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By John Peter Drummond

. A bronze-golden streak suddenly <hot down from the latticework of mbs above the forest floor and
fastened uself like a burr upon the leopard!

LOST PRIESTESS
of the NILE

Ki-Gor, White Lord of the Jungle,
invaded that weird, lost land—dared
to defy its Crimson Evil, the jackal-
born juju of Tirin ... only to cast down
his blade in surrender at the feet of the
mad Queen! For if he fought, Heiene
would die . . . a helpless, haunted
quarry of the Hunting-Cats of Mau!

[-GOR FROWNED AS HE watched the

B leopard He kept humself very still otherwise,

for he was stalking—but this sun-bronzed

brows, ndged shghtly with muscle, came geatly

together <o that a smail mick formed just over the
bridge ot his nose

Old cat, he was thinking, cat that has tasted man-

blood His tur will be scarred and patchy It will darken

after softening

Ki1-Gor always thought in the pictures and sounds

of the jungle, rather than the English words Helene had

taught hum He could thmk more swiftly that way, and



the jungle demands swiftness of thought as much as
quickness and strength of muscle Mentally, then,
Ki-Gor analyzed the leopard, hus quarry, in the time
that it took fum to flick hus grey eyes back and forth
He bad caught the cat scent some moments ago,
from the trectops He had swung toward (t, riding
the myriad jungle vines, trotting along the greater
limbs, leapmg the open spaces, but doing all of this
in a flowing, unbroken rhythm so that at times he
seemed literally to fly through the upper levels

He had spotted the leopard through the mottled
foliage. n spite of 1ts mottled camouflage He had
seen 1t there on the large rock. just beyond where
the jungle ended abruptly He had frozen, then—
and now he watched

The up of the leopard™s tail switched Once,
gently He statks, also Ki-Gor thought He moved
his eyes agan, trying to find some sign of what
the leopard hunted The rock was part of a small
Aope o (limbing plan began here at the jungle’s
edge The plam, itself, was dotted thickly with trees
and covered with lion grass, so that Ki-Gor, from
his perch, couldn’t quute tell whether or not a trail
passed the rock It seemed likely, though And 1t
seemned hikely that this leopard would be looking
for a man-victim When the jungle beasts become
old and feeble, only man 15 weak enough, then. for

prey

I-GOR reached for the kmte at his side
B He would have preferred to use bow and
arrow but he had left these weapons n
the fork of 4 tree so that he might travel more
swiftly That reminded hum of the strange thing
that seemed to have happened In his own part of
the Congo—a deep jungle place, some hundreds
of square miles m area, and known to very few
but Ki-Gor and his fiends— there had suddenly
come about 4 remarkable shortage of leopards
Ki-Gor hadn’t realized this until he had begun to
hunt for a leopard Helene had been explaining to
Ki-Gor, in their tree-tep home, about birthdays and
birthday presents. and tt had suddenly occurred to
the mighty, tawny-haired lord of the jungle that a
new leopard <kin garb would be just the thing for
Helene Her old costume had begun to be stift from
the wettings of jungle rains, and marked n places
by jungle thorns
And s0 Ki-Gor—who was a man of abrupt
action, like any jungle creature— had risen
suddenly, said to Helene, “I will be back m one
or two suns Now I go” And he had gone He

supposed Helene must have smiled at hus retreating
back, and must have shaken her head sadly, the way
she usuvally did He had chuckled, picturing that
Helene, ot course, would always have more touches
of crvilizanon than he, for Ki-Gor, the son of a
mussionary who had died, had been raised, suckled
and mothered by the vast jungle 1tself Helene, an
American aviatrix, had found Ki-Gor after a plane
crash m the jungle— or rather he had found her,
and Ki-Gor dated the most umportant part of his
exsstence from that moment

He smiled a little as he thought of the trouble he
was taking to get this leopard skin for Helene He
had found no cat scent i his own part of the jungle
He had conferred with Tembu George, the Masa
chueftamn who was built hke a mughty obelisk, and
Tembu George seemed to recall that he hadn’t seen
any leopards lately, either He had journeyed to the
pyemy kraal and talked to N'Geeso. the brave,
chattering littie man who knew as much about the
Jungle as anyone

No leopards lately, not even among the old
women gathening kaffir corn in the fields

Ki-Goi did not burden umself with speculation
on the matter This 15 not the way of the jungle
He asked N'Geeso (f leopard had been reported
anywhere, lately. for f anyone knows the gossip
of the jungle. it will be a pygmy And N'Geeso had
promptly reported that a B"Wahar woman had been
taken by a leopard the week before, far te the north,
m B "Wahai country

Where there was one leopard, there would be
more —but one was enough

Ki-Gor had cached his bow and arrows ina high
tree, and had sped north

OW, after two days of search and travel,
Nthls was his reward An old and nearly
toothless cat with a patchy skin and a
twisted, dragging leg A leopard good only for
hunting the pumest of jungle creatures —man
And at that moment a sample of this breed came
around the corner of the rock, and stumbled forward
through the lion grass
Ki-Gor™s brows rose He didn't start, or shift
a harr’s width from his crouch, however, as a
civilized man might have done He merely stared at
the newcomer, and made his usual instant appraisal
The brow raising—the one sign of surprise— was
because the one who came nto sight was a white
man
Facts went through Ki-Gor’s head, and he put



them together as they did It was an istantaneous
process, the whole of 11 took no more, than a part
of a second This 15 the country ot the B waha, he
thought, this 1s the place where white man seldom
comes The nearest haunt of the white man 1s the
river tar to the west, it would be a long march
from the niver Yet this man stumbles, see how he
stumbles' He has come from the river, for some
reason Probably he 1s lost

The leopard was thinking about the new white
man, too, but 1n a much more direct way His jaws
moved Just «lightly, and the tip of s tal switched
again

Ki-Gor drew his kmife He crouched for a
spring His eye was already charting his course a
leap across the gap to that long branch, to the end of
the branch, and then a long spring in mud-air to the
leopard’s back The lord of the jungle didn’t dwell
on what mught happen, if the slightest nose or
scent should warn the leopard —what might happen
perhaps if the spring should fail short Even muighty-
thewed Ki-Gor would be no match for those carved
dagger-talons, then, but he didn’t think of this The
way of the jungle 1~ to do what must be done

There would be a moment within the next
heartheat or two when the leopard would
cancentrate his every nerve and sense on the vicum
below him The white man m a torn linen swt that
had once been white, in a frayed, shapeless palm
hat The httle. wiry man with a gnmy face and
an immensely long nose who staggered with each
step

The leopard's tail siopped switching Ki-Gor
moved His swiftness and huis silence mught have
given Ki-Gor a grace hke the leopard’s own—but
there was something much too mmighty about his
movements to be cat-like He leaped the gap, he
ran the branch, he was m mudair All i the time ot
would take the leopard to twitch its whisker

The staggering white man looked up at that
moment He saw the head and folded forepaws ot
a leopard above him, he saw 4 strange apparition. a
sun-bronzed white man i a lon cloth, plummeting
trom the clear blue arr toward the leopard’s back

The white man screamed & scream of unholy
terror

Ki-Gor struck the cat™s back The leopard
snarled with rage and astonishment It spapped
itselt over and around, the quickest four-tooted
beast in the jungle Yet there was one who was
quicker Ki-Gor was already clamped unyieldingly
to the leopard’s back His left arm had crept

forward, under the beast’s torepaw, and thence to
the back of his neck A civilized wrestler would
have told Ki1-Geor that this hold was a half-nelson—
but Ki-Gor would have shrugged and continued to
thunk of 1t, i his wordless jungle way, as the hold-
for-kilitng-leopard He held the leopard thus, not
s0 much to keep the animal iImmobile as to secure
his own position, away from this raking, four inch
claws With his right hand he worked his sheath
knife He held thus with tus thumb against the hult,
his hand turned down, and both the kmfe and lus
ghsteming bronze arm flashed, blurred and flashed,
as the blade bit

It went into the leopard’s body, just behind
his shoulder It struck agam and again and again
It 1s sometimes hard to kil a ltving thing, those
ot the jungle know this The lecpard whip-
cracked, thrashed and squirmed, and once he
half-somersaulted, falling with all hus weight upon
Ki-Gor, and causmg even the lord of the jungle to
bruise himself upon the rock Ki-Gor scarcely felt
the bruismg One thing at a time, at the moment
he must kil his adversary. when that was done he
would think of the next thing

The leopard made three final, termible thrashes,
movements that snapped from hes shoulders to his
spine And then suddenly, except for an almost
ptuful jerking of one tund leg, he was stll

l i [-GOR STOOD He looked down upon
the creature he had bested, and as always
he felt the primeval thrill well up m his

mughty chest He was about to place his foot upon

the victim and voice a victory cry —

Then he remembered the lhitle white man n the
dirty clothes and the shapeless hat He tumed The
man lay utterly on his back, arms flung 1n the form
of a’ ¥ He was breathing, but he was out cold

Ki1-Gor began a smuile No doubt, ths stranger
had famnted from sheer fnight, and Ki-Gor could
hardly blame him Helene had given him something
that approached sympathy for these civilized ones
who didn’t understand s ways, the jungle’s
ways Not quite understandmg. no, but a kind of
sympathy, yes He wiped his kmife upon the sull-
warm pelt of the leopard and scrambled down from
the rock He sheathed his kmife and bent over the
UnNCOMsCLols man

The man appeared to be somewhere mm his
torties, his face was as wiry as hes frame His long
nose, hus planked cheeks and small, ridiculous chin
gave lum the paradoxical look of a gemal spider



He opened his eyes as Ki-Gor crouched there,
looking at him They were bright blue— they were
tmmensety bright They filled to capacity suddenly
with fear The man opened his mouth, no doubt to
scream, but Ki-Gor could see that his jaws were
practically paralyzed

Ki-Gor smuled and grunted “Nothing to be
atraid of ”

The hitle man found his tongue, then— 1if not
his brightest confidence for the future In a voice
that was like the dry-scratchmg of rough esese
leaves he said “Look, cobber, all | ahsk 1s when
voudo it you do it quick You're 4 civilized fellow,
ain t you, nah? So, 1t you don’t mind, no lingering
stuff for Talker Watkins Like a good chap. nah,”

You won't be hurt Tam Ki-Gor,” said the lord
of the jungle with easy dignity

Then Ki1-Gor was suddenly aware of new man-
scent From the lett, from the trad this little man,
Talker Watkins had tollowed He turned his head
He heard in the same moment a bone-chilling,
ternified scream and he ~aw standing there a blonde
woman in tattered hhaka clothes Behind her was
d large man whose garments were also nearly n
shreds revealing arms and a chest covered with
theckly matted red harwr

Right on the heels of her scream, the woman
shrilled “A savage, Bnll' Kill him'”

The big man called Brili lifted a heavy Greener
shot-gun to his shoulder

THERE 15 no fear, as such, i creatures ot
the jungle—and yet in this moment Ki-Gor
was alarmed [f the man about to shoot him
had held an ordinary rifle, Ki-Gor could have relied
upon s own quickness to rush the man, confuse
him so that he would miss, and then disarm him
But this shot-gun would send murdercus peliets
blasting 1n wide cone Ki-Gor could hardly hope to
avaid them all

He saw that he had another nstant leit in which
o do something The blonde woman—who had
straggly hawr and a rather hard face—was stll
between the red-headed man and Ki-Gor She had
already started to move, and he had already begun a
step forward, ready to aim the weapon, then fire

Then. the man at Ki-Gor’s feet cred out
suddenly n his scratchy vowe "It amn’t loaded,
Brifl"™ howled Talker Watkiny 1 got the last shell
m my pocket. nah' Then, as though suddenly
remembering the jungle lord’s presence, Watking
shifted his bright blue eyes 10 Ki-Gor He put his

fingers to his mouth “Oops,” he said, “I shouldn’t
‘ave said that Me and my bloody big mouth,
agam!”

Ki-Gor smiled and stood erect The big red-
headed man pulled both tnggers of the shot-gun
desperately, heard the empty chicks, and then
lowered the gun slowly and stared at Ki-Gor There
was puzzlement, not fear in his eyes—afier all,
he too was big and powerful, although obviously
he didn't know of Ki-Gor, for he might have
experienced tear, then

The blonde woman with the hard face started to
back away She kept her eyes on Ki-Gor She said
to her compamion “Knock hs head off, Brill —sock
lum one Cuick!”

“Shut up, Nyra,” said Brill, 1n a heavy, graung
voice He squinted at Ki-Gor “This guy's white
But there’s something screwy about um ™

Ki-Gor didn’t quite understand the term, but he
sensed its meaning He wasn 1 offended Does the
lion heed the chattering of monkeys? He held his
smile and said, slowly, carefully, “You are tar in the
jungle How did you get here?”

‘He speaks English'™ said Nyra, lengthemng
her face and opeming her eyes very wide Without
realizimg 1t she suddenly started to primp, to poke
back the straggled ends of her hair Ki-Gor saw now
that it was not really blonde hair, it was dark near
the roots

Then Brill managed to smule It was a heavy,
unnatural smile, Ki-Gor felt that this man did not
smile often He lurched forward and held out his
hand *“Brother,” he said, “I don’t know who you
are. but I'm sure glad to see you We’re loster than
a town clown at a two-bit carny Been crawhng
through this bush for days—"

K1-Gor shook hands with Bnll, surprising hum
by matching his rron grip with one of steel I am
Ki-Gor,” he said He felt no need of any more self-
ntroduction

The red-headed man sasd, “I'm Jason Bnil, this
here’s Talker Watkins, and the young lady 1s Miss
Abigail Wilson, known professionally as Nyra the
Charmer "

K1-Gor bowed gravely 1o each, using the shght
mclmation of the head Helene had once showed
him A secret smle played mnpercepubly at the
corners of his hips Talker Watkins, was getung up
now and rather iutilely brushing himself off and
staring at Ki-Gor with his bnight, blue eyes

Brill kept explasming “We're show folks, Mr
Ki-Gor We were on our way up the river to the ol



camp, Just as harmiess as you please, when a bunch
of black devils attacked our boat We ran, and then
we couldn't find the river agamn, and we been trying
to find something, anvthing, ever since "

Talker Watkins sighed “Every ume I think
o' them o1l workers up there, with all that money
m their pockets, and not a blahsted one of em
knowing about si1x ace flats or dealing from the
bottom —"

*Shut up, Talker'” growiled Bnl)

YRA THE CHARMER stepped forward
Ndnd turned what she probably belheved

were irreststible violet eyes upon Ki-Gar
“Mr Ki-Gor. you must gimde us out 1 realize 1t will
be some trouble—but I know you won’t let your
tellow white people down ™ She cocked her head
hopetully “Will you?”

Ki-Gor said. 1 will show you the way to the
river” But he was frowning, now He had already
been gone too long from Helene. and this would
mean more delay Yet he couldn’t let these people
wander, probably to their deaths, n the jungle
And there was a reason beyond thai Ki-Gor
always felt uncomtortable when these outsiders
came to his land. or anywhere near 1t Instinctively
uncomfortable

“Hi' Look ‘ere'” came Talker Watkins™ voice
suddenly He was pointing to the dead leopard on
the rock 1 remember, nah' That blahsted pussy was
about to *ave my neck' And right before I pahssed
out—"" he turned in slow surpnse and pointed at Ki-
Gor—"this cobber was droppin” on him!”

