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The Call of the Savage [Jan of the Jungl€]
by
Otis Adelbert Kline

|. A DIABOLICAL SCHEME

DR. BRACKEN suavely bowed his Horida cracker patient out of his dispensary. It was in the smdler
right wing of his rambling ancestrad home on a hummock in the Everglades, near the Gulf of Mexico and
five miles from Citrus Crossing.

The doctor cursed under his bresth as a sudden uproar came from the larger right wing of the house,
directly behind him. This wing, a place double-locked and forbidden even to his two old colored
servants, had no entrance save through a narrow passageway that connected it with his private office in
the smdler wing.

So far as his servants, Aunt Jenny and Unde Henry, were concerned, a lock was superfluous. The
muffled animd-like sounds that came from it were so strange and unearthly that they regarded them with
uperdiitious awe.

As he closed the door behind his patient it seemed that a mask suddenly dipped from the doctor's face,
50 swift and horrible was the change that came over his features. He had been amiling and suave, but as
be turned away from the door his demeanor was more like that of a frenzied madman. His teeth, bared
like those of a jungle beast a bay, gleamed white and menacing againg the iron-gray of his dosdy
cropped Vandyke. His amdl, deep-set eyes burned mdevolently, meadly.
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FHshing a bunch of keys from his pocket, be opened the door to the narrow passageway, pressed a
switch that flooded it with light, and entered, locking it behind him. The roars were louder now. At the
end of the passageway he used another key to open a second door, and stepped into the room beyond,
pressng a second switch as he did so. The ydlow rays of a bulb overhead reveded the soutly: barred
cages that housed his private menagerie within soundproofed wals.

In the cage a his ebow an African leopard snarled menacingly. Its next-door neighbor, a South
American jaguar, padded slently back and forth with head hanging low and davering jowls dightly
parted. In the adjacent cage, the bars of which had been reenforced with powerful wire meshwork, a
huge python was coiled complacently around a whitewashed tree trunk, its shimmering folds resting on
the shortened stumps of the limbs. Beside this was the cage of Mdlik, the old and nearly toothless lion.

The glittering eyes of the doctor swept the room, seeking the cause of the disturbance. They paused for a
moment at the cage of Tichuk, the surly old made chimpanzee, who was sguatting on his shdlf, griving to
look innocent. But the Brazilian spider monkeys in the cage a Tichuk's left were legping and skipping
about and chattering excitedly in a manner that showed dl too plainly where the trouble had centered.

In two cages which adjoined each other and that of Tichuk were two creatures. Chicma, an old femde
chimpanzee, and a naked boy sixteen years of age. He was a handsome, superbly muscled lad, with a
draight, athletic figure, broad shoulders, narrow hips, and the features of a Greek god, crowned by a
tumbled mass of auburn curls. Severd bloody scratches stood out againgt the white of his face and arms,
and one hand 4ill clutched a tuft of chimpanzee hair which he made no effort to concedl.

"Hghting through the bars with Tichuk again," muttered the doctor. He reached for a whip hanging on a
near-by peg. Then withdrew his hand. "Won't punish im thistime" he growled to himsdlf. "Tomorrow he
mug perform the act of vengeance for which | have trained him. Then he will leave this place forever.
And | will be compensated for my years of bitterness and suffering.”

Glandng at his watch, the doctor saw that it was nearly feeding time. He went into the cooler and
emerged a moment later. Growls, snarls, chatterings, and rending sounds marked his, progress.

At last Chicma, the femae chimpanzee, was given bet ration of bread and lettuce; but to the omnivorous
manchild's ration a pound of raw beef was added.

This boy, the innocent victim of the doctor's insane hatred for a woman, had never seen a human being
other than the physician. Nor had he glimpsed any more of the outside world than might be observed
through the samdll, high windows of the menagerie, or above the tdl stockade just outside it, where he
was exercised.

Dr. Bracken had loved the boy's mother, Georgia Adams, a titian-haired Southern beauty, with a fiery
passion of which few men are capable. A sudden declaration before his departure on a trip to Africa had
won what he thought was a promise from her-a haf-hearted assent she had evidently regretted the
moment be had gone; but it was the one thing on which he had counted during dl his weary months of
tramping in the jungles. Her face had amiled a himin the light of many a camp fire; her voice had soothed
histroubled deep as he lay in his net-covered hammock while fierce beasts of prey roamed just outside
the bona. For him the red-gold sunsets had reflected the glory of her titian hair. Bits of the blue vault of
heaven vishle at times through rents in the forest canopy, had hinted of the more wondrous blue of her

eyes.

But he had returned to America only to have the cup of happiness dashed ruddy from hislips-for she had
married Harry Trevor.

True, she had told him, when they had afew moments aone, of writing a letter bresking the engagement



only aweek after his departure. He had accepted the statement politely, yet deep in his heart he doubted
it. She had broken faith, and in his esimation a woman capable of tha was capable of anything. The
|etter, if indeed there had been a letter, had never reached him.

S0 love had turned to hate-an abnormdly intense hate thet filled his waking hours and made his nights
restless and hideous-a passionate, unreasoning hate that engendered a desire which soon became a fixed
purpose and the sole end toward which he planned and strove-revenge.

But Dr. Bracken's warped mind had cunningly pretended friendship, so cunningly that he served the
Trevors as ther family physcian in Florida. And the birth of a son and her gave him his long-awaited
opportunity for a revenge which would be no trifling retribution from which Georgia Trevor would soon
recover.

The kidngping of the day-old boy had been ridiculoudy easy. At fird the doctor's diabolicd plan had
been to mutilate and cripple the child, turn his face into a hideous mongrosty, and return him, to be a
living curse to his parents. But an event had occurred in the menagerie which changed his plans and gave
him the germ of an even more diabolica scheme.

For the mae chimpanzee, Tichuk, a that time caged with his mate Chicma, had dain their little one in a fit
of fury and was attacking her, when the doctor returned with the stolen baby. Dr. Bracken had quieted
both chimpanzees with hypodermics and removed the unconscious Tichuk to another cage. Then, a
terrible amile upon his face; he had skinned the baby chimpanzee, treated its hide with an odorless
preservative-and sewed the cotton-padded skin about the human baby. As Chicma came out of her
drugged deep he placed the child in her arms.

The chimpanzee, dazed and foggy of perception, had siffed the hary hide of her own child. She
recognized the scent and fed; yet the tensdy waiting doctor, dub and whip in hand, saw her hestate in
puzzlement, as if on the verge of flinging away this somehow suspicioudy changed child of hers. But
nature and mother-ingtinct conquered, and she fed the hungry infart.

Hlled with a fierce exultation, the doctor stole away, muitering:

"What a scheme! The body of a man and the mind of an ape. And | would have made a physcd monster
of him, but with a clear mind. She would not have recognized him-might not have acknowledged him; but
now, with features unchanged, she can't deny him-and when she has seen she will die-die by the hand of
her own son. | will teach him to day. Only two words of the human language, other than his name and the
names of these beasts, shdl he know: ‘Mother," and 'Kill!™

Now, as the demented physician looked at the sixteen-year-old ape-boy, a grin of triumph overspread
his satanic features, for the anful dimax of his revenge was nearly a hand.

The titian-haired woman who was the object of his hatred had come very near to dying, and thus
chegting him of hisfull measure of vengeance, shortly after she learned that her child had been stolen. But
Dr. Bracken had stood between her and death, fending off the scythe of the Grim Reaper.

For fourteen years Georgia Trevor had been an invdid-congtantly under his care. Dr. Bracken had never
let her lose hope of the child's return. Then her husband, who had, meanwhile inherited the enormous
fortune of his father, had purchased a pddia yacht and taken her on a two-year cruise.

Only the day before Georgia Trevor and her husband had returned to Citrus Crossing; and the doctor
hed planned a clever coup; a faked telegram to get the husband away from the louse, that he might
consummete the revenge for which he had waited so long, and for which he had trained the boy from
babyhood.



Dr. Bracken, who had aliking for things oriental, had named the boy "Jan," after Jan ibn Jan who, in
Arabic legends, was Sultan of the Evil Jnn. A truly demoniac name--the choice of a diabolica mind.

Asthe raw meat was thrown to him, Jan who was a perfect mimic, saized it with a snarl as he had seen
the carnivora seize theirs. While the doctor watched, seated in his chair, with a long black stogie going,
the lad retired, growling, to a corner of his cage. Fird he ate the meat; then he munched a few lettuce
leaves. The rest of hisrations he passed through the bars to his foster-mother.

When Jan had finished his med, the doctor arose, took his whip from the peg, and opened the doors of
their cages. Then he shouted: "Jan! Chicmal” and whidled as if he were cdling a dog. The boy and
chimpanzee came out.

The doctor walked to a door which had been cut in the end of the menagerie wing a number of years
before, and opened it. While he fumbled with the laich, the imitative lad, unobserved, opened the catch of
the lion's cage, leaving the door dightly gjar. Then he and the chimpanzee obediently followed the doctor
out of the building into a stockade with a twelve-foot board fence around it. In this stockade were
various exerczing devices-a trapeze padld bars, a thick rope for dimbing, and a suspended dummy
dressed like a woman, with titian hair.

For some time the boy and ape amused themsdves by swinging on the trapeze and rope. Then they
performed various antics on the pardld bars.

Presently the doctor caled them down from the bars. Waking to the dummy of the red-haired woman,
he shook it savagdly and sad:

"Mother! Kill!"

Ingantly the boy and ape charged the dummy, biting and tearing with mimic ferocity, the ape sharling and
growling, but the boy, between his own snarls and growls, arying: "Mother! Kill!"

Both boy and ape dways enjoyed this mimic fight which ended their afternoon exercises, and were loath
to leave off when the doctor whistled to them.

But before he could summon them a second time there came a terrific growl from the doorway behind
them. Tuming, he beheld Mdlik, the old lion, just emerging from the door. With upraised whip he tried to
frighten the beast into returning to its cage, but it snarled and raised a huge paw menacingly.

He flicked the lion on the nose, and it backed up with a growl. Agan be sung the tender nose, and the
lion dunk, snarling, back into the house. Here it was necessary once more to use the lash in order to get
the stubborn fdine to enter the cage. When the beast was ingde, the doctor shut and fastened the door,
and with adgh of rdief took his handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his dripping face.

But hislook of rdief was indantly supplanted by one of fierce anger as he redized that it must have been
Jan who opened the catch of that cage door. Well, Jan mugt be taught a lesson. He should receive a
whipping that he would not soon forget.

Gripping hiswhip more tightly and frowning thunderoudy, the doctor strode menacingly through the door.
But after one look around the stockade he gasped in astonishment.

Jan and Chicma were gonel

At the firg growl of the lion from the doorway, Chicma, who had an intense hereditary fear of the king of
beadts, ran, and sazing the end of the dimbing rope swung high in the air. At the end of her swing she
was only afew feet from the top of the fence which surrounded the stockade. Letting go of the rope, and



dill carried onward by the momentum of her swing, she caught the top of the fence with both forepaws,
drew hersdf up, and dropped to the ground on the other side.

Jan was not nearly so frightened by the growl of the lion. But he was a the imitative age, and the beast
that had just gone over the fence was, so far as his knowledge went, his parent. Fully as agile as the
chimpanzee and nearly as strong, it was easy for him to swing up onto. the fence and follow.

Sill thoroughly frightened, she was standing fifty feet away from the fence in a paich of saw pamettos,
bouncing up and down and cdling to him in the language of the chimpanzees-the only language Jan fully
understood:

"Come, come! Hurry, or Mdik the Terrible One will eat you!"

As soon as his feet struck the ground she scampered off through the palmettos, swinging dong on hind
toes and foreknuckles. Jan, who had never traveled for any great distance, followed, imitating her
peculiar gait for a while, but presently found that he could keep up with her much better by traveling on
only two legs, as the doctor traveled.

He was without dothing of any kind, and the saw-edged leaves crudly lacerated his tender skin, so he
was soon amass of bloody scratches. His feet, bruised and cut by sticks and sharp stones, Ieft spots of
red on the ground. But dl of these hurts only served to accelerate his speed. He imagined that the shrubs
were angry with him for some unknown reason, and, like Dr. Bracken with his whip, were punishing him.
He mugt get away from them, as Chicma was doing.

They crossed a hummock on which afew tal, gaunt, long-needle pines stood like slent sentines. Beyond
this the ground became marshy, so they were sometimes wading ankle-deep in muck, sometimes sunk to
the armpitsin mud water, and sub-aqueous vegetation.

This was Jan's fird dght of the outside world, and despite the hurts he was getting, he was thrilled
immessurabdly Freedom-the only condition that makes life tolerable and desirable to men who have
spirit-was his for the firg time. It went to his head like strong wine. He shouted-a wordless, triumphant
roar, voicing the exuberance of hisfedings.

Everywhere about him were new sghts smdls and sounds. With the soft mud oozing up between his
toes, the warm water splashing around his legs, and the hot sun beating mercilesdy down on his touded
red head and bare body, he strode happily onward.

Presently they came to another hummock, on which grew severd wild orange trees. Chicma sprang into
one of these and began to regae hersdf with the highly acid fruit, and Jan followed her example.

The sun was low on the western horizon when they came to a forest of cypress and water oaks, most of
which were stlanding in the water. They were heavily draped with Spanish moss and Jan, who was wont
to persondize everything, compared the bearded trees with the bearded doctor, and heartily didiked
them for the amilarity.

Scarcely had they entered the shady depths ere Jan heard, far off in the direction whence they had come
aweird sound that sent gooseflesh crawling dl over his body.

Chicma heard it, too, and dthough she had been travding dowly before, redoubled her speed, urging Jan
in her queer chimpanzee gutturals to hurry after her. Jan had heard smilar sounds before, and they had
aways, caused the gooseflesh to come up on his skin even though he had no idea tha they were the
baying of bloodhounds tralling some luckless Negro who was atempting to escape from the convict
camp.



Chicma sensed that the creatures were on their trail, so she sprang into atree, caling to Jan to follow her,
jugt as two huge bloodhounds, their quarry in sight, plunged forward with eager barks to seize them.

For a moment Jan stood, looking curioudy a the advancing creatures. Then he turned, and with a
dexterous legp, caught one of the lower branches of a water oak. Swinging his lithe body up into a tree,
he was dimbing, and watching the dogs, now legping and barking beneath him, when he was gtartled by
athunderous growl! just above him.

By this time the darkness had degpened to such an extent that he could not see clearly, but as he glanced
fearfully upward, he beheld a tremendous black bulk, from which two gleaming, phosphorescent eyes
looked down at him.

Then ahuge paw tipped with sharp, sckle-like claws, svung for his upturned face.
1. IN THE BEARDED FOREST

As SOON As he discovered that Jan and Chicma were not in the stockade, Dr. Bracken redized that
they must, somehow, have got over the fence. Although he was awiry and powerful man, the doctor was
unable to leap high enough to grasp the top of the tweve foot barrier that confronted him, nor did
Chicma's method occur to him.

To have Jan seen a large with one of his chimpanzees would mean the destruction, of dl his plans, and
perhaps of himsdf. Lynchings were not unknown, and the mongtrous crime he had committed would
arouse these people to akilling frenzy.

He dashed around the house to where the stockade jutted out from the menagerie. Here his trained
hunter's eye quickly found the tracks where Jan and Chicma had dighted, and he hurried away on the
tral, feding confident of being able to soon overtake hisfleang quarry. He smiled when he saw the spots
of blood mingled with the boy's footprints, for he believed that the lad would not long endure the pain of

atempting to escape.

He crossed the dtretch of saw pdmetto and the pinecrested hummock with speed and confidence, but
when he entered the marsh on the other sde he logt the tral time and again where the tracks were
concedled under water, and only found it by repeated crding and searching. This took time, and time, to
hm was very precious, for he knew that while he was floundering about, there in the muck and water, his
quarry was getting farther away.

After about a half hour he decided that he would save timein the end by going back and borrowing a
pair of bloodhounds from the sheriff.

He made the excuse that one of his apes had escaped; but it was with greet difficulty that he dissuaded
the sheriff from accompanying him on the hurnt.

The hounds made much swifter progress than the doctor, so much so that they were soon out of sght,
and he was able to follow them only by the sound of their baying.

He had traveled a considerable distance into the marsh when he megt a Seminole Indian named Pete
Little, whom he had often seen around Citrus Crossing.

"You make big hunt?" the Indian asked.

"Yes One of my apes got avay."



"l seenit,” sad Pete, and cast alook a the doctor that was full of meaning. "Red-head boy with it, about
Sixteen, seventeen year old."

N
"Mrs. Trevor, she's red-headed. Her baby boy was stole sixteen year ago."
" AN

"I poor. You rich. For thousand dollar | forget."

"I think that can be arranged,” said the doctor, his face suddenly gone pae. His perfectly controlled
features betrayed no other 9gn of his emotion. He added suddenly, with feigned terror: "Look there,
behind you! A moccasn!”

At the sound of that dread word, the Indian turned. He saw no moccasin, but redized too late that he
hed been tricked. There was a sharp report, a ginging pain that shot through his left Sde like the searing
of a hot iron-and oblivion. As he pitched forward on his face in the muck, the doctor holstered his
gmoking forty-five, kicked vicoudy at the prostrate form, and hurried on after the baying bloodhounds,
whose digtant cries had suddenly changed to fighting growls.

1. JAN'SFIRST FIGHT

As THE dcklelike claws of the big creature above him swung for his face, Jan dodged and hadtily
scuttled out on the limb. But the cornered black bear was not to be so essly dismissed. With a
blood-curdling roar, it plunged down &fter the naked youth. At this, the blood-hounds below increased
their clamor, legping and barking with redoubled fury.

But the limb that Jan occupied, and onto which the beast had suddenly flung itsdlf, was not equd to the
combined weight of boy and brute, and gave way with a resounding crack.

Clutching wildly in mid-air, Jan grasped the tip of a branch which projected from an adjoining tree. It
sagged with his weight, but did not break, and with his ape-like agility it was not difficult for him to
quickly scramble to a less precarious position beside the trunk.

The bear; meanwhile, crashed to the ground, where it was indantly set upon by the dogs. A thud, and a
series of plantive yeps from one of them indicated that the creature, despite its fdl was able to give a
good account of itself. A medley of fierce barking, snarling and growling followed. But the bear, harassed
by the dogs but not particularly fearful of them, lumbered away through the dark forest, crashing through
the underbrush and splashing through the pools. Presently the sounds of its movements died away, and
there drifted to Jan only the barking of the hounds, which were evidently Hill worrying their quarry.

Then it was that a new sound came to the dert ears of the young fugitivethe sound of a man, crashing
and splashing among the trees. Looking in the direction of the sound, Jan saw a bright light moving
through the forest.

As he was watching the approach of the man with mingled curiosty and fear, Chicma suddenly swung
herdf into the tree beside him.

"Come" she barked, "or Crud Onewill get ud Follow me"

Jan understood that by "Crud One," she meant Dr. Bracken. All the occupants of their amdl menagerie
world had been gmilaly named to him by his foster mother. The lion was "Terrible One™" the jaguar



"Herce One" the snake "Seepy One" and the monkeys "Chattering Ones," words which would have
been nothing more than gutturd grunts and barks to anyone ese, but each of which had a didinct
meaning for Jan.

Frightened at the very mention of Dr. Bracken, Jan hurried after the chimpanzee, as she swung from tree
to tree, taking a direction opposite that of the hounds and the greet beast they were harrying.

Presently, as they moved away among the coal, leafy branches, the sounds made by the doctor died
away, and his flashlight was no longer vighle. A little later, Jan could not hear the hounds, and the only
noises that came to his ears were the naturd sounds of the swamp-the hoarse booming of frogs, the
chirping of crickets, the humming of insects, and the cries of night birds.

Tired and hungry, Jan besought his foster mother to stop, but she would not do so until the very edge of
the forest was reached, and they could no longer proceed without descending to the ground. She then
curled up in the crotch of atree, and the weary youth was glad to follow her example.

Jan was awakened by a cdl from Chicma. Hot sunlight was streaming down on his face through a rift in
the branches. Looking down, he beheld the chimpanzee devouring some berries she was gathering from
some low bushes that grew dong the bank of atiny stream which meandered through the marsh.

He leaned over to cdl to her, and as he did so, fdt numerous twinges on his back, neck and arms, which
changed his cry to one of pain. Hislimbs and body were bright red in color and felt extremey hot, while
touching them caused a burning sensation that was anything but pleasant. There were many smdl red
bumps, too, which itched intolerably, and these combined with the scratches he had received made the
boy more uncomfortable than he had ever fdt before. It was Jan's fird experience with sunburn and
mosquito bites in such heroic doses.

Hearing his cry of pain, Chicma looked up and cdled softly to him. At this ingant the head of an dligator
emerged from the water behind her, and the powerful jaws seized her by the arm. She screamed wildly in
anguish. As she was being dragged into the water she gripped the thick roots of a cypress with her other
am and hung on, while the reptile shook and tugged, in an effort to break her hold and drag her into the
sream.

Jan, who had been about to make a gingerly descent on account of his many hurts, on seeing this attack
on his foster-parent, ignored his own soreness and dropped swiftly from limb to limb until he stood
beside her. Then, with a snarl like that of a wild beast, he leaped astride the saurian's back, and bit,
scratched and pommeled the armored enemy with no apparent effect except the damage to his own fids.
He sought for a hold on the creature's head, to pull it avay from Chicma, and his hands came in contact
with two round bumps on top of the head. In these bumps were soft spots. Flunging the middle finger of
each hand into one of these, he pulled backward.

At this, the dligator ingantly let go its hold on its victim, and backed, wildly threshing, into the water. For
Jan had found its eyes-the two most vulnerable points on its entire anatomy. Blinded, and with every bit
of fight taken out of it, the reptile thrashed about in the shdlow water, its sole object to escape those
gouging fingers and unseat the creature on its back. As a result, Jan was thrown into the water, whence
he floundered quickly to the shore, while the aligator, bent only on escape, glided to the center of the
sream where it sank out of sght.

When Jan reached the bank, Chicma had climbed up into the tree and was whimpering and licking her
wounded arm. He cdled to her to come down-that the danger from the monster had passed-but she was
30 badly frightened that she paid no heed to him.

Thiswas Jan's fird battle with anything other than the red-headed dummy of a woman which Crud One



hed provided. He had, of course, played at fighting with Chicma many times, for she had, to the best of
her dbility, ingructed him in the arts of defense and offense, but this was his firg red fight, and he had
won. He had conquered a very terrible mongter of which even Chicma was afraid.

His chest swelled with pride as he strode diffly up and down the muddy bank, cdling the dligator al
manner of disagreeable chimpanzee names, and inviting it to come back for more punishment. He tired of
this presently, when the reptile did not reappear, and set to work to dill the craving of his empty somach
by plucking and edting the berries which grew in profusion thereabout. He quickly learned to diginguish
between green and ripe berries.

Jan's victory over the dligator made him fed superior to the ape-and whereas he had previoudy bdieved
her greater than himsdlf, both mentaly and physicdly, he now knew, indinctively, that this was not the
case. His man mind had begun to assert itsdlf-to take its naturd place in the scale of creation. He was
stronger and braver than Chicma, and a greater fighter. She might betray her weakness and inferiority by
whimpering, but as for him, no matter how greet the pain, he would henceforth suffer in Sllence.

They traveled without food until late in the afternoon, when they came to the londly cabin of one of the
dwdlers in the swamp. After reconnoitering to make sure that there was no one about they raided a
garden which yielded sweet potatoes, cdery, lettuce and tomatoes, with some luscious grapefruit off a
nearby tree for dessert.

When they had eaten ther fill, they resumed their journey, traveling toward the reddening disk of the
sting sun. But they had not gone far when there came to the ears of Jan a strange and fearful sound. It
seemed to him an incongruous combination of whispering and roaring, and his active young imagination
immediatdy set to work to picture the mongter that could make so voluminous and terrible a sound.

He hestated, feaful of venturing farther in the direction of the noise but as Chicma advanced
unperturbed, and as he now fdt himsdf braver and greater than she, he marched on beside her with no
outward sign of the trepidation he fdlt.

It was not long before they came to wha was to Jan a most amazing Sight. It was a broad, curved beach
of gleaming white sand with white-crested waves ralling in, dashing afine spray highin the ar and leaving
aline of dlvery spume a the point where they receded.

Chicma walked out upon the smooth white sand, and turned to the left. Jan, perturbed but resolute,
walked besde her. The sand fdt soft and pleasant to his injured feet, and it was not long before he
gathered aufficient courage to walk out into the spume. This felt exceptiondly pleasant urtil the sat began
to smart his wounds, whereupon he imagined that the sea was becoming angry with him, and quickly
retreated to the dry sands.

The sun was jud disgppearing into the evening migs with a last blaze of blood-red glory when they
arived at the bank of a smdl rivulet that flowed into the Gulf. A few coconut trees adorned its banks,
and Chicma indantly climbed one of these, throwing a hdf dozen large nuts to the ground. She then
descended and Jan, dways quick to mimic followed her example as she tore the fibrous covering with
her sharp teeth.

When she had uncovered the end of the inner shdl she broke this open with a stone and eagerly drank
the liquid it contained. Jan aso picked up a stone and bashed in the end of his coconut. He tasted the
milk gingerly &t fird, then drained it with greet rdish. He was discovering more good things dl the timein
this strange outer world which had been withheld from him for so long.

But there was more to come, for Chicma, removing more of the fibrous outer wrapping, proceeded to
break off pieces of the inner shdl and devour the white, tasty nut meat that adhered to it. Jan did



likewise, and found another ddight.

But Chicma did not open a second nut, for there suddenly sounded above the roar of the surf, an
ominous rumble accompanied by a white flash, far out over the Gulf. Cdling Jan to follow her, the
chimpanzee hurried into the thickest part of the underbrush in the coconut grove, and there crouched,
shivering with her fear of the lightning.

Jan could not understand this fear. Unperturbed, he looked out over the Guif in the direction of the noise.
The rumblings were becoming louder, and the flashes brighter. The lagt red glow of sunset was beng
swvdlowed up by a tumbling mass of blue-black clouds. But these things were, to him, rather
commonplace, for he had often seen gpproaching thunder clouds through the high windows of the
menagerie, and severd times had viewed them from the stockade.

What principaly attracted his attention was a most puzzing thing on the surface of the water. It appeared
to have a pair of large, white wings, placed one in front of the other, which did not flap like those of
birds, but were held more or lessrigidly, straight up in the air. He was astonished to see one of the wings
swiftly disappear, followed in amoment by the disappearance of the other. On the back of the thing were
tiny moving creatures that looked, at a distance, to be much like Crud One.

Jan did, not know that what he had seen was not an animd, but a Venezudan schooner, which had
scurried to anchor behind a shdtering point of land and then lowered sall, in order to escape the fury of
the coming storm. Nor had he any means of knowing that one of the figures on the deck had been
scanning the shore with binoculars and had seen both Jan and Chicma-a naked boy and an African
ape-here on the western coast of Florida

A short time after Jan crouched down beside the cowering Chicma, the storm broke.

Captain Francesco Santos, commander and owner of the schooner Santa Margarita, brushed back the
draggling hairs of his smdl, coa-black mustache, inserted a cigarette between his coarse lips, and it it.

Filling his lungs with tobacco smoke, he exhded dowly and as he did so, addressed Jake Grubb, his
powerful, blondbearded firs mate, who was peering a the shore through a pair of binoculars.

"Por Dios, Senor Grubb! Y ou seem to ‘ave locate’ sometheeng that ees of more interest than the coming
gorm. May | ‘ave the look, ds0?'

"l seen it, but | don't believeit,” replied Grubb, handing his binoculars to Santos.
Santos turned the glassin the direction indicated, and focused it to it hisvison.

"Son of wan gun, senor!” he exclamed. "It ees not the bacardi, for | see them aso, and me, | drank
tequila”

"What are they adoin' now, captain?'

"The ape ees just take what you cdl the duck into the bushes. The boy ees stand there and look & us.
The ape ees scared, but that boy, he's not afraid of notheeng, | ta you."

A paticularly loud clap, of thunder, followed by the spatter of raindrops and a violent tilting of the
schooner as the storm broke, sent both men scurrying for cover. Once ingde the cabin, Santos lit another
cigarette and got out his bottle of tequila, while Grubb resorted to his pipe and his rum.

"What would you think, captain, if | told you | had an idear for makin' some easy money?" asked Grubb,
refilling his glass and sucking &t his pipe.



"I would be delight’, senor, if |, Francesco Santos, could thereby make what you cdl the honest penny.”

"I believe" said Grubb, "in takin' what the good Lord provides. Over there, hidin' in the bushes, is some
kind of abig African ape. It may be a garilla or it may be a chimpanzee, but | know from its looks that
it's one or the other. It must have got away from some circus, because apes like tha don't run wild
anywheres except in Africa. People were payin' good money to see that critter, and theyll do it again. |
traveled with a street carniva for one season, and barked on a side-show door with a circus, so | know
something about the racket. If we catch that ape, bring it aboard, and build a cage for it, we kin turn this
schooner into a showboat. Or we kin buy a tent, travel from port to port in ease and syle, and Say in
each place aslong as the dough rallsin. There ain't no limit to where we kin go, what we kin do, or how
much we kin make."

"Carambal That sound pretty good, amigo. One hour before daylight, then, we leave for the shore
weeth nets and ropes. | dreenk to our success amigo.”

"Down the hatch," replied Grubb, as he tossed off his drink.

V. CAPTURED

JAN WAS awakened by alow cry of warning from Chicma. Then he heard the sound of human voices.
The darkness had passed, and a pink glow heralded the coming of the sun.

The voices grew louder-closer, and there were crashing sounds in the underbrush dl around them. As
these drew nearer, Chicma, cdling oftly to the boy to follow, made a sudden rush to break through the
narrowing circle.

As she legped out of the bushes, the ape tried to dart between two men who stood about ten feet apart.
One was a swarthy fdlow with a smdl mustache. The other was jet black, and gigantic in stature. But as
she ran forward, the two suddenly lifted a net which they had been tralling between them, and in a
moment she was gruggling in its meshes which the two men drew tighter and tighter around her.

Bewildered by the strange sghts and sounds, Jan dashed off into the undergrowth, but when he saw that
Chicma had been caught he paused, hoping to see her break away. As it became increesngly evident to
him that she would not be able to do this unaided, he snarled like an enraged animal-then charged.

The two men were bending over Chicma as she thrashed on the ground, atempting to put ropes on her.
Four others, three with brown skins and one with a bushy ydlow beard, were running toward them
carying nets and ropes. Paying no heed to these reenforcements, Jan legped on the back of the men
nearest him-the swarthy fdlow with the little mustache-and growling and snaling like a jungle beast,
attacked him with teeth and nalls.

But the yellow-bearded giant ran up behind him and pulled him off.

Quick as a flash, Jan turned on this new enemy and sank his teeth into the hairy forearm. With an
exdamation of pain and anger, the big man jabbed a huge fig into the boy's midriff, causng him to let go
hishold and gasp for breath. Thefis flashed out a second time, calliding with his jaw, and Jan's whirling
senses left him.

Jan did not know when he was bundled aboard the ship, nor could he know that his jaler of Sixteen
years, Dr. Bracken, had resumed histrailing, after daybreak, just a bit too late. The 9gns of sruggle and
capture were plan enough, and Bracken furioudy followed the tracks down to the shore, where the
marks of a boat's prow were etched deep in the sand. Looking out across the bay he saw a andl
schooner flying the flag of Venezuda He could not make out her name. Even as he looked, her sals



were raised and her anchor hoisted. Then dowly, gracefully, the vessd saled around the point and
southward. The half-maddened doctor knew that for the time being, at least, his vengeful pursuit was
balked.

When Jan recovered consciousness once more, he was in a srange hdf-dark place of queer sghts,
sounds, amdls and mations. There was a thick collar around his neck, fastened by a heavy chain to a
large ring in the planking behind him. A little way from him; and trying to reach him, but held by her chain
inasgmilar manner to aring on the opposite sde of the space they occupied, was Chicma

She cdled softly to him, and when he answered, seemed satisfied by the assurance that he was dive, and
quit tugging a her chain.

Through the cracks between the boards on, which he lay, and which congtantly lurched under him with a
moation that gave Jan a most unpleasant feding, he could hear the swishing of bilge water, which stank
abominably. Some mildewed excelsior had been scattered over the planking, and the sour odor of this
only increased the wave of nausea that swept over him.

For hours that seemed intermingble, he lay there, condantly swayed by the lurching of the ship, and
auffeing in sllence.

Then a hatch was raised there was the sound of voices and footsteps descending the ladder, and the
swarthy man with the little mustache, came through the door. Just behind him was the huge individud with
the ydlow beard.

Jan indinctivey hated dl men with beards because Dr. Bracken was bearded. And to top this indinctive
didike was the fact that this particular bearded man had injured him.

The two men were talking. But Jan, of course, was unable to understand them. The fact that they were
looking a him, however, was enough. He growled menacingly.

"Il be hanged if that kid ain't wilder than the chimpanzee” said Jake Grubb. He walked closer to Jan and
hed out a hand placatingly. "Come here, boy. What's yer name?’

Jan bared his teeth with a fierce snarl, and snapped a the hand which was hadtily withdrawn.

"Blood of the devill" exdamed Santos with mock-consternation. "Look out, senor. You will be
devoured.”

"You know, captain, | blieve this kidll make a better drawin’ card than the ape," said Grubb. "We kin
show 'em in a cage together-the African wild man and the African ape. Well have to make the boy some
kind of a breech clout or skirt out of hide."

"So amigo? And who wed persuade heem to wear it?"
"Il make him wear it or break his back," replied Grubb.

V. THE ROPE'SEND

FOR MANY HOURS, Jan lay on the floor, rigng only to drink at intervas from a pan of water which
the men had gingerly did into his cage.

But the sea grew camer, the rocking of the craft became less violent and gradudly his seasickness Ieft
him. And he grew very hungry.



Although Chicma had been fed severd times during this period, Jan's origind ration remained untouched;
and he was given nothing more to eat. A huge black man-the one who had helped to capture the
chimpanzee-had come in once and refilled his water pan for him. Jan had growled at this giant as he had
a the others, but the man had talked softly, soothingly, to him, and had been very ddiberate in his
movements, so the boy had made no attempt to molest him as he poured the water into the pan from the
pitcher.

With his appetite back and his sickness gone, Jan drank the last of the water which the black giant had
left for him. Then he ate the bananas set before himra fruit of which he was very fond. But the cold chili
burned him with its pepper, and he quickly spat out the firs mouthful. But the smdl of the mest in it urged
him on. Scooping up another mouthful, he chewed it rapidly, and swalowed it. This mouthful seemed to
bite im allittle, but not nearly so much as the firgt. Quickly he finished the contents of the bowl.

His ssomach filled, Jan was sretching out in his excdsior when he heard the voices of men descending the
ladder.

