upon her.
The Second Woman, possessing more courage than good sense, pre-
pared to defend her stolen flesh and took her stand, her bludgeon ready.
As The Third Woman bore down upon her, a veritable mountain of
muscle, The Second Woman met her with threatening cudgel, but so ter-
rific was the blow dealt by her mighty adversary that her weapon,
splintered, was swept from her hands and she found herself at the mercy
of the creature she would have robbed. Evidently she knew how much of
mercy she might expect. She did not fall upon her knees in an attitude of
supplication—not she. Instead she tore a handful of the pebble-missiles
from her girdle in a vain attempt to defend herself. Futilest of futilities!
The huge, destroying bludgeon had not even paused, but swinging in a
great circle fell crushingly upon the skull of The Second Woman.

The Third Woman paused and looked about questioningly as if to ask:
"Is there another who wishes to take from me my antelope or my man? If
so, let her step forward." But no one accepted the gage and presently the
woman turned and walked back to the prostrate man. Roughly she
jerked him to his feet and shook him. Consciousness was returning
slowly and he tried to stand. His efforts, however, were a failure and so
she threw him across her shoulder again and walked back to the dead
antelope, which she flung to the opposite shoulder and, continuing her
interrupted way to her cave, dumped the two unceremoniously to the
ground. Here, in the cave-mouth, she kindled a fire, twirling a fire stick
dexterously amidst dry tinder in a bit of hollowed wood, and cutting
generous strips from the carcass of the antelope ate ravenously. While
she was thus occupied the man regained consciousness and sitting up
looked about, dazed. Presently his nostrils caught the aroma of the cook-
ing meat and he pointed at it. The woman handed him the rude stone
knife that she had tossed back to the floor of the cave and motioned to-
ward the meat The man seized the implement and was soon broiling a
generous cut above the fire. Half-burned and half-raw as it was he ate it
with seeming relish, and as he ate the woman sat and watched him. He
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was not much to look at, yet she may have thought him handsome. Un-
like the women, who wore no ornaments, the man had bracelets and
anklets as well as a necklace of teeth and pebbles, while in his hair,
which was wound into a small knot above his forehead, were thrust sev-
eral wooden skewers ten or twelve inches long, which protruded in vari-
ous directions in a horizontal plane.

When the man had eaten his fill the woman rose and seizing him by
the hair dragged him into the cave. He scratched and bit at her, trying to
escape, but he was no match for his captor.

Upon the floor of the amphitheater, before the entrances to the caves,
lay the bodies of The First Woman and The Second Woman and black
upon them swarmed the circling scavengers of the sky. Ska, the vulture,
was first always to the feast.
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e 3

Chapter

WITHIN the dim interior of the strange rocky chamber where he had
been so ruthlessly deposited, Tarzan immediately became the center of
interest to the several Alali young that crowded about him. They ex-
amined him carefully, turned him over, pawed him, pinched him, and at
last one of the young males, attracted by the golden locket removed it
from the ape-man's neck and placed it about his own. Lowest, perhaps,
in the order of human evolution nothing held their interest overlong,
with the result that they soon tired of Tarzan and trooped out into the
sunlit courtyard, leaving the ape-man to regain consciousness as best he
could, or not at all. It was immaterial to them which he did. Fortunately
for the Lord of the Jungle the fall through the roof of the forest had been
broken by the fortuitous occurrence of supple branches directly in the
path of his descent, with the happy result that he suffered only from a
slight concussion of the brain. Already he was slowly regaining con-
sciousness, and not long after the Alali young had left him his eyes
opened, rolled dully inspecting the dim interior of his prison, and closed
again. His breathing was normal and when again he opened his eyes it
was as though he had emerged from a deep and natural slumber, the
only reminder of his accident being a dull aching of the head. Sitting up,
he looked about him, his eyes gradually accustoming themselves to the
dim light of the chamber. He found himself in a rude shelter constructed
of great slabs of rock. A single opening led into what appeared to be an-
other similar chamber the interior of which, however, was much lighter
than that in which he lay. Slowly he rose to his feet and crossed to the
opening. Across the second chamber he beheld another doorway leading
into the fresh air and the sunshine. Except for filthy heaps of dead
grasses on the floor both the rooms were unfurnished and devoid of any
suggestion that they were utilized as places of human habitation. From
the second doorway, to which he crossed, he looked out upon a narrow
courtyard walled by great slabs of stone, the lower ends of which, em-
bedded in the ground, caused them to remain erect. Here he saw the
young Alali squatting about, some in the sun, others in the shadow.
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Tarzan looked at them in evident puzzlement. What were they? What
was this place in which he was, all too evidently, incarcerated? Were
these his keepers or were they his fellow prisoners? How had he come
hither?

Running his fingers through his shock of black hair in a characteristic
gesture of perplexity, he shook his head. He recalled the unfortunate ter-
mination of the flight; he even remembered falling through the foliage of
the great tree; but beyond that all was blank. He stood for a moment ex-
amining the Alali, who were all unconscious of his near presence or his
gaze upon them, and then he stepped boldly out into the courtyard be-
fore them, as a lion, fearless, ignores the presence of jackals.