Brilt stared at Ki-Gor then “Did you knock that
thing off all by your lonesome™”

Ki-Gor shrugged and nodded

Brudl shook his head and whistled “What a
screwy place this Africa 1s We couid of stayed in
Austraha 1f 1t wasn’t for Talker’s big mouth ™ He
scratched the matted red hair on his chest “And
them leopards " He shuddered “We seen a whole
pack of ‘em chasin® after a deer, or something, a
ways back

“And a white woman with practically nothing
on, chasing after them,™ said Nyra There was
something defiant 1n her tone

“Look, Nyra,” said Bnll, turming to her, “forget
those snakebite visions of yours, will you? I told
you tt was the heat made you see that ™

“I'did, 100, seet,” smd Nyra

Brll said, “There’s no such thing as a white
woman with practically nothuing on who chases

dafter a pack of leopards ™

Ki-Gor said, “There 15 also no such thing as a
pack of leopards The leopard always hunts alone ™

“Huh?" said Bnll. looking at Ki-Gor agamn
“Then what did we see ™

Kt-Gor shrugged

But hus frown was deeper than ever Deep in the
insunctual part of his bran something was telling
him that there was a connection between the sudden
disappearance of leopards from the jungle, and the
strange sight these people claimed to have seen

ELENE WATCHED THE MOVING,
anplmg black shoulders before her, and

m spite of herself, sighed a litle with
tmpatience Tembu George, the Masar chief, was
hacking a path through the jungle, and the going
was slow Helene would have much preferred the
tree-top travel Ki-Gor had taught her But this trek
was as much for the benefit of Tembu George as
herself, and the barrel-chested native would have
worried doubly 1f Helene had disappeared nto the
upper branches, too



Helene, herselt, was certain that Ki-Gor, who
was to have returned n two suns, was only delayed
somewhere She souied a litle She had gone
through all this so many tumes before There was
a ume when one stopped worrying, and began to
shrug And wait That was the time one began to
belong 1o the jungle

Tembu George suddenly stopped his tabors, and
stood erect, his magnificent head with 1ts circlet of
wild dog teeth castng about, hus noswils flanng
The broad bush knmife dangled, thonged, from his
wrist He turned, and locked at Helene then The
Masar warriors (n single file behind her came to
a stop Tembu George motioned ahead and said,
"River ”

He spoke the language of the Masai, and Helene
answered n kind “How do you know, Tembu
George™

The big chieftain gnmmed and 10 turn touched
his ears. his nose and hus chest “Ears hear the call
ot the river bird, nose finds the crocodile reed, and
heart knows because it 1s the heart ”

Helene looked up at the mottled jungle roof
The hght of the glanng African day showed up
there somewhere beyond the tree-tops, it came mto
the verdant gloom of the jungle only occasionally
m thick slanting beams of hght in which dust and
decayed matter danced Helene said, “The night
comes soon We will camp at the nver and cross 1n
the morning ™

Tembu George nodded and pushed or slashing
tangled frane and ngop vines hacking broad leaves
and branches that choked the trail It was not a foot
traill 1t was a game passage started at one time by
an elephant, seeking a waterimg place perhaps,
and kept open—if 1ts present state could be called
that—by anmmals of all kands Helene had seen the
uny, double ponted hoof marks of the water buck
whose flesh tasted hke Rhino, the crater of elephant
tracks, and the spoor of a dozen other species

They had taken thus tratl because it was the only
semblance ot a path leading 1 the general direction
of the B"Wahai country Now that Hellene thought
ot i, Tembu George was bemng extraordmanly
brave to head for the land of the B’Wahai They
were a cunous long-headed tnbe wheo, apparently
by pure nstinct, made war on everything n sight
They were secretive, proud, suspicious—and
rumored to be canmbalisic Only the pygmies
sometimes entered theiwr land and returned without
harm, the B Wahar were apparently amused by
the pygmies and considered them droll pets

Something like monkeys So very lutle was really
known about the B'Wahai, since the pygmies have
a gemus for dismussmg from their pnmitive brains
any ethnological facts they happen to learn They
are much more interested 1n whose wafe has left im
for what warrior, and whether the aggrieved party
wishes his wife back, or merely compensation n
goats or native ron, and so on

Tembu George and Helene had sought N'Geeso
to take with them on this trek But at the pygmy
kraal they had learned that N'Geeso and some
others were out i the bush where they had just
killed an elephant “Aiee!' Tembu George had
boomed, laughing—"that offspring of forest bird
and baboon, N'Geeso' That chattering one! He wiii
be quiet, at lasy, this day, quiet and stupid, hus belbly
full ot meat! The chattering one never knows when
he will kill meat again, and he eats each time for the
next moon' Aee'”

Helene had snuled and nodded It was true, the
pygmies gorged themselves and fell wnto a stupor
when they made a kill She watched Tembu George
puff up with self-sansfaction—he and N'Geeso
had each saved each other’s ives numerous times,
but there was a loud and long-standing verbal feud
between them

Here they were, then. at the border of the
B'Wahar country without their valuable httle
emussary Helene decided she would keep Tembu
George from actually penetrating the area
They could camp temporarily at the nver. send
messengers fanmng out, and seek news of Ki-Gor
at the villages

HE thickness of the jungle suddenly ended —
Talmosl with shocking abruptness Tembu
George, ahead, hacked a spear plant away,
lifted tus blade for the next stroke, and suddenly
froze 1n that position He stood, staring ahead — and
down —then slowly lowered the bush kmfe
Helene came up w0 hum “What 5 1t, Tembu
George™” But by the time she fimshed speaking,
she saw what 1t was They were standing on the
rm of a huge gorge, which dropped for many
dizzy hundreds of feet to a swift-runmng tiver in
its floor
Helene felt a strange thnil at this unexpected
sight Whatever else, the Cango was never dull, it
was 50 vast that one could roam 1t for & hfetrme and
sull find new sights This deep gorge was new to
her, and evidently to Tembu George, also The rest
of the Masa1 warriors came up, crowded behind,



and began to comment 1n awed tones on the thing
She looked across the gorge The drop was just as
sudden on the other side but there was vast, rocky
plain and lion grass there, rather than jungle

She had a queer teeling— which she couldn’t
explain—that she was looking at a new, and
atmost unearthly land of some kind Perhaps 1t
was the mellow, unreal hght of the late afternoon
She started to shrug. but the shrug turned into a
shudder

Tembu George tumed to her “Ki-Gor would not
have gone by here There 15 no way to cross ™

“Ki-Gor wsually crosses the places where there
1s N0 way to cross,” she smiled

Tembu George thought about that for a
moment, then nodded soberly “It occurs to me,”
he said, “that I may know this place There was a
warrior my good fiend He became a great chief
and he wandered far to many places To the kraal he
brought strange vory and stranger tales He spoke
once of a land of tall people—the people of the
wats, he valled them—a land shaped like the blade
of a spear Two rivers with deep valleys such as this
formed the edges of the spear, and came together at
the point The other end of this land was guarded by
the fierce B"Wahai—at least they would let no one
pass further if they saw him ™ He ran his knuckle
across his forehead, as though, wiping a ume-must
away “My friend entered this place, and he called
it the land of Mau "

“The land of Mau,” repeated Helene softly
She wondered why saying the word caused a small
shiver to run down her spine

One of the Masai warniors suddenly Lifted his
assegal and cried out ‘' Nsang'ea ndoci! Ala!”
Look!

THEY followed his pont Some hundreds
ot yards down the gorge a thm, rope hke
contraption swaved i mdair It was a vine
bridge, crossing the gap A strip of braided vines
made a narrow pathway, and a single vine, waist
high, a handhold

“Perhaps Ki-Gor crossed there,” said Helene, and
then she smled faintly, “although it would not be like
him to take such an edsy way ”

Tembu George frowned and said, “Do you think
1t 15 wise ta cross ? [t this 1s the tand of Mau—"

“I am looking for Ki-Gor, my mate.” said Helene
simply The Amernican girl had taken quickly to the
simple dignity of Ki-Gor’s jungle Standing there, in
her leopard skin, arms and limbs softly bronzed by

the sun, reddish hair falting m a smooth cascade to
her bare shoulders, sturdy breasts rising and fatling
gently with her breathing —she looked born to this
vast and verdant land

The party moved on 1o the bridge

“I will go first,” announced Tembu George
Helene, with a smile, noticed that he put his foot upon
the brarded vine path very gingerly She brushed past
tim “The weight of mighty Tembu George,” she
said, “may make the bndge tremble Even the lion
trembles 1n the presence of the Masai's chief 1 will
try ot first ™

*No' No!' Bakamo—we will discuss thes first,”
satd Tembu George

Helene waved hum back and stepped on to the
high passageway It began to sway with the first
step She clutched at the vine support She looked
down, the walls ot the gorge plunged swiftly, almost
vertically to the bottom Down there the river roared
over the rocks—the sound of t came up as hoarse,
eerie, contimuous tone She pictured herself falling,
Helene was still civilized enough to imagime things
She pictured her self lobbing over and over in a
long arc, wiath the clutching feeling of falling n
her stomach and chest, she pictured the way her cry
would dwindle and become almost maudible just
before she struck the bottom

She became dizzy, clutched the handral, and
forced her eyes upward and ahead again She kept
walking

A few more steps taught her how to proceed
without making the brnidge sway It was matter of
placing one foot carefully before the other, rather
than walking in a normal manner By the ume she
had reached the middle of the bridge, she was moving
on at a fine clip And beginming to enjoy 1t

Tembu George had apparently become alarmed
Now she could hear his voice bellowing after her

‘M ama le'” He always addressed her by the
standard native word tor white women when he was
alarmed  Yaka'” Come back’

She tummed, and smiled and waved to him, to
show that she was afl right She meant to go to the
other end of the brnidge, then twm around, go back,
and lead the others across It seemed sturdy encugh
so far Probably it would be wise for the wamors to
cross one at a fime, but she thought 1t could be done

She readied the far side, then She paused for a
moment to stand on tiptoe and survey the land that
spread out before her A shght rise at the lip of the
gorge concealed most of 1t from the eyes of anyone
on the opposite bank



N WONDER. she took a long deep breath as

she gazed on the panorama that spread wself

away from her. More than anything the land
here scemed like something in a bad, endless
dream— or something done by the brush of a gently
mad painter. The long plain was dotted with kapjes,
cork tree and camel thorn, In the foreground the
lion grass rippled with breeze; the waves of moving
air crosstng it were visible. It seemed to have a life
of its own. And the sound of the breeze mingled
with the sofl roar of the gorge behind her, so that
there no, guiel. but u vibrant, portentous, yet elusive
whispering alt about her.

There were patches of forest, o, and while
these Ly ~lill wherever they were, Helene had the
curiots leeting that they were somehow alive, 100.

Helene begun 1o turn o walk back again.

At that moment her eve caught movement at the
edge of o small grove 1o her right. Just the taintest
suggestion of something low, fong. and black
«lithering in the shadows. She paused: stared.

From the grove there stepped atall, lithe woman
in bizarre. brief dress. She led a black panther by a
chain and a bright. gelden collar.

The tirst thought to Aash through Helene’s head
was one of doubl. ' seeing things, she thought.
The air herve, or the sun. or something. is giving me
hatlucinations.

But both the woman and the panther stopped
a few yards before her and stood there, real and
solid enough. Helene stared back with wide eyes.
The woman lifted her arm before her. and held it
horizontally, palm down. “Akh-nien-top!™ she said,
curling the syllables of the strange word about her
tongue in a soft. liquid way.

Helene shook her head to show that she didn’t
understand. She glanced at the black panther. lts
green eyes were on her: its tail switched slightly,
otherwise it was motionless.

The woman who held the panther was young,
and, Helene had to admit, rather beautiful. In her
lithe, lowing Jimbs and supple torso there seemed
to be something of the same grace of the panther
itsel{. She was dark haired; blue-black her hair was,
and it was drawn tightly back and up from her skull.
then held in place by a long, cylindrical hat. She
wore small breast plates of a shining metal, a jewel
studded strap hanging vertically from the center of
these, and a short, light skirt around her waist,

She came forward several steps., moving in a
sinuous, padding walk, and then Helene could see

more of her face. Dark red lipstick traced caretully
the outline of her mouth. Her eyebrows were
penciled into a rakish. plunging V. Her eyes were as
green as the panther’s. Something in the woman's
look —her slender, sinuous look. and her olive
skin—struck Helene as familiar. Something she
couldn’t put her finger on at the moment—

“Banka Bana-tu? " said the woman, suddenly.
Her voice was, as much as anything, a low purr.

Helene’s eyebrows went up. The woman was
speaking in an Eastern Bantu dialect: Helene
knew some of this language. “Yes. I speak Bantu.
Isisi—a little. Who are you, and where do you come
from?”

The dark-haired girl smiled: Helene telt that the
panther might have smiled in that same way after
killing and eating an antelope. “You will be asked
those questions.” she said.

ELENE glanced over her shoulder. She

saw Tembu George and the Masai warriors

still on the other side of the gorge and she
realized that from their position they couldn’t see
the woman with the panther. nor could they hear
Helene speak. There was something she didn't like
in the blank. steady stare of the woman’s green
eyes. There was something she didn't like about
being alone with her on this side of the gorge.

She said quickly. “You must come and share
meat with us. My warriors are with me.” And then
she turned 10 go back across the bridge again. not
really caring whether the feline woman with the
green eyes followed her or not.

“Stop!” came the woman’s voice.

There was something much too confident in the
command to be ignored: Helene urned.

The woman pointed to the vine fastenings of the
bridge. and then to a jeweled dagger at her bekt. “Go
and | cut the bridge. You will fall into the place of
the deep water.”

Helene stared back. but didn’t answer. She
might have pled, she might have argued —but Ki-
Cror had long since taught her to recognize the times
when bakamo— palaver —was of no use.

Abruptly the lithe woman spoke to the panther
in the same liquid tongue she had first used. It
wrned its head. yawned at her. showing saber teeth
in a pink mouth, then quietly dropped to a lying
position with its forepaws spread out. It now kept
its eyes steadily on Helene. The woman looked at
Helene. “You must not move. If you move Sabala
will kill you.” She dropped the beast’s lead chain,



then, and stepped quickly toward the bridge

Helene, wide-eyed. and frightened n spite of
herseif, said. “What —what 1s 1t that you do™

The woman said. “l cut the bridge Your
warrors are not welcome in Mau

‘Wait"™ sard Helene She half-turned toward
the other girl A fow, warning grow] came from the
panther s throat, and she troze She sad, We mean
no haim to this place!™

The woman-laughed shortly and sharply Then
she drew her dagger and bent toward the anchored
Vines

At that moment Helene locked across the gorge
and saw that Tembu George had already seen the
lithe dark-harred woman And Tembu George had
already taken several steps out on the brudge that
was about to be cut!

[ GOR WALKED LIGHTLY across a
B vast plain of hon grass—and tiied 1o keep
him<elf from yawnmg with boredom

Jasom Bnll and his party were proving not
exactly amusing  Not that Ki-Gor had really
expected 1o be amused when he otfered to gwide
them to the over nail but he had hoped that the
time would pass pleasantly, at least For Ki-Gor’s
taste that meant largely in silence Ki Gor1eflected
that not even pygmies and monkeys chatiered the
way these people did—

Curiously  although Talker Watkins chatteted
the most K1 Gor minded him the Ieast He said so
httle of import that one could close his ears to him
i a way Or it one really wanted 1o histen the Talkes
did come up with the occasional bught phrase or
droll remark

As for Brill and the woman who called herself
Nyra the Charmer—it was a torked traif to decide
which was worse Both of them had the same
recunent theme to ther talk Money

Brill was talking about mohey now He had
lumbered up to a place beside Ki-Gor, and stayed
there even when Ki-Gor quickened his pace
The matted red hair on his chest heaved with his
breathing as he walked “Look, Ki-Gor,” he was
saying. in hus heavy, grating voice. “I been thinkin’
over what you tofd me about yourself 1 mean about
being lord of the jungle and all that stuff—and the
way vou knocked off that leopard That's pretty
terrific stuff It's got zing, you know what I mean?

Aud s worth cold cash

Ki-Gor grunted and kept walking

“Now [ know all the angles, ~ee’ T got ways
of getting along I took n ten thousand pounds 1n
Australia before Talker loused us up there —that’s
& loita dough 1 said we were 1n show business, and
so we are 1n a4 way Only you don’t make that kind
of dough m show business strictly You know what
I mean”

“I don t know what you mean
“You talk strange words ™

Bnill looked oddly at K1 Gor and said, “Are you
kiddmm® ?”

l ;‘ I GOR. at last, couldn’t stand 1t any longer
He 1ignored Bull completely He turmed and
held up his hand 1o halt the others Talker

Watkins came trotting, Nyra right behind him

Talker's blue eyes were even brighter now that Ki-

Gor had caught game and fed the castaways their

first meal i many suns “Hullo, cobber,” Talker

sard “"What's np nah? What little surprise for my
worn-out ticker has this blahsted bush got to offer
this time?”

