A Jaguar Never Changeslts Stripes. A Lucifer Jonesstory by
Mike Resnick

Part One

I’m acity boy at heart. I’ ve heard others sing the praises and charms of living in the wide open spaces,
but games of chance and obliging women of quality just ain't in abundance out in the wilderness, and of
course my calling-bringing the Word of the Lord to al the unwashed and godless heathen of the
world—equires meto go to where the snnersal congregate.

Whichiswhy | find it puzzling that | spent so much of my young manhood being lost in the bush. There
are glittering capitols on every land mass | ever been on, just filled to overflowing with works of art, many
of which are called Fifi and Bubbles, but it seemsthat for every hour of heavenly rapture | could snatch
with oneof ‘em | spent days and weeks getting et dive by six-legged critters and sharing my lunch with
no-legged ones.

So | probably shouldn’t have been too surprised that a couple of days after taking my leave of old
Harvey Bunta, his daughter Merry, and acouple of trillion army ants, | decided | was about as
thoroughly lost as 1’ d ever been, and that is mighty thorough.

My sense of direction has stopped me from ever wandering asfar asMars or Venus, but beyond that it
an't been dl that much of ahep. The only things|’d seen in two days besides them what flies and them
what ditherswere apair of lovelorn tapirs what was absolutely shameless and had the kind of stamina
you could only wish for in ahorse what runsin them super-long six-day races across the desert. |
couldn’t remember which fruits were good eating and which turned you into wormfood, so | settled for
egting grass, which iskind of like eating salad without the tomatoes and the dressing.

Finaly | cameupon ariver. | figgered at least I’ d findly have somefish for dinner, but the dligators and
anacondas what lived there weren't redl keen on sharing. Every time |’ d reach into the water to grab a
fish, up would come an dligator intent on grabbing a preacher. Finally | found arope some native had left
lying around, and | attached athorn to serve as ahook, and | stuck aworm on the end of it and tossed it
in the water, and sure enough, a twenty-foot anaconda swum by and grabbed it. Well, | pulled on my
end and he pulled on his, and long about the time he' d drug me waist deep into the water and abunch of
hisfriends and relations starting heading our way | figgered that raw anaconda probably didn't taste as
good to me as raw person did to him, and since he had the better motivation on hisside| let go of the
rope and climbed ashore just before hisladyfriend could give me agreat big hug.

| sat on the shorefor afew hours, trying to figger out how to con onethe dligators out of afish dinner
when suddenly asmall canoe came around abend of theriver and alittle guy wearing nothing but a
loincloth and a couple of bonesin his hair paddied up to the shore and shot me afriendly smile and
sgnded meto hopin. | figgered | couldn’t be no hungrier and no loster anywhere elsethan | was here,
50 | accepted hisinvite and aminute later we were floating down the middle of theriver.

We d gone a couple of miles, and the river widened out some, and suddenly he stopped paddling and
looked over the side of the boat, and then quick aslightning he reached into the water and pulled out a
fish, which he tossed onto the floor of the boat. It started flopping around, and he cracked it on the head
with his paddle, and then it just lay there, al quiet and peaceful-like.

| waited until he was busy paddling again, and then grabbed the fish and took afew bites, spitting out a
couple of bones and swallowing the rest for some much-needed roughage. | didn’t forget my new-found
benefactor neither, and left him the head, thetail, and one dorsdl fin.

| never did learn his name, but we traveled north aong the river for three days, and he was so good at



nabbing fish that | didn’t fed guilty about gobbling haf of them while hewas hunting for his dinner, and
the only problem | had during that whole journey was when he plucked a pirhana out of the water what
was even hungrier than | was. Werassed to adraw, and | finally tossed him back after promising to
come looking for him again when | was alittle better equipped, like with atwe ve-gauge shotgun.

Then one day my companion headed for shore. We clambered out, pulled the boat up out of the water,
and then he jabbered a mein some foreign tongue, and | blessed him and forguv him for hissnsand
asked if he had any romanticaly inclined ssters, and finaly he went hisway and | went mine.

| was il logt, but at least | waslost on afull ssomach, and | began walking north dong theriver. There
was the same fruits and berriesthat | hadn’t eaten aweek ago, but | figgered if abunch of raw fish,
scalesand dl, hadn't killed me, probably nothing growing on atree could neither, always excepting

ppoi sonous centipedes with bad attitudes.

| was munching on something soft and amogt tasty, and wondering how many yearsit would be before |
hooked up with civilization again, when civilization manifested itsdf in the distance with the sound of a
gunshot. Thiswasfollowed by thirty or forty more shotsin quick succession, and | redlized that I'd
stumbled into one of them revolutions what are even more popular in South Americathan basebal.

Now, | know some people would have run the other direction when they heard dl them shots, but I’ d
been in the other direction for close to two weeks and | couldn’t find nothing to recommend it, so |
began walking toward the sound of the gunfire, ready to sell my servicesto thefirst sde that would make
me agenerd and promise me three squares aday.

