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Jane paced about in worry, as Tarzan watched her curiously from the bed.

“Jane-?” He asked, as Jane rubbed her hands over her face in discomfort. She ignored him and continued to pace up and down the room, and then sat down sharply next to him.

“Alright-” She said firmly, but her face was back in her hands again, searching for words, “Alright……darling…how are you feeling?”

Tarzan was puzzled and slightly amused. “Jane, I’m fine! What about you?” He cupped one hand around the side of her face and stroked her soft cheek with his thumb, stooping his head to peer into her downcast face, “Jane?”

“Tarzan?……do…you remember,…whe-when I told you about…Tora?” Tarzan frowned, his eyes breaking contact with hers momentarily as he considered.

“About Tora? What about Tora? What did she do?” Jane smiled weakly at him.

“No-…dear,…I mean, when I told you I was……you know……pregnant?” Tarzan’s brow lowered even more, but he nodded.

“Yes I remember, Jane.” Jane chewed her lower lip, her eyebrows sloping upwards in increasing anxiety.

“…How did you feel?” She said eventually. Tarzan blinked, and continued to look non-plussed.

“I…guess I didn’t really understand…at first…I was very happy…but as I said, I didn’t understand. I mean, I suppose I thought it would be like with the gorillas, I guess I thought…but then with the mudslide, and your father-” (Jane’s eyes flickered downwards at this moment), “It was dangerous…you could have died…we all could have.”

“But we didn’t.” Said Jane. Tarzan nodded-

“I know, Jane. What I mean is that I had no idea…then…about what it would be like…a human baby isn’t like a baby gorilla…it’s all different…such hard work…really hard work - I had no idea at the time-”

“Oh God…” Choked Jane, her voice breaking as sobs escaped her throat. Tarzan hadn’t noticed her expression of worry turn rapidly to dismay as he had been speaking. She raised a hand to her face to cover her mouth as she stared despairingly at Tarzan. Her other hand fell unconsciously to her stomach.

“Jane?” Tarzan peered into her face, searching for an explanation. He saw her hand as it fell, and suddenly epiphanised- “Jane…you’re…you’re…”

Jane nodded.

“I’m…don’t be angry with me…I hoped you’d be happy…” She wailed. Tarzan shook his head in confusion.

“Angry…why would I be angry, Jane? You know I love you, and I love Tora, and this is…Jane, this is wonderful.” Jane looked up into Tarzan’s eyes searchingly. Her own were already red from hot salty tears, and she choked on every breath that she drew.

“…Truly?” She asked.

“Jane…of course.” Tarzan pulled Jane, shaking and sobbing still, into his arms. She was taken over with shock and confusion.

“But…you said…about Tora-”

“I didn’t mean I wasn’t happy, Jane…of course it was difficult…and it wasn’t how I imagined…it was so much better than how I imagined…I should have been as happy then…as now. Jane?” Jane still wept. She took Tarzan’s hand in hers. Tarzan smiled at her with fondness and pity, but his expression quickly turned to surprise when she smacked his hand with her own small pale one.

“Tarzan…you can’t scare me like that.” She said, half angrily, but mixed with happiness and oppressed sobs. Tarzan laughed and hugged her tightly, rocking from side to side.

“Jane…you silly thing…whatever were you thinking?” Jane laughed now aswell; somewhat charmed by the distinctive dialect he had managed to pick up from her. She still sobbed, but now from relief. She drew back from him a little, and held his face close to hers in her hands. His arms remained affectionately around her waist.

“I couldn’t bear to displease you Tarzan…I couldn’t bear it….to have you hate me.”

“Jane…I could never hate you…I love you. I love you more than life itself.”

Jane nodded,

“I love you too Tarzan…I need you to keep me safe…you’re everything to me.” She wiped the dampness from her flushed cheeks with the back of her hand, and sniffed. “…And you scared me for a moment.” Tarzan shook his head again, and smiled.

“I didn’t mean to scare you Jane.” He said soothingly. She shook her head in agreement, and her trembling lips broke into a relieved smile. Tarzan leant towards her and tiled his head, pressing his lips against hers, Jane drawing a sharp intake of breath at the firm sincerity of his kiss, and she relaxed into his hold, his hand clasping her own against her stomach. They remained for many long minutes.

Eventually, Jane broke away to catch her breath.

“My dear, what about Tora?” That look of concern was quickly creeping back into her eyes. Tarzan watched her face, and smiled with calm reassurance, stroking her soft hair comfortingly.

“Tora,” he said firmly, and his deep voice brought Jane a clarifying confidence, “should be the next to know.”

*~*~*~*

The sun had been raised for an hour over the distant horizon, and already the temperature above the trees was escalating. It would be dangerous to go out of the shade on a summer day like this. Fortunately, beneath the thick canopy of leaves the light was filtered into a green-yellow glow, and the dampness created by water caught in the many billions of leaves overnight made the warmth far more bearable to the jungle’s inhabitants. The gorillas of Tarzan’s family sat about amongst their nests, eating a breakfast of fruit and leaves. Tarzan, Jane and their young daughter sat slightly apart from them for want of privacy. Jane was still a little nervous of the news they had for Tora.


Tora eyed her parents suspiciously. Jane had her head under Tarzan’s arm and every few minutes they would kiss and gaze at each other. Tora herself was eating a mango.

“Oh what is your problem?” She burst out in disgust. “Look – breakfast! I’m trying to eat, and you are seriously putting me off.”

Tarzan nudged Jane. She smiled weakly.

“Darling…come over here.” She said, reaching out her hand to the seven-year-old. Tora looked at both of them in deep suspicion, but slowly she rose to all fours and tumbled over to them. “Darling, I…we have some news for you. I hope it’ll make you happy.” Jane paused and searched Tora’s face. She was frowning, as Tarzan had done, making Jane nervous. She took a deep breath. “I…well,…I’m…pregnant…?” The raised note at the end of her sentence signified the question she now wished to ask; ‘Are you angry with me, darling?’.

Though she did not actually say it.


Tora’s face was still set in the same frown, it had not changed except that she had briefly broken eye contact with Jane and glanced at her father. Finally she voiced her thoughts, with a slight inclination of her head;

“Pregnant?” Tarzan came to the rescue at this point.

“Mama’s going to have another baby, balu.” He said. Tora’s eyebrows flickered upwards and she glanced away in deep consideration. Jane held Tarzan’s hand tightly and gazed into his sea green eyes, immersed in worry. Tarzan squeezed her hand and smiled reassuringly. They both looked back at Tora.

It was a deeply uncomfortable silence. Jane looked as if she would almost burst into tears again, but Tora suddenly looked at them and smiled.

“That’s kinda cool.” She said. Seeing the look on her mother’s face she laughed, “oh, mommy”, and hugged her. Jane squeezed her tightly in happiness and relief, and kissed the top of her head. She smiled blissfully at Tarzan, who returned the smile and put his arms around both of them, kissing Jane over Tora’s shoulder.

Tora sat back suddenly; “When?” she asked. Jane looked at Tarzan.

“Nine months…?” He said

“A little less now. Six and a half, seven. Something like that. I wanted to wait till I was sure before I told you.” Jane cast her eyes downwards; “I wish daddy were here.” she blurted out. Tarzan looked at her with a little sadness.

Jane and her father had been very close. After persuading Jane that she would rather remain in the Jungle with Tarzan than return to London, he had too decided to stay. He had passed away on the same day that Tora had been born, in a devastating mudslide disaster. It was possible that Jane wouldn’t have survived emotionally from this incident if it weren’t for Tarzan and their mutual need for each other. And, of course, their love for the newborn, Tora-misisi.

As Jane lay in his arms that night, her mind at rest and a peaceful expression upon her face, Tarzan lay awake, his thoughts occupied by Jane’s actions that day. First her despair at the thought that he would not be joyful at the news of her pregnancy, and then secondly Tora aswell. But what most concerned him was the way she had reacted, when she believed he was unhappy with her; as if there was nothing worse that could possibly happen but that. He knew he loved her dearly and absolutely, and that her love for him was the same…but her apparent fear of his disapproval…?

He supposed that, true, he wasn’t the kind of person you’d wish as your enemy; That the power of strength and primeval instinct within him had made him renowned about the jungle and to all whom he encountered as a force with which not to interfered, by pain of injury or even death. He was intimidating, dangerous.

But not to Jane…not possibly…could he?

Tarzan turned his head and let his gaze rest upon her face; its tranquil features illuminated by the pale light of the moon that shone through the curtain-less window from between the gaps in the leaves of the upper jungle canopy. Was it possible that she had been afraid of him? Why? She knew that his only purpose in life was to love and protect her, didn’t she? Yes. She must. So her behaviour that day just didn’t make sense.

Or did it? Tarzan briefly recalled the unhappy incident involving a young leopard cub, where by a complete mistake, he had made her feel almost absolute terror towards him. But she had come to realise that he would never do a thing like that to her intentionally, hadn’t she? Yes. And this was eight years previously; she had never behaved in this way since then. Tarzan puzzled and puzzled, but still he did not understand.

As he struggled to sleep, his mind busy with questions and uncertainties, he suddenly recalled two of the things that Jane had said that day, in the heat of emotion;

‘I wish daddy were here.’, and; ‘I need you to keep me safe…you’re everything to me.’ He thought about how Jane had been while her father was still alive; and he came to realise that she had been more independent, considerably more confident. Professor Porter had been there to help Jane when Tarzan had scared her that time. His support had meant a lot to her. Now she didn’t have that support.


He and Tora were really all she had now. He knew how important they were to her. So he supposed that it would make sense for her to be concerned as to their opinions; and the way they felt about her. A new baby, however wonderful, would be hard work, and Tarzan was already working hard all the time to keep his family safe and well. Though he knew they would manage it fine.


He wondered how long Jane had known about her pregnancy before she had summoned up the courage to tell him. He should have noticed the signs really…she had been pregnant before. Wouldn’t she have noticed them too? She must have! Three months into her pregnancy, she had said she was. Tarzan realised that she had probably known it for a considerable amount of time. She must have been incredibly scared to have put it off that long. Why? Why was she so scared of him?