Ki-Gor said, “It 1s near mght We will rest ™ He

said Ki Gor



pmoted to a small rise to thewr nght T wall find
food ™

‘K-Gor, that’s wonderful,” sard Nyra, who
was just armving  ‘I'm starved Oace 1 ate m the
Ritz. but, believe me, 1t didn’t taste any better than
that frrst antelope you brought us ™ Ki-Gor looked
at Nvra and saw her eyehds flutter He had noticed
that she had painted the lashes black trom a tiny
box in her shoulder bag and he had wondered then
that one would carry a shoulder bag with face pamts
and Little ware haur chips and such things 1n i, rather
than food or a knife, or something essential when
lost in the jungle Ki-Gor didn’t understand this
fluttering of the lashes at all He shrugged mentally
and decided that Nyra the Charmer was probably
mildly mvafa—bush mad

Ki-Gor then rather brusquely directed 1the
gathening of thorns and set the two men to work
buillding a sareba at the top of the knoli. something
ta keep out prowhng cats in the mght When they
were finally hard at it, he set oft tor a patch of jungle
ahead

Ki-Gor felt wonderfully relieved now to be
troting toward the jungle He would have an hour
or 50 to himself, anyway He actually hoped that he
didn’t tind game too quickly, so that he wouldn’t
have 10 return right away He wanted to swing
through the ligh fohage for a while, teel the upper
air moving past lus cheeks and his naked torso. see
the branches and vines and motes ot jungle hight
blur by He looked at the sun Another two hours of
dayhght, at least, and he always liked the forest in
this late atternoon Light when the shatts from the
sun were lugh and nearly horizontal, and the jungle
foor was a cool, murky green

He mounted one of the first trees at the
ngle’s edge With a sudden, impulsive joy he
tan 0 1, sprang, grabbed a lower branch, then
swung himselt upward by whipping lus body n
a quarter crcde Thrs sent lum hthing forward,
teet-first He doubled himself. then snapped around
th myd-air, and hes reaching hands found another
limb Forward and upward he swung, planmng
his next hold sometimes 1n the nuddle of the air,
dird coordinating all ot his movements <o that hus
progress seemed not at all a series of leaps, steps
and swings —but a continuous graceful thing

All of this be did with hus arms, his shoulders,
his legs and of course, his jungle-whetted senses
It left his mund free Ki-Gor could always think
best when traveling through the upper branches
like this

He was, first of all, a httle wormried about
Helene Womned that she mught be worried He
could remember several occasions when her
confidence m Ki-Gor had wavered enough to make
her—well, toolish durmg one of his protracted
absences He hoped he nught find a suitable leopard
during this trek with the castaways, that would save
time The skin of the one he had killed on the rock
had been scarcely good enough to cover a hyena
As for this busimess of takimg the three wanderers
to the rver— Ki-Gor was begimning to be shghtly
puzzled He wasn’t sure of the exact geography of
this B*Wahai country, yet he felt it must follow the
general pattern of the deep Congo-land and meet
one of that river’s tnbutaries by sloping to the
East There had been no sign of that yet, however
And curiously enough. he hadn’t encountered any
of the B"Wahai, themselves. the 1all, fierce mbe
among whom only pygmies could walk 1n safety
All that he could suppose was that they had already
passed through the haunts of the B"Wahai and by
chance had simply avoided them This bothered Ki-
Gor, too, he had meant to examne B Wahat land.
because he had heard that they were great leopard
hunters, that not only their chiets and sub-chiefs
wore the spotted skins, but every warmior and even
some of the women

E WENT through the jungle tops in an
Halmless pattern and noted the sights and
sounds and smells of the forest The
chattering of monkeys the startled explosive
scredims of homing parrots the buzz of the insects
But no game to speak of He weaned of moving
through the trees presently and dropped to the
ground He paused to examine with muld interest a
tong. red-leafed piant which seemed to be a species
of karatonga the witch-doctor™ deadhest poison,
the plant that could kill when eaten and even cause
great pain on the skin with 1ts juices This plant was
larger and had narrower leaves than the vanety he
knew He uprooted i, cut oft the bulb with his knite
and began to examine (t
He was startled by the sound of a shot, and the
booming echoes which followed 1t He hfted his
head quickly The shot had come from the direction
of the plam. and the kopje where the others were
camped He knew that they had only one shell left
for the shotgun —no other weapons Only something
very urgent would have made them use that
Ki-Gor listened tor part of a second To ordinary
ears there would have been no sound beyond the



thick. muffled quasi-sitence of the jungle itselt But
Ki-Gor's sharpened ears heard something— famnt
and tiny noses— the shouting of men and the swift
pock pock pock-pock pock of a mimature war
drum

Swittly, he sheathed his knife agam and swung
back mto the itrees He flew with the hurthng
madness of a hunting falcon through the feafy tops
The jungle seemed startled and hushed 1n his wake
As he sped on, the sounds he had hedrd became
louder Men s voices, they were some shouting
deeply, others crying m falsetto And the beat of
the war drum crescendoed Ki-Gor came to the
edge of the forest, to the open plain again, and saw
what had happened He didn’t pause 1o look at the
sight for any length of time, he took 1t all in as he
dropped i a long arc from the trees to the ground,
and the partial concealment of the lion grass He
saw that his three charges were stll upon the kopre
behind the partially-built thorn hedge. and that they
were ringed by squads of tall, black warmors with
thalked <hields and garish battle plumes

The war drum, the size of a small cooking
pot was bemg held and beaten furiously by a
medicine man bevond the penmeter of the circle
Pock pock pock-pock pock’ It was a mad sound, a
blood quickening sound. 1t was a saucy snapping
at the heels of the wamors Yet the warriors were
not advancing on the kopje They were movimg
about 1t cautiously, showmng themsebves every
once 1n a while tram the concealment of the hon
grass— some leaping dehantly 1o brandish a shield
or an assegal and give a bloodcurdbing yell

[-GOR saw why the attack was not pressed
Khome Jason Brill, bulky and red-thaiched
stood atop the knoll with the shot-gun held
across his middle A warmor lay at the foot of the
knoll with hus chest and head halt blown away
These attackers had seen what the Greener shot-gun
could do they had no way of knowing that Brull
had fired the last shell And Bnll had no intention
of letting them know 1t So they were circling,
taunting, lookmg for a weakness 1n the defense, and
warking up their own courage for ¢ mass charge at
the same time
Ki-Gor crouched and moved swiftly through
the talt grass He moved as the lion which gave
the grass 1ts name moves —and his bronzed skin
was camouflage just as the tawny hide of the king
of beasts He moved toward the drumming witch
doctor and the group about him just outside the

circle

These blacks, of course, must be the B"Wahai
They hadn’t shipped completely through therr
country, after all Ki-Gor noted therr elongated
heads, broad shoulders and spindly legs The
medicine man who beat the drum stood upon one
leg, curling the other about his knee—he looked
much hke a stork He wore a leopard skin and
leopard teeth about lus neck His head-dress was
ot jackal tarls

Ki-Gor scowled to lumself at the delay of this
attack by the B*Wahai—but he wasted no time
regretting He had made a tacit contract to take care
ot these three people and get them to the river, he
had said he would do so, and that was more binding
to Ki-Gor than the ughtest legal agreement would
have been 10 a thoroughly civilized man

As usual, it never occurred to Ki-Gor to reflect
upon the large odds agamst him 1n this affair To
tmagine, or consider, that one of the weli-armed
B"Wahar wamors might very well kill or badly
wound Ki-Gor m any melee that followed Thus
abiity to turn off his imagwation completely when
tt would have been only n the way. was perhaps,
as much as anything else the secret of Ki-Gor's
fearlessness It was true Ki-Gor could be startled,
alarmed, and even know moments of fright—but
fear was not his There 15 no room 1n the jungle for
the fear that anly enhghtened man knows, the fear
which 15 a product of reason

A« Ki-Gor moved on, the shouting of the
B’Wahai suddenly crescendoed He glanced swiftly
to the side He saw that they had worked up the
courage for their charge at last They were rushing
the kopre from all sides, some were already trymg
fong range assegar-throws

And Jason Bnll stood there, big, mute and
dehant, holding the shot-gun as a club, ready to
swing it Whatever else he lacked he had courage
in this matter

Ki-Gor straightened from his crouch and ran
erect This made him visible (f the witch doctor or
any of the blacks with hum should turn —but he had
1o take that chance now Speed was the thing He
raced with the hmbs of the antelope his bronzed
thighs flashed so swiftly that they lost outline and
became a blur of movement

The witch doctor with the stork stance drummed
away Pock-pock pock pock pock' Bewide him
another tall B'Wahai 1n a leopard lom-cloth and a
kaross of lton’s mane about his shoulders. stood,
motionless and silent The other member of this



headquarters party was a shghily shorter warnor
in simple dress. who stood a little to one wide and
held the weapons of the other two Witch-doctor,
chiet and aide-de-camp—absorbed, they watihed
the battle, waiting for what must be the evitable
outcome The drum killed completely the sound of
Ke-Gor’s lightning approach

HEN KI-GOR was a little more than
ten feet away trom the witchdoctor,
he leaped He sprang high nto the ar,

propelled by all the power of his mighty thighs
He shot his feet out ahead of him and bulleted
through the an—his toughened soles struck the
witch-doctor on the back of the neck and sent hum
sprawling, dazed

K1 Gor bounded immediately to his feet again
and turned to the weapons bearer This plamly
dressed B"Wahat was starmg, at him with white-
nnged, saucered eyes Paralyzed Ki-Gor snatched
a spear from him, and then struck a hghtning blow
with the side of his hand to the bndge of the man’s
nose The weapons bearer tell unconscious

Ki-Gor whirled upon the Chieftan in the fion 5
mane He powmted the spear at his middle He couid
see now that the chrettam, wn spite of slender,
muscular body was not a young man—his tace was
erisscrossed with scars and wrinkles

Ki-Gor spoke Bantu, hoping thes B Wahai chiet
would understand He pointed 1o the men who had
been charging the kope and who had now turned
to slare at the silence of the war drum, “Tell them to
stop If they attack the spear tasies your blood!

The B Wahas chief 's-eyes flickered, and Ki-Gor
knew he had understood He stared just once at the
assegan potnt threatening his muidritf then he turned
abruptly and motioned to the warrnors with his arm
His vowe was wonderfully nich and deep. it rolled
like cannon smoke across the lion grass  Akeka’
Nua’' he called, in the language of the B Waha1 He
repeated the phrase

The warriors around the Aopge slowly lowered
their weapons Ki-Gor nodded as the chiet turned
to im again  *You will walk before me.” he said,
gesturing with the spear ““You wall stay at my
assegal point until the warriors are moving away.
and at the horzon Then you may go and join
them ™

The chiet answered in his deep voice “Tesonga,
chuet of the B’Wahai, obeys not the strange white
man, but the pomnt of his spear ™ Then with great
digmity, and with his head lagh, he turned and began

to walk toward the kopje

They walked perhaps twenty steps toward the
kopre On s crest Ki-Gor could see Bnli staring
at im The man still stood defiantly with his legs
spread and the empty shot-gun held across the
matted red hair of his chest Talker Watkim's spidery
little head popped up from behind the thorn sarebu
He heard Talker babble “Ht—that™s the lad, Ki-
Gor! Show "t who's salty boss around *ere, nah™

Ki-Gor was 1n the act of smihing iamntly
to humselt In that small part of a moment the
warning came It was no warnmg of any of the
five ordinary senses. it was no warning that 4 man
dulled by uvilizaton would have detected It was
something in an unnamed, primeval gland, or nerve
end somewhere at the crest ot Ki-Gors spime He
whirled As his eyes came about he had only nme
to see the 1all witch-doctor, the one who had been
beating the drum— and to see the heavy war club
crashing through the air toward his own head
He knew in that instant that his first leap hadn't
knocked the witch doctor out And that the witch-
doctor had been very clever. had waned for his
chance, gathered the club trom the fallen weapons
bedter and then stalked Ki-Gor

Instinct hitted hus arm to ward oft the blow_ but e
wds 100 fate The club came down and abruptly the
tord ot the jungle knew nothing but blackness

Y

ELENE COULD NOT HELP herseif
HWhen she saw Tembu George, 1 all his
tall magmficent bulk ouwt upon the vine

bridge —and when she saw the strangely clad gurl
with the green eyes and dark har put her dagger
to the vines—she moved mvoluntanly She stepped
toward the other girl, she rared her arm. and she
sireamed a warming

The crouching black panther leaped toward her

The dark-haired girl saw this from the comer of
her eye She snapped “Chala'™

The panther struck Helene, because 1t was
dlready too late to stop its spring in nud-air, but
it struck with ¢laws retracted Helene ftell from
the force of the blow The panther immediately
bounded away from her, and then sat to one side,
stl] watching

The panther’s mustress then turned, and with
several quick mouions, slashed the supports of the
bridge over the gorge But Termnbu George, on the



other ~ide had already heard Helene » warning
scream  and had aiready seen the danger He
scrambled back just as the long bridge fell

Several of the Masar warmors bellowed and
shouted and hurled spears at the black hared giri
They fell short they tumbled to the botlom ot the
go.ge and seconds later the clatter of thewr landing
came echoing up the chasm

The gurl laughed contemptuously then turned
gquickly to Helene She litted her chive <kimned arm
she extended it naidly m the direction of the down
stoping plaim She pointed her tinger Walk  <he
said in the Bant dwadect she vsed  Sabala and 1
follow

Helene rose <lowly She stated at the dark
haired gl for a hanging instant Then she tuined
and looked once more ar the Masar warrors on
the opposite bank ot the gorge They «lood there
helpless Tembu George s huge tigure a Jutle ahead
ot the rest Theie was dejection 11 the way they
hung their arms at thewr sides in the way their
shoulders slouched

Get Ki Gor'  Helene
chasm  You must get Ki Gor!

She telt a sudden blow on the side of her head
The dark hared girl had swung her arm with feline
guickness and had bexed Helene s ear Helene
whtrled toward her and could almost teel her own
sudden anger burning in her eyes

The dark haired girl half smuled and ~aid calmly
it her throaty puwr - When Tinn orders —vou obey!
You understand this? Helene looked directly into
the girt « green eyes It seemed to her that the pupils
were slender vertical ovals and that they expanded
and contracted gently with each minute change of
light Helene said coldly and slowly | am Helene
the mate of Ki Gor | obey only Kt Gor lord ot
Jungle  Tirn laughed throwing her head back

in Mau one obeys Tinn But you will learn this

Again she pomnted to the sloping plam  Go!

Helene had no chowe She shrugged— more
tor defiance than anything else —then turned and
set out across the sweeping lion grass Down mto
that weird plain which faded into a lemon yellow
muest at the horizon and which was dotted wath the
cunously formal shapes of kopje jungle patch and
grotesquely twisted camel thom Into that land
whrch seemed not gurte real to her even as 1t spread
out before her eyes She felt the light headed
hollow feel of a nightmare and she shuddered

shouted  wross  the
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T[RIN was siient as they traveled She gave
no clue as to thenn destination  Helene
walked through what scemed a carpet of
umedl hght and occasionally glanced over her
shoulder at the dark harred woman The thing that
had struck her as famihar when she hirst saw Tuin
was beginning to take learer form i her mind
The gnls buldd—hthe oleve skinned—and  the
narrow  almost triangular hines of her tace strongly
suggested the peetures of Egypuan women Helene
had seen mm museunms and books of aichaeology
The heavy use of cosmeties suggested that wo
And there was one other small bit of evidence —the
hqud Lisping language she had spoken

Helene walked on and on unul the minutes
blurred and she felt no more sense of ume When
the first ot the builldings came into sight she couldn ¢
recall whether they had been traveling for hours or
less than an hour She was wedary she knew that—
something about the airy dullness of this landscape
muade her weaty Almost hypnouzed her

She rubbed her eyes then passed the back
ot her wrwst over her torehead when she saw the
bulldings They had just mounted a sweeping rise 1n
the plan, and there were the structures in a large flat
depression perhaps a mule off They were of stone
She could see no sign of life about them she could
hear no sounds Invoiuntardy, she stopped to view
the panorama

Tirin moved to her side, then pointed

“That 1s Mau "

“This 1s the place we seek™”



Tinn nodded "My brothers and sisters sleep,
now When the sun ends its march they will wake
Then 1t will be decided what to do with you A use
will be found "

Helene looked at the dark-haired gert sharply
She didn't ke the imphcations of her words, or
the cold tone i wiuch she spoke She frowned
Somehow she must find a way to escape, somehow
she must fearn more of this place, as the first step
Helene said, “I do not understand What 15 Mau

HE GIRL seemed willing enough to answer
Tlhe question, although she still spoke 1n that

tmpersonal purr of hers As they walked
toward the grouped stone buildings she voiced a
kind of explanauon It seemed to Helene to take
the torm of a recital, a ntual narrative “Three
thousands of crops ago ™ said Tirin. “the people
ot Mau came from the land of the towers and the
great river 1n the north They were even then the
keepers of the cats, aee, for they could spesk to
the cats even then They found this fertile plan and
many slaves 1n the country all about to grow the
crops “They stayed And now there 1s the lands
of Mau ™

Helene thought for 4 moment so that she might
phrase her next guestion in the limited Banw
tongue “But no one outside of this place tells of
the land of Mau How 15 this””

Tirin pointed 1n three directions, one by one
“The nver cuts deep there and there Nene may
cross On the other side the B"Wahar men slay all
who come That 14 why no B'Wahat slaves are
taken ”

Helene still didn’t understand clearly, but she
decided not to press the matter There was too
much to be seen, too much to be taken m And
there was that business of planning some kind
of escape, although that seemed hopeless for the
moment