The gunfire became louder and louder, but as near as | could tell it was dl coming from one side, and if
that meant the enemy was out of ammunition, or better till al dead, then | knew which sidel planned to
join up with. I got to within maybe two hundred yards of it and wasjust passing abig shade tree when a
Voice rang out:

“Duck, Lucifer!”

| figured it was God Himsdlf shouting at me, because none of these here revolutionaries could have
known my name, and | took my Silent Partner at Hisword, diving head-first to the ground.

A couple of secondslater | heard a thud! just off to my right.

“What the hdll are you doing out herein the Motto Grasso?’ said that same voice, and suddenly it
sounded mighty familiar and alot less Godlike, and | lifted my head up and sure enough, there was my
old friend Capturin’ Clyde Cahoun and maybe eight or nine of his gunbearers.

“Widl, howdy, Clyde,” | said, getting up and brushing mysdf off. “Why in tarnation were you shooting at
me?’

“Not you,” he said, walking forward. “ Take alook.”

He pointed to where I’ d heard the thud, and there, sorawled out on the ground where it had fallen from
an overhead branch, was ajaguar with aholeright betwixt its eyes.

“Wadll, that' soneyou ain't bringin’ back dive,” | said.

He pulled out aflask, took aswig, and handed it to me. “Y ou till ain't told me what you' re doing here,”
said Clyde.

“Mostly | been concentrating on being lost and starving to deeth,” | admitted.



“For aminutethere| thunk we might be working for the same side,” he said.
“I don’t want to appear unduly ignorant, Clyde,” | said, “but who's on the jaguar’ s S de?”’

“Come on back tomy camp and I'll tell you al about it,” he said. “Dinner should be just about through
cooking by the time we get there.”

“What kind of grub you got? | asked.
“Deer, tapir, dligator, and doth,” said Clyde.
“Y ou traveling with an ice box?’

“Shot ‘em all thismorning,” hereplied. “ Takesalot of mest to feed a safari with five trackers, ten
gunbearers and twenty skinners.”

“Twenty skinners?’ | repested.
“Wadl, nineteen. One up and run off with a headhunter’ s daughter.”

“Should | presume from the fact that you' re traveling with nineteen skinners and no veterinarians that you
ain't cgpturing nothing for zoos and circuseson thissafari?’ | said.

He nodded. “Thistime I’ m after jaguars.”

“I think they’ re an endangered species.”

“Pretty much so,” he agreed.

“Ain’'tit againgt the law to hunt endangered species?’ | asked.

“They wasn't endangered when | got here,” he said with more than allittle trace of pride.

“So why are you denuding the countryside of jaguars?’ | asked. “ Have they been killing dl the
livestock?’

Helaughed. “Y ou see any farms around here, Lucifer?’

“Then what leads you to come dl the way out here to hell and gone, just to shoot jaguars?’
“It'spoliticd,” hesaid.

“Jaguars got the vote?’ | asked.

“It' sredly complicated,” hesaid. “I’ll tell you while we egt. In the meantime, what have you been doing
with yoursdf? | an’t seen you since we hunted that Y eti in the Himaayas.”

| didn’t have the heart to tell him that it wasn't no Y eti but just a eight-foot-tall basketbal player onthe
lam from the mob for not shaving points, o | told him everything I’ d experienced since then, covering
such heroic adventures as the Clubfoot of Notre Dame, the Idand of Annoyed Souls, my six hours as
President of San Pdmero, and many other such exploits, which I’ ve writ about before and won't thrill
you with again (or a least not right this moment), and Clyde, for his part, told me about the mountain
gorillas and pandas and blue whal es he brung back—them few what was il dive and feebly kicking—after
his veterinarians nursed ‘ em back to hedlth, which he assured me was the very safest way to bring ‘em
back dive. | told him of the fifteen or twenty times|’ d fallen passionately and eternaly in love, and he



told me about the eighty-three times he' d falen passionately and briefly in lust—well, eighty-oneif you
don’t count the gorillaand the orangutan—and when we' d caught each other up on the past few yearswe
went to work on dinner. | don’t know what it was, but it didn’t have no scales, and that was enough for
me. And then, aswe shared hisflask and lit acouple of cigars, just to keep the insects away, Clyde
decided to tel mewhy he was decimating the jaguar population of the Motto Grasso, which | didn’t even
know wewasin until he mentioned it.

“It happened about two months ago,” he said. “1 was back in the States, peaceably blowing away
spotted owls and turning the survivors over to somelocal zoos, when | got arequest from down herefor
three hundred jaguar skins. | made sure that the jaguars didn’t till haveto bein ‘em, we hit upon aprice,
and | put together a safari and came down here on the double, figgering them what | only winged could
be shipped back home to the Capturin’ Clyde Cahoun Circus.”

“Why does some guy want three hundred jaguar skins?’ | said. “And what’sdl this got to do with
politics?’

“My very questions,” replied Clyde. “Well, after my first question, which waswhat did the job pay?’
“And what’ sthe answer?’

“Wadll, it skind of complex,” said Clyde. “Maybe not for a sophiticated preacher like yoursdf, but for a
smple world-traveling sportsman like me. Y ou ever hear of the Leopard Men?’

| shook my head. “ Sounds like abunch of men what picked up some disease that |eft * em covered with
spots.”