Ah. Yes. ‘I need you to keep me safe’. It was quite true, he realised; if Jane didn’t have him, then she would almost certainly die there in the jungle, at the jaws of Histah the Python, Nuru and Sheeta the panthers, or most vicious of all Numa the lion. Not to mention the jungle labyrinths, high cliffs and forest fires. And if he himself were to harm her…intentionally…to be angry with her…then she would have less than nothing, even. It would be the equivalent of death for her; physically, mentally and spiritually. It was no wonder to him now, why she had been afraid.


Jane was helpless without him. Tarzan hadn’t realised it before. She, obviously had, and was terrified by it. It was making sense to him now. She needed his love and protection now, more than ever before since her father had died. And now she faced the prospect of raising another child, here in the jungle, so far away from her England and her London, and her house and civilisation. How much she must fear her loss of him! Him, her beloved, her protector!


He would do his ultimate best to make her feel safe and loved at all times.


As Jane slept, Tarzan pulled her limp form against his body, holding her head beneath his chin as if to protect her from airborne attack. And as Jane slept, she embraced him within her own warm, pale arms and smiled a contented smile, murmuring words of fondness and gratitude, as she knew she was completely safe from harm.


And Tarzan, his mind finally at peace, fell to a relieving unconsciousness.

*~*~*~*

Over the following months, life in the jungle returned to almost normal. It was the beginning of summertime by the time Jane’s pregnancy was four months in, and, judging by the previous time, she was prone to pregnancies of above average size; with five months still to go her stomach had become considerably awkward, and she spent much of each day waddling about among the trees, basket in hand, collecting flowers or fruit, and attempting to keep as active as possible. This was a great fascination to Tora, who took the role that Tarzan had previously played, in constantly nagging her mother with questions like ‘how long now?’ and ‘what will it be like?’, obviously, hardly any of which Jane could answer. She just smiled and said ‘we’ll just have to wait and see’. Naturally, this annoyed Tora to the point of near madness.

Tarzan, however, seemed far more laid-back this time. He knew that for Jane to be happy and confident, he would also have to be happy and confident. He knew her well enough to read why she was being so active; paranoia formed from the memory of the last day of her previous pregnancy, in which the crippling size of her stomach had almost cost them all their lives in a disaster. 

But Jane wasn’t worried. So neither was Tarzan or Tora. He stayed close by at almost all times of the day, trying, and succeeding, in making her feel safer than ever, permitting Jane to become happily lost in her maternal bliss.

Her mood seemed to put an influence over everybody else aswell. It was almost like someone had cast a sleeping spell over them. Everyone, especially the gorillas, seemed calm and content. Except of course Tora, who was as excited as Tarzan had been. Having given up on Jane, she had begun to pester her father instead;

“Daddy, what do you think the new baby’s gonna be like?”

It was early one morning; Tora was sitting in Tarzan’s lap, eating breakfast. Jane was not out of the tree house yet. Tarzan smiled and handed her a peeled banana.

“We’ll just have to wait and see.”

From the look Tora gave him in response to this he laughed. “Well I don’t know, balu, what do you think?” Seeing that she was still not satisfied, he said; “Alright…what I do know is that whether it’s a boy or a girl, dark haired or light haired, two legged or eight legged, feathered or scaly-”

“Da-aad.” Giggled Tora. Tarzan laughed and continued,

“-green eyed or blue eyed, they will be as beautiful and wonderful as you and your mother, and I will love them as much as I love you, balu.”

Tora gave her father a wide smile, and hugged him around his neck. He hugged her back, burying his face in her soft hair.

“Can we go wake mom up?” Tora enquired. Tarzan kissed her nose.

“We’ll go to see her. But we won’t wake her.” He said.

Tora was happy enough with this.

Jane was fast asleep, not even disturbed by the creak of the door opening, as Tarzan and Tora entered. They crept over to her bed. Tora put her head on Jane’s stomach, listening. Tarzan lay close to her, careful not to disturb her, and gazed into her face. She slept peacefully, one hand on her protruding stomach, the other under her head, not even the heat of the sun on her face, shining through the now thinly curtained window, disturbed her dreams.

She is more beautiful every time I see her, Tarzan thought to himself, smiling, with his face close to hers. He moved his head forwards and softly kissed her warm lips. She smiled in her sleep, murmuring something, her hand moving slightly and tangling her hair between her pale fingers. Tarzan smiled too, lifting Jane’s head to his, holding it against his cheekbone. He could feel her hair, soft and warm, hear her steady breathing.

Tarzan kissed the top of her head and held his arm supportively behind her back.

“I can hear the baby’s heart…” Tora whispered excitedly. Tarzan felt a change in the rise and fall of Jane’s chest against his, and her arm moved behind him, returning the embrace. She turned her head slightly, her nose brushing his cheek.

“Tarzan?”

Just the sound of her voice, soft, still only half conscious made his heart warm inside him.

“Yes.”

Tarzan felt her kiss upon his cheek. He squeezed her tightly, and then laid her head back on the bed, still rested on his hand. Noses touching, Tarzan gazed at her soft closed lids, until Tora clambered in between them, and they both put their arms around her. Tora’s knees struck Jane in the stomach as she tried to get comfortable. Jane closed her eyes from the brief pain.

“Careful sweetheart.” She said, putting her hand protectively over her stomach.

“Sorry mama.” Said Tora.

“Are you very tired Jane? We didn’t intend to wake you. We’ll leave you f you want to rest more.” Tarzan said. Jane nodded.

“Yes, I’m extraordinarily tired.” She whispered softly. “Thankyou darling.” Tarzan kissed her forehead and sat up.

“C’mon Tora.” Tora clambered up and clung onto Tarzan’s shoulders playfully. He smiled at Jane. She waved to them as they left. Once they were gone, she rested her head back on her arm, closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.

Outside, Tarzan swung up onto a branch and prized Tora off his neck. She was still laughing, wanting to play. Tarzan sat her down and looked at her sternly.

“Tora, I want you to be more careful around your mother. I know you’re excited about the baby, but what you did was careless.” Tora’s grin faded from her face, and she hung her head and inspected her toes.

“’M sorry daddy.” She mumbled. Tarzan felt quite guilty. He pulled her over onto her back and poked her stomach.

“You don’t have to get upset about it balu, just so long as you keep it in mind.”

Tora still looked ashamed. Tarzan considered. “You want to go swimming?” Thankfully, Tora brightened and nodded enthusiastically. They swung away, happy again, in the direction of the cove.

*~*~*~*

October drew to a close, and with it came cooler days, signalling the end of Jane’s pregnancy. One month until the baby was due now.

But Jane still refused to be oppressed by her excessively restricting stomach, and spent a lot of time up-and-about. Tarzan encouraged her to sit down and rest, but she wouldn’t hear of it. She remarked that last time she’d done that, they’d all almost been swept away by the mudslide because she couldn’t run. Or walk, for that matter.

Though other dangers were still lurking.

“RWAAAAAAAL!”

The big cat screeched as its quarry narrowly escaped its ferocious jaws. Tarzan leaped expertly away up the tree. Numa the lioness followed closely, swiping and spitting at him. Tarzan reached upon instinct for a vine, but it was rotted and broke in his grasp, causing him to fall back, a tiny fault that could have cost him his life. But as he glanced behind him, wrenching himself up out of reach, he saw Numa look away from him. She coiled herself and pounced down onto the ground leaping away. Tarzan watched suspiciously, wondering what had drawn her interest. Bloodthirsty roars and the screams of a young woman quickly answered him.

“JANE!” Tarzan yelled, leaping after the creature in pursuit.

Up until a few moments previously Jane had been half asleep sitting rested against a tree, exhausted from another day of carrying the heavy awkward load she was not used to. She had awoken to the sounds of the chase nearby, and, thoroughly alarmed, had attempted to stand and make her way away from it as fast as possible. But as she turned, once upright, her back to the tree once more, the she-Numa that had been pursuing Tarzan landed in front of her, and coiled herself to spring. Trapped in her malicious stare, Jane flattened herself against the unhelpful trunk, no breath able to pass her dry lips, her heart frozen in her chest. Time halted for a moment.


Then Numa let out a blood-curdling roar as she leapt towards the young woman, claws and fangs out-splayed, and Jane screamed – and fainted, in the pure knowledge that she was about to die.


Numa caught Jane in huge paws and flung her to the ground. But before the lioness could close her breaking, crushing jaws into Jane’s neck and drag her away, Tarzan’s powerful body hit her full in the side, and he drew a bladed stone from the ground and thrust it up into her tan-furred abdomen. Numa roared and twisted, releasing herself from Tarzan’s strong grasp, and she leapt away, blood seeping from the fresh hole just beneath her ribs. She glanced calculatingly from Tarzan to the fallen body that was Jane – stay and fight for her meal, or run now rather than risk further injury or death? Tarzan certainly would have administered it had he had the chance.


With a roar, the she-Numa turned and fled into the trees. Tarzan’s first instinct was to pursue her, to finish the job he had started. If the wound he had given her did not kill her, then she would almost certainly return, and if not she then another Numa. But in the same split second that Tarzan knew this, he remembered Jane. He dropped the blood-covered stone in his fist and ran to her, anger quickly leaving him in favour of grief.

“Jane? No…” Tarzan bent over her, turning her face towards his. “Please no…” Jane’s dress and skin were gashed across her arms and the side of her mid-rift. Sharp claws had also caught her a glancing blow to the head, as she had been taken down with little effort on the lioness’ part. Blood ran down the side of her face and seeped through her torn clothes. Tarzan tore off part of the skirt of her dress and tied it tightly around her slashed arms to stem the flow of blood. He picked her up and began to stumble back towards the tree house, her head and arms hanging limply. He kissed her forehead, tears of grief falling onto her pale skin, and the immediate feeling that he had failed her.


Inside, Tarzan hurried quickly over to the bed and laid Jane down on the sheets. He bound her gashes tightly with tourniquets, listening closely for her breathing. Not knowing what else to do, he held Jane closely to him, kissed her, clasped her hands tightly in his. “Please Jane…please?”
He sat back to let her breathe, still clutching her hands in his own. To his great relief, she finally stirred, murmuring something. “Jane? Oh Jane, thank you…Jane…” He held her body close to his, nose touching nose. He stroked her hair and whispered to her comfortingly.

“Tarzan?” Barely audible, her words just softly choked sounds, but she was alive. He kissed her forehead, and spoke quietly.

“Yes it’s me. I’m so sorry, Jane - Are you alright?”