Except for a brief, golden glow 1n the western
sky. 1€ was dusk when they entered the streets of
the stone city In that fadmg hght Helene saw
paving of great blocks, massive wailed buildings
The stone was carved 1 places and the capitals
of the stone columns were of the conventional
palm and lotus motrfs found at the Nile Cats were
represented nearly everywhere There was bas-
rehefs of cats they were painted on walls, they
formed stone buttresses, and there were statues of
them ranging 1n size from hife to ten feet

Tirin led Helene through what appeared to be

a main avenue There was a large, loomung temple
at the end of 1t People began to emerge trom the
houses, now, and Helene noticed that all were built
m the slender, lithe way that charactenzed Tiren,
and all dressed very much hike her They blinked
and stared at Helene and whispered quietly to each
other 1n that hquid tongue They moved, every one
of them. with an odd, feline grace

The men of Mau had a curious vamity Helene
noticed that some wore long mustaches, and that
these had been artificially stiffened, and the haws
separated so that they resembled, for all the world,
cat whiskers I mught have been ludicrous But
there was something about the blank, green-eyed
stare of these men that stopped cold any possible
smiles or laughter

There was one more thing about the people
of Mau quite a few. Helene saw, led leopards or
black panthers on chains, as Tinn did They spoke
to them sofily sometimes. and the ammals obeyed
mn a surly, langind, feline way

Helene wondered 1f she would keep her samty
wn the face of all this Almost too many surprises
to handle, all at once She squared her shoulders
and stiffened her spine as they came to the steps
of the large temple Tinn said, “Up'* and Helene
mounted them

Now the sun had set fully, and there was a
soft light in the city of Mau from thinly scattered
torches along the edges of the roofs Helene had
to squint and step carefully to find her way up the
stone stairs Tirmn strode behmd her as supremely
conhdent 1n the gloon: as the panther nself

The people of Mau crowded behind and
followed 1 thewr guet, eery way She could
scarcely hear their soft whispenng, she could not
hear their steps at all The way of a cat, thought
Helene, the way of the sheathed claw and the soft
whip-muscles always ready to spring The burning
eves that move in the darkness The prowlers The
prowlers of Mau

The back of her neck crawled and prickled

to the temple She stepped wnto the gloom
nside Torches along the walls threw a
murky hght over a huge, rectangular room There
were more steps at the far end of it On the dais
there loomed a huge stae of black stone. a
sitting cat A cluster of green jewels—emeralds,

perhaps— formed 1ts almond-shaped eyes
A man stepped from behind the cat-idol The

SHE CAME o a large. square front door



soft whispering of the Maus stopped Now the only
sound was the gentle sputing of the torches high
along the walls This man, like the other men of
Mau. was dressed 1n a short skirt-ltke garment and
naked above the waist except for criss-crossing
decorative straps which were studded with jewels
He, too, wore an artficially stiffened mustache, his
was grey, and larger than any others Helene had
seen He was an older man. but erect, flat-bellied
and magnificently muscied

He looked at Helene with unblinking, greemsh
eyes for a full, agonizing ten seconds Then he
turned suddenly to Tirm He spoke to her m the
purnng tongue of Mau She answered They
gestured and nodded at Helene several times as
they spoke. and finally Tirin switched to Bantu
again and addressed Helene directly

“This 15 my father, P’oa-Tahn,” she said “He
15 chief of Mau He has said that you are not the
same as the blacks we capture, and that you must
be treated differently

Helene felt relief wash over her—and then felt
it stop There was something in Tirin’s look —

“You will not be made a slave 1o work 1n the
fields,” said Tinin “*You will be used 1n the hunt ™

“The hunt’” Helene bent her head shghtly

A kind of smile nippled across Tinn’s thickly
pamted lips momentanly She glanced briefly at
her father, the chief, as though asking perrussion
to make an explanation, he nodded Tinn said to
Helene “The sun and the land have been good
to the people of Mau There 15 no pestilence mn
the air, and there are many sliaves to work n the
fields This leaves nme tor the hunt Sometimes
an antelope, a zebra, or any other kind of quarry
15 released and then the leopards are sent after at
Wagers are made. for each man of Mau takes pride
in his hunting leopard We have ranged far to find
them and only lately found a way to attract them
from many mules away by scent ”

Agamm she showed that faint smile “Our
next hunt shouid be the finest The quarry wili
start several hours ahead of the cats just before
sundown, 1n the long valley to the west There will
be camel thorn for cover and patches of jungle for
escape [t will be along, hunt But the cats will find
the quarry n the end. as they always do ™

Hetene swallowed, returned Tirin’s stare, and
then asked the question whose answer <she already
suspected “And the quarry?”

“Will be you.” saud Tirm quite calmly

Y

I-GOR WAS AWARE OF JOLTING, and
Kthe fact that he seemed to be swinging 1n
the air, before he awoke There was pan

m his head There was still nothing but a pimkash
blur before his eyes, but his hearing was begmning
to function

He heard decp voices speaking a strange
tongue—1t sounded lhike the B"Wahai phrase the
chief had uttered —he heard the

slap of feet through underbrush and then the
chunking sound of a bush-knife Then his sense
of sight began to clear Shapes loomed n the pink
blur, took sharper edges. and presently the blur
went away

Ki-Gor saw that he was trussed, hand and foot,
to a long pole, he hung from the bottom of 1t and
four B"Wahai warriors—two on each end of the
pole —carried hum It was a procession, they were
moving along a jungle trail Just ahead of him,
Iinked by vine ropes about their necks, walked the
three white people he had tried to guide to the river
Brill, Nyra and Talker Watkins All three of them
were very silent

Ki1-Gor made no attempt to show that he was
conscious again He kept his eyes parually closed,
locking through the shitted lids, so that he would
not seem awake f any looked at hum His head
throbbed ternbly, and fus wnsts and ankles ached
from the tught bonds, but in the way of the jungle he
had shut his own mund to this pamm He was already
ponting- every brain-cell, every merve-end toward
one 1dea— escape

Then, abruptly, he heard Jason Brll's grating
votce The big, red-headed man was muttering to
Talker Watkins, who moved at his side *Listen,
Talker, you got to figure a way to make these
characters understand you It’s the only chance we
got”

“Hi, nah—1I don’t even speak the beggars’
language.” said Talker

“But you picked up some Bantu That lingo
stuff always comes easy 1o you You could make
*em understand some of that — almost all the tnbes
know some Bantu words ™

The Talker’s tone became sarcastic “And
what'll 1 tel]l ‘em, pah? They should be geod chaps
and let us go, on account of our honest faces?”

Brill shook his head “No, I got somethmg m
mund This Ki-Gor character —* he jerked hus thumb
toward the trussed lord of the jungle—"might be



the answer [ mean 10’s a long chance, but we got to
try anything we can We're in a spot, L mean ™

Watkins sighed, I only ‘ope 1t’s quick No
torture 1 couldn’t even stand to be tickled when 1
was a hule tyke

“Stop making cracks and listen—and try to get
tt straight,” said Brd] There was the feeling of a
growl n his voice He glanced at Ki-Gor agamn
Then he turned back to the httle Australian “You
notice how they’re haif-afraid of this Ki-Gor—even
when he’s tied up like that? Notice how they took a
long time, cirching hum and all that, when they ved
him up™”

“He’s tair dinkum, that Ki-Gor lad 15,”” Watkins
admitted

“Well stop admirmg him a minute.,” Brll
snapped. “and listen These black apes are crazy
with superstition They probably think Ki-Gor’s got
some kind of magic m him Medicine You know
what I mean? S0 all we have to do 15 convince
them we know how to handle that medicine, vee?
We make a few magic passes, or something, and
tell them we’ll kilt off this Ki-Gor's magi. f they
let us go

Nyra. in her hard alto voice said. “Sometimes
you do get a decent wdea, Jason Not often. but
sometimes Sounds good to me ™

Brll looked at her coldly for 4 second

Watkins said, It don’t seem quite far to me,
nah This K1-Gor chap was pretty good tous ™

Brill sneered at him *Since when’ye you been
going to Sunday School, Talker ™

Talker Watkns shrugged and stared thoughtfully
at the matted floor of the trail as he walked ahead

"Come on. Talker,” Bnil saxd ““Call that head
man Try toa make him understand—talk like you
never talked before ”

“Ht [ suppose 1t’s got to be done, nah ™" Talker
Watkins sighed very heavily this time He hfted
his long-nosed, wrinkled head— it was like tilting,
then caretully balancing a sun-speckled Bartlett
pear— and called to the chief and the wich-doctor
shead “Yaka' Bakamo’

quickly, his hon’s mane kaross swishing

as he did o He glared at Watkins m some
surprise Then he held up his hand and stopped the
procession He moved toward Watkins mm a few
long strides, the spindly witch-doctor hurned after
him He stood there, looming above Watkins, and
glaring down at him, and his shiming black eyes 1p

TESONGA‘ the tall, hook-nosed chief, turned

that nest of facial wrinkles were like two live coals
thrown 1n a pile of thorn-brush “Bakama'® Speak!
He alt but hurled his deep voice at Watkins

The little Austrahan trembled at the tips of
his Jimbs, but he held the rest of mmself together
manfully He drew his narrow shoulders back, he
filled his small chest with air He turned hus pale
face upon the B*Wahai chief He spoke, picking
his words panfully and clumsily “Ki-Gor--" he
pomted to the trussed jungle lord—"jupu—grs-
gris—magte

Tesonga nodded That fact was lear enough

Now Watkins touched his own chest “Emy juju
Eny mpifor He was magic, also

Tesonga cocked his long head in some doubt

Watkins sweated through i, somehow He
used English. Bantu, pidgin-English, Maon, and
much mvolved sign language Brill and Nyra stood
to one <ide, staring anxicusly Ki-Gor, hanging
from the stilled carrying pole, watched quetly
through slited eyes And Watkins made himself
understood —which was a bit of magic in nself
Gradually, painfully, he made it clear to the tall
chief that he and hus friends would counteract Ki-
Gor’s juu for all ume —providing they would be
freed, sent on their way

Tesonga frowned, then wrmed and held a low-
toned. deep-voiced conference with the witch-
doctor The witch-doctor screwed his, face up,
hopped up and down a bit, gestured, and finally
nodded Abruptly, Tesonga whirled upon Talker
Watkins He glared agamn at the hittle Austrahan,
then Lifted his long arm to pont to Ki-Gor “Do!”
he said 10 Bantu

The Talker swung his bright, blue eyes helplessly
toward Brill “Nah what am I supposed to bloody
well do™ he moaned Brll bit at his words “Any
damned thing, you fool Go make magic passes at
him You been around carnys long enough to put on
a show, haven't you™

*Hi1 ™ Watkins nodded, and pursed his lips
“Onty I don't think these cobbers are going to be as
easy 1o fool as a crowd at a carmval 1 don’t think
the beggars’ll take my word for it

Brull's eyes flicked to Ki-Gor, then back again
“Listen,” he said quickly, “I got 1t I got 1t figured
Look at Ki-Gor’s hands and feet They re white as
paper from being tied vp like that If he gets loose,
they'll be numb, and useless He'll be no trouble to
handle Tell these clowns 'll fight Ki-Gor after you
get through lousing up his magie That'll prove 1
to em



Watkins squinched his brows and <aid, “It still
don’t seem right—"

“Do 1t. you damned fool™ said Brill “And
hurryt™”

ALKER  WATKINS tumed once agan

I to the tall B'Wahar chief and slowly and

clumstly commumcated his message There

was more muttered conference between the chief

and the witch-doctor Tesonga finally nodded to

Watkins Then he clapped his hands, pointed to Ki-
Gor and ordered the bonds untied

Watkuns stepped to Ki-Gor, waved his hands
cabalistic gesture and sawd, “Hocus-pocus! Salaam
Cobber. [ hate to do this to you—but 1t’s exther you
orus'”

Ki-Gor opened his shtted eyes and stared
directly at the Talker That was all he did It startled
Watkins so that he jumped backward and said,
shuddering. **Ohhhhhith!”

“Do 1t some more. you yellow Limey' Brul
roared at him

Watkins stepped forward again— teartully — and
again waved his arms in high magic circles over the
lord of the jungle “D-don’t get mad with us. nah,
Mr Ki-Gor,” he satd “We m-rmight find a way to
get you out, too ™

Ki-Gor stared at him without answermg The
warriors worked at the knots and the bonds gave
way Ki-Gor fell heavity and unceremoniously
to the ground He curled his spme and sprang
immediately to get to hus feet again, the moment
his teet hit the ground he tfelt the termble, stinging
numbness 1 them, and in spite of all the will he
could pour into hus limbs, they buckled under hem

Jason Bnil lumbered forward He heid his huge
shoulders racked back. and he flexed the bicept
muscles that showed through hes tattered shirt His
chest heaved with his breathing, and the matted red
hair upon 1t seemed to swell and contract Ki-Gor
took 1t easy n getting to his feet this nme The
pain was. in both his wnsts and his ankles—he
had virtually no control over the blue, thong-birten
flesh He managed somehow to get up and te stand
there. facing Brill, in a swaying, weak crouch

The B"Wahai had formed a curcle  They were
callimg and grunting to the two contestants, ther
eves were flashing and many had broad grins across
their hps The B'Wahai loved a fight They were
already becormung so immersed in the 1dea of this
one that they had, in their prnimitive way, practically
forgotten the onginal causes and the purpose of the

battle

“Tinga' Tinga!” they cned. evidently calling
for Ki-Gor and Bnll to start

“Hey, just a second'™ called Bnll He was
potnting to the hollowed gnu-tail which formed the
sheath at Ki-Gor’s side Ki-Gor’s knife was stll m
it, “He’s armed Take that shiv away trom him, so’s
11’s an even fight!”

Watkins translated this hasuly for Tesonga’s
benefit

Tesonga shook his long, hook-nosed head “The
magic of Ki-Gor 1s dead Thwa wete  Knife makes
no difference!

Watkins, white-faced, reported that to Bnill

Brill swore

[-GOR faced the big, red-headed man, and
Kthe famnt smile of combat touched the ends
of hus Lips at last It was Ki-Gor's way,
that smule would come even though his hands and
fteet were practically useless—the fact was that he
hadn't enough control over his fingers to grasp the
knife and draw 1t Sull he smuled Handicapped this
way he would be about evenly matched, he dectded,
with the powerful Bnll Ki-Gor would smile
anytime when he had an even chance 1n a fight
Bnll rushed suddenly His big arm swung like
a crane, and behund there was all the power of his



hest and broad back Ki-Gor’s jungle-tuned senses
saw the rush comung in plenty of time, he tried
an instinctive side-step, and his ankles gave way
Brull s fist struck hum full in the face, bright things
danced before us eyes He fell

Ki1-Gor lay there upon the ground, partly on hts
elbows and knees, his useless. tingling hands curled
in dult hooks from his wrnists He lay there and
stoncally watched Bril’s heavy booted foot draw
back for the kick At the last mstant he would try
to dodge that kick, he would wait to see whether
1t came tor his nibs or his head He watched Brill’s
eyes He saw the narrow hate and excitement m
them — yet Ki-Gor even now felt no particular thirst
for revenge upon this man He would kill hum, 1f
there were a chance, yes He would kill mm in the
same way that he might kill a man-eating lion or a
maddened water buffalo As something dangerous
But without vindictiveness— that was a refinement
only a more civilized man mught have enjoyed

The booted feot, heavy with walking leather and
rawhide lace slashed through the air A head kick,
meant for Ki-Gor’s temple It came with ternble
speed and power—but Ki-Gor’s jungle reflexes
were already moving, almost without his willimg
He rolled away as the kick came, and at the same
tume, brought his head down, upon his chest

Bnll’s boot grazed his cheek, scraping the skin
painfully, but doing no other damage Ki-Gor rolled
completely over. once, then again Both his hands
and feet were stinging maddenmngly now with
returning crculation—but under that sting there
was the beginning of teeling —of control —

Bnll came on, following his advantage He
skipped., like a soccer player, putting his nght foot
mte posihon for another kick Ki-Gor strained with
effort then, from the mnside of hum, trom the very
core of hus will His arm flashed, with speed that a
normal eye could barely follow Somehow he walled
teelmg into his stinging fingers He clutched Brill's
ankle, then pulled Brill lost balance and as though
he had been a light whip mstead of a burly human
of more than 1wo hundred pounds, he snapped His
shoulder blades slammed into the ground, knocking
the wind from him

I-GOR leaped 1o his feet His eyes blazed
de he towered over Brill His hands were
sull clumsily curled and tus feet feit run-
through with thorns from all directions But the

feeling m them was returmng swiftly, they were
becommyg more ahve with every 1nstant that passed

