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WASULI DEATH

By JOHN PETER DRUMMOND

Africa was arming for War! From the Zulu
plains to the heart of the Congo they flocked to &
the blood-red banner of Iban Byzof. And first to |}
| be trapped in that rising tide of revolt was Ki-Gor, !
son of the jungle, and his bewitching, flame-haired

mate, Helene.

[-GOR’S gray eyes followed the graceful, golden figure §

B of his flame-haired mate, Helene, as she chimbed into the §§
iddle branches of the great tree nearest the river

When Helene reached the imb which they used as thewr high-

est diving board, she paused and looked down to where her mate 8




sat as though to happily remind herself that s full
attention was focused on her Although she tried not
to tet her delight be too evident, she believed that
her efforts to domesticate Ki-Gor were beginnuing to
bear frunt at [ast

He had lazed about the pleasant clearing for
three full days now, seemingly quite content, even
to the extent of performng the mnumerable worr-
some little tasks which wives throughout the world
store up agamst the times when the maie relaxes
his guard about the home The most unbehevable
happenmg of all had been Ki-Gor’s calling off of a
scheduled leopard hunt with the pygmy chiefiain,
N’'Geeso

Why only that morning when Helene had re-
minded him that he would have to go hunting if he
wanted meat for the everung meal, he had said he
would much prefer to catch a few plump fish from
thewr river bank Helene could have remembered
that only a few days before he had commented that
he was growing weary of fish, but she didn’t

Helene smiled as she stared down at the great-
shouldered man suting with s back agamst a
tree-trunk, his strong, bronzed face tilted upwards
toward her A fish net lay piled on one side of him
and on the other were scattered a vanety of bone-
handled kives he was sharpening

“You've already repaired the net, haven’t you?”
called Helene

*Yes,” Ki-Gor answered

“Well, those kmives should be sharp enough by
now,” she decided, “so why not go swimnung with
me

The big man known throughout the Congo as
the White Lord of the Jungle very deliberately put
down the knife and whetstone he had been holding
“You really mean you've finally run out of things
for me to do ™ His voice was teasing I thought my
strength would give out before the jobs did Wah!
No Arab ever drove a slave any harder than you
drnve me!”

“The very dea!” Helene said

“T believe N'Geeso’s night when he says you
can’t bear to see a man—any man— doiwg noth-
ng,” Ki-Gor went on, “He says the moment you set
eyes on him you begin thinking up ways to put him
to work He says you're a very bad influence on the
women of the jungle ”

“That N'Geeso!” Helene said denisively “He's
strong enough to track game for days on end through
the thickest bush but when you ask hum to build a
lean-to or weed a vegetable patch suddenly he gets

famnting spells and terrible pains i hrs back

Ki1-Gor stroked his chin reflectively

“He says the gods met 1n council long ago.”
continued the White Lord, “and apportioned the
work about the kraal to women and bunting and
fighting to men He says anyone who goes against
that decree risks damning his soul to walk i eternal
horror and that for this reason he fears greatly for
you”

“Oh, he does, does he™” declared Helene  Well,
if you ask me, Mister Ki-Gor, I thank vou put that
shuftless little 1mp up to most of the muschief he
causes me Now do you want to swim or do you
want to sit there and talk about N’ Geeso to your-
setf?”

Ki-Gor seemed to consider the matter unhap-
pily “I'm really too worn out to swim.” he com-
plamned, “but I guess I haven’t got any chotce in the
matter ”

Helene tossed her head *“Pooh! You should be
ashamed, fussing because 1 ask yvou to do a couple
of things 1 wish I could just take three days off and
loaf whenever I wanted 1o without a worry 1n the
world ”

She turned and w alked sure-footedly out along
the hmb Under her husband’s tutelage, she long
smce had lost all fear of heights She walked the
swaying tree-paths with as much assurance as any
city woman strothng along a down-town sidewalk

Ki-Gor chuckled good-naturedly, watched her
shm, graceful figure until he was certain she didn’t
mean to turn around and lecture hum turther And m
that moment when he was secure from her gaze, his
face abruptly changed

His gray eyes, warm and laughing while he
teased Helene, went suddenly hard and cold His
square jaw set hard, hus mouth drawn 1nto a thin,
grim lime He lifted his head, hstenmg

Though he had been too clever for Helene to no-
tice how he was reacting, 1t wasn'l the first time that
day when her eyes had strayed from him that his
face had grown hard and dangerous as he strained to
hear the faint, internattent throb of a distant drum

She, too. had heard the drum. but sts 1ageed,
faltermg beat, 1ts many hesitant repetitions and long
pauses were so obviously the work of an amateur, a
rank beginner, that she paid the seund no aitention
Why would anyone Listen to the stumbling practice
of some unknown native youth who aspired to be a
drammer?

That she was bemng decerved was no reflection
on Helene Except for Ki-Gor and the cunnsng little



hown men commanded by N'Geeso, no one n all
the vast area over which the dtum could be heard
~2ad any sigificance mto 1ts sound

N'Geeso's drummers was sending out that
stumbiing, erratic beat Long ago the pyg-

mies had learned that for Little men to survive i a
sorld of big men required the utmost cunning And
this secret drum-code, which not even the trained
ears of the big natives could detect, was but one of
the many tncks by which the pygmies outwitted
their larger enemies

N'Geeso could lounge about s kraal, seeming-
|v a picture of innocence, a trusting, mdolent hitle
man who didn’t suspect he had an enemy 1n the
world, and yet all the tume he would be maneuver-
ing and transttting orders to a far-flung network of
~couts and warriors

For three days and mights now, N'Geeso's men
had been shadowmg a heavily anmed force of fifty
strange warriors which had suddenly and mysteri-
ously materialized in K1-Gor’s section of the jungle
But for the fact that the pygmies were the White
Lord’s seif-appointed protectors and kept watch
along the bordeis of his own lands as well as their
own the strangers would have escaped detection
entirely

A keen-eyed pygmy scout had discovered them
making camp n a dense stand of bush at dawm He
backiracked their trail, tound that indeed they had
been traveling during the night hours And with
that, the scout was oft hke a frightened antelope
to report to N'Geeso Armed warriors who trek by
night and hide by day aren’t up to any good

By mid-moming the “novice” had begun s
practicing on the drum As soon as N'Geeso was
mformed, he scented trouble —trouble not for him-
seit, but for his fnend Ki-Gor Hastily dispatched
scouts raced along the backtrail of the mtruder
learning that the strangers had stealthily skarted
wide about the pygmy lands to enter Ki-Gor’s area
So 1t was that the pygmy chreftain started the dram
talking to the White Lord, informung him of every
new development as u came n

Fragment by fragment N'Geeso’s men accu-
mulated evidence The warriors were not of any
tnbe familiar to the pygmies From their actions,
apparently they weren’t men of the jungle at all
N'Geeso's guess was that they were of some veldt
tnbe from far away to the south

They seemed to know the general area in which

FAR from being a novice, the most skilled of

the White Lord lived, but they had no i1dea as to the
exact location of his camp By the afternoon of that
first day, feeling that n Ki-Gor’s own lands they
were safe from the prying eyes of the pygmies or
any other tnbesmen, they abandoned their practice
of moving only at mght Breaking into groups of
five, they began to comb back and forth over the
tangled trails, obviously searching for a fresh spoor
which would lead them to the White Lord

“Like hungry jackals, they sneak along the
paths hunting you,” N'Geeso told the White Lord
by drum-talk “They come as enemues, holding
thewr weapons ready You and the Golden One stay
where you are | am puttng a wall of men about
your catp *

So not wanting to disturb Helene and yet anx-
10us to learn more about the intruders, Ki-Gor had
become a home-body suddenly He loafed about the
camp, saymg nothing and keeping a protective eye
on his mate When his pygmy friends had learned
all they could about the strangers or when the
searching band came too close, then he would have
to act But in the meantime he felt that the wisest
course was Just fo wait and let the big warnors ex-
pose as much of theiwr hand as they would

On the second day, N'Geeso had grown restive
and had sent a man to Ki-Gor's camp, ostensibly
to mquire about their proposed hunting trip, but
actually to ask Ki-Gor’s permission to sweep tin and
wipe out the raiders

The White Lord had forbidden the attack
“These blunderers are more valuable to us alive
than dead,” Ki-Gor had declared “Only a powerful
enemy would send so large a force a long way to do
harm to me or mine If we kill these men or capture
thein. probably others will take thewr place Let us
therefore use them without their knowledge, mak-
ing them lead us to the one who commands them ™

Ki-Gor had thought long on how he could tnick
the raiders and had decided that the best way was
to convince them that they had successfully com-
pieted their mission He must make them believe
they had kilted him

He mstructed the pygmy messenger to have
N'Geeso prepare two figures which in dim lLight
would look roughly litke Helene and him, figures
soft enough to absoth arrows or spears about as
human bodies would The task was simple enough
for the pygmy witch-doctors, who were skilled at
producing all types of figures, masks, 1dols and cos-
tumes as part of their trade

And since Ki-Gor wanted Helene out of harm’s



way 1n case anything went wrong with his plans,
he asked N Geeso to invent some pretext urgent
enough to make Helene hwrry immediately to his
kraal The same pygmy wamors who smuggled the
dummies close to the camp ceuld baing the message
summomng the jungle girl

So on the afternoon of the third day, the Whate
Lord sat waiting for lus plans to matwe The dum-
mues had been completed dunng the night and were
on therr wav The messengers were due at almost
any time now And the drum to which Ks-Gor Lis-
tened as Helene balanced for her dive told hum the
raiders at 1ast had discovered the trail to his camp

The drum told also that N (seeso reluctantly was
pulling his protective force of warniors away from
the jungle man s camp In-obeywng this final order,
the small chieftain was going directly counter to his
own destres  but he had learned through experience
that the most foolish soundings ot Ki-Gor always
turned mto good, hard sense

THE fast labored message of the drum saxd
the raiders were moving very slowly and
cauttously and couldn’t possibly reach the
camp before mghtfall Apparently, the strange war-
nors knew something of the White Lord’s reputa-
tton even though they were unfamihiar with his
haunts

For the present there was nothing further he
could do He could merely wait and hope that
matters worked out as he wanted Most men 10 his
position would have fretted and paced, endlessly
reviewing their plans for fear they had overlooked
some vital pomnt But atter living every day of his
hfe wath danger, the Whte Lord knew the folly of
wearing out his mind and strength 1n truitless, un-
preductive worrying

When danger threatened he worked out the best
course of action he could devise and then calmly
went on about his atfairs until the moment came
to eftect the plan The one thing that disturbed him
now was a feeling of guilt about decerving Helene,
yet he felt he was acting for her best interests

She worried about his bemg so constantly
embroiled m trouble and sought 1o keep hum from
bemg drawn into new dangers As a wife, Helene
naturally felt that others should do more and Ki-
Gor should do less in the bard and usually thank-
less task ot enforcing peace 1n the jungle

But 1 truth Ki-Gor had worn the mantle of
leadetship too long and 1t fitted too well for him to
doff 1t now And he had fought the evil forces of

the jungle so long that they automatically regarded
him as ther pnmary foe, the major stumbling
block 1n the way of their cruel and greedy designs
The peace-loving tribes, the weak and oppressed
looked to him for protection It was their trust in
the legendary White Lord which made them bury
therr age-old feuds and cooperate for the common
good 1n times of penil

No other man 1n the jungle had the prestige
and ability, let alone the desire necessary 1n the
difficult job of coaxing the touchy and suspictous
savages to cooperate And 1t took great coutage and
mulitary skill to defeat the throngmg spoitlers who
sought to destroy whatever progress Ki-Gor made
It was to the advantage of the slaveis the gold
and wvory hungry white adventurers, the predatory
tribes who fived by pulaging weaket neighbors, the
power-hungry chueftains and witch-doctors to keep
the yungle peoples weak and diveded

So 1t was that K1-Gor tned to spare Helene as
much worry as he could, and man-like, his way
was to stave off telling her about any new trouble
as long as possible Perhaps the matteys will not be
as serious as it appears, he thought Or perhaps 1t
can be quickly settled

Ki-Gor sighed, then abruptly pushed s trou-
bies out of his mind, his eyes lighting admiringly
as Helene sprang cutward from the hagh branch in
a perfect swan dive He watched her slant down-
ward, her shim body gathering momentum, grace
and beauty n every perfect line of her youthtul
figure

Not by the least sign did Ki-Gor reveal any
mntentien of jomung Helene n the water until a
fraction of a moment before she knited beneath the
surface Then, knowing she couldn 1 observe him,
he suddenly bounded to his feet and went racing
toward the river

One unacquainted with Ki-Gor would have
been surprised by the cat-hke speed and hithe-
ness of so large and powerful a man Yet st was
his mcredible quickness jomed with his immense
strength which had enabled hum to survive the un-
ending pentls of the jungle He was as much a part
of the wild as any of the great carmivore He too
had been born to the jungle and his only tuters in
youth had been the forest beasts

In that pitiless environment the first lesson
he learned was that the weak and slow die young
With his man’s brain to dnive him  he had worked
tirelessly to perfect those abiities and attributes
which would give him a wining edge on the



fanged killers who stalked him and the fact of hus
survival was evidence of his success

He sped now toward the water, his bronzed
bodyv naked except for a leopard-skin lomn cloth
Despite the lashing power of his long, ground-eat-
mng strides, he ran with a controlled, easy smooth-
ness that behed his weight

He had marked the angle of Helene's dive,
guessed the point where she would surface, and
a< he readied the bank, he leaped outward in low,
flat racing dive aimed toward that spot Like a shot
arrow, his hard body skimmed down along the
surface, cleaving twin curtains of jeweled spray
And when Helene's head broke out of the water,
she was «tartled te find herself looking directly into
Ki-Gor's tace

*Oh —you'" she exclaimed, and with an ex-
presston intended to be fierce, she lunged to duck
him

But the {aughing White Lord shd away under
her reaching fingers, and twisting like an eel, arced
downward through the crystal clear water When 1t
came to swimmung. though, Helene was almost hus
match and she was quickly on his trail Like playful
children. they carried on their game of underwater
tag, scattening the nervous little schools of multi-
volored fish as they skimmed along the shimmering
whiteness of the gravel bottom or shet upward like
suddeniy ioosed projectiles for a quick gulp of arr

Fhey had romped n the water for about an hour
and were floating 1d}y for a moment, breathless and
laughing, when the White Lord abruptly motioned
Helene to silence She followed his glance, watch-
mg 1t fieck through the trees and she wondered
briefly as the seriousness of his expression

Then she realized that lus animal-keen senses
had detected a change 1n the normal jungle sounds
and in the actions of both the birds and monkeys
who long ago had learmned to 1gnore Ki-Gor and
Helene T@he warblings of the songbirds had ceased
ind the monkeys had moved higher into the great
trees Contrarv to the belief of aity dwellexs, the
Afnican torest s filled with a small bedlam of
sound. and when that noise ceases, some danger
usually threatens

Ki-Cior's tirst thought was that the strange war-
nots somehow had outwitted N'Geeso, shpping a
small force past the pygmies while the main body
maneuvered far out in the Jungle He had no time to
reach his weapons on shore

“Head for the far bank'” he said with swift
decision

CHAPTER 11

ELENE was bewildered by Ki-Gor’s ur-
ngnt tone It was unlike hum {o be so jumpy

at s own camp It can't be anythmg,
probably some animal roaming past,” she said

“Don’t argue’” he snapped

But before they began to swim, a hquid bird call
sounded loud and clear m the silence, ending with
an odd limle tnlling fimsh Ki-Gor grunted, the tense
set of his jaw relaxing

“It’s all nght,” he said, catching her shoulder to
stop her “That’s the call the pygmies use ”

“Well, | told vou u wasn't anything to be
alarmed about,” Helene ponted out, noting that he
looked slightly embarrassed

“It doesn’t pay to take chances,” he said defen-
sively, wanting to kick himself for almost giving
the show away Let Helene get suspicious and it
woukdn't be anytime until she had pulled the whole
story out of hum

“I'm not arguing.” she declared ““You're quite
right "

But Helene was beginning to look thoughtful
and Ki-Gor was relieved to see six pygmy war-
nots trot nowselessly trom the torest mto the camp
Quickly seizing on the distraction, the Wiiute Lord
called out a formal native greeting, 1 see you, O
Great Stalkers of Elephants! May the earth groan
under the weight of your 1vory and may the cutse of
Gumshar rest on your enemues!”

The wiry, yellow-skinned hitle men drew up on
the shore, unable to keep the disapproval from their
faces as they waiched the jungle couple swum to-
ward them If it was possible for theiwr adored White
Lord and his mate to de anything wrong m therr
eyes, this mfernal bathing that the jungle couple
insisted upon came the nearest to being that thing

As their chieftain. N'Geeso, had explained on
many occasions to Ki-Gor, not only was 1t unwise
and unhealthy to bathe, but it was also a direct af-
front to the gods, who would have equipped men
with gulls and the fins of a fish 1if they had meant
them to swim 1n water As any self-respecting pyg-
my knew, for abundant health and a scent exciting
to the opposite sex, one should keep himself well
greased with rancid happo fat

“We see you, O Lord Ki-Gor and your daughter
of the Sun'” they procJaimed 10 umson “May your
days be unendmg and your happiness as great as
your boundless fame!™

Even 1f they had seen these same little pot-bel-



lied men on the previous afternoon, the greetings
would have been as formal and flattering Ceremony
holds an umportant place m the lives of primitive
pecples

The leader of the six pygmies was N Teka. one
of N'Geeso's gnzzled veterans Two )jagged scars
where a leopard’s claws had once caught him ex-
tended from his left ear to the comer of his mouth
and his chest and arms were marked with a dozen
old battle wounds He was as wise as he was brave,
and Ki-Gor knew Helene would be safe with him
by her side

The White Lord vaulted easily from the water
and then with a2 quick movement swung Helene up
beside him N"Teka gave him a knowing, reassuring
glance and thereafter, for a good fifteen minutes,
devoted his attention to Helene, asking about her
health. her opinion of whether the rains would come
early or late this year and whether she didn’t think
the kunna flies were more numerous than they had
ever been

He discussed a hundred such meamingless sub-
jects before ever approaching the real reason for his
visit According to native etiquette, 1t would have
heen unpardonable bad taste immediately to launch
into the subject on his mind

But hnally at the time appropriate according
to the rutes of the game. Ki-Gor broached the
subject by delicately suggestng that perhaps there
was some small thing they might be able to do for
N'Teka

The pvgmy vigerously demed that there was
anything tn the world that he desired or needed
from them So they talked on, with the White Lord
taking the lead this tine, emphasizing how many
wonderful favors the pygmies had done for Helene
and him, how greatly they esteemed N’Teka and of-
ten thought how they did not show their friendship
for him enough

HUS. at last N'Teka under pressure was able
I to recall that there was a smali favor whech
he believed they could do for hem

“Now that you mentton it,” he said, “my young-
est wite, 1bole, approaches her time As 15 often the
way with women on theuwr first-born,” he continued
with the air of an older husband shghtly embar-
rassed at being so indulgent with a young wife,
“she gets rather foolish 1deas ™

Ki1-Gor and Helene both nodded understand-
mgly, encouragingly, as though they themselves
had reared as~ many children and dealt with as many

wives as the durable N'Teka

“She speaks very longmngly of having Helene
with her at the time,” the pygmy admitted “She
feels no trust 1n the witchdoctor’s paramount wife
who usually attends to such matters She says that
Helene knows much of the ways of the great white
witchdoctors and she would feel better in her heart
if the Golden One were there 10 supervise ”

Helene was mmediately all sympathy The
request was not an unusual one, for she worked
steacdly among the women to make them demand
better care for themselves She had to go slowly,
s0 as not to antagomze the witch-doctors and old
mud-wives too much, but graduaily among theiwr
superstition-ridden rituals and practices she was
forcing them to include elementary standards of
hygiene N'Teka’s young wife knew that Helene’s
presence would guarantee that she and her child
would recerve the best care

“You are a good husband, N'Teka,” the jungle
girl said “Of course, I'll go ™

N'Teka continued to muitter apologies at such
a senseless request, but he was visibly pleased
Actuaily, his young wife’s tume wasn’t too far off
and he wanted Helene theie as much as IThole did,
though 1t would be unseemly for a man to show
concern over such matters One couldn’t expect a
voung wife to be too sure about such matters, so
Helene would have no way of knowing that she
dehiberately had been called ahead of time

“Visiting the pygmies will grve you something
to do too,” Helene told her husband She had be-
come very businesshke “If you keep lying around
the camp the way you've been doing, you'll be get-
ting lazy ™

Ki-Gor snuled “If | go away from the camp of
my own accord, I don’t take enough interest in my
wife and home,” he saxd “If 1 stay at home, I'm
tazy ” He shook his head helplessly “There 1s no
understanding these women, N Teka ™

“True, true!” the pygmy captain humed to
agree “The lot of man 1s a hard thing to bear ™ He
sighed wearily, his eyes twinkfing

Ki-Gor started off as though to get his spear and
bow Then he stopped suddenly He was as good an
actor as any native

“Look, Helene,” he said, 1t just occurred to me
that this 1s the time for me to make a quick trip to
the Masar Tembu George has been promising me
two fine new spears | could pick them up and be
back before you're through ™

Helene frowned She hated to be separated fiom



Ki-Gor tor even a day That big, gray-eyed man was
the sun and the moon and the stars to her and she
wasn't reluctant to admuat 1t But after all she would
be occupied with the women so it would be selfish
of her not to let him visit Tembu George

"l guess that would be best,” she decided
Then as an afterthought, she added, “But mind
vou, vou're not to et them drag you off on any of
thewr hare-brained adventures Those Masai just sit
around and try to think up ways to get mto a fight *

Ki-Gor put a brawny arm around Helene, kissed
her playtully on the Ips “Ore would think vou
didn’t trust me,” he complamed

“1 don’t.” she said

Ki1-Gor stood with his bow and a full quiver of
arrows strung across hus back, his heavy spear in
his hand. to wave goodbye to Helene a few minutes
later when she left the clearing with the pygmies
As soon as she was gone, though, he leaned his
weapons agamst a tree, and after a short wat, fol-
fowed their track to the stand of young bamboo
where N'Teka had whispered that the two dummtres
were lidden

Ki-Gor eyed them cntically They didn’t look
very life-like m broad daylight with thewr painted
clay heads, their wigs of coarse, dyed zebra tails
and their bodies of straw-filled cloth The propor-
tons of the two figures were right, though, and the
pygmues had realistically clothed the female figure
n leopard-«kin shorts and halter and the male figure
1 a breechcloth of the same sk

He picked them up and camed them back to the
camp, where he covered them over with a pile of
uncured animal pelts From a distance at mght with
only the uncertamn 1llununation of a dying fire to
hight them, the figures would look hife-like encugh
to draw the fire of nervous assassins

There remamed only the problem of making
certatn that those assassins didn’t come so close or
linger around the camp so long that they would dis-
cover the hoax being played on them And to handle
that situation, the White Lord would need the help
of his huge pet, Marmo

Ki-Gor had heard the joyous trumpeting of the
elephant earlier that afternoon as the bull bathed mm
his tavorite spot upriver Like an old man adjourn-
g to the neighborhood tavern every afternoon for
a glass of beer and a game of checkers with his cro-
mes, Marmo tollowed about the same schedule ev-
ery day that he was 1n residence at Ki-Gor's camp
After lns bath, he would go south down a pleasant
game trail, lewsurely munching his way from one

plot of succulent elephant delicacigs to another until
he reached the grove of giant baobab trees where 2
herd of his wild cromes gathered to rest and scratch
their sides agaimnst the pleasantly rough bark and
sway thoughtfully m the coel shadows

Thus, withm an hour the White Lord had found
Marmo and cut short hus visit with his untamed fel-
lows Marmo took the mterruption n genial good
grace as he tock everything that the jungle man 1m-
posed on hum In the great bull’s mind, Ki-Gor was
a very nteresting pet, rather than the reverse situa-
tiont bemng true, and Marmo tock a fond pleasure m
indulging the whims of this man he owned

By the ime Manmmo had camed the White Lord
back to the nver camp, the swift African dusk was
sifting purple and deep over the jungle

l ; [-GOR attended to his preparations rapidly

He added wood to the smouldering coals

f the fire which was never completely al-

lowed to die while he and Helene lived at the camp
Then he cut several arm-loads of long grass from
the jungle’s edge, used them to make a soft, green
pallet some eight paces from the fire He covered
the pallet with antelope skins and placed the two
dumnues side by side on the prinative bed

He pressed the figures down so 1t would look as
if their weight had forced hollows 1n the soft grass
Then he walked to the opposite side of the fire and
studied his handiwork cntically He grunted doubt-
fully and stroked his chin 1n thought

Suddenly, he smiled, remembenng the mos-
quite netting which a white hunter had given him
The netting would be perfect It would allow the
figures to be seen, yet it would blur their features
He and Helene never used the netting becanse they
slept on a platform of woven lrana ropes high in the
trees where the might winds kept them free from the
annoyance of msects But if these strangers who
stalked him didn’t even know the location of his
home, they would be ignorant of hus sleeping habits
and 1t would seem natural enough to them to find
their prey on the ground near the fire In the jungle,
mosquito netting was one of the badges of a whte
man

It was no move than a few rmnutes work for
Ki-Gor to strnip several saphngs and erect a flimsy,
square framework over which he draped the cloth
Agam he retreated beyond the fire, studied the fig-
ures beneath the netting With the amazing quiet of
the elephant, Marmo came up beside him and stood
slowly flapping his vast ears