“Funny,” said Clyde. “ That was my first thought, too. But the Leopard Men are acult back in Africa, and
the way you can tell they’ re Leopard Men isthat each of ‘em wears amask and cloak made of leopard
kins”

“What do they do once they get decked out in their leopard skins?’ | asked.

He shrugged. “ Beats me. Probably engage in abunch of fun and fascinatin’ acts against God and
Nature.”

“Soyou'rekilling dl these jaguars so somelocd tribe can indulge in some obscene sexud orgy?’ | said,
and then added: “Canwejoinin?’

“T'an't that asmple, Lucifer,” said Clyde. “Near as| can tdl, this particular tribe of Injuns planson
overthrowing the government and grabbing politica power.”

“And they don’t want to shareit with no jaguars?’ | said, trying to follow hisline of reasoning.

“They don’t want no oneto identify ‘em, so they’ re going to wear these here skins as adisguise and call
themsdves the Jaguar Men.”

“That don't makeno senseat dl, Clyde” | said. “If | wasthe government, I’ d just shoot anyone wearing
ajaguar skin. | think they’ d be better off dressing like any other savage out here.”

“Wadll, | ain't privy to their plans, except of coursefor supplying their wardrobes,” he answered, “but |
figger the reason they want the skinsis so no one can finger ‘em in case they got an informer in the

group.”
“And how big isthis government they plan to overthrow with just three hundred Jaguar Men?” | asked.



“It better not be much more then two hundred,” opined Clyde. “I mean, hdll, if they can't kill their own
jaguars, it don’t say much about their ability to kill the enemy, doesit?’

“Sounds like you better make sure you get your money before the revolution gets out of the starting
gate,” | agreed.

“Y eah, that’ s been my thinking on the matter too,” said Clyde. “In fact, payday’ s coming up pretty
soon.” Heturned to one of histrackers. “How many did we bag today?’

“Sixteen,” said the man.

“We're getting close,” said Clyde. “1 figger we' re gonnarun out of jaguars just about thetime | run out of
bullets.” He turned back to me. “Y ou want to see what one of these here Jaguar Men is gonnalook
like?’

“Why not?’ | said.

“Thenfollow me,” he said, getting up and walking to one of the tents his men had pitched.
We entered it, and there, laid out in near piles, were afew hundred jaguar skins.

“The heads are till attached,” | said. “Cometo think of it, so are the claws.”

“The heads are the masks,” said Clyde. “The claws are just for show, though | imagine you could scratch
your back with ‘em.” He picked one of the skins up and handed it to me. “Here, try oneon. You'll see
how comfortableitis”

| picked up askin, gathered it around my shoulder, did my armsinto the little loops that his skinners had
attached, and then | fitted the head over my face.

“Can you see okay?’ asked Clyde.

“Planasday,” | said. “Youknow, if they decide to cancel the revolution, you could cart these here things
to Paris and start anew fashion trend.”

“Or export ‘em to Africafor when they run out of leopardsto skin,” added Clyde.

“Yeah,” | agreed. “1’m beginning to see that there’ sno end of things you can do with three hundred
jaguar skins—except breed more jaguars.”

Suddenly we heard a commotion from the center of camp, and we |eft the tent and walked over to see
what was going on.

There were a couple of dozen armed natives, who Clyde kept calling Injuns though they didn’t ook
nothing like the drawings of Geronimo and Crazy Horse I’ d seen on dime novelswhen | was growing up.
They werelittle guysin loinclothswho obvioudy weren't on spesking termswith the local barber, and
they were carrying spears and knives.

“What' sthe problem here?” demanded Clyde, sgnding five or six of his gunbearersto get some
weapons loaded and readly.

“We hear you have gone to work for Mudapa!” said one of the Injuns accusingly.

“Ain't aword of truth toit,” said Clyde. “I’'m working for some half-naked little guy with bad breath and
rotten teeth.”



“Thet is Mudapal” said the Injun. “Heisthe enemy of our blood.”

Which guv me anew respect for theselittle felers. | mean, most of usjust choose an enemy and that’s
that—but here were these guys saying that their blood chose its own enemies, and that led me to wonder if
their kidneys and livers and spleens dso took didikesto certain folk, and if so, what they wereinclined to
do about it.

“Not toworry,” said Clyde. “He sjust out to overthrow the government, not to make war with ugly little
runtslikeyou.”

“We are the government!” yeled the Injun.

“Youdon't say,” replied Clyde, and | could tell hewas surprised. “I didn’t figger you Injuns had evolved
enough to develop greed and corruption. Just goesto show you.”

“We are hereto destroy the skins,” said the Injun. “Where are they?’
“Youleavethe skinsdone, I'll leave you aone, and we' |l dl be happy,” said Clyde.

“Grab him!” said the Injun, and abunch of his companions grabbed hold of Clyde before he could reach
for one of hisguns.