Immediately they saw him, they rose and clustered about him, the
girls pushing the boys aside and coming boldly close, and Tarzan spoke
to them, first in one native dialect and then in another, but they seemed
not to understand, for they made no reply, and then, as a last resort, he
addressed them in the primitive language of the great apes, the language
of Maim the monkey, the first language that Tarzan had learned when,
as a babe, he suckled at the hairy breast of Kala, the she-ape, and listened
to the gutturals of the savage members of the tribe of Kerchak; but again
his auditors made no response—at least no audible response, though
they moved their hands and shoulders and bodies, and jerked their
heads in what the ape-man soon recognized as a species of sign lan-
guage, nor did they utter any vocal sounds that might indicate that they
were communicating with one another through the medium of a spoken
language. Presently they again lost interest in the newcomer and re-
sumed their indolent lounging about the walls of the courtyard while
Tarzan paced to and fro its length, his keen eye searching for whatever
avenue of escape chance might provide, and he saw it in the height of the
walls, to the top of which a long, running jump would take his out-
stretched fingers, he was sure; but not yet—he must wait for darkness to
shield his attempt from those within the enclosure and those without.
And as darkness approached the actions of the other occupants of the
courtyard became noticeably altered; they walked back and forth, con-
stantly passing and re-passing the entrance to the shelter at the end of
the courtyard, and occasionally entering the first room and often passing
to the second room where they listened for a moment before the great
slab that closed the outer aperture, then back into the courtyard again
and back and forth in restless movement. Finally one stamped a foot
upon the ground and this was taken up by the others until, in regular
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cadence the thud, thud, thud of their naked feet must have been audible
for some distance beyond the confines of their narrow prison yard.

Whatever this procedure might have been intended to accomplish,
nothing, apparently, resulted, and presently one of the girls, her sullen
face snarling in anger, seized her bludgeon more firmly in her two hands
and stepping close to one of the walls began pounding violently upon
one of its huge stone slabs. Instantly the other girls followed her ex-
ample, while the young males continued beating time with their heels.

For a while Tarzan was puzzled for an explanation of their behavior,
but it was his own stomach that at last suggested an answer—the
creatures were hungry and were attempting to attract the attention of
their jailers; and their method of doing so suggested something else, as
well, something of which his past brief experience with them had
already partially convinced him—the creatures were without speech,
even totally unvocal, perhaps.

The girl who had started the pounding upon the wall suddenly
stopped and pointed at Tarzan. The others looked at him and then back
at her, whereupon she pointed at her bludgeon and then at Tarzan again,
after which she acted out a little pantomime, very quicky, very briefly,
but none the less realistically. The pantomime depicted the bludgeon
falling upon Tarzan's head, following which the pantomimist, assisted
by her fellows, devoured the ape-man. The bludgeons ceased to fall
upon the wall; the heels no longer smote the earth; the assemblage was
interested in the new suggestion. They eyed Tarzan hungrily. The moth-
er who should have brought them food, The First Woman, was dead.
They did not know this; all they knew was that they were hungry and
that The First Woman had brought them no food since the day before.
They were not cannibals. Only in the last stages of hunger, would they
have devoured one another, even as shipwrecked sailors of civilized
races have been known to do; but they did not look upon the stranger as
one of their own kind. He was as unlike them as some of the other
creatures that The First Woman had brought them to feed upon. It was
no more wrong to devour him than it would have been to devour an
antelope. The thought, however, would not have occurred to most of
them; the older girl it was who had suggested it to them, nor would it
have occurred to her had there been other food, for she knew that he had
not been brought here for that purpose—he had been brought as the
mate of The First Woman, who in common with the other women of this
primitive race hunted a new mate each season among the forests and the
jungles where the timid males lived their solitary lives except for the

24



brief weeks that they were held captive in the stone corrals of the domin-
ant sex, and where they were treated with great brutality and contempt
even by the children of their temporary spouses.

Sometimes they managed to escape, though rarely, but eventually they
were turned loose, since it was easier to hunt a new one the following
season than to feed one in captivity for a whole year. There was nothing
approximating love in the family relations of these savage half-brutes.
The young, conceived without love, knowing not their own fathers, pos-
sessed not even an elemental affection for one another, nor for any other
living thing. A certain tie bound them to their savage mothers, at whose
breasts they suckled for a few short months and to whom they looked for
food until they were sufficiently developed to go forth into the forests
and make their own kills or secure whatever other food bountiful Nature
provided for them.

Somewhere between the ages of fifteen and seventeen the young males
were liberated and chased into the forest, after which their mothers
knew them not from any other male and at a similar age the females
were taken to the maternal cave, where they lived, accompanying their
mothers on the daily hunt, until they had succeeded in capturing a first
mate. After that they took up their abodes in separate caves and the tie
between parent and child was cut as cleanly as though it never had exis-
ted, and they might, the following season, even become rivals for the
same man, or at any time quarrel to the death over the spoils of the
chase.

The building of the stone shelters and corrals in which the children
and the males were kept was the only community activity in which the
women engaged and this work they were compelled to do alone, since
the men would have escaped into the forest at the first opportunity had
they been released from the corrals to take part in the work of construc-
tion, while the children as soon as they had become strong enough to be
of any assistance would doubtless have done likewise; but the great shes
were able to accomplish their titanic labors alone.