“You think [ m crazy, don’t you, Old One,” Ki-
Gorsaid And indeed as Marmo surveyed the jungle
man with steady, red-streaked eyes, he seemed 10
be pondening the immense capacity of men to busy
themselves with inconsequential matters

“Well. 1 m not,” continued the White Lord
“This s important, understand And I'1] need your
help to make 1t work’

Marmo expelled s breath through his trunk
with a bemused “whoosh™ The sound of his man-
friend’s voice was good, though the words were not
the famihiar commands he knew, so he did not listen
too closely to them He did not like the fire, for in
his experience 1t was an evil thing which could
sweep through the forest in a yellow wave of death,
but Ki-Gor seemed to know the secret of keeping
the flames 1n a small, round rning, so all in all Marmo
was content

Marmo watched bemgnly as Ki-Gor laid a
sword inside the netting beside the larger figure,
placing 1t so the firelight would plainly reflect on
its gleamung surface Then on the ground outside he
placed oue of his shovel-bladed Masai war spears

For his own use, he picked up his favorite spear
and bow and a full quiver of arrows, caught up his
sheathed knife and strode out of the firelight toward
the nver “Come, Old One'™ he called back to
Marmo and the elephant swung 1n a circle about the
flames and followed humn

The White Lord halted about ten paces from
the water at a tree whose slanting trunk and great
gnarled roots formed a breastwork which would
shield him from view

And behind that barmer in the velvet darkness,
Marmo s bulk would become an indistinct gray
blur Actually, Ki-Gor didn’t care too much whether
Marmo s presence was detected by the raiders It
was hi< own person that he must keep hidden

And so began the warting Ki-Gor sat where he
could peer through a break n the roots, command-
g a clear view of the area lighted by the fire He
didn’t it hunched 1n a tense knot, hss eyes glued to
the opening He relaxed comfortably, taking an oc-
castonal glance at the camp After all, Helene was
safe and 1t his hoax faled to work he could drop
mnto the dark river and swim to safety

Marmo was the restless one As time passed. he
grew hungry and wanted to wander off in search of
more rewarding food than tasteless dry tree leaves
His vast body required almost constant stoking with
greenstuffs and he saw no pownt i standing on a
bare patch of ground when there was plenty to eat a

few strides away

But each time the bult started 1o leave, Ki-Gor
would call him back, talk softly until he quieted
Then Marmo would doze m the shadows until the
empty rurablings of his stomach started hum fidget-
ing again Ki-Gor’s purpose not only was to keep
the elephant close at hand, but the jungle man knew
that the hungrier Marmo grew, the more belltgerent
and quick-tempered he became

The White Lord was beginmng to think he
wouldn t be able to hold the elephant any longer
when Marmo suddenly straightened his ears like
two great fans, hfted his mammoth head, the trunk
curling upward to test the breeze The heavy rum-
bling of the bull’s stomach abruptly ceased

Ki-Gor, too, heard the danger signals whuch
alerted the gray giant The crazed laughter of a
hyena which had been lurking near the camp cut
off 1n mud-note A might bird gave a sudden irill
of alarm A moment later came the sound of some
small, clumsy animal thrusting headlong through
the underbrush and as Ki-Gor peered through the
break n the roots he saw a grotesquely ugly wart-
hog break mnto the clearing, veer sharply to the right
as 1t saw the fire and then race upriver to disappear
in the darkness

NLY the stealthy and unexpected ap-
Oproach of men would set off such a senes
of alarms The stupid and surly warthog

wouldn t flee 1 such utter pamic from an anmnal
foe No, the strange tribesmen were sneaking near
theiwr goal at last Ki-Gor could visualize them freez-
ing wn their tracks now, silently cursing the hog

Ki1-Gor knew the natine mind, could chart the
tribesmen’s next action as well as 1f he were making
it lumself They were approaching along the well-
traveled mamn trail to lus camp, were close enough
to smell the smoke of hus fire For fear that the wart-
hog mught have roused therr vicums, they would
crouch unmoving for long minutes Not until they
felt the White Lord was once more aslegp would
they attack

In Marmo’s long years, black men had hunted
him many times Under Ki-Gor's tutelage, he had
[earned that the pot-beliied little men who smelled
of rancid tuppo fat or the big men who smelled of
lion skins were his friends But Marmo was wise
enough to know that neither the pygmues nor the
Masa1 ever approached the White Lord’s sleeping
place i this manner

The great elephant was no longer a worry to the



wngle man 1 xeept for an occasionat quick shift
of his cats Marmo could have been carved trom,
stone He could be trusted not to make a sound unti]
erther Ki-Grow or the enemy provoked him to a
charge He had tought beside his master in more
than one hattle

K1 Gar staod up <iid the quiver of arrows over
his right shoulder mnto the position where he could
draw the nussiles rapudly With practiced <kill. he
put a strong tiew stemg on the bow, automatically
tested 1t with a few pracuce pulls He kept behind
the tree trunk concealed himselt and vet was able
10 see

[t was pethaps two munutes later that he saw the
first shadow like hgure creep from the underbrush
Onlv the sottest teuch of Airelight fell on the crouch-
mg warrtor but the White Lord™s keen eyes made
out the man ~ motion as he turned and waved others
bebind him forw ard

Like slow squat beetles, the black forms crept
out of the bush Slowly slowly they came, making
no sound 1nching out along the edge ot the cleanng
n a ragged hine

Ki-Geon s eves were narrowed slits, but their cau-
tion made a tamt grim ~smufe flicker for an nstant
on s hips In a perverted way the skultkmg fack-
als wer. pavimg hm a comphiment Thetr numbers
and their stealth accuratety gauged the respect with
which hiv enennies regarded him 1t was ridiculous
that so many men should come i the dead of nught
to slay a sleeping couple

Nervelessly Ki-Gor watched the preparations
tor huis own supposed execuuon The strange war-
riors were ranging out in a wide hatf-moon, their
broad shovcl-bladed spear points ghttening wick-
edly as the shiftmg firehght struck the burnsshed
steel Thev meant to encicle the sleeping mat
thus ruling ot ¢ven the remote chance that thewr
victims might make a break for either the rnver or
the jungle

Ki-Cror tned without success to mmagtne who
had gone to such houndless trouble. had planned
with such extreme caution, to kil hum Why should
his death be ot such mmportance’ The persen or
persons behind this plot had tried to obwviate any
possthilitv of taliure

And cxeept tor the secret vigal kept over hun
and his lands by the pygmies the plot might have
succecded

Ki-Gor waited until the nng of steel about the
sleeping place was almost closed before stepping
close to Maime [t was time for him to intervene

He wanted the assassins to make ther casts, but he
didn’'t want them to make a close nspection of the
dummies He could use Marmo to accomplish both
ends

“Speak vour anger, Old One'” the White Lord
commanded “Speak!

Marmmo's master had tratned him for battle,
taught him to trumpet and charge only on order
Few sounds are more fear-some than the thunder-
ous trumpeting of an enraged bull, particularly to
primutively armed trbesmen who know all too
well the murderous destructiveness ot the earth’s
greatest beast once 1t goes berserk And simece a
wild elephant, unlike the man-tutored Marme, only
sounds that ear-splitting blast when ready to attack,
Ki-Gor knew the first 1nsunct of the raiders would
be to scatter for cover

Marmo needed no second urging He had scent-
ed Ki1-Gor’s anger as the men crept nto the camp,
which was encugh to conhrm for the wise old glant
that the strangers were dehnitely enemies And now
by his low, taut cominand, the White Lord had hifted
all restrictions from the bull

As suddenly as if the lid of hell had been tom
astde, the gray grant’s trumpeting ripped the silence
asunder To the human ear the sound of a thousand
screaming devils could have been no more terrble
The air splintered into stabbing particles of pam
that seemed to cut through the very flesh of a man,
shredding the mnermost fibers of lus strength and
infecting hum with a searmg terrot

The reactton of the raiders was much as though
the ground beneath their feet all at once had turned
red-hot Where they had been hunched low, skulk-
ing nto therr crrcle of intended death with mfinrte
caution, now they leaped up like suddenly released
jumping jacks, whichng and bounding as they
sought n all directions simultaneously for the mad-
dened elephant

But the captan of the marauders kept his head
Either the reward pronused him for Ki-Gor's death
was so great or the penalty for farlure so terrible that
he was less easily shaken than his men

“Strike, you dogs' he roared “Strike or our
chance 15 gone forever!™”

And even as he spoke, the black leaped a long
step forward and hammered his spear at the larger
of the forms beneath the netiing Under the lash of
his words, the warriors steadied for a moment The
circle tightened, regamed form Dark. sweat-glis-
tening arms whipped high and then from every side
of the long, shovel-bladed spears drove 1n toward



he sleeping place

No wamor was farther than fwenty paces
trom the target [t was virtually impossible for any
rratned spearman to miss at that range The rain of
spears ripped through the netting, Iterally nddling
the higures

And the force of the shafts collapsed the flimsy
netting frame. dropping the white cloth down over
the dummies like an obscurmng shroud “Hanee!
The thing 15 done!”’ screeched the leader 1n triumph,
“Quick now—sever the heads' They will be proof
to spur our master’s generosity ”

He jabbed a pointing finger toward the dump of
still quivering spear shafis which stabbed upward
from the ludden dummies ltke some monstrous,
many-branched growth A half dozen of his blacks
whipped free their swords and started forward,
echoing his tnumphant veil

But Ki-Gor had no notion of letting them reach
the figures In the time (¢ had taken the tribesmen to
cast thewr spears, he had guided Marmo out of the
shadows behind the huge tree, jabbed him with the
end of lus bow and hissed the command to charge

CHAPTER 111

ILD and termible thundered the great
\ ’\ / bull’s trumpeting With the cunning of
his kind, he saw that the enemy man-
things had thrown away thewr spears, the only
weapon they possessed which could do hum serious
myury He could be among them before they could
recover the weapons! It was what his friend, Ki-
Gor, wanted him to do
His gargantuan body exploded mto action
Immense legs pounding, he lunged out of the night.
rockmg the ground with the hammermg mght of
his strides He charged with hus huge head lifted,
trunk curled out of danger, tusks gleaming hke two
murderous wvory rams And his eyes flamed blood-
red with the surging wrath that beat through him
He came with the speed and power of an ava-
lanche, cleaving straight to a path that would plunge
him mnto the mudst of the raiders He was the per-
sonfication of brute, beast power And as the blacks
heard his battle-scream reach a crescendo, felt the
ground tremble under his more than five tons of
weight, they knew with sudden terror that they had
delayed their escape too long
Fea: held them rooted for a moment as they
beheld for the first ume the fabled devil-bull

that served the White Lord They had known of
Marmo’s existence, had been wamed to avord hum,
for their master had briefed them on every fact he
knew conceming Ki-Gor and his way of hfe But
they hadn’t taken toe seriously the stories about
the elephant It was difficult enough to swallow the
tales about the Whtte Lord

Now when 1t was too late, they realized 1t was
true that Marmo was a giant among giants and that
he was totally without fear of men He stood as
much above his own kind 1n strength, courage and
intelligence as Ki-Gor did above most men

The cannonade of Marmo’s driving feet shook
the campfire, crumbling the bumt centers of logs,
tumbling the unconsumed ends mto the embers
The flames reached upward n a fierce and sudden
blaze of light Every feature of the stricken war-
riors” faces was starkly revealed in the brightness

But what was more important, Marmo himself
was revealed m all his savage immensity And
with the flare of light, mindless panic burst over
the rarders Like chickens skittering in squawking
terror before the swoop of a hawk, the warriors fled
pell-mell for cover Each man thought only of his
own precious hide, left the grisly taking of their
victims® heads for some more foolhardy comrade
to accomplish

And no one of them was foolhardy enough for
that undertaking Not even the brutal threats of their
captain could have held them then But their cap-
tam wasn’t trying to hold them He was running full
speed n the van of the rout, holding his own person
more valuable than those of his men

Their wildly pumping legs were no match for
Marmo’s six and a half foot strides He hurtled 1n
ameng them lhke an express train running amok
He smote right and left with his gleaming tusks
One crumpled, red-spurting form catapulted ten
feet 1in the air, another ripped nearly half in two was
thrown backward completely over the rampaging
beast

Never slackeming hs pace, Marmo pounded
through a clump of fighung, clawing blacks, leav-
mg two of them ground into a sickening pulp and a
third weth a shattered abdomen screaming his last 1n
a blood-gushing delirium of pan

Marmo was in front of the natives then, between
them and the yjungle In a careemung tum, he swung
to the left, cutting over half of them off from thewr
goal As he smashed into the fleeing blacks, they
went utterly berserk with fear, ranning blindly 1n
every direction, colliding, beating at each other,



smashing mto trees

And the hideous, mindless shrieks that ripped
from therr throats cut upward even through the sky-
shaking thunder of Marme's trumpeting Unless
one knew elephants, the great war-tramed tusker's
speed and agility would have seemed unbelievable

In a matter of seconds, though 1t must have
seemed an endless eternity to the blacks, the bull
had zig-zagged a bloody path through the confused
mob Five more crushed and lifeless forms were
added in that brief interval to his score of victims
And another half dozen of those who managed to
get away would bear forever the marks of s at-
tack

Outward mto the jungle wn all directions the
rarders fled, teaning through thorn and bramble with
thewr bare hands. thrusting through stifling barners
of undergrowth, fighting mnsanely against tangled
nets of hana And Marmo raged into the darkness
after themn The sound of his purswit was enough
to keep the blacks running until utter exhaustion
overtook them

The grim-faced White Lord, wary as any
leopard, stood watchfiil and hstentng until he was
certain none of the maranders had hingered near the
camp Then he moved silently mto the center of the
clearing, pausing to stare into the death-twisted fea-
tures of first one dead warnor and then another

Finally, he wrenched a spear from one of the
riddled dummtes with which he had fooled the
raiders He stared at the broad, shovel-bladed point
Only one tnbe—the warlike Masai—used this dis-
tmctive type of spear

But the raiders had not been Masai' They had
carried those distinctive spears for the sole purpose
of making t seem that he had been slain 1n hus sleep
by his own supporters The assassins had planned to
leave those spears buried 1n their victums, knowing
such damning evidence would confuse the whole
camp of Ki-Gor's followers and mught well plunge
the pygnues and the lesser tribes mito open war with
the mdignant Masa

Dreadful jungle wars had been fought for far
less cause

And now that he had studied s dead foes
closely, Ki-Gor was more puzzled and worried than
ever No wonder N'Geeso's scouts had been unable
to 1dentify the strangers These warmors had come
from far beyond the range of pygmy wanderngs,
from nearly a thousand miles to the south Long be-
fore his marmage to Helene, Ki-Gor had trekked to
that far land of the great veldt and had encountered

tall, fierce men like these

They were the dread Zulus, distant and hated
cousins of the Masar Of all the dark peoples of
Afnica, thewr empire had been perhaps the most
powerful and warlike Their sron-disciplined 1mipis
had even held the whiie men and their modern arms
at bay for many years But the Briush finally had
defeated them and to msure that they would never
rise agaim had dispersed them on various reserva-
tions where they could be watched and supervised
The power of therr king had been destroyed and
therr chieftains made 1nte little more than 1mpo-
tent figureheads The chilling cry, “Kill— kill!™
of charging Zulu unpis was now little more than a
faint, uneasy memory

Yet here 1n the heart of the deep jungle were
Zulus on the war trail, Zulus who had reverted to
the old and savage ways of their fathers

How had they managed to get here” And why
was their first move an attempt on the life of a man
they had never seen Ki-Gor was confident that the
murder try was considerably more than a spiteful
foray meant to cause the Masai trouble

He sensed the gathering of dark and powerful
forces agamst hum and his friends Before they
learned that he still Iived, Kt-Gor hoped to prerce to
the heart of the mystery

HEY made an odd pair, those two men
I who sat i the shade of a zebra-skin canopy
watching the unpis drilling in the broiling

sun In color, shape, temperament and backgrounds,
they were utterly dissimilar But ruthless ambition
15 a bond stronger than all others It can make and
keep strange partnerships so long as the association
15 mutually profitable

Such was the association between the renegade
Zulu leader, M’Gola, who claimed the blood of
kings, and Iban Byzof, who pretended to many
things, but who, if he knew anything of his fore-
bears, had never been moved to mention 1t

“There’s no reason to worry,” Byzof was say-
1ng, though the remark seemed uncalled for since
neither of them had spoken tor over five minutes
He squurmed uneasily in the weather-beaten can-
vas camp chair, his mismated eyes—one was pale
brown, the other an even paler blue-—sliding toward
the vine bridge which provided the only entrance to
the camp

"No reason at all,” he went on m the oily,
overly-hearty voice “He's dead by now! No doubt
of it And not a breath of suspicion to pomnt to us ”



His shert, fat legs pawed unsuccessfully for a better
purchase on the ground “When Iban Byzof makes a
plan, it works Hasn't every single thing transpired
just as 1 said 1t would Well, so wiil this! Almost
any time now our men will be coming back with the
good news, so just be at ease ”

M’Gola’s hard eves flicked away from the
marching warrors, stared with momentary distaste
at the soft, shapeless obesity, the dirty, sweat-soggy
linens, the greasy, dripping features of Iban Byzof
He didn’t hike little men to begin with, especially
soft, bloated yackals like Byzof who lived by stealth
and treachery, who stayed safely hidden mn the
background while others took the chances and did
the dirty work for them

“My men™ M’Gola corrected harshly “Those
Wasuh curs of yours nearly shook themselves to
pieces when they heard this Ki-Gor was to be slain
One Zulu woman would make a better warrior than
any ten of them ” He spat contemptuously “And
’'m not the one wormrying! What 1 command, my
warrtors do ™

Byzof made an attempt to shift around m his
chair, short legs pawing at the ground, but he suc-
ceeded 1n domng little more than shifting a few lay-
ers of sagging fat in the black leader’s direction

An anthropologist would have found hus face an
mteresting puzzle He had a square, heavy, Teutomc
head, the puffy-lidded, famtly slanting eyes of an
Onental, high cheekbones and a predatory, beaked
nose His skin, until dissipation blotched 1t with
gray and yellow patches, had been hght brown His
mouth was too small and too red. and the lips were
a ways wet and ghsteming His surprising weak,
receding chin slid away nto rolls of fat The top
of lus head. now hudden by a battered straw hat,
was sparsely covered by oily strands of long, black
hair

“My friend,” Byzof sawd sofily, ingratatingly.
“you are too touchy with poor old Byzof Are not
our fortunes bound together mn this thing”™ Yeu
would quibble about a few blades of grass when
there are whole forests to be shared between us ™

M’Gola grunted fiercely, s mouth drawn m a
stern line He was a huge bull of a man, well over
s1x feet in height, his broad shoulders, deep chest
and powerful legs girded with lavers of rock-hard
muscle

Atter all, vou don’t hear me remmding you,”
went on Bvzof, “about my part i this thing 1 don’t
harp on the fact that I conceived of the plan from
beginmung to end, that [ selected you as my partner

when there were many others who would have
leaped at the chance to join me ”

From somewhere m the recesses of his disor-
dered clothung, he hauled a dirty, sodden length of
cloth and mopped his dripping features

“[ don’t say that it took me, my money and
my connections to smuggle you and your warriors
away from the preserve where you were cooped
up ke a bunch of slaves,” he said softly “I don’t
mention that 1t cost me plenty to set up a system so
your men ¢ould be dribbled up here n small groups
without bemng noticed ™

He blew his nose on the rag, dabbed at his
face again and then returned the cloth to 1ts lmding
place

“And 1t cost plenty more to get the Wasuli chief-
tain to assign us a thousand warrors and give us this
wetl protected place 1n his lands to get orgamzed
m,” Byzof continued “Maybe they do look kind of
ratty beside your men and maybe they are scared to
death of Ki-Gor. but they’ll flesh out our army and
once they know they don’t have Ki-Gor to worry
about, we won’t have any trouble with them ”

Byzof paused for a moment, probed at hus dis-
colored teeth with a pudgy nnger Seemingly satis-
fied that he had dislodged the food particle that was
bothering hum, he wiped his hand on his coat and
resumed

“No, 1t1sn’t my way to point out that I'm practi-
cally handing you a kingdom, giving you a chance
to fimsh the Masa off and make your name as great
as that of any of the old Zulu kings 1 don’t do 1t
because we're partners, friends, brothers-in-arms
And you should feel the same way. instead of blow-
mg up because I innocently say ‘our men’ about a
few of your Zulus ”

'GOLA scowled The fat little hypocnite
Mhad done all he said and had been cun-
nig enough to make the Zulu leader go
through the ceremony of blood brotherhood with
him before he would make a move Since no war-
rior, however despicable, would violate the rite of
blood, Byzof never had to fear that M'Gola would
betray him or harm him That s, unless Byzof
himself first violated the code, thereby freemng the
Zulu
But M'Gola wasn’t so naive as to be taken 1n
by the fat man’s pomted remarks or to be fooled
by the seeming amuability with which they were
delivered
“Pfaugh!” he snarled “Don’t play the generous



benefactor to me The cost to you in gold will be
more than matched by the cost to me in Zulu blood
And where the exclusive trading nghts you de-
manded 1 everything from slaves to 1vory quickly
will return your gold many-fold, there will be no
replacing of the warnors [ lose ”

The black leader jabbed a thick, blunt forefinger
toward the dnilling warriors The violence of the
movement sef the heavy copper bracelet about hus
WILsts to Janglmg

“Don’t take me for a fool'” he cried “You need-
ed me as much as I needed you Without Zulu steel
to shield them, these Wasuli curs wouldn’t march

Abruptly M'Gola shoved up from his hion-skin
covered chair, began to pace back and forth beneath
the canopy, heavy muscles rippling beneath the
gleanung black skin

“Imagme all this delay, this sneaking and plan-
ming and fudmmg,” he exploded, “because of one
man Even you turn pale when the name Ki-Gor 15
mentioned Bah' White Lord, indeed! You have the
hearts of jackals, all of you, to be bluffed by one
stinking white man "

Byzof folded s small, soft hands over his
paunch He looked hke an evil Buddha trying to
achieve a bengn smile It pleased lum to see the
Zulu prodded mto anger It was good for the black
savage to strain against the leash An angry, edgy
bulidog fights better in the pit

“One of the reasons for my success,” Byzof said
complacently, “1s that I never underestimate a foe ™
After a brief pause, he added, “*And another 1s, that
[ never venture an opinion unti] I am certain of my
facts "

Stung by ns words, M’Gola whirled to confront
him “Daoes this Ki-Gor command a tribe? he de-
manded "No! Does he command even a hand of
hired guards? No' Is he a man of great wealth, with
huts of 1vory and slaves to wait on him? No'” He
smacked hus clenched night fist into the open palm
of his left hand T know these lecherous, drunken
white outcasts If you had let 1t be known that Zulus
hunted him. he would have run like a rabbit Push
aside therr tricks, hes and empty threats and you
“find them al} bluft ”

“Very interesting,” Byzof commented “[ almost
regret that you’ll never come up aganst Ki-Gor
You see, though 1've never matched swords with
him personally, a round dozen of my best slave-
gatherers have to their everlasting sorrow Until he
came mnto the picture, I took between three and four
thousand slaves a year from this area ™

His mismated eyes ghittered wickedly and he
tapped his chest with a pudgy finger

“When Iban Byzof must come personally to
deal with a matter,” he said, with a sudden acid edge
of his voice, “you can be sure 1t is quite important
If you want a kingdom, I advise you to let me do the
thinking There’ll be fighting enough to keep you
occupred ”

He lifted his head, raised his slanted brows quiz-
zically

“That was our agreement, wasn't 17 he asked
softly

The big black glared at bim, and for the space of
a few breaths 1t seemed that he might tear apart the
bloated little schemer with his bare hands

But then Byzof added, even more softly *1
believe you swore to that arrangement when we
took the vows of blood ™ And M Gola slowly, re-
luctantly, relaxed, his face grown sullen rather than
dangerous

“I keep my word,” the Zulu grated, “but [ wam
you to keep yours 1'm not entirely 1gnorant of your
history Try to double back on your trail with me
and there’ll be no vows to protect you ”

For a moment, Byzof was utterly still Oune was
somehow renmnded of an ugly beetle left naked and
surprised by the sudden lifting of a rotten piece of
wood Then he began to laugh, short, shriil little
brays of forced laughter

“By the bowels of the prophet,” he declared,
“why should such a nidiculous rdea ever come nto
your muind? We're brothers! | wouldn™t double-cross
you under the pamn of death You must not be well,
my fiiend Iban Byzof has been accused of many
things”—he waggled his lead sorrowfully— “but
never of betrayig his sacred word"'™

M’Gola snorted, his eyes coldly knowing The
Wasuli women had not found him unhandsome
They contested for the favor of thus tall, arrogant
warmor before whom their own men quailed And
one of the ways mn which M'Gola found their
company rewarding was in the kraal gossip they
brought him Little chat went on among their men-
folk escaped their notice

*Then I wouldn't drop hints,” M’ Gola said, “to
Babongu, the Wasuli chieftain, that once the nigit-
mg 1s done that he, rather than vour friend, M*Gola,
will find himself king of the conquered lands No. [
wouldn’t make such promises ™

He was locking out at hus men, his face hke
gramite A roar of sound broke from the warriors
throats as they launched a mock charge He waited



unti] the sound subsided

“Nor would [, 1n your place,” he growled,
“even consider smuggling two hundred nifles to the
Wasuli as a guarantee that they, not the Zulus, will
rule once all other enenues are destroyed ”

Byzof had himself under perfect control now
He registered first consternation at M’Gola’s suspi-
clons, then a kind of helpless murth

“So that’s 1t""" he cried “I wondered what was
eating you Name of a pig, my frniend, you are a
¢hid indeed when 1t comes to matters of diplomacy
and intrigue ™

He gave mmself over to laughing for a few mo-
ments, but for all the crinkled merriment of his face,
no hint of humor lightened the cold watchfulness of
his eyes M'Gola was not amused

“Do you not wave a carrot in front of a balky
Jackass to make hum follow you®” asked Byzof jo-
vially “Ah, no, perhaps the example 13 not so ¢lear
to you as would be this one In the matter of wom-
en, have you not found that subtle hunts of gifts, fa-
vors— perhaps when necessary a veiled suggestion
of marriage—has an amazing effect tn promoting
theirr—ah—understanding  Well, 1t 1s very much
the same matter with our greedy but rabbit-hearted
comrade, Babongu I must gsve hum a few dreams to
occupy his mund so that he will not be fussy about
doing my hidding now ™

He chuckled, lifted hus eyebrows, archly

“Afterwards, Babongu will find himself 1n
exactly the same situation as a deluded maden.”
Byzof said “And like her, 1t will be far too late to
do anything about 1t

CHAPTER IV

‘GOLA glowered thoughtfully, paced a
Mfew steps away and returned If Byzof
felt any tens:on, the only way he betrayed
1t was 1n the manner he leaned forward awaiting the
Zulv’s retort
“So you hold out the same reward to Babongu
as you do to me”? said M’Gola hoarsely “You
speak the same words, make the same crude joke,
laugh 10 the same way about me to that Wasuli
jackal' Perhaps when the durty jobs are done 1t 15
[ who will be the deluded one Yes—perhaps that's
what 15 really mn your mind *
"Ridiculous'™ shouted the hittle fat man “1I’m
bound to vou, not Babongu We need him, that’s all!
Omnce he’s served his purpose, you can do what you

want with him That weak old sister couldn't hold
an empire together five days running °

Byzof pawed his way out of his chair He looked
like a sagging, pear-shaped caricature of a scare-
crow beside the powerful black warrior

“And 1f you want another reason, he’s crooked
as a snake,” he rushed on “He wouldn't keep a bar-
gamn with his own mother a minute longer than he
had to You think I want to do business with a man
like that?”