“Am I not dead?” She questioned. Tarzan shook his head.

“No Jane, you are alive…open you eyes…are you alright?” It was perfectly plain that she wasn’t, but slowly she nodded, opened her eyes a little and looked into his. “Both of you?” Jane’s arm was already laid across her stomach, and she caressed it affectionately, and nodded once more. “I think so…Tarzan,” Tarzan was filled with different emotions; love, relief, regret, and an intense guilt and self-loathing that he had been unable to protect her. He reached a hand towards her drained cheek and held it there, and then the other to the side of her head, and ran his fingers through her hair. “It’s a dangerous business, this.” She said.

“What?”

“Having babies, out here in the jungle.” She said, and smiled bravely. Tarzan couldn’t help but laugh with the relief. She was so wonderful.

Jane put her arms about Tarzan’s neck and leaned forward, “Kiss me, dear…”


Tarzan needed no further request. He took Jane within his arms and closed out the world from around them, and Jane found a comfort in the passion of her love’s heart, as he lulled her into calm, her heartbeat slowing as the shock of the incident left her. They, and nothing else, solely existed within their world.


But the calm was shattered as Jane began to breathe sharply, and she pulled back from Tarzan’s lips with a gasp.

“Jane?” Tarzan’s voice escalated with fear.

“Gnn…AGH……AH…OH GOD…” Jane’s eyes were tight shut, she was tensed up, and her breathing fluctuated. “OH MY GOD…” She reached for his hand, and her grip tightened as the agony mounted, until it reached it’s peak and Jane bent forwards across her stomach and released a groaning scream. Then her grip failed, and she went limp, breaking down into shocked sobs. “Tarzan…I think I’m losing the baby…”


Tarzan didn’t know what Jane meant, but he knew that it wasn’t good. If the baby was coming now then he knew Jane would be unable to handle it. She was already weak from fear, shock, distress and pain. And not to mention exhaustion. Birth would kill her, he knew that much.

“Jane? What’s happening?”

Jane didn’t answer. She was curled up, her eyes closed and teeth gritted, preparing herself for a second wave of pain. It hit her, and though Tarzan wouldn’t have thought it possible, he reckoned that it was worse than the previous. When Jane was finally released from agony’s clutches she collapsed into Tarzan’s arms, breaking into sobs once more.

“Tarzan I’m frightened…help me, please.”


But what could he do but sit by her and hold her hand? Tarzan was helpless to the force that controlled Jane’s body, but he remained with her, waiting, waiting, for the awful moment when it would become too much for her, and whatever was going to happen would happen. And then she would be taken from him forever.


But the moment never reached them. Jane said, when it was over, that it must have been a false start. But the baby was fine. And so was she, for now.

And so, further more weeks passed. Though they were not happy ones. The incident with Numa had left Jane bed-bound, and everyone feeling tense and uneasy about the presence of other Numas near by, who could attack again at any time. But more concern was of Jane; Tarzan knew how weak she was now, and how much she needed strength for when the time finally came. He wouldn’t let her out of bed (not that she could protest), and snapped at anyone who disturbed her. Tora too understood, more deeply than her parents realised, how possible it was that her mother would not survive.

But she also began to see how she would lose her, even without death.


Tora had grown up with the other young gorillas of the family as one of them. But because she, a human baby, developed so much slower, many times had her playmates grown beyond her and left her for the younger broods, and so she found it difficult to make close sibling-like friends within the family. More than occasionally she was even rejected by her peers because she looked so different from them.

It was following a play-fight with Kobi, the son of Terk and Gobu, which had turned rough, when Kobi said something that first made Tora doubtful.

“You psycho!” Said Kobi, retreating with a punched stomach and twisted arm. Tora knuckled her bruised eye and frowned at him.

“You’re just jealous that I beat you. Now who’s weak?” She responded.

“You broke the rules. You’re not supposed to kick in the stomach, you’re out of control you psycho.”

“There aren’t any rules, you’re just embarrassed.”

“Psycho.”

“Shut up!”

“Psycho.”

Infuriated, Tora grabbed a rock at her feet and threw it at Kobi, but it missed and hit Daida in the eye. She howled. Tora might still have had one of her three companions on her side, if it weren’t for the third being Daida’s older brother Ondo. He pointed at her and yelled;

“She’s gone rogue! She’s gone rogue!” And he and Kobi started laughing.

“No I haven’t!” Tora protested, glaring at them but feeling intensely guilty about Daida’s eye.

“My dad says you go rogue if nobody likes you.” Said Ondo.

“Yeah, and even your parents don’t like you, Tora!” Kobi chimed in.

“What?” Tora demanded.

“Yeah, they’re going to get rid of you when the baby is born.” Little Daida now added maliciously.

“That’s not true, you’re making that up.”

“Your mom doesn’t love you anyway Tora.” Kobi said.

“Wha-what do you mean?”

“Your mom and dad weren’t happy on the day you were born. I heard them talking about it.”

“You’re lying.” Said Tora.

“I heard it to.” Taunted Daida. “It’s true.”

“Yeah, at least our parents like us, nobody can like you Tora, you’re too mean.” Kobi said, and they all laughed at her.


Tora was confused and upset, and she ran away from them into the bushes.

She visited Jane in her bed one morning, bringing her some fruit, and seating herself next to her to drape cool damp leaves over her forehead. Jane smiled at her, but peeled them off. Tora looked a little hurt.

“I’m just trying to make you comfortable Mama.” She said. Jane stroked her hair.

“I know that dear, but I really just want to rest right now.” She said. Tora smiled apologetically.

“Mama, can I talk to you?” She asked. Jane looked at her face and recognised the concern.

“Yes of course sweetheart. What’s wrong.”

“It’s something that Kobi said…he and Daida and Ondo said they heard you and daddy talking…and you said that you weren’t happy on the day I was born. Is it true, mommy?”


Jane searched her tired mind, then found what she was looking for.

“Oh, sweetheart, that’s not what we meant. Come here;” Jane took her daughter’s arm and pulled her gently down into a hug; “They were just twisting our words…we were talking about my father…he died on the day you were born…I was very sad of course my darling but it was you - my love for you - that helped me get through that. Your…daddy…was just reassuring me that everything would be okay…this time…do you understand?” Tora nodded. Then she smiled and kissed her mother, and sat up again.

“Okay - I brought you some breakfast!” She held up a banana, peeled it and pushed it towards Jane’s face. Jane refused it, and told her daughter once again that she wanted to be left to sleep. Tarzan entered at this point.

“Tora, don’t disturb your mother. Remember what we talked about? Go outside and play.” Tora looked protestful, but seeing the look her father gave her, she hung her head sadly and walked towards the door. She turned to look at them as she left. Tarzan was supporting Jane’s back as they held each other, one hand each on Jane’s stomach, and they were talking happily, about the baby.

From this distance Tora could see the whole picture; and she wasn’t in it.

*~*~*~*

Summer storms brought rain and an atmosphere of sad depression upon everyone. Nobody liked sitting out in a shower, and even the gigantic floppy leaves that grew all around them provided poor shelter. Though Tarzan and Tora were much relieved to find that Jane was gaining strength, Tora was still worrying. She realised that a new baby meant she was going to have to share her parent’s love with a sibling, and she didn’t know how to do that. In her eyes, she was being replaced by a bump. And she didn’t want to let it happen without a fight.

“Mama?” Tora was sitting with Jane again, in the tree house. Jane was half sleeping, and her daughter was careful not be irritating, in fear of another telling off.

“Mmm?” Jane murmured. Tora twisted her fingers in her lap uneasily.

“What would you do if the baby…uh…well…died?” She ventured. Jane moved her head and squinted at Tora.

“What?” She asked. Tora could feel a snap coming, and attempted to justify her question.

“I was just…wondering...how it would be if nothing changed from how it is now” She said. Jane still looked puzzled.

“I’d be heartbroken. Why darling?”

“And,” Tora added, “Who would you love more? Me or the baby?”

“You do have some odd questions dear. I’d love you both the same. I do.” Tora felt she could press a little further.

“But, you’d have to love one of us more.”

“No, dear.”

“But I’m older.”

“Darling, this isn’t a very nice thing to be talking about.”

This upset Tora. Instead of keeping quiet, her tone escalated;

“You’re doing it again.”

“Doing what?”

“You love it more than me.”

“No I don’t, and I want to end this conversation right now, I want to sleep.”

“But Mama-”

“NO!” Tora burst into tears and ran to the door.

“You don’t love me at all!” She wailed. Jane watched her in despair.

“Tora, come back! Please sweetheart, I’m sorry.” Tora ignored her and ran off, leaving her mother alone. “Tora? Oh, why did that happen?” Jane complained to herself, letting her hand fall to her stomach. She felt a twinge. “Oh!”

Jane knew what it was. The baby was coming, and there was no one there with her. She called out for help.

“TARZAN! TARZAN, THE- AAAAAH!” The first contraction, a very big one. She doubled up in agony, gasping for breath. “TARZAN, PLEASE!” Her calls were un-answered. She panicked.

Supporting her stomach with one hand, she attempted to get up, but hadn’t made it a few steps from the bed before she sank to the floor- and her water broke. This time she screamed for help, unable to stand and go any further. Finally, Terk stuck her head around the door.

“Oh…my…!” She exclaimed, seeing Jane on the floor.

“Where’s…Tarzan? Tora?” She gasped, and then cried out again.

“Aa- I’ll get him.” She disappeared again, Jane left alone once more. It was a full ten minuets before Tarzan arrived, closely followed by Tora, her cheeks still visibly tear streaked.

“Tarzan! The baby’s…ah!…-”

“I know, I know!” He said comfortingly, picking her up and placing her back onto the bed. Tora watched fearfully. “Tora, I think you should go outside. I’ll…we’ll call you back in when we’re ready.”

“But-”

“Please…my darling. I do love you, I just…ah!” Jane broke off into as another contraction took her over.

“Go on Tora, I don’t want you to see this.” Tarzan said. Tora looked sad and terrified, but she left the room without further protest. Tarzan turned back to Jane. “Well at least this is better than some damp old cave, huh?” He said, trying to calm her down. She smiled at him, and he kissed her forehead gently. “You’re gonna be just fine.” He said, stroking her hair. She nodded, then ‘aaaah!’ as she had another contraction, bigger than the last. The baby was coming extraordinarily quickly. She took a couple of deep, heavy breaths, and then cried out from the pain. But she was not the only one screaming. The terrified calls of the gorillas outside suddenly filled the air, and the door burst open. It was Tora.

