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The storm broke, and thunder rolled across the rough landscape. It mottled the earth, the tree tops, the sheer sharp mountain faces that tore holes in the sky for the moon to glimpse through and illuminate, momentarily, each little scene of the night below. The birds that cowered in tunnelled cliffs. Frenzied fishes in rain-chopped pools. The skulking beasts in their leafy nests, and, away from these, ropes and canvas strained against the wind, preserving the warm lamplight inside.

Cloth and chloriphorm sat on the ground beside the girl, her head in the old man’s lap, as he caressed her head and brushed away her tears.
“I can’t marry him, daddy. Not without lying to him.”
She remembered the first occasion on which he’d found her in that state. Crumpled and moaning upon the wooden floorboards, twisting her damp vest with her fingers and clutching her stomach. She remembered the way his face looked when he darted to her side, eyes so wide, his mouth pulled down with dismay and question.

“Is Jane hurt?” He pressed, soft and uncertain, not knowing where to touch her or if to do so at all would worsen the situation.
She had shaken her head and turned away. Her face was red and wet and webbed with strands of stuck hair.
“…no…” She told him. She knew this was not sufficient to satisfy him, but he seemed to sense that this was something other than a toe caught sharply on a stone, or an arm twisted from miscalculated climbing. He crouched over her, concerned, an arm extended and his hand hovered above her shivering body, longing to hold her and banish her pain, but he did not understand. The young man offered another explanation.
“Is Jane sick?”

She could never find the words to explain to him, the reason for the pain that came back, and back again, sometimes often, sometimes never, but always there despite no cut or bruise. Cruel. Jane would not explain to him the white rooms and the white sheets and the white coated men and their instruments, and the adenomyoma that racked her belly and the sadness that surrounded the whole frightful business.
“…no.”

He did not press her further on the matter, perhaps as she allowed him to sit by her from then on at those times, her head in his lap, and him stroking her hair, and her crying and gasping, and neither of them talking about it.
Professor Porter admired his pristine laboratory desk with the eye of an artist. He had finally received the new set of test tubes that he had ordered from Msr Dumont’s trading post, and had seen fit to celebrate, in his own fashion, by polishing every piece of glass, metal and ceramic in his vast anthology. Now, his fond eyes roved slowly over the many glinting forms, and came finally to rest upon his small lined notepad

The old man reached over and picked it up, and discovered the page he had last turned to – a jotted collection of paragraphs, each a brief hypotheses for an experiment which he had yet to try out.
Porter sighed and smiled.

“Oh, quite right…an observation of the Makoko flower’s daily blooming and closing in natural light and darkenss……very good, very good…”

He pondered upon it for a few minutes, then, drawing a pencil from his shirt pocket started to note down further thoughts in preparation to start the experiment. Shortly though he was interrupted by his daughter.

Jane stumbled onto the cleared earth of the lab-camp, overshadowed by the intimidating earth-clad jungle mountains. She looked flustered. Porter looked over to her.
“Ah – Jane! Are you alright?”

“Daddy…I think there’s something wrong with me.”
The flowers only grew up there. He had never been able to fathom why this may be. Some of the children used to tell him it was because special ghosts lived up there. In truth, the ape mothers circulated that tale among the young ones to discourage them from making such a high and precarious climb. The stories had frightened him as a child, but as his boldness grew he had dared to climb up there, at the hoots and cheers of his friends, and plucked a few of the precious blooms and carried them back down to prove his bravery to them, and almost broken his neck doing so.
He didn’t believe in the ghosts anymore, but still held the flowers with some reverence. They were beautiful. Like Jane. These days, he only retrieved them for her.
Now he sat on a low branch, threading the flowers together in a chain, and watched his family as they lounged about in the shade and the leaves and swatted lazily at flies. His restless mind betrayed itself to his best friend, who pulled herself up onto his cradle and gave him the idle attentions of her knuckled hands. He smiled wordlessly at her, batting away the gentle blows.
“I can tell somethin’s eatin ya, buddy, else than these mosquitoes.”