M’'Gola’s cold eyes bored mnte hum “Why
should you mind,” the Zulu sard grimly, “I'm doing
business with one hike that ”

Byzof sputtered protests, trymg to look
shocked Momentanly forgetting the hiding place
of us handkerchief, he dug first one piace and then
another 1n hus disheveled clothing as he talked

“] wam you, though,” snarled M’Gola, “I’il not
be cheated I've told you this so you’ll know I'm
watching your every move You'll not get a second
warming For nstance, the armval of a single one of
those nfies will release me from my vows ™

Byzof furiously swabbed his jowls His com-
plexion seemed paler, more mottled

“The Wasuli aren’t going to get any rifles,” he
protested “If I could get even a handful of guns
I'd give them to you But there aren’t any to be
found

*You could get them if you wanted to turn loose
of the gold.” said the Zulu “But you’d rather spend
black men’s lives than vour precious gold pieces
When the fighting 15 over you don’t want my 1mp1s
to be too strong " He snuled grmly “However,
smce | will command the attack, 1 will see that
those Wasuli cattle are the ones who take the heavy
losses ™

The fat man waved his arms distractedly

“I don’t care I don't care,” he wailed “Kill
them all off Do whatever you like, but get those
crazy suspiciens out of your head If we start quar-
reling now we’ll both be rutned’™”

Byzof began to shuffle about under the canopy,
muttering to himself But now that he had spoken
his mind, M’Gola seemed calm and unperturbed [n
the way of a soldier, he surveved the lay of the camp
for well over the hundredth time since his arrtval

His fat companion had done a good job in se-
lecting the posiion The camp lay 1n a V" formed
by smooth, high bluffs The open mouth of the
“V* was protected by a broad, crocodile-infested
river which flowed along the shadowed edge of the
Jungle The entire site on the camp side of the river



was grassy. open land, perfect for the traming ma-
neuvers n which M’Gola was drilling his warmors
Forbidden all military dritl by the British, the Zulus
had to leam fromn the beginmng the disciplined tac-
tics which had brought so many victories to their
tathers

The single way mto the camp was over a sus-
pensien bridge, a crude affair of woven vines an-
chored to raised wooden platforms on either side of
the river Though the camp was located n the least
traveled portion of the Wasuli lands, M*Gola kept a
guard of warnors at the bridge night and day And
when as now, the warriors were dnliing, he posted
sentinels further out 1n the jungle to guard against
surprse

His zebra-skin canopy was placed on a nise of
ground deep 1n the “V” so0 he could survey the entire
area His particular concern was that the presence of
Zulus shouldn t be discovered until Byzof’s plan of
conquest was 1n motion Therefore, he refused to
allow his men to buld themselves huts, insisting in-
stead that they establish therr living quarters i two
huge caves which opened mnto the chiffs

He had wanted to force the thousand Wasuli
warrtors which had been placed under hts command
to share the same regime But the Wasuli lacked the
storcal nature and the hardiness of the Zulus, and
therr complatnts to their chieftain about M’Gola’s
harshness and about being crowded 1nto the damp
caves had forced him finally to allow them to bwld
twenty large thatched barracks where they could
cook and sleep to themselves

“My men have no need to hide 1n their own
lands,” Babongu the Wasuli leader, had spat 1n hus
surly manner So for fear he nught have to give up
command of the warriors altogether 1f he resisted
the spitefully jealous chieftain, M’Gola had ac-
ceded to the Wasuli demands His mouth tightened,
though. every tume he looked at the thatched huts

A high, wavering cry of warning from one of the
sentinels at the bridge suddenly brought both Byzof
and M’Gola swinging about, their eyes namrowed
agaunst the glare of the sun

A double file of men moved out of the jungle
across the nver They came at a dogged trot, obvi-
ously, worn with long, hard teavel

“It’s them' " cned the fat man He rushed a few
waddlmg steps out of the shade of the canopy, shad-
g hs eyes with lus rght hand “They re back?

M Gola said nothing His face was expression-
less The men had reached the vine bridge, slowing
and spreading out it wouldn’t do for too many of

them to be on 1t at once and weary legs would main-
tain balance better at a walk

“By all the devils,” Byzof exploded, "why den 1
they hurry Why don’t they give us a sign™ His
breath came in gasps “Haven't they any brains,
dawdling at a tune like this Maybe they’ve failed
Maybe that’s 1t ™

He jerked about for a look at M’Gola, his face
carved with alarm

‘ ‘DON’T you understand,” he shrilled,
“1f they've faled, the whole game
may beup ™

M'Gola gave lim a contemptuous glance
“They would be lying dead 1n the forest, not com-
g back here, if they had failed ”

*You're living tn the past.” blurted the fat man
m his exciement “These aren’t the Zulus who
marched off bluffs 1o satusfy their king's whim If
they were such [1ons, they would have died kiiling
Englishmen a long time ago ™

M’Gola’s face contorted with wrath, but before
he could reply, the warnors who had now crossed
the bridge abruptly stabbed their gleaming swords
high, shouted three tumes 1 umson “Henor to
M’Gola!™”

The black leader relaxed, a smule creasing his
hard features “Hear them.” he said triumphantly
“They salute me with the cry of victory The white
dog, Ki-Gor, is dead™

Byzof expelled is breath 1 a whistling burst
His demeanor changed with starthing swiftness,
but instead of showmng chagnin or embarrassment
because of his outburst, he suddenly was radiantly
and deliriously happy

“Good boys—good boys!™ he shrieked, com-
pletely reversing his attitude of a moment betore
“They've done 1t | knew my plans couldn t fail 1t
they followed them

He began to dance about on lus sumpy, lu-
dicrous legs, the great jelly-like expanse of hts
paunch waggling and jouncing with a violence that
threatened to upset him

M’Gola watched him mockingly for a bit “For
all his evil,” he told himself, *he’s really no more
than a fool I'm silly to worry about his outwitung
me If he could get as frightened as he’s been about
this Ki-Gor, then the thought of making enemues of
me and my warnors would utterly paralyze him ™

Tasting hus first tnumph, M’Gola felt for the
first time defimitely superior to Byzof His war-
riors had quickly accomphished what the Wasuh



had feared even to contemplate They had proved
his faith 1n them His impis were a mighty weapon
shaped to lus hand With them he would become the
scourge of the jungle, a conqueror who would rank
in greatngss with the old Zulu kings

in this mood, he easily forgave the foolish fat
man his stupidities. saying with a touch of con-
tempt, “Compose yourself' This 1s hardly a fitting
way for war teaders to meet with their men ”

Thu~ they wele again seated tn thewr chairs by
the time the returming warmors reached them They
heard. with only a mummuom of chortling from
Byzot the captam’s report how he and his warnors
had niddled Ki1-Gor and his mate with spears 1n the
tace of an attack by an immense, enraged elephant

“But [ wanted proof of his death,” complamed
Byzot ‘] told you that™

‘Therwr word 15 proof enough,” M’Gola told hum
flatlv * You said yourself that elephant was a dewvil
Their losses were too heavy as 1t was Would you
have had them all killed so that you could have a
rotting hand ot skull to admure®”

“I didn’t mean that,” soothed Byzof The obwvi-
ous tact of their losses made 1t unwise for um to
pursue the matter It was just that [ wanted some-
thing definite to show the Wasuli, but we really
don'tneed i’

M'Gola smiffed, then turned to praise his men
rather more highly than he would have otherwise

When he finished, they saluted him and tumed
10 go.

“Umm-— ah—there’s one other thing,” broke
iz the tat man “About the pygmies— did you run
imto any of them?” He didn’t like to intimate that
the Zulu captam might have omiited anything from
his report but Byzof trusted no one to tell the truth,
sice he himself so seldom teld 1t And though he
could find ne reason for 1it, he had a vague feeling
that the whole thing bad gone off too smoothly

The Zulu captain for his part sensed that he was
not wholly trusted by the little man, and secure
the approval of chieftain, he answered more shortly
and definutely than he would have under other cir-
cumstances

“No one saw us'™ he declared brusquely “Those
miserable monkey-men didn’t suspect we were
within a hundred days® trek of thew lands Hai' 1
would say they are (n no way as wise and clever as
yOou imagine

M'Gola nodded 1n vigorous agreement, though
he d neser seen a pygmy himself, and motioned the
man to leave and answer no more questions

“Well?” he addressed himself to Byzof “Are
you ready to pay the call you planned on the pyg-
mies?” His tone mtumated that now that the tume
had come for Byzof to act personally, he half-ex-
pected the fat man to weasel out of the assignment

Byzof pursed his lips, s eyes squinted and
thoughtful Then he snuled hus false, fatuous smile,
Ignonng the slur

“But, of course,” he said “l alone could man-
age a delicate thing hke this I'll leave as soon as
I've had Babongu send word on the drums to the
pyemies that an important white b’wana has passed
through his kraal on the way to seek a meeting with
Ki-Gor™

He shoved out of the chair, chuckling hoarsely
at the cunming of s plan

"“Mark my word'"” he boasted “T’ll have those
mangy little curs at the throats of the Masai mside
of a week "

'GEESO, chieftam of the pygmies, and
Nhls veteran warrior and friend, N'Teka, sat
cross-legged m the dust beneath the great

tree left growing in the center of the pygmy kraal

A smuling little woman brought two gourds of
bitter native beer N'Geeso took them from her,
nodded his head in thanks He thrust one of the
gourds at N'Teka

“I am pleased, naturally,” N'Geeso said, “for
your wife to present you with a son” Then he
frowned and his voice unconsciously sharpened
“But 1t does seem to me that she could attend a
little more closely to my wishes She leavesmemna
pretty fix with her haste ™

N'Teka smffed the pungent odor of lus beer ea-
gerly, then recalling himself, he assumed as grave
a look as his scarred face would altlow and lowered
the gourd untouched to s knee

“I dtd what [ could with her,” he said unhappily
“She claimed there was nothing she could do about
the matter” He mused a moment “She’s always
been a good, cbedient wife before, so perhaps she
really couldn’t help herself

N’Geeso frowned unseemngly at a group of ur-
chins playing about a hut across the way

“With the chiid born, I'll never be able to keep
Helene here,” he said wormedly Then with an
abrupt gesture he lifted his beer “Ah, well, what's
done 15 done There’s no need gnawing a meatless
bone ” He smiled winningly “May your son be as
great a warror as hus father™

The two men drank off the beer without a pause



for breath N’Geeso carelessly cast his empty gourd
away

“And [ am seemng that the young one has a few
goats to start him 1 life ” he added

“Ho'"" exclaimed N'Teka joyously “You are the
most magnificent of men ™ To the jungle peoples,
goats represented sohd wealth and N'Geeso’s gift
Was generous

But N'Geeso wasn’t allowed to enjoy his role
of a benefactor for long Helene suddenly appeared
across the compound and headed toward him with
a purposeful stride He ducked his head, hopmg she
would think hum occupied with important tribal
matters which she shouldn’t interrupt

N'Teka saw her also, and cleaning his throat
nervously, muttered that he must be getting back to
his wife Before N'Geeso could halt him, the war-
rior was up and walking rapidly away, leaving his
chieftain defenseless For a bare instant, the hitle
chieftain thought of fleeing limself, but of course
such an action was beneath his dignity, so finally he
sighed and resigned himself to the mevitable

He stood up to greet the red-hared jungle gul,
and charlatan that he was, managed to force a de-
highted smile

“] sent word | wanted to see you earher today,”
she began abruptly “Now that [bole’s baby 15 born,
[ want to get to the bottom of this business about
Ki-Gaor’s whereabouts ™

N'Geeso looked apologetic “The burdens of a
chieftain ™ he murmured, indicating with vague
gestures that great waves of troublesome business
had been assailing him all day “You understand
never can [ call my time my own ™

In English, Helene said, “Poppycock!

The pygmy did not understand the word, but the
twist of the girl’s expressive red lips conveyed 1ts
general meaning

“I suspected something was wrong,” she contin-
ued “After all, I've been here ten days and in that
whole time you haven’t looked me straight in the
eve But Ibole was the one who innocently gave you
snakes away N Teka should have wamed you that
she talks in her sleep Every time she has dropped
off the past three days she's muttered about how
you and N’'Teka would be angry with her 1f she let
me Jeave ”

Like an already none-too-substantial fort that
15 subjected to a swift and mercilessly accurate
artillery barrage, N'Geeso was left with his defense
shattered and gaping with holes

He darted tus eyes left and nght He wet dry

Iips with an equally dry tongue “You— you would
accuse me, your old and trusted freend, of such a
thing,” he stumbled. straining desperately to think
of what he could say “Why, did | not three days
ago, and again yesterday, alert my most distant
outposts to send word the instant Ki-Gor 15 sighted
returming from the Masai lands?”

Helene stood with her hands on her hips, her
shapely legs firmly planted on the ground, her
shoulders grunly squared

“It 18 strange,” she sard. “that the great drum,
the one means by which we could easily contact the
Masai, should become broken the very day I want
to send a message to Ki-Gor [ don’t remember that
dram ever being broken before ™

She tapped a small but surpnsingly menacing
foot

“And 1t 15 equaliy strange that you should ad-
vance s¢ many unconvincing reasons as to why I
shouldn’t return alene to my own camp ™

But N'Geeso barely heard this latter remark
The word “drumy” which she had spoken had ex-
ploded an 1dea m hus muad like a star-shell hghting
a mudmight blackness He cursed himseif for a blind
Jackal act to have thought of the ruse before By the
fiery breach of the god Gimshat, 1t not onty would
solve lus trouble with Helene for a few more days
but 1t would also offer a solution to the other pre-
dicament which had been worrying him

SURGE ot confdence filled the mercunal
Azttle wan Surely, Ki~-Gor must be fimshed
ith hus nvestigation by now If only he
could stall Helene a while longer, everything would
turn out all right He had no notion that he was do-
ing anything wrong m deceiving the jungle girl He
merely wanted to keep her from worrying and keep
the White Lord out of trouble
“Aanee’ he wailed “You read suspicion into
my every word, my every action' Even (f you bear
me no affection yourself, how can you use such a
serpent’s tongue on your husband’s best friend?”
*“You'te a wicked, deceiiful little man,” Helene
declared firmly “I know it and so do you'”
A pacture of hurt and reproach, he drew himself
up to the full of us ummposing height
“Very well' Rush away to your camp hike a surly
rhino,” he said "1t would not interest you to know
that an important white bwana 1 expected to armve
here tomorrow for the sole purpose of conferring
with Ki-Gor
*No, you would rather be off at your camp alone



when the White Lord comes to meet him

“What”” exclaimed Helene

“["ve been trying to tell you.” he said nghteous-
lv “but every word I try to say you jump down my
throat The meeting has been talked all over the
jungle by the drums

“You can imagine my feelings at having my
own great drum sikent at such a time ™

Actually. N'Geeso could have had the pygmy
drum working within ten mmunutes at most

And as to the white man, he had been praying
that the stranger would lose his way or turn back,
anything to keep hum away from the kraal It was
bad encugh trymg to keep Helene quiet and happy,
let alone some officious personage, when he had no
notion himself when Ki-Gor would return

Helene began to look a little sorry about the at-
titude she had taken Though inwardly she felt that
N'Geeso was somehow covering up for the White
Lord, it was imposstble not to accept at face value
what he sard

Of course, what he failed to say was another
maiter

“Perhaps | was too hasty in my remarks,”
she apologized Then she frowned, remembering
Ibole’s mutterings “But Ibole distinctly sarid  ”

“Bah'™ scoffed N'Geeso, brushing such silly
feminine fancies from view “Wheo can read the
uncasy dreams of a tired, frightened gurl at such a
tume™”

He wrned easily then to the matter of entertain-
ing the white man and making him comfortable,
anxwous to occupy Helene's attention before she
could nspect hus story and his behavior of the past
tew days too closely

“You must advise and help me,” he said—he,
who liked advice from no one, “Actually, unti] the
White Lord gets here, the burden 1s yours to as-
sume ™

The white man did not arrive on the next day, or
the day after that N'Geeso had known alf the while
that he wouldn’t But on the mornng of the third
day. when Helene's suspicions of the little chieftain
were on the rise agan, the white man came with a
safart of thurty shafty-eved Wasuh

Ax befitted his station, N'Geeso, surrounded by
the elders of the tribe, did not go out of the kraal
with the pack of mongrel dogs and naked children
to greet the newcomer, but waited nstead 1 the
central compound Helene chose to delay her meet-
ing with the white man untl after the hubbub had
died down

The supposedly important white bwana, of
course, was none other than Iban Byzof Since
walking for a man of s bulk was next to 1mpos-
sible 1n the stearming African heat, he was bome
into the kraal in a make-shift sedan chair carried
by eight sweating blacks He was all srmles as he
arrved, nodding and beaming to right and left,
though up to a minute before he had been cursing
and snarling at his bearers for their clumsiness

He had had the good sense to stop a few muiles
outside the kraal to change to clean white clothes,
knowmng that natives linked the puzzhing habit of
fresh linens with the upper-bracket British colo-
mals But untidiness was so much a part of his na-
ture that 1t didn’t occur to hum to change his floppy,
disreputable hat And by the time he reached the
village, though his suit was still reasonably clean,
great wet circles and streaks were spreading under
the arm pits, across the back and along his thighs
and knees

CHAPTER ¥

'GEESQ regarded him with considerable
Nsurprlae, hissed under his breath to the men
about hum, “Except that the white elephant

knows how to smile, | would say that so huge a
lump of useless flesh must surely be the highest of
all British officials ™ The elders grunted apprecia-
tively at the irreverent remark

When the Wasuli bearers joltingly lowered the
sedan chair, Byzof climbed out with an alacrnity
amazing 1n one so bulky While one hand dived in
search of his handkerchief, the other gestured impa-
tiently for a pack-laden Wasuli to come forward

“Open it, you witless pig!” he growled m a
low voice Then he whirled beaming. to confront
N’Geeso He lifted his hand, palm outward, in the
umversal sign of friendship and greeting

“Could 1t be, revered leader of warriors, that
the Wasuli tongue 1s not foreign to you®” he asked,
knowing full well from Babongu that the pygmy
leader spoke the Wasuli dialect fuently “In shame,
1 must confess that the beauty of your own language
1s & thmg | have yet to learn ™

Intrigued by the fact that Byzof's eyes didn’t
match, N’Geeso was slow to collect himself, but
at last he adnutted to a meager knowledge of the
Wasuli tongue The pygmy also was taken aback
by Byzof's shortness It was a welcome pleasure to
find ope of the white lords of creation that he didn’t



have to look up to

N’Geeso glanced about to make certain Helene
hadn’t appeared yet Then, reassured, he called over
his shoulder, “Beer! Beer for our honored guest!”
Then, apologeticaily, he explaned to the white
man, “The splendor of your person has caused my
serving people to forget themselves It 1s our an-
cient custom that every truly important visitor drink
a gourd of beer with the chieftain It 15 a mutual
pledge of goodwiii ™

N’Geeso hied in his teeth He had leamed long
ago that most white men shuddered at the mere
smell of the bitter beer brewed by the pygmy wom-
en, so 1t was his private joke to offer them a gourd
of beer under such circumstances that 1t wounld be a
breach of etiguette for them not to drink it

However, when the beer was brought cut, Byzof
smilingly seized the gourd, drank of the nauseous
mixture with as much pleasure as a pygmy The
small yellow men looked at one another, gaping
Never before had such a thing occurred Even the
White Lord scomed their beloved drink

And before N’Geeso could recover from his
surprise, Byzof was pulling gifts from the opened
pack, spreadmg them on the ground before him
with a generosity unbelievable mn a whiteskin
Lengths of shimmermg cloth, brilhant reds, yel-
lows, oranges, purples, rolls of bright, gleaming
copper wire, a round tin object that made a tick-
ing noise and had two slender black sticks moved
round and round on a white face, and treasure of
treasures, a squat, brown magic box with a whurling
disc on 1t that spat forth reedy ghost rthythms from
a big horn

N’'Geeso looked dazedly at the gifts spread
in magnificent array on the ground before him,
watched as Byzof added a sack of salt, a cluster
of metal arrowheads, two hunting knives, a sack of
glass beads with holes ready for threading

The whiteskin was the father of all nch men or
else he was msane He gave as though he were the
very brother of the great king across the seas whose
magnificence was known to be beyond all belef
Like a man n a dream, N'Geeso saw the last of
the presents laid out, heard the flowery presenta-
tron which Byzof made to him as a chieftain among
chieftains, as the greatest and most trusted friend of
the renowned Ki-Gor

For one of the very few times mn s bhfe,
N'Geeso was rendered speechless He had not
wanted the white man to come He had been pre-
pared to dislike him He had thought him, and, 1

truth, still dird, most unpleasant to look upon Yet in
a space of minutes the white man had showered hamn
with wealth, treated him with honor, snowed none
of the arrogant disdain with which his kind usually
met the pygmies

To cover his confusion—and also because his
whole body hungered for the precious crystals—
N’Geeso picked up one of the gift knives and shit
open the bag of salt He measured a small, exact
mound into hus left hand, taking care not to spill
a single gramn Hungnly, the eves of lus followers
rested on him

He straightened up and ate the salt hke a child
devouring candy Then when his palm was clean
of every last crystal, he jerked his head about with
sudden fierceness, “Is our guest to be left standing
forever? Bring stools and platters of chotce fruits
and beer from the gourds cooling m the spnng!”
He swung angrily to glower at the women clus-
tered thick behind the men “And 1s our guest to
go hungry? Why are the cooking fires not lighted,
the choicest cuts of meat not ready for roasting?”’
He spoke 1n the Wasult tongue so that the fat man
would be certain to understand what he said

Then after the stools had been brought and the
two men were seated in a ring of pygmy warriors’
who were solemnly passing the bag of salt from one
to another as one would a box of candy, N’ Geeso
regarded the white man with a calmer head Despite
all the evidence laxd out around him, suspicion
twisted and grew within hum Whenever white men
gave, they sought something m return, something
of greater price

Well, he might as well get the truth He smiled
in hus most genial manner “Perhaps there 15 some
small thing we might do for you? You are inter-
ested, say, in 1vory? Or perhaps you look for men to
work a plantation or make some dangerous safarn®”
He paused, his eyes watchung for any reaction to his
questions “Or could 1t be you would like permus-
s1on to hunt 1n our lands for the yellow metal which
white men deem so precious ” He sipped a fresh
gourd of beer

Byzof blinked at him like some great featherless
owl seemungly surpnsed

“Want!” the fat man saild “I—I don’t under-
stand 1 want nothing, absolutely nothing' Dear me,
no * He took off hus disreputable hat, began to fan
himself placidly “Except with Ki-Gor of course I
have a most important matter to discuss with hum »



YZOF, granting with the effort, leaned over
B and took a square quart bottle from the open
pack beside im He twisted the metal cap

open, sniffed the contents appreciatively A few
drinks of raw, strong traders gin on top of the native
beer would make the sumple-munded savage putty
n his hands

“Now you must drink with me,” he satd cheer-
ily He handed the bottle to N'Geeso “A drink for
chieftans' Pour as much 1n the gourd as you hke ™

After N'Geeso had choked down two seaning
guips of the gin and Byzof had pretended to drink
himself, the fat man sat for a time fanming himself
and smiling at the ring of warriors A situation like
this gave him a satisfying sense of power These
little men were feared 1n the jungle almost as much
as the dread Masai, yet here he was moving them
about as 1f they were no more than manumate chess-
men

“[ rather expected to find Ki-Gor with you.”
Byzot said, “knowing what close friends you are
I"'m most anxious to see him Perhaps it would save
tume 1f you'd take me to hts camp ™

N'Geeso could feel the electric fire of the white
man’s drink spreading out from his stomach
tingling waves He felt somehow larger, stronger,
more sure of himself He took a long pull at the
gourd and this time he didn’t cough

“He wouldn’t be at the camp,” N'Geeso de-
clared, and his voice was suddenly fouder than
usunal “He'll be here soon Yes, soon ™

Byzof stopped fanning “By the way, when did
you see hum last™

The pygmy puffed out lus cheeks What harm
could there be wn telling this likable stranger the
truth”? “1 heard from lim last about three hands of
suns ago

How easy this was, thought Byzof He straight-
ened up, frowning “You've heard nothmg since
then? Why, mn that time something might have
happened to him [ understand he’s a reckless sort
of fellow ™ He eved N'Geeso darkly “Frankly, my
friend, I'd feel better 1f we visited his camp He
could be sick, in need of medicine, unable to reach
you™

Some of the alarm on the white man’s face was
reflected on the pygmy leader’s features for an
instant Then he shook s head, smiled “Not Ki-
Gor.” he said “Not that sly one No, he had a mat-
ter to attend to, and when 1t 1s fintshed he’ll come
straight here ™

*Oh? And just what matter was that?” demand-

ed a feminine voice suddenly

Byzof's head jerked up His eyes widened
Liverish, yellow blotches stood out vividly agamst
the abrupt paleness of his skin He could see the
whole vast structure ot his plans toppling imward
to crush him

The long hair like swirling flame The fuil, red
mouth The blue eyes The perfectly chiseled tea-
tures The breath-taking beauty of that lithe, curved
body There could be no mstaking the woman
Though he had never seen her before himnself, from
others he knew her descriphion by heart

She was Helene, alive and unharmed' Helene,
standing there, locking at hun without se much as
a scratch marring the smooth gold of her skin Fear
held Byzof utterly paralyzed He couldn’t think or
breathe or move

He had been so confident Everything had
seemed to go so perfectly Yet he had been a rat
a trap from the moment he had entered the kraal
Those treacherous, cowardly Zulus had lied to him
And this hudeous hittle savage. N'Geeso, had been
toying with him from the first

The Zulus had swomn that they had slain Helene
and Ki-Gor as they lay sleeping, had nddied them
with spears

Like a fiery rocket spraving up out ot the sick
blackness of Byzof's fear burst the temfying
thought Then Ki-Gor Ines too!