“DAD! IT’S…NUMA!…HELP!”

Tarzan looked desperately from Jane to Tora, and then back at Jane. She was breathing hard, and shaking her head in desperate protest.

“Tarzan-”.

Tarzan swallowed.

“Tora, stay here with your mother. I’ll be back soon, don’t worry, okay?” Jane shook her head and reached out towards him as he left.

“Tarzan, no…AAAH!” Tora ran to the bed and crouched next to her mother.

“Mom, it’s gonna be okay.” She said. Jane clasped her hand tightly, held it against her heart.

“I love you Tora, you’re my big girl, and I don’t want you to think…” Tora kissed her mother’s nose.

“I know mom. And I love you too.”

This was not unfamiliar to Tarzan. He had fought leopards, panthers, lions and even apes before, many times.

But Jane needed him now, at this moment. And however many of Numa he had fought, he wouldn’t go so far as to say it was easy. And this was not the same lioness that had attacked Jane. This Numa was bigger. Stronger. She would have had more experience. And Tarzan was without the aid of his spear, Arad.

Numa lunged at him with a roar, and he leaped above her, his hand catching a sharp stone as it hit the floor- he had a weapon now. But the lioness had a full set of razor sharp teeth and claws- Tarzan was the quarry. The leopard ran at him again, and he dodged, but he was distracted by an agonised scream from the tree house.

“Jane- AAH!” This was a very unfortunate move. Numa’s paw ripped three burning gashes across his chest, throwing him backwards. One wrong move that tipped the balance- the big cat now had the advantage. Tarzan could dodge, but had no time to attack. He couldn’t keep that up for long.

Inside the tree house Jane pushed herself up onto her elbows and let out an agonized scream, then burst into desperate tears.

“He…won’t …make it…He won’t…Tora…” She choked.

“The baby’s gonna be fine.” Said Tora, trying to keep her head. Jane shook her head and began to sob uncontrollably, lying back down in the sheets.

“He won’t…make it.” She sobbed.

“Mom, the baby’s gonna be okay, please TRY! I don’t wanna lose you!” Tora wailed, hugging her mother. Jane just shook her head.

“I can’t do it. I can’t be without him. He’s going to die.” Jane said, continuing to shake her head and cry. She was in a lot of pain.

“He-” Tora heard a yowl from the leopard outside. “Daddy.” She suddenly understood what Jane meant. She needed Tarzan there with her to give her strength. Without him, she was giving up. Tora realised what it was she had to do to help. She squeezed her mother’s hand and made for the door. Jane screamed after her.

“TORA! NOOOOOOOOO! COME BACK, PLEASE!” Tora ignored her, knowing she needed to get help.

Tarzan could only run. He couldn’t afford another mistake. Numa streaked towards him again, and he jumped. Landed, turned, dodged again, and again. He thought of Jane, and how much he wanted to be with her. Suddenly he realised he was trapped up against a tree, couldn’t escape. He readied himself to jump, but as the cat lunged towards him once more, it did a sort of mid-air twist, turning and glaring up into the trees behind it, where Tora was hurling sticks and rocks at it.

“TORA! NO! GO BACK INSIDE!” He yelled.

“DAD, MOM’S DYING!” She called back down. The leopard was considering whom to attack first.

“No… ” Suddenly, the lioness flew at him again. He leapt madly out of her path, the stone flying from his grasp. Now all he could do was run. They jerked about through the clearing, the fear filling Tarzan’s mind, the din of the gorillas filling his ears, accompanied by the terrible screams from the tree house. And he slipped again. In his distraction, he missed the vine, tumbling forwards instead across the ground. And Numa would be upon him.

But she wasn’t.

Tarzan looked up in time to see a streak of golden-tan, and his young daughter flung to the ground with a cry.

“NO!” He yelled in immediate grief. He threw himself at the lioness; they tumbled and fought across the ground, a yowling, yelling mass of golden fur and brown flesh. Foolish from his anguish, Tarzan found himself easily pinned by the creature. It’s over, he thought. The lioness’ razored head lunged towards his neck…but he never felt the teeth. There was a sickening crack, and her body slumped across floor with a thump, revealing Tora, alive, standing over them, the blood splattered stone in her hand. In the preceding seconds she had recovered herself and snatched a flat stone from the leafy floor, and gathering together all her courage had set upon the oblivious Numa, and with all her strength drove the stone into the back of her skull. The gorillas above them were screeching for the victory, but they hardly heard, as Tarzan grabbed his shocked daughter and hugged her closely to him in relief.

“Dad, that was so stupid of you to do.” She said, her face buried in his hair.

“I told you to go back into the tree house. Do you have any idea how much you scared me?” He held her small body in his enormous hands. “I love you balu.”

“I love you too daddy.” Nothing else could matter. They were so happy, they laughed, hugged each other again.


Suddenly, a scream pierced the joyous atmosphere, and they looked up sharply.

“Jane!” Tarzan cried.

They ran straight over to the bed where Jane lay, puffy-eyed and tear-streaked. She was breathing in gasps.

“My love…you’re…alive!” She cried, trying to sit up. Tarzan knelt beside her, holding her hand tightly, kissing her face.

“Shhhhhhhhh. We’re fine. Everything’s gonna be all right. Just lie back down.” Tarzan said, comfortingly. Jane nodded and relaxed a little, smiling at them with overwhelming relief. Tora sat by her other side, holding her other hand close to her heart.

“I love you mama.” Jane, tired but filled with strengthening relief at this desperate moment in time, looked at her daughter and squeezed her hand.

“I’ll always love you.”

*~*~*~*

“She’s beautiful Jane. Just wonderful.”

It was later that same day. Jane was lying in bed, her young daughter’s arms around her neck, and Tarzan crouched beside them, cradling her sleeping newborn. She smiled at him, gazing into the baby’s tiny face, searching for the likenesses between them. Tora had been Jane all round, with her large blue eyes and small low nose. But her hair was as dark as Tarzan’s. The little one seemed to take after her father; little round nose and eyes. Quite brightly green, as they’d glimpsed before she fell into slumber. But-

“Look at her hair…” Tarzan said, suddenly, stroking the baby’s fair crown. Jane’s eyebrows lifted slightly in mild surprise.

“Oh! Well, my father was fair once.” Tarzan looked astonished. Jane giggled at him as Tora kissed her cheek.

“Can I hold the baby?” She asked, stretching out her arms. Tarzan passed her the bundle of blankets.

“Wow. Way ta go mom.” She said, rocking the baby slightly, a large load for her small arms. Jane stroked her hair, turned to look into Tarzan’s face. He put his arms around her.

“I know you were scared you’d lose us. All of us.” He said quietly. Jane was thoughtful.

“I was scared.” She said. “Because last…time…I lost my father. I thought that I couldn’t live without him.” She brushed his hair behind his ears, kissed him. “I know that I couldn’t live without you. It’s like I said; I need you. To love me and keep me safe. I would certainly die without you.” Tarzan held her face against his.

“I know you wish your father was still here.” He said as he kissed her nose. Jane nodded a little, rubbing her head against his.

“I miss him so much Tarzan.” She whispered. There was a slight falter in her voice, as if her throat had tightened up. He brushed the suggestion of tears out of her eyes.

“You know Jane, I don’t believe he’s gone. I see him,” Tarzan said, pointing to his eye, “in them.” He gestured with the same hand towards their two daughters. Tora was lying back on the pillows, still cradling the baby, who had her tiny fingers wrapped around Tora’s. Tora giggled, and looked happily at her parents. Jane gazed at her. Into her eyes, like her own. Into the baby’s eyes.


And there it was. That spark. That twinkle, she always found in her father’s eyes. She hadn’t seen it in over eight years, and now here it was. In the eyes of her children. She turned her face back to Tarzan’s. Nodded.

“I see it too.” She whispered. “I see him in our daughters.”

“I see him in you Jane. In the way that…well, when your eyes light up like that. When you’re happy.” He kissed her. “Like now.” Jane searched his confident green eyes. She gave a small smile, and hugged him. He returned the embrace. They held each other for a long, happy while, rocking slightly from side to side. When they finally separated, Tora carefully passed the baby back to Jane. She lay in bed, cradling the tiny bundle, Tora and Tarzan with their arms around her, and was totally at peace, for the first time in over eight years.

Part II

Dawn was making its appearance over the distant snow-capped mountains, and with its arrival Tarzan awakened from his peaceful sleep. His eyes re-gained their focus rapidly as he looked out of the window across the pale purple sky, distantly streaked with pinks and oranges as the sunshine achieved clarity through the wispy tumbling clouds. It was beautiful.


But not half so beautiful as the three peaceful forms that lay unconsciously beside him. Furthest from him was Jane, his beloved, beautiful Jane; and between she and he lay their two children – Tora, her arms around her mother’s neck, black-brown hair feathered out around her head on the white pillow  - and the little fair child – closest to he – laid upon her back and breathing softly in her innocent slumber. A fair little angel.


This was his family. All but for one other – a new little life that grew inside Jane at that very moment, not yet two months formed. Even in all their happiness, it seemed that they would even now be happier still.


Oh how wonderful it was.


Tarzan raised two fingers to his mouth, and upon them he placed a soft kiss. He extended his arm across the two small children beside him, and gently touched his fingers to Jane’s own ruby lips. She smiled, cheeks brightening slightly and eyebrows sloping upwards together, as she always did when her love showed his affection for her.


Tarzan got up out of bed. He would have loved to awaken his wife and receive a good-morning kiss from her, but he decided it better that he first address the issues that played upon his mind that day without involving her worry or concern. And so he left the three to their dreaming and exited the room silently, just as the sun’s long reaching beams began to find their way over the window-sill.

Not ten minutes after he had left, however, Jane herself did wake to the heat of those sunbeams on her back. She raised her head from the pillow, still only half aware of her surroundings, and blearily gazed about the room. For a moment she wondered at the absence of her husband – but she did not wonder for long, and neither did she worry at all – for she knew that he often rose with the sun to go out into the jungle of which he was Lord, and go about his duty. And soon she laid her head back down upon the pillow, and let her mind wonder onto such things as the little child that would be with them the following spring, and quickly sleep found her again.