Tarzan said nothing. He had formed his own suspicions and conclusions about the problems Jane had but never talked about. He didn’t inquire about them, and nether did he discuss them with anybody else. Terk continued,

“I’m also guessin’ that the reason for you goin’ to all the trouble of selectin’ those flowers has somethin’ to do with ya wife trippin’ off real fast and without a word of why towards her pappy’s place earlier today. Am I right?”
He said nothing still, but did finally give her the very slightest of nods. Terk nodded too and matched his slouched body pose. They sat together with their wordless thoughts, until Terk gave him a reassuring sideways look and smile, and extended an arm to rest on his head.
“The Professor can take care of her you know. He always knows how to fix these things.”

Tarzan looked up at her from beneath his brows and hair forced down by Terk’s heavy hand. With his own arm he reached up and wound it companiably around hers. He smiled, gently. Then he sighed and slumped, and it was as if Terk was the only thing holding him upright.

“I feel so helpless sometimes.”
Over the past months Msr Dumont’s trading post’s flourishing commerce had, in part, manifested itself as a miniature white-washed wooden town. There was a hotel, a stable, a little harbour with a collection of boats of various small sizes, and a doctor’s surgery. Like many of the town’s other inhabitants, the resident doctors came and went with the waves of trade.
They were alone in the waiting room. The walls were white, but they were not like the sterile hospital rooms Jane was familiar with. The door to the examination room was closed, and there was a paper note pinned roughly to it. It was slanted.
Dr M Kwame.

Porter patted Jane on the shoulder and smiled reassuringly.

“No need worry Jane dear. I met Dr Kwame when I was here this morning, very friendly fellow you know, he’ll look after you.”

Jane smiled at him. They both knew that it was not the prospect of an unfamiliar doctor which was making her anxious. She laced her fingers in her lap and released an unsettled sigh. Porter fingered his moustache thoughtfully.

“I just don’t understand,” he ventured, “such a rapid swelling should have been accompanied by many other symptoms.”

Jane’s eyes flickered downwards.

“Well…it wasn’t especially fast…infact.” She said, slowly and quietly, still gazing straight ahead with knitted brows. Porter frowned.

“It isn’t like you to overlook something like that Jane…why didn’t you inquire about it sooner?”

Jane thought about this for a short while. Finally she lifted her gaze to meet his concerned one.

“Well, you see daddy…the pain has stopped.”

Porter was about to say something, when the door before them opened to reveal Dr Kwame with a plump black lady in yellow print and her thin but bright-eyed young son. She was smiling and thanking him, as they edged their way out of the door and left. Jane and her father rose.

Dr Kwame was nothing like they’d seen before. He was a handsome young African man, tall and dark and shaven in his long white overalls. A stethoscope hung from his neck. He smiled at them.
“Pleased to meet you, Miss Porter? And my esteemed Professor, you must barely have had a chance to enjoy your new test tubes yet. Well don’t worry, I’m sure we don’t have too much to worry about here. Miss Porter, would you like your father to join us?”

Jane shook her head.

“No, please…daddy, will you wait for me here?”

Porter nodded.

“Yes my darling, of course.” He kissed her forehead, and then watched the two of them as they disappeared into the room beyond.

Porter waited anxiously, but in the warm waiting-room he shortly fell drowsy. He must have dropped off to sleep, for it was not long before he started at the sound of the doorknob turning and clicking, and Jane and Dr Kwame re-appeared. Porter rose, looking expectant.

Dr Kwame was the first to speak.
“Miss Porter, you may wish to sit down to hear this.”
As the evening rolled in it brought with it a full moon, so large and bright that the stars were barely visible in comparison. It lit a patchwork pathway through the deep forest to where the gorillas nested in softly rustling leaves, and it dappled the rooftop of the hidden tree-house.