Ki-Gor, that dread, gray-eyed warnor whose
very name made the blood of slavers run cold He
could be in the kraal at this moment He walked like
a kifler-cat, they said

And struck with silent deadliness He could be
standing behind me night now Byzof wanted to
scream He wanted to turn his head and look back
of him He wanted to leap up and run But he was
too stricken to utter a sound or move a muscle He
sat crumpled crookedly on the stool, a sodden mass
of blubber, the spread of the dark sweat-rings over
s clothes visibly accelerating

But fortunately for Byzof, Helene's accusing
glance was fastened on the guilty-looking N'Geeso
And the tnibesmen, from N’Geeso to the rawest
young warrtor, had eyes only for the red-haired girl
She had walked up on the deeply engrossed group
unnoticed, had stood hstening to the conversation
about her husband

“Well? Go on,” she saild “I'm sure Ki-Gor's
wife 1s as interested m his whereabouts as our visi-
tor s, though from all the maneuvers you've gone
through to keep the truth from me, no one would



ever guess 1t "

Like a figure 1n a siow motion movie, N'Geeso
slowly opened his mouth and just as slowly ¢closed
1t agam, without beng able to speak a word

Byzof breathed a long, shuddermg breath He
heard Helene's words as another man would hear a
reprieve from death There was no time to figure the
whole thing out precisely But, clearly, Helene had
no knowledge of any attack on Ki-Gor, and neither
she nor the pygmy had seen the jungle man since
the day the Zulus had struck

Ki-Gor must be dead, exulted Byzof The Zulus
hadn't lied' In the darkness and the excitement,
they had made a mistake about Helene being with
the White Lotd Perhaps some one else had been
with Kt-Goi Probably some half-caste wench
After all, the man was known to be little more than
an animal

That was 1t He'd packed Helene off to this
stinking pygmy village while he caroused with
some native girl The pygmy leader was in on the
secret. glad to see a white woman betrayed by one
of his own color, but having a devil of a time think-
ing up hies to keep Helene quiet when the jungle
man failed to show up

This hasty line of reasomng fit in exactly with
Byzof's own debauched character It was the sort
of thing he would have done In is mind, no man
was truly honorable and decent Some were merely
more successful than others in concealing their
faults and sins

Then Helene was turning toward him, and
though her eyes were searching, there was no sus-
picion n them, and she was smiling politely

lns feet “Don’t musunderstand.” she said
“N"Geeso and | are good friends. but we’ve
had a running quarrel for some days now Whenever
trouble breaks out i the jungle, my husband 1s
drawn mto 1t. and then like a couple of bad boys,
K1-Gor and thes utle scoundrel try to keep me n
blissful 1gnorance about what 15 gomg on Instead
of keeping me ftom worrying, they cause me to
wotty twice as much 7
*Ah, yes,” agreed Byzof, making clumsy bow-
mg movements “How right you are The jungle 1s
a place of termible dangers under the best of circum-
stances ™
He was rapidly recovering himself now He as-
sumed what he believed was his most well-bred,
Continental manner, belatedly snatching off his hat

SHE introduced herself as he struggled to

and grving his name

“So you are the lovely Helene,” he exclaimed
“You gave me a great start When I looked up and
saw a white woman [ thought the sun had gotten
to me at last and that | was having hallucinations ™
Without taking his eyes from Helene, he smirked
in N'Geeso's general direction “The chieftain
had given me no warning that [ was to have this
honor ™

Though she thought the man and his artificial
manner of speaking both rather ndiculous, Helene
m a way was pleased by his comphment Her ap-
pearance had seemed to fluster lum

Byzofs scheming mind was working faster and
faster now He had known that Helene was sup-
posed to be beauuful, but he hadn’t dreamed that
she was a venitable queen among women She even
stirred his own weak. jaded senses, sent the blood
pounding 1 his temples Why, 1n any of a dozen se-
cret slave marts that he knew she would command
a fortune

It was then that he made the first alteration m
hus plans [t was crimuinal to think of wasting such
beauty He wouldn’t have thought of ordering her
death 1f he had known she would be hke this By
the beard of the prophet, he owed mmself some
pleasure and entertainment while he was i this
stinking jungle, and then later, when he tired of her,
he couid still collect just as good a price for her
The old fools with the money would always pay for
a yewel like her

He was formmg these conclusions even as he
said, “I was proposing to N'Geeso that he take me
to your husband’s camp It seems to me a better
idea than waiting here ™ He paused meaningfully
“Perhaps Ki-Gor 1s perfectly all nght ” He imbed-
ded the doubt skillfully “No doubt he’s perfectly
fine. yes he’s been away a long time and—wetl—I
thimk we’d feel better about 1t ”

The famntest shade of concern darkened Helene's
blue eyes The fear that Ki-Gor would be hurt al-
ways lurked beneath the surface of her mind

*It can’t de any harm for us to go,” Helene said
“T’ve been wanting to do that, Ki-Gor said he was
gomg to visit the Masat and 1f he did, then he’ll
naturally come by the camp on hus return ™

“Ah,” declared Byzof, puckering his mouth
thoughtfully “Then it would save tume i any
gvent ”

N'Geeso understood enough English to follow
their conversation He sat hunched on his stool,
glowering at the ground The tnitial effect of the



huge portion of liquor fed him by Byzof had been
to produce a fine, heady exhilaration But as his sys-
tem absorbed more and more of the powerful alien
drink, as so often happens with those of the primi-
tive races, he began to grow sullen and ugly

He felt himself badly put upon He reflected
that he was trying to help Helene, and yet mnstead
of bemg grateful, she was so angry that she even
made him lose face in front of his own people and
this stranger And conveniently forgetting for the
moment the presents given hum, he further reflect-
ed that he had gone out of us way to welcome this
stranger, had done him the signal honor of order-
ing a feast prepared, yet the white man promptly
allied humself with Helene and promoted the 1dea
of leaving the kraal immediately

And for one of the few times i his hife,
N'Geeso felt mistreated by the White Lord He
told himself that K1-Gor had no right to load him
with such worries and then desert turn

Anger, nduced by the liquor, suddenly erupted
mn him He leaped to Ius feet, “Go then!” he cried
“And good niddance, I say™ He found that the
earth was oddly unsteady beneath hum and that the
people about him wavered and moved crazily

Muttering, he tumed and pushed into the circle
of warmors, shoving them nght and left as he
plowed through them

Startled by his outburst, Helene gaped after
N’Geeso for several seconds She had never seen
him act tn such a way before Then 1t dawned on
her what was wrong Her eyes lighted on the empty
beer gourd tying by N'Geeso’s chair

Byzof had been narrowly watching her every
move He saw she realized the pygmy leader
was drunk After pouning their drinks, Byzof had
dropped the bottle back mto the opened pack
While her glance was turned away he pushed his
toe under the pack’s canvas cover and mpped the
¢loth over so that it completely covered the bottle

He was smiling tolerantly when Helene again
looked at tum He shrugged his shoulders “I un-
derstand the native beer 1s very strong,” he said
“| suspecied he had had quite a few when I arrived
and s first act was to call for more ” He glanced
deprecatingly at hus own gourd “He even mnsisted
on giving me one Your timely arrival saved me
from having to taste 1t~

“That's not hke N'Geeso, though,” Helene
said, frowning “He doesn’t know what he’s doing
I've known him a long time and he’s not really a
drinking man ~

Byzof chewed his fat lower lip thoughtfully
Then n a lowered voice, he said, “That’s what
makes these jungle people dangerous For no
apparent reason they will change character com-
pletely You never can know where you stand with
them ”

“Oh, no,” disagreed Helene “The pygmues, the
Masai, and a dozen other tribes I could mention are
completely dependable ”

The fat man shook his head slowly He looked
off into the distance as though recalling sad and
terrible events

“I hope the occasion never comes,” he said,
“but one day you may have reason to remember
my words ”* Then abruptly he was brisk and smul-
g agamn “In any case, let us be on our way”
He chuckled “I believe we’ve worn out our wel-
come "

Helene laughed, too, knowimng how ashamed
and repentant N'Geeso would be when he came
to his senses She glanced at the sun and saw that
they could easily reach her camp before mightfall
Within fifteen munutes after she gave her agree-
ment to the trip, Byzof's Wasuli bearers were fil-
ing out of the kraal behind Helene And 1t didn’t
seem to embarrass the white man that the woman
walked and led the way while he was carned in the
sedan chair

It didn’t occur to Helene to feel uneasy about
making the short trek to her home with Byzof
and the Wasuli The white man had come openly,
proclaiming to the jungle his desire to confer with
Ki-Gor His use of Wasuh n tus safar1 mstead of
strange natives was further evidence of s good
mtentions Though the Wasult had been the last
local tribe to swear to upheld the peace, and the
combined might of the Masat and pygmies had
been the major influencing factor 1n bringing about
that pledge, still the Wasul1 had never broken their
word, knowing that Ki-Gor cohorts would destroy
them 1f they did

Since Helene walked 1n the fore of the safari
she had no opportumty to observe the odd ner-
vousness which had come over the Wasuli And,
on those few occasions when she did glance back
at Byzof he seemed to be nodding, hatf-asleep, his
flop-brimmed hat pulled low over his eyes

Had she been quicker and more on guard she
would have surprised an entirely different expres-
ston on lus face Except when she looked back, s
hungry, evil eyes never left off their lecherous, an-
ticipatory feasting on the contours of her body



CHAPTER VI

N THE return from therr fancied slaymg of
O Kt-Gor, the picked band of Zulu assassins
traveled hard and fast, anxious to report

their success to thewr chieftain They shill adhered to
their schedule of might travel, using every trick they
knew to conceal therr trail

But if they had known ten times as many tricks
of concealment, they couldn't have shaken the
grim-faced man who with tireless patience and at a
tireless trot followed their spoor through the green
Jungle

The White Lord made no effort to stay with
thetn on thewr mightly treks He »lept wnstead in
the crook of some ancient tree, rsing at dawn to
pick up their hours-old trail, and then secure 1n the
knowledge that his enemies were lymg down to
sleep in some hudden spot mules ahead, he followed
them m relative security

So 1t was that he passed out of his own lands,
through the pygmy area and wnto the Wasul territo-
ry It didn’t oceur to him to suspect that the Wasul
were mvolved m the plot against hus Iife The tnbe
had never been noted for trustworthiness, but with
the threat of both Masai and pygnues always poised
against them, the tribesmen had not dared break the
peace Had he known of Iban Byzof's involvement,
a tie-up between the Wasub and the Zulu raiders
wouldn’t have seemed so unlikely, for Babongu's
followers once had worked hand n glove with the
slavers

Ki-Gor was careful. however, to avoid bemng
seen by the groups of Wasuli hunters who some-
times crossed his path Politeness would have re-
quered him to talk for a tume with each group and he
wanted to avoud that delay

On nud-morming of tus third day n the tnbe’s
tands he suddenly discovered the Zulus had aban-
doned their schedule of mght travel He came on
their deserted camp, found the scattered ashes of
thewr fire still warm, pieces of fruit and meat from
their last meal still uncovered with ants And just
beyond the camp the spoor was startlingly fresh

His quarry had bedded down at dawn, slept
about four hours and then taken to the trail again
He doubted that fear of discovery had made them
move, because the camp was well idden i a dump
of thorn bushes He concluded that the only other
thing which would drive the travel-weary Zulus on

was the nearness of their objective They must be
near a meeting with the person who had sent them
on thetr murderous mission

Ki-Gor’s pursuit became more cautious than
ever He would have felt far safer following the tree
routes, but since the Zulus avoided the main trauls,
he had to remain on the ground to avoid losing their
spoor as they criss-crossed from one tiny game
trall to another, Though he didn’t know anything
about the guards which the Zulu leader M’Gola,
had posted all about his jungle hide-out, Ki-Gor
reasoned that every step took hum nto art area of
greater danger He always gave his opponents credit
for taking the same precautions which he would
have taken in theuwr place

But 1n addition to his guards, M'Gola had taken
another precaution which was a trick new to the
White Lord This trick, as could be guessed, was
actually the brainchild of Iban Byzof It bore the
stamp of his evil genius

The guards were posted n pawrs, and each of
them was given an especiaily tramned parrot The
men took up positions roughly a hundred yards
apart on a trait leading to their camp To a bugh lunb
of a tree some hundred feet ahead of us position,
the man on the upper end of the trail would secure
his patrot with a small chain The man on the lower
end would place his bird a hundred feet to the rear

The parrots were tramed to remain perfectly
quet until they saw a human, when they would
break mto a furious squawking and screeching
With their keen eyesight and from their high eleva-
tion, the nawrally curious and watchful birds made
wonderful sentinels And best of all, an intruder
hearing them wouldn't guess that an alarm had been
given, for in the jungle the 1ll-tempered outburst of
a parrot was a perfectly normal sound

Thus, though Ki-Gor moved along the trail so
stealthily that the Zulu guard ahead of huim had no
hint of his coming, he did not escape the ghitering
eyes of the bright-plumed bird chained high above
him

The parrot was prymg at a piece of bark with
its beak when 1t caught a movement on the shad-
owy trall below The green-feathered head shot up,
cocked first right, then lefi, the eyes as bright and
expressionless as yellow beads of glass

For a moment longer, the bird hesitated All the
men used n 1ts traming had been black-skmned.
whereas this creature below was whute Then,
prodded by memory of the choice foods given 1t
during trainmg whenever 1t properly gave an alarm.



the parrot decided this white man-thing muight be
as legitimate a reason for squawkmg as the usual
black ones

That mrterval of hesitation on the parrot’s part
was what gave Ki-Gor a fighting chance to live In
that bnef time, his long, swift strides had carried
him well past the tree He heard the squawking out-
burst suddenly begin behind him, but paid no mind
His eyes continued to rake the trasl ahead of hum

The Zulu guard was sitting at the side of the
path, his back agamnst a tree, his spear leaned
upright agamst the trunk A thin screen of bushes
shielded him from view

When he heard the parrot’s outcry, he leaped to
his feet, lus night hand reaching for the spear Since
the bird was so far away from lum, he felt he had
plenty of nme for a quick glance down the path to
spot lus victtm His head came just above the bush-
es 1n which he htd, but in order to see down the trail
he had to lean stightly outward past the tree trunk

’] "YHE Zulu carefully thrust his head over the
top of the brush, and to Jus stunned surpnse,
there was a blond giant not thirty feet away

and coming closer with every reaching stride And

what was worse, the white man saw him the mo-
ment he showed his face

A lesser breed of warmer would have been too
rattled to act But battle 15 m the very bone and
blood of a Zulu A~ he realized that the easy kill of
ambush was impossible. he gave a wrathful scream
and plunged out onto the trail like a maddened bull,
his spear Iifting tor a short and murderous throw

The warrior had <een that the white man had
no gun The savage pride of the Zulus flooded up
in tum He didn t fear the shovel-bladed spear the
intruder carmed He was confident the white man
didn’t live who could match his speed and skill with

a spear

Except for the sudden set of his jaw, the nerve-
less White Lord didn'’t even change expression
when he saw the biack’s head first push from the
underbrush He saw the man’s eyes widen mn sur-
prise and knew he had taken him off-guard

Then like twin pistons on a machine abruptly
thrown into high gear, his powerful legs lashed mto
top speed As the black m 4 swift recovery npped
through the screen of bushes onto the trail, Ki-Gor
plunged straight at him

The native's spear arm swept back, the black
face contorted with etfort At such a range, a blind
man couldn’t mss s cast A savage exultance

blazed m the Zulu’s eyes as hus spear started to
drive forward

The two men at that instant weren't fifteen feet
apart Ki-Gor’s heavy shovel-bladed weapon was
still held at waist level He had made no move to
Lift 1t to a throwing position, pouring the whole of
tus effort mnstead mto closing with the Zulu

No enemy with any knowledge of the White
Lord would have been so utterly conftident as the
Zulu Ki-Gor wasn’t one to get rattled or gamble
rashly with his hife He took chances, as any fight-
tng man must, but he tried to see that the odds were
always in his favor And he was famed for downg
the unexpected, the unorthodox, for he had learmed
early in his trouble-filled life that 1t is far easier and
safer to out-think an opponent than to outdo him
with brute strength

Now 1n that spht-fraction of a second before
the Zulu released his spear-Ki-Gor’s whole body
suddenly spun toward the left, his right shoulder
and arm laghing about with ternific speed The great
Masa1 spear 1n his right hand came around and up
like a typhoon-struck boom

The heavy shaft smashed agamst the Zulu’s
spear a foot behind the barbed point It hut just as the
warttor released his weapon The blow deflected the
Zulu’s spear, sent 1t off into the jungle 1n a hanmless,
wobbling flight For the barest mterval, the black
stood with hus amm still raised, his mouth gaping A
muss had been impossible and yet this insane white
barbarian had made him miss

Then an angry bellow ripped from the warnor’s
throat and he went bounding backwards, wildly
clawing for hus sword He suddenly realhized that
the tables were furned, that it was now Ki-Gor who
commanded the situation

Ki-Gor had no desire to kill the man He would
be more valuable for the mformation that could be
wrung from him And after he tatked, Ki-Gor could
leave lim tied up 1n some mdden spot and later, as
further confirmation of his findings, could take him
back to the pygmy camp

The White Lord pressed after the man, bis spear
held ready for a thrust “Let the sword be' he cried
m Masai, knowing the warmor would understand
most of what he said, “You're beaten! Lift your
hands and stand quietly and 1 let you live'”

The words had a far different effect from the
one Kt-Gor desired The black seemed to swell with
rage His fingers closed on the hilt of hus sword and
he ripped 1t bare of 1ts sheath

“Filth of a white she-snake,” he screamed



“Think you that one stnking trick wins victory
from a Zulu? Aaaimee! In the brief time you have to
live, "1l teach you a few real tricks of battle

Ki-Gor’s lips thinned He knew what the fool
was going to try It was a last-resort tactic which
the more fanatical warriors among the war-loving
tribes sometimes attempted And Ki-Gor also knew
the Zulu didn’t have a chance to succeed

With a wild yell. the black suddenly flashed to
the left and leaped forward By his swift move, he
had tnied to bound past the point of Ki-Gor’s spear,
make the weapon useless by lockmg the shaft with
his left arm Then he intended erther to tear it from
Ki-Gor’s grasp or shide forward along the shaft until
he was close enough to bring lus sword into play

Again the Zulu had failed to recognize the true
mettle of his foe In addition to an amazing natural
ability, Ki~Gor had had more battle experience than
any dozen ordmary warnors And once he gamed
the advamtage, no run-of-the-nmll tribesman was
gomng to easily wrest 1t from him Like a master
chessman, he was always several moves ahead
mentally of his opponent

Despute the speed with which the Zulu executed
his maneuver, Ki-Gor moved with im step for step
like a partner 1n a dance The warrior found himself
reaching for a spear which wasn't there And at the
precise moment he reached, the razor-edged blade
darted out of nowhere to sever the tendons of s
other arm. the arm that held the sword

The black jerked as though stung by a monster
hornet With the madman’s staring eyes, he saw the
blade drop from fingers which could no longer gnp
it, saw the blood wash red and hot from the gaping
wound

“Now surrender, you fool, before I have to kil
vou,” snarled Ki-Gor, his patience at an end

UT the black had been fed too long on the
B stories of the greatness which the Zulus
once had possessed He was blind and sick
with an arrogance which he was unfitted to sup-
port
Screamung insanely. he suddenly scooped up the
sword with hus left hand and began darting right and
left, back and forth, seeking an opening to leap m
on the White Lord
The 1cy-gray color of Ki-Gor's eyes grew cold-
er He had no choice as to what he must do Already
the crazed warrior’'s screams could be bringmg
more Zilus He lifted his spear, not the least rattled
by the black’s movements

His shoulder muscles tightened itke great cabies
suddenly drawn taut He took a short breath, held
it as the Zulu Jeaped 1 at him Then his right arm
lashed forward and the shovel-bladed point took the
man squarely in the center of the chest The spear
carried mm backwards a full ten feet and dumped
him on the trail 1n a jerking mass from which the
life already had departed

With a look of disgust, Ki-Gor wrenched the
spear free of the man He made an angry sound deep
10 his throat and wath quick, hard movements wiped
the blade free of blood on a clump of grass Then he
straightened, listening

That same parrot was stll carrying on Though
he had been dimly aware of the bird’s contimuing
tirade, his attention had been so riveted to the Zulu
that he actually hadn’t given any thought to the mat-
ter until now Though parrots were given to frequent
squawking outbursts, their (ll-temper or alarm usu-
ally passed almost as quickly as it began

Kt-Gor looked back along the trait His trained
eyes swiftly located the bird on 1ts high hmb, wirn-
ing, twisting, spreading ts wings, vet never moving
more than a few steps from the same spot He ran
back toward the tree, and on reaching 1t, dropped
his spear m the underbrush and sprang up o grasp
one of the lower branches With the sure agility of a
monkey, he climbed upward through the limbs until
he stood beside the noisy but obviously untnight-
ened bird

He saw the uny chamn which bound the par-
rot to the branch and immediately understood He
reached down, caught the tame bird without diffi-
culty and released it from its bends In the halung
labored flight of a fowl] that has been kept m captiv-
tty, 1t flew off when he let 1t go

The parrot was a detail that made K1 Gor think
It was a clever ruse, made doubly adnurable be-
cause of 1ts very simplicity, but 1t wasn t the sort ot
thing which would occur to the native mind A na
tive would have supplemented the guard with some
fetish supposedly possessing the power to cast an
evil charm on an intruder, blind hum or render him
vuinerable to attack

Or going to the further extreme. a native would
go to vast trouble 1n preparing a trap of some kind
a camouflaged pit, 2 noose ludden underfoot and
so attached to a bent sapling that 1t would jerk a
man high n the ar. or a tiny, waist-high vine which
when touched would bring an arrow dniving from
hidden bow

No, considered Ki-Gor, there was a white man’s



touch 10 this A parrot was too much an ordmary,
everyday thing ever to engage the crimunal imagi-
nation of intrigiung blacks 1f they had to go to the
trouble of plotting, black men liked more fanciful
and elaborate devices than a mere ard

The White Lord looked upon the guard’s pres-
ence as certan evidence that the enemy camp must
be near He decided, therefore, the wise thing for
him was to take to the tree routes It mught take lon-
get to locate the camp, since he would be unable to
follow the Zulu bands spoor, but he didn’t want to
risk another ambush

He started caunously through the trees, keeping
m the nuddle branches and staying well to the left of
the tratl and yet close enough to catch a ghmpse of
it every ten yards or se Ki-Gor moved as quietly as
a slowly dntung shadow, and with hardly any more
suggestion of difficulty

To tum. the broad. strong hmbs were easier to
negotiate than the narrow, cluttered trail Across
the smaller open places, he erther used the lesser
branches to swing over on like an acrobat flinging
from one trapeze to another or he merely leaped
To cover the larger spaces between easily traveled
limbs he would catch hold of a wnist-thick length of
vine and go swinging across to the pomnt he wanted
with uncanny accuracy

Only by the greatest chance would a persen on
the ground ever catch sight through the shifting
curtain ot vines and leaves of Ki-Gor But since he
followed the winding trail, before he had gone much
over a hundred yards. the second chamed parrot
spotted hum and began to squawk