Ki-Gor said acidly, “You have a black heart, Brall 1
leave you to the B Wahat ™

The slender B'Wahar warnors, who had been
watching all of this, were staring at Ki-Gor with
awed, wiute-ringed eyes The witch-doctor himself
had taken a place well belund the chief, he was
crouched and in a position to back away even
further 1f the notion struck him Tesonga, however,
stood firm and held his hawk-nosed, scarred face
high There was, if anything, a kind of primitive
admuration in the stare he kept upon Ki-Gor

Brill was lying near the feet of one of the
warriors The man’s assegai rested on the soft loam
not much more than a foot from Bnll's outstretched
hand Fer a moment—as Ki-Gor turned his eyes
away to look at the blacks —Bnll’s eyes flickered
the silent B'Wahai There was no sense toward that
weapon

Ki1-Gor spoke agam He nsed the Bant which
15 the fingua franca of the jungle “Ki-Gor 15 lord
of the jungle.” he said to the silent B"Wahar There
was no sense of boasting in hss words, they were
simple fact “One may cage the hon, or dnive the
elephant to a stockade But the lord of the jungle
hunts free The B’Wahar will remember this and tell
1t to therr sons ™

They stared back, letting the meamng of the
words seep through their narrow skulls Ki-Gor
knew that this was the moment when he could walk
away Seconds from now the situation, might be
different, but now they were, (n a sense, paralyzed
by what had happened, and by what Ki-Gor had
sawd

Ki-Gor tumed Calmly, and matter-of-factly he
walked back along the trail toward a low-hanging,
vine-covered branch a few yards away The pain
in hus hands and feet was becomuing less now He
hoped that he had regained enough of their use 1o
swing into the trees when he reached that branch He
knew that he must walk toward it like this —sudden
movement mught startle the B’Wahai nto action
And he knew he must, do thes thing withan the next
few seconds, after that 1t would be too late

A sudden. shrill cry rang i Ki-Gor’s ears ' Kr-
Gor! Look out! Look out, nah'”

Even as Ki-Gor recognized the voice of the httle
Australian he guessed what had caused the warming
He whurled, and saw that hts guess had been night
Jason Bnilt had jumped to his feet, grabbed the
spear from the warrior standmg near lum, and was
already swinging his arm, throwing 1t at Ki-Gor

The spear hurtled toward Ki-Gor He dodged



and snatched at 1t as 1t went past his shoulder His
hands were not fully alive, yet, he muscalculated
by the smallest fraction and his palm closed on the
sharp edge of the blade before it clutched the haft
Then he stopped the spear in 1ts flight and brought
it down to his side

Jason Bnill stared at this naked. mighty-thewed
white man who plucked spears from mud-air—he
stared with awe and fear

Suddenly the spindly-legged witch doctor
began te point at Ki-Gor, then hop up and down and
chatter m his own language Ki Gor saw the others
move startled eves toward him, then look back
again Ki-Gor glanced at hus own hand. the one that
held the spear He saw the trickle of blood where
the blade had cut the flesh of his palm

He could guess what the wirch-doctor was
saying He has no magic—aree—he bleeds like
am other man— " Watching the eyes of the B"Waha
warriors he could almost see the courage flow back
mto them They formed a circle around Ki-Gor and
began to move i They snll moved cautiously, but,
Ki-Gor well knew that the spell of surprise was
broken now They would never let him walk toward
that low branch and swing mnto the trees—

BRUPTLY KI-GOR swung the assegai
Ashaft diagonally across his midniff He
circled it back so that the handle pomted

forward, the blade behind him He gripped 1t near
the end and near the center He took several quick,
running steps, chunked the handle of the spear mto
the ground, threw lamself mto the ar, and pole-
vaulted over the head of the nearest B’ Waha

He took five more running steps He leaped
He left the ground, and the falling spear behind
him, and from the spring of his huge leg and torso
muscles seemed 1o float into the lowest branches
The B'Wahai shouted and jabbered behind him,
and the sound of themn faded away gently as he sped
through the trees

Ki Gor hurtled through the jungle tops Just
long enough to move out of sight The moment
he decided that the B"Wahat's keen eyes could no
longer ghmpse even the blurred form of his bronzed
body moving the mottled leaves, he wurned swiftly,
swinging through the trees in a wide circle

There was a fant smile on Ki-Gor’s hps His
wnists and ankles stil] felt sore, and the cut on his
palm stung a hiale, but i all effect the use of hus
limbs was his again And he had made a decision In
the instant when he had cried a waming to Ki Gor,

Talker Watkins had exonerated humself The Talker
was not one of the dangerous beasts, to be killed
with a shrug, as Brll was Ki-Gor would rescue
him from the B*Waha1 He couid not be too sure of
the hard-faced girl, Nyra, but he would give her the
benefit of the doubt

And so Kr-Gor raveled a wide mule, circling to
a spot which would place hum behind the B"Wahat's
ime of march He was already formulating his plan
He would drop wpon the first straggler, wrest bows
and arrows from him, and then from the trees harass
the B”Wahai, pick them otf one by one When they
had become utterly demoralized he would take their
captives from them

Ki1-Gor switched his head around suddenly
He was 1n mud-amr, flymg acress a long gap, arms
outstretched for a tough, hanging liana that would
swing him even further when he grasped it In
one vagrant instant Ki-Gor’s nostrils had caught
a sharp, pungent smell —the spoor of cat Leopard
The game he had originally sought

He struck the vine, clutched i1, and then instead
of swinging further forward, he scrambied hand
over hand along s slanting length to the upper
fevels of the trees He squeezed himself mto a
tork of branches and held himself very sull Only
two patts of K1-Gor moved his eyes, which darted
back and forth. penetrating the deepest spots of
mungle gloom below, and his nostnls which dilated
gently as he cast about for another indication of that
leopard scent

The leopard spoor came to him a moment later
And then, in the moment after that, he detecred
another spoor Mmmgled with i, strongly He
frowned This was human scent his nose found,
now —

Far below Ki-Gor two objects suddenly
emerged from the green gloom of the trees and
began to cross a small clearing Ki-Gor’s brows
moved upward What he saw down theiwe was a
leopard, all mght, but 1t wore a golden collar and a
cham, and leading 1t by this chain was a tall, slender
olive-skinned girl with jet-black hair Her own walk
was no less flowing and graceful than the padding
of the big cat itself

Vi

N THE JUNGLE TRAIL, TALKER
Watkins stood and stared with cdizzy

disbelief at the golden bronzed man n



leopard skin who disappeared tnto the mottling of
the trees The Talker, who seldom touched lhiquor,
felt like the one tme he had accidentally become
very drnunk on Yankee muxed dninks Everyhing
had happened so fast And everything in this whole
blasted continent of Africa seemed to happen in
spite of what a man wished, or even actively did
about 1t

But suddenly u# occurred to the Talker that
maybe that could work two ways

He looked about him He noticed that the
B*Wahai were leaping up and down, brandishing
therr weapons, surging toward the spot where Ki-
Gor had disappeared, and then fading back agamn
They were no doubt considerably disturbed by the
whole busimess That high-pockets chap of a witch
doctor was screarmng and babblmg at them, but
they didn’t seem to pay much attention to lnm

The Talker saw his opportumity He had never
been a man to let an opportunity go, and all of his
tortunes —but, alas, &l of his mistortunes, too—had
come from his grabbing of opportunities Well, he
had one now. one that mightn’t come agan for
quite a bit of a while The rope had been taken
from s neck 1n order to free Brili for that scrabble
with Ki-Gor that hadn’t quite come off He was
unfettered, certainly the most desirable state of all
The B*Wahai were howling their long necks off and
not paying much attention to ther captives The
green jungle wall was yust off to his right, no more
than a few feet away —

Dettly, Talker Watkins shpped into the jungte

The overwhelming, stifiing fear and loneliness
came almost immediately There it was, the dark,
bottle-green yungle all about hun and the big leaves
and vines— which seemed to be live things—
slapping and swishing at him as he plunged through
them But he plunged on This was better, this was
mtch better than being captive to the tall, mad-eyed
black men Freedom was always better. even when
the danger was tenfold

He ran when he could, he crashed and stumbled
and crawled when he couldn't He went on as
though every demon of the forest rode his heels

And there were moments when he had an idea
that such was exactly the case

He felt no qualms about leaving Bnilt or Nyra
He knew them toc well They'd have left him n a
)iff, and in fact on several occasions he had caught
them atiempting to rob or swindle him He had no
doubt that either would murder him given enough
motive—which meant simply enough money But

he had stuck with them this far, at any rate Talker
Watkins nimble fingers could do things with dice
or a deck of cards, yet by humself he was unable to
create favorable sttuations for his talents He had
formed hts partnership with Brill and Nyra because
of their somewhat supertor imagination and brass
Well, now he was through, he was He might end up
picked clean by the bloody ants, bitt he was through
and 1t one sense of the word he had never felt better
m his hie

He kept going He heard the shouting and the
Jabbering of the B 'Wahai fade far behind him and
knew that neither they ner his erstwhile partners
had noticed his departure yet

There was a time of course, when he had to
slow his pace And when his pace suddenly became
2 broken stagger, as it had that temble day on the
plain that Ki-Gor had first rescued hum from the
leopard on the rock [t seemed at least a matter
of hours before this happened —actually et was a
matter of mmutes

Talker Watkins stumbled suddenly nto a
clearing, looked up with his eyes glossed by
weariness, and —

E SAW an olive-skinned, dark-haired girl
Hleadmg a leopard by chaip as though the

beast were. for all the world, a tabby fresh
from the hearth

“Hi" said Talker Watkins to himself, in a low
moan “It's come, nah At lahst the pungle’s got
me—I"m nutty as a font cake!” Somewhere m his
bramn. dimly he remembered Nyra claiming she had
seen something hke this But he sull didn’t quute
beheve it

The olive-skinned girl seemed to beheve him,
though She wasted less than a quarter-second in
one startled look, then suddenly shipped the leopard
from the leash, shot a pomted finger at Talker
Watkins and cned “Nat”

Talker Watkins froze, he was completely
encased 1n a gelatin of terror He wanted to close
his eyes, but he couldn’t He could only stare at the
hithe, bounding beast wath 1ts mouth open and pink,
dagger claws extruded, he could only stare and
watch 1t come for him

Now he knew that it wasn't a hallucination Now
he knew that, at last, Talker Watkins was for 1t —and
he didn’t even have ime enough really to make his
regrets and wish he’d lived his hfe differently
There was room really for only one desire that it
would be quick He wondered” if leopards did the



main part of the damage with thewr Jaws or thewr
teeth—a little ot both mavbe

Then something happened to make Talker
Watkins disbeleve what he saw all over agamn
The leopard was halfway across the clearing What
appeared to be a bronze-golden streak suddenly
shot down from the lattiework of limbs above the
forest floor, and fastened itself like a burr upon the
cat

The Talker noted that the cat was somewhat
surprised, too  But the amimal didn’t manifest
Ity surprise in a white face and a parr of raised
eyebrows It snapped and whirled in md-air 1t
snarled and it tried to claw at the thing upon 1ts
back Watkins saw also. from the corner of his eye
that the dark-haired girl still held the empty leash
and that she seemed to be moving her head about
staring into the jungie to the nght ot her

She cried suddenly *“Chala™ The leopard
continued to srarl and whip uself this way and that
Ki-Gor, upon its back, already had his forearm
locked under uts paw, his hand curled around to the
back of his neck He was reaching tor his knife, now
He hadn t had ttme to draw it when, from the tree-
tops, he had seen Tatker Watkins appear and then
waiched the cat charge Talker ‘Chala' shouted
the dark-haired girl  Chala!  She ran forward
toward the leopard as she shouted this time

The cat turmed s head It blinked Something
seemed to connect suddenly m its dim, felme brain
Ki-Gor, upon 1ts back, had heard the cry, too He
glanced at the dark-haired girl, a small frown sitting
his brows She gestured, waving her palms, and she
shook her head She kept running torward

It was plam enough to Ki-Gor that the girl
didn’t want her dangerous little pet kitled And that
she was willing to call w off 10 return for its hfe
Ordmanly Ki-Gor mught have fimshed the cat off,
anyway, for the combat-lust was sull sharp in hus
veins But cunosity won out He telt the cat below
him qurver, and pad back and torth. wavering
uncertainly— trying to obey 1its own defense
nstinet and the voice of 1ts mistress

Ki-Gor leaped abruptly from the cat’s back and
stood to one side

and said something in a curious, flowing
hguid tongue that he supposed was a word
of thanks He regarded her suspiciously He stood
where he was. poised and alert, while she snapped
her fingers and the leopard sulked abruptly back to

THE DARK-HAIRED GIRL nodded to him

her side She fastened its leash agamn

There was something —an elusive something—
n the girl’s manner that struck Ki-Gor as deceptive
She had declared a kind of truce Ki-Gor couldn’t
help but think of the way any cut declares a
truce— to secure an advantage Yet, as he stared
at this woman, he had to admure her cool, flowng
beauty, her feltne grace that made her seem a prece
of hving sculpture Watchimg her, Ki-Gor felt the
mingled fascimation and suspicion that men have
always felt with the feline breed

He wainted He waited for her to <peak. to
establish communication of some kind To make
the first move

Her move came, then, and 1t wasn’t toward Ki-
Gor at all She whirled swiftly toward the jungle
wall on the nght of the ¢clearing and 1n a strong, firm
alto voice called something 1n that quid purring
tongue of hers

In that moment Ki-Gor detected blended man
and cat scent agam The breeze, a very fant one,
had been from the opposite darection, which was
why he hadn’t noted 1t before Now 1t was clear—
strong— atarming He whirled toward 1t From the
green dimness which swirled about the trunks of
the jungle trees there stepped a dozen people, both
men and women, all dressed as briefly as the dark-
haired girl, all leading cats— either spotted or black
leopards — on chain leashes

The girl looked at Ki-Gor and made one short,
sharp. trrumphant faugh

Talker Watkins had been standing to one side
with his mouth far open all this ttme Ki-Gor heard
him moan “What next in this bloody jungle? I'll
take a mce calm mghimare, instead, nah™

Ki-Gor darted his eyes about The twelve
cat-like people who had appeared were swaftly
moving to encircle him  Their amimals stramed
at the leashes and regarded Ki-Gor with hungry,
greemish and yellowish eyes Three of the lithe,
olive-skinned men suddenly muttered softly to thetr
charges, then both men and beasts leaped gracefully
mto lower limbs of the trees. blocking Ki-Gor’s
escape 1n that direction, too Ki-Gor frowned No
wonder the girl had called a truce, by some special
sense —sharp hearing perhaps—she had detected
the approach of these people And Ki-Gor knew
that, for the moment, there was little he could do
The lord of the jungle could meet 1n combal any
leopard that moved n the forest mght— but thirteen
of the beasts, given a pack mstinet by their masters,
well, that was another matter



The dark-haired girl he had first seen suddenly
ook a step toward Ki-Gor He watched her
impassively 1n hes jungle way He didn't muss the
way her eyes moved up and down quickly. taking
in hus magmheent frame, the flat, hard thews across
his chest and the immense span ot his shoulders
He saw that a faint spule came to the corners of
her hps

“1 am Tirn,” said the girl suddenly in Bantu
“Princess of Mau Many white men, 1t seems, come
to Mau n this moon ™

I-GOR hifted his head a Iittle Vaguely he
B remembered Tembu George telling tum
of a place called Mau which was near the
tand of the B"Waha1 He had thought 1t perhaps just
another black {egend But what interested him most
now was Tirin’s statement that other white people
had come here He didn’t beheve she could mean
Brill and Nyra— unless these people had spotied the
B*Wahai and their captives from the jungle
Ki-Gor decided to discover more Easily and
conversattonally he said, *T am Kr-Gor [ hunted
and came here on the trail of game My own land 1s
far to the south ™
Tinn's carefully painted, razor-edged eyebrows
flickered just once Her green orbs held upon Ki-
Gor m an unblmking, baleful way “Ki-Gor—" she
repeated in her low, purring voice She glanced
quickly at the other people of Mau who, with their
cats, still stood guard Then she satd, “The girl
called for Ki-Gor at the edge of the chasm She
raited to her blacks who were left behind —"
Surprise washed over Ki-Gor—although he
took care not to show too much of it on his face
{n an wmstant he knew who this white girl must be
Only one would call hus name to her blacks And
he could guess how it had come about, he hadn’t
returned soon enough and Helene had come looking
for ium He had been a fool. this was one time when
the way of the jungle had been wrong. and now he
deeply regretted his abrupt departure and s lack
of explanation when he had left Helene to look for
4 leopard skin
Very slowly, and as calmly as he could, Ki-Gor
said. “Where 15 this white gir]?”
*She 15 our guest im Mau,” said Tirm, with a
half shrug
“Then you will take me to her?”
“Yes " The girl turned to the others suddenly,
gestured a bit and addressed them m the purring
tongue She indicated an alimost imperceptible trail

that led from the clearing and nodded 1o Ki-Gor

Talker Watkins, lus paw still hanging, had been
watching these proceedings Now, suddenly, he
trotted to Ki-Gor’s side “Hi' Where's everybody
going, nah?”’

