If I ever Lost You

By Ashren

“So, what is it I have to do again?” Terk rolled her eyes at the young girl.

“What is your problem with my plan?” she asked exasperatedly, “Go up to you mom, and ask her….you know….that question again, and while she’s trying to wriggle out of answering it, I can creep up on her and steal some of that food she made.”

“But Terk, I’m embarrassed to ask that question, I know what the answer is. Anyway, we’re going to get some of that stuff anyway, she makes it for everyone. Can’t you just wait?”

“Wait? Are you nuts? That’s no fun! If we just wait for it, we haven’t earned it. If you eat it after having put all that work into getting it, it makes it taste so much better.”

“Oh, okay,” Said Tora reluctantly, turning slightly pink, “but it’s your fault if we get caught.”

“Deal.” Said Terk, smirking slightly. Tora could see her mother sat on a tree trunk about two metres away. They had been talking in whispers, and had hidden behind an old hollow tree. Tora made her way slowly towards her mother, trying to think of a way of wording ‘the question’ without breaking into fits of giggles.

“Mom?” she asked. Jane turned to face her, a half-skinned banana still in her hand.

“Yes dear?” said Jane. Tora looked down, going now completely red.

“Err, mom, you never really explained to me how-”

“Don’t even think about it, Terk.” Tora looked up, surprised. Jane smiled and turned to look at Terk, who had at that moment been reaching out to grab the fruit salad Jane had been preparing.

“Aww, man, how’d you know it was me?” asked Terk, looking slightly ashamed. Jane tapped her finger to her ear, then pointed to the hollow log behind which they had been hiding.

“Your little plot was magically amplified through this old tree. Honestly, Terk, when will you grow up? You’re older than Tarzan, and still you can’t even hatch a plan without managing to tell the victim exactly what you are going to do!” Terk, who had been bracing herself for a telling off, relaxed and laughed.

“Speaking of Dad, where is he?” asked Tora, seating herself in her mother’s lap and letting her play with her hair.

“I don’t know, dear. See if you can find him.” Said Jane, winding her daughter’s hair up into a bun behind her head. Tora hugged her, then she and Terk headed off to find Tarzan.

*~*~*~*

Hidden beneath a dense bush, the shadowed figure peered out into the clearing before him. Something sharp and shiny glinted there, partly hidden under a carelessly laid branch. Looking around quickly to check that there was no danger, Tarzan crept slowly towards the strange object. Jagged metal and coiled springs could be seen, attached to the ground by a short length of chain. He moved his face slowly closer, and sniffed. The smell was familiar, but he couldn’t quite remember what……

“Dad? Dad!”

“Tarzan!” The gorilla and the young girl leapt agilely towards him, still crouched over the strange contraption.

“Dad, we’ve been looking everywhe-”

“SHHHH!” hissed Tarzan, looking around for any sign of danger. He gestured towards the thing chained to the ground, then told them to back off a little. He took a long stick from the forest floor, then, standing as far away as possible, he touched it to the metal pad in the centre of the jagged metal jaws. They all jumped back as the jaws snapped shut, crushing the stick easily.

“What is that thing, dad?” asked Tora peering fearfully at the deadly trap.

“It’s a bad sign. I don’t know what exactly, but we must be very careful of where we walk. Try to keep to the trees, and walk on the ground as little as possible. There may be more.” Tora and Terk immediately glanced around them to check that they were not just about to stand in one, then nodded to Tarzan. Quietly, they made their way back to the nesting place.

*~*~*~*

“So, mwa we gunna ‘oo ‘ow? Asked Tora through her last mouthful of fruit salad.

“Um,” said Terk swallowing hers, “I think it’s time we worked on our sneaking-up-on-people techniques.”

“Okay. Who ‘we gonna sneak up on?” asked Tora, wiping the juice from her mouth with the back of her hand.

“Lemme think…well we can just about give up on your mom….Tarzan? Nope, no chance…..how about Aunt Kala? No, even Tarzan can’t surprise her. Tantor? Nah, he’s too easy. We could always try to sneak up on each other?” Said Terk giving up.

“Yah, but we already know we’re trying to sneak up on each other. That wouldn’t work.” Said Tora.

“Oh, I give up! Were hopeless!” Wailed Terk.

“We could always see if we could find anymore of those traps. Then we could warn everyone,” said Tora, trying to take Terk’s mind off it a little, “you could think of it as sneaking up on the trap!”