Tendy dert, he sat up as two men entered the room. The foremost was the yellow-bearded white man
he had learned to didike so intensdy. Behind him walked the giant Negro. The white man carried a short
gout rope and arall of leather. The Negro carried a pitcher, with which be refilled the pans of Chicma
and Jan while the firs mate unralled his leather bundle.

"Now, Borno," said Grubb, "Il show you how to dress up this kind. Might have to dress him down
before | dress him up, but that's dl in a day's work."

"Oui, mgeu," acquiesced Boron, who was a Haitian Negro, and actudly though not nomindly the
second mate of the Santa Margarita. "Oui, m'seu’, | watch.”

The leather which Grubb had unrolled was a short skirt, dightly resembling a Highlander's kilts, and
attached to a stout belt. Holding this spread out in his two huge hands, he dowly advanced toward Jan,
who backed away with a snarl.

"Needn' to act thataway. Ain't goin' to hurt ye none” said Grubb. But his actions belied his words, for he
made a sudden soring, clagping the bet around the boy's waist, and lifting him from the floor.

Squirming, kicking, dawing, Jan was soon dangling with the belt beneath his armpits, sill unbuckled.
With cat-like quickness, he doubled up and bit clear through one of Grubb's hands.

Roaring a blood-curdling oath, the firg mate dropped him and backed away, nurang his wounded hand.
Then, flinging down the leather skirt, he caught up the rope he had brought.

Jan did not cower as the big man advanced toward him, but strained at his chainin his endeavor to reach
his enemy. Standing just out of his reach, the mate brought down the end of the rope with a skill that
came of long practice, and a little stream of blood trickled downward, from the wdt it made in Jan's
tender, sunburned skin.

Agan and again he sivung the crud rope, blood spurting from a new welt a each blow. But not so much
as the dightest whimper escaped the lips of Jan. Instead, he strained at his collar until it nearly choked
hmin his attempts to reach his crud foe. And in his glittering eyes was the light of akilling frenzy.

Aroused by this mistrestment of her foster child, and by the smel of blood, Chicma aso was tugging at
her chain, endeavoring to go to the boy's rescue while voicing her anger in forceful chimpanzee invective,
and gnashing her powerful teeth until her pendulous lips and hairy chest were flecked with sdiva



Borno watched the proceedings camly at first, but when the body of the boy was a mass of bloody welts
and his spirit remained unbroken, his eyes glittered with a light that echoed the look in those of Jan, and
histhick lips compressed in an expression of disapproval.

"Zisis too much for Borno," he growled a the mate, and went up on deck.

Chicma, who had been jumping up and down, now turned, and grasping her chain in both front paws,
braced her hind feet againgt the wal and pulled. Jan, who was as quick to see the advantage of this
means of leverage as he was to imitate, followed her example. He was stronger and heavier than the ape,
and the staple which held the ring pulled out, dropping him on his bloody back on the rough planking.

More amused than perturbed by this incident, Grubb laughed and cut at the boy's unprotected chest and
abdomen with his bloody rope.

But it was only for an ingant that Jan remained on the floor. With lightning quickness he rolled out of
reach, then legped to his feet and faced his tormentor. Grubb ingantly followed him, and had his rope
upraised for another blow when Jan seized the heavy chan which hung from his collar and, imitating his
attacker, svung it back in retdiation. It caught the fird mate a terrific blow across the face, hdf sunning
himfor an indant. But before Jan could swing it a second time the man legped for him.

Unhampered now by the chain, it would have been easy for the youth to dodge beneath the extended
ams. But he had no thought of flight. Instead of atempting to escape, he legped on the back of his
enamy. There flashed to him, at this ingant, the memory of the manner in which he had vanquished the
dligaor. And he did not doubt that this new enemy might be overcome in the same manner.
Lightning-quick to act on any impulse, Jan found the two soft vulnerable spots and plunged in gouging

fingers
With a shriek of anguish, Grubb seized the boy and flung him over his head. But swift as his action had
been, it was far too dow to save his eyes from torture.

Unhurt by his fal, Jan sprang to his feet to face a totaly changed enemy. Instead of menacing him with
the crud rope, the mate was now halding his hands over his face and groaning. But such conduct only
added contempt to Jan's hatred. Agan he swung his heavy chain, cutting Grubb across his unprotected
middle

With a shriek of fear, the mate groped for the door, and hedtily climbed the ladder. But Jan, his anger
unsated, followed him, rdentlesdy swinging his heavy chain.

When Borno, having sickened a the Sght of the crudty practiced on Jan reached the deck, he found
Captain Santos scanning the horizon with his binoculars.

"'Ave you dress the boy so soon?' Santos asked, as he struck a match on the side of the cabin.

"Non, m'seu’ le capitain,” replied the Negro respectfully. "I theenk you better stop M'seu’ Grubb from
use za rope. Zat boy he's never geeve up until he dead. Borno know."

Santos laughed nadtily. ™Y ou lak the young devil pretty wel, beh? Y ou don't 1ak to see heem hurt. Well, |
td you sometheeng. Thees Grubb knows bees beesiness. He's 'andle, many men-'undreds, thousands.
He's "andle man or boy wan time, that wan nex' time ees do what Senor Grubb ta heem.”

They both whirled at a sudden sound.

"Nombre de Diog" Santos cried. "Wha 'as 'appen to you, senor?'



But Grubb, who had just emerged from the hatchway, blood sreaming down his face, neither saw nor
heard them. Shrieking his fear and anguish, he ran amlesdy hither and thither across the deck. And
following him grimly, rlentlesdy, was Jan, bloody but unconquered, swinging his heavy chain regularly
and effectively.

At each thud of the chain Grubb tripped over a cail of rope and shrieked and ran. Once he fdl. But he
was on his feet again in an ingant, running as if the very devil were after him. Santos and Borno sprang
forward to rescue the mate. But they were far too dow. Before they shad taken a dozen steps they saw
him blunder againg the rall and pitch overboard.

Both men ingantly hurried to the rall, Santos hedtily snatching a life preserver while he watched the water
for the mate's reappearance. His head bobbed up, and the captain cast the circle of inflated rubber. But
the mate could not seeit.

Following the ship a a pace that matched its own, severd large sall-like fins protruded from the water.
The two men saw them converge toward the sruggling human figure

"MaiaMadre" exdamed Santos. "Sharkd! It ees the end!"

One fin, nearer than the others, suddenly disappeared. The bobbing head went down with a find,
despairing shriek. There was a flashing and darting hither and thither of other fins and the water was
churned to a pink foam.

Both men had, for the time, forgotten the presence of the red-haired youth. They found him lying
unconscious beside the rall in a pool of his own blood, the heavy chain dill gripped in hisfingers.

Borno lifted im as tenderly asif Jan had been his own child.
"Maitresse Ezilleg" he prayed to his Voodoo goddess, "give zis boy bees life, bees hedth.”

Gahering Jan to his broad black bosom, he carried him down the ladder and gently laid him on his bed
of excesor.

VI. HURRICANE

WEAKENED by the terrific loss of blood from his many wounds Jan did not recover consciousness for
some time. When he did, he noticed that beneath him there was some thing softer and more pleasant to
lie upon than he had ever fdt in his life before. Borno, who squatted near him weatching anxioudy, had
brought one of his own blankets to throw over the rough excelsior.

As Jan opened his eyes, Borno talked soothingly to the youth, who lay there, too sick to show ether
resentment or appreciation. Presently the Negro, who knew from experience the thirg that comes to the
severdy wounded, proffered the pan of water. Jan made a feeble effort to St up, but his head swam and
he sank back.

His huge hand gentle as that of a woman, Borno helped the youth to raise his head and held the pan to his
lips. Jan drank eagerly, deeply-then looked histhanks at the big Negro and lay back once more, dosing
his eyes.

Borno rose and quietly Ieft the room. Mounting the ladder, he met Santos
"Pardon, m'sieu’, but | don' theenk zat boy need to be chain'," he said. "He's ver' seeck boy."

"Weseth our own eyes we saw what he did to Senor Grubb,” replied the captain. "Me, | would rather see



d tigre loose on my ship."

As Santoss native language was Spanish and Borno's Haitian Creole, the common ground was English,
which both understood fairly well, as did the members of the mestizo crew, who were from Jamaica and
Trinidad.

"Za boy ees need planty sunlight-fresh air,” persisted Borne, "or he's gone die”

"Maybe you like to make the cage for heem on deck,” suggested Santos. "Then we can take off the
chan."

"I make ze cage, m'seu," promised Borne eegerly.

And 0 it came about that in afew days, during which the Santa Margarita had sped steedily southward,
Jan and Chicma were ingdled in an airy, sunlit cage on the deck, where they could breathe the fresh st
breeze, uncontaminated by the scent of bilge water, mildewed excelsior, and the lingering ghosts of
previous Smdly cargoes which haunted the hold.

Borno ingsted on not only feeding, but persondly attending to the wants of the boy and ape. And both
soon became o0 friendly toward him that he could enter the cage without fear of attack, athough if
Santos, the steward Audrey, or any of the others approached the bars they met with unmistakable sgns
of hodtility.

From the start, Borno attempted to establish communication with the boy through speech, usng broken
Engish rather than his Hatian Creole, as it was the language spoken on the ship. Faling in this he
resorted to smple words and sgns. It was not long before he found that Jan only knew four words: his
own name, that of Chicma, and "Mother! Kill!"

Thebig Negro then set out to teach him to speak, and with considerable success. Despite his former lack
of human association, Jan had a quick, bright mind, and once he discovered the purpose of the Negro's
patient drilling, was eager to learn. Each day he added a few words to his meager vocabulary, which,
when Borno was away, he took great pleasure in repesting over and over again to Chicma, much to her
puzzlement.'

From a number of tanned jaguar skins, which had been rejected by New Orleans fur buyers because of
shot holes and other imperfections, Borno fashioned three garments. Understanding the imitative nature of
Jan and Chicma, he entered the cage and put on one which he had made for himsdf. He did this severad
times before Jan followed his example and donned the garment which Borno had given him. Severd days
later Chicma aso put on her jaguar skin. And within two weeks dl were wearing them.

Borno tried taking his off, but this wouldn't work, for each time he did this the youth and ape promptly
removed theirs. So he was forced to go about in his primitive attire, much to the secret amusement of the
other members of the crew-secret, because they dl feared the mighty thews of the giant Negro.

The captain said that as soon as they made port the exhibition would commence. Borno was to represent
an African savage who had assisted in the capture of the chimpanzee and wild boy in ther native haunts.
Santos was composing a colorful and highly imaginative ballyhoo to be used as soon as he could get a
tent erected in the firs South American port.

But before they could make port there was an unforeseen occurrence which the carefully laid plans of the
embryo showmean had not included.

Borno was returning from feeding his two charges, when he encountered Santos, very much agitated. The



sals were flapping idly-bardly moving the ship through the water.
"Pegtel” he said. "I don' likel That damn' barometer she's drop to beat hdl”
"I 9nk a storm ees come, man capitain,” replied the Haitian. "Borno amdl itin ze air.”

"Me, | know it too damn' well," said Santos, savagdly flinging his cigarette butt overboard. "Ancther day
and we would 'ave made the port, but now-I don' know."

The sorm struck two hours later, and so terrific was its force that, despite the fact that every bit of
canvas except the jib had been tightly reefed, the foremast cracked and went by the board with the first
impact. Santos ordered a amdl staysall rigged in front of the mainmadt, but it was ingantly torn to shreds
and a seaman was log.

Thisthrew the ship completely out of control, had any dight measure of control indeed been possible in
the swirling, foaming, roaring maglstrom of wind and water that followed.

A hepless plaything of wind and waves, the schooner twisted, turned, rose and plunged, cavorting
obediently at the whim of its undisputed master, the storm. The decks were condantly awash, and
despite the battened hatches much water leaked into the hold.

Penned in ther cage, which was lashed to the mainmadt, Jan and Chicma were overwhemed by wave
after wave of segthing water. Jan nearly srangled on the fird one, but after that learned to do his
breething during the intervals when his head was above water. Chicma seemed to know such things
indinctively.

For hour upon hour the storm continued without dackening its violence. Then the forward hatch was
ripped off by a huge wave, and water began pouring into the hold.

As suddenly as it had begun, the sorm abated, but in the meantime the schooner had shipped so much
water she was likdy to go down a any minute. Knowing the hand pumps would be usdless againg this
deluge, and feding his ship snking beneath his feet, the captain ordered a lifeboa launched, curang
luridly as he took his place in the stern.

Every member of the crew was aboard and the boat was ready to be launched, when Borno who stood
inthe prow, dill wearing his jaguar suit, suddenly leaped back to the, deck.

"Za boy!" he said. "I mus turn heem loosg!”
"Come back, fool! ‘Ave you gone loco?' roared Santos. "We 'ave no timel”

"I mus save zat boy," replied Borno, whipping his heavy machete from his bet as he hurried toward the
cage.

"Eswan damn' fool," shouted Santos, to no onein particular. "Lower away."

There was a cresking of davits, awhining of rusty pulleys and the boat splashed to the water. Heavy oars
widded by brawny arms pushed it away from the ship's Sde. The lifeboat disappeared in the trough of a
huge wave, rose on the crest of another, disappeared once more, and was soon far from the ship.

But Borno had not even looked back to note its progress, as intent on his misson of mercy, he chanted a
prayer to Ogour Badagris, the Voodoo storm god, and started on his perilous way to the cage. Though
dill lashed to the mainmag, it had broken some of the ropes and was diding around on the dippery deck
with each lurch of the ship.



Twice the huge Negro was knocked flat by the rushing waters, and twice he regained his feet before he
reached his objective. He did not pause to open the wet knots which held the door in place, but dashed
them with his machete. As he flung the door wide an immense wave swept over the ship and the last
lashing broke. The cage, with its two occupants dill ingde and Borno dinging to one of the bars, was
carried overboard.

As the huge wave swept the cage into the seething water, Jan held his breath, hopefully awaiting the
opportunity to breathe which had aways comein a reasonable length of time before, and dinging to one
of the thick bars. But this time it seemed to him that the opportunity would never be forthcoming. His
lungs began to hurt; the pain became intense torture. Involuntarily he took a breath, and the torture was
megnified a thousand-fold as severd ounces of sdt water rushed into hislungs. Then, blessed rdief just in
time, the bar to which he was dinging rose above the surface of the water.

Strangling and choking, he inhadled great lungfuls of arr. Clinging to a bar beside him, Chicma seemed to
bein like case. And svimming beside the floating cage, gripping its door with one huge black hand, Jan
saw Borno.

The cage was floating bars up, its opened door swung outward over the edge and causing one Sde to
sag. Jan tried to dimb out through the door, but before he had hdf of his body out of the water the entire
cage went under, ducking Chicma. He subsided into the water once more, and the bars of the cage
emerged. Chicma chattered angrily, and Borno told him to "Keep down."

Theresfter Jan held his head only above the surface of the water that doshed about in the cage. Borno
continued svimming with one hand while he held to the door with the other.

Presently Jan heard a roaring sound that seemed familiar. Then he remembered the sound he had heard
shortly before hisfirst ght of st water-the roaring of breakers on a beach. He wanted to raise himsdf
once more to look out, but the memory of his last experience restrained him.

The roaring grew louder, and great foamy waves began sweeping over the cage, rocking it violently.
Suddenly the bottom struck something solid, and with its two startled and hdf drowned occupants il
dinging to the bars, turned over and over. It stopped with the bars down, hdf ful of water, waves
gpanking againg one sde. Jan and Chicma sat there in the water, bardly able to see the interior of their
prison by the dim light that filtered through the cracks between the planks.

Above the roaring and dapping of the waves Jan heard a thudding sound. Presently more light came in,
and the blade of Borno's machete flashed downward again and again, cutting a great V in one of the
planks. To Jan, gtting there in his soggy prison, the time seemed interminable before the board was cut in
two.

Borno sheeathed his weapon and, saizing a hdf of the plank, pulled it toward him, bending the spikes that
hdd it at the corner. Jan and Chicma quickly squirmed through the opening, and the three, hurled forward
agan and again by the breakers that raced in from behind them, quickly reached a white, sandy beach.

Apparently exhausted by his efforts, Borno threw himsdf on the sand. Chicma, aso, squatted on the
beach to rest. She was quite old for a chimpanzee, and her recent experience had tired her. But Jan, save
for adight sorenessin hislungs and nasal cavities from the sdt water: he had inhded, was feding not only
fit but ravenoudy hungry.

Jugt above the matted jungle growth that fringed the beach, three coconut pams reared ther crowns,
dangling therr fruit invitingly. With a wordless cry of delight, Jan plunged through the undergrowth toward
them. He was about to soring up the nearest tree, when two powerful brown hands, reaching from
behind him, suddenly gripped his throat.



Unable to cry out because of the grangling pressure on his windpipe, Jan was dragged, kicking and
gruggling, back into the dark depths of the South American jungle.

VII.BROWN MEN'SPRIZE

JAN'S STRUGGLES presently grew less as the pressure of the powerful fingers on his throat continued.
Then his ams were seized and tightly bound behind his back. For some time he lay on the ground,
panting for breath with rattling palate, and saring defiantly up at the strange creature whose prisoner he
hed become.

The man was short and powerful, and naked save for an abbreviated loin-cloth. His straight black hair
was cut in a soup-bowl bob, and his coppery skin glistened with perspiration from his recent exertions,
for, despite his youth Jan was stronger than the average man and had given m a good tusde.

Jan watched the native suspicioudy as he took up a bundle of long sticks-as long as he was tdl-from the
ground. One of these sticks was curved, with a gring stretched across the curve from tip to tip. The
others were sharply pointed a one end. To Jan, a stick had aways meant a potential beeting, and a low
growl rumbled from his throat as his captor made a step toward him.

Puzzled by this unusud sound, coming from a human being, the tal savage paused for a moment, looking
quizzicdly down at his prisoner. He took a second step, and a louder growl resulted. Then he uttered a
few words. The youth's only answer was a snarl and a quick legp to his feet. Then he darted into the
jungle, his hands ill bound behind him.

As he dashed away through the forest, Jan heard a quick grunt of surprise. Then therewas a_ twang, and
one of the long sticks whizzed past his ear, burying its point in a tree trunk, where it quivered for a
moment asif dive

Sorinting, legping, sumbling, dodging firs one way, then another, and congtantly goaded to his utmost
speed by the unmistakable sounds of pursuit behind him, the youth ran on and on until his breath came in
great sobbing gasps and there was a terific pain in his Sde But dill the sound of those menacing,
footsteps followed him rdentlesdy, doggedly.

Suddenly there came to his nodrils an odor that was hatefully familiar to him. It was the smdl of burning
wood, and he ingantly associated it with Dr. Bracken and his years of captivity. The cook aways burned
wood in her kitchen stove, and at some time during the day there was adways a puff of wind to carry it
into the menagerie.

Jan hated for a moment, suspicious of the acrid odor, but a shout from his pursuer sent him running
forward again. The shout was indantly answered by a voice directly ahead of him. Soon there were more
ydls on his right and left, and more answers from the man who, pursued him. Accompanying the yels
were the patter of footsteps and the rustling of underbrush, warning him that he had been surrounded.

Looking about for a place to hide, Jan selected a dump of huge begonias, which spread their immense
leaves nearby. Plunging into this clump, he squatted down, and peering through a space between two
gigantic leaves, watched for the approach of the numerous enemies his ears told hm were closing in on
him.

As he sat there with perspiration streaming from him, endeavoring to keep his labored bregthing as quiet
as possible, two bronze-skinned savages suddenly came into Jan's line of vison. They passed on, but
were succeeded by three more, the last of whom stopped as something caught his attention. It was one
of Jan's footprints, and it told this trained hunter as plainly as words that the youth was hidden behind the



broad leaves of the begonia. With a loud whoop of exultation, he sprang upon the crouching Jan and
dragged him forth.

In an indant, Jan was the center of aring of curious savages, who plucked at his shock of red hair, pulled
a hisjaguar-skin garment, and poked at his sunburned body as if he were a strange being from another
planet, chattering excitedly to each other the while with many grunts and exclamations of amazemen.

His spirit unbroken and his anger aroused by this manhandling, Jan voiced his disgpprova in the only
manner he knew-by dternately snarling and growling at his captors. This demongiration seemed to amuse
them hugdy, and severd of them took to baiting him for the purpose of entertainment.

One huge fdlow took it upon himsdf to poke Jan's tender, sunburned nose with his forefinger. He
indantly withdrew the hand with ahowl of pain, for Jan, with a quick snap, had bitten it nearly through a
the second joint. Enraged, the wounded savage whipped out a machete and would have cut off Jan's
head, but two companions seized and dragged him away, while the entire party laughed a his
discomfiture,

Then Jan's origind captor took him by one arm and one of his felows seized the other, after which they
hustled him dong between them into a cleared space where afire was burning and many hammocks were
svung. Here Jan's feet were bound, and he was thrown to the ground with one man watching him.
Severd others gathered around the fire, which they replenished, and over which, when it was going well,
they suspended the carcasses of Sx monkeys, a capybara and two peccaries to roast.

Despite the ache of his bound hands and feet and the stinging bites of numerous tiny black flies, Jan kept
evary sense dert, ligening to the strange chatter of the bronze-skinned men and watching ther every
movement. All were naked except for ther abbreviated loin-cloths, and dl were wdl armed. Some, he
observed, had the bent sticks with srings stretched across, and the bundles of sharp-pointed sticks
which could fly from them. All had either machetes or knives, familiar to Jan because of the assortment of
cutlery which Dr. Bracken had used in cutting up meat. Some dso carried short, heavy gticks with sharp
stones lashed to ther thick ends, and some had very long sticks with sharp points.

As soon as they finished eating, the savages, one by one, wandered to their hammocks, which were dung
inthe smoke of the fire to keep off insect pests and went to deep.

Jan's origind captor brought m some gnawed monkey bones with a little meat left on them, and
unbound his hands so he could eat. His fingers were first numb, then filled with a sensation that resembled
the pricking of a thousand needles as the blood began to circulate fredy in them. He ate a few bites of
monkey flesh, took a long drink from a gourd which his captor proffered, and submitted to having his
hands bound once more, for he saw that resistance would be usdess.

The black flies, which Jan was powerless to brush away, disappeared at nightfdl, but their place was
taken by hordes of mosquitoes. For hours Jan lay awake squirming and tossing in fruitiess endeavor to
rid himsdlf of histiny tormentors But at last he dept.

Awakened at daybreak by a gtir in the camp around him, Jan was fed, given a drink of water, and I€ft to
watch the preparations for departure. All camp equipment was loaded into a hdf dozen large baskets,
which were carried on men's backs, suspended by broad straps that went around thar foreheads. When
dl was in readiness, Jan's feet were unbound and he was forced to march away with the others.

For five days Jan was taken deeper and deeper into the jungle by the band of hunters. Near the end of
the fifth day they suddenly emerged into a circular dearing, in the center of which was a large round
commund but or maocca, flanked by two cruddy constructed lean-tos.



A dozen ygpping mongrel dogs rushed out to greet them, indantly followed by more than a score of
pot-bellied naked children whose clamor equaed that of the canines, and then by women wearing
nothing but smal square or triangular aprons.

Jan was dragged to a strong stump about five feet tal near the entrance to the commund hut, and bound
to it by strips of fiber passed around his body. Then his hands and feet were unbound and he was given a
drink of water. Dogs, children, and women crowded around him, dl gpparently more curious than the
men had been. A dog nipped him on the shin, and Jan promptly kicked it over the heads of the children
ganding in front. Then a youth of about Jan's age, apparently its master, atempted reprisal by pulling his
shock of red har. Jan cuffed him off his feet with one well-placed blow, much to the young native's
chagrin and the amusement of the spectators.

Then a middle-aged matron, evidently the squaw of Jan's origind captor, came to his sde, knocking
children and kicking dogs right and left. After she had cleared a space around him she handed him a
piece of something flat and hard, evidently food. He bit into it, finding it rather tasteless and difficult to
chew, but it satisfied his hunger which had been developed by the long march. It was a farinha cake,
meade from mandioca root.

Jan was |eft on exhibition at the sump for some time, but his popularity as an exhibit suddenly waned as
another party of hunters returned with a new prisoner whose hands were bound behind him and ‘who
was urged forward by spear thrusts from behind. Although, like his captors, he was naked except for a
loindoth and copper-skinned, he was much tdler than the men who had captured him, none of whom
were much tdler than Jan, and his aspect was made ferocious by daubs of red ocher on his face,
ornamented sections of bamboo thrust through the distended Iobes of his ears, and a necklace of jaguar's
teeth.

The new prisoner was quickly hustled to the sump and bound like Jan to the opposite sde. Women and
children crowded around him hurling insults, while dogs barked and snapped at his legs. But despite the
abuse heaped upon him, he maintained a goica Slence.

As the sun sank lower and lower toward the horizon, and the shadows of the trees that rimmed the
dearing grew longer, many children brought firewood, which they heaped around the two who were
bound to the post. Jan had no idea what it was for; and athough the slent Indian behind him knew, he

gave no Sgn.

A number of cooking fires were built, and much meat was consumed, as both hunting parties had been
quite successful. But this time the savages did not retire to their hammocks immediatdy after their medl.
Instead, they formed a large circle around the prisoners.

As soon as darkness fdl, Jan's hands were bound like those of the other prisoner, and the circle of
Spectators began a dow dance around them intime to the throbbing cadence of a kettle-drum beaten by
an old man. Many of the dancers carried flaming faggots, snatched from their cook fires, which they
thrugt into the prisoner's faces or held againgt their ams or bodies, inflicting painful burns.

Jan gruggled to break his bonds, snarling and gronling at his tormentors, but to no aval. Presently,
imitating his fellow prisoner, who had neither moved nor cried out under torture, he relgpsed into Slence
and ceased his druggles, resolved to show these people that he could stand pain as goicdly as the big
Indian.

The dance grew faster and faster, the searing thrugts of the lighted faggots more frequent. Then suddenly,
asif at a prearranged sgnd, dl of the dancers threw their faggots at the base of the pyre which had been
stacked around the two torture victims Jan heard a crackling sound that swiftly increased in volume.



Then there was a sudden upthrust of licking flames and a burst of terrific heat which brought scorching,
excruciding agony.

VIIl. ORGY

BORNO AND CHICMA did not rest very long on the beach. By the time they were dry from ther
ocean bath, the rays of the sun had grown intolerable.

The ape got up fird, and began siffing the ar as if some far-off scent had attracted her attention. Then
she shuffled away in the direction of the jungle.

The big Negro, who was wise in the ways of wild things, observed her actions and followed her. He
found her in agmdl patch of wild pinegpples, devouring one of the fragrant fruits. Sdecting a ripe one for
himsdf, he drew his machete and hacking off the leaves and horny rind, ate it with gusto. As he was
about to prepare another he thought of Jan and cdled him. There was no reply.

"Jan!" he shouted again, with dl the power of hishuge lungs But not so much as an echo answered him.
Chicma, evidently understanding what was wrong, threw back her head and caled to Jan in her barking

chimpanzee language.

The big Negro bad been raised in the jungles of his native Haiti, and, it did not take him long after
returning to the beach to pick up Jan's trail. Chicma was beside him when he discovered the signs of
Jan's struggle, and she bristled up with a snarl.

They followed the trall until nightfdl, when darkness made further tracking impossible. Then Borno crept
benegth the buttressed roots of a huge ceiba tree, and lay down to snaich such deep as hiting insects
would alow. The chimpanzee crept in and curled up near him.

In the morning Borno divided his pinegpple with Chicma, and they took the trall. Soon they came upon
the deserted camp dte of the hunters. Toward noon they found a dump of wild bananas and both ate
their fill of the fruit. Then Borno shouldered hdf of a good-sized bunch to take aong.

Thusthey traveled day by day, Haitian man and African ape, both actuated by the same desire-to rescue
the son of a North American millionaire from the savages of a South American jungle.

Near the end of thefifth day, when the man and ape had eaten thar evening med of Brazl nuts, and night
hed fdlen, the hollow booming of a kettledrum came to their ears across the jungle,

Chicma paid no attention to the sound, but when Borno suddenly got up and stole away in the direction
of the noise, she followed. The big Negro pushed hisway through the jungle as rapidly as possble. Soon
he could hear the whoops and ydls of the dancers, and the dapping of ther bare feet on the packed
ground. Then he amdled smoke, saw the flicker of firdight, and emerged into the circular clearing.

Just ahead of him was the huge circdle of the community hut. Beside it was the tdl sump to which the
prisoners were tied, around which the dancers whirled, their faces contorted and hideous in the firdight.

Borno circled and entered the clearing behind the big hut, in order to creep near the fire unobserved.
Chicma followed him slently, but when he reached the rear of the madocca she sorang up onto its
thatched roof.

Paying no attention to Chicma, as he did not count on her for much assistance, Borno gripped his heavy
cudgd tightly in both hands and dashed around the hut. He had heard the crackle of burning wood which
told him' that the death pyre was lighted.



With a blood-curdling ydl and a swift rain of bone-crushing blows, he leaped among the dancers fdling
severd and scattering the others right and left. At the same ingant Chicmia, who had poised hersdf on the
thatched roof just above the door, was dropped ingde the hut by the bresking of the-roof supports.

The frightened Indians fled in dl directions. A few of them started to go into the maocca for ther
weapons. But when they were met at the door by Chicmara tarrifying hairy gpparition wearing a jaguar
skin, and frothing with rage-they fled weaponless, fully convinced that the evil demons of the jungle had
joined forces againg them.

Borno, meanwhile, kicked the burning wood away from the post, and with a few deft dashes of his
machete released both prisoners.

As soon as he was free, the captive Indian rushed into the big hut, emerging with a large bundle of
weapons and a big basket of smoked meet. Then he threw severd flaming faggots onto the dry thatch,
which immediatdy blazed up, lighting the entire clearing.

"Vamod" he said, with a Sgnificant gesture and started away, the basket dung from his brawny shoulders
and the weapons carried under one arm.

Borno understood the Spanish word for "Let's go!" and cdling to Jan and Chicma, hurried after the tall
Indian.

Jan, who had seen the wonderful efficiency of the machete paused for a moment to secure one of the
coveted weapons from the belt of a fdlen savage whose skull had been crushed by the big Negro's
cudgd-then followed, with Chicma ambling behind him on hind feet and fore-knuckles.

The Indian, with remarkable precision, struck a narrow, trail at the edge of the dearing. Thisled themina
short time to a smal stream, on the bank of which a number of dugout canoes rested Sde by sde. Into
one of these he dropped his basket of smoked meet and-bundle of weagpons. Then he pushed the other
boats, one by one, into the water, permitting them to drift avay downstream, while Borno assisted.

When the last empty canoe was drifting downstream, the one which contained the food and weapons
was launched, with Jan and Chicmariding in the middie. Borno wielded a paddie in front and the Indian
inthe rear.

Propdled by the slent strokes of the two powerful men, the canoe shot rgpidly downstream, passing,
one by one, the empty craft which had aready been launched.

Huddled againg Chicma, Jan was dill suffering much from the burns inflicted by his captors, but he did
not whimper nor cry out. Silent and wide-eyed, he drank in the brilliant spectacle of the star-strewn sky
reflected by the gently rippling water, and strove to penetrate the mysery of the shadowy banks, from
which came many mysterious and terrifying sounds-the night noises of the jungle which he had not learned
to interpret.

Steered by the deft paddle of the Indian, the canoe soon emerged into a much broader stream. Here the
geersman kept the craft in the middle as if he feared some danger from ether shore.

Lulled by the rhythmic strokes of the paddies, Jan fdl into a deep dumber and did not awaken until the
hot rays of the morning sun struck him full in the face. The canoe was dill traveling in the center of the
broad river, the two men paddling with unremitting vigor.

The Indian presently steered the canoe toward the left bank. They were dmaost beneeth the overhanging
branches and vines before Jan saw that he was making for a narrow inlet, barely wide enough to admit



the canoe. A moment more, and they were in the deep shadows benegth the densdy matted roof of the
jungle. The steersman deftly siwung the prow of the boat inshore, and Borno, soringing out, dragged it
high on the muddy bank while two frightened turtles and a amdl dligator splashed into the water and

disappeared.

Opening the lid of the basket, the Indian took out severd srips of smoked mesat. Then he picked up his
bundle of weapons and stepped ashore. Depogting the weapons on the ground, he handed a strip of
mest to each of his companions and to Chicma. Then he sat down to munch dowly the strip he had kept
for himsdf.

Jan hit into his and found it tough and of a disagreedble flavor. It was tapir meet, hedily cured, and not
only had a smoky taste but was rancid. Observing, however, that the Indian devoured his with gusto and
that Borno tore off huge mouthfuls with his large white teeth and chewed them with great reish, Jan
resolved to eat his whether he liked it or not. But Chicma merdy sniffed at hers, then tossed it aside and
waddled off into the jungle to look for something more to her liking.

As soon as the Indian had eaten, and drunk from the stream, he promptly stretched out on the ground
and went to deep. Borno followed his example. But Jan, who had dumbered dl night in the boat was
neither tired nor deepy. He wandered dong the bank of the amdl stream for a little way, disurbing a
number of frogs and turtles, whose splashing legps into the water interested him, and hacking off shrubs
and water plants with his newly acquired machete. Thiswas freedom! Thiswas life, and he gloried iniit.

Presently there came a summons from Chicmarthe food call. She had found something good to eat, and
was cdling her foster child to come and share it with her. Interested, but in no great hurry to comply, Jan
wandered off in the generd direction of the sound, lopping off lianas, branches and bits of bark from tree
trunks with his new weapon. It was a fascinating thing, and he wished to become skilled inits use.

Despite his lingering gait, Jan soon arrived within Sght of Chicma, who had found a dump of wild orange
trees and was hungrily devouring the fruit. But he saw something else which brought a low growl from his
throat and caused every har on his body to diffen. For, stretched out on a thick limb, his spotted sdes
bardy risng and fdling with his suppressed bregthing, and the tip of his tal twitching nervoudy, was
Ferce One, the jaguar, apparently about to oring down on the unwary Chicma, who seemed to have no
inimetion of his presence.

With a snarl and a cry of warning which Chicma understood, and which sent her ingantly scuttling into a
nearby tree, Jan bounded forward.

Surprised and annoyed at this interruption of its hunting, the jaguar turned and with a roar of rage leaped
for the youth. The beast was lightning quick, but Jan, who had been trained dl his life by a jungle
creature, was just a shade quicker. With a dash of his machete at the hurtling beast, he flung himsdf to
one sde, just out of reach of the raking claws.

The jaguar was swift at recovery, but no swifter than Jan, for as it whirled for a second spring, he was on
his feet, his keen machete ready for a second cut. In a flegting ingtant he saw the result of his previous
haphazard dash at his enemy--a paw hdf severed and dangling usdedy.

Then what had previoudy been but chance and an indinctive movement of salf-protection became a fixed
purpose. As the angry brute made its second lesp, Jan dashed the other front paw and nimbly euded the
snaling bundle of fdine fury. The second blow completely crippled the jaguar's other front paw.

