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Editor's Foreword 
 
In 2003 Lew Kaye-Skinner wrote a story, a good story, 

one he hoped to market. And he shared it at Tangor's Pas-
tiche and Fan Fiction. A jolly good tale with much interest 
by readers on the net. 

About two years later Lew tried marketing the tale to 
old school print publishers, and this was a good thing. It was 
also not a good thing since he was giving it away for free on 
the web, and there was a bit of  discussion regarding charac-
ters, etc. After all, pastiches are based on someone else's 
work and all that copyright, etc… 

So Diary of  Miss Jane Porter was removed, at the author's 
request, and one of  the better "Elmo" stories disappeared. 

Meanwhile, Kaye-Skinner kept at it, marketing the 
story, refining his own writing, and came up with an entirely 
new story, grown from, expanded from, thank goodness 
there was that inspiration from Diary of  Miss Jane Porter! 

That story is now available, for reasonable dollars, at 
Amazon. The editor strongly urges you to make that 
download purchase and read the best heart of  Lew Kaye-
Skinner's African adventure. 

Find it at: http://www.amazon.com/Dianas-Diary-
ebook/dp/B00963CEEM/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=134
6851989&sr=8-
1&keywords=Diana%27s+Diary+by+Lew+Kaye-Skinner 

Meanwhile, Diary of Miss Jane Porter is back, a magical 
Elmo of  the Apes tale. 

The two stories are completely different. But Diana's 
Diary came from the author's experience of  writing Diary of  
Miss Jane Porter. If  you want to see how an author might 
grow, evolve, change just by keeping after it, read this fully 
fleshed tale first, then read Diana's Diary! 

(Illustrated by the editor, both versions) 
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FOREWORD 
 
This is the story of  a remarkable woman, largely told 

from her own perspective and with her bias on the events 
which occurred. What is here related is largely uncensored, 
though considerable editing was necessary to bring the 
manuscript down to a reasonable size. By today's standards, 
it may seem that little censoring would be necessary. How-
ever, it must be borne in mind in 1909 men and women 
both were still expected to order their lives by a set of  Vic-
torian standards which seldom found complete expression 
in actual human existence. By those standards, much of  
what is told here was quite shocking, so there can be little 
wonder that even the novelized public version shows only 
passing correspondence to the private thoughts and narra-
tives of  a very honest and forthright young woman. 

A further word is perhaps necessary on the relation-
ship between this and the much more widely known public 
version. The names have been kept consistent (except for a 
spelling correction and a clarification of  titles), though these 
are not the actual names of  the real persons. Careful readers 
will also note that what we have here as two persons is there 
recorded as one person with two names. 

Even a casual reader of  the two accounts will likely be 
struck by the vast difference in character attributed to the 
various actors. This is due to much more than a simple shift 
of  perspective from one central character to another. Each 
teller of  a tale acts as creator of  a universe with unique crea-
tures reflecting the will of  the creator. It is no more likely 
that two tellers would create identical characters than that 
there should exist another universe in every way identical to 
our own. This rendition of  the story is different from the 
other—at some points, radically different—because they 
come from the hands of  different creators. 
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Wednesday the 3rd of  February, 1909 
Though we are near enough to catch occasional, fleeting glimpses 

of  the coast of  Africa as we roll up and down over the waves, there is 
an odd feeling of  helplessness to be in so small a boat on so large an 
ocean. Of  course, we do not know what we might face once we reach the 
coast and begin that which has brought us so far from home. Our sole 
knowledge and consolation is that we are together. 

The door of  the ship's cabin opened almost before the 
quick knock sounded. A tall black woman entered with the 
air of  one who didn't need to knock and closed the door 
quickly behind herself. "Lawd A'mighty, this here weather's 
hot 'nough to singe the tail off  the Devil his own se'f." She 
flopped into the only chair and fanned herself  with her 
hand, looking at the other occupant of  the cabin. "Ain't 
right for you to be sittin' 'roun' so, Miss Jane. Any one o' 
them hothead sailors could come a'bustin' in here any time." 

Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore was sitting on one of  
the cabin's berths with one leg and bare foot folded beneath 
her and the other stretched out beyond the edge of  the 
berth into the room. She was leaning forward with an elbow 
resting on her folded leg and reading from a heavy book 
spread open on the bed. "Perhaps, in this heat we ought to 
adopt the dress of  your native cousins. According to this 
book, some of  them wear as little as a handful of  leaves or a 
simple apron of  leather barely six inches square." Her plain 
muslin camisole and drawers were soaked with perspiration 
leaving little doubt that they were her only garments. 

Esmeralda Majors mopped her dripping sleeve across 
her dripping brow. "That ain't proper for no civilized lady, 
an' you knows it. Lawsy, do you think yo' dearly departed 
mother would stan' for such goin's on if  she hadn't gone on 
to the Glory Lan'?" 

Jane ignored the reference to her natural mother; as her 
wetnurse, nanny, friend, and confidante, Esmeralda was the 
only mother Jane had ever known. "You aren't wearing 
much more than I," Jane said and leaned back on her el-
bows. 
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Esmeralda shook her finger. "My dress ain't white so's 
I show right through it. Way you's lyin' there I could count 
every single hair on yo' belly." 

Jane feigned a look of  innocence. "Why, Esmeralda, if  
you wish to count them, I will remove these things and 
make your task that much easier." They had never pretended 
modesty just between the two of  them. 

"Miss Jane! Then what you goin' to do if  we has a 
shipwreck?" 

"Are you still seeing disaster behind every post and 
barrel? If  we should chance to meet with some dire emer-
gency, our situation won't be altered in the slightest by how 
many layers of  clothing I happen to be wearing. What do 
Father and Mr. Philander have to say about your premoni-
tions of  doom?" 

Esmeralda came to sit on the foot of  Jane's berth. 
"The Perfesser don't see nothing he don't want to, an' he 
don't want to see nothing getting in the way o' his studyin'. 
You know how he is. Mr. Ph'lander I don't know. His haid's 
so full o' theories an' notions an' ideas an' all other sorts o' 
wo'thless facts an' figures he wouldn't know a shipwreck if  it 
come right on up and call him by name." She looked at her 
feet for a moment and cleared her throat. "A powerful tar-
nacious dream done caught ahold o' me las' night, an' you 
know how I likes to take 'em serious." 

"Oh?" Jane said with a raised eyebrow. "What did you 
dream?" 

"I done dream," she whispered, "we's all los' an' can't 
none of  us fin' nobody." 

Jane pursed her lips and shook her head as if  to erase 
what she had just heard. "Oh, how I do dislike such 
dreams!" She rose from the bed and went to look out the 
open porthole. The coast of  Africa was just visible in the 
distance whenever the ship was atop a swell. "We seem to be 
making good time. In two more days we shall reach our 
port, and you will be forced to find something other than 
shipwreck about which to worry and fret. What will it be 
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then? Will you imagine wicked desperadoes to kidnap me 
for some vile, sordid purpose? Or perhaps you will fear a 
brutal ape to carry me off  into the jungle?" She tilted her 
head back and trailed two fingers down the damp length of  
her neck. "As long as you're imagining, why not dream of  a 
mysterious love affair?" 

"O Gaberel, girl! Don' you be sayin' such things!" the 
black woman pleaded. "You knows you can bring things on 
by talkin' on 'em. Ol' Massah Satan's jus' alookin' an' 
astewin' an' afrettin' fo' some way to snatch you 'way from 
me." 

At that moment, a dull explosion shook the frame of  
the ship. Jane turned and stared into Esmeralda's fear-
stricken eyes. Could the woman have been correct in her 
anticipation of  disaster? Shouts and the pounding of  run-
ning feet came from both fore and aft. 

Jane leapt to the door of  the cabin and jerked it open. 
Three sailors sprinted past on the narrow gangway. Jane 
looked out after them. They were headed toward an open 
hatch in the deck from which black smoke belched. Shouted 
orders flew through the air as thick as pigeons in a Balti-
more park. Jane bolted to the forward deck which her father 
and Samuel T. Philander, his assistant, had chosen as most 
conducive to their never-ending discussions. The two men 
had abandoned their chairs and were peering through the 
shifting veil of  smoke at the activity of  the sailors. 

Jane skidded to a stop in front of  her father. "What 
can we do?" 

He pulled back slightly. "Jane! I am quite thoroughly 
and genuinely pleased to find you in company with us, 
though I must question the propriety of  your chosen mode 
of  attire. A lady should not..." 

She grabbed his shoulder to interrupt. "Father! There's 
no time for that! Do you know what has happened?" 

"Happened? Do you refer to the happenstance which 
has occurred within the bowels of  the ship and the resultant 
agglomeration of  activity which has gripped the crew?" 
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"Yes!" She suppressed the urge to shake him for his 
too frequent lack of  clear response. "Do you know the ex-
tent of  the danger?" Her voice quivered with anger. 

The professor gazed at her in surprise and glanced aft. 
"Why, no! But it was a most remarkable display of  disci-
pline. I only wish that you had been here to witness it. The 
captain ordered the crew to follow him below and to a man 
they obeyed. It will be a most memorable and, I might say, 
enlightening illustration to grace the twists and turns of  fu-
ture sermons and lectures." 

Jane shook her head. "Stay here." She dashed toward a 
pair of  sailors stumbling through the smoke and grabbed 
one sailor's arm as he turned back toward the open hatch 
from which they had come. "How bad is it?" she demanded. 

He dipped his head slightly. "Best to make your peace 
wi' the Almighty or a bargain wi' the bleedin' Divil, mum. 
Ye'll be meetin' one of  'em soon enough. Our main boiler 
blew. The lordling's bloody lucky 'e wasn't standin' closer." 
He gave up the search for words and ended with a shrug. 

Jane drew in a slow breath. "Thank you. I... We'll..." 
"Get to the lifeboats, mum. The fire's spreadin' to the 

hold wi' the bloody dynamite. If  it gets there,..." His face 
went a little pale beneath its covering of  soot as he turned 
and ran back to his comrades. 

Jane looked around quickly. The decking beneath her 
feet was hot, hotter even than it had been under the tropical 
sun. She raced back to her cabin. Esmeralda was not there; 
Jane hoped that she had gone forward to be with Professor 
Porter. She jumped to the little writing desk built into the 
cabin wall and yanked it open. Her diary wasn't where she 
had left it! Where could it be? There was a muffled knock at 
the door, and Jane whirled. 

Jane hadn't closed the door when she reentered the 
cabin. William Cecil Clayton, Viscount Passmore, their host 
and heir to the Duchy of  Greystoke leaned against the door 
jamb. A cut on his forehead turned his face into a grisly 
mask, and blood from a wound on his arm just below the 
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left shoulder had colored the sleeve of  his jacket a dark 
crimson. Behind the veil of  blood, his face was almost as 
pale as his shirt. "Miss Porter, I fear that the ship is in the 
throes of  a disaster." 

Jane turned her back to him and yanked the sheet from 
the berth where she had been reading. "Yes, I know." She 
wrapped the sheet around herself  much like an over-sized 
shawl. "I was about to rejoin my father and get into one of  
the smaller boats." She glanced over her shoulder. 

The young nobleman was slumping toward the floor. 
His voice was weak as he spoke. "I suspect that you ought 
to take whatever is of  value and go quickly." 

His head fell forward, and Jane was just quick enough 
to catch him before he hit the deck. She lowered him a bit 
more gently and rearranged the sheet to tie it under her 
arms. With her arms around the unconscious man's chest, 
she dragged him out of  the cabin and to one of  the life-
boats. Leaving him on the deck there, she went to find her 
father. She was relieved to discover Esmeralda with the two 
men. 

"Come quickly!" Jane grabbed her father's hand and 
led him, Esmeralda, and Mr. Philander to where Cecil lay on 
the deck. "We must stop his bleeding," she shouted above 
the noise from below. She pressed her hand over the wound 
on his arm and looked around for bandage material. Noth-
ing came to hand. She pulled the sheet from around herself  
and ripped a strip from it. Esmeralda knelt beside her and 
together they bandaged the wound. 

Philander caught himself  staring at Jane's less-than-
opaque attire and quickly turned away, clearing his throat. 
"Professor, have I shared with you my observations on the 
relation of  the shape of  the waves in conjunction with the 
phase of  the moon?" 

"I believe not," the professor said, "and I am unmiti-
gatedly certain that it will be a most interesting, informative, 
and enlightening discussion. However, I must humbly beg 
that we postpone the matter until a more opportune occa-



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

9 

sion. It would seem that our most pressing concern in the 
present instance is the continued safety of  the women under 
our care and tutelage in light of  the imminent demise of  the 
vessel upon which we presently stand and rely." 

"Quite right, sir, and cogently spoken," Philander said, 
taking from a pocket a kerchief  with which to wipe his spec-
tacles. "No doubt the combined power, breadth, and depth 
of  our two intellects will be quite adept at arriving at the 
most propitious, pleasant, and perspicacious resolution to 
this annoying dilemma." 

Jane had stood and was pulling the canvas cover from 
the lifeboat by which they waited. "Get in! If  they put the 
fire out, we can come back to the ship. If  not, we will be 
safely on our way to land, and the others will soon follow." 

The professor smiled as he stepped into the lifeboat. 
"Sometimes, Jane, you surprise me. After all the lessons and 
lectures I have given you in logic, you seem to make every 
attempt to avoid its employment. You really ought to try to 
make better use of  the education which you have." 

"Yes, Father," she said absently. "I will try." She helped 
Esmeralda and Philander lift the unconscious Cecil into the 
lifeboat. Esmeralda climbed in without urging while Jane 
took a moment to study the hoist by which the lifeboat was 
suspended. "Climb in, Mr. Philander," she said. "Someone 
will have to remain on deck to lower the boat." 

Philander hesitated. "Miss Porter, the constraints of  
chivalry, the dictates of  conscience, and the exercise of  a 
keenly trained intellect together demand that a man ought to 
stay behind to perform whatever duties, tasks, and opera-
tions might be necessary to our departure." 

Jane grabbed him by the sleeve. "Do you want me to 
throw you in?" He gave a tiny squeak and climbed aboard. 

The hoist did not work as smoothly or easily as Jane 
had hoped. When she released the catch, it was all she could 
do to hold the crank from spinning free. The lifeboat 
splashed into the water, jostling the occupants. Cecil 
moaned and his eyes opened. 
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Jane leaned over to survey the side of  the ship. There 
was nothing by which she might climb down. Without fur-
ther hesitation, she jumped over the rail and hit the water 
feet first just beyond the bow of  the lifeboat. Jane surfaced 
on the side away from the ship. Esmeralda grabbed her by 
the shoulders and lifted her into the lifeboat as if  she were 
still a small child. 

"Jane," Professor Porter said, "you know it is not my 
practice to correct or admonish you in public. However, you 
are exhibiting most unbecoming and unladylike behavior." 

Jane bit her lip to hold in the sharp reply that leapt to 
mind. "I'm sorry, Father," she said after a moment. "I shall 
try to be more proper in the future." 

Jane sat with Esmeralda on the bench in the stern of  
the little lifeboat. They pulled off  Cecil's jacket and used 
strips from Jane's sheet to bandage the wound on his fore-
head. Philander and the professor set to with the oars and 
pulled the small lifeboat about a hundred yards away from 
the ship. Suddenly, as if  it were smashed by the hand of  an 
angry god, the ship thundered into oblivion. The noise 
deafened the party in the lifeboat. Esmeralda threw her arm 
around Jane and pulled her down on top of  Cecil in an at-
tempt to protect both of  them from flying debris. When the 
hail ended with no serious injuries to the lifeboat's occu-
pants, Esmeralda crawled off  of  Jane, and they returned to 
the bench. The men dipped the oars in the water only 
enough to keep the small craft relatively still on the waves. 

Philander was the first to attempt speech. "The pri-
mary cargo was a shipment of  dynamite for the Greystoke 
mining concern near Pretoria. Their engineers shall be dis-
appointed." 

Jane twisted to look at him sharply and pulled herself  
upright. "What a callous thing to say! We must attempt to 
rescue the survivors! Let the Devil take the cargo!" 

The professor leaned toward her to touch her shoul-
der. "No, Jane. No one could have survived that blast. Had 
we not accomplished our departure with such precipitous 
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abandon, it is safe to say that we would now be greeting our 
Maker along with the sailors who died in their heroic but 
misguided attempt to quell the flames." 

After a few moments of  silence, the professor cleared 
his throat and raised his arms and face toward the sky. "O 
Great Sovereign, Source, and Originator of  Heaven and 
Earth, Sea and Sky, the mighty firmaments above and below 
and all that do dwell therein, we thank thee for our truly 
timely rescue at thy most beneficent and polypotent hand. 
Accept and minister to the intrepid, eternal, ethereal souls 
of  these who have departed from us, and bring them to thy 
cornucopic banquet table where they shall feast unto ever-
lasting eternity with all thy faithful saints. Amen." 

"Amen," Esmeralda echoed. She picked up a canvas 
bag from beside her feet and handed it to Jane. "They ain't 
much, but you bes' get something dry on you." 

Jane took the bag with a puzzled frown. "What...?" In-
side were a crumpled dress, her journal, two bottles of  ink, 
and three pens. The professor and Mr. Philander were 
struggling to coordinate their efforts with the oars. Neither 
man was at all used to this kind of  effort. Cecil was moan-
ing softly on the floor boards at her feet. All in all, the set-
ting was not particularly conducive to privacy for the chang-
ing of  one's clothing. She looked back at Esmeralda with a 
smile. "I don't know what I would do without you." She 
scratched behind one ear. 

"You'd hafta fin' yo' own way outa all the trouble yo' 
mischief  makes fo' yo'se'f." Esmeralda threw her feet over 
the bench and stood in front of  the two rowers. "'Scuse us. 
We's gonna go on up to the front." She pushed herself  be-
tween them, and Jane followed. Though the men had their 
backs to them, Esmeralda stood with her legs wide and her 
skirt held out as a privacy screen. Jane faced the approaching 
continent to remove her wet underthings and don the dress. 

Sunset found the small lifeboat approaching the shore. 
Mr. Philander and the professor had long since tired out, 
and Jane and Esmeralda had taken over the oars despite the 
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men's objections. Cecil remained unconscious, though the 
bleeding from his wounds had eased off. When they came 
close in where the waves began to break, Esmeralda insisted 
on rowing by herself. Jane moved to the front of  the life-
boat and gave her attention to this new continent on which 
they were about to set foot. A great wall of  trees towered 
above a broad, sandy beach. These trees were the like of  
which she had never seen. Reading about them in books and 
seeing them from the ship did little to prepare her for their 
immensity. Even the tallest, most magnificent trees of  dis-
tant Maryland and Virginia seemed scrawny by comparison. 
She guessed that the sense of  comparative minuteness 
which overcame her must have been similar to the way Gul-
liver felt when he entered the land of  the Mabdinogians. 

Jane's thoughts were brought back to more mundane 
realities when the lifeboat's keel scraped against the sand. 
She took the end of  the bow rope and jumped into the shal-
low water. Pulling with all her might as each wave did its 
own pushing and lifting, she dragged the lifeboat partway 
onto the sand. Esmeralda shipped the oars and joined her. 
Together they brought the lifeboat clear of  the touch of  the 
ocean. 

The combination of  the disaster and the towering 
presence of  the trees had a humbling effect on the small 
party. After a short while on firm ground, Esmeralda sug-
gested that they might want a fire. Mr. Philander and the 
professor quietly began collecting driftwood while Cecil lay 
in the blessed, unconscious, healing oblivion of  sleep. Jane 
plucked several huge leaves from among the tremendous 
variety which grew right up to the edge of  the sand and 
made a crude bed for Cecil. Esmeralda carefully sampled the 
profusion of  fruit and selected some which she judged to be 
edible. 

When the men had gathered a pile of  wood, Jane went 
over to where they were constructing a smaller stack to 
make a fire. "How do you propose to ignite it?" she asked. 
"I have found no fire making tools on the sand." 
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Philander sat back on his heels. "My dear child, it is a 
quite simple matter of  applying the operative and unvarying 
principles of  optical physics to the problem and resources at 
hand." He turned to the professor. "Sir, may I make use of  
your spectacles for a few moments? Thank you most kindly. 
Now, observe." 

He held the eyeglasses a few inches from the ragged 
end of  a broken piece of  wood so that the late afternoon 
sunshine was more strongly focused on a single spot. In a 
short while, the spot of  wood turned dark and sent up a 
thin curl of  smoke. After some time of  patient waiting and 
coaxing, the smoke gave way to a tiny flame which the two 
men nursed into a cheerily respectable camp fire. As dark-
ness settled in, Esmeralda lay on her back on the sand and 
was soon adding her snoring to the wild symphony of  the 
jungle. Mr. Philander fell asleep sitting with his head on his 
knees near his fire. 

Jane moved to sit beside where her father stared into 
the glowing embers. "Father," she said quietly, "all is not so 
bleak as it seems." 

He paused for some time before replying. "I'm afraid it 
is worse, dear Jane." There was a dismal quality to his whis-
per. "In our present circumstance, we have not even the 
bare possibilities that faced brave Odysseus as he clung to 
the plank from his broken ship. I should not have allowed 
you to come on this reckless, ill-starred venture." 

She leaned over to touch his knee. "You did not allow 
it, and I am here anyway. Why do you say that we have 
bleaker possibilities than Odysseus? We have not lost each 
other, and we do have a boat, albeit a small one." 

"Odysseus was a noble warrior," he said in his best lec-
turing tone. "Though he had been reduced to the most piti-
able condition, yet he never gave up the assurance that he 
would overcome whatever obstacle might chance to ob-
struct his path. Floating on the breast of  the sea with noth-
ing but a broken plank for comfort and succor, he remained 
the hero who would yet triumph." 
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"Father," she prodded gently, "what has that to do with 
us?" 

He sighed deeply. "We are two old academics and a 
wounded nobleman struggling to save a young girl and her 
nurse. The Fates smiled on Odysseus. I fear that we are not 
so fortunate." 

"I am not a girl anymore," she reminded him quietly 
for what seemed the thousandth time. "Only six months 
from now I shall be preparing to celebrate my twentieth 
birthday. At this ripe old age, some of  the dear ladies of  
Baltimore are already beginning to suspect that I will never 
marry. As for the other, would it not be better to think of  
the five of  us together struggling to save our lives?" 

"Perhaps," he said after a moment, "but the noble, gal-
lant, valorous, and chivalrous way is for the gentleman to 
save the lady. It would seem that, no matter how we number 
ourselves, our fortunes are no more promising than those 
of  Isaac as Abraham led him up the mountain to be sacri-
ficed." 

"Yet Isaac came down the mountain without so much 
as a scratch." 

After some time he said, "That is true. Perhaps we too 
shall come down our allegorical mountain." He sighed. 
"Jane?" 

"Yes, Father?" 
"So often, as I observe the way in which you have ma-

tured, I feel that I have made a terrible failure of  the solemn 
trust which was left to me after your mother died. Now, 
because of  my mad pursuit of  knowledge and doubtless 
empty learning, you are stranded on a wild and desolate 
coast with none of  the amenities which are so necessary to 
the life of  a civilized lady." 

She touched his shoulder. "We are all alive, and we are 
together. That is what matters." 

He shook his head. "Let me finish. I request a promise 
from you. We have heard many tales of  the depths of  deg-
radation and depravity into which stranded, castaway travel-
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ers have allowed themselves to sink. It is possible or perhaps 
likely that we shall face those same depths. Will you promise 
me that you will do everything possible, so that, when we 
are rescued, you will remain as close as you are able to the 
image of  a blameless, irreproachably pure, honorable, virtu-
ous, and entirely respectable lady?" 

After a few moments, she said, "Yes, Father." She 
leaned over and kissed him on the forehead. 

He patted her wrist. "I do believe your mother would 
be much prouder of  the woman you have become than of  
the hindrance and dubious assistance which I have given to 
that becoming." 

Jane lay on the sand beside Esmeralda. "No, Father. 
She would be proud of  you, too." 

It was some time before the old man fell asleep. 
  
  
Thursday the 4th of  February, 1909 
Though we had survived the wreck of  the ship, our fortunes did 

not at first seem greatly improved. I was in severe need of  a bath due to 
the combination of  having been immersed, if  only briefly, in the saltwa-
ter of  the ocean and having slept on the sand. I will face many other 
hardships much more willingly than I will accept personal uncleanliness. 

Esmeralda was the first to awaken in the morning. The 
sky was clear, but it would be some time before the shadow 
of  the trees gave way to the direct light of  the sun. 
"Mawnin', Lawd," she said, looking up at the sky. "I hopes 
you had as good a night's sleepin' as I did." She spoke qui-
etly so as not to awaken the others while she stretched at 
some of  the kinks in her back. 

Jane sat up and looked around with a sigh. "I was 
dreaming that we had returned to Baltimore." She stood and 
raked her fingers through her tangled, sandy hair. 

Esmeralda nodded and went to where they had built 
the fire. Nothing remained except a pile of  ash and the 
charred ends of  a few sticks. "I 'spose we should oughta 
build 'nother un." She picked up a stick and stirred at the 
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cold remains. 
Jane nodded, although the other woman was not look-

ing toward her. "All this water and nothing to drink." She 
went to where the waves licked the sand and wrapped her 
arms around herself. After a bit, she peered up and down 
the coastline. "Where's the boat?" she asked with just a trace 
of  urgency. 

Esmeralda was pushing together the unburned bits of  
wood. She spoke without looking up. "Ain't you 'memberin' 
what happen? That ol' boat's done gone to Glory Lan' an' 
everybody with it, 'ceptin' us." 

"No. I mean our lifeboat." After a moment's further 
study, she said, "Look," and pointed northward and out on 
the water. A distant, white speck rolled up and down with 
the motion of  the waves. 

Esmeralda gazed toward where Jane was pointing. 
"Oh, Lawsy, now what's we gonna do?" 

Jane shook her head slowly. "I suppose we'll have to 
make out as best we can." She licked her lips. "We shall have 
to dine on fruit again this morning. Fortunately, there is a 
great abundance to be had without going far into these 
trees. I'm going to walk a little way and search for fresh wa-
ter." 

"You be careful. We don' know what all sorts o' pestif-
erous beasts is jus' awaitin' to have you fo' breakfast." 

Jane nodded somewhat absently at the admonition and 
walked northward. When the stiffness eased in her muscles, 
she found that her mood improved, despite her growing 
thirst. A few hundred yards from their landfall a small, well-
shaded bay cut back into the shore providing a haven where 
the water was almost glassy smooth. The colossal trees grew 
closer, and the strip of  sand was narrower around the pe-
rimeter of  the bay than along the open shore. Jane had gone 
partway around the calm estuary before she noticed the little 
stream that crept from beneath the undergrowth and quietly 
poured into the larger body of  water. With a little cry of  joy, 
she broke into a run. 
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Soon Jane was kneeling beside the tiny stream and 
scooping up handfuls of  water to splash into her mouth and 
across her face. When her thirst was quenched, she surveyed 
the scene more carefully. Dense foliage blocked any view 
between her and the rest of  the stranded party. Light filtered 
a bit more brightly through the trees directly at the back of  
the bay. Only her footprints in the sand gave any evidence 
of  human visitation. If  the morning had brought any 
change in the noise of  the jungle, it was only to make it 
more varied and raucous. 

After a moment's hesitation, Jane decided that this was 
the most private bathing facility she would have for some 
time. She pulled off  her dress and did her best to rinse it 
free of  sand. A low-hanging branch served as a clothesline, 
and she went back into the water to scrub herself. Two 
small, inquisitive monkeys were just about to make off  with 
her dress when Jane scrambled up out of  the water and res-
cued it. Since the dress was still as wet as when she had 
taken it from the water, Jane decided to hold it in front of  
herself  while she walked around the bay. 

Where the light was brighter at the back of  the bay the 
trees partially concealed something of  a clearing. Jane 
clutched her dress more tightly and peeked around a great 
tree trunk to study the scene. Although most of  the plants 
between the trees were her height or taller, Jane felt that it 
should nonetheless be labeled a clearing by comparison with 
the surrounding giants of  the jungle. However, it was not 
the plants that held her attention. Near the center of  the 
tangled mass of  vegetation incongruously was the roof  of  a 
cottage. 

For several minutes, only birds and monkeys and in-
sects moved, and she could discover no evidence of  a path-
way leading in any direction from the cottage. Certainly no 
path came from the cottage to the water, as one would ex-
pect were it inhabited. Jane stepped away from the tree and 
watched a bit longer. The most reasonable course of  action 
would be to return to the others by the boat; then they 
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could explore the cottage together. However, her father was 
likely to ask for a complete report of  all she knew about the 
cottage before coming himself  to investigate. She glanced 
nervously at the giant trees which surrounded the clearing; 
what manner of  savage or beast might be watching?  

When still no one moved or gave any other indication 
of  their presence, Jane made her way carefully into the jum-
bled profusion of  plants. The myriad fragrances of  abun-
dant vegetation were thick on the air. Insects of  prodigious 
size and unfamiliar form buzzed and chirred everywhere. 
Behind the last of  the plants next to the cottage, Jane squat-
ted for a closer inspection of  the little building. It was about 
ten feet wide with a narrow porch some three feet off  the 
ground across the side closest to her; determined plants 
grew up between the edge-set porch floor. A few battered 
remnants of  a railing clung to the edge of  the porch, but 
there was no hint of  a stairway. A tightly closed door was set 
into the front wall with a shuttered window on either side. 
Despite the unusual setting, it had a distinctly European 
appearance. Except that no plants grew through the boards 
directly in front of  the door, Jane would have concluded 
that it was many years since the cottage had been visited. 

Perhaps the current residents used this as the rear 
door. Jane moved a little back into the plants and made her 
way around the cottage. It was close to twenty feet long with 
a roof  of  lapped boards about seven feet high at the walls 
and ten or eleven at the peak. The porch was not repeated, 
and the single window in the back wall was tightly shuttered. 
From the construction of  the side walls, Jane guessed that 
the front and back halves of  the cottage had not been built 
at the same time. Every indication said that it was currently 
untenanted. 

Jane crawled up on the porch and looked again toward 
the bay. There was no sign that anyone had yet followed her. 
She stood and put her left hand on the latch string of  
braided grasses. The latch squeaked free, and she pushed the 
door open. After surveying what little she could without 
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actually going inside, she stepped into the dimness to open 
the shutters on the windows. A rough, heavy lattice, hinged 
at the top of  the window, was tied up as if  to be lowered 
when the shutter was open. Morning sunlight washed 
through the door and windows enough to make the interior 
somewhat visible. The furnishings, all roughly-made, con-
sisted of  a table, a chair and stool, a short bench, and several 
shelves of  books. A doorway with the remains of  a rotting 
curtain at one side of  the back wall gave entrance to another 
room. The floor, like the floor of  the porch, was made of  
edge-set boards, but no plants grew up through it. 

Jane went to the doorway. When she pushed aside the 
curtain, a piece of  it fell away. Though her eyes had adjusted 
to the dimness of  the front room, the few slivers of  light 
coming through the shutters on the back window revealed 
little more than did the duskiness coming up through the 
floor. The few items of  furniture were little more than 
darker patches in the shadows. Carefully, Jane made her way 
to the window. The shutter was tight in the frame; she 
dropped her dress and used both hands to open it. 

Jane shielded her eyes against the sudden, bright light 
and bent to retrieve her dress. Before she touched it, the 
morning light pouring through the window showed her two 
skeletons on the bed right beside the window. Stifling a cry 
with her hand, Jane bolted from the room, tearing down 
most of  what remained of  the curtain as she went. She re-
treated from the cottage as if  a demon were nipping at her 
heels, leaped from the porch, and finally stopped when she 
was nearly halfway to the bay. Her dress was still in the 
room with the skeletons. She would have to go back inside. 
Slowly she turned back toward the cottage and covered her-
self  with her hands as best she could. Deep breathing 
gradually eased her shaking. 

Jane had seen skeletons before. The science lecture hall 
at the Baltimore Women's College had one hanging on the 
platform, and Dr. Mason, one of  her father's friends, had 
one in the corner of  his office. But they had not been so 
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near when she had first seen them, and she had not been 
startled to discover them. Now, even though she had identi-
fied the source of  her sudden panic, even though she must 
recover her dress, she hesitated. 

A low grunt amidst the blanket of  weird, jungle sounds 
drew Jane's attention, and she thought she detected hungry 
eyes sizing her up from only a few feet away. Knowing at a 
level preceding conscious thought that a live carnivore was 
much more dangerous than a skeleton, she raced back to the 
cottage and slammed the door shut. Leaning her back 
against the door, she covered her face with her hands and 
listened for any hint that the animal had followed her. After 
a bit, she went to one of  the windows but saw nothing un-
usual. 

It was getting to be a long time that Jane had been 
away from the others, and she knew that both Esmeralda 
and her father would be worried. The threat outside had 
superseded startlement from the skeletons, so Jane walked 
more or less calmly into the other room. Something was 
peeking in the back window, but with the natural timidity of  
a wild creature, it was gone before she caught more than the 
briefest glimpse of  black hair or fur. She didn't bother to go 
to the window; in this jungle, they were bound to see many 
animals. Though she had not noticed it the first time she 
was there, the cradle caught her eye; the remnants of  the 
blankets and sheets held a tiny skeleton. She turned away 
quickly. No child ought to die in its cradle. 

Besides the cradle and the bed with the two adult 
skeletons, the room held two trunks, a small desk and chair, 
and an elaborate armoire. Jane turned to the trunks, but they 
were locked and a pile of  rotting bits of  cloth against the 
wall suggested that they held little of  present interest to her. 
The armoire held several old books and a folded piece of  
sailcloth. The Greystoke crest was engraved on a tarnished 
plaque on its door. 

Jane looked back at the grisly occupants of  the bed. 
"I'm afraid poor Mr. Clayton can stop searching for his aunt 
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and uncle," she said to no one. 
Pulling on her dress, even though it wasn't much drier 

than when she had finished rinsing it, Jane left the windows 
and door open and hurried into the tall growth of  the clear-
ing. The profusion of  plants concealed the unevenness of  
the ground and tugged at her skirt as she tried to walk. After 
stumbling twice, she gathered her skirt up around her waist. 
When she came onto the sand beside the bay, Jane ran most 
of  the way back to the others on the beach. 

  
  
Thursday the 4th of  February, 1909 
I fear for Mr. C's life. This poor, rude shelter and our humble 

ministrations are much less adequate for the recovery of  one's health 
than would be a hospital in a modern city with a properly trained staff  
of  doctors and nurses. Esmeralda does the best she can for him with 
the simple knowledge of  practical medicine which brought me through 
childhood. 

Philander was in the midst of  lecturing with the pro-
fessor as the only audience for his rhetorical skill and erudi-
tion. "From this prodigal and extravagant array of  evidence 
drawn from a close and careful analysis of  the teleological 
significance of  flora and fauna in this at first seemingly in-
hospitable, yet thoroughly and multivalently beneficent jun-
gle it may be easily, clearly, and convincingly demonstrated 
that the Designer and Creator of  this segment of  and set-
ting within the creation intended this as a recursive example 
of  and an instructive and illustrative modern manifestation 
of  the paradisiac principle. Therefore, it would behoove all 
who wish to dwell here to align themselves in both praxis 
and mentation as closely as possible with the prevailing 
norm of  the environment." 

When he paused for breath, the professor spoke. "You 
have provided a most elegant and delightful analysis of  our 
situation which leaves me with only one question. In what 
way is that conclusion to be distinguished from the proper 
response to any other setting?" 
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Cecil still lay in a feverish sleep while Esmeralda 
dressed his wound with a bandage torn from the remains of  
the sheet Jane had brought from her berth. She sang softly 
as she worked. 

Swing low, sweet chariot, Comin' fo' to carry me home. Swing 
low, sweet chariot, Comin' fo' to carry me home. I done look out over 
Jordan, an' what did I see, Comin' fo' to carry me home? A band o' 
angels comin' after me, Comin' fo' to carry me back home. Jane came 
up beside Esmeralda before any of  them noticed her. 

"Glory be!" Esmeralda jumped backward with a hand 
against her chest. "Where you been, girl? I 'uz 'bout to think 
some carnivoracious tiger done et you all up. You don' need 
to cause me such worries whiles I gots Missah Clayton to 
patch up. His fever done got hotter." 

Jane laughed. "There are no tigers in Africa. I found a 
stream which empties into a pleasant little bay and then ex-
plored a cottage in a nearby clearing." 

"Cottage, did you say?" Philander asked. "The recog-
nized and accepted terminology for the housing structures 
of  the Hamitic peoples of  this continent is 'hut.'" 

"Yes, sir. However, I believe that what I saw was a cot-
tage and not a hut. You may examine it yourself, since it is 
only a short distance from here." She pointed back over her 
shoulder. 

"What's we gonna do wi' Missah Clayton?" Esmeralda 
asked. "He cain't walk nowhere by hisse'f." 

"By Jove, to think that we spent a miserable night ex-
posed to the elements when succor was so near." Professor 
Porter moved to rise to his feet. "We must go and speak to 
the inhabitants at once." 

Jane helped him stand. "It has been some time since it 
was inhabited, but I trust that we shall find it to be more 
and better shelter than we had last night." 

"But what's we gonna do wi' Missah Clayton?" Esmer-
alda asked again. 

"I had begun to form a plan," Philander said, "by 
which we could sail our little lifeboat to refuge and safety. 
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Though I have never devoted myself  to the study of  the 
science of  navigation, I do know that it is but a rather sim-
ple and straightforward application of  the axioms, theorems, 
and postulates of  elementary geometry. Therefore, by care-
ful attention to those principles, it would be entirely possible 
for us to make our way to Baltimore or London or any-
where else that we might wish to go." 

"Except that the boat is gone," Jane said. 
Philander rubbed his forehead. "Er, yes. Except for 

that most unfortunate detail." 
"What's we gonna do wi' Missah Clayton?" Esmeralda 

demanded more insistently. 
The professor turned to his daughter. "And I wish to 

know more about this cottage which you found. What can 
you tell us about it?" 

Jane frowned. "The first thing which I can tell you is 
that it will be a much more comfortable place for Mr. Clay-
ton to rest and recuperate than here. Esmeralda, you get on 
one side, and I shall take the other." 

While Philander discussed various options for carrying 
an unconscious person, the professor helped the women lift 
Cecil. The two older men walked along at a leisurely pace 
and came to the back of  the bay as Jane and Esmeralda 
were lowering Cecil onto the sand. 

"It would appear," Professor Porter said as he gazed 
into the clearing, "that the picturesque structure which 
stands yonder is without occupant." 

Jane rose from where she and Esmeralda had been at-
tempting to make Cecil comfortable again. "Perhaps we 
ought to go see." 

Philander scratched behind one ear. "She is quite cor-
rect in the designation of  'cottage.' The architectural style of  
the edifice is quite unlike any of  African origin. It may be 
that the superlative and prevenient grace of  God has smiled 
upon us, and we have landed in the front yard of  some 
friendly European." 

"I will go," Jane said. 
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"Land o' Goshen," Esmeralda gasped. 
"Out of  the question," Philander snorted. 
"No, Jane," Professor Porter said quietly. "In this I 

must insist. We do not know what danger lurks. You must 
wait while I go." 

Jane was about to point out that she had already been 
to the cottage and, if  there were danger, she could run 
faster. She thought better of  it. Her father wanted to main-
tain the impression that he was fulfilling his duty of  protect-
ing her. She watched intently as he made his way through 
the maze of  plants that filled the clearing. Once he stum-
bled, and she took several running steps into the tangled 
mass of  plants before he rose again. She went sheepishly 
back to the beach and waited. They saw the professor climb 
onto the low porch and pause at the door of  the cottage for 
a moment before entering. 

When they had seen nothing of  the professor for 
nearly fifteen minutes, Jane announced, "I'm going to find 
out what has become of  him." 

"I'm afraid, Miss Porter," Philander said, "that I cannot 
allow that particular element of  the cognitive dimension to 
be manifested in the material plane. In the absence or inca-
pacitation of  your father, the responsibility, duty, and obliga-
tion for your safety and continued well-being clearly devolve 
upon me, and my sentiments in this are quite firm." 

Jane shook her head irritably. "You cannot stop me. I 
must learn what has happened to him. You stay here to help 
Esmeralda and protect Mr. Clayton. He needs it." She 
walked away quickly and pulled her skirt up when she was 
well into the plants. 

A few feet from the open door, she stopped, not want-
ing to startle the old man. "Father," she called, "Father, what 
have you found?" 

The professor came to the doorway carrying a book. 
"Jane! I quite forgot about you at the beach. There is written 
here the evidence of  a solemn tragedy which transpired long 
ago." 
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She came forward and climbed onto the porch. "We 
were quite worried about you." 

The professor continued as if  Jane had not spoken. 
"However, the full extent of  the tragic drama is not to be 
deduced simply from the skeletal artifacts which lie within." 
He held up for her inspection the book which he had 
brought out. Inside the front cover was written in a bold 
hand, 'John Clayton, Lord Greystoke.' "This humble edifice 
was the honeymoon cottage of  the former Duke of  Grey-
stoke and his beautiful wife, the Lady Alice." 

Jane fought back the tears which began to well up both 
for the deceased ones whom she had never known and for 
the unpromising prospects for their own future. "The crest 
on the armoire in the other room identified the skeletons 
for me. When I first saw them, I was quite frightened." 

The professor frowned. "First saw them? What are you 
saying, Jane?" 

She stepped closer to him. "When I awoke this morn-
ing, I came this way in search of  fresh water. After drinking 
from the little stream by the bay, I came to the cottage and 
opened the door and shutters before returning to tell you 
about it." 

"Most peculiar! Most peculiar indeed." He turned to 
look at one of  the firmly closed shutters. 

"What is peculiar?" 
"The door and shutters were all quite definitely closed 

when I arrived and yet the only inhabitants are in no condi-
tion to have acted on any possible desire for privacy or pro-
tection from the elements." He scratched his head. "Ah, 
well, I suspect that we ought to wrap the remains, at the 
very least, and perhaps inter them before we invite Esmer-
alda to join us." 

Jane nodded. "I suppose so. As dear and precious as 
she is, I doubt that she would take kindly to having fleshless 
skeletons lying about." 

After waving to Esmeralda and Mr. Philander on the 
beach, they set about the gruesome task quickly. Jane's initial 
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shock had long since completely dissipated, and though she 
still found it unpleasant, she was not revolted by what 
needed to be done. The sheet of  sailcloth they found in the 
armoire held together somewhat better than did the rag 
remnants on the floor, but the humidity, the insects, and the 
years had taken their toll. It tore easily into three sections, 
and they transferred the bones gently. 

Professor Porter halted his part of  the morbid work 
holding the tiny skull which had been in the cradle. After 
examining it for a moment, he brought out his spectacles 
for a closer look. "Truly remarkable." 

"What is it, Father?" Jane was sitting on the edge of  
the bed frame for a moment's rest. Even this early in the 
morning, the air was hot and steamy. 

"It would appear..." He paused and removed his spec-
tacles to look at Jane. "It would appear that the child died of  
a head injury. The side of  the skull was thoroughly bashed 
in." 

Jane let out a sigh. "The poor dear! Mr. Clayton told 
me that his aunt and uncle were newly married when they 
left England, but he did not mention a child." 

Professor Porter cleared his throat. "I suspect we shall 
find the answer to this and several other riddles in Lord 
Greystoke's journal." He put the skull with the rest of  the 
bones and quickly examined the small skeleton before draw-
ing the sailcloth into place. "Come, Jane. Will you assist me 
in bearing these primitive palls outside?" 

"Of  course, Father." 
They laid the three bundles on the porch and breathed 

in some of  the relatively fresher air. "My dear," the profes-
sor asked quietly, "have you given any thought to where you 
would like to sleep during our sojourn in this abode?" 

Jane answered without thinking. "Baltimore." 
"You cannot know how I wish that I were able to grant 

you that," he said with a light touch on her shoulder. "How-
ever..." There was no easy way to end the sentence. 

Jane sighed. "I suppose we shall sprawl ourselves about 
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the cottage as best we are able. Mr. Clayton ought to have 
first claim on the bed. You and Mr. Philander could share 
that room with him while Esmeralda and I take the front." 

The old man watched as a flock of  parrots flew from 
one tree to another. "It is most inconvenient that we allowed 
our little dinghy to get away. We might have overturned it to 
give some protection while Mister Philander, Mr. Clayton, 
and I sleep on the sand. Perhaps we can construct some 
rude shelter." He rubbed the rough stubble on his cheek. 
"We have not the luxury of  separate suites for each member 
of  our party." 

"We're not going to have Mr. Clayton sleeping on the 
beach," Jane said quickly. "He's in no condition for anything 
more than staying alive under the best circumstances." 

The professor watched the surrounding trees for a 
moment before speaking. "My dear Jane, aside from the 
windows, the only egress from the cottage is this doorway 
behind us. I will not allow Misters Clayton and Philander to 
pass through your boudoir where they might at any time 
chance upon you in some condition in which you would not 
want to be found. Though we are far from civilization, we 
need not allow ourselves to become far from civilized. We 
certainly cannot all pile onto the bed like some primitive 
pack of  prehistoric primates. That is entirely out of  the 
question. I will not allow my daughter to suffer such condi-
tions." 

Jane smiled. "I quite agree. Besides, Mr. Clayton ought 
to have first claim to the bed until he recovers. We can only 
work with what we have available." She turned to peer into 
the cottage. "I'm afraid that the demands of  safety override 
the dictates of  propriety. We shall have to find some way for 
all of  us to sleep inside." 

"No, Jane," the professor said with his hand raised. 
"You and Esmeralda shall have the bed. The floor of  the 
cottage will doubtless stay relatively dry; we can fashion for 
ourselves some primitive pallets there. Mr. Clayton will re-
cover as well as he would on the bed, and I am quite certain 
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that, were he conscious and communicative, he would also 
insist that you and Esmeralda be given every amenity at our 
disposal. You shall have the bed." 

"It sounds as if  you have already made up your mind." 
He nodded. "I have, and I will brook no alteration in 

my resolve." When he saw that she was going to offer no 
further argument, Jane and her father made their way to-
gether back to the beach. 

  
  
Thursday the 4th of  February, 1909 
Father found a most unusual note attached to the door of  the cot-

tage. Who can this person possibly be? 
"Professor Porter," Philander said as soon as they were 

reunited, "may I be so bold as to suggest that one edifice of  
distinctively European styling admits of  the likelihood that 
there are others nearby? Though this one is currently unten-
anted, the next one we find will doubtless be occupied." 

"Why, yes, Mr. Philander," the professor said, wiping 
his brow, "that does make a good deal of  sense." 

"Quite right, sir," Philander responded. "I would pro-
pose, then, that you and I go in search. We will doubtless be 
able to make our presence known to whoever else may be 
about in very short order." 

"We have another task," Professor Porter said, "that 
perhaps ought to take precedence over our search, though it 
has been left undone, lo, these many years." 

"What might that be, sir?" 
"The transitory mortal remains of  the former inhabi-

tants of  yonder humble edifice have not yet received the 
boon and benefit of  fitting and felicitous burial." 

Working together, they got Cecil to his feet and sup-
ported him on their shoulders, half  walking him and half  
carrying him through the thick plants to the cottage. Every-
one was perspiring profusely by the time they arrived. They 
laid Cecil in the shade on the opposite end of  the porch 
from the three sailcloth bundles. The two older men set to 
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work opening shallow graves using a rusty spade from the 
cottage. 

While the two men were working, Esmeralda spoke 
softly. "Miss Jane, I don' rightly know as we should oughta 
go into a house where a lawd and lady has died." 

Jane sighed and climbed onto the porch. "Unless we 
are to remain on the beach as we did last night or in the 
trees, it doesn't appear that we'll have much choice." 

When the unpretentious palls were laid in the ground, 
the professor recited those portions of  the Methodist fu-
neral service which he could recall from his days long ago as 
a parish minister. Esmeralda provided a song and more than 
sufficient tears to make the simple service proper and fitting. 
The professor and his assistant—deep in some academic 
discussion—casually strolled off  toward the trees as if  they 
were neither larger nor more dangerous than a bower in one 
of  the parks of  Baltimore. 

Esmeralda and Jane went inside the cottage to survey 
their new shelter. "I 'spects it'll keep mos' the rain off." She 
picked up a scrap of  paper from the floor. "Look here, Miss 
Jane. This looks like a fresh bit o' writin'." 

Jane took the paper and went to the door to see the 
short note better. It was written in English with block let-
ters. She read it aloud. "THIS IS THE HOUSE OF BARE 
SKIN. THE POSSESSIONS OF BARE SKIN ARE NOT 
TO BE HARMED. I WATCH." There was a ragged hole 
above the message. She turned the note over to look at the 
blank back side. "Bare Skin? Good gracious! What sort of  
person must that be?" 

"Oh, he'p me, Jesus!" Esmeralda drew her hand across 
her heart in a gesture she had long ago learned from her 
grandmother. "I never knowed o' ghosts writin' letters 
afore!" 

"It wasn't written by a ghost," Jane said absently. "Per-
haps Lord Greystoke's cottage has been claimed by some of  
those Germans about whom Hazel told me." She referred 
to her best friend, Hazel Strong. 
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"What Germans? This here's Afraca, not Germany." 
"There are Germans in Africa, too." She dropped the 

letter onto the rough table and picked up a book. "When 
Hazel and her mother were traveling in Germany, she 
learned of  a group who believe that the wearing of  clothing 
is contrary to good health." 

Esmeralda drew her head back in consternation. "I 
knowed she shouldn't oughta go to all them strange places. 
You don' hear no crazy things like that in Baltimore. 'Sides, 
don't Germans talk funny like?" 

Jane smiled and wiped her brow. "They do have a dif-
ferent language. Perhaps it would be more reasonable to 
suspect an Englishman with opinions like the Germans or 
even a resident of  our dear Baltimore." 

Esmeralda shook her head. "If  tha's the way they is, I 
ain't never goin' to Germ'ny or England neither one." 

"Well," Jane said, "you've already been to England. 
That was where Mr. Clayton so graciously offered us pas-
sage to Africa. But we should leave off  this discussion and 
begin to repay that debt. Our speculations are not making a 
bed for our dear, sick Mr. Clayton." 

The two set to work and soon had a nice pile of  plants. 
They covered the plants with the last piece of  sailcloth and 
laid Cecil on the crude bed. He was quite hot, and the areas 
around his wounds were red and puffy. 

"Don' you fret, Miss Jane," Esmeralda said. "I'll get 
some water from that stream where we drunk. We gonna 
cool him down." 

Jane looked at the nurse with a smile. Though she 
could read only with difficulty, Esmeralda had a grasp of  
practical matters which would never occur to her scholarly 
employer. "Do be careful." 

"Yes'm," she said and took a bucket from beside a far 
wall. Holding it up to the sunlight outside revealed that it 
had no holes. She went toward the bay singing, 

That ol' Jordan River It run deep an' cold. Chills my body an' 
'vives my soul. 
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Jane got the canvas bag which Esmeralda had salvaged 
from the ship and sat with her back against the frame of  the 
door. She set a bottle of  ink on the floor beside her and 
selected a pen. Her diary was written entirely in French, a 
practice she had adopted several years before as an attempt 
at secrecy and romance. There was much to tell. 

  
  
Thursday the 4th of  February, 1909 
We find ourselves the recipients of  aid from a living benefactor, 

but have no way of  knowing how he might be related to the skeletal 
previous tenants of  this cottage. 

Philander pushed through the dense wall of  vegetation 
at the edge of  the clearing as he was in the midst of  an ex-
planation of  the proper method for determining whether an 
unknown variety of  mushroom was edible. The professor 
followed, and they found themselves in a green twilit world. 
The mass of  leaves high overhead blocked any sunlight 
which would have caused a continuation of  the rich growth 
which ringed the clearing. A thick carpet of  decaying leaves 
and other vegetable matter covered the floor of  the forest. 

In the dimness not far away, they spotted a tree from 
the branches of  which hung many ripe fruits. A small pack 
of  monkeys was chattering away in the tree as they filled 
themselves on the fruits. A pair of  brightly plumed parrots 
screeched and flew over their heads. Philander ignored all 
this as he continued his dissertation and walked directly to 
the tree with the professor following. He also failed to no-
tice the wild sow with her litter of  piglets feeding on the 
fallen fruits. 

The first indication the two men had of  the sow's 
presence was the squeal she gave as she charged forward to 
protect her litter from these encroaching enemies. Philander 
turned to flee and ran full tilt into the professor. Both men 
fell in a heap, easy targets for the enraged beast. The sow's 
squeal of  warning changed to pain as the shaft of  an arrow 
sprouted from her left shoulder. Her charge did not slow. 
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Two more arrows followed quickly, one grazing a haunch 
and the other lodging in her spinal column. The last injury 
caused her to lose the use of  her rear legs, and she stumbled 
in her charge. A bellow of  challenge echoed through the 
dim arena as a man seemed to fly from behind the two 
sprawled on the ground. The man landed between them and 
the sow, a long knife in his hand, and made quick work of  
killing the already wounded animal. The piglets scurried off  
among the trees. 

The two scholars disentangled themselves slowly and 
stood to face this new arrival. He was tall and superbly mus-
cled as one who daily works the muscles to their limits and 
beyond. A narrow band of  leather held back his rough-cut, 
black hair. Steel gray eyes peered from a singularly hand-
some face. A quiver of  arrows was slung across his back, 
and a belt around his waist held a sheath for the knife and a 
coiled rope of  grass. Aside from these, he was naked. Oddly, 
a diamond-studded locket hung from a gold chain around 
his neck. 

Professor Porter cleared his throat. "Our thanks, good 
sir, for your most timely entrance upon the scene and your 
ensuing intervention on behalf  of  our benefit and well-
being. And, er, we do most humbly beg your gracious and 
forgiving pardon for entering your demesne while you are in 
such a state of, er, undress." 

The man cocked his head and puckered his brows but 
made no other response. 

Professor Porter nodded and spoke to Philander. "I 
had mistakenly surmised this to be the author of  the mes-
sage which I found appended to the door of  the cottage. 
That assumption has been entirely and completely mitigated 
by the two indisputable facts that the message was written in 
English and this savage is quite unfamiliar with the English 
tongue." He drew out his kerchief  and wiped his brow. The 
air was even damper under the cover of  trees than in the 
clearing. 

Philander peered from behind the professor's shoulder; 
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bravery was not on the list of  requirements for academia. 
"Truly an astute observation, good sir, though I am unfamil-
iar with the document to which you refer. You needn't at-
tempt to address our most timely savior in the Hebrew 
tongue. He is rather obviously not Jewish." 

They spoke to him in all the other languages of  which 
either recalled any phrases. Their efforts all met with equal 
lack of  success. While they were talking, their strange deliv-
erer pulled his two arrows from the carcass and retrieved the 
third from the matting of  leaves. 

Finally Philander said, "He must be a feral child of  one 
of  the European settlements on this continent. His features 
are quite Caucasoid, I do believe." 

The naked man uttered a string of  sounds, and the two 
academics drew back in surprise. Neither had ever heard 
similar speech from a human throat. The sounds were oddly 
cadenced and consisted primarily of  hoots, grunts, and twit-
ters. His hands were busy, as if  they carried a necessary part 
of  the message. He pointed at the dead sow, and a grunting 
matching hers came from his lips. He pointed at the men 
and made motions of  eating. 

"By Jove," Professor Porter said, taking a half-step 
forward, "I believe the blessed fellow is offering us his kill." 

The man bounded past them and leaped up to pull 
himself  onto the branch of  a tree. The growth was so dense 
that he could easily scamper from one branch to another, 
and he was soon lost to their sight. Before they set about the 
task of  returning to the cottage with their prize, Philander 
ate from the fruit of  the tree which had been their first des-
tination. 

The two men returned to the cottage long before Jane 
had brought her diary up to date. Clayton's fever had gone 
down some under Esmeralda's ministrations, and he was 
conscious, if  still weak. Reluctantly and with an easily pene-
trated show of  courage, Philander guided Esmeralda to the 
tree, and they picked enough for everyone to eat of  the lus-
cious fruit. Using rusty tools left by the former residents, 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

34 

Jane and Esmeralda set about the task of  cleaning and cook-
ing the sow in front of  the little cottage. 

"How did you manage to kill this beast?" Jane asked 
her father while she helped Esmeralda with the butchery. 
She knew that neither of  the men was much given to any 
field sport such as hunting. 