Tora played games with her little sister as Jane attempted to feed her. The toddler dissolved into screams of giggles, slapping her little hands down on the tree trunk, and her mother grabbed her as she rolled threateningly towards the edge.

“Woops!” She said, placing her in her lap, and attempting to feed her a banana. Most of it entered the child via her ears and nose, but not much actually reached her mouth. Tora laughed. They were sitting on a tree limb, outside the tree house, attempting to catch the cool breeze through the trees, whilst hiding from the midday sun. Tarzan had made the rare occasion of not being there.

“Mom, how long did it take you to name me? ‘Cos you still haven’t named her! It’s been two entire summers since she arrived.” Jane smiled as she wiped the sticky banana off her baby’s face with the side of her hand.

“We named you on the day you were born, Tora-misisi. It means ‘little wild white girl’ in the Mangani language.” Tora squinted at her, wrinkling her nose in disgust.

“Toramisisi…?” Jane laughed.

“Well why don’t you name her then, darling. Maybe you’ll come up with a better name.” Tora thought for a while.

“What would you call someone with fair hair?” Jane brushed her hair out of her face and looked thoughtfully upwards.

“Um...let’s see, the Irish are big on names for fair children…well, there’s my cousin Gwen?” Tora wrinkled her nose again.

“Don’t like that.” The nameless toddler escaped from under her mother’s arms and scrambled into her sister’s lap instead. She wrapped her arms around Tora’s neck. “She’s got big, chubby arms like an elephant. Ellie…what about Ellie?”

“Hmm…what about Eleanor?”

“Why?”

“Because,” said Jane, lifting the baby back out of Tora’s lap, and holding her close up to her face, “Eleanor means ‘light’, it’s French. And that’s what you are aren’t you, you’re my little bright light.” Tora once again wrinkled her nose.

“I guess.” Eleanor sucked her hand and looked expectantly at Tora.

“Ellie wants something, mom.”  Said Tora.

“How about a change?” Commented Jane. Tora giggled.

“Smelly Ellie.” She said.

“Gmmn.” Said Eleanor.

“Hear that, mom? Eleanor wants ‘gmmn’” Said Tora.

“NOR!” Eleanor piped up. Jane smiled.

“She’s trying to say her name. Say ‘El-an-ore’.”

“Nor.”

“Ellie!” Said Tora.

“Nor.”

“Ellie.”

“Nor.”

“Eleanor.” Said Jane.

“Nel-nr.” Said Eleanor.

“It’ll never work. She can’t say it.” Said Tora.

“Neln’nor.” Eleanor tried. Tora shrugged. There was a distant rumble of thunder.

“Close enough. Mom I think a storm is starting.” Jane nodded, as the first few drops of rain began to fall. “Come on Nelly-Ellie-Nor.” Said Tora, picking up her drooling sister.

“I wonder where Tarzan is.” Thought Jane to herself.

*~*~*~*

Gray-Black clouds swept in, bringing with them darkness and sheeting rain, turning the dry earth to thick mud and bending every tree with the weight of it’s water-filled leaves. Off the shore, huge waves of green crashed and swirled, creating white foam, pounding on the base of the cliffs, atop which was seated a watchful figure, water running off the end of his nose as he surveyed the bay. A small rowing boat was being loaded and pushed off into the water by a group of six men. They were finally leaving. Tarzan had been keeping an eye on the intruders since they had arrived two weeks before. At first he had worried that they were gorilla poachers, but after a few days of watching them dig holes in the ground and then fill them in again, he had decided they were not concerned with them.

None the less, they were still potentially dangerous, and Tarzan had taken care to keep them and his family as oblivious of each other as he could. So far it had worked, and now they were leaving.

Tarzan turned and disappeared off into the trees.

*~*~*~*

Jane was changing Tora on the bedside dresser, which had for the last two years been transformed into the baby-maintenance station. Eleanor lay on her back, undressed still after her bath. Jane explored the content of a draw in the dresser, and in her attempt to find the safety pins she instead found a small parcel wrapped up in a silk sheet. She picked it up and stood upright, gazing at it thoughtfully. Then she unfolded the silk – dropping it on Eleanor’s stomach and allowing her to play with it – as she turned her attention back to what was now in her hand; a gold pocket watch, with a gold chain attached. Jane smiled to herself. This had belonged to her father; he had given it to her some time before she had come to Africa. She had been lucky enough to have it with her when the mudslide and the fire had destroyed their homes in years before. Turning it over in her hand, she read the inscription on the back. It read ‘to my darling husband Archie, with all my love – Jane’. The back opened up as a locket, and inside were two photographs: on one side Jane, aged around five, with her mother. On the other side Jane again, aged fifteen. Jane smiled again, and crossed the room to the desk she sat at while writing in her journal. From a draw she took out a photograph of her father, the only one she had with her in Africa. Jane slipped the photograph inside the locket over the one of herself. Then a noise from Eleanor made her look up, and she had an idea. She crossed the room again and slipped the gold chain over the toddler’s head and around her neck. Then she smiled, and stood back to look at her little baby.


At this point, Tarzan returned. Jane greeted him as he entered.

“Where have you been, you’re completely soaked.”

 “I was just thinking about things.” He said, smiling and crossing the room to kiss her.

“Like what?” Jane asked.

“Like what a wonderful life I’m living.” He replied, his kisses straying away from Jane’s lips to her neck. Jane giggled.

“Tarzan, what’s this for?”

“I just really really love you, that’s all.” Tarzan said. He picked her up and carried her over to the bed.

“What if we’re disturbed?” Jane managed between kisses.

“Where’s Tora?”

“Out playing in the rain.”

“Where?”

“By the lake.”

“Okay.” Tarzan never properly answered Jane’s question, and as they pulled the covers over themselves, giggling, they completely forgot about Eleanor, who had clambered off the table and disappeared out of the door, still clutching the silk sheet.

*~*~*~*

Frederique R Leinfellner, botanist, was walking through the undergrowth on his last day on land before leaving to return home by ship to Paris. His incredible interest in rainforest flora had brought him to east Africa with a team of researchers, and the intent to study and perhaps find something nobody had found before. So far they hadn’t, and Frederique was taking his last observations before giving up and going to the ship, with little at all to show for his two months away from his wife and home. Umbrella over his head, he bent down to inspect a small grass-like plant in the shade of a larger one. Then he heard a sound behind him. He turned sharply, preparing to run, fears of leopards or other bloodthirsty creatures shooting through his head. But it was just Eleanor. The naked toddler stood gazing at Frederique with one finger in her mouth, a look of deep thought upon her small face. Relief filled Frederique and he smiled at her, then crouched down to take a closer look.

“Who are you then? What are you doing here all by yourself?” He said in French. Eleanor continued to gaze at him for a moment, then smiled widely and waved her arms.

“Aaah-AAK!” She said, impersonating one of the many sounds of her gorilla family. Frederique recognised the sound.

“Oh, you’ve been living with monkeys!” He exclaimed. “Well I can’t just leave you here. As far as I know there are no monkeys around here. What should I do with you?”

“Eln’or.” Eleanor turned slightly and ambled off towards a tree, but tripped over and landed on a poisonous looking plant, and immediately started to wail. Frederique picked her up and patted her back. She reminded him of his own baby daughter. Born sickly, she had cried all the time, and died before she was even six months old.


The plant Eleanor had fallen on was indeed poisonous – a red, painful looking rash was spreading quickly over her stomach, and she was crying louder and louder. Frederique made a decision. Removing his raincoat he wrapped Eleanor up and turned to go back to the ship.

The rain continued without interval for weeks. For two weeks they searched, but Eleanor was nowhere to be found. Eventually, Tarzan, Jane, Tora and the gorilla family gave up. Eleanor was lost.

Jane’s little bright light was gone.

Part III

“Do you see the land yet, Papa?”

The sun rose over the distant horizon of clear blue water, and the cool early morning breeze carried the smell of salt and a feeling of anticipation. It lifted strands of golden hair from the head of a young woman, as she leant against the railings of the ship and strained her eyes to see the slowly growing shadow of land lying on the distant horizon. She felt her father’s hand rest upon her shoulder.

“Yes, I see it now Nel. Isn’t it a beautiful sight?” He replied. Eleanor swilled the tealeaves at the bottom of her cup.

“C’est magnifique, Papa.” She was lost in thought for a few minutes. Then, “Papa?”

“Oui?”

“Do you think I’ll recognise it?”


Frederique sighed to himself, and stroked her hair.

“I don’t know. You were only about two. It’s been fifteen years since then. But childhood memories are strong.”


Eleanor didn’t answer but gazed down into her cup, then back again at the distant horizon.

“Maybe I’ll finally find who I am.”

*~*~*~*

Afternoon that day brought with it thick, dark, thunderous clouds, prematurely driving out the day’s light, for Autumn was now upon them, and the rain season was due. Water droplets, quickly increasing in size and speed poured from the sky, splattering on the millions of leaves and plants that made up the rain forest, the constant continuous sound of nature’s drums. Small trees that became overloaded with the weight of the water collected in their leaves collapsed under the strain, and the rivers now gushing along the once only damp soil carried away small creatures, their homes, and flooded insect nests. For the larger creatures, it was time to make shelter.


But the gorillas did not move.

Tarzan knelt beside Kala, his hand rested on her paw, laid across her chest. His head was close to hers as he listened, miserably, trying to catch her last words. She breathed slowly.

“Tarzan…do you remember…when you were young?...You told me you’d…be…the best ape ever.” Kala whispered, and smiled at him. Tarzan nodded. “Don’t cry…dear.” Tears were making tracks down Tarzan’s cheeks, though indistinguishable for the raindrops. Kala smiled at him weakly. “Never forget…that…I love…”


Kala’s body relaxed.

*~*~*~*

“Stupid family.”



Up until a few moments before, there had been a small empty clearing in the trees near the cliff edge, which looked out over a view of the dawn appearing over the distant horizontal line of sea. Because the ground was hard and stony here, the trees were more spread out, and few creatures of any type lived or even came here because of the vulnerability. It was a place to watch from. Quiet, apart from the birds.