Ki-Gor half-smiled at the spidery little man
with the bright blue eyes “You come,” he grunted
“Where we go will be better for you than the
Jungle ™

Watkins sighed “ ‘Ow true Anvthing'’s better
than this blahsted bush Let’s get along, then ™

They pushed on through the jungle, several
of the cat-men and their leopards ahead, some
behind, and Ki-Gor, Tinin, and Talker Watkins 1n
the middle Ki-Gor kept himself alert, wary There
was about the people of Mau, he felt, a kind of
mborn deceptiveness They would do nothing the
straightforward way if there were a method that
called for intrigue —he was sure of that

Tinn told them of Mau as they moved on
Ki-Gor, who knew little and cared less about the
tortuous course of history, made no connection
between the Mau trtbe and colonsts from Egypt
during 1ts days of glory he accepted Mau as he
accepted everything else in the jungle It was there
because 1t existed He saw nothing remarkable n
the fact that these people were almost completely
cat-like i their movements, thewr habits, thewr
very thinking Many of the jungle tribes mentally
affiliated themselves with an animal species and
consciously bred and developed themselves that
way He remembered a river tribe which worshipped
the crocodile, the men filed their teeth and swam as
swiftly and skillfully as the great saunan, himself

patch and they were on grassy plamn agamn
But here the veldt sloped away 1n a huge,
shallow depression and Ki-Gor saw ahead the
geometrical stone shapes of clustered bulldings—
the tiny city of Mau Quiet—stifting quiet — seemed
to hang over it with a soupy thickness
Tirm had been explaming about the leopards
“We ready them for the hunt,” she had been saying,
and Ki-Gor had the iumpression that her smile
broadened just a tnfle as she spoke, “and that 15
why we do not sleep woday ™
He nodded and said nothing He kept hus face
impassive But he was thinking that he had felt
these people would be nocturnal, even before Tirin
actualty toid hum s0
Tinn moved closer to Ki-Gor as the party

THEY EMERGED presently from the jungle



descended the sloping plain She looked 4t lum
often, smuling 1n her offhand. inscrutable way and
occasionally her bare shoulder brushed agamst his
as they walked She was saying, “Life 1s good m
Mau There are rich crops and many slaves to work
them You would like 11 ™ “Lafe 15 good for me n
my forest.,” said Ki-Gor, shrugging “And with my
mate. Helene ™

He wasn’t looking directly at her, then, but
he sensed that she glanced at him sharply tor an
mstant Many minutes later they were stepping on
to the paved stone streets of Mau Talker Watkins
stared m awe at the carvings and pamtings on the
buildings all about, he grunted and whistled and
drew his breath through his teeth and kept up a
running comment “What an attraction'” he was
saymg “A bit of super-colossal, nah! You could
charge five bob a head for admission to see the
place— put on a show with the cats over n a tent
somewhere, and have your gambhng games lining
the streets' A chap could be a bloody mullionaire
avermight!”

As they moved through the streets some people
emerged sleepily from the stone bwildings and
blinked at the procession, their pupils twitching
with the daylight They entered a broad, main
avenue with a large temple-like building wpon a
knoll at the end of 1t They traversed this avenue and
then began to mount the long steps to the temple
Watkins was still keeping up his runming chatter,
Ki1-Gor was still looking about, noting details in his
keen, yet automatic way

Tirin suddenly padded forward, springing lightly
up the steps She clapped her hands and called out
once From the columns around the doorway of the
temple there came a squad of cat-men, armed with
curved, claw-like short-swords They came with
incredible, lithe swiftness Each bore a length of
thin metal cham in his free hand

Ki-Gor crouched, whirled. and darted his eyes
this way and that in the manner of a trapped jungle
ammal The cat-men were too agie, too quick
They came from all sides, enveloping Ki-Gor and
Talker Watkims Ki-Gor felled one with & quick,
mighty blow of his half-closed fist, but by that time
he felt the chans slipping over him from every
other direction

He went down swinging and strugghng, but
that only served to entangle the chains more until
they were as fast as a net about bim In a moment
he was helpless Without showtng any emotion, or
being at all articulate about it, the cat-men hfted

him swiftly and carred him, along with Watkins,
mto the gloom of the temple

Vi

LMOST BY REFLEX, KI-GOR continued
Ato struggle In a sense he knew that the
chams would not be thrown off, that he

was helpless, yet 1t was hts nature to fight them untl
all of the magnificent strength was sapped from hus
muscles The cat-men who carned him called for
help with therr squirmung bundle, and others moved
up to asstst The chains bit into Ki-Gor’s flesh, but
he scarcely felt them He scarcely noticed how they
moved 1 the temple, either, beyond being aware
of passing through dim corndors and moving
occastonally down a set of steps

Then, suddenly, there was the shithering of a
thick stone door, and Ki-Gor felt mmself dumped
upon the floor The chains rattled, and bit into his
flesh Fingers worked at hus chains. hastily, brutally
It was all done with amazing speed and sureness —
seconds later K1-Gor was free of the chams, and the
cat-men had gathered them up, backed through the
stone door and closed 1t again

Ki-Gor began to whurl his head about to look
at lus new surroundings, and a voice —a thrilling,
famuiliar voice —called to him

“Ki-Gor!”

He sprang to his feet, turned

It was Helene

They embraced wordlessly there n the cold,
stone chamber and they shut their eyes to the dim
light that flickered through slits near the ceiling
Ki1-Gor and Helene— the lord of the jungle and his
mate—he felt the hive, taut warmth of her and he
held 1t fast to hus own maghty chest

The voice of Talker Watkins finally interrupted
Ki-Gor hadn’t redalized that he had been brought
to thus cell, woo—although the men of Mau had
evidently not considered the Iutle Australian
dangerous enough to need chains Talker said, “Hi,
nah, folks—that’s all very charming, but maybe
we ought to be iguning a way out of this bloody
calaboose'™

Ki-Gor kept his arm about Helene's wasst,
and turned and laughed at Tatker *“This 1s Talker
Watkins." he told Helene “He saved my life
Talker—this 1s Helene, my mate ”

Helene smuled, stepped forward, and offered
the Talker her hand Watkins widened his blue



eyes until it seemed that they might take up «ll
of his pinched, freckled tace He was trying hard
not to whistle—both 1n amazement and 1n sheer
appreciation of Helene™ lithe, leopard skin-clad
figure He swallowed his adam’s apple several
umes “{ give up,” he said “T just farr give up
[ cahn't tell what If happen next m this blahsted
country'

Helene kept her smule, 10 encourage the Talker,
and then explamed for him—and for Ki-Gor— how
she had come here, and what she learned of thiy
land of Mau Ki-Gor histened silently, nodded, and
then recounted his adventures to Helene

The Talker stood through all of 1t snaking his
head quietly When the Talker was silent, he was
really impressed —

‘Now we will look for escape,” said Ki-Gor
with undaunted simplicity, when the narrations
were done He was already moving about the stone
floor, casting his eyes this way and that in the small
stone cubicle

HE ROOM was perhaps twenty feet square
TThe celling was ten feet mgh Slits near the

ceiling glowed with spitting torchhight and
took away some of the gloom Ki-Gor went to one
of these, leaped softly, hooked hus fingers on the
edge of the sht and chmned himself He peered
mto the opening He said to the others “That 1s the
cutside, but even a monkey could not ship through
there

Helene’s smile had gone now that she was
concentrating, again on their sunatron “Ki Gor.”
she said, *“if we escape from here, tt must be
quicker Their leopard hunting will begin soon
They've been getung ready for «t all day—"

K Gor was staring at the stone door which had
closed upon them He dipped his head, frowned
shghtly, and said. “’1 see no bars, no locks ™

*It's probably barred on the outside,” Helene
sard

Ki Gor shrugged He had imagination enough,
but not the crvihized kind of imagination which can
lead to hopelessness In the way of the jungle, a fact
was not a fact until it had been tried and proven

He stepped to the heavy stone door He pushed at
it and it didn’t budge It opens inwardly,” Helene
sard Kr-Gor exarnuned the tiny crack between the
door and the stone wall The surfaces had been
sanded smooth so that they fitted very closely and
precisely Carefully, then, he bent across the door
and gripped at the mumature crack with the tips

of his fingers There was scarcely room to insert
a sheet of paper wn the sht, there was virally no
hold But Ki-Gor pressed with his fingertips on the
corner of the door unul there was some friction
at least His biceps, his forearm muscles bulged,
pouring strength into his fingers His gnp on the
door was almost entirely a thing of friction, from
the pressing of tus hands But there was a grip of
sorts—an mfinitesimal crack that he could feel

The stone door moved a thousandth of an inch

Helene breathed sharply 1nward, Talker
Watkins, in wonder, said, “Hi*”

K1 Gor stramed mughuly Now his muscle
power nppled back from his biceps, along the
padded deltoids of his shoulder, across the
sweeping trapezowd muscle of s back, down the
piltar-like extensors of his spine, mto his thighs, his
calves, 1n his very arches and toes The door opened
some more An inch of its edge showed now —two
inches — three — hve —

Abruptly 1t came clear and he gnipped 1ts other
stde with lightning speed and swung 1t completely
open, so that 1ts own balance held it that way

Gawry!  said Talker Watkins with an awed
shudder He had been staring, pop eyed His legs
wavered under him and 1t seemed for a moment
he would faint with relief But he swallowed and
steadied limself

There was a passageway out there, which
appeared to run at nght angle to their erstwhile
cell It was perhaps four feet wade To the nght
it seemed to slant uphull, and down there in the
gloomy distance they could see a small set of steps,
a landing, and a turn

Ki-Gor paused, looking both up and down the
passage

ELENE touched his arm “Ki-Gor— the
Hdlagrams of Egypuan temples ['ve
seen—well, never mind. I haven’t time
1o explain that o you, now —but there’s always a
tunnel entrance Underground, and some distance
away The priests always used it for disappearances
and other kinds of magic ™ She pointed to the right
“That way we’ll run mto the guards again —but the
other way — 1t may lead out ™
Ki-Gor grunted and nodded ‘This way, then.”
he sard He turned abruptly and began to walk
swiftly downgrade Helene and Talker Watkins
foilowed close behind him
There was no way of telling how far down the
passageway took them The walls began to narrow



and close m after a while, the sweat of the earth
and dnppings of green moss appeared upon them
The air became cooler. clammier There were many
turns, most ot them rnight, or torty-five degree
angles [t became much darker, and Ki-Gor slowed
his pace, crouched. peered ahead into the greyness,
and after a while when 1t became blackness he
pmded himself by ninning hss fingertips along the
wall

Abruptly, Ki-Gor felt another wall i front ot
him He twrned to the left, and there was wall there,
too, “Here 1+ the end,” he wiuspered back

“There must be an exit ™ Helene said softly
“They wouldn’t just have a passageway gomg
nowhere "

Ki-Gor said, “Wait * He moved to the end-wall,
pressed his fingers agawmnst . and felt carefully all
about for cracks There didn’t seem to be any —1t a
door led trom here 1t was even more precisely made
than the one 1n thetr cell As a last resort he pressed
his palms and shoulders to the wall and pushed

[t moved

“Hi—that™ 1t, nah!" breathed Talker Watkins

A crack of hght showed around the edges of
the door Ki-Gor heaved again—powerfully but
softly —and 1t opened a number of inches He gave
a final push, 1t swung all the way

They had emerged on a smail hilside, kopje-
dotted veldt stretched out before them to a red sky
streaked with sunset clouds, so that they knew they
faced west They stepped out into the open, with
the overwhelmingly <weet tang of freedom in their
blood again—and then from a clump of boulders
before them stepped six of the catmen of Mau, witth
drawn, curved short swords

“Ow—guards ‘ere. too!”
Watkins

Ki-Gor’s eyes darted silently about The cat-men
were silent, too. their green eyes were expressionless
and therr arttficially stiffened whiskers seemed to
tremble with alertness They were perhaps twenty
feet away, and they moved toward their prospective
captives 1n a kind of padding crouch Alone, Ki-Gor
knew he could have escaped them—or even fought
them with the knife sull at his side perhaps But if
he leaped to the attack now, he could only engage
several of them, the rest would pounce upon Helene
and Talker Watkins Tf they tried to run for u they
would surely catch one, maybe two ot them

Jungle bluff, perhaps, thought Ki-Gor Suddenly
and starthngly, he straightened, threw out lus
meghty chest, pounded it, and roared at them, as a

moaned Talker

defiant hon might roar

They jumped. startled—in the way of cats
Their eyes widened They stopped moving forward,
and they became more cautious as they crouched

“Skittery beggars'” breathed Talker Watkins
from behind Ki-Gor

Ki-Gor waved backward with his palm for the
Australian 1o be silent

The cat-men glared, they began to move from
side to side, inching closer with each few steps

“Hi, Ki-Gor!" whispered the Talker suddenly
“Maybe I can fascinate these beggars Put on
a'show for ‘em, so we can I walk pahst' ‘Ere—let
me take your kmife ‘ere!”

The Talker sidled to Ki-Gor, covered his own
movements from the, view of the cat-men and
shipped the blade from its gnu-tail scabbard at Ki
Gor’s side Then he took another step forward

*Hi, nah, you bloody tabbies! Look! Presto-
change, yvou beggars'™

TALKER WATKINS  had his arms
outstretched, his palms showing, and his
fingers stretched out The cat-men stared
expressionfessly with their greemsh eyes He
flicked hus wnist and fingers suddenly on his nght
hand, so that they blurred m the air, and 1n the next
instant he was holding Ki-Gor’s jungle knife hghtly
by 1ts haft

“Out of the blahsted air, that’s what'” he
chattered at them * ‘Ere—look' You'll go a long
way before you see a bat of juju like this'™

He flicked his fingers and the kmife disappeared
agam He kept his night hand extended, stared at
it, wiggled the fingers, and then abruptly the kmfe
appeared in his left hand The heads of the cat-men
switched over 1 astonishment  Then Talker pulled
his piece-de-resistance  “Now, watch, you blahsted
mooches! he said  He took the knife from his
left hand, carefully tucked it back into Ki-Gor’s
scabbard and, while they soll watched, suddenly
plucked 1t from the air again with hus left hand, as
though 1t were a second knife

He repeated the process He stood there, while
therr astounded eyes clicked back and forth, and to
all intents and purposes kept grabbing knives from
thm air and handing them to Ki-Gor “Hi—ut makes
me home-sick for fair to do this'” he sighed to Ki-
Gor and Helene “I was once known as the Great
Caligula before I took to bottom dealing and six-
ace-flats'™ He looked at the cat-men again, “That’s
nght, keep watching, you bloody clowns’ You'll



not figure 1t out 1n a million years, you won't'”

The psychological moment had arrived, then
In common with Ki-Gor the lttle Australian
sensed’ it A quick glance passed between the two
men Ki-Gor nodded shightly Then boeth began to
walk forward slowly. Watkins waving his hands
mysteriously and keeping up his running chatter
Helene moved along behind them The cat-men,
still staring, moved back

Three on each side Ki-Gor, Watkins and Helene
passed guetly between them—one or two even
shrank away with a kind of prnimitive fear as they
passed They went around the pile of boulders from
whtch the guards had appeared There were trees
here. the beginnings of a jungie patch Ki-Gor was
already swinging his head about, finding his jungie
sense of direction He made a sweeping. circular
gesture to show that they should plunge 1nto this
patch of jungle, and then come about n a more
southerly direction The others nodded

They shpped into the jungle then It was twilight
outside, 1t was omight in the jungle They were
surropnded by thick. bottle-green gloom Watkins
and Helen could just barely see the lighter bulk of
Ki-Gor’s” back ahead, as the jungle lord led the
way He set a stiff pace —almost a trot

And they moved forward like that into the very
bowels of the jungle, with the leaves and vines
clawing at them as they passed and the lower
branches of the trees slapping and surmng every
once 1n a while with the sudden passage of some
arboreal creature

“You think they'll
whispered to Ki-Gor

“If they do.” Ki-Gor said, “we won’t hear it
They move silently —so do the leopards they will
bring with them