"We are only the beneficiaries and not the perpetrators 
of  the deed," the professor said. "We had a most remark-
able, not to mention fortuitous, encounter in the jungle, one 
which will require much thought before we may rightly and 
satisfactorily determine its true import and significance. This 
was another in that great and vast class of  experiences with 
which one must follow the humble example of  Mary, the 
mother of  that most famous Galilean peripatetic, and store 
it up in one's heart for future reflection and cogitation." 

"Father," Jane prodded gently, "will you tell us, please, 
what happened?" 

"Certainly, my dear. I was getting to that. Mr. Philander 
was treating me to a most interesting and enlightening dis-
course upon the various types of  edible fungii which we 
might chance to encounter during our sojourn, when we 
were attacked by the undomesticated porcine creature 
whose mortal remains will soon furnish us with the nour-
ishment which our creaturely selves require so constantly. 
Our fortunes appeared most unfortunate indeed until we 
were startled by the precipitous advent of  a truly remarkable 
savior for us and nemesis for our attacker. A white man 
came to intervene on our behalf. He was unquestionably 
god-like in his stature and in the perfection of  his features." 
The professor paused and looked at Mr. Philander. 

Philander coughed. "He was also quite Olympian in his 
lack of  attire." 

Cecil frowned. "Are you saying that a naked white man 
came to your aid in the middle of  the bloody jungle?" 

"Quite," Philander said. 
"Indubitably," the professor added. 
"Esmeralda found a note on the floor," Jane said. 
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"Could he have been the author?" 
Professor Porter stood and paced with his hands be-

hind his back as if  he were on a lecture platform rather than 
the porch of  a rustic cottage. "Doubtless you refer to the 
notice which I found affixed to the cottage door in much 
the same manner as Luther appended his concerns regard-
ing the papacy and the late medieval Roman church to the 
door of  the Wittenburg cathedral. My first conjecture was 
along similar lines. I am proud to say that particular hy-
pothesis can be laid to a quiet and eternal rest." 

Philander cleared his throat. "I must insist, kind sir, 
that I be allowed to examine this specimen with which you 
all seem so familiar. Twice I have heard reference to it, not-
withstanding the fact that I have yet to receive the opportu-
nity to peruse it. Even the best of  intellects will be shame-
fully and completely crippled if  it is not supplied with all 
relevant information." Jane retrieved it from the table inside 
the cottage, and Philander read it carefully. He passed it to 
Cecil. 

"Father," Jane said, "you haven't told us why the man 
who rescued you could not have written this." 

"Of  course, I did, child," he said with a touch of  irrita-
tion. "The epistle is written in precise, if  inelegant, English. 
Our beneficent wild man, on the other hand, has no knowl-
edge or cognizance of  any human tongue whatsoever." 

Philander and the professor began to argue about how 
precise the phrasing of  the message was while Jane and Es-
meralda continued the more pressing task of  preparing the 
sow for cooking. Clayton tried to help gather wood for a fire 
from the edge of  the forest but, due to his blood loss and 
the long time since he had last eaten anything more substan-
tial than fruit, he was completely fagged simply by the walk 
to the trees. He could not carry any wood back to the cot-
tage, and Jane had to help him to return. He lay on the 
porch and shaded himself  with a large leaf  plucked from a 
nearby plant. Jane was concerned by the dry heat of  his 
brow. Philander again started a fire using Professor Porter's 
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spectacles. 
The late afternoon rain came with a driving intensity 

seldom matched in Baltimore, threatening to put out the 
fire. Esmeralda had seen the need for a good deal of  wood 
in order to accomplish the desired cooking, and it had been 
piled next to the cottage where little of  the rain chanced to 
reach it. By leaning longer sticks and hastily pulled plants 
against the spit which held the sow, Jane and Esmeralda 
managed to protect the fire from most of  the rain and keep 
it going. They were both thoroughly soaked in the process. 

The clouds had rolled off  to the north, and the sun 
was settling into the ocean, when Esmeralda cut off  the first 
slices of  meat. The unfortunates sat on the porch to eat. 
Their table service, much more elegant than the setting de-
manded, bore the Greystoke coat of  arms. The meat was 
tough and strongly flavored. Cecil had fallen into a fitful 
sleep and did not awaken even when the women fed him 
some fruit and small bits of  pork. Esmeralda took their 
dishes to the stream where it emptied into the bay to clean 
them with sand and water. Before the sun set, Jane and Es-
meralda brought in more plants to provide some sleeping 
comfort all around. 

  
  
Friday the 5th of  February 1909 
Our first night in the cottage was not as restful as it might have 

been. The only thing louder than the jungle noises was Esmeralda snor-
ing in the bed beside me. Perhaps, as it is said that one never truly 
knows a person with whom one has not eaten, one also does not truly 
know a person beside whom one has not slept. Much as I love her and 
appreciate all that she has done for me and for Father, both at home 
and here in our dire extremity, I'm not certain that I want to know 
Esmeralda so well. 

Esmeralda woke Jane as she was getting out of  the bed 
they had shared. "I's sorry, Miss Jane," she whispered. "You 
jus' snuggle yo'se'f  back down an' chase affer some mo' 
dreams. Ain't near time fo' a lady to be gettin' up." Early 
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morning light filtering through the lattice on the window 
promised that sunrise was not far away. The wild cacophony 
of  the jungle had paused in anticipation. 

Jane sat up and put her feet on the floor, gripping the 
side of  the bed. "Oh, is it morning already? It seems we 
only just went to sleep." 

"You go back to sleep," Esmeralda whispered as she 
crawled out of  the bed. "I's gonna do what I can fo' break-
fast. The perfesser's al'ays lots kindlier when he done had his 
breakfast." 

"Aren't we all?" Jane closed her eyes and yawned 
widely. "I might as well help you, since I'm up. Did the noise 
of  the jungle keep you awake?" 

"No, ma'am." She took her dress from the bedpost and 
pulled it over her head. "I kin al'ays sleep." 

They tiptoed through the front room of  the cottage 
and walked together to the bay and the little stream that 
emptied into it. After kneeling to drink, Esmeralda stood 
and pulled off  her dress. 

Jane was sitting on the sand and had been looking out 
toward the ocean. "Why, Esmeralda! Have you decided to 
follow the example of  your native cousins after all?" 

"Lawd A'mighty," the black woman said with her eyes 
on the sky, "I done shoulda give this chile a civil tongue 
when she's a young'un. Now I's gotta heap o' rewards o' my 
sinfulness." She turned to Jane. "I's gonna wash myse'f  an' 
my clothes whiles I gots a chance. Ain't no Missah Hardy 
from Sears an' Roebuck gonna bring us no new ones if  we 
wears these out. You bes' hurry outa yo' dress an' yo' un-
mentionals, too. We gots to get 'em washed an' back on 'fore 
the menfolks be comin' by to say 'Good mawnin', ladies.'" 
She stepped into the water and before long Jane joined her. 

Jane and Esmeralda found the men still asleep when 
they returned to the cottage. Another meal of  fruit and 
roasted wild pork had been set out by the time the men 
awakened. Cecil ate with them, but the effort wore him out, 
and he fell back into a feverish sleep which lasted most of  
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the day. 
When the meal was finished, Esmeralda began super-

vising the tasks which would be necessary to the survival of  
the small group. The professor and Mr. Philander were as-
signed the task of  removing the plants which grew too close 
by the little cottage. They were not pleased, but their par-
ticular skills and strengths were more suited to pulling weeds 
than to most of  the other things that needed to be done. 
The two women spent the day cleaning and refurbishing the 
cottage as well as they were able. 

Near evening, Jane and Esmeralda sat on the porch 
with their backs against the cottage wall. The height of  the 
plants prevented them from viewing much from that van-
tage other than the upper parts of  the trees. The professor 
and Philander were at the bay, and Cecil was asleep inside 
the cottage. Jane had been writing again in her diary. She 
closed it with a sigh and leaned her head back against the 
wall. 

"What is it, Miss Jane?" Esmeralda asked. 
She let out a slow breath. "Oh, Esmeralda, Esmeralda, 

what ever are we to do? Neither Father nor Mr. Philander 
nor Mr. Clayton have the least notion either of  how to sur-
vive in the jungle or of  how to get us rescued. What will 
happen to us?" 

"Now, don' you fret, baby chile," Esmeralda said. "We 
gonna be all right. Thet wil' man ain't bothered you yet, an' 
he ain't a'gonnna, so long's I gots anythin' to say 'bout it." 
She laid her hand on Jane's leg. 

Jane stared at the hand for a moment. It was hot even 
in that tropical atmosphere and through the fabric of  her 
dress. Jane put her own hand over the other and was again 
struck by the heat. "I do not fear the wild man," she said. 

"Yo' daddy gonna be all right, too." The words came in 
a low whisper. "We both gonna make sure o' that." 

Jane brushed at an insect buzzing near her head. 
"Thank you, Esmeralda," she whispered back. "Your hand is 
quite hot," she added in a normal voice. "Do you feel fever-
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ish?" 
"Lawd A'mighty, Miss Jane." She pulled her hand away 

and mopped her brow. "A body can't hep but be hot 
workin' in this here infernacious heat. It's mighty near like 
bein' in a gigantical stewpot." 

They sat for a while in silence before Esmeralda spoke 
again. "I surely do wisht I'd'a brung you mo' clothes. That 
dress ain't gonna hardly cover you up decent no mo' 'fore 
we gets ourse'ves founded." Her finger traced one of  the 
several small rips and tears that had been opened in Jane's 
dress in their efforts to bring cottage repair materials from 
the trees. 

Jane patted her hand. "Yours is equally torn, and you 
don't have the advantage of  another layer. None of  us are 
elegantly dressed anymore." 

"Ain't no young men lookin' at me," Esmeralda whis-
pered. 

Jane smiled. She was moderately pleased by the young 
nobleman's attention. "Once when Mrs. Strong was giving 
Hazel and me instructions on how to be ladies, she said that 
we should never give a gentleman any indication that we 
were wearing anything under our dresses. I'm not following 
her advice too well. Soon my dress will be so badly torn that 
I will have only my undergarments to wear." 

Esmeralda looked around with a worried expression 
on her face. "Miss Jane! That ain't proper, an' you knows it!" 

Jane looked down. "I'm afraid my wardrobe is rather 
limited." She pulled ineffectually at a small tear on her bod-
ice. "If  we are not rescued soon, I shall be reduced to wear-
ing leaves. Fortunately, we have a good supply of  those." 

"Don' you worry yo' pretty little head 'bout that 'til the 
time comes," Esmeralda said. "I seen some needles tucked 
away in the cupboard inside. I can take threads from outa 
the cloth to sew up them tears with." She pushed herself  to 
her feet and stood swaying for a moment. 

Jane reached out to touch her skirt. "What's wrong?!" 
"I's alright. Don' you worry none." She hurried into the 
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cottage and returned shortly with a yellowed paper through 
which three needles with a patina of  rust were stuck. She 
stood hesitantly beside the younger woman. "You wantin' 
me to mend it right on you?" 

"That would be silly." Jane set her diary on the porch 
and stood. Her father and his assistant were nowhere to be 
seen on the path. "Is Mr. Clayton still asleep?" 

"Yes'm." 
"Good." She slipped out of  the dress and held it up 

for inspection. 
"Oh, set yo'se'f  down, Miss Jane. You wanna invite 

that wil'man to come an' carry you 'way from me?" 
She handed the dress to her nurse and surveyed the 

surrounding trees. "I suspect that he is nowhere about. We 
have neither seen nor heard anything of  him since yesterday 
when Father and Mr. Philander went into the jungle." 

Esmeralda set to her task with a vengeance. "Well, I 
'spects if  he ain't watchin' you, he's stupid. An' if  he's stu-
pid, how's he gonna stay 'live in this here pestiferous jungle? 
Tha's what I wants ta know." 

Jane sat in the surprisingly pleasant, cool breeze with 
her head back and her eyes closed. The sun was already be-
hind the trees which ringed the small bay. The chirring of  
the insects made a nerve soothing song. "I wonder if  I 
shouldn't save my dress for when we're rescued." 

Esmeralda bit off  a thread and inspected her work. 
"What you meanin', honey chile?" 

"I want to be able to be properly clothed to greet our 
rescuers. Perhaps I should wear only my undergarments 
until then." 

"You do what you like whiles Missah Ph'lander an' 
Missah Clayton ain't 'round. While they is, I ain't gonna stan' 
fo' you bein' 'thout yo' dress." 

The tone in Esmeralda's voice told Jane that there 
would be no purpose in arguing. Anyway, she agreed. 

"All done." 
Jane started. She had fallen into a rather sound sleep. 
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"What? Oh," she said, seeing Esmeralda holding up the 
dress. The many mendings were rough but adequate to their 
task. 

"Thank you, Esmeralda. You have saved me embar-
rassment more times than I can count." She stretched her 
hands over her head. 

"Lawsy, girl! Don' do that when you got no dress! Don' 
you know what you's invitin' on yo'sef?" 

Jane continued to stretch. "I am inviting nothing but an 
end to my nap." She brushed at her hair with her hands. "I 
suppose we ought to look in on Mr. Clayton." 

"Ain't been nothin' but moans from him all after-
noon." Esmeralda stood and steadied herself  with one hand 
against the cottage. 

Jane was looking the other direction. "Did you move 
my diary?" she asked. The pen and bottle of  ink were where 
she had left them. 

"No, miss. I ain't move nothin'." 
Jane looked at her and gasped. "What is it?" she asked 

as she jumped to her feet. 
"You bes' put yo' dress on yo'se'f," Esmeralda said. "I's 

feelin' poorly." 
Jane moved quickly to support Esmeralda on her 

shoulder. "Here. I'll help you inside." 
"You ain't goin' inside where Missah Clayton is 'thout 

yo' dress," the big woman said. "I ain't agonna die that 
quick." 

Jane hurried into the dress but didn't take time for the 
buttons until she had helped Esmeralda to the back room 
of  the cottage and into the bed. Jane slept in the chair that 
night, because the other woman seemed to be wrestling with 
a demon. Near morning the fever broke, and Esmeralda 
quieted down to a couple of  hours of  peaceful sleep. 

  
  
Saturday the 6th of  February, 1909 
It seems that our unknown host is less gentlemanly than I had 
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thought. This message is for you, sir, if  you should ever again purloin 
my diary. I consider that to be a most unconscionable breech of  propri-
ety and a decidedly serious and grievous invasion of  my privacy. Please 
refrain from ever doing so again. 

Could that little notice by itself  possibly be sufficient? It seems a 
rather odd request to make while Poppa is devoting so much of  his time 
to reading the journals of  the deceased Duke of  Greystoke. I suppose, 
however, that one reason for the writing of  such accounts as these is so 
that they may be read by others after we are deceased. Yes, that is 
doubtless a major element of  this odd proclivity, but a diary is definitely 
not to be read by others while the author is yet alive and has neither 
been asked nor given permission for that reading! 

The next morning Jane went down to the bay while the 
others still slept and washed her clothes in the little stream. 
Before washing herself, she waded out into the bay and 
swam across to the northern point where it reached farthest 
out into the ocean. No ships were anywhere to be seen up 
and down the coast or out on the water. She swam back 
across the bay and washed herself  in the fresh water. Her 
diary was lying on the sand when she climbed out. Jane 
stared at it for a moment, then glanced at the trees. Appar-
ently, she and Esmeralda had not been so hidden as they 
had thought the day before while they were sitting on the 
porch of  the cottage. 

Jane plucked a large leaf  upon which to sit and opened 
her diary by the edge of  the water with her back to the trees. 
On the page opposite her last entry was a message, written 
in French block letters with a pencil. 'I AM BARE SKIN.' 

Jane frowned. Who was this Bare Skin if  he was not 
the wild man who had killed the sow and rescued her father 
and his assistant from attack? Other than the skeletons in 
the cottage, they had found no evidence of  anyone else in 
the vicinity. And why would he not show himself  again? 
The men had not mentioned any hint of  reservation on his 
part concerning his lack of  clothing, though that might yet 
be the cause of  his manifest shyness about appearing to her 
or Esmeralda. Where and how had the man been educated? 
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Though his writing hand was far from elegant, it was clear 
from the note which had been on the cottage door that he 
spoke English. Likewise, it was clear from the brief  message 
in her diary that he spoke French. But no indication hinted 
that he spoke German; she smiled to herself, remembering 
Esmeralda's reservations. Could there be some European 
missionary post nearby? It was certainly a possibility. They 
did not know with any precision where along the coast of  
Africa they might be. 

Jane closed the diary carefully and covered her eyes to 
try to think. No new thoughts occurred to her. Whoever 
this Bare Skin was, he obviously was able to make himself  
known to them, yet chose not to do so. Despite their pre-
sent desperate circumstances, his wishes in that ought to be 
respected. They would certainly expect the same elementary 
courtesy were the roles reversed. Until he voluntarily de-
cided to alter the situation, they would do best to accept the 
hospitality of  which they had availed themselves so freely 
and be ready to acknowledge their debt. 

Esmeralda was irritable as the little group ate their 
breakfast, and the others largely kept quiet. At the end of  
the meal, Philander asked Esmeralda, "Are you expecting 
Professor Porter and me again to squander our day in the 
pursuit of  meaningless and menial drudgery?" 

"Wha's that?" Esmeralda demanded. 
Professor Porter touched her shoulder gently. "My dear 

woman, we recognize and appreciate your greater skill and 
wisdom in the accomplishment of  tasks domestic. However, 
the academic pursuits which have occupied Mr. Philander 
and me for many years past have not well prepared us for 
anything so strenuous as the decimation of  vegetative mat-
ter so multitudinous and prolific as that found in these envi-
rons. Is there not some task more suited to our abilities to 
which we might be assigned?" 

Esmeralda looked at him askance. "You sayin' you ain't 
gonna pull no mo' weeds?" 

"We would rather not." 
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For several seconds the woman stared at the floor, nos-
trils flaring with her anger. She was not supposed to address 
her employer in the way that she wanted. "We needs a bon-
fire to make a big whooptedoo fo' any ships comin' to res-
cue us. THAT too much?" 

The professor held out a hand to stifle the reprimand 
he knew was coming from Philander. "I think not. Where 
would you like it built?" 

Esmeralda scratched her head. "What's you think?" 
Philander spoke quickly. "A location on the beach 

would be the epitome amd quintessence of  logic indeed. 
The northern arm of  the bay extends farthest into the 
ocean. That would be the spot most likely to effect our sal-
vation. In addition, as we are laboring there, we shall be in 
excellent position to notice any of  those vessels whose im-
minent epiphany we so earnestly desire." 

"Very logical, Mr. Philander," Jane said. "I don't know 
what we would do without your great mental abilities." 

He bowed slightly. "Thank you, Miss Porter." 
"Esmeralda," Jane said a little later as they watched the 

men head down the path, "that was rather impolite." 
"I knows it, Miss Jane, an' I's sorry. I ain't feelin' jus' 

right yet." 
That day and the next, the small party continued their 

labors. At the end of  that time, Cecil was little improved, 
and the other two men also lay in fever, though it was 
somewhat milder and had not resulted from wounds. Jane 
and Esmeralda nursed them as best they could with the lim-
ited means at their disposal. Fortunately, with the profusion 
of  fruit that was everywhere available and the meat from the 
wild sow which the wild man had provided for them, they 
had no lack of  food. 

  
  
Monday the 8th of  February, 1909 
I have begun to resign myself  to the fact that the wild man seems 

unwilling to present himself  to me. Perhaps I should be thankful, but I 
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confess to a strong desire to meet this strange and marvelous creature. 
Were we back in Baltimore, I would somehow learn his identity and 
ask one of  my friends to pass the word to him that I would be open to 
receiving him for an afternoon visit. But alas, we are not in Baltimore. 

Esmeralda was returning from the bay when Jane 
awoke the next morning. The older woman stayed at the 
cabin to help the men while Jane went to the bay by herself. 
It was a clear and bright morning, and all the most brightly 
colored of  the jungle birds seemed to be out together. A 
hard rain during the night had left the wild vegetation smell-
ing bright and fresh. 

Jane whistled softly between her teeth as she walked to 
the water. Two days of  working in clothing not made for 
such use had left it again in serious need of  repair. Since she 
and Esmeralda had no other projects in mind and since the 
men with their fevers would be staying close to the cottage, 
she planned to mend her dress first and then her underwear. 
If  she were careful about it, the men wouldn't even know 
what she was doing. 

She rinsed her mouth out first when she got to the 
stream, then pulled off  her dress and washed it as best she 
could. She hesitated after she had hung the dress on a 
branch to begin drying. No eyes were visible amongst the 
foliage of  the trees, but she did not believe that the wildman 
had deserted the area, even if  Mr. Philander did find it logi-
cal. 

She spoke aloud but more to herself  than to any pos-
sible listener. "Well, Mr. Wild Man, it's time for my bath 
again, and I still don't know if  you've been watching me or 
not. Esmeralda thinks you watch all the time, but I don't 
know why she'd let me bathe like this if  she believed that. 
Please, be a gentleman and do not make your presence 
known unless there's some emergency." 

She turned her back to the trees and removed her 
camisole and drawers. They were hanging on the branch 
with her dress, and she was kneeling in the water to scrub 
her hair, when movement beyond the mouth of  the bay 
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caught her eye. She stood up and stared. A small boat 
chugged northward just a few hundred yards from the 
shore. Tears welled up in Jane's eyes so that she couldn't see. 
She climbed from the water and rubbed at the tears. The 
boat hadn't disappeared. 

"Father!" she called. "Esmeralda!" 
But what if  the boat didn't stop? What if  they didn't 

see the pile of  wood on the beach and didn't come to inves-
tigate? Jane splashed through the stream, grabbed her un-
derthings from the branch, splashed through again, stum-
bling as she did so, and ran as fast as she could around the 
little bay and out onto the beach. The boat showed no sign 
of  slowing or altering its course. 

Jane ran down the beach, jumping and waving her 
camisole and drawers over her head. "Stop! Come back! 
Please, help us!" At the moment, she was much more con-
cerned that their chance of  rescue seemed to be drifting 
away than that she was committing a major breach of  pro-
priety. 

Suddenly, immediately in front of  Jane, a man dropped 
to the sand from a low-hanging branch. Dropping her un-
derthings, Jane yelped, more from startlement than from 
fear. Though this was the first she had seen of  him, she was 
immediately certain that this must be the wild man who had 
given them the sow. There was a moment to look at him 
while he chittered and chattered at her and gestured at the 
boat. He was an impressive sight. In addition to the items 
her father and Philander had described, he wore a loincloth 
of  tanned leather. With a hoot of  exasperation at her mani-
fest lack of  understanding, the wild man grabbed Jane, 
threw her over his shoulder, and pushed through the under-
growth into the trees. 

As soon as they were within the humid dimness, the 
man began to run. Jane did not bother to call for help, 
knowing that the trees would quite effectively muffle the 
sound. She wanted to save her strength to protect herself. 
The muscles which flowed in the back and shoulder under 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

47 

her stomach gave her little hope that any struggles to escape 
which she might mount would be successful. 

He stopped without warning and deposited Jane gently 
on the ground. She stood slowly. Her breath was quickened 
by more than the recent flight. After a moment, she re-
membered that she ought to cover herself  and did so slowly 
with her hands. Though she had seen many Greek statues, 
this was both the first time she had seen a living man so 
nearly unclothed and the first time she had been aware of  
being seen unclothed by a man other than her father. What 
did he want with her? she wondered. 

"I'm pleased to make your acquaintance at last," she 
said slowly, "though these are less than ideal and proper cir-
cumstances." 

He responded with hooting, grunting gibberish that 
had no relation to any language she knew. 

She tried to speak to him in French, German, Russian, 
Greek, and Latin. His response each time was the same gib-
berish intermingled with animal sounds and well punctuated 
with hand movements. He stepped closer, and she backed 
away, until she bumped against a tree and turned away from 
him. She chewed on her lip for a moment. Even in the jun-
gle, she reminded herself, I am a civilized lady. Even without 
clothing, I am still Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore, not some 
shameless wanton of  the woods. We haven't been properly 
introduced. 

Jane turned back to him and gasped. He had removed 
his loincloth and was tying it around the strap that held his 
quiver. Merciful heavens, she thought, would this wildman 
understand no other way but the ravishing of  a woman? We 
should at least know each other's names. She moved her 
hand from her breasts and touched her chest. "I am Miss 
Jane Porter of  Baltimore." 

After a moment of  thought, he imitated her speech 
almost exactly even to the tone and pitch of  her voice. "I 
am Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore." 

She laughed nervously. "Oh, you're just mimicking, 
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aren't you?" She pointed to her chest again. "Jane Porter." 
He frowned slightly and spoke with his own normal 

pitch. "Jane Porter." 
"That's it. Now, do you have a name?" She pointed at 

his chest. 
He smiled. "*lm*." 
The vowel sounds were not ones she recognized. 

"Elmo? Is that it? Elmo?" 
He smiled again and said something she didn't under-

stand, gesturing off  in the trees and touching his own chest. 
His name was intermingled several times in the speech. 

Jane scratched behind one ear and quickly returned her 
hand to cover her breasts. We ought to have learned some 
African languages before we came, she thought. Will Mr. 
Clayton want a wife whose virtue has been taken by a wild 
man? Fortunately, he doesn't seem too anxious to consum-
mate the deed. 

The man took another tentative step toward her. There 
was only about a yard between them. She watched with a 
paralytic fascination as his hands moved to stroke her hair, 
still wet from her bath, as if  it were some rare hieroglyphic 
parchment of  exceeding beauty. The touch seemed to drain 
all thought from her head. His fingers moved to her face, 
exploring the soft smoothness. His eyes went to her chest, 
and he dropped one hand to his side, while the other trailed 
across the upper part of  her breasts where she wasn't able 
to cover them with her one hand. She held her breath, and 
her skin broke out in gooseflesh. She closed her eyes and 
breathed again as his hands gently caressed the outside of  
her arms. One hand rested on her shoulder, and she shiv-
ered. His other hand began to explore her stomach, and she 
gasped. She brought both hands up against his chest and 
pushed. Her strength could do little against his, but he 
stepped back with a puzzled look on his face. 

"Please, stop," she said. "Only the man I marry is to, is 
to, is to do this. Oh, you probably don't know anything 
about marriage, do you?" 
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Elmo cocked his head to one side, as if  that movement 
might somehow improve the understanding. After a mo-
ment, he spoke. 

Jane shook her head. "I'm sorry. I can't understand 
you." 

The man dropped his hands from her shoulders and 
straightened to his full height. There was a touch of  sadness 
to his expression. He said something more and turned. With 
two running steps, he jumped to reach a branch and pull 
himself  upward. 

Jane was stunned. She watched him climbing upward 
through the branches for a moment, then glanced at the 
unbroken expanse of  trees. 

"Wait!" she screamed, starting to run after him. 
Esmeralda had found the men all clear-headed when 

she woke them. None felt any too strong, but they were able 
to eat unaided and without inordinate queasiness. Cecil even 
tried his feet on his own for the first time and walked to the 
door of  the cottage. 

"Professor," he said, "I do believe that Jane is calling 
for you and Esmeralda to go down to the bay. Why do you 
suppose she would be doing that?" 

Philander was leaning weakly against the window 
frame. "You must learn to make better use of  your mind, 
good sir. Obviously, there is some matter of  urgency or sci-
entific interest which she wishes to draw to his attention." 

"I don' care none 'bout no 'tention," Esmeralda said as 
she rushed to the doorway, nearly knocking Clayton to the 
floor. "Miss Jane's all 'lone by herse'f!" She ran down the 
path. 

The professor did his best to hurry after her. Philander 
came behind him and, by virtue of  a slightly younger phy-
sique, was able to overtake him. Cecil did not attempt to 
leave the cottage. Philander found Esmeralda clutching 
Jane's dress and weeping loudly at the side of  the stream. 
He touched her shoulder. 

Esmeralda dropped the dress and jumped to her feet 
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with her fists clenched. "Where is he?" she bellowed. 
"Where that devil took my Jane 'way to?" She turned in a 
quick circle, and Philander backed away. 

The professor held up his arms and fluttered his 
hands. "There, there, dear woman. Calm yourself. We shall 
find her. There is no evidence that anything evil has befallen 
her." 

Philander pointed at the far edge of  the stream. "To 
the contrary, sir. The mute witness of  the sand would indi-
cate a struggle. It would seem quite safe and legitimate to 
conjecture that she did not leave her bath either willingly or 
without violent objection." 

The professor pointed on around the bay. "Look. 
There are tracks." 

Just then the sound of  a distant scream floated to them 
from the north. For a couple of  heartbeats, they stared into 
each other's eyes. Esmeralda was the first to break the spell; 
she jumped nearly across the stream. When she crawled out 
of  the water, she gathered up her skirt in one hand and ran 
for all she was worth. 

The professor slapped Philander on the shoulder. "Fol-
low her! I'll stay with young Clayton." The man waded 
through the stream and followed but could not keep up. 

Esmeralda kept her eyes on the tracks in the sand, and 
they led her to Jane's camisole and drawers. She fell to her 
knees beside the undergarments at the foot of  the massive 
trees, gasping for breath and beating the sand with her fists. 
"O Lawd, O Lawd, if  you ever done love any yo' dear, sweet 
chilluns, don' let no monster eat her up." She picked up the 
undergarments from the sand and kept repeating the prayer 
over and over as she went thrashing into the jungle. 

Philander's meager reserve of  energy was nearly spent 
by the time he arrived at the spot on the beach where the 
others had entered the jungle. He flopped down on the sand 
to catch his breath. As the muffled sounds of  Esmeralda's 
wild search faded completely under the gentle wash of  the 
surf  and the other, more pervasive noises of  the jungle, he 
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began for a time to call alternately for Jane and for Esmer-
alda. He was too involved with his own sense of  ineffectual-
ity to notice the boat's smoke fading away in the distance. 

  
  
Monday the 8th of  February, 1909 
There are no words to describe the terror I felt at that moment as 

I faced the possibility of  being abandoned in the jungle. For somewhat 
longer than the briefest instant, I contemplated offering to him what no 
virtuous young woman ought to offer any man not her husband. 
Though virtue may be its own reward, it would not lead me out of  the 
jungle. 

"Oh, please, come back," Jane begged more quietly. 
The wild man had stopped his swinging passage 

through the trees when she screamed. He stood on a stout 
branch to look back at her. 

Jane felt terribly dependent. If  he were to leave her, 
she would never get out of  the jungle. She covered herself  
again with her hands and took another step. "Come back," 
she whispered. 

The wild man moved gracefully through the branches 
and came to earth again in front of  Jane. He squatted, and 
she closed her eyes. There was no wild, barbarous touch as 
she had feared, and she peeked. He had brushed aside the 
matting of  rotting vegetation and was scratching designs in 
the dirt beneath. He looked up at her and pointed at his 
handiwork. She peered at the dirt, then moved to his side 
and bent closer to be sure. He had written in French, 'I am 
Bare Skin.' The letters were carefully formed, as if  they had 
been copied from a printed book. Aside from the different 
media, they were an almost perfect match for the message 
written into her diary. 

Jane frowned at him in puzzlement. She was certain 
she had spoken to him in French before concluding that he 
knew none of  the languages which she did. "I too am na-
ked," she said slowly. 

He chattered a few short sounds and pointed at the 
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ground. 
Jane knelt beside him, keeping her breasts covered with 

her right arm. In French, she scratched in the soft dirt with 
her finger. 'I too am naked.' Her letters were not so carefully 
drawn as his. 

He smiled excitedly. "Jane Porter," he said, pointing at 
what she had written. He pointed at his own message and 
said, "*lm*." 

She shook her head and rubbed out her message and 
wrote her name. Below it she wrote 'Elmo,' guessing at the 
spelling. She pointed and pronounced the two names. 

He laughed and repeated her gestures and the names. 
The excitement of  communication was obvious in his 
whole manner. 'How are you?' he wrote. 

'Tres bien, merci,' she wrote, 'very well, thank you.' She 
looked at him for a moment before writing. 'Can you not 
speak?' 

'Not the languages of  the books. Will you teach me?' 
'Of  course. Please, will you take me back to the beach?' 
'How do you say?' he wrote and pointed at where she 

had written 'of  course.' She pronounced it, and he repeated 
the sounds. They both laughed. 

He frowned and wrote again. 'Why were you calling 
the ship? Those people are very evil.' 

Jane wondered how he could possibly know that. 'I 
hoped they would take me to my people.' 

'Are your people not at the cottage?' 
She considered for a moment. 'Yes. I hoped the boat 

would take us to others of  our people.' 
The explanation seemed to suffice. Elmo turned away 

from Jane and signalled her to climb onto his back. She hesi-
tated. The quiver of  arrows would be much less than com-
fortable between his back and her stomach. She wrote again 
in the dirt. 'Why did you remove your loincloth?' He was 
puzzled by the last word. She pointed at the word, then 
touched the knot of  leather where he had tied it to the strap 
of  his quiver. 
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He wrote in the soft dirt, 'I have no clothing. You have 
no clothing. All who live in the trees have no clothing.' After 
he was certain that she had read it, he rubbed it out and 
continued. 'At the cottage or in the towns we wear clothing. 
Is it not true?' 

Jane stared at him for a moment, searching for any sign 
of  lecherous thought or intent in his face. She found only 
innocence written there. It did seem reasonable that a wild-
man would not wear civilized clothing. She nodded her head 
slowly. "Oui," she said, "yes, it is true." She wrote in the dirt, 
'Why did you have the loincloth when you took me from the 
beach?' 

'I was near the cottage. I followed in the trees as you 
ran on the sand.' 

She smiled slowly as she thought of  the simplicity and 
utility of  his actions. They really weren't that different from 
her own ways. She wore hat and gloves when they were 
called for. It seemed that, for the time being at least, he was 
not going to take advantage of  her. She wondered briefly 
how many civilized men, finding themselves thus alone with 
a young woman, would exercise similar restraint. 'You know 
of  towns?' she wrote. 

"Yes," he answered aloud. 
Jane drew in a quick breath. Here was someone who 

could perhaps end their exile. 'Are they nearby?' 
He studied the words for a moment and frowned be-

fore writing, 'I do not know how to answer.' 
"Of  course," Jane whispered aloud in English. A 

wildman in the jungle wouldn't be familiar with civilized 
systems of  measurement. At any rate, there was something 
of  even more immediate concern than finding a town. She 
had lost her underthings, and her dress was at the cottage. 
'Will you move your quiver, please,' she wrote, 'before you 
carry me to the cottage?' 

He obliged quickly, putting the quiver across his chest. 
She clung to his back with her arms around his neck and her 
legs around his waist. The ground was lost to her sight long 
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before there was any easing of  the darkness and heat. Their 
path lay steadily upward from branch to branch until they 
were in the relative brightness amid the middle canopy of  
branches of  the great trees. Though she could not see espe-
cially far down, Jane guessed they must be exceptionally 
high. She clung to him more tightly. 

The wild journey ended much too suddenly for Jane's 
liking. Elmo plunged down through the foliage, seemingly 
slowing their fall not at all as he clutched at branches to 
guide their descent. In the terror of  the moment, Jane did 
not hear Esmeralda until Elmo came to the ground a few 
feet in front of  the poor woman. Esmeralda screamed and 
jumped backwards, tripping over an exposed root. Jane ran 
to her, and they clutched each other in a tight embrace on 
their knees. 

"O honey chile, honey chile, you's alright, you's al-
right." Between the tears and gasping for breath, Esmeralda 
could say no more. 

Jane kissed her. "Of  course, I'm alright. Why wouldn't 
I be, and what are you doing here in the trees?" 

Esmeralda continually stroked Jane's hair. "Oh, I's so 
'fraid some ferociverous beas' gonna have you fo' breakfas', 
I 'uz gonna pull you from the teeth o' the Devil his own 
se'f." 

"Well!" Jane said with a laugh. "Nothing has tried to eat 
me." She glanced over her shoulder at Elmo who was qui-
etly watching the scene. "Our dear guardian angel found me 
on the beach. He has been a complete and perfect gentle-
man." She knew it would not help matters at all to describe 
either the manner in which he had carried her into the trees 
or the way in which he had touched her after he set her 
down. 

Esmeralda clutched Jane protectively and peered past 
her at the man. The dimness beneath the trees seemed in-
tent on keeping her from seeing him clearly. "That Missah 
Clayton 'thout no clothes?" 

Jane turned her eyes again to him quickly. "Why, you're 
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right! In this light and with clothing, he would resemble our 
dear Mr. Clayton, but this is the wild man." 

"The wile man?! He ain't laid a han' on you, has he?" 
"No! He's been a complete gentleman." She knew that 

the literal sense of  the question was not Esmeralda's mean-
ing. 

The hug tightened again. "I ain't agonna stan' fo' no 
gen'leman or nobody to be starin' at you the way he is. You 
get yo' clothes on now." 

"I, I can't. I dropped them on the beach." 
"I done brung 'em 'long." Esmeralda pointed at a 

crumpled bit of  whiteness on the jungle floor between them 
and Elmo. 

Jane extricated herself  from the other woman's arms 
and, backing to the spot, picked up the gift and shook it out. 
"Uh, Esmeralda, this is only my drawers." 

Esmeralda had climbed to her feet. "What?" She hur-
riedly surveyed the nearby ground. "O Lawsy, Lawsy, I 
mussa los' it. O Miss Jane, I's horrible sorry. I ... Oh!" 

Jane pulled on the ragged drawers and tied the string at 
her waist. "Don't cry about it. I shall make do with what I 
have." She covered her breasts with her right arm and 
turned to Elmo. He had shifted his quiver again to his back 
and was pulling on his loincloth. She knelt to clear a space 
for writing, and he walked toward her. 

Esmeralda jumped between them. "Don' you dare 
come near my baby chile!" 

"Esmeralda!" Jane was on her feet and had her hands 
on the other woman's right arm. "He isn't going to harm 
us!" 

She looked from Jane to Elmo and turned quickly to 
place a hand over each of  Jane's breasts. "I tol' you I ain't 
agonna stan' for no men bein' 'roun' you 'thout yo' dress." 

Jane slid her hands under Esmeralda's to cover her 
breasts herself. "Listen to me. He doesn't understand any 
spoken language. The only way we have to communicate is 
by writing. Do you want to stay in this infernal jungle, or will 
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you let me talk to him?" 
Esmeralda let her eyes go from Jane's face to the 

ground a few times before stepping back a half-pace. Jane 
glanced at Elmo and knelt again. After a moment, she wrote 
in French, 'Please lead us on the ground to the cottage.' 

He read her message and wrote beneath it. 'It is easier 
to move through the trees.' 

She smiled. 'It was very pleasant, also. However, we 
cannot do that with Esmeralda along, and we need to re-
turn.' 

'I will lead you on the ground.' The look on his face 
was doubtful as he stood and moved off  through the trees. 

Esmeralda planted her feet and caught Jane's arm. "Jus' 
you wait a minute, chile. You ain't gonna walk 'roun' with no 
half-naked man whiles you's half-naked yo'se'f." 

Jane looked at her with an exasperated frown. After a 
moment, she moved so that her back was to Elmo and put 
her hands on her hips. "You may still be my nurse, but I am 
a grown woman now. Given the choice that I have, I choose 
to follow him and save my life." 

"You gonna walk right up to Missah Ph'lander an' Mis-
sah Clayton like that?" she asked in a whisper. 

"No." Jane shook her head emphatically. "Poppa, 
Poppa would have a fit, if  he thought the other two might 
chance to see me." 

Esmeralda looked past Jane's shoulder. "He's writin' 
somethin' 'gain." 

Jane covered her breasts before walking over to read 
his message. It said, 'What are you saying?' 

She looked up at Esmeralda. "He wants to know what 
we were talking about." 

"Tell 'im a man an' woman ain't s'posed to be naked 
together." 

Jane straightened her back. "No." In the dirt, she 
wrote, 'She is concerned that I will not have my camisole 
when we return to the cottage.' 

He read the message and blotted out all but 'camisole.' 
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Above it he wrote, 'What is this?' 
Is this innocence or ignorance? she asked herself. 'My 

other white garment.' 
He nodded. 'I will find it.' 
Jane looked at Esmeralda again. 'No. Please, take us 

back to the cottage.' She stood and started walking in the 
direction he had chosen before. 

The walk back to the cottage seemed interminable in 
the dark heat and the humidity as thick and heavy as a goose 
down quilt. Both women stumbled several times and were 
thoroughly drained by the time Elmo stopped and cleared a 
spot on the jungle floor. 

'The cottage is just beyond here.' Jane read the message 
and translated for Esmeralda. "He says we're home. The 
cottage is on the other side of  this infernal mess." She 
pointed at the massed undergrowth. 

Esmeralda sighed and leaned against a huge tree trunk. 
"We gots to tell him thank you kin'ly and fin' our own way 
on down to the bay. Tha's where you left yo' dress." She 
wiped at the sweat on her brow. 

'Is the water this way?' Jane wrote and pointed to their 
right. 

Elmo nodded. 'Why?' 
'I cannot go to the cottage without my dress.' 
He looked at her and slowly brushed a finger against 

her cheek. A shiver raced through her frame despite the 
heat, but she did not respond otherwise. He wrote, 'Until we 
are together again, Jane Porter, I will watch.' He stood and 
pulled himself  almost straight upwards and out of  their 
sight. 

"He sho' a pretty one," Esmeralda said as she helped 
Jane to her feet, "but we can't tell the men 'bout him." 

"Why not?" Jane asked as they started toward the bay. 
"Think, chile. What they gonna say 'bout it? We tell 

them men I foun' a naked man carryin' you naked through 
the trees ain't one of  'em gonna sleep a wink 'til he's dead or 
they is. That wile man's too pretty to kill." 
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Jane considered what her nurse and friend had said 
while they walked. She knew Esmeralda was correct about 
the matter. Even Mr. Philander would likely cast aside all 
logic and become completely irrational. Yet she didn't at all 
like to be untruthful. They pushed their way out from the 
undergrowth between the stream and the path that led from 
the cottage. The perimeter of  the bay was deserted, and 
Jane's dress was nowhere to be seen. They went to the 
stream to drink and rinse the dirt from their hands and feet. 

Jane sat on the sand beside the stream and surveyed 
the damage to her drawers. From the knees on down they 
were little more than rags and there were several more tears 
above the knee. Esmeralda's dress was in similar condition. 

"I don't want to lie," Jane said quietly. 
"I knows it, baby chile, but sometimes we womenfolks 

gotta protec' menfolks from they own, they own stubborna-
ciousness. I ain't askin' you to lie. Jus' don' say nothin' 'bout 
the wil' man. You knows I loves yo' poppa, too." She pushed 
to her feet. "Now, you jus' res' yo'se'f. I's goin' to the cottage 
to get yo' dress." 

Philander came staggering back to the bay before Es-
meralda returned from the cottage. Jane ran to help him and 
found that he was more than a little delirious. The strains 
and exertions of  the morning had been enough to cause the 
return of  the fever which had plagued him. Jane cast aside 
the demands of  modesty and supported him with one arm 
around his waist and the other holding his arm over her 
shoulders. They were only partway back to the stream when 
Esmeralda showed up with the dress. She didn't say any-
thing about Jane having left herself  so uncovered but in-
sisted that she don her dress immediately. Jane was happy to 
oblige. 

They settled Philander onto his bed on the floor of  the 
cottage and exchanged greetings with Cecil and the profes-
sor before Jane was pressed for an account of  the events of  
the morning. They were standing in the shade on the porch. 
She looked from her father to Esmeralda. "I was at our little 
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stream when I called to you. A boat was steaming along out-
side the bay." 

"A boat?!" Cecil demanded. "Did you say a boat? Per-
haps, they are searching for us already." 

Jane touched his arm lightly. "I'm afraid not. I ran out 
to the shore trying to attract their attention, not yet realizing 
that the people aboard would bear us only ill will. Going 
into the trees was safer than staying on the shore." 

"What did they do?" the professor asked. "How did 
you recognize their malicious intent?" 

"Some people show the goodness or evil of  their souls 
in their every word and deed. I chanced to come across Es-
meralda, and we made our way back here." 

The professor watched her closely as if  he suspected 
they had not been told the full truth but did not ask for any 
further clarification. 

  
  
Monday the 8th of  February, 1909 
It is not only that an article from my scanty stock of  clothing had 

been lost. We are all beginning fully to fit the part of  poor vagabond 
castaways, and we have been on this shore for less than a full week. 
The scripture tells us not to be concerned about what we will eat or 
what we will wear. There is certainly plenty to eat in this strange para-
dise, but everything seems bent on destroying all we have to wear. How 
shall we fare if  we must remain for an extended period of  time? 

After a lunch consisting of  fruit and wild pork, Esmer-
alda startled the men. "This here's Monday," she announced, 
"an' that's wash day. Me an' Miss Jane gonna wait outside 
tills you menfolks han' out yo' clothes. We'll bring 'em back 
clean an' mended." She stood and turned toward the door 
of  the cottage. 

Philander pushed himself  to a sitting position on his 
bed and cleared his throat noisily. "Ahem, my dear woman, 
you seem to forget that we are the possessors of  the least 
minimum of  wearing apparel. Though it may be in the most 
deplorable and dire need of  cleansing and repair, we have 
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nothing with which to replace it and so find ourselves under 
the aegis of  a trans-potent and more compelling impera-
tive." 

Esmeralda stared at him with her eyebrows raised. 
"That some fanciful way o' sayin' no?" 

Philander raised his eyes to the ceiling. "Quite." 
The black woman took a step toward him. "You 

wantin' me to take yo' clothes right off  you?" 
/The professor stepped quickly between the two. 

"Esmeralda! I must demand to know the meaning of  this 
belligerence!" 

She backed up and lowered her eyes. "I's jus' plum sick 
o' the way you's gettin' to smell 'roun' here. Tha's all." 

"Ah. I'm certain that is a proposition to which we can 
all agree." He turned to his assistant. "Mr. Philander, though 
I must concur completely with your logic, I am constrained 
to agree with my dear servant in this matter. Perhaps you 
would prefer to go to the water and perform the ablutions 
yourself?" 

Philander shook his head slowly. "We continue to face 
a lack of  alternative attire." 

"May I make a suggestion?" Cecil asked. "If  we were 
to have some water in the bucket, we could bathe ourselves 
while our clothing is being washed." 

Philander seemed shocked. "How can a noble son of  
Queen Victoria make such a suggestion?" 

Cecil waved one hand weakly. "If  she can see us from 
the other side of  mortality in this bloody jungle, I will surely 
listen to any objections she cares to make known." 

"Why, that's sacrilege!" 
The professor patted Philander's shoulder. "More 

nearly common sense." 
"But he implied ..." 
"Enough! I am going to comply with the twin sugges-

tions offered by our dear Mr. Clayton and Esmeralda. If  you 
don't wish to find yourself  cast out of  this pleasant abode, 
you will do likewise." He picked up the bucket which they 
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had been using as a chair. 
"Bes' use the other one, perfessor," Esmeralda said. "It 

ain't got so many holes." 
He bowed to her with excessive formality. "Thank you. 

If  you will be so good as to wait a few moments, I will 
gladly and gratefully allow you to give to my garments the 
care they so sorely need while I perform similar operations 
on my physical self." 

Jane had listened to the entire exchange in silence. She 
followed her father out the door and walked with him down 
the path. "What was that all about?" 

He let out a heavy breath. "These would be trying cir-
cumstances for the most hardened woodsman. Samuel and 
I, on the other hand, are two dusty academics who have a 
profound dislike for the fact that our corporeal beings so 
continually require so much attention. We will all be better 
for a good bathing and clean attire, even if  it is still in need 
of  replacement ideally or repair at the very least. We have 
not been able to maintain ourselves so freshly as you and 
Esmeralda." 

"We've been bathing in the stream." 
The professor was silent for a few steps. "I had chosen 

not to ask for verification of  my suspicions. So long as you 
remain so discreet as not to necessitate objections, I will say 
nothing." 

"Thank you, Father." She put her arm around his waist. 
"It surprises me sometimes how much you are like 

your mother." 
"In what way?" 
They stepped onto the sand and he stopped, looking 

out beyond the mouth of  the bay at the horizon. "I've never 
told you how it was that we began courting. Your grandfa-
ther was a deacon in the little country church where I began 
my ministry. One Sunday he asked me to drive his daughter 
over to the School Creek Church where she was to play the 
organ for a revival meeting that evening. . . ." 

It was a hot morning with a promise of  an even hotter 
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afternoon to follow. The rains of  the past several days had 
left behind only humidity and little coolness. Even the in-
sects seemed to be less active under the oppressive blanket 
of  moist air. 

Reverend Porter had spent no time wondering why 
Deacon Lee had asked him to perform this little chore. Miss 
Jane Lee was one of  the few unmarried women of  the area 
who had not hosted him for a meal or a gathering of  some 
sort; certainly if  she had not been away for most of  the time 
that he had been serving the little country church, she would 
have hosted him, too. Reverend Porter did not consider 
himself  to be a good catch. After all, he was soon to be fifty 
years old, and though some of  the local women considered 
her to be an old maid already, Jane Lee was only twenty five. 
He was too tall and awkward to be considered attractive, but 
she had a charming personality, a quick intelligence, and 
honey-blonde hair. After several years of  a less than lucra-
tive practice, he had given up law to go into the ministry; 
Miss Lee was enjoying her work as a teacher in Vicksburg. 
He felt deep in his heart that any interest that she showed 
him was a mixture of  politeness and lack of  alternatives. He 
tried not to encourage himself  unnecessarily by cultivating a 
studied indifference. 

As they drove over the wooded hills, the conversation 
grew more lively and their laughter more frequent. The road 
which Miss Lee directed him to take was not the main one, 
but it was considerably shorter than going by way of  Lees-
burg. When the weather was dry, it was a good road, if  one 
did not object to the hills. When the weather was not dry, it 
was a different matter. From the lack of  any other tracks in 
the mud, it was apparent that any others who might travel in 
the region knew this. 

At one of  the steepest parts of  the road, it descended 
from the crest of  one hill to cross a rough bridge in a 
densely wooded valley before climbing to the top of  the 
next hill. They were going too fast, and the horse only raced 
faster. The buggy skidded and bounced along behind. The 
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horse slid to a stop on the bridge with the buggy tilted 
against a tree and two wheels off  the road. 

Reverend Porter coughed nervously and pulled himself  
back to his side of  the seat. In their wild charge down the 
last of  the slope, he had slid against his young charge and 
almost knocked her from the buggy. "Are you uninjured, 
Miss Lee?" 

She straightened her hat. "Yes, sir. I am quite alright." 
"Good. The most holy providence of  the Almighty 

continues to be with us." He stepped from the buggy into 
the mud to see what might be done about their predica-
ment. Not much seemed likely to be helpful. With two 
wheels off  the road and a tree between them, the horse 
could not possibly pull the buggy forward onto the bridge 
or push it backward onto the road. "I am afraid that our 
share of  Divine Providence extended only to lack of  injury. 
Do you know if  there might be a farm up ahead along this 
road where I might obtain assistance for us?" 

"No, sir. There is nothing between here and the School 
Creek Church cemetery." She peered across the rough 
bridge and up the road on the opposite side. "Perhaps I 
should have directed you over the longer route." 

"Perhaps." He trudged through the mud and onto the 
bridge to the horse's head. It was standing calmly as if  noth-
ing unusual had happened. "It would appear that our option 
most likely of  reasonable fulfillment is for me to convey you 
from the carriage to the bridge. We can unharness the horse 
and, if  you are not averse to such, ride together to the 
church." 

Miss Lee had removed her gloves and was untying the 
strings which held on her hat. "No, sir. That will not be pos-
sible. My father does not believe that a carriage horse should 
ever be ridden. If  we attempt to get on his back, we shall 
soon find ourselves in the mud." 

"Oh." He sighed and looked at his muddy boots. 
"Then I am afraid our only option is for me to walk to the 
church and return with aid." 
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"It is too far." She set her hat and gloves on the car-
riage seat and bent down to untie her shoes. "Let me re-
move my shoes, and we shall see what can be done." 

"I fear that it shall not be much." He patted the horse 
on the neck. "I am not so young and strong as most of  the 
men who must gather round you." 

She pulled one shoe and stocking off  and turned to 
the other. "You are also not so boring." 

"What?" He peered at her around the horse. "Why, 
thank you. I believe that is the nicest any young woman has 
spoken of  me in a considerable time." 

She laughed and climbed to the other side of  the 
buggy. Gathering her skirts in one hand, she stepped down 
and looked underneath the buggy. Nothing was obviously 
broken. She walked to the middle of  the bridge and looked 
in all directions before speaking again. "This is a light-weight 
carriage. I have seen my father get underneath and lift it 
completely off  the ground. The two of  us working together 
ought to be able to wrestle it back onto the road." She be-
gan unfastening buttons. 

He had kept his back to her. "I'm afraid, Miss Lee, that 
I must not allow that. I've already muddied my boots and 
trouser legs. Though that is not properly presentable, it will 
not be particularly remarkable when we arrive at the School 
Creek Church. I presume that you'll wash your feet before 
we proceed and will have again donned your shoes before 
we arrive. It would be much less proper and presentable and 
much more remarkable were you to have muddy clothing." 

"My clothing won't be muddy." 
He looked at his boots for a moment. "Miss Lee, I 

apologize for the way in which I seem to have misinter-
preted your intent. I had assumed you meant to crawl under 
the buggy with me. However, you greatly overestimate my 
prowess to do anything alone about our predicament." 

She stepped up beside him completely naked. "I think 
not." 

"Miss Lee!" He turned sideways so as to avoid looking 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

65 

at her. "But, but you have removed your clothing!" 
She looked at the swollen creek for a moment and 

back at him. "Look at yourself, sir. Before we continue to 
the revival meeting, we shall have to wash your trousers and 
scrape your boots. I too will be getting into the mud, but it 
will be much easier to wash from my skin than it would be 
from my clothing." 

"But, Miss Lee, your unclothed self  ought to be re-
served for your husband." 

"Rev. Porter, have you never seen a woman without her 
clothing?" she asked with a frown and no attempt to cover 
herself. 

"No," he squeaked. 
She moved to the other side of  the bridge and stood in 

front of  him. "You may consider this my way of  saying that 
I am willing for you to be my husband." She curtsied po-
litely. "Will you remove your trousers now and avoid mud-
dying them further, or will you wait until after we have freed 
the carriage?" 

"We were wedded two weeks later on a Sunday after-
noon. The good people of  the flock never knew what went 
on in their parsonage when they were not there." 

"Hmmm. That's a much different picture than Esmer-
alda uses to try to get me to behave." 

"Esmeralda had told you of  our meeting?" 
"No. I was just wishing that my mother were alive to 

ask how to deal with a young man who seems ready to start 
courting." 

"Do you refer to Mr. Clayton?" 
"Yes." 
"Do you wish to hurry him along? I'm afraid I cannot 

condone the method your mother used on me." 
"Quite the contrary." 
"Oh!" He rubbed the growth on his chin. "Do you 

wish me to speak to him?" 
"Not yet. It may be only my own doubts which I see 

reflected in him." 
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"That is always a possibility." He turned toward the 
stream. "Why, look! Did you and Esmeralda leave some-
thing hanging on the bushes?" 

"No." They walked together to the edge of  the stream 
where her camisole was hanging just as it had in the morn-
ings after being washed. She took it in her hands and looked 
at her father. 

"I take it this is yours." 
"Yes, Father." 
"Ahem, I see, er, that is..." He lowered his eyes to the 

stream. "I suspect that I should return to the cottage before 
they begin to fear that we have both fallen into the ocean." 

After washing all the garments still remaining to the lit-
tle group, Jane and Esmeralda spent most of  the remainder 
of  the afternoon making repairs. Not knowing whether they 
were being watched or not, Jane kept her back to the trees 
as much as possible and donned her undergarments as soon 
as they were finished. Her drawers now terminated above 
her knees and her camisole had a gap in the back to allow 
for the gathering that had been necessary to close the rips 
and tears. Her dress was in much better shape. The skirt of  
Esmeralda's dress was not as full as it had been, but had 
needed no shortening. Other than the jacket which had 
gone to make bandages for his wounds, Cecil's clothes were 
in the best condition, since he had not been well enough to 
venture among the trees. Esmeralda carried the men's cloth-
ing back to the cottage while Jane stayed on the beach. 

Elmo dropped to the sand as soon as Jane was alone. 
He was wearing his loincloth, but his bow and quiver were 
nowhere to be seen. He smiled, as he walked toward her, 
and said, "Jane Porter." 