The second guard had heard the cries down the
path. but he had been ordered never to leave his sta-
tion under such circumstances and anyway he dedn't
doubt for a moment that lus hidden comrade would
be victorious So the guard had merely burrowed
deeper mto ambush, alett for any trouble that might
come from his quarter

Thus time Ki1-Gor realized wnstantly that he had
been spotted He froze. fury beating up m him Then
1t occurred o him that the Zulu would be locking for
him on the trail, and that actually he was almost as
well concealed as the guard

He couldn’t feave the Zulu alive to make an
early report to his master that an enemy was 1 the
neighborhoed and yet he didn’t want to waste any
time playmg hide-and-seek with the black

He maneuvered through the trees until he had
an unobstructed view of the distraught parrot [n a
matter of moments. he had shpped tus bow from his

back, strung 1t and notched one of his long, black
arrows 1n place

Ki1-Gor knelt 1n the fork of a great branch He
drew an unusually deliberate bead for him, not
wanting to risk missing or merely nicking the bird
His brawny, muscle-colled arms held the powerful
longbow without a suggestion of a tremor, though 1t
took an unusually strong man to even draw the bow,
let alone hold 1t steady

Then the bowstring twanged, and like a streaking
pencil of death, the arrow leaped down the narrow
green tunuel through which the White Lord auned

The gaudily colored parrot flung backwards the
full length of its chamn in a spray of feathers Then
the hifeless bird. silenced 1n mmd-squawk, dropped
wertly to hang danghng below the limb The small
cloud of brilliant red, yvellow and blue feathers began
a slow, gentle descent down past the tiny, twisting
body, glowng the more brightly as they sifted with
fragile grace through occasional cones of suniight

The White Lord didn’t know on which side of
him the Zulu was hidden, but the strangely abrupt
way 1n which his sentinel bird’'s outcry had been
stopped would force him to make some mvestiga-
tion The native couldn’t know whether the bird had
been harmed or whether the intruder had circled out
of the bird’s view and was perhaps creeping around
the post

Keeping low and taking advantage of all avail-
able cover, the White Lord crept into a tree beside
the dead parrot He flattened himseif on a timb,
cloaked umself with leaty vines

Then be waited as the slow munutes dragged
by. utierly motionless except for his narrowed eyes
which darted to investigate every flutter of a leaf, ev-
ery tiny rustle in the dark green swell of vegetatnon
blanketing the ground beneath mm

It was the scurrying flight of a lizard out of a
small stand of bamboo that finally betrayed his quar-
ry Though the neise was shight, the White Lord's
sensifive ears heard the crackle of dry leaves as the
uny creature sped out of the undergrowth n panic,
and then stood 1n the muddle of the path n the stupid
way of its kind, making nervous starts and stops as 1t
tried to remember what had frightened 1t

C(HAPTER VII

I-GOR watched beyond the bamboo where
a trallng vine covered with immense,
ure-whtte flowers lay mterlaced over the



crowding bushes [n the quiet, dead air of therr
protected place, the flowers were so still that they
had an unreal, waxen quality Above them a dozen
butterflies, golden with red tracings on their wings,
fluttered and danced, yet made no effort to alight on
the flowers

As Ki-Gor watched, the butterflies suddenty
lifted 1 their whirling dance and skittered off into
the jungle shadows Then he noted that several of
the blossoms, trembled as though a light breeze
touched them, but the flowers all about them lay
quiet

The Zulu was mching through the undergrowth
on his belly Ki-Gor traced his path by the tremors
disturbing the white blossoms, and a nunute later he
saw the man’s dark face peer from an opening

The sight of the parrot hanging head down from
1ts limb brought the man shoving half out of hid-
ing, his eyes wide with alarm Ki-Gor laid aside his
camouflage of vines and stood up His strung bow
was m his hands

The motion caught the black’s attenton He
~tared dumbfounded at the bronzed figure balanced
wide-legged on a slowly swaymg hmb i the leafy
heights

There was no mercy 1 the White Lord at that
motment He knew what the Zulu’s reaction would
be as soon as his fanatical mnd began to function
It was kitl or be killed with these savage, war-made
natives

And as he expected, the Zulu abruptly plunged
out mto the path, took two running steps to gamn
momentum, hs spear already cocked for the throw

In a motion almost toe rapid to follow, Ki-Gor
[1fted his bow and shot For the briefest interval of
ume there was a sound hke the hum of an angry
nornet Then as the arrow hit, there came a quick,
hard splat like a nipe melon breaking

The Zulu toppled back across the trail, hus spear
stll unthrown A bare three inches of feathered
shaft protruded from the center of his chest The
White Lord did not wait 1o watch him grow still
His face, which until that moment had been cold
and expressionless, now wore a look of bitterness,
of angry distaste

He was thiking of the Zulus who had died un-
der Marmo’s pounding charge, of these two he had
been forced to kill And reflecting on how pointless,
how utterly foolish their dymng was, he could not
help but feel bitter with the whole greedy, grasping
human race Even the beasts of the jungle did not
wive up their hives as senselessly as men

An hour later, after successfully bypassing
more guards, Ki-Gor reached the Zulu hideout
Downstream from the vine-bridge and its duster of
warriors, Ki-Gor flattened himself on a high limb
from which he could command a perfect view of
the whole area

He saw the reguments ot Zulu and. to his angry
surprise, Wasuh tribesmen drilling endlessly mn the
sweltertng sunlight The large sections of ground
worn bare of grass told him that these mtensive war
exercises had been 1n progress tor many days The
large huts, the broad. well-defined trails, the vine
bridge, all attested to the permanency of the camp

And there on the highest ri~e ot ground. shaded
by a canopy like men of royal blocd. sat the ones
who had set this vast machmery of ntngue mto
motion

As Ki1-Gor had suspected from the hrst one of
the men, the short, immensely fat one was white
He would be the one with money enough. with evil
guile enough to bring Wasult and Zulu together to
do s bidding So strange a marnage would never
occur to a black intriguer

The tall, magmficently proportioned tnibesman
with the white man was the Zulu leader No other
trtbe i Afinca bred leaders with such a look ot arro-
gance and cruelty and overweenmg self-confidence
He would be a terrible foe to face on anv battlefield.
for he had the courage of lrons and an unguenchable
thirst for blood and glory

The aftemoon was fast shpping awas and while
Ki-Gor waiched, the white man lett the canopy.
gathered a group of Wasuli and went back mnto one
of the caves 1n the chiff face with them Wathin half
an hour, the group came out of the cave prepared
for a trek of some distance by the look of thewr
heavy packs and the sedan chawr in which the fat
man lolled

“I'm 1n luck,” Ki-Gor told himself as the white
man’s safart moved briskly down to the rniver and
across and disappeared in the jungle “They can't
trek far before dark Tomght I'll pluck that albino
hippo out of the middle of his sleeping bearers, and
take him for a little quuet talk He's the key to all
this Without him the whole structure might col-
lapse ™

Once night came. the Zulu sentinels scattered so
thickly over the area would either return to camp or
huddle close about their cookmg fires [n any case,
they would no longer constitute a threat like they
did 1n daylight

In the meantime, as he waited for the sun to



die, the Whue Lord studied the Zulu war tactics,
counted the s1ze of the force, noted such details as
that every Zulu captain wore a lion skin draped over
his shoulders [n the event he had to face them m
battle, victery nught well depend on hus knowledge
of those details

He noticed, too, that these warriors without ex-
ception were anmed with the favorite Zulu weapon,
an extremely short, sturdy, stabbing assagar They
looked with scom on the tnibes which used the long,
throwmg spears, saymg they used a coward’s way
of fighting as contrasted with the Zulu manner of
charging n close and stabbing their foes to death

And suddenly Ki-Gor was rememberng that
the assassms who bad stalked him were armed with
Masai spears He had gtven little thought to the mat-
ter betore. but now he saw that n using a weapon
so utterly foreign to them. the Zulus had wanted to
place the blame for tis death on the Masa1 Since
the white man was invelved, more than spite had
dictated that maneuver

A feeling of uneasiness crept over im He
began to sense that there were long and devious
ramifications to the white man's plotting

Spurred by a growing notion of urgency, he had
difficulty curbing hus impatience unti! two hours
after sundown Then, feeling the trails would be
clear of his foes, he dropped to the ground, worked
hig way to the trail the fat man had taken The spoor
was easy to follow even 1n the dark

He forged steachly through imcreasimgly dense
ningle, though there were long stretches where he
cdrmed his sword bared and ready

him from a completely unexpected quarter He

heard a famnt 1mpact on the trail behind um and
rurned 1n tume to see a teopard silhouetted by a thin
ray of moonlight The cat had leaped from a tree,
and from the way 1t froze, 1t seemingly sensed that
1t had been seen

Ki-Gor knew he was n real peril It was after
mudnight and the leopard’s lean sides told that it had
failed s0 make a kill The openness of the spotted
devil’s approach showed that hunger made 1t reck-
less, overeager to finish its quarry

The White Lord’s whole mind immediately
fastened on the problem of avoiding a dash with
the beast Sword in hand, he began to back slowly
down the dark tra1l The cat crouched unmoving, its
unblinking yellow eyes glowing with soulless evil

With every backward step he took, the tension

IT WAS at one of these times that disaster struck

grew 1n the jungle man He felt the dampness of
sweat suddenly wet hus palms and the thrusting beat
of hus heart rose louder and louder in his ears Ofall
things, 1n the world he wanted least to do battle with
that ravenous spotted kilter 1 the darkness, yet any
moment could see the beast spring for hum

Back the White Lord went six steps, and though
the cat came forward one long ghding stride, stil
it did not charge Ki-Gor kept on, three, four, five
more steps Hope came back into hun Perhaps he
did have a chance after all

Then abruptly the ground opened beneath his
feet One foot slashed into thin ar and he was top-
pling backwards before he could catch himself with
the other one He dropped the sword, instinctively
clutching for support His clawing fingers encoun-
tered a thin sheath of dirt-covered thatch so fragile
that disintegrated under his touch The fail of hus
body wasn't even momentarly arrested

Off-balance, unable to get hus feet beneath him,
ke plinged nto a well of inky blackness with ter-
nfic force There was a bnief, pamn-filled flicker of
time when the whole world seemed to explode
Then unconsciousness swallowed him

It was the leopard’s rasping, angry snarls that fi-
nally prodded the White Lord out of the smothering
Itmbo which clutched him In hus first sick, flicker-
g awareness, he realized only that he was hurt and
that he was in danger He struggled to sit up, groan-
ing with the pam m his head and nght shoulder

He could feel bare hard earth beneath him, and
there was a smell of earth in the air, but wherever
he looked he saw the same uniform, unpenetrabie
blackness For a moment, the 1dea that he had been
bhinded trembled 1n lus dazed mind That terrfying
thought shocked lum fully awake, and suddenly the
shutter of memory clicked open and he remembered
the ground giving beneath him

With a snarl almost as vicious as the leopard’s,
he grasped the bitter truth he had fallen mto a
Wasuli amimal trap, a deeply dug pit topped with a
flimsy cover of thatch and dirt And the killer-cat,
unwilhing to be cheated of its victim, was pawmg
and growhing about the upper lip of the trap

Ki-Gor realized he had been unconscious for a
long time for his body was suff and cramped To
his dismay, he found that bis right arm was nearly
useless He could find no broken bones, but he had
apparently it on his head and shoulder, so stratning
the muscles that he could barely close the fingers on
his right hand

The injury made his bow useless That left lum



with nothing more than a hunting kmife with which
to defend himself 1f hunger finally drove the leop-
ard to leap nto the trap after him

He had no chowice ot action Escape from the pit
was temporarily wnpessible He could only back
into a corner and wait for daylight, hoping that the
cat would leave, hoping that the strength would
come back to his arm

Even i dayhght with the use of both arms, 1t
wouldn’t have been an easy project to get out of
the trap Beside digging their pits deep, the Wasuli
made the rectangular opening at the top far smaller
than the floor, enabhing them to build the walls
with an abrupt inward slant This pyranid shape
made 1t chfficult for a trapped ammal to get enough
purchase on the walls ever to leap out It was like
trying to run up the mner side of a slanting roof,
gravaty quickly plucked you off But as an added
safeguard against the escape the whole inner part
of fee ceiling was planted with kndfe-sharp bam-
boo sticks He waited storcallv for the sunnse As
the strange, savage bedlam of the African mght
began to abate he could hear the restless pad and
the snarl of the leopard as 1t patrolled the trap The
cat must be old or hurt to show such persistence
It was wise enough 1 the ways of men to be wary
of leaping tnto the trap and yet it was 100 raven-
ous to abandon definitely the hope of getung at its
cornered prey

Ki-Gor sat motionless as the light grew stron-
ger, knowing that when the cat could see as well
as smell hum, t might forget its fear of the trap
Perhaps another fifteen mmnutes had passed when
the leopard abruptly turned from 1ts pacing and
thrust rts head into the openmg

The hate-fitled vyellow eyes raked him The
ears were laid flat against the sieek. murderous
head Saliva dnpped from the gleaming fangs, the
curled [ips The [eopard hkes to kil better than any
other jungle beast

The cat s deep-throated growls rumbled loud-
er. suddenly shifted to a screaming, raging torrent
of sound The cat crouched, 1ts claws raking at the
edge of the pit. muscles rolling and twisting 1n its
shoulders like waves of liquid steel.

back pressed agamnst the earth wall The

kmfe, held at waist level i hus left hand,
shone dully In that moment, he was a wounded
animal at bay There was no fear mn his face, only
a growing savagery

S LOWLY, slowly, Ki-Gor rose, keeping his

The sight of s vicum was >ueeping awnay
the cat’s fear of the trap Ki-Gor knew the animal
meant to leap and he readied himself for a battle he
couldn’t win The jungle man was unconscious of
the growl which rumbled from his own throat His
teeth were bared like fangs and his eyes were twin
pools of gray flame

Then, thin and unreal behind the deafening
sound of the leopard. came human cries The cat
reared back, i1ts head jerking up and around The
beast’s scream soared upward with frightful inten-
sity, and abruptly like a streaking shot, 1t was gone
from Ki-Gor’s view, charging down the path

There was a confused wmult above him, com-
mands, shrieks, the pound of feet Then men were
yelling ecstatcally

In the next second Ki-Gor was looking upward
mto a ring of Wasulr faces, gleeful faces wluch
registered shock and then fear when they saw
him

Low means broke from the men and they
leaped back from the edge of the pit, making
frantic signs to ward off the evil eye Ki-Gor was
utterly baffled by their behavior They had de-
clared themselves his enemies so they should be
delighted to get um cornered

He shid his knife into 1ts sheath It would be no
use agamnst their spears He folded his arms against
his chest hid his feelings behind an expressionless
mask He sought desperately 1 his mind for a clue
as to why they had reacted so oddly

K1-Gor waited through & long interval of mut-
ed whispers Were thev planming some particularly
fiendish method of kidling him? Then three voices
broke wio shrill. off-key chanting, and that, wrth
the accompanying rattle of gourds and stamp of
feet was enough to tell the jungle man that the
Wasuli witchdoctors were at work

Seven tumes those screeching, leaping dervish-
es circled the pit i thewr dance before T'zibula, the
chief wizard, finally approached the edge with a
great swirling of his tasseled juju gourds His eyes
bulged with strain and excitement, sweat pouted
from his thin face as he flailed his limbs like a be-
headed chicken In his own mind at least, he was
making powerful magic

He ended by npping a small leather pouch
from s waist, flinging a yellow powder from 1t
into the pit “He can do you no harm now, O Great
Blade Bull of the Wasuli,” the wizard called out
behind hun “I have woven a spell which will stay
any evil powers he mught try to use against you



while you speak with him ”

Since when had they decided that he possessed
the power of the evil eve, wondered Ki-Gor He
must be regarded a~ extremely dangerous if the
attentions of three witchdoctors were necessary
before the Wasuh chieftain wouid even dare look
at hum Perhaps he nught find a bargaining point in
this curious business

Babongu's head peeked over the edge of the
put, then ducked back “You're sure,” he asked the
wizard T'zibula hesitanily, " that 1t's safe ™ And
though once more reassured, he peeked fearfully a
few more times before gaimng enough courage to
look at the White Lord

Babongu was one of those men who are un-
pleasant n both looks and nature He was a tall
man with narrow, stooped shoulders and wide
hips He had a small head, a vicious purple cut of a
mouth and a bad left eye that was filmed over with
whitish growth His shapeless nose was flattened
back agamst his face so that the large. gaping nos-
trils stared at one hike two extra eves

His legs were too thick and fleshy for the rest
of his body, giving him a clumsy. oft-balance look.
and this awkwardness was accentuated by the
shapeless buttery sag of his lower abdomen His
unrestrained appetite was gradually undermining
hus health He looked far older than his thirty-five
years

Babongu had all the mstincts of a jackal but
ih the way ot most thorough going cowards who
have managed to grasp powet. despite the fears
that ate constantly at him, he exercised an unscru-
pulous cunning in mamiatmng that power He was
one man 19 truth. who would sacrifice his own
mother 1f 1t would benefit hum He rode any horse
that promised him gam. and abandoned 1t the mo-
ment 1§ faltered

“Why are y ou here, Ghost of Ki-Gor » he said,
his voice trembling “Your body hes rotted bessde
the Stlver River, pierced by a score ot Zulu spears!
Why are you here detying the will of the Dark God
Gumshar when vou should be riding the Canoe of
Death down the endless waters of Kastacdh *”

And n a sudden flash, Ki-Gor understood the
meaning of these odd proceedings So great was
the faith of the Wasuli 1n their Zulu alhes that 1t
did not occur 1o them that the war party could have
farled 1 1ts mission The Zulus had killed Ki-Gor,
50 when thev found him here n a trap, cold-eyed
and unperturbed the first thought of these 1gno-
rant, superstitious savages was that he was a spirit

Their years-old fear of the nughty White Lord
conditioned for such an 1dea

Though the proceedings would have seemed
absurd to a civilized man, these primitive blacks
lived 1n a world peopled with good and evil spir-
its, with gods and demons, magic spells and death-
dealing curses Thewr somber, precarious lives
were hedged with witcheraft And a black man
who will turn his face to the wall and die because
of a tiny amulet pinned on his hut by a spueful
witchdoctor, certainly sees nothing unbelievable
about a walking, talking ghost

CHAPTER VI

HEN Ki-Gor made no reply, Babongu
spoke agamn 'l bid you go from my
lands, O Specter’ T was not the Wasuli

who slew you, 0 you have no cause aganst us And
[ warn you that the bonds between my wizards and
Gimshai are strong, and that at my idding they wail
prevail on tum to have you dragged back nto the
Hole of Death to face everlasting torture ™

Suddenly a small hope began to wann i Ki-
Got’s breast “You should know better than to make
threats you can’t carry out And you should know,
too, that agamnst wiite men, black men’s gods have
no power ” His vorce was strong and confident

The chief wizard heard lim and crept near, his
thmn face twitching The Wasuit warriors heard him
and shifted nervously. therr eyes rolling whitely

“So you placed your beliet in Zulu spears™
asked Ki-Gor His scofting laugh was itke the rasp
of a steel file “You re a tool, Babongu, to think
that I could have endured the cowatdly attacks of
enemies such as yourself for these many vears 1f 1
did not have the protection ot the most powerful of
alt gods, the God of Lite not of Death, the greatest
of the white man s gods

Babongu's fingers crept 1o his mouth, pressed
nervously there as he darted his glance first to the
right and then the left, not wanting to directly meet
the jungle man’s gaze

“Yes, the Zulus came aganst me as | slept and
drove therr spears into me'  cried the White Lord
with sudden wviolence “But you see me before
you. don’t you’ Look closely, Babongu' Am I a
must, a wavering wraith without subsiance? Is not
my flesh as solid as 1t was before? Does a ghost
break through the covering over a trap, however
frail 1t may be’ Does a ghost tempt the hunger of
a leopard "



His questions struck into, the Wasuli chieftain
Like the swift knife stabs leaving him utterly bewnl-
dered But the wizard T zibula, who by the nature
of this trade was less inclined to be gullible, gave
little ammal grunts after every question posed by
Ki-Gor, as though checking and confirming the
truth that the White Lord wasn’t a specter,

Ki-Gor shrewdly gave them no opportunity to
speak or collect themselves Rapidly, he went on,
“You've heard ut whispered about the might fires
that a personal jyu protects Ki-Gor from death 1
thought vou believed it Yet i your stupudity you
thought Zulus could kill me

“Well, lock at me,” he invited, “and know
henceforth, that though 1 may suffer the other
faslings of men, the hand of the greatest of gods
protects me from death I cannot be killed, for from
the stabbing of every weapon, [ arise stronger than
before It 15 a power that all the wizards 10 jungle
working together cannot dum That 1s why I can
defy you and every other forest jackal ”

As he finished, Ki-Gor stood wide-legged, hus
arms folded across his chest Babongu, blowing like
a winded horse, blundered back away from the pu
to get away from those 1ce-gray eyes

“That Byzof'” gasped Babongu “That wad-
dhing, foul-breathed dog' He got me nto this with
hus lies I told hm that so king as Ki-Gor lived I'd
have nothing to do with ns plans I teld um Ki-Gor
was not like other men and he smiled and said to
leave everything to his, Zulus

He looked dazedly around lim He bought of
the Masal, immense and temble 1 their war paint
and therr plumed headdresses, their dread cry of
“kill—kill” echoing 1n the jungle stillness, as he
had seen them sweep aganst Ki-Gor’s enemies He
thought of the pygmies, of how when they marched
to do the White Lord’s lidding even the wild beasts
fled in fear before thewr murderous anger

And now that Ki-Gor, this man who couldn’t
be killed, had found hum out, Babongu knew that
the Masai and pygmies would be marching aganst
him

The Wasul leader’s good eye abruptly fixed
on lus cluef wizard “You—-" he said, “you helped
get me nto this You advised me to join Byzof All
along vou've urged and wheedled me, telling me
1t was the night thing to do, that the gods tavored
me "

T zibulo quivered as though stung by a lash He
knew his master for a coward, knew that Babongu
mught well turn on him 1 the wildness of his fear

For T°zibula’s hands were not clean mn the matter
He had, indeed, secretly taken gifts from Byzof as
the price for influencing his chieftamn and he had
prattled false prophecies and had pretended to re-
celving spirit messages

“Wait, master,” said the wizard socothingly
“You misread out position We have nothing to fear
from Ki-Gor ™

He smijed his thin, ugly smule

“I, too, am surprised at finding so strange a
quarry in our trap,” he went on * But he 15 1 our
trap’ That's the important thing He s in no position
to do us harm He’s a helpless prisoner 1f he’d been
able to get out of there, don’t you think he'd have
been out long ago ™

Babongu frowned, squmtng s good eye He
still breathed like a man who has run a long way,
but he was histening And the wizard, realizing that
he had struck the rnight note, began to consider more
carefully what he was saying and found that he im-
seif was impressed with 1t

“He scoffs at the power of our gods.” T zibulo
pomted out, “yet his very presence here shows
that our gods are strong and that they smile on us
They've led him here and put lim at our mercy
They've deliberately reached out and kept him
from rallymmg his miserable Masar and pygnues
agamnst us

He teetered up on his toes, spread s thin arms
trumphantly

*Hela!™ he cried 1 would say my prophecies
are more than borne out [t 15 us the gods favor, not
those strutting Zulus

“Ummmm,” considered Babongu He siudled
closer to the trap, squinted at Ki-Gor “But Byzof
sard quite planly that the Zulus killed him.” he
reminded the witchdocter uneasily “Not even that
fork-tongued snake would he about a thing hike
that ” He screwed up his mouth moved his hands
tn vague, restless gestures Then almost petulantly.
he demanded, “What are we 10 do with a man we
can’t kilf?”