“Yeah, I guess so.” Said Terk.

*~*~*~*

Ducking under a low branch, a tall figure crept about below the trees. He stopped suddenly, and knelt slowly down, a gun in the crook of one arm, half a dozen un-set traps in the other. Tracing his fingers over the trampled earth, he grinned. Standing up, he set a trap in the recently vacated gorilla’s nest, then walked on…

*~*~*~*

“Here’s one!” said Terk. Tora followed her over to the open trap, sat glinting beneath a few leaves, enough, though, to fool an un-wary gorilla. Terk poked it, as Tarzan had done, and it snapped shut.

“Woah. Imagine what would happen if that had been your foot!” Said Tora, wincing.

“Who puts these things here, anyway?” asked Terk, “What sick-minded creature would leave these for people to stumble into?” They both turned, as they heard a branch snap nearby.

“That?” Tora glanced at Terk, and they both crept quietly forwards. Peering downwards, they could see below them a figure holding what appeared to be a shiny metal stick. Tora had never seen one before, but Terk recognised it to be a gun, not unlike that of Clayton’s. She shuddered at the memory of what one of those things could do. “Should we follow it?” whispered Tora, pulling Terk out of memory lane.

“...Yeah, but be very careful. Very careful.” Creeping silently along the branches, they followed its progress, watching it occasionally kneel down to set a trap. “How are we going to remember where all these traps are?” Whispered Terk.

“I don’t know, but first we have to stop it setting anymore.” Replied Tora. “Here’s the plan-”

“But our plans never work!” argued Terk.

“No. Your plans never work. We’ve never tried one of my plans.” She whispered into Terk’s ear. “You got that?”

“Yeah. I’d never have thought of that. I think I know why to….” Said Terk looking scared. “That’s a gun it’s got. You do know what a gun is, right.” Tora looked non-plussed. “Just keep well away from the end of it, ok.” They took up their positions. Reaching up, Tora silently pulled a fruit from a branch above her head. Seeing that Terk was ready, she aimed it and threw it directly at the poacher. She hit the target dead on. The figure swung around, gun now in its hands, and looked up at a spot not too far from Tora’s left. He saw no one, though. A soft jangle made him turn again, and he was enraged to find that he no longer had any traps. He cursed and looked around.

“Pesky monkeys!” The heard him mumble as he stomped back in the direction in which he had come, fuming. Terk joined Tora atop the branch, holding the set of traps.

“Let’s go back and warn everyone.” Said Tora. They started back, then Terk said

“You do realise what we just did? We managed to fool that guy and get these traps off him! We outsmarted him!”

“Yeah. He must have been pretty dumb!” said Tora laughing.

“What? You mean we must have been pretty smart!” said Terk.

“Oh, yeah, of course. My amazing plan!” said Tora

“What? I did the hard bit!” Terk

“You gotta be kidding me. Did you see that fruit? Direct hit! Hehe.”

“Teamwork.” Compromised Terk.

*~*~*~*

Jane walked about, collecting fruit for dinner, briefly distracted from the news that Tarzan had given her on his return. She had been thinking about who the culprit could be. Perhaps a relative or friend of Clayton’s, who was angered about his death. She knew Tarzan was upset at his death, because he blamed himself. No one wants to think of themselves as a murderer, however horrible the person had been.

A particularly large fruit hung over Jane’s head. She reached up, but could not quite get it. She looked around for something to stand on, and spotted a small mound near to her foot. Thinking it was a stone, she put her foot on it…

Ping. Snap!

“AAAAAAAAH!” Screamed Jane, falling forwards. She looked down at her ankle, and saw that it had been caught in one of the poacher’s traps! Still moaning in agony, she tried to prize it off her ankle, but pain and blood-loss made her too weak. Slipping out of consciousness, she lay limp and bleeding on the ground.

*~*~*~*

Tarzan sat thinking inside the treehouse. They had built it to make Jane feel more at home, and she slept up there most of the time. He still didn’t understand very much about ‘human behaviour and society’. Jane had seemed more than happy to drop most of those silly rules. Dress code. Personal boundaries. What was the purpose of them? He didn’t really understand about how there were so many different types of humans, either. Jane was the first other human he ever knew, and so he immediately trusted them, but then Clayton turned out to be so different, and shot their leader, Kerchak. He blamed himself for the deaths of both Kerchak and Clayton, as he had been fooled into not seeing the true evil Clayton was. He was now responsible for their whole family’s safety, and he never wanted something like that to happen again.