“I haven't tortured awhite man in weeks,” said the head Injun. “Thisisgoing to befun.”
Part Two

Wi, I’d been standing in the shadows during dl this, but | figured it wastimeto cometo Clyde sad, so
| stepped out into the light of the campfire,

“Unhand that man!” | said. “1, the king of the Jaguar Men, have spoke!”
Everyone turned to me and just kind of stared for awhile.

“Who areyou?’ demanded the head Injun.

“I just told you,” | said.

“You must haveaname,” he said.

| wasthinking of telling him it was Tarzan, or maybe Teddy Roosevdt, but then | redlized that | wasin
South Americaand | ought to give him a name that would be appreciated down here, so | looked himin
theeyeand said, “I’m Simon de Bolivar, and that there man you' re about to tortureismy friend.”

“Simon de Bolivar?’ he repeated.

“No need to beforma,” | said. “Y ou can call me Smon de.”

“This man has made a pact with our enemies,” said the Injun. “ Our laws demand that we torture him.”
“I makethe laws around here,” | said. “Unhand him.”

“Unhand him?’

“You heard me” | said.

He shrugged, pulled out aknife, and was about to set to work sawing off Clyde sleft hand when | told



him to stop.

“We got alittle communication problem here,” | explained.

“Y ou want the other hand?’ he asked. “No problem.”

“I don’t want neither hand,” | said.

“Maybe an ear?’ he suggested.

“Set himloose,” | ordered.

“Why should we listen to you?” demanded another Injun. “Y ou’ re one of the Jaguar Men.”

“That'strue” | said. “But you guysain't thinking this through. Thereain’t no reason why | shouldn't be
oneof your Jaguar Men.”

The head Injun frowned, like he was struggling with the concept. “1 don't like dedling with people who
have no loyalties”

“I got loyalties, and to spare,” | told him. “They just happen to befor rent.”
“Explain,” he sad.

“Can you see my face under thishere mask?’ | said.

“No,” he answered.

“Then the only reason you know I'm awhite man instead of one of you godless brown heathen, meaning
no offense, is because | sound so cultured, right?’

“WEe'll comeback to that,” he said. “ Continue.”

“What if my friend Clyde herewasto tell theilliterate savages he killed the jaguars for that he’ d shot out
the areaand only came up with ahundred and fifty skins?’ | said. “ And what if he gave the other hundred
and fifty to your illiterate savages? How would anyone know that one of your guyswasn't areal Jaguar
Man? Think of the confusion you could cause and the orders you could contradict.”

The head Injun stared at me kind of thoughtfully. “Y ou interest me, white man,” he said &t last.

“| don’t blame you, me being the good-looking young buck that | am,” | said, “but | got to warn you that
us men of the cloth don’t do nothing degenerate, except on special occasions and then only with partners
of thefemde persuasion.”

“Y ou misunderstand me,” he said.
“Wdl, that’s ardlief,” | said. “So what do you say, Tonto. Have we got aded ?’
“What do you want for the skins, and my nameisn’t Tonto.”

“Tonto’saperfectly good Injun name, and it’s probably easier to remember than whatever you call
yourself. And now that we' re going to be partners, you can stop calling me Simon de Bolivar and start
cdling me Kemosabe.”

“What doesit mean?’ he asked.



“Great white preacher who spesksfor God,” | told him.

Tonto made aface. “What do you want for half the skins?’

“Fird, you got to let my friend go,” | said.

He nodded to his men, and they released their grip on Clyde.

“Second, have you got ahigh priest or achief medicine man or anything like that?’
“Yes”

“He sfired and I’'m the new one.”

He considered it for aminute, then nodded his agreement.

“And third, my friend Clyde here getsafreelifetime hunting license”

“Lucifer, they ain't got no hunting licensesin the Matto Grasso,” said Clyde.
“Okay,” | said. “Fireyour top genera and put Clyde in charge of your army.”
“Has he had any experience?’ asked Tonto.

“He' s sent more men and beasts to the Happy Hunting Grounds than any ten warriors you can name,” |
sad.

“What doesthat have to do with fighting awar?’

“Sameprinciple” said Clyde. “ Anything what’ s moving within rifle range soon finds out that moving ain't
no permanent condition.”

“Have you any more conditions?’ asked Tonto.

“lan'tsure” | said. *Y our temple got any good-looking virgin handmaidens?’
“No.”

“Then | got no more conditions.”

“| agreeto your terms,” said Tonto.

“Now that we' redl going to be friends and partners,” said Clyde, “let’ s pull out abottle of fine drinkin’
stuff and sedl the dedl.”

| could tell Tonto didn’t know quite what Clyde was talking about, and my explaining that it was hesp
good firewater and much beloved by us paefaces didn’'t seem to add much to his understanding, but
when Clyde actualy produced the bottle he smiled and took ahedthy swig.

We drank and shot the breeze for hdf an hour, and then dl the Injuns staggered off to their camp,
swearing eternd friendship and promising to come back the next morning to pick up the skinsand make
plansfor putting down the revolution.

“That was quick thinking, Lucifer,” said Clyde after they’d gone. “And don’t think | ain't grateful. But |
can't meet expensesif | only sl ahundred and fifty of the skins.”



“You an't thinking thisthrough, Clyde,” | said.
“Enlighten me.”