She returned his smile with a nod. "Monsieur Elmo." 
He knelt beside her to write in the sand. 'I am pleased 

to see you again.' 
'And I, too,' she wrote. 'Thank you for finding and re-

turning my camisole.' 
"Mais oui," he said aloud and grinned broadly. 'Please 
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teach me to say the words in the books.' 
"Mais oui." She pointed at what he had last written and 

said the whole sentence aloud. He repeated the sounds ex-
actly. 

She wrote in the sand and spoke slowly. "What else 
would you like to learn to say?" 

"Je t'aime," he wrote quickly. 
Jane stared at the words for several seconds. How 

could seven letters have such a profound effect on her? "I 
love you?" Surely it was not only the heat. Surely it was not 
that she had been naked with him just that morning. Surely 
it was not simply that she had been wondering when Cecil 
would be saying the same in one language or another. She 
drew a slow breath and searched his eyes. It hurt to do so, 
but she patted the sand smooth. "That is not a good place 
to start." 

'Why not?' He pronounced the words after her. As 
soon as he heard any sound, he seemed to be able to mimic 
it perfectly. 

She watched some small, black and white monkeys 
playing in the trees across the bay for a moment before an-
swering. "A woman and man ought to become rather better 
acquainted before they speak of  love." She remembered that 
this was a speaking lesson and wrote in the sand what she 
had said, then continued both writing and speaking. "We 
have only met this morning, and you find me in less than 
advantageous circumstances. It would be most ungentle-
manly for you to force your love upon me at a time like 
this." 

"I beg your forgiveness, Jane Porter." He spoke softly 
and slowly, but without writing in the sand. 

She pulled back in surprise. "Who taught you to say 
that? I did not teach you those words!" 

He searched for a moment and spoke as he wrote 
pausing for help with the sounds which he did not know. 
"Did I speak incorrectly? I had thought the sounds followed 
the letters." 
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Jane shook her head slowly. "You are an amazing man. 
Have you truly never spoken with anyone else?" 

"I have not known the sounds of  these words, only 
their appearance. The speech of  the apes and of  the dark 
ones are not like this." 

She laughed. "Many people in civilized lands do not 
know so much as you. How did you learn the meanings of  
the words?" 

"Some of  the books have pictures, and I simply ..." He 
stopped in mid-sentence and stared in the direction of  the 
cottage. "Someone comes," he whispered. 

Jane stood to look. The top of  Cecil's head was just 
visible coming along the path toward the bay. "I shall have 
to put on my dress," she said and turned back to Elmo. He 
was gone. "Where ... Oh my God!" The record of  their 
conversation was strewn across the sand. She knelt and 
brushed broad strokes with her forearms. When the sand 
was wiped clean, Cecil was just about to step onto the 
beach. She grabbed her dress and rushed into the under-
growth, gaining three new rips and several scratches in her 
hurry. 

"Miss Porter!" Cecil called. "Miss Porter! JANE!" 
After doing her last button, Jane parted the growth 

carefully and stepped back onto the sand. "Here I am, Mr. 
Clayton." 

He hurried toward her. "Oh, thank God! When I could 
not see you, I feared the very worst." 

She looked at the sand. "When I heard you coming, I 
went into the trees to... to make certain adjustments. I 
apologize for having frightened you." Brushing her foot 
across the sand, she erased a word she had previously 
missed. 

"This horrible jungle and my injury have me on edge, I 
suppose. I shall be more than thankful when we are finally 
rescued." 

Jane smiled. "That feeling is likely to be shared, though 
I fear that we might have to accomplish our own rescue." 
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She spotted part of  another word in the sand behind him. 
He offered his arm to her. "Would you care to walk 

along the shore?" 
"Why, Mr. Clayton. Do you feel your strength to be up 

to it?" 
He smiled. "For a short walk, certainly." They started 

toward the south arm of  the little bay. On the way, he said, 
"As hopeless as it may seem that anyone will find us, there is 
bloody little we can do to rescue ourselves. Even your dear 
Mr. Philander is not so foolhardy as to attempt to build a 
boat and sail it to Pretoria." 

"He would probably find it more logical to try for Rio 
de Janeiro," Jane said. "It's a clear and straight path, don't 
you see?" They both laughed. "He will certainly deduce that 
we shan't have much chance by simply waiting." 

"Why do you say that?" 
They rounded the point of  the bay and stopped to 

admire the sun falling toward the horizon. A pair of  birds 
wheeled and skimmed over the waves, but there were no 
ships to be seen. 

"Mr. Clayton," she paused and dug her toe into the 
sand, "your uncle, aunt, and cousin waited nineteen long 
years for a rescue which was rather too late in arriving. I 
have no great desire to wait as long only to be buried with 
them." 

"You need not fear that fate, Miss Porter." Cecil picked 
up a stray bit of  wood and threw it out into the waves. "At 
each port, I wired ahead. My people will come looking 
rather sooner than we did for my uncle." 

Jane drew a breath. "That is reassuring. I have been 
posting letters to a dear friend, but I do not know when she 
will receive them." 

For nearly a minute, Cecil stared westward. "Miss Por-
ter, I swear to you by the honor of  the House of  Greystoke, 
you shall not lie forgotten on this shore. You shall be res-
cued, and you shall be always welcome anywhere that Grey-
stoke influence extends. I swear it." 
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Jane found herself  watching a bit of  wood climbing up 
and down the gentle slope of  the beach with the inhalation 
and exhalation of  the waves. "Thank you, dear sir. I know 
that, when your strength returns, you will do everything in 
your power to bring us safely home." She feared that his 
efforts would be no more successful than those of  the bit 
of  wood in its attempt to leave the water. With a quick sigh, 
she turned back. "For now, let us return to the cottage." 

  
  
Monday the 8th of  February, 1909 
It seems quite odd indeed that we should be so desparately hoping 

for rescue from a spot that in many ways is so idyllic. My greatest fear 
at the present is that Mr. C or Mr.Ph or both will attempt something 
heroic and fatal before we are found. 

The sky was painted a spectacular red-orange, when 
Cecil and Jane arrived back at the cottage. Esmeralda had 
already retreated into the back room, and the two older men 
were preparing to lie down on the piles of  plants that served 
as their beds. Jane was about to excuse herself  from the 
men's presence when Cecil said, "Just a moment, please, 
Miss Porter. I have something to say that concerns us all." 

"Oh? Shall I ask Esmeralda to come out, too?" 
"That won't be necessary." He struck a pose that 

seemed a little too calculatedly noble and heroic to Jane. 
"Professor, Mr. Philander, Miss Porter, this portion of  the 
coast of  Africa is less densely populated than some others, 
and (I'm sorry to say) has none of  the Greystoke holdings, 
but it is not unpeopled. I have given Miss Porter my solemn 
vow and the word of  the House of  Greystoke that she will 
be rescued from this place. Tomorrow I intend to walk 
along the shore until I locate some outpost of  civilization 
from which we might obtain aid." 

"It is a most noble gesture of  a magnanimous heart 
you are proffering to us, my dear man," Professor Porter 
said. 

"And quite a logical response to our present predica-
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ment, I might add," Philander said. 
Jane seated herself  on the edge of  the chair. "Mr. Clay-

ton, it is only this morning that you recovered from your 
fever. Won't you be able to accomplish more if  you wait 
until your strength has fully returned?"  

Cecil studied Jane in the failing light through the space 
of  several slow breaths. "Miss Porter, it was the failure of  
my ship which brought you to this forsaken shore. Since our 
shipwreck, I have been no more than a tiresome burden at 
the very most. From now on I intend to contribute my part 
and to do whatever I can for you. Succor doubtless awaits 
us only a few miles up the coast. When the comfort and 
perhaps the very life of  a lady is at stake, a true gentleman 
does all he can for her, whether she is noble by birth or," he 
bowed slightly toward Jane, "more importantly, by virtue of  
her innate character." 

Jane nodded slowly. In the dimness, she could see little 
more than his silhouette. "I admire your courage and thank 
you for the concern which you are showing. I only hope that 
it is not misguided." 

"Misguided?" Anger and uncertainty clearly struggled 
behind the single word. "How do you mean? I will be quite 
safe walking along the open sand." 

"Actually," the professor said before Jane could answer, 
"I must concur with my daughter. I do believe it to be a no-
ble gesture and yet share her concern in the matter." 

"I too concur," Philander said. "Since you are the 
youngest of  the three of  us, it is you who ought to go, and 
yet you have also suffered the longest illness, and so ought 
not to go. Were you to suffer a relapse, there would be no 
one to aid you. Many situations of  insurmountable danger 
for a lone traveler become quite manageable when amelio-
rated by the presence of  another. If  you'll pardon me for 
being so blunt, going off  alone would be tantamount to 
throwing your life away for naught." 

"Might I point out, also," the professor added, "that we 
have come to know the trustworthiness of  this crude and 
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humble shelter erected by your departed uncle. If  in the first 
day you did not chance upon another such, where would 
you pass the night?" 

Cecil had slumped against the door frame. "On the 
sand, I suppose." 

"And have another like our first here, before we found 
the cottage?" the professor asked. "I should think not." 

"But, Father," Jane said, "if  we had walked only a short 
way when we first arrived, we could have spent our first 
night here rather than out in the elements. Perhaps, instead 
of  trying to dissuade Mr. Clayton from his venture, we 
ought to be discovering ways in which to make it more likely 
of  safety and success." 

"Yes, Jane," he said contritely. "Your point is well made 
and, I would hope, equally well taken." 

There was a rustling from the deepening shadow 
where Philander had his bed. "Professor, would you think it 
a dereliction of  my duty as your assistant were I to volunteer 
to accompany Mr. Clayton in his quest?" 

"Samuel?" 
"Yes, I know. This is quite uncharacteristic of  me, and 

frankly I am having a great deal of  difficulty identifying or 
evaluating what logic there might be on either side of  the 
question of  my going or staying. I ..." He cleared his throat. 
"This is difficult for me to admit. This morning as I rested 
on the beach at the point where your daughter had gone 
into the jungle with no notion whatsoever of  how I might 
aid her, I began to suspect that my great intellect might be. . 
." He drew a deep breath as he struggled for words. "Might 
be of  little. . . practical. . . worth. . . here. I who have always 
scorned the drab, unenlightened dictates of  mundane utili-
tarianism and have constantly rejected the notion that those 
dictates ought to be the standard of  value for matters of  the 
intellect, I was forcibly confronted with my own thorough 
and unmitigated lack of  utility in coming to your daughter's 
aid." 

Jane rose quickly and moved a couple of  steps across 
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the room. "Mr. Philander! You mustn't condemn yourself  so 
readily! You did what you could, and I have returned safely." 

"Thank you, Miss Porter," he said quietly. "However, it 
is time for me to acknowledge the fact that there are limits 
to the effectiveness of  pure mentation unalloyed with physi-
cal manifestation." He cleared his throat. "Professor, it 
would seem that, since I am twenty years your junior, I 
ought to accompany Mr. Clayton as the next youngest." 

"Wait a minute!" Jane said. "If  we're going to talk 
about age, I'm thirty years younger than you and fifty years 
younger than Father." 

"Jane," her father said, "it is for you that we are seeking 
rescue. I know your unwillingness to allow that to be so, but 
please do try, at least until we have settled this matter." 

"Well, if  you won't let me be part of  the solution to 
our difficulty, please consider that Esmeralda is only sixteen 
years older than I, and that's still fourteen years younger 
than Samuel!" 

"Jane." 
"Yes, Father?" 
"We know your concern and your feelings. I will gladly 

discuss them with you again on another occasion, and I 
promise to listen attentively and consider carefully every-
thing you wish to say." 

After several seconds, she went back to her chair with-
out speaking another word. 

"May I propose this possibility?" Cecil asked from the 
doorway. "Mr. Philander and I shall set out at first light in 
the morning. When it is midday, as near as we can deter-
mine, we shall turn about and return by sunset to report our 
success or failure. Together we ought to be able to outwit 
any beasts or savages we chance upon. Professor Porter will 
remain here for the protection of  Miss Porter and to main-
tain watch." 

Jane clenched her teeth and quietly walked into the 
other room. Esmeralda had been listening from just inside 
the doorway. Hand in hand, they leaned against the wall and 
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continued to listen, certain that the men must realize that 
they had all been kept safe thus far by the work of  the 
women and the protection of  the wildman. 

The discussion went on without a break. "That would 
seem a much more balanced plan of  action," the professor 
said, "and one by which both of  you might be exonerated in 
usefulness without unduly compromising anyone's safety." 

"It is also much more logically consistent than allowing 
one person to travel alone." 

"Is it settled then?" Cecil asked. 
"Quite," Professor Porter said. 
"Incontrovertibly," Philander added. 
After a brief  pause, the professor said, "Jane?" 
"I believe, sir," Cecil said, "that she retired to her 

chamber a few moments ago." 
"Oh." He cleared his throat. "We have yet another mat-

ter to decide. We are faced with two alternative directions in 
which the two of  you might travel. Without benefit of  map 
or chart, we have no means for deducing which might prove 
more fruitful. I suppose we could follow the ancient and 
biblical practice of  casting lots." 

"Ah, my dear professor," Philander said, "you know 
that I am reluctant to point out your mistakes, but in this 
you are most definitely mistaken. Without benefit of  map or 
chart, our only means of  learning which direction might 
prove more fruitful is truly the most effective in any case, 
namely deduction." 

"Without accurate information, how can we form an 
accurate deduction?" 

"Why, good sir, you yourself  taught me that one must 
evaluate the reliability of  the information one has and pro-
ceed in the light of  that evaluation." He paused for a mo-
ment. "Mr. Clayton, were you at all familiar with the maps 
which the captain of  your ship used for navigation?" 

"Only slightly. I believe we were some two days out of  
Monrovia and just over a day away from So Paulo de 
Luanda. Since Miss Porter has retired, I will admit that I was 
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so taken by her wit, charm, and grace that little else would 
stay long on my mind." 

"Ah, I see," Philander said. "Well, I have considered 
myself  to be most fortunate to be untrammeled by interest 
in the weaker sex. Yet you have established the parameters 
for our search. A man may not walk so far in one day as a 
steamship may sail, but we know that, given a longer span 
of  time and a sufficiency of  strength and determination, the 
feat is quite possible of  accomplishment." 

"We had already assumed that, Samuel." 
"Yes, professor, but one always does well to check 

one's foundational assumptions. However, the question be-
fore us is one of  direction rather than distance. Mr. Clayton, 
do you recall whether other settlements were marked on the 
maps between Monrovia and So Paulo de Luanda?" 

"Not specifically, although I am certain there are some. 
Not knowing where we are, I don't know how far they 
might be." 

"Unless I am greatly mistaken, that leaves us with one 
other datum from which to proceed. This morning Miss 
Porter observed a sea-going vessel of  some sort proceeding 
northward. We did not observe it returning later in the day. 
From this we may surmise three possibilities. Either it had 
recently departed its home port to journey northward or it 
had made a quite short voyage and was returning to its 
home port, again northward, or it was on a more extended 
journey without hope of  reaching its home port today. Now, 
taking those options in reverse order, we may reject the last 
because of  their proximity to the shore; a ship on an ex-
tended journey would maintain a greater distance from the 
shore as was Mr. Clayton's ship prior to our most untimely 
accident. We may reject the second option because of  the 
time at which Miss Porter noted the ship; it is most unlikely 
that a ship would take so short a voyage that it might return 
so early in the day. We are left then with the first option. 
Our most logical direction in which to travel is southward." 

"Unless," Jane whispered so quietly that even Esmer-
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alda holding her hand could not have heard her, "Elmo was 
correct about their character." 

  
  
Tuesday the 9th of  February, 1909 
We had all been up with the first light of  dawn, but there wasn't 

much to be said. Mr. C and Mr. Ph were both quite determined in 
their resolve to go in search of  rescue. I sincerely hoped that they didn't 
get themselves into some sort of  trouble. 

The group was gathered on the sand at the end of  the 
pathway when Professor Porter laid a hand on the shoulder 
of  each of  the other two men. "I shall, without mitigation 
or extenuation, entreat and beseech the Supreme and Un-
surpassable Divinity who led the Israelites through the terri-
ble and necrous wilderness to guide and direct you through 
this equally terrible and unquestionably necrous forest." 

"An' I's gonna ask the Lawd to he'p you," Esmeralda 
said. 

Cecil nodded solemnly. "Thank you, sir. Thank you 
both." 

"I shall add my prayers to theirs," Jane said quietly. 
"I shall treasure that, Miss Porter." He reached for her 

hand and kissed it gently. 
"Father," Jane said when the men were gone from 

sight, "I want to go northward along the shore." 
He turned to her with a surprised expression. "Why, 

Jane, you ought to have stayed and spoken up as we were 
discussing the matter last evening. In your self-imposed ab-
sence, you could offer no opinion whatsoever when we were 
deciding which direction our gallant and intrepid searchers 
should take." 

She nodded. "I did listen from the other room, but had 
no opinion to offer. However, now that the decision has 
been made, I will go in the opposite direction in order to 
search perhaps just a bit more area than the two of  them 
could alone." 

"Jane, I cannot give my permission. Surely you recall 
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Mr. Philander's arguments concerning whether Mr. Clayton 
should be allowed to venture forth on his own. If  a strong 
young man must have a companion, surely a young woman 
cannot be allowed to go by herself." He held up his hand 
quickly. "And don't propose taking Esmeralda with you. 
That would change my feelings not in the least." 

"Mr. Clayton is not strong. He is barely recovered from 
the devastation of  his wounds and of  the fever which came 
with them." Jane turned her back, and Esmeralda began to 
unfasten the buttons of  her dress. "I've already asked Es-
meralda to stay and take care of  you." 

Professor Porter was only slightly relieved to see that 
Jane was wearing her camisole and drawers. "Jane! You are 
going quite beyond the outermost limits of  sensibility! How 
do you propose to explain yourself  if  you should chance 
upon some European settlement and you have no proper 
dress?" 

She slipped the garment down around her legs and 
stepped out of  it. "Father!" she said with an impish grin. "I 
certainly do not intend to leave my dress here. If  I come 
across anyone, European or otherwise, who might put us in 
touch with civilization, I shall put it on again before getting 
close enough to be seen." She rolled the dress into a bundle 
and fastened the sleeves over one shoulder. "If  I carry it like 
this, it will be in better condition than if  I wear it." 

"Jane, I still cannot allow this. What are we to tell Mr. 
Clayton and Mr. Philander if  they should chance to return 
before you?" 

"Father, I want to do what I may so that you may get 
on with your study." She kissed him on the cheek. "I will 
return well before sunset so that you will not have to admit 
to Misters Philander and Clayton that you allowed me to be 
the least bit helpful. If  you must tell them anything, say that 
I've gone for a stroll along the shore."  

The old man sighed. "Sometimes, Jane, I wonder what 
your mother would think of  the young woman you have 
become. It seems that I have been considerably less than 
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diligent in inculcating in you the virtue of  obedience to your 
elders or the wisdom to know when to allow others to act 
on your behalf  and for your benefit." 

Jane studied his face for a few moments. "Father, I 
have not forgotten my promise to you. I will continue to do 
my very best so that no one will know that I have ever done 
anything that is the least bit unladylike." She kissed Esmer-
alda, too, and hugged them both before walking away. Just 
after she crossed the little stream, her father offered a prayer 
for her. 

Elmo was squatting beside the wood piled for a signal 
fire when she came onto the open beach. "Bonjour, Jane 
Porter." 

"Bonjour, Monsieur Elmo." Some relief  touched her as 
she saw that he was wearing his loincloth. She stopped her-
self  just short of  giving him a hug. After all, he was uncivi-
lized at best, and she was without protection. "I had won-
dered if  I would find you." 

"I too wondered." 
Jane nodded. "Do you know where to find the towns 

of  our people?" 
"No. The people of  the forest are dark like the other 

woman. The books call them savages." 
She frowned. "European settlements are all along the 

coast. We wish to find one." 
"I have never seen such settlements." 
Jane hesitated. Even if  he had learned how to speak in 

one afternoon, she still thought of  him as a wild man and 
was not sure how reliable his help would be. "Will you help 
me to find one?" 

He smiled. "Of  course. Shall I take you again into the 
trees?" 

There was no hesitation now. "Oh, if  you would 
please. The ride yesterday was the most thrilling of  my life." 

He reslung his bow and quiver across his front side 
and knelt for her to mount his back. He reached a branch 
from the sand and pulled them up without going through 
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the undergrowth. They passed through the lower branches 
to the canopy above, and Jane relaxed and enjoyed the ride. 
The sensation of  power in the man's body was quite thrill-
ing. The scenery was magnificent. The plumage of  the birds 
made the orioles back home seem drab by comparison. 
Many of  the trees held profuse gardens of  orchids. A feel-
ing of  contentment filled her. 

The contentment did not last. In the States, she had 
followed closely the efforts of  those women who were 
campaigning to gain the right for women to vote. She felt 
strongly that women should not have to rely upon men to 
do everything for them. Yet here she was letting a man carry 
her as if  she were a helpless baby. 

"Stop, please," she said near Elmo's ear. 
He halted on a branch beside the trunk of  the next 

tree. He was breathing deeply but showed no other sign of  
fatigue. A puzzled look was on his face as he turned to Jane 
after she climbed from his back. "What is it?" 

"You are most kind to carry me, but I wish to try it on 
my own." She moved around him carefully. 

The branches there were wide enough to make walking 
easy. She took a few tentative steps along the branch. The 
going was easier than she had expected, since she could feel 
the branch and grip it somewhat with her feet. 

She came to a fork where neither half  looked wide 
enough to support her weight and stopped. Elmo would 
jump to a branch in another tree and continue without hesi-
tation. She glanced over her shoulder. He was smiling at her 
from beside the trunk. She looked back at the nearest 
branch. It was about seven feet away and two or three feet 
below her. Several lower branches would slow her descent if  
she missed. She took a deep breath and leaped. 

In the rush of  her fear, she jumped too far. Rather 
than landing on the branch with her feet, she fell awkwardly 
across it backward and had to twist and grapple to keep 
from falling. Her dress fell from her shoulder. A hot blush 
touched her cheeks as Elmo's laughter floated through the 
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leaves. It took some awkward scrambling to get herself  
around to stand on the branch, and she scraped her knee in 
the process. Elmo came up from below with her dress. She 
glared at him as she took it and walked stiffly to the trunk. 
She leaned there with nervousness tightening her stomach 
and a new resolve tightening her mind. She hated to be the 
object of  laughter. She would learn to travel through the 
trees as he did. 

She made her way around the trunk of  the tree and 
continued along the first branch that presented itself. Before 
it got too narrow, she stepped across to another and fol-
lowed it. She continued on and was beginning to feel quite 
pleased with herself  when she came to the end of  a branch 
with none offering a further path. The nearest branch below 
was ten or twelve feet down and the one by her head was 
obviously not strong enough to carry her weight, even if  she 
did manage to pull herself  up onto it. 

"Jane Porter," Elmo said from behind her, "I will show 
you the easiest path." 

He came up to where she was standing and grabbed 
the overhead branch with one hand. Jane gasped as he 
stepped off  into thin air. The branch bent with his weight. It 
was as if  he floated down to the one below and stood wait-
ing for her. The overhead branch whipped back into place 
when he let go. She swallowed hard before gripping the 
branch with both hands and stepping off  into the thick air 
of  the jungle. The branch lowered her as it had done for 
him, except that she came to a halt still hanging three or 
four feet above the branch on which he stood. He gripped 
her around the waist and lowered her to stand beside him. 
Their progress was more rapid than while she followed her 
own path and much slower than it had been when he was 
carrying her, but Jane learned quickly. Walking along the 
wide branches with her feet unshod was less treacherous 
than walking in high-heeled shoes on the often rough and 
sometimes wet or icy cobblestone streets and sidewalks of  
Baltimore. Most of  the branches were inter-tangled and 
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close enough together that she could usually step from one 
to the next and seldom had to swing or jump. 

The anger Jane had felt at Elmo's laughter was short-
lived. The effort and exhilaration of  their journey left room 
for little else. She began to move with more and more sure-
ness along the branches and swung between trees with in-
creasing confidence. Occasional breaks in the canopy of  
branches and leaves reminded her of  their height above the 
ground and renewed her caution. It would have been easy, 
with her initial success, to become overconfident.  

They had not traveled long when a wide river crossed 
their path. Elmo came to a stop on a broad branch with one 
hand against the trunk and glanced back. Jane was only a 
little way behind. She stopped beside him and put her hand 
on his shoulder. Her breath was coming fast and hard. She 
brushed a stray hair from her face with her free hand and 
leaned the hand against her knee to fight for breath. She had 
forced herself  not to lag. 

After a minute or so, Jane caught her breath and 
straightened. The view of  the river was stunning. In the dis-
tance, she could see hippopotami and elephants. Birds were 
everywhere. Lush vegetation crowded the banks. No ships 
or other signs of  human presence were visible. Elmo led the 
way down by an easy path along the branches. At the water's 
edge, he knelt in the mud and brushed aside a scum of  algae 
to drink. 

Jane stared. At times her friends in Baltimore had re-
fused to drink water which had a tiny speck floating on its 
surface. On other occasions, they had stayed indoors rather 
than wet their shoes on rain dampened pavement. She 
glanced around. Despite the high humidity, her mouth was 
dry, and no other drinking facilities presented themselves. 
She knelt beside where Elmo was now standing and gingerly 
followed his example. She could only bring herself  to swal-
low a tiny bit of  the strange water. 

Elmo had gone back up the bank a ways as she drank. 
"Jane Porter," he said when she stood, "you are very beauti-
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ful." 
Jane felt herself  blush. "Merci beaucoup," she said, 

bowing her head to him. She scooped up water to wash the 
mud from her legs before walking to him.  

"We have not found a settlement. Do you wish to go 
on?" 

"I must return to the cottage soon. Have you been to 
the other side of  this river?" 

"No," he said after a moment. 
She glanced over her shoulder at the far bank. "Per-

haps another day we will cross it." 
"I want you to stay with me in the forest." He dropped 

to one knee. "What feat must I do to win your heart?" 
Jane stood frozen. She knew that no feat was neces-

sary. What she did not know was whether she wanted him 
to win her heart. She had taught much to this wild man and 
learned much from him. Yet she did not know if  she could 
love him. Her heart was pounding. Her gaze moved down 
from his face with all the swiftness of  a snail exploring a 
leaf. In that moment, a strange new feeling was born in her 
soul, a feeling she feared to name. The young gentlemen 
who had come calling at their home in Baltimore had not 
inspired the feeling. Mr. Clayton with all his concern and 
nobility inspired only a pale imitation. And yet, to live in the 
jungle was no part of  her dream or ambition. 

She wiped at the sweat on her brow and spoke with 
her eyes on his feet. "Monsieur Elmo, I appreciate the com-
pliment behind your question. However, at this time I can-
not accede to your wish." 

Finally he nodded. "You will wear this, please." He 
lifted the diamond studded locket from his own neck and 
placed it on hers. 

She touched it where it lay against her camisole be-
tween her breasts and looked at him with tears in her eyes. 
"I will be proud to wear it." The tears spilled out. She 
looked down and picked up the locket to find the hidden 
catch which would open it. Inside were old- style photo-
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graphs of  a man and a woman. The man bore a strong re-
semblance to William Cecil Clayton. His resemblance to 
Elmo was even closer, though Elmo had the woman's 
mouth. 

Elmo leaned close to stare at the pictures. "I did not 
know it opened. These are your people?" 

Jane frowned. "No," she said slowly. "Where did you 
get this?" 

"I found it in the cottage by the sea." 
She searched his face. The cottage belonged to the 

former Duke and Duchess of  Greystoke. The resemblance 
to Clayton was strong proof  that these photographs were 
of  his lost aunt and uncle. So, who was this wild man? 
"Who were your parents?" 

He cocked his head in surprise at her question. "My 
mother was the ape, Kala. I had no father." 

Jane let her eyes again trail slowly over the perfection 
of  his body. Surely, she thought, this could not be the child 
of  an ape's womb. "I must think on these things." 

Not knowing her thoughts, he supposed she meant 
that she would think about staying with him in the forest. 
Elmo touched Jane's shoulder gently. "Jane Porter, there are 
some nearby I would have you meet." 

"Oh my God!" She fumbled to get her dress unrolled. 
"Why didn't you tell me there were people? Who are they?" 

"They are not humans." 
"Not humans?" She frowned and stopped with her 

dress half  unrolled. "Do you mean they are not Europe-
ans?" 

"No. They are my friends. They are apes." He gestured 
back into the trees. "I hear them. Will you come with me?" 

She looked at him steadily for several seconds. He re-
minded her of  a shy boy who had asked her one time to go 
home with him to meet his parents. "Yes, Elmo, I will go to 
meet your people." 

He nodded and pulled down his loincloth. 
After a moment, Jane jerked her gaze away. "Um, will 
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you, um, will you not be wearing your loincloth?" 
He shook his head as he rolled it. "We have no need of  

such things." 
For several seconds, Jane stared at a brightly-colored 

butterfly perched on an equally bright flower. It had not 
occurred to her that she might ever choose to be completely 
unclothed with anyone other than Esmeralda or Hazel 
Strong. "Monsieur Elmo," she said softly, "must I also be 
unclothed to meet your people?" 

"It would be best, but," he paused for several seconds, 
obviously deep in thought, "no. If  my people were like the 
chimpanzees or the gorillas, it might be dangerous for you 
to wear those things. But we are not so stupid. I will tell 
them you are safe." 

Slowly, Jane rerolled her dress and slung it again over 
her shoulders. She was filled with nervousness, fear, and 
concern as they started back into the trees. Elmo led her 
only a little way up among the branches, and soon he ut-
tered a series of  low hoots. After a bit, Jane realized that 
some of  the hoots were coming from ahead of  them. Then 
she almost missed a grip as she saw one of  the apes watch-
ing silently from a neighboring tree.  

He appeared to be heavier than Elmo and mostly cov-
ered with dark hair. Since he was squatting on a branch, she 
could not be certain how tall he was, but she guessed it 
would be under five feet. His face from above his eyes to 
the line of  his jaw was hairless and his shining eyes bespoke 
at least rudimentary intelligence. Before coming to Africa, 
Jane had seen gorillas and chimpanzees in a circus. This ape 
was like and unlike both. 

"Jane Porter," Elmo called from ahead and below her, 
"that is Gukat. Come slowly to meet the others. They do 
not like humans and are nervous with strangers." He was 
standing in the midst of  about ten or fifteen of  the beasts. 

Jane hesitated. Here was a wild man with his pack of  
beasts, and she was being asked to go to him. It was almost 
too much to bear. She wished for a moment that she had 
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donned her dress, though these creatures looked strong 
enough that even the heaviest clothing she had left behind 
in Baltimore would be anything but adequate protection. 
This must surely be where Elmo had learned to travel 
through the trees. Jane studied the branches between them 
and plotted her route carefully. She stepped off  her perch 
and flowed downward without the slightest miscue to stand 
beside Elmo. 

He put an arm protectively around her waist as he 
spoke in clicks and growls. The apes responded, and Jane 
assumed they were communicating in some way. Gradually, 
they relaxed, and the hairs that had raised on the backs of  
several necks settled again. An older looking female with an 
infant at her breast jumped down beside Jane, and she 
leaned closer against Elmo. 

"She will not harm you," Elmo whispered as the ape 
shambled close. "She is called Tekla." 

Jane forced a smile to her lips, and the ape backed 
away. 

"What did you do?" Elmo demanded. 
"I only smiled." 
"Be careful of  that. It looks much like their snarl." He 

spoke, and Tekla returned. 
Jane put both arms around Elmo, wishing she had 

never agreed to this. "What does she want?" 
"She is only curious. They stay far away from the hu-

man villages. No human female has ever before been among 
them." 

"What can I do to put them at ease?" 
"Squat like this." He loosed his grip around her waist 

and sat down on his heels with his arms between his knees 
and his hands touching the branch. 

Jane followed his example quickly and watched the ape. 
She tried not to flinch and held her breath while Tekla 
picked roughly at her hair. Jane returned the inspection but 
without touch. The ape seemed powerful indeed and had a 
strong but not unpleasant odor. Her hair was greying, and 
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there were patches where no hair grew. Jane wondered if  the 
ape might be some kind of  cross between gorillas and 
chimpanzees, even though she had never heard that such 
was possible. The infant continued to watch Jane out of  the 
corners of  its eyes while it kept the nipple clamped in its 
teeth and clung to its mother with hands and feet. 

Tekla fingered the sleeves of  Jane's dress where they 
crossed her back. Jane decided to do something in order to 
ease her nervousness and held out her hands to the infant 
just as she would have to a human baby that she was asking 
to hold. The infant let go of  the nipple and hid its head un-
der its mother's arm. Jane chuckled and put her hands 
down. Tekla was startled by the sound and moved her head 
around to stare intently into Jane's face from only a few 
inches away. The squatting posture was getting uncomfort-
able, so Jane turned to face Tekla and knelt with her back 
just barely touching Elmo's leg. As the ape reached slowly 
toward her, Jane watched almost as she might gaze on a 
snake moving her direction when she could not move. 

Tekla touched Jane's breast through her camisole and 
looked again into her face. She made a short series of  
sounds, and Elmo said, "She wants to know how long ago 
you lost your baby." 

"I've never had a baby," Jane said with a slight move-
ment of  her head. 

Elmo made a single sound. 
"Ask, please, if  I may hold hers." It was peering at Jane 

over Tekla's shoulder now. 
Elmo hesitated. "That is difficult. Many things are im-

possible to say with the ape language, and until you came I 
did not know how to make the human sounds from the 
books to teach them." He ended with a long speech which 
seemed to tax Tekla's limits of  concentration. After Tekla 
responded, he said, "She said you may. The baby is Balu." 

Tekla handed the infant to Jane, and she saw that it was 
female. She was tense as Jane took her, but relaxed as her 
stomach was stroked. Jane grinned at Elmo. 
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"Don't show your teeth when you smile at them," he 
instructed. 

The other apes had moved closer and were peering in-
tently at Jane. She kept her attention focused on Balu and 
spoke softly in English. "They have never seen a human 
female before. Of  course, they're probably staring at a part 
of  me that I've always kept more covered, but you know 
what they're for, don't you? I'm certainly glad human babies 
don't have teeth like yours. Human mothers would never 
stand for what you were doing to your mother." She looked 
at Tekla and then at the other apes. 

Tekla made a sound, and Elmo said, "Jane Porter." 
Tekla struggled with the name but didn't come close. She 
pointed at Jane's breast and made a series of  sounds that 
ended with 'Kabeh.' Elmo interpreted. "She has named you 
Kabeh. It means Two Moons in our speech." 

She twisted quickly to stare at him for several seconds 
before lowering her eyes to Balu in her lap. "Please call me 
Jane." 

"They cannot make the sounds." 
"You can." 
He nodded. "What is the meaning of  'Jane Porter'?" 
"It does not have a meaning like your names. It was my 

mother's name. She died a week after I was born, and my 
father gave me her name." She handed Balu back to Tekla. 
"We must return to the cottage." 

Elmo stood, and she followed. He spoke to the apes in 
their tongue, then to Jane in French. "I told them you are 
my female. If  they find you in the trees, they will help you. I 
will lead you back to the cottage." 

Jane didn't have much time to think about that on the 
way back to the clearing by the bay. The passage through the 
branches of  the trees still required most of  her concentra-
tion. 

As they made their way back, three thoughts vied with 
each other in Jane's mind. Could she possibly be happy liv-
ing in the jungle with a man who was more comfortable in 
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the company of  apes than that of  humans? Would he ask 
her again to stay with him? Could he possibly be the lost 
heir of  the House of  Greystoke? 

At last they came to the edge of  a small clearing which 
had a forlorn little cottage in its center. After looking down 
on it for long enough that Jane could catch her breath, they 
went downward to the beach beside the bay. "You have 
been most kind in guiding me," Jane said and offered her 
hand. 

He kissed it gently. "You have made my day bright." 
Jane blushed. "A thousand men with all the culture of  

Europe and America could not be so sweet." 
"Will you come again to walk in the trees?" 
"I will try." She drew a deep breath and stood tall. 

"Will you go to the south, please, to find Mr. Clayton and 
Mr. Philander? They went in search of  Europeans and 
planned to return to the cottage for the night. And, please, 
do not speak to them. We must let them continue to think 
you are an ignorant savage." 

"I will find them." He stepped close and grasped her 
shoulders. 

She put her hands quickly against his chest. "Please, do 
not force your way with me." 

He looked into her eyes for a moment. Struggle was 
written plainly on his face. With a nod, he turned, ran a few 
steps, and swung up and away into the trees. 

  
  
Wednesday the 10th of  February, 1909 
Mr. C is quite weak after his day of  walking. To take more 

than a few steps at a time exhausts him completely. Mr. Ph is not so 
foolhardy as to set out on his own to explore northward. As soon as 
Mr. C's strength returns, he and Mr. Ph will continue their explora-
tions. 

I had hoped to go to the trees with Elmo again. Will he under-
stand why I cannot go with him? Will he be watching for me again 
tomorrow? Will he be willing to lead me again if  it is several days 
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before I am able to get away? Only waiting will reveal the answers, and 
I have already had entirely too much waiting. 

  
"What can I do?" Jane asked. She and Esmeralda were 

walking on the path away from the cottage. "Elmo is expect-
ing me to come to the trees today." 

"You can thank the Lawd you don' have to go." 
They walked in silence onto the sand and turned 

northward to walk around the bay. Jane was lost in thought. 
"Esmeralda," she said finally, "if  you knew a way to help 
save my life, but it was something Poppa would not let you 
do if  he knew about it, would you tell him?" 

"Yo' father wouldn't stop me from savin' yo' life," she 
said obstinately. 

In frustration, Jane watched the sand in front of  her 
feet. "Would you break a law to save my father's life?" 

"'Pends on what law. Some I would; some I wouldn't. I 
learnt that from my gran'momma. She he'ped slaves 'scape 
from Geo'gia." 

Jane nodded. "How long do you think we will be able 
to survive in this jungle?" 

Esmeralda shook her head. "I don' rightly know. I's 
worried 'bout that. Missah Clayton almos' killt hisse'f  walkin' 
all day yestiddy. 'Thout the wil' man was he'pin' us, I don' 
know what we'd do." 

Jane smiled. "You saw him moving through the trees 
the other day. Do you think Mr. Philander or Mr. Clayton go 
that fast on the ground?" 

"Not fo' long. Missah Ph'lander's got too much book 
learnin' to have any body learnin', and Missah Clayton ain't 
done a lick o' honest to God workin' in his 'tire life. Tha's 
the way with them lawd's an' ladies. They ain't no good fo' 
nothin'." 

Jane stopped and took Esmeralda by the shoulders so 
she had to turn and face her. "The wild man is teaching me 
to move through the trees the way he does. He is faster, but 
I am certain no one on the ground could keep up with me. 
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In the trees, we will be able to reach a settlement long be-
fore anyone on the ground. I want to get us out of  this jun-
gle before any of  the men kill themselves trying to do some-
thing heroic." 

"Still ain't right," Esmeralda said and dropped her eyes 
to the sand. "But I'll do what I can to he'p you. This here 
ain't no fittin' place for folks like us to live." 

Jane hugged the larger woman and gasped as the hug 
was amplified in return. They both sometimes forgot how 
strong Esmeralda was. "The problem remains. What can we 
do? How can we get word to Elmo that I won't be able to 
go with him today? I doubt that it would work, like it did 
back in the States, to tell Father you are going along as a 
chaperone." 

"Was you gonna meet him somewheres special?" 
Jane picked up a small rock and tossed it into the bay. 

"No. We were going to go southward since we went the 
other way yesterday. I had assumed that I would walk into 
the jungle and he would find me." 

"Why we way over here then? We should be on that 
side o' the bay, so's you can step into the trees fo' a minute." 

The two retraced their steps, waved at Professor Porter 
standing on the porch as they went past the end of  the path, 
and went on. About halfway around the bay they stopped. 

"Are you going to come with me?" Jane asked. 
Esmeralda's eyes opened wider. "I 'spects I should 

oughta," she said slowly. 
Jane laughed. "You needn't force yourself. I won't go 

farther than just beyond the wall of  undergrowth. You stay 
and watch to see if  anyone should chance to come." 

Esmeralda smiled. "Oh, thank you, Miss Jane. Thank 
you, thank you. You knows I don' like bein' in them pestif-
erous trees. I swear the Devil could send folks here when 
Hell gets too crowded." 

Jane scratched behind one ear. "I don't know. I would 
rather suspect that the Garden of  Eden was much like this." 
She squeezed Esmeralda's hand and turned to the under-
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growth. Of  course, no paths presented themselves, so she 
forced her way through. 

It had been warm and humid on the beach. Both the 
temperature and the humidity rose as she went farther into 
the trees. The green twilit world was full of  the sounds of  
insects, birds, and monkeys. A pair of  large blue butterflies 
fluttered past on the still air. A frog croaked near her ear, 
and she jumped to the side. 

Jane looked around. The wild man was nowhere to be 
seen. "Elmo," she called. "Elmo. Where are you, Elmo?" 
The last was in French. 

No answer came. The insects continued their sym-
phony, and after a moment the birds rejoined the chorus. 
High above, she saw a troop of  black and white monkeys 
passing through the branches, but no sign of  a man. She 
called his name again and listened to the slight echo that 
followed. Perspiration rolled freely from her skin. She lifted 
her skirt a few inches and let it drop for the slight breeze. 
She called again. It might take him some time to get to me, 
she decided. 

The clearing was to her left. She walked a little way to-
ward it and back again. Her footprints in the mat of  rotting 
vegetation were the only way she could tell where she had 
entered. If  I stay any longer, she thought, I shall be forced 
to remove my dress again. She pushed through the under-
growth and onto the beach. 

Esmeralda was standing in the water. The back of  her 
skirt was pulled up between her legs to keep dry. "You fin' 
him, Miss Jane?" she asked with an expectant smile. 

"No," she said, letting her frustration and disappoint-
ment out in the word. "Perhaps he is too far to hear my 
calls." 

"I's sorry," Esmeralda said. "You wanna try somethin' 
else?" 

"I don't know what it would be." She stood looking at 
the other woman with a faraway expression. "Do you re-
member when you first taught me to swim?" 
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"Sho! It was the day after you fell outa a rowboat. I 
didn' wan' no frights like that 'gain." She reached down to 
trail her fingers across the surface of  the water. 

"You took your dress off  before you went in that day." 
Esmeralda looked quickly in the direction of  the cot-

tage. "I wasn't 'spectin' no menfolks to come any minute to 
see if  we was alright, neither." 

Jane smiled. "It's a shame we are expecting just that to-
day." She gathered her skirt up with both hands and held the 
excess in a knot in front of  her abdomen. She was not wear-
ing her underthings that morning. The water was pleasantly 
cool. She walked past Esmeralda till the water came up high 
on her thighs. There was an even cooler layer now sur-
rounding her feet. "We should have brought Mr. Clayton out 
here to cool his fever," she said over her shoulder. 

In her rich, deep voice, Esmeralda began singing. 
"Wade in the water, wade in the water, children. Wade in the 

water, God's agonna trouble the water." 
Across the bay a bird skimming the water dived after a 

fish. Jane looked toward the cottage. No one was in sight. 
She lowered herself  into the water, raising her dress as she 
went to keep it dry. It was the coolest she had been since 
they came to land. She didn't hear any movement in the 
trees. 

"Jane Porter," Elmo said from behind them. 
Esmeralda jumped and turned half  around in mid-air. 

"Glory be!" she gasped. 
Jane looked over her shoulder quickly and smiled. She 

stood carefully while facing away from the shore and let her 
dress down as she came out of  the water. She walked back-
ward several steps and turned only when she was able to let 
her dress down below her knees. "Bonjour, Monsieur 
Elmo," she said as she came out of  the water. She extended 
her hand to him. 

He took it in his and kissed it gently. "Bonjour, Jane 
Porter. The other woman travels with us today?" 

"No. Today we do not travel. Mr. Clayton and Mr. Phi-
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lander did not leave the cottage." 
"This stops you?" 
"Oui," she said. "I was beginning to fear you would not 

come." 
"I went to the other side of  the water when I saw you 

walking. When I got there, she was here by the water. I came 
back." 

"I am sorry to cause you inconvenience." Jane took a 
deep breath. "Will you meet me here tomorrow to guide me 
through the trees?" 

He nodded his head as he had seen her do so many 
times. "Will you favor me with a kiss?" 

She stared into his eyes for several seconds, searching 
inside herself. In the States, a young woman was expected to 
be quite stingy with her kisses before she was betrothed. But 
this wasn't the States. And she was wearing his locket 
around her neck. She stepped close to him slowly and put 
her arms around his neck. After the briefest moment, Es-
meralda coughed. Jane broke the embrace, and they stood 
looking into each other's eyes. 

"I will meet you here, Jane Porter." He backed toward 
the trees. 

Jane attempted to swallow the lump which had formed 
in her throat. "I will come to this place," she said softly. He 
turned and vanished in the undergrowth. 

"Lawsy," Esmeralda said just over a whisper. "God sho 
wasn' stingy handin' out handsome to that one." 

Jane's only response was to breathe deeply in and out 
with a smile on her face. 

Esmeralda came up beside her. "What was you talkin' 
with him? Missah Ph'lander an' the perfesser still think he 
only knows monkey talk." 

"It was French, the language of  romance." Jane turned 
quickly. "But don't you dare tell them. I don't want to have 
to explain how I found out." 

After a moment, Esmeralda asked, "How long you 
gonna keep him a secret?" 
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There was no answer. 
  
  
Thursday the 11th of  February, 1909 
Mr. C and Mr. Ph set out just after sunrise to explore north-

ward along the coast where Elmo and I had already gone. Mr. C spoke 
confidently of  finding a settlement of  Europeans, but the sagging of  
his shoulders and the tone of  his voice belied the hopeful message of  his 
words. Poppa, Esmeralda, and I stood at the edge of  the bay to watch 
the men depart. It was not a sight to promote a joyous spirit as they 
were already trudging heavily at the beginning of  their day's travels. 

  
  
Professor Porter was the first to break the awkward 

stillness. "Jane, do you intend to venture forth again today?" 
She took a deep breath. "Yes, Father." 
He nodded slowly and ran one hand through his thin 

hair. "Through the night just past, I mustered a vast legion 
of  arguments to dissuade you from so foolhardy an enter-
prise. Now, as we watch the departure of  the pride of  Eng-
lish chivalry and American adademia, it seems the argu-
ments ought to have been sent to the field against them 
while we encouraged you to go. I know not what happen-
stance of  virtue or fortitude has allowed you to keep your 
strength so, but I am most wonderfully grateful." 

Jane had turned to look at him. "Father, you sound so 
discouraged." 

The professor looked down at the sand. "No, I have 
not lost my heart. Only now I begin to wonder if  perchance 
it has been malappropriately directed. It continues to be my 
steadfast conviction that it is the task of  the men of  our ill-
fated little contingent to do everything we can for the rescue 
of  the two of  you women. And yet, it seems that, in our 
present circumstance, you represent our best hope, rather 
than the epitome of  our need." He cleared his throat and 
looked up at the sky. "It is not a situation which I would 
care to admit into the realm of  mundane reality." 
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Esmeralda put her arm around the younger woman's 
shoulder. "He's right, Miss Jane, so's you gotta be careful as 
a chicken in a houn' kennel." 

Jane reached up to kiss Esmeralda's cheek, then kissed 
her father as well. "You two are almost enough to make me 
want to go hide in the cottage until President Roosevelt 
comes knocking at the door." She reached for the buttons at 
her back. "Now, Esmeralda, you take good care of  Father, 
and the two of  you ought to attempt to gather whatever 
edible foods you can find. We don't want to starve to death, 
if  I don't have any more luck than Misters Clayton and Phi-
lander." She stepped out of  her dress and began rolling it. 

"Glory be," Esmeralda said as she looked at the sad 
condition of  Jane's camisole and drawers. "Somebody better 
fin' us quick, or you ain't gonna have nothin' to wear but a 
blush stuck on with a smile." 

"Don't remind me." Jane slung the dress over her 
shoulders. "When we get back to Baltimore, I intend to don 
every one of  my dresses at least once every day for the first 
six months." 

"I'll he'p you, Honey Chile. Fo' myse'f, I's gonna burn 
up this ol' rag I gots to wear firs' chance I gets." 

"Jane," her father said, "you will be most cautious in 
your approach should you chance upon any possible rescu-
ers." It was almost a question. 

"Yes, Father. As nearly as possible, I will appear as if  I 
had just stepped out of  church on Sunday morning, except 
that I seem to have forgotten my gloves." They all three 
smiled, and she took hold of  one of  Esmeralda's hands and 
one of  her father's. "Knowing you two are waiting will bring 
me back." Without another word, she turned and trotted 
southward around the bay. 

Elmo dropped to the sand a few paces in front of  her 
after she came out on the open beach along the ocean. 
"Bonjour, Jane Porter." He offered her a beautiful, delicate, 
purple flower. 

Jane stared at the proffered gift for a couple of  sec-
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onds. She cupped his hand in hers as she took the flower 
and placed it in her hair. "Bonjour, Monsieur Elmo. And 
thank you very much for this exquisite gift. I regret that I 
have nothing to offer in return." 

He bowed slightly. "Your presence is the only gift I 
crave." 

Jane stared at him. Of  course, his only knowledge of  
human affairs was from the books in the cottage, all of  
which were a minimum of  twenty years old. It was no won-
der that he spoke as if  he had stepped out of  an old novel. 
However, she wouldn't have traded those few stilted words 
for all the modern sophistication which all the young men 
of  Baltimore together could muster. After she recovered 
enough to speak, they walked and chatted for a few minutes 
before going up into the trees. 

The movement through the upper branches soon con-
veyed its own peace. The day's respite from such travel 
seemed to have allowed the movements to become more 
natural. They had to stop frequently for Jane to catch her 
breath, but she did not find herself  falling so far behind. 
Orchids and other flowers grew profusely in the crotches 
and on the branches of  many trees. 

Near midmorning, they came to a small river and 
turned to follow it inland. They stopped soon, standing to-
gether on a branch that overlooked the river. On the far 
bank was a village surrounded by a stockade of  sorts con-
structed from dry thorn bushes. Around the stockade were 
fields in which women were working. By the riverbank, 
some men were forming a canoe from a log. Most of  the 
rest of  the men were talking beneath a tree in the center of  
the village. Children were all about. Jane guessed there must 
be seventy five to a hundred people in all. 

"Do you wish to speak with them?" Elmo asked. 
"I do not know yet," Jane said. "Have you seen these 

people before?" 
"No. They look much like those whose village is east 

of  my cottage." 
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Jane smiled. Until that moment, she had thought of  
the cottage as belonging to the band of  castaways. It had 
not occurred to her that Elmo had a much prior claim. She 
looked again at the natives. The children were all naked. 
Most of  the women wore a small bunch of  leaves tied in 
front of  their loins and another at their buttocks. Some of  
the men working on the boat were naked. Some wore a loin-
cloth similar to Elmo's. Some of  those talking in the village 
wore a leather cloak tied over one shoulder. All but the 
youngest children were decorated with elaborate scars. Jane 
glanced at the trees which continued unabated beyond the 
village. "Have you been beyond this river?" 

"No, Jane Porter. I have not traveled far." 
She glanced at him and nodded after a moment. His 

conception of  distance would be much different than hers. 
A day's travel for the apes with whom he had grown up 
probably would not cover a great distance. "Will it be safe 
for us to swim across?" 

He was silent for some time before speaking in a small 
voice. "I do not like to go among people." He straightened 
himself  and spoke in their normal, conversational tone. "I 
have often watched the people in the village east of  my cot-
tage and know many of  their words. Sometimes I have gone 
into the village at night when they sleep. Never when they 
are awake. Too many people make me feel, what is the word, 
strangulated?" 

"An excellent word," Jane said. "I've felt the same. Will 
you come with me close enough to hear what they are say-
ing? Perhaps then we shall not need to decide whether we 
want to try to talk with them." 

Elmo took a deep breath. "Yes, Jane Porter." 
They went upriver around the first bend before de-

scending to the ground. Elmo found a little stream that 
emptied into the river, and they drank freely of  the relatively 
clean water. When Jane stood from her drink, he had re-
moved his loincloth and was hanging it in a tree with his 
quiver and bow. "Too much water is not good for them," he 
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explained simply. After a moment, Jane hung her dress with 
his things, keeping her camisole and drawers on. The water 
was warm, and the current strong in the middle, but they 
crossed easily and went cautiously back toward the village. 

Elmo stopped when Jane could only begin to see the 
break in the trees ahead which signified the presence of  the 
village. "Wait here," he whispered. 

"Why?" she demanded. 
"They will see the white." He touched her camisole. 
"Oh," she said as he moved off. She went back a few 

steps and leaned against the trunk of  the tree she was stand-
ing in. Her underthings were not actually white anymore, 
but she suspected that Elmo was correct. She would show 
more clearly than he would. Of  course, part of  it was the 
fact that her hair was blonde and his was black. Also, her 
poor camisole and drawers were in anything but good re-
pair. Back in Baltimore, she would long since have had them 
burned. She wondered for a moment how long she could 
stand to wear them and if  she could stand not to. 

Elmo came swinging back through the trees and squat-
ted on the branch in front of  her. "The women sing while 
they work. I learned nothing." 

Jane nodded. "We probably cannot get close to the tree 
in the middle of  the village. Let's try to hear something 
from the men by the river." 

Elmo stopped her again when the break in the trees 
was barely visible. She touched his arm and pointed. "I'm 
going down. They won't see me through the undergrowth." 

While Elmo stayed in the branches where he could 
both see and hear more clearly, Jane descended and cau-
tiously moved part way through the mass of  foliage. 
Though Elmo was invisible from her vantage, she could just 
see the men working on the canoe about forty feet from her. 
Their words came muffled to her, but it was a language 
which she neither understood nor recognized. She hoped 
that Elmo could make out some of  what they were saying. 
Suddenly the men stopped working, and Jane held her 
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breath. One of  them shouted, and she squatted down, even 
though they were not looking her direction. With loud wails, 
the men abandoned their work and scattered, sprinting to-
ward the village and fields. 

After only a brief  hesitation, Jane pushed on through 
the undergrowth to learn what had frightened the men. 
From upriver came the sound of  a chugging steam engine. 
Jane felt her hope growing. This would surely mean rescue 
from the little cottage by the bay. She ran out to the edge of  
the water. Elmo dropped to the ground behind her and 
pulled her back out of  the line of  view of  the boat upriver. 
Spinning her around, he threw her over his shoulder and 
vaulted back into the branches. 

Jane kicked her feet and pounded his back with her 
fists. "What do you think you're doing? That boat is going to 
save us!" 

After a few moments he stopped on a wide branch and 
let her stand on her own. "Jane Porter, silence is a better way 
to hide." 

She stood glaring at him with her hands on her hips. 
"You just dragged me away from the very people who could 
take us out of  this damnable jungle." Her voice was much 
quieter without any reduction in intensity. 

For several seconds, he studied the branch between 
their feet. "This jungle is my home. If  you wish to leave it," 
he paused so long it seemed he would not go on, "I will help 
you. However, I will not turn you over to go with evil men." 

"Evil? That's what you said about the other boat I saw. 
Will you say it of  every boat which might rescue us?" 

He shook his head slowly. "This is the same boat, Jane 
Porter. Come. We will look." 

Elmo led her to where they could see the river. The 
steamboat was a dirty inland craft in ill repair. Seven people 
were visible on the deck, five native women and two Euro-
pean men. One of  the men worked with the steam engine 
while the other stood at the bow beside a stack of  elephant 
tusks in front of  the deck house. The man at the bow 
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touched a cigar to the fuse of  a cannon on the bow of  the 
boat. With a roar, bits and pieces of  garbage and other as-
sorted debris spewed out over the fields. Both men laughed. 
A wailing went up in the village. Jane reached out to touch 
Elmo's shoulder. 

"Rokov is here!" the front man shouted in French. He 
pulled a pistol from his belt and fired several rounds into the 
air. The woman guiding the boat ran it against the bank, and 
all aboard staggered. Rokov fell into the water, came up 
blustering, and aimed at the woman. She ducked out of  
sight. He fired into the air until the cylinder was empty, 
staggered up out of  the water, and reloaded his pistol. 