Turning at a small sound, he smiled as he saw Tora and Terk.

“Oh, Terk! What did ‘ya have to give us away for? We nearly had him!” Tarzan laughed.

“What ever made you think you’d manage to creep up on me?” They explained what they had done. “I won’t say you weren’t brave, and it was a very good idea, but you put yourselves in un-necessary danger! Why didn’t you just come back to find me? You could have been killed!”

“But, dad, we had to take them off him, or he would have laid all of them, and that would have been even more dangerous!” Tarzan nodded, but said

“Next time, you promise you’ll come back to me, first.” He turned to Terk. “I’m asking you to make sure she does, too. You’re two of the people who mean the most to me, and I don’t want anything to happen to you.” He looked around, “Speaking of which, where’s Jane?”

“I don’t know, dad. I haven’t seen her since breakfast. You don’t think she’s been caught in a trap do you?”

“No. Your mother is very careful. All the same, I think we should go find her,” He said, “just to be sure.”

*~*~*~*

Jane came round, and opened her eyes to see a tall figure bending over her. She screamed again, and tried to scramble back, but she was chained to the floor.

“Well, well. This is certainly not what I had expected to find. I come here to poach gorillas, and instead I catch a Porter.” He smiled evilly, then said sarcastically “Oh, do excuse my awful manners, I have not introduced myself.” He held out his hand mockingly “Matthew Gendall, at your service. My late cousin, Cecil, wrote to me before his death, boasting about this marvellous gorilla-filled place. Naturally, I had to come, now that he has, finished with it.” He laughed, then said “And now I believe I have found my way to the beasts.” He sneered down at her, still moaning from her foot. “I must say, you were very in-accurately described by my cousin. Or have you simply changed, from spending so much time with gorillas and savages?” He pointed the gun to her face. “You will take me to them.”

“You…..can’t……talk…..t….to…..a……girl ……..like…….that…” Gasped Jane.

“A girl? How can you call yourself human? You act like an animal, so I will treat you like an animal.” He sneered. He freed her from the trap, then shoved the gun into her back. “Take me to the gorillas.”

“Never……No…” Said Jane defiantly. Gendall put his face very close to Jane’s.

“If you do not take me to the gorillas I will shoot you. There are plenty of other ways of getting to those beasts without your help. It is no loss of mine.” He pushed the gun to her forehead, and put his finger on the trigger threateningly. Tears rolled down Jane’s cheeks as she waited, but the shot was never fired at her. Jane opened her eyes enough to see Gendall standing a few feet off. He had been, it seemed, hit by something, as he was rubbing the back of his head with one arm. Then suddenly, she saw Terk drop silently, clinging to a vine. She reached out for the gun…“Oh no you don’t!” yelled Gendall, turning quickly, pulling the trigger and……There was a loud “CRACK”. Terk fell to the floor, clutching her shoulder, where Gendall had hit her.

“NOOOOOOOOOOO!” screamed Tora. Gendall re-loaded his gun, and pointed it in the direction of Tora’s voice. Jane screamed pleadingly, but he ignored her. Aiming his gun he put his finger on the trigger and-

“NGAAAAAA!” He yelled, as he collapsed forwards under the weight of Tarzan as he hurled himself down from a tree. He picked up a stone and hit Gendall hard on the head, not wanting to kill him, but to knock him out. Followed by a shaking Tora, he carried Jane and Terk back to the treehouse.

*~*~*~*

“He was going to shoot us!” sobbed Jane into Tarzan’s shoulder. “He was going to kill me!” Tora remained in shock on the bed next to a moaning Terk, and Jane sat next to Tarzan shaking. Her crushed ankle had been splinted and bandaged, but was still agonising. They had taken the gun from the unconscious Gendall, and it sat gleaming on the table. Tarzan had not wished to kill him.

“Hopefully, he will not find us. We are quite well hidden. Please don’t cry Jane.” Said Tarzan comfortingly.