Equipped by nature with mighty frames and thews of steel they quar-
ried the great slabs from a side hill overlooking the amphitheater, slid
them to the floor of the little valley and pulled and pushed them into po-
sition by main strength and awkwardness, as the homely saying of our
forefathers has it.

Fortunately for them it was seldom necessary to add to the shelters
and corrals already built since the high rate of mortality among the fe-
males ordinarily left plenty of vacant enclosures for maturing girls.
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Jealousy, greed, the hazards of the hunt, the contingencies of intertribal
wars all took heavy toll among the adult shes. Even the despised male,
fighting for his freedom, sometimes slew his captor.

The hideous life of the Alalus was the natural result of the unnatural
reversal of sex dominance. It is the province of the male to initiate love
and by his masterfulness to inspire first respect, then admiration in the
breast of the female he seeks to attract. Love itself developed after these
other emotions. The gradually increasing ascendency of the female
Alalus over the male eventually prevented the emotions of respect and
admiration for the male from being aroused, with the result that love
never followed.

Having no love for her mate and having become a more powerful
brute, the savage Alalus woman soon came to treat the members of the
opposite sex with contempt and brutality with the result that the power,
or at least the desire, to initiate love ceased to exist in the heart of the
male—he could not love a creature he feared and hated, he could not re-
spect or admire the unsexed creatures that the Alali women had become,
and so he fled into the forests and the jungles and there the dominant fe-
males hunted him lest their race perish from the earth.

It was the offspring of such savage and perverted creatures that Tarz-
an faced, fully aware of their cannibalistic intentions. The males did not
attack him at once, but busily engaged themselves in fetching dry grass
and small pieces of wood from one of the covered chambers, and while
the three girls, one of them scarce seven years of age, approached the
ape-man warily with ready bludgeons, they prepared a fire over which
they expected soon to be broiling juicy cuts from the strange creature
that their hairy dam had brought them.

One of the males, a lad of sixteen, held back, making excited signs
with hands, head and body. He appeared to be trying to dissuade or pre-
vent the girls from the carrying-out of their plan, he even appealed to the
other boys for backing, but they merely glanced at the girls and contin-
ued their culinary preparations. At last however, as the girls were delib-
erately approaching the ape-man he placed himself directly in their path
and attempted to stop them. Instantly the three little demons swung
their bludgeons and sprang forward to destroy him. The boy dodged,
plucked several of the feathered stones from his girdle and flung them at
his assailants. So swift and so accurate did the missiles speed that two
girls dropped, bowling, to the ground. The third missed, striking one of
the other boys on the temple, killing him instantly. He was the youth
who had stolen Tarzan's locket, which, being like all his fellow males a
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timid creature, he had kept continually covered by a palm since the ape-
man's return to consciousness had brought him out into the courtyard
among them.

The older girl, nothing daunted, leaped forward, her face hideous in a
snarl of rage. The boy cast another stone at her and then turned and ran
toward the ape-man. What reception he expected he himself probably
did not know. Perhaps it was the recrudescence of a long dead emotion
of fellowship that prompted him to place himself at Tarzan's
side—possibly Tarzan himself in whom loyalty to kind was strong had
inspired this reawakening of an atrophied soul-sense. However that may
be the fact remains that the boy came and stood at Tarzan's side while
the girl, evidently sensing danger to herself in this strange, new temerity
of her brother, advanced more cautiously.

In signs she seemed to be telling him what she would do to him if he
did not cease to interpose his weak will between her and her gastronom-
ic desires; but he signed back at her defiantly and stood his ground. Tar-
zan reached over and patted him on the back, smiling. The boy bared his
teeth horribly, but it seemed evident that he was trying to return the ape-
man's smile. And now the girl was almost upon them. Tarzan was quite
at a loss as to how to proceed against her. His natural chivalry restrained
him from attacking her and made it seem most repellant to injure her
even in self-preservation; but he knew that before he was done with her
he might even possibly have to kill her and so, while looking for an al-
ternative, he steeled himself for the deed he loathed; but yet he hoped to
escape without that.

The Third Woman, conducting her new mate from the cave to the cor-
ral where she would keep him imprisoned for a week or two, had heard
the cadenced beating of naked heels and heavy bludgeons arising from
the corral of The First Woman and immediately guessed their import.
The welfare of the offspring of The First Woman concerned her not as an
individual. Community instinct, however, prompted her to release them
that they might search for food and their services not be lost to the tribe
through starvation. She would not feed them, of course, as they did not
belong to her, but she would open their prison gate and turn them loose
to fend for themselves, to find food or not to find it, to survive or to per-
ish according to the inexorable law of the survival of the fittest.

But the Third Woman took her time. Her powerful fingers entangled
in the hair of her snarling spouse she dragged the protesting creature to
her corral, removed the great slab from before the entrance, pushed the
man roughly within, accelerating his speed with a final kick, replaced the
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slab and turned leisurely toward the nearby corral of The First Woman.
Removing the stone door she passed through the two chambers and
entered the corral at the moment that the oldest girl was advancing upon
Tarzan. Pausing by the entranceway she struck her bludgeon against the
stone wall of the shelter, evidently to attract the attention of those within
the corral. Instantly all looked in her direction. She was the first adult fe-
male, other than their own dam, that the children of The First Woman
had seen. They shrunk from her in evident terror. The youth at Tarzan's
side slunk behind the ape-man, nor did Tarzan wonder at their fear. The
Third Woman was the first adult Alalus he had seen, since all of the time
that he had been in the hands of The First Woman he had been
unconscious.