Badly disabled and hdf disarmed though it was, the fierce beast turned again and attempted a legp. But it
was a dumsy effort, and Jan found it easy to step to one sSde and bring his keen weapon down on the
back of the jaguar's neck, severing the vertebrae. With the tenacity of life shown by dl members of the



cat family, the doomed beast thrashed about for some time, then lay ill.

Jan stood back, weatching the death struggles of his enemy with some curiosity, dert for a trick. But when
the furry form lay quiet, he cautioudy advanced and spurned it with his foot. There was no response. He
seized ahind leg and turned the greet beast over. What made it so limp and helpless? This was the firgt
thing Jan had ever killed, and he did not fully understand it.

Perhaps Fierce One was degping, and would presently awaken to attack him. Well, let hm come. Jan
hed overcome the awful dligator, the yellow-bearded man, and now Fierce One. With his touded red
head flung proudly back, he strutted over into the dump of orange treesin search of Chicma.

The old chimpanzee was not there, but by cdling to her Jan findly got a reply, far off in the jungle
Chicmawould, not come to him, but kept caling him to come with her-that Fierce One would surely eat
him. Jan only laughed, but he complied, eventudly locating the ape at the top of atdl tree.

"Come down, Chicma," he cried. "Fierce One will not hurt you. He is degping.”

"Itisatrick. He isonly waiting to spring upon us,” replied Chicma. "We mugt go farther away from him."
Then she caught hold of a huge liana and swung out on it into another tree. By means of the vines and
closdy matted branches, she made rapid progress which only an ape can make, traveding dways in a
direction away from the orange grove.

Although he could have followed her with ease among the branches and vines, Jan preferred to wak on
the ground. He was filled with pride and the sense of power.

After they got away from the river bank the undergrowth became less matted, so waking was
comparatively easy. Jan wanted to show these jungle creatures that he was afraid of none of them.

All day they traveled through the jungle, Chicma fearfully keeping to the trees while Jan stubbornly
remained on the ground. He thoroughly enjoyed the bright-colored butterflies that flapped through the
shafts of sunlight, and the gayly plumed, raucous-voiced parrots and macaws.

There was a great flock of monkeys, too, who fled to the topmost branches, chattering vociferoudy. Jan,
who had learned to know and imitate their Smian language snce infancy, chattered back at them,
assuring them of his friendship. But they did not trust him. He looked too much like a man and smdled
too much like a jaguar, for the scent of the great cat's blood was Hill on his machete and body. The
jaguar skin, too, from which his sngle garment was fashioned, was a danger Sgnd to jungle dwellers.

Jan regded himsdf with the doying sweetness and fragile beauty of the orchids which grew in grest
profusion and his heart missed a beat when a huge tapir-much bigger than the jaguar he had killed-came
crashing through the junglein front of 'him.

It was not until the patches of sunlight no longer penetrated the forest roof and it began to grow dark that
Jan thought of Borno and the Indian, degping on the muddy bank of the little stream.

He had grown fond of his big black friend, and did not want to desert him. Nor did he want to leave
Chicma, who was leading him farther and farther away from the only human being who had unsdfishly
befriended him.

He stopped and shouted to the chimpanzee to wait. But the cry had scarcely Ieft his lips when something
flashed through the forest shadows driking hisleft side, and spinning him half around with the force of its

impact.
Jan clutched a the long shaft, wet with his own blood, and broke it off, gritting his teeth that he might



slently bear the pain. Then he reached behind him for that part which had gone through his flesh, and
jerked it out. But the pain and loss of blood were too great. A giddiness assailed him, and he sank limply
to the ground.

With a whoop of triumph, and machete flashing in his hand ready to ddiver the death-blow, a savage
came bounding out of the shadows.

| X.CHICMA'SATTACK

SITTING on alimb fully fifty feet above Jan's head, Chicma heard his cal and noticed with bewilderment
his actions when the arrow struck him. But when she heard the whoop of the savage, and saw him
rushing toward Jan with upraised knife, her mother indinct came to the fore. With a snarl of rage, she
svung down from the limb on which she had been stting, and timed her drop with such precison that she
landed on the Indian before he could reach hisintended victim.

Knocked off hisfeet by the impact of the hairy body of the ape, the Indian fdl on his face, dropping both
his machete and hislongbow. For amoment he lay there, haf stunned and breathless. Then Chicma sank
her huge teeth into his neck. The pain brought him to his senses, and he groped for his weapons. Falling
to find them; he stood up and shook himsdf with the ape 4ill dinging to him like a bloodthirsty octopus.

Watching the struggle of the two as through a dim haze, Jan made severa attempts to rise, but each time
fdl back because of the giddiness induced by his wound. It was not until he saw the Indian stoop and
reach for his machete that he was able to get to his feet.

His keen weapon recovered, the savage made a dash at Chicma's head. She dodged, and he was about
to swing for her agan when he saw Jan facing him, amilaly armed. With lightning swiftness he struck for
the youth's neck, a blow so powerful that it would have severed his head from his body. But Jan was
fagter than the savage, even though giddy. Avoiding the deadly blow by a quick step backward, he
legped in before the red man could recover. Jan's machete flashed once, and the Indian's hand, il
dutching his weapon, flew into the undergrowth. Jan's blade flashed a second time and the savage fdl to
the ground with a fatd body wound, and died dmogt at once.

Jan gathered up the weapons of his fdlen foe a bow, a bundle of arrows, and a machete with belt and
case. Then he and Chicma proceeded on through the forest. His wound was very panful, but not
dangerous as the arrow had passed only through the muscles beneath his left am without injuring any
vitd organs. When darkness came on, with the suddenness of the tropics, they perched themsdves
supperless, in atdl tree for the night.

Risng with the sun the youth and the ape set out in search of breskfast and a drink of water. But it was
not until half the day had passed that they found ether. Then, suddenly emerging from the depths of the
tangled jungle, they came upon both in satisfying abundance. They found themselves on the bank of a tiny
stream, the water of which was clear and cold. Growing on both banks of this stream in profusion were
oranges, pinegpples and bananas.

Having drunk their fill of the sparkling water and satisfied their appetites with the fruit, they proceeded
dong the bank of the little stream. They had not gone far before Jan heard, ahead of them, a Strange
noise that made him uneasy. He looked quickly a Chicma to seeif it had darmed her, but she plodded
aong so unconcernedly that he decided it could not be anything of consequence.

The noise grew louder as they proceeded, until they came to a sheer diff of bare rock towering more
then two thousand feet above the jungle. Emerging from a hole in this rock about fifty feet above the leved
of the stream, was a amd| waterfdl. Clear and limpid as crystd, it tumbled dmost verticdly into an ova



pool.

Jan gasped with admiration at the beauty of this scene. He tried to explain his fedings to Chicma, but
being tired and degpy she only grunted and climbed a tdl tree beside the pool to find a comfortable
crotch for anap. To her this was merdly a place where food and drink might be had in abundance. Until
the food gave out or the place became too dangerous here she would remain.

While Chicma took her nap, Jan practiced with his new weapons. While a prisoner of the hunters, he had
often seen them use the bent stick with the string stretched across it. He found however, that it was far
from being as easy as it looked. The bow was diff, requiring dl his strength to bend it, and the arrows
seemed to strike anywhere but the place intended.

With the passing days, however, he mastered the wesapon, though he had lost or broken mos of his
arrowsin the meantime,

Chicma spent the greeter part of her time dozing in the tree, only coming down for food or water, but
Jan, dways searching for something new, roamed away from the pool every day. For a long time he
subsisted only on fruit, as did the ape, but growing within him, day by day, was the desire for mest, his
favorite food.

One day he brought down a curassow with one of his arrows. Curious he cut into it with his machete. A
dab of the turkey-like breast meat came away, and Jan, who had never tasted other than raw mesat
before his escape from Dr. Bracken, sampled it. Finding it good, he cut away and ate as much as he
wanted, then took the rest back to the pool with him, hanging it in the tree to keep. But in the morning
when he awoke, ravenous after his long deep, he found it swarming with little white worms and giving
forth an abominable stench. Disgusted, he hurled it far out into the jungle, and set forth after new mest.

Thefirg animd to cross his path was an ocelot, the beautiful markings of which gave him the impresson
that its flesh mugt be delicious. Having wounded it with an arrow, he fodlishly rushed to close quarters to
finish it with his machete. But the fierce tiger cat, sorely wounded though it was, gave him a terrific battle,
from which he did not fully recover for two weeks. And its mest, he found, was not nearly so good to eat
as that of the dingy-colored curassow.

Day by day the youth learned the lessons that the jungle had to teach him. He learned to hunt with the
slence and cunning of the jaguar, to travel among the branches and vines with the ease and fadility of the
monkeys, or to speed dong the forest floor with the swiftness of the deer and the stedlth of the panther.

Man, he found, was his naturd enemy, and after several encounters in which he bardly escaped with his
life, he took to saking the savages as he would jaguars or ocelots. Only a few escaped with their lives to
tdl of a red-headed jungle demon, haf man, hdf jaguar, that shot a them from the trees and made off
through the branches as easlly as a monkey.

After two years he had not only learned many of the hardest lessons which the jungle has to teach, but
had accumulated a amdl arsend of wegpons taken from the savages he had dan. There were a score of
bows, more than a hundred arrows, a dozen long spears, five blow-guns with ther deadly poison-tipped
darts, and a miscelaneous assortment of sted and stone axes, machetes, knives, ornaments and

trgppings.

He had watched the birds building ther nests and the natives their buts, and the idea had come to him to
combine the two in the big tree in which he and Chicma dept. It proved a hard task indeed for his
untutored hands, but after nearly a month of trids and tearings down, he completed a round, compact,
ranproof tree-but about fifty feet above the ground, divided into two parts by a rude partition. On the
floor of each "room" he made a nest of soft grass. The hut proved snug and dry, even during the heaviest



of the tropica rains.

Inthis but he kept his weapons, ornaments and other treasures-bits of bright stone that he had picked up,
teeth, claws, and sometimes bones of animds he had dain, bright feathers and plumes from the birds he
hed brought down, and afew odorous, badly cured hides.

Very often he bored Chicma by repeating the human words which Borno had taught him.

All this time he fdt dirrings and yearnings for which he could not account. He was not content to make
short journeys from the but, returning at nightfal; but took to wandering farther and farther away, deegping
inthe trees at night. He was aways discontented-searching for something, he knew not what, but dways
searching, dways going farther and remaining away longer.

One morning when he was four days journey from the but, he suddenly emerged from the jungle into a
grove of trees that appeared most strange and unnaturd to him. They grew in draight rows, evenly
spaced dmog to the very edge of a broad river. There was little undergrowth beneeth them, and no
rope-like lianas were draped among their branches.

Jan was puzzled. Sedthily he moved forward among the dender, sraight trunks to investigate this
unusud place. But he had riot gone more than a few steps before he saw something that caused him to
stop and hedtily dodge behind one of the tree trunks. To Jan, dl strange humans were enemies, and he
indinctivdy fitted a long arrow to his bowstring. But as he gazed a the creature coming toward him,
something held his hand. This being was unlike any he had ever seen before and more lovdly than the
fares jungle flower that had ever charmed hisinnate sense of beauity.

He gazed, spdlbound, while the wonderous creature sat down on the moss beneath one of the trees, and
leaning againg it, opened what he thought was a basket of white leaves on which there were many
grange little black tracks. Curious as he was about the basket with white leaves, he could not keep his
eyes off the face above it. The being had dark-brown hair, as curly as Jan's own, tumbling just below the
nape of a snow-white neck. The big brown eyes were hdf-velled by the long, curling lashes, pink cheeks,
and atiny red mouth.

This creature, Jan thought, looked dtogether too fragile to be dangerous and was, moreover, too
beautiful to be destroyed. He relaxed his bowstring and was about to lower his arrow, when he suddenly
caught Sght of something which caused him to bring the arrow quickly back to the firing position. It was
the flash, through a brilliant patch of sunlight, of a tawny, sedthily moving creature, larger than a jaguar
and more formidable. The only beast in the menagerie which had resembled it was Terrible One, the lion,
S0 Jan indinctively thought of it in those terms.

Asthe puma, a giant of his species, crept closer and closer, Jan, who had watched the hunting of these
great cats many times in the jungle, became aware that it was gaking the lovdy human he had been
admiring. He could see the tip of the long, ydlow tal twitching, the mighty muscles preparing for the swift
charge which even the fastest of the jungle creatures sddom escapes. Jan foresaw the outcome-a
lightning leap, a rending, bone-crushing blow from the huge paw, a crunch of the mighty jaws, and alimp
and bloody victim being dragged away to some jungle lar to be devoured.

Many times Jan had seen these great cats bring down their prey, and never had he intervened to save the
vicim. But this vicim was different. He could not bear to see that beauty marred-that frall body mangled
and bleeding. Drawing the arrow back with dl his strength, he took careful am at the tawny shoulder,
and let fly.

The arrow flew true to the mark, and the great carnivore, with aterific roar of rage and pain, Sorang out
of its hiding place, sraight for the girl it had marked for its prey.



But quick as was the puma, Jan was there before it, barring the way. His bow and arrows he had tossed
asde, and his keen machete gleamed in his hand. Snarling furioudy, the immense beast reared up on its
hind legs-tdler by a head than Jan-and dapped a him with amighty paw. Jan dodged to one side, nearly
severing the paw with his machete as he did so; and he would have been temporarily out of danger in
another ingant, had not his toe caught on aroot, sending him sprawling.

Before he could make another move the puma pounced upon him, d9nking its great teeth into his left
shoulder, shaking him as a cat shakes a mouse, and raking and gouging him with its terrible, sickle-like
caws.

The youth fdt his strength waning fast. He tried to use big machete, but his efforts seemed feeble, futile,
He backed at the sde of the monster's head again and again, cutting off an ear, blinding an eye, leaving
nothing on one side but a bloody mass of mangled flesh and bone. But the powerful jaws would not relax
their hold. The bulging; muscular neck continued to pivot that gory head as it swiftly shook Jan's limp

body.

Jan had reached the limit of human endurance. It seemed to him that a great weight was crushing him,
forang the breath from his body. His machete dropped from his nervdess fingers, and merdful
UNCONSCIOUSNESS crept over him.

X.OUTSIDE THE WALLS

AT SIXTEEN Ramona Suarez was dill something of a tomboy. She loved to minge with the
dark-skinned children and mongrel dogs of the laborers on her father's great rubber plantation. She took
great ddight in dimbing trees, scaing wals and exploring thickets, to the despair of her doting old
duenna, Senora Soledade. Her duenna scolded her, her mother, Dona Isabella, tried to reason with her,
and her father, Don Fernando, who secretly chuckled over her escapades, tried to look stern when
required to lecture her.

But they might as profitably have scolded the wind, reasoned with the rain cloud, or lectured the lightning.
Ramona would ligen dutifully, then, with a flash of white teeth and a shake of her dark brown ringlets;
would romp away to hatch up some new deviltry.

Senora Soledade, corpulent and dignified, was of the opinion that the big patio, with its flowers shrubs
and trees, winding walks, vine-clad arbors and bubbling fountains, was a large enough world for any girl.
Charged with the duty of kegping Ramona dwaysin sight, and teking the task in al seriousness, she was
redly able to do so only about hdf the time.

One day the old duenna was seated in the shade of an arbor in the patio, working on a bit of lace, and
Ramona was busly engaged beneath a nearby orange tree with her English tutor, Arthur Morrison. Quite
postive that her charge would not get away so long as the tutor was about, and drowsy from the
mounting hesat, the senora settled back comfortably in her char, and with her hands folded over her
ample equator, dozed.

But scarcely had she fdlen adeep when the tutor, with a find charge to his pupil to sudy diligently,
grolled away.

Ramona waited dyly until the tutor had entered the house. Then she peeked at the old lady, and saw that
the coast was clear. Leaving her text-books, pencils and rulers benegth the orange tree, she picked up
one of her favorite story books and climbed the tree.

At firg it had been Ramona's intention to read the book in the tree, thus dumfounding the duenna when



she should awaken; yet one sde of the tree overhung the patio wall, giving her a new idea. Softly she let
hersdf down from, a branch to the top of the wadl, then, with the book gripped between her teeth,
suspended hersdlf by her hands on the other Sde, and dropped. She had attained the freedom she craved
and she meant to make the mogt of it.

Tucking the book under her arm, she wandered off between the tal draight trunks of one of her father's
young rubber groves until she came to the river bank. Then she sat down, leaned agang a tree, and
immersed hersdf in her book.

Ramona was an avid reader, and soon forgot her surroundings. But she was brought sharply back to
redity by two sounds, one following the other in rapid succession: the twang of a bow-string and the roar
of a mountain lion. For a moment she was pardyzed with fear and in that moment the great beast

charged:

But quick as the puma had been, there was one who was quicker. Ramona was conscious for an ingant
of the lithe, auburn-haired youth who put himsdf between her and the charging death. Then for a moment
things happened so swiftly that she could scarcely follow them-the roaring beast, the youth's swift and
illful dash that crippled one of the great paws, and his legp for safety, blocked by the projecting root.

Thegirl uttered a 9ngle, piercing scream as she saw her champion go down. Then she legped to her fed,
undecided for a moment whether to run for help or go to the assistance of her champion. She decided on
the latter course, and looked around for a weapon.

Jan's bow and arrows lay where he had thrown them, and she caught them up. Ftting an arrow to the
gring, she amed it at the heaving flank of the puma, and pulled. But the hardwood bow was very diff,
and even though Ramona exerted her utmost strength she could only draw the arrow back a few inches.
Asaresllt, it bardy penetrated the tough skin with little more effect than the bite of afly.

Seaing the futility of that, Ramona struck at the puma with the heavy boxy. But here, again her strength
was not great enough to digtract the attention of the huge fdine What could she do to save this
handsome knight of the jungle who had come so gdlantly to her rescue?

She knew that house-cats become greetly annoyed when thar tals are pulled. Perhaps this dso applied
to the big cats of the jungle. She could only try.

Soringing around to the rear, she seized the long tail with both hands, braced her feet, and pulled. At this
ingant, the snarling of the beast was dilled. She saw the machete fdl from Jan's fingers-saw him go limp
a the same moment that the puma, a find shiver running through its frame, sank heavily down on his
sensdless body.

Ramona leaped to one side and pulled. Gradudly she was able to drag the great beast off the prostrate
form of her champion. But the sharp teeth were Hill clamped into the bloody and lacerated shoulder.
Ficking up the machete, she pried the jaws apart.

Tenderly she raised the youth's head, placed it in her lgp, and with her tiny handkerchief attempted to
wipe away the blood. But the little square of lace proved quite inadequate, and she threw it away,
soaked with blood, before more than asmdl part of one cheek had been cleansed.

The river was only about twenty feet away. Gently lowering his head from her Iap, she dragged him to the
water's edge. She ripped a pand of cloth from her white frock, and dipping it in the water, proceeded to
bathe his face and wounded shoulder.

The cold water and the pressure of the doth on Jan's wounds brought him to his senses. The blinding



pain made him think for a moment that he was dill in the grip of the puma. He tried to escape. Springing
erect he knocked hislittle nurse flat in the mud.

For amoment he stood there, aring wildly down at her, while she gazed back in wide-eyed wonder and
dam. Then she amiled, a widful little smile, and Jan, who in dl the jungle had found no friends save
Chicmaand Borno, knew that he had found another.

He wanted to say something to her. But what? And how? It would be usdess to bark a her in the
chimpanzee language. He had tried that unsuccessfully on Borno and other humans. And the few words
which Borno had taught him had quite vague meanings for him. However, they were human words, and
this creature was undoubtedly human.

"I spik ze Engleesh," he announced, with Borno's accent, intently watching to see what effect his words
would have.

She amiled again, and sprang lightly to her feet.

"I speak it, too," she said. 'My name is Ramona.”

"My name Jan," he replied, and added naivdy, "Jan like you."

Before the girl, could reply the dhill voice of Senora Soledade cdled:

"Ramongl”

"S, senora,” she replied.

"Come here thisingant!" was the command in Spanish, which of course Jan did not understand.

"I must go now, Jan. Goodby," said Ramona, and ran through the grove in the direction from which the
voice had come.

Jan watched her until she disappeared from view. Then, with strange rluctance, he picked up his
machete and his bow and arrows, and plunged off into the jungle His wounds were very panful,
especidly his mangled shoulder. He must get to Chicma as soon as possible. She would lick them and
make them wdl after the manner of agpe mothers, as she had often licked the bloody welts inflicted by
Crud One, the doctor. But he was hot thinking of his wounds.

It had taken him only four days to reach the rubber plantation from ther tree-hut, but that was when he
was wdl and strong. Wounded and weakened by loss of blood, he was 9x days in making the return
journey. By thistime his wounds had closed and athough they were il quite painful, Chicma showed no
interest in them.

Recdling the soothing effect of the water with which Ramona had bathed his hurts he left the chimpanzee
dozing in the tree-hut, 'and descending, waded into the pool beneath the waterfdl. The cold water alayed
the fever, and he paddied about for some time in the manner of a young puppy.

For two more weeks he divided his time between the tree-hut and the pool, doing no hunting, and
living--on the fruits that abounded in, this earthly paradise. One day,-as he was paddling and splashing in
the water, he discovered that by moving his hands and feet in a certain way he could keep afloat. Thrilled
by this discovery, he tried again and again, until he was able to svim about the pool at will.

Interested in this new sport, he began to watch the manner in which other creatures of the jungle swam,
and to imitate them. The four-legged animads, he noticed swam as he did, but the frogs did it in quite a



different fashion. 1t was some time before he was able to duplicate their kicking stroke, but he mastered it
eventudly.

The frogs, he decided, were the redly expert water creatures, and he attempted to imitate them further
by entering the water as they did. Hisfirg dive was not a pronounced success, as forgetting his lesson on
the ocean, he made the migdtake of trying to breathe beneath the surface. Haf-srangled, he quickly
paddled to shore, and having coughed up most of the water, decided to try again.

It was not long before he learned to hold his bresth and dive with the swift ill of the amphibians.

At firg he only dived off the bank of the pool, but later he began practicing dives from higher points-a
projecting ledge of rock, an overhanging limb. Once his foot dipped and he fdl from a consderable
height, dighting flat with a loud smack that dl but knocked the wind from him. This taught him that the
water could be very soft or very hard, according to the way onefdl. After that, he took care to cleave it
deanly and gracefully.

One day, when his wounds were heded and he was beginning to fed the urge of the jungle trails, he
dived from one of the lower boughs of the tree in which his but was Stuated. The force of the dive
carried him clear up behind the curtain of tumbling waters-a place he had not previoudy explored. He
drew himsdf up onto a jagged, rocky ledge and sat there for some time, ligening to the roar of the fdls
and admiring the thin sheet of water with the faint light filtering through it.

Presently, as his eyes became accustomed to the dim light of the place, he made out, high above him, two
figures so drikingly manlike in form that he started and involuntarily clutched the hilt of his sheathed
machete-without which he seldom ventured anywhere. In a moment he saw that they were not men, but
harmless images of stone with manlike bodies and grotesque faces, one of which resembled that of a
hawk, and the other that of a dog. He dso noticed that leading up the face of the diff to the ledge on
which they stood, were a number of notches cut deeply into the stone.

Soringing to his feet, he climbed rapidly upward by means of the notches, and drew himsdf up on the
ledge. Here a new surprise awaited him, for be saw that the two grotesque statues guarded the mouth of
adark passageway which extended into the solid rock beneath the waterfal.

His curiogty aroused, Jan cautioudy entered the passageway. It led straight into the diff for about fifteen
feet, then veered to theright and upward. As soon as he made the turn, he wasin total darkness and was
compelled to grope hisway forward.

The passageway leveled out, presently, and turned sharply to the Ieft.

Sill groping in inky blackness, Jan discovered, by the murmur of water beside the pathway, that he was
waking on the bank of an underground stream. A wak of about ten minutes brought him to a point
where dim light filtered into the cavern. It came from just above the surface of the water, where the
cavern roof dipped, arching over it a a height of only a few inches. Here the path he had been fallowing
led draight into the water.

Jan paused here for a moment undecided whether to go on or to retrace his steps. But his instigble
curiogty won out and he waded into the water. The bank doped steeply, and he was soon svimming
agang the swift current.

When he reached the point from which the light emanated he was forced to turn on his back in order to
keep his nose above water, because of the narrow space between the cavern roof and the surface of the
Sream.



Suddenly he shot out into the bright sunlight. Turning over, he looked about him and saw that he was in
the middle of a narrow river, which apparently flowed sraight into the solid-rock. A few swift strokes
took him to shore. He dimbed the high bank, and when he reached the top, stopped in sudden
amazement at what he saw. For he stood before the ruins of an immense building, the remaining walls of
which were covered with gigantic bas-rdiefs depicting strange, angular-looking human beings, some with
heads like birds or animals, some with beards that reminded him of the detested Dr. Bracken, and some
with not unhandsome humean feetures. They seemed to be engaged in fighting each other, or in hunting
Strange beasts or birds.

Some of the tal columns of the facade were dill standing, supporting fragments of ornamental cornices.
Others had fdlen and broken into cylindrical sections.

Guarding the portal of this strange edifice, on either side, were two colossa statues with bodies that were
humen in form, but one had a face like a hawk's and the other like that of a dog. They resembled the two
dtatues he had seen beneath the waterfdl, but were much larger.

Leading to this portd were the remains of a paved avenue now broken and weed-grown. Along each
dde of thishighway was a row of pedestals, on some of which stood statues of grotesque mongter, hdf
beast, half human. Others had falen or been overturned, and their cracked and shattered fragments were
strewn about among the weeds and broken fragments of paving dabs.

Thrilled with awe and wonder a these strange dghts, Jan was dowly advancing toward the porta when
he caught the guarded movement of something cregping toward him in the undergrowth at his right. He
whipped out his machete and paused, waching bregthlesdy. Then he saw another movement as
something passed through the undergrowth on his Ift.

Suddenly two great shaggy creatures bounded out onto the sparsaly grown avenue and closed in on him.
They were manlike and yet apdlike in form with long bushy beards and hairy bodies. One brandished a
huge club menacingly, while the other hurled a large rock fragment straight at the boy's head.

Jan managed to dodge the missle, and turned to flee. But he had not taken more than a dozen legps
when a third hairy mongter sprang in front of him, barring his progress, and swung for his head with a

heavy cudgd.
XI. THE JUNGLE DEMON

WHEN SHE SAW the bedraggled and blood-soaked condition of her charge, Ramonas old duenna
threw up her hands and shrieked in holy terror. Ramonas dress was smeared with mud in the back and
with blood in front The doth which she had ripped away to use for binding Jan's wounds left a rent that
exposed the peach-tinted slk dinging to her trim little figure, which was dso condderably spotted with
gore.

Don Fernando, who had been waking in the patio nearby, smoking one of his long, dim cigars, came
dashing up just as Senora Soledade swooned away.

"Caramba" he exclamed, dropping his cigar and catching Ramona in his ams, to the detriment of his
immaculate white suit. "Tdl me what has happened, my little one! Where are you hurt?'

"I'm not hurt, daddy,” replied Ramona, "but Senora Soledade has fainted.”
"Not hurt! But this blood! These soiled, torn clothes! | don't understand!™

"Itisnot my blood, daddy. It's Jan's. He saved me from the puma.”



"Madre de Diod Jan? The puma? What isdl this? Tdl me, quickly, or I, too, shdl collgpse!”
"But fird let us attend the senora”
At this moment, Senora Soledade sat up and gazed wildly about her.

Don Fernando stood his daughter on her feet, and gdlantly hurried forward to hep the old lady. But
when she saw the blood on his white suit she shrieked, and seemed about to swoon again.

"Come, come," he said. "Be brave. Ramonaisadl right and soam I."

"But the blood! The-"

"There, there!”

He piloted her gently through the patio gate, seated her on a bench, and returned.
"Now child," he said. "This puma. This Jan. Tdl me about them.”

"Come with me and I'll show you the puma," she answered. "It's dead.”

She related the story of her adventure to her father, as she led him to where the dead carnivore lay. Don
Fernando lisened gravely to her story, and examined the fdlen fdine with interest.

"A giant of itskind, that beast,” he said. "A terrible foe. And you say it was dain by a mere boy?’
"I didn't say a mere boy," replied Ramona reprovingly. "He was magnificent.”

"Yes, of course my little one. A gdlant knight who came to your rescue. But for him | would have logt
you." He threw his arm around her and drew her close. "l wish | could reward him."

"And why can't you?'
"Your description of him... Do you know who he is?'
"To be sure. Heis Jan. He told me s0."

"Yes, but your description of him: red hair, a garment of jaguar skin. He is the wild boy who has dain so
many natives during the past two years. Many strange tales have been told about him. When firg seen he
hed two companions--a giant black man and a great hairy ape. Both of these wore jaguar-skin garments,
aso. They terrorized asmdl Indian community, killing several. Since then the boy has been seen once or
twice with the great ape, but modly be travels done. No one knows what has become of the black giant.
Do you know what they cdl this boy?"

"No."

"They cdl him the jungle Demon. Some say he is hdf man, hdf jaguar. He travels with equa fadlity on
the ground or through the tree tops. When an Indian is found dead, stripped of his wesgpons and
ornaments, they say: ‘It is the jungle Demon again.' He is more fierce, more terrible and more dangerous
than the puma he has dain. All men are his enemies”

"But he said he liked me"

"Carrambal Did he? Then promise methis that you will never leave the house or patio again unless | or
one of the men go with you, armed. Some day he will come to sted you-to carry you off to his jungle lair



to a horrible fate. It would be a terrible blow to your mother and me, and to poor old Senora Soledade.
Won't you do this much for us? Won't you promise?'

Don Fernando had long since learned that threats or commands meant nothing to Ramona, but that she
could be appealed to in a reasonable manner, and that if she made a promise, that promise would be
carried out.

"I don't know, daddy," she answered. "l o love to get away by mysdf once in awhile”

"Yes, | know. But think of the danger. And think of your mother and father, and of your old duenna, who
lovesyou."

"All right daddy, I'll promise.”
And s0 they went into the patio, aam in arm.

As the fird man-monster of the ruined temple struck a him with his cudgd, Jan, who had often dodged
the swift blow of a jaguar's paw, eadly euded his dumsy swing. The force of the blow turned the hary
one part way around. Jan legped in and dedlt im a blow on the back of his neck with the keen machete.
The monger fdl on his face without a sound, his spind column severed by the sharp blade.

With savage ydls the other two closed in to avenge thar fdlen comrade, but Jan was dready running
swiftly toward the river.

Sheething his weapon, he sprang from the top of the bank, in along, graceful dive. He swam frog-like
beneath the surface until a shadow above him told him that he had entered the underground channdl.
Then he arose and, turning on his back, inhded the welcome air.

As he drew himsdf up on the bank in the semidarkness, he hestated for a moment. These men were
deadly enemies. Being bearded like Dr. Bracken and the brutd Jake Grubb on the ship, they were
doubly hateful. He wanted to go back-to stak and day them.

But thejungle, hisjungle, was cdlling. Already he was longing to swing through its sun-dappled branches
and lianas again, and tread the soft leeaf mold in its deeper shadows. And' beyond the jungle was a
beautiful being-Ramona.

Jan groped his way back to the fals Then he descended the notched cut in the diff, dived through the
curtain of water into the pool, and came up beneath his tree-hut. Shaking the water from his gligening
body, he dimbed up and found Chicma dozing pescefully in her compartment. She gave alittle grunt of
gresting as he looked in, then went to deep once more.

Astime went on she had been paying less and |ess atention to his comings and goings. No longer did she
romp with him in mimic combat, or play at tag with him through the tree tops. She liked her soft nest, and
rarey left it except when urged by hunger or thirst. Chicma was getting very old.

Jan took up his favorite bow and awd|-filled quiver of arrows, and left. As he plunged into his jungle, it
was good to fed the soft lesf mold under his bare feet, the cool leaves brushing againg his face and

body.

He was meat-hungry, and his archery soon won him an unwary curassow. Having eaten, he hurried
onward with a fixed purpose-to reach; as soon as possible, the place where he had found Ramona. With
Borno gone and Chicma become grouchy and unsociable, he longed for the companionship of a friend.
And Ramona was the only other living creature who had shown friendship for him.



She attracted him, too, in a different way from the others. At thought of her his pulse would quicken in a
manner quite impossible to explain.

He shortened what had been a four-day journey to three. Arriving at the edge of Don Fernando's grove
of young rubber trees, he hurried to the place where he had last seen her. But he found only the gnawed
bones of the puma.

Recdling the direction in which she had gone when called, he went that way and eventudly arrived a the
patio gate. It was made from heavy planks which fitted a high-arched gateway. He looked through a
crack between two planks and saw the object of his quest, seated beneeth a tree and holding before her
the basket of white leaves with little black tracks on them.

Jan knew nothing of the mechaniam of the gate, and the smooth, plastered surface of the high patio wadl
offered no opportunity for a finger hold, but he observed that a branch of the tree under which the girl
was stting overhung the wal near a branch of a rubber tree outside. This made a clear path for the
jungle-trained Jan.

Hearing a dight sound in the tree above her, Ramona was about to cry out in fear, but she difled the
sound when her knight-errant dropped softly beside her.

"Jan!" she whispered. "Y ou gtartled me!

"Come see you," he responded. "Jan like you."

"Shh! Not so loud. Y ou will wake my duenna.”

"Jan don' undergtan’,”" he said, imitating her low tones.

Sherose, and drew aside the branch of a bushy shrub, one of adump. Just behind it he saw a short and
very round womean in black, seated in a gaudily striped lavn chair with her hands folded in her lap,
sharing quite audibly. The thought flashed to hismind that this must be some deadly enemy of Ramona's.
With alow growl he whipped his bow and arrow from the quiver, and took quick am at the old lady.

The horrified girl caught his hand.

"No, no! You mugt not hurt her! She ismy friend. She loves me. But she mugt not know that you are
here with me"

Puzzled, the youth replaced bow and arrow in his quiver.
"Jan try understan’,” he whispered.
Shelad ahand on hisarm.

"St here beside me" she said, "s0 you will not be seen. Then, if we talk quietly, no one will know that
you are here, and perhaps you may come agan."

They talked for nearly haf an hour, Jan asking questions in his limited broken English aided by the
universd language of Sgns and Ramona trying to explain things to him. He asked her about the little
basket of white leaves covered with many black tracks, and she told him the little tracks talked to her.
She told him the basket was cdled a "book," and that the tracks were cdled "letters™ while groups of
tracks were cdled "words."

At the end of ahdf hour Ramona sad:



"You must go now, Jan. As soon as Senora Soledade finishes her sesta she will look for me and | don't
want her to see you. Come tomorrow at thistime, and | will be here.”

Jan left without protest, going over the wdl as he had come. Once in the jungle, he shot a peccary, ate his
fill, drank deeply at the river, and crept benesth the roots of a ceiba to dream of a pair of lusirous brown

eyes.