Several elders of  the village came walking toward the 
river with spear-armed warriors escorting them. Rokov 
spoke to them. Jane and Elmo moved to branches where 
they could see what was happening without being too obvi-
ous, but they could not hear most of  what was said. Jane 
squatted so as to present a smaller patch of  white should 
anyone chance to look their direction. The conversation 
below was punctuated with occasional pistol shots into the 
air. The mood of  the native elders turned from fear to hos-
tility. Rokov pulled a flask from his pocket, took a swig, and 
passed it to the elders. It came back empty. 

Rokov threw the flask to a young girl on the boat who 
wore only a bit of  blue cloth pulled between her legs and 
tied to a belt. "More whiskey!" he shouted. She scrambled to 
do his bidding. 

More blustering followed. The women of  the village 
dragged out several bundles of  dried tobacco leaves. Rokov 
seemed displeased with the offering. After some dickering, 
he dropped two coins in the dirt. The women from the boat 
lugged the bundles aboard. They carried another woman 
from inside the deckhouse and stood her between the elders 
and Rokov. He gave her several drinks from his flask and 
spoke in her ear. She picked up a broken stick from the 
ground and began a drunken dance, more obscene than 
anything Jane had ever imagined. 
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The other man leaped from the boat to the shore and 
spoke near Rokov's ear, pointing in the direction of  the 
fields. Two village dogs were the apparent object of  their 
attention. From her higher vantage, Jane could see several 
children huddled down among the plants near the dogs. The 
men shook hands, and Rokov leveled his pistol at the dogs. 
Jane screamed just as he fired and launched herself  from the 
branch. Surely to those on the ground, she seemed to fly; 
actually, she caught hold of  the branches enough to slow 
her descent. 

Jane landed a few feet from the two men, and her 
momentum carried her into them. Rokov grabbed at her as 
they fell and ripped away most of  the front of  her camisole. 
Jane rolled over the men and was almost to her feet when 
the other one caught her leg. There was a slight tugging and 
a tearing sound as she jumped away. The native warriors 
faced her with their spears ready, but she wasn't certain if  
they were threatening her or not. There was little doubt 
about the two Europeans. She whirled back to them in time 
to see Elmo throw Rokov into the river. The other man 
scuttled away backward in the dirt on his hands and feet. 

Elmo made an odd, animal-like, guttural sound and 
gestured at Jane to follow him as he ran back to the trees. 
With armed warriors on one side and armed rogues on the 
other, she didn't hesitate to follow. 

Jane stopped on a broad branch when they had gone 
some distance from the village. Elmo was several yards 
ahead of  her. She turned her back to him and inspected the 
remnants of  her clothing. Esmeralda might be able to mend 
her camisole into some remote semblance of  serviceability, 
but, with the limited means at the cottage, she doubted it. 
Her drawers were beyond hope; the entire right half  was 
gone, except for the drawstring around her waist. She 
glanced over her shoulder at Elmo coming back to her. 

"It is only a little farther to where we crossed," he said 
when he came onto the branch behind her. 

She kept her back turned to him and covered herself  
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with her hands much as she had done when they first met. 
"I am in somewhat less than presentable circumstances at 
the moment. Would you be so kind as to lead the way with-
out looking back? I will follow." 

In a short while, they came to earth at the river. Jane 
moved a little away from Elmo by the edge of  the water and 
spoke over her shoulder. "I need some time for thinking." 

"Yes, Jane Porter," he said quietly. "I will gather food." 
As soon as he was gone, Jane removed what was left 

of  her undergarments and spread them on the ground. 
Aside from adopting the strangely functional fashion of  the 
women on Rokov's boat, there was little that could be done 
with them. She knelt on the ground and looked at the river, 
remembering what Esmeralda had said about her under-
garments before she left that morning. Well, there seemed 
little choice now. If  she did not want her dress to reach the 
same state of  unfunctionality, she would have to adopt 
something of  Elmo's approach to clothing. The problem 
was that she had never done such a thing with anyone other 
than her father, Esmeralda, or Hazel Strong present. Elmo 
and her father were the only men who had seen much of  
her when she was wearing only her undergarments, and 
when they were wet as when they had crossed the river, they 
hid little. But even in their disrepair and wetness, she was 
not unclothed. True, it was likely that Elmo had watched her 
every morning at the stream by the cottage. Then she had 
been performing the perfectly normal activity of  bathing, 
rather than swinging through the treetops. 

"Well," she said aloud, "this isn't Baltimore." 
Elmo came back into the tiny clearing with less noise 

than the passing of  a shadow and set down a large leaf  
laden with fruit. Jane stood with her back to him and carried 
her garments to the edge of  the water. For several seconds, 
she clutched them to her chest. "Good- bye," she said and 
dropped them into the water. For what seemed a long time, 
they floated lazily along the bank before the current carried 
them swiftly around the bend, just as the river of  Death 
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carries our loved ones from our sight. 
Taking a deep breath and commanding her hands to 

stay at her sides, Jane turned and walked straight to Elmo 
where he squatted beside the fruit piled on a large leaf. She 
cleared her throat and extended her right hand to him. She 
spoke as he stood and took her hand. "Good morning, sir. 
We have never had the benefit of  formal introduction, and 
at present no one is here to do the honors. I am Miss Jane 
Elizabeth Porter of  Baltimore in the United States of  
America. My father is Professor Archimedes Quintus Porter 
of  the Baltimore Women's College." She paused as Elmo 
bent and kissed her hand. 

A slight frown on Elmo's brow hovered like a skittish 
bird ready to fly away as he spoke. "I am Bare Skin of  the 
apes. My mother was Kala the ape. I never knew my father." 
He did not release her hand. 

Jane shook her head slightly. She refused to believe that 
he was the child of  an ape. "You find me now in a com-
promising state that I am afraid I will be unable to remedy 
for some time. In our previous adventures and encounters, 
you have been a most thorough-going gentleman. I trust 
that you shall continue so." 

For several seconds, he stared into her eyes. "Yes, Jane 
Porter, if  this is what you want." 

"It is." She pulled her hand gently away from his and 
touched the locket he had given her. 

He looked at her hand and back at her face. "You are 
very beautiful, Jane Porter." 

She felt her face getting warm and smiled, remember-
ing again what Esmeralda had said that morning. "And you. 
Now, let us eat so that we may return to the cottage." 

Jane found more large leaves and spread them as if  
they were a cloth and napkins for a formal picnic. During 
the meal, it occurred to her that she might fashion some 
covering if  not a true garment from the leaves. She put the 
thought aside. 
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Thursday the 11th of  February, 1909 
I fear that I am allowing my heart to be irretrievably ensnared by 

this strange, wild, beautiful creature of  the jungle. Why must the ways 
of  love be so much more difficult to learn than it has been for me to 
learn to move as another wild creature through the trees? If  only it 
were possible to transcend the distance between where we are and Bal-
timore, I would enthusiastically give Elmo every encouragement to be-
come a frequent caller at our home. Yet, if  we were in Baltimore, all 
the young ladies would be falling all over themselves to do the same. I 
fear that I would quickly become so disgusted by the competition that I 
would withdraw. Then where would we be? For that matter, where are 
we now? Not geographically, romantically. Where are we now? 

  
  
When they had finished their meal, Elmo and Jane 

swam back across the river and recovered the things they 
had left in the tree. Jane felt oddly comforted to have her 
dress slung across her shoulders again. She knew then that, 
if  they were to meet anyone else, she would be able to 
clothe herself. 

A question popped into her mind as she turned to 
Elmo. "Who taught you to make your loincloth?" 

"I did not make it," he said as he brushed away an in-
sect which had landed on his abdomen. 

Jane cocked her head. "And your bow and arrows?" 
He shook his head. 
"Where do they come from?" 
He pointed. "The village east of  my cottage." 
"They make them for you?" 
"They do not make them for me." He lowered his 

head. "I take them. At first, I did not know it was wrong. 
Now, I leave gifts in return." 

Of  course, she thought, he is an uncivilized savage. 
Despite all he has read, he wouldn't know the abstract nice-
ties of  property rights. "Can you talk with the villagers?" 

"I know some of  their words," he said slowly. 
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"Is it the same language as the village we just left?" 
"Some of  the words are the same." 
Jane looked away. How could she ask this? "Are you ... 

unwelcome in the village?" 
Elmo shrugged. "They call me the Forest Demon." 
"Can we go there," she asked, "to look?" 
Elmo chose a route somewhat further inland than they 

had gone before. In the middle canopy where they traveled, 
the forest changed little. After a short way, they began to 
cross over low, rolling hills. From their height, the hills pre-
sented no slightest obstacle to their progress. 

During a stop for rest, Elmo touched Jane's shoulder 
lightly. "The village is below." 

Jane looked downward quickly but, other than a band 
of  black and white monkeys and several brilliantly colored 
birds, could see only the endless vegetation. She turned her 
back to Elmo. Now was the moment of  decision. She knew 
that she could and perhaps should put on her dress, but, as 
much as it had become thoroughly unpresentable for any 
social setting to which she had been accustomed before 
coming to Africa, it was even more unsuited to their mode 
of  travel through the trees. Yet, she most certainly did not 
wish to stumble into the midst of  the village before she had 
clothed herself. Would she have to turn back after having 
come so far? 

"Will they..." She straightened her back and looked 
over her shoulder at Elmo. "Will they see us before we 
come to the ground?" 

"I do not know. They usually don't see me." 
"Not at all?" 
He shook his head. "I do not go into their village when 

they are awake." 
"Yet you speak their language?" 
"I know some of  their words. Not all." 
Jane watched a pair of  birds in a nearby tree. Just what 

was it that she hoped to accomplish by going to the village? 
From the little that Elmo had said she surmised that it well 
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might be an isolated community such as her father had 
hoped to locate for his studies. However, she was not on 
such a search at the moment. No, she was hoping to learn 
more about this strange man who was standing behind her. 
She took a deep breath. "You've spied upon them when 
they were awake?" 

"Yes. Is that wrong?" 
"In some instances. Were you able to remain unseen?" 
"Usually. Does that determine whether it is wrong?" 
"Not at all. If  we both went down, do you think that 

we could remain unseen, at least until I've had a chance to 
put my dress on?" 

"Yes. The women of  the village do not wear dresses." 
"What do they wear?" 
"The men sometimes wear loincloths like this." He 

touched the bundle on his quiver strap. "I don't know the 
word for what the women wear." 

Well, Jane thought, if  I'm going to let the presence or 
absence of  people determine whether I'm going to wear 
anything, I suppose I ought to let the most common prefer-
ence determine what I will wear. She turned to Elmo. "Let's 
go carefully and make every effort not to be seen." 

He smiled. "I always do." 
The village was not directly below where they had 

stopped. It consisted of  a handful of  leaf-covered huts clus-
tered in an area where a few shafts of  sunlight actually pene-
trated to the forest floor. Jane perched on a high branch 
back a little way while Elmo went down closer. From her 
vantage, Jane could see and hear well if  somewhat dimly. 
Most of  the adults seemed to be involved in beating some 
kind of  root into a pulp while the children played around 
and among them. She became so amused by the antics of  
one naked little youngster and a basket bigger than he was 
that she lost sight of  Elmo. She trusted completely that he 
would return to her. 

The child's mother took the basket away from him 
without interrupting her conversation with another woman, 
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and Jane looked around a little more. A young woman came 
down a path and stood at the edge of  the group. She was 
dripping wet and, except for a string of  braided grass 
around her waist, unashamedly naked. Soon a hunter came 
into the village from another path; he was carrying a small 
deer and a monkey over his shoulder. Jane leaned forward, 
suppressing a cry. As near as she could tell in the combina-
tion of  dimness and distance, the hunter's bow, arrows, and 
loincloth were all close matches to Elmo's own. The chil-
dren danced around the hunter in their excitement over the 
feast which his kills represented. 

Jane's attention was drawn back to the young woman 
who had come into the village from bathing. She had gone 
to one side of  the tiny clearing and was selecting long, nar-
row, almost grass-like leaves to pluck from a stand of  plants. 
When she had a small bundle, she fanned them out and 
deftly twisted them in the string at her waist. From her pre-
vious actions, Jane guessed that the woman wore the simple 
apron for reasons other than modesty and felt that her for-
mer nakedness was, at least for a short while, equally accept-
able for being in the presence of  the others in the village. In 
other words, her attire was no answer to Jane's present prob-
lem. 

Jane moved around to face away from the village and 
sat with her back against the bole of  the tree. She doubted 
that these people had much of  any contact with Europeans. 
From what she had seen earlier at the other village, she con-
sidered these people lucky for their isolation. She drew her 
knees up and rested her head on her arms. Even despite the 
distractions of  insects, jungle sounds, and unaccustomed 
nudity, she slipped into that realm between full sleep and full 
wakefulness where the logic of  dreams holds sway. 

In the distance she saw her father standing at the edge 
of  a vast chasm. He was beckoning to her and barely had 
the strength to stand. She screamed silently and broke into a 
run. The path in front of  her became a tangle of  tree 
branches all leading the wrong direction to reach her father. 
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She ran harder, and the wind of  her running tore her dress 
into shreds. Suddenly, on either side of  the branches where 
she ran, she noticed a great crowd of  polite society women 
seated on lawn chairs and discussing the impropriety of  
running through a church picnic and so nearly naked be-
sides. She tried to gather what remained of  her dress to 
cover herself  as she ran, but only succeeded in completely 
destroying the dress. Esmeralda offered to let Jane have her 
dress, but it took an interminable time to get it unbuttoned 
and, when Jane tried to put it on, she could not find an 
opening. The dress suddenly was larger than a ship's sail. 
Holding it, she tried again to run. The tree branches were 
now the backs of  writhing serpents many miles above the 
ground below. She stumbled over Esmeralda's dress and 
barely caught herself  before falling. She scrambled to her 
feet without the dress and staggered on. The watching 
women began to gasp and sputter their indignation. In their 
midst, her closest friend Hazel Strong stood up in her bath-
tub and told Jane to ignore them. On Jane's other side, 
Elmo walked up, wearing only a silk top hat and gloves and 
carrying twelve dozen roses. He touched her shoulder and... 

Jane jerked awake. Elmo was standing on a branch be-
side and below hers. Jane rubbed her hands over her face, 
wondering how long she had been asleep. 

"I learned nothing," Elmo said. 
Jane nodded as she stood. "We ought to be going 

back." The dream's sense of  urgency in reaching her father 
was still with her. 

The sun had fallen more than halfway from its zenith 
toward the watery western horizon by the time they came to 
the clearing beside the bay. Elmo stopped on a branch high 
above the cottage and waited. Jane came up beside him and 
retreated quickly to a vantage where she could not be so 
easily seen. Esmeralda was tending a small fire by the front 
of  the cottage while the professor watched. The other men 
were nowhere to be seen; Jane guessed that they were not 
yet returned from their journey. 
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"I don't know whether I should go down and speak 
with Father and Esmeralda or go to learn if  the men are 
safe," Jane said softly. 

Elmo nodded and turned to face her. "You could go to 
the cottage, and I could find the men." 

"Yes," Jane said after a few moments and sighed. "No 
doubt that would be the best course to follow. Um." She 
cleared her throat and stepped forward with her hand out-
stretched. "Thank you, Monsieur Elmo, for your gentle-
manly conduct as you were escorting me today. I am indeed 
grateful." 

Elmo took her hand and kissed it. "Yes, Jane. You are 
most welcome. Will you come to the trees again tomor-
row?" 

She felt herself  falling deep into his eyes and lost her 
resolve. Now that she had no attire suitable for traveling 
through the trees, she had intended to remain on the 
ground. However, as she stood there with him, she knew 
that no attire was suitable. "I will try," she said softly and 
then glanced down toward the cottage. "I should go down 
to them." Her tone belied the sense of  the words. 

"I am sad when you are not with me," Elmo said 
slowly. 

Jane looked quickly away from him toward the east and 
bit her lip. Do not cry, she told herself  sternly. She decided 
it would be safest not to speak of  her own feelings. "They 
must be worried that we will not return safely and that I will 
not return before Monsieurs Clayton and Philander." 

"You have returned, but there is no sign of  them," 
Elmo said simply. 

"Oh, drat it all," she said in English and switched back 
to French. "Let's find the others. We know Father and Es-
meralda are safe." She moved back into the trees a little way 
before circling the clearing. 

They found Cecil and Philander still a considerable dis-
tance from the cottage. After this long on the African coast 
their clothing was quite ragged, especially around the sleeves 
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and legs. Cecil's white ducks were anything but white any-
more, and Philander's grey suit had lost any memory it 
might have cherished of  the last time it had been pressed. 
Both men had large leaves stuck in their shirt collars to 
shade their heads. Philander was leaning heavily on Cecil as 
they walked. The day's walking and the diet of  fruits and 
poorly cooked meat had seriously eroded the meager stock 
of  strength Philander brought to the shore. Cecil, weakened 
as he was from his wound and the ordeal of  the primitive 
conditions, was better off  only by virtue of  the strength 
which was his native endowment. 

Being careful to stay out of  their sight, Jane dropped to 
the ground beside a large tree growing at the edge of  the 
sand. Hugging close to the trunk, she sidled around it to 
keep it between them as she eavesdropped on what they 
were saying. Even without the difference in accent and tone, 
she would immediately have recognized the speaker. 

"It was a most interesting development in the history 
of  theoretical science when the Mohammedan mathemati-
cians discovered the cipher. Despite the common concep-
tion of  the superstitious and unwashed heathens, some of  
their scholars were actually quite top-notch. It can be cate-
gorically stated that they have not been given their due 
credit both for the momentous originality of  that invention 
and for the difficulty which faced them in introducing it into 
popular usage. You see, for those of  us who have been ac-
customed to the use of  the cipher from the beginning of  
our schooling..." 

The remainder of  the lecture faded from hearing be-
neath the combined sounds of  the jungle and the ocean as 
the two staggered on down the beach. Jane braved the 
chance of  discovery enough to peek around the tree at their 
backs. She sighed, wishing it were somehow possible to 
convince them to stay at the cottage and allow Elmo and 
her to go in search of  rescue. Jane glanced upward. The 
branch from which Elmo had been watching overhung the 
sand, but another tree blocked her view of  him. She leaned 
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out further and still could not see him. Cecil and Philander 
were some thirty or forty yards down the beach. She 
stepped out onto the sand, keeping her eyes on Cecil's back, 
watching for any hint that he might look backward. Elmo's 
back came into her view where he sat on his aerial perch and 
watched the other two men. Jane raced along the sand to his 
tree and backed up against the undergrowth as far as she 
could without actually entering it. 

"Come down, Elmo," she called softly. There was no 
chance that either Cecil or Philander would hear at this dis-
tance over the noise of  the waves and the jungle. 

He swung down with more ease than a trained acrobat 
and stood beside Jane without any attempt to hide himself. 
"They are not strong." 

Jane felt her back stiffen. "Monsieur Philander has one 
of  the best minds in Maryland or the entire eastern sea-
board of  the United States, and Monsieur Clayton is a shin-
ing example of  the finest in British nobility." She leaned out 
to peek at them and asked herself, why am I defending 
them? His words were true. 

She turned back to Elmo with her eyes downcast. "I 
am sorry I spoke so harshly. You are correct. They are not 
strong. Will you help them return to the cottage?" 

He seemed not to think an apology was necessary. A 
slight frown was on his face as he looked at their slowly re-
treating backs. "In the jungle, such slow, stupid, and weak 
creatures would not live long." 

Jane stared at him, knowing that, by the standards 
which must apply to the marvelously beautiful and intelli-
gent creature which stood before her, she also was one of  
those same slow, stupid, and weak creatures. Yet her friends 
in Baltimore would certainly apply similar epithets to him. 
She recalled the sight of  the two men struggling down the 
beach and compared it to the olympian vision in front of  
her. Where they were draining their last cisterns of  strength, 
he radiated power almost like the sun which shown on them 
all. Where they were trying feebly to obtain rescue from an 
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impossible situation, he was at home. Where they were 
raggedly clothed, he was sleekly and gloriously naked. She 
lowered her eyes and felt a blush begin to spread. I am as 
naked as he, she thought. 

"Will you give them aid?" she asked. 
He looked into her eyes. "For you, Jane, I will." 
"Thank you," she said with a smile. 
He laid a strong, brown hand on her shoulder. "And 

what will you do?" 
She put a hand on top of  his. "I will watch for a bit, 

then return to the cottage and be waiting there as if  I had 
never left. I wish I were free to come and go as I please, but 
it is not so." She moved his hand off  her shoulder. "Please, 
do not let them know you can speak." 

"I will not." 
Jane looked down the beach and could not see the 

other men. She moved a couple of  steps away from the 
trees and saw them again. "Goodbye, Elmo," she said and 
climbed up into the tree beneath which they had been 
standing. 

  
  
Thursday the 11th of  February, 1909 
A wild feeling of  exhilarating freedom comes with traveling 

through the trees in the manner Elmo has taught me. I'm afraid that I 
allow myself  an undue amount of  recklessness at times. Could there be 
anything civilized which I could offer to Elmo as a replacement for this? 
I can think of  no possibility. 

  
Elmo pulled on his loincloth and trotted down the 

beach toward the men. For a few moments, Jane stood 
watching his retreating form. It would be a major offense 
against beauty to force him to be constantly clothed after 
the fashion of  an American or European man, but she 
knew that would happen if  he were to go to England or 
America. When he was just about to round a bend in the 
shoreline, she sighed and started walking along the beach. A 
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sudden roar from some unseen beast within the wall of  
vegetation brought Jane's thoughts back to her present situa-
tion, and she broke into a sprint. After a little way, she 
slowed to a more steady jog and stopped just at the bend in 
the shoreline. Elmo had caught up with the other two men. 
She was much too far away to hear what Cecil and Philander 
were saying, but their surprise was clearly evident. 

Squatting in the minimal cover of  a low bush, Jane 
watched until the men started walking again. They were on a 
long stretch of  open sand and, if  she were to continue walk-
ing, they would be able to see her whenever any of  them 
chanced to look back. Jane pushed into the undergrowth 
and found a path by which she could climb to the middle 
canopy. She stayed close to the verge of  the forest and, 
since she didn't want to go on ahead of  the men, occasion-
ally moved out to where she could look down on the sand. 
Before long, she was just above the men. Elmo was carrying 
Philander on his back much as he had carried Jane the first 
day they met; Cecil was leaning on Elmo's shoulder and 
stumbling along at his side. Their progress was much faster 
than it had been, but still slower than Jane had become used 
to while traveling in the trees. She ought to be able to keep 
pace with them quite easily, except that, in order to do so, 
she would have to stay down low enough that the likelihood 
would be too great that she would be seen. That certainly 
wasn't what she had in mind. 

Jane hurried on ahead of  the men and descended to 
the soft mat of  rotting vegetable matter on the jungle floor. 
Even with the sun in the afternoon sky, the screen of  un-
dergrowth blocked the light so well that it was as if  she were 
behind a thick curtain. She made her way toward the beach 
without giving her eyes time to adjust to the dimness and 
halted only when there was but a thin veil of  leaves between 
her and the open sand, a veil she could reach through if  she 
only put her hand out as if  to greet a gentleman caller. Elmo 
with his keen eye and superb sense of  smell would likely 
know she was there, but she trusted him not to say anything, 
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and the other two would not be looking or smelling. Feeling 
as if  she were a true denizen of  the jungle, she waited. 

Jane heard the men before she saw them. The tide was 
in, and the men were walking only a few feet from the edge 
of  the trees. Philander seemed to be attempting to teach 
Elmo to speak. Quite slowly and distinctly, he was repeating 
words. "Ocean. Ocean. Tree. Tree. Sand. Sand. Water. Wa-
ter." Elmo seemed oblivious to the attempt. Cecil had 
dropped back a half-pace or so and was smiling weakly as he 
stumbled along. Jane supposed and hoped the smile was 
caused by the silliness of  what Philander was doing. 

As the men came close to her hiding spot, Jane held 
her breath. Elmo looked straight at her with a startled, puz-
zled expression, but the other two gave no indication of  
noticing. They were just opposite her and no more than 
three paces away, when something other than the surround-
ing undergrowth touched Jane's arm. Clamping her teeth on 
a scream, she jerked away. Throwing caution and quietness 
to the winds, she thrashed back through the undergrowth 
into the dim openness under the giant trees, though it was 
only a small monkey which had touched her arm. Somehow 
another thrashing followed her, and even knowing that so 
small a monkey would not make so much noise, Jane raced 
through the trees. 

After a little way, she glanced quickly over her shoulder. 
Elmo was just behind her. She skidded to a stop, threw her 
arms around him, and gasped for breath in the thick, hot air. 
An awkward, nervous giggle began to bubble up from deep 
within. 

"What were you doing?" Elmo demanded. 
Jane stepped back from him and toyed with the but-

tons on her sleeve. "Only waiting for you. A monkey star-
tled me." 

"But why were you standing where we could see you?" 
She took a deep breath and peered into his eyes. The 

truth was that she had wanted to be close enough to see him 
again. She turned away. "I don't know. You go on back be-
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fore the others become suspicious. I'll, I'll go on alone." 
"Yes, Jane." He touched her shoulder lightly and turned 

back the way they had come. 
When Jane turned to watch him go, he had already dis-

appeared among the tree trunks. She looked toward the sky, 
but could see no more of  it than if  she had tried to look 
straight up through the roof  of  their home in Baltimore. 
The jungle was not given to forgiveness or accommodation 
of  lax judgment. Now that Elmo was with the men, they 
were certain to come safely again to the cottage. If  she were 
to do likewise, she would have to exercise much more cau-
tion and display much more good sense than she had in 
going down to the edge of  the undergrowth. 

The resolve carried Jane up to the middle canopy again 
and some way along parallel to the shore before she stopped 
to rest and catch her breath. Since she was certain that she 
was well ahead of  the men, she went to a high branch at the 
edge of  the trees beside the ocean and looked back. At first, 
she could not see them, and she wondered if  perhaps she 
had been wrong and they were ahead of  her. Dropping to 
her hands and knees, she crawled as far out on the branch as 
she dared and looked down the beach in the direction that 
would eventually take them to the cottage. As far as she 
could see, the sand was empty but, when she turned her 
search backward again, two tiny specks moved in the dis-
tance. After a moment, she decided that one speck was Cecil 
and the other was Elmo carrying Philander. She sighed and 
continued her journey. 

Only a little farther along, Jane made her way down-
ward and checked to be certain that the men had not some-
how overtaken her. After studying the lapping waves for a 
few moments she decided that they concealed nothing but 
more sand. With a quickly muttered prayer that her plan 
would work, she hung down from a low branch over the 
sand and began to swing back and forth. When she judged 
her momentum to be great enough, she let go and splashed 
into the water. Her thirst had been growing, and she knew 
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that it wouldn't be long before she came upon a stream. It 
was not that she knew the coast so well that she could have 
told where she was. Rather, the streams and small rivers 
were so frequent along the coast that she could not help but 
find one soon. Walking in the edge of  the waves, she would 
soon come to fresh water and not leave behind any tracks to 
puzzle the men. 

As she had expected, in only a little while she came 
upon a small river that flowed out into the ocean from 
among the trees. She waded immediately into the fresh wa-
ter and scooped some to her mouth. The water made her 
aware of  her mounting hunger, which it could not satisfy, 
but it wouldn't be long before she was back at the cottage. 
She looked back along the beach, first to be certain the men 
had not come into view and second to be certain that the 
waves had washed away her tracks. The scene was com-
pletely pristine. The trees closed over the river, so that she 
would not have been aware of  its presence if  she had not 
come down; the undergrowth barely opened over the water. 
However, she didn't know what she might encounter in the 
water were she to follow it into the trees; but if  she didn't 
go into the trees here, she would have to continue walking 
along the edge of  the waves until she found another place 
to enter. 

Jane took another drink and started across the river. 
Near the center, the water came almost to her shoulders and 
she was holding her dress over her head. She glanced toward 
the little gap in the undergrowth. The sunlight on the water 
would be reflecting at least a little back into the growth and 
might give a clearer view under the trees. For several sec-
onds she tried to peer into the opening but could make out 
nothing. With a shrug, she turned and waded slowly against 
the shoulder-deep current. Something in the water brushed 
her leg as she went through the gap, and she stood like a 
statue. The ghostly touch did not return, and she hurried on 
into the surrounding, enfolding dimness. As soon as she was 
beyond the undergrowth, she went to the edge of  the water 
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and climbed out on the exposed roots of  a handy tree. She 
had been wrong about the effect of  the opening; the under-
growth was so thick that even reflected light did not reach 
into the trees. 

Quickly she climbed above what would be a comfort-
able height for traveling and found a perch where she could 
look for the men. They were much closer than they had 
been the last time she looked. She doubted, though, that 
even Elmo would see her, since she was in the shade and 
quite high. There was a steady wind off  the ocean. She 
faced into it and turned her attention out toward where any 
ships might be. Far to the south and far out from the shore, 
she saw something. For a long time she studied, trying to 
decide if  it was smoke from a ship, a sail, or a wisp of  cloud. 
When she finally couldn't decide, she looked again toward 
the men. At first she couldn't see them either and moved 
closer to the bole of  the tree. After a brief  time, they ap-
peared from behind a branch, enough closer that she could 
see how Cecil was struggling. She moved behind the bole 
and looked again southward. Whatever was on the water 
was still there and remained just as indeterminate. 

Jane peeked around the tree at the men again before 
setting off  once more. This time she stayed up higher than 
she had normally gone with Elmo, picking her route with 
extra caution and aiming for a tree near the shore whose 
crown stood high above its fellows. The high perch she 
found was not shaded this late in the afternoon, but the 
stem of  the tree was between her and where the men might 
see her. Actually, she couldn't see the beach from her perch, 
and the distant wisp out on the ocean was no longer even 
that much. With an exasperated frown, she went down care-
fully to the edge of  the trees and looked for the men. They 
were close enough that Elmo certainly, Cecil probably, and 
even Philander perhaps might chance to see her if  she didn't 
keep herself  hidden. 

Jane waited only a little while before setting off  again. 
She knew that she must be close to the cottage, and the sun 
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was close to setting. She traveled now a little further in from 
the shore than she had been, but still close enough that she 
would not miss the clearing which surrounded the cottage. 
To go past the clearing without knowing it would be disas-
trous at best. She had no actual fear of  becoming hopelessly 
lost any more than she doubted that Elmo would be able to 
find her were she to lose her way. The problem would be in 
breaking the promise she had made to her father. Aside 
from the promise, she wanted to get back to the cottage and 
a chance to rest. 

When she first came to the clearing, Jane couldn't see 
her father or her nurse. As she started toward the bay, the 
professor appeared on the path walking toward the cottage. 
Jane went on to the bay, but Esmeralda wasn't there either. 
She walked up to the cottage just before Elmo left the oth-
ers at the mouth of  the bay. 

  
  
Thursday the 11th of  February, 1909 
After we had partaken of  a rude but nourishing repast and 

rested somewhat, Mr. C invited me to walk with him along the beach. I 
was rather surprised at how his strength had returned, though we did 
not attempt anything at all strenuous. However, the greatest surprise 
was in what he had to say to me. It was difficult for me to remember 
that not all the world knew of  the wild thrill which filled me at the very 
thought of  Elmo. Doubtless, Mr. C would not have spoken as he did 
if  he had known. Why must affairs of  the heart always become so 
complicated? 

The sun had sunk into the sea to the west. Jane and 
Cecil were sitting beside the bay. "I shall be forever thankful 
to get out of  this bally jungle," Cecil said. "All through the 
day, I kept thinking of  the dangers that might creep on you 
unawares in the cottage." 

Jane could not keep a smile from her face. "Why, Mr. 
Clayton! The cottage is our safe haven on this fair shore. 
The wildman watches and protects us here." 

Cecil nodded his head slowly. "I know and appreciate 
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his efforts. Without his timely aid, Philander and I probably 
would not yet have returned. I only wish that I could do 
more to get you out of  danger. We saw bloody little on our 
trek today. I hope for more success tomorrow." 

"Did you cross any rivers?" Jane asked, thinking of  the 
wide river she and Elmo had seen. "It is likely that some of  
the colonial centers are on the rivers." 

"No. I had hoped we would. We passed several streams 
which did not even occasion a break in the undergrowth. 
The one which stopped our progress was wide and deep 
enough that we must either swim or build some craft to 
cross it. Yet it could not rightly be called a river. The 
branches of  these bloody huge trees closed over it. A man 
in one of  those flying machines you Americans are so fond 
of  would not have seen it." 

Jane laughed. "If  we had a flying machine or even a 
motor car, we would not have to be so concerned with our 
desperate situation." A frown creased her brow. Walking on 
a largely unobstructed beach, they had not gone as far as she 
and Elmo had the first day she learned to travel in the trees. 

He smiled. "I should be quite satisfied with a horse and 
buggy with which to carry you about and show you the 
wonders of  this strange land." He began to tell of  some of  
the sights he and Philander had seen. Jane pretended delight 
and astonishment. A recitation of  the experience of  walking 
along the shore was not particularly exciting to one who had 
passed through the heart of  many miles of  uncharted jun-
gle. 

The last faint glow of  the sunset had nearly faded from 
the sky, and the stars were out in rampant brilliance, when 
she said, "Don't you think it is time that we returned to the 
cottage so that you might rest for another trek?" 

"Miss Porter," he said with a nervous cough, "there is 
one other thing I would have you know. When we have dis-
covered an avenue of  escape from this forsaken shore, I 
intend to do everything in my power to see that you become 
the next Duchess of  Greystoke." 
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After nearly a minute, she said, "Mr. Clayton, I have 
read in the papers of  several young American women 
whose families bought them titles. I do not approve." 

He traced a slow pattern in the sand. "I suspect that 
any young man who expected a payment from your father 
would be severely disappointed." 

Jane straightened and spoke her anger. "My father has 
devoted himself  to the pursuit of  knowledge, rather than 
the pursuit of  money. His riches are not of  the variety 
which thieves might break in and steal." 

"You are quite correct," Cecil said with haste. "And 
you are his greatest treasure. I will promise to him that you 
shall be well cared for. If  he wishes, I shall be able to fi-
nance voyages for him to all shores of  the seven seas and all 
corners of  the seven continents." 

Jane thought for a moment of  the wealth this man 
would some day control. Her thoughts turned to another 
man who had apparently stolen even the single garment he 
wore and the simple weapons he carried. "You make it 
sound as if  you and he would barter for me." She touched 
the outline of  the locket beneath her dress. 

"Perhaps there is a spot of  truth to that," he said after 
a moment. "I would rather say that I will offer to you and to 
your loved ones a share in the Greystoke resources." He 
cleared his throat. "I will not ask you now whether you will 
accept my suit. I know that the feminine mind can be driven 
to near-hysteria by the type of  hardships and dangers which 
we face here. It would be quite unsporting of  me to try to 
force something on you while we are in such dire straits. I 
do admire you, Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore, for the way 
you are bearing up under the strain." 

Jane looked at his silhouette in the starlit dimness. 
"Thank you, Mr. Clayton." She wondered how his admira-
tion would be affected were he to learn of  her wandering 
through the upper reaches of  the jungle with Elmo. She 
knew his pride would be severely wounded were he to learn 
that she had already explored much farther than he and Mr. 
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Philander. She suspected the knowledge might cause him to 
decide she would not be a suitable wife for an English no-
ble. Of  course, she did not tell him. 

"What is life like for the Duke of  Greystoke?" Jane 
asked. 

Cecil paused before answering to peer in the direction 
of  a particularly loud screech somewhere in the jungle. 
When the sound died away without recurrence, he drew a 
deep breath. "My father is quite busy with his many activi-
ties, responsibilities, and duties. Few in the British nobility 
have amassed a commercial empire so vast as ours. If  we are 
not found soon, he will doubtless send searchers. Perhaps 
he has already. I will do all that I can to get us rescued first. 
It would be the Devil's own luck if  they were to find us 
dead." 

"Is your father's time all taken up with commercial 
tasks? Does he follow no other pursuits?" 

Cecil dipped his finger into the sand and tossed a 
clump into the water. "Oh, he does take some time out. Of  
course, he also sits in the House of  Lords, but, when he is at 
our family estate, he likes to ride to the morning hunt now 
and again. Then there is the endless round of  social en-
gagements which must not be ignored." He drew a little 
pattern in the sand with his finger. "I plan to change a good 
deal when the title passes to me." 

Jane stared off  into the distance. She could not imagine 
a man who obviously enjoyed roaming naked through the 
trees getting any happiness from the many duties attendant 
upon being a wealthy noble. "What would you change?" she 
asked after a bit. 

"I do not like the reports I have heard of  the way the 
Hindoos on our Indian plantations are treated." He let out 
an exasperated breath. "I wonder sometimes if  all of  our 
people might not be treated more fairly. Perhaps the ex-
treme democratic spirit of  you Americans has infected me 
just a bit. We've all done well to outlaw slavery, but we 
mustn't allow its worse to take its place. On the other hand, 
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it might be that I've caught a bit of  the socialist spirit of  that 
fellow Engels, though I have no taste for completely forsak-
ing the Greystoke holdings. That seems a bit drastic." 

Jane laughed. "Fair treatment is a virtue that is always 
in too short supply." 

Cecil chuckled. "I suppose that is so. I wonder some-
times how it is there always seems to have been so much 
loyalty to the House of  Greystoke. Though they all seem to 
have been noble enough, they were not all saints." 

"Every family has its little secrets that are best not pub-
lished abroad. Every person has them, too, I suppose." She 
brushed a bit of  sand from the skirt of  her dress and again 
touched the locket under her bodice. "What was life like for 
your mother?" 

He assumed Jane was wondering about her responsi-
bilities after their marriage. "I have only vague memories of  
her. She died when I was four, not too long after my lost 
aunt and uncle died. Her life was certainly both pleasant and 
exciting. When there is a Lady Greystoke again, she will be 
in constant demand among the most polite and fashionable 
circles of  British society. Of  that, you may be certain." 

Jane found herself  wondering if  that were a life she 
could possibly accept, whether it were with Cecil or Elmo. 
Before she could formulate a response, they heard footsteps 
on the sand. It was the professor. Cecil stood quickly and 
helped Jane to her feet. 

The professor cleared his throat. "Jane, may I have a 
word with you now, please?" 

She was startled by an odd note in his voice. "Yes, Fa-
ther." 

"I will remain with you," Cecil said quickly, "for protec-
tion." 

The professor shook his head. "Thank you, sir. The 
generosity of  your offer is greatly appreciated. However, I 
wish to converse with my daughter tete-a-tete. We shall not 
be long." 

Cecil peered at him in the starlight for a moment be-
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fore bowing to them both, turning on his heel, and heading 
back toward the cottage. The moon was high overhead and 
a few nights past being full. High, thin clouds like lace cur-
tains blocked the light of  some of  the stars. The gentle lap-
ping of  the waves against the shore was nearly drowned by 
the sounds of  the jungle night. 

The professor removed his spectacles and attempted to 
clean them with a handkerchief  that was dirtier than they 
were. He spoke quietly. "Misters Clayton and Philander in-
tend to set out tomorrow on a more extended excursion if  
they have their strength back." 

"Yes, Father." She settled herself  again onto the large 
leaf  which had been her cushion on the sand. 

"They have explored a half-day's walk in either direc-
tion along the shore and found nothing. Tomorrow they 
hope to walk all day and make some crude encampment for 
the night. They will not return until the following day." 

"Yes, Father. Do you think they will have the 
strength?" 

He cleared his throat. "That is a different matter than 
the one which I wish to pursue. Today I reluctantly gave my 
blessing and permission for you to be gone slightly less than 
as long as they were. I find it impossible to justify further 
subjecting you needlessly to the dangers of  the jungle." 

Jane scraped at the sand with her foot. "Father," she 
said slowly, "if  two people were both able to accomplish an 
important task, but one could do it more quickly, whom 
would you send?" 

He let out a heavy breath. "You are still unwilling to 
believe that Misters Philander and Clayton are able to travel 
more rapidly than you?" 

She nodded, even though she knew he would not be 
able to see her. "How many rivers did they see today?" 

He shrugged his shoulders in the darkness. "I have no 
idea. Their progress was stopped by a river." 

She nodded. "Cecil described it to me. It was so nar-
row the treetops closed over it." 
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He turned to where she stood. "What has this to do 
with the purpose of  this discussion?" 

She turned to him. "Father, there are two rivers, one 
north of  us and one south. Both are rather broad. Upstream 
from the mouth of  the one to the south is a native village. 
Today it was visited by a European steamboat. The captain 
is a man the like of  whom you would not wish me to be 
near." 

He was silent for several seconds. "How do you know 
these things?" 

"I saw them with my own eyes." 
The pause stretched out again. "How is it that you are 

able to travel so much farther and faster than Misters Clay-
ton and Philander?" 

It was her turn to pause. She knew and accepted the 
implication behind his question, the implication that no 
woman could outdistance men. She drew a deep breath and 
spoke softly. "I travel through the branches of  the trees." 

"The branches of  the trees," he said. 
"Yes, Father." 
He looked up at the stars. "How did you learn this 

skill? I suspect it is not another of  Esmeralda's lessons." 
"No, Father." She could feel her heart thudding in her 

chest. "The wildman taught me," she barely whispered. 
"The wildman," he said as if  he wanted to disbelieve 

her. 
She spoke quickly. "Yes. He is the one who left the 

note on the door of  the cottage the day we arrived. He is 
the one who rescued you twice. He is the one..." 

"I see." He studied the stars for a moment. "You have 
been placing yourself  in the company and under the protec-
tion of  a savage while keeping this fact secret from the men 
who are responsible for and concerned so deeply with your 
safety." 

"Papa, Elmo is not a savage. I mean, he's not... he's 
not, well, he's not the maniac Mr. Philander believes him to 
be." 
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"Elmo?" 
"That's his name. It translates into English as Bare 

Skin." 
He scratched at the waist of  his pants. "From his lack 

of  attire at our first meeting, I can understand why. How do 
you know this? Mr. Philander and I had determined that he 
spoke none of  the languages with which either of  us is fa-
miliar. Have you learned another language of  which I know 
nothing?" 

"No, Father. He taught himself  to read and write from 
the books in the cottage. You did not attempt to communi-
cate through written words." 

"I see. I have seen this man both with and without his 
loincloth. Does he wear it while giving these lessons in travel 
through the trees?" 

She sighed deeply. "No." 
"I see." There was a long pause. "And are you properly 

attired for these lessons?" 
"Yes. For traveling through the trees, I am properly at-

tired." She held her head stiffly erect. 
He understood her meaning quite clearly and spoke 

slowly. "Jane, it is a most noble gesture of  Christian virtue to 
be willing to sacrifice oneself  and one's own material com-
fort for the good of  others. However, it is most ignoble and 
certainly unrighteous for a maiden to squander her chastity 
and moral rectitude for the paltry prize of  a few days more 
hasty respite from a situation which, though certainly un-
pleasant and rather unhealthful, is not unbearable." 

Jane sighed. "Father, I have done nothing which less-
ens my chastity." 

"Be that as it may," he said after a while, "I can give 
neither my blessing nor my permission to this." 

"I will ask neither." 
"It is quite clear why you wished to keep this secret. 

Jane, those things which will bear scrutiny need not be hid-
den." 

She rubbed her hands against her skirt. "Do you wish 
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me to remove my dress at the cottage and depart at the 
same time as Misters Philander and Clayton tomorrow 
morning?" 

"By all that's holy, absolutely not! Surely you have not 
so completely given up the refinements and conventions of  
civilized society in a few short days?" 

"No, I have not. However, if  you insist that I bring my 
actions to the light, I will do so." 

He turned his face to the stars again and sighed. "What 
do you intend should you find an outpost of  civilization?" 

"I will tell them where to find us." 
He struggled for a moment with his next question. 

"How will you be attired?" 
"As properly as I am able, within the current con-

straints of  my wardrobe, for being at an outpost of  civiliza-
tion." 

He chuckled. "And how will you explain to Mr. Clay-
ton or any others with whom we would wish to maintain the 
appearances of  strictest propriety that you chanced to be so 
far from here?" 

Jane chewed on her lip and stared at the moonlight re-
flected off  the ocean waves. "I have not thought about that. 
Perhaps I could convince our rescuers to give the impres-
sion that they chanced upon our cottage by a simple fortui-
tous accident." 

"In light of  the circumstances, that would seem the 
wisest approach." He removed his spectacles and rubbed his 
eyes. "I suspect that your mother would stand with me in 
disapproving of  your actions and condoning your discretion 
in keeping them secret. At the same time, she would pray 
that you meet with success." 

"I know. And you?" 
He sighed. "I would and will do likewise." 
They stepped close and hugged each other. Jane felt 

her father's tears against her shoulder. "Father, Cecil told me 
earlier that he intends for me to become his wife after we 
are rescued." 
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The professor stepped back and blew his nose. "I had 
suspected he might. He would make you a fine husband." 

She paused for some time. "I have never been fond of  
American girls marrying European nobles." 

"I am cognizant of  that opinion. How would he re-
spond were he to learn of  your ventures with the wildman?" 

"I do not know." 
He cleared his throat. "Nor do I, though I have my 

suspicions and they do not bode well. How will you respond 
to his suit?" 

She whispered her answer. "I do not know." 
  
  
Friday the 12th of  February, 1909 
Poppa has insisted that Mr. C and Mr. Ph spend a day resting 

at the cottage. Of  course, that means that I must remain here as well. I 
view the respite with mixed emotions. A day of  rest is certainly wel-
come, but, much as I enjoy the company of  Mr. C and Poppa and 
Esmeralda, I would rather spend the day with Elmo. A day of  rest 
will also mean that today we will not find rescuers (though, of  course, 
they may find us) and that means one day longer that I remain here. 
Oh, shameless, fickle heart! How can you possibly justify joy over keep-
ing us in such hostile environs? Is love enough? 

"I will not have you going off  today," Professor Porter 
announced as the small company of  castaways was finishing 
their breakfast meal of  jungle fruits. "Yester-evening when 
you returned, you looked as if  you had just passed forty 
years wandering in the wilderness rather than a day walking 
on the beach. I do not mean to denigrate your devotion to 
our rescue or the determination with which you attempt to 
accomplish it. I only wish to see you regain your strength 
before you set out again." 

Cecil took a deep breath as he looked across the little 
cottage at the older man. Both were sitting on the floor. 
"Professor Porter, we do not know but that our rescue lies 
around the next bend in the beach. Even if  rescuers are 
searching for me, will anyone chance upon us if  we do not 
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go in search of  them? It was a full twenty years before any-
one found my uncle. Do you wish that we should be found 
as he was?" 

"I do not," the professor said. "I also do not wish to 
have you found lying in a heap of  exhaustion or worse upon 
the beach." 

Philander raised a hand in a more or less dramatic ges-
ture. "I find that I must must concur with my dear colleague, 
the professor. I shall willingly walk until I have only the 
strength to crawl and crawl until I have not even the 
strength for that, but I shall walk much farther and faster if  
I take this day for a sabbatical rest. If  you go today, Clayton, 
it must be without me. You doubtless see the folly of  such 
an endeavor." 

Cecil looked down at the floor and then across at Jane, 
misinterpreting the worried look on her face. "Miss Porter, 
if  it were possible I would remove you from all possible 
reason for any worries you might face. Fear not. We will be 
rescued from this horrid spot." 

She managed a smile that only weakly reflected her 
amusement at his speech. "I have no doubt." 

"I was most thankful to see the wildman when he 
found us yesterday," Cecil went on. "I fear we might have 
been forced to pass the night on the beach, were it not for 
his aid. I only wish it were possible to communicate with 
him. He seems able to travel freely through this bally jungle. 
No doubt he could reach a civilized settlement long before 
we could." 

The professor watched his daughter as he spoke. "I 
have seen him pass through the branches of  the trees. No 
one on the ground could match his pace." Jane returned his 
gaze with a barely perceptible nod. 

"I continue to wonder how a white man comes to be 
on this forsaken shore," Philander said. "It is an established 
principle of  the scientific study of  human culture that man 
cannot exist outside a community. Yet we have no evidence 
of  any human encroachment on this paradise other than 
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this edifice in which we now reside. I have been entertaining 
the hypothesis that he might be a hapless child of  the de-
ceased builders of  this cottage." 

"No," Cecil said. "We have my uncle's diary. He records 
only one birth, and you buried my luckless cousin's bones 
when first we came. As careful of  detail as my uncle was in 
recording their many trials and tribulations, do you think he 
would have neglected to mention a second son born before 
the entries terminate so suddenly?" 

"I suppose not," Philander said, with vexation showing 
on his face. "What light can you shed on this matter, Profes-
sor Porter?" 

The old man watched his daughter for a moment be-
fore speaking. "The former Lord Greystoke was a most 
careful chronicler." A puzzled note crept into his voice as he 
remembered the oddly shaped skeleton they had buried, 
supposing it to be the mortal remains of  the heir to the 
Greystoke title and estates. "He mentions only one son, and 
that son was quite healthy and normally formed." 

Philander was not willing to give up the discussion. 
"Perhaps he was a child of  one of  the European settle-
ments, stolen by the apes as an infant and raised without 
benefit of  human learning." 

"Yes," Cecil said, "word has reached England of  such 
tragedies. Several documented cases have come from India. 
At this late date in his life, it would scarcely be possible to 
trace his parents and reunite the family." 

"The feral child is a recurring factor in the history of  
nearly every country," Philander said and launched into one 
of  his many lectures. 

"Esmeralda and I are going to bathe in the bay," Jane 
announced at the first break in the flow of  words. "Will you 
gentlemen be so kind as to leave us in privacy?" She stood 
quickly. 

"I fear that is rather unwise, Miss Porter," Cecil said. 
"You have no idea whether this wildman might be watching 
from behind the nearest tree." 
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"I suspect not but will take that chance," she said with 
a trace of  a smile. 

He nodded thoughtfully, but without commitment. 
"Has this wildman presented himself  here at the cottage?" 

Jane saw both her father and Esmeralda look at her 
quickly. The question offered her a way of  answering which 
would not give away her secret and would not be a direct lie. 
"No. Here at the cottage we have not seen him. I do wish to 
see him. I had thought that perhaps I would get a glimpse 
of  this marvelous creature when he helped you to return 
yesterday. It is unfortunate that he is so shy." 

"You should be thankful that you have not been forced 
to view him, Miss Jane," Philander said. "He has a most un-
Christian and ungentlemanly disregard for the conventions 
of  civilized attire." 

"We ain't goin' in the trees," Esmeralda said from the 
doorway. "You menfolks keep your ears unstoppered up. We 
need yo' hep, yo'll hear us." 

Professor Porter smiled. "Take care of  her, Esmer-
alda," he said and turned back to the book on the colonial 
history of  the British Empire which he had been reading the 
day before. He was still amazed at how well preserved the 
books in the cottage were. 

Cecil frowned. "Keep a close watch. If  we hear your 
screams, we will come to your aid at the run." 

"Don' you worry none," Esmeralda said. "We gonna be 
alright." 

Her question when they stepped onto the verge of  
sand by the bay betrayed her real feelings. "You 'spectin' that 
wil'man today, Miss Jane?" 

"We were going to travel southward while the two men 
went north," she said with a dreamy smile. 

Esmeralda stopped in her tracks. "I ain't agonna do no 
undressin' whiles he might be awatchin'." 

Jane stopped and faced her friend. "Dear Esmeralda, 
you needn't worry. After the fit you had the other day, I 
asked him not to come for me if  the men didn't leave the 
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cottage." 
"If  you trust him that much, I will, too," she said. Soon 

they were splashing each other in the cool water of  the bay. 
Some time later, Esmeralda came to sit on the sand be-

side her young charge. Their dresses were draped over the 
undergrowth to dry. Jane had torn large leaves from plants 
bordering the sand and lay upon them to write in her diary. 
She was staring dreamily into the distance when Esmeralda 
joined her. "I haven't told you about when I first saw Elmo, 
have I?" 

"No, miss." 
Jane rolled onto her back and stared up at the trees 

shading them. "I think I shall never forget the sight. He was 
so tall, so strong, so handsome. I did not know what to 
think of  him." 

"Why didn't you run fo' yo' life?" 
Jane searched within for a bit. "We were in the midst 

of  the trees before I could have, and I had no idea how to 
find my way back. He carried me on his back much like I 
used to ride on Poppa's back. I was sorry to see the journey 
end when we found you." 

There was a long silence before Esmeralda said, "You's 
a lucky woman, Miss Jane." 

"I know. Few of  my friends in Baltimore have ever 
known such freedom." She sighed deeply. "Before coming 
to this fair shore, I would have supposed that I would dis-
cover such romance only between the covers of  a book." 

Esmeralda nodded her head slowly. "Yes'm. I ain't 
never love no man." She ran a finger along the edge of  the 
leaf  on which she was sitting and whispered, "'ceptin' yo' 
papa, an' it ain't the same with him." 

Jane touched the other woman's arm lightly. For nearly 
a minute, they sat in silent communion, until Esmeralda 
gasped and turned away. "Miss Jane, he's here." 

Jane whirled to find Elmo standing against the under-
growth, like a little boy caught with his fingers in the sugar-
bowl. She laughed, turned her back half  to him, and spoke 
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in French. "Bonjour, Monsieur Elmo. I had expected you to 
leave us alone." 

He looked down at his feet. "Bonjour, Jane Porter. I 
needed to speak with you." 

"Land o' Goshen," Esmeralda said quietly, "if  Jesus 
don't look like that, God didn't make him perfec' as he 
coulda been." 

Jane patted Esmeralda on the knee and spoke again to 
Elmo. "A gentleman ought not come to a lady while she is 
bathing, unless it is vitally important." Esmeralda scrambled 
to her feet and plucked her dress from the branch where it 
had been drying to hold in front of  herself. No doubt, she 
believed it to be covering more than it actually did. 

He glanced from one woman to the other. "Do you 
want me to go away until you put on your dresses?" 

"No. Only please be gentlemanly in all your conduct." 
Elmo seemed unsure of  how to behave so Jane gestured at 
him and, still sitting with her back to him, said, "You may 
come closer." 

He came and knelt to kiss her hand. "Bonjour, Jane 
Porter." He stood to kiss the black woman's hand. "Bonjour, 
Esmeralda Majors." 

"Glory be," Esmeralda whispered. "He done it again. 
Ain't nobody never was such a gen'leman with me befo'." 

"What does she say?" Elmo asked in French. 
Jane laughed. "She is pleased and flattered to have you 

kiss her hand. Few men do that to a woman of  her color." 
Elmo frowned. "Why? Her color has the richness of  

the earth." 
"Many people think her color is a sign of  great evil," 

Jane said and spoke to Esmeralda in English. "He likes the 
rich color of  your skin." 

Esmeralda didn't know whether to believe Jane or not. 
"O Gaberel! Ain't no white man never said that to me befo'. 
He ain't tryin' to butter me up for somethin', is he?" 

"I doubt he has such a civilized vice," Jane said and 
switched back to French. "I will not be traveling today." 
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The smile slipped from Elmo's face, and he looked at 
the sand at his feet. "You do not wish to find Europeans?" 

"Yes, I do, but Misters Clayton and Philander are re-
maining at the cottage for the day, and I must not go when 
they do not." 

"I do not understand this." 
"This is the way it must be," she said after a moment. 
"Perhaps I should have waited until you are able to 

travel to tell you that the village where we saw the steamboat 
has been destroyed." 

Jane jumped to her feet and clutched him by the 
shoulders. "What? Tell me it isn't so!" 

"I can't do that, Jane. The village is gone." He put his 
hands on her waist. 

She covered her mouth. "Oh, no! Was it, could it have 
been because of  what we did?" 

Esmeralda pushed herself  between the other two, still 
clutching her dress with one hand. "Miss Jane! Has the 
Devil his own se'f  got aholt o' you? You knows good an' 
well it ain't right for no Christian lady to stan' nekkid in 
front o' no nekkid man!" 

Jane glowered at her. "Get out of  my way!" 
"Miss Jane!" Esmeralda said without moving. 
"Listen to me!" she said and grabbed Esmeralda quite 

hard just above the elbows. "Naked or not, he is the most 
complete gentleman I have ever met. You know that I do 
not wear my dress in the trees, and you know that I lost my 
undergarments yesterday. How do you think I got back 
home?" 

"Please don't. You's hurtin' me." She rubbed her arms 
after Jane let go. "I's sorry. Truly I am." 

Jane drew her into a tight hug. "Oh, Esmeralda, I love 
you so. It is I who ought to be apologizing." She glanced at 
Elmo over Esmeralda's shoulder. She dropped her head and 
touched the locket. "I have not had a chance to tell you what 
we saw yesterday. Two European men with a small steam-
boat visited a native village south of  here. I, uh, well, I 
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knocked them both down when they were going to shoot 
toward some children. It's because they ripped my camisole 
and drawers that I threw them away. Elmo says the village 
has been destroyed." 