The girl who had been threatening him with her great club seemed
now to have forgotten him, and instead stood with snarling face and nar-
rowed eyes confronting the newcomer. Of all the children she seemed
the least terrified.

The ape-man scrutinized the huge, brutish female standing at the far
end of the corral with her savage eyes upon him. She had not seen him
before as she had been in the forest hunting at the time that The First
Woman had brought her prize back to the amphitheater. She had not
known that The First Woman had any male in her corral other than her
own spawn. Here, indeed, was a prize. She would remove him to her
own corral. With this idea in mind, and knowing that, unless he suc-
ceeded in dodging past her and reaching the entranceway ahead of her,
he could not escape her, she moved very slowly toward him, ignoring
now the other occupants of the corral.

Tarzan, not guessing her real purpose, thought that she was about to
attack him as a dangerous alien in the sacred precincts of her home. He
viewed her great bulk, her enormous muscular development and the
huge bludgeon swinging in her ham like hand and compared them with
his own defenseless nakedness.

To the jungle-born flight from useless and uneven combat carries with
it no stigma of cowardice, and not only was Tarzan of the Apes jungle-
born and jungle-raised, but the stripping of his clothes from him had
now, as always before, stripped also away the thin and unnatural veneer
of his civilization. It was, then, a savage beast that faced the oncoming
Alalus woman—a cunning beast as well as a powerful one—a beast that
knew when to fight and when to flee.

Tarzan cast a quick glance behind him. There crouched the Alalus lad,
trembling in fear. Beyond was the rear wall of the corral, one of the great
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stone slabs of which tilted slightly outward. Slow is the mind of man,
slower his eye by comparison with the eye and the mind of the trapped
beast seeking escape. So quick was the ape-man that be was gone before
The Third Woman had guessed that he was contemplating flight, and
with him had gone the eldest Alalus boy.

Wheeling, all in a single motion Tarzan had swung the young male to
his shoulder, leaped swiftly the few paces that had separated him from
the rear wall of the corral, and, catlike, run up the smooth surface of the
slightly tilted slab until his fingers closed upon the top, drawn himself
over without a single backward glance, dropped the youth to the ground
upon the opposite side, following him so quickly that they alighted al-
most together. Then he glanced about for the first time he saw the natur-
al amphitheater and the caves before several of which women still squat-
ted. It would soon be dark. The sun was dropping behind the crest of the
western hills. Tarzan saw but a single avenue of escape—the opening at
the lower end of the amphitheater through which the trail led down into
the valley and the forest below. Toward this he ran, followed by the
youth.

Presently a woman, sitting before the entrance of her cave, saw him.
Seizing her cudgel she leaped to her feet and gave immediate chase. At-
tracted by her another and another took up the pursuit, until five or six
of them thundered along the trail.

The youth, pointing the way, raced swiftly ahead of the ape-man, but
swift as he was, he could not outdistance the lithe muscles that had so of-
ten in the past carried their master safely from the swift rush of a
maddened Numa, or won him a meal against the fleetness of Bara the
deer. The heavy, lumbering women behind them had no chance of over-
hauling this swift pair if they were to depend entirely upon speed, but
that they had no intention of doing. They had their stone missiles with
which, almost from birth, they had practiced until approximate perfec-
tion was attained by each in casting them at either stationary or moving
targets. But it was growing dark, the trail twisted and turned and the
speed of the quarry made them elusive marks at which to cast an accur-
ate missile that would be so timed as to stun rather than to kill. Of course
more often than not a missile intended to stun did actually kill, but the
quarry must take that chance. Instinct warned the women against killing
the males, though it did not warn them against treating them with the
utmost brutality. Had Tarzan realized why the women were pursuing
him he would have run even faster than he did, and when the missiles
began to fly past his head perhaps he did accelerate his speed a trifle.
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Soon the ape-man reached the forest and as though he had dissolved
into thin air disappeared from the astonished view of his pursuers, for
now, indeed, was he in his own element. While they looked for him
upon the ground he swung swiftly through the lower terraces, keeping
in view the Alalus boy racing along the trail beneath him.

But with the man escaped, the women stopped and turned back to-
ward the caves. The youth they did not want. For two or three years he
would roam the forests unmolested by his own kind, and if he escaped
the savage beasts and the spears and arrows of the ant people he would
come to man's estate and be fair prey for any of the great shes during the
mating season. For the time being, at least, he would lead a comparat-
ively safe and happy existence.

His chances of survival had been materially lessened by his early es-
cape into the forest. Had The First Woman lived she would have kept
him safely within the walls of her corral for another year at least, when
he would have been better fitted to cope with the dangers and emergen-
cies of the savage life of the forest and the jungle.