And Ramona, having sent him away, was thrilled by her power over 'this handsome youth who, though
he was amighty dayer of fierce beasts and savage men, obeyed her, lightest request without question.

XII.IN A SERPENT'SCOILS

ON THE fdlowing day, and for many days theresfter, Jan met Ramona beneeth the tree in the garden.
As she had made it plain that she did not want these meetings known, he dways came and went with the
utmost caution. The hollow benegth the roots of the celba tree became his home. The fruit and game of
the nearby jungle supplied him with ample food.

On the second day, Don Fernando, walking in the patio with his spotless white suit and smoking his long,
dim cigar, had a narrow escape from death when Ramona stopped Jan just in time as he was preparing
to launch an arrow. Gradudly she was able to make him understand, how dear her father, mother and
duenna were to her, and that her tutor and the servants were friends who must not be dain or injured.

Much of the time she spent in tutoring him. Jan was an eager pupil, and mastered the aphabet in a few
days. Then he tackled an English reader. Ramona's parents, having been educated in the United States,
she was able to correct Jan's accent.

He was paticularly interested in her books on naturd higtory. Many animds he recognized a once by
ther pictures, having seen them in the jungle He marveled a the pictures of the mighty prehistoric
mongers, saying he wished he could meet and overcome some of them in battle He was quite
disappointed when Ramona told him they were dl dead.

Jan was gredly attracted, too, by Ramonas writing and drawing materids. For many days, he watched
her sketch. Then, one day, she gave him pencil, paper, and drawing board, and found that, without
training, he could do dmog as wdl as she. His greatest ddight was to copy the pictures in the naturd
higory books, labeling each sketch with its correct name which, having once learned, he never forgot.

Each day Jan brought some offering from the jungle for hislittle goddess. He sought out the rarest orchids
and the mogt luscious fruits and berries. Once, after art encounter with a Carib native, he brought her a
necklace of jaguar teeth. But she did not dare to keep it, much to his disappointment.

Jan noticed that she had in the padm of her right hand, a blue tracing of a many-petaled flower. One day,
with pen and ink, he traced a smilar flower in his own pam. But to his surprise, the ink soon rubbed off.
He tried to find out what made hers stay, but she, didn't know. The mark had been there dways-.as long
as she could remember.

One afternoon Jan was drawing, usng a sharp, flexible pen and India ink, when he accidentally pricked
hisfinger. The next morning he noticed a little biue spot where the wound had been. When, after a lapse
of severd days, the spot remained, he began to trace a blue flower in his own pam in this manner. The
work took sometime, and cost him a sore hand for a while, but he ended by having a permanent tattoo
mark amogt identicd with that of Ramona, and was ddighted with the result.

As soon as he had learned sufficient English, Jan told Ramona about his early life in the menagerie, and of
Dr. Bracken, whom he cdled "Crud One." He was amazed and deeply relieved when Ramona told him



thet it was impossble for Chicma to have been his mother. He often wondered after that what his red
mother was like, and if he would ever see her.

For more than two months, Jan lived benegth the ceiba near the plantation, watching the rubber workers,
the house servants, and Ramonas parents and friends, and seding in to see her & every opportunity.

To Ramona these secret meetings with her jungle hero were ddightfully romantic. She fdt a little
remorseful about them at firdt, knowing that her parents would not approve. But she had only promised
her father that she would not leave the house or the patio adone, and this promise was being carried out to
the letter.

When she had progressed sufficently with her studies, her parents planned to send her to the United
States, then to Europe, to complete her education. At the end of the two-month period of Jan's stay the
time for her departure was near a hand. He noticed a change in her and asked what was wrong, but she
would not tdl him until the last day.

As she was hdping hm with his reading lesson, a tear suddenly splashed on the page. Jan looked at her
insurprise.

"What is the matter?' he asked. "Why do you cry?"
"I'm going away for along time” she said. "I may never see you agan.”
"If you go away | will fallow," he replied.

"You mug not try to follow," she said. "You could only go dong for a little way, anyhow. First we will
travel down the river in some of my father's smdl boats. We will go around the rapids, severd of them,
the Indians carrying the boats and luggage. Then we will take a amdl steamer. This steamer will carry us
to a segport where we will take a bigger one that will take us across the ocean, far, far from here. Many
thousands of miles”

"But won't you come back?"
"I hope to, some day. But it will be along time”
"I will wait and watch for you," said Jan.

He stood up and dung his quiver over his shoulder. There was a heavy weight in his breast, and
something was choking him.

Suddenly Ramona stood on tiptoes, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.
"Goodby," she whispered. "Wait for me, and I'll wait for you."
Then she darted off through the shrubbery, light-footed as a young deer.

To Jan, who had never before been kissed, who had not known there was such a thing, it was a most
agtounding and pleasant experience. For a moment he stood in a daze, gazing after the fleaing girl. Then
he scampered up the tree, sivung out on the limb, and dropped to the ground beyond the patio wall.

At last his preoccupied mind thought of Chicma, and he fdt a twinge of remorse at having neglected her
s0 long. No knowing what might have happened to her. Flunging into the jungle, he resolved to go
draight to his tree-hut. Never before had he been separated from Chicmafor so long, and though the old
comradeship had dwindled, he could never forget the tender care she had given him, nor the many romps



they had taken together. He was very sad and londly, and his mind was filled with gloomy forebodings.
Asfad as he had hurried away from the hut, he hurried back.

Late in the afternoon of the third day, he reached his objective. He peered into the hut and caled softly in
the language of the chimpanzees.

There was no answer. The hut was deserted.
Alarmed, he sivung out on one af the upper limbs and cdled again, as loudly as he could shot.

He was surprised and ddighted when the answer came back from dmog directly benesth him. Chicma
was waddling unconcernedly dong the edge of the pool, egting a banana. Then Jan saw a sght that
changed his cry of ddight to alow, scarcely audible growl.

Swimming swiftly across the pool in the peculiar, Zigzag manner of serpents was an immense anaconda.
There was no migaking its purpose. With its massve head swaying on its arched neck, and forked
tongue darting from between its scaly lips, it swam sraight for Chicma

Jan shouted a warning, but too late.

For amoment the great head poised above the cringing ape. Then the jaws with ther crud, back-curved
fangs, gaped wide and the serpent struck.

XI11.DR. BRACKEN'SCLUE

DR. BRACKEN knew, when he saw tha Jan and Chicma had been carried off on a Venezudan
schooner, that his elaborate plans for revenge had been delayed. He would not admit that they had been
defeated. He had aways been aman of fixed purpose, and now his determination became so strong that
nothing short of degth itsdf could have stopped him.

Back in his office after his fruitless tramp through the swamp, he sat with his feet on his desk, smoking
innumerable black stogies and scheming.

At fird he thought of taking a steamer for Venezuda and checking up on the arivas there. But his
African trip and some unlucky stock ventures had reduced his fortune to a few thousand dollars, and his
professona income had dwindled to scarcely more than a pittance a trip to South America would be
expendgve, and perhaps fruitless, as the schooner might have visited and Ieft any one of a hundred other
ports before he could reach it. Then, too, Chicma might have died at sea, for chimpanzees have delicate
condiitutions. In that case it would be dmost impossible to trace Jan.

He could look up the names of dl schooners saling under the flag of Venezuda and write letters of
inquiry to their masters, offering a reward. But this might implicate him in a kidnapping case.

He decided that his best plan would be to run blind advertisements regularly in the newspapers of
Venezudas chief segports. So he inserted noticesin al of them twice weekly for several months.

At the end of that time, when no answers had come, he wrote to the masters of dl Venezudan
schooners, usng an dias and living in Jacksonville for the purpose of getting his mal there under the
assumed name. He received courteous replies from every ship's master to whom he had written, but not
one could tdl him what he sought to know.

In desperation Dr. Bracken resorted to hisorigind plan, some nine months after Jan's escape. Sdling his
menagerie and what securities he had, he deposited the money in a Tampa bank, obtained letters of



credit and l€ft.

Firg he caled a every United States port on the Gulf of Mexico. Then he obtained passports and caled
a every other port on the gulf, the Bay of Campeche, and the Caribbean Sea. Still unsuccessful, but
unwilling to give up, he circled the entire continent of South America, spending some time in each port
and returning via the Panama Candl.

Nearly three years after Jan's escape, he got back to Citrus Crossng with his mesger fortune
disspated-only to find a letter there, postmarked "Cumana” With trembling, eager fingers, he opened it
and read in Spanish:

Dear Sir:

Today | bought a bottle of tequila, and the man who sold it to me wrapped it in an old newspaper. When
| unwrapped it later | noticed your advertisement.

| am the ship's master who captured the ape you mention. With her was a wild boy with red har. My
ship, the Santa Margarita, was driven out of her course and sunk by a hurricane. The boy and ape,
together with my firs mate, a Hatian Negro, escaped into the jungle.

Having lost my fortune with my ship, and being compelled to earn my living as a day laborer, | have not
hed the means to pursue them. But | have heard rumors of ther doings, and could easly locate them for
you if supplied with the money to finance an expedition into the jungle. | should be ddighted to undertake
this for a reasonable compensation.

| am, gr, your most humble and obedient servant, CAPTAIN FRANCESCO SANTOS.

Dr. Bracken thoughtfully stroked his iron-gray beard. Then he lit a black stogie and sat down, puffing
fiercdly. Fate, it seemed, had not only worked againgt him, but was now laughing a him. For she a last
reveded the one person who could lead him to Jan-but after she had stripped him of the money needed
for going after the boy.

The doctor was not a man to accept defeat, however, even from Fate. There would be a way to carry
on; there mugt be away.

Suddenly he dapped his thigh and laughed. An idea had occurred to him which appealed to his grim
sense of humor. By a clever juggling of the facts he fdt sure that Harry Trevor, Jan's father, could be
made to pay dl expenses for the expedition, induding the doctor's own.

Over inthe harbor of Tampathe paatid yacht Georgia A. rode idly a anchor, awaiting the whim of her
measter. Thisand Trevor's millions would be at his disposa, Dr. Bracken saw with satisfaction.

The Trevors were having tea on ther spacious screened veranda when he drove up.

"Welcome home; doc," said Harry Trevor, genidly, risng and extending his hand as the doctor came in.
"Have a pleasant trip"

Rather, replied the physcian, as they shook hands. "Astrips go, it wasn't hdf bad.”

He released the young millionairés hand and looked at Georgia Trevor with an involuntary catch of his
breath. If anything, she grew more beautiful year by year in spite of her great sorrow. She was a trifle
thinner, a little paer than she had been in that bygone time when his love had turned to hate. But her
vevety skin was unmarred by wrinkles, and the shimmering copper of her hair was dill untouched by the
dlveramith cdled Time Only in her big blue eyes, might one see the shadow of the tragedy that had dl



but deprived her of life itsef-the tragedy which, though, she did not suspect, had been brought about by
the man who was now amiling down at her, his white teeth gleaming againg the dark background of his
beard.

The doctor advanced and bowed low over her hand.

"I see you have been busy during my absence,” he said.

"Busy? Doing what?'

"Growing more beautiful."”

She laughed-allittle Sivery ripple that had an undertone of sadness.

"Whatll it be, old man?' asked Trevor. "Tea, or something stronger? My bootlegger just brought me
some excdllent Scotch.”

"Teawill do, thanks"

He took a seet a the table and watched Georgia as she gracefully poured the amber beverage. Trevor
pushed lemons, sugar and cream before him.

The doctor helped himsdf to cream and sugar, and stirred his beverage thoughtfully for a moment. Findly
he spoke.

"I don't want you to take it too serioudy, yet," he said, "for it is possible that | am mistaken. However, |
believe | have some great news for you two."

Georgia Trevor leaned forward eagerly.
"It's not about-it can't be about our baby!" she exclamed.
llYall

The teacup dropped from her forgers, and the two men sprang to her support, as she seemed about to
fant. But she steadied hersdlf resolutely.

"I'm-I'm quite dl right. Tdl me!”
The doctor sat down once more, and Trevor collected the fragments of the shattered cup.

"You will remember that an ape of mine wandered away about three years ago,” began the doctor. "A
femde chimpanzee. She was a vauable animd and a favorite pet of mine, so | spared no expense in my
attempits to recapture her.

"I followed her into the swamp, but eventudly lost the trall, nor did | hear anything of her for severd
months afterward. But one day while hunting | met an old 'cracker’ who lived by himsdf back in the
swamps. He told a drange tde of having seen the ape, in company with a red-headed youth about
Sxteen years old, captured by the crew of a Venezudan schooner. Both were taken aboard the ship,
which then salled away.

"I doubted the tde at fird, but as it was my sole remaining clue, | decided to act upon it. | advertised in
the leading Venezudan newspapers without result. But today, upon my return, a letter was waiting for
me. Written in answer to my ad, it confirms the srange story of the old cracker, who has since died.
How this boy and my chimpanzee came to be traveing together is a mystery. Possibly the same person



who kidnaped your baby captured my ape. Perhaps, after becoming friends, they escaped together. At
any rate they were redly captured together, and together were shipwrecked on the coast of South

America Ligen to this"
He took the letter of Santos from his pocket, opened, and read it.
Georgia Trevor turned to her husband, her eyes dight with hope.

"It must be our boy, Harry!" she exclamed. "l am sure it is. Can't we go to South America at once and
look for im? Oh, | want him so!*

"We cartanly can, dear," he said. "I'll send awire to Tampa, so the yacht will be provisioned and ready.
Then well drive over in the morning, get aboard, and be off." He turned to the doctor. "Youre coming
with us, aren't you, doc?"

The physidian sighed.

"Like to," he responded, "but I'm afrad | can't. You see, | had alittle run of bad luck with stocks. I'm
cleaned.”

"Dont let that worry you, old man. | want to pay al expenses, you know. Insst on it. And we need you,
not only because of your medica knowledge but because you are a seasoned travder and jungle
explorer. I'd like to have you take charge of the expedition on a sdary--name it yoursdf--and dl
expenses paid. Jugt tdl me how much you need at present, and I'll advance it now.”

The details were soon settled. Money was cabled to Santos, and he was ingtructed to organize and teke
charge of a party for the expedition, and then to await the arriva of the yacht.

The next morning the Georgia A. steamed out of Tampa harbor, bound for South America

XIV.THE HIDDEN VALLEY

JAN HESITATED for a moment when he saw the crue jaws of the immense anaconda close on the
shoulder of Chicma. Then, running lightly out to the end of the limb on which he stood, he dived for a
point beside the great, thick coils that were dithering up out of the pool to encircle their victim.

Although it was a much higher dive than he had ever made, Jan struck the water deanly and came up
beside the serpent. Whipping out his machete, he hacked again and agan at the writhing coils. The
waters of the pool seethed with the struggles of man, ape and serpent.

Presently the anaconda released its hold on Chicma, who was, by this time, near the curtain of water
dripping from above. She indantly scrambled through it, and Jan was left done to fight it out with the
huge reptile, which had now turned dl its atention to him.

With jaws gaping and neck arched above the foaming water, it struck straight for his face. But dthough
the dart of the serpent was incredibly swift, the counter-stroke of Jan was quicker. His machete flashed
in, a shimmering arc, its keen edge hdf severing the reptile's enormous head from its body. Feebly, the
snake attempted to strike again, but this time the machete completed its task, and the gaping head flew
off to snk out of Sght, while the scaly body continued to writhe and flounder amlesdy about in the water.

Jan's firg concern was for Chicma, whom he had seen as she crawled through the sheet of fdling water.
Aunging in after her, he found her huddied againg the diff beneath the fdls, whimpering and licking her
wounded shoulder.



"Come" he barked in the chimpanzee language. "L et us go back to the hut.”
"No. Slegpy One will get me™"

"But he has gone to deep forever.”

"I will not go. He might wake up.”

He coaxed, but to no avail.

Then he thought of the open vdley at the other end of the cavern where he had met the hary men.
Perhaps he could persuade her to go that way. And anyhow, he wanted to explore the vdley and to
avenge himsdf on the hary creatures who had attacked him. He would teach them and their kind to let
him aone, as he had taught the Indians of the jungle.

He went back to the tree-hut, where he gathered an assortment of wegpons. a bow and a quiverful of
arrows, a blowgun with a supply of poisoned darts, and a spear. He dso exchanged the machete he was
carying for one dightly larger and heavier.

Returning to where Chicma cowered beneath the waterfdl, he said:
"Come. We leave this place.”

She followed him obediently as he dimbed the notches in the face of the diff and entered the cave
guarded by the hawk-faced and dog-faced statues. She was not afraid to go with him through the dark
corridors of the cavern. But she balked when they reached the place where it was necessary to enter the
water once more in order to get out into the sunlight. Twice she had been injured by mongters that hed
come up out of the water-an dligator and an anaconda-and she feared it.

After coaxing and arguing for some time to no avail, Jan decided to take his weagpons through firdt, then
come back after her. He made them into a bundle with the curari-tipped blowgun darts on the top, so the
poison would not be washed from their points. Supporting the bundle, hdf in and hdf out of the water,
with one hand he siwam out into the sunlight. Making for the shore, he hid his bundle in a dump of reeds,
then swam back into the cavern.

Chicma, seeing him return unhurt, findly decided to go back with him.

As solicitous as a mother for her babe, Jan helped Chicma through the underground channel. She had
cared for himin his years of helplessness, and now that she grew more dependent day by day, he fet that
come what might he mugt care for her.

Emerging into the sunlight, they swam for the shore and dimbed up the bank. Standing on the top, they
shook themsdves like two dogs.

Jan gathered up his weapons and they started off down the broken, weed-gown avenue. To the ape, the
grotesque images which lined the approach to the temple ruins were only so many oddly shaped stones,
but to the boy they were a source of wonder and curiosty. He eyed each one suspicioudy as he came
near it, fearful lest it should suddenly come to life and attack them. He aso kept a sharp lookout for his
former enemies, the hairy men.

On reaching the porta of the ruined temple, they advanced cautioudy, Jan keeping his weapons in
readiness in case some unseen enemy should legp out from behind a pillar or fdlen rock fragment.

A large part of the roof had caved in, but many sections were dill intact. The wals were decorated with



brightly colored murds, and much statuary stood about on pedestals and in niches. The floor was of
smooth, well-matched tiles laid in geometric designs. All of these things appealed tremendoudy to Jan's
inherent artistic and aesthetic nature, so that he proceeded dowly in order to gaze his fill a the new
wonders congtantly appearing before him.

The building conssted of a centrd auditorium, around which were many corridors and anterooms. At one
end of the great hdl; on a semicircular platform, stood a colossa image of a men with a thin, Sckle-like
beard curving outward from the point of his chin. On the head was atal crown, ornamented on each side
with a curling plume and a twisted horn, and in front with a smooth, golden disk. One huge hand held a
three-lashed whip, and the other a short-handled crook.

Passing on through the ruins of the building Jan and Chicma emerged in the remains of what had once
been alarge and magnificent garden, circled by a high stone wal. Despite the fact that it was overgrown
with weeds and creepers, there remained many flowers, shrubs and trees. In the center an ornate fountain
of marble and carndian splashed mugcally.

At the far end of the garden was a amdl, vine-covered bower. Jan wandered toward this, admiring
severd and| Satuettes which stood dong the pathway, while Chicma made draight for an orange tree
near the wall.

He had passed the fountain only a little way when he saw something that caused him to diffen in his
tracks, then slently dart behind adump of shrubbery. A thing ingde the bower had moved; an immense
thing with striped sides and back, and a huge, cat-like head.

Loading his blow-gun with a poisoned dart, Jan waited tensdly. The great shaggy head dowly emerged
into the pathway, followed by a striped body as large as that of a burro. With tassdled ears lad back
and eght-inch tusks gleaming, its appearance was terror-griking.

Jan recognized the cregture ingantly from a picture he had seen in one of Ramonas books. It was a
saber-toothed tiger, and Ramona had told him it belonged to a past age, tha there were no longer any
such creatures on earth. Apparently she had been misinformed.

Theprimevd giant cat had evidently been awakened from its ngp by the sound of their entrance into its
retreat, and resented it. Noting the direction of its baleful gaze, Jan saw that it was waiching Chicma as
she sat on one of the lower branches of the orange tree, greedily devouring the fragrant fruit.

Jan put his blow-gun to hislips and sped atiny dart a the monger. The dender missle imbedded itsdf in
the grest striped shoulder, and dung. The creature shook itsdlf; didodging it. Evidently the smdll projectile
had not caused this big cat any more inconvenience or pain than the ging of an insect.

Knowing the usud effect of the curari poison with which he had tipped the dart, Jan waited, expecting to
see the creature Snk down dead inits tracks. But-insteed, it charged sraight for the tree in which Chicma
was feeding, uttering a roar louder and more terrible than any Jan had ever heard.

As the beast charged, Jan sent a second dart into its Sde. He shot a third into its heaving flank as it
legped for the lower branches of the orange tree.

Chicma had taken one look at the charging carnivore and scampered for the topmost branches of the
tree, but when she saw it legping up toward her she swung over the top of the high wall and dropped out
of 9ght on the other side.

The poison from the firs dart had evidently not been enough to paralyze the motor nerves of the huge
beast. But the triple dose began to take effect asit caught the lower branches of the tree. It dung to them



for amoment, snarling and roaring, then fdl to the ground on its back.

Jan knew that no member of the cat tribe would fdl on its back from that height unless it was very near
death, so he waited. After thrashing about for some time in the undergrowth, the mighty killer findly lay
dill.

Before gpproaching it, Jan fired an arrow into the carcass. As no movement followed, he was convinced
that the monster was degping its last long deep, and advanced to examine it. For some time he looked
the beast over, marveing at itslong, sickle-shaped claws, its bulging muscles, and its immense saber-like
tusks. What a fearful antagonist it would make! Jan had fought the jaguar and the puma, machete againgt
teeth and claws, and won, but he fdt very dubious indeed about the outcome of such a dud with one of
these mongters.

However, it had gone to degp now, never to waken. He must reassure Chicma. He cdled to her, but
there was no reply. He cdled again at the top of hisvoice. Still no answer.

Alarmed, he scrambled up the orange tree and onto the top of the wall. He was looking out over a vast,
raling plain--a savanna of tdl, waving grass, dotted here and there with clumps of trees. Meeting a the
point where the river went underground and traveling as far as he could see to the right and left, until lost
in the blue haze, was an unbroken line of tal diffs endrding the vdley through which the river
meandered. Beyond the plain before him was a dense forest, Chicma's trall of trampled grass led that
way; she had set out for the jungles of this great closed valey.

After caching his blow-gun darts and spear in one of the anterooms 'of the temple in order to lighten his
burden, Jan hurried after the chimpanzee, fallowing the plainly marked trail with ease through the tal,
rudling grass.

This grass, with its rough cutting edges, reminded Jan of the sawgrass he had encountered in the
Everglades. It brought hateful memories of Dr. Bracken, and the life he had lived as a prisoner in the

menagerie.
He had thought he would easily catch up with the aged Chicmain a few minutes, but before he had gone

fax he knew that her great fright at the saber-toothed tiger had caused her to run much faster than usud.
At last he caught Sght of her, just passng over the brow of alow hill ahead.

Then he saw something that checked the shout on his lips and brought him to an abrupt hat-a row of
hideous mongters, with sharp horns on the tips of their noses and just above their eyes, were gdloping
over the hill. Their shoulders were protected by great bony ruffs, and behind these, mounted on their
backs, sat men clad in shiny ydlow armor and carrying long lances.

Knights-mounted on triceratops! Jan recognized both from pictures he had seen in Ramonas books. But
she had sad that both belonged to the past, that such things were no more.

With a shriek of fear, Chicma turned and attempted to flee, but in a twinkling she was surrounded, and a
half dozen of the armored men had dighted and were advancing toward her.

Jan's fird impulse at sght of that formidable host was to run. But when he saw Chicma surrounded, his
loydty hed him. Ftting an arrow to his bowstring, he launched it a the man who stood nearest to the
cowering chimpanzee. To his surprise, the six-foot shaft rebounded harmlesdy from the gligening yellow
cuirass. He released a second, and this glanced off the metd hedmet, narrowly missing Chicma

But the firgt arrow had revedled his presence to the enemy. Wild shouts of the armored men mingled with
the hoarse bellows and thundering hoof beats of their fearsome mounts as they charged. In a trice he was



surrounded by acircle that bristled with triple-horned heads and glittering lance points.

Jan dropped his bow, whipped out his heavy machete, and stood a bay. Severad of his assallants
dismounted and came toward him carrying long, two-edged swords in ther hands. A moment more and
he would have been cut to ribbons, had not there come a sharp command from one of the men who had
remained mounted. At this, the advancing warriors sheathed their weapons and leaped in, dutching him
with their mailed hands.

Despite his vaiant resstance, his machete was soon wrested from him, his wrists were bound together
behind his back, and he was flung into a saddle in front of one of the riders.

As the cavacade moved away, Jan saw with rdief that Chicma, too, was a prisoner, and not dain as he
hed feared.

Although the great beasts which carried the mailed warriors were ponderous and clumsy-looking, they
traveled across the grassy plain a a consderable speed. It was not long before they reached the forest
which Jan had seen from the wal of the ruins. It was much like his jungle of the outsde world, though
many of the plants were new and strange to him. Here shrub, tree and vine intermingled in such a thick
and impenetrable tangle that/the riders were forced to pass, sngle file dong a narrow tunnd which had
evidently been cut for the purpose through the thickly interwoven vegetation.

A moment later there flashed through Jan's nimble mind a plan for making his escape. They had entered
one of the thickest and darkest parts of the jungle when he suddenly pivoted in the saddle, catching the
men who rode behind him with his elbow, just below the armpit, and hurled him off his mount to the right.
Almod at the same ingtant, he threw himsdlf into the thicket at his|eft.

Because his hands were bound behind him, Jan fdl on his face in the undergrowth. But he quickly
scrambled to hisfeet and dashed away. The shouts of men, the dlank of armor and the crashing of jungle
growths apprised him of pursuit, and he hurried breathlesdy onward.

Although the swift mounts and heavy armor of the warriors had been to ther advantage for capturing Jan
in the open, they were a hindrance in the jungle. Soon they fdl so far behind that the sounds of pursuit
came but fantly to the fugitives ears. But he did not dacken his pace.

The jungle came to an end with unexpected abruptness, and Jan found himsdf on the margin of a amdl
stream thickly dotted with water lilies Just in front of him a black-robed figure-a white man-stood in the
gern of ablack boat, built and carved to resemble a huge dligator with head and tal up-curved from the
water. The man in the black robe, a thickset, ruddy-faced, bullet-headed felow with a shaved pall, held
along, stout pole with which he was evidently about to push off from shore. But as soon as he saw Jan,
the robed man quickly shifted his hold and swung the pole bludgeon-like for his head. Jan dodged, and
turned to reenter the shelter of the jungle.

But a that moment his feet dipped on the muddy bank, and he fdl, face downward. The boatman's long
gaff, which he had avoided the fird time, swvung again as he tried to scramble to his feet. This time it
struck him squarely on the right temple, and brought oblivion.

XV.THE BLACK PRISON

WHEN JAN recovered consciousness once more he was lying in the bottom of the boat, which the
black-robed man was poling up the narrow stream. He tried to move, and found that not only his wrigts,
but his ankles aso, were bound. Piled in the boat around him were many baskets of |otus plants which his
captor had gathered.



At firg they passed only the moss-draped, liana-laced border of the jungle, but they presently arrived at
aplace where ahigh wal of black marble fronted the stream. The prow of the boat grounded at the base
of aflight of steps which led up from the water's edge to a massve gate that barred a great arched
gateway. At each sde of this stood a guard in black armor, holding along pike and wearing a sword and

dagger.

Themanin the boat shouted, and the gate swung back. A dozen black-robed figures came through it and
down the steps. Some of them dragged the prow of the boat higher, while others took out the baskets of
lotus plants. Many exclaimed in apparent surprise as they saw Jan lying bound in the bottom of the boat,
but none offered to touch him.

When the cargo of plants had been removed, Jan's captor looped a rope around his neck. Then he drew
aknife from his girdle and cut the rope that bound his ankles, sgning for imto rise.

Jan stood up, and his head swam dizzly, for it was 4ill rocking from the blow he had received. But his
captor, with a hoarse command which he could not comprehend, stepped out of the boat and tugged a
the rope drding his neck-an unspoken order which the captive understood very well-and which he had

to obey.

After fdlowing his conductor up the steps, Jan was led through an immense garden of well-kept flowers,
ghrubs and trees. It was decorated with Statuary depicting some figures of rare beauty and others of
aurpassing ugliness. And dotted here and there were pools and fountains. In some of these pools were
sacred lotuses, budding and in full bloom; in others, Jan saw the black-robes setting out the plants which
hed just been taken from the nearby stream.

Having crossed the garden, they entered a doorway where two more black-armored pikemen stood
guard in an immense building of black marble. Then they followed for some distance a long corridor, the
floor of which was of black and slver tiles, and the wadls of which were decorated with brightly colored
murds. Many doorways opened into this corridor, but Jan's captor did not pause urtil he reached a great
arched opening at its very end.

Here he was hdted by two guards, each of whom, in addition to his sword and dagger, carried an
immense broad-ax. After exchanging a few words with Jan's captor, they permitted him to pass into a
large centrd room, the domed caling of which resembled the sky on a Sarlit, moonless night.
Congspicuous among the sparkling congdlations was-though Jan, of course did not know whet it was-a
megnified representation of the planet Saturn, showing globe and rings as they would look through a
telescope.

Jan stared in wonder and amazement at this vivid and exaggerated representation of the nighttime sky.
Then his attention was attracted by a group of black-robed figures sanding on the other side of the room
a the right and left of a greet, black throne.

His captor jerked him roughly forward, nearly choking him, and advancing obsequioudy, kndlt before the
black throne.

Seated on the throne was a man whose emaciated features were of chaky paeness-a white skin
stretched over a nearly fleshless skull. On his head was a shimmering slver hdmet, the crest of which was
fashioned to represent the arched head and neck of an dligator. It sparkled with many jewels, dominated
by an immense emerad that flashed above the center of his forehead.

Hislank body was incased, dso, in dlver armor, and over his shoulders was thrown a long, black cape,
broidered and bordered with slver and jewels. Depending from about his neck by a dender chain was a
bl of slver, circled with many concentric disks of the same metal-an emblem of the planet, Saturn.



As he stared down at Jan, his ghesily festures were immobile, inscrutable. Only his sunken eyes, which
glowed with the greenish light that characterizes the orbs of night-prowling beasts showed any sgns of
animation. And their gaze was baeful-menacing.

After looking at Jan for a moment, he addressed a few words to his captor. The latter replied a some
length. When he had finished, the man on the throne made a sgn with his right hand. As he did so, the
youth noticed that in his pdm was tattooed a blue flower like that in the paten of Ramona, a copy of
which wasin Jan's own palm.

In response to the gesture, a fat, black-robed, shaved-headed fdlow with heavy pink jowls came and
bowed be-, fore the throne, extending a metd box with the lid thrown back. From this box the man on
the throne selected a jeweled bracelet, which he tossed to Jan's il knedling captor. Then he clapped his
hands, whereupon two armored guards clanked into the room from a door at the Side of the dais.

At aword of command from the man on the throne, each of them seized Jan by an arm, and together
they marched him away. After they had gone down a narrow and tortuous corridor for a long way, they
came out into a aunlit courtyard paved with black granite. Crossing this, they arrived before a massve
gate, guarded by four armored pikemen and four ax-men.

One of the pikemen drew back a heavy-bar, and the gate swung open. After removing the rope from
around Jan's 'neck and cutting his bonds with a dagger, his two conductors pushed him through.
Bewildered, he looked about him as the gate closed behind him.

He stood in a long, rectangular pen surrounded by twenty-foot walls built of large granite blocks,
smooth-faced and so carefully fitted together that it was barely possible to see where they joined.

In the pen were severd hundred men-not white like his captors, yet lighter in color than the Indians he
hed encountered in the jungle. Thar skin seemed to vary from light tan to ydlow. Some of them closdy
resembled Indians except for ther lighter skins, but the eyes of mos of them danted more, and their
cheek bones were more pronounced. All wore leather breech clouts and sandds of twisted grass, and
some had geudily colored blankets thrown over thelr shoulders.

They were quetting on the ground or standing around in little groups, conversng. But as soon as Jan
entered he became the target for their glances, and evidently the chief subject of their conversation. Many
crowded around him, chattering excitedly, and saring asif he were some strange beast on exhibition. The
ring drew closer.

Jan snarled menacingly. He didiked Indians, for with a sngle exception they had aways proved hodlile to
him; dways sought his life These men reminded him of Indians. But they gave way before him as he
strode forward, diffly erect and dert for attack, toward the gate at the opposite end of the inclosure.
Perhaps they were awed by the fire that flashed from his sted-gray eyes. Or they may have been
impressed by the powerful musdes that rippled beneath his smooth skin.

Having crossed the inclosure without being touched, Jan sat down in the shadow of the gate. Although
many danting eyes dill stared at him, no one had followed. He considered plans for escape. He could not
scae the twenty-foot wdls unaided. Furthermore, at intervas of thirty feet around the rim were amadl
sentry towers, each of which hed two archers. Great stedth would' be required, even on the darkest
night, to avoid these dert watchers and escape with awhole skin.

XVI. THE DAY OF PAYMENT
ABRUPTLY THE GATE behind Jan swung open. He sprang to his feet as four black-armored men



entered, marching abreast, carrying long swords in their hands. Behind them came a file of dant-eyed,
ydlow-skinned daves, naked save for breech clouts and sandals. Each dave bore an immense tray on his
head, and Jan saw that some were hegped high with fruits, some with chunks of cooked mest, and some
with golden-brown cakes. Following these daves were others who bore large earthenware jars on ther
heads, and around whose waists cups hanging from wire hooks jingled musicdly.

As the gate closed behind them, the daves carrying the trays kndt in a row, dill holding them on ther
heads. Those who carried the jars aso kndlt, and set them on the ground. The occupants of the inclosure,
meanwhile, hurried to form a long line, jostling and crowding each other for the places nearest the front.
Then, a a shout from one of the swordsmen, they filed past the row of kneding daves, where each was
supplied with a piece of mest, a cake, some fruit, and a cupful of brown beverage which was dipped
from the jars, and which Jan afterward learned was cdled chocolate. The four swordsmen stood by, to
see that no one got more then his share.

Jan was hungry, having esten nothing since entering the valey. He went to one of the meet trays and was
about to hdp himsdf when a swordsman shouted something to him which he could not understand, and
ran between him and the tray, brandishing his weapon. Under the menace of the keen blade, Jan backed
away, the guard falowing him chattering and gesticulating.

He was made to understand that he must take his place in the ling, at the very end. So carefully had the
supply of rations been computed that when Jan findly reached them, but one portion of each thing was
left. With his meat, cake and fruit held in the curve of his left am before him, and his cup’ of chocolatl in
hisright hand, he made hisway through the jostling crowd. The daves and swordsmen withdrew, and he
heard the gate dam shut after them.