The structure was set between the strongest tree boughs, and it had fortified walls and doors to keep out unwanted company. Tarzan had built this tree house in the centre of his family’s circulatory area, between the sharp mountains that walled the valley and the river that had cut its course deep into the earth.
Tonight’s nest was not far from the tree-house. When Tarzan arrived at his abode he found Jane there waiting for him. She was quiet, but smiled. Her eyes were red from crying. He sat beside her on the bed, and they held and kissed each other. Then Tarzan placed the crown of flowers he had made onto Jane’s head, and regarded her with deep affection.

“Tarzan, I want to tell you about my condition.” She said, taking his hand. He said nothing, but gave her his full attention.

“When I was younger, and I came to the time that all girls come to when we begin along the path to womanhood, I began to have difficulty. I experienced a lot of pain…and a lot of bleeding. My father took me to hospital. After a lot of horrible tests and examinations they diagnosed me with a condition. They told me that it would probably continue throughout my life. It could even get worse. And they told me…”
She paused, for this was the part she found most difficult. Tarzan put his arms around her, and brushed away the tears that were beginning to roll down her cheeks.

“…they told me, that I would never be able to have children.”

She looked at his face, and forced a smile.

“So I could never marry. Nobody would want to marry a barren, unclean girl like me.” She choked back a sob. Tarzan pulled her close to him and held her tightly.
“I’m so sorry, Tarzan.”

“I love you.” He said softly. A short laugh burst from her, and she nodded, still in his embrace.

“Yes…I love you too.”

After a while she drew back from him, and rubbed the wetness from her eyes and cheeks with the knob of her wrist.

“But something has happened to make it possible for me to tell you this.” She said. “A few weeks ago I noticed that I had stopped getting my pains. I’m sure you noticed it too.”

She looked into his face, and he nodded slowly. She continued,

“Well, the pain was replaced by sickness which took me almost every day. My stomach began to swell, and I was afraid that I had an infection, or an inflammation. I was so thankful that my pains had gone that I put off telling my father, but my stomach just grew and grew and today I felt faint. Daddy took me to the doctor at the trading post, and he gave me some news that I did not expect…”
She looked up at him. His face peered into hers, full of concern.

“I’m pregnant, Tarzan. It’s a miracle, but it’s the truth. I’m three months pregnant.”

At first she thought that he had not entirely understood her, as he seemed to be waiting for her to continue. Then, slowly he reached out his hand and rested it on Jane’s swollen stomach. His expression met hers. Then he grinned.
Jane laughed.

“I’m pregnant!” She cried out. Tarzan laughed out loud and pulled her into a close embrace and kissed her deeply. They laughed and hugged and kissed and cried together.

“I love you.” He told her.

“I love you too.” She said.

“I love you…”
In January came Jane’s twentieth birthday. The days were long and hot and uncomfortable, but beautiful, as the jungle bloomed in all its vibrant summer splendour. Restlessness overtook the forest and all its inhabitants who all seemed to gather at once to the rivers and pools that ran down from the jagged mountains. The apes stuck together – Tarzan made sure of it. Even the little ones did not dare stray far from their mothers.
The earth shifted too. Far in the distance the volcano could be heard grumbling and bubbling, shaking the forest and setting off the birds that rose in screeching clouds, and headed for higher ground.

Jane was as ripe as the jungle itself. She had long succumbed to the idle days of sitting and sleeping and eating and doing little else, much like the gorillas she lived with. Since September her belly had grown enormously. Nobody could have guessed that she had three months yet to wait.
They lay together in the cool green undergrowth one afternoon, the whole family on the high banks of the lake, bothering termite mounds and chewing mangoes. Tarzan regarded them all from where he sat, beside Jane who slept with her head rested against his chest. Kala sidled over to them, and seated herself.

“You know,” she said, smiling at him, “Kerchak could never have wanted for a better successor. He would be so proud of you if he could see you now. Just as I am.”
Tarzan grinned contentedly at her and extended his arm with curled fingers, to brush affectionately against her huge fist.