The boy, his keen ears telling him that the women had given up the
pursuit, halted and looked back for the strange creature that had freed
him from the hated corral, but he could see only a short distance through
the darkness of the growing forest night The stranger was not in sight.
The youth pricked up his great ears and listened intently. There was no
sound of human footsteps other than the rapidly diminishing ones of the
retreating women. There were other sounds, however, un-familiar forest
sounds that filled his muddy brain with vague terrors—sounds that
came from the surrounding underbrush; sounds that came from the
branches above his head, and, too, there were terrifying odors.

Darkness, complete and impenetrable, had closed in upon him with a
suddenness that left him trembling. He could almost feel it weighing
down upon him, crushing him and at the same time leaving him exposed
to nameless terrors. He looked about him and could see naught, so that it
seemed to him that he was without eyes, and being without a voice he
could not call out either to frighten his enemies or attract the attention of
the strange creature that had befriended him, and whose presence had so
strangely aroused in his own breast an inexplicable emotion—a pleasur-
able emotion. He could not explain it; he had no word for it who had no
word for anything, but he felt it and it still warmed his bosom and he
wished in his muddy way that he could make a noise that would attract
that strange creature to him again. He was lonely and much afraid.
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A crackling of the bushes nearby aroused him to new and more intim-
ate terror. Something large was approaching through the black night.
The youth stood with his back against a great tree. He dared not move.
He sniffed but what movement of the air there was took course from him
in the direction of the thing that was creeping upon him out of the ter-
rible forest, and so he could not identify it; but his instinct told him that
the creature had identified him and was doubtless creeping closer to leap
upon him and devour him.

He knew naught of lions, unless instinct carries with it a picture of the
various creatures of which the denizens of the wild are instinctively
afraid. In all his life he had never been outside the corral of The First Wo-
man and as his people are without speech his dam could have told him
nothing of the outside world, yet when the lion roared he knew that it
was a lion.
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4

Chapter

ESTEBAN MIRANDA, clinging tightly to the wrist of little Uhha,
crouched in the darkness of another forest twenty miles away and
trembled as the thunderous notes of another lion reverberated through
the jungle.

The girl felt the trembling of the body of the big man at her side and
turned contemptuously upon him.

"You are not the river devil!" she cried. "You are afraid. You are not
even Tarzan, for Khamis, my father, has told me that Tarzan is afraid of
nothing. Let me go that I may climb a tree—only a coward or a fool
would stand here dead with terror waiting for the lion to come and de-
vour him. Let me go, I say!" and she attempted to wrench her wrist free
from his grasp.

"Shut up!" he hissed. "Do you want to attract the lion to us?" But her
words and struggles had aroused him from his paralysis and stooping he
seized her and lifted her until she could grasp the lower branches of the
tree beneath which they stood. Then, as she clambered to safety, he
swung himself easily to her side.

Presently, higher up among the branches, he found a safer and more
comfortable resting place, and there the two settled down to await the
coming of the dawn, while below them Numa the lion prowled for a
while, coughing and grunting, and occasionally voicing a deep roar that
shook the jungle.

When daylight came at last the two, exhausted by a sleepless night,
slipped to the ground. The girl would have delayed, hoping that the
warriors of Obebe might overtake them; but the man harbored a fear
rather than a hope of the same contingency and was, therefore, for
hastening on as rapidly as possible that he might put the greatest pos-
sible distance between himself and the black cannibal chief.

He was completely lost, having not the remotest idea of where he
should search for a reasonably good trail to the coast, nor, at present, did
he care; his one wish being to escape recapture by Obebe, and so he elec-
ted to move northward, keeping always an eye open for any indication
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of a well-marked trail toward the west. Eventually, he hoped, he might
discover a village of friendly natives who would aid him upon his jour-
ney toward the coast, and so the two moved as rapidly as they could in a
northerly direction, their way skirting the Great Thorn Forest along the
eastern edge of which they traveled.

The sun beating down upon the hot corral of The First Woman found
it deserted of life. Only the corpse of a youth lay sprawled where it had
fallen the previous evening. A speck appeared in the distant blue. It
grew larger as it approached until it took upon itself the form of a bird
gliding easily upon motionless wings. Nearer and nearer it came, now
and again winging great, slow circles, until at last it swung above the
corral of The First Woman. Once again it circled and then dropped to
earth within the enclosure—Ska, the vulture, had come. Within the hour
the body of the youth was hidden by a mantle of the great birds. It was a
two-days feast, and when they left, only the clean picked bones re-
mained, and entangled about the neck of one of the birds was a golden
chain from which depended a diamond-encrusted locket. Ska fought the
bauble that swung annoyingly beneath him when he flew and impeded
his progress when he walked upon the ground, but it was looped twice
about his neck and he was unable to dislodge it, and so he winged away
across The Great Thorn Forest, the bright gems gleaming and scintillat-
ing in the sun.

Tarzan of the Apes, after eluding the women that had chased him and
the Alalus youth into the forest, halted in the tree beneath which the
frightened son of The First Woman had come to a terrified pause. He
was there, close above him, when Numa charged, and reaching quickly
down had seized the youth by the hair and dragged him to safety as the
lion's raking talons embraced thin air beneath the feet of the Alalus.