Suddenly a brown hand reached over his shoulder from behind and snatched his mest. With a low growl
of rage, Jan whirled to confront the pilferer. But there were no less than a hdf dozen men behind him,
each of whom might have been guilty. Each wore an innocent expression, and none seemed to have more
then one piece of mest.

Enraged and disappointed at losng his favorite food, but unable to tel who snatched it, he turned away
to seek a spot where he might eat the remainder of his rations undisturbed. Then a youth of about his
own age stepped in front of him with a friendly amile, and tearing his own piece of meet in two, offered
him half.

Jan was nonplused. The anger surging within him made him fed like flying a any one who crossed his
path. But hiswrath dissolved before that disaeming amile and unsdfish offer. He accepted the mest, and
the two lads sat down sde by sde to eat, neither knowing that this was to be the beginning of a
friendship that would be strong and lagting.

They conversed by dgns a fird, but Jan soon made his companion understand that he wished to know
the names of things, by pointing to or touching them and looking a him quegtioningly. As he was quick to
learn and had an excdlent memory, it was not long before he was combining verbs and adjectives with
his nouns, and forming short sentences in this new language.

Weeks passed, and though many prisoners were taken away and new ones brought in, Jan and his
companion remained. During this time. Jan learned the language of the ydlow people, and dso a
consderable portion of that of therr white captors, which his friend taught him.

The ydlow-skinned youth's name was Koh Kan, Kob being his given name and Kan both his family
name and title. Tattooed in the pam of his right hand was a picture of a feathered serpent, done in red.
This he told Jan, was a picture of Kan, the mighty serpent, earthly representative of the Fair God,



Quetza coatl, whose abode was in the sun, but who was expected to return some day to earth. Koh's
father, he said, was hereditary ruler of his race and High Priest of Kan, so he was Prince Koh of the
House of Kan. Jan had only a hazy idea of the postion of a prince, but he had noticed the great respect
shown this one by the ydlow prisoners, and judged that it must be quite important.

Koh sad his people lived in a greet city caled Temukan, which was a long, dangerous journey away,
beyond an immense, muddy pit in which roved terrible and gigantic mongters. They were dways a war
with the white people, he said, whose chief city was cdled Satmu, and who worshiped a number of gods.
His people, he said, had but one sect and worshiped Quetzacoatl in the person of Kan, the great
feathered serpent, who was propitiated with human sacrifice-prisoners of war and convicted criminas

The white people, he said, were divided into four sects who worshiped two gods Re and Asar; a
goddess, Asat; and a demon, Set-whose earthly representative was Sebek, a very terible living water
mongter. They adso did homege to three minor divinities

The Sect of Re, he said, wore gold-plated armor, or dothing of a golden ydlow color-such as had first
captured Jan. That of Asar wore white, and that of Aset light blue. But the Sect of Set wore black.

"You and I," hetold Jan, "have been captured by the people of Set.”

"For what purpose?’ asked Jan.

"Each day," sad Koh, "you have noticed that two men are taken away, never to return?”
"Yes, | have noticed that," replied Jan.

"They are fed to the mongter, Sebek," said Koh. "Some day we, too, shdl be fed to him, as will every
menin this place.”

"What is he like?' Jan wanted to know.

"There are said to be mongters like himin the greet pit of mud which lies near the center of the valey, but
nowhere dsg" Koh told him. "His head and long jaws ‘are like those of an dligator, but many times
bigger. His body is very long, and hisfeet are like the fins of afish. Here, | will show you.”

With the tip of his finger he sketched a picture of the creature he had described. Then arisng, he
continued: "Heis said to be thislong," and stepped off twenty paces, or about fifty feet.

"Butif there are other creatures like this”" said Jan, "why isit that they feed men to this one only?'

"He is sdlected from among the others by the High Priest,” Koh replied, "who makes certain tests to
ascertain whether or not the soul of Set has descended into him. This only happens about once in five
generations, as the beasts are very long-lived, and a new one is selected from the pit only when an old
one dies”

At every opportunity Jan made inquiries about Chicma, but he learned nothing until one day when a
prisoner who had formerly been adave of the golden Sect of Re told him he had seen her, and that she
was kept as an object of great curiodty in the roya paace of Satmu, having been presented to the
empress by the captain of a band of huntsmen who had captured her.

A few days after that, as Jan and Koh sat taking, four guards walked up to where they sat.

"It is the summond" whispered Koh. "We are to be fed to Sebek! Farewell, friend Jan. | hope that we
may meet and be friendsin the next world."



The two lads embraced, but were quickly torn apart by the guards, who hustled them away.

XVII.AWARM TRAIL

ON ONE of the long wooden docks that projected over the river in front of the Suarez hacienda, Don
Fernando and Dona Isabella, as wdl as a score of therr Indian servants, stood gezing intently
downstream. Today Ramona was expected home from her firg year of school in the United States. A
servant had just come dashing up to the house to announce that the boats were coming.

After gazing for a brief interva, Don Fernando removed his dim cigar from between his lips and said to
hiswife

"The mozo was wrong. Those are not our canoes.”

"But they mudt be," indsted Dona Isabella. "Who el se would be coming this way with so many boats?"
The don shrugged.

"Explorers, perhaps, or a party of hunters. Well soon see.”

There were Sx canoes in dl, mogt of them smdler than the sx sent out by Don Fernando in charge of
Felipe Fuez, his foreman, with orders to meet and bring Ramona and her governess.

As the fird canoe drew near to the dock, the don carefully scanned the faces of its occupants. Besides
the four Indian paddlers it contained two white men-one a swarthy Venezudan with a smdl, pointed
mustache, the other alean, bearded man wearing a pith hedmet and khaki, who might be an American or
an Englishman. In the second boat rode two more people with pith hemets and khaki dothing. One was
a broad-shouldered, clean-shaven, athletic-looking felow who appeared to be in his middle thirties, the
other was a woman, somewhat younger and quite comely, whose curls glinted auburn in the reflected
sunbeams that danced up from the river. The other four boats contained Indian paddiers and luggage.

Thefirg canoe came up beside the dock. Its gunwae was seized by willing hands, steadied.

The don and dona were amiling and gracious now, masking ther disgppointment a not seeing Ramona,
thet they might wel come the stirangers with fitting cordidity.

When the firg two stood on the dock the bearded men took theinitiative
"I am Dr. Bracken, Don Fernando,’ he said in Spanish.
"I am honored, senor,” replied the don. "Doha Isabella, may | present Dr. Bracken?'

"An honor and a pleasure,” murmured the doctor, when the dona had acknowledged the introduction.
"May | present Captain Santos?

"My other companions speak very little Spanish,” he added then. "Permit me to trandate for you."

"Hardly necessary,” smiled the don. "I'm a Harvard man, and the dona attended Lake Forest Universty.
Wefirg metin the States at afootbal game.”

"Splendid!" replied the doctor. "Then the introductions will be in English.”

And s0 they were. Dona Isabdla and Mrs. Trevor soon found much in common, due to the former's
resdence in the Stales.



Suddenly there came a cry from an Indian & the end of the dock.

"More canoes coming!”

Don Fernando looked down the river. Two had rounded the bend. A third was just nosng into sight.
"Viva" he cried. "Our boats!"

"It's our daughter, Ramong," explained Dana Isabella

Thefirg canoe came on swiftly, outdistancing the others. It glided toward the pier, propelled by the don's
best paddlers, and steered by Ruiz himsdf, a big fdlow with a snow-white mustache and goatee. He
deftly guided it to the dock amid shouts of welcome:

As many willing hands steadied the boat, Ramona stood up, legped lightly out, ran into the arms of Dona
Isabella, kissed and hugged Don Fernando. There were tears of joy in the eyes of dl three. The don held
her away from him, admiring her proudly.

"How you have grown, my little one! And how stunning you look in those 'flapper' clothed"

Many other pairs of eyes dso admired the trim little figure, the lustrous dark eyes and hair, and the skin
of milk and roses. The usudly hdf-closed orbs of Captain Santos opened wide and he gasped
involuntarily. As his eyes drank in Ramonas youthful loveiness, passon flamed suddenly in his breast,
was reflected in the flush that mounted to his throbbing temples: Suddenly self-conscious and fearful lest
he had been noticed, he tore his eyes away and fumbled for a cigarette. Not until he had lighted it did he
cast afurtive glance around him. No one, it seemed, had observed him. With asigh of rdief, he exhded a
cloud of blue smoke.

But there was one who had seen, and understood fully. Dr. Bracken, outwardly unmoved, was inwardly
gloating. For many days he had been looking for a rope with which to bind Santos to his cause. Now it
was reveded to hm as planly asif the captain had spoken his thoughts doud.

Fussng like a brooding hen, the short and rotund duenna, Senora Soledade, was on the dock now.

Doha Isabella was introducing Ramona and Georgia Trevor. The girl started perceptibly as she clasped
the hand of the auburn-haired woman and for the first time had a good ook at her features.

"What as wrong?' asked the older woman.
"It's-it's nothing at, dl. You look wonderful. Y ou remind me strangdly of someone e

Don Fernando gave some crigp orders about the luggage. The Indians scrambled to obey, and the party
moved toward the house.

According to Don Fernando's code, it would have been very bad taste to ask the purpose of his guests
expedition.

The subject did not come up until dl had gathered for dinner.

"I'm curious to know," said Georgia Trevor to Ramona, "about this person who so greatly resembles
rre.ll

"His name is Jan," replied Ramona, "and he is only a little older than 1. He once rescued me from a
puma”



The effect of this statement on the four guests was dectric. The eyes of Santos narrowed dightly. Dr.
Bracken retained perfect control of his features, but he could not prevent the sudden palor that spread
over them a the mention of Jan's name. Harry Trevor's face showed his intense interest: that of his wife,
sudden hope.

"Sightly older than you-resembling mel" she cried. "Harry, it must be our boy! He would be nineteen
now. Tel me more about him, my dear--tell me dl about him!"

With flashing eyes, Ramona related the story of her rescue. Her description of Jan was so favorable that
her hero worship was obvious to al. She said nothing about her frequent meetings with him, dthough she
hoped to resume them. Don Fernando had given his opinion of Jan quite planly.

"Por Diog" exclamed the captain. That ees him, dl right! Ees wan dangerous hombre, too, | ta' you.
Me, | rather meet the hongry puma, any time"

"He's dangerous only to those who would harm him,” flashed Ramona. "I am not afraid to meet him."

"I fed," interposed Harry Trevor, "that we owe our host and hogstess an explanation. If you don't mind,
my dear,” with a look at his wife "I'll begin at the beginning and tdl them why we have come into the
South American jungles”

She nodded assent, and while dl listened in rapt attention, and with varying emotions, he related the
entire tale. The don and dona were sympathetic, eager to help. Ramona hoped that these people, whom
she had begun to like very much, would redly prove to be Jan's parents.

After dinner coffee, liqueurs and cigars were served on the terrace that overlooked the patio, and quite
early everyone retired.

The rooms of Dr. Bracken and the captain were opposite each other. As they waked down the hdl
together, the doctor invited Santos in for a chat. Santos sat down and lit a cigarette while the doctor
softly closed the door. After ligening for a moment, he returned and flung himsdf into a chair.

"It's about time, captain,” the doctor said evenly, "that you and | came to a complete understanding. I'm
not going to beat around the bush. Y ou want to make money, don't you?'

llg.ll
"And today you saw something which you want even more than money.”
"l don't gat you."

"Yesyou do. | wasn't blind today, Santos, when we stood on the pier as a certain party arrived. Now,
suppose | am willing to help you redize your desire. Would you be willing to hep me redize a certan
wigh of my own? To work with me and keep your mouth shut?'

"S, senor. | work to beat hd' and keep the mouth shut tight.’

"Hnel Now what do you suppose would happen if you were to go to Don Fernando and propose
marriage with his young daughter?'

"Ha]ty!'

"Yes Held kick you out of the house. Now suppose you were to approach the daughter and suggest that
she elope with you?'



The captain shrugged.
"Who knows what a woman will do, senor?'

"You know and | know that sheis not likdly to consder the plea of a stranger twice her age when she is
inlove with a handsome youth.

"So | theenk you right. She's craz' about that keed, for sure”

"Now where do you come in? What are your plans? You probably intend to sted that child, run away
with her a the firg opportunity. You will try to force marriage upon her-break down her will. If you
succeed you will be the hushand of the heiress to the Suarez millions Sooner or later her people would
take her back, and you with her. Suppose, on the other hand, that she would not marry you under any
consderation. You could demand, and probably get a princdy ransom. Failing in this, you would dill
have the girl-and to you, she hersalf would be worth the ransom of a grandee. Am | right?"

"If so, what then”?'

"Smply this | want to find Jan a once and keep him away from this house urtil it fits certain plans that |
have to bring him here. | don't want his parents or their friends to hear of his capture. If you are willing to
help me and say nathing, I'll be glad to do the same for you. Well, what do you say?'

"l say, 'O.K." amigo. I'm weeth you till the cow goes home."

XVIIl. A DEATH HOLIDAY

A GREAT CROWD filled the open-air Temple of Sebek, a circular amphitheater near the great black
Temple of Set. Word had gone forth that two unusud sacrifices would go into the capacious maw of the
great fish-reptile Sebek this day-a prince of the House of Kan, and a strange white savage.

Not only were many black-robed priests present, and black-armored warriors, but there were dso
nobles of the order of Set, with their black cloaks, in pecid seats reserved for them, In other sections
were tradesmen, artisans, artists, scribes, muscdans and laborers. Although their costumes varied greetly
in pattern and richness, dl wore black, which identified them as the followers of Set. No women or
children were present.

On araised plaform of black marble stood Samsu, High Priest of Set and cousin of the Emperor Mena,
in his secrificid robes and ornaments. His pasty, skull-like countenance turned dowly from side to Side,
and his amdl snaky eyes sparkled with satisfaction as he noted how vast an audience had gathered to
view this specid sacrifice.

The feeding of Sebek was a daly rite at the sun's zenith, and was therefore so common that when
ordinary prisoners were sacrificed no one attended except those priests and warriors whose presence
was commanded. But it was not often that Sebek feasted on roydty, and the white savage was a distinct
novelty.

The High Priest looked down a the mongter, a gigantic ichthyosaur, svimming back and forth in the deep
pool, the surface of which was about ten feet below the bottom tier of seats. Sebek was aways hungry,
and unusudly active whenever his feeding time drew near. The jewel-studded gold ringsin his ears and
nodrils clattered as he reared his mongtrous head from the water; snorting and sngpping his jaws, which
brigtled with sharp teeth and were large enough to take in a grown man a a sngle gulp.

Then Samsu looked over at the two youths who stood on a dab of black stone opposite him, that hung



out over the pool. The white man, whose sole garment was a ragged piece of jaguar skin, was gazing
down into the pool, watching the movements of the mongter with apparent interest, but with no signs of
fear. The ydlow prince, who wore the royd red of the House of Kan, stood diffly erect, his gaze
heughty, fearless. Behind them was a closed door, fitted snugly flush with the edges of the smooth wall.
At asgnd from the High Priest, the polished dab on which they stood would tilt Sraght downward.

Jan looked up from his examination of the creature in the pool.
"A mighty mongter, this Sebek,” he said to Koh.

"And terrible" replied Koh, spesking softly so he would not be overheard. "Think of the number of
people that dimy monger has eaten in its long lifetime! And we, too, now go to our destiny by way of
that filthy maw. See how the Black Ones have gathered, like buzzards around the dead! 1t will soon be
over, friend Jan. Samsu has taken the malet, and is squinting a the sun. At the third stroke of the gong,
we drop.”

"Then ligen to me, and act quickly,” replied Jan. "The pool has an inlet and an outlet. The inlet is a our
right, the outlet at our left. Look down &t the outlet now. Fix its pogtion in your mind. Don't wait for the
third stroke of the gong. Dive as soon as you hear the fird, sraight toward that outlet. Remain under
water and swim into it. The monsgter has made the pool turbid with its movements, so you will not be
seen. When you are deep in the outlet so no one can see you, rise arid-turn on your back. Thus you may
breathe in the narrow ar space at the top and swim out to freedom. The monger is too large to follow

you through the opening.”

"But what of you?' questioned Koh. "Will you come with me?'
"Later," replied Jan.

"I refuse to go if you intend to sacrifice yoursdf to save me" said Koh.

"Do as | say!" ingsted Jan. "It is the only hope for both of us. Get ready. The High Priest is about to
drike"

Samsu struck the great gong that hung behind him. It responded with a booming, metalic note. To the
surprise of dl present, the bodies of the two youths flashed outward from the dab in a smultaneous,
graceful dive. Before the second note had boomed forth, both were under water.

As Jan and Koh had dived in opposite directions, the monster was confused for a moment, not knowing
which way to turn. Koh, in accordance with his indructions, swvam draight for the outlet, remaining
beneath the surface. But Jan, who had dived beneeth the mongter's bely, came up beside it, and to the
intense amazement of the spectators, grasped one of the bgeweled rings that hung from the rim of
Sebek's short ear. Then he swung himsdlf up on its scaly back, just behind the head.

This unexpected trick was greeted with cries of astonishment from the spectators, and with frantic efforts
on the part of the ichthyosaur to unseet itsrider. But as it thrashed about, Jan gripped the immense neck
with his thighs and dung to an earring with each hand.

The spectators were getting far more entertainment than they had expected.

Presently the mongter dived. In a few moments it emerged riderless, with blood sreaming from its eye
sockets, dyeing the water a pale crimson. As the multitude cried out in horror at this sacrilege, it began
svimming blindly in a circle. Of the two intended victims they could see no trace.

As soon as the great-fish-lizard had plunged beneath the water with Jan, he had put into effect the plan



which had' come to him when he saw its great resemblance to an dligator. He had plunged his fingersinto
its eyes.

Then he kicked himsdf away from the great bulk and swam toward the south wal. Following this, he
explored with his hands until he came to the mouth of the outlet. Into this he plunged. After a few swift
strokes, he rose to the surface, turned on his back, and drew great sobbing breaths of ar into his aching

lungs

He svamintotd darkness for along time, despite the fact that the swift current and his own efforts were
carying him rgpidly forward. It was with greeat rdief that he findly saw a fant light ahead. Increasing his
efforts, Jan shot out of the culvert into the duggish current of a broad river. Quickly tuning over, he
ganed the bank with hdf a dozen stout strokes and, saizing an overhanging root, drew himsdf up,
dripping and triumphant.

In front of him the bushes parted and Koh emerged, his finger to his lips. Faintly Jan heard the sound of
voices, the clank of armor and weapons, and the thunderous tread of great beasts, mingled with ther
occasond hoarse belowings. Together, the two fugitives crouched in the shelter of the bushes.

"A hunting party of the Golden Ones," whispered Koh. "They will soon pass.”

They crouched there breathlesdy while the sounds grew darmingly louder. Presently, however, they
began to recede, and were logt in the distance.

"They've gone," said Jan. "And now, friend Koh, our paths liein different directions. Y ou will want to get
back to Temukan as soon as possible. | go to Satmu to rescue Chicma”

"Come to Temukan with me, my friend,” pleaded Koh. "You can't hope to rescue Chicma from the very
palace of the Emperor. Firgt there isthe river to cross. The bridges are guarded night and day. You have
no boat, and if you swim there are man-egting mongters in the stream which can't be eluded so easly as
the dumsy Sebek.

"Bven if you succeed in reaching the idand, so wel guarded are the city walls and the paace itdf tha
you can't hope to penetrate both without being elther killed or captured. And you might as well be killed
outright as captured, because if they take you dive, your death will only be a matter of a few days.
Besdes, if Samsu learns of your capture, he is sure to demand you from hisimperid cousin, Mena, so he
may torture and day you as a punishment for what you have done today. He would probably give hdf his
wedlth to have you in his power right now.

"But even if you are captured and Samsu does not hear of it, you can't expect a much kinder fate from
the Emperor. He will have you entered in the games, where human prisoners are forced to fight each
other or huge and terrible beasts, some of which have been brought in from that place of horrors, the pit
of mud. Not one prisoner in a hundred escapes the games dive. Come with me to the dty of my father,
the aty which | will some day rule. Wedth, power, lands, daves-everything you could wish shdl be
yours™

"I would like to go with you, my comrade,” replied Jan. "But my duty cdls me to Satmu, and that is
where | an going."

"W, then,” said Koh. "I'll go with you."
"To meet dl those dangers for a cause that does not concern your' | can't permit it!"

"I owe you my life"" replied Koh. "Surdy you will dlow meto pay part of the debt! Besides, | will enjoy



the adventure. With my knowledge of the country and people you will have a much better chance for
success, too."

"Asyou will," said Jan, reluctantly.

"Now," said Koh, "if we swim the river the chances are ten to one that we will not get across dive. If we
should eude the mongters thet live in it, we would be seen and captured by boatmen. But if we search
dong the bank we are very likdy to find a boat which we can sted under cover of darkness, and which
will take us acrossin safety. While we are looking for the boat we may find something to eat.”

"Thereiswisdom in your words,” said Jan. "Let us search for food and a boat.”

XIX. THE RIVER OF MONSTERS

AT FIRST they were undecided whether to go up the river to the west, or down the river to the eadt.
Behind them to the north was the Temple of Set, with its cluster of buildings and its background of
pyramid-shaped mausoleums. The main temple housed the High Priest, his black-robed assstants and
attendants, and his black-armored warriors.

In a group of smdler buildings lived the tradesmen, artisans, and laborers, comprisng a amdl village with
its market place. Andin atiny cluster of hovels near the Temple of Sebek were the despised handlers of
the dead-the emba mers, who spent their lives segregated from other men. They had no intercourse with
others except to receive the bodies intended for the burid grounds of Set, and to return the embamed
mummies to the temple attendants, who placed them in the caskets.

The nobles of Set lived in baronid castles scattered about the country north of the temple, where
peasants toiled in fidds and tended flocks. Koh had explained these things to Jan, so both knew that it
would be extremdy dangerous for them to venture north, avay from the river.

Across the river to the south was the megnificent City of Satmu, capitd of the empire. It wasin the center
of an idand about five miles by ten, rimmed by marshes and a circle of ralling, partly wooded areas. Four
immense arch bridges connected the idand with the mainland to the north, south, east and west, each
bridge guarded by a amdl fortress. The city itsdf was circular, and about three miles in diameter. From
where they stood on the river bank the two fugitives could see its north wal, and beyond that its gayly
colored roof tops, its towers, domes and minarets.

Standing in the center of the city, and dominating the scene with its great Sze and magnificence was the
Imperid Palace, its centrd dome of polished gold reflecting the rays of the afternoon sun with dazzling
brilliance.

Since the north bridge lay only a mile to the east of them, Koh and Jan decided to go toward the west.
They had not gone far when the jungle-trained Jan suddenly caught his companion by the am and
cautioned silence. Koh could hear or see nothing at firgt, but presently he heard the rugtle of smdl animds
through the undergrowth and the patter of ther little feet. Jan had not heard them much sooner than his
friend, but his delicately attuned nogtrils had caught their scent long before the sound was audible.

Moationing to Koh to remain where he was, Jan swiftly and noisdesdy swung himsdf up into the tangle of
branches and lianas above. In less than a minute he was directly above a herd of amdl, spotted animds,
none of them much bigger than a full=grown fox, and bearing a Sngular resemblance to the horses which
he had seen on some of the plantations that fringed his jungle. Their scent, too, was sngulatly like that of
horses. He remembered having seen a picture of one of these creatures in Ramonas book of extinct
animds. It was cdled an eohippus, and she had told him it was the earliest known ancestor of the horse.



Jan knew at a glance that the little beasts were not so dangerous as carnivorous beasts their Sze might
have been, but dill they might attack in mass if he should drop among them. Peccaries had done that
severd times, wounding him severdy with their sharp teeth and hoofs and forcing him to take refuge in
the trees, despite the fact that he was armed. And now he had no weapons whatever. But they must have
mest.

Singling out his intended victim, Jan suddenly launched himsdf through the air with a throaty roar like that
of an attacking puma, a sound which usudly pardyzes the prey for an indant. As he dighted beside the
little beast, Jan clutched it around the neck, while the rest of the herd, squeding with fright, splashed up
the bank and plunged into the undergrowth.

With a deft twidt, Jan broke the neck of the prize. Then he swung it over his shoulder and walked back
to where Koh waited for him.

"Here's our meat," he said, and proudly displayed hiskill.
"But we have no knife to cut it with, and no fire" objected Koh.

"What of that?' asked Jan. "We have our teeth and hands. The mest is fresh and good. Cooking would
only spail it."

He tore off a fordeg and handed it, dill dripping with warm blood, to his companion. Then he tore off
another, and peding back the hide as an ape ped's a banana, began devouring the tender flesh with gusto.
Koh, the ddlicately nurtured prince of an ancient avilization, held the gory portion handed him as if it had
been a burning brand, and watched Jan with wonder and atinge of horror.

"By the long red feethers of Kant" he exclamed. "I have heard that the hary ones, the man-apes who live
inthe caves so devour their meet, but never have | seen nor heard of amen edting it thus™

"And never," said Jan, "have | tasted such sweet and delicious meat. Try it."
"Il garvefird,” said Koh, and flung his portion to the ground.

Jan made no reply, but continued eating, squetting on his haunches and gazing out over the river toward
the digant golden dome where he hoped to find and rescue Chicma. Presently a amdl salling vessdl hove
into view. It had a gngle, lateen sal of golden ydlow hue, in the center of which was painted a coat of
ams. There were three men in the boat, and a pile of recently dain water birds.

"The emperor's fowlers," whispered Koh. "That is one of the boats that supplies the imperid table with
the birds that inhabit the marshes”

"How do they kill them?" asked Jan, seeing no weapons in evidence.

"With throwing sticks," replied Koh. "See, each man has a smdl pile of curved sticks beside him. | have
heard that the emperor himsdf sometimes hunts thus, for the sport of the thing."

As Koh watched Jan, edting with apparent relish, his hunger increased. Findly it overcame his scruples,
and he picked up the leg which he had cast away so disdanfully. Following Jan's example, he first-peded
back a portion of the skin. Then he shut his eyes, and tearing off a bite, quickly chewed and swallowed it.
Much to his surprise, he redly liked it.

By thistime Jan had devoured most of the meet on his portion, and was gnawing the grisly parts of the
joints, which he swallowed with relish. Then he cracked the bones between his strong teeth and ate the
marrow for desert. These things he had learned to do by watching the carnivores of the jungle, and



having once tried them, had found them to hisliking.

Having satisfied his hunger, Jan went down to the river to wash his face and hands, and to drink. Then he
returned, and with that feding of contentment which follows a stisfying and tasty med, lay down to doze
in the speckled shade and to wait for Koh to finish. For the fird time since his capture by the
black-robes, life was once more worth living.

Koh was not long about finishing his med. When he had washed and drunk at the river, Jan sprang to his
feet and dung the remains of hiskill over his shoulder. They started off dong the river bank to the west.

The doping, jungle-draped shore gradudly gave way to a steeper and more rocky formation, where the
vegetation, except for a narrow fringe of willows and oleanders at the water's edge, was quite sparse.
Soon they were picking their way among fdlen boulders and rock fragments at the base of a steep bluff.

Suddenly Jan, who was in the lead, stopped and sniffed the ar gpprehensvely. Koh came to a hdt
behind him, peering around his shoulder in an atempt to learn the cause for his uneasiness.

But the cause announced itsdf with unexpected and terrifying suddenness. For, with a terrific roar that
rolled across theriver valey, a great shaggy creature crept from a cave mouth about ten feet above Jan's
head, and with its claws aspread and white teeth gleaming, tensed to launch its mighty bulk through the air
draght for the startled youths.

XX.MAN-HUNT

THE MORNING AFTER his arivd a the hacienda, Dr. Bracken was adtir bright and early. After
drinking a cup of coffee and dedlining dl items of breskfast which the obsequious butler suggested, he
lighted a black stogie and strolled outdoors. The sun was rigng with a blaze of glory, swiftly disspating
the migs that hung over the river, and promisng an exceptiondly warm day.

As the doctor made his way toward the huts where his Indians were quartered, he caught sght of a
familiar figure ganding on the dock and gazing out over the river-Captain Santos. He immediatdy turned
his steps in that direction.

Santos looked around as a board creaked beneath the doctor's tread.
"Ah, good morning, captain!” greeted the doctor. "Up early, | see”

"S. Eet was no use to say in bed. | could not deep wan weenk dl night. | ‘ave fdl een love to beat hd'. |
can't deep, | can't edt, for theenk about that keed."

"The best thing you can do," said the doctor, "is to sngp out of it muy pronto, and work with me.
Now-how many of our Indians can we trust with this work, provided they are well paid?’

Santos grinned. "We can trust any of them-esf wdl paid.”

"Then here's the plan: We have thirty Indians, dl told. | gather thet this wild boy is somewhere in the
jungles to the south of here. | think | know where to find him and how to capture him. After he is caught,
| must have a place to keep him until | am ready to bring him here.

"So well golit into three searching parties. Well dlot ten men to Trevor, and let him go to the north,
where hell be quite sure not to find Jan. You will take ten men and head east, while | go south with the
other ten. Instead of Continuing east, however, you will circle southward until you strike my trall. I'll wait
for you a my firs camp. Then I'll show you where | want you to build my little prison. Well make a



secret base camp on the spot, and welll take Jan there:
"Your plans, senor, are good for your own ends. What about mine?"

"I was coming to that. Once we get Jan well see that a message from him reaches the girl, asking her to
meet him at a certain place. Shell go. Well have two Indians there to persuade her to go' the rest of the
way-to our camp. If something goes wrong with our plans well kill the Indians for attempted abduction.
Thear comrades will not know they have been paid to do this work, and dead men tdl no tales.

"Senor,” said Santos, admiringly, "you ‘ave wan damn' good head. What you say, | do."
"Good. Get your three parties organized, and I'll go and fix things with Trevor."

Dr. Bracken found the Trevors breskfasting with the don and dona. He outlined his plan to them, and 4l
were in hearty accord with it. Don Fernando offered to take ten of his own men and search' the country
to the west, across the river, though Jan had never been known to hunt in that part of the jungle and that
was agreed upon.

By ten o'clock the four bands were ready to march. Farewells were being said. The two, women were
sying goodby to their husbands, while the doctor and Ramona stood allittle way off.

Suddenly, to Dr. Bracken's surprise, she turned to him and said in alow voice:
"Il tdll you something, doctor, if you will promise not to tdl anyone.”
"Eh? Of course I'll promise, senorita.”

She came closer. "It's aout Jan. | bdieve | can tdl you where to find him. You see, my father and
mother don't know tha he came to see me many times after he saved me from the puma. But | do so
want you to find him and bring him back!™

"Il find him, never fear," replied the doctor, "evenif | have to devote my whole life to it. What was it you
were going to say?"

"He told me" said Ramona, "that he lived in a tree-hut, four days journey to the south. It is beside a
deep poal that is beneath a waterfdl. Y our chimpanzeeisthere, dso. That isdl | know, but it may help.”

"ltwill help alot," the doctor assured her, "and | am deeply grateful to you for confiding in me. You may
rest assured that your confidence has not been misplaced. And now the others are ready, so | will say

goodby.”

The doctor amiled grimly to hmsdf as he led his band of Indians away. This was going to be easer than
he had anticipated. In one of his packs was a case of hypodermic needle cartridges, such as he had used
for cagpturing wild animds in Africa. After finding Jan's tree, dl he would need to do would be to camp
near it, out of 9ght, and wait for the young man to appear. A "hypo" bullet in the arm or leg would put
him to deep for severd hours. When he awakened he would be in the doctor's power.

Asfor abducting Ramona, Dr. Bracken had no intention of carrying out this part of the bargain with his
confederates. He could easly dispose of Santos in the jungle, and return to the hacienda with the report
that the captain had been killed by a native's blow-gun dart.

The doctor was in an excdlent humor when, about an hour before sunset, he bade his Indians hdt and
make camp. He had finished his evening med and lighted a stogie when Santos and his Indians marched
into camp.



The two bands camped together that night, and together went forward on the fallowing day, and for two
days theregfter. Then, as night was drawing near, Dr. Bracken heard the roar of a waterfal. Bidding the
Indians stop where they were and make camp, he took Santos forward with him. Before he |eft, he
loaded hisrifle with a hypo cartridge and ordered the cagptain to do the same.

They located the waterfdl about a hdf mile away. Looking upward, the doctor, with a grin of triumph,
saw Jan's tree house.

"Wait here and keep out of 9ght,” ordered the doctor, "while | go forward to investigate. If the man or
the ape shows up, shoot for an am or leg.”

He handed the captain severa extra hypo cartridges and walked over beneath Jan's tree. Beneeth it he
found many nutshdlls, the dried remains of orange, pinegpple and banana skins, and a number of gnawed
bones. The appearance of these remains convinced him that neither Jan nor the ape had been in the tree
for severd months.

He accordingly lad hisrifle on the grass, and climbed the tree. Perspiring in every pore and breathing
heavily, he presently reached the lowest limb and drew himsdf up onit.

A dngle glance into the interior of the but convinced him that it had not been used for some time. With
great curiogty, he examined Jan's collection of naive weapons, ornaments, dothing and hides. Careful
woodsman that he was, he looked aso for evidence that would convince him beyond any doubt that this
was Jan's but. With the aid of hisflash light he found it, dinging to the bark of the tree trunk-chimpanzee
hair, auburn hair, and the hair rubbed from the jaguar skin garments with which Borno had clothed both
of them.

He was about to leave when he noticed something else-a piece of notebook paper projecting from
beneath a badly cured jaguar skin. Quickly lifting the pelt, he saw many more pieces of paper and a
stubby, much-chewed pencil. The papers were covered with pencil drawings, crude but showing marks
of talent, and with much childish printing, dl in capitd letters. In it he found many names and descriptions
of animds, both prehistoric and exiding, evidently copied from naturd histories. He adso found the
sentence written over and over: "Jen likes Ramona.”

Pocketing one of the papers and replacing the skin over the others, the doctor, quite satisfied with his
discoveries, dimbed down the tree once more. Ficking up his rifle, he walked over to where Santos
awaited him.

"I've found hislair,” he said. "Some day, if heisdive, heissure to return to it. Well build a blind, here a
the edge of the jungle, and post a good marksman in it night and day, with a rifle and plenty of hypo
cartridges. While were waiting for the lad to return we can be building our cdl and our permanent
camp.”

"You are sure this ees the right place?’

"Pogtive. Look here”" The doctor extracted the folded note paper from his pocket and handed it to
Santos.

"Sol What ees this? A beeg home-backed lizard weeth teeth on his back and horns on his tall.
'Stegosaurus,’ eet say onderneath.”

"A prehigtoric reptile” said the doctor. "Jan must have copied it from one of Ramonas books.”