“My son…you take care of us all so well. But, none of us would think any less of you if you let Moyo share some of your burden now and then.”

Tarzan looked over at the young silverback that had once been his rival. Moyo was chattering serenely with a couple of the young females. He smiled.

“Moyo will make a great leader for this family. But he doesn’t need to worry about those responsibilities while he is so young.” Tarzan turned back to his mother. “His time will come soon enough. For now, I can look after this family.”
Kala nodded.

“You are a great ape. And a wonderful husband. But you can’t always be both at once. Nobody could be.”

Tarzan frowned.

“Jane may not be an ape…but you should know that doesn’t mean she is not part of this family.”
Kala laughed gently.

“That was different. While I raised you I wasn’t everybody else’s protector as well.” She smiled at him. Tarzan looked protestful, but she silenced him gently. “Jane needs you even more at this time. Look at her…she can barely walk.”

Jane stirred, and began to wake. She opened her heavy-lidded eyes and looked up at them. She smiled, peacefully.

“Hello Kala.” She said.

Kala returned the smile. She shifted herself onto her feet and knuckles.

“Everybody respects you, my son. So don’t be ashamed to ask for help.”

She shuffled away, just as Professor Porter arrived back from the trading post. He clutched a telegram in his hand, and looked forlorn.

“I’m afraid I have some grave news.” He said. “Our beloved Queen Victoria has died today.”
In March, the rains came early. Tarzan joked that Jane’s ripeness was bringing springtime back around before it was due. The rain and clouds were so intense that sometimes it was hard to keep track of day and night.
The family were moved up to higher ground as the lakes and rivers had burst their banks. They sat hunched on the mountain slopes like hairy rocks beneath a canopy of leaves, and waited out the monsoon and felt the earth trembling from the nearby volcano.

Jane prepared for the night ahead in the tree-house. Her belly was so enormous that she didn’t really leave the place anymore.

Tarzan arrived dripping wet at the door after counting the family before they nested.
“Jane…where is your father?” He asked, looking around. Jane laughed as she brushed her hair.
“He’s made the rare event of leaving my side to carry out the next stage of his experiment this evening. Those absurd flowers…he wants to see if they’ll be affected by the perpetual darkness we’re experiencing.”

Tarzan came and sat beside her on the bed. She was in her nightdress, with a shawl draped about her shoulders, and he was soaked to the bone. He kissed her cheek.

Jane blushed.

“The rain is so loud on the roof. I don’t know if I shall get any sleep at all tonight.”

She got up – with great difficulty – to adjust the curtains. “You don’t think we should be worrying a bit about that…oh…”

Tarzan was immediately at her side.

“What is it Jane? Is it the baby?” He asked with great concern. She nodded.

“Yes…I think it’s time. Ah…” She looked down, to discover that her water had broken. Tarzan put his hands supportively onto the sides of her stomach.
“Are you alright?”

She nodded.

“Are you sure?”

Jane laughed, and nodded.

“Yes, I’m fine. You have to get my father and Dr Kwame.”

“I don’t want to leave you.” He said, unable to hide his excitement. Jane laughed again and looked up at him.

“I know, I’ll be fine, just go – quickly.” She said. They embraced and kissed. Then Tarzan left her alone in the tree-house.

He wooped and grinned as he swung through the trees towards the mountains and the Professor’s camp. He felt as if he had waited forever for this moment.
There was a booming, crunching sound, and the trees shook. Everything suddenly became eerily quiet. Tarzan looked up in shock, to see enormous clouds of steam billowing up from behind the mountains, lit up with a sinister red glow.

The volcano that had been grumbling and gurgling for so many months had finally woken up. The steam poured over the mountain range, obscuring its peaks. There was another great boom, and everything shook violently. Tarzan watched in horror as tons of heavy rain soaked mud was dislodged and began falling down the mountain slopes, emerging from beneath the steam, headed for the valley.