The following day the ape-man concerned himself seriously in the
hunt for food, weapons and apparel. Naked and unarmed as he was it
might have gone hard with him had he been other than Tarzan of the
Apes, and it might have gone hard with the Alalus had it not been for
the ape-man. Fruits and nuts Tarzan found, and birds' eggs, but he
craved meat and for meat he hunted assiduously, not alone because of
the flesh of the kill, but for the skin and the gut and the tendons, that he
could use in the fabrication of the things he required for the safety and
comfort of his primitive existence.

As he searched for the spoor of his prey he searched also for the prop-
er woods for a spear and for bow and arrows, nor were they difficult to
find in this forest of familiar trees, but the day was almost done before
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the gentle wind, up which he had been hunting, carried to his sensitive
nostrils the scent spoor of Bara the deer.

Swinging into a tree he motioned the Alalus to follow him, but so in-
ept and awkward was the creature that Tarzan was compelled to drag
him to a place among the branches, where, by signs, he attempted to im-
part to him the fact that he wished him to remain where he was, watch-
ing the materials that the ape-man had collected for his weapons, while
the latter continued the hunt alone.

That the youth understood him he was not at all sure, but at least he
did not follow when Tarzan swung off silently through the branches of
the forest along the elusive trail of the ruminant, the scent of which was
always translated to the foster son of Kala the she-ape as Bara the deer,
though in fact, as practically always, the animal was an antelope. But
strong are the impressions of childhood and since that long-gone day
upon which be had pored over the colored alphabet primer in the far-off
cabin of his dead father beside the landlocked harbor on the West Coast,
and learned that "D stands for Deer," and had admired the picture of the
pretty animal, the thing that most closely resembled it, with which he
was familiar in his daily life, the antelope, became for him then, and al-
ways remained, Bara the deer.

To approach sufficiently close to Bara to bring him down with spear or
arrow requires cunning and woodcraft far beyond the limited range of
civilized man's ability. The native hunter loses more often than he wins
in this game of wits and percipience. Tarzan, however, must excel them
both and the antelope, too, in the keenness of his perceptive faculties and
in coordination of mind and muscles if he were to lay Bara low with only
the weapons with which nature had endowed him.

As Tarzan sped silently through the jungle, guided by his nostrils, in
the direction of Bara the deer increasing strength of the familiar effluvi-
um apprised him that not far ahead Bara foregathered in numbers, and
the mouth of the savage ape-man watered in anticipation of the feast that
but awaited his coming. And as the strength of the scent increased, more
warily went the great beast, moving silently, a shadow among the shad-
ows of the forest, until he came at last to the verge of an opening in
which he saw a dozen antelope grazing.

Squatting motionless upon a low hanging limb the ape-man watched
the movements of the herd against the moment that one might come
close enough to the encircling trees to give a charge at least a shadow of
a chance for success. To wait patiently, oftentimes hour upon hour, for
the quarry to expose itself to more certain death is a part of the great
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game that the hunters of the wild must play. A single ill-timed or
thoughtless movement may send the timorous prey scampering off into
the far distance from which they may not return for days.

To avoid this Tarzan remained in statuesque immobility waiting for
chance to send one of the antelope within striking distance, and while he
waited there came to his nostrils, faintly, the scent of Numa the lion. Tar-
zan scowled. He was downwind from Bara and the lion was not between
him and the antelope. It must, therefore, be upwind from the quarry as
well as from himself; but why had not the sensitive nostrils of the Herbi-
vores caught the scent of their archenemy before it had reached the ape-
man; that they had not was evidenced by their placidity as they grazed
contentedly, their tails switching and occasionally a head raised to look
about with up-pricked ears though with no symptom of the terror that
would immediately follow the discovery of Numa in their vicinity.

The ape-man concluded that one of those freaks of the air currents that
so often leave a motionless pocket of air directly in the path of the flow
had momentarily surrounded the antelope, insulating them, as it were,
from their immediate surroundings. And while he was thinking these
things and wishing that Numa would go away he was shocked to hear a
sudden crashing in the underbrush upon the opposite side of the clear-
ing beyond the antelope, who were instantly upon the alert and poised
for flight. Almost simultaneously there broke into view a young lion
which, upon coming in sight of the antelope, set up a terrific roaring as it
charged. Tarzan could have torn his hair in rage and disappointment.
The blundering stupidity of a young lion had robbed him of his
meat—the ruminants were scattering in all directions. The lion, charging
futilely, had lost his own meat and Tarzan's too; but wait! what was this?
A terrified buck, blind to all save the single thought of escape from the
talons of the dread carnivore, was bolting straight for the tree in which
Tarzan sat. As it came beneath him a sleek brown body shot headfore-
most from the foliage, steel fingers gripped the throat of the buck, strong
teeth fastened in its neck. The weight of the savage hunter carried the
quarry to its knees and before it could stumble to its feet again a quick
wrench with those powerful hands had twisted and broken its neck.

Without a backward glance the ape-man threw the carcass to his
shoulder and leaped into the nearest tree. He had no need to waste time
in looking back to know what Numa would be doing, for he realized that
he had leaped upon Bara full in the sight of the king of beasts. Scarce had
he drawn himself to safety ere the great cat crashed across the spot
where he had stood.
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Numa, baffled, roared terribly as he returned to glare up at the ape-
man perched above him. Tarzan smiled.