Esmeralda frowned over her shoulder at Elmo. "Who 
woulda done such a thing like that?" 

Jane shook her head. "Not Elmo. I'm certain it was 
those two Europeans. But I feel responsible. If  it were not 
for what I did, they likely would not have harmed those 
poor, innocent people." 

"Now, Miss Jane, how many times I gots to tell you not 
to fret over things you got no say 'bout?" 

"What is it?" Elmo asked in French. 
Jane took a deep breath. "Nothing." She looked at the 

undergrowth between them and the cottage. "Will you go 
with me to the village?" 

He bowed slightly. "Of  course." 
Jane smiled and looked back at Esmeralda. "He's going 

to take me back to the village. Perhaps we will be able to 
help in some way." 

"Course, Miss Jane," Esmeralda said. She looked from 
Jane to Elmo and back again before taking a deep breath 
and stepping aside. "What we gonna tell yo' papa an' Missah 
Ph'lander an' Missah Clayton?" 

Jane sighed. "I'd rather not tell them. Do you have any 
ideas?" 

Esmeralda shook her head. "If'n you had anything at 
all else to wear, I could take yo' dress up to the cottage and 
tell 'em you don' want 'em comin' down here whiles I's fixin' 
on it." 

Jane kissed her. "Oh, Esmeralda, you're an angel." She 
turned to Elmo and switched languages again. "We will have 
to go into the trees here and circle around the clearing to be 
certain the men do not see me." 

Esmeralda stood staring at the spot from which they 
had disappeared. "Oh Lawd A'mighty, he'p that chile. I don' 
even know how she's agonna let me know when she gets 
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back. Oh Lawsy, what I do let myse'f  in for!" She walked 
slowly to Jane's dress and inspected it before donning her 
own. 

Just past midday, Jane and Elmo came to the river and 
turned upstream. Jane gasped and almost fell when she 
came opposite the village. It was a smoldering ruin. Every 
single hut was touched by the ravages of  fire. The only liv-
ing animals were carrion eaters fighting over the carcasses 
of  pigs and dogs. No human corpses were to be seen. For 
several minutes, Elmo and Jane stared at the silent horror. 

"Oh God," she whispered finally in English, "how can 
I ever atone for this evil I have brought upon these innocent 
people?" 

"What are these words?" Elmo asked in French. 
Jane shook her head slowly as she looked at the sky 

away from Elmo and the desolation across the river. "I have 
destroyed this beautiful village." 

"How?" he asked quickly. "Have you returned when I 
did not know of  it?" 

She sighed. "No. But surely, if  I had not angered those 
men on the boat, this village would still be standing." 

He put a hand firmly on her shoulder, so that she 
turned to look at him. "Jane Porter, every branch must bear 
its own leaves. You did not set this fire. Last night I have 
found the, what is the word? the lair of  these men." 

"You have? Where is it?" 
He pointed. "Farther up the river." 
She touched the locket and looked again at the ruins. 

"No doubt you are quite correct, and I certainly cannot re-
store this village, much as I might wish to. However, the 
ones who did this MUST be brought to justice. THAT I can 
do!" 

  
  
Friday the 12th of  February, 1909 
If  one were not suspicious to begin with, a quick glance might 

have given the impression that it was simply another small, native vil-
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lage. The impression, however, would not hold up. The usual activities 
of  the other native villages which I had seen with children laughing and 
playing, women working at the tasks necessary to the maintainance of  
life, and men discussing, building, and training for war were mostly 
missing. No children or clues to their presence were anywhere about. 
The three men were dressed in ragged, European-styled clothes and 
armed with rifles. Whether the weapons were for the protection of  the 
camp or for the holding of  the women, I could only guess. The women 
seemed to be from several different tribes and were sullenly silent as they 
went about their few tasks. The most telling detail was the lack of  
tilled fields around the huts. The stream was smaller than the river by 
the village which had been destroyed, but appeared large enough for the 
steamboat which we had seen to navigate. 

Jane and Elmo had taken up a perch in the middle 
branches at the edge of  the clearing. "Shall I kill the men?" 
Elmo asked quietly. 

"No!" Jane said a little too loudly and put a restraining 
hand on his arm. "I mean, no. We must not allow ourselves 
to sink to the barbarity of  our enemies." 

"Jane, these men are evil." 
She looked back at the clearing. "Perhaps you are cor-

rect. It may even be likely. However, we must not take that 
decision upon ourselves." 

"Someone must decide." 
Jane sighed and touched the locket. "Yes, that is true. 

However," she sighed again, "however, we will wait until we 
catch them in the act. Much as we may suspect, we are not 
certain that these are the ones who destroyed the village." 

Below in the shade two young women were resting and 
talking quietly. Jane went down carefully to a perch just 
above the women and listened. It was not a language she 
could identify. One of  the men barked a command. The 
women giggled and whispered together. One went back to 
her work, and the other picked up a clay pot to carry it into 
the trees. Her skin was decorated with scars, and she was 
clothed with a few leaves tied to a string belt. 

The strains of  an English Christmas carol came float-
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ing through the trees.  
"I saw tree chip come saileen in, Come saileen in, come saileen in. 

I saw tree chip come saileen in, On Christmas day in the morneen." 
Jane shifted her position to look, and Elmo joined her. 

The woman who had gone into the forest was singing. Jane 
looked at Elmo with a frown. 

"This is not the language of  the village," he whispered 
with an answering frown. 

Jane nodded. "Will you come with me to talk with 
her?" 

He looked at several spots in the branches before an-
swering. "I do not like to be among people. Would it not be 
better for me to watch while you go down?" 

Jane smiled. "Probably so." 
She descended cautiously, keeping herself  between the 

woman and the clearing. The woman dumped her pot, and 
her song continued when Jane came to the ground. "I come 
in peace," Jane said softly in English. 

The other woman turned with a tiny shriek of  surprise. 
Her eyes opened so wide they seemed ready to leap from 
their sockets. She made a warding sign in the air and spoke a 
few words in a language which Jane did not know. 

Jane opened her hands to show that she had no weap-
ons. "The song you were singing, do you know that lan-
guage?" 

The woman's head nodded slowly. "Yes. I speaking it 
much welly." 

Jane smiled. "My name is Jane Porter. What is your's?" 
She brushed away a large beetle that had landed on her 

knee. "The black fathers calling me Elisabet. My name being 
Aileh. You having skin like forest angel. Being you him 
wife?" 

"No," Jane said quickly. "I am... his friend. Is one of  
the men in the clearing your husband?" 

Aileh looked at the ground and put a hand over her 
loins. "No. They making me being them friend." 

Jane realized the mistaken impression the woman must 
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have gotten about her relationship to Elmo but could see no 
quick or easy way to correct it. "Are the black fathers Euro-
pean priests?" 

"Yes," she said and set down her pot. "Never I seeing 
white-skin woman without dressing." 

Jane glanced over her shoulder toward the clearing. "I 
do not wear it in the jungle." She turned back to Aileh. "Will 
you take me to the priests?" 

"No," Aileh said with a thankful expression. "I running 
away from priest school. I not knowing where going back. 
White mans finding me. No black fathers here making me 
wearing dressing." 

Jane frowned in frustration. "Do you know where the 
steamboat has gone?" 

"I not knowing," Aileh said. "Men not speaking words 
I knowing." 

Jane scratched her head. "Are there other native men 
besides the three we saw?" 

"No. They being guarding for the white mans. Why 
you asking these questionings?" 

"Why?" Jane rubbed her cheek. "Why? I will be honest 
with you. These white men are evil, and I wish to stop 
them." 

Aileh watched Jane for a moment and took a deep 
breath. She looked toward the clearing, then down at their 
feet. "I liking you. I not liking them. I helping you." 

"Thank you." Jane touched the woman's hand. "Do 
they have a stockpile of  ammunition in one of  the huts?" 

"I not knowing these words." 
Jane frowned. "Bullets for their guns. Do they have 

them in one of  the huts?" 
Aileh smiled and pointed toward the clearing. "Yes. 

Bullets being in hut next to big hut." 
"Good. Will you ask the other women not to look at 

me and to move away from the hut with the bullets?" 
"I helping you much." Aileh picked up her pot and 

swung it to her shoulder. "I going now." She hurried back 
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toward the clearing. 
Jane watched her disappear before climbing up to 

Elmo and speaking in French. "She will help us." 
"With what will she help us?" 
She frowned as she studied the clearing. "I do not 

know for certain. I would rather not harm them or their 
property, but I learned that they store their ammunition in 
that little hut beside the big one." She pointed. "Perhaps I 
can destroy their ammunition." 

He studied her face. "That is not harming their prop-
erty?" 

Jane shook her head slowly and took a deep breath. 
"Don't ask me to justify it. You told me yourself  they are 
evil." 

A few minutes later they were perched in a tree with 
the big hut between them and the men. Aileh had moved 
from one to another of  the women and whispered to each. 
As she moved away, the women continued their work, 
gradually coming closer to the trees. Only two of  the men 
were to be seen; the other had disappeared while they were 
moving to their position. A dog barked by the edge of  the 
river, and a flight of  parrots squawked on the east side of  
the clearing. 

"I don't want to go down until the other man comes 
back," Jane whispered. "He might be inside the hut." 

Elmo sniffed. "There are too many smells. Perhaps if  I 
go closer, I could know." 

Jane put her hand on his shoulder and looked into his 
eyes. She chewed on her lip, studying and wondering. "You 
have risked much for me." 

He touched her hair just in front of  her ear. "For you, I 
would do much more." 

She watched the water flowing past in the stream for 
several seconds. A parrot squawked more loudly than the 
rest, and she glanced toward the sun which was almost 
halfway down the sky. Finally, the missing man came out of  
the big hut and yelled something at the women. The other 
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two men laughed at him until he joined them with a bottle 
of  whiskey. 

"You stay here to watch," Jane said and, without wait-
ing for a reply, swung down to the ground in the clearing. 
Keeping the hut between herself  and the men, she sprinted 
to its back wall. Leaning against the hut, she studied the 
clearing. Several of  the women looked away from her 
quickly. Aileh smiled and nodded before bending to her 
work again. 

Jane moved cautiously into the shade on the side of  
the hut. The dog was still barking at the river. She constantly 
peeked around the wall as she moved and stopped at her 
first glimpse of  the men. They were more interested in their 
bottle than anything else. After glancing back at the tree 
from which Elmo watched, Jane scampered around to the 
front of  the hut and inside. She stumbled against something 
in the inner darkness and barely suppressed a cry of  pain. 

After a few moments, her eyes adjusted to the relative 
darkness. Aileh had been correct; the hut was filled with 
various forms of  firearms and ammunition, everything from 
handguns to a small cannon like the one she had seen on 
the deck of  the steamboat. Along with several crates of  car-
tridges there were barrels of  oil, cases of  dynamite, kegs of  
gunpowder, and, quite conveniently to her nefarious pur-
pose, a case of  matches. Jane laid a stick of  dynamite with a 
long fuse on the ground and piled as much of  the other 
supplies as she could on top of  it. When she finished, she 
was breathing hard, dripping with sweat, and shaking 
slightly. She was about to strike a match to light the fuse 
when a noise caught her attention. It sounded much like the 
steamboat. 

She went to the makeshift doorway and peeked out-
side. The native guards were stumbling to their feet, and one 
was attempting to hide their bottle in the back of  his pants. 
They were looking upriver, and Jane had to shift her posi-
tion to see. The steamboat was just coming around the bend 
with the man Rokov and the other both standing on the 
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bow. "Oh, my God," Jane whispered and turned back to the 
interior. 

She might be able to dig and push her way through the 
thatched roof, but it would take time. There was nothing in 
the hut which might serve as clothing, and she didn't want 
to let the European men see her without, if  there were any 
alternative. She looked around the hut again. The floor, the 
floor was dirt. Jane dropped to her knees and began scratch-
ing. Using her right hand while she continued to dig with 
her left, she rubbed herself  with the dirt from neck to foot. 
The dirt mixed with her sweat to turn her skin a color near 
that of  the native women. It wasn't clothing, but she also 
wasn't exactly naked. Her blonde hair might be a sure give-
away, but she could not bring herself  to muddy it. Instead, 
she tied it in a rough knot atop her head. 

It took several attempts to get the match lit. She laid 
the flame to the fuse and went back to the door. The boat 
was gliding up to the dock and both white men were yelling 
at their native guards. Jane set an empty keg on her shoulder 
and stepped out of  the hut, hiding her face and hair with 
the keg as best she could. "Halt!" one of  the men shouted in 
Russian almost immediately, and she dropped the keg and 
ran. Two shots rang out. She was almost to the edge of  the 
clearing when the hut erupted. 

The concussion knocked Jane to the ground, but she 
rolled to her feet and ran into the undergrowth. She climbed 
upward to where she could watch the action in the clearing. 
Rokov was cursing at the native men, trying to get them to 
attempt to save some contents of  the ammunition hut. It 
was a hopeless effort. The roof  of  the larger hut had caught 
fire and the native women who had been in the clearing 
were nowhere to be seen. The other man was running to-
ward where Jane had entered the undergrowth. 

Elmo came to her tree and led the way for a short dis-
tance through the trees before stopping. "Jane, why did you 
do this?" He touched her stomach where the smeared dirt 
was streaked by her flowing sweat. 
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She sighed. "It was the only way I could think of  to 
hide my exit from the hut." 

"I do not like it." 
"Neither do I, and it didn't work well, either." 
They went to the ground beside a small stream; the 

trickle of  water was much too slight to allow Jane to get 
down into it. She stood in the streambed and splashed water 
on her legs. With her back to Elmo, she cupped water in her 
hands and did her best to splash and scrub herself  clean. 
She stopped suddenly when Elmo's wet hand touched her 
back and began to clean the dirt away. Strange sensations 
and emotions welled up and threatened to overcome her 
good sense and upbringing. Rather than fighting it, she 
closed her eyes and reveled in the moment. 

"What is the word," Elmo asked as he scrubbed, "for 
what men and women do when they lie down together? The 
books do not mention it." 

Jane studied the water crawling past her feet. It was 
some time before she thought of  a way to answer. "In civi-
lized lands, where books are written, some things are not 
mentioned." 

His attentions moved down to her legs. "What things?" 
She bit her lip. How could she explain? "Those things 

normally done without clothing." She could feel herself  
blushing. 

"Why?" 
She frowned. It had never occurred to her to ask the 

reason. "Some things are simply so," she said quietly. She 
glanced at him over her shoulder and smiled shyly. "Dear sir, 
I have discovered in myself  a great willingness, even eager-
ness to wear nature's garb when I am with you. That is most 
certainly not true when other men are present." 

"I see." 
"Yes, you do, but they must not. If  there is any way to 

accomplish it, I would prefer that none of  the men, other 
than you and my father, ever know that I went anywhere 
without my dress." 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

143 

"Why?" 
"Why?" she asked herself. He finished washing her 

legs, and she turned to face him. "I am certain they retain 
the opinion that, by being naked with you, I have sacrificed 
any claim to virtue or purity." 

He looked at her with a puzzled frown. "Is that your 
opinion, too?" 

"No." She touched the locket between her breasts. "All 
that I have sacrificed is a sham of  which I am glad to be 
free." 

"Is this not good?" he asked with his head cocked to 
one side. "Why must it be secret from the others?" 

"They represent Civilization. You have shown me that 
wind and sunshine are the only clothing I truly need. You 
have shown me that a tree and rain can be the finest man-
sion under God's heaven. They will refuse such knowledge." 

"This clothing and hiding does not seem good." 
She shook her head slightly. "It is the way of  things." 
"I do not want to be civilized, then." 
She surprised herself  by sighing. She had hoped that 

she might be able to convince him to follow her back to the 
States. She resumed her washing and a new thought pre-
sented itself. What would be done to Elmo's solemn inno-
cence were she to voice her conviction that he was the son 
of  the former Duke of  Greystoke? She had no answer that 
seemed pleasing. 

A quick inspection showed that most of  the mud with 
which she had coated herself  was now gone. "May we go 
now?" 

Elmo touched Jane's shoulder and spoke quietly. "How 
does a civilized man ask a woman to mate with him?" 

She stared at him for a moment. "I do not know, nor 
do I expect to find out before I am married." 

"You will not mate with me?" A note of  sadness added 
an odd poignancy to his voice. 

She shook her head slowly against the temptation he 
offered. "I will do this only with the man who marries me." 
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"Will you marry me?" 
Even in the heat of  the jungle, she was suddenly cold. 

"Do not ask it now," she said after several moments. 
They talked little the rest of  the way back to the cot-

tage. 
It was late afternoon before they arrived. Cecil was sit-

ting with a book on the porch by the door of  the cottage. 
Philander was nowhere to be seen, and Jane assumed he was 
inside, perhaps asleep. Esmeralda and her father were sitting 
together on the sand by the bay. Esmeralda had Jane's dress 
in her lap but was not working on it. Jane knew from ex-
perience that, at least back home in Baltimore, Esmeralda 
could make a dress from scratch in less time than she had 
been gone. She said a brief  good-bye to Elmo and went 
down to perch on a branch just above her father and her 
nurse. 

The best thing would be to drop down to the sand and 
retrieve her dress immediately, but some unseen hand held 
her back. Even if  she were spending almost countless hours 
in Elmo's company without the benefit of  proper attire, 
even if  she had allowed herself  to be seen by two scoun-
drels while clothed only with a coating of  dirt, she was hesi-
tant. Of  course, Esmeralda and her father had both seen her 
without her clothing. However, walking right up to him 
would be so much different than being in a bathtub when 
he chanced to enter the room. 

After a little while, the professor said, "I find that this 
abominable waiting takes me far beyond the limits of  my 
tolerance. If  she does not return soon, I shall go in search 
of  her." 

Esmeralda ran her hand across the neatly folded dress. 
"No, you won'. I ain't agonna have two o' you lost." 

He pounded his fist lightly against the sand. "Again 
you are displaying wisdom far beyond the ignorant exterior 
which you present to the world. And yet, if  Jane does not 
return, I will have no reason to live." 

"Don' give up on her jus' yet." 
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"I suppose you are correct again." He ran a hand 
through his greasy hair. "Certainly the protection of  the wild 
man is every bit as good as anything we can offer, how-
ever..." 

"I knows." 
He climbed to his feet and walked to the edge of  the 

water. "Was this ruse with the repair of  her dress her idea or 
yours?" 

"Don' blame me! I surely don' want her runnin' 'roun' 
the way she was borned." 

He looked both ways around the bay and came back to 
sit beside the black woman without looking up at the trees 
where Jane watched. "Oh, I'm holding you in no blame. Af-
ter waiting here so long, I would rather have her walk right 
up to us without a single thread to cover her nakedness than 
be gone for another minute. I am only thankful that she did 
not leave her undergarments for repair as well." 

"Oh, Lawsy," Esmeralda whispered and turned to the 
professor. "You bes' not be 'spectin' to see her undermen-
tionables. She done los' 'em yesserday." 

The professor turned to her quickly with his mouth 
open. After a moment, he shut it and looked out at the 
ocean. 

Well, Jane thought, now he knows. She swung down 
from her branch and landed quietly on the sand behind Es-
meralda. Since her father was still looking away, she put a 
hand over the black woman's mouth and whispered in her 
ear, "Don't say anything." She took the dress and slipped 
into it quickly. It now was much narrower around the skirt, 
but was otherwise surprisingly near perfect condition. With 
her back turned, Jane said aloud, "Esmeralda, will you do 
the buttons, please?" 

After profuse greetings, Jane sat on the sand and told 
the two of  them about her day's adventure. Since about 
midday, the professor and Esmeralda had both been cover-
ing for her absence even though Cecil and Philander were 
beginning to get suspicious of  the thoroughness of  Esmer-
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alda's repair work on the dress. 
With each hour which I spend with this strange man, I 

find that I love him more and that I am less certain whether 
I could ever bring myself  to live with him amid the dangers 
of  his jungle. It is also becoming entirely unclear whether I 
would ever wish to live anywhere else without him. 

  
  
Saturday the 13th of  February, 1909 
"Do you continue to insist on going off  on your own?" 

Professor Porter asked. It was early morning, and Philander 
and Cecil were walking away from them around the bay to-
ward the south. 

"I insist on doing all that I can to help us get on to 
where you will be able to carry on your studies of  native 
religions," Jane said with her head held high. "Do you con-
tinue to believe that I ought not hide what I am doing?" 

He shook his head slowly without looking at her. "No." 
He watched in silence until Philander and Cecil were out of  
sight. "I do insist that you do your best to honor the mem-
ory of  your mother," he said quietly. 

Jane touched her father's shoulder. "I will, Father." She 
turned to Esmeralda. "Take good care of  Father," she said. 
"I shall return tomorrow." 

Esmeralda wiped at her eyes with her sleeve. "I will, 
Miss Jane. You be careful wi' yo'se'f." She wrapped the 
smaller woman in a tight hug. 

Tears threatened to spill from the professor's eyes. "I 
shall never again wonder as to how the father of  the prodi-
gal felt as he watched his son leave with his share of  the 
inheritance. Only my trust in the prevenient faithfulness of  
God will carry me through the dark valley in which I must 
sojourn until your return." 

Jane looked down at her toes peeking from beneath 
the hem of  her dress. "Father," she said with quiet force, "I 
am not going to throw away my life with riotous living." 

"Lawsy, Miss Jane," Esmeralda said. "Yo' papa don' 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

147 

wan' you to go, you shouldn' oughta go. Don' you know 
how the Lawd said you was to honor yo' mama and yo' 
papa?" 

Jane sighed in frustration. "I intend to honor them by 
doing my best to get us rescued." 

The old man echoed her sigh, but with a note of  resig-
nation. "So spake Hector to his wife before he went out to 
defend Troy." He paused and spoke again in a husky voice. 
"Jane, return to me in honor and not disgrace." 

She nodded and swallowed at the tightness in her 
throat. There was nothing more to say. In a short while, she 
was on the beach beyond the arm of  the bay. The clouds 
were thick off  shore, and there was a stiff  breeze blowing at 
her back. She watched the trees but continued to walk along 
the beach. The fine sand was firmly packed by the action of  
the waves and tides. 

She hadn't gone far when Elmo dropped to the sand 
from a tree branch. "Bonjour, Mademoiselle Porter," he 
said. He was not wearing his loincloth. 

She nodded politely to him, as if  they were meeting on 
a city sidewalk. "Bonjour, Monsieur Elmo. It is a pleasant 
day." She continued to walk. 

He nodded as he fell into step beside her. "Do you 
wish to travel again in the trees?" 

She took a deep breath. "Yes, but first I would have us 
walk on the beach. We will be able to talk more easily." 

He glanced at the clouds out over the ocean. "It will 
rain soon." 

She followed his gaze. "Does it rain every day here?" 
"No. During the dry time, it seldom rains. During the 

wet time, it rains most days. Does it rain every day in Balti-
more?" 

She smiled. "No. In Baltimore, it rains much less than 
it does here." Her gaze stayed on the clouds. "Have you ever 
considered living away from this jungle?" 

For several steps he was silent. "I have considered. The 
books in the cottage tell much of  the ways of  the people 
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who do not live in the trees. Some are stupid, some are 
cruel, some are so shameful no animal would permit them. I 
do not want to live with such ways." 

Jane brought her gaze down to the sand a few paces in 
front of  her feet. She suspected that he would find many, 
many things stupid, cruel, or shameful. It would not be easy 
for an adult to come into a human culture for the first time. 

They walked on. The first few drops of  rain came like 
heralds of  a grand procession. Jane rubbed her hand against 
her skirt. During the previous rains since the first night after 
their arrival in Africa, she had chanced to be in the cottage 
or close enough to it to take shelter. Now she could either 
let the dress get soaked in the rain or remove it. Why, she 
asked herself, is it so hard after he has already seen me? The 
answer was obvious. On this day, her father knew what she 
was going to do. Another thought nibbled at the back of  
her mind. Before this, Cecil had not yet spoken openly to 
her of  marriage. 

She supposed it would get easier being unclothed in 
the jungle as she got used to the idea and its actual practice. 
The day they had seen the steamboat at the village she had 
been hesitant to discard her undergarments, but there had 
been little embarrassment in being with Elmo afterward. In 
talking with her father, she had found herself  ready to de-
fend her actions as strongly as she was able. Now, with the 
rain beginning to soak her back, she hesitated. Each time 
she was with Elmo the bond between them grew stronger. 
How could she marry Cecil if  she felt so much for this na-
ked wildman? 

The rain began to fall in earnest. The reasonable 
course was obvious. Jane stopped walking and reached be-
hind her back for the buttons of  her dress. It was thor-
oughly soaked before she got it off. She tossed it over her 
arm and turned to face the warm rain. With her eyes closed, 
it felt as if  she were being massaged with a soft blanket. 

The shower did not last long, and they took to the 
trees soon after the rain stopped. Jane found herself  increas-
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ingly more comfortable with the complex mode of  travel. 
Balancing on the branches as she walked was easy, and 
whenever her balance wavered, there were other limbs 
nearby to grab. The jumps from one branch to the next re-
mained the most difficult and thrilling. She felt as if  she 
were flying without support, although she always had hold 
of  an overhead branch while swinging her feet to their next 
perch. Elmo was seldom far away. Often he spoke words of  
encouragement or pointed out an easier path. 

They stopped to eat some fruit at the bank of  the river 
which they had discovered on her first day of  traveling in 
the trees. The rain clouds still swept across the roof  of  the 
forest off  to the east. The broad expanse of  the ocean lay 
like a sleeping giant to the west. The river and nearby forest 
sparkled and glistened in the morning sunshine. The air was 
filled with the symphony of  bird and animal noises. Jane 
drank in the beauty of  the setting and offered a silent prayer 
of  thanks. Even if  she were going to be a Free Thinker, 
even if  she did not claim belief  in the old war god of  the 
Hebrews, there were places and occasions that seemed to 
plant an up swelling sense of  thankfulness. 

"We will cross the river today?" Elmo asked. 
"Yes. Surely we will find a settlement before long." She 

pondered the river. "Will the current be strong?" 
He nodded. "Stronger than in the other river. This one 

is bigger." 
She lifted the locket absent-mindedly to her lips. 

"Could we swim with a log to help us?" 
He seemed surprised. "I have not tried that." 
He was some time finding a suitable piece of  wood. 

Most that fell to the forest floor soon rotted. He found a 
short piece with branches. When he put it into the river, two 
of  them stuck out above the water. He was able to lay all the 
things they carried across these. Together he and Jane 
pushed the log out into the river. 

Jane let her eyes rest between her hands as she pushed 
the log and paid no attention to their surroundings or desti-
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nation. She simply luxuriated in the sensations of  the water 
touching her body. When Esmeralda had taught her to swim 
many years ago in an American river, they had been nude. 
Every time she had swum in more recent years she had 
worn the stylish, scratchy swimsuit that covered from her 
neck to below her knees. Now the liquid caress gave her 
ripples of  pleasure that she knew she ought to ignore. She 
didn't have the inclination. 

"Swim hard, Jane," Elmo said, breaking into her rev-
erie. 

She lifted her head up and stopped kicking. "What is 
it?" She could see no change. 

"A crocodile is coming toward us," he said matter-of-
factly. 

Jane gave a little gasp. It was still much more than 
halfway to the far bank of  the river. She kicked as hard as 
she could and took one hand off  the log to stroke with it. 
Elmo pushed his end of  the log faster. Soon, it was length-
wise between them with Elmo at the front. Jane pulled her-
self  to the far side and took up the beat again with her legs. 
Fire burned in her lungs, and her legs seemed to be turning 
to lead. 

Just when it seemed she could go no farther, Elmo 
stopped, and she let herself  hang gasping for breath over 
the end of  the log. He took a lungful of  air and ducked un-
der the water. After only a few seconds, he surfaced again 
and pushed the hair back from his face. 

"I cannot see him," he said and began swimming again. 
Jane tried to kick her legs, but they refused the speed 

she attempted. Her lungs begged for mercy. She hung on 
tightly with one arm, doing the little she could manage with 
her other arm and legs. The water swirled and eddied 
against her skin, but her fright and exhaustion had taken 
away the pleasure. Elmo paused again to look beneath the 
water, and she rested. The fire in her lungs was easing. 

"Nothing," Elmo said when he surfaced. He resumed 
his effort. 
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Jane pulled herself  up to look. It seemed about an 
equal distance to either bank. She glanced over her shoulder 
again. Not more than twenty yards from her the crocodile 
surfaced and spread his jaws wide. 

"Elmo," she screamed. Fright gave new power to her 
legs. 

He saw the croc and took a deep breath before diving. 
Jane swam for only a few strokes. She was not going to run 
away from danger while another faced it for her. Still hold-
ing onto the log, she ducked beneath the water to look. The 
water was too murky to see far. Elmo and the crocodile 
were dimly visible, side by side and a few feet apart. 

Jane pulled her head above the surface for a few quick 
breaths. Her lungs still hurt, but she knew she could ignore 
the pain if  she had to. She drew in as much air as she could 
and dove. Elmo and the crocodile were not where she had 
seen them before. It took a moment to find them. They had 
gone deeper. As she swam toward them, the crocodile 
charged at the man with jaws open. He managed to get out 
of  the way and to kick the reptile as it went past. When 
Elmo turned, he saw Jane and frowned. He signaled with his 
hands for her to go away. At the last second, he saw the croc 
coming at him again. Only by pushing with his hand against 
the rough snout did he avoid becoming a meal. 

The fire in Jane's lungs was burning again. She could 
see that, by being close, she was only distracting Elmo. She 
rose to the surface and paddled like a dog for a bit, fighting 
for breath. Elmo burst out of  the water several yards away 
to get precious air. "Swim!" he shouted. 

"No," she shouted back. "I ..." She stopped when he 
dived again. "I want to help," she finished lamely. 

Jane took a breath and held her face under the water to 
look, but could see nothing other than the muddy river wa-
ter. She paddled in the direction in which she had last seen 
Elmo. The deathly quiet of  the river filled her with dread. 
She looked again beneath the water. There was nothing but 
murk. She raised her head above the water and looked 
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around. The log with her dress and Elmo's things was some 
ways away and floating toward the open sea. She looked 
back. Should she go after it or stay to try to help? 

There was a great splash off  to her left. It was the 
crocodile with Elmo on its back. He had his legs locked 
around the beast's ribs and was holding its jaws shut with 
one arm while he slashed at its throat with his knife. They 
submerged again, and the river was quiet. They had been 
inland from Jane and closer to the far bank. She made her 
decision and turned to retrieve the log. 

There were more splashes as she swam. That is good, 
she thought. Elmo will be able to breathe. The chance to 
rest again when she reached the log came as a welcome re-
lief. She watched until she saw another splash. Elmo was still 
on the beast's back. She turned toward the bank. To her 
dismay, she was nearly beyond the edge of  the land. She 
mustered all the strength she could. The current pushed her 
closer and closer to the open water. She struggled on. A 
wave lifted and dropped her. The taste of  salt touched her 
lips. She was near despair until she looked at her position. 
She had won free of  the current, even if  it had taken her 
out beyond the shore a little. Renewed hope eased the task 
of  making her way back to the land. She pulled herself  onto 
the sand and lay sobbing her relief. But where was Elmo? 

She pushed to her feet and searched the water. There 
he was, swimming toward the bank. He would reach it up-
river from her. She ran. Trees blocked her way, so she 
climbed up into the branches and sped along with reckless 
abandon, taking risks she had never before dared. Several 
times she nearly missed her step or grip, but did not slow 
her pace. She came opposite him as he was walking through 
the shallows toward the bank. She dropped wildly to the 
ground and ran out in the water to embrace him. 

"Oh, Elmo," she sobbed, "you are unhurt. You are un-
hurt." 

"Yes, Jane," he said frowning. "I killed him." 
She lay her head against his chest to cry quietly. "I am 
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so glad you are safe." Slowly his hands came up to touch her 
back. He looked down at her with a confused, half-
frightened expression. 

Hazel has praised my sophistication so much whenever 
she returned to Baltimore after her travels, my adaptability 
in so many circumstances, my ability to follow the old adage 
'when in Rome to do as the Romans do.' Yet somehow I 
suspect she will not be so quick to praise the way in which I 
have adapted to life in the jungle. I find myself  wondering if  
she will even recognize me when we meet again. 

  
  
Saturday the 13th of  February, 1909 
Jane and Elmo made their way slowly to the shore 

where she had left their things with the log. Jane walked out 
to where the waves lapped over her feet and ankles and 
stood with her arms wrapped tight around herself. She knew 
that, had it been Cecil in danger, she would have been con-
cerned but not so completely terrified that he might be hurt 
or worse. And yet, and yet, how could she possibly imagine 
that she might ever live with a man who saw nothing wrong 
with living like an animal? Here she was standing naked in 
the hot sunshine while her Baltimore friends would have 
been doing their best to keep the sun from touching them at 
all. 

She glanced over her shoulder. It took a moment to 
spot Elmo where he was squatting in the shade at the edge 
of  the sand and chewing on something. That certainly made 
more sense than standing in the heat. She walked over to 
squat beside him. "I suppose we ought to go on." 

He nodded. "Yes, Jane." He made no move to get up. 
"You do not want me to find Europeans, do you?" She 

lifted the locket to her lips. 
For some time he was silent. "In the books, a man is 

not to deny a woman the desires of  her heart." 
"We do not live in books." Jane opened the locket and 

looked at the pictures within while wondering if  she should 
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ask her next question. "Have you been keeping me from 
finding Europeans?" 

Elmo turned to her with speed developed through 
years of  learning to survive in the jungle and grabbed her 
arm. "Jane, no! Do not think it of  me!" 

Jane pried his grip from her arm and rubbed the spot, 
hoping the bruise would not be too bad. "I am sorry. I had 
to ask." She sighed. "Will we be more likely to find someone 
beside the ocean or along the river?" 

"I do not know. We could look both places." 
She nodded her head slowly. "Yes, I suppose we could. 

Why don't you go on up the river, and I'll explore along the 
coast? I would rather not be near any crocodiles for a while. 
If  you should chance to locate someone, it ought not take 
you too long to catch up to me. At any rate, come find me 
before nightfall." 

In a little while, Jane stood with a hand against a tree 
trunk and watched Elmo swinging away through the trees. 
He disappeared from her sight, and she absently brushed an 
insect from her hip. She touched the locket. Other than her 
dress, it was the only artifact of  civilization left to her, and it 
had been the gift of  a wild man in the jungle. She glanced 
around. Plant and animal life was so thick around her that 
she could well imagine this must have been what the first 
Garden had been like. 

"To your guard, Jungle," she said aloud. "I am Miss 
Jane Porter of  Baltimore. You may think you can stop me, 
but I shall prevail. We will be rescued from your clutches." 
There was no verbal reply. 

She scampered out to the end of  the branch and 
grabbed an overhead limb to swing herself  into the waiting 
arms of  the next tree. Her grip slipped, and she missed the 
perch which had been her destination. Grasping frantically 
at the branches that leaped up at her as she fell, she caught 
one finally under her arm and held on. She pulled herself  
onto the branch and sat there until her shaking subsided. 

More cautiously now, she made her way to the trunk 
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of  the tree and climbed slowly up to the level from which 
she had fallen. She took a deep breath and walked out onto 
a branch. With a closer eye to safety this time, she held the 
overhead branches and swung to the next tree. Around the 
trunk and a little way out on the other side, she stopped. No 
branches in the adjacent trees were on her level in the direc-
tion she wanted to go. 

She turned toward the ocean, fearing to go too far 
inland and take the chance of  becoming lost. The pathway 
through the trees did not open before her as it had when 
she had traveled with Elmo. A branch broke in her grasp, 
and she fell again. Her leg received a painful bruise in the 
fall, and she tumbled much lower before catching herself. 
She went a short distance at this lower level but longed to be 
back up out of  the murky green twilight. She started to 
climb upwards. As she steadied herself  on a newly attained 
perch, a huge snake looped down from above. Its head was 
nearly as big as her own and not a foot from her stomach. 
She screamed and jumped backwards. 

Her fall ended in a stagnant, slimy pool on the jungle 
floor. Pain knifed through her body as her breath was force-
fully expelled from her lungs. She rolled over and pushed 
herself  to her hands and knees. Her head fell forward, and 
her hair hung limply into the water. Soon the air came into 
her lungs again, and she stood to wade out of  the awful 
mess. A choking moan ripped out of  her throat. Several 
leeches clung to her skin. With unmuffled cries and groans, 
she tore them away and flung each one violently into the all-
surrounding foliage. 

With trembling fingers, she brushed her hair back be-
hind her shoulders. It was thick with slime from the pool. 
Tears dribbled from the corners of  her eyes and, though her 
breathing was ragged and rapid, she forced herself  not to 
sob. Another moan escaped her lips as she discovered that 
she could not wipe the slime away. Wordless terror gripped 
her. In her adventures since the explosion on the ship, she 
had not been able to keep herself  so clean and fresh as in 
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Baltimore and had come to ignore the constant fragrance of  
unwashed flesh. But never in her life had she been so com-
pletely and utterly filthy. 

She whirled once around, searching desperately for the 
light through the curtain of  hotly malevolent jungle that 
would signal the way to the ocean. The gripping twilight 
seemed slightly brighter in one direction, and she ran toward 
it. To her terror filled awareness, everything which could 
possibly impede her progress reached out at her with mali-
cious intent. She stumbled and fell. Rising to run again, she 
only found herself  stumbling once more. She thought only 
of  the screaming necessity to reach the cleansing waters of  
the ocean. 

A barricade of  undergrowth loomed in her path. She 
ran headlong into it, scratching and clawing her way forward 
till she was wriggling along on her belly. She won her way 
free and fell into a stagnant pool. The water left clear evi-
dences of  its passing as it ran off  when she stood. There 
were trees still surrounding her. A snake knifed through the 
water toward her leg. With a speed the bare possibility of  
which her friends in Baltimore would have disbelieved, she 
scooped the serpent from the water and sent it flying into 
the trees. Her dress had been ripped from her shoulder in 
her last push through the undergrowth and floated in the 
pool. She picked it up and floundered on, slogging through 
fetid, festering pools of  unidentifiable muck separated only 
by slightly higher patches of  mud. The slime was gradually 
washed and rubbed away to be replaced by mud and other 
swamp residue. Still she sought the ocean. 

The grunt of  some large predator prowled through the 
air, and she stopped, standing almost waist deep in a moving 
channel of  water. Her lungs heaved as she fought for air. 
Her fingers found their own way to the locket hanging from 
her neck. A new sense of  self  seemed to spring suddenly to 
life within her. She was no longer only Miss Jane Porter of  
Baltimore; she was also a denizen of  the jungle. She moved 
away from the sound with a quietness which only Elmo 
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could have improved upon, staying in the moving water. 
Her breathing steadied as she went slowly. After a time, she 
bent down to drink from the water. Before moving out of  
the stream and continuing on, she rinsed herself  as clean as 
the water would allow. 

Soon she came to the far edge of  the swampy area and 
stopped to inspect her dress. Aside from the fact that it was 
sorely in need of  washing, one sleeve had been ripped free 
from its seams. She rerolled the dress with the severed 
sleeve inside and slowly braided a short cord from swamp 
grass. Using the cord, she tied the dress loosely around her 
neck and studied the area around her. The undergrowth was 
even thicker than usual, but overhanging branches offered 
an upward pathway without going through the tangled mass. 
Slowly but steadily she climbed until she was high above 
where she might easily travel. The ocean glinted in the dis-
tance off  to one side. She turned toward it and, when she 
came close to the edge of  the trees, stopped to admire its 
awesome and indifferent beauty. 

With renewed purpose, she moved on. The jungle no 
longer offered any particular hindrance to her progress. She 
moved as Elmo had shown and taught her, looking at the 
trees much as she might previously have looked at a rock-
strewn meadow through which she wished to pass. Her 
thoughts focused on the jungle and her position in it. For 
the first time in many years, she was almost completely at 
one with her surroundings. 

Suddenly Jane stopped and turned in a complete circle 
to study the trees all around. Something about the jungle 
sounds had changed, but she could identify no new noises 
amidst the symphony. She sniffed the air, and her eyes 
opened wide. Intermingled with the profusion of  smells was 
the scent of  roasting pork! She moved ahead slowly, even 
though it was unlikely that she would be seen so high up. If  
it were a native village, she would go on around without 
making contact. If  it were a settlement of  Europeans, she 
would watch for a while to be certain she could trust them, 
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perhaps not going down until Elmo caught up with her. The 
curtain of  foliage gradually opened to her progress, and she 
began to hear sounds of  working. She could feel her ex-
citement growing. The sounds almost certainly were made 
by foreigners on this shore. She slowed her approach even 
more. She did not want accidentally to swing out into view. 

A small, colonial naval base appeared ahead of  her. 
Three military ships were sitting in a bay several times larger 
than the one by the cottage. The flag of  Belgium hung lazily 
above the decks. Sailors were at watch at each of  the sterns, 
but no one else was moving on the ships. On the shore, a 
barricade of  poles enclosed the encampment. The only 
permanent buildings were a large warehouse-like structure 
and a smaller building that appeared perhaps to be the 
commandant's quarters. A single tree within the fence 
shaded the smaller building and partially overhung the roof  
of  the larger. Several tents within the compound were ar-
ranged in military rows. A dozing sentinel guarded the open 
gate of  the compound and another who appeared more 
alert guarded the door of  the large building. In the center of  
the compound several men slowly turned pigs on spits over 
open fires. No one else was to be seen. 

Jane knelt next to the trunk of  the tree on the broad 
branch and continued to watch. These men would certainly 
be the rescuers they sought, but there was no need to be 
over-hasty in going down. 

"These are the ones you seek?" Elmo asked quietly. 
Jane gasped and nearly jumped off  her branch. "Oh, 

my God! Don't do that to me!" 
He frowned. "Do what, Jane?" 
She shook her head. "It's just that I didn't hear you 

coming up behind me." She looked back down at the base. 
"I'm certain they will come to our aid." 

"May we kiss before you leave?" he asked after several 
moments. 

She hesitated only a bit before nodding her head. "I 
will not leave you here. I must return to the cottage, so that 
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I may be found there when they arrive." 
"These men will not tell why they came to our cot-

tage?" 
Jane frowned and turned to the compound again. How 

would she accomplish that? Would they be gentlemanly 
enough to keep such a secret? A man with a large, blue en-
velope in one hand came from the large building and hur-
ried toward the water. He stepped into a rowboat that was 
waiting at the dock, and a sailor rowed him out to one of  
the waiting ships. Soon there was a flurry of  activity as or-
ders were shouted and the ship was made ready. In a few 
minutes it sailed out of  the bay and headed northward. 

Jane sighed. If  it had gone south, she would have fol-
lowed it to see if  it might have sailed past the little cottage. 
"It appears," she whispered as they were watching the ship 
disappear from sight, "that the blue envelopes contain the 
ship's orders." 

"This is good?" 
"I don't know. Perhaps we can slip into their offices 

when night comes and supply them with our own orders." 
She sighed. "Did you find anyone?" 

He shook his head. "I found no Europeans. There are 
several native villages along the river." 

Jane sighed. "I found myself." 
He did not understand, and she did not attempt to ex-

plain. They settled into more or less comfortable positions 
on the tree branches and waited while Jane attempted to 
think of  some way in which she might bring one of  the 
ships to the cottage without letting her presence be known. 
Of  course, if  she could think of  nothing, she planned to go 
down and simply tell these colonial authorities where the 
cottage was to be found. Jane found herself  getting restless 
after a while and went for a jaunt through the trees, circling 
the base and returning to where Elmo waited. The after-
noon continued to drag on as the sun seemed to have de-
cided to slow its progress through the sky. 

Late in the day, the activity in the encampment took a 
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decided change. Several open-sided tents were erected be-
hind the two buildings and rowboats full of  sailors began to 
come ashore from the ships in the bay. The ship which had 
left returned amid cheering from its crew, and they joined 
the pilgrimage to the beach. From their high perch, Jane and 
Elmo could not see what was going on in the tents, but the 
sounds of  singing and other merry-making carried clearly to 
them. The convoy of  rowboats trickled to a stop, and the 
last of  the men joined their fellows in the tents. 

"Come," she said before dark had completely set in. 
Cautiously, they moved through the trees to a point closer to 
the ships. Jane studied the extensions of  the Belgian colonial 
power carefully. They appeared quite secure in their posi-
tion. No sentries were posted. 

"What will we do now?" Elmo asked when they were 
standing on the ground at the edge of  the water. 

Jane lifted off  the rolled-up dress from where it had 
been slung over her shoulders by her make-shift cord. "I'm 
going to swim out to the ship to see if  I can find a way to 
send it down the coast. You wait here. One of  us is less 
likely to get caught than two." She handed him the dress. 

"The ship is not a place for wearing clothes?" he asked 
with surprise. 

She took a deep breath. "It is. Definitely so. However, 
if  I take it along, it will only get wet and make it more likely 
I will be discovered." 

He touched her shoulder. "You are scared, Jane. Go 
with God." 

She looked up at the dark shadow of  his face for a 
moment before pulling him close for a kiss. The torchlight 
from the sailors' shore party gleamed on the water as she 
walked out into it. She suspected that the eyes of  those on 
shore would be so dazzled they would not see her at this 
distance. When the water was up to her breasts, she began 
to swim gently. The gray side of  the nearest ship loomed in 
front of  her like a monstrous blot. She swam to the seaward 
side. Nothing presented itself  by which she might climb 
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aboard. She went to the stern and stopped to rest with a 
slippery grip on the rudder. The buildings were between her 
and the tents. 

Light shone on the water from the side of  the ship. 
Caution carried her forward slowly, her nerves steeled at any 
moment to turn and race for the darkness. The light was 
from lanterns set on a temporary boarding dock floating 
beside the ship. She stopped and treaded water, craning her 
neck to see anyone who might be on the deck above. Noth-
ing showed against the starry night sky. 

She swam to the dock and looked upward again. There 
was no change. The dock was connected with the decks by a 
narrow flight of  stairs. Lanterns were spaced along the 
stairs, lighting and exposing her path. She pulled herself  out 
to sit on the dock and quickly crouched against the side of  
the ship. The only sounds from nearby were of  the waves 
tickling the ship. No one on the shore seemed to notice her. 
No one called out to her from this or the other ships. She 
scrambled up the stairs and ducked down in the darkness 
behind the steel gunwales. 

After several moments her breathing calmed, and she 
peeked at the shore. Other than a different song, the activi-
ties continued without a break. She breathed a hasty 'Thank 
God' and turned to survey the deck. It was crowded with 
obscure shapes covered by heavy tarpaulins. The only light 
aboard was forward and seemed to be coming from within a 
room of  some sort. She swallowed. Forward was the most 
likely direction to look for an order envelope. She stood and 
walked to the corner which blocked her view of  the light 
source. The hummed melody of  a French Christmas carol 
floated to her, and she froze with her back against the wall. 
It was a smooth baritone. 

Jane hurried as fast as a sidestep shuffle would allow 
back to midships and around another corner. For several 
moments, she stood breathing deeply. Skirting several 
shrouded shapes, she came to the far side of  the ship and 
peered down the rail. It was similar to the other side with a 
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clear path to the pools of  light where she could still faintly 
hear the man's humming. She sidled forward, ready at any 
instant to leap to the rail and dive. At the corner, she let one 
eye barely slip into position to view the lighted room, rea-
soning that the occupant would most likely be watching his 
fellows on the shore. 

She was correct. A single man with his back to her was 
sitting on a stool beside a high table and looking toward his 
mates on the shore. The door in front of  her and the one 
which she had first approached and all of  the windows were 
open. She had found the pilot house. There was the sound 
of  a brass band from the distant party, and the man stepped 
outside to watch and listen from the rail. Jane's eyes were 
riveted to the table he had abandoned. Beside the map he 
had been studying was a large, blue envelope with an official 
looking paper lying half  across it. 

The man lit a cigarette, and Jane glanced at the lanterns 
in the room. If  she were careful, she ought to be able to 
reach the envelope without letting her shadow fall out where 
he would see it. Between puffs, she could hear him hum-
ming along with the floating music. She stepped into the 
light and paused. He did not turn. She moved lightly into 
the room to the table behind him and looked at the paper 
on the envelope. Across the top was written in bold capitals 
'ORDERS OF THE DAY.' That and the message beneath 
were in French. 

She glanced at the man leaning on the rail not five feet 
from her through the open window and gingerly picked up 
the paper. It was written in a tight hand much like one she 
had learned in Baltimore. The ship was being ordered to the 
south the following day. At the bottom 'Acknowledged by 
Lt. Paul D'Arnot' was written with a bolder stroke. Jane 
glanced up again but the man had not moved. She looked at 
the map; it appeared he had been plotting their course. It 
ended at a point marked with a 'T.' The letters were at inter-
vals along the coast. Much farther south was an 'F,' perhaps 
far enough that it would be beyond the cottage. 
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Keep your back turned, Lieutenant Paul D'Arnot, she 
thought as she looked at him again. 

"Who's there?" the man demanded. 
Jane dropped the orders as she drew in a quick gasp. 

He was not looking at her. She heard his footsteps receding 
as he moved in the direction of  the boarding dock. Quickly 
she retrieved the order sheet from the floor and replaced it 
on top of  the blue envelope. She picked up a pen from the 
table and dipped it into the open inkwell. With scrupulous 
exactness, she added a single stroke to the orders so that the 
ship was commanded to proceed along the coast to Point F. 
She dropped the pen back in its place, and, without a back-
ward glance, hurried from the room through the door by 
which she had entered. On tiptoe she ran to midships and 
crouched beside a tarp covered mass. The man was peering 
down the stairs and seemed little concerned by what he saw. 
If  she dived over the other side now, he would certainly hear 
her and probably investigate. 

A half  dozen sailors came aboard and announced 
through an inebriated haze that they were going to swim. 
The lieutenant attempted to reason with them, but they 
would have none of  it. They shed their uniforms quickly 
and jumped over the side. The lieutenant was standing alone 
on the deck again before Jane remembered she should not 
have watched the men disrobe. She heard them splashing in 
the water and realized the muffling it would give to her own 
splash. She hurried to where she would not be seen and 
jumped. Just as she was going over, she saw the man come 
around the corner from midships. 

Jane swam underwater as far as she could. There was 
no sound of  pursuit when she came up for air. The sailors 
were still splashing beside the ship. She could see the lieu-
tenant standing on the deck, but he was looking in the direc-
tion of  the sea rather than toward her. She swam with a 
quiet stroke toward the shore. 

Aboard the ship, the young lieutenant stared down into 
the darkness for several moments. No movement or sound 
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reached him. With a shake of  his head, he decided he had 
seen one of  the sailors jump over the side and only imag-
ined it to be a woman. He went back to his work in the pilot 
house. After finishing the course plotting, he reread the or-
ders and frowned. Quite clearly the ship was ordered to go 
as far as Point F. It was several months since they had pa-
trolled that deserted stretch of  coast. He asked himself  how 
he could have made such a mistake and set about redoing 
his work. 

Elmo was waiting for Jane when she came out of  the 
water. They hurried through the jungle on foot to the beach 
beside the ocean and walked for some way before stopping 
to make a little platform of  branches and leaves on which to 
sleep. Jane hesitated before lying down, but Elmo had been 
a complete gentleman in all his actions thus far. She kissed 
his shoulder before turning to lie with her back just touch-
ing his. The symphony of  jungle sounds underscored by the 
gentle tempo of  the ocean waves against the shore made a 
lullaby to ease their slumber. 

Jane felt the slow rhythm of  his breathing as his back 
touched hers and knew he was asleep. She usually entered 
the land of  dreams quite quickly. Far into the night she was 
still awake. This was the first time she had lain so close to a 
man. 

  
  
Sunday the 14th of  February, 1909 
I suppose that I shall always marvel at how remarkably much 

better life seems after a good night's sleep. This morning, I awoke feel-
ing much as I expect to feel on the morning after my wedding, though 
we had done nothing which might be termed a consummation. No, I 
had simply slept in perfect safety and complete peace beside a naked 
savage. If  Heaven does not include experiences such as that, it is not so 
perfect as it might be. 

Elmo was gone when Jane awoke the next morning. 
The sun was already well up into the sky, and the jungle was 
alive with the fullness of  its daily cycle of  activities. Jane 
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smiled as she stretched the sleep out. Later she would be 
surprised at how refreshed she was. Now she only enjoyed 
the morning. She was not particularly concerned by Elmo's 
absence. She assumed he would return soon and, if  he did 
not, she could follow the shore back to the cottage. After 
watching the antics of  a bright flock of  parrots in a 
neighboring tree, she made her way to the edge of  the trees 
by the ocean and, when she could see no ship on the breast 
of  the waves, climbed high for a better vantage. Still no sail-
ing vessel was visible, other than a distant speck far out 
which may or may not have been a ship. Jane frowned. 
Could the ship have sailed past them in the night? She went 
back down to a lower branch and sat pondering the strange 
situation. 

Elmo came up behind her silently. "Bonjour, Made-
moiselle Porter." 

Jane yelped and almost jumped off  the branch where 
she was standing. "Oh, you startled me. Bonjour." 

"I am sorry," he said simply and brought from his 
quiver several small fruits wrapped in a leaf. "As far as I 
went, there are no towns of  your people beyond the ships 
we saw." He pointed over his shoulder northward. 

She smiled. "Thank you for looking. I would simply 
have gone on back, since we mustn't let anyone know that I 
am capable of  anything more than the womanly wiles of  
screaming and fainting. We must hurry back to be there be-
fore the ship arrives." 

Elmo studied her face as she ate of  the fruit. "The 
people in the books have reasons for their actions. Why did 
you come to my cottage?" 

"I've told you about the explosion on our or rather Mr. 
Clayton's ship. What more do you wish to know?" 

"Why were you on the ship? I want to know your heart 
and soul, Jane." His voice was soft and serious. 

Jane was silent for a few moments. "My father has a 
great desire to study the religions of  the people who live in 
these lands. I simply came with him. Um," she paused, 
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searching for the proper words, "do you know the meaning 
of  'heart and soul'?" 

"Mais oui," he said proudly. "It is why you do what you 
do. For the animals of  the jungle, it is hunger or safety. For 
me, it is those and wanting to learn. For you, it is wanting to 
be with your father." 

Jane sighed. For me, it is wanting to love and be loved, 
she said to herself. 

"What is 'religion?'" he asked. "The books in the cot-
tage do not always speak clearly about this." 

Jane had to think about that for a while. "Religion is 
what we believe," she said finally. "It is the ultimate reason 
we do what we do. I do not know how to say it better." 

He was silent for some time. "If  you cannot say it, it 
cannot be said. Is it not so?" 

"No. Many people speak much better than I." 
"There is much to learn," Elmo said after a bit. 
The return trip to the cottage was rather uneventful. 

Jane found herself  to be almost flowing through the trees 
like an elemental spirit. She was well aware that Elmo was 
much more proficient in this means of  travel, but she no 
longer had to follow directly behind him and seldom found 
herself  in a spot such that she had to wait for his advice in 
order to proceed. It was her suggestion that they swim the 
river near where it mixed with the ocean, and they saw noth-
ing of  any crocodiles. 

It was not yet mid-afternoon when they arrived back at 
the edge of  the clearing and stood side by side on a high 
branch. The little cottage sat in quiet solidity as a continuing 
tribute to the skill and ingenuity of  the man who had built it 
so many years ago and who now lay buried beside it. The 
professor, with a large leaf  over his head as an improvised 
hat, was stirring a pot over a small fire in front of  the cot-
tage while he read from a book. Esmeralda came from the 
cottage while they watched and looked into the pot before 
walking toward the bay with a bucket. The professor kept 
stirring without seeming to notice. 
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"It is so peaceful," Jane whispered in English. 
"What did you say?" Elmo asked in French. 
She looked at him quickly and smiled. "It is nothing." 

She touched his shoulder ever so lightly. "I suppose we 
ought to go find out how the men are doing, but first I 
would like to speak with Father and Esmeralda. Will you 
come down with me?" 

He nodded gravely. "Yes, Jane." 
She smiled and pointed toward the bay. "Let's go down 

over there and put our clothes on." 
Esmeralda was lifting a bucketful of  water from the lit-

tle stream when Jane dropped to the sand. Esmeralda let out 
a little yelp of  surprise and almost dropped the bucket. 
"Glory be, honey chile. You's gonna be the death o' me yet." 
She wrapped Jane in a tight hug and looked at Elmo. "It 
may be alright for you two to run 'roun' like Adam an' Eve 
on a Sunday when they's nobody else 'roun', but right now 
you gotta get yo'se'f  all drested up, so's you be ready when 
the other menfolks gets here." 