He recovered himself and set off at a pace for the nesting ground. He cursed himself for not predicting this event. The valley sloped to the left, diverting the landslide gradually towards him. He saw trees torn down and the earth reshapen.
When he arrived at the nesting ground he found it deserted, and prayed that the family had been led in the right direction. He was about to set off to rescue Professor Porter, but realised in horror that it would be only a couple of minutes before the tons and tons of earth reached the tree-house, and Jane.

Tarzan chased the landslide as it parted from the base of the mountains and ripped through the valley. It was almost upon him.

Inside the tree-house he scooped Jane up and she screamed as he leapt clear through the back porch window.
“Where is my father?” She cried as they sailed through the air and the rain, and fell into the deep jungle.

Tarzan had no time to discuss it. He could hear and feel the waves of earth snatching and roaring at him as they sped through the canopy. There was a ravine ahead, where the river had worn its way down through layers and layers of soft rock, and it was wide and deep.
With all his strength, Tarzan threw himself from the last cord and they sailed over the rift. Jane screamed once more as they plummeted down towards the canopy on the other side. Tarzan grabbed a handful of vines as they fell, and they absorbed some of their velocity.

They watched as the terrible landslide finally met its end and tumbled deafeningly into the ravine, towards the river below, and taking with it all the mighty trees and earth forms that had not been strong enough to hold it back.

Tarzan placed Jane on the ground. She was crying from shock and fear.

“Our home…Tarzan, our wonderful home…its all gone.”

He nodded and held her tightly and kissed her.

“Tarzan, what about my father?”

“I think his camp was clear from its path.” He told her. It was not further discussed, as at that moment Jane moaned loudly and crumpled, clutching her stomach.
“Tarzan…the baby’s coming, it’s coming soon.” She gasped. Tarzan looked scared. He helped her to her feet again and wrapped her shawl around her tightly.

“I’ll take you to the doctor.”

“No……it’s too far.”

Tarzan looked around. Mud still poured over the cliff ahead of them. Behind them, the jungle was dark and full of strangers.

“I know a place that’s safe.” He said.
They approached the ravine, and Tarzan peered over the edge.
As the river had worn its way down it had left great caves in the walls of the rift. He pointed them out to Jane.
“I’m going to lower you down.”
Inside, the couple huddled together in the dark. Jane shivered, and Tarzan let her lie back against him as she sobbed and moaned. Though he didn’t know what to do, it seemed that nothing was going to stop the baby being born right then and there in the cave.
He delivered their daughter to the world, screaming and cold, but healthy and so alive. Jane passed out almost immediately afterwards, exhausted.

He washed her and held her, so tiny and wonderful and knew immediately that he was devoted to her.

Tarzan gathered Jane up into his embrace and placed the child in her arms for when she woke.
When she did, she looked up at him and smiled. Then she looked down at her baby and gasped softly.

“Oh Tarzan…she’s perfect.”

She reached among the blankets and found a tiny hand. She touched the tiny nose. Jane bent forward and tenderly kissed the child’s forehead. Tarzan could see there were tears falling down her cheeks. The little girl opened her eyes.
“Look Jane…her eyes are blue like yours.”

“My baby…my baby girl…”

The child began to wail once more. Jane looked dismayed. “No, no, no…please don’t cry my darling. I’m so sorry you had to be born in this dark, damp cave…don’t cry…”
She held the baby close to her and released a choked sob. Dismayed, Tarzan kissed her forehead and comforted her. She rested her head against his chest.

“Don’t worry Jane…I think she’s just cold and hungry. I need to get you out of here.”
They searched for the place that the gorillas had run to. It seemed that they had all found safety in the lower peaks of the mountains. Dawn was breaking as they arrived, and Kala was the first to see them.

“My son, you’re alright! We were all so worried about you. Oh my…” She finished, seeing the child in Jane’s arms. “Jane…but…where is your father?”

“He hasn’t been found? Is he being searched for?” Tarzan urged. Jane rested her head weakly against his chest and closed her eyes.