"Son of Dango, the hyena," he taunted, "go hungry until you learn to
hunt," and casting a broken branch contemptuously in the lion's face the
ape-man vanished among the leafy branches bearing his kill lightly
across one broad shoulder.

It was still daylight when Tarzan returned to where the Alalus was
awaiting him. The youth had a small stone knife and with this the ape-
man hacked off a generous portion of the antelope for the whelp of The
First Woman and another for himself. Into the raw flesh, hungrily, sank
the strong white teeth of the English lord, while the Alalus youth, gazing
at him in surprise, sought materials for fire making. Amused, Tarzan
watched him until the other had succeeded in preparing his food as he
thought it should be prepared-the outside burned to a cinder, the inside
raw, yet it was cooked food and doubtless imparted to its partaker a feel-
ing of great superiority over the low beasts that devoured their meat
raw, just as though he had been a civilized epicure eating decaying game
and putrid cheeses at some fashionable club in London.

Tarzan smiled as he thought how vague, after all, the line that separ-
ates primitive from civilized man in matters pertaining to their instincts
and their appetites. Some of his French friends, with whom he was din-
ing upon a certain occasion, were horrified when they learned that in
common with many of the African tribes and the apes he ate caterpillars,
and they voiced their horror between mouthfuls of the snails they were
eating with relish at the time. The provincial American scoffs at the
French for eating frogs' legs, the while he munches upon the leg of a pig!
The Esquimaux eat raw blubber, the Amazonians, both white and native,
eat the contents of the stomachs of parrots and monkeys and consider
them delicacies, the Chinese coolie asks not how his meat came by its
death, nor how long since, and there is a man in New York, an estimable
and otherwise harmless man, who eats Limburger cheese on Bartlett
pears.

The following day, with sufficient meat to last them several days, Tar-
zan set to work upon his weapons and his loincloth. Showing the Alalus
how to scrape the antelope hide with his stone knife, the ape-man set to
work, with nothing more in the way of tools than bits of stone picked
from the bed of a stream, to fashion weapons with which to cope suc-
cessfully with the Alali women, the great carnivores and whatever other
enemies time might reveal to him.
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And as he worked he watched the Alalus youth and wondered of
what use the poor creature could be to him in finding his way through
the encircling thorn forest that he must pass to reach familiar country
and the trail for home. That the poor thing was timid had been evid-
enced by its manner when fleeing from the Alali women and its terror
when confronted by Numa. Its speechlessness made it useless as a com-
panion and it was entirely without woodcraft other than a certain crude,
instinctive kind that was of no use to Tarzan. But it had placed itself at
his side during the altercation in the corral and although it could not
have been of any help to him yet it had won a right to his consideration
by its act. Moreover it was evident, quite evident, that the creature had
attached itself to Tarzan and intended to remain with him.

An idea occurred to Tarzan as he worked upon his weapons and
thought upon the Alalus-he would make similar weapons for the youth
and teach him how to use them. He had seen that the crude weapons of
the Alali would be no match against one armed with a bow and arrows,
or even a good spear. Accurately they could not hope to throw their mis-
siles as far as a good bowman could speed his shaft and their bludgeons
were helpless in the face of a well-thrown spear.

Yes, he would make weapons for the youth and train him in their use
and then he could be made of service in the hunt and, if necessary, in the
fight, and as Tarzan of the Apes thought upon the matter the Alalus sud-
denly paused in his work and bent an ear close to the ground, then he lif-
ted his head and turned his eyes upon Tarzan, pointing at him, at his ear,
and then at the ground. The ape-man understood that he was to listen as
the other had and when he did so he distinctly heard approaching foot-
steps resounding upon the hard-worn trail.

Gathering up his belongings he carried them high among the trees to a
safe cache with the remnants of Bara the deer and then returning helped
the youth into the tree beside him.

Slowly, already, the Alalus was becoming more at ease in the trees and
could help himself to a greater extent in climbing into them, but he was
still practically helpless in Tarzan's estimation.

The two had not long to wait before there swung down the trail one of
the terrible women of the amphitheater, and behind her at ten or fifteen
paces another, and behind the second a third. It was not often that they
traveled thus, for theirs was a solitary existence, the Alali being almost
devoid of gregarious instincts, yet they did occasionally start out upon
their hunts together, especially when they were hunting some dangerous
beast that had encroached upon their rights, or when, failing to collect
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sufficient men from the forest during the mating season, the unfortunate
ones banded together to make a raid upon the corrals of a neighboring
tribe.

The three, slouching along the trail, passed directly beneath the tree
from which Tarzan and the youth watched them. The great, flat ears
flapped lazily, the dark eyes wandered from side to side, and from time
to time they moved rapidly the skin upon some portions of their bodies
as they sought to dislodge annoying insects.

The two in the tree remained motionless while the three brute-women
passed along down the trail to be presently lost to their view at a turning
of the forest highway, then, after a short interval of listening, they des-
cended to the ground and resumed their interrupted labors. The ape-
man smiled as he idly pondered the events of the past few minutes-Tarz-
an of the Apes, Lord of the Jungle, hiding among the trees to escape the
notice of three women! But such women! He knew little about them or
their ways as yet, but what he did know was sufficient to convince him
that they were as formidable foes as ever he had encountered and that
while he remained weaponless he was no match against their great
bludgeons and swift-thrown missiles.