“WE re going to war with Mudapa stribe, right?’ | said. “And we rethe only sdewhat’ s got guns. After
wewin, wée' |l keep the spoils of war, which meansthe skins.”

“I never thought of that,” said Clyde. “1 fed much better now. Y ou got area head on your shoulders,
Lucifer.”

It was certainly abetter head than Clyde's, because I’ d dready figgered out that even if we won hewas
going to be stuck with three hundred skins and no buyers, but | didn’t want to trouble hisdeep none, 0|
decided not to mention it as he was dozing off.

Asfor me, | wasn't quite sure about al the angles and intricacies of being the high priest out herein the
middle of nowhere, but once | arranged a steady flow of good-looking handmaidens and tributes from dll
the neighboring tribes, | figgered I’ d send Clyde off to civilization to sall his skinsand while he was gone
I’d find some way confiscate al the money that Mudapa s tribe was going to pay him, which was another
thing | was pretty sure Clyde hadn’t thunk of, asalifetime of having hisearsjust inchesfrom the
explosons of hisrifles had kind of dulled hisbrain, which in truth didn’t have alot of sharp edgesto begin
with.

Widl, morning came, and with it came about ahundred little fellersin loincloths. | expected ‘em dl to
have big toothy grins, snce we' d made our deal and they knew dl the guns were on their sde of the
fence, so to speak, but this group looked mighty sour, like something they’ d et disagreed with *em.

| could hear ‘em mumbling and grumbling to themsdlves, and | looked around for Tonto to tell me what
the problem was, but | couldn’t spot him nowhere, and as| stared at these Injuns it dawned on me that
they was wearing different ornaments on their amost-naked little bodies than Tonto’ swarriors, and |
realized that these had to be Mudapa s men, and you didn’t have to be no brighter than Clyde to take a
look and figger out that at least one of ‘em had had allittle pow-wow with at least one of Tonto's braves,
and the cat was out of the bag. Or in this case, three hundred cats, al of ‘em recently deceased and

ready to wear.
Clyde burst out of histent when he heard the commotion, and found himself facing afew dozen spears.

“Y ou have betrayed us!” yelled the leader, who | took to be Mudapa. “Y ou have dedlt with the enemy!”

“T'an't 0!” said Clyde. “Do | look like a double-dedling back-stabbing traitor to you?’ Then he added,
right quickly: “Don’t answer that question. Ain’t important nohow. | got al your skinsover in thistent
here. Y ou got your money?’

Whichwasthefirst time | wondered where they carried their wallets, Snce no one was wearing any
pants.

Mudapa signaled for one of hiswarriorsto step forward, and the feller handed Mudapaalittle bag which
he hep up in front of Clyde.

“Twenty-five flawless emeralds from the mines of Columbia,” announced Mudapa. “ Now where arethe
skins. And if you arelying to me, | will be wearing a Calhoun skin before noon.”

| figgered they wouldn't welcome no digtractions at that particular moment, so | just stayed in my tent. |
noticed that | ill had the jaguar skin I’d wore the night before, but | couldn’t imagine Mudapawould get
too riled over Clyde stotd being one short, and besides | thunk it might comein handy beforelong, so |



just tucked it under my cot, and | sat down and listened.

Therewasalot of excited jabbering in some strange language that was even more incomprehensible than
French, and | figured that was Mudapaand his men talking back and forth. Finaly | heard Clyde say,
“Now how about my emerads?’ and suddenly there was some wild laughter, but one voice drowned it
out, and that was Clyde cursing a blue stresk.

| heard Mudapaand hismen al leave, and | came out of the tent. Clyde looked up, and | don't think I’ d
ever seen him so mad, even that time back in Africawhen his gun jammed right before he could set a
record for the most innocent e ephants daughtered in an afternoon.

“That dirty bastard!” he growled.
“Mudapa?’ | asked.

He held out hisfist and opened it, and | saw he was holding a bunch of stoneslike you find on the
bottoms of rivers, especialy when you' re waking barefooted. “ Do these look like emerddsto you?’ he
demanded.

“No,” | admitted. “But there salot | don’t know about emeralds. Maybe you should leave ‘em out in the
sunto ripen.”

“Bah!” said Cahoun, tossing the strange-looking emeradsinto the bush. “Nobody flim-flams Capturin’
Clyde Cdhoun! I’'m going to war!”

“Before breskfast?’ | said.
“What’ s more important to you?’ he demanded. “My emerads or your somach?’
“Do you want afrank answer or afriendly one?’ | replied.

“All right, al right,” he muttered, “we Il put some grub on. | might aswell enlist Tonto and hismenin our
cause.”

“Tonto and his men might be just atad riled that you guv away their haf of the skinsto Mudapaand his
men,” | noted.

Well, Tonto showed up just when the eggs were frying, and riled is an understatement. They had Clyde
staked out spread-eagled and naked on the ground inside of aminute, and while | often thought fondly of
coming upon FatimaMa one or some other gentedl young lady of my acquaintance in just such apostion,
somehow seeing Clyde stretched out like that killed my appetite, and | didn’t even bother pulling the eggs
out of thefrying pan.