Until now. A figure emerged from the shadowy trees, tall and dark like her surroundings. Her steps were unconsciously careful and silent, well accustomed to scaling trees and rocky ground, and gripping vines. However, she muttered to herself loudly.


“Stupid family. Stupid family, stupid life. Stupid Eleanor, stupid everything. Stupid, stupid, stupid…” Tora’s mutterings became inaudible for a moment, she may have stopped altogether and kept her muttering inside her head. She was a few feet from the cliff edge now, and she sat down and looked out across the sunrise. The sky was a cold dark purple. Turning her head to the left, she squinted in the effort to focus on a fairly distant point in the dark – another cliff edge similar to that that she sat on. Except this one had a tree, a big tree. In which was a tree house. Memories flashed behind Tora’s eyes; she hadn’t visited there for so long, she was forbidden. It was one of the few rules of her father’s that she obeyed, even behind his back. It was a symbol of the past, and Tora tried as much as possible not to connect with the past. She could see the tree now, just about. It was closer than she’d really thought.


“Stupid Kala-” she began, but she choked as an involuntary sob jumped put of her throat, and several tears escaped her eyes and ran down her face, contorted with the effort not to cry. She coughed and sniffed for a while, rubbing her eyes and face dry with the back of her wrist, leaving them red and blotched. A cool breeze came up over the cliff, blowing strands of long darkest brown hair back out of Tora’s eyes to behind her head, and she shivered, though more from misery than cold. She had lived here twenty-five summers, so her mother told her, and even in winter the temperature didn’t really drop. It just rained. She could see the dark clouds gathered on the horizon. Ever nearing. It was going to pour down, though the last storm had only ended a few hours previously.


She couldn’t avoid the memory; it was so close at hand. The rain, the mud. The dark. The water running off the end of her nose and catching in her eye lashes. Then there were the gorillas. And her parents. And Kala.


Tora dug her fingernails into her arms to distract her from her mental pain. She was going to run away. She had had enough. She could go anywhere, run off into the deeper jungle, far from the coast and her family and her life and the memories. Of course she could survive perfectly well by herself. She knew what and what not to eat. She could even catch small animals (her mother taught her how to cook those). And the stupid family that had ruined her life would no longer be an issue.


Yes, that was it. She’d go now.


Tora rose to her feet and turned, then walked purposefully towards the trees again. She still muttered to herself, but so quietly that she herself was unaware of it. And the clearing was once again silent. And empty.


Eleanor stopped. Her path was blocked. Until now she had been following a narrow ‘path’ between a wall of vertical rock and another, almost equally dense, of bushes. It was badly lit too – the sun had only just about made its first appearance over the sea, miles behind her, and the moon had been gone for hours. Still, if you want something done, you better do it yourself, thought Eleanor. Following the previous evening of half-a-mile treks across the edge of the jungle in either direction from her camp, Eleanor decided she was going to get nowhere with her father’s rules. So, she had snuck out of her tent early before the rest of the camp were up, and gone searching by herself. She had been warned about leopards and gorillas, and various other ferocious creatures, but that wasn’t going to stop her; she wasn’t stupid – she carried a pistol, which she had taken from one of the men, tucked into her skirt.


But now she was stuck. Ahead of her, the rock curved around and met with the dense bushes, creating a dead end. Eleanor cursed in French. She approached the barrier and kicked at it with her boot. A few small stones broke off and bounced down onto the ground, but nothing more. It wasn’t as steep as the rest of the wall. Almost half as steep, in fact. And curved over out of sight not to far above. But it was wet with rain and slippery. Eleanor’s mind travelled back to the rock climbing hooks in her father’s bag in his tent.


“Oh well.” She thought. Removing her gloves and tucking them into her skirt with the pistol, she reached up and found a small – but adequate – hand hold. Then she looked down and searched for a foothold.


It was tiring. Eleanor dragged herself upward, and felt her dress catch on stones and tear, and she repeatedly hit her knees and hips, even through the excessive padding of her clothing. And as she pulled herself up over the top onto the flatter ground, she collapsed, and the pistol went off.


“BANG!”


“AAAAGH!!!”



Eleanor screamed and covered her ears, her heart almost leaping out of her ribs. Around her, the almost equally surprised chorus of birds, an amount of which took panicked flight from the trees around her. The shot echoed off into the distance. “Aagh!” Eleanor repeated, her ears ringing. Then “OW!” as she became aware of a stinging pain in her foot. Sitting up she found her boots under her dress, one of which was ripped at the end. “Baise.” Eleanor muttered, pulling off the boot and inspecting her foot. It was scratched, quite deeply. But never the less, it was only a scratch. “Lucky.” Eleanor muttered again, tearing material from her already partially shredded skirt, and tying it around her foot. Then she kicked the empty gun away from her in annoyance.


Tora jumped. There had been a noise. A shot, in fact; she had heard one before. And she knew it was never a good thing. Her thoughts of running away left her, and she turned her head about in search of where the noise came from. She came to realise that as the shot had been fired, she had also heard a shout. The meaning of that was obvious to her – something, or someone, had been shot at. And possibly needed help. Tora identified the direction of the noise and ran silently towards it.

Shortly, she found herself quite close to where she had started – the cliff edge. She stood at the bottom of a long piece that jutted out over the water, where she had been sitting earlier that morning. Looking down from her hiding place, atop a steep though short wall of rock, Tora saw Eleanor. She was still nursing her injured foot, and swearing, almost under her breath. Tora was puzzled. She saw the gun, a few feet from Eleanor on the ground. But she couldn’t see another person. But into her intelligent mind came the idea that maybe this creature had managed to shoot itself. After all, she thought, no act of stupidity could be put past something that would dress so impractically for such a situation.

Tora leant forwards, curiously, trying to get a better view of the newcomer. Fair hair – that had been tied up neatly behind her head – now flopped, long and untidy, down over her shoulders. Tora had only ever seen one person before with blonde hair.

Tora had few memories of her baby sister. That stupid little Ellie-Nor.

Carelessly, Tora leant too far, knocking a pile of pebbles over the edge of the rock, catching others as they cascaded noisily down.

“Ha!” Tora gasped and jumped backwards to hide herself. Eleanor jumped into a standing position, completely forgetting her injured foot. She looked, panic faced, in Tora’s direction.

“QUI?” She yelled, instinctively. Tora peeped out over the edge again. Eleanor couldn’t see her. Tora, though, could see Eleanor’s face quite clearly now. She was scared. But, there was something more than that. Tora frowned in concentration. The face was certainly familiar. Maybe…

Tora moved again, purposefully though without thinking, making to make herself visible. But before she could, Eleanor just screamed. And ran.

*~*~*~*

The day was drawing to a close now. It had rained. It was raining still. There was always the possibility that this would be the storm that lasted. Continuous rain for weeks. It was a depressing prospect for everyone. The sky was already dark, thick black clouds blocked the sun’s last rays premature to sunset, and everything on the ground was muddy, and everything in the trees was wet.

Tarzan had been by himself all day. Nobody could have comforted him as everyone felt the same. Though Kala was old, and weak, it had been very sudden.

Tarzan knew that loss was not unfamiliar to him. Living in the jungle, you are always in danger from predators like Leopards, or from poisonous plants or animal stings. Or elephant stampedes. Or men with guns and cages. Tarzan had lost loved ones to all of those. But Kala was his mother. Now he could identify with Jane’s grief at losing her father. She had got better, hadn’t she? Yes. Not entirely, but yes. She had had new reason for happiness after that; the birth of their first daughter.

But of course, nothing had been the same since Eleanor.

Now, Tarzan was standing at the wooden bridge. It lead out over a short stretch of water, that was between the cliff where he stood and the tree house that his parents had built, almost half a century before. It was a place he came to think. To connect with his past. To, perhaps, even be heard by the spirits of his parents. Maybe Kala could hear him here. Tarzan forbade anyone from coming here; for fear that they would disturb its sanctity.

But as he approached the door, he saw that something wasn’t right. The door was open, for one thing, and swinging on its old weak hinges in the breeze. Tarzan was cross immediately. He walked inside and closed the door behind him. This wasn’t right either. Everything was wrong. Moved around. Different. What on earth was going on? Tarzan took the pillow from the bed and placed it carefully back inside his crib, then recovered the accompanying blanket from its place stuffed in a hole in the wall. The curtains were drawn. This was wrong too. Tarzan re-arranged the room as best that he could remember. He was annoyed now, quite angry in fact.

Feeling it was inappropriate to talk to his parents and Kala in this mood, he left now, once again carefully closing the door behind him, and hoping that his work would be a sign enough for the intruder, or intruders, to keep out.

*~*~*~*

Jane lay on her bed. She had barely moved since morning, and now it was dark again. Lying there was where she spent most of her time, and more and more as time went on. She was miserable. And weak. She lay there, her mind a blank, her head devoid of emotion.

“Daddy……DADDY!………DAAAAADDY!” The shout roused Jane from her brain-dead mood, as she heard footsteps on the wooden decking outside, and then the door opened, and Tora stood, breathless, soaked from the rain. “Where’s dad?”

“I haven’t seen him since last night, sweetheart, I think he probably wants to be by himself, don’t you? And please would you have a little respect for everyone else, running in here and yelling at the top of your voice like that.”


Tora had grown to ignore her mother’s comments. She remained in the doorway, purposefully letting in rain and cold breezes.

“Mom, there’s someone in the forest, nearby. A girl, from away from here. She had funny clothes. And a gun.”

“What?”

“I don’t think she saw me. She doesn’t speak English, I don’t think, well it didn’t sound like English anyway. And she had fair hair, like Eleanor-”

“She had a gun?” Jane interrupted.

“Yes but I don’t think she hurt anyone. Except herself, I mean. She managed to shoot herself in the foot, the idiot. I only heard one shot. When she ran away she left the gun on the ground. Look-” Tora walked quickly across the room and handed the empty gun to Jane. Jane stiffened.

“Give it to your father, he’ll destroy it.”

“Yes yes I know, that’s why I need to find him. Mom, you should have seen her,” Tora sat down next to Jane, “She had fair hair, and green eyes, and she looks like-”

“DON’T say it. Just don’t say it Tora.”

“But mom, it’s her! It is, I know it, it looks like her, everything, she’s got dad’s eyes and dad’s nose, well, kinda, and she’s fair, and-”

“TORA there are plenty of girls with fair hair and green eyes out there and if you don’t shut up right now and leave me alone then I will be telling your father that you are purposefully trying to upset me and you will be VERY severely punished, do you understand me?”