"I'm glad to see you, too." Jane pushed free of  the hug 
and began undoing her dress to put it on. "Has anything 
happened here while we were gone?" 

"Jus' waitin.' The perfesser been all wrapped up in 
them books, an' I been jus' tryin' t' keep busy. Ain't seen 
nothin' o' the men." Esmeralda took the dress from Jane 
and unrolled it quickly. "Glory be, chile! Has you been tryin' 
purposeful to ruin yo' dress?" She continued shaking her 
head and clucking as she helped Jane into the garment. 

"Jane," Elmo said. "Will you teach me now the sounds 
of  the English words?" He had put his loincloth on. 

Jane had turned her back to Esmeralda to have her 
buttons fastened. "Yes, of  course. Esmeralda, will you ask 
Father to join us here, please?" 

"Yes'm," she said after fastening the last button. She 
took the bucket of  water and the severed sleeve from Jane's 
dress with her. 

Jane knelt on the sand and smiled at Elmo. "What 
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would you like to say?" she wrote and said at the same time. 
He repeated the words, then wrote, 'I love you.' 
After staring at the three little words for a moment, she 

rubbed them out and spoke in French. "Let's start with 
something else." 

'How do you say that in English?' he wrote. 
She wrote out the words for him and spoke the words 

as well. "Thank you for being so gentlemanly," she wrote 
and said. "You are a tribute to all that is noble in a man." 

He smiled at her and spoke in English with her accent. 
"Thank you, Jane Porter." He wrote in the sand, 'These 
sounds are different than French.' 

"Yes. I like French better, but I was born in an English-
speaking country." 

"Why do you write in your book in French?" 
She frowned. "My book?" She remembered that this 

was a language lesson and wrote in the sand, speaking the 
words as she did so. "How do you know what I have written 
in my diary?" 

He wrote and repeated the words as she spoke them. 
"I took it when you first came to the cottage and did not yet 
know who I am. Did you not read my message?" 

"Of  course! I had forgotten about that." She returned 
to his earlier question. "I started writing it in French long 
ago when I thought it would keep others from reading it. I 
was mistaken, but I have continued with the French." 

The professor came trotting onto the sand and pulled 
Jane into an embrace when she stood. "I had begun to fear 
the worst. Some hours ago I had decided that you would 
not return until after Misters Clayton and Philander. A short 
time past my fears compounded into a dread that you would 
not return at all." 

Jane laughed. "Thank you, dear poppa, for your con-
cern. You can see that I am quite safe, and Esmeralda in-
forms me that the men have not yet returned." 

"That is most true and most fortunate." He turned to 
Elmo and extended his hand. "Sir! I stand again more 
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deeply in your debt. It is unlikely that I shall ever be able to 
repay you directly." 

Elmo squeezed his hand firmly and spoke slowly. "I do 
not know all of  those English sounds." 

The professor shook his head slowly. "You are a re-
markable man. I have some news that might clear up a mys-
tery, but let us hear your news first. Did you find any Euro-
peans?" 

Jane took both her father and Elmo by the hand. "Yes, 
and I had feared that they might arrive here before us." She 
gave a brief  account of  all that had happened to them over 
the past two days. "Now, what's this about a mystery?" 

The professor turned from Jane to stare at Elmo for 
several seconds. "I believe that you are John Clayton, the 
son of  John and Alice Clayton, Duke and Duchess of  Grey-
stoke whose bones we found in the cottage when we ar-
rived." 

"But, Father," Jane said, "didn't we decide that is im-
possible? I want to believe you, but we did bury three sets 
of  bones." 

"Yo' poppa's right, honey chile," Esmeralda said. "He 
done dug up them baby bones, an' that ol' head bone ain't 
from no human baby." 

Elmo was looking quietly and calmly from Jane to Es-
meralda to the professor. "I am Bare Skin of  the Apes," he 
declared simply. 

"Yes," the professor said with a nod, "that is quite be-
yond denial and is quite amazing in itself. But, in addition, 
you are considerably more." 

"Father," Jane whispered, "if  he is the true son of  John 
and Alice Clayton, where does that leave poor Cecil?" 

The professor stared at her for a moment. "I do not 
know, but I suppose that it would be most kind not to tell 
Cecil of  our suspicions before we have more positive con-
firmation." 

I had been so certain that, after we had managed to 
bring the colonial authorities into our region, our troubles 
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would soon be ended. It is difficult to imagine how I might 
have been more mistaken, both as to what we had and had 
not managed and as to what still lay before us. 

  
  
Sunday the 14th of  February, 1909 
"Jane... Jane." The whispered words came through the 

back window of  the cottage. It was somewhat later in the 
afternoon, and Jane was asleep while her father was outside 
reading. Esmeralda was tending the pot simmering over the 
fire and working to reattach the sleeve to Jane's dress. "Jane 
Porter, wake up, please." The words were in French. 

Jane sat up suddenly in bed and looked all around the 
room. "Who said that?" 

"Bonjour, Jane," Elmo from the window. 
"Oh, bonjour, Monsieur Elmo." She hurried to the 

window and struggled to raise the heavy lattice-work struc-
ture which protected them from unwanted invasions when 
the shutters were open. "I did not expect you to return so 
quickly. How are Misters Clayton and Philander?" 

From his vantage on the ground, Elmo looked up at 
her with a frown. "I did not find them along the shore as far 
as you and I traveled before. I returned to ask what you 
want to do. May I ask a question?" 

"You didn't find them?" Jane asked. "Could you have 
missed them along the way?" 

Elmo tilted his head. "Perhaps. The jungle is large, and 
the ocean is larger. They were not on the shore." 

"Where could they be?" Jane half-sat on the window 
sill. "How far did you look?" 

"I went to the second river we crossed, the one where 
you made the explosion." He scratched behind one ear. "I 
did not think they would cross two rivers. I have never gone 
farther than that. May I ask a question?" 

"Certainly," Jane said, but her mind was obviously fo-
cused on the puzzle with which he had already presented 
her. 
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"Is the cottage not a place for the wearing of  cloth-
ing?" 

"What?" She looked down at him. "Oh. It is, but I was 
sleeping, and Esmeralda is attempting to mend my dress yet 
again." She took a deep breath and stood. "Come. Let us go 
and tell Father and Esmeralda what you found or rather 
what you didn't." 

In the front room of  the cottage, Jane peeked out of  
one of  the windows without exposing herself  in the full 
afternoon sunlight and said, "Esmeralda, may I have my 
dress, please?" 

"Yes, chile," Esmeralda said as she hurried to the 
porch. "I done jus' now finished fixin' that sleeve back on. 
I's 'fraid it ain't agonna las' too good." She carried the dress 
in through the cottage door and drew in a quick, surprised 
breath as she spied Elmo. 

Jane quickly signaled her to silence and took the dress 
from her hand. As she was putting it on, she said, "I shall 
make every attempt to have this repair job be the final one 
that is required before our rescuers arrive." 

Jane took Elmo by the hand and led him out onto the 
porch. The old man had stood when his daughter asked for 
her dress. "Father, Elmo has come with distressing news. He 
was unable to locate Misters Philander and Clayton along 
the beach." 

He frowned, looking from Jane to Elmo to Esmeralda. 
"Un-unable?" 

"Yes. He searched as far as the two of  us had gone be-
fore." She looked deeply into her father's eyes. "I want to 
search for them, too." 

"Lawd A'mighty, Miss Jane," Esmeralda said. "If'n this 
here wil'man cain't find 'em, how you 'spectin' to do it? You 
ain't sudd'ly become no 'coon houn'." 

Jane continued to search her father's face. "What you 
say is true, but you two have always taught me that two 
heads are better than one. Two searchers must also be bet-
ter. We cannot simply abandon them without some attempt 
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at reunion." 
The professor rubbed a hand over his face. "We have 

already made some attempt through the good offices of  our 
dear benefactor here. However, much as I desire rather to 
keep you here at the cottage, your point remains a valid one, 
and there does appear to have been some delay at best in the 
arrival of  the ship which you attempted to send this way last 
evening." He looked at Elmo. "Mr. Clayton, are you willing 
to search again in the company of  my daughter?" 

A puzzled frown slid onto Elmo's brow, and he jerked 
his head slightly to the side. "I am not Mr. Clayton. I am 
Bare Skin of  the Apes." 

"We needn't settle that issue now," Jane said with a gen-
tle squeeze of  his hand. "Will you go with me in search of  
Mr. Clayton and Mr. Philander?" 

"Yes, Jane. With you, I will always go anywhere." 
Jane drew a quick, deep breath and let it out slowly 

while she stared at him for a long moment. 
"Miss Jane," Esmeralda said, breaking the enchantment 

of  the instant, "you be careful. Whatever done got Missah 
Clayton an' Missah Ph'lander could be jus' a'waitin' fo' a ten-
der morsel like you!" 

Jane smiled and looked at the floor of  the porch. "Es-
meralda! We don't know that they have been eaten." She 
turned her back. "I'm afraid I was a bit hasty in having you 
do up my buttons." 

Esmeralda began to undo what she had just done. 
"You knows I don' think you should oughta be doin' this." 

"Surely you don't want to leave them wandering in the 
wilderness?" 

"You knows what I mean!" 
"Yes, dear woman," the professor said, "we are cogni-

zant of  your intent and find ourselves in complete and un-
mitigated agreement. Though I and we all chafe under con-
straints we would never willingly choose, granted the situa-
tion in which we find ourselves, we cannot effectively argue 
against Jane's willingness to do all she can for everyone in 
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our group. And you, good sir," he turned to Elmo, "you 
needn't feel yourself  under obligation to accept my consid-
ered opinion of  your true identity, even though my daughter 
agrees with me. Only know this, that opinion has greatly 
eased my anxieties over allowing you to accompany her be-
yond the effective range of  her chaperonage." 

Elmo was frowning at him and studying his lips. "Say 
these words more slowly, please." 

"No." Jane stepped between them and spoke in 
French. "You are who you are and he is pleased." 

"An excellent summary," the professor said. 
Elmo bowed his head to the professor. "Thank you." 
Esmeralda touched Jane's arm. "You bes' be hurryin'. 

Ain't gonna be daylight forever." 
Jane nodded. "Father, do not despair if  we have not re-

turned before dark. We will come back when we have 
news." 

He turned away quickly in an attempt to hide the tears 
which were filling his eyes and cleared his throat. "Yes, Jane. 
Do be careful." 

Jane kissed him and Esmeralda. She and Elmo hurried 
away from the cottage and into the trees. She stopped on a 
broad branch in the middle canopy after only a short while 
and waited for Elmo to come back to her. "I fear we will 
most likely find there is a close connection between the dis-
appearance and those evil men." 

Elmo nodded. "Yes, Jane. Monsieurs Clayton and Phi-
lander would not know that they are evil. Are they fighters?" 

"I honestly do not know. Mr. Philander isn't, but Mr. 
Clayton probably knows the gentlemanly forms." 

"They will need more than that, if  Rokov has them," 
he said grimly. 

She looked at him quickly. "I am afraid that may be so. 
However, we do not know that Rokov has them. Are you 
certain that you did not miss them in your search?" 

"Certain, no. As I said, the world is large." 
"Quite large." She looked from him to the trees in the 
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direction they had been headed. "Would you be able to find 
me again if  we went in different directions?" 

"Yes, Jane, but why? We know which direction they 
went." 

"That is true. However, you can travel much faster 
when I am not holding you back. If  you were to search 
again along the coast, I could go more directly to the jungle 
hideaway. Perhaps we would reach there at nearly the same 
time." 

"It is a good plan," he said after a moment. 
Jane touched his arm lightly and forced a brave smile 

to her lips. "Go carefully." 
He brushed a stray wisp of  hair back behind her ear. 

"And you, Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore." He turned to-
ward the west and swung away gracefully. Elmo, of  course, 
seemed not the least bit fazed by his days of  traveling with 
Jane. The trees were his element, and he passed through 
them with the ease with which a scholar might pass through 
the pages of  a much-studied and well-beloved book. 

After watching until he was lost to her sight, Jane 
turned to the southeast. She knew that, even if  she did not 
find her way directly to the hideaway, she could not miss the 
river. She only hoped that she would be able to choose the 
proper direction to move along it. She pushed herself  hard 
all the way, taking only the shortest rests she could manage, 
knowing that, if  she were correct in her hunch about Cecil 
and Philander, every moment might be vital. 

High up in the trees, Jane could see that the sun was 
near setting when she came to her destination. Already the 
clearing was deep in shadow. Her suspicion had been cor-
rect. Cecil and Philander lay rope-bound on the deck of  
Rokov's little steamboat; both appeared to be bruised and 
bloodied, but it was difficult to tell from her height and in 
the uncertain light. Two native men and a European sat on 
the deck near them with rifles ready. Rokov cursed hotly in 
Russian and loaded supplies from a hut that had not been 
destroyed in the explosion onto the back of  the other native 
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man. A lone native woman—the only one anywhere to be 
seen—hauled wood aboard the steamboat and piled it in the 
stern. 

Jane went down as low as she thought safe without 
subjecting herself  unnecessarily to being spotted. As near as 
she could tell Cecil and Philander did not appear to be seri-
ously hurt. The steamboat was moored closer to the up-
stream edge of  the wall of  jungle, so Jane hurried to reach 
the other side. She paused abruptly near the back of  the 
clearing. Without being able to say how it was that she knew, 
something was different. Straining her ears and concentrat-
ing on the sounds of  the jungle rather than Rokov's still 
audible cursing, she identified women's voices below. 

Jane went down slowly until she was certain that it was 
the women with whom she had talked before and that they 
were hiding. She dropped down among the women from a 
low branch. One women squealed, and all scrambled away 
from Jane. 

Aileh was the first to recover. "Hello, White Lady. I 
thinking you never coming back." 

Jane smiled. "Hello, Aileh. I have returned." 
"Yes." Aileh nodded her head vigorously and peered 

around at the trees but not upwards. "Where being Forest 
Demon?" 

"He is coming," Jane said and sniffed at an odd scent. 
"Is one of  you hurt?" 

Aileh said something in a native tongue and gestured 
toward two women huddling behind the trunk of  a tree. 
They came forward cautiously, their eyes wide, fear of  Jane 
struggling with fear of  the jungle. One woman leaned on 
the other and put no weight on her leg around which several 
large leaves were tied with strands of  grass. "She being 
muchly sick. Being you, being you, what word? Being you 
healing making?" 

Jane looked at the grey pallor of  the woman's skin and 
shook her head slowly. "No. What happened?" 

"What?" 
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Jane pointed at the woman's leg. "How...?" 
"Big lion being muchly mad." Aileh touched Jane's 

arm. "Mans on boat, they being you friends?" 
"Yes, yes. I want to get them away from the evil men. 

Will you help?" 
Aileh stumbled back a step. "You having many friends. 

You making big noise again?" 
"I hope not." 
"What you doing then?" 
Jane frowned and counted hastily; eight unarmed 

women, including herself  and one who was seriously 
wounded against five men with rifles. "I don't know. We will 
have to wait until Elmo arrives. Aileh, will you help?" 

The native woman hesitated for a moment before an-
swering somewhat gingerly. "I helping." 

"And your friends?" Jane swung her arm around to in-
clude the other women. "Ask if  they will help." 

After a moment's chatter, Aileh turned back to Jane. 
"They saying no. They being muchly afraid of  bad mans." 

Jane drew a deep breath. "All right. I'm going back up." 
In a few moments, she was again looking down on the 

clearing, the steamboat, and her two bound friends. She 
couldn't walk up to the boat and ask Rokov and the others 
to turn their backs for a few minutes. Somehow it would be 
necessary to distract the attention of  the men guarding Cecil 
and Philander. Then, perhaps, Elmo would be able to rescue 
them from the boat. While he was leading them on the 
ground back to the cottage, she would be able to return eas-
ily and in good time through the trees. That assumed Elmo 
would arrive before Rokov and the steamboat departed. 
Cecil and Philander were lying on the deck near the bow of  
the boat; if  she and Aileh could set the woodpile in the 
stern afire, it might provide sufficient distraction. Jane 
frowned. No, she probably ought not ask the native woman 
to put herself  in danger like that. 

Jane paused in her study of  the scene below for a mo-
ment to survey the surrounding trees. Where was Elmo? 
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She had been afraid that he would arrive at the hideaway 
before she did. If  he did not come soon, Rokov would get 
away before they had a chance to do anything at all for Cecil 
and Philander. She scrutinized the scene below again. A fire 
in their wood supply would slow their departure perhaps 
even more surely than it would provide a sufficient distrac-
tion to rescue the men. It appeared that Rokov was nearly 
ready to leave. 

Jane raced down to the bank of  the river on the down-
stream side of  the clearing and peered through the under-
growth. She was about twenty five or thirty feet from the 
stern of  the boat. The ground was clear between there and 
the undergrowth, but she couldn't count on not being seen 
if  she ran. Tossing her dress over a branch, she stepped 
down into the water and knelt so that only her head was 
exposed. The current wasn't strong there. She watched and 
listened. Rokov was still cursing. She couldn't hear any of  
the others, and no one was visible. 

Keeping bent over nearly double, Jane scuttled with 
her hands and feet to the stern of  the boat. The low rise of  
the bank had been sufficient to hide her route. Hanging on 
to the boat as best she could, she made her way to the side 
away from the clearing. A rope on the gunwale provided a 
handhold. She pulled herself  up just enough to peer over 
the edge and dropped back again quickly. The native woman 
was bringing another load of  wood. She waited just a bit 
after the wood was dropped and looked again. All clear. She 
clambered aboard as smoothly and quietly as she could, 
keeping low. The stoking door for the boiler stood open 
with the ends of  several long pieces of  wood sticking out. 
Jane grabbed two burning brands and shoved them under 
the bottom of  the wood pile. Without waiting to see if  it 
would catch, she slid back into the water and swam quickly 
to where she had gotten in. 

In a matter of  moments, Jane was back up to a safe 
perch from which to watch unobserved. Little seemed to 
have changed. Had her little diversion failed? No. A thin 
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wisp of  smoke curled out of  the woodpile. She looked for 
Rokov. She could hear him, but where was he? Surely the 
shadows below weren't yet that thick. 

"Bonjour, Jane Porter," Elmo said close by her. "I have 
news." 

Jane gasped and nearly leapt from her branch. "Oh my 
God! Why do you do that to me?" 

"Do what?" he asked with a slight frown. 
"Never mind." She sighed and stroked his arm. "I'm 

glad you are here." 
Elmo touched her hand. "I am glad that you have 

helped me to know that a woman may be much more than 
what is in the books." 

She let herself  fall into his cool grey eyes for a long 
eternity which lasted only a few seconds. A parrot squawked 
behind them, and she turned again to Cecil and Philander. 
"I wish you wouldn't say things like that when I'm trying to 
think through a problem." 

"I apologize most deeply, Miss Jane Porter of  Balti-
more, if  I have offended you." 

"You haven't offended me. I only wish..." She sighed, 
shaking her head. "Misters Clayton and Philander are tied up 
there on the boat." She pointed. "I've set a fire in the wood 
at the back. See the smoke is becoming thicker. It may pro-
vide enough distraction that you can rescue our friends from 
the bow, if  you hurry to the other side of  the clearing." 

He nodded. "I will, but don't you want to hear my 
news?" 

"Oh!" Jane drew a deep breath. "Of  course I do. I'm 
sorry. I, uh, I let myself  get distracted. What is it?" 

"Another ship is approaching the mouth of  the river." 
"Another ship?!" She grabbed his shoulders. "Describe 

it to me. Was it one of  the colonial ships we saw?" 
He shook his head. "No. It is longer than this one and 

white. 'Lady Alice' is written on the side." 
"'Lady Alice'? That sounds British." Jane sighed and 

glanced at the clearing. Rokov had come out of  a hut and 
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spotted the smoke in the woodpile. He was shouting orders 
as he ran toward the boat. "Let's go find out about the other 
ship." 

"You do not wish to free your friends from this ship 
first?" 

Jane shook her head uncertainly. "The other ship might 
be our salvation and will almost without doubt have a better 
chance of  freeing them." As she turned away, she whis-
pered, "I hope." 

Before they left, Jane went down and told Aileh they 
were going. She and Elmo made their way through the trees, 
following the course of  the river. 

Traveling through the jungle at night is a strange ex-
perience. Though I knew we were far above the ground, I 
could see only a little way, up, down, to either side, ahead, or 
behind. I had become rather adept at finding my way in the 
daylight, but in the darkness, even more so than on the first 
day on which I had attempted this mode of  travel, I was 
entirely dependent upon following Elmo's lead. Fortunately, 
he is a superb leader, and I am entirely willing to follow him 
anywhere he will take me. Does he appreciate this depth of  
devotion to him which I am discovering? What shall I do 
about the similar depth which he seems to have discovered 
for me? 

  
  
Sunday the 14th of  February, 1909 
The sound of  the ocean already breathed over and 

through the dark jungle when Elmo stopped on a high 
branch, and Jane came to stand beside him. "The ship is 
ahead." 

Jane looked quickly. The thickness of  the jungle sur-
rounded them, but the gentle murmur of  the ocean could 
be heard amid the sounds of  the night. "Where?" 

He pointed on down the river. 
Jane moved ahead cautiously with Elmo close behind. 

The curtain of  foliage gradually opened to her progress, and 
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she slowed her aproach even more. At the edge of  the trees 
by the mouth of  the river she stopped on a high branch. In 
the dim starlight below, riding calmly on the slight swell 
where the river water mixed with the water of  the ocean, 
there sat a sleek, white luxury yacht, nearly all of  its lights 
out. Jane leaned against another branch and began to cry. 

Elmo touched her shoulder lightly. "Jane?" 
She shook her head slowly. "Nothing," she said be-

tween gentle sobs, "it is only that I'm so tired. I simply wish 
to return to the cottage and my bed. Now, I must go down 
and find out who they are. They might even take us away 
from here, but all I want to do is sleep." 

He stroked her back. "Do you want me to go to 
them?" 

"No." She laid her hand on his upper arm. "I might 
have to speak something other than English or French." She 
rubbed the heels of  her hands roughly over her eyes. "I will 
be alright. Let's go down." 

In a few moments, Jane waded into the shadowed wa-
ter of  the river pushing a short, hollowed log on which her 
dress lay rolled up. When the water was up to her breasts, 
she began to swim slowly with the current of  the river, her 
head barely peeking over the log. She was close to the an-
chor chain when she saw a sailor on watch leaning against 
the deck rail. She eased the log toward the shadow on the 
other side of  the yacht. She noted the name 'Lady Alice' and 
wondered idly if  it might be named for the former Lady 
Greystoke. She brushed a hand against the side of  the yacht 
and made her way to the stern where she found a small lad-
der. She was about to pull herself  out of  the water when she 
heard a man's voice. 

"The stars are certainly beautiful." The words were 
English, but the accent was primarily French. 

"Mmm," a woman's voice murmured in response. 
"I suspect they are unaware of  their good fortune." 

There was a long pause. "Their good fortune is that your 
beauty is covered by the darkness. Otherwise they should 
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pale into common drabbery." Another pause. "Ah, you 
Americans! You are so humble and so cold. You drive me 
mad ignoring the deepest yearnings of  my heart!" Again the 
unresponsive silence. Jane knew she should not be eaves-
dropping on this speech, but an oddly insincere note in the 
man's voice kept her there. 

"Ah, my tormenting beauty!" he went on. "Were I able, 
I would set your night-black hair with diamonds thicker than 
the stars! I would place emeralds and sapphires around your 
neck and fingers. I would have gowns made for you from 
the richest silks of  the Orient and sown with the petals of  
the rarest, most precious flowers of  the jungle. And still the 
simple, unadorned beauty of  your face would far outshine 
all my most Herculean efforts." 

Jane reached out quickly and pulled the log with her 
dress back to the side of  the boat. The current from the 
river was a gentle but persistent pull toward the ocean. 
Much as she disliked what she had heard of  the unseen 
man's unctuous flattery, she suspected that, if  it were persis-
tent, it would exert a similar pull toward the depths. "Or the 
rocks," she whispered so softly that even an angel might not 
have heard her. 

"Alas, cruel fate," the man went on, "how long must I 
endure? For nearly a month I have been in agony both 
awake and asleep. Your angelic beauty has become my every 
dream! The vision of  your grace has out shown my every 
waking sight so that I stumble about like a mad idiot and 
surely you must think me a complete fool! When, when, 
when? How long must I endure this infernal agony before 
you will speak the love which I know you feel for me?" 

A woman cleared her throat softly. "Sir, if  it is all the 
same to you, I should prefer to be alone." Jane stifled a gasp; 
it was the voice of  Hazel Strong! 

"My dearest Hazel, you know that I will gladly bear this 
or any other terrible wound you choose to inflict upon me. 
Your slightest whim is my unwavering command. If  you 
wish to be alone, you have only to ask it." 
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"Thank you. I do so appreciate sensitivity in a man." 
A chair scraped on the wooden deck and hard heels 

clicked. "Until the morning, then." 
"Yes," Hazel replied, "I suppose. Until the morning." 
The heels clicked away on the deck. Jane forced herself  

to wait a few moments longer. There was no doubt in her 
mind that Hazel had somehow come to this same part of  
the coast of  Africa, but how and why? She pulled herself  
slowly from the water and clung to the ladder, listening in-
tently for the sounds of  anyone else who might be on the 
deck. When she heard nothing, she raised her head cau-
tiously above the railing. Hazel was standing at the siderail 
looking northward. 

"Hazel!" Jane called in a loud whisper. "Hazel!" 
Hazel turned toward the front of  the yacht. 
Jane stood up on the ladder. "Hazel!" 
Hazel turned toward her and peered intently through 

the starlit darkness. "Who are you?" she asked in full voice. 
"What do you want?" 

Oh, that question stabbed into Jane's heart. "Shhh! It's 
Jane Porter," she whispered. 

"Jane!?" She scurried across the deck and stopped a 
couple of  steps away. "Jane, is it truly you?" 

Jane reached out to embrace her dear friend. "Truly!" 
For several moments both succumbed to quiet sobs. 

"But, Jane, you're naked!" 
She sighed softly. "We both were the last time we 

talked in Baltimore before you left for South Africa." 
"But that was in my bathtub!" 
"My dress. . ." Jane pointed at the bottom of  the lad-

der. "Oh, dear. Just a moment." She lowered herself  again 
into the water and swam out about ten feet to retrieve the 
log which had been drifting away with the breeze and the 
current. 

She brought the log back to the yacht and let it drift 
away after tossing her dress onto the deck. When she came 
aboard, Hazel hugged her again. Now that they stood on 
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the same level, she was several inches shorter than Jane. 
"Oh, Jane! My prayers have been answered! Get yourself  
dressed, and I shall shout the wonderful news to the whole 
ship." 

"No!" Jane put a hand to Hazel's mouth. "No one 
must know that I have been here!" 

"But, Jane, we've been searching for you, and now 
you're found." 

"Searching for me? Surely you haven't combed the en-
tire coast of  Africa and come here this very night!" 

Hazel rubbed Jane's arm as if  to determine if  she were 
in fact real and not a phantasm. "There was no need to 
search the entire coast, you silly girl! Have you so quickly 
forgotten the letters you sent to me in Capetown? Your Ce-
cil Clayton was wiring ahead, too, whenever you were in a 
port with a telegraph, and when we did not hear again after 
Monrovia, we most definitely began to worry. It's positively 
unfair not to allow yourself  to be found." 

"Oh, I pray, I beg to be found, but not here." She 
glanced around the deck. "I promised Father that it would 
remain a solemnly kept secret that I have not stayed at the 
cottage, and I wish to keep it so." 

"Cottage? You've built yourselves a cottage?" 
"No. We found the one built by Mr. Clayton's uncle." 

Jane sighed. "By the way, how is it that you're acquainted 
with Mr. Clayton? You never mentioned him before you left, 
and he hasn't given any indication that he knows you when 
I've mentioned you." 

"We're not acquainted. This yacht belongs to his good 
friend, Benjamin Rutherford, Baron Tennington. Bunny was 
waiting for him in Capetown. That, of  course, is where he 
and I became acquainted." 

"Bunny?" 
Hazel glanced to the side for a moment. "I suppose I 

ought to say His Grace, Lord Tennington." 
"Were you talking with him before I came aboard?" 
"No, that was Monsieur Thuran." 
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"Monsieur Thuran? How many men do you have 
courting you?" 

"Only one and the wrong one, at that." She touched 
her friend's arm. "Jane, what happened to your ship?" 

"It was lost in an explosion. Only five of  us survived." 
"Oh, dear! It's as I feared. Won't you come to my 

cabin? We can talk and won't have to worry about someone 
seeing you. I'm sure you would like the bathtub I have all to 
myself." 

Jane fought back tears. "Oh, I would love to, and I 
promise that, when you come for us tomorrow, I'll crawl in 
the tub and not come out until we've told each other abso-
lutely every detail. But not tonight. I must get back and 
sleep." 

"You could use my bed." 
"Don't tempt me." 
"All right, Jane. Is your cottage truly so close that we 

may reach it tomorrow?" 
"Quite easily. You must begin to watch closely for a 

small, secluded bay. The cottage is in a clearing behind the 
bay. Either Father or Esmeralda or I will be on the beach to 
signal you. If  you come to a large river, you've gone too far 
and must come back." 

"So that dear woman is still with you!" 
"Esmeralda? Oh, yes. I don't know how I would live 

without her. Esmeralda, my father, Mr. Philander, and Mr. 
Clayton. Until just yesterday, we were all safely together if  
not entirely healthy." 

"What happened yesterday?" 
Jane sighed. "Many things, not all of  which I know the 

details for certain. I attempted to bring the colonial authori-
ties to our cottage, but it seems that my attempt failed. Mis-
ters Clayton and Philander had also gone in search of  res-
cue. They've been captured by an evil Russian named Ro-
kov." 

Hazel turned half-away from Jane. "Russian! That's the 
odd element in Monsieur Thuran's accent!" 
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"It is!" Jane said, touching Hazel's arm. "I noticed it, 
too." 

"As much as he has protested his undying affection for 
me, his words have never rung entirely true." She turned 
back to Jane. "He only discovered that deep and heartfelt 
emotion after he learned of  my mother's wealth." 

"Is she here, too?" 
"Yes. We're all so close, and you won't let the fact be 

known. I tell you, Jane, it IS unfair." 
"I suppose so," Jane said with a sigh. She brought the 

locket which Elmo had given her to her lips. "Promise me 
that you'll bring the yacht to our bay and not tell." 

"Jane Porter, you are positively exasperating," Hazel 
said, "but I promise. I am afraid I will have to argue closely 
to get Bunny to take us past a river. He has wanted to ex-
plore every one we could navigate. We are only anchored 
here because it was too dark to venture upriver. It will be a 
sad greeting when we do come. Our host aboard this yacht 
bears the news that Cecil Clayton's father has died. Your 
Cecil is now the Duke of  Greystoke." 

"Perhaps." 
"Perhaps? Do you mean because he is in the grips of  

this Russian?" 
"Partly. With Rokov, I would not discount any evil pos-

sibility." 
"Yes, I have known others of  that type. But that is not 

all you mean?" 
"No." Jane searched for words but found no simple 

way to tell her best friend of  the man waiting on the shore. 
"Oh, Hazel! I promise to tell you everything when we're 
openly reunited." She took a step backward. 

Hazel clasped her hand. "Jane, must you go? Could you 
not stay and simply lead us to the others?" 

In the dark, Jane studied the pale dimness of  her 
friend's face framed by black hair and remembered the de-
tails from other occasions when the light had been better. "I 
cannot. Father and Esmeralda will both be frantic if  I do 
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not return tonight. Esmeralda is probably already convinced 
that I have been eaten by some dreadful carnivore. Tomor-
row isn't so far away and then we may talk to our hearts' 
content. For now, I simply must go." 

"Yes, Jane. Go with God." 
"And you, dear Hazel." 
She stepped to the ladder and again slung over her 

shoulders the dress which, in the dark with her best friend, 
she had not bothered to put on. She lowered herself  into 
the water and waved to Hazel's silhouette before swimming 
quietly for the shore. 

Elmo was waiting for her on the sand. She stopped a 
couple of  steps from him and stared at the spot where she 
knew his face was. She did not need to see him, his features 
were so deeply etched in her memory. After a few moments, 
she sighed. "My best friend and one of  Monsieur Clayton's 
good friends are on the boat. They have been searching for 
us. Tomorrow they will come to the cottage and take us 
away from here." 

"Jane, I do not want you to go!" 
"I know." She clasped her hand around his locket. "I, I 

wish it were possible for me to stay in the jungle with you, 
but I cannot. I cannot live always like this." 

Very slowly, Elmo looked from Jane out to the yacht. 
"I will... try to understand." 

She moved closer and stroked his arm. "Thank you. 
Oh, thank you so very much for all that you've done for me 
and for us, for being so true and noble. No one could ever 
ask for a greater gift." She glanced up at the stars. "For now, 
let us return to the cottage and rest before they come for 
us." 

"No," he said almost too quietly to be heard between 
the noise of  the jungle and the wash of  the waves against 
the sand. 

"What?" 
He turned half-away from her. "You go on. I must 

think. I will, I will watch the boat so that they do not miss 
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the cottage." 
For a long while Jane watched his silhouette and stud-

ied her own soul. At last she tore herself  from his presence 
and ran far down the beach, telling herself  that the tears 
were from her running. They were not. 

Where are you, my dearly beloved friends? 
  
  
Monday the 15th of  February, 1909 
Though it was still dark, the night was far spent by the 

time Jane found her way to the cottage. She went up the 
path without bothering to don her dress. She tried to let 
herself  quietly into the cottage, but to no avail. 

"Who's there?" her father asked immediately. Esmer-
alda was snoring loudly in the back room. 

"Hush, poppa. It is only I." She pushed the door 
closed and leaned against it. "I have a strange mix of  news. 
We saw Misters Clayton and Philander; that evil Rokov has 
them captive. Mr. Clayton's father has died, and we will be 
rescued tomorrow more certainly than before." 

"We will?" There was a rustling in the darkness as the 
old man shifted on his bed of  plants. "Jane, tell me please 
that I am not in the throes of  a somnolent delusion!" 

Jane moved carefully to sit on the floor beside his bed. 
"You are not dreaming. We will be rescued in only a few 
hours." 

"How?" He spoke at once more quietly and with more 
intensity. "How can you speak with such prophetic assur-
ance? Did you speak this time with the colonial guard?" 

"No. I have just come from speaking with Hazel 
Strong." She put her still rolled-up dress on the floor, then 
reached out her hand to find his shoulder and stroke it gen-
tly. "She's on a boat a little way down the coast. They've 
come in search of  us." 

He clasped her hand. "Oh, Jane! My most silently 
treasured orison of  hope has been answered! But tell me, 
how did you chance to speak with Miss Strong, and how 
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does she chance to be on a boat searching for us?" 
"The boat was anchored at the end of  the river where 

we saw Misters Clayton and Philander. It belongs to a good 
friend of  Mr. Clayton's whom she met in South Africa." 

"Why did you not stay with them to act as guide when 
they come for us?" 

Jane drew her knees up to her chest and wrapped her 
arms around them. "I remembered my promise to you. Ha-
zel was the only one on the boat to see me, and she is sworn 
to my secret." 

"Oh, this is marvelous indeed! We ought to wake Es-
meralda to give her the good news, too." 

Jane sighed. "I suppose so." 
"Jane?" the professor asked softly. "What is it, Jane?" 
"Father, you forget that my news was not all good." 
"Yes, well, after we are rescued from this forsaken 

shore, we will certainly be able to bring the authorities in to 
help us with our other problems. Misters Philander and 
Clayton will not long stay in the clutches of  Monsieur Ro-
kov." 

Jane remained silent. 
"Is it the question of  marriage that continues to hold 

your tongue?" 
"Yes," she whispered. 
"It would seem most advisable to leave that question 

aside for the time being. Unless there has been some new 
development of  which you have not advised me, Mr. Clay-
ton has only indicated that he will ask your hand in mar-
riage. He certainly has not yet come to me, though I believe 
his intent is firmer every day. Let the day's worries be suffi-
cient unto themselves. We do not yet know how this tangled 
affair will end." 

"Poppa," Jane said after a bit. 
"Yes?" 
"Elmo did not return with me to the cottage." 
"Yes?" 
"After I came to shore from talking with Hazel, I told 
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him that they would be coming for us tomorrow. He," she 
cleared her throat, "he refused to return with me. He said 
that he needed to think. I'm afraid I will never see him 
again. I don't know if  I can live with that." 

"And Mr. Clayton?" 
Jane took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "And Mr. 

Clayton." Esmeralda moaned, the bed creaked, and she 
stopped snoring. "Mr. Clayton." Her voice floated away as if  
taken captive by the freezing wind of  a prairie blizzard. 
"Until today, I supposed that I loved Mr. Clayton and Elmo 
almost equally. I continue to care deeply for Mr. Clayton, 
but my heart will not break if  I should never chance to see 
him again. Is that callous of  me?" 

"I am no expert in the ways of  love, but I think not. It 
sounds as if  he were a bit tardy in pressing his suit, and your 
heart has been won by another." 

"Yes," Jane said slowly. "Won by another who is the 
most peculiar combination of  utterly uncivilized savage and 
thoroughly sophisticated gentleman. Though I have re-
strained him, he has shown complete willingness to commit 
cold-blooded murder in the name of  justice. And yet, when 
I have been in the most vulnerable of  circumstances, he has 
been entirely devoted to my safety, comfort, and well-being, 
not to mention the most chivalrous preservation of  my 
every maidenly virtue." 

"Is there any possibility that your wildman might go 
with us when we are rescued?" 

"I have spoken of  that with him." There was a long 
pause. 

"And his response?" 
"He finds the ways of  civilization of  which he has read 

in these books to be repulsive. I suspect that a first-hand 
experience of  them would be worse than simply reading 
about them." 

"And how do you find the ways of  the jungle?" 
"Not repulsive for the most part and yet, to live as an 

animal for the rest of  my days... I am not the woman Elmo 
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believes me to be. Though I have learned to pass with him 
through the trees, the ways of  the jungle are not my ways. 
Doubtless I should meet with an early demise, were I to, to 
live like this for long." She pushed herself  suddenly to her 
feet. "For now, I must sleep or the lack shall be my demise." 

Jane was alone in the cabin when she awoke. For sev-
eral minutes, she lay on the bed with her eyes closed and 
simply listened to the jungle noises, letting them fill her with 
their own savage peace. Finally, she sat up and stretched. 
The window was open in the back wall of  the cottage, and 
the angle of  the sunlight told her that it was near midday. 
She went to the window to scan the surrounding jungle. She 
could not see Elmo, but wasn't certain that she would be 
able to, even if  he were watching from a tree at the edge of  
the clearing. 

It took a couple of  moments for her eyes to readjust to 
the dimness of  the cottage's interior. The door of  the ar-
moire was open, and her dress was hanging inside. Esmer-
alda had washed it while Jane slept and had managed to 
eliminate most of  its wrinkles. Jane smiled, remembering 
times back in Baltimore when, in order to avoid last minute 
wrinkles or stains, she had waited to don her dress until her 
escort rang the front bell. Unless she were willing to stay in 
the cottage until the yacht arrived, she wouldn't be able to 
do that now without a much better argument than wrinkles 
to give to her father. She found her father and Esmeralda 
sitting in what remained of  the shade at the edge of  the 
sand near the stack of  driftwood which waited on the beach 
to serve as a beacon. 

"Why, good day to you, Jane," the professor said as he 
struggled to his feet. "I trust that you had a sound and rest-
ful sleep." 

"Yes, Father. Thank you." Jane wrapped him in a gentle 
hug. "I hope that my late arrival didn't unduly disrupt your 
night's rest." 

"Not at all! In all actuality, I slept much better knowing 
that you were safely returned." 
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Jane turned to Esmeralda, still holding her father's 
hands. "You needn't get up. Thank you very much for the 
way you cared for my dress while I was asleep. I should not 
be ashamed now to wear it among the highest social elite of  
Baltimore." 

"Why, Miss Jane, that dress way too short fo' a 'spect-
able lady, an' you know's it." 

Jane nodded with a smile. "I trust that Father has 
shared all of  my news of  yesterday and last night with you." 

"Yes'm, Miss Jane. He sho 'nuff  did." She patted the 
sand beside where she sat. "You set yo'se'f  down here outa 
that ferocious-some sun. The Devil his own se'f  would get 
all burnt up in this awfulsome heat." 

Jane smiled. "I'm certain there is a great deal of  truth 
in that." She turned to look southward along the coast, 
shading her eyes with one hand. As far as she could see, 
there was nothing but ocean, beach, and jungle. Jane 
frowned. "There must be some difficulty aboard the yacht. 
Surely they could easily have come this far by now." 

Esmeralda was climbing to her feet. "Lemme do yo' 
buttons." She took Jane by the shoulders and turned her 
back around. 

"Wait a moment, please," Jane said over her shoulder. 
"Poppa." She looked from his face to the sand at their feet 
and back to his face. "Would you strongly object were I to 
go up into the trees for a better perspective from which to 
see the yacht?" She knew that, if  Elmo were anywhere 
nearby, he would come to her as soon as she went into the 
trees. 

The professor looked down at her hand which he still 
held in his. "I had hoped and I continue to hope that you 
will no longer have any need for that sort of  behavior. 
However," he looked into her eyes, "however, much like the 
Jerusalem exiles sojourning in Babylon, I am frustrated with 
the waiting and the wondering at when our deliverer shall 
appear. We have no Ezekiel to give us visionary reports of  
what transpires afar. If  there is any chance that your ventur-
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ing again into the trees will bring us tidings of  the relative 
immanence of  our salvation, I shall not hinder you." 

Jane smiled. "Thank you." She kissed him on the cheek 
and turned to Esmeralda to lightly rub her arm. "I will re-
turn soon." 

The black woman nodded with a sigh. "What you 
gonna do this time? Tie yo' dress all up in a knot or leave it 
layin' in a heap on the sand?" 

"Ah, Esmeralda! This primitive sojourn has caused all 
of  us to do and tolerate things we never would have other-
wise." Jane glanced at her father, and he looked out toward 
the horizon. "I'm certain that I will be able to see anyone 
coming in time to return to you and be dressed properly to 
receive them." She slipped out of  her dress and handed it to 
Esmeralda. "I'll not be gone long." 

Jane trotted a little way down the beach and grabbed a 
branch that hung low over the sand. Soon she was crouch-
ing on a swaying perch in the upper canopy high, high above 
the waiters on the beach, much higher than she and Elmo 
normally traveled, high enough that only a thin veil of  leaves 
protected her from the scorching sun. Only one tree, on the 
other side of  the bay and back a little farther from the 
beach, would offer any greater height. She carefully surveyed 
the ocean, first southward where she had talked with Hazel, 
then north where she and Elmo had discovered the colonial 
base, and finally straight out to the west. Nothing at all 
seemed to be floating anywhere on the face of  the waters. 
Where could the yacht have gone? Why hadn't Hazel come 
for them? Why hadn't a colonial ship come by? And where 
was Elmo? 

After perhaps a quarter of  an hour, Jane descended, 
coming down beside the little stream that emptied into the 
bay. She knelt to drink, then plucked a pair of  leaves large 
enough to provide some semblance of  modesty. With these 
held in front of  herself, she walked back out to the hot sand 
of  the beach. Esmeralda and the professor were shading 
themselves with similar leaves, since the afternoon trek of  
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the sun had brought its full brilliance onto the beach. They 
did not notice Jane walking toward them. 

"I saw no one," Jane said when she was only a few feet 
away. 

"Oh!" the professor gasped. 
"Glory be! Don' you know you could give us 'poplexy 

that way!? An' those tiny leaves ain't gonna keep you from 
burnin' up blacker'n I am!" She struggled to her feet and 
reached for Jane's dress, which was hanging from a branch 
protuding from the woodpile. 

Jane chuckled. "These leaves are anything but tiny, and 
I don't intend to stay here long enough to get burnt." She 
turned to her father. "My intention is to go back up in the 
trees. Up there, I will be able to see anyone coming long 
before you would here on the ground, and no one will need 
to sit here in the hot sun." 

The professor kept his eyes studiously averted. "Jane, 
from what you told us of  your conversation with Hazel, we 
will be rescued with or without any advance warning. 
Though you have become somewhat comfortable with be-
ing in the treetops, you must certainly agree that is infinitely 
safer to remain with one's feet upon the ground. It also will 
allow you to be attired in something more than that which 
was outmoded immediately after our first ancestors de-
parted the demesne of  the Garden." 

Jane looked at her toes. "Poppa, my feet are hot on the 
ground, and they are not when I am in the trees. There are 
some things which I must consider, preferably before Hazel 
and her friends arrive. Whether you and Esmeralda stay here 
in the hot sun is, of  course, your decision. You needn't feel 
obligated to do so, since I will be watching from the trees." 
She turned on her heel and walked back toward the bay. 
After only a few steps, she dropped her leaves and aban-
doned the hot sand. 

Jane went on around the clearing and the bay to the 
tallest tree in the area and found a perch from which she 
could see both the cottage and the ocean and where a thick 
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canopy of  leaves protected her from the sun. She tried to 
develop some reasonable theory as to why Hazel had not 
brought the yacht to the bay or a similar theory for the co-
lonial ship, but she could not maintain that focus of  concen-
tration. Her thoughts centered primarily on Elmo and on 
what it would mean to the various other persons in her life 
were she to choose to stay in the jungle with him. 

That night, Jane lay on the bed beside Esmeralda for a 
long time and, when Lethe finally came to her, she did not 
sleep well. Several times she awoke with the same question 
troubling her mind. Why had Hazel not brought the yacht 
to their rescue? Every time it came up, she rejected the no-
tion that Hazel had decided not to rescue them. The only 
other explanations were variations of  some disaster which 
had struck Hazel or the yacht. She didn't like that idea any 
better. Then she would begin to wonder what disaster might 
have befallen Cecil and Philander while they had been vainly 
waiting for rescue. Soon her thoughts turned to Elmo and 
the fear that she would never see him again. 

  
  
Tuesday the 16th of  February, 1909 
Early in the fall before Jane Porter had departed from 

Baltimore with her father, Hazel Strong had departed with 
her mother. While the Porters went to England by boat and 
sought further transportation to western Africa, the Strongs 
went by train to California and thence by boat across the 
Pacific Ocean and the Indian Ocean. They made many 
stops along the way but arrived in Capetown, South Africa 
before the Porters left England aboard Cecil Clayton's ship. 
Hazel's uncle was in business in South Africa, and they 
planned to spend some time with him. Jane had sent letters 
to Hazel in care of  her uncle from the time she arrived in 
England, and they had accumulated into quite a stack by the 
time Hazel read the first of  them. Hazel had been sending 
her letters to Jane at home in Baltimore, but when she 
learned Jane's address in England she sent them there. Her 
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first letter from South Africa arrived a few hours after Jane 
left. She continued to receive letters from Jane, a bundle 
being posted at each port of  call, until the shipwreck. 

When the letters stopped Hazel began to frequent the 
postal office and the telegraph station several times every 
day. It was there that she met Monsieur Thuran and Benja-
min Rutherford, Baron Tennington. She quickly learned that 
Rutherford was a good friend of  Cecil Clayton and had 
been receiving telegraph messages from Cecil from every 
port so equipped. Rutherford was equally concerned about 
the sudden end to the messages. Hazel never did learn much 
about Monsieur Thuran, but he was always more than solici-
tous of  her every whim, perhaps overly so. 

Five days after not receiving a telegram from a port 
which should have taken Cecil only one day to reach, Ruth-
erford began to make preparations to search along the coast 
in his own steam-powered yacht, The Lady Alice (named 
after Rutherford's father's sister who had married Cecil's 
father's brother and disappeared somewhere along the same 
coast). Hazel was the first person he asked to go along; she 
agreed immediately, subject to the approval of  her mother. 
After some wheedling, Mrs. Strong had given her permis-
sion for Hazel to go on condition that she be allowed to go 
along as chaperone. When Hazel carried the message back 
to Rutherford, she was surprised to learn that Thuran had 
been invited along, too. 

The Lady Alice set out as soon as they were all aboard 
and made all possible haste to the port where Cecil had 
been scheduled to drop off  the Porters for the beginning of  
their expedition to study native religions. The other ship had 
never arrived. They hurried on to the port from which Cecil 
had failed to wire Rutherford and found no hint of  them 
there either. At that point they had begun to search slowly 
and carefully, having limited the bounds of  their quest from 
the entire western coast of  the continent to a stretch be-
tween two colonial ports. Thus it was that they chanced one 
night to be anchored at the mouth of  a small river not far 
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from the stranded party's refuge. 
The morning following her visit from Jane, Hazel 

Strong was awakened by the chugging of  the engine which 
powered the yacht. For a few seconds, she lay unmoving in 
her bed until the full realization of  what she was hearing 
struck her. At once, she vaulted from the bed and ran as fast 
as she could to the bridge. Benjamin Rutherford was at the 
wheel of  the yacht and watching carefully where he was go-
ing as the walls of  jungle vegetation slipped by on either 
side. The chief  officer of  the yacht was also present. 

"What are you doing?" Hazel demanded from the 
doorway. "Where are we going?" 

Both men in the small cabin turned to her in surprise. 
"Why, Hazel, we're searching the river," Rutherford said. He 
turned to the other man. "Here, Weatherby. Take the 
wheel." 

Hazel leaned her back against the doorjamb and hung 
her head. Rutherford came over and laid his hand on her 
shoulder. "Miss Strong," he said, "are you feeling quite al-
right? I certainly had no intention of  startling you." 

Hazel looked up at him and sighed heavily. She had 
hoped to have time to develop some plan or scheme before 
they started out; she had not imagined that Rutherford 
would alter his usual procedure and begin the day's explora-
tion before they had all finished their breakfasts. "Why are 
we starting so early?" she asked quietly. 

"It was your dear Thuran's idea." He nodded toward 
the bow where Thuran was standing and smoking. "He was 
studying his charts last night and believes a small outpost 
lies up this river. We should reach it well before noon." 
Rutherford took his hand from her shoulder. "Do you wish 
me to call him for you?" 

Hazel shook her head slowly as she stared at Thuran's 
back. After a moment, she glanced down at herself  and 
back at Rutherford. Her Japanese silk nightgown was the 
coolest she had for the hot equatorial nights, but it was al-
most transparent. "I'm not exactly attired in a way that I 
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wish to have Monsieur Thuran see." 
"Ah," Rutherford said as if  he had not noticed. 

Quickly, he turned away and slipped off  his light jacket to 
hand to her. 

"Thank you." She slipped the jacket around her shoul-
ders. 

Rutherford kept his eyes on the river ahead. "Do you 
wish an escort to your cabin?" 

She sighed. "Yes. Thank you, if  you are not too busy 
here." 

"No," he said with a smile. "Weatherby does all the real 
work." Hazel had already unlatched the door to her cabin 
when he said, "Miss Strong, may I be so bold as to ask a 
question?" 

"Certainly." 
"Why were you so upset by our early departure?" 
"Mr. Rutherford," Hazel paused, glanced forward and 

then at the bank slipping past. "Please, come inside. I don't 
wish to have to explain my attire." 

He stood just inside the door. "Yes?" 
Hazel sat in the chair beside the small writing desk. She 

studied Rutherford for a moment, wondering if  he was as 
romantic as she suspected. "Last night I dreamed of  the 
spot where we would successfully end our search. It is at a 
nearly hidden little bay not far north of  here. The dream 
was quite clear and specific." 

Rutherford frowned and pursed his lips. "Well!" He 
looked at the floor. "I've had a premonition as well, though I 
don't usually talk about such things. I have a feeling that 
today or tomorrow we shall be reunited with your Jane and 
my Cecil." 

Hazel jumped up and came toward him. "Will you turn 
back then?" 

He shook his head. "I'm sorry. No." 
She put her hand on his chest. "But why not?" 
"Your dear Thuran has been in Africa longer than all 

of  us together, and he knows of  some sort of  settlement. 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

198 

We oughtn't throw away more realistic possibilities to chase 
our dreams." 

Slowly, she turned away with her head hanging. 
He touched her shoulder lightly. "I promise that, as 

soon as we have had a look up this river, we will search 
doubly hard for your little bay." 

She nodded and slipped his jacket off  her shoulders, 
holding it out to him without turning. 

"Miss Strong," he took the jacket, "Miss Strong, I 
would order us about now, if  I could, but this river is too 
narrow." 

She nodded again. 
"Miss Strong," he said after a moment. 
"Yes?" 
"Please do not think badly of  me. I am doing the best I 

am able to accomplish the rescue of  our friends." 
Hazel straightened her head and shoulders. What he 

said was true, and her promise to Jane would be fulfilled, if  
a bit late. She only hoped it would not be too late. She 
turned and studied Rutherford's face for a moment. "Bunny, 
I will never think badly of  you." She stood on her toes and 
pulled him down by the neck to kiss him lightly on the 
cheek. 

For the remainder of  the morning, Hazel found it dif-
ficult to concentrate on any conversation which did not deal 
directly with the rescue. She did find time to wonder why 
Monsieur Thuran seemed to be watching her so closely. 

The Lady Alice stopped at Rokov's hideaway, and they 
surveyed the damage. They went on up the river and discov-
ered the village which Thuran said would be there. Thuran 
went to see what he could learn and did not return. 

It is a shocking experience to have a greatly desired ob-
ject almost within one's grasp only to have it taken away. It 
is even more of  a surprise to choose not to grasp it when 
one might. 
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Tuesday the 16th of  February, 1909 
When the first gray light of  morning was dusting the 

sky, Jane got up and eased out of  the cottage. Esmeralda 
was snoring softly, and the professor was sound asleep. Jane 
went to the bay and sat on a large leaf, hugging her knees to 
her chest while she watched the day slowly brighten. After a 
short while, she came to a decision and wrote in large letters 
on the sand, 'I have gone to look for Hazel.' If  she waited 
until her father awoke, she would doubtless have to argue 
with him again about whether or not to go. 

There was still no hint from the cottage that anyone 
else was awake when she came to the end of  the path. She 
took a deep breath and turned away quickly. Nothing was to 
be seen on the water when she came onto the beach. Jane 
walked out near the closest reach of  the waves where the 
sand was smooth and firm. The first stream she came to 
was only about fifteen feet wide and the trees closed over it. 
If  she had been traveling in the branches at the lowest easy 
level, she would have passed over the stream without know-
ing it was there. The water was warm and only about stom-
ach deep. On the far side, she knelt to drink, then splashed 
some water over her face and chest. 

Since she had had no breakfast at the cottage, Jane 
pushed her way through the undergrowth to pick some 
fruit, being careful to avoid any which Elmo had not given 
to her at one time or another. Taking as many as she could 
hold, she sat on the sand and stared out over the uncaring 
ocean while she ate. 

I've gone to look for Hazel, she thought, but where 
ought I to search? It was almost certain that the yacht would 
not be waiting for her where she had last seen it. On the 
other hand, she had last seen both Elmo and Hazel at the 
mouth of  the same river where she had also last seen Cecil 
and Philander. They may not still be there, but it seemed the 
best place to begin her search. The village where she had 
first seen Rokov was not far off  her route and might also be 
a reasonable spot to look. Even as she made these decisions, 
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Jane realized that they did not carry much likelihood of  
bearing fruit. However, they gave a focus to her efforts, a 
focus that she sorely needed at the moment. She stood and 
went up into the trees. 

When Jane came to the river, she swam across at its 
mouth and made her way to the village from a different di-
rection than she had before. She was certain she would not 
miss it, since she was following the river on which it lay. Still, 
she traveled cautiously, knowing that she was much less 
aware than Elmo of  any dangers that might lie in her path. 
She also stayed within sight of  the river, reasoning that she 
might thus chance to see a boat, either one on which she 
might call for aid or one on which she sought revenge. 

The ruined village and its clearing seemed deserted but, 
in order to be certain, Jane watched for several minutes 
from behind a screen of  leaves. Only colorfully plumed 
birds, noisy insects, and furtive rodents moved among the 
desolation. Even much of  the charred embers from the fires 
had been washed away by the rains in the days since the de-
struction of  the village. New foliage had begun to grow and 
within a few weeks it would completely hide any hint that a 
village had once stood in the clearing. The scene of  appall-
ing, seemingly unrestrained Death which she had witnessed 
on her last visit to the spot was being slowly and gently re-
immersed into the dominant, dynamic tapestry of  Life. 