“Y ou have betrayed our trust,” said Tonto, “and for that you must die, dowly and painfully.”

“If you redly want meto die dowly,” suggested Clyde, “why not come back next year and strike the first
blow then?’

“Wearenot going to strikeyou at al,” said Tonto.
“That'sacomfort,” Clyde alowed. “Now how’ s about |etting me up?’

“No,” continued Tonto. “We are going to pour honey al over your body and then leave you to the mercy
of dl the ants and scavengers of the bush.”



“| got abetter idea,” said Clyde. “How’ s about you and me squaring off, mano a mano? If I win, [ an't
no traitor and | get to go free; if you win, then you can feed me to the beasts of the jungle.”

Tonto looked like he was consdering it, but Clyde had him by maybe five inches and seventy pounds,
and intheend he didn’t like the odds, so hefinally rejected the offer.

“Okay,” said Clyde, undeterred. “1 got a better idea...”
“No moretalk,” said Tonto. “Timeto die”

| figgered if they killed Clyde they might not want to stop at just one foreign devil, so | took the bull by
the horns, or the Injun by theloincloth, and stepped out of my tent, wrapped in my jaguar skin.

“Hold your horses, Brother Tonto,” | said. “1 got something to say before you torture poor old Clyde to
desth.”

“It better be ‘don’t!”” muttered Clyde.

“What are horses?” asked Tonto, looking around.

“Okay, hold your tree doths,” | amended. “ Just hang on aminute and listen to me.”
He shut up and turned to me with an It better be good expression on hisface.

“I know it appears on the surface that Clyde was dedling with the enemy, but actudly that’sal part of
our secret plan.”

“Y our secret plan to betray us, or your secret plan to grow rich?” he demanded.

“Clyde ain't made one penny off them skins, and that’ safact,” | said. “May the Good Lord smite me
dead on the spot if I'm lying to you.” The closer Injuns backed away, just in case God decided to
exercise Hisoption. “Hejust guv ‘em to Mudapato gain his confidence and lower hisguard,” |
concluded.

“Right!” Clyde chimedin.

“And what was supposed to happen once his guard was down?’ asked Tonto suspicioudy.
Clyde seemed stuck for an answer. “You tell him, Lucifer,” hesaid at last.

“It wasdl your ideg, Clyde,” | said, equaly stuck, “so you should tdl him.”

“But you thunk of alot of the most important details,” said Clyde desperately, “so you get the honor of
laying the plan out for him.”

“No,” | sad. “Credit where credit’ sdue. Youtel him, Clyde.”

“I'dliketo,” hesaid, “but | can’t think when I’ m staked out like this. Maybe if someone would let me
up...?

“Not until I am convinced you have not betrayed us,” said Tonto.

“All right,” | said, thinking about three words ahead of where | was speaking. “Our plan wasto have
Clyde disguise himsdlf asa Jaguar Man with this here skin I’ m holding, join Mudapa sarmy, find out their
plans, and then report back to you so you' |l be ready for them when they attack. And the reason we let



all but one skin go was because we figgered he' d be harder to spot in the middle of three hundred Jaguar
Men than one hundred and fifty of ‘em.”

Tonto was one surprised Injun. “You know,” he said, “it makes sense.”
“Good,” said Clyde. “Cut meloose and let me get on with being aMaster Spy.”

“It sounds logical,” continued Tonto, “but we need ahostage, just in case you were lying to us again.”
Tonto pointed afinger a me. “ You will infiltrate the enemy. Wewill hold your friend here until you return
with theinformation we want.”

“At least cover me up enough to make me decent in case any ladieswander by,” said Clyde. “1 don’t
want my proud masculine gppurtenance to be the object of prying eyes.”

“If I wereyou,” said Tonto, “I’ d be more worried about it being the object of prying teeth, but then, |
never did understand white men.”

“Lucifer,” sad Clyde, “why are you gtill hanging around here?’
“It ain't been thirty secondssince| told Tonto our plan,” | answered.

“Then you been loafing for twenty-eight seconds,” said Clyde bitterly. “Being staked out naked in the
tropica sunismighty difficult work. The sooner you come back, the sooner they’ Il cut melooseand |
can pour mysdlf abeer.”

“Y ou got any beer here?’ | asked.
“Damnit, just go!” he bellowed.

| could see there wasn't no sense arguing with him when hewasin that kind of mood, so | took my leave
of the camp and started walking north and east, which was the direction I’ d seen Mudapaand his men
heading when he' d swiped dl the skins.

It took about two hoursto catch up with ‘em, asthey wasn't in no hurry, and in fact they was al stting
around swapping jokes and smoking little native cigarswhen | arrived. | waited until they got up and
sarted walking again, dipped on my Jaguar Man duds, and joined ‘em. No one paid me no never-mind
until lunchtime, when the chef made the rounds and asked each warrior what he wanted. When he came
tome, | told him I’ d settle for asandwich, and he said he hadn’t never heard of a sandwich and how
many legsdidit have, and | figgered I d better start speaking Injun mighty quick or I'd give mysdf away,
s0 | sad, “Ugh. Me heap hungry warrior. Me take-um whatever you got-um.”