A mix of emotions passed over Tora’s face, before;

“YOU’RE THE ONE WHO LOST HER! IT’S YOUR FAULT I DON’T HAVE A SISTER!”

Slap. Jane’s hand left a red mark across Tora’s face. She glared at her mother.

“Don’t hit me. I’ll hit you back. And I’m stronger than you, Jane.”

Jane held her glare rigidly upon her daughter’s face. Her hand remained raised.

“I’m telling your father.” She said, mirroring the low, contemptuous tone that Tora had used.


Tora said nothing. Still glaring, she stood up and walked over to the door.

“I’M LEAVING, MOM!”

“NO YOU’RE NOT!”

“YES I AM! YOU CAN’T STOP ME!”

“WELL THEN DON’T EVER THINK ABOUT COMING BACK!”


Tora slammed the door, and Jane burst into tears.


Outside, Tora hesitated. She knew she’d gone too far. But it wasn’t her fault.



It was Eleanor’s fault. None of this would have happened if Eleanor hadn’t gone. If only it was her, everything would be okay again. Tora wanted so badly for her family to be happy again. And the only way for that to happen, as far as she could see, would be for her family to be together. It had to be Eleanor. It was the only way.


Tarzan was the next to storm through the door. He slammed it behind him, and then wrung his soaked dreadlocks out onto the already damp floor.

“When I find out who disturbed the tree house…” He crossed the room and addressed Jane, who was sitting curled up on the bed with her back to him. “Do you know anything about anyone going into my parent’s tree house?” Jane only sniffed and shook her head. Tarzan’s expression turned to that of concern. “Jane?…Wh……What’s wrong?” He sat down next to her and pulled her over to him. She was very thin, and weak, from hardly eating or exercising. She hid her face in her hands.

“Tora’s gone. We argued, and she’s running away.”

“No she won’t. You know she won’t, and so does she. She’s just upset.”

“I hit her.”

“You hurt her pride, that’s all. You know she’ll come back again. You know that, don’t you?”


Jane nodded. “Are you okay then, Jane?” Asked Tarzan. Jane nodded.

“What about you? How’re you feeling?” Said Jane. Tarzan hugged her.

“I’ll be okay. You were. So will I.”


Jane still shook from the shock of the argument. She rarely had arguments that bad with Tora. Though ever since Eleanor disappeared, Tora had always responded to any of Jane’s protests with ‘Look who’s talking! You lost your own daughter!’ and the gradual guilt and emotional pain had weighed down on Jane until she stopped trying to be happy altogether, and just stayed in bed all day, hardly moving and barely eating.

Tarzan hated it. Tora had never really treated him the same way as she treated Jane; Jane was so much more susceptible to it and just started crying. Tarzan, on the other hand, got angry. He hated what had happened to Jane. He was frustrated by it, as he had no way of helping her. Still he tried. “What were you arguing about?”


Jane rubbed her eyes with the backs of her hands to dry them of tears. “She said she saw a girl in the forest, nearby. A girl not from here. She said she was wearing funny clothes.” Jane glanced into Tarzan’s eyes. “She…said it was Eleanor.” Tarzan looked at her. He could guess at where this argument had gone.

“What did you tell her?” He asked.

“I said it couldn’t be.” She said. Tarzan was altogether surprised. He had assumed that Jane would have believed Tora. Jane was hardly more over Eleanor now than she had been fifteen years before, and still seemed to believe that she was just wondering around outside the tree house waiting for someone to find her. Perhaps finally she was beginning to think realistically.

“Good, Jane, I’m happy about that.”

“No, you don’t understand; what if she was right? I didn’t even give her a chance, I never give her a chance lest she says something to hurt me. What if it’s really Eleanor?”

“Jane-”

“But it could be – we never found her!”

“JANE.”

“Tora said she’s fair, has your eyes, there’s a good chance-”

“Jane, stop it!” Tarzan held onto Jane’s arms and shook her violently.

“Stop it Tarzan-” Jane said, quickly becoming scared.

“Eleanor is gone! Can’t you understand, Jane, she’s gone!”

“PLEASE Tarzan!” Jane screamed now.

“I won’t let you go until you understand! You will never get better unless you understand!”

“I understand, please let me go, please stop hurting me, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I understand!”


Tarzan stopped shaking her. Jane was sobbing, her face in her hands again, and she hung limply in his grip. He let go, and backed away. Jane fell backwards onto the bed, and curled up with her knees tight against her chest and her head covered by her arms.

“Oh Jane, I’m so sorry…” Horrified by his actions, Tarzan sat gently down on the bed again, and picked Jane up like a child. It was not an unusual scene; Tarzan’s frustrations at his failed efforts to support Jane more than occasionally led to violence on his part. His desperation at her state of mind and years of wasting away in misery and self-harm left him with no idea of what else to do.

Though he never once meant to hurt his dear Jane.

Tarzan cradled Jane in his lap, holding her head under his chin and rocking from side to side. “I’m so sorry Jane, I didn’t realise what I was doing…can you ever forgive me?” Jane said nothing, continuing to cry into her arms. “Jane…I just want so much for you to be happy…why can’t you be happy?”

“You’re right.” Jane whispered.

“What?”

“She’s gone. I do understand. Maybe it would be better if we all promised never to talk about her or think about her again, do you think?” Said Jane.

“If it would help you, Jane.” Jane nodded.

“It’s alright, my love.” She said, a few moments later.

“What is alright, Jane?”

“I know you’re only trying to help me. It’s alright.”


Tarzan kissed Jane’s forehead and hugged her more tightly.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.” Said Jane.

They didn’t say anything for a while. Then Jane remembered the gun Tora had retrieved, and Tarzan took it away to destroy it.

*~*~*~*

Tora stood on the shore and looked out onto the bay in annoyance. How on earth had she managed to miss that?


The ship was anchored not far out from the beach, and about five or six small wooden rowing boats had been dragged up the sand out of the reach of the tide. Footprints and drag marks were plainly visible leading off into the trees.

“Right,” Thought Tora, “She isn’t alone.” Following closely along the path of trampled plants, yet out of sight enough not to be seen by anybody that may be around, Tora soon found something to what she was looking for; A large clearing of flat-stamped earth surrounded by a secluding wall of trees, at the centre of which were erected a dozen or so khaki green tents. Tora stared down from the most thickly leaved part of a tall tree, and watched the bunch of confused little men running around amongst the tents and shouting, completely unaware of the watcher high above them.


Tora watched for several minutes. Through the shouting, (though she didn’t understand a word) she managed to identify that the men were taking orders from an older looking man in grey clothes. He looked sad, thought Tora, as she strained to catch what he was saying.

“Elle n'a pas été vue pendant vingt-quatre heures. Pourquoi Eleanor ferait-il ceci?”

“She hasn’t been seen for twenty-four hours. Why would Eleanor do something like this?”


Frederique Leinfellner rubbed his worried face with one large hand and sighed loudly. Why had he agreed to do this? Why had he told Eleanor the truth? For almost fifteen years he had lived happily with his wife and new little daughter in a pretty little countryside town in the middle of France, studying biology at the university. Eleanor had always loved growing up there, with the fields and farms, the little rivers. Like him, she had taken a particular interest in plants; Eleanor’s mother had taught her the art of tea reading (reading the future from the tea leaves left at the bottom of your cup). After her mother had died, Eleanor always carried a small bag of tealeaves with her in her pocket.


But, a year before now, on Eleanor’s sixteenth birthday Leinfellner had decided it was time for her to know the truth about herself. Eleanor told him she had seen it in her tealeaves. She was a very sweet girl, quiet and studious at the most time, like him. But when she had her mind set on something she took on an ambitious nature unlike any he saw in either himself or his wife. Oh and the mouth on her when she was angry!


Leinfellner and his wife loved Eleanor as their own daughter. But he couldn’t blame her for her desire to know her real past. And so, at her wish he had organized a second botanising voyage to Africa, which Eleanor would accompany him on. She wanted to find the village where she was born.


Thinking about it, what she had done was actually quite typical of Eleanor’s personality. He had not let them go deep into the jungle for fear of what creatures may come out in the night. After all, he studied the jungle flora, and had no idea about its fauna. Lions and tigers and bears were after him for all he knew. So he had brought with him his nephew, Lucien, a zoology student at their local university, as a guide.

But what if she hadn’t run off by herself? Maybe some horrible beast had taken her off, or maybe she had been sleepwalking? Leinfellner sighed again and shouted to the men.

Eleanor. He said Eleanor.


Tora watched the group of the men gathering with the older man at the side of the clearing. A search party, Tora figured. There was more shouting, and then they all turned and began to walk quickly out of the clearing, torches and lanterns held high. Tora leaped from her branch and swung after them, following the non-sensical babble, interrupted by the frequent call of ‘Eleanor! Eleanor, où sont vous?’
*~*~*~*

When Tarzan returned to his parent’s tree house again the door was open. Enraged, Tarzan tore through the doorway and inside, ready to throttle the creature that dared disturb his parent’s resting place. But he was surprised when he was faced with a very alarmed young blonde girl, who screamed at the sight of him, and jumped backwards, dropping a small pile of papers that scattered across the floor.

“Baise! Qu’est-ce que tu fous?” She babbled angrily, making no sense at all to Tarzan.

“Who are you?” He said, in English.

“Eh?”

“WHO…ARE…YOU?” Eleanor thought for a moment.

“L’anglais?” She asked.

“What is your name?”

“Ah, oui, l’anglais! My name iz Eleanor, do you know where Iy’ am? I cannot find my way back to my camp-” She said, pointing towards the window, in the direction from which she had come. Tarzan looked a little stunned, and took a few moments to take in this fast heavy accented speech.

“Eleanor?” He said eventually.

“Yes, zat iz my name.”

“Why are you here?”

“I am lost…I was out walking, and I was startled by a noise or somesing, and I ran and then I was lost.” Eleanor said, speaking more slowly. Tarzan hesitated.