T*zibule. who was thinking hard now, wasn't
stymied by the question He reminded the chieftan
of K1-Go1's reputation for tricking fus enemies

*L smell a trick i this " he shrlled *1 say let
us fill the pit m with rocks and see how long he
lives ™

Babongu was silent for fully half-a-minute
before he muttered, “Ummmm Recks Ummmm
Bury him alive ™



l : I-GOR felt 1ce gather about his heart The

cruel suggestion was one that would appeal

o the one-eyed devil Yet when Babongu
moved to steal another glance at him, the White
Lord forced a smule to bus lips

That srmle saved his life Babongu had no un-
derstanding of raw, naked courage Toe his nund,
that tauniing smite on Ki-Gor’s face could only
mean that the yjungle man had nothing to fear

*No,™ he decided abruptly “There's no sense in
taking chances The Zulus thought they had killed
him and he turns up here While we sat around here
thinking we had hun buried he might turn up n the
pyemy kraal Then we would be (n trouble

From Babongu’s tone, the wizard knew better
than to press the point He regarded chieftains as
bemng in the same category as hippos. powerful be-
mgs but unutterably stupid One had to use great
care 11 handling them

“As always,” he said, bowing his head, “the
Leader of Lions pomts the way of wisdom Since
even now M’'Gola, the Zulu treks with his “he-
roes’ to boast to his ‘humble’ allies of how Zulu
valor slew Ki-Gor, let us recerve him here instead
of meeting him further down the trail as we had
planned

So that was the reason Babongu was up and
about so early, Ki-Gor told himself The armrogant
Zulus had sent word by the white man that they
were coming to celebrate with their allies the Whate
Lord’s death The truth was, of course, that the
Zulus couldn’t wait to gloat over the Wasuli. who
had displayed such fear of Ki-Gor

“M'Gola and his ‘heroes’.” repeated Babongu,
savoring the words He had forgotten them wn s
excitement He began to laugh, a hacking. cough-
hike sound such as a very old and sick man would
make “Indeed. the gods are with us ” he exclaimed
with sudden enthusiasm “By Gimshai, what a
wonderful opportunity to prick that mflated Zulu
bladder ™

Lookimg for all the world like a gouty giraffe,
he began to prance about, already envisioning
M'Gola’s humuliation, M’Gola had ridden rough-
shod over lum, practically calling hum a jackal to
his face, sneering at his mept and undisciplined
warriors Now he’d be able to rub 1t back nte those
smug, supertor Zulus This hittle incident would
take the wind out of them for good

And so 1t was that M’Gola the Zulu found the
one-eyed chieftam waiting for him a short way in
front of the trap Babongu had grouped his warriors

around the dead leopard, which was ostentatiously
laid out across the path so 1t would appear 10 be the
explanation of why the welcoming committee had
progressed no further to meet the Zulus

M'Gola, who liked to show off his immense
strength and endurance, approached at a dead run
He raced at the head of an escort of ten warmors. all
men selected from the group which had stalked Ki-
Gor It seemed for a moment that he nught run head
on nrto the Wasul leader, and Babongu actually
tensed his muscles, ready to leap aside

But M’Gola stopped abruptly three paces, m
front of the Wasuly He stabbed his short assagar
skyward mn greetng, and as though their bodies
were linked to his brain, behund him his ten war-
riors also hifted their spears

Then as he stood there, huge and arrogant, his
breathing still deep and regular after hours of ex-
ertion, with one mighty, booming voice his escort
shouted, “M’'Gola, the Great Zulu Elephant—
M’Gola, the Ever Victorious— M Gola. the Leader
of Lions—M'Gola, King of the Zulus—1s come
Fortunate are these who tremble before M'Gola'”

That greeting, which violated every principle
of jungle etiquette, was a measure of the Zulus
contempt for their alhes They were eleven meeting
nearly a hundred Wasuli, yer they acted as though
they were conquerors meeting a beaten foe

Yet, for once, no sullen anger showed on the
Wasull faces Babongu merely smiled and nod-
ded his head as 1f in agreement M'Gola, his head
thrown back, noted this from between narrowed
eyelids, but not for an mmstant in his immense self-
confidence did he suspect that anything could be
wrong

The jackals have heard the news from Byzof,
thought the Zulu, and are ready to bow to their
SUperiors

suddenly Though they had heard 1t from
a thousand sources, the scum would still
hsten respectfully while he rubbed 1t into them
“My lions have dene what you Wasuli feared to
try—what you bleated could not be done Hola!
Listen and know henceforth that all men are no
more than rabbits when M Gola the Zulu icosves his
warriors to harry them ™
And hke a great buffoon, Babongu listened to
the whole of the story, twisting up s face, mak-
ing lutte clucking noises, bending forward tensely
as though he could not wait tor the next word He

“IBRTNG great news,” M’Goia barked



listened to 1t 10 1ts braggmg entirety, and when it
was finished, he stood shaking his head 10 stmulated
admiration

“A marvelous thing.” he cried A very marvel-
ous thing And to think that these are some of the
very men " He squinted arcund M'Gola, fooking at
the chesty Zulu warnors “And there, I suppose, ts
the lrony who captained them ™~

M'Gola permitted himself a pitying soie “To
you,” he said, I know 1t must seem marvelous. but
to Zulus 1t 15 nothing Had there been a hundred
whiteskins frightenmg you—nay, a thousand—I
would have swept them away as easily 7

Babongu gave every evidence of bemng, over-
whelmed He continued shaking his head and
clucking

“Had anyone else told me on this particular
mormmng,” the one-eyed leader said hesitantly,
“that they had killed, or tor that matter, even
wounded Ki-Gor. I—well— [ would have told
them they lied ™

M’ Gola stiffened, his bull neck swelling. anger
flickering m his eyes Iike heat hghtning

“Oh, don't misunderstand.” Babongu hastily
added “1’d never in the world doubt vour word on
anything 1 know about Zulu honor A Zulu would
die rather than speak an untruth ™

He held up s hands placatingiv A deep,
ugly rumble 1s5ued trom M’Gola’s throat and the
knuckles on the fingers grippmg his spear were
gray with. strain

“No I'm only deeply releved.” Babongu
rushed on “Come and look 1 this trap and you'll
understand Then vou’ll see what a great favor
you've done me

He turned and lumbered toward the put
M'Gela, his face taut with rage, hesitated a mo-
ment and then stalked after him

The one-eyed chieftain reached the trap first
and pownted down nto 1t as he moved on around
the edge to get out of the Zulu’s reach

*You see,” Babongu said, his voice gone shrill
with excitement, “some of my men thought this
was Ki-Gor But of course since your brave men
killed Ki-Gor. this can’t be him That’s why I'm
so relieved ™

M’Gola stood frozen at the side of the trap, his
eves visibly bulging, a sudden nervous tic Jerkimg
one corner of s gray lips There in the bottom of
the pit, lounging at ease on one elbow, was a blond
white man leisurely whittling a stick

He had heard toe many descriptions of Ki-Gor

from Byzof not to reahize mstantly that this was.
indeed, the White Lord of the Jungle And yet as
the blood pounded n wild, swirling flood through
tus head, he stiil crnied out, "You—vou—who are
vou’"

Though K1-Gor well-knew what was transpir-
tng above im, until M’Gola yelled he hadn't even
locked up Now slowly. lus kmfe held poised for
another lesurely shee at the wooden stick, he
raised his head and stared at the Zulu chieftain

Ki-Gor’s Iips twitched 1nto a thin, bleak smile,
a smile that would turn and twist 1in M'Gela’s
thoughts until the day he died

“T am the man who one day soon will kill you,”
the White Lord said softly *I am Ki-Gor”

The words were spoken mto an utter stillness,
for both Wasuly and Zulu warnors were standing
transfixed, eyes glued on M’Gola And for the
space of five heartbeats the huge chieftain stood
transfixed

The whole gigantic, heavy-timbered structure
of the Zulu's honor was thundering down m run
about him No physical torture could have equaled
the awful anguish that splintered and tore at his
brain He lived by his lion pride and now 1n front
of these leering jackals that pride had been irre-
trievably destroyed

He could see the story bewng carnied from tribe
to tribe, could hear the laughter of those despised
ferior peoples as they heard of s humbling
The story of this day would follow him forever
Though he bathed the jungle in blood, he could
never silence ali the tongues The sniggering tale-
tellers would muluply ltike maggots, distorting,
stretching, making «t worse, so that the mark of
this day would be even on hus sons and their sons

M'Gola had none of the cunmng humor with
which a weaker man might have saved ns face He
had no notion of how to turn the incident off, how
to slhide from beneath the responsibility and let the
burden of blame fall on lus men

That great bull of a man whose god was
violence took the whole full blow as his own He
regarded himself as the focal pomnt of Zulu honor
And savage ammal that he was, lus mind not dis-
ciphined and strong enough to contam and congquer
the raging madness that pounded through his bran,
he sought the only release which his kind knows

He spun about, hus face unrecogmzably dis-
torted His escort had shoved up close behind him
“Dogs' he screamed “Lymg dogs to dishonor
M’Gola—to spit i the faces of our fathers this



way!” A terrible trembling shook him. jerking
even the won-taut sheaths of muscle that armored
his deep chest and flat, lean belly

His warriors blanched before him. conscious of
some terrible guilt, though not having seen into the
trap, they thought 1t must be some misunderstand-
ing for 1t was impossible for Ki-Gor to be alive

‘Filth" Scum' You're not Zulus No Zuln
was ever a cowardly har'™ His blazing, imsane
eyes seared the escort leader, the same man who
had captamed the murder party. the man he had
brought along to display triumphantly as a model
Zulu warrior

And as though driven by an explosion within
him, M’Gola’s left hand shot out suddenly and
clasped the captamn’s throat With an inhuman
surge of strength, he literatly lifted the man from
hus feet, and turmimg, flung him forward to the edge
of the pit

“Look upon him, har'” he bellowed incoher-
ently

M’Gola slashed tus short assagar down n a
vicious, calculated blow, nipping the warrior open
from ribs to crotch The man screamed n agony
and sagged with the awful spilling of Iife from the
monstrous cut

M'Gola didn’t even step back to let him fall
He stood there almost aganst the man glaring ha-
tred at him as he sank slowly to his knees and then
felt over on tus side The captain fought aganst the
hurt that was so swiftly killing him, drawing up his
legs 1n a futile effort to hold m hus life

“We did—we did,” he sobbed in a weak hyste-
ra “l—de-—not—lie---"

It was for these last pitiful words that the black
had struggled to keep his hold on the dimming
world With the strange fanaticism of the Zulu he
did not protest the cruelty of his monarch, for the
man who leads Zulus 1s regarded as a near-god and
in the way of the gods he can mete out death as
he pleases without menting criticism The captain
merely protested that he died with honor intact

ABONGU, crouched at the end of the trap
B like a huge, ungainly vulture, had followed
the whole drama delightedly up to the time
that the dying captain spoke Then s smgle good
eye widened 1n alarm and he felt back two steps
from the pit, shaken and afraid
To his mind, the dying warrior had confirmed
Ki-Gor's boast of deathlessness No man with
Gimshar’s hands already upen him would say such

a thing unless 1t were true Abruptly s pleasure m
humblmg M’Gola was gone and he fearfully was
wrestling the problem of what he could do with the
White Lord

But the captan’s words were as nothmg to
M’Gola His lps bared m a sneer. he bent to dig
his assagai twice more mto dead clay at lus feet
He struck the blows with lightning speed, and then
whirled like a great black, lithe beast and 1a two
reachmg bounds was 1 among the gray-faced
stiffly erect warriors of his escort

His thick-shafied assagar chumed up and down
as he struck, and struck ever agam, m a wild, roar-
g madness It was a sight as sickeningly ternble
as any of the bloody and senseless mass kilings of
the old Zulu tyrants And 1n the same way that their
fathers had accepted death whenever the crazed
whim of their king decreed 1t, these warnors stood
like ramrods, never raising 4 hand to defend them-
selves The thought of escaping dedn’t seem to enter
thetr minds

And M'Gola, uttering the sounds ot an enraged
beast. cut them down. mercilessly destroyed them
as though he saw some hideous nfection bursting
from them He struck until the barbariwc splendor of
the last of those savage young bodies was bloodied
and broken into ugliness

He turned then., panting, to survey s work A
thick redness dripped from s spear, ran wet over
hus nght forearm, splattered in ugly stams over the
sweat-glistemng blackness of his skin

“There"™ he roared “TFhere' Thetr rotten strawn
1s ended, and I shall pluck out the others whe were
with them just as swiftly when | return to camp
That 1s the justice of M*Gola ™

He glared about lum. hus eyes as red as the blood
that stamed hum Though they would tell jovously
of thes happening when they returned later to their
kraal, the Wasuli watched M’ Gola now with a hind
of awed fascination

“But before [ go,” the Zulu went on, I'll do
what [ sent those weaklings to do, I'l} kill this white
snake, Ki-Gor, who fills so many bellies with fear
Yes, I'll kili him and be done with him for all and
good ™

“Oh, no,” cried Babongu “You Zulus had
your chance and falled The honotr of taking him
15 mine I'll not give hum up 10 you or any other
man " Standing well across the trap out of M Gola's
reach, with hus warmors clustered all about him, the
odds were so comfortably 1n hiy favor that Babongu
could afford to defy the Zulu



M'Gola snarled deep in his throat at this added
<alt rubbed in his wounded pnide but he could do
naught for the moement but trn on his heel and stalk
furiously away By every rule of the jungle the
cursed white man wa~ mdeed Babongu » propert
Yet someway. somehow e swore to himself he d
get possession ot Ki-Gor and then he d murder hum
with his bare hands

He had scoffed at Byzoff and Babongu for let-
ting Ki-Gor seem so imporiant to them, and yet now
suddenly the White Lord bulked every bit ay large
and hateful to hum Ki Gor was the symbol of hus
humrhation Thought of the man was pressing ev-
erything else from his mind He kept remembering,
for mstance with a queer uneasiness, how Ki-Gor
had leoked up at him wath those chill, piercing eyes,
eyes utteriy barren of the least doubt or fear, and
had said so softly that no one else could hear that he
was the man whe one day soon would kil M’Gola

And the angry M Gola left behind him another
worried leader for almost before the Zulu was out
of sight. Babongu's etation over his victory was
submerged by the problem of how to deal with the
White Lord

Calling the chief wizaed to him, he retired a safe
distance from lus warniors to discuss the matter He
hastify explained how he had heard the Zulu captain
die sweartng that he and his men had slain Ki-Gor

“We can't take any chances” he declared
hoarsely ‘A dyig men wouldn'’t lie And i the
same way Ki-Gor wouldn't have anything to gain
by makig such a boast if 1t wasn't true ”

He hawked nervously, held up his hand impert-
ously when T’zibula started to talk The witchdoc-
tor sighed and swallowed back his words

“Twouldn t putit past um to want us.” Babongu
contmued. “to cut his spint free, <0 he can get clear
of us like he did the Zulus He d fleat off some-
where out of our reach, take on new flesh, and then
we would be n trouble © He scratched the fallen
mass of his abdemen “Now what do you suggest
we do™”

The wizard’s tace brightened with sudden -
spiration

“[ think he hes Master” T zibula said “If a
simple trap can hold him, he can’t possess much
magic " Then burriedly. before Babongu could re-
buke him, he added, “But as you say. we won't take
any chances, so | suggest we tie him up, carrying
him to the Hill ot the Dead and shackle him with
slave-irons to two deep-set posts We'll feed him
just enough barely to keep him alive And ince that

ts & tabu area no one would ever think of looking
for lum there ™

Babongu beamed immediately, already convine-
g himselt that the idea was his own "T'll keep him
there torever  hie vrowed, “and no one will ever be
the wiset lust enough tood to keep bum alive, but
no more—hah' Hiv tace sobered momentarily
“Since the Hill ot the Dead 1~ tabu 1o my warrtors,
you and your assistants Wil have w guard im

T’zibula chuckled ™ever tear master It witl
be a great pleasure to guard that one  Hi~ ips drew
back to reveal hus yellowed teeth  Though he 1l get
hittle enjoyment from it "

“I"1] come up often myself to join n the fun
prenused Babongu

He walked eagerly forward to dtrect the work ot
tying up the White Lord

C(HAPTER 1X

BAN BYZOF liked to handie everythmg tn the
Isame way that he played cards He was quute

good at cards, crooked cards, that is He played
with a marked deck. so that he always knew pre-
cisely what hus opponent was holding

He also played with a murderous, short-bar-
reled revolver stuck just out of sight in his waist-
band That was a perfect system. he felt If one was
clever, and Byzof was clever, he practically never
had to use the gun

But if sometlhung did go wrong, «f the oppo-
nent wasn't decerved by the marked cards and the
friendly, almost-sympathetic manner, then Byzof
was swift to use the gun to take what he failed to
secure by guille He didn ( smnd using the gun at all
but 1t was much easier and much more tun to win by
deception (f you could

The fat man was using this same system aganst
Helene Since he had dealt the hand, he knew pre-
cisely what cards she would pick up when they
readied her camp It she accepted the cards without
argument, swallowed the deception as he wished,
then there would be no need fo use force m gettng
her to the Wasuli kraal and gaining her help 1n n-
flaming the pygmues against the Masai

It was near sunset when they reached the camp
beside Siulver River As she led the safar, Helene
was the first one into the pleasant ¢learing beneath
the great trees Byzof, still well back on the jungle
trail 1n his sedan charr, heard her sudden, frightened

cry



He pernutted himself the luxury of a smug little
smile Then calling to the bearers to lower the chair,
he ¢lunbed out, picked up the loaded nifle which
had lain at bis feet and waddled hurriedly down the
trail and into the clearing

He rushed into the camp, his rifle held at ready,
his face fierce with the resoive of a heroic rescuer
“What 1s 1t, my dear? he cried breathlessly 1
heard your cry!™

Helene had dropped her light spear and stood
with her hands ¢lenched and trembling

She was utterly ashen i color Her reaction was
identically that of a person epening their front door
to find therr home a grisly shambles of gnnning
skeletons and rusty weapons

Except that it was evident there had been a mur-
derous struggle mn the camp, there was ne tonger
any clear clue as to exactly what had transpired
The scavengers, who appear from all sides, from
the earth and the sky, almoest before a body grows
cold in the jungle. had dene thewr usual thorough
jobs

The bodies were long since stripped of flesh,
and the new, white-gieaming bones were scattered
helter skelter over the cleared area And spears and
swords were strewn about i meammngless confu-
s10M

“Oh" exclatrmed Byzof 1n a tone of great shock
as he came to a stop beside Helene “Oh. my Sol
was too late after all ” He bt his lower Lip. waggled
his head sorrowfully "My main purpose in coming
was to warn him, but [ was too late ”

He shifted his nfle to his left band, reached out
with his right one to gently pat the jungle girl's
~houider He was thoroughly mnto his role now and
teehng extremely pleased with himself

What a dreadful tragedy. my dear,” he said

W hat an awful thing to happen to a young wife It

ust tron es what [ told you at the pygmy kraal, that

woll can totrust any of them They’re nothing but

ammils nd hike alt born killets they’ll turn on you
when they get a chance ™

He ~eemed as upset as Helene, except that he
kept talhing whereas she hadn’t managed another
sound ~imcc het first shocked cry

But vou can be proud of him, my dear.” he
wenton  He dearlv made them pay for ther treach-
ery It ~ plain that he died fighting like a lion ™

Helene looked at lim a puzzled frown on her
face Whit do vou mean’ she demanded “What
are you tring 1o ~av’?

“The whole rea~on T was tn such a hurry to see

Ki-Gor,” lied the fat man, “was to watn hum that the
Masair had turned agamst him | heard of the plot
from the Wasuli chieftain It seems 1n the past he
had had some troubles with Ki-Gor Those miser-
able Masar had some notion of bribing him to do
their dirty work, even offered to form an athance
with hun They were furious when he refused and
they made terrible threats as 10 what they would do
1f he betrayed them ™

The Masal, Byzof said, were chating under the
restraints Jaid on them by Ki-Gor They wanted to
go back to thewr old ways, warring on weaker inbes,
taking slaves to do their work, taking by force what-
ever wealth and food they wanted

“Babongu was wise enough to know that once
Ki-Gor’s protection was gone.” explamed Byzof,
“the Masalt would plunge the jungle mto war and
that hes tribe might very well be the first attacked
by those mad dogs That's why he talked to me
about 1t ”

Helene stared at him dumbly “No,” she pro-
tested “I don’t beheve 1t The Masai worship the
ground Ki-Gor walks on ™

With velvet cruelty Byzof corrected her softly
“The ground he once walked on, you mean You
must face 1t, my dear, he's dead— murdered These
weapons and these big-boned bodies tell the story
of who 1s responsible ©

Helene covered her face with her hands Now
she will ery, thought Byzef, now she will go to
preces and I’ have no trouble handling her

*You can count on me, my dear,” he satd force-
fully “Those black devils won’t get away with this
I can’t bring Ks-Gor back to you but [ can do what
lie would want done ™

The hard, tearing sobs he expected hadn’t come
trom the girl yet Maybe it was just plain stupid-
ity on her part He had a weak man’s contempt for
women, the contempt born of repressed feelings of
fear and mferiority Well, in any case, he told him-
self. he could handle her

"Now my first responsibility 1s to protect you,”
Byzof declared, again patting her with his pudgy
hand “Until the situation clarifies, I behieve the besi
thing would be to get you to my camp at the Wasuh
kraal as quickly and secretly as possible It’s quite
probable that they’ll be after you next ™

He cleared his throat importanily He judged s
manner and tone of voice to be exactly right

“I"il go back and talk to the pygmies, line them
up to help us,” he sad “We can count on the Wasuli
already Then, by moving fast, ] can recruit some



other odds and ends of warriors We'll tut the Masai
before they know anything 15 afoot They’'ll pay
dearly for this crime, 1 promise you'”

His voiee rang with bitter outrage Seermingly,
as an afterthought he added, “Uh— by the way—
perhaps you should give me some lhittle message to
take back to N Geeso—you know just something
to let hum know you want hum to cooperate with
me " He hesttated * If you don t know the sign lan-
guage, one of my Wasul bearers could write 1t out
for you ’

ELENE siowh took her hands from her
Hface Her expression wasn t at all what he
expected Though she was still unnaturally

pale, she was dry-eved the rigid set of her teatures
surprisingly stern She looked at him as though he
were an odd apparition which had matenalized sud-
denly out of thin ar

“What are you talking about® she demanded
His words seemed only then 1o be trickling into her
consciousness “The Masai warror doesn t exist
who wouldn 1 tear his heart out with his own hands
rather than see any harm come to Ki-Gor

They had been standing side by side but now
she turned to face him, moving awav trom the
damp sofiness of his hand which had lingered on
her shouider

Hejene continued, “[ know you mean well and
| appreciate vour desire to help but all these con-
clusion~ you've yumped to are completely wrong
You forget that ['ve lived with these people [ know
them And to be perfectly frank with you, I don 11n
any way share your feelings about the natives

lban Byzof's fat, greasy face arranged 1tself in
an expression of utmost sympathy “You've suf-
fered a very ternble shock, my dear,” he said 1n
the tone of a person comforting a hurt, bewtldered
child “lt's hard te think clearly, to digest harsh
truths at such a time Fven I, who never had the
good fortune of knowing vour husband, am upset
and sickened by the knowledge that his remains lLie
here among these anonymous—"" He didn’t actually
pronounce the brutal word “bones™, but he left no
doubt a« to what he meant

Byzot « sadism was intentional He was begin-
ning to grow angry with the red-haired wench The
fun was gone out of the game He was willing to
employ any device, however despicable, 1f 1t would
break her down. turn her nto a sobbing, hysterical
fool whom he could easily handle

“However the facts must be faced,” Byzof said,

his voice growing more high-pitched “Your hus-
band has been nussing a long tume As 1 understand
it, the Masai and pygmues are the only ones allowed
to pass unchallenged through this region, and [ be-
lieve they are about the only ones who know the
exact location of your camp

“Only members of those two tnbes could make
a surprise attack The weapons are indisputably
Masat' These are the skeletons of unusually large
men, which also make them indisputably Masai, be-
cause no other tribe mn this whole part of the Congo
approaches them in size ”

By this time, Byzot was making abrupt peremp-
tory motions with his left fist as though forcibly
driving home every pont he made

“All nght, then, " he snapped “How much more
complete must the picture of your husband’s mur-
der be? I nught add that there are those 1n the world
who mught begin to wonder at this point just what
kind of woman you are [ tell you a filthy crime of
this kind cannet go unpumished If a white man
as important as Ki-Gor can be slain by the Masai
without even his wife raising a hand 1n protest, then
certainly none of our kind will ever be safe again mn
this, jungle ™

Anger flared it Helene’s blue eves, yvet still she
held on to her control “1 think you've said quite
enough, Byzof,” she said 1aly “Ki-Geor left to visit
the Masal at the same time that [ left for the pygmy
kraal 1 think they would have found 1t much easier
to kill hum there (f thev were the mmrderers you
seem to believe rather than come back here to do
the job

Beneath s flop-brimmed straw hat, Byzof's
pale blotched face reddened and the mask of
friendliness shpped from his eyes, leaving them
narrow and mean

Helene was sull talking, “I’m not convinced Ki-
Gor s here And as to exactly what did happen, 'l
reserve judgment until I get N'Geeso and Tembu
George to go over every inch of the camp They can
read signs that would escape anyone else It could
well be that Ki-Gor 15 still wath Tembu George ™

She shook her head emphattcally

*No, we’ll do nothung rash ! don’t propose to
throw the Jungle into a bloody war because ot a few
unexplamed bodies found in my camp ™

Byzof"s pondercus, unwieldly body suddenly
seemed to swell larger Fury pumped through hun
as he saw that this slim. cold-voiced woman was
m no way impressed by the act he had thought so
clever



His thick, loose lips worked in and out with his
swift, hard breathing. [n a wabbling surge of soft
flesh. he swung around hike a moored blimp turned
by a heavy gust of wind. His Wasuli had come into
the clearing and gathered close behind him, await-
ing his orders.

He jabbed one fist at them, so furious that for
a moment s voice refused to come. Then shrilly
the words erupted. “The the cursed fool up. Jump,
you dogs'™ When the Wasuli hesitated, Byzof's
rifle swung up to remforce s command. The
blacks surged forward n a solid pack to overwhelm
Helene

tielene had known that she had angered the fat
man but the last thing she expected from him was
violence.

Before she came to her senses the blacks were
on her She fought with ferocity worthy of the jun-
gle lord’s mate, kicking, scratching, biting, uttermg
no word of fear or pain. But she was but one woman
agamnst many men and they soon held her helpless,
tymg her wrists and ankles with rawhide thongs

Byzof watched sourly as the last knot was
roughly tied and the blacks scrambled up, leaving
Helene stretched on her side on the ground. She was
100 spent from her wild struggles to raise herself to
a stting position, but her eyes glared hot hatred at
the fat man.

“Now the playing is over, you stuptd wench.”
he snarled, and he tofd her who he was and what her
fate would be “I"ll not make the mistake of irying
to use kindness again. From now on you'll do as
you're told and you'lt obey instantly or 1’11 beat you
withmn an mch of your hfe.”

“You fat hog, you've signed your death war-
rant.” Helene panted. “I advise you to take that nfle
now and blow vour brains out. At least, 1t will be
quick and easv You won't die that way, 1 promuse,
if vou wait to be hunted down ™

Byzof {aughed. With Helene tied at his feet, he
was beginning to feel good agamn. The smug. self-
satisfied feeling of power was returning, the teehng
of superiority over all these stuptd fools whose riun
he planned.