“Of course…” Said Kala, still watching the sleeping child. “Just as we were searching for you. But…as you see, the forest has been completely destroyed for miles around.” She finished quietly.

“I will look for him.” Said Tarzan. He looked anxiously around at his assembled tribe, counting heads. Finally, he said, “Moyo, I don’t know what I would have done had you not been wise enough to lead everyone to safety.”

The young silverback stepped forward. “What else would I have done? I did what I had to do, as you did, Tarzan.”

Tarzan bowed his head to Moyo, but his eyes remained cast downwards contemplatively. He held Jane close to him, stroking her hair, as silent tears streaked her face. The baby stirred in her arms.

“Mother,” said Tarzan, “please take Jane and our child to the tree-house on the cliffs. Moyo, please lead everybody to somewhere safe that they can eat and drink. I must go and search for Jane’s father.”
Kala and Moyo nodded, and Kala approached them.

Tarzan kissed Jane’s forehead.

“Jane…have you decided on a name for our little girl?”

Jane was silent for a few moments. Then she gently parted her lips, paused, and then spoke.

“Victoria.”
Weeks passed. Those who were used to the unpredictable nature of the jungle busied themselves with putting their routines back together. The rains ended, and the gorilla family moved across the ravine to the lakeside, under the shadow of Dark Mountain, the blown out volcano.
For the time being, Tarzan, Jane and their child moved into the tree-house on the cliffs that had been built by Tarzan’s parents. They rebuilt their lives around their daughter, but Jane was mourning her father. He had never been found.

The new doctor visited her at the tree-house and told her to rest and gave her medicines. She was weak and feverish after the birth, but he told her that she must have been very strong, and very lucky, for pregnancies and births in her condition were difficult and dangerous.

One day, Jane awoke and judged herself to be strong enough to take to her feet without assistance.
She moved herself carefully to the edge of her bed, and then gently pushed herself forwards.

Her legs were shaky, but they worked. Jane grinned to herself.

She teetered over to the crib where her daughter lay sleeping. She bent down, her tangled hair falling across her face and her feet stretching onto tiptoe as she lifted the child up gently.

“You’re going to have such a wonderful life, my little darling.” She told her softly.

The front door was open, and presently the heavy, lumbering form of Kala entered through it. Jane looked over to her and smiled.
“Hello Kala. Look – I seem to have recovered.”

“Don’t rush now, Jane.” Said Kala kindly. “You aren’t allowed to strain yourself.”

“I feel fine, Kala.” Said Jane, smiling. “I feel strong. I want to take care of my child.”

Kala nodded and gazed fondly at the baby. Jane knelt down and offered her to the gorilla. Kala took her, gently, in one of her enormous hands. Victoria’s eyes focused on the gorilla. She smiled, reaching out with a little hand towards Kala’s face. Kala laughed, gently.
“She really is beautiful, Jane.” She looked up at the woman who knelt before her. “Your father would be very proud of you.”

Jane smiled.

“I know.” She gently took the baby back from Kala, and cradled her in her arms. “Daddy loved the jungle so much. He was almost as devoted to it as he was to me. All those crazy experiments that he never stopped doing. He would never have died quietly in his bed. I think that the jungle was the only thing he would have had defeat him.”

Kala nodded gently. Jane bent her head and tenderly kissed the little child.

“My father used to look after me, and Tarzan looks after me. Now it’s my turn to take care of someone.” She smiled. Kala took her hand.
“We all take care of each other.”
N.B. I have distorted time a little in my fanfic writing. The reason for this was that I was compromising between the events as they were told in the film, and how they were in the original books. This story is set in 1909-10, but in the film Jane and her father come from Victorian England. Queen Victoria died on January 22nd 1901, but in my timeline I have added nine years onto her life. Just to avoid confusion.

Besides, if Doctor Who is to be believed then she was a werewolf, at the very least!
p.s.n.b. (I have just invented that) I altered Tora’s full name because I thought it sounded too much like Tiramisu.