Well, that' swhat | planned to say, but dl | got out wasthe “Ugh” and he started cussing a blue streak
and jumping up and down, and finaly Mudapa came by to see what was the matter.

“Heinsulted my cooking!” said the chef. “Hecdled it *‘Ugh'! | will not cook anymore until he
gpologizes”

Mudapa nudged me with his spear. “Y ou heard him. Apologize.”
“Heap sorry,” | said. “Me make-um no more trouble.”

Mudapastared a me kind of funny-like. “I’ ve never heard amember of my village spesk likethat,” he
sad suspicioudy.

“I’'m from out-of-state, hereto visit my cousin,” | said.



Suddenly he reached out and ripped the jaguar skin off me. “1 knew it!” he said. “A spy in our midst!”

“lantnospy,” | said. “I’m the Right Reverend Honorable Doctor L ucifer Jones, hereto bring
enlightenment and the word of the Lord to you poor ignorant heathen.”

“Y ou came herewith Cahoun to rob us!” he said, pointing thetip of his spear right a my neck.

“Not s0,” | said. “1 heard all that shooting, and | thunk it was a Fourth of July celebration, so | mosied
over and ssumbled onto his camp.”

“Y ou are working with him!” accused Mudapa.
“Nosuchathing!” | said.
“Youmugt proveit tome, or your lifeisforfeit.”

Now, truth to tell, | didn’t know what forfeit was, except that it probably came between threefeit and
fivefelt, but he looked pretty serious, and his spear looked even more serious, so | knew | had to come
up with someway to prove | wasn't Clyde s partner mighty fast, and findly my Silent Partner smote me
right betwixt the eyes with one of His heavenly suggestions, and | put it right into action.

“You'real wrong about this,” | said to Mudapawith al the sincerity | could muster on the spur of the
moment. “ Clyde Cahoun ain’'t my friend. He' sacrook and athief, and | spit on him.” And to emphasize
it, | pat at the ground—and so help me, it wasn't my fault that awind come up just then and blew it in
Mudapa sface.

“That'sit!” hecried. “You're adead man!”

He came at me with aknife in one hand and a spear in the other, and Lord knowswhat else he' d have
been pointing at meif he'd had athird hand. | started backing away, and then he guv out awar cry what
would have woke such dead as weren't otherwise occupied and charged at me, but when he was maybe
fivefeet away hetripped over aroot or arock or something, and he fell down to the ground and guv
another scream, alittle more pained than angry thistime, and he rolled over on his back, and we could
seethat he' d accidentaly driven the knife dl theway into his chest.

“I just hate it when things like this happen,” he mumbled, and died.

| figgered | was going to haveto take all hiswarriors on a once then, but when | turned to face them
they was dl knedling on the ground, looking for al the world like they was getting ready for ahot game of
craps, but since they didn’'t have no dice and they al started bowing in my direction | redized they was
worshipping me, or at least waiting for their Chief Justice to inaugurate me astheir president.

Findly one of ‘em stepped forward, laid his hand on my shoulder, and said, “Lucifer Jones, you have
defeated Mudapain mortal combat. Y ou are now our king and we will follow you into battle whenever
and wherever you say.”

“Well, I’'m sure glad to know you fellersdon’t hold no grudges,” | said. “And for my first officid act, |
think we' Il go rescue Clyde Calhoun, who wasin abad way when last | saw him. And if he/ still dive,
remember to avert your eyes, as he’ skind of sengtive about people staring at the south end of him.”
Then | got to thinking, and | added, “ By the way, do you guys have any of the emerads you promised
him?’

One of ‘em nodded. “They are back in our village.”



“And if the king wants ‘em, they're his, and nobody objects?’ | asked.
“Of course”
“Wadl,” | said, “that being the case, | guess saving Clyde moves back to thetop of theligt.”

And since my word was law, we started wal king back to Clyde' s camp. When we' d covered about half
the distance, we bumped into Clyde' strackers and gunbearers and such, who were heading away from
camp inamighty big hurry.

“Why did you desert your boss?’ | demanded when they saw us and came to astop.
“Why did you?” one of ‘em shot back.

“I"d be mighty careful if | wasyou, Brother,” | said. “Uskings don’t tolerate no backtalk. Now, why are
you dl running hell for legther away from camp?’

“ Another tribe showed up and chased Tonto’ swarriors away,” said one of the trackers.

“They’ re headhunters,” said asecond.

“Worse,” said athird. “They’re head collectors.”

“IsClydedill mildly dive and twitching?’ | asked.

“He sdill curding,” said agunbearer.

“That’show youtdl he' sdive” | sad. “When he stops shooting and he stops cursing, he'sdead.”
“Arewe gtill going to rescue him?’ asked one of my loya worshippers.

“Yeah, | think we d better,” | said. “If we don't nip this collecting tendency in the bud, they might turn
their attention to us next.”