So he laughed and told then not to count on any
rescue by Ki-Gor. Gloaungly, he told how he had
planned and directed the White Lord’s assassina-
tion.

*You're lying,” Helene said, but her voice, her
look, betrayed her. With hus words she died inside.

“And the Masai won’t help you because they
will he dead in their village, slaughtered by the

Zulus and Wasuli and your beloved pygmies—yes,
the pygmtes who wall think they are carrying out
your wishes and avenging Ki-Gor.”

He suickered, savoring the stricken look which
she could not keep from her face.

“And you can’t count on the pygmies to help
you,” he went on, “because there wiil be a great
feast for those who survive the bartle, pleaty of
food and drink. The pygmies will sleep heavily that
night. In fact, none of them will ever awaken.”

He bared his yellow teeth. His eyes had the
glittering, glassy look of a person who has taken
drugs.

“Then, my dear, I'll have plenty of time to
devote to you,” he said. 1 regret that | must put
busimess before pleasure, but you must be indulgent
for the moment and I promise to make 1t all up to
you."

Byzof explained that he was sending her down
the rover that night in one of Ki-Gor's canoes. He
was mn such high good humor that he used bribes
instead of threats to persuade four of his bearers to
make the night trip. By using the river, he could get
her safely past any pygmy patrols, before daylight.

"GEESO awakened long before dawn. His
Nmouth was dusty-dry and his head threbbed
panfully. He was filled with shame as he
remembered how he had acted to Helene. He had
made a fool of humself
He got up and fumbled in the darkness for a
gourd of water. As he drank. he thought of the col-
orless liquid with the taste of fire which the fat man
had urged on tum. It came back to him how spar-
mgly the fat man had drunk from s own gourd.
Then the stranger had known the power of the
pale liquid, but he had let N'Geeso drink it—nay,
had urged ham to drink 11— hke beer. N'Geeso was
a proud man, and the thought that he had been made
to lose face before Helene and his people angered
hun, He was angry mostly at himself for being tak-
en in by a white man's g:fts and a white man's show
of friendship, but he felt an anger toward Byzof.
By the time dawn had come N'Geeso had
combed back and forth over lus unfortunate ac-
uens many tumes, his feelings of remorse and. self-
condemnation steadily deepenmg. He had botched
everythung. He had done wrong to let Helene go off
with only that untrustworthy fa: man and a hand-
ful of scurvy Wasuh to protect her. And what was
worse, there was no telling what conclusion she
might draw from the signs of battle in her camp.



He decided he would go to Helene, make a clean
heak of what Ki-Gor was domg and apologize for
his own behavior Then even though she would be
mad at hun she would, come back 10 his village
where he could watch over her It wasn t a thing he
wanted to do but he saw no other way out

But buman-like N'Geeso found it difficult to go
out and face s people Thus, inventing one excuse
and then another he delaved, in his hut He had not
vet emerged when lban Byzof, who had taken the
tral before dawn made his hurned entrance into the
viflage

Above the bubbub N (Geeso heard Byzof crying
shriily in the Wasuli tongue I must see your chief-
tamn at once! Lead the wav some of you A matter
ot great importance Ar-Gor 15 dead murdered and
Helene sends me 1o ash vorn help!

Ltter consternation blasted N Geeso He forgot
the hesitancy which had tethered hum in the hut
With a hotse cry, he burst through the doorway and
ran up to Byzot as the tat man was chmbing cut of
his sedan char

Bvzot seemed termblv distraught puffing and
blowing waving his hands about Helene sent me *
he tepeated loudly when he saw » Geeso “She
satd out of all the jungle, she could count on vou It
means wai | 1ell you We'll wipe those murderers
out that s what we’ll do I'll give the last drop in
my body to wee this crume avenged By Allah they 1]
never turn ont another friend™

What v 1t What's happened”
N (reeso

Bvzot mopped tunously at his face and nedk
with blackened handkerchief “Let’s go in vour
house where we can talk privately,” he said

inside the hut Byzof poured out his story about
the bodies hittertng the river camp, about how he
had hurned te wam Ki-Gor of the offer made by
the Masa to the Wasult chieftain He even leaped
up and plunged his head out the door shouting for
a parcel of the rusting Masar weapons to be brought
for N Geeso » mspection

But N Geeso s flight was gone n the first few
seconds of the fat man’s tale He knew all about the
bones m the camp His scouts had wnspected every
inch ot the place atter the White Lord’s departure
Yet the pygmy chieftain gave no sign that he knew
anything different from what Byzof told him

[here were a number of reasons for the pygmy's
attitude not the least of which was his plain dishke
ot the man Aiso, Byzofs disciosure that the Wasuli
were somehow mvolved dida't prompt the little man

stuttered

1o any confidences N'Geeso despised and distrusted
Babongu, the Wasuli leader, and 1t suddenly came to
hum that perhaps the lying old one-eyed cheat had a
hand in the plot aganst Ki-Gor

And, furthermore, as he studied Byzof with a
sour reahsnt, he found himself thinkmg on sev-
eral puzzling points For instance, it seemed to the
pvamy that Byzof was entirely too upset about the
death of a persen he didn't even know It wasn’t a
natural reaction

It aiso was out of character for a white man to
show his emotions so nakedly before tribesmen
As part of therr pose of being the mfalhible lords of
creation. they hid therr emetions, kept therr plans to
themselves, and they commanded rather than asked

“I"Il tell hum nothing,” N'Geeso decided “Let
him sweat and fume for a few days It won’t hurt
him Meanwhile, I'll explain to Helene about Ki-Gor
and see what I can learn about Babongu's part in all
this 7

Letuing none of s thoughts show on s hard
hittle face, N'Geeso abruptly asked where Helene
was

“Why, she went to rouse the Wasuli,” Byzof said
*She said she knew she could count on you, but that
it would take some talking on her part and a guaran-
tee of your participation before Babongu would take
up arms agatast the Masar ™

N’Geeso frowned, puiled at lis lower lip That
dudn’t sound s the Jeast like Helene There was
something wrong here, badly wrong

*She mentioned nothing about talking with the
Masa1”" he asked

Byzof’s fat cheeks puffed indignantly “Talking
with those murderers™ he exploded ™I should say
not! The evidence was there before her eyes They'll
be after her next, and probrably you—since you were
his best fnend She said we must strike and strike
tast!

Helene wouldn t beheve such a thing of the
Masai i a thousand years, N'Geeso told humself He
said aloud, * So your 1dea 15 a surprise aftack™

‘That 15 Helena's wdea,” Byzof corrected “She
knows what will happen to the jungie 1f those mad-
dogs get loose ™

CHAPTER X

HE PY(GMY sensed that Byzof was be-
giung to watch lum too closely, so he

muttered. “Yes Indeed, yes ™ Then after a



pause, he added, “But we must not let anger blind
us to the facts The Masai are a strong people, both
n pumbers and 1n individual prowess The cost of
attacking them will be high What did Helene say
about that?"

“She sard you must stand by your vows of
friendsiup to Ki-Gor and her.” cned Byzof “She
said you must gather every man who can hold a
spear and tell him to win or not comeback ™

That was where Byzof made another error He
thought that because of Helene and Ki-Gor's posi-
tion 1n the jungle that it would be only natural for
them to deliver such an ulumatum 1 an hour of
need N'Geeso knew better

“Doesti’t Helene know that the Wasuli will
break hke a pack of curs,” the pygmy said “I've
seen a few hands of Masai send a hundred of them
fleeing

“They’ll not break this time,” Byzof assured
hun “By good fortune, ! happen to have a large
force of my own men n the neighborhood They’re
big men, big as the Masai, and twice as tough |
brought them 1n to do a difficult miming job They
are traditional enenuies of the Masai, so they'll be
glad to fight, and I'll put them in behind the Wasuli
to make sure they don’t break ”

He hadn’t meant to tell N*Geeso about the Zulus
uniif they gathered for the attack, but when the
pyemy kept talking as though the odds against lus
people were too great, he thought he’d better show
hun that he would have reliable allies

N'Geeso pricked up s ears as the white man
continued lo describe the Zulus This was the type
of mformation the sly ittle chieftain had been fish-
ing for, something definite to back up hus growing
suspicion of Byzof He knew immediately that the
Zulus were the ones who had stalked Ki-Gor and
that Byzof was the one who had given the order

*Ah, good,” said N'Geeso *You may count on
me " His fingers fondled the kmfe at bhis waist as
he thought what a pleasure 1t would be to open this
great hog's belly for hum “It will take some days
for me to gather my men Whule they are gathering,
perhaps [ should go to Helene and settle on a defi-
nite plan of attack—or will she be coming here*”

“She wants you to stay here where you're
needed,” declared Byzof firmly “She mentioned
that specifically You have only six days to organize
your men and march them to the Masai border ” He
mentioned the place where the armies would meet,
*And Helene will be too busy with the Wasuli to see
you before then, but don’t worry, we’ll have a good

plan ready for your mspection then ™

The fat man mopped furiously with his hand-
kerchief He could not entirely hide the tnumphant
gleam n his eyes The stinking little dwarf had
swallowed 1t hook, line and sinker He'd really
expected the little beggar to be more upset than he
was, but then these savages prided themselves on
hiding their emotions

“Well, I'll be gowng,” Byzof satd “I'm pressed
for ime even worse than you are 1've got to lend
Helene a hand and get my Zulus together ”

He asked if tt would help f he spoke to
N’Geeso’s warriors, “fired therm up a bit”, as he put
it But the pygmy leader declined hus hopeful offer,
saying grimly that the hot fire of his people’s wrath
against those who had harmed Ki-Gor would need
no strrng

*“We will meet soon then,” said Byzof from the
door

“Yes—soonr,” answered N'Geeso And to hin-
self he added silently, “Sooner than you think

And before the sweating fat man was well out of
the kraal, N’Geeso was calling his captans to him,
summomng his swiftest runners, fury making his
votce crack like a whip

His first move was to send messengers by three
different routes to tell Tembu George of Byzof's
plottng Then fully armed and surrounded by hus
war leaders he stalked out to address his people

He did not spare himself “I have done a terrible
thing,” he said *1 have fatled Ki-Gor and I have
failed you In my blind stupidity, 1 gave Helene over
to our enemies

No slightest sound came from the pygmues as he
tersely unfolded the story of what he knew and what
he suspected He told them that his one hope of
making up even partially for what he had done was
to take a few warriors, trek secretly to the Wasuli
kraal and attempt a surprise rescue of Helene

Then 1t was that a great roar broke from his
warriors “Let us march with you!” they demanded
“Let us spread death among the jackals!™

But N'Geeso explained that the movement of
a large force on the Wasuli kraal would be imme-
diately detected “They must not know we suspect
anything 1s wrong They are capable of torturing
Helene before our eyes to hold us back from their
village walls So they will think they have fooled
us, you will arm and march as though to join them
1n attackimg the Masar That will give me at least six
days to rescue Helene— six days before you and the
Masat ¢atch the cowards between you and shatter



them like 4 rotten nut ™

The little chieftain left his trusted war-dog,
N Teka m comand Then with fifieen of his most
daring warriors at bus heels he sped into the jungle,
resolved to free Helene though 1t took lus life to
dot

FTER his capture Ki-Gor was kept on
Adlsplav 10 the Wasul kraal for three days
Though the chieftain Babongu, was anx-

ous to have the jungle man out of his sight and
safely shackled on the Hill of the Dead, T zibula
the wizard had difterent notions

It pleased T zibula to strut about the bound
and heavilv-guarded Ki-Gor shouting taunts for
the benefit of the gaping tribesmen calling him a
fake and a bluff He was intent on making the tnibe
believe that 1t was his magic which had brought the
Whte Lord low

* Look offal of a monkev 1 spit upon you,” he
would shout “Where are vour great powers now?
Hai' The spell of T'zibula was more than you
bargained for What the boasttul Zulus couldn™t
accomplish | the greatest wizard of the jungle, did
without even leaving my hut

He would grm knowingly at the watching
tribesmen who were still vaguely fearful ot the
Wlite Lord Then suddenly he would snatch a
spear or a kmfe from a wamor and raced headlong
at Ki1-Gor as though he meant to plunge the weapon
through him

Always though, the sadistic wizard detlected
the weapon at the last moment The White Lord
never flinched n the face of these attacks never
digmified the flood of insuits with a reply Ki-Gor
was smart enough to know thas the more gullible
Babongu had given strict orders that he was to be
done no wmury for fear that he might die and thus
escape the Wasuli

T zibula was able to delay the jungle man s
removal 1o the Hill of the Dead because in that
tabu area the work of preparing Ki-Gor s shackles
naturally had to be done by his assistants He kept
putting Babongu off by saying that the magic signs
and portents had to be just nght for the cutting and
sinking of the two heavy wooden shafts to which
the jungle man would be chamed

But when after three days he found that he
couldn t crack the shell of contempt with which
Krt-Gor faced hun, hus rage against the White Lord
exploded nto open fury and he drove his assistants
all mght long to make themy complete the place of

bondage

The next morming, amid all the trappings of a
Wasuls funeral, Ki-Gor was taken to the Hill of the
Dead The dea of the bunal rites was T’ zibula’s
He wanted both to torture Ki-Gor and impress on
the triibesmen that the jungle man was being per-
manently removed from the world of the living

Ki-Gor was lashed to a litter and a death mask
forced over his face, half-choking him Eight
brawny blacks hfted the lhitter to their shoulders
The low, dull beat of the funeral drums began The
clief wizard and his understudies, huge grotesque
masks covering their features and stnings of human
bones clinking and ratiing from thew arms and
watsts, starred a slow, hoppmg dance

As the lhitter moved out behind the wizards, the
entire tribe, men, women and children, fell 1n be-
hind For the brief period of the ceremony, T zibula
lifted the fabu which ordinanly barred them from
the funeral site

Babongu, grinmng hke an 1diot now that Ki-
Gor was to be safely disposed of, was the first to
Iife his voice 1n the traditional death chant The
fong, winding line of blacks took up the eere
chant as the procession moved slowly 1nto the dark
Jungle

In some prehisteric time, a mighty velcano had
lifted 1ts bulk on this place that the Wasuli called
the Hill of the Dead But 1n final, cataclysmic erup-
tion, the whole upper portton of the volcano had
been blown away, leaving & low hill with a broad,
bowl-shaped dechvity at 1ts top

A tangle of thick jungle vegetation grew almost
up to the lip of the hill, but within the bowl-shaded
depression no single green thing grew The decliv-
ity was floored with sohd rock where a lake of
bubbiing, molten lava had lain after the mountain
top blew off As the upper surface of the lava had
cooled now jets of molten rock had pushed up
through the crust to freeze 1n strange, stone figures,
queer ridges and formations

It was this lifeless place, so different from the
too-fertile jungle, that the Wasuli had chosen for
their bunal ground Many generations had used
the site, and every niche, every ledge, every raised
place was littered with bones Since the dead were
placed uncovered m the open, the hitl was intested
with jackals and great, wicked-looking rats at
night, with squads of squawking, fighting vultures
by day



'Z1BULA had found a crevasse in the center
I of the depressien and had had his assistants
drive two long, heavy timbers 1nto the open-
g Then he had had them ill the crevasse m with
gravel and clay, pounding down each successive
layer of filler so that the timbers were so solidly
held that not even an elephant could have pulled
them tree
When the funeral procession reached these
posts, the wizard had Ki-Gor jerked from hus litter
and the bonds cut away from his numbed limbs
Then with warriors holding him he was shoved be-
tween the upnights shackled by both his wrists and
his ankles with heavy slave rons to the posis
He was chamned i such a position that he had
10 remain standing all the time, Ass arms hifted just
above shoulder height T 'zibula had seen to it also
that the chaims were too short for im to bring his
hand together, though they ditd allow him enough
play to be able to shift position, easing lus muscles
enough so that they wouldn’t get too cramped The
wizard didn’t want his prisoner to collapse tmme-
diately
Ki-Gor's shackles were left over from the old
days when the Wasuli had hunted slaves for the
Arab traders The clumsy locks which secured the
wrist and ankle bracelets were so heavily made that
no amount of hammering or prying could force
them open Since o would have been a slow and
cumbersome atfar 10 chamn or uncham slaves 1f
each lock required a different key, a single, rusty
won key carried by the slave master fitted all the
locks
T zibula carried this key on a copper chain
around his neck After shackling Ki-Gor, he held
the key up tor all to see
“From this day on.” he said, “this will be all that
ts left in the hiving world to remuind you of Ki-Gor
He has boasted that he cannot die—a boast | do not
believe  but 1t really does not matter because from
thts moment he 15 dead to all except himself
“You never need fear him agam,” the wizard
continued " He's a corpse hung berween two posts
eIl hang here until the end of time 1 say to you
that lus power 1s broken You are free to ravage the
jungie, to take what you wish
“Go torth, I say, to greatness The Masal will
be as nothing agamst vou And when the Masai lie
dead m theirr burning kraal, we will turn on those
little monkey men. the pygmies, and slaughter them
111 thetr turn”
A vast echomng roar broke from the listenung

Wasuli The words of the wizard struck home ex-
actly as he intended them to do With Ki-Gor out of
the way, the superstitious Wasult were at last ready
to fight

On that note, T'zibula dismussed the elated
throng Ki-Gor had not spoken a word For three
days the wizard had been unable to wrest a single
sound from the jungle man The White Lord had
held lumself coldly alocf, m some miraculous man-
ner maiatarming an mtimdating dignity despite his
helplessness

The wizard delegated two of his assistants to
stand watch over Ki-Gor and sent the others back
with the tribesmen Then he walked up to the jungle
man and roughly jerked away the death mask

“You are my charge now,” he hissed “That fool
Babongu with hus fears about killing you won’t be
able to soften your lot For instance, you won’t be
so well fed ™

He laughed evilly

"] mean to feed you only when I feel like 1t,” he
said, “and then I'll feed you as I would a mangy cur,
throwing you scraps to catch in the air You'll learn
to caich them, too, because as you'll soon leam,
when they fall on the ground you can’t reach, them
Everything you muss the jackals and vulures shall
eat before your eyes ™

He scratched under his arms, chuckling His
bracelets of human bones gave off bnttle, clicking
nolses

“Even 1f you learn to sleep a hittle standing up,”
he said, “I wouldn’t advise vou to sleep too long or
too soundly You find the scavengers, especially the
rats, will close 1 on you whenever you relax your
guard ”

Suddenly, without waming, T zibula smashed
his fist inte Ki-Gor’s face Even if he had been
on guard, the jungle man couldn’t have protected
himself

“And you’ll get a lot of that,” the wizard said
*[ mean to beat you so often that at the mere sight
of me you'll start screaming I'm going to turn the
great White Lord into a whimpering, slobbering
creature that not even his own wife would recog-
nize "

He turned away then and started toward the vil-
lage, laughing uproariously

“I’ll be back later,” he flung over hus shoulder
“Wait for me, witl you?” He was still howling with
delight at hus own quup when he disappeared from
View

Ki-Gor stood between the two posts, seemingly



immovable untouched by either msuits or blows
But 1 actuality rage hung like a wavering curtain
of flame betore his eves so that the dead world
about hum danced 1 a vague redness

He was beaten T zibula had bealen him He
realized 1t the moment they had chained him to the
huge tumbers

An awful hopelessness engulfed the Whte
Lord In s turbulent hite he had been m count-
less tight spots. but always he had been able to find
some way to outwit his enemies Now there was no
way out, not even the coward s way of swcide

To hus personal torment was added the greates
agony of feehng that by hus fallure he had betrayed
his fiiends He had learned that the Zulus and
Wasul: meant to overwhelm the Masas 1n a sur-
prise assault and then turn ou the pygnues and wipe
them out Afier that. there would be no power left
m the regton strong enough te withstand the brutal
conquerors

LL day the Wiute Lord stood 1n the blazing
Asun without tood or water Vultures ¢ircled
the skv above him. the belder ones occa-

stonatly skimming down to huddle on nearby rocks
The scavengers had begun their vigil, seemung to
know that the mark ot death was on Ki-Gor

The two guards lounged 1n the shade of a ledge
one dozing while the other watched At umes they
munched lazily from a hamper ot food or drank
nosily from a large water gourd afterwards cool-
mg themselves by hiberallv wetung down thewr
heads and chests Like the »ultures on thws first
day the two blacks merely waiched the jungle man
never approaching him or speakmg to hum

Frustrated rage swelled within Ki-Gor like a
monstrous abscess, vet sull he fought to mantain
outwardly his look of bewng untouched and un-
touchable Once the witchdoctors broke his protec-
tive sheil he would know ne peace They would be
on lum hke dogs harrying a wounded animal

At last, the awful eternity of that first day
dragged toward an end The sun shid beyond the nm
of the hull, dipped down into the black ime of the
horizon Ki-Gor drew a great shuddening breath of
reliet, looked up at the shy where billowing cloud
masses drank deep ot the fading light

*At least, T zibula did not keep his threat and
return,” Ki-Gor told humselt “At least, I've been
spared that’

But even that famnt measure of relief was denied
the White Lord Barely had the thought formed

his mund when a halloo sounded from where the
trail from the Wasuli village entered the burial
place The African dusk closes n tast so the cluster
of figures that appeared couid only be vaguely seen,
yet Ki-Gor recogmized that hail as commg from the
sadisttc chief wizard

[t wa> compiletely dark by the tine the group
wound through the rock formations and reached
the two guards Ki-Gor could famtly hear their low
excited conversation, ending in a loud burst of cru-
elly-edged laughter

Then T'zibula left the others and walked toward
him “Ah, and how 15 the mighty Ki1-Gor ™ he asked
mockingly “You had a pleasant day, did you not,
vou and the vultures?”

He tittered to hmself

“1 meant to bring you water,” the witchdoctor
said, “but somehow | forgot Ah, well, yvoir'll just
have to wait until tomorrow, 1 suppese, and hope
that I won't forget ut then, too

T'zibuia wairted expectantly for some reaction
from Ki1-Gor When none came his voice abruptly
hardened

“Sull not ready to beg me for mercy, uh?" he
snarled “I thunk you Il be ready to 1n a moment
when I show you the visitor I've brought We'll see
if you don’t find your tongue awtully quick *

He twrned, shouted to his companions te hght
torches from the gourd of coals they had brought
with them As the bundied taggots 1gmted, the torch
holders stepped apart and thrust high the yellow
blooms ot light

As though picked out suddenly wath a spothight,
Helene was revealed behind them She stood among
the blacks like an ammal at bay Her wrists were
bound behind her Her long red har was disheveled,
cascading loose about her white shoulders

She could do no more than look with tragic,
stricken eyes at the plight of her beloved mate
T'zibula, thinking of everything, had gagged her
with a dirty rag so <he couldn t g1ve away prema-
turety his sadistic little surprise

And the White Lord, momentanly rooted with
horror saw that a rope was tied about her neck so
that she could be led like a dog The hideously grin-
ning wizard, standing just in front of Ki-Gor, held
the end of the rope in tus hand

Out of all the vicious things he had expected
from the Wasuli, this was one which hadn’t so
much as entered s mund It had been beyvond his
comprehension that they should even want to mus-
treat his Helene



“Our good triend. Byzof, sent her m this morm-
ing,” gloated T"zibula “Made a fool of both her and
that stinking monkey, N’Geeso The Fat One means
to amuse himself with her for a ume, then send her
east to the slave marts ”

As though brutal, mvistble hands had reached
out to grasp his features and twist them, Ki-Gor's
face contorted slowly, hormbly A ternble racking
sound. something between a sob and a guttural
cry of agony, was wrenched from deep within the
White Lord

T'zibula’s eyes glittered evilly His grin wid-
ened so that hus thick lips yawned back te reveal
his broken discolored teeth and dirty gums He had
found his victim’s jugular vem at Jast

“Come, filth of the jungle!" he commanded,
Jerking the rope to make Helene come nearer
Helene staggered and almost fell from the sudden,
tug “Hee-hee-hee-hee'™ the witchdoctor giggled

He began 10 prance about as though gripped by
a veritable paroxysm of delight, dancing forward
and backward and then to the side, watching his
chance to pull the jungle girl off balance again

Helene fought agamst hum, willing to be choked
rather than bend to s will Her resistance pleased
and excited ham for he knew how he was torturing
Ki-Gor

“Ho!" he exulted “You'll soon learn to kick the
feet of any man who beckons Come here, you stu-
mid cow, before | choke you to your knees ™

CHAPTER XI

ELENE stramned backwards, her features
ngowmg dark and swollen from the con-
strictton of bloed, the rope cutting tighter
and tighter mnto her neck 1he muscles of her braced
legs trembled from pamn
T zibula s assistants crouched about her, jeer-
ing and laughing, egging therr master on with
crude sallies They had expected to have fun but
this was far better sport than they had hoped for
The gigghng, prancing chief wizard ieaned
forward, took a firm grasp on the rope with both
hands “This will bring vou here'” he cried and he
suddenly leaned all his weight into a vicious pull
But the maddened girl turned the tables on
him At the very instant he heaved on the rope, she
threw herself forward so that all the power of his
pull met only slack rope
T ztbula plunged backwards, a silly, surprised

lock on his face He had deliberately come close
to Ki-Gor while he had been prancing about and
tormenting Helene It took hum a stunned traction
of time after he toppled off-balance to realize that
he was falling directly onto hus chained captive

An abrupt look of fear blasted the silly expres-
sion from hts face He writhed half-around 11 a
wild effort to throw himself to the left, his arms
flogging, legs pistoning He saw 1t was impossible
to muss hitting the Whate Lord