"Mil demoniog Y ou theenk he stedl her book? Eet say here, too, 'Jan likes Ramona.' Carrambal | geeve



hmared bullet if | catch hm fool around her!"

“If you give him anything but a hypo bullet before I'm through with him, it will be just too bad for you,"
warned the doctor, snatching the paper from his hand. "When | have finished with him you can chop him
inlittle pieces, for dl | care, but not before. Sabe?"

"S, senior, | onderstand. But after that he better look out, | td' you."

Darkness came on with the suddenness common to the tropics just as they got to camp, so nothing more
could be done that day.

Ealy the next morning the doctor left minute ingructions with Santos for the congruction of the jal cdl
and permanent camp, and took two Indians with him to build the blind near the tree-huit.

Having finished the blind; the doctor Ieft the two Indians on guard there, promising to send two more that
night to relieve them. Each was armed with arifle containing a hypo cartridge, and ordered to shoot only
for thearm or leg.

A week later the permanent camp was completed. There was a cabin for the doctor and Santos, in one
end of which asmadl room was partitioned off by means of sout wooden bars. This, the doctor caled his
cancd, or jal, and it was here that he intended to imprison Jan until he should be ready to take part in the
terrible dimax to his revenge which he head planned and toward which end his life, snce the hirth of the
boy, had been devoted with a fervor worthy of a better cause.

There was ds0 a bunk house and cook shack for the Indians.

But while dl this was taking place, Santos was doing a certain amount of planning in the furtherance of his
own ends. It was not necessary, he thought, to capture Jan in order to entice Ramona away from the
hacienda. This could easily be done by sending her a short note imitating Jan's writing.

Without broaching his plan to the doctor, whom he knew would frown on it because it might interfere
with his own scheme, Santos took two of his Indians into his confidence, offering each an immense sum
of money for his part in the crime. Soon it would be necessary to send some one back to the hacienda
for supplies, and when thistime came he meant to detail his two accomplices for the work.

XXI. FORBIDDEN GROUND

AT THE THUNDEROUS roar of the beast just above ther heads, about to spring, Jan and Koh both
legped forward as if propelled by a powerful springboard, and ran as fast as they could. There was the
thud of an immense body on the spot they had just vacated, followed by the galop of huge pads and the
rattle of long claws on the stones.

They had not gone far when Jan knew, by the increasing proximity of the sounds from behind, that the
great beast was rapidly ganing on them. He threw a quick glance over his shoulder, and recognized it
ingantly from a picture he had seen in Ramona's book-a giant cave bear.

Knowing that further flight was usdless, and that unarmed as he was he would be quickly pulled down
and devoured, he decided to stake everything on the chance that he might be able to outwit this terrible
enemy. Suddenly hdting in his tracks, he turned and faced his pursuer.

The bear ingantly came to a diding hdt, adert for a trap or ambush. When it appeared to have satisfied
itdf that no hunters lurked nearby, and that it was confronted only by a sngle unarmed man-for Koh had
continued his running, not knowing that Jan had stopped-it reared up onitshind legs, head and shoulders



tdler than atdl man, and advanced, roaring thunderoudly.

Jan raised the carcass of the little eohippus over his head, then hurled it Sraight at the oncoming beast. It
just grazed one furry ear and dighted some ten feet behind the bear. But in the indant of its passng the
mongter had got awhiff of its favorite food, the dusve but toothsome little dawn horse.

Suddenly dropping to dl fours, the bear turned arid started toward the carcass. Jan took advantage of
this by adding to the distance between himsdf and the mongter. The beast heard him and swung about
agan, undecided whether to take the game dreedy killed or pursue that which was ill dive.

But the bear was not the only carnivorein the vidnity that had scented freshly killed eohippus. A dinking,
dog-like beast came trotting down the trail, sniffing hungrily, and keeping a wary eye on the bear. The
latter did not hear it until it loosened a amdl stone. Then it swvung about with a snall.

The presence of the new brute, which Jan recognized as a hyaenodon, decided the issue. With a fierce
roar of rage, the bear sprang for the intruder just as it was about to seize the prize. The hyaenodon
lesped back out of reach of the great, flaling claws, and squatted on its haunches. It could not hope to
get aful med now, but it would wait with doglike patience until the bear had finished, hoping that the
lordly beast might leave a few edible scraps.

Jan did not wait to see more, but hurried on after his companion. He found Koh coming toward him a
few hundred feet down the trail.

"I missed you," said the prince, "and so came back, fearing the bear had caught you.”

"There is dill danger,” sad Jan. "I gave it the eohippus, but that will only be a mouthful for such a big
brute. Come on."

They set off at adiff trot, which ether of the youths was capable of keeping up for hours. Presently Koh
stopped and caught his companion's arm.

"Look!" he cried, excitedly. "A boat!"

The sun was dropping behind the tree-clothed river bluffs as they hurried down the bank to examine their
prize: It was only a crude dugout canoe with one paddle and a barbed, three-pronged fishing spear lying
inthe bottom. But to these two it was as welcome as the most luxurious and palatid yacht.

"Get in the other end,” said Koh. "I'll push off."

Jan did as he was bidden. He had had no experience with canoes except as a passenger, and bowed to
hisfriend's superior knowledge and kill.

Koh lifted the anchor, a stone with a rope around it, into the boat. Then he pushed off, scrambled
aboard, and seized the paddle.

He had not taken two strokes when there came an angry shout from the river bank. A bearded,
sun-bronzed white man, naked save for breech-clout and sandds, ran down to the water's edge and
launched along spear at them. It flew high, but Jan stood up and caught it.

"Come back, thieved™" shouted the man on the bank. "Come back, cowards, and | will kill you with my
bare handd"

Koh was uang the paddle with considerable dexterity.



"Too bad to take his boat," he said. "Evidently he is a fisherman, and this is his means of liveihood." He
shouted over his shoulder to the raging man on the bank. "WEell leave your boat on the idand for
you-draght across. Come over the bridge and get it."

In reply, the man hurled after them a choice collection of Satmuan curses. Then the darkness descended
suddenly, and he faded from view.

Koh was an expert with the paddle, and it did not take him long to reach the opposite shore. The prow
grounded among some rushes, and Jan, legping out, dragged it up until more than haf of the boat was out
of the water. He retained the spear which the bearded man had cast a him, and Koh followed with the
fidhing spear.

For some time they splashed through a grassy marsh. Presently they struck higher ground, and entered a
thick, dark wood. Here were many strange smdls and sounds. Great beasts crashed through, the scents
of which were totdly unfamiliar to Jan. Weird cries, shrieks, belows and roars resounded in the
darkness, unlike anything he had ever heard in his own jungle These made him cautious, s0 he
progressed but dowly.

Koh had never been in the jungle at night before, and though he was a brave youth his nerves were
congtantly on edge at each new noise. He was fallowing Jan, holding onto the butt of his spear, so they
would not become separated in the inky darkness.

There were mighty, flesh-eating killers abroad in the jungle. No mistake about that. From time, to time
they heard the plaintive deeth cries of helpless creatures dragged down by carnivores, and the struggles
of others.

With immense rdief they emerged from the jungle about midnight. The moon had risen, and they saw
through a ten-foot barricade of heavy posts, set about four inches apart, ardling plain covered with short
grass. Busly cropping this grass with their parrot-like beaks, angly and in scattered groups, were severd
hundred of the terrible, three-horned mounts of the Satmuans.

One triceratops grazing near them evidently heard them or caught their scent, for it lowered its immense
head and charged beligerently, clear up to the pding. There it stopped, snorting and pawing the earth.

"It looks as if we will have to go around this pasture,” said Koh. "I'd rather go back into that dark jungle
then dimb in there with those brutes.”

"If they are 0 fierce, how isit that the soldiers and hunters can ride them?' asked Jan.

"They learn to know their masters and their masters people,” replied Koh. "They are fighting beasts, you
know, ridden by fighting men, and to them dl strangers are enemies. Unless restrained by their riders,
they will attack any strangers they meet. These beasts are quite docile among Satmuans, but they attack
srangers, and will even attack other beasts of their own kind belonging to strangers.”

As they cdircled the pasture near the pding, the immense brute indde kept pace with their progress. But
presently tiring of this or perhaps convinced that they were not going to enter, it left them with a
contemptuous snort, to return to its feeding.

At lagt Jan and Kob drew near to along row of low sheds, near which were a number of smdl, round
buildings with lights shining from their windows.

"The gables” said Koh, "and the houses of the keepers.”

They circled once more, this time through a grove of orange trees planted in sraight rows. This brought



them up againg the northwest wal of the city-awadl fifty feet high, smooth and unscaable. At intervas of
five hundred feet dong thiswal were guard towers, in each of which was a sentingl.

"Wdl, here we are," whispered Koh, "Thisisas far as| can guide you. | don't know of any way we can
et into the dity except as prisoners.”

"There must be some way," said Jan. "Let uslook.”

They circdled to the left, kegping to the shadow of the wal so they would not be seen from above, urtil
they were scarcely a quarter of amile from the great, arched north gate. This Koh assured Jan, had been
closed for the night, and would be guarded by not less than fifty men.

XXII.APERILOUSVIST

ASTHEY STOOD there taking, Jan took hold of a thick creeper which bad grown up the sde of the
wal, and pulled it to throw it out of hisway. To his surprise, it dung to the wdl. He pulled harder, but it
would not budge. Then he stepped away from the wal and looked upward. Haf a dozen creepers like
this one had dimbed sde by side, dmost to the summit.

"Come" he whispered to Kob. "Here isaway into the city.”

Tearing off a branch of the vine, he made both ends fast to the hunting spear and dung it over his back
thet he might have the use of both hands. Koh did likewise with the fishing spear. Then Jan sprang up the
vine with ape-like agility, and the prince, after waiting until they were about twenty feet gpart in order that
their combined, weight would not be on the same tendrils a the same time, followed.

When he reached the top of the wall, Jan moved with extreme caution. His position was about hafway
between two sentry towers. The sentry on his left was sanding in front of the tower, leening on his
longbow and looking out toward the bridge. At first he could not see the one on hisright, but he presently
meade out his huddled form leaning againg the tower, adeep.

Veay caefully, Jan drew himsaf up, and flatening, wormed across the edge of the wadl. It was about
three feet thick a the upper edge. Just behind it was a row of terraces, each three feet wide, and with a
drop of the same distance to the next, reaching clear to the ground. He crawled down onto the firg
terrace and undinging his spear, waited. In a moment he was joined by Koh, and the two noisdedy
descended the terraces until they reached the ground.

The part of the dty in which they found themsdaves was a resdence section of flat-roofed buildings set
closdy together, their fronts level with the paved street. Lights showed in afew of the houses, but most of
them were dark, showing that their occupants had retired.

After falowing the wal for some distance, they came to a narrow street, lighted only by the rays of the
moon, and now nearly deserted.

"This street must leed to the palace,” said Koh, "for | have heard that the aity is laid out like the web of a
spider, with streets branching out in dl directions, but dl centered a the Imperid Paace. The paace,
with its gold dome, represents the sun, and the streets branching out from it, the rays. There are
concentric circles of narrower streets connecting the ray streets.”

"Then let us follow this street,” said Jan.

"Dressed as we are," replied Koh, "that would be an imposshility. The streets are congtantly patrolled
and we would be seen and captured.”



"And where would we be taken?"

"Probably to the paace for judgment. Ordinary prisoners would be taken before a magidrate, but
because | am of royd blood and you are a stranger in the vdley we would probably be taken before the
emperor, himsdf."

"After dl," mused Jan, "it would be the easiest way to get there”
"What do you mean?"
"Leave your spear here and follow me™

Jan discarded his hunting spear and started down the street. Kob dropped the fishing spear and
followed. The first person they passed wore the garb of a merchant. He stared at them as if he could not
believe his eyes, but they waked on, ignoring him.

They saw two more men approaching. Moonlight glinted from ther polished armor and the tips of ther
spears.

"The patrol!" whigpered Koh.
"Good!" replied Jan.

He swaggered sraight toward the oncoming figures. Kob followed his example. Soon the clank of armor
and wegpons was audible. It grew louder. Jan thought the two would pass them by, unnoticed, but
suddenly as they were abreast, one turned.

"Hdt!" he commanded.

Jan and Koh stopped in ther tracks. The two in armor sauntered over, peering a them.

"A drange pair," sad the firgt, saring beneath his raised visor.

"By the long dim beak of Tehuti!" exclaimed the other. "A savage dressed in the skin of an animd!”

"And this other!" said the fird. "Pierce me through, if he wears not the scarlet of the roya house of Kan!
Who are you two?" he demanded:

"l am Kob of Temukan," said the prince.

"And | am Jan."

"Jan of where? Of what?'

The youth hesitated for a momern.

"Jan of the jungle" he replied.

"Of the jungle? Y ou look the part. Where are you going?'
"We were on our way to the pdace."

"To the paace! You hear him, Batau? They were going to the palace-a jungle savage and a ydlow
princel No doubt they intended cdling on hisimperid mgesty, the emperor.”

"No doubt, Pebek. They are visting royaty-a prince of Temukan and a prince of the jungle. It would be



discourteous to let them go unattended.”

"They should have a guard of honor. We will go with them to the paace.” Pebek bowed ironicdly to the
two youths. "Y ou will permit us to escort you. Proceed.”

The two youths moved forward, each with a spear point at his back.

On their way to the palace they met a few draggling townsmen. These stared, but made no comment.
Soon they stood before the grest arched gate of the palace grounds. Here were fuly fifty
golden-armored warriors on guard. Jan began to redize the magnitude of the task he had undertaken.

At aword from their captors the gates swung open, and they were dlowed to pass.
"This place is easer gotten into than out of," muttered Koh.

"So it seems” replied Jan, "but we are not ready to leave, yet."

"Slence you two," growled Batau, and prodded Jan with his spear point.

With the pain of that wound, Jan's carefully thought out plan was forgotten. It transformed him, in an
indant, to araging jungle creature.

He whirled with a snarl of rage and, sazing the shaft of the spear, snapped it off. Bdandng it for a
moment, he hurled the resulting three-foot javedin with dl his might. It struck Batau in the left eye and
entered his brain, killing him ingtantly.

Pebek had attempted to come to the rescue of his comrade, but he had immediaidy been set upon by
Koh. His movements impeded by the weight of his armor, the warrior was far too dow for his agile
adversary. He had dropped his long spear, usdess a such close quarters, and was drawing his sword,
when Koh snatched his dagger from his bet and struck for his neck, just above the rim of his breast
plate. The dim blade went home to the jugular, and Pebek, after daggering blindly for a moment,
dumped to the ground, blood oozing from between the joints of his armor.

"Quick!" pasted Koh. "Let us get them out of Sght. If they are discovered the whole paace guard will be
after us"

They swiftly dragged the two fdlen warriors into the shrubbery that bordered the path. Then they
returned and picked up the weapons that had been dropped, returning into the shrubbery with these.

Scarcdy had they reached their place of conceddment when they heard the march of gpproaching
wariors.

"They heard, and are after us," said Jan.

"I think not,” replied Koh. "It is probably a squad from the palace to relieve the watch at the gate. They
keep step, and are not hurrying. But when they reach the gate, look out.”

Koh's surmise was proved correct, when a few moments later fifty spear-men filed past, looking neither
to theright nor left. As soon as they had passed, each youth armed himsdf with the sword and dagger of
hisfdlen foe-man. Then they hurried away toward the palace.

"How do you expect to find Chicmain that great building?' asked Koh, as they stood in a little dump of
tal trees, looking up at the massve Structure with its towers, turrets and balconies,

"By her scent, if she is there” replied Jan. He was looking up at the tdl tree beneath which they were



ganding. Its branches brushed the ralling of an upper ba cony.
At this moment there came a shout from the gate-the sound of armed men running through the shrubbery.
"Follow me" said Jan. "'l see away into the palace, where they will least expect to find us"

He sprang up into the tree, and dimbed rapidly. The prince followed more dowly, unable to compete
with the ape-like agility of his companion. When he reached the limb that brushed the ba cony, Jan swung
out on it, caught therailing, and drew himsdf up. At the rear of the balcony a hinged window stood open.
The room behind it was in darkness.

Creeping over to the opening, Jan investigated the room with twitching, sengtive nogtrils. His nose told
hm that people had been there recently, but that it was unoccupied now. Koh came dlently over the
raling.

Excited shouts came up to them from the ground, cries of rage. The two bodies had been discovered.

Jan led the way into the darkened room. At the far end, he saw a fant blur of light, and went directly
toward this It came from behind a heavy curtain which draped a doorway. Cautioudy he moved the
curtain alittle way. Outside was a narrow hdl, lighted at intervas by lamps hung on wal brackets. The ail
burning in them gave off amild, sweet aroma that reminded Jan of flowers.

A quick survey showed him thet there was no one in the hall. He stepped out, followed by Koh, his
nodtrils wide as he endeavored to catch Chicmal's scent. The perfume from the lamps confused him.

Presently he turned to the left and like a hound on a trail, went sraight to a door about fifty feet away.
Here he halted, sniffing for a moment, then lifted the curtain and peered in.

He saw Chicma, but she was not in a cage, and she was not done. She was ldling on a cushioned divan,
daintily nibbling on a sweetmest from a dish piled high on a taboret beside her. Her ragged jaguar-skin
gament was gone. In its place was a gaudly colored jacket of the softest Slk. There was a
jewe-studded gold collar around her neck, and jewels blazed from golden settings on her finger and toe
rings. Beside her stood a dender ydlow dave girl, who was brushing her fur.

Jan turned to Koh.
"Saze the dave" he whispered. "WEeIl bind and gag her. Then Chicma can come away with us™

Together they rushed in. Koh clapped his hand over the girl's mouth before she could cry out. Startled by
their abrupt entrance, Chicma legped down from the divan and started to run. Then she recognized Jan,
and stopped.

"What do you want?' she clucked, in her gutturad chimpanzee tongue.
"I've come to take you away," he said.

"I like it here" she replied. "I won't go away. You do not need me. You are grown, and can care for
yoursdlf. Go away and don't bother me”

Jan was dumfounded. To think that he had risked his life needlesdy, passed through countless perils to
save Chicma from her captors, only to find that she actualy liked her captivity! All this he could not tell to
Chicma There was no chimpanzee way of expressng it.

“I'will go," he clucked to her. To Koh: "She won't go. We must go without her. Firgt I'll help you bind the



girl"

He tore a gtrip of doth from the curtain. But before he could use it, the girl suddenly wrenched her mouth
free from Koh's hand, and shrieked loudly.

There was an answering shout from the hdlway, the clank of armored men running.
"No use to bind her now," said Jan. "Come."

He dashed out the window, onto the balcony. Koh flung the girl from him and followed, just as a host of
warriors rushed into the room. One of the guards, searching the the shrubbery beneath, spied the two
figures on the bacony and shouting to his felows, pointed upward.

The nearest tree stood about twenty feet from the bacony. Jan stepped up on the rall, and shouting,
"Follow me" plunged across the dizzy height. For him it was not much of a jump. Many times he had
legped thisfar, from tree to tree, in the jungle. His sure hands gripped the lowest branch, dung there. But
the branch cracked, sagged, then tore loose from the trunk. Jan's body swung out to the horizonta and
dropped. He struck on his back with terrific force. Then came ablivion.

XXIT. THELOTUSMARK

IN HER boudoir on the second floor of the Suarez hacienda, Doha Isabdlla was taking with Georgia
Trevor. The hour of the Sesta was past and a servant had just brought tea.

Ramona, accompanied by her duenna, bad gone quietly to the patio to read a book.

Jan had not been found. After two monthsin the jungle Dr. Bracken had sent word that he had set up a
base camp far to the south, and that he had sent a messenger to Captain Santos, indructing him to build a
gmilar camp to the east. He bad suggested that the same thing be done to the north and west thus
keeping a large area of the jungle under congtant watch. Harry Trevor, trugting him implictly, had
immediatdy accepted the plan. Both he and Don Fernando were absent, edablishing the new base
camps, but were expected to return that day, as Ramona was to leave for school early the following
morning.

Georgia Trevor girred her tea thoughtfully. "Ramona seems quite sad today,” she said. "I wonder what
can be wrong with her? Do you think it is because her vacation has ended and she must leave for the
States tomorrow?"

The dona put down her cup. "That may have something to do with it," she answered. "But she has
assured me many times that she likes schoal. There is something wrong with Ramona, some undercurrent
| can't fathom. At the beginning of her vacation she was bright and cheerful, but as the days passed she
seemed to grow more and more worried about something.”

"Shels dill quite young to be away from home for ten months at a time" suggested Georgia Trevor. "No
doubt she gets homesick. Only seventeen, isn't she?"

"Yes-er-we think sheis. | may as wel tdl you dl about it," sad the dona. "Ramona is not our daughter,
though we love and cherish her as our very own."

"I've noticed that except for her dark eyes and hair she doesn't resemble ether you or Don Fernando.
There seems to be something Oriental about her type of beauty, suggesting a princess of ancient Babylon
or avedtd virgin from some temple of I9s”"



"It may be" sad the dona, "that your intuition is nearer the troth than you redize. Il show you
something.”

She opened atiny wal safe and from one of its trays removed a large brass key. With this she unlocked
thelid of a massve brass-bound chest. In the bottom of the chest was a black lacquered basket, its lid
inscribed in white, red and yelow, with characters greatly resembling Egyptian hieroglyphics. Asif it were
afragile sacred rdic, the donallifted it reverently and placed it on atable.

"This" said the dona, "is the basket in which we found Ramona atiny baby not more than Sx months old.
My husband had gone out on the river with an Indian servant, for some early morning fishing. He noticed
the basket floating nearby, and was attracted by the strange characters with which it was covered.

"He lifted the basket into the boat, and was astounded when he heard strange little mewling sounds
coming from it. He tore off the lid. Lying in the bottom of the basket on a bed of soft wool, wrapped in a
shawl of golden-yellow sk, was atiny baby girl.

"He rushed home to me a once, and when | saw the child, | immediady fdl in love with her. She was
half starved, showing that she had been floating in the basket for many hours. She may have traveled that
way for a great many miles, as the current is very swift. We tried to learn who her parents were, and
when we were not able to find out anything about them, we adopted her.

"The inscriptions on the basket could not be read by any of the Indians we asked, athough for some
reason the Indians dways seemed to regard them with superditious awe.

"About ayear later Sr Henry Westgate, the English archaeologist and explorer, stopped here on his way
into the jungle. He told us he sought traces of colonists from an ancient dvilization that had once existed
on avast continent in the Pacific.

"My husband showed him this basket, told him where and how he had found it, and asked if he could
decipher the writing on it. Sr Henry's expresson when he-saw that basket reminded me of Galahad,
finding the Holy Grall. He said that it was a historicd discovery of vast importance, and that if the people
who had st it adrift could be located, the riddle of the lost continents of Mu, Atlantis and Lemuria and
the origins of dl ancient dvilizations and cultures could be solved. Here is histrandation.”

From the bottom of the basket she took a sheet of paper, and read doud:

"To thee, mighty Hepr, Great God of the Waters, enthroned in eternd power and glory upon the coils of
the great serpent, between thy sentinds the twin mountains Qer-Hapi and Mu-Hapi, Samsu, humble
dave of thy beloved son, Set, conggneth this daughter of Re, that thou mayest ded with her in thy great
wisdom according to thy omnipotent will so powerful that went thou to relax it for but an ingtant, the gods
would fal down headlong and dl men would perish.”

"What can it mean?' asked Georgia Trevor, tensdly.

"According to Sr Henry," replied the dona, "it means that a certain Samsu, High Priest of Set, or Saturn,
for some reason set the child adrift upon the water, hoping that she would meet her death. She may have
been his own child, or she may have been the daughter of some other powerful man. The satement that
dhe is a daughter of Re shows that she is a royd princess, or daughter of the sun. For the safety of his
soul even though he desired her death, the High Priest dared not day a royd personage himsdf. So |
suppose he managed to put the blame on Hepr, God of Waters, by condgning her to the river in a basket
that would float.

"Inthe pdm of the baby's right hand was tattooed an open lotus, the sacred flower of Mu. This proved



beyond dl doubt that Ramona was a princess of the blood imperid, Sr Henry said. If he is correct,
Ramonds ancestors were ruling a mighty dvilization while our Cro-Magnon forbears in Europe were
living in caves and wearing anima skins.

"The remains of every dvilization of the past, Sr Henry told us, show the culturd influence of Mu, the
mother continent. Her ships carried adventurers to dl parts of the earth, where they established colonies
ruled by the viceroys of the motherland. But Mu, dong with Lemuria was broken up by a great
earthquake, and sank into the ocean.

"An expedition had set out from the motherland on a good-will tour of Mu's colonies, led by the Crown
Prince, with a retinue of ten thousand men and women from dl walks of life

"While he was in Egypt the prince recelved word of the destruction of the motherland. He set sal for
Atlantis, but in a terrific sorm many of his ships were logt. Of his own flagship nothing was ever heard.

"Sr Henry was convinced that the prince and a band of his followers had landed somewhere on the coast
of South America. The 9ght of Ramonas basket convinced him that he was on the right trail, and thet if
he would follow this river and dl of its branches to ther sources, he would be sure to find the
descendants of the people of Mu. With this intention be led an expedition into the jungle some Sixteen
years ago. Since then no word has come from him. Probably he and his men were killed by savages.”

Standing in the patio beneath the tiny balcony that jutted out from the dona's boudoir, Ramona waited for
Jan. She had waited there every day of her vacation, but now, the last day, hope had fled.

A humming bird with iridescent plumage shot past Ramona's head as she sat beneath the trysting tree,
and lighted on a bush, beneath the donas window. She put down her book and followed it, to watch it a
close range while it sipped the nectar from the flowers.

Above the pixie drone of the midget flyer's wings, she suddenly heard her supposed mother say:
"Ramonais not our daughter." Shocked, she had remained to lisen, and had heard the whole story.

Ramona turned away from the window with eyes brimming, stunned to, learn that she was not a Suarez
and that the don and dona, whom she had loved as her father and mother, had merdly taken her in, a
foundliing. Her red parents, it seemed, had not wanted her-had even desired her death. Otherwise they
would not have set her adrift on the river where the chances were a hundred to one that she would
perish.

As she walked down the path toward her tree, an Indian entered the patio. He glanced cautioudy about
asif fearful of being seen, then came toward her. Bowing low, he handed the girl afolded dip of paper.

"Jan send you this" he said softly, with a wary glance in the direction of the snoring duenna. "'l wait for
you outside gate.”

With' trembling, eager fingers, Ramona unfolded the little missve, while the Indian dunk away. She
indantly recognized the large, cruddy made capita letters of Jan's writing.

RAMONA: | AM BADLY HURT. WANT TO SEE YOU. THE INDIAN WILL SHOW THE WAY.
WILL YOU COME? JAN.

Would she go? She had promised her father that she would never leave the patio, unguarded. No, not
her father. Don Fernando had decelved her about that, as had the dona. Yet a promise was a promise,
for dl that, and she had never broken her word.

For a moment she stood there, a prey to conflicting emotions. But only for a moment. This was an



emergency. Jan was wounded-perhaps dying. And he wanted to see her--needed her. That was enough.
Promise or no promise, she must go.

As she passed the arbor, the corpulent Senora Soledade stirred uneesily, ceased her snoring for a
moment, and seemed about to awaken. Ramona ran forward on tiptoes and quiglly opened the gate.
Stepping through she closed it soundlessy. Over among the young rubber trees the Indian stood with
folded arms, waiting.

When he saw her coming, the savage started off toward the jungle. Once in its depths, he stopped until
she came up.

"How far?' she asked.
"Only alittle way," he answered. "l show you, quick.”

At firg he led her draight south, but presently he began turning toward the southeast. As they penetrated
deeper and deeper into the jungle, Ramona began to grow apprehensive. She recalled that Jan had told
her dl Indians were his enemies. If this were the case, she wondered how it would be possible for him to
employ an Indian as a messenger.

Then, to add to her fears, she began to hear sounds behind her, as if someone or something were
dogging her footsteps. She ran up close to her guide-touched him on the shoulder.

"Something isfalowing us™ she said. "I heard it. It may be apumaor ajaguar. I'm afrad.”

"I go look," said the savage, and walked back for a little way. Returning presently, he said: "Nathing
follow. No be ‘frad."

He proceeded as before, but it was not long until the girl heard a twig snap behind her. She cast a quick
glance over her shoulder, then screamed at the top of her voice as she saw a strange savage coming
gedthily toward her, carrying a amdl cail of rope. Like a charging panther, the naive sprang forward.
She turned to run, but the Indian who had lured her into the jungle stopped her before she was farly
started. Then despite her cries and sruggles, he held her while the other bound her hands and gagged
her.

Then someone other than Jan had written the note! But who? And how could any one imitate his |ettering
o wdl?

Suddenly they came to atiny dearing, waled in on dl sides by tangled, matted vegetation. In the middle
of the dlearing was a amdl, newly built hut.

Standing in front of the hut, smoking a cigarette, was Captain Santos, a grin of triumph on his dark
features. He dropped the butt, ground it beneath his hed, and dowly exhded the blue-white smoke
through his nogtrils as the two Indians came up with their beautiful young captive.

"Unbind her," he commanded in Spanish.

While they loosed the bonds that held her wrists, the captain removed her gag.

"Now go! Vamos! Get the supplies from the hacienda and hurry back to camp. I'll see you there-later.”
Ramona faced him bravely, trying to hide the horrible fear that clutched at her heart.

"What is the meaning of this, Captain Santos?' she demanded. "Where is Jan?"



"Jen," he replied, brutdly sazing her wridts, "is dead. And since you ask, it means, my little one, that you
are mine”

She tried to pull away, but the powerful fingers held her like sted bands. She kicked, bit and screamed,
but Santos only laughed.

"Cry out dl you like" he said. "It will amuse the monkeys and parrots.” Then he dragged her into the
dark interior of the hut.

XX1V.CAGED

WHEN JAN became conscious after hisfdl from the tree, he was lying on a smooth stone floor. He sat
up, and numerous twinges of pain shot through the muscles of his back.

Then he remembered his legp from the balcony of the Imperid Paace, the broken tree limb, and the
crash that brought oblivion.

He got to hisfeet ungteedily and looked about. He wasin a narrow cell, on dl sides of which were stout
iron bars. The ar was heavy with the odors of sweating men and animds. In acdl on hisright was a hairy
man-mongter like the ones that had attacked him when he firg entered the vdley. This husky creature
was sguetting in a corner, bugly scratiching himsdf. Jan could see other hairy monsters squaiting in the
cdls beyond.

In the cdll on Jan's Ieft dill another form paced back and forth. There were a few scattered patches of
hair on his body, but the rest was quite naked and as white as Jan's own skin. His beard and the har on
his head were much longer than those of the hairy-bodied cregtures & the right, both hanging below his
wad, and were dark brown, streaked with gray. He stood more erect than these others, and was not
nearly so heavy or muscular.

There were two doors to each cdl. One led to a passageway in the rear, and the other to acircular arena
of white sand about an eighth of a mile in diameter. Looking across this arena, and to the right and |eft,
Jan could see hundreds of other cells. Those nearest him housed ydlow men, white men, and hairy men.
But in those farther away were caged many srange and terrible-looking creatures. Some, such as the
saber-toothed tigers, cave bears and hyaenodons were familiar to him. But there were many others-giant
beasts, birds, and reptiles-he had never seen or heard of before.

Presently a great commotion started among the men, beast-men, and beasts. Amid a desfening medley of
roars, growls, shrieks, shouts and howls came a sound of danging gates. Then Jan saw the reason. It was
feeding time.

He could see the atendants coming dong the passageway. One would move alever, rasng a gate a little
way, while the other pushed food benegth it. Then the gate would dang back into place and the two
would move on to the next cage while a third, fallowing them, filled the water pans.

Like the beast-men on one sde of hm and the wild-looking white man on the other, Jan was fed raw
meet. He was hungry, and seized it eagerly. It proved to be the flesh of some creature unfamiliar to him,
but quite paatable and stidfying. After egting he drank, and lay down on hisbdly to ease his bruised and
aching back. With his head cradled in hisarms, he soon fdl adleep.

Sometime later he awakened with a start. Something was prodding his shoulder. It was the end of a long
pole thrust through the bars by a white man who wore a ydlow tunic and sandas. He withdrew the pole
as Jan scrambled to hisfeet and faced him.



"Do you speak the language of men, wild one?" he asked.
"When it pleases me" replied Jan defiantly.
Thefdlow grinned.

"It will do you no good to be surly with me" he said. "I am only here to help you. The games will start
soon, and if you have the intdligence to lisen and heed, so much the better for you."

"The gamed" exdamed Jan.

Then he remembered what Koh had said. If they were captured they would probably be sentenced to
the games-to battle in the arena with men and mongters, usudly againgt great odds. "Is Prince Koh here?!
he asked.

"The prince isin the section with the other prisoners from Temukan," was the reply. "But heed me now,
for I may not spend much time with you." He unrolled a scroll and glanced & it.

"You have been sentenced to stand trid by combat, firg with a man, second with a bird, and third with a
beast. If you kill the man, that will of course save your life. But if you subdue him without killing him, he
will become your dave. If you kill or overcome the bird, you will have the right to ask and be granted a
boon by the Emperor. And if you overcome or kill the beast, you will be granted your life and freedom.

"In case you won dl three fights, which has never been done, you would go and stand before the golden
pavilion in the south, where the Emperor and Empress will be enthroned. Y ou would raise your hand in
sdute, thus'-rasng his right hand with the pam forward-"whereupon the Emperor would give you your
freedom.”

Examining the scroll once more, the man passed on to the next cage-the one occupied by the bearded
white savage.

"What about you, wild one? Can you tak?' he asked.

The bearded man looked a him blankly. Then he began a series of gutturd grunts and barks very much
like the language of the chimpanzees.

"Hal So you speak like the hairy ones. Well, no man can understand such noises, so | cannot ingruct
you."

"I can tdl you what he says" volunteered Jan. "He asks what you want. Shdl | interpret for you?"
"No use" sad the ydlow-clad one. "He would not have the intdligence to understand.”

As the sun approached noon, the attitude of the multitude of spectators in the amphithester grew tense.
Already Samsu, High Priest of Set, had taken his place on the north. He was surrounded by his
black-clothed nobles with their ladies, black-armored guards, and black-robed priests.

The seat of honor on the west was occupied by Teta, High Priest of Asar. His impressive title and name
were Neter Ka Aser, Teta, SaRe, or Holy Soul of Idris, Son of the Sun. Like Samsu, he was a cousn
of the Emperor. Surrounding Teta were his white-cloaked nobles and ther families white-armored
guards, and white-robed priests.

In the seat of honor on the east 9de sat Filatre, High Priestess of Aset. Her title-Neter Urt en Ase,
Filare, Sat Remeant Divine Great Lady of 1ss, Pilaire, Daughter of the Sun. She was Tetas daughter.



Rilatre was dtired in light blue, and her fierce Amazon guards wore armor lacquered a cerulean shade,
while her ladies and her comely vestd virgins wore digphanous garments of the same azure tint.