Jane dropped to the ground and walked slowly out 
from under the trees and into the abandoned village. Ample 
evidence told of  a hasty departure by the natives. Here was 
an overturned cooking pot. There an intricately carved bit 
of  ivory lay beside a broken, wooden hoe. Beside a smashed 
storage jar, a tiny doll stared at the world with only one eye. 
Many bones were scattered around, but the skulls all seemed 
to be from dogs or pigs, and none of  the other bones were 
identifiably human. Apparently, her impression on seeing 
the village from across the river just after it had been de-
stroyed was correct. The villagers had either been able to 
escape the destruction of  their homes or had returned to 
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care for their dead. 
A boot print in a spot of  soft dirt at the back of  the 

village close to the small fields startled Jane, and she 
dropped to a crouch to survey the clearing again. No native 
would wear a boot like that, and the print was too fresh to 
have been made before the most recent rain. It had not 
rained at the cottage since late the previous afternoon, but 
she did not know how recently it might have rained here. 
No one was anywhere to be seen, and no unusual move-
ments indicated that she had been watched. Keeping half  
bent over, she ran to the nearest edge of  the clearing, oppo-
site the side from which she had approached, and pushed a 
little way into the undergrowth. Still no one else was any-
where visible. She waited and watched. When nothing un-
usual happened, she pushed her way on through the under-
growth into the trees and hurried up among the branches to 
go to the river. Other than a pair of  crocodiles, nothing 
moved either upstream or down. At the moment, mere 
crocodiles were of  much less concern to her than the possi-
ble presence of  someone who would wear a boot. 

When further waiting revealed nothing, Jane descended 
and stood in the shadows of  the trees on the bank of  the 
river where it touched the edge of  the clearing. Marks in the 
mud of  the bank caught her attention, and she walked over 
to them. Two boats had landed there and left behind many 
boot prints. The print which had first startled her at the 
back of  the village was not alone. Probably and apparently, 
considering the fact that she had been able to explore the 
village site thus far without interruption, all of  the boot 
wearers had left with the boats. Jane sighed and looked up-
stream and down again. If  the boats belonged to Rokov, he 
had many more men than she had seen with him before. 

Standing there in the clearing was not finding the peo-
ple she had set out to find, so Jane started back toward the 
ocean. It would have been a shorter distance to head south-
ward until she chanced upon the other river, but she did not 
want to take the risk of  becoming lost. Besides, if  she fol-
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lowed the river and then the coast, there was always the 
chance that she would see either the yacht which carried 
Hazel Strong or some other boat which might offer rescue 
or at least hope. 

The sun was nearing its zenith, and Jane was beginning 
to feel the need for something to eat and drink when she 
heard the argument. She stopped suddenly. There could be 
no doubt. Although she was too far away to make out the 
words, she heard male human voices, and they sounded as if  
they were speaking French. The vagaries of  her passage 
through the branches as she sought the best pathway to her 
destination had taken her perhaps twenty or thirty yards in 
from the beach, and she guessed that she must be seventy 
five or a hundred feet above the ground. Being careful not 
to go any lower where anyone might be expected to be 
looking, she moved cautiously toward the sounds. When she 
got to the last tree before the ocean, she saw a small gun-
boat anchored not more than twenty five yards out. Two 
men in the uniforms of  colonial officials were shouting at 
each other on the bow of  the boat. 

"I don't care what noises you make! If  the natives say a 
naked white woman flew through the air to save their chil-
dren, we should keep searching until we find her." 

"You misbegotten son of  a whoring sow! Don't you 
see it was only a dream of  their heathen, superstitious igno-
rance! No white woman is roaming the jungle, naked or 
otherwise, despite what our arrogant commandant says, and 
we will never see so much as a sou of  his so easily promised 
reward." 

"Doesn't it matter to you that she may this moment be 
being forced to serve the whim of  a degenerate slave 
trader?" Jane peered at the man who spoke those words. His 
voice sounded much like that of  the Lieutenant Paul d'Ar-
not whom she had almost encountered at the colonial base. 
As a matter of  fact, the ship on which he stood might be 
the one aboard which she had altered the orders. Perhaps, 
her clandestine work had not been in vain, though they had 
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apparently sailed past the cottage without stopping or being 
seen. 

"If  there is such a bitch, she is forcing the natives to 
serve her whims!" 

"A white woman!?" 
"Yes! Doubtless one of  your benighted missionary 

spinsters who tasted what pleasure there can be on earth 
and decided not to wait for Heaven." 

D'Arnot turned his back to the other man. "You foul-
mouthed swine!" 

"And you're a hypocritical snake!" 
"Next you'll be claiming that the missing English lord 

brought her here for his own evil purpose." 
"No!" The other man laughed. "He brought her to sell 

to the highest bidder! Why should we be helping some 
stinking foreign bastard who's only come here to cut us out 
of  our own chance at wealth?" 

"He's no more a bastard than Leopold himself!" 
"All the more reason not to help him! Leopold gets 

too much as it is!" 
"We help him because we were ordered to it." 
"Ordered to it!? Since when did you give a Hell-baked 

damn about what you were ordered to?" 
D'Arnot straightened, glaring. "I have always obeyed 

my orders! Now that there is a white woman at the mercy 
of  the unmerciful jungle, I shall be even more faithful in 
their execution!" 

"Ahhh! Want her for your own harem, do you?" 
"I have no harem! It is you who look so fondly on your 

little, naked, black boys!" 
"GAAAH!!" the offended man shouted and fired with 

his pistol. 
The shot went far wide of  its intended target, but Jane 

had heard considerably more than enough and scurried back 
behind the protection of  the tree trunk. The argument con-
tinued, now punctuated with gunfire. They had apparently 
heard about what she had done at the village. It must have 
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been the bootprints of  the colonial authorities she had 
found there. They seemed to know of  Cecil's presence as 
well. The most sensible thing would be to put her dress on, 
step out on the beach, and let them rescue her. She could 
simply tell them that she had been walking along the shore. 
She might never be called upon to explain what had hap-
pened at the village. 

On the other hand, it sounded as if  the two men were 
far more interested in arguing than searching. Also, she rea-
soned, if  she did not go to them, they might eventually de-
cide to continue the search and chance upon Hazel and the 
yacht or even the cottage. More area would be covered if  
she did not limit herself  to staying on their boat. Most of  
all, even considering the fact that he was in uniform, the 
other man with D'Arnot didn't sound all that much different 
from Rokov and that was no high recommendation at all. 
She wondered if  she should give greater credence to the 
reports of  colonial corruption which she had formerly dis-
counted. From the progress of  the argument which she had 
observed thus far, she suspected she might be able to go to 
the mouth of  the river and to Rokov's hideaway and be back 
to the spot before the two men came to any agreement. 

Still she hesitated. The boat, unsavory as one of  the of-
ficers aboard might be, represented what had been the focus 
of  her efforts since they had first been stranded, namely a 
means of  rescue. If  she were not to go down to them, it 
would have the same effect as insisting that Esmeralda and 
her father stay at the cottage that much longer without res-
cue. She knew that she could manage in the jungle, but they 
could not. 

"Yes," she said aloud, "I could manage in the jungle." 
The statement contained more confidence than truth, yet 
the most telling reason for not going to the boat was sud-
denly clear to her. If  she showed herself, they would cer-
tainly not allow her to return to the trees, at least not with-
out escort. Were that to be so, she might never again see 
Elmo. 
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referring to Tuesday the 16th of  February, 1909 
Perhaps some day when I am too old to have any more need of  

it, I shall develop a sense of  caution. That day, I certainly needed more 
than I displayed. 

Jane fairly flew down the coast to the mouth of  the 
river where she had found Hazel. She found the spot as de-
serted as the first time she chanced upon it. She rested there 
for a bit and availed herself  of  some of  the fruit so pro-
fusely available. 

The hideaway, when she came to it, was abandoned. 
Jane frowned. She had felt an odd, inescapable certainty that 
in this of  all spots her search would finally bear fruit. After 
watching for a while and studying everything in sight, she 
went down to the lowest branches she could comfortably 
traverse and circled the clearing, watching the ground as well 
as she could in the murky light and stopping occasionally to 
search more carefully for evidence of  the native women. A 
complete circuit of  the area turned up nothing new. The 
women apparently had gone elsewhere. At the edge of  the 
river again, Jane dropped to the ground and surveyed the 
whole short length of  riverfront. Boats had been pulled up 
there sometime recently and footprints were everywhere, 
though there were not so many as she had found at the vil-
lage and only a few of  them were made by boots. 

The clearing itself  resembled a battle site, thanks to 
Jane's first visit. Rokov and his men had not bothered to 
clean up the destruction which she had caused, and it was 
still too recent to have been covered over by the natural 
processes of  the elements. Debris from the explosion was 
scattered everywhere, and a wide, water-filled hole marked 
the spot where the hut had stood. 

Jane squatted with her arms on her knees and watched 
a trail of  ants a few inches from her feet. The ants were all 
carrying bits and pieces of  this and that in a seemingly end-
less parade of  industry. She recalled the stories she had been 
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told as a little girl of  ants working all through the spring, 
summer, and autumn to prepare for the winter and won-
dered what winter there might ever be for which jungle ants 
might prepare. She looked around the little clearing again 
and sighed. No doubt, many discarded or forgotten items 
were there that would make life at the cottage easier, and she 
HAD passed up the opportunity to make a second contact 
with the colonial authorities. It began to seem silly to try to 
maintain the illusion that she was never away from the cot-
tage. 

Jane set about exploring the huts for anything which 
might prove useful. In the second hut she entered, she 
found a musty, old blanket and spread it on the ground near 
the trees to hold her scavenged treasures. She left her rolled-
up dress with the blanket as she worked. In the third hut she 
entered, she almost burst into tears when she found an old 
hairbrush with the handle broken off  and about half  the 
bristles missing; it was also in much need of  cleaning, so she 
dropped it into the sleeve of  her dress on the blanket and 
promised herself  that, when she got it back to the cottage 
and cleaned, she would spend several hours doing nothing 
but brushing her long-neglected hair. 

It soon became apparent that she would have to sort 
and choose what she would take, since there was much too 
much to take it all. The items which had been casually for-
gotten by the previous tenants of  the huts seemed like pre-
cious luxuries to one who had lived with the barest mini-
mums for so long. Her collection included several scraps of  
cloth and a few ragged articles of  men's clothing; a few of  
the many empty liquor bottles; a badly dented flask and a 
misshapen bucket, both of  which held water; many shell 
casings, two rifle barrels, and numerous other bits and 
pieces of  metal that might be made into tools; two silver 
spoons and one fork with two tines missing. She didn't pick 
up any of  the cracked and broken cooking vessels, broken 
cooking and eating utensils, discarded tools already drained 
of  their usefulness, or items she did not recognize and for 
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which she could envision no immediate alteration into util-
ity. 

She had just come out of  the last hut with a final load 
when something hard pushed against her ribs and a rough, 
heavily accented voice said in French, "Put your hands in 
the air." 

"Oh my God," Jane said under her breath. She 
dropped the few things she was carrying and covered her-
self  as best she could with her hands. 

"Turn slowly," the voice said. Jane closed her eyes be-
fore complying. The hot metal stayed against her skin as she 
did so. 

"May my soul freeze in the coldest corner of  Hell if  it 
ain't the Jungle Slut!" 

Jane tried to swallow the lump in her throat. "I'll thank 
you kindly for having the decency to allow me to clothe my-
self." 

The gun barrel jabbed her in the stomach. "Move them 
hands!" She did so and bit her lip to hold in her crying. 

"Mm mm!" 
Jane opened her eyes to find the man Rokov with his 

finger curled around the trigger. That close, he was even less 
savory than he had been at a distance. He had several days' 
growth of  rough beard and uncut hair to go with it. His 
clothing had long since forgotten the last time it was washed 
or mended, and he was covered with a new layer of  jungle 
muck. Jane glanced over his shoulder; no boat was along the 
river bank. 

Rokov touched her breast with the gun barrel. "You 
and that British swine have already caused me too much 
trouble. I'll have to make certain you don't cause any more. 
Lie down!" 

Jane fought hard to hold back her sobs but couldn't 
contain the tears that spilled from her eyes. She dropped to 
her knees and clasped her hands with her face turned to-
ward the sky. 

Rokov grabbed her hair and threw her to the dirt. With 
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one knee in the middle of  her back, he jerked her arms back 
and tied them at the wrists and elbows. Then he slipped a 
rough noose around her neck, all the while cursing in Rus-
sian. At last he stood and yanked on the rope which encir-
cled her neck. She struggled awkwardly to her feet. 

"Who are you, jungle slut?" he demanded. 
She hung her head, and her hair fell forward to cover 

her breasts. "I am Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore." 
"Baltimore? Baltimore in America?" 
"Yes." 
"This is a pretty bauble," he said as he took hold of  the 

locket which lay between her breasts. With a sharp jerk, he 
snapped the chain and thrust the locket into a pocket. "The 
British weakling swine, he is your lover?" 

Jane jerked her head up and glared at him. "No!" 
He grinned nastily. "Ah, but I think you are lying. The 

swine and the cowardly American scholar deny knowledge 
of  the jungle slut, but both were rather angry when I told 
them what I was going to do to you. And the swine pre-
tended not to know of  the time we met at the village." 

Jane spat in his face. 
Rokov jerked the rope to the side, throwing her to the 

ground and cutting off  her wind. He laughed and drew a 
handkerchief  from his pocket to wipe his face. For a mo-
ment, he watched her fight vainly for air before he spoke. 
"Remember who holds the other end of  your rope before 
you try anything more." 

He loosened the noose and dragged her to her feet by 
her hair. Even while she was gasping, he forced a long kiss 
on her mouth. At last he released her, and she fell to her 
knees sobbing. 

"Perhaps I should take you now, but I will let you savor 
the anticipation of  it. When I do take you, there will be 
many to watch and have their turns." He picked up his rifle. 
"Enough of  these pleasantries. We must go." 

He led her like a leashed dog to the pile of  things on 
the blanket. "What have we here?" He scattered the pile 
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with a kick, then squatted to poke through it. "Was the jun-
gle slut stealing MY things to take to her British-swine 
lover? And what is this?" He held up the roll of  her dress. 

"Please let me put it on." 
He stood and drew his knife from its sheath. "Put it 

on? Why, certainly! By all means!" He slashed it several 
times. "But first I must make certain that it is appropriate 
for a jungle slut." He continued slashing until all that was 
left was a scattering on the ground that couldn't even prop-
erly be called rags. "There you are, Jungle Slut. Put it on!" 

He laughed and laughed, as he yanked the rope and led 
her into the jungle. Through her tears and her fear, Jane did 
not know which direction they went from the clearing. She 
only followed the tugging on the rope and tried desperately 
not to stumble. With her arms tied back, she could not bal-
ance herself  or catch a minor misstep before it became a fall 
or rise easily afterward. Most of  the time, rather than help-
ing her, Rokov laughed. 

Finally, after what seemed an eternity, they came to an-
other small clearing on the bank of  a narrower river. One 
shoddily built shack occupied the clearing, and a small boat 
was drawn up on the river bank. Rokov gave Jane a shove. 
She fell to the ground and lay quietly sobbing. Her arms had 
gone numb, but her shoulders were a burning agony. 

"Alexi!" Rokov called. "I've caught another one." He 
spoke in Russian. 

Another man came from the shack. He appeared to be 
a younger, cleaner, better-dressed version of  Rokov. "Ah, 
Nikolai! This one is prettier than the other." 

"Yes, indeed. Between them, we will get our ransom." 
Rokov tangled his fingers in Jane's hair and pulled her up. 
"I'm certain she is the Jungle Slut the other two claimed not 
to know." 

Jane struggled to twist her legs around so she could sit 
and pulled her knees up to her chest, watching her captors. 

The younger man knelt just in front of  her and tipped 
her chin up. "You are Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore?" he 
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asked in English. 
"Yes!" she said, her eyes opening wide. "Who are you?" 
He let his eyes wander over her for a bit before reply-

ing. "Monsieur Alexandre Thuran, at your service." A lech-
erous smirk pulled at the corners of  his mouth. 

"Thuran?" She drew back. "You were with Hazel?" 
He bowed his head slightly. "The very one. As were 

you, but the night before last, if  I am not mistaken. It was 
so good of  you to come to the yacht and make your pres-
ence known." 

Jane looked from him to Rokov and back. Apparently 
Hazel hadn't been the only one to see her aboard the yacht. 
Doubtless Thuran had created the reason that the yacht 
never made it to the cottage. "What are you doing here?" 

"I am being held for ransom, just as you and your dear 
Lord Greysmut." He laughed. 

She drew a sharp breath. "Cecil is here?" 
"Enough of  this chatter." Rokov said in Russian and 

pulled Jane to her feet. "Take her in with the swine." He 
shoved her into Thuran's arms, drew a pistol from his belt, 
held it to Thuran's temple, and spoke with threatening soft-
ness. "And, Little Brother, do not take her before I return, 
or I will cut you so you never have a woman again." 

Thuran glared but said nothing. Rokov got into the 
boat and departed upriver just as it started to rain. Thuran 
soundly cursed the rain, the jungle, the river, and the whole 
continent in Russian, French, English, and another language 
which Jane did not recognize. At last he turned to her and 
said in French, "He goes to strike a bargain and leaves me 
with a beautiful, naked woman I am not to touch. Baah!" He 
pulled a flask from a pocket to take a long drink. 

"I'm thirsty," Jane said as he was replacing the cork. 
"Oh?" he said with one eyebrow raised. He glanced at 

the river, then bowed to her. "Allow me to be of  assistance." 
Grabbing her roughly by the arm, he shoved her sprawling 
facedown into the water. Falling to his knees in the shallow 
water, he twisted a hand in her hair and held her beneath the 
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surface for a moment before lifting her half  out of  the wa-
ter. "You want another drink?" 

Jane shook her head feebly as she coughed the water 
out of  her lungs. 

"But you ought to have one," he said. "Even in the 
jungle, you drink when you can." He shoved her face again 
under the water and held her there until her struggles began 
to lessen. When he pulled her up, she gulped frantically for 
air. 

"You want more?" he asked with a demonic light in his 
eyes. 

"No," she pleaded. "Please, don't." 
"You shouldn't stay in the water too long. The croco-

diles will smell you." He shoved her under once again. 
When he pulled her out and plopped her roughly to 

the muddy ground, she was coughing and sobbing. He 
stood back a little way and postured grandly. "Now, my dear, 
sweet, untouchable, little bonbon, what shall I do with you?" 

"Nothing." She pulled her knees up to hide herself  
somewhat from him, and bowed her head. The cords on her 
arms were stretching a little with the water. 

Thuran laughed sourly. "Nothing? Nothing, did you 
say? No, my sweet. You shall be my humble servant, waiting 
on me hand and foot, catering to my every whim and all but 
my greatest desire." 

"Never!" 
He laughed again. "That is a considerable time to 

watch the suffering of  one about whom you care." 
"What do you mean?" she asked after several mo-

ments. 
"Ah, you show interest." He glanced at the shack. "The 

disgusting Duke is not dead yet, but there are many ways to 
make him wish he were." 

Jane sighed. She was torn between chagrin at having 
Cecil find her naked so far from the cottage and joy at hav-
ing a companion in her extremity. "May I have some cloth-
ing before I see him?" 
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For a moment, Thuran only stared at her. "Beg me." 
"What?" Jane looked at him through a veil of  dripping 

hair. 
"Beg me," he said again. "Kiss my boot." He planted it 

squarely in a puddle. 
"Never!" she repeated and struggled to her feet while 

Thuran giggled. She tried to shake the hair from her face 
and walked to the shack with as much dignity as she could 
manage under the circumstances. She paused at the door. 
"Is Mr. Philander here, too?" 

"That pompous, old scum bag? No. Nikolai sent him 
with your lover's ransom message just before he 'captured' 
me." Thuran had come under the porch beside her and was 
not looking at her face. 

Jane half-turned from Thuran and sighed. At least Mr. 
Philander was safe from these despicable scoundrels. She 
pushed the ragged curtain aside with her shoulder and 
stepped inside. The shack was only about eight feet by ten 
and had a dirt floor. Rain water dripped from the roof  in 
several places and many gaps showed in the walls. A small 
window let in some meager light. There was one cot and a 
rough table. Cecil lay on the dirt floor with a tiny stream of  
water running under the wall beside him, beneath his legs, 
and across to the other wall. His eyes were closed, his face 
ashen, and his breathing ragged. Jane gasped at the sight and 
jumped to him. With her arms bound, she could do little 
more than kneel beside him. She bent over and kissed him 
softly on the forehead; he was quite warm. 

"He will die soon," Thuran said, "and then you will be 
free to give yourself  completely to me." 

Jane rolled her eyes up, then looked again at Cecil. 
"Will you untie my arms so that I may make him a little 
more comfortable?" 

Thuran lay down dramatically on the cot. "Beg me." 
"No. I may be completely at your mercy, but I will 

never be your slave." 
"You're boring me," Thuran said after a bit. "If  you 
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want your arms freed, do it yourself." He took another drink 
from his flask and laid back with his hat over his face. 

Jane bowed her head and let a few tears of  anger, fear, 
and frustration fall silently. Pulling herself  together, she 
struggled to her feet and went to the door. The rain outside 
was of  the type she had come to know so well since coming 
to Africa, much like being under a waterfall. 

"Remember," Thuran said without lifting his hat, "if  
you are so foolish as to run away in the jungle, I will hurt 
and hurt and hurt your lover." 

'My lover,' Jane thought. 'If  Elmo were here, I could 
come and go without fear.' She stepped out under the porch 
and surveyed the scene. Rokov was nowhere to be seen, and 
nothing moved on the river. She couldn't see any aid or 
chance of  rescue in the trees, and the noise of  the rain blan-
keted all other sound. She sighed and went out into the 
warm rain. For some time, she simply stood and let the 
surging flood wash her clean. Even though her feet were 
sinking into the mud, she felt much cleaner than she had 
with Rokov or Thuran. 

The rain began to slacken, and Jane tried to move her 
arms. Her wrists and elbows had been tied for so long that, 
from her elbows down, she could feel nothing. Her shoul-
ders were in agony from being held back in such an unnatu-
ral way, but gradually she was able to work her rain-soaked 
bonds off. When they finally came free, she gritted her teeth 
against the fresh agony of  blood returning to its usual flow. 
As the agony diminished to a painful tingling, she tied the 
cords around her waist and wondered how long it would be 
before she was able to use her arms to travel through the 
trees again. She looked around for anything with which she 
might relieve Cecil's suffering. Nothing presented itself  ex-
cept the surrounding foliage. She tore off  a large leaf  and 
cupped it to catch rainwater. 

A small torrent running off  the roof  added to her 
supply, and she carried it into the shack. Thuran was snor-
ing, and Cecil was moaning softly with each breath. Jane 
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knelt beside Cecil, and after studying the arrangement for a 
moment, held the leaf  with her right hand and leg. With her 
left hand, she gently washed his brow and chest. "God," she 
whispered without making a sound, "give him the strength 
to walk, so that we can escape while Thuran sleeps." 

After some time, when the rain outside had long since 
quit, Cecil's eyes fluttered open. He raised one hand a few 
inches and shuddered, clenching his eyes shut in a pain-filled 
grimace. In a moment, he relaxed and peered at Jane. 
"Mother?" 

The water was nearly gone from the leaf, so she cov-
ered her breasts with it. "No, it's Jane Porter." She smiled 
sadly. 

"Jane?" He laid back with his eyes shut. "If  I've died, 
why does it still hurt so?" His voice was a rough whisper. 

"You haven't died." She sensed that it would be false 
and unhelpful to assure him that he was going to live. "Is 
there some manner in which I might make you more com-
fortable?" 

He didn't answer. 
She touched his arm. "Cecil?" 
"Yes?" It sounded much like a moan. 
"Can I do anything for you?" 
He coughed weakly. "Tell my father... Tell him we 

found his brother and nephew." 
"His nephew?" 
"The wild man." Cecil fell back into a fitful sleep with-

out saying any more. 
Thuran was awake by then. He forced Jane to build a 

fire and cook a meager supper. She used two large leaves 
and the cords which had bound her arms to make an apron 
and a covering for her breasts. 

  
  
referring to Wednesday the 17th of  February, 1909 
I found myself  wondering how such a completely despicable cad 

could ever had hidden the true nature of  his character well enough or 
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long enough to have avoided being absolutely banned from polite com-
pany. There seemed to be no redeeming qualities about his person. 

Jane spent the night beside where Cecil lay. She slept 
only poorly sitting on a large leaf  with her back against the 
shack wall. The advent of  morning was signalled only by a 
slight change in the sounds of  the jungle. Jane gave up the 
effort to sleep and went outside. Thuran was still snoring 
loudly, and Cecil's breathing had a harsh rattle to it. The 
small clearing was thickly wrapped in darkness, and tardy 
stars shone in the patch of  sky visible overhead. 

Jane stood for some time, wondering what to do. She 
knew that she could be far away from there by the time 
Thuran awoke. She could even stay close by in the trees, and 
Thuran would never be able to find her. But if  she chose 
either of  those alternatives, Cecil would still be in Thuran's 
grasp. She had no doubt that Thuran would willingly and 
gleefully relish the excuse to torture the poor, defenseless 
man. She also had little doubt that Cecil was near the end of  
his life. 

In her present state that thought was almost too much 
to bear. Jane found her way to a low-hanging branch and 
started to climb, her shoulders at first complaining over the 
renewed activity after the abuse they had received the day 
before. She stopped only when she was above the upper 
canopy, swaying on the highest branch that would support 
her weight. Here the night breeze was pleasantly cool, and 
the sky in the east was just beginning to gray. She pulled 
loose from the cords the two leaves with which she had 
covered herself  and let them fall; there were plenty more to 
replace them when she returned to the ground. 

Slowly, as she let her inner guard down, Jane began to 
cry. She cried for Cecil, who without Elmo's help, she would 
be unable to transport back to the cottage. She cried be-
cause she was certain, unless he was taken away from those 
horrible men soon, he would surely die and because there 
was slight chance that he could be saved even if  he were 
taken away. She cried for her frustration and fear. She cried 
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because she did not know where Elmo was or where Hazel 
was or how to find either of  them. She cried because she 
was all alone. 

Tears never last forever. When Jane's had run their full 
course, the eastern sky was promising that the arrival of  
dawn would be soon. Jane climbed down into the darkness 
just above the clearing. No one was moving. She dropped 
lightly to the ground behind the little shack and listened at 
one of  the many cracks. Cecil's breathing was still obvious, 
if  a little weaker, but she could not hear Thuran. She moved 
to the end of  the shack where he had slept and listened 
again. The cot creaked, and Thuran muttered something 
unintelligible in his sleep. 

Jane nodded and went back into the trees. She stayed 
lower this time, even though the darkness made her pro-
gress slow. Before long she heard the faint burbling of  a 
stream and went down. It was only about knee-deep in the 
middle, but it was cleaner than the river by the shack, and 
there was little likelihood of  meeting a crocodile. She 
scrubbed body and hair quickly before returning to the 
clearing. After plucking two leaves to replace those she had 
thrown away, she went again into the shack. 

Thuran's snoring had resumed, but Cecil was quiet. 
Jane moved carefully so as not to step on Cecil as she went 
to kneel at his side. She touched his arm, then laid her hand 
on his chest. His heart was still beating. 

"Who are you?" he demanded. 
"Oh," Jane gasped and pulled her hand away. "I 

thought you were still asleep. It's Jane Porter." 
"Jane?" Cecil fought hard to sit up. "Have they cap-

tured you, too, or have you come to rescue me?" 
"I'm afraid I am captive." 
"Oh. My worst fear is realized. Your father and Esmer-

alda, too?" 
"No. Only you and I and that loathsome Monsieur 

Thuran." 
"Thuran?" 
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"That's who's making that awful racket." She nodded 
her head toward the cot, even though Cecil could not see 
her. "Are you strong enough to walk?" 

He shifted slightly before answering. "Not far and not 
without support." 

"I'll help you outside. I don't want to wake him." It re-
quired nearly all the effort Jane could muster to get Cecil to 
a stump by the bank of  the river. Some of  the light from the 
sky was beginning to filter down to them. 

"Jane!" Cecil exclaimed. "They've reduced you to 
leaves?" 

Jane bowed her head and made an adjustment in the 
upper leaf. "I suppose now you will demand an explana-
tion." 

"What is there to explain?" 
She sighed. "How it is that I am so far from the cot-

tage." 
"Miss Porter, I do not understand. We are both far 

from the cottage and in the power of  one of  those evil men 
about whom you warned us." He looked at the river. "Very 
little more seems needful of  explanation, and I have little 
strength to demand anything and none at all with which I 
might seek to remedy your dire straits." 

Jane breathed an inner sigh of  relief. "Yes, Cecil." 
"Good. Now, who is this Thuran you mentioned? Ro-

kov is my captor." 
"Apparently Monsieurs Rokov and Thuran are broth-

ers. Monsieur Thuran was traveling with my dear friend Ha-
zel Strong and your friend Benjamin Rutherford, but now 
he is somehow here with us. Supposedly, he is being held for 
ransom along with us, except that he is our jailor in Mon-
sieur Rokov's absence." 

After a few moments, Cecil shook his head. "My fever 
must be returning. Does that make sense?" 

"Only in a perverted fashion." 
"Oh." He licked his lips. "Jane, may I hold your hand?" 
She gave it to him without speaking. 
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"I fear I must be a terrible shame to you." 
"A shame?" She drew back slightly. "Not at all! Why 

should that ever be?" 
With his free hand, he stroked the back of  her hand 

lightly. "I was so taken by your charm and beauty that I in-
sisted upon transporting you and your father to Africa along 
with a dangerous cargo. It has turned into such a disastrous 
error that you have only two leaves between your virtue and 
a despicable scoundrel. I should not have let myself  be 
blinded so." His voice was beginning to fade. 

"Cecil." She was staring at his profile. "Cecil, look at 
me. You must not blame yourself  for acts of  Fate which are 
utterly beyond your control. Your strength is returning, and 
we will find some way out of  our dilemma." 

He looked up at the raucous call of  a brightly colored 
bird and back at his feet. "No, Jane. I fear I must dash even 
that faint hope. My strength is not returning. It is only that I 
am a bit more clear-headed in the morning. Yesterday I 
could stand on my own and walk a few steps. Today I can-
not. Tomorrow..." He sighed. "Though I hesitate to say it, it 
would be best for you to slip away while Monsieur Thuran 
sleeps." 

"That I will not do," Jane said as she shook her head. 
"He has promised that, should I flee, he will torture you. In 
that promise, if  nothing else, I am absolutely certain that he 
is speaking the clearest, most unvarnished truth." 

Cecil let his head fall to one side. "The only thing 
which would make my condition worse would be for some-
one to harm you further. But I swear by the honor of  the 
House of  Greystoke," he said with more threat than Jane 
would have imagined could be contained in such a noble 
accent, "that anyone who harms you will die more slowly 
and more painfully than an eternity in Hell." 

Jane stared in consternation. Even as despicable as 
both Rokov and Thuran were, even though she desperately 
wanted out of  her present circumstance, she thoroughly 
disapproved of  the use of  violence. And she certainly had 
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not suspected Cecil of  such cold-blooded tendencies. That 
was one of  the few areas in which she had favored him over 
Elmo. 

Thuran spat on the ground behind them. "You forget, 
Lord Greyswine, that you have no weapons and I have this 
very sharp knife very close to her tender, little neck." He 
flourished a long hunting knife. 

"I do not forget," Cecil said softly. 
Jane jumped to her feet. "You despicable cad! How 

long were you listening to us?" 
"Long enough," he said with a sneer. 
Jane turned on her heel and began preparation of  a 

poor breakfast. Her main consideration was to get some 
food into Cecil. She helped him to his sleeping space while 
the food was cooking and went back to the fire. Thuran was 
sucking on a bottle and leering at her. She did not turn away 
from him only because her backside was covered even less 
than her front. 

The food was nearly ready when Thuran screamed. 
Jane stared at him and did not see the ape before it grabbed 
her from behind. She screamed once as it dragged her into 
the trees. 

  
  
referring to Wednesday the 17th of  February, 1909 
After the first shock of  the sudden abduction, I fought only 

against the undergrowth at the edge of  the clearing. In some inexplica-
ble way, I was certain that these apes were Elmo's friends, come to give 
me aid rather than to offer harm. They were clearly of  the same breed. 
But, of  course, Thuran would not know that and would likely assume 
that I had been stolen away in much the same fashion and perhaps for 
the same evil, lecherous purpose as Rokov had kidnapped me. I sin-
cerely hoped he would consider it differently than if  I had run off  on 
my own and not do to poor Mr. C as he had threatened. I only wished 
for some way to let Mr. C know that I was in friendly hands. After we 
were through the undergrowth, I relaxed and let myself  be carried 
along through the trees. It was not nearly so pleasant as when Elmo 
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had carried me. 
Between the dimness, the trees, and the speed at which 

they traveled, Jane couldn't get an exact count of  the apes, 
but she estimated there to be about fifteen or twenty, all 
hooting and calling softly to each other as they went. One 
of  the largest carried her over his shoulder. The other apes 
were all above the two of  them, and Jane immediately rec-
ognized their mode of  travel. It was the same that Elmo had 
taught her. Jane's bearer stayed down where the branches 
were thicker and more inter-tangled; he ventured few jumps 
or swings with his burden. 

After a short while, Jane's bearer stopped and depos-
ited her on a branch, holding her firmly by the arm with one 
hand. He was breathing deeply and sweating profusely. The 
other apes came back and down to them, and Jane covered 
her breasts with her free arm; both of  her leaves had been 
lost in the flight from the clearing, though she still had the 
cords which had held them in place. The apes gathered 
around for a seeming conference or discussion. Jane listened 
closely but, of  course, could make no sense of  it. She felt 
quite stupid for being unable to understand what the others 
seemed to comprehend clearly. At last she heard '*lm*' in 
something her erstwhile bearer was saying. 

She looked at him quickly. "Did you say Elmo?" 
The apes fell silent, staring at her. 
"Elmo?" she asked again tentatively. 
An older female hopped to the branch beside Jane and 

made a relatively long speech intermingled now and then 
with the words '*lm*' and 'Kabeh.' The second was the 
name they had given to her. 

Jane touched her chest. "I am Kabeh," she said. 
"Where is Elmo?" She emphasized his name and pro-
nounced it as closely as she could to the way they did. 

The apes became quite excited, all hopping and hoot-
ing and gibbering at once. Jane could make nothing of  what 
they were saying, but her bearer did release her arm. She 
rubbed the spot and waited. The excitement died down 
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somewhat, and the older female leaned close to Jane and 
spoke. Jane got the sense that it was much the same way that 
she would speak to a child which had not yet fully learned to 
talk. The short speech contained both '*lm*' and 'Kabeh' 
twice. 

Jane stood slowly on the branch and looked around at 
her audience. She touched her chest and said, "Kabeh." 
When she was certain of  that bit of  communication, she 
looked eastward and called, "Elmo!" Turning slowly in a 
circle, she called the name several times. Finally, she looked 
pointedly at the female beside her. 

"G' *lm*," the ape said. 
Jane stared for a moment. Had she managed to make 

herself  clear? She tapped her chest twice, gestured back in 
the general direction from which they had come, and said, 
"Kabeh Elmo." 

The female ape said something that began with Kabeh 
and ended with two plaintive hoots. 

Jane jumped the short gap to another branch and 
started walking along it. A few of  the apes more distant 
from her were moving away, but none made any move to 
stop her. She climbed to the middle canopy where the air 
wasn't quite so hot and still. None of  the apes had followed 
her. Apparently their only purpose was to get her away from 
the clearing. Could they have known the danger and di-
lemma which she had been facing? She hurried to the river 
and came down where a small stream flowed into it. Noth-
ing gave her any clue as to the direction of  the shack. She 
climbed back into the trees and turned upstream, since that 
was the direction Rokov had gone. If  she did not find him, 
she would likely come across the place to which he had 
gone. Either way, she would learn something. 

What she found was a waterfall, the first she had seen 
since being stranded. She perched in a tree with large, sweet, 
sticky fruits and studied the fall while she ate. Had she 
somehow missed something along the river? No, she had 
been careful to stay low enough to see everything and high 
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enough not to be noticed by anyone who might have 
chanced to be on the river. There had been no one and 
nothing. No streams large enough for the boat flowed into 
the river, either. 

Insects of  various sorts were taking too much interest 
in the sweet juice which Jane had spilled down her front. 
She went down to a branch about ten feet above the water 
and dived into the pool at the bottom of  the fall. She was 
about to pull herself  out again, not wanting to be caught in 
the water should someone come along, when she saw the 
boat. It was pulled onto the bank and a little way into the 
foliage right beside where she had intended to crawl out. 
Not wanting to leave any footprints or other marks beside 
the boat, she moved away and climbed up a thick vine which 
hung just above the water, then went by branches over to 
the boat. It certainly looked like Rokov's and a path beside it 
led away from the river. 

Jane set off  with renewed vigor like a hound on a fresh 
scent. The path went over a low ridge and only a short dis-
tance beyond. At its other end was a motley collection of  
shacks and shanties beside another, larger river. Even 
though the buildings had clearly been built by Europeans, 
the village did not look promising. Jane suspected that any-
one who lived there would likely share many unsavory char-
acteristics with Rokov and Thuran. She guessed the river to 
be the same one which flowed past Rokov's base camp, 
where he had captured her the day before. It would also be 
the river at the mouth of  which she had seen the yacht and 
talked with Hazel. She stayed low in the trees and hid be-
hind a partial screen of  leaves. 

A tall, oddly out of  place man in white clothes and hat 
stepped into a weedy garden patch behind one of  the 
shacks, and Jane frowned. He set the small satchel he had 
been carrying on the ground and pulled out his pocket 
watch. Jane drew back as he looked up from the watch and 
squinted around, even though she knew that he would be 
unable to see her. He put the watch back into a pocket, 
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picked up the satchel, and began to pace. It was several 
minutes before another man stepped into the garden. Jane 
gasped. It was Rokov. The tall man in white must be Benja-
min Rutherford and that in turn meant that the yacht must 
be there, too. 

Jane raced around the little village to the river. It was 
just as she had surmised. The yacht was anchored out away 
from the docks with armed sailors standing guard on the 
decks. Jane guessed that the two people sitting at the table 
under the umbrella on the aft deck were Hazel and her 
mother, but she couldn't tell at that distance. How could she 
contact them? 

Suddenly a particular, intermittent sound in the midst 
of  the torrent of  jungle noises tore Jane's attention away 
from the yacht to the opposite bank of  the river. It was 
much like the greeting hoot that Elmo had used as he was 
approaching the band of  apes. But there was no answering 
hoot. From what Jane had seen of  the apes, she suspected 
they would be much too shy of  humans to come this close 
to a settlement. Could Elmo be there, too, calling to her? 
She listened closely and studied the opposite bank until she 
had identified the tree from which the hoot came. Neither 
ape nor man was visible there. 

She glanced at the yacht again. Nothing much had 
changed. If  she went to the opposite bank and it turned out 
not to be Elmo, she could at least get closer to the yacht. 
She went downstream around the first bend and surveyed 
the river; no boats were visible nor were there any crocodiles 
that she could see. Backing up for a running start, she dived 
from the branch, hitting the water near the middle of  the 
river. She was almost across the river when she saw several 
long, knobby shapes slithering into the water just a little way 
upstream. Before she had time to scream, the end of  a rope 
dropped into the water just in front of  her. She grasped it, 
and Elmo pulled her up out of  the water and onto a low 
branch. She kissed him and hugged him and kissed him 
again, then stepped back with her hand still on his arm. 
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"It is a great joy to be with you again, Jane Porter," he 
said in English. 

"It's marvelous to be with you again, too." She brushed 
the hair from her face and glanced upriver. Nothing of  the 
boats or of  the village was visible around the bend. 

"I have been watching it," he said. 
Jane turned back to him quickly and studied his face. 

That was part of  what he had said he would do when last 
they parted. After a moment, she asked hesitantly, "Have 
you had time to think?" 

He touched her cheek as lightly as if  it were only the 
breeze of  a passing butterfly. He looked sad. "Yes, Jane. Do 
you wish for me to tell you now what I have thought?" 

His words carried to her a meaning different than she 
had hoped. "No," she said with a deep sigh, "for now we 
must get to the yacht." 

Soon they were perched in a tree scarcely thirty yards 
from the yacht. As Jane had suspected, it was Hazel and her 
mother who were sitting on the aft deck. Jane could hear 
them talking, but couldn't make out the words. Perhaps she 
could at least get Hazel's attention and let her know that she 
was safe. Oh, the scolding she'd get, though, if  Mrs. Strong 
saw her. 

"I wish I had some way to write her a note," Jane mut-
tered. 

"I have paper and a pencil in the bottom of  my 
quiver," Elmo said. 

Jane's face lit up. "And you have a bow and arrow 
again to send it to her. Quick! Get them out." 

The Lady Alice was not a festive place to be. After 
Thuran had gone in search of  information the night they 
first arrived at the ramshackle village in the jungle, everyone 
aboard except Hazel had felt a great lift of  their spirits. But 
he hadn't returned that evening. Then the next morning, Mr. 
Samuel T. Philander, much bedraggled and somewhat be-
wildered, had appeared on one of  the ill-kept docks by the 
village. Hazel had wanted to go in the rowboat which had 
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been dispatched to fetch him aboard, but Benjamin Ruther-
ford would have nothing of  it. 

Hazel and Philander had been only slightly acquainted 
in Baltimore, but it was enough that, after he had bathed 
and borrowed presentable clothing, he insisted upon giving 
her a minutely detailed and highly intricate account of  eve-
rything which had transpired since they had departed Balti-
more. At the end of  the account, Philander said, "The un-
mitigated villain then had the audacity and presumption to 
send a refined and highly trained scholar such as myself  on 
a task better suited to one of  these illiterate beggar children. 
Who could possibly give it credence?" 

"What was that?" Hazel asked sleepily. She was quite 
drowsy from the heat and the extended narrative. The oth-
ers had all gone to other duties, real or invented. 

"What was what?" Philander looked around as if  
something were about to jump on him. 

Hazel patted her hand over a yawn. "What was the task 
which you were given?" 

Philander pursed his lips and frowned. "My dear, you 
really must discipline yourself  to greater attention. The hu-
man mind is capable of  much more than you young women 
ever ask of  it. If  you were displaying such indifference in a 
classroom, I should feel compelled and constrained by the 
dictates of  academic propriety to give you a quite low mark, 
quite low indeed." 

"Yes, Mr. Philander." Jane had often spoken with her 
about such outbursts. "What was the task which you did not 
mention and which I was to divine from God only knows 
what clues?" 

"Why, to deliver a beggardly and poorly-phrased de-
mand for monetary recompense in return for the safe deliv-
ery of  Lord Passmore and a certain Monsieur Thuran, re-
cently come into his control." 

"What?" Hazel sat up. "Who is Lord Passmore?" 
Philander threw his nose in the air. "It is little wonder 

that you are given over to a life of  idleness undemanding of  
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the smallest iota of  wit or intelligence. Lord Passmore is 
none other than the William Cecil Clayton about whom we 
have been conversing. It will be his title until he becomes 
the next Duke of  Greystoke." 

Hazel stood quickly, knocking her chair back across the 
deck, and leaned across the table with fire in her eyes. "You 
have a ransom message, and you've been making me sit 
through this pretentious drivel?" 

"Why, Miss Strong!" he said, leaning back and looking 
up at her. "You ought to be ashamed of  your lack of  self-
control." 

Hazel leaned still closer. "Tell me the message now, or I 
will soon have something very much to be ashamed of, and 
you will have something from which to recuperate." 

Philander swallowed nervously. "He said that, if  we are 
ever to see the two alive again, we must bring ten thousand 
pounds sterling to the garden behind the Croc's Gullet tav-
ern at nine o'clock tomorrow morning." 

"Oh my God," Hazel whispered as she looked over her 
shoulder at the shabby village. Slowly, unsteadily, she sank 
into one of  the other chairs by the table. "Ten thousand. 
Where will we get that much money?" 

Philander cleared his throat and pulled up the sleeves 
of  the shirt borrowed from Rutherford and obviously much 
too big. "I daresay, for an uneducated buffoon, he has more 
gall than I would previously have imagined possible." 

"They're the worst kind." Hazel went forward to find 
Rutherford and share the message. 

Rutherford was sitting at a desk in the captain's quar-
ters. When he had heard the message, he said, "Oh, Hazel, I 
am so sorry. When Monsieur Thuran did not return last 
evening, I had feared the worst but did not want to frighten 
you further. I tremendously admire the manner in which 
you are holding up under what must be a terrible strain." 

She sat on the edge of  one of  the expensively uphol-
stered chairs and frowned at him. "Whatever are you talking 
about? The strain I feel has nothing whatsoever to do with 
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Monsieur Thuran, though I should like to have him freed 
from this Rokov's evil grasp." 

"It doesn't?" 
"No. I've told you all along that I fear for my dear 

friend, Jane Porter. After the dream about which I told you 
and now that we've received confirmation that they are alive 
somewhere on this shore, I am all the more anxious to find 
her." 

Rutherford leaned back and rested his elbows on the 
arms of  his chair. "But your betrothed..." 

"My what?" She bolted to her feet. "I'm not now, nor 
have I ever been engaged to be married." 

"You're not? But Monsieur Thuran..." 
"What about him? Would you please finish your sen-

tences or not begin them in the first place?" 
"Dear Hazel, please allow me to explain. While we 

were yet in Capetown and only beginning to fear for our 
friends, Monsieur Thuran informed me that you and he 
were privately betrothed and would soon be making your 
public announcement. That is why I asked him to come 
along on this venture." 

"Why, that cad!" 
"I suspect I would call him much worse, were you not 

present." He got up and moved another chair next to Ha-
zel's. "Since he made that false revelation, I have constantly 
berated myself  for not pressing my own suit with you as 
soon as we met." 

"Bunny?" She searched his face. "What are you say-
ing?" 

"Hazel," he took her hand, "in all the years of  going 
hither, thither, and yon at the urging of  my mother to the 
most intimate and the most grand social functions of  the 
Empire, you're the first I met whom I felt would live up to 
the title of  Lady Tennington. You're the first I found whom 
I might love. My mother, my mother said that had little or 
nothing to do with it, but I refuse to take a mistress as my 
father and many of  the other Barons Tennington did. No, 
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dearest Hazel, if  you will have me with all my silly postur-
ings and pretensions, I want you to be the next Lady Ten-
nington. You are already the woman I love." 

Hazel looked at the floor. "This is so sudden." She 
pulled her hand away on the pretense of  getting her ker-
chief. "I had wondered why you were such a wonderful, 
generous, and caring host and yet kept yourself  so coolly 
distant and aloof." She peeked at him, then went back to 
studying her kerchief  in her lap. "I know that I could fall 
deeply in love with Baron Tennington, were I not already in 
love with another man called Bunny." 

Rutherford inhaled slowly and deeply as he sat back in 
his chair. "So, there is another with that unmanly nickname." 

"No." 
"No?" 
"You are the only Bunny I have ever known or ever 

wish to know." 
"But, what you said about loving another..." 
"Although I respect him very much, I do not love 

Baron Tennington with his own private yacht. I love the 
man who brings fresh flowers by his own hand to my cabin 
every day. I love the man who is willing to risk everything 
for his friend and for mine in their need." She began to 
smile more broadly. "But I suspect I shall come to love 
Baron Tennington, too, if  you will allow me a little time." 

"Will eternity be time enough?" 
They agreed to announce their intentions as soon as 

the tangled mess was unraveled. In the meantime, Hazel 
went to her mother's cabin to find out how much they could 
give toward the ransom and Rutherford went to his safe. 

Rutherford was glad when nine o'clock the next morn-
ing finally arrived. He did not like forced idleness. It was 
several minutes past nine before Rokov came to the ragged 
garden. 

"Hello?" Rutherford said. 
"Who are the two fellows behind the fence?" Rokov 

demanded. 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

229 

"They are sailors from my ship. I brought them along 
to keep you honest. And who are you?" 

"Nikolai Rokov," he said with an overly elegant bow 
and a cold smile, "at your service." 

Rutherford nodded slightly. "I am Benjamin Ruther-
ford, Baron Tennington. I've brought your filthy fee." 

"Ah, filthy, is it? Well, it matters not to me how you got 
it. Only now you must get more, since the price has dou-
bled." 

"Doubled? What do you mean?" 
"Tomorrow. Nine o'clock. Twenty thousand pounds. 

Not a shilling less or a certain Cecil Clayton of  the House 
of  Greystoke will be the first to go to the crocodiles. After 
him, they will savor your guest, Monsieur Alexandre 
Thuran. And for their last and sweetest course, they shall 
have Mademoiselle Jane Porter of  Baltimore in America." 

Rutherford felt suddenly cold, even in the heat of  the 
tropical morning. "Jane Porter? You have her, too?" 

"Oh, most certainly and it will be with the greatest of  
pleasures that I feed her to the crocodiles. Have you ever 
watched a person being eaten by a crocodile? It is most ex-
quisite." 

Rutherford only glared. 
Oh, how I wished for one of  those marvelous remote 

telephones which Mr. Bell is placing all over the cities back 
in the States. It was positively torturous to be so close to 
Hazel and seemingly unable to communicate with her. My 
joy at being reunited with Elmo was entirely dissipated by 
my anxious anticipation of  the terrible message which I ex-
pected that he had for me. I resolved thoroughly to enjoy 
the few brief  moments which remained to us before we 
went our separate ways. 

  
  
February 17th, 1909 
Hazel and her mother were having another disagreement. Much 

as they had enjoyed their travels together since Mr. Strong had died, 
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they also found that they quite frequently held conflicting opinions. The 
current discussion centered around the plans for the wedding. Hazel 
wanted a simple private ceremony. Mrs. Strong felt that many people 
would be offended were they not invited, especially since Rutherford was 
a baron. The argument at least had the effect of  keeping them from 
fretting over Rutherford's safety as he was going to meet with Rokov. 

Hazel heard a small splash in the river on the side away 
from the village and glanced at the water. At first she saw 
nothing and dismissed it. But her eye was caught when an 
arrow with a piece of  paper around its shaft bobbed to the 
surface behind the yacht and floated away. Someone was 
trying to send them a message, and it must almost certainly 
be Jane. Hazel went to the rail and searched the bank. The 
massive wall of  vegetation obscured anything else that 
might have been there. She was about to turn back to her 
mother when Jane stepped out onto a high branch long 
enough to wave before stepping back. Hazel let her mouth 
drop open in shock. 

After a moment, she glanced forward and aft. The sail-
ors on guard were all facing toward the other bank, toward 
the village. She closed her mouth and turned around. 
"Mother," she interrupted. 

Beatrice Strong looked at her daughter. "Why, Hazel, 
what's the matter? Have you seen a ghost?" 

"I don't think so." She swallowed. "Mother, I'm going 
for a swim." 

"You most certainly are not. Baron Tennington will be 
returning any moment now, and you will want to greet him 
and hear his report. I will not have you doing that in your 
bathing costume." 

Hazel glanced at the docks. Rutherford had not yet ap-
peared, but her mother was probably correct about how 
long it would be. But how long would Jane have? "I'm, I'm 
not going to take the time for my costume." She began un-
doing buttons. 

Beatrice jumped to her feet. "Hazel Strong! What has 
gotten into you?" 
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Hazel continued her hurried work. "I don't know. Or 
rather, I do. Or rather... Mother, I promise to explain every-
thing when I return." 

In a few moments more, Hazel climbed over the rail 
and dived. The water was warm, and the current stronger 
than she had expected. She swam underwater as far as she 
could before breaking the surface. She pulled hard for the 
bank and searched for a place to get out. Nothing presented 
itself  until Jane stepped out on an exposed root to pull her 
out and quickly into the secrecy of  the undergrowth. 

After Hazel caught her breath, she asked, "Jane! What 
are you doing here?" 

"I should ask the same. Why didn't you come to the 
cottage?" 

"I tried. Truly I did, but..." 
"Well, I suspect you won't want to be long away from 

the yacht and your clothes. You must listen quickly. Cecil 
Clayton is quite ill and believes that he must soon die." She 
rubbed at her forehead. "I wish that I could disagree with 
him about that, but I cannot. I just found Elmo again a few 
moments ago. We'll go and do what we can for him." 

"Who's Elmo?" 
Jane inhaled slowly. "That's a long story, and I shall 

save it until we are safely immersed in your bathtub." She 
brushed an insect from Hazel's shoulder. "I suspect that 
Rokov will demand ransom for my release, too. Of  course, 
it would be silly now to give him any. As for Monsieur 
Thuran, he and Monsieur Rokov are brothers." 

"Brothers?" Hazel cocked her head. "He's holding his 
own brother for ransom? Jane, you're stretching my credu-
lity beyond its limit." 

"I see I must explain more than I had planned. After 
Monsieur Rokov captured me, he took me to where Mr. 
Clayton was being held and left us both under the guard of  
Monsieur Thuran. They were both quite amused that they 
should be getting ransom for one of  their own party." 

"I see," Hazel said slowly. "And that cad had the audac-
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ity to tell Bunny that we were to be married. Now that that 
misunderstanding is overcome, Bunny and I are to be mar-
ried." 

"Married?" Jane smiled broadly. "Hazel Strong! You're 
going to marry an English lord?" 

"A baron." 
"My best to you both," Jane said, drawing Hazel into 

another hug. "Do you think you can bring the yacht to the 
cottage?" 

"Yes. Somehow I will." 
"Good. And you mustn't give Monsieur Rokov so 

much as a single penny in ransom." 
Hazel bit her lip. "I'm afraid we're a bit late for that. 

Even as we speak, Bunny was carrying ten thousand pounds 
to him." 

Jane gave a low whistle. "Perhaps we can get it back." 
"Perhaps, though most of  all we want you and Cecil 

and your father back safely." Hazel looked over Jane's 
shoulder and turned away suddenly. "Jane, there's a man 
behind you, and he's taking off  his breeches." 

Jane reached out to take his hand. "This is Bare Skin of  
the Apes, Elmo in their tongue. Father and I believe him to 
be John Clayton, the only son of  the late Lord John and 
Lady Alice Clayton, Duke and Duchess of  Greystoke. And 
Elmo, this is my dearest friend, Miss Hazel Strong of  Balti-
more." 

Hazel glanced at Jane and whispered in French. "Jane! 
You're standing in front of  a British nobleman without 
benefit of  clothing!" 

"Yes," Jane said with a sigh. 
"But what am I supposed to do? I have no clothing, ei-

ther." 
Jane grinned mischievously at her friend. "Your mother 

taught me, when I met a man, to offer my hand." 
Hazel turned slowly and offered her right hand. "I'm 

pleased to make your acquaintance, my dear sir." 
Elmo kissed her hand tenderly. "I am pleased to meet 
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any friend of  Jane's." 
"Oh my," Hazel said. "I never thought... Oh, I seem to 

be catching Bunny's habit of  leaving sentences hanging in 
the breeze." 

Jane laid her hand on Elmo's shoulder. "Hazel is not 
comfortable meeting you without her clothing. Will you wait 
for me above?" 

"Yes, Jane." He was gone again in a moment. 
Hazel stared for several seconds at the spot where he 

had disappearred. She cleared her throat at last and turned 
to her friend. "Oh, Jane. I don't want to let you go again, 
even if  it is to go to someone so beautiful as he." 

Jane sighed. "I know, but soon we'll be together. Have 
your bathtub ready." 

"I will." 
"Can you bring the yacht to the cottage now?" 
Hazel nodded. "I will, somehow." 
"Yes." Jane stroked her shoulder. "Even if  you must 

share my secret with your Bunny. I hope you won't have to 
do so, but if  you must, I know that you will do all you can 
to protect my honor. That is what I promised Father in the 
first place." 

"That shouldn't be necessary. I should be able to influ-
ence Bunny to have Mr. Philander guide us." 

Peeking through the undergrowth, they saw Ruther-
ford stride angrily onto the dock where his boat was waiting. 
Jane didn't wait to see what he might do, but led Hazel far-
ther into the trees where the undergrowth would not hinder 
them. Hand in hand, they ran between the huge trees to 
where Hazel could swim downstream to the yacht. They 
bade farewell with a kiss. Jane climbed up to where Elmo 
was waiting for her and stood on a branch silently facing 
him, wondering what to say. 

After a moment, he asked, "What shall we do now, 
Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore?" 

She smiled at the incongruity of  hearing such a civi-
lized question from the lips of  a wild man in the middle of  
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the African jungle. "Tell me first if  you have seen anything 
unusual while you were watching the yacht." She dreaded 
hearing what she was certain he would tell her of  his 
thoughts. 

He frowned. "I am sorry. I do not know enough of  
yachts to know what is unusual." 

"Oh! Certainly. It is I who should apologize. Did you 
see any other ships or boats?" 

"No, Jane." 
"Well, I saw a considerable lot. Rokov captured me at 

his former hide-away and took me to where he and his 
brother have Mr. Clayton. I'm afraid my secret is out with 
him, except that he is so weak that he may not realize what 
he has seen. We should return and rescue him from their 
clutches." 

"How did you escape?" 
"Oh, they thought to hold me by threats against Mr. 

Clayton. However, this morning a band of  your apes spir-
ited me away. They didn't seem interested in holding me." 

His face lit up. "My apes? Which ones? Was it the same 
band we saw the other day?" 

Jane looked away for a moment. "I do not know. They 
knew you, and they called me Kabeh." 

"Where were they?" 
Jane blinked against a sudden stinging in her eyes and 

pointed across the river and downstream in the general di-
rection of  the little clearing. 

Elmo jumped to a nearby branch with a broad grin on 
his face. "Come, Jane Porter. Let us go to them." 

Jane shook her head slowly. "I cannot abandon Mr. 
Clayton." 

The smile slowly dissolved from Elmo's face. "I see. 
Will you go to him now?" 

She nodded, not trusting herself  to speak. 
He studied her face for a moment. "Tell me where he 

is. I will come to you there." 
Jane described the location and then let the tears spill 
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from her eyes as she watched Elmo go. 
  
  
referring to Wednesday the 17th of  February, 1909 
Monsieur Rokov was already at the clearing with the 

little shack before I arrived. The noise of  his argument with 
Monsieur Thuran permeated the jungle much farther than I 
would have expected. The shouting seemed to spread a 
wave of  silence as the natural denizens of  the jungle paused 
as if  before an approaching storm. I watched and listened 
from a high branch. 

"You stupid, smelly, idiot pig!" Rokov shouted in Rus-
sian. "Our mother must have lain with a goose to get a bas-
tard so stupid as you!" 

Thuran swung at him with what appeared to be a table 
leg. "Who's the bastard here? She was married when I was 
born. Your father was probably a beet!" 

"A beet? I'm not the one who let our Jungle Slut prize 
walk away!" 

"She didn't walk away! A hairy ape dragged her off." 
Thuran smacked the table leg against his other palm. "If  
your father were anything smarter than a beet or a brush 
handle, you would have taken the five thousand from the 
pompous friend of  the swine." 

"Oh, no. He'll bring ten thousand tomorrow and 
maybe I'll just give you back to him." 

"You wouldn't!" 
"Don't tempt me! You can go back to your little 

American bitch and tell her how you let her friend walk 
away into the jungle. Then see if  she wiggles her butt for 
you!" 

Cecil moaned where he lay beside the stump—the two 
had not bothered to move him—and Rokov glanced his 
direction. Thuran slammed the table leg against the side of  
Rokov's head, dropping him instantly. 

Thuran stood over him with the table leg ready, but 
Rokov didn't move, so he spat on him. "There, Big Brother! 
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Now let's hear you call me a bastard." 
Cecil moaned again, and Thuran turned to him with an 

exasperated frown. "Stop!" he yelled and gave Cecil a kick. 
Without thinking, Jane screamed, giving vent to all her 

anger, fears, and frustration. The sound was like nothing she 
had ever uttered in Baltimore. She dove from the branch 
where she had been watching and fairly flew downward like 
an eagle falling on its prey. To Thuran, she must have 
seemed more like an avenging angel full of  the wrath of  a 
fierce and angry God. He stared up at her in frozen, 
shocked, disbelieving terror. Grabbing branches as she went, 
Jane didn't slow her descent quite enough and stumbled 
when she came to the ground. She rolled over and scram-
bled to her feet. 

Thuran tried to back away and caught his boot against 
his brother. He toppled over and scuttled away backward. 
Jane leaped over Rokov and fell on Thuran. He covered his 
face while she pummeled him with her fists, taking out her 
anger and more on the wretched villain. Somehow, in the 
confusion, he managed to knock her off  of  him and raced 
to Rokov's boat. 

Jane ran a few steps after him and shouted with her fist 
raised. "If  you ever come near one of  my friends again, I'll 
tear you into pieces so small the ants won't want you!" 
Thuran spat in her direction, and she adopted another dia-
lect she knew well. "You ever comes near me 'gain, I be on 
you so tight 'till you goes straight down to Hell jus' abeggin' 
the ol' Devil his own se'f  to let you in!" 

Before Thuran had rounded the first bend, Jane ran to 
where Cecil lay beside the stump. She stretched him out 
more comfortably on the ground and knelt with him in her 
arms, stroking his hair. "Cecil, Cecil! Rokov and Thuran are 
both taken care of. We've come to rescue you." 

His eyes fluttered open. "Jane, is it you?" 
"Yes, Cecil. Rest now, and everything will be alright." 
"No. I'm afraid this will be a bit more than I can han-

dle, don'cha know." The words were weak and ended with a 
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rasping cough. 
"Come now. I didn't chase three fourths of  the way 

through this jungle only to let you die this way." 
"I didn't intend this either," Cecil whispered. His eyes 

eased shut. "Must rest for the long trip ahead." 
Jane brushed an insect from his brow. Taking a deep 

breath, she said, "Cecil, there's something you must know. 
I've always had a distaste for being the bearer of  bad news. I 
have news from your home. Your father has died, leaving 
you to be the Duke of  Greystoke." For some time there was 
no response. "Cecil?" 

"No," the dying man said and opened his eyes once 
more. His face was relaxed and calm. He focused on Jane. 
"While there was a chance that I might make you the next 
Duchess, I kept up the pretense in order that someday I 
might repay all the suffering I have brought upon you. That 
is finished. Much as I hate to admit it, I can never do so. 
The wild man must be the son of  Sir John and Lady Alice 
Clayton." He lay back and looked at the sky. "He is the 
rightful Duke of  Greystoke." They were his last words. 

Jane searched for a pulse, but there was none. After a 
moment, she gently closed Cecil's eyelids. Jane lowered him 
to the earth and wiped her eyes. Slowly she stood and stared 
down at the unfortunate man. A knife touched her back. 

"So the Jungle Slut has returned to her swine lover." It 
was Rokov. The words were French. 

Jane looked up at the sky. 
"Nikolai Rokov will not be so stupid as his ignorant 

brother to let you walk away." He nudged her with the blade. 
"Come, give me a kiss." 

"No." 
"No?" Suddenly Rokov sensed a threat from behind. 

He jumped without looking and spun Jane around as a 
shield in front of  himself, his knife at her throat. 

Elmo stood at the far side of  the clearing. "Release 
her," he said with more threat than Jane would have imag-
ined could be contained in such a short sentence. 
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"One step closer, and she dies," Rokov said. His accent 
in English was even thicker than in French. 

"Release her, and I'll kill you quickly. Harm her, and I'll 
kill you slowly." 

Rokov spat on the ground between them. "You forget, 
Jungle Pig, that I have this very sharp knife by her tender, 
little neck." 

"I do not forget." 
Jane bowed her head slowly, feeling the blade against 

her throat move slightly with her gentle pressure against it 
and thankfully without cutting. When she was looking down 
at her feet, she jerked suddenly, slamming the back of  her 
head into Rokov's face at the same time as she thrust his 
knife arm away. He bellowed the agony of  his shattered 
nose, and she rolled away from him. Elmo charged across 
the clearing with a beastly roar. Rokov stumbled over Cecil 
in trying to get away and fell to the ground. Elmo was on 
him in an instant, and the two men were locked in a life and 
death struggle. Though Elmo was clearly stronger and more 
agile, Rokov was a much more wily opponent than any other 
foe Elmo had ever faced. A lifetime of  violent struggle to 
survive had trained both men, but in different ways. Rokov 
was forcing his knife toward Elmo's neck. Jane grabbed the 
table leg which Thuran had thrown aside and slammed it 
across Rokov's back. He bellowed in pain and turned mo-
mentarily to his new attacker. It was all the advantage Elmo 
needed. He grasped Rokov's head, there was a sharp crack 
from Rokov's neck, and the fight was over. 

Jane sank to her knees and stared at the ground. Was 
anything worth this? He had threatened her with rape and 
death, but they may well have been only empty threats. As 
evil as Rokov was and as vile and odious as his crimes were, 
how could they have stooped to such sudden and violent 
murder? Though Elmo had done the actual killing, she 
knew herself  to be equally guilty of  its perpetration. She 
shuddered. 

"You are safe now, Jane." 
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"Yes," she said quietly, "and I thank you." 
After a bit, he asked, "Do you want his clothing?" 
She looked at Rokov's body lying so grotesquely on the 

ground. The only blood seeped from his newly broken nose. 
Slowly she shook her head. "I would feel... unclean." 

"Does he have anything else you want?" 
"He took your locket from me." 
Elmo fumbled through Rokov's pockets until he found 

the locket. He carried it to her as if  it were a peace offering. 
Jane glanced several times from the locket to his face splat-
tered with Rokov's blood and back again. She stared into his 
eyes as she cradled his hand with the locket in hers. 

A quick inspection of  the locket's chain showed that 
only the link by the clasp had been broken. She refastened it 
around her neck and stroked Elmo's arm. "This shall always 
remain my dearest treasure." 

Elmo nodded, picked up Rokov's dead body, and 
tossed it into the river. Downstream several crocodiles slid 
into the water. "Are you hungry?" Elmo asked. 

Jane covered her eyes, trying not to think of  what had 
likely reminded him of  hunger. "No. After being with Ro-
kov, I have no appetite." She jumped at the squawk of  a 
parrot close by, then turned to Cecil. "What can we do for 
poor Mr. Clayton? I wish that we had been able to make his 
last moments more comfortable. No civilized person should 
have to die in a place like this." 

Elmo studied Jane's face for a long moment before 
speaking. "In the jungle when an animal dies, the killer eats 
the body." 

Jane gasped. "Elmo!" 
"It is the way of  some of  the forest people to eat their 

slain enemies. But Mr. Clayton was not our enemy He was 
civilized, you are civilized, and I am learning the ways of  
being civilized. You must tell me what to do with the body. 
The books in the cottage did not tell of  it." 

Jane nodded slowly, holding one hand over her stom-
ach as she fought to control her nausea. "We must bury him. 
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Though we are in the jungle, we can do him that small 
honor." 

Since there was no spade or shovel in the hut, they 
used their hands to open a shallow grave behind the screen 
of  undergrowth and beneath the majestic protection of  the 
towering trees. 

  
  
Wednesday the 17th of  February, 1909 
It seemed that our path was set. Whatever other bonds there 

might be between our souls, another had been forged, the bond of  
shared snuffing of  human life, however grotesquely twisted it may have 
been. This new element made the others shine more brightly, just as the 
beauty of  the stars can only be seen against the utter blackness of  the 
night sky. Whether or not we are criminals, we are certainly sinners. I 
do not mean this in the sense of  having broken the commandment 
which forbids murder, though we have done so. I mean that we have 
destroyed a portion of  God's good creation. Yes, even Nikolai Rokov. 
He took away my dignity and threatened to kill one or both of  us, but 
we took his life. Mea culpa. Mea culpa. Mea culpa. 

"What do you wish to do now, Jane Porter?" Elmo 
asked. They were standing in the clearing again after having 
accomplished Cecil's crude burial. 

Jane wiped sweat from her brow with the back of  her 
forearm. "First, I want to wash this dirt from my hands." 

Jane sighed as she walked to the edge of  the river, 
wishing she had the courage simply to ask him if  he in-
tended to stay in the jungle, so that he could state his inten-
tion aloud and get it out in the open. She didn't have that 
courage. The pleasure of  being with him was too great, even 
knowing that it would be short-lived, perhaps especially be-
cause it would be short-lived. 

After they had both rinsed their hands, Jane stood 
looking across the river. "Elmo," she said softly, "it is futile 
for me any longer to attempt to keep up the pretense that I 
have been a proper and civilized lady. Though I promised 
my father, I must now go to the authorities and confess my 
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guilt in the death of  Monsieur Rokov. Will you come with 
me?" 

Elmo stared at her for a moment. "Jane, would they 
not kill us for having killed him?" 

She quivered slightly as she inhaled. Her answer was in 
the form of  a nod. 

"In the jungle, it is best to stay away from the animals 
which want to kill you." 

She nodded slightly. "Perhaps I should not have come 
to the jungle, but I did. Here I helped to kill a man. If  I 
were only Kabeh of  the apes, I would go on with my life 
and hope not to have to kill again. But much more than 
simply Kabeh, I am Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore." She 
looked down at herself  and spread her hands. "I've lost eve-
rything but my integrity and this locket. If  I sacrifice my 
integrity, you might as well take back the locket for there will 
be nothing left of  me, nothing left of  Miss Jane Porter of  
Baltimore." 

Elmo touched her arm lightly. "Yes, Jane. If  you feel 
this so strongly, we will go. Where will we find authorities?" 

Jane frowned. "That may be a bit difficult. I saw two 
colonial gunboats along the coast yesterday morning. They 
were searching for us. If  we cannot locate them, there is 
always the colonial base which we found north of  the cot-
tage." 

They set out for the coast without further delay. In the 
wild thrill of  moving through the middle canopy of  the gi-
ant trees, Jane quickly forgot her remorse and chagrin at 
having committed murder. At their first rest break, she 
moved the cord which had been tied under her arms and 
retied it with the other around her waist. Somehow, with 
that simple change, she felt herself  to have shifted from 
Jane Porter to Kabeh. She asked Elmo to teach her to speak 
the language of  the apes. He began with some of  the sim-
plest warning and greeting calls that an infant would learn. 
They continued their trek before he taught her much more. 

They came to the coast much too soon for Jane's liking 
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but she reminded herself  that they had a much greater pur-
pose than simple pleasure. No ships were to be seen, so they 
went to the nearest tree whose top stretched above its 
neighbors. Jane climbed cautiously up into the swaying, 
highest branches, branches which would not support Elmo's 
greater weight. The motion and insubstantiality of  her plat-
form were dizzyingly frightening and demanded all of  her 
attention as she was climbing. When she got as high as she 
possibly could, she felt like Icarus with the sun blistering hot 
on her skin. She took a tight grip and looked at the ocean. 
Only a short distance to the south there appeared to be a 
small bay, like the one in front of  their cottage. From the 
center of  the bay two wisps of  smoke arose. 

Jane went down slowly at first to where Elmo waited 
and led him to the edge of  the bay. A colonial gunboat was 
resting there. The numbers on the hull identified it as the 
same that Jane had seen before when she overheard the ar-
gument. Several rowboats were pulled up on the sand at the 
back of  the bay, and a difference in the noises of  the jungle 
told that some of  the sailors must have gone into it for one 
reason or another. The stench of  the coal smoke pervaded 
the jungle smells. An officer was marching angrily along the 
sand on the far side of  the bay. Jane could not tell if  he was 
one of  the men she had heard arguing. Despite Jane's re-
solve to turn herself  over to the authorities, there was one 
thing about the man which counted much in his favor. He 
was alone. 

Jane pointed at him and signaled Elmo to follow. To-
gether they raced around the bay and located the officer 
again. He had marched out onto the sand along the ocean. 
Jane and Elmo went on ahead of  him a little way and came 
down to a low branch. While Elmo put on his loincloth, 
Jane plucked two large leaves with which to cover herself. 
They startled the man by dropping to the sand a few paces 
in front of  him. 

"Mon Dieu!" he exclaimed, falling back a step as he re-
flexively drew his pistol from its holster. 
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Jane spoke in French. "We beg your pardon for star-
tling you. I am Miss Jane Porter of  Baltimore, and this is," 
she hesitated, "this is Monsieur Jean C. Elmo of  Africa." 
The 'Jean C.' was for 'John Clayton.' She saw no need at the 
moment to reveal that he was the Duke of  Greystoke. "We 
have committed a murder." 

The man bowed formally to them. "I am Lieutenant 
Paul D'Arnot of  the Belgian Colonial Service. You, you are 
Mademoiselle Porter?" 

"I am. I do hope that you will pardon me for not offer-
ing my hand." She fluttered one of  her leaves slightly. 

"Oh, but of  course, mademoiselle." He turned to 
Elmo. "And you, you are Monsieur Elmo?" 

"Yes. I am Elmo of  the apes." He followed Jane's lead 
in using his ape name rather than the translation of  it. He 
stepped forward and offered his hand to D'Arnot. 

The officer transferred his pistol to his other hand and 
gave Elmo's a firm shake. "You must be the jungle demon 
the natives tell of." He looked at Jane again. "And this mur-
der, I do hope the victim was not the Greystoke heir." 

"No, though he also died this morning." Jane took a 
deep breath. "We killed Nicolai Rokov." 

D'Arnot drew back. "Rokov? You killed Nicolai Ro-
kov?" 

Jane nodded. "Yes. We've come to submit ourselves to 
justice." 

"It is not justice you have earned, but a reward. We 
have been trying to capture Nicolai Rokov for more than a 
year." 

"He is beyond capture now," Elmo said. "We fed him 
to the crocodiles." 

"After we killed him," Jane added. 
"Ah, most unfortunate," D'Arnot said. "It will be more 

difficult to receive the reward without the positive proof  of  
his corpse." 

"But we did not come here because of  a reward," Jane 
said. "We killed a man. Surely even in the Belgian colonies 
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there are laws against that." 
D'Arnot nodded. "There are. However, Monsieur Ro-

kov has been outside the protection of  the law for more 
than a year. How is it that you were able to kill him when we 
could not even find him?" 

Jane looked from D'Arnot to Elmo and back again, 
searching for a place to begin her answer. 

D'Arnot reholstered his pistol and held up his hand 
quickly. "Ah, but no. While I am voicing the questions of  an 
idle curiosity, I am also causing a young American lady to 
stand nearly naked under the burning, tropical sun. Come to 
our boats. I will give you clothing, and you can lead us to the 
others in your party." 

"No," Jane said quickly. 
"No?" D'Arnot asked. 
She sighed. "Is it really true that we are not to be 

prosecuted for murder?" 
D'Arnot shook his head. "The deed was a service to 

Leopold and the Belgian Colonial Service, not to mention a 
gift to all honest and civilized people." 

"No murder is such," Jane said. She studied D'Arnot 
for a moment. "Is your present mission one of  great impor-
tance?" 

D'Arnot shook his head with sudden, flaring anger. 
"We were sent to search for you and the others with you. 
Instead we have stopped to search for ebony." 

Jane nodded. "I beg a great benevolence of  you, kind 
sir. I wish it not to become known that I have been away 
from our cottage. If  I tell you precisely where to find us, can 
you bring your ship to our rescue without intimating that we 
have met or that you have ever spoken with me?" 

D'Arnot looked from her quickly to Elmo and back 
again. "Ah. Mademoiselle, you may depend both upon my 
complete and utter devotion to your rescue and upon my 
most unswerving discretion in the preservation of  your 
reputation." He bowed to her. "Your father is the Reverend 
Doctor Archimedes Porter, is he not?" 
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"Yes. Do you know him?" 
"No, but you may rest assured that I will not breathe so 

much as a whisper to him or to anyone else of  the condition 
and company in which I have found you today." 

Jane suppressed a smile. Though his apparent assump-
tions were wrong, his devotion to their secrecy would serve 
her well. "Thank you. I believe that on your maps you will 
find a spot along the coast designated 'F.' Near that spot, 
perhaps slightly north of  it, you will find a bay similar to this 
one but smaller. Hidden behind that bay is a clearing in 
which we have taken up occupancy of  a cottage." 

D'Arnot frowned. "Mademoiselle Porter, I do hope 
that you will forgive me the forwardness of  my next ques-
tion. Were you on my boat this past Saturday, the eve of  St. 
Valentine's Day?" 

"Yes," she said after a moment, "I was." 
"And you altered the official orders on which I was 

working?" 
"Yes. I was attempting to bring your boat to our cot-

tage without letting my presence be known. Is this crime 
which I have committed more serious than the murder of  
Monsieur Rokov?" 

"Monsieur Rokov's death was not a crime. Altering of-
ficial orders is. However, that has been attributed to a mis-
take in copying. I will not correct the official record, just as I 
did not tell anyone that I saw a woman leap over the side of  
our boat." 

"You did see me then." Jane looked up at the sky. 
D'Arnot shrugged. "I assumed that it was a trick of  the 

darkness which gave me the fleeting impression that it was 
not one of  our sailors." 

Jane studied him for several seconds. "You will not re-
port my crime?" 

He drew himself  rigidly erect. "Mademoiselle Porter, as 
far as anyone will ever know, there was no crime; it was sim-
ply a clerical error. There has been no woman on my boat 
for several weeks, and I talked with no one on this stroll 
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along the beach. I will take my boat and return northward. It 
will not be a hasty voyage as we will be exploring for ebony, 
especially when we come across any small bays. Will you be 
able to return to your cottage safely and conveniently?" 

"Yes, quite so," Jane said with a smile. "Thank you, 
Lieutenant D'Arnot. Thank you most sincerely." 

  
  
Wednesday the 17th of  February, 1909 
How can I possibly give up this man for whom I care so deeply? 

As much as I did and sacrificed for Mr. C, I know that he was not the 
one with whom I wish to spend the remainder of  my mortal existence. 
Elmo has told me more than once that he would go anywhere for me 
and with me, yet he will not leave his beloved jungle. I do not begrudge 
him this. He has taught me to admire and appreciate the terrible, deli-
cate glory of  his home. Certainly away from the wild freedom which is 
his here, he would shrivel and die. Or perhaps he might come to hate 
the one who tore him away from this beautiful, deadly garden. Never in 
all eternity could I bear his hatred. 

The Lady Alice was anchored in the little bay in front 
of  the cottage when Jane and Elmo arrived. No one was to 
be seen, either at the cottage or on the boat. For some time 
Jane stared at the boat from a lofty branch. 

"Will you go down?" Elmo asked finally. 
Jane sighed. "Yes. I had hoped to return in time to be 

here before our rescuers. It appears there will be no escap-
ing the fact that I have broken my promise to Father." She 
flicked an insect from her knee. "I wonder why no one 
seems to be around." 

"They have gone into the jungle," Elmo said, pointing 
toward the back of  the clearing. 

Jane looked at Elmo with a frown. "Into the jungle? 
Why would they do that?" 

"It is a good place." 
She smiled and turned her gaze to the scene below. She 

doubted that anyone in the party from the boat would agree 
with that assessment, though she knew it to be true. "Well, 
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then, who has gone, where have they gone, and why?" 
Elmo pointed again toward the back edge of  the clear-

ing. "The signs are European. I do not know which ones 
went. I could quickly learn where they have gone." He stood 
on the branch. "Shall I follow them?" 

Jane chewed on her lip for a moment and studied the 
boat and cottage. "No. Let's first find out who has stayed 
behind." 

At that moment, Esmeralda came out of  the cottage 
wearing a new dress. She carried a small cloth bundle the 
same color as her old dress to the little fire in their cooking 
pit and tossed it in. The melody and words of  an old spiri-
tual floated up into the trees. 

"Oh, Mary, don't you weep, don't you mourn, 
Oh, Mary, don't you weep, don't you mourn, 
Pharaoh's army got drownded, 
Oh, Mary, don't you weep." 
"Esmeralda," Jane whispered, more to herself  than 

with any expectation that she would be heard. 
The tall woman looked suddenly toward the bay and 

scratched her head. "Oh, Mary, don't you weep," she sang 
again with a questioning note. She went quickly to the cor-
ner of  the cottage and peered toward the back of  the clear-
ing. 

Jane stood on the branch. "I must talk to her without 
letting the others know we have returned." 

"Why do you not want them to know?" 
She looked at him out of  the corner of  her eye and 

smiled almost shyly. "I am afraid that when they know I 
must stop coming to be with you in the trees." 

Elmo gripped her arm with gentle firmness. "Stay with 
me, Jane Porter. Be my mate." 

For several seconds, she stared into his eyes, then 
looked at the top of  the trees across the clearing. "You shall 
never know how deeply I wish that were possible." 

"It is not?" 
"I fear it would not be." She tried to swallow the tight-
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ness in her throat. "Though I have learned willingly to set 
aside the constraints of  Civilization, I doubt that I shall ever 
be rid of  the desire for its blessings." She turned again to 
look downward. Esmeralda was walking down the path to-
ward the bay. "First, I want to talk with Esmeralda. If  there 
were some way to accomplish it, I would prefer that none 
of  the men, other than you and my father, ever know that I 
lost my dress." She leaped almost recklessly to the next 
lower branch. 

"I will come with you," Elmo said and followed her 
down. 

Esmeralda was just beyond where she could be seen 
from the bay when Jane dropped to the sand in front of  her. 
Esmeralda clutched the bodice of  her new dress and ex-
claimed, "Oh, Gaberel! Don' do that!" 

Jane smiled as she walked to her nurse. "I'm sorry," she 
said without much sign of  contrition. She hugged Esmer-
alda as she watched over her shoulder for any sign of  some-
one coming to follow. After a moment, Elmo dropped to 
the sand behind Esmeralda. "Tell me who has gone into the 
jungle and why." 

"Lawd A'mighty, girl. Where you been? Don' you know 
Miss Hazel done showed up with a British lawd and his big, 
fancy boat? I done tol' 'em a horrifical pack o' lies jus' to 
'splain why you ain't with us at the cottage. Yo' poppa done 
scolded me six ways to Sunday fo' it, but I ain't backed 
down none at all. I's mo' s'prised than a preacher at a dea-
con's poker party to think they done believed all that foolish 
nonsense. Now you jus' be puttin' on yo' dress so's we can 
go tell 'em you's all safe an' soun'." 

"I cannot." 
Esmeralda drew back and frowned. "What you meanin' 

you cain't? I gotta get myse'f  a switch fo' yo' pretty, little 
behin'? Now we done been rescued, I ain't gonna put up wi' 
you runnin' 'roun' all nekkid, leastways, not when they's 
other menfolks 'sides yo' wil'man liable to come strollin' 
'roun' jus' 'bout mos' any time." 
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Jane took her by the arm. "Esmeralda, I cannot put my 
dress on, no matter what punishment you might threaten. It 
has been destroyed. I need to have you make me a new one, 
like you've done for yourself. But first, you must tell me who 
has gone into the jungle and why." 

Esmeralda placed her fists on her hips in her most 
stern stance. "Mizziz Strong done give me this here dress, 
an' she'll give you one to." 

Jane sighed as she looked up at the sky. "Esmeralda, a 
boat from the Belgian Colonial Service is on its way here 
right now. Do you want me to be standing here like this 
when they arrive? Tell me who has gone into the jungle and 
why!" 

"Lawd A'mighty, girl! You knows I don' want you 
standin' 'roun' nekkid. You ain't no native girl." 

Jane moved to the side as if  to go around Esmeralda. 
"If  you won't answer me, I'll ask someone else." 

"Miss Jane!" Esmeralda said shaking her head. "I do 
declare it sho'ly would 'barass me more'n you." 

"Perhaps." Jane shrugged her shoulders. "Now, Elmo 
says that some people have gone into the jungle. Who is it, 
and what are they doing?" 

"It's all the menfolks, 'ceptin' yo' poppa. He's the only 
one knowed I was makin' up lies. They's tryin' to fin' you." 

"Trying to find me?" 
Esmeralda cleared her throat and looked out toward 

the ocean. "I done tol' 'em a wil' ape carried you off  while 
we was in the jungle lookin' fo' fruit. I knowed you wouldn't 
want me to say you was off  somewheres with yo' wil'man." 

"But why invent such a preposterous tale?" 
"I's jus' tryin' to he'p you keep yo' secrets! The Lawd's 

already got more'n 'nough to send me to Hell fo'. One mo' 
lie ain't a'gonna make no diff'rence." 

"Well, thank you for that." She scratched her head and 
glanced southward along the coast. No smoke from a ship's 
engines was visible. "Will you tell Hazel, please, that I have 
returned and ask her for a dress which I might borrow 
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which looks something like the one I had? But remember, 
you mustn't let Mrs. Strong know what you're up to." 

Esmeralda chuckled. "You knows you cain't wear Miss 
Hazel's dresses. She's least half  a foot shorter'n you." 

"I don't intend to wear it for long and, if  it's too short, 
it will look more like the one I lost. Also, do you think you 
could begin making me a new one without having me there 
to measure?" 

"Sho' 'nough. It won't be 'zact 'til I fits it on you, but I 
done made you 'nough I knows yo' size." 

Jane squeezed Esmeralda's shoulder. "I don't know 
what I'd do without you." 

"You'd fin' some other way to get into an' outa trou-
ble." She touched Jane's hand. "Cain't you stay close till I 
gets a dress from Miss Hazel? Then you can quit hidin' 
yo'se'f." 

Jane bit her lip. The suggestion was quite tempting. She 
was looking forward to a long talk with Hazel, and she knew 
her father would be extremely worried about her welfare. 
On the other hand, as soon as she made her presence 
known, she would no longer have the freedom to go any-
where at all in the jungle. "No. I must be certain that the 
ones who are looking for me are safe." She backed a couple 
of  steps toward the trees. 

"Sometimes I wisht you didn't care so much 'bout 
other folks an' a little mo' 'bout yo'se'f." 

Jane put a hand over her stomach and looked down at 
the sand. "Sometimes I worry that I might not be caring 
about others enough." She turned to the trees. 

"Wait!" Esmeralda called. "What is I s'posed to do wi' 
Miss Hazel's dress when I gets it?" 

"Oh, yes. We should make some arrangement for that." 
She looked down the beach again. 

Esmeralda shook her head. "I ain't wantin' you out 
here in the wide open no mo' 'n you has to be. How 'bout if  
I puts it in the cottage? Can you get it there?" 

"That will be fine," Jane said with a nod. 
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Esmeralda turned toward the bay and suddenly saw 
Elmo. He had put on his loincloth while they were talking. 
"Lawd A'mighty! Thet yo' wil'man?" 

"Yes." The two women walked the short distance. 
"How do, Missah Wil'man," Esmeralda said, holding 

out her hand. 
"Good day, Esmeralda Majors," Elmo said as he kissed 

her hand. 
Esmeralda shook her head in disbelief. "Lawsy! 

Lawsy!" She was still standing there in amazement over the 
way he continued to treat her when Jane and Elmo went up 
into the trees. 

  
  
Wednesday the 17th of February, 1909 
How does one choose between one's past and one's future? For 

most people and most choices, the future is a continuation in some 
form of who one has been and what one has done in the past. At the 
moment, I can see little continuity between who I was and what I did 
in Baltimore and who I might be, what I might do, and how I might 
live in the jungle with Elmo. Everything I learned before coming to 
this savage shore will come to naught. The only learning which will be 
of any use to me from now on will be what has come to me during the 
past few days. Elmo has been a wonderful teacher, but will he tire of 
the role? 

Following the party from the yacht as they stumbled 
along through the jungle would have been quite easy for 
Jane, even if  she hadn't been with Elmo. Their path cut a 
broad, erratic swath that was plainly evident. Since it was 
becoming rather thoroughly dark under the towering trees, 
the rescuers had lit torches and were still trying to force 
their way deeper into the jungle. They had managed to 
maintain their bearings well enough that they continued to 
move almost directly away from the coast. Jane heard their 
efforts and the sailor's cursings long before she could see 
them. She and Elmo came down from above and beside 
them and, as soon as they were in view, Jane hid herself  be-
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hind a tree trunk ten or fifteen feet above ground, only 
peeking at the men they were seeking. None of  the men on 
the ground were looking upward in their direction or any 
other. 

Elmo squatted on a branch beside her. "They choose 
the most difficult path." 

"Yes," Jane whispered, knowing without really consid-
ering what he had said that it was true. In the dimness, she 
couldn't make out who might be who, except that the sailors 
in the group seemed to be wearing uniforms. 

Elmo moved a little closer to her. "What shall we do 
now?" 

"I don't know. I certainly cannot go down and tell 
them what has happened to Mr. Clayton and that I am safe." 

"Shall I do so?" 
"Probably. Can you make out Mr. Philander?" 
Elmo studied the group for a moment before pointing. 

Near the rear of  the little column, Philander was leaning on 
one of  the sailors from the yacht. He seemed barely to have 
the strength to lift his feet. 

Jane gasped and covered her mouth. "He shouldn't be 
here!" 

"Yes," Elmo agreed simply. "None of  them should be. 
They have not learned to leave behind their civilized ways 
when they come into the trees as you have," he touched her 
leg, "Kabeh." 

Jane stared off  into the dim confusion of  massive tree 
trunks. Should she ask him not to call her that? No. In the 
jungle, that was predominantly who she was. And he was 
Bare Skin, beautifully bare skin, even if  he did currently 
have his loincloth on. His use of  her ape name was to be 
taken as a compliment. It was also more. It seemed to signal 
his recognition that she could leave behind her civilized 
ways if  she so chose and stay in the jungle. The men below 
could search until they were all as weary as Philander, and 
they would not find her. 

The man dressed in white near the front of  the col-
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umn called a halt, and they all fell to a resting place where 
they were. Jane brought her attention back to her more im-
mediate surroundings. Whether or not they COULD find 
her, she felt that she must not allow them to overtax them-
selves in the attempt. After all they were convinced that she 
was in need of  rescue from the clutches of  a wild ape. She 
glanced at Elmo. She did not want to be rescued from this 
ape's clutches. 

Suddenly Jane leaned forward, peering down at one 
man in particular in one of  the lilliputian pools of  torchlight 
on the forest floor. He had removed his hat and was using it 
to fan his face while he used a handkerchief  to mop the 
perspiration from around his neck. It was none other than 
Alexandre Thuran! That simple fact entirely closed the ques-
tion of  whether or not she would go down to turn the men 
back, much more so than her lack of  suitable attire. She 
would not send Elmo down either, if  she could find any 
other way to ensure that the men would not stay foolishly 
long in the jungle. 

The man who had called the halt moved to near the 
center of  the group of  men. Jane surmised him to be Ben-
jamin Rutherford. The other men looked to him without his 
calling for their attention. He looked slowly, sadly from man 
to man. "I fear that continuing our search in this deuced 
heat and darkness will only bring injury or death to us and 
that will only set back our efforts on behalf  of  Miss Porter, 
don'cha know. I had hoped that we would find her quickly. 
Having failed that, we must return to our ship to rest and 
prepare for a more systematic search beginning with tomor-
row's first light." 

The men began to struggle to their feet, and Jane 
touched Elmo's shoulder. Together they moved off, quickly 
leaving the men behind. 

The edge of  the sun was just about to cut into the 
edge of  the horizon when Jane and Elmo reached the clear-
ing again. They did not take time to drink in the beauty. The 
Belgian colonial gunboat was in the bay beside the yacht. 
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Two rowboats were bringing sailors toward the sand. Jane 
assumed they were going after the other men. 

Jane turned to Elmo. "I must go for now." 
"Yes, Jane Porter." He thumped his fist against his 

chest. "My heart suffers when you leave me." 
She took her locket in her hand. "My heart suffers, 

too." After another moment's hesitation, she slipped her 
arms around him and kissed his lips. The kiss rapidly grew 
to a greater depth and passion than would ever have been 
proper were they in Baltimore. When the embrace ended, 
she descended without another word. 

The sailors had already marched nearly halfway across 
the clearing. Jane dropped to the ground behind the under-
growth and scrambled through the opening cut by the men 
from the yacht. She wasted no time in making her way into 
the tall plants of  the clearing and found a spot to hide near 
the path until the sailors had marched past. She was a little 
surprised and quite pleased to see Lieutenant D'Arnot 
marching at the head of  the column. As soon as they were 
in the trees, Jane hurried to the cottage. The shutter of  the 
back window was open, but the grate was closed, and she 
could not open it from outside. 

Jane went around to the front and stood up just 
enough to see the boats in the bay. Her father, Hazel, and 
Mrs. Strong were gathered on the deck of  the yacht, and 
two armed sailors were standing guard on the gunboat. She 
would have to chance it. Keeping hidden behind the plants, 
she crawled across the porch and opened the cottage door. 
She found Hazel's dress waiting for her in the armoire in the 
back room and squeezed into it quickly. It was predictably 
too short, but not as short as her own dress had been before 
it was destroyed. When she bent her arms, both sleeve 
seams gave way. There was a gap of  several inches in the 
back, and it was much too tight across the shoulders and 
chest. Anyone who looked closely would know that this 
dress was for a smaller woman, but it would have to do. 

Hazel was the first to spot Jane walking down the path 
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to the bay. A rowboat was quickly dispatched from the gun-
boat to take her to the yacht. After joyous greetings, she told 
her story. 

"Esmeralda and I had gone into the trees in search of  
fruit. That has been a mainstay of  our diet. We had not 
gone far when a most disgusting great ape grabbed me and 
threw me over his shoulder. I knew that I was quite power-
less against his muscular brawn." 

"Great God in heaven!" Mrs. Strong gasped. "Don't 
tell me that you were forced to the service of  a beast!" 

"No," Jane said with a barely suppressed smile, "I was 
rescued before that could happen." 

Hazel gave a wink that only Jane saw. "Rescued? Do 
tell us all about it!" 

Jane looked from Hazel to Esmeralda and her father. 
At that moment, the kernel of  a new plan came to her. 
"While he was carrying me through the trees, I heard the cry 
that we have come to associate with the wildman who lives 
in these parts. After a short while, I saw this marvelous crea-
ture chasing us through the branches of  the trees." 

"Through the branches?" Mrs. Strong interrupted. "A 
man was traveling through the branches of  the trees like an 
ape?" 

"Yes, except that Elmo is lighter and much more agile 
than the apes. My captor took me to the ground to meet this 
new challenge. Elmo broke his neck and saved my life and 
dignity." 

There were several more questions before Jane and 
Hazel went arm in arm to Hazel's cabin. Just inside the 
door, Hazel gave Jane a tight hug. "That was an utterly fan-
tastic tale. Do you expect anyone to believe you?" 

"If  Esmeralda and I stick to it long enough, it will be 
accepted. Besides, it is mostly true, though considerably 
jumbled. Also the description of  my abductor must be taken 
as metaphorical or perhaps allegorical. Sadly, that does a 
great injustice to the apes." 

Hazel laughed and squeezed her friend again. "It is so 
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good to have you back. Will you stay with us now, or will 
you again run off  into the jungle?" 

"I'll stay," Jane said as she returned the hug, "I think." 
She purposely did not specify where it was that she thought 
she might stay. 

Hazel leaned back to look up into Jane's face. "That is 
not an answer to inspire great confidence." 

"I know." 
"Surely it isn't simply because you've allowed yourself  

to be seen in a dress that obviously doesn't fit?" 
"No. With all that has happened, that seems a trivial 

matter." 
"Not to Mother. I'm certain to hear a quite long and 

detailed lecture on the impropriety of  it all." 
"Doubtless." Jane struggled a bit to pull the dress off. 
Hazel laughed. "Why, Jane! You're brown as a nut!" 
Jane shrugged. "I've been out in the tropical sun quite 

a lot without my hat or parasol." She turned away and traced 
her finger along the delicate inlays in the desktop. 

"Is it Cecil Clayton's death that has you so distraught?" 
Hazel asked after several seconds. 

Jane turned to her friend and shook her head with a 
frown. "How do you know of  that? I have not figured out 
how to break that news." 

"Monsieur Thuran. He has rejoined us with a fantastic 
tale of  how he escaped from Monsieur Rokov's clutches. By 
his account, he attempted to save Cecil Clayton's life but 
was unable to do so. He became a little nervous when I sug-
gested that he lead us to the site of  Mr. Clayton's death. Af-
ter a bit of  fluster, he claimed that he could not recall the 
route. He became thoroughly unhappy when Mr. Philander 
offered to lead us there." 

"I wondered why Monsieur Thuran was with my res-
cue party in the trees." 

"And how do you know of  the rescue party?" 
"Elmo and I went to investigate it after I spoke to Es-

meralda. They had decided to turn back, so it should not be 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

257 

too long before the colonial sailors find them." 
Hazel shook her head in amazement. "Never let it be 

said that Jane Porter is not an amazing person in her own 
right." 

Jane looked at one corner of  the ceiling with an emba-
rassed grin. "I am not half  so amazing as Elmo. Without his 
tutelage, I could never have done any of  this. Anyway, you 
did not tell me how Monsieur Thuran found you or why he 
was accepted back into good grace aboard the yacht." 

"Good grace might be a bit overstated. He overtook us 
in a small boat just before we reached the mouth of  the 
river. When I voiced skepticism of  his tale, Bunny warned 
me to silence out of  respect for the death of  his dear friend. 
Later when Monsieur Thuran was unable to hear, he told 
me that he wanted to keep him unsuspecting until we could 
turn him over to the proper authorities. He is likely to be 
rather unpleasantly surprised when the colonial sailors find 
them." 

Jane simply nodded. To her, that seemed to seal 
Thuran's fate. She put him from her mind. 

Hazel studied her friend for several moments. "Is this a 
parlor game? Must I guess without any hints why you seem 
to have so little joy?" 

Jane sighed. "Now that we are rescued, I am not so 
certain that I wouldn't rather stay in the jungle." 

Hazel led the way around a screen and turned on the 
water spigot to fill a large, brass bathtub. "I had intended to 
ask you to be my maid of  honor when Bunny and I are 
married." 

"You don't sound happy." 
"I'm not happy. I'm not happy because my dearest 

friend in all the world is acting as if  she has just been utterly 
lost rather than suddenly found. When I've learned why that 
is, then I shall display the happiness that I feel in other ar-
eas." She turned to face Jane. 

Jane dipped her finger in the water. "I suppose I am 
being an ungrateful wretch. Yet I do feel lost." 
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"But, Jane, why?" 
"Because we are saved, and I must go back to wearing 

shoes and being properly and decently clothed. Because we 
are saved, and I must live in a house, sleep in a bed, and use 
a fork and spoon to eat dainty morsels from a plate. Because 
we are saved, and I must pretend to give absolute, unswerv-
ing allegiance to a thousand such bits of  worthless flotsam 
about which I no longer care a whit. Because we are saved, 
and if  I go away from here, it must be without the man I 
love." 

"The wildman?" 
"Yes." 
Hazel nodded. "I suppose that is why you did not 

show any pleasure in being asked to be my maid of  honor. 
You and Mother are the only ones we've told." 

"I must beg your forgiveness," Jane said, looking at the 
floor. "Your joy makes my despair that much deeper." 

"I should hate to lose my dearest friend, but for your 
sake I must ask this question. Could you stay with him here? 
Could you truly live in the wilds of  the jungle as the mate of  
a wild man?" 

Jane stared at Hazel for several seconds, then went and 
opened the shutter on the window. The lush jungle vegeta-
tion, a troop of  black and white monkeys, a pair of  green, 
yellow, and red parrots, the wild symphony of  sounds, and 
the rich odors of  abundant life all seemed to have a mag-
netic attraction for her soul. "I suspect that I could," she 
said softly, "and it is truly a deep temptation to do so." 

It was late when one of  the sailors standing watch on 
the gunboat sounded the news of  the rescuers' return. He 
had spotted the lights of  their lanterns and torches glimmer-
ing at the back of  the clearing. On the forward deck of  the 
yacht, Beatrice Strong and Professor Porter had been watch-
ing the stars and sharing tales of  their various adventures 
since leaving Baltimore. The professor, of  course, was quite 
discreet about what he did and did not tell of  his daughter's 
activities. When they saw the lights of  the rescuers, the pro-
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fessor swung one of  the yacht's lanterns back and forth as a 
signal which was soon answered. 

Jane and Hazel were talking quietly and waiting in Ha-
zel's cabin. They had soaked for a long time in the bathtub, 
getting out only when Esmeralda needed to fit Jane's new 
dress. The dress was now finished sufficiently to wear, but 
the black woman was applying finishing touches to it while 
she sat humming old spiritual tunes in a corner of  the cabin 
by a bright lamp. When they heard the commotion on deck, 
Hazel and Jane dressed quickly and went to the forward 
deck, too. 

After the two groups of  rescuers had found each other 
in the jungle, it had taken some little time for the yacht party 
to convince the colonial sailors that it was prudent to return 
to their ships for the night. Lieutenant D'Arnot had played 
to perfection the role of  the chivalrous gentleman out to 
rescue a fair maiden in distress. He had not been so lenient 
when he recognized Alexandre Thuran as a man wanted for 
crimes against the Belgian government, though he did not 
signal his intention immediately. D'Arnot had waited until 
he had a chance to warn Rutherford and to whisper com-
mands to some of  his sailors, then arrested Thuran on the 
spot. Immediately when they reached the bay, Thuran was 
taken to the gunboat and clapped in irons in the brig. 

Though the men from the yacht and especially Philan-
der were near exhaustion, they were more than a little 
thrilled to learn that Jane was safely returned. Despite the 
objections which her father had voiced to her privately, Jane 
insisted upon corroborating again Esmeralda's account of  
the reason for Jane's absence when the ships had arrived. 
Several no doubt felt it, but none of  the rescuers dared 
voice any skepticism of  the moving rendition. 

While most of  the people settled in for a well-earned 
night's rest, Jane and Hazel went to sit on the forward deck. 
Jane assumed that Elmo must be somewhere close by, per-
haps even watching them from one of  the trees at the edge 
of  the bay. At least, she hoped he was there. If  there had 
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not been a sailor standing watch on the gunboat, she would 
have hooted the apes' greeting call or perhaps have gone 
ashore. She did not. 

  
  
Thursday the 18th of  February, 1909 
How do I choose between the jungle with Elmo and the rest of  

the world without him? How do I choose? 
Having determined that the castaways at the cottage 

were safely in the hands of  their friends aboard the yacht, 
the colonial gunboat steamed out of  the bay early the next 
morning to take Monsieur Thuran to stand trial. After his 
guests aboard the yacht had arisen and breakfasted, Ruther-
ford ordered The Lady Alice out of  the bay to retrieve Cecil 
Clayton's mortal remains. Following Philander's guidance, 
they located the little clearing with no difficulty. The women 
did not go ashore. After a suitable length of  time for deter-
mining that the body was not to be found in the clearing, 
Professor Porter 'chanced' upon the shallow grave where 
Jane had told him it was. 

It was late in the day when the yacht returned to the 
bay. William Cecil Clayton was laid to rest in a new grave 
beside those of  his aunt and uncle next to the little cottage. 
Rutherford provided a Book of  Common Prayer from the 
yacht, and Professor Porter read The Order for the Burial 
of  the Dead—which was similar to the Methodist service he 
had once known. The raucous symphony of  the jungle 
seemed to grow quieter or perhaps more distant as the dirt 
was cast upon the body and he spoke the words, 

"Forasmuch as it hath pleased Almighty God of  His 
great mercy to take unto Himself  the soul of  our dear 
brother here departed, we therefore commit his body to the 
ground; earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust; in sure 
and certain hope of  the Resurrection to eternal life, through 
our Lord Jesus Christ; who shall change our vile body, that it 
may be like unto His glorious body, according to the mighty 
working, whereby He is able to subdue all things to Him-
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self." 
Jane began to cry; Esmeralda, who had been crying 

since the solemn service began, hugged her around the 
shoulders and Hazel hugged her around the waist. When 
the service was ended, Rutherford signalled a sailor standing 
on the path where he could see both the burial and the 
yacht. The sailor relayed the signal, and Weatherby aboard 
the yacht lit the fuse on the little brass cannon which Ruth-
erford had kept almost as a toy. The deep concussion rolled 
over and through the jungle, completely silencing the jungle 
noises for a brief  moment. Almost at once the natural tu-
mult returned as the jungle denizens scrambled and scurried 
and sprinted and scooted and streaked away from the hor-
rendous monster. Before the echo had completely died, the 
cannon was restoked and fired again. Three times it roared. 
When the last echoes ended, the jungle was strangely silent. 
Rutherford tapped a white wooden cross into the ground at 
the head of  the grave, and for several minutes the small cir-
cle of  mourners stood in silent contemplation. 

Jane broke away first and went to stand near the far 
side of  the cottage. Hazel and Esmeralda followed. 

"There, there, Honey Chile," Esmeralda said, rubbing 
Jane's back. "We all gonna be jus' fine now. Missah Clayton 
done gone to a better place than he ever knowed on this ol' 
earth." 

Jane nodded and wiped at her eyes with a kerchief  bor-
rowed from Hazel. 

Hazel stood beside her and looked at the mass of  jun-
gle. "I'm surprised," she said after a bit. 

"At what?" Jane asked when Hazel did not elaborate. 
"I hardly expected you to cry so for a suitor you had 

rejected." 
Jane bowed her head and clasped her hands against her 

chest, pressing the locket close. "I never expected to stand 
alone at the funeral for a suitor, rejected or not." 

"We were with you." 
"You were with Bunny." Jane turned to Esmeralda and 
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squeezed her hand. "You've been with me through every-
thing, and I don't know how I could ever repay such dedica-
tion." She looked back at the still silent jungle. "However..." 

"Oh," Hazel said. "I understand." 
"Jane?" the professor said from behind them. He 

waited until after she turned to continue. "What shall we do 
now?" Rutherford and Philander were beside him while the 
others were returning to the yacht. 

She drew a ragged breath. "That is not solely my deci-
sion." 

Rutherford stepped forward. "Miss Porter, until the 
other John Clayton comes out of  these deuced trees, I'm 
willing to keep my yacht here, don'cha know." 

Jane stiffened her back. "Sir, I am afraid that you shall 
then stay for a tremendously long time. The other John 
Clayton, as you call him, will never leave the trees." 

"I beg your pardon," he said with a slight dip of  his 
head. "I meant only to say that we can remain here at the 
very least until you've had a chance to talk with him." 

Jane looked away for a moment and then back at him. 
"It is I who ought to beg your pardon." She sighed. "Father, 
Mr. Rutherford, Hazel, Mrs. Strong, Mr. Philander, Esmer-
alda, will you excuse me while I go for a walk in the trees? 
Elmo or rather John is much more likely to talk with me 
there than to come to an entire group of  people here." 

"Do you think that's safe?" Rutherford asked quickly. 
"Esmeralda and I can go with her," Hazel volunteered. 
"I ain't goin' in those infernalacious trees agin," Es-

meralda said, "'less'n I abs'lutely gots to." 
"Of  course, it's not safe," Jane said. "Nothing worth 

doing ever is." She looked at the professor. "Father?" 
"Baron Tennington," he said, still looking at Jane, "I 

am convinced that my daughter will be as safe in the trees as 
you and I while we sit on the deck of  your yacht and sip our 
afternoon tea." 

"I shall forever deeply admire your calm composure, 
Miss Porter," Rutherford said, "and your willingness to put 
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yourself  again at terrible risk. I would not expect it in one 
who has so recently returned from the clutches of  a wild 
ape." 

Jane smiled. "You have only to listen. All of  the crea-
tures which could flee the bellow of  your cannon have done 
so. No apes will attack me." She hugged Esmeralda, Hazel, 
her father, and Mrs. Strong before walking toward the trees. 

Hazel walked hand in hand with Jane to the under-
growth by way of  the path hacked by the rescue party. At 
the edge of  the trees, Hazel took Jane's other hand as well 
and looked up into her face. Tears filled her eyes. "Will I 
ever see you again?" she asked huskily. 

Jane squeezed Hazel's hands. "Of  course! I haven't said 
my good-byes to Father and Esmeralda." She sighed. "I 
haven't said proper good-byes to you, either. Oh, Hazel! I 
do so wish that we could be not completely cut off  from 
each other. Couldn't you convince Bunny to build a country 
home here in this clearing?" 

Hazel smiled bravely. "I will try." A big tear spilled 
down her cheek. She hugged and kissed Jane, then ran back 
toward the bay. 

Jane turned toward the trees. The further route of  the 
would-be rescuers was clear even to her untrained eye. She 
turned from it quickly and halted when she had gone maybe 
twenty or thirty steps, enough to be quite hidden amongst 
the huge tree trunks from the view of  anyone from the 
yacht who might chance to follow her. The jungle was still 
blanketed in an odd silence, some of  the insects being the 
only creatures which had not fled. She strained her eyes up-
ward; the dimness which usually teemed with animal life was 
devoid of  any such. Including Elmo. 

She wondered how long it would be, wondered if  he 
would come to her, wondered if  he had fled the awesome 
noise along with the other denizens of  the jungle, wondered 
what she would say to him when he did come. A thick drop 
of  perspiration rolled off  the end of  her nose, and she 
made a decision. She had come into the trees to talk with 
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Elmo, and he was not coming to her on the ground. She 
quickly removed her dress and left it hanging on a conven-
ient branch, being careful to mark the spot in her memory. 

The movement up from the forest floor to the middle 
canopy was like an ascent from the hot, dark, moist, oppres-
sive depths of  Hell into the light, open, pleasant, realms of  
Heaven itself. She found herself  smiling as she stopped to 
catch her breath, even though she wasn't breathing hard. 
Elmo was still nowhere to be seen. With the air of  one out 
for a casual, spring stroll on the streets of  Baltimore, she 
went to the edge of  the clearing, being careful not to make 
herself  blatantly visible. Hazel and Rutherford were gazing 
into each other's eyes at the end of  the path by the bay; Es-
meralda, her father, Mrs. Strong, and the others of  the 
yacht's crew had just reached the yacht. 

Jane looked down on the clearing for a short time and 
then, just for the sheer joy of  it, raced to the ocean as fast as 
she could. Ah, it was such pure pleasure when she was not 
being forced to it! She turned with the intent of  racing 
around the clearing to the edge of  the ocean on the other 
side of  the bay and almost fell off  her branch. Elmo was 
standing only a few feet from her. 

"Good day, Miss Porter." 
She smiled broadly and imitated the greeting hoot of  

the apes as best she could. 
He smiled a little sadly and hooted back. "I will miss 

that." 
"Miss it?" She went to stand just in front of  him. "Why 

should you miss it?" 
He studied her face for a moment. "Jane, are there not 

many decisions in human affairs which are not decisions at 
all?" 

"To what do you refer?" she asked with a frown. 
"I am human. Though I have lived with the apes as 

one of  them, I have known for many years that I am actu-
ally human. Since you came to my jungle, I have learned that 
Kala, the only mother I remember, is not the mother of  my 
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birth. You tell me that I am John Clayton, Duke of  Grey-
stoke. If  I am, then I may no longer live as Bare Skin of  the 
Apes. Doesn't a true decision imply more choices than 
one?" 

Jane brought his hand to her lips. "You sound so sad." 
Taking her hand in his, he kissed it. "Miss Jane Porter 

of  Baltimore, when I leave the jungle, will you come with 
me to teach me the way of  your world?" 

Jane found herself  suspended in the eternity between 
breath and breath, between heartbeat and heartbeat as she 
stared into his eyes. When several ages of  the world had 
come and gone, she whispered, "You would truly leave the 
jungle?" 

"The books say that a man must be willing to sacrifice 
everything for the woman of  his dreams. Since you came to 
the jungle, you have walked in my dreams even more than in 
my awake time." He looked down, then again at her. "After 
you leave, the jungle would be empty." 

"Oh, my!" Jane pressed her free hand to her chest 
where she felt her heart pounding against the locket he had 
given her. 

Elmo stood with a tentative smile on his face. "When I 
leave the jungle, will you go with me as my wife?" 

She nodded her head, not trusting herself  to try to 
speak. Elmo bent and kissed her gently on the lips. 

She looked deeply into his eyes. "If  we do leave the 
jungle, will you promise to come back with me sometimes as 
my mate?" 

He smiled. "Yes, Jane." 
"We're an odd pair," she said. "I came here ready to tell 

you that, if  you were not going to leave the jungle, I would 
stay with you as Kabeh." 

"You would do that?" 
"Yes." 
"But what of  the title? In the books, one cannot walk 

away from a title." 
Jane smiled. "I've told you before. We do not live in 
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books." 
The sun had already settled below the horizon when 

Jane and Elmo came walking hand in hand out of  the trees 
at the back of  the clearing. Neither had ever before felt such 
a vibrant combination of  peace and vitality. 