Then he screamed And well he might, for Ki-
Gor's face was the face of a madman, the face of
a giant gone insane with the lust to rend and tear
and kill

Ki-Gor had seen his chance and was ready He
retreated between the two posts as far as his chains
would allow When T ztbula smashed against him,
Ki-Gor’s right leg came up with terrible force in
the wizard’s crotch

The black’s arms froze n the instant of start-
ing to pummel the jungle lord A scream of sheer
agony nipped from his throat as Ki-Gor surged
forward, hfting the man with his knee like a rubber
ball, driving hum upward along his own body to
where the stramning fingers of his chamned right arm
could close over the scrawny throat

The short chains prevented Ki-Gor from get-
ting both hands around the man’s throat But 1n his
berserk fury the White Lord needed no more than
one hand to throttle T'zibuta No steel vise could
have gripped yielding flesh more mercilessly than
Ki-Gor’s broad fingers

Ki-Gor roared like an amimal 1 his mindless
rage He lifted the paralyzed black completely
off the ground, shook him as another man would
a chicken He smashed T zibula’s head and face
against the post repeatedly as he choked hum, beat-
ing his cranium mto a pulpy mass, but stll, he did
not release the wizard untl he felt the neck snap
1n his hand

When T’zibula had started to fall agamnst Ki-
Gor, his leaping, shouting assistants were so intent
on Helene that they didn’t immediately reahize
what was happening to their master Then, hike a
set of puppets swung by a single control, as the
wizard’s scream blended with Ki-Gor’s berserk
roar, they spun to face the two locked figures

They couidn’t have been more stunned if a
lightning bolt had smashed out of a cloudless sky
to explode at their feet They stood like statues,
bodies and minds alitke frozen by shock And fleet-
ing though that total paralysis was, 1t was long



enough to seal the wizard’s fate

By the tune the first black had rallied his wits
and sprang forward with a frenzied scream to help
his master, the red-hared jungle girl was ready to
do some fighting on her own Plunging m from
the side, she hit the native in the madriff with her
shoulder. throwing him around and down

The red-haired girl, unable to aid herself with
her hands, feil, too, but she managed to fling her-
self n the path of two more natives as she went
down. dropping them onto their fellow 1 a cursing
tangle

Kicking like a maddened zebra, Helene tore
free of the tangle of men, desperately intent on
doing her limited best to keep these savages from
reaching Ki-Gor

But the whole group of natives was now galva-
nized to action T’zibula was being killed before
their eyes as Ki-Gor smashed hum mto the post
agamn and again Blacks sprinted past Helene on
etther side, ready to tear Ki-Gor apart with thewr
fingers

Helene threw herself in the path of one burly
native He leaped back, avording her lashing legs
Then his face twisted with hate and he leaned,
suddenly and snatched up a great. jagged rock
Using both hands, he lifted the huge stone above
his head

Helene read death 1 his face He meant to
crush her with the rock She was trapped, helpless
His barrel chest swelled, his arm muscles jerked
nto rigid outline

Then his face went queerly lax His features
seemed to sag and run together His eyes rolled,
wildly and wrthout coordination, and then abruptly
turned upward n his head so that only the whites
showed

His knees gave and he began to fall backward,
carned by the weight of the stone which he was
suddenly too weak to support and yet which s
convulsed fingers refused to release He hit flat on
his back, the heavy rock dropping full on his face
One single great spasm shook him and then he was
stull

HEN she knew she was safe, a moment

\ ’\/ of sick blackness gnpped Helene But
the thought of Ki-Gor exploded m her

mind., brought her struggling blindly to her knees
She had to help hum She couldn’t let them kill

him
Then all at once she reahized that utter silence

gripped the Hill of the Dead, She lifted her head,
blinked the vagueness from her eyes She saw that
the two torches lay flaming on the, ground, too
newly fallen to have begun to smoulder even

And m the flickening yellow light, she saw
sprawhng from where she was up almost to Ki-
Gor’s feet the bodies of the Wasuli Many of the
bodies still twitched and moved in that first uneasy
embrace of death

Helene thought for a moment that her senses
had deserted her It was a fantastic, unbelievable
sight It stmply couldn’t be

But then Helene looked at Ki-Gor He stood
between the two posts, an expression of utter be-
witderment on his face as he stared at the bodies
before him Since he sees i, too it must be rea), she
told herself

That seenmungly miraculous wave of death
which had engulfed the Wasuli had sobered Ki1-Gor
abruptly The lifeless T'zibula lay crumpled at hus
feet where the White Lord had dropped hum

Before etther Ki-Gor or Helene shook free of
their astoushment, a vague figure materialized at
the outer edge of the torchlight The figure paused
like a wary wild thing, ready to disappear nstantly
at any sign of danger

It moved forward a step, then another step Then
with sudden decision, it started 1n a swift and utterly
soundless run toward Helene

Ki-Gor’s breath, stopped He shoved forward
the full length of hrs chams, every muscle in his
body taut Then as the running figure was wholly
revealed m the torchlight, hts narrowed eyes wid-
ened

“N'Geeso!” he cnied, his voice hoarse with re-
lief “By all the gods, 1t’s N'Geeso'™

The pygmy chieftain threw him a look, his
little face strained and fierce, but he did not break
his stride He had tucked his blowgun under ns
left arm and unsheathed his kmfe by the time he
reached Helene Writh lighthing speed, he cut away
Helene's gag, and freed her hands Another stroke
of the knufe and the rope fell from her neck

“Go, Golden One"™ he said, pomting toward the
darkness from which he had come “My men wart
there They’ll get you to safety, while I work to free
Ki-Gor His chains may take a long time and I can
take no chances on your bemg recaptured ”

It took Helene a moment to catch her breath
Then to N'Geeso’s utter surprise, she readred and
caught im by the shoulders, saying, “N’Geeso,
you're the most wonderful, the most beautiful sight



[ ever hope to see!”

A quick, shy smile briefly cracked the tenseness
of hus face She forgave him She wasn't angry with
him Part of the tremendous load of guilt which had
burdened his small shoulders dropped away

But immedrately the crackhing tension envel-
oped him again He pulled away from her, pointed
toward his hidden men “Go—go!” he command-
ed

“I'll go when Ki-Gor does, not before,” she
said, unshakeable finality 1n her voice And wharl-
g away from the pygmy, she sped toward her
husband

N Geeso darted after her, had almost caught
her as she reached the White Lord and flung herself
agamst him “Make her leave,” he appealed to the
jungle man “It’s too dangerous here My men are
waiting to take her to safety She must be insane to
think she can stay here ™

“No more so than you’
“You're staying "’

Ki-Gor cut off the pygmy's sputtering answer
by saymg, “It’s atl nght, N'Geeso It won't take a
moment to free me ” He prodded the dead wizard
with his toe “The key 15 around this jackal’s neck
He smiled for the first time n many days, touched
by Helene and the pygmy's devotion “Anyway, no
one 1s likely to surpnise us This place 1s tabu to ev-
eryone but the chief wizard and lus assistants and
you seem to have taken care of them very nicely ”

N’Geeso s chest expanded at the compliment
He set to work freeing the White Lord, explain-
mg while he worked how he and s fifteen men
had skulked in hiding about the Wasul village all
day, watching for an opportunity to get Helene
Then near sundown he had seen the wizard and his
helpers lead Helene out of the village and enter the
Jungte

Because there were too many natives crowd-
ing back to the village from all directions as mght
neared, he couldn’t follow the jungle girl until 1t was
completely dark Then he had led his men hurriedly
along the trail T'zibula had taken N’'Geeso and hus
men had crept over and around the bones of the
dead, whipped on by the outcries of the witchdoc-
tors Under the cover of the noise, they had slipped
up to the very edge of the light just 1n tume to halt
the charging Wasuli with a rain of poison darts

Three hours later the jungle couple and their
pygmy escort were far from the Wasuli kraal On
the Hill of the Dead they had left a grisly puzzle for
the Wasuli to solve They had locked the wizard,

]

snapped Helene

T'zibula, 1n the chains m Ki-Gor’s place, and afier
plucking the poison darts from the bodies of hus as-
sistants, had ranged them in neat rows of three i
front of lum After the scavengers had been at them
for a few hours no one would ever guess the cause
of their death

'GEESO had told the jungle man that
NByzof would get back to the Wasul kraal

etther that mght or early in the morning
and had related also the fat man's plan to crush the
Masa

“He’s gone too far to turn back now 1f be can
possibly keep the Wasuli from deserting him ™ de-
cided Ki-Gor “He'll have to strike, and stnike fast,
because with Helene and [ toose he’ll know that
time 18 runmng agamst him

Ki-Gor sent N'Geeso back to his own kraal with
mnstructions to start moving his wamors toward the
Masai kraal at once, Then after a meal of fruit and
nuts and a few hours sleep, he and Helene at dawn
set out through the trees of the Masai village

Byzof, in the meantime, had amived after dark
at the Wasuli settlement The blacks, already waldly
exultant about the capture of Helene and Ki-Gor,
cheered hum like a hero when he related how he had
tricked the pygnues into turmng aganst the Masai
Now utterly confident of victory, the war lust swept
the tribe Like a burning fever Since they felt they
could not lose they at last were as ready as the Zulus
to fight

Byzof made his announcement as soon s he en-
tered the village and then went into the chief’s house
to confer with Babongu The first thing the one-eyed
chieftain told him was of the Zulu’s failure to assas-
siate Ki-Gor and how he and his men had captured
the Whte Lord,

The fat man went dead whete at the news “You
fool”” he shneked, forgetting his oily diplomacy for
once “Haven’t you even the sense to se¢ that that
white devil 1s a threat 1o us every moment he lives
He's the one and only threat By Allah, 1f he could
escape the Zulus don't you realize he can twice
as eastly escape these blundenng dogs who serve
you”

Byzof’s hands trembled and his breath came
in asthmatic gasps Ki-Gor would have learned all
about him by now from these boastfil blacks He
was terrified at the thought ot what the White Lord
would do to him 1f he broke free

“Get T zibula 1n here,” he commanded “He’ll
dispose of Ki-Gor quick enough He knows there 1s



no sense to that blather about Ki-Gor being unable
todie ”

Babongu grew sullen immediately He had been
very proud of himselt and now this arrogant white
dog msulted um He angnly told Byzof how and
where Ki-Gor was chained, added with conscious
malice that the wizard had taken Helene up to the
hull to torure the White Lord

“I'll go up there then, myself, and fimsh Ki-
Gor,” Byzof decided abruptly “I'll settle this

The one-eyed chieftain leaned forward, growled,
*“You’ll settle nothung That 1s tabu land and no one
can set foot 1n 1t without T zibula’s permussion ™

Byzof saw he had gone too far Even with the
chieftain’s connivance it would have been danger-
ous to violate the tabu, without 1t, he would be com-
mutting suicide

So he stamped away to his quarters and settled
down to uneasy hours of waiting for T zibula to
return with the girl He dozed off, sitting upnight,
long after midnight The sun was well up when he
awakened T’zibula still hadn’t returned, but the
stubbomm chieftain refused to let hum go to the Hill
of the Dead

Y MID-MORNING 1t had been noticed that
B vultures 1 greater numbers than any man
ever remembered seemg before were flock-

mg to the hilitop from all directions

At noon. M’Gola, the Zulu chieftam, armved to
confer with the fat man about his success with the
pygmues and to demand that Ki-Gor be turned over
to hum The Wasuli chueftain was beginaimg to grow
worrted himself by then, and an hour after the Zulu
and Byzof went to work on hun he agreed that the
three of them would forget the tabu n the emer-
gency and would go together to the hill to mvesti-
gate The tribesmen were willing for the tabu to be
forgotten, though none of them would accompany
their chieftain

The grisly scene which greeted the three mves-
tgators confirmed Byzof's worst fears

Babongu fell moaning to the ground Byzof,
after a long, stricken look, staggered hike a drunken
man to a rock ledge and leaned against 1it, hns vast
belly heaving i uncontroilable sickness Only
M'Gola the Zulu seemed unmoved

He strode forward. scattering the vultures with
his spear Ghastly as was the thing that hung in
chams, enough of it was left to confirm without
doubt that 1t was T zibula, not Ki-Gor And though
he tried with unbelievable patrence, the Zulu could

not discover from the sickening fragments that were
left any hunt as to how the wizard's assistants had
died

When he was finished, M*Gola made no effort
1o hide hus contempt for his companions He silently
herded them out of the crater and over the lip of the
hill Then he shoved them down on an outcropping
of rock, stood over them

“I think we shall talk a bit before we go back.™
he said grimly “So the two white dogs are gone?
So a few gourd rattlers are dead? What difference
does 1t make®”

He stared fiercely at the two bedraggled men
and answered himself

“None at all to me,” he snarled “And if you
want to leave this ull alive, you won't let it make
any difference to vou I've been agamst this endless
bather over Ki-Gor from, the first, this endless plan-
ning and sneaking and tip-toeing about because of
one stinking man ”

He hawked angnly, spat almost on Byzof's
feet

“One more white man doesn’t change the odds
agamst us,” he declared “Now lsten to me.” he
said, jabbing a finger at Babongu *“Those jackals
of yours are finally ready to fight—and they are go-
ing to fight' They are to know nothing of Ki-Gor’s
escape We’ll tell them all 1s well, that Helene has
been chained up bessde her husband, and that the
witchdoctors are staying up there to guard them ™

He pointed out that if they were so afrard of Ki-
Gor that they should realize 1t would be swicidal to
sit around moanng and domng nothing

“Give hum time and he’ll raise every tribe n the
area agamst us,” M’Gola said “Everything can be
exactly as we planned, 1f only we act swiftly We
must march immediately against the Masai, smash
them, and then turn on the pygmies ”

Both men reaiized they had no alternative bat
to do as M’Gola directed There was no other way
out A sweeping victory on the battlefield would put
them 1n a position where Ki-Gor could not hann
them

That very afternoon, reassured by the false re-
ports given them by their masters, the Wasuli and
the Zulus began their march mto the Masai lands
The new timetable would send them mte battle a
day earher than the time Byzof had arranged wnh
the pygmies The morale of the Wasuh was so high
that M’Gola, who, of course, was supremely confi-
dent of his own troops” ability, anticipated no dif-
ficulty in carrymag the Masar stronghold



M*Gola let the warriors continue to beheve that
they would be backed up by the pygmies “We can
always tell them they are on the way,” he said cym-
cally ‘By the ume they realize the pygmies aren’t
coming, the battle will be won Then their rage
aganst the pygrmies will be just twice as great when
I send them against the little monkey-men

CHAPTER XII

Y USING the swifter tree routes, Ki-Gor
B and Helene arrived at the Masai kraal far in
advance of the mvading anmy The Masal

were overjoyed to find that they were both safe The
huge chieftain, Tembu George, and his men were
looking forward to the battle, knowing that with
the pygmies coming to remnforce them they were
certatn to win

The second nught after Ki-Gor’s arrival, tired
Masal scout s came 1n to report that the force under
M’ (Gola was still a full day’s trek away An hour lat-
er a pygmy runner sprinted into the kraal to advise
the White Lord that N'Geeso was only a half-day’s
march away

“That makes (t certain that the pygmies will get
here ahead of those jackals,” Tembu George an-
nounced * We have nothing left to worry about We
can sieep well tonught ™

But Ki1-Gor and the Masai leader underestimat-
ed M’Gola s battle cunning He had guessed that
he would be spied upon He let lus men sleep only
three hours, and then knowing no eyes would be
watching lm during the darkness, he roused them
and resumed the march toward the Masai kraal

Thus, 1 the early morming, the Masal were sur-
prised to find the Wasuli and Zulu 1mpis suddenly
upon them

The Masai kraal was surrounded by open grassy
fields which the tribesmen had cleared to provide
grazing for their sheep and cattle M'Gola’s war-
r1ors poured out of the jungle on the west side of the
clearing and ranged themselves m battle order, the
more numerous Wasull forming themselves mnto a
long rectangle on the left, the Zulus 1nto a separate
and smaller rectangle on the right

Two-man teams m the front rank of the rect-
angles held the native version of ladders, ten foot
sapling, with the branches cut off a foot from the
trunk These would be braced agamst the village
walls for the warmors to scramble up

As within the kraal, the Masal were hurrying to

their battle stations, Ki-Gor watched M’ Gola stnde
up and down 1n front of the warriors, haranguing
them, calling them that one swift charge now would
shatter the outnumbered Masai

“We will repulse them,” Tembu George prom-
1sed, hus jaw set gnmly, “even 1f we have to cail on
our women to fight at our side But that Zulu lynx
has outsmarted us By the ime N'Geeso does artive
my brave ones will have suffered ternbie losses
and we will have lost all chance for a clear-cut vic-
tory ™

Ki-Gor stroked s jaw thoughtfully His mund,
sought desperately for some way to delay the jon-
ing of baitle But he stll sought 1n vain when the
enemy troops began moving at a disciplined walk
toward the kraal

The White Lord and Tembu George had been
standing at the mam gate, observing the mvaders
through the small, round sentry peepholes, used
for recogrizing visitors before admittmg them to
the kraal Now both men, their faces stemn, left the
gates and hurriedly climbed to the warnor-crowded
platform which extended around the mside of the
stockade walls

The two men moved slowly along the platform,
checking weapons, giving mstructions The Masar,
greatest fighting men of the jungle, waited impas-
sively, unshaken by the numbers they faced

Across the plain, Babongu had placed himself
at the head of his warriors He wanted to savor the
glory of leading them mto battle, savor 1t so long
as there was no danger, that 1s As soon as he came
within arrow range of the Masa1 he would fade
back through the ranks, confining his participation
to exhorting the others to bravery He would leave
to M’'Gola the actual direction of the attack

It was then, as the lumbering, ungainly Babongu
was tmagiung humself to be grand and fearsome as
the Zulu leader, that the first of his men spotted
Ki-Gor Agamst the ebony bodies of the Masa, Ki-
Gor’s lighter skin shone like a beacon Light

The reahizatien that Ki-Gor headed the forces
against them struck the Wasuli with shattering im-
pact They had been assured he was locked beyond
any hope of escape on the Hill of the Dead with
a whole corps of wizards to watch hum mght and
day

The ngid, disciplined ranks wavered, halted
and began o dissolve into confusion They
had been, children playmg at the grown-up game

F RIGHTENED cries broke from the Wasuh



of war, and now suddenly it was the real thing and
no game

M Gola had marched their legs off of them, had
even refused to let them have therr moming meal
because he was so anxious to Join battle They had
been promised the help of the pygmies m their as-
sault, yet were bemg sent to the attack wrthout that
help And on top of all this, they found the dread
White Lord of the Jungle here before them, warting
te vistt ummaginable horrors on them with his awe-
some magic

The one-eyed Babongu whose sight was none
too good at a distance was so ntoxicated by his
own vamn-glorious fancies that he was several mo-
ments 1n discovening thar all at once he alone of the
Wasul was advancing

He turmed around and gaped stupidly at the dis-
orgamized throng milling behind him He couldn’t
imagme what had gone wrong Then out of the
confused jumble of voices he made out the fact that
Ki-Gor was on the walls with the Masa

And suddenly Babongu looked very 1ll Great
beads of sweat came out on his forehead He
looked first one way and then another knowing he
must do something, but not knowing w hat to do

When Ki-Gor first realized what was occur-
rig, he was almost as astonished as Babongu All
about him. the Masa became utterly sull and siient,
puzzled by the strange spectacle taking place on
the field In the silence, the cries and protests of
the Wasuli could be clearly heard by the men on
the walls

“By all the gods,” exploded Tembu George, ‘the
Wasul have balked because of you'” He looked at
K-Gor open-mouthed

The White Lord grinned sheepishly It was true.
and for a moment he felt like a fool He watched
M’Gola halt lus Zulus run toward the disorgamzed
mob of Wasull in a towering rage It was ridiculous
The jungle would rock with laughter at this story

On the plattorm, the hard faces of the Masal
were wreased with grins Ki-Gor studied these
taces with sudden seriousness, looked out to see
Byzof's squat, fat body waddling from behind the
Zulus Byzof was hurrying to help M*Gola with the
Wasuli

And Ki-Gor saw that this was the chance he had
prayed for A sungle, swift, bold stroke could bring
the Masa1 victory Like a great cat he dropped from
the plattorm to the ground

“We strike the Zulus!” he cried “We can be
on them before they know what 15 happemng

Overwhelm the Zulus in one battering charge and
the Wasuit will run like antelope ”

Quickly and quietly, the eager Masat warrtors
formed up within the kraal Then the huge gates
were thrown wide Like unleashed black leopards
the fierce warriors burst out of the kraal and drove
across the sunlit plain at thent anctent enemies

They charged m utter silence, wanting to wring
every last bit of advantage from therr surprise
move The astounded Zulus stood and looked at
them M’Gola, ragimg and shouting at the Wasull,
didn’t realize they even were out of their kraal unti
the ashen-faced Byzof feli upon hum, screaming
and pointing n horror

M’Gola seemed to go msane He leaped m
among the Wasuly, roaring and beating at them n
a vain attempt to make them attack But a hundred
M'Golas couldn’t have offset the effect which the
great-thewed White Lord runnming at the fore of the
Masal had on them The fact that Ki-Gor had left
the comparative safety of the kraal proved to them
beyond any doubt that he knew he was unconquer-
able

As the Wasull fell back betore him, M'Gola
finatly realized he could never make them fight He
leaped about, his face unrecogmizably contorted,
and raced toward s own men

But even as he began to run the Masal swept
agamnst the braced ranks of the Zulus And 1n that
first reeling impact of battle, the superionty of the
long, heavy, shovel-bladed spears ot the Masai over
the short, stabbing spears of the Zulus was murder-
ously apparent

The Masai, wnstead of throwing their spears,
held them extended before them hke lances The
Zulus were helpless agatnst that wall of spears
They were mmpaled before they could come to
grips with the Masar They died like wheat before a
mower and thewr useless spears dropped unblooded
from thewr hands

The Zulu ranks buckled and the rectangle of
men began, to break apart Fanatical as they were,
they could not stand against a superionty of both
arms and numbers And the Masai, wild now with
the battle lust and scenting victory, pressed home
their attack with mounting fury

M'Gola drove in among his men, trymg desper-
ately to hold them, but he was too late Faster and
faster they fell back, and then suddenly they were
no longer a fighting force, but a mob of fleemng,
fear-stricken men

And when the Zulus broke, a vast, amimal bel-



low sounded from the watching Wasuly and m a
clawmg. fighting frenzy they, too. stampeded to-
ward the jungle,

"GOLA alone did not flee. His face was
Ma mottied yellow and his breath came n
great, wracking gasps For a fleeting n-

stant. he stood like a cornered bull, his legs braced
and s head lowered His rolling eves and froth-
tlecked Lips told that all reason had left hin

Then in a sudden. pounding run. he charged
at the man who had wrought his ruin. There were
Masai between him and Ki-Gor and they leaped to
block lus path, but there was no halung the berserk
giant His assagai had a shaft of solid 1ron. thick as
a strong man's wrist, and with it he hammered aside
the reaching Masai spears

Ki-Gor saw M’Gela comuing, shouted to the
Masai to stand away from the berserk Zubu. Then
calmly. with the Zulu pounding straight at him, the
White Logd lifted his spear and threw

The shovel-bladed point took M'Gola in the
chest. threw him completely around and dropped
him on his side dead

Ki-Gor turned away to watch the mam body of
the Masar who were purswing the fleeing Wasuli
and Zulus. His keen eyes quickly picked out the tall
figure of Tembu George rapdly overhauling the fat,
clumsy Iban Byzof who had been abandoned and
left behind by the fleeter-footed Wasui

Tembu George caught the fat man and spun him
around. The Masai chieftain’s sword flashed once in
the sun The head that had been so filled with evil
schemes rolled like a ball across the ground Before
Byzof's headless body had fallen over,

Tembu George was racing after the Wasult
agam.

Ki-Gor didn’t join the pursuit He wasn't need-
ed In the jungle. the Zulus and Wasuli ran headlong
mto the pygmies Caught between the Masar and

the pygmmes. they had ne choice but to surrender or
be slaughtered

The Masair and pygmies marched theur long files
of stumbling prisoners back to the kraal Though
he had had a full share of glory N Geeso was fur-
ous that the mam battle had been fought before he
arrived And though he had slam Babongu m the
forest righting. he was incensed because Tembu
George had cheated him of lban Byzof.

But finally Tembu George quieted the little
savage down by relling him how the Wasualt had re-
acted when they saw Ki-Gor on the stockade walls.
He told the story as he walked into the kraal with
N'Geeso and the White Lord

“Ho!" exclaimed N'Geese admiringly. “Is he
not a friend to have? The whole jungle trembles
before him ™

“It 1s s0.” declared Tembu George fervently
“No one will dare stand against hum after this.”

Hardly had he finished speaking, when Helene
blocked theuwr path She cyved all three of them a bit
narrowly “You're fimshed. aren’t you?” she ad-
dressed Ki-Gor, “You ar¢ not needed any longer®”

“Why, yves.” he sand hesitantly s all over.™

She tossed her red han back and her blue eyes
snapped.

“Then 1t 1s tme we had a hittle talk. Ki-Gor,” she
said She indicated with a sweep of her hand that
he was to go into a nearby hut 1 haven't forgotten
how you got into ail this There's a hitle matter of
keeping me i the dark | want to discuss.”

She wheeled on N'Geeso and Tembu George.

“Later. U'll have ~something 1o say to you two ™
she said. “about men who help husbands get away
from thetr wives and get in trouble ™

And as the slender. red-hared girl stalked off,
the White Lord. the man whom the whole jungle
feared. wet his dry Iips and nervously and meekly
followed her