Naturally, that didn’t help at all, Talker Watkins
stared at the dark, stuffed silence of the jungle all
around him and began to see new terrors in the
vague shapes of things—take new fright from each
rustiing, each whisper of moving foliage

He put it both literally and poeticaily “Ow!”
moaned Talker Watkins, “we’re not out of the
woonds yet, we're not!”

follow us?” Watkins

Yili

ASON BRILL WAS THANKFUL for
nmightfall  Not that it made his basic situation
any better—but at least it put an end to that

awful, slogging jungle heat  They had been
marching through 1t most of the day—ever since
Ki-Gor’s escape and the disappearance of that hittle
fool, Talker Watkins

They had been marching with the rough lead-
vines of the B"Wahai once more about thewr necks

Dunng most of 1t Nyra had berated im He
runded her sharp tongue almost as much as the heat
and the insects, and he wondered how the B’Waha
stood her, even though they couldn’t make out the
meaming of her words Even now she was chattering
away “Had to be smart, had to be tncky, didn’t
you, Bril1? Had to pull one of your fast angles out
here in jungle If you'd stuck wiath that Ki-Gor, he
would have found a way to get us out of this— now
F'm sure of it She tossed her head and straggly
blonde haiwr, which now had long dark roots as the
original color grew mto # The jungle messture had
washed off most of her make-up and she looked
very plamm—very hard—now “Now what’s gowng
to happen to us?” she went on “These savages are
going to make us slaves, that’s what You know
what it 15 to be a slave, Bnll?™

“Nyra, shut up' Bnll growled weanly He
pushed on He was sull a biyg man, padded with
muscle and thick red hair across his chest—but this
only gave him more weight to carry He stumbled
He swore He had been stumbling too much m the
last hour

“It was your 1dea to come to Africa i the first
place.” continued Nyra Her voice was nasal and
harsh Unrelenting *Virgin territory, you sawid
Huh' I wish I'd never even met you, and I’ bet the
Talker does, too, wherever he 15' [ could have been
an actress back mn the states, that’s what I could
have been I'd already had a good start in burlesque
before you came along And you-—you lousy, four-
flushing heel, you—"

Jason Brill could stand 1t no longer He whirled
suddenly and slapped Nyra across the mouth with
his knuckles Hard

She opened her eyes wide and stared She
became white as the underside of a crocodile She
ran the edge of her finger across a small trickle of
blood on her chin, then stared at 1t Then she looked
up Her voice became nght, hoarse Yet strangely
calm She said, “Some day I'it kill you for that,
Jason Bnll "

*Agh, shut up,” Bnll said, and slogged forward
again

There was a commotion up ahead The tall
B Wahai chief with the hooked nose and the stork-



legged witch-doctor were calling back for a halt,
and then shouting and pointing to something in the
trail ahead Bnill had an 1dea they might be armiving
at the B"Wahai village Bui then he saw that another
party was on the trail. coming toward the B"Wahai
The chiet had already raised his hand 1n salute
Some of the warriors ahead, who could see down
the trail were beginming to chuckle and nudge each
other with their elbows

The newcomers came around a bend of foliage
Bnl] stared at them, and in spite of the heat and his
dizziness, and the itching msect bites all over him,
he almost chuckled. tco

HAT JASON BRILL saw was an almost
\’\/ perfect representation— n ebony —of
Mutt and Jeff The larger black was huge
and barrel-chested, built like an obelisk He wore a
circlet of teeth about his forehead, and by his dress
and his bearing, was clearly a chief of some kind
The smaller one was built hke most pygmies—
slightly pot-bellied. wrinkled of face, and pop-eyed
The big one was silent, the hittle one chattered
Bnll, of course, could not understand the long
palaver in Bantu which followed But he could get
an 1dea of the running emotions of the men talking
from their broad gestures and facial expressions
The pygmy, and the stork-legged B*Wahar witch
doctor did most of the talking The huge man with
the pygmy followed it all silently and rather grimly,
moving his eyes back and forth as each speaker
spoke And neither Bnll, nor any of the B"Waha
had any way of knowing that deep in his heart and
stomach Tembu George was-— frankly — just a mite
anxious about the outcome of all this
Tembu George listened carefully to all the
words that passed back and forth His lips were dry,
but he dared not moisten them or show any other
signs of nervousness He had very little fear as far
as his own bodily «afety was concemed —Tembu
George. as chiet ot the Masar, and as a friend of
Ki1-Gor. lord of the jungle, had risked his neck too
many times to worty about 1t any more But he did
want to remarm whole and alrve for the completion
of his mission—the resciung of Helene, wherever
she might be at this minute He blamed himself
batterly for allowing Helene to cross the vine bridge
over the gorge ahead of im He had done the only
thing he had been able to think of —summoned
N'Geevo, the pygmy, the chattering one, who alone
would be pernutted to pass through the country of
the terce and savage B"Waha

He listened now to the bakamo—the opening
palaver of each side

The B’Wahai chief’ fierce eye twinkled, and tus
deep voice rumbled forth as he spoke to N'Geeso
*"What does the hopping monkey man seek this
tme tn the land of the B"Wahai? Captives? Slaves,
perhaps, to gather his nuts from the trees while he
stays below m wdleness with the most beautiful of
concubines™

N’Geeso cackled nght back “Thts one has no
need of slaves when Tembu George, strong of back,
but weak of mind accompanies ham'”*

Tembu George almost answered the barb, but
then remembered that this was a taut situation, and
that he had better let N'Geeso do the talking

The B"Wahai chuef frowned *“The monkey-man
showed little wisdom m bringmg thrs other to our
land

“Nay—1t was the other way around,” sad
N'Geeso He made an appropriate gesture of
reversal “The big ox brought me here We
come without warnors, meaning no harm (o any
B"Wahal,”

“The B'Wahai would scarcely tremble were the
forest black with warmnors of other tribes ™

“The B"Waha1 are brave as the lion, sirong as
the water buffalo, fleet as the antelope,” admutted
N'Geeso, then he tooked crafty and said, “And
I have told my large and clumsy friend, Tembu
George. that they are also as wise as the wisest of
forest gods ™

The hook-nosed chief roared with laughter
“Wise enough, at any rate, to see through the
shriveled one’s flattery!™”

N'Geeso grimaced and hopped about and did
a little dance Thrs made thern laugh more Tembu
George scowled—he understood that the pygmy
was playing the fool for a purpose —sull, he could
hardly approve His was a stronger way, yet he
knew well enough that this situation called for
cleverness, not brawn

And now N'Geeso said, “Then the B’Wahai are
also wise enough to know that 1t 15 good for them to
do anythmg winch helps the white lord of the jungle
who calls umself Ki-Gor ™

Therr laughter stopped abruptly They switched
white-ringed eyes back and forth and they muttered
to each other 1n low tones

N’Geeso took a chance “Perhaps the B’ Wahai
have already met Ki-Gor ™

The tall chuef nodded gravely In his deep voice
he said, “His juu 18 strong ™ He pointed to the



captives then. and told N'Geeso and Tembu George
what had transpired He fimshed by saying, “The
one called Ki-Gor disappeared mto the trees He
may be still in the jungle He may have met with
the people of Mau— we were about to bring these
white slaves the woman and the red-haired one, to
the people of Mau [t 1s agreed thus the ones of
Mau take no B’Wahar as slaves, and the B'Wahai
guard thetr land and bring captives to them ”

Now Tembu George spoke o N'Geeso “‘Hear,
small one,” he said quietly “Ki-Gor would be one
o return-to tree the red-headed one and the woman
Thus may we know that something has happened
to Ki-Gor Perhaps he has already tound Helene ”
He used the language ot the Pygmy so that the tall
warniors would not understand “Helene would be
with the people ot Man That 1s where we must go
Your skimny frniends, the B*Wahar must gude us
there ™

N'Geeso nodded Then, stll clownig, he
placed himselt dehantly before the B’waha
chiet, spread his legs, puffed his chest out, made
4 commanding gesture “The B'Wahar will gmide
mighty N’Geeso and his stpid triend to the kraal
of the people of Mau!”

But something went wrong The B*Wahai were
through being amused Perhaps 1t was the talk of
Ki-Gor and the memory of his recent escape that
stirred their blood agamn The B'Wahair chief’s eyes
blazed along his hook-nose as he looked down at
N Geeso “Alee!” he rumbled “We take you indeed
to the kraal of the cat-people — but as slaves and
captives, like these others!”

l ; 1-GOR was the first to notice the deepeming
of the jungle silence. and he, of course,
said nothing about 1t 1o Helene and Talker

Watkins They had been making their way as quickly

as possible in the darkness, and through the thick

tohage which was almost a wall in some places

K\ Gor dared not hack at 1t with hus knife, because

of the powse that mught make He shipped through

and around and over it, instead, leading the others,
and hnding passageways atmost purely by his jungle
tnstinct They had been gowng a long time The
meon was already up from the horizon and 1t <ent
puale flecks of light through the speckled jungle roof
veeasionally Clear spaces had appeared, and if these
had been small enotgh, or afforded grass cover, Ki-

Cror had crossed them Otherwise he had kept to the

wngle There, at least, he would have something of a

chance with a pack of ighting leopards, 1n the open

the big cats would overtake the fugitives in a trice

But this queer, intense silence A hard thing
to describe, physically, ordinarily the jungle was
thick, dormant, oppressive, The silence now was the
stlence of a taut bowstring before 1t was released with
atwang The distant tree-frogs had ceased to whistle
The birds rustled no more Not a monkey chattered
1n the treetops. and even the upper limbs themselves
seemed o move silently with the breeze —if they
moved at all

Ki-Gor knew well enough what this kind of
stlence was He had hunted by 11—he had used 1t at
times to tell hum that a jungle prowler was about

“Ow—don’t this blahsted bush never end?
complaned Talker Watkins in a whisper

Ki-Gor shushed him to silence They pushed on

They came suddenly to another margin of the
jungle There was a big slope ahead this time, an
open plain that climbed gradually almost to the
horizon This was the ascent from the basin m which
the land of Mau lay Ki-Gor darted his eyes back and
torth and could see no other patches of jungle, which
would take them wn thewrr deswed direction There
was nothing else to do then, but take to the open this
time The jungie would not hude them very long from
night-eyes and keen scents of the hunting leopards
He looked at Helene, and saw her eyes watching him
closely m the moonhght and knew that she was as
aware of the problem as he She smiled faintly, and
he knew also that she would follow wherever he led

Ki-Gor smitled back then, with just a brush of a
simile on the edges of his hips He gestured forward—
on to the plain. up the slope —and once more led the
way

mto the tall grass, and among the boulders
and camel-thom Ki-Gor's giant figure was
ghostly in the moonlight, pausing now and then with
uplifted arm to test the quiet arr with sensttive ears
and nostnils It was during one of these moments that
he motioned sharply for silence
Suddenly, taint sounds—the mutter of distant
voices, and the popping of underbrush—came from
the jungle wall ahead of them, across the grassy
plain The three fugitives froze n attitudes of mtense
listerung They could see nothing yet, and Helene
and Talker Watkins could tell only that there was
disturbance, commotion of some kind in the trees,
there
“It's those blarsted tabbies,” moaned Talker
Watkins “Now we're goners for sure!”

THEY MOVED perhaps two hundred feet



But Ki-Gor’s yjungle senses were aiready picking
the sounds apart and putting them back together
again He formed almost instantly a loose picture
of what was happening There were many men—a
score, perhaps—and they were not cal-men but
B’Waha. judging by therr peculiar shuffing gait and
the fant ratthng of bone omaments Then Ki-Gor
caught a thin overtone to those mutiering voices—a
piping. complaining voice, which the jungle man
knew as well as s own Ki-Gor seldom showed
surprise — but this ttme his eyebrows arched upward
He mouoned for the others to duck mnto the cover of
the tall grass and then did so himself He peered over
the tops of the stalks, at the moon-splattered jungle
ahead from which the sound came

The B'Wahai—for 1t was indeed they, Ki-Gor
saw— filed from the jungle's edge They carried thewr
winte-painted shields, and their head plumes waved
starkly 1n the gloom—they looked like a company
of digjornted ghosts floating from the darkly matted
Jungle wall They reached the straggling edge of lion
grass, halting there 1n full moonlhight to regroup, and
Ki-Gor and his companions had an excellent view
of the lean blacks—and of their captives A pygmy
shnlly mahgning all B"Wahar at every step, a tall,
barrel-chested black, silent and probably simmenng,
though Ki-Gor could not make out his expression at
this distance, alse Jason Bnll and Nyra the Charmer

“II's N'geeso and Tembu George'™ breathed
Helene “And two white people— are they the ones
you told me about, Ki-Gor™

The Jungle Lord nodded thoughtfully Brill
and Nyra, he saw, were hobbled and tied, wnists
to ankles, scarcely able to walk, but N’geeso and
Tembu George, presumed to know better than a
white man the futthity of trying to outrun an assegal,
had been left unbound The beginnings of a plan took
shape in Ki-Gor’s mund Silently turmng to Helene
and the Talker, he took each by an arm and pulled
them close so they might hear his whispered words
“Stay here Hidden The B'Wahai don’t know we are
here [ will attack them quickly —the surprise will
scatter them *

Talker Watkins's arm trembled under Ki-Gor’s
grasp “Hadn't we betier run for o instead 7

Ki1-Gor shook his head— the hitile Australian had
no way ot knowing that N'geeso and Tembu George
were friends for whom he would gladly give his hfe
and had often risked it, and the jungle man didn’t
bother explaining Time was short The B'Waha
and their captives were already starting across the
grassy plain, directly toward the three who crouched

m ding

“Wait here,” he repeated firmly “It will be easy
to rescue N'geeso and Tembu George—they are
free and can run The darkness and the tall grass
will help” He turned to leave, then added as an
afterthought, “I’ll take some weapons too, and set the
white man and woman free Even they don’t deserve
the cruelties of the cat-people

He had just fimshed the words when another
sound came from the jungle’s edge, but from behind
them this time It was a prercing and chulling sound —
1t was a chorused cry, and the voices were human, but
as much as anything 1f seemed the sudden, concerted
scream of a den of cats

[-GOR snapped his stare 1n that direction
KThe hunters of Mau were gathered at the
Jungle’s edge, some on the ground, some

crouched cat-hke wn the lower branches of the
trees The tall figure of Tirn, the princess of Mau,
was standing 1n the hon grass, slightly ahead of the
others And bounding away from them, across the
plain—grimly, silently—came the loosed pack of
hunting leopards, both spoetted and black

Ki1-Gor did not reason out his next move—there
was no ume for thought Jungle instinct rose up
powerfully There was one answer Action He might
die, he might go down under raking claws, or the
stabbing assegais of the B"Waha, but n the way of
the jungle he managed to keep that 1dea from being
uppermost 10 his mund

He shoved at Helene, his mate —hard She went
backward, stumbling, and sat down in the tall,
conceahing grass “Stay here.” he hissed “Don’t
move—don't breathe ['ll draw them away from
you ™

He heard something drop softly mto the grass
beside him, he took one glance and saw that Talker
Watkins had once more fallen mto a dead faint
Then the Jungle Lord was standing at s full height,
m plan view of the great cats that came silently
bounding toward him And from his lips came a
spiting, snarling <ry—a caterwauling yowl that
imitated very credibly a Ieopard’s challenge to battle
The sound attracted the baleful. greenish-glowing
eyes of every leopard 1n the pack unwaveringly to his
tall form The next moment, Ki-Gor was running

The B*Waha had heard these sounds— they had
halted and were peering across the tall grass toward
Ki1-Gor’s racing form They didn’t seem particularly
perturbed, except that long-pointed assegais were
lowered to the ready To Ki-Gor, thewr reaction



was apparent the masters, the hunters of Mau, had
comnered human prey, the slaves, the B'Wahai,
would be happy to assist with the kill

The jungle man's strong legs almost blurred
beneath him, so great was his speed No man can
outrunt a leopard for any length of time, Ki-Gor's
hope was that he mught for about ten seconds He
threw a swift glance over his shoulder and saw that
the pack. totally oblivious to scent when presented
with a moving target, had swept past the spot where
Helene and Talker Watkmns crouched n the grass
To that extent. his plan had worked well But he
saw also that one leopard—a large and magmificent
male—was far ahead of 1ts mates, gaiming on the
jungle man with remarkable speed His forepaws
passed between hus hindpaws with each sweeping
bound

feopard were gaining on the pack as a whole,
Ki-Gor decided to put the iewitable battle off

unt1] the last possible mstant, when his chances of
escaping the others would be best He concentrated
an running

Ten yards through the 1all, rusthng grass—
another ten—another He heard the silken panting
of the leopard almost at his heels, the soft. somehow
pig-like squeal of breath each time its forepaws
struck the earth