“He shot Terk – then he was going to shoot my little girl!” Jane cried, flinging her arms around Tarzan’s neck and reaching out for Tora, breaking down completely. Tora came over and joined them. Jane held her so tightly that she almost couldn’t breathe. “Tora. My Tora. You were almost shot! Oh god! Oh god, you do know how much I love you and your father don’t you? If I ever lost either of you…”

“Don’t think about it, mom.” Said Tora quietly. She wanted to go back to Terk, but her mother wouldn’t let her go. “Please mom, don’t cry, we’re okay. I wasn’t hurt, neither was dad, Terk will be better soon, and so will your foot. Please stop crying.” She kissed her on her forehead, and hugged her around the neck. Managing to escape, she went back over to see Terk, leaving her Father to comfort her hysterical mother.

*~*~*~*

Gendall cursed as he pushed himself into a standing position. He had a splitting headache from where Tarzan had hit him. He looked around for his gun, and on seeing that they had taken it, let out an enraged yell.

“Thieving savages! Not worthy to call themselves human. They’ll all pay for this!” he added, taking out his knife and running his finger along the razor sharp blade. “When I find them…..”

*~*~*~*

Jane had calmed down enough to let Tarzan go outside, but she refused to either let Tora out, or go out herself.

“Just until we know that…..that…..that poacher has gone,” she said, threatening to cry again at the mere thought of Gendall’s name, “then you can go out.”

“But, mom, he could be here for ages! This is stupid just staying up here, I’ll be fine outside. I won’t go wondering off, I promise.” Jane nodded reluctantly, but said

“If you go out, I’m coming out with you. I don’t want to let you out of my sight.”

“No, mom, you can’t walk. Stay up here and look after Terk for me. I’ll be okay.” Tora assured her. Jane looked at her, tears in her eyes again, but she nodded and brushed them away.

“Okay. But please don’t go wondering off.”

“I promise I won’t.” said Tora thankfully. She hugged Jane then went out of the door. Jane sat for a moment looking worried, then shook herself.

“She’ll be okay. She isn’t going to wonder off. She’ll be fine.” Jane assured herself.

*~*~*~*

Tora landed quietly on a branch next to Tarzan.

“Dad? It was my fault, wasn’t it, that Terk was shot. It was my stupid plan. You told me to come back to you if there was any trouble, and I didn’t. I almost got Terk killed.” She curled herself into a ball and hid her face in her arms.

“No, Tora. You can’t blame yourself. If you had come to find me, your mother….Jane….would be….would have been…” he pulled Tora onto his lap and kissed her on top of her head. “You didn’t almost kill Terk, you both saved your mother.” Tora looked up into Tarzan’s eyes.

“Dad? You blame yourself for Kerchak and Clayton’s deaths, don’t you? Well, it wasn’t your fault, either. You can’t always see who a person is, until you put them in a certain situation, like you did. The poacher, Clayton, is no less savage than he thinks we are. We don’t go around killing each other, and setting traps for poor innocent animals to walk into. It wasn’t your fault.” Tarzan looked down at his small daughter, then smiled.

“No, you’re right. But I feel that somehow I could have prevented them, if I had been more careful. That’s why I am so protective of your and your mother’s safety.” He smiled again and said, “So if you ever think I am being unfair in not letting you do what you want, now you know why.” Tora laughed and hugged her father.

“Now, I think I’ll go check on your mother. I think she has been the worst effected by this whole ordeal, don’t you?” Tora nodded, then said

“Dad? How much do you love mom?” Tarzan thought for a few moments.

“I love you and your mom so much, that I think I would die if I ever lost you.” He said, turning to face her. He took her hand in his, and they walked back in the direction of the tree house.

*~*~*~*

Gendall brushed aside a curtain of vines obscuring his view. About ten huge shapes sat hunched over bunches of bananas, or small offspring, un-aware of the hunter leering at them from the undergrowth.

“Ah, so here you are. Very well hidden, I must say.” He looked up at the treehouse above him. Through the window he could see Jane sat on her bed next to Terk, talking. He grinned. “But first, to end what I started.” Taking his knife in his hand, he made his way silently up the ladder. Jane looked up as the door creaked.

“T-Tarzan?” She asked. “Is that you?” Reasoning that it must have been the wind or something, she made her way painfully across the room to close it. She peered through the open crack just to make sure…

A hand came round the edge of the doorway and clamped over her mouth. Unable to resist or scream, Jane was pushed to the floor. Gendall held the knife up to he terrified face.