The days passed; the ape-man and his silent companion perfected the
weapons that would more easily give them food, the latter working
mechanically, following the instructions of his master, until at last the
time came when Tarzan and the Alalus were fully equipped and then
they hunted together, the man training the youth in the use of bow and
spear and the long grass rope that from boyhood had formed a unique
feature of the ape-man's armament.

During these days of hunting there came over the Alalus youth, quite
suddenly, a great change. It had been his habit to glide stealthily through
the forest, stopping often to look this way and that, fearful, apparently,
of every creature that roamed the shadowed trails; his one great fear the
ferocious females of his kind; but suddenly all this changed as by magic.
Slowly he was mastering the bow and the spear; with deep interest and a
sense of awe and respect he had watched Tarzan bring down many an-
imals, great and small, for food, and once he had seen him dispatch
Sabor the lioness with a single thrust of his great spear when Sabor had
caught the ape-man in a clearing too far from the sanctuary of his be-
loved trees, and then his own day came. He and Tarzan were hunting
when the former disturbed a small herd of wild pigs, bringing down two
with his arrows. The others scattered in all directions and one of these, a
boar, sighting the Alalus, charged him. The youth was of a mind to flee,
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for ages of inherited instinct prompted him to flight Always the male
Alalus fled from danger, and between fleeing from carnivorous animals
and from their own women they had become very swift, so swift that no
dangerous enemy could overtake them-an Alalus man could be captured
only by craft. He could have escaped the boar by flight and for an instant
he was upon the verge of flight, but a sudden thought checked him-back
flew his spear hand as the ape-man had taught him and then forward
with all the weight of his body behind the cast. The boar was coming
straight for him. The spear struck in front of the left shoulder and ranged
downward through the heart. Horta the boar dropped in his tracks.

A new expression came into the eyes and spread over the countenance
of the Alalus. He no longer wore that hunted expression; he no longer
slunk through the forest casting fearful glances from side to side. Now
he walked erect, boldly and with fearless mien, and, perhaps, instead of
dreading the appearance of a female he rather courted the event. He was
the personification of avenging manhood. Within him rankled countless
ages of contemptuous treatment and abuse at the hands of his shes.
Doubtless he never thought of the matter in this way at all, but the fact
remained, and Tarzan realized it, that the first woman unfortunate
enough to stumble upon this youth was going to get the surprise of her
life.

And while Tarzan and the Alalus roamed the strange land hemmed in
by The Great Thorn Forest and the ape-man sought for an avenue of es-
cape, Esteban Miranda and little Uliha, daughter of Khamis the witch
doctor, wandered along the forest's outer verge in search of a trail to-
ward the west and the coast.
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Chapter 5

With doglike devotion the Alahis youth clung to Tarzan. The latter had
mastered the meager sign language of his proté giving them a means of
communication that was adequate for all their needs. The former, gain-
ing confidence with a growing familiarity with his new weapons, be-
came more independent, with the result that the two more often separ-
ated for the hunt, thus insuring a more fully stocked larder.

It was upon one of these occasions that Tarzan came suddenly upon a
strange sight. He had been following the scent spoor of Bara the deer
when it was suddenly crossed by that of one of the great female Alali.
That probably meant that another would attempt to rob him of his prey.
The savage instinct of the jungle beast predominated in the guidance of
the breech-clouted ape-man. It was not the polished Lord Grey-stoke of
London whose snarling upper lip revealed two gleaming fighting fangs-
it was a primordial hunting-brute about to be robbed of its quarry.

Taking to the trees he moved rapidly in the direction of the Alalus wo-
man, but before he came within sight of her a new scent impinged upon
his nostrils-a strange, new scent that puzzled him. It was the scent of
man, yet strange and unfamiliar to a degree. Never before had anything
like it arrested his attention. It was very faint and yet, somehow, he
knew that it was close, and then, ahead of him, he heard voices, low mu-
sical voices, that came faintly to his ears; and though they were low and
musical there was something in the quality and pitch of them that sug-
gested excitement Now Tarzan went more carefully, Bara, the deer, all
but forgotten.

As he drew nearer he realized that there were many voices and much
commotion and then he came upon a large plain that stretched away to
distant hills, and in the foreground, not a hundred yards from him, he
looked upon a sight that might well have caused him to doubt the vera-
city of his own eyes. The only familiar figure was a giant Alalus woman.
Surrounding her was a horde of diminutive men-tiny white warriors-
mounted upon what appeared to be a form of the Royal Antelope of the
West Coast Armed with lances and swords they repeatedly charged at
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the huge legs of the Ala-lus, who, backing slowly toward the forest,
kicked viciously at her assailants and struck at them with her heavy
bludgeon.

It quickly became evident to Tarzan that they were attempting to ham-
string her and had they been successful they might easily have slain her
then; but though there must have been fully a hundred of them their
chances of success appeared small, since, with a single kick of her mighty
foot the woman could lay low a dozen or more of her assailants at a time.
Already fully half the force was hors de combat, their bodies with those
of many of their mounts being scattered out onto the plain marki