The generd assembly was a motley jumble of color. Each class dressed according to its trade, professon
or occupation, so far as cut and quity of garments went, but with no redtrictions as to color, except that
no person not definitey dlied with one of the four great religious orders might be completely clad in the
color of that order. Color combinations of every kind were permissible, and were used to such an extent
thet a kaleldoscopic effect was produced wherever the people congregated.

Vendors of sweetmeats, nuts, fruits and chocolatl, a beverage made from a mixture of chocolate and
honey, moved through the crowds, naidly crying their wares. Hawkers of cheap jewdry, gewgaws,
trinkets and charms scrambled from tier to tier, shouting the merits of ther merchandise. Others sold
scralls of thin papyrus on which a program of the day's events was inscribed in curious hieroglyphic
characters.

But the bedlam of sound was suddenly hushed as there came a blare of trumpets from the south. Then,
from beneath the stand supporting the golden pavilion, a gold-armored herad dashed out into the arena,
mounted on a fierce three-horned steed.

"The Emperor and Empress come!™ he cried. "Sdute your rulerd™

In an indant, every man, woman and child, from high priest and great noble down to the lowliest dave,
bowed the knee. Sowly, mgedticdly, the royad couple came through the arched doorway beside the
great golden throne. With quiet dignity they took their seats.

A great cry went up from the crowd:
"To Menaand Nefertre! Lifel Strength! Hedlth!"
Having paid this tribute to their exalted rulers, the people resumed ther seats.

Surrounded by his gold-armored warriors, his nobles and ther ladies, and the yelow-robed priests of
Re, Mena watched aamdl sundid on a pedestal before him. It was the custom to begin the games just as
the sun reached the meridian, in order that Re, the Sun God, might look auspicioudy down upon them
from his great centrd thronein the heavens.

When the shadow on the did pointed directly north, Mena raised his scepter. There was a dash of
cymbadls, arall of drums, and a blare of trumpets. The games were officdly opened.

A mounted herdd dashed into the arena and announced:

"His Imperid Mgesty, Mena, Son of Re, has commanded that the fird event offered for your
entertainment today shdl be the triple trid for life of the fierce young wild man known as Jan of the
Jungle

"As his life is thrice forfait, so thrice mug he defend it. Firgt was it forfat to Set, when he blinded the
Sebek and escaped from the temple. For this offense he shdl do battle with a man. Second, his life is
forfat to the State, as he dew one of her soldiers. For this offensg, if he survive the firs, he shdl do battle
with a bird.

"Third, hislifeisforfat to the great god Re, because he entered by force the habitation of his High Priest,
the Imperid Pdace. For this offense, if he survive the other two ordedls, he shdl fight a beadt. It is the
decree of the Emperor that if he survive dl three, then will he have earned life and freedom.”



Standing with face pressed againg the bars of his cell, Jan listened to the announcement of the herad. He
saw the riders disappear through the gate beneath the imperid throne. Then the door in the front of his
odl was raised. The end of along pole prodded himin the back, and a gruff voice called, "Out with you!"

With a snarl, Jan turned to seize the pole, but it was snatched away. The attendant who held it-behind the
bars then dropped the pole and took up along trident.

Jan saw that sooner or later he mug enter the arena. As wel do it peacefully as to remain bore and
receive wounds that might cripple him. He walked out, and the door clanged into place behind him.

For a moment he stood there undecided where to go or what to do. He had heard it ordained that he
mudt fight a man, yet he was donein the arena. Perplexed, he started to walk across the white sand. He
had reached a point opposite the golden throne of Mena when he heard a dang behind him. Turning, he
saw a long-bearded, naked man coming toward him. It was the wild-looking white man who had been
confined in the cdl next to his.

The men waked forward into the arena, gpparently as much at sea as Jan about what he was supposed
to do. The youth waited urtil he came up.

"What do they want usto do?' barked the other in a queer man-ape language.
"Tofight, | believe" replied Jan in the same guttura tongue.

At this moment, a gold-armored rider dashed through the gate benegth the throne. Riding up between the
two, he threw a heavy knotted club at the feet of each. Then he withdrew.

"Ah, thisis better!" exdlamed the bearded man, caiching up his club. "Wewill not have to fight with teeth
and nalls"

Jan picked up his own club. Then he warily watched his opponent, who was coming toward him, the club
held high over his head, asif he would crush Jan to earth with one blow.

The youth stood his ground. He did not even raise his own weapon. But when the heavy dub descended
with terrific force, Jan was not there. With cat-like quickness he had leaped lightly to one side. As the
bludgeon of his opponent thudded to the sand where he had stood a moment before Jan svung his own

weapon.

Had it landed squardly it would have crushed the skull like an eggshell. The blow, however, was only a
glancing one. But it struck with enough force to tear the scalp of the bearded man and knock him
unconscious. He collapsed in a heap.

It had been ridiculoudy easy. Jan stood there, leaning on his club, and gazing a his fdlen foe. Two
amored riders dashed out. One reined his steed to a hdt, dismounted, and threw the limp and
unconscious body over his mount's back in front of the saddle. The other rider handed Jan a long spear.
Then both withdrew.

Over a hisleft, Jan heard the dang of a gate. He looked, and gasped in surprise and awe a sght of the
weird and terrifying mongtrogity that was trotting toward him on two legs.

It was a bird fully eght feet tal, with a crest on its immense head like that of a kingfisher. Its gredt,
eagle-like beak was large enough and strong enough to pluck off the head of a man a a Sngle snap, and
svdlow it like a cherry. Its legs, longer and stronger than those of a full-grown horse, terminated in
immensg, sharp dutching talons.



There had been a picture of this bird of prey sanding over its kill in one of Ramonas books. It was
cdled a brontornis, or thunder bird and like many of the other strange creatures he had met within this
valley, was supposed to be extinct.

Asthe immense bird drew near, it cocked its head to one Sde for a moment asiif deciding whether or not
Jan would be worth while as a food morsdl, congdering the risk. It must have made an abrupt decision
that he was, for it suddenly spread its short, stubby wings and charged.

Jan extended his spear point, and braced his feet to meet the charge, aming for the center of the huge,
feathery breast.

It was dmogt upon him, the spear not an inch from its breast, when it suddenly swooped, arched its
neck, and snapped downward, sazing the shaft of the weapon inits powerful beak.

Teken completdy by surprise, Jan was swept off his feet as the feathered giant gave a quick jerk
backward in an effort to pluck the spear from his grasp. He hung on, and the bird, after swinging him far
around to the right, suddenly flung its head the other way.

A cry went up from the breathlessy watching crowd as the shaft snapped off and Jan, halding the broken
butt, was thrown to the ground.

Dropping the spearhead, the bird legped for the fdlen Jan. Before he could move, it had pinned him
beneath one immense fooat, its dutching talons embedded in hisleft, shoulder and arm. Then it threw back
its head and uttered aloud ringing cry that momentarily drowned the clamor of the excited onlookers-like
acock crowing over a vanquished riva, but with a voice more nearly resembling that of alion.

Lying beneath the terific weight of the feathered giant, with blood gushing from his shoulder and arm
where the crud talons were embedded, Jan struggled desperately to arise, and futildy beet the bird with
hisdender spear shaft.

Having voiced its cry of victory, the brontornis lesurdy bent over to devour its sruggling prey. Jan saw
the immense head coming down, draight for his face, the powerful hooked beak opened wide-and did
the only thing left for him to do. He thrugt the splintered end of his spear shaft between the gagping
mendible and down the throat.

With a peculiar sound which in asmdler bird might have been a squawk, but coming from this throat was
more like a strangled roar, the mongter jerked his head up and shook it, trying to didodge the shaft. But
Jan had thrugt with dl his might, and the splintered end was tightly lodged.

After saverd futile shakes the bird tried, fird with one foot, then the other, to daw the dick from its
throat, its prey momentarily forgotten. But when the second foot lifted, Jan was free, and quick to take
advantage of his freedom.

Legping to hisfeet, he ran to where his heavy dub lay. Picking it up, he returned, and swung it with dl his
drength againgt the shin of the leg on which the mongter was sanding. Under the force of that blow the
bone shattered like matchwood, and the feathered giant toppled over.

It was up in an indant, however, on its good leg. Jan swung his dub again, and the bird dumped to the
ground, flgoping its usdless stubs of wings and squawking thunderoudy-the spear shaft dill protruding
from its throat.

Then Jan directed blow after blow at the huge, crested head. Twice that head lolled in the sand as if the
mongter was quite dead, and twice it was reared again, bruised arid bloody, so tenacious of life was this



cresture. But the third time it sank, never to rise again.

While the onlookers roared their approval, Jan threw down his club and walked over before the golden
throne. It was the firg time he had had a good look at the Emperor and Empress; and he was surprised.
Somehow he had expected Mena to be old and hideous like the High Priest, Samsu. He was astonished,
therefore, to see a handsome, smooth-shaved, ahletic-looking man, not yet forty. His wife, Nefertre,
was not only quite young-looking, but beautiful. She reminded Jan of Ramona, as if she might indeed
have been an elder sster or her mother.

The Emperor stood up.
"You have earned a reward, Jan of thejungle” he said, not unkindly. "Name it."

" ask that the prisoner, Prince Koh of Temukan, be freed and sent back unharmed to his father with a
suitable escort,” sad Jan.

The Emperor looked astonished.
"Prince Koh has been condemned to the games™ he said. "Heis to appear in the next event. | cannot-"

He did not finish his sentence, for the Empress had suddenly reached over, lad her hand on his am, and
sad something to him in alow voice. Jan could not hear what she said, but he surmised that she was
interceding for him, as she gave him a little friendy smile At firs Mena shook his head firmly, but
gradudly, as his beautiful wife talked to him he seemed to relent.

"Veay wdl, Jan of the jungle” he said. "Your request is granted.” He turned to the master of ceremonies.
"Go on with the next event.”

Through one of the numerous gates benegth the tiers of seats lumbered a great hary beast with long,
auling tusks. A uniformed trainer rode on its neck, and an atendant followed, carrying a sharp,
three-pronged hook at the end of a heavy chain, trailing from a collar around the great beast's neck.

At firg Jan thought he was going to have to fight this monster, a mighty bull mastodon, but he bresthed
easer when it passed him unnoticed, and stopped near the carcass of the bird. The man holding the hook
jabbed a prong into the feathery body, the trainer shouted a command, and the great prehistoric beast of
burden moved away, dragging the remains of the thunder bird with ease.

Scarcely had the carcass of the feathered giant disappeared when a gold-armored rider galloped out of
the gate beneath the throne. He handed Jan a longbow, a quiver of arrows, and a short sword with
scabbard and belt. Jan buckled the sword belt around hiswaist and dung the quiver by its sirap benegth
hisleft arm so the feathered ends of the arrows could be reached quickly, and wondered what manner of
monger he was doomed to fight thistime.

He had not long to walt, for a gate clanged over at his right, and there stalked into the arena the most
powerful and ferocious of beats-a giant saber-toothed tiger.

XXV. RAKING CLAWS

STANDING in the center of the arena, Jan fdt quite amdl and inggnificant in the presence of the mighty
carnivore that was saking mgedicdly toward him. He redized that the chances were dl agangt him,
jungle champion though he was, for winning a battle with a saber-toothed tiger. He was in greater danger
then he had ever been before.



He fitted an arrow to the bowstring and waited. A shaft launched from a distance would only infurigte the
brute and hagten its charge. But should the cat continue its dow, mgestic pace, he might be able to send
an arrow through an eye into the brain from a distance of fifty feet or so.

No sound came from the myriad onlookers in the seats above. They were weatching dlently, breathlesdy,
to see how the contestant would play this extremely dangerous game. It promised dmost certain death.

Seated on the lowest tier before the throne were two archers, whose duty it was to see that animds
which did not show a fighting Spirit in the arena were goaded to greater ferocity. For this purpose they
hed longbows, and arrows with barbed heads, backed by cross pieces that prevented their piercing
beyond a depth of two inches. A few of these barbed arrows dinging to its Sdes and flank usudly put
any besast in afighting humor.

One of the archers, observing that the advancing tiger did not appear any more ferocious than a house
cat confronted by a dish of milk, fitted a barbed arrow to the string, and nudged his companion.

"The youth is waiting for a close, careful shot," he said, "hoping it will be deadly. Watch me spail his
plans”" He drew the arrow back to his ear, took deliberate am, and let fly.

At the twang of the bowstring the fdine looked up curioudy. Then, as the crud barb suddenly sung its
shoulder, it gave vent to aroar of rage and charged, not at Jan in the center of the arena, but sraight for
the archer who had launched the arrow.

It was fully fifteen feet from the floor of the arena to the lowest tier, but the tiger made it in a Sngle
graceful leap. Before the astonished and horrified archer could draw his sword, the greet cat was upon
him. A dangle crunch of the powerful jaws crushed his head to bloody pulp.

All thistook placein a few seconds, but during thet brief time Jan had not been idle. As the great beast
launched itsdf into the air, he sent an arrow into its Side. By the time it had dain the archer he had sent a
second arrow after the fird.

Then he saw the mongter knocking armored soldiers right and left with dedge-hammer blows from its
powerful front paws as it made draight for the golden throne. There were cries of horror from the
spectators-shrieks of terror from the ladies who sat with the nobles on each side of the throne.

The Emperor stood up and drew his sword. The Empress turned degthly pae, but stood her ground.
There was but athin line of soldiers between the monster and the throne.

Jan cared nothing for the archers and the soldiers. He cared nothing for the fate of the Emperor. All these
were his enemies. But the Empress had amiled a him, with a amile that reminded hm of Ramona. And
ghe had interceded with her husband for him. She was his friend; and she was in deadly peril.

Dropping his bow, Jan sprinted for the gateway benesth the throne. Reaching it, he legped upward,
grasped the ornamentd rim of the arch above it, and drew himsdf up. Just above the arch hung the
imperid banner of Samu, draped over the wadl. Jan seized a golden tassd, pulled himsdf up, and
gragping the edge of the banner, clambered upward.

Hinging an am over the rim of the wall, he swung his body across. Then he whipped out his shortsword
and charged over the fdlen warriors in the wake of theflaling, roaring tiger.

Between the throne and the charging fury there remained but one man. He was Tdapu, son of Samsu,
Captain of the Imperid Guard and Crown Warrior. Despite his armor and his longsword, Telgpu could
not bring himsdf to face the monger that had knocked his men about like ningpins. With a shriek of



terror, he turned and ran, leaving the Emperor and Empress to face the beast unguarded.

It was a this moment that Jan came up behind the tiger. With a mighty legp he dighted on the shaggy
back, and grasping the loose skin of the neck, thrust his shortsword in to the hilt just benegth the shoulder
blade.

Sounding afrightful roar, the great cat turned to saize its foe. But it toppled backward. Jan and the tiger
rolled together to the lowest tier, where they brought up againg the edge of the wall with terrific force.

Asthey lay there motionless, gpparently locked in a deasth embrace, it was the Emperor who fird dashed
down the steps to Jan's aid. Lifting a heavy paw which lay across Jan's chest, he dragged his limp body
away from that of histerrible foe.

Then he shouted for the roya physcian and attendants. The Empress, who had hurried after him, bent
over the youth and laid her hand over his heart.

"May Re be praised!” she exclamed. "He lives You mus see that he isfittingly rewarded for this brave
deed, my lord."

"Such reward as isin our power to confer shdl be his™ replied the Emperor. Then he uttered a sudden
exdamaion of surprise as he noticed the emblem tattooed in the pam of Jan's right hand. "Look! The
sacred lotud This is no common savage, but a prince of the blood imperid! It accounts for his
extraordinary bravery."

"You forget, my lord,"” said Nefertre, "that Telgpu is dso of the blood imperid. Does this, then, account
for his cowardice?'

"It's a different drain,” replied Mena, "a throw-back, which by Heru and Anpu Il weed from my
ranks!...But here's the doctor."

Jan wakened in a soft bed beneath yelow Slken coverlets in which were embroidered the imperid coat
of ams of Satmu. His head, shoulder and arm were negily bandaged, and his tattered garments of jaguar
skin had been replaced with a slken degping wrap.

When he sat up and saw the magnificence of the bedchamber, he thought at first that he had arived in
that beautiful place cdled heaven, which Ramona had described. But his head swam dizzly, and he
subsided to the pillow once more. He recdled ralling down the tiers of the amphitheater in the dying
cutch of the tiger, and the conviction, as his head struck the wall, that histime had come to deep the long

deep.

But there was a saffron-skinned Temukanese dave standing at the foot of his bed. Had this dave dso
gone to heaven?

"Where are we?' he asked.

"In the Imperia Paace, highness" replied the dave respectfully.

"Whereis Prince Koh of Temukan?' asked Jan.

"He awaits the permission of the royd physcian to vist your highness, before beginning hisjourney.”
"Tdl theroyd physcian | want to see the prince now,” said Jan.

The dave bowed low and withdrew. In a few moments he returned with a tdl, dignified man, whose



upper lip and jowls were shaven, but whose chin was adorned with a short gray beard, rectangular in
shape and plaited with fine gold threads.

"I am Usephais, the doctor, highness™ he said. "So you would entertain vistors? It mug be that you are
recovering repidly. Let us see”

He unwound Jan's bandages, one by one, and examined his wounds. Then he lisened to his heart, and
fdt his brow for fever.

"Head ache?' he asked.

"Not much,” replied Jan, "but it svimswhen | St up.”

"l know. That will pass. Here drink this"

He dissolved a powder in a glass of wine and held it to the patient's lips.
Jan drank, and immediatdy fdt a grateful glow suffusng him.

"WEell have you up and around in aday or two," said Usephais, "but for the present you mugt stay in bed.
You may see your friend, however."

He withdrew, and within a short time, Prince Koh was kneding at the bedside.

"I don't know how to thank you," he said, gripping Jan's hand. "Since your brilliant defense of their
majedties, yesterday, I've been treated as avigting prince rather than a captured dave. And I'm to leave
for my native kingdom of Temukan today with an escort.”

Some time later Jan was visted by the Emperor and Empress. Because of his ignorance of human
customs or the formdlity of courts, he had no idea of the honor bestowed upon him by such avist, but he
flushed 'under their enthusadtic praise of his vaor, and something within him that had dways longed for
the care and love of a red humen mother responded to the maerna minidrations of the beautiful
Nefertre, who could tak to him so soothingly, and whose cool, soft hand upon his brow seemed to
bestow a heding benediction.

By order of the royd physcdan, he was kept in his goartments for three days. On the fourth he was
summoned to the imperid audience chamber.

The page who brought the summons was followed by a hdf dozen daves, who bore quilted slken
gaments, gold-plated armor and weapons. While the Emperor's messenger waited, the daves quickly
dressed Jan in the Slken garments, fastened his armor on him, and belted his sword and dagger about his
waist. Then he followed the page to the throne room.

Mena was seated on a jewel-studded golden throne, on a dais a one end of the room. Above the back
of the throne, a brilliantly polished golden globe, representing the sun, was supported by three images a
blue one of Aset, cut from lapis lazuli; a white one of Asar, carved from dabaster; and a black one of
Set, sculptured from polished jet.

Standing a each sde of the throne were the leading nobles officas and dignitaries of the ream, induding
the High Priest of Asar and that of Set, and the High Priestess of Aset.

As Jan and the page entered the room, a mgjor-domo announced:
"HisRoya Highness Prince Jan.”



Then the page conducted him to the foot of the throne, while every voice was hushed, and every eye was
turned upon him.

The Emperor stood up to receive him, an unusud honor, and made public acknowledgement of the
crown's indebtedness to him for his act of heroism at the games.

Then the monarch resumed his seat and glanced over to the left where Samsu High Priest of Set, stood
with alittle group of his black-clad followers.

"I believe you have a petition, Samsu,” he said.

"I have, your mgesty," replied the High Priest. "The savage who stands before your throne blinded the
holy Sebek. | ask that he be given into my hands, that he may be punished for this sacrilege.”

"He has dready stood trid by combat on that score,” replied Mena. "The incident is closed.”
"In the name of the great god Set | demand judtice!” said Samsu his skull-like face working.
"W, then, judtice you shdl have" said Mena. "Tdapu!"

Sanding at the right of the throne, Samsu's craven son turned deethly pale, and his knees quaked
vidently when he suddenly heard his name spoken by the Emperor. Nothing had been said to him about
hisdisplay of cowardice at the games and he was beginning to beieve that on account of the influence of
his father, the matter had been overlooked.

"Yes your mgesy," he replied, his voice quavering.

"Your sarvices as Captain of the Imperid Guard are no longer required. The title of Crown Warrior is
yours no longer. | return you to your father and to the ranks of the black ones. Go!"

The eyes of Samau flashed an angry green. Here was a decided setback to his ambition. For Mena had
no heir, and he had hoped to place his son in line for successon to the throne of Satmu. But he dared not
utter aword of protest. As Telgpu, pae and tearful, sumbled over to "where he stood, he kept his head
bowed.

"Prince Jan," said Mena rigng once more. "In the presence of these witnesses, | name you Crown
Warrior and Captain of the Imperid Guard.”

He raised his hand dismissng the court.

Samay, his face plainly showing his hate and envy, departed with his disgraced son and his black-clad
followers, while the other courtiers crowded around Jan to congratulate him.

XXVI. THE VANQUISHED
SHORTLY AFTER Jan returned to his quarters a page entered and bowed before him.
"Your highnesss dave by combat awaits leave to come into your presence,” he said.
"My dave by combat? What do you mean?'
"It isthe one your highness overcame in the arena. Shdl | send him in?’

"Yan



A moment later a dender, ately individud, whose iron-gray beard was trimmed to a sharp point, and
whose neet court attire and well-groomed person proclamed his gertility, walked into the apartment.
Wrapped around his head was a clean white bandage. Jan, who had expected to see the hairy wild man
he had vanquished at the games, was astounded. Yet on close scrutiny, there seemed to be a dighnt
resemblance between this man and the one he had stunned with his club.

"Who are you?" asked Jan.

"I an Sr Henry Westgate of the outer world," replied the man, accenting his Satmuan speech as if
unfamiliar with its use yet understanding it. "I have been told you came here from the outer world. What
language did you speak there?'

"English," replied Jan. "Also afew Indian and Spanish words.

"l am English," said Sr Henry. "These people tdl me | become your dave since you vanquished me in the
arena. | do not remember fighting you. Can you tdl me about it?"

Jan told him how he had firs seen himin a cage next to his benegth the seats of the amphitheater and of
the fights that followed.

When he had finished, the Englishman said:

"Thisisterrible-tragic! | must have lost my memory for years. No doubt that blow in the arena restored
it. They tdl me | was captured, quite naked, with a band of hairy men, who were brought in for the

games.

" was exploring the jungle, looking for a way to this very city, the existence of which | suspected. As |
wandered through the wilds | lost many members of my expedition. Some fdl prey to wild beasts, some
to the long arrows and poisonous darts of the savages, and some to the fever. Findly, when | was
reduced to but four followers, | left camp one moring on a lone trip of exploration. After traveing
severd miles| cameto atdl diff. | an a trained dimber, and had brought a rope. After hours of effort |
succeeded in reaching the top of that diff, and found that | was on the top of a long ridge about five
hundred feet wide, endosing a vast green valey. With my fidd glasses | made out what |ooked like a
good-sized city about fifteen miles from where | stood. | was sure this was the city for which | had been
searching.

"There was a shdf about fifty feet below, and benegath this a number of other shelves. | had a sixty-foot
rope, and this | made fagt about the base of a stunted tree that grew on the diff top. Then | let mysdf
down over the diff. | reached the firg shdf without mishap, and the second.

"As| was descending to the third | heard shouts below me--sounds manlike and yet beast-like. Looking
down; | saw a score of primitive beast-men, bearded, whose bodies were covered with har. They began
to hurl sticks and stones up a me. | tried to scramble back up on the shdf, but a missle struck the side of
my head, and al went black.

"I remember nothing more that happened until | returned to consciousness here in the palace three days
ago. | know only that years mugt have passed, because my hair and beard grew so long and turned so

oray.”
"And now you wigh to go back to the outer world?' asked Jan.

No. | prefer to remain here in Satmu, to Study its people. It is a privilege for which | would give many
years of my life"



"Then do s0," said Jan. "If the fact that | knocked you unconscious made you my dave, you are free from
now on," and extended his hand, as he had seen white men do. The English scientist took it gratefully.

Asthe days passed, lengthened into weeks and months, Jan grew tired of the luxury and splendor of his
lifein the palace, and longed for the ampliaty and freedom of his former jungle life. He often thought of
Ramona, and wished that he could revist the plantation to see if she had returned from her journey. But
he had come to Satmu by such a devious way that he had no idea where to look for the underground
passageway through which he had entered the valley.

Mena had given orders that he be ingtructed in reading and writing, in the arts and sciences, and in the
use of ams. He progressed rapidly with his sudies, and gill more rapidly in the use of weapons, which he
took to as naturdly as a duck to water, thanks to his jungletrained skill and coordination. In a few
months he could fence aswdl as his master. The best archer in the army could not send an arrow or hur
ajavdin draighter or farther than he.

Asfor riding the fierce three-horned steeds, he had a way with the brutes that even the most experienced
riders could not duplicate.

Having learned to ride and to fence, he was taught tilting, a sport in which long lances and shidds were
used by the two rivds in each match. In the practice bouts, blunt lances were used, the object being to
unseat an opponent. But in jousting matches and duds, lances with needle-sharp points were employed.

He often went on hunting excursions, sometimes with amdl parties, and sometimes, when the Emperor
went, with large forces of hunters. The valey abounded in big game, and the hunters riding their swift,
three-horned steeds usudly found excdlent sport. Following the hunters came the mastodons with their
drivers and attendants. The attendants cleaned and cut up the game, and loaded it on the backs of the
huge woolly pachyderms, to be conveyed back to Satmu.

One day when Jan was out with a amd| party of hunters, he sghted a giant ground doth some distance
away, squatting on its haunches and egting the leaves of a tree. The party had been fdlowing a herd of
deer, but when Jan saw thisimmense creature, he left the others and hurried his mount toward it.

He had not gone far when the mylodon must have decided that the leaves were more luscious farther on,
and lumbered away with considerable speed, for despite its awkwardness and immense bulk it could
trave quite swiftly. Soon it was leading Jan across a stretch of marsh land, dotted with little dumps of
trees. And here the doth made swifter progress than the pursuing triceratops, as its broad pads were
better adapted to thistravel than those of Jan's steed.

It took more than two hours to cross the marsh. By thistime, Jan had lost Sght of his quarry. But the trall
was plan enough, and he urged his mount dong this a top speed. Soon he emerged from the
tree-sprinkled country onto a broad grassy plain. Less than a hdf mile awvay he saw the mylodon.

Here, with the advantage dl in favor of the triceratops, he gained rapidly on the mongter. As he came up
behind it, it turned, and rearing itsdf on itsthick tall and sturdy hind legs, awaited his coming.

Jan couched hislong lance and charged. He had amed for the left breast, and the lace point struck and
entered the target unswervingly. With a terrible screaming roar, the mylodon swung its two powerful
forefeet in retdiation. An immense paw struck Jan with a terrific impact, and sent him ralling in the tdl
grass fully twenty feet away from his saddle. For a moment he lay there, haf stunned.

The mylodon, apparently mortaly wounded, was belowing, moaning and threshing about in the grass.
But the triceratops, having logt its rider, was gdloping back toward Satmu by the way it had come, as
fagt asits stout legs would carry it.



Jan shouted to hisrunaway steed at the top of his voice, but with no effect.

Had he been a city-bred man, confronted by the prospect of being left done in this wilderness, Jan might
have sunk to the utmost depths of despair. But to this man of the jungle being done in the wilds was a
pleasure. It was easy for im to dip back into the old ways.

He waited until the great doth lay Hill. Then, with his keen dagger, he carved a steak from the rump and
ate until his hunger was satisfied. Nor did he neglect carving off another piece and wrapping it in a strip of
tough hide as a provison againg future needs.

After he had eaten, Jan was thirdy, and the breeze from the south carried the scent of water. He
accordingly set out in that direction. As he did so, there came to him the howling of a hyaenodon that had
scented the kill, answered by a score of canine throats from dl directions.

A hdf hour's wak brought him to the bank of ariver that meandered between low, willow-fringed banks.
After he had drunk hisfill, he looked downstream, and noticed that there was something strangely familiar
about the locdity in which he found himsdf. An unbroken line of tdl, perpendicular diffs confronted him,
and the river disappeared into the face of one of these, not two miles from where he stood. On the Ieft
bank of the stream stood the temple ruins and the great stone images that he had seen when he firg
entered the valey.

Here, then, was the lost passageway! The gateway to his beloved jungle, and perhaps to that beautiful
creature beyond the jungle who had gone on along journey, but who had promised she would return and
wait for him.

Hungry for a 9ght of his jungle once more, and thrilled at the prospect of finding Ramona, Jan lost no
time in getting to the temple ruins. As it was impossible for him to svim weighted down with his armor
and weapons, he made a light raft from pieces of driftwood bound together with strands of twisted grass.
Then he stripped, and after piling his clothing, armor and weapons on the raft, pushed out into the stream.

Ingde the cavern, he dragged his craft up on the bank, and dressed once more. Then he followed the
dark passageway to the opening beneath the fdls, descended the diff face, plunged through the sheet of
fdling water and waded ashore.

A glance upward reveded that his tree house was dill there. Joyoudy dimbing the bank, he made for the
base of the great tree that had been his home for so long.

But he came to a sudden hdlt, as two rifles cracked amost in unison. At the impact of the two projectiles,
Jan soun hdfway round, then fel.

XXVII.AFIGHTING VICTIM.

As JAN FELL to the ground, Dr. Bracken's two Indian watchers their rifles sill smoking, lesped from
their hiding place and ran toward him with exultant shouts.

But much to ther surprise and congternation, the victim got to his feet just as they reached him. His
sword legped from its sheath. One savage was pierced before he could recover from his astonishment.
The other quickly turned and fled into the jungle.

Jerking his blade free of the sagging body, Jan hurried after the running Indian. But the weight of his
amor impeded him. Whipping bow and arrow from the quiver a his back, he sent a sted-tipped sheft
after hisflesing assailant.



It struck the Indian in the back of the neck and passed through, inflicting a morta wound. By the time Jan
came up beside him, he was dead.

Having made sure that the savage was degping the long deep, Jan returned to the base of the tree. Here,
he curioudy examined the armor covering his left shoulder, where the two projectiles had struck. It was
dented in two places, but not broken through. He saw one of the projectiles lying nearby-a crumpled
hallow cylinder with liquid dripping from it, and the broken stub of a needle on one end.

Before proceeding on into the jungle, Jan decided to inspect the tree house. But in order to dimb, he was
forced to remove hismetd shoes and gauntlets. These he dung by straps around his neck. Then he made
the ascent.

Mogt of the articles in the tree house seemed to be as he had Ieft them, except that the machetes and
other iron weapons had rusted. The roof had severa holes in it where parts of the thatch had blown
away, and the floor was littered with leaves and bits of grass that had fdlen from the roof.

Although his armor had saved him from the hypodermic bullets of the two Indians, Jan was beginning to
grow quite tired of it. He was as proud of it asis any high school boy with a new raccoon coat, and pride
dictated that he should keep it on, that Ramona might witness its splendor.

But he could not run with it on, nor swing through the trees, hence his trip to the Suarez plantation would
be dowed down. He decided to leave it in the tree house.

With the aid of his dagger and a rawhide thong, he quickly fashioned himsdf a garment from one of his
jaguar hides. Then he removed his armor and slken garments, piled them on the floor, and covered them
with another hide. He dso decided to leave his sword, as it might impede his movements, and take with
himonly his bow and arrows and his dagger.

As he descended the tree and plunged into the jungle, he exulted in the feding of freedom induced by his
change of costume. It was good to fed the warm ar blowing on his bare head and naked limbs. And the
Soft lesf mold caressed the soles of his feet, which for months had been shod with metd. This jungle, to
him, was home.

Night found him many miles from his tree house, comfortably curled in a crotch high above the ground,
here the evening breeze, gently swaying the tree-tops, softly lulled him to deep.

He rose with the sun, and finding the mesat he had brought with him a bit too high for palatability, he flung
it away and shot a peccary. Having breakfasted, he set off once more toward the north.

It was late afternoon of the third day when he reached the ceiba tree under the roots of which he had
dept during those days which had passed dl too swiftly before Ramonas departure for the United States.

He was about to peer into hisformer retreat when he suddenly heard agirl scream, asiif in deedly terror.
He heard severa more muffled cries. Then dl was ill as before. The sound had come from far over to
hisright. And the voice was undoubtedly that of Ramona Just once before had he heard her utter such a
scream-on that eventful day when he had stepped between her and the charging puma

With the swiftness of alegping deer, he bounded off in the direction from which the sounds had come.

It was some time before Jan reached the spot from which the cries had come. But once there, his
jungletrained eyes indantly read the tory of the girl's futile sruggle with two Indians. From this point, the
tral they had taken was as plain to Jan as is a concrete pavement to a motorist: He bad not gone far
before he again heard the voice of Ramona, mingled with the gruff tones and coarse laughter of a man.



A moment more, and he emerged into a smdl dearing just in time to see the girl being dragged into the
dark interior of a but by some invisble person.

With an involuntary snarl, he bounded across the dearing and entered the hut. As he had plunged from
the bright sunlight into semi-darkness, there was an ingant when he could see nothing. During that indtant,
apigol blazed at him from beside a shadowy bulk that loomed in the darkness, and a sharp pain seared
hissde.

Jan launched himsdf at that shadowy form. One hand sought and found the wrigt that held the pistol. The
other gripped asinewy throat. The pistal roared again, so close that the powder burned his shoulder. Jan
suddenly bent and saized the gun wrigt in his teeth. There was a lurid Spanish curse, and the wegpon
thudded to the day floor.

Although Jan was far stronger than the average man, his advantage was offsat by the fact tha his
opponent knew, and did not hesitate to employ, dmogt every trick of wrestling and boxing, as wdl as
many which are barred both on the mat and in thering.

Striking, biting, dutching, dawing, gouging, and kicking, they fought there in the semi-darkness with the
ferocity of jungle beasts. Presently, locked in a vise-like dinch, they swayed and fdl to the floor. Ralling
over and over, they crashed through the flimsy wall of the but and out into the sunlight. And it was there,
when his eyes became adjusted to the change of light, that Jan recognized Santos, his old enemy.

The Sght added fud to the flames of his anger-gave a new impetus to his fast-waning srength. Santos
bad clamped on an arm-lock that would have broken the bones of one less mightily thewed. But his eyes
caught the glitter of Jan's jeweled dagger hilt which the youth had completely forgotten in this primitive
gruggle with nature's weapons.