Suddenly, vaguely. he could sense movement
ahead, as vaguely he knew that the B'Wahai had
sensed hus plan and were hastily preparing to defend
themselves He could hear startled shouts of fear, and
could see that a mughty, barrel-chested figure had
whirled, wrested a heavy assegai from a B"Wahay
warrior and was laying about hum with 1, hke an
axe At the tall black’s side there was a tiny, hopping,
chattering figure, already pouncing upon a spear
dropped by a felled B"Waha

Ki-Gor noticed all of this in the way that
he reasoned danger—almost with a separate
compartment of his mind For he knew the time had
come when he must fight the leopard or be dragged
down from behind within a very few more steps, and
his main bemg was focussed on the fighting task at
hand His muscles. his very nerve-ends were refaxed,
and yet alert He was a fighting creature, now, he
was the end product of the jungle, which began when
shimy thungs first stirred 1n primeval muck He veered
to hus left and whurled, his knife suddenly tn hand

The great leopard had made 1ts final bound It
came, elongated. outstreiched, like a three hundred

SINCE BOTH Ki-Gor and the one huge

pound arrow n the airr Ki-Gor was not 1n the trees
this ume He had no advantage of height, nor of
surprise He soted his action to that The leopard
was tn mud-air and 1ts paws were level with Ki-Gor's
head Ki-Gor, with the speed ot river lightming, threw
his own feet forward and slid under the flying cat As
it passed over hum, his knife raked ts white-furred
belly down the very center

Ki-Gor didn’t suppose the wound would kill
the feopard It would injure him terribly but its total
effect would be to make him even angrier

The cat Iit and reversed itself in its own tength
Thun, red froth gathered at the sides of 1ts mouth,
making the long, bared fangs seem even whiter and
more deadly It charged again immediately, this ime
on the ground Ki-Gor sidestepped The lcopard.
whipping s spine, whirled to meet him Ki-Gor
leaped, twisted 1n mudatr, and came down upon the
cat’s back He had no tume to encircle 1ts neck—he
dug one hand mnto us fur and plunged the knife into
tts stde The beast screamed and clawed It spun n
circies, 1t twisted and snapped at the thing on its
back

Ki-Gor stabbed He knew that this was probably
the last of 1t The cat was tough — it would take too
long to die Other cats would leap upon him even
as he clung here plunging death nto the rnbs of the
pack leader And then suddenly, beneath him, he
felt the muscles of the leopard jerk and convulse
He ghmpsed red foam, thickly red now, drnipping
from 1its mouth Tt seemed unhkely that his blade
had reached the leopard’s mughty heart effecuvely
m these few seconds, but he could hardly waste ime
wondenng about that He continued io stab

The leopard abruptly gave a termbie shudder and
then stumbled forward, dead

S KI-GOR LEAPT io face the next assailant
Ahe suddenly realized what had happened
He remembered the karatonga bulb he
had sliced with his kmfe He remembered that the
plant had been of a shghtly different vanety, and
was probably even more virulently poisenous than
the ordinary vanety used by witch-doctors At any
rate, its bite had kitled the leopard mn a very few
heartbeats
And now Ki-Gor saw why the other cats hadn’t
jomed m the fray He saw—and deduced—m a
sweeping flash, as his eyes traveled n a swift
azimuth
The hunting cats of Mau must have been tramned to
hunt and slay on a sort of bonus system — whichever



beast finalty cornered and bore down the prey of the
competing pack. got 1t all to himself  as reward

Too. the fury and confusion of the present chase,
the bleodlust aroused by a quarry that snarled at
them and kept so stubbornly just out of reach had
had 1its savage effect upon them, well-trained as they
were All they could have known was that they were
supposed to overtake and kill some species of man-
things-and then suddenly, here were man-things,
milling and shouting and moving about before them

The result had been what Ki-Gor had hoped for
Leaving the jungle man’s opponent 10 1ts supposed
kill. the rest of the pack had swept on to attack the
B'Wahai

The B"Wahai were rearing and lancing frantically
at the cats They had formed a ragged circle, facing
outward, beneath the trees at the jungle's edge
Some had already fallen. leopards were clawing and
batting thewr dead bodies cat-fashion Tembu George
and N"geeso stood back to back in the center of the
protective circle, highting the handful of desperate
B Wahai that were not occupied with the leopards

Now the hunters of Mau came running across
the moonlit plain from the far jungle wall Tirn, the
princess led them, brandishing a curved sword They
were calling 1n confused voices to the leopards—
‘Chata! Chala®™ This wasn't the way they had
planned the hunt at all

Some of the cats obeyed and slunk back to thewr
masters Others went right on tearing and clawing at
the B"Wahat Tirin, Ki-Gor saw, ran swiftly toward
one huge black leopard who was standing on a fallen
white shield. clawing at the mangled warrior beneath
it She called to 1t a sharp, confident voice Tt turned
us head. glared at her, and then went back to its
project

Ki-Gor’s next move, compared to his efforts of
the last few minutes, was absurdly easy The hunters
of Mau had raced past the jungle man, ignoring him
i their attempt to halt the bloody carnage between
thetwr great cats and the B"Wahar And now Ki-Gor,
silent as the darkness that cloaked s movements,
made a wide circle around the battleground and
drifted toward the jungle wall, stopping only once to
snarl menacingly at a pair of yellow-green eyes that
glowed at him from the darkness The eyes blinked,
and then the leopard spat and backed off Ki-Gor
reached the trees without further encounter He felt a
liana brush his shoulder in the darkness, tugged at t,
found 1t firm, and went up hand over hand

Ten seconds found him crouched on a strong,
thickly fohaged limb that arched over the very heart

of the batile that raged below Coiled in s hand
was a stout vine, the one he had chmbed Hasuly, in
the concealment of the wide, dark leaves, he tied a
large knot at one end He was no longer particularly
wnterested n the progress of the fighting—his mam
concern was to get his friends safely out of it, and to
this end, he moved along the branch unul 1t began to
bend beneath hus weight, then he dropped to encircle
tt with his legs

I-GOR KNEW he was now exposed to the
B gaze—and assegal—of any B'Wahar who
should happen to look up But it was an
outside chance—the B'Wahai were busy fighting
for their lives Shaking out the colled vine to tree
any kinks, he gave the low, piercing cry of a jackal
He saw Tembu George's head snap toward him, and
saw the big Masan chieftain’s expression of utter
SHTPTIse
Ki-Gor hifted the coil of vine, shook 1t Tembu
George grinned and took one last swipe at a nearby
B'Wahar with his captured assegai, neatly ham-
stringung the man nto the path of a charging leopard
Then he took 4 long strde, picked up N'geeso and
thrust the astorushed pygmy under a brawny arm
Ki-Gor dropped the vine, knotted end downward,
and Tembu George’s great fist closed on 1t just above
the knot
The next few seconds were a mightmare of dread
and suspense Ki-Gor standing upright on the limb
now and pulling for all he was worth on the vine and
its danghing, dead weight, was a helpless target for
the murdercus blades of the B"Wahat And Tembu
George and N’geeso, clutching the knotted vine,
were an even more atiractive mark Ki-Gor, at least,
had the added measure of height
Thus 1t was with gusty sighs of rehef and a
moment or two of delighted horseplay that Tembu
George and the chattering N’geeso finally scrambled
onto the hmb beside Ki-Gor The jungle man,
perspining profusety, began immediately to tie one
end of the vine to the mb He was looking stomly
downward, at the figures of Jason Brll and Nyra
the Charmer, Sull bound and buddhing together
tn the center of the ragged circle of desperately
fighting B*Wahai The pair seemed to have screamed
themselves out Ki-Gor had heard their wails during
the past few mnutes but now they were dumbly
silent, bedraggled, staring at the bodies about them,
the leaping, snarling leopards that fought cleser to
them through the weakening B*Wahai
Ki-Gor’s lips twisted “Wait for me,” he told his



compamons ‘I said [ would. and [ shall ™

Betore either N geeso or Tembu George could
quesnon him on the cryptic utterance he was halfway
to the ground

approached and suddenly found s voice again
His heavy tace wasn't stolid now, 1t sagged into
Cut me loose ™ he screamed

JASON BRILL looked vp as the jungle man

jowls and pouches
Get me out of here!

Ki-Gor ignored tim  He searched the confusion
surroending them tor sign ol immediate danger
anything man or beast that would require his knife
tor a purpase more immediate than that ot shemg
honds

The B Wahat were decimated hodies were
seattered about lierally i shreds The few that
remamned alive were cut oft without hope of retreat
1 r the leopards surrounding them had at last reverted
ulterly to thewr primeval blood lust They were
beasts of carnage The cat-people danced abowut
shouting shrill commands, trying desperately to snap
leashes onto the gem-studded collars A« Ki-Gor
watched one tall B Wahar threw away his assegai
screaming madly and threw himself on the ground
he leopards closed tn Nyra and Jason Bnll were
bound with stnps of tough fiber Ki Gor swittly freed
the woman hands and feet Up to now she hadn t
said a word She d just stared, stunned at Ki-Gor
Brill the leopards

Now tree 0 move she too found her voiwce
again She shrieked words many of which Ki-Gor
did st understand Turming her mad gaze on Bnll
she snatched up a tallen assegar and drove it with
lightning speed at the man s abdomen *Cut YOU
loose' What about me? What about me you dirty
heel’

Ki-Gor plucked the assegai from her hand and
threw 1t away She sobbed with rage Bnll was
shouting words t0o— shouting at the top of his voice
He threshed n his bonds “Cut me loose too, damn
you' I'll show her' Try to kill me, will she

Ki-Gor decided that the scene was attracting
too much attention The nearest group of leopards
surrounded a frantically dancing and thrusting
B Wahai vome thirty feet away, but the jungle man
saw baleful eyes flicker \n s direction, read both
hesitation and temptanon 1n the lashing tails, the
uphtted paws More commotion might draw enough
of them away to make serious trouble Ki-Gor put
one hand over Brll's mouth and shoved Nyra the
Charmer roughly toward the dangling vine with the

other "Wait for me,” he snapped “I'll carry you up
Brtll will ehimb himselt"™

Ignoring her then, he bent 1o slash the fibers that
bound the man Bnll staggered to his feet, raving with
fury Ki-Gor wheeled toward the vine, expecting to
see Nyra She wasn’t there —the jungle man caught
a ghmpse ot the woman’s back as she plunged mto
the brush at the jungle’s edge He started to face Brill
agamnt his mouth operung 1o command a dash for the
vime He saw the blow coming. but it canght him oft
balance Bnil’s heavy fAst caught bim on the sheif
of the jaw and spilled him over backwards, breath
exploding out Brill was cursmg wildly ‘1 11 get her,
Il get her tor that if it « the last thing T °

He stooped for Ki-Gor « kmife  Ki-Gor sull
on the ground braced his elbows and kicked the
man m the face Brill spun away with an anguwished
howl And for once Ki-Gor's rather placid temper
nearly boded over—he leaped to his teet and took o
long trembhng stride toward the bulky man, hands
outstretched and widespread to grasp Brll ran He
turned on his heel with a termhed bleat and vanished
into the brush nearly at the spot where Nyra had
disappeared only 4 few moments before

The B"Wahai warrior who had tought so vahantly
and futifely tharty feet away was down No longer did
the leopards ot Mau respect one anothers’ kills The
man wds a rag doll tossed and flung limply about
by a dozen of the beasts Others crowded out, were
making for Ki-Gor

Ki-Gor Lotd of the jungle feeling more palpably
disgusted than ever within his memory took to the
vine, swung lithely up to join N geeso and Tembu
George

pygmy though long famul:ar wuth Ki-Gor and
his ways had never quite adjusted with dehght
to tree travel particularly at mght 1t was difficult for
N geeso, with his small reach —and big, stocky. slow
moving Tembu George was always frankiy unhappy
at the prospect So. as soon as was feasible, Ki-Gor
dropped from the trees and commenced leading the
pawr away from the jungle, across the dark, grassy
plain toward the spot where Helene and Talker
Watkins waited Behlund them, the sounds of battle
took on new fury —the voices that had been showting
commands suddenly screamed with pain and terror
The leopards. in their blind blood-lust, had turned
upon the hunters of Mau!
Movement to the left attracted Ki-Gor’s eye He
saw a runmung figure—a large, broad-shouldered

THE BARREL-CHESTED Masan and the



figure 1o tattered khaki clothes —break from the brush
at the Jungle’s edge and stare wildly about Evidently
in the mind of Jason Bnll, the unseen terrors of the
Jungie had outweighed the very great. but more
tangible, dangers of the battleground The man began
10 run across the moonht plan, mto the lion grass,
his course at right angles to the one which Ki-Gor
and his compamons had taken Ki-Gor was about
to shrug Goed nddance Then another hgure rose
abruptly from the grass n front of Brll A woman
with a tangled mop of disheveled blonde hait falling
about her shoulders Abigatl Wikson, protessionally
known as Nyra the charmer She was swaymg Even
in the moonlight Ki-Gor vould see the dark stamn
across her shoulder and chest and knew that she must
have been wounded by a B'Waha arrow or assegal
But she had a spear in her hand —ene that must have
tallen near her

Nyra the Charmer who had been brought to
Africa by Jason Brill. and who would have been
leit there 1o die by that same bulky red-headed
gentleman—

The spear tn Nyra s hand came torward and Bril)
ran into 1t with all the force of his plunging flight Ki-
Gor could see that 1t emerged trom his back betore he
fell and befare Nyra let go of the spear and fell, too

He heard a sudden «cream From the right He
terked his head about again and saw that the black
panther had turned upon Tiin He had ore final
ghimpse of the contorted terror m the cat-girl’s
slender face, before she fell back mnto the grass with
the biack beast upon her

There was a shuddenng sound behind him and
he turped and saw that Helene was standing there
covering her tace with her hands “"We —we <aw you
tomimg — we came to meet you Oh it homble—"

Just beyond her Watkins, pale and shaking was
emerging trom the grass Ki-Gor put his arm about
bis mate quickly, and swung her away He gestured
to the httle Australian “Quick™ he <atd  In «
moment 1t may be too late to go

He pointed torward, to the crest ol the slope

Behind the fugitives, the prowlers of Mau
screamed and miled about, fought their own cats,
and in the confusion, the B’Wahai. too Ki-Gor and
the others trotted on until the sound became faint
behind them. and (inally disappeared altogether
Only many munutes later, when they entered the
Jungle beyond the limuts of the land of the B'Waha,
did they stop to rest

They spoke very little m the frst moments of
their pause, Tewbu George lay flat upon his back,

and his great chest heaved wuth exhaustion Helens
sat with her back to the bole of a bambambo tree and
tried to keep her limbs from shaking with reaction
Talker Watkins flopped down m the middle of the
clearing and promptly fell fast asleep

N'Geeso squatted, half-closed his bulging eyes
and grinned at Ki-Gor, looking tor all the world like
a mischievous monkey “N'Geeso 1s mighty fellow ™
he said blandly “Save everybody < hife ™

Ki-Gor grinned back at him “Speak softer, lhittle
one "

N’'Geeso struck his chest “All tremble before the
mightier ones of the jungle— but 1t 15 N'Geeso who
brings trophies to his kraal *

l ; I GOR kept smuiling, but shook his head
Then he moved his eyes shghtly and gazed
back n the direction of Mau, and the land

of the B Wahat He seemed to look for a moment,

through the gloom and through the distance He
spoke in N'Geeso’s language—he spoke qwetly
and with a reflective tone “There 1s the way of the

Jungle The hunter must hunt for s needs — and not

for trophies If this 15 not done the jungle sees that

disaster comes The people of Mau hunt when they
do not need to hunt Before they began this they
prospered Now they will perish Their own leopards
who are creatures of the jungle, wilt still roam the
night tra1ls when grass grows over the bones of the

people ot Mau °
It had been toe much thought i one package

for the pygmy He had already stopped Listening

and was wandening off 1o the edge of the clearing
investigating the progress of a spindly ground insect

Helene opened her half-closed eyes smiled at her

malte and said “That was a long speech fot you, Ki-

Got | hope you will remember 1t next time you go

hunting for a leopad skin tor me ™
But you did need one Ki-Gor said. then fell

abruptly silent, staring at the lowncloth and halter she
wore kIt was not the old one [t was soft and supple
and new ‘Have you forgotten, Ki-Gor? The last ttme
you killed a leopard for me | made several costumes
from the pelt But I've been saving the goed ones
for—well company, special occasions. something
like that ™

Ki-Gor frowned “Why not wear them m turn®”

He shook his head “There are things about a woman

[ don't understand ™
“That,” sard Helene, srmling, “1s perhaps the

one characterisic you share with men who call

themselves civilized ™