Fifteen years of grief in the attempt to get over his loss had left Tarzan mentally scarred. He now looked upon the face of a girl – who, he supposed, was about the age that his Eleanor would have been now – and already he had begun to see resemblances in her face. But fifteen years did account for something, and Tarzan was not prepared to let it all go for a moment of fantasy – which of course, was all that it could be. Eleanor was dead. Tarzan forced himself to focus on the present situation. He looked again at Eleanor.

“Where are you from?”


Indeed, Tarzan’s own version of English plainly provided a challenge to Eleanor, and she herself hesitated before answering.

“My camp…it iz in zat direction,” she gestured towards the window again with a waving arm, “…I ‘sink…It was quite dark, I could see little. ‘Oo are you anyway?” Eleanor quickly distracted from the present situation. Not that Tarzan wasn’t a bit of a situation himself; Eleanor had rarely seen so much of one man in one moment, even in France, and part of her mind was considering his toned, dark-tanned body and powerful looking muscles. But he seemed so much older…so much older than he actually was, she mused, his eyes looked dull and his face grim, but there was still youth hanging on behind the mask left by so many years of pain. But Eleanor wouldn’t know that much.

“My name is Tarzan. I live here. Well…” his gaze broke from her face, as he briefly glanced around the room, memories surging through his mind, invisible to the impatient Eleanor, becoming increasingly annoyed by his slow speech as she awaited the end of his sentence.

“Well…?”

“Well I mean…I used to live here. My parents built this tree house when they brought me here, and I have lived here with my own family. But we moved on. It was necessary.” He sniffed, punctuating his train of thought, before moving to the next sentence, as it were. “Why did you run?”

Eleanor looked slightly cross.

“I told you, I was startled by somesing – I don’t know what it was, I never saw! I was running.” Tarzan ignored her condescending tone and words.

“Well why were you alone? Whom were you supposed to be with?” Tarzan asked in an accusing, almost fatherly tone. Eleanor momentarily bit her lip and flushed slightly, evidently effected by Tarzan’s own method of patronizm.

“I-Iy am wiz my fazer. Iy…we were separated.”


Ah. Her father. Well that certainly settled it; She was not his Eleanor.

“How?” Tarzan asked.

“Iz it important? Zeh point iz Iy’m lost, and wezer or not you can ‘elp me. Can you?”

Tarzan rolled his eyes. She was impatient.

“I don’t know. Why would I help you? You could be a hunter for all I know.” He said, smiling wryly. Eleanor retaliated.

“Oh for ‘eaven’s sake! Do I look like an’unter?


Tarzan smirked inwardly. What an unpleasantly tempered little creature, he thought. Advancing across the room towards her (Eleanor becoming more than slightly alarmed) he scooped her up and made for the doorway.

“GAAH!! Don’t touch me!” Eleanor shrieked.

“Then we will get no-where fast.”

“Put me d-AAAAAAGHUAAGH!!!”


Eleanor’s protest was left behind on the balcony as they plummeted towards the ground, but then Tarzan caught a vine and swung harmlessly onto the wooden decking, before scampering off across the bridge, Eleanor still screaming in his arms.

*~*~*~*

Meanwhile, Tora had been twenty-minutes following the search party into the deeper jungle. As she swung, leapt and crawled silently and un-noticed over their heads, she observed them as they progressed with difficulty and an obvious ignorance of their surroundings, jabbering in their (to Tora, anyhow) unfamiliar language, evidently becoming more and more lost every minute. To Tora, this brought a mixture of amusement and concern: amusement at their rather sweet naivety; and concern that they were wondering ever closer to leopard territory.


But it wasn’t the danger of leopards that first reared its scaly head.


As the group were walking, Leinfellner, who was leading them in the company of a young man, gave a cry of delighted exclamation and crouched down to inspect a flowery shrub at his feet. He spoke excitedly to the men, and reached forwards towards it, parting the leaves with his hands. Then his face turned white, and he froze, as did the rest of the company.

“Lucien…what’s…that?” Leinfellner asked in a tone of false calm. The young man behind him replied,

“A snake…Professor.” He said. Shortly, one of the remaining company voiced their mutual thoughts:

“It’s huge…and it doesn’t look happy.”


Indeed, the snake’s jet-black head was raised level with Leinfellner’s, and it was hissing fiendishly. Leinfellner spoke again, his vision trapped on the serpent’s eyes as it’s back arched as if ready to spring.

“Alright…let’s back away carefully.” He muttered. Lucien shook his head slowly.

“Uncle…that’s not just a snake…it’s a Black Mamba. There’s no point in running…a Black Mamba can reach the speed of a galloping horse…and its bite will undoubtedly kill you within an hour. We’re already as good as dead.”


Leinfellner shook slightly, but apart from that made no movement. The Black Mamba had him fixed in its hypnotic stare, as it rose above Leinfellner, about to strike.


But strike it never did. As its head shot towards Leinfellner’s face, Tora leapt silently from a branch above their heads, landing her feet squarely on the snake’s back, crushing it with a sickening crunch. At the same time, she jabbed the stick-staff she was brandishing down onto its skull with all the strength and momentum she carried. And the Black Mamba moved no more.


Now Tora stood impressively before the company. They goggled at her. Tora had always possessed a particularly wild look; She stood, tall, elegant, and strongly tanned from the African sun. Her dark hair fell about her face in untamed strands and tresses (however much Jane took to it with a brush), and she was dressed in short cotton garments, dyed with vegetable pigment. Her striking features held high and proud, she grinned imposingly at the men, and finally spoke;

“Well…aren’t you going to thank me?”


Lucien glanced at Proffessor Leinfellner.

“Elle parle anglais. Parlez-vous anglais, oncle?” Leinfellner nodded, but without removing his stare from Tora. After some consideration, he spoke. Slowly.

“Sankyou…ehm…miss...?” Tora squinted at him, tilting her head in uncertainty. Lucien spoke up, stepping forwards;

“What iz your name, good miss?” Tora nodded in realisation, then smiled at him unnervingly.

“I am Tora. And you’re welcome. What are your names and what is your business here?” Lucien evidently understood her far better than Leinfellner. The rest of the men displayed faces of varied comprehension. Lucien stepped forwards and took Tora’s hand formally, bending down to kiss it. The group of men behind him, including Leinfellner, recovered their manners at this moment and removed their hats and bowed. Tora stood tall and somewhat amused, recalling the manners her mother had taught her, for use in such a situation. Though she never dreamed she’d ever have the chance to use them.

Tora smiled down at Lucien. They shared a mutually flirtatious glance, before he rose again and released her hand. He spoke again to her.

“Wey’are very grateful for your assistance, Miss Tora. Zis iz Proffessor Fredrique R Leinfellner, and Iy’am ‘is nephew, Monsieur Lucien G Leinfellner. We are searching for my cousin, Eleanor. She ‘as been missing for more zan twenty-four hours. ‘Ave you seen ‘er?” His voice as he spoke to her was as flirtatious as the way he was looking her. Tora quite enjoyed it. She wasn’t quite sure what it was she was feeling towards this Lucien, but whatever it was she was prepared to go along with it for now. She replied in the same tone;

“I may have. But first I wish to know what you were all doing here in the first place.” She said, covertly. Lucien smiled, enjoying the banter.

“Oh, nussing a lady such’az yourself would know anysing about; adventure, exploration, jungles and mountains, and of course, fighting fierce beasts and meeting beautiful tribes-women,” he took her hand and bent to kiss it again, “such as yourself. But, you wouldn’t know anysing about any of zat.”


Tora recognised the irony in his words and rewarded him with a small laugh.

“Oh to be sure, Monsieur Leinfellner. But I am afraid you are mistaken; I am no tribes-woman. My parents and I live with the gorillas; my father is their leader. I’m sure he would be very interested to meet you.” Lucien’s face had brightened a little more;

“Gorillas? ‘Ow very fascinating.” He said. Another of Tora’s instincts kicked in at this point; Lucien’s words had brought back to her the memory of a certain Matthew Clayton, and his poacherous attempts to kill her and her parents in order to kidnap and sell the gorillas; and the stories her parents had told her of Matthew’s cousin, Cecil, who attempted something similar after he had accompanied Jane and her father, Professor Porter, to Africa to study gorillas. Tora also remembered that she was supposed to protect her family by keeping them hidden from potential predators, and she wondered if she had already been careless enough to give away too much information. She considered, searching Lucien, then Leinfellner, and then the rest of the men’s faces for any clues to their motives towards the gorillas. She could tell nothing from their expressions (many of them were still gawking at her), and so she turned her attention back to the very charming Lucien.

“Yes…why do you ask?” She enquired, sweetly.

“Oh…no reason.” Lucien replied, still playing. But seeing the look she gave him, he said “Well, my oncle ‘ere brought me on zis expedition az’ay’guide. I ‘ave studied Africa and in particular zeeze deep rainforests. I would love to see some of zeh’wonderful creatures that dwell ‘ere, not least of all zeh gorilla, seeing az zere iz so little known about zem. Per’aps you could take’us on an expedition to meet and study zem. Once we ‘ave found Eleanor, of course.”


Taken in by his smooth, charming voice and strong French accent, Tora decided to trust him. To a degree.

“Perhaps. But, as you said, we must find your cousin first. And now that I know you a little better, Mister Leinfellner, and know of your purposes in coming here, I shall tell you that I too was looking for Eleanor when I found you and your men in the forest. I saw her at dawn, yesterday, not far from the bay, but I am afraid I scared her somehow and she ran away. But don’t worry,” she said, seeing the face of Professor Leinfellner, who’s expression was turning to that of dismay as he understood her words, “If she has run off into the jungle making a commotion then my father is sure to discover her.”

“Zen you must take us to ‘im, Miss!” Proffessor Leinfellner cut in.

“Yes, take us to meet zeh gorillas!” Lucien agreed. Tora considered again.

“No.” She replied.

“But-”

“I shall take you back to your camp now. We shall wait for my father there. You have walked enough for one morning. Besides,” She said, turning to Lucien again, and smiling at him in the same unconsciously flirtatious way that she had before “there are many more things about you that I wish to discover.” Lucien smiled back at her.

“But what about zeh gorillas, Miss Tora?” Tora let her gaze drift away from him as she turned and walked back past the men in the direction from which they had come. After a few feet she turned again and grinned at him.

“Well, Monsieur Leinfellner, a lady like myself wouldn’t know anything like that, now would I?”

*~*~*~*

Tarzan thumped smartly down onto a thick twisting branch, and