The captain had nearly reached the limit of his endurance: If he could get that dagger he might end the
contest in his favor with a sngle, well-placed thrust. But he could not reach for it without giving up the
advantage which the am-lock gave him, as this kept both his hands occupied. He mugt therefore act with

lightning swiftness.
He increased the pressure on Jan's am, then suddenly let go and, draghtening up, grabbed for the

dagger. Jan had been resding the hold by curving the am downward. As the captain released it, his
hand came in contact with a smooth, round stone, half embedded in the soft clay.

With a grunt of triumph, Santos jerked the dagger from its sheath and raised it doft. But a this ingtant,
Jan swung the stone, caiching him between the eyes. At the impact of tha terrific blow, the dagger
dropped from Santos's nerveless fingers, and he dumped forward.

Hinging the limp body of his enemy from him, Jan picked up his dagger, sheathed it, and hurried into the
but. There on the floor, in alittle crumpled heap, lay Ramona, as limp and apparently as lifdess as the
captain.

Tenderly, Jan picked her up and carried her out into the sunlight. So far as he could see, there were no
marks of violence on her other than the red lines where the rope had chafed her wrids.

A great fear entered his heart. Perhaps he had arrived too late, after dl. Perhaps the weapon which had
creased hisribs and burned his shoulder had dain her in some mysterious manner, and she was degping

the long deep.

But in a moment Ramona, who had fainted, opened her eyes. Weskly she flung an am around his neck,
suggled more dosdy againg his shoulder.



" waited s0 long for you, Jan," she murmured. "I thought you would never come.”

As he stood there holding her in his arms and looking down into her great dark eyes, Jan saw alight in
them that kindled the smoldering flamein his bosom and sent the blood coursing medly through his strong
young body. Unconscioudy he held her tighter. Sowly he bent over her lips

Once before in her life she had kissed him. The farewell of a child, a playmate. Thet kiss he would dways
remember. But in the interva of separation, Nature and the longing each had fdt for the other, had
wrought a wondrous change. Now the fires of their youthful love flamed as ther lips met.

Her am tightened around his neck, stole up to caress histangle of auburn curls.

"I love you, Ramona," he murmured.

"Jan! Take me away with you! Don't ever leave me again!”

With Ramona dill in his arms Jan strode off into the jungle, her dight weight as nothing to him.
"Oh, Jan! What have | said? What have we done? Put me down! Please!”

Puzzled, he stood her on her feet.

"You mug take me home, Jan. | didn't mean what | said.”

"You mean you don't want to come with me?'

"I mugt hurry home. | don't know what made me say what | did. My people will be worried frantic about
me. And tomorrow | leave again, for school.”

Hearing that, Jan fdt crushed.
"All right," he said soberly, "I'll take you home."

They had not taken more than a dozen steps in the direction of the hacienda, when there came to them
the sounds of men's voices, and atrampling and crashing through the undergrowth.

XXVII. JUNGLE MAN-HUNT

AT SOME DISTANCE from his base camp, Dr. Bracken, with severd of his Indians, was tramping
through the jungle when the two who had abducted Ramona dashed breathlesdy out into the trall, thar
expressions plainly showing ther excitement.

The doctor stopped.

"What the devil is the matter?' he demanded. "Where are you two going?'

"H Diablo kill captain!™ panted one of them.

Dr. Bracken knew that by. "H Diablo" they referred to Jan.

"Whereis he? Quick!"

"Over a maoccal Captain build hut, stedl senorita from haciendal Digblo come! Kill captain!™

"Served him right, the dirty double-crosser!" snarled the doctor. "But come! Show me where! Well
catch this Diablo now, for sure” He shouted an order to the other Indians standing dong the trall.



"Quick, men-follow met" Then he dashed off with the two guides.
"Why didn't you catch B Diablo?' he demanded, as they raced aong.
"Got no rifles™ grunted one. "Can't catch without the rifles™

"Afrad of him, eh? You stood there and let im kill your captain.”

"No. Captain dready dead. He send us away. We hear shots. Go back. Captain on ground. E Diablo
gaing into hut. We run hurt for you."

But before they got to the malocca the doctor suddenly saw a shaft of sunlight flash on a touded mass of
auburn curls, alight skin, and a spotted garment of jaguar hide. He snapped his rifle to his shoulder and
fired.

Jan heard the sound of men coming through the jungle toward them. He stopped and looked about him
while Ramona went ahead. At that indant a rifle cracked, and a bullet, griking a twig beside him went
whining on its way. Crouching low, he hurried to where the girl stood waiting for him.

"Come" he said to Ramona. "They are after us. They are too many for us to fight. We mugt run.”

It took every ounce of jungle cunning Jan possessed to eude the doctor and his savage pack, as he
piloted Ramona through the tangled vegetation. He was forced to zigzag, and at times to double in his
tracks, but dways his course led him nearer and nearer to the hacienda. And dways the pack was close
a hisheds.

Presently, after some two hours of running and dodging, they emerged in the don's grove of young rubber
trees. The sound of the hunters crashing through the jungle grew louder behind them.

Jan stopped.
"Good-by," he said. "Run to the housd Hurry! I'l lead them another way."
But, Jan--There is something 1--that is-your father and mother--"

"Hurry!" he snapped. "They are dmogt here.” Then he swarmed up a thick liana, svung onto a limb, and
disappeared in the dense tangle of foliage.

Ramona stood there uncertainly for a moment, looking at the spot where he had vanished. But the sound
of the running savages, now only a few hundred feet away, recdled her to her peril, and she turned and
ran breathlesdy to the patio.

After Jan turned back into the jungle, dimbing from tree to tree, it was not long before he saw his
pursuers coming toward him. And in their midst was a figure that aroused in him al the pent-up hatred
that years of abuse had engendered-Dr. Bracken.

His intention had been to wait until the man-hunters had passed beneath him, then shout to attract ther
atention and lead them in the other direction. But that was before he knew that his ancient enemy led the

party.

From the Satmuan quiver a his back he drew bow and arrow. Then he took deliberate am at the
bearded figure, and let fly. Fierced through the chest, the doctor uttered a choking cry and collgpsed. At
the twang of his bow, the Indians stopped, peering ahead of them to see whence it had come. But they
did not think to look upward.



There was a second twang, and one of the Indians pitched forward on his face, shot through the heart.
The others turned and fled, scattering indl directions, but two more of their number fdl before they were
out of bow-shot.

Jan returned his bow to the quiver and swung forward through the branches. He paused, directly above
hisfdlen enemy. The doctor's white, upturned festures were motionless. His eyes were closed.

For a moment, Jan stared down at the hated face. Then he went onward into the depths of the jungle
When he had traveled for a consderable distance, he sghted a curassow and remembered that he had
not eaten for some time. The bird fell before his arrow, and he descended to the ground. With his keen
dagger for acarving knife, Jan sat down to his savage feadt.

Having eaten, he went to the river for a drink of water. Then darkness set in, and he cdlimbed a tree for
the night.

Morning found himin a quandary as to where to go or what to do. Ramonas actions had both puzzled
and piqued him. Why, he wondered, had she begged him with one breath to take her away, and with the
next, ingsted that he take her back to her people? Like many an older and more experienced mde, Jan
came to the conclusion that the feminine mind was beffling.

She had said she was going away. So he findly decided that he would go and try to see her before she
left-perhaps persuade her to come with him. Falling in this, he would return to Satmu and try to forget
her. He accordingly set off dong the river bank.

When he reached the hacienda, Jan proceeded with caution. He heard much taking, then a loud cheer,
and cries of "Adiod"

Hurrying forward, he peered through the bushes. Just ahead of him was the dock, and on it many people
were standing. There were Indians, half-breeds and white people; men, women and children. They were
waving farewel to a fleet of canoes that was heading down the river. In the foremost canoe rode
Ramona

Jan's heart sank. He fdt very londy and forsaken. For some time he watched the people on the dock. He
noticed, among the others, a woman whose hair was the precise color of his own. He thought her very
beautiful. Her sweet face, with its big, wigful eyes, attracted him unaccountably. She was dinging to the
am of atdl, dark-haired, sun-bronzed man he had not seen before. Together with the don and dona,
they walked to the house.

Jan turned away, heavy-hearted. Leisurdy, he made his way back to his tree house, hunting as he
traveled, and taking five days. He approached it cautioudy, fearful of ambush. But there was no one
about. The skeletons of the two Indians he had dain lay where they had fdlen, picked clean by jungle
scavengers.

Somehow the place did not seem so dluring to him as he had imagined it would when in Satmu. Here
was nothing but desolation and londiness. With Ramona gone, it was unbearable. Every man he met was

hisenemy.

In Satmu he had many friends-good comrades with whom he could joust, fence or hunt. The hidden
valey now attracted him as much as the jungle had drawn him before. He decided to return to Satmu. It
would be the place to try to forget-to shape hislife anew.

Jan found his armor, dothing and sword lying where he had left them. Descending to the ground, he
carried them up under the fdls, dimbed to the chamber above, and made hisway to where he had I&ft his



raft. Here he stripped to the skin, leaving his jaguar-hide garment in the cave and piling everything e'se on
his narrow raft.

Pushing off, he swam out into the channel. Soon he emerged into the bright daylight of the hidden vdley
He was svimming for the side on which the temple ruins stood when something splashed in the water
quite near him. Then he heard much splashing from the direction of the opposite bank.

Turning, he saw a large band of hairy men, some standing on the bank hurling sticks and stones at him,
others plunging into the water and svimming toward him.

With missles splashing about him he pivoted and tried to drag his narrow raft swiftly to the other bank.
But alarge stone struck the edge of the ungtable craft tilting it and spilling his armor and weapons, dl of
which sank immediately.

Abandoning the now useless raft, he quickly swam out of range of the missles and made the shore.

Stark naked, he ran up the bank with the water dripping from his glisgening body. Then he sprinted dong
the broken, weed-grown avenue lined by the giant stone images, sraight for the temple ruins.

Close behind him came a howling mob of hairy, wild men, brandishing clubs and hurling such bits of stone
as they could catch up while running.

XXIX. THE GRAVEN ARROW

When Ramona dashed into the patio after her rescue by Jan, she found no one there. She passed on
through the big house, and found it empty and deserted. But in front of the house she heard excited
voices. As she burgt out onto the veranda she saw most of the plantation personnel assembled on the
river front. Harry Trevor and Don Fernando, having divided their avalable forces, were each ready to
lead a search party into the jungle.

Her old duenna, Senora Soledade, was weeping hysericdly, while Georgia Trevor and the dona tried to
quiet her. Ramonaran up to where the three women stood, and al attempted to embrace her & once.

As so0n as they had ascertained that she was unharmed, everybody, it seemed, was asking her questions
a onetime

She told them of her kidnaping by Santos, her rescue by Jan, and the pursuit by Santos's Indians, which
she had just escaped at the edge of the clearing.

Within a short time the two parties that had been organized to hunt for her had united, and forming a long
line started out to look for Jan.

Harry Trevor was forcing his way through the dense undergrowth when he heard a shout far over a his
left. This was followed by excited taking. Hurrying over, he saw Don Fernando and two of his plantation
hands bending over aman lying on the ground. As he came closer he saw that the man was Dr. Bracken.
The feathered shaft of an arrow protruded from his chest. The don had opened the man's bloodstained
shirt front, and was ligening for heartbesats:

"Ishe dead?" asked Trevor, coming up beside him.

"His heart 4ill beats," replied the don. "He may pull through. The arrow seems to have pierced the upper
right lobe of hislung."

"Better get that arrow out of him, hadn't we?' suggested Trevor.



"Have to pack the wound when we do,” replied Don Fernando, "or he may bleed to death. Well take
him to the house just as heis”

Under the don's directions a litter was quickly made from two sgplings with branches placed across
them. On this the doctor was gently laid, and carried to the hacienda. Then a canoe was dispatched for
Padre Luis, amissonary priest living with atribe of Indians down the river. He was reputed to have great
medicd ill.

Some hours later the padre arrived. After extracting the arrow and dressing the wound, he announced
that if no infection set in, the patient would probably recover. When he |eft the sick room, he took dong
the two pieces of the arrow he had removed. Together with the don and Trevor, he entered the library.

"A drange arrow for these parts, senores” he said. "No Indian workmanship there. The head is of
tempered, polished stedl. The band behind it is pure gold. Those hieroglyphics on the band, besides, are
not Indian writing."

He handed the pieces to Don Fernando.
"Why!" exdlamed the don. "They ook like the picture writing on the basket!"
"Basket?' asked the padre.

"A drange basket | found floating down the river some years ago,” replied the don, who in his excitement
a sght of the characters had dmost betrayed the family secret. "But wait. | have a code. Sr Henry
Westgate, an archaeologist who passed through here a number of years ago, left it with me”

He took a bulky manuscript, yelow with age, from a desk drawer, and thumbed through it. Presently he
stopped, and with pad and pencil noted the characters on the gold band and compared them with those
on the manuscript page. Presently he read:

'Warrior of the Prince, Tchan, Son of the Sun.' | have it! There is no letter J in the dphabet of these
people, so they were forced to use Tch. The inscription means, 'Crown Warrior Jan, Son of the Sun.'
Thisarrow belonged to your boy."

"Crown Warrior," musad Trevor. "What could that be?'

"It says here" continued the don "that it is a title bestowed for distinguished service to the crown. | am of
the opinion that your son has found the lost colony of Mu, for which Sir Henry Westgate was searching.
And having reached it, he has disinguished himsdf in some way, earning the title of Crown Warrior. How
he attained the hereditary title of 'Sa Re," | cannot imagine”

"The Indians hereabout dl have traditions of an ancient warlike white race living in the interior,” said
Padre Luis.

"I have listened to these tales many times, but | never believed them."
"If thisis Jan's arrow, it follows that he shot the doctor,” said Trevor. "'l wonder why."

"I believe | can explain that," the padre said. "After | had dressed his wound and adminisered a
gimulant, the doctor talked a little. He said he and his men had caught a glimpse of the youth and had
followed him, hopping to capture him and bring him in. Jan had suddenly turned and shot him. Bracken
goparently did not know that the senorita was with Jan that she had been abducted, or that Captain
Santos had been dain. | told him he mugt not do any more talking on account of his injured lung, but he
indsted on tdling me that much. No doubt he will be able to explain everything shortly.”



"In the meantime" said Trevor, "how are we to find Jan?"

"It ismy opinion," replied the don, "thet in order to find him we mug locate this lost colony of Mu. No
doubt heiswdl on hisway to his adopted people by thistime"

"Il find it," sad Trevor, "if 1 have to go over the entire South American continent with a fine-toothed
comb."

As Jan, naked and unarmed, sprinted toward the temple ruins with the mob of hairy men in swift pursuit,
he suddenly thought of the blowgun and darts he had left in an anteroom some time before. If they were
dill there and he could but get to that room in time he would give these wild men a surprise.

He dashed through the portal amid a shower of sticks and stones and made draight for his cache.
On reaching it, he found, to his ddight, that the wegpon and missles were il there.

Quickly catching the blowgun and the quiver of darts, he loaded the tube and stood in the hdlway,
waiting. But to his surprise, not one of the hary men came near. He stood there for some time, and
though he could hear the shouts of the wild men outside the temple, he saw no one.

Presently he decided to take a look. He made his way to the portal of the building, cautioudy watching
for an ambush.

At the portd, he paused. Standing about fifty feet away was a large group of hary men, chaitering
excitedly. They seemed afraid to come any nearer. Evidently they were fearful of some danger, fancied or
red, in the temple ruins. Something within the building had evidently frightened them before. Perhaps the
saber-toothed tiger which had formerly laired there had dain some of their companions. Jan raised his
blowgun to his lips. Then he sped a dart a a big hairy felow who towered above the others. The wild
men fdl without a sound, and the others stared at him in awed amazement.

Then one of them spied Jan sanding in the entrance. With a loud cry of rage he pointed the youth out to
the others. Jan dodged a shower of miscelaneous missiles and brought down another hary creature with
atiny dart. The entire pack seemed about to charge him.

Suddenly he heard a familiar sound over a his right-the clatter of armored riders and the thunderous
tread of their mounts. The hairy men heard it, too, and turning, scampered for the river. But few of them
reached it for a troop of the Golden Ones came charging around the side of the ruins with lances
couched, pursuing them rdentlesdy, spitting them on ther shafts and riding them down beneath the
thundering hoofs.

In the midgt of the party rode Mena, Emperor of Satmu, resplendent in his gdlittering, richly jeweled
armor. He caught 9ght of Jan standing in the porta, and dismounting, walked toward him.

"By the long hairy nose of Anpu!" he said, coming up. "How is it that we find you going about in the
cosdume of a new-born infant? Where are your armor and wespons, and what is that odd-looking tube
you cary?'

"My armor and weapons are a the bottom of the river, mgesy,” replied Jan. "I put them on a raft and
went for a svim, but the hairy ones came and overturned them, chasing me into the temple where | found
this wegpon.” He explained the use of the blowgun to the Emperor, and pointed out the bodies of the
hairy men who had been dan by the darts.

"A curious and terrible wegpon,” said Mena "I'm glad they are not used in Satmu. Leave it here, and
come with me. Luckily, the mastodons carry some extra armor, arms and dothing of mine, so we can fit



you out again. Well dress you like an emperor for your triumpha return. You had me worried, Jan.
Thought we would never find you. But to-day we came across the gnawed skeleton of the big doth you
killed, with your broken lance gill wedged between its ribs, so | imagined that if you were dive' you
would be somewhere heresbout.”

"Permit me to thank your majesty for coming to my rescue,” said Jan.
"It'sdl right lad. Y ou came to mine once, didn't you?"
A big mastodon lumbered over a a 9gn from the monarch.

"Ho, davel" he cdled to the driver perched on the woolly neck. "Make the beast kned. We would get
some wearables from that pack.”

It was not long before Jan, fully armed and armored once more, was riding beside the Emperor on one of
the three-horned mounts. The caval cade entered Satmu shortly after dark that night.

Jan's return to Satmu was a 9gnd for much rgoicing among its inhabitants, for he had the double
diginction of being the Emperor's favorite, and the popular idol as well. Mena hdd a great feast in honor
of the event, which lasted far into the night.

Jan sad nothing to any one of his adventures in the jungle. His secret sorrow at Ramonas refusd to
return with him was well concedled. Instead of moping about, he worked harder and played harder than
ever before. By keeping busy he succeeded in covering up the longing that tugged at his heart.

But try as he would, he could not forget Ramona. He lived over and over again those hours spent in the
patio, learning to spesk, to write and to draw; and that one outstanding moment in his life when, with
ams around his neck and warm lips close to his, she had begged him to take her away with him-to never
leave her again.

Then he would wake to stern redity, and go about the business of trying to reshape hislife

XXX.ENEMIES

THUS THE months passed. A new note of sadness was added when Chicma died of old age and rich
living. Having been the pet of the Empress, she was given aroyd funerd, and her mummy was laid away
in a magnificent sarcophagusin one of the pyramidd mausoleums of the burid grounds of Re.

Like dl popular idols Jan had his enemies. Chief among these were Samsy, High Priest of Set, and his
craven son, Telapu, whom Jan had ousted. It was popularly conceded that the Emperor would name Jan
his heir; but Samsu had other plans.

The black priest, however, was very crafty. Openly, he voiced only admiration for the Emperor's
favorite. But severd attempts were made on Jan's life Assassins attacked him by night. Heavy stones
mygterioudy fdl near im from house tops. Once he was near death from poison.

Although Samsu was suspected, there was never the dightest evidence of his guilt. But like dl who plot in
secret, he findly made adip that exposed him.

Jan entered his room late one night, tired after a day's hunting. A dave was there to take off his armor,
and another to prepare his bath. The room was fuly lighted, and everything was apparently as it should
be. Yet Jan had a feding of uneasiness which he could not shake off. Something was wrong. A sxth
sense seemed warning him that danger threstened.



Having bathed and donned his slken deeping garments, he got into bed. One dave had taken his armor
out to be polished. The other snuffed the fragrant ail lamps and departed, leaving him in darkness and
Slence.

Then Jan redlized what had warned him of danger. Above the powerful aroma of the burning lamps, his
jungle-trained nodtrils had caught the scent of some one-a stranger-there in his room.

For some time Jan lay dill, ligening tensdy. There was no unusud sound. He redized that whoever was
in the room would know, by the way he was bregthing, that he was not adeep, so he smulated the
regular respiration of dumber.

A few minutes later he heard some one dip from behind atal chest that stood in one corner and sedthily
move toward himin the darkness.

Continuing his regular breathing, Jan reached for the heavy stone water bottle that stood on a tabouret
beside his bed. Then, soringing out of bed he hurled it Sraight at the shadowy form of the marauder. A
thud, a gasp, and the sound of a heavy body fdling to the floor, told him his missle had struck the mark.
He legped to the door, flinging it wide and admitting the yelow light from the flickering hall lamps.

A black-robed, shaved-headed figure lay upon the floor, moaning and choking. It was the priest Kebshu,
fird assgtant to Samsu. Jan had seen him a court many times with the High Priest of Set. Near his hand
lay along, keen dagger, which he had dropped as he fdl.

Some one came dong the hdlway, stopped in front of the door. Jan looked up. It was Sir Henry
Westgate, his arms filled with dusty scrolls from the library. He dropped them, and taking a lamp from its
bracket, brought it into the room.

"What's wrong?' he asked. "What has happened?'

"Jug another assassin of the Black One," said Jan, wearily. "I hit im with a water bottle and he doesn't
seem to recover wdl."

Sr Henry opened the black robe of the fdlen man, reveding a bloody bruise over the heart from which a
fractured rib protruded.

"I am-dying!" moaned the man on the floor. "There is something-must confess-to Emperor!”

A sentry came danking dong the hdlway, stopped, and entered the room.

"Go and ask the Emperor to come here a once" Jan told him.

The guard hurried away.

"Why did you try to kill me?" Jan asked the gasping man on the floor.

"Samsu-made me" was the reply. "Mugt obey-chief.”

Sr Henry shook his head sadly.

Presently Mena arrived, a robe thrown over his degping garments. He bent over the recumbent priest.

"W, Kebshu, you findly got caught in the act,” he said, "and having the man, we can eesly take the
mader.".

"Mug tdl-something, mgesty," said Kebshu. "Bend lower-will not be here much longer.”



"Go on. I'm ligening,” said Mena, stooping ill lower.

"About your mgjesty's infant daughter. It was I-who gtole her, for Samsu. He did not want-heir-stand
between Telgpu and-throne.”

"Villan! What did you do with her?'

"Samau put her infloating basket, with-prayer to Hepr. | think that she-that she=" His weak voice trailed
0% to slence. A shudder ran through his frame. Kebshu was dead.

Mena stood up, solemnly raised hisright hand, and said:

"By thelife of my head and the tombs of my forefathers, | swear that Samsu shdl be chained naked on
the Rock of judgment for three days without food or water, thet the great god Re may do with him as his
wisdom dictates.”

Then he turned, and with bowed head, started to walk out of the room. But Sir Henry, who had been
ligening attentively, suddenly called:

"Majesty!"
The Emperor turned dowly.

"What would your mgjesty say if | were to tdl you that your daughter is probably dive?'
Mena dropped his dejected air, fiercdy gripped the wrigt of the Englishmen.

"What do you mean?"

Westgate told how Don Fernando had found Ramonain a basket.

"You mug take me to her!" said Mena. "I will violate every tradition of my ancestors. | will wreck the
barriers that shut us off from the outer world which we have not passed for thousands of years, if | can
only find my little daughter!”

"That will not be necessary,” said Jan of the Jungle. "I can find Ramona for you.”
He opened hisright hand, digolaying the tattooed sacred lotus.

"Thiswas copied from the padm of her right hand,” he said. "She taught me to speak, to write, to draw. |
begged her to come here with me, but she refused. | was hurt. For that reason | have never gone back.”

"But you will go back now," said Mena.
"The Emperor's word ismy law," replied Jan. "'l leave a dawn.”

Harry Trevor had |eft no stone unturned in his search for his lost son. Large parties of his men traversed
the jungle from east to west and from north to south, looking for Jan and inquiring about the lost colony
of Mu.

When, he saw that his quest might take months, or even years, Trevor brought a large tract of land
across the river from the property of Don Fernando. Plans were begun for a pdaid home. At the river
front he prepared to inddl concrete docks and a large boathouse for launches, speedboats and canoes.
He would aso set out thousands of rubber trees, the nudeus of a plantation.



Dr. Bracken's lung recovered, and he again took charge of the jungle sector south of the Suarez
plantation. The two Indians who were implicated with Santos in the kidnaping of Ramona had run away.
But he kept the others at his base camp, and posted new guards &t the tree hut.

Shortly after his ariva there, Dr. Bracken was seated in his cabin one day when a familiar figure
appeared in the doorway. With a start, he recognized Santos. The captain's appearance was much
changed by alivid scar in the center of his forehead.

"You don' expect to see me again, en?' said Santos, with agrin.

"One doesn't look for dead men to come to life" replied the doctor, "and you are officdly dead. St
down."

The captain seated himsdf on afolding stool and lighted a cigarette.

"Was only knock' out for letle while'" he said. "My two Indian come back for gat my gun. They find me
gtteeng up. | 'ad stock the but weeth provision, so we stay there. But now | need some theengs. You are
my frand. | come to you."

"You made a damn’ fool move, kidngping that girl when you did. But well forget that. | can use you if
you want to take alittle trip for me. I'll put you on a sdary and pay dl expenses. But of course youll have
to keep under cover.”

"I do that, dl right. What ees this trip?'

"I want you to go to Caracas for me, to get some things. I'm going to set a trap for Jan that he won't
escape. The Indians fired ther hypo bullets, dl right, but Jan was evidently wearing gold-plated armor.
Now thistime I'll fix him. Here's what | want."

Closing the door so the Indians would not overhear, he hitched his chair close to that of the captain and
gave him hisingructions.

That night Santos left for Caracas.

XXXI.DR. BRACKEN'SREVENGE

SOME two months later the captain returned with twenty carriers, dl heavily laden. All were paid and
dismissed except the two Indians who had previoudy accompanied him.

During the following week, a circular trench about four feet wide and eight feet deep was dug around the
tree which held Jan's hut. A few inches of the top soil and sod were retained, but dl other soil taken out
was dumped into the stream.

Then many copper wires were stretched about in the trench, after which it was covered with crossed
dticks bardly strong enough to sugtain the earth and sod lad on them. Running from this trench to the
doctor's cabin, dightly below the surface of the soil, was a concedled insulated eectric cable.

Histrap completed, the doctor settled down to await the arriva of his victim. His Indians supposed the
trench to be an animd trap. Every time a tapir blundered into it, Bracken pretended to be highly dated,
meade the necessary repairs, and covered the surface as before.

One night the doctor returned to his cabin, tired out after a long march. He had been to the hacienda on
the occasion of Ramonas home-coming from schooal.



The doctor dimbed into his bunk and was just dosing his eyes in dumber when the darm bell sounded
on thewdl near him. He got up, struck alight, and shut off the darm. By this time severd of his Indians
hed responded.

"I suppose another confounded tapir has fdlen into the pit," he grumbled, as he got into his dothing. "But
well see”

Carying flagh lights, he and the Indians left for the trap. Walking in the lead, the doctor quickly saw a
holein the thin covering between the tree and theriver.

The ar was heavy with mingled odors of gas and ether.

The doctor stepped up to the hole, and flashed his light within. Then he gasped in astonishment. His trap
contained avictim!

Two Indians came up with stout looped ropes. When they saw whét lay in the bottom of the pit, they too
'gaped in amazement. For it was the body of a man clad from head to foot in shining golden armor.

One loop was dropped around a foot, and pushed into place with a long pole. The other was dropped
around the hemeted head. In afew moments the armored body lay on the surface of the ground.

With his long pole, the doctor shut off the mechinery that was flooding the interior of the trench with
ether-spray and gas. Then he raised one of hisvictim's eydlids to note the degree of anaesthesa

Under his directions, a crude litter was constructed, and in this the insensble one was conveyed to his
cabin. The Indians were told to go to ther bunks.

As soon as they were gone, the doctor stripped Jan of his armor and clathing. Then he fashioned a crude
garment for him from one of hisjaguar skins, and dragged him into the cage. From his medicine case, he
took a bottle marked with the Lain name, "Cannabisindica”

When Jan showed signs of returning consciousness, Bracken prepared a solution of the hashish, which he
gave him to drink. Then the victim relapsed into a drugged dumber, and the doctor went back to his
bunk.

For more than two weeks the doctor kept Jan under the influence of hashish, that drug which changes the
gentlest of men to dangerous, insane killers. Hashish, the mind-destroyer, from which we have derived
our word "assassin.”

It was his purpose to undermine Jan's mentality by drugs and hypnotic suggestion, until Jan had reverted
to the stage a which he escaped from the menagerie and would be therefore subject to the doctor's
control as he had been during hislife behind the bars of a cage.

Dr. Bracken dso constructed a cage on wheds, a narrow afair that could be dragged adong the jungle
paths cleared by machetes. When dl was ready, he traveled north until he came within griking range of
his victim, Georgia Trevor. An Indian was dispatched to drcde the plantation and come back from the
north with the report that Jan had been seen in that direction.

From his place of concedment, the doctor grinned his triumph as he saw Harry Trevor and Don
Fernando leave with a party of searchers, fallowing their false informant.

He waited for darkness, then saw to it that his stage was properly set. Georgia Trevor, he observed, was
donein the living room of the cottage they were occupying while the big house was being built.



After leaving ingructions with Santos and the two Indians who waited in the shadows with the caged Jan,
he walked boldly up to the front door and entered.

Georgia Trevor, who had been reading, started up in astonishment at his abrupt entrance.
"Youl" she said. "l thought it was Harry, coming back."

"l have a surprise for you," he announced. "Reman where you are.”

"You don't mean-?'

"But | do. I've found your son. I've found Jen."

There was the sound of shuffling feet-something diding across the porch toward the door.

The doctor clapped his hands. A figure shambled into the room, waking ape-like on toes and knuckles-a
redheaded youth whose sole garment was a tattered jaguar skin.

Georgia Trevor gazed at the figure, horrified, fascinated, as a bird gazes a a serpent about to devour it.
Jan's eyes stared wildly back at her-devoid of reason, menacing.

"Madame," said the doctor, "behold your son." Then he suddenly clapped his hands, and cried:
"Mother! Kill!"

He watched gloatingly as with a horrible bestid roar, the drug-crazed Jan charged draight for the woman
who had borne him.

Ramona Suarez drew the prow of her canoe up on the dock in front of the Trevor cottage. The dona had
gone to bed with a headache, leaving Ramona to her own devices, and the gil had decided that she
would cross the river and spend the evening with Georgia Trevor.

As she waked up the doping lavn toward the house, she noticed a shadowy something on the front
porch.

There seemed to be a cart at the bottom of the steps, and from this two men were diding a tal, narrow
cage toward the door. She walked closer, then gave a little gasp of surprise for by the lamplight that
streamed out from the house she saw that Jan was in the cage. It was being moved by Santos and one of
the Indians who had abducted her. Although she had no inkling of the purpose behind these actions, she
knew that it could not be other then evil. She must warn Jan's mother.

Keeping in the shadow of the shrubbery, she ran lighly around to the sde of the house. A French
window stood open, and there was a screen door on that Sde of the porch. She tried the door, found it
unlocked, and stepped glently ingde. Through the French window she saw Georgia Trevor, pae and
frightened, Sanding beside her chair. Advancing toward her with a peculiar, ape-like wak and the look
of an insane killer in his bloodshot eyes, was Jan.

She heard the words of the doctor: "Madame, behold your son," and his command, "Mother! Kill!"
As Jan emitted his terrible roar and charged, Ramona ran between him and his mother.
"Jan! Jan!" she cried. "What are you doing? Stop!"

Jan paused, stood erect, saring fixedly at her asif trying to evoke some lost memory.



The doctor saeized her by the am, jerked her roughly aside.
"Keep out of this you little foot!" he snarled.

Some thought, some suggestion penetrated Jan's hypnotized, drug-fogged mind as the doctor dragged
thegrl asde. Thisgirl was his Some one-it must be an enemy-was hurting her.

With a second roar as thunderous as the firgt, he charged again, but thistime at the doctor.

Ramona covered her eyes with her hands. There were groans, snarls, thuds curses-the snapping of
human bones and the rending of humean flesh. Then an ominous Hillness, broken only by some onée's loud,
labored bresthing.

Suddenly Ramona was caught up as lightly as if she had been a child and carried out of the house, across
the lawn, through the rows of young rubber trees, into the darkness of the jungle.

Weeks later, Harry Trevor and his wife were following four Indians who carried in a litter, a hideous,
misshgpen wreck of aman. One eydid sagged in an empty socket.

An ear was missng. Where the nose should have been, a smdl square of surgicd gauze was hdd in place
by bits of crossed tape. The arms and legs were twisted and usdless.

When it was found that the mangled form of Dr. Bracken had some life in it an Indian had been
dispatched for Padre Luis But he had returned with the news that the good padre had gone on a misson
inthe interior, and would be gone for weeks. It was a journey of two weeks to the nearest surgeon, and
it would take him two more weeks to return. By that time it would be too late to set the doctor's broken
ams and legs. And he was s0 near deeth that he could not travel.

So the woman and man he had devoted the best years of his life to injuring, nursed him and did the best
they could to maintain hisflickering spark of life

He had recovered sufficently in 9x weeks to stand trave in alitter, and Harry Trevor was sending him to
Bdlivar for surgica attention.

Asthe Indians carefully deposited the litter in the boat, a canoe drew up beside it and grounded against
the doping landing. A tal straight clean-limbed young man with the features of a Greek god crowned by
atumbling mass of auburn curls sprang lightly out. He stood for a moment, amiling at the couple who
stood on the dock staring at him asif they could not believe their eyes.

His slken garments, decked with gold and jewels worth a fortune, were those of another age. Jewels
blazed from the golden hilts of the sword and dagger that hung from his belt.

"Father! Mother!" he said, holding out his ams. "l am your son, Jan. | have come back to you
because-because we need each other.”

The hideous wreck in the litter cocked its good eye up at the little group on the dock-saw Jan embrace
his father, kiss his mother, whose auburn head bardly reached to his shoulder. With a shudder Dr.
Bracken turned away from the 9ght of hisruined plan for revenge.

"Where is Ramona?' Jan's mother asked.

"Sheiswith her father and mother,” replied Jan. "Her red father and mother. She's a royd princess, you
know. | just came from the hacienda. Carried a message to the don and dona for her. She will live with
her own parents, but has promised' to vist them often.”



"And you, Jan-my son! My boy! You will say with us, won't you, now that weve found you after dl

these years? Think of it! | have dways thought of you as a baby, for dl those years, but | find you grown
up-a man.”

"Of course I'll stay, mother, for a while. And I'll come back often. But next month you must come with

me for a vigt. Preparations are being made for a roya wedding, and | wouldn't want to keep Ramona
waiting."

"Jan! Y ou meen tha you two are going to be married?'

"Of course. And mother, other than you, she is the most wonderful girl indl the world."

THE END