So we kept walking, and | noticed that the guys what was pulling the wagon that held dl the skinswas
gill with us, sncethey figured if they tried to makeit al the way back home donethey stood afair
chance of being robbed, and | decided we might aswell give the jaguar heads and skinsafield test, so
when we were maybe amile outside of camp | had everyone dip into them. I’d kind of hoped we' d look
awesome and imposing, but actualy, when you get right down to cases, abunch of half-naked Injuns
dressed up as Jaguar Men look pretty damned silly.

Stll, we' d goneto dl the trouble to bring the skins back with us, o | figgered we might aswell wear ‘em
and break ‘em in, and acouple of minutes later we marched into camp, which was occupied by dl these
guys wearing shrunken heads on necklaces and belts. They looked at us, and we looked at them, and
suddenly one of them ydled: “It isthe ghosts of dl the beasts we have dain, cometo take their revenge
upon ug!”

Now, truth to tell, | didn’t know if they were talking about dl the jaguarsthey had killed or &l the men
they had killed, but it didn’t make no difference, because ten seconds later they’d all cleared out and
were high-tailing back to wherever they’ d come from.

Clyde was still staked out, and looking alot more uncomfortable than he had when I’ d left him.

“Man, you' reasight for soreeyes!” hesaid. “It’' snice to seethem skinsdidn’t go to waste.” He looked
around as best he could. “Where' s Mudapa?’



“I'mthenew king,” | told him.

“There sonly oneway you get to be aking in these here parts,” said Clyde. “How did you manageto kill
him?’

“I’'manaturd athlete,” | said with becoming modesty.

“Son of abitch deserved to diel” muttered Clyde. “ Serves him right for getting me down here under false
pretexts and lying about having abunch of emerdds.”

“Hewasn't lying, Clyde,” | sad. “Hejust wasn't much for sharing.”

“So I’'m getting my emerdds after dl!” said Clyde with agreat big amile. “1t dmost makes being staked
out herein the blazing sun worth it. Cut meloose, Lucifer, and let’ sgo get my loot.”

“That' s something we got to discuss, Clyde,” | said. “It's my loot now.”
“What are you talking about?’ he demanded. “1 honored the contract. Them emerddsismine!”

“Wadll, yeah,” | dlowed, “I suppose a onetime you could have laid clamto dl of ‘em. But that was
before | pulled off thisfearless and daring rescue.”

“What fearless and daring rescue?’ he bellowed. “ A bunch of superstitious headhunters thunk the ghosts
of dl the jaguarsthey’ d killed was coming after ‘em!”

“Wadll,” | said, taking a couple of steps back, “if that’ s the way you fed about it, | can take my army
home and call the headhunters back.”

“Hah!” he snorted. “Y ou don't frighten me none. Them headhuntersain’'t gonnasow down til they get
back to their village.”

“Yougot apoint,” | admitted. Then | added: “I suppose we can send word to Tonto that the coast is
dw.”

“All right!” he grumbled. “Cut meloose and we' |l plit the emerddsfifty-fifty.”
| knelt down and pulled out my pocket knife. “Onethird, one third, and onethird,” | said.
“What are you talking about?’ he demanded.

“Onethird for you, onethird for me, and onethird for the Lord,” | said. “I’ll hang onto Histhird until
suchtimeasHe showsuptoclamit.”

“Never!” screamed Clyde.
A mighty hungry-looking snake suddenly started dithering up hisleg.
“Okay, it saded!” hesaid kind of frantically.

| cut the ropes, and he reached out, grabbed the snake, and flang it into the bush. Then he kind of glared
a mein my Jaguar Man duds. “ That’ safitting outfit for you, Lucifer,” he sad bitterly. “Them cats aways
was avicious and surly race, and just because a human's borrowed their skins, ajaguar don’t never

changeits stripes.”
“Aw, comeon, Clyde” | said. “I could have gone off and picked up the emeradsfirst.” That didn’'t seem



to assuage him, so | then pointed out that | could have gone off and picked up the emerads only, and
suddenly he dlowed that maybe | wasn't quite as slfish as he' d firgt thunk, even if | was never going to
bein aclass with them philathrosaurs that people keep reading about in the papers.

Next morning we headed off to the village where they kept al the emerads, and where | planned to take
my rightful place as king and maybe elevate adozen of the prettier womenfolk to queenhood after
field-testing their potential royaty, so to speak, but when we finaly got there the whole place was
deserted.

Clyde strackers got busy reading al the signs, and they reported back that ajaguar with anirritable
demeanor and abig appetite had paid the village avist and dined on acouple of its prominent citizens,
and therest had just hightailed it, emerdds and dl, to parts unknown.

“If that don’t beet dl,” said Clyde. “Herel kill three hundred jaguars, and | overlook the only one that
counts.”

He announced that he was cutting hislosses and going on his next assgnment, which had something to do
with kodabears. Asfor me, anoble king without no noble country, | figgered that if emeradswere
growing on trees (or wherever emeralds grew) in Columbia, well, the snnersin Columbiawere probably
asmuch in need of saving and spiritud uplifting as any others, and besides green was aways one of my
Sx or seven favorite colors, so | headed north to make my fortune and build my tabernacle.

But that’ sawhole other story, and writing can be mighty thirsty work.