“This time, I will ki-”

“TARZAN!” Gendall spun around as Terk’s voice reverberated around the room.

“Ah, I remember you. You’re the little thief who tried to steal my gun. Haven’t you suffered enough already? Well obviously not.” He now held his knife up to Terk.

Click

Gendall stopped and turned slowly at the familiar sound of a rifle being cocked. He laughed as he saw Jane aiming it at him, still shaking hysterically. “Oh, come on now, this is just too amusing. A girl with a gun? You and I both know you’d never be able to pull that trigger.” Jane glanced past Gendall and saw Terk waving frantically at someone out of the window. Gendall didn’t notice. He lunged at her, grabbing the gun from her weak hands. He levelled it at her face and pulled the trigger.

Ping

Nothing happened. Gendall looked puzzled. He opened it and peered inside. Empty. “It’s not even loaded you stupid girl!” he laughed. “How are you supposed to shoot someone, if you haven’t even loaded the gun?” He took two cartridges from his front pocket and slid them into the gun barrel, then snapped it shut. Jane closed her eyes. She had hoped that taking the cartridges out would buy enough time for Tarzan to arrive but…

Thud. CRACK!

Jane felt that her head would split open, as she heard the gun go off, but did not feel the bullet piercing her skin. It whistled past her as Gendall fell sideways under Tarzan’s weight. Jane cowered back as the two men fought, kicking and punching, the gun lay abandoned in the corner. Gendall made a grab for it, but was dragged back by Tarzan. He twisted round in rage, and managed to kick Tarzan in the stomach, throwing him off. Gendall grabbed the gun and pointed it at Tarzan.

“I was hoping to kill the girl and your daughter first, so that you could watch, but you’re proving to be harder to defeat than I thought, so it’ll have to be you, first.” Tarzan gritted his teeth ready to jump out of the way, but he knew how fast bullets were, and that there was not much chance of survival. He would fail to protect his family. First he, then Jane, then Tora would be killed, then Gendall would capture the gorillas. He opened his eyes.

“No. I won’t let you.” He said defiantly.

“No? And how exactly are you going to stop me, savage? Pelt me with bananas?” He laughed, maliciously. He fired the gun. Missed. Fired again. Tarzan dodged once more, and the bullet did no damage. “You’re faster than I thought, savage, but you can’t keep this up forever. He opened the gun to re-load and…

“AAAACK!” The empty rifle clattered to the floor, as Tora latched on to Gendall’s neck, strangling him.

“Dad, help!” screamed Tora as Gendall tried to throw her off. Tarzan leapt at Gendall, and they flew back through the wall. Landing heavily on a branch, Gendall tried to throw Tarzan off, but he rolled over and threw Gendall down onto a lower branch. Tora, Jane and Terk peered fearfully out upon the scene, as Tarzan circled round above Gendall, hoping to lure him away from the treehouse. Gendall jumped, managing to grab the branch Tarzan was on, and pulled himself up. Tarzan jumped back along the branch, keeping out of Gendall’s reach. Further and further along the limb they went. Tarzan knew what his plan was. As they neared the end of the branch, it became springy. Suddenly, Tarzan jumped off, but grabbed the end, pulling it violently down. Gendall yelled as he slid down, then Tarzan let go, landing lightly on a lower branch. The springy limb acted as a catapult, flinging Gendall into the air. He crashed downwards through the thick canopy, falling forwards as he landed. His head hit the floor.

Ping. Snap!

Tarzan saw it happen, and turned away.

*~*~*~*

Tarzan sat with Jane and Tora in his arms. They both knew what he was thinking. “Dad, it wasn’t your fault. Don’t blame yourself for all these deaths.”

“It was Gendall’s fault alone. It was his trap.” Said Jane quietly. Tarzan nodded. He had told them about what had happened after he lured Gendall away from the treehouse. About the catapult. And the trap…

“I caused it though,” He said quietly. “I could have prevented it.”

“No. It could not have been avoided. If you hadn’t…..if Gendall hadn’t died, he would have killed us all. I know that you would not let us be in that situation.” She picked up the gun from the floor. “And this, we have to destroy. I never want to see another gun or trap as long as I live!” She started to cry again. “And I never, never want you or Tora or anyone else to be in so much danger again.” Tarzan took the gun outside and flung it against a tree, breaking it. Jane rocked back and forth with Tora in her arms. “If I ever lost you…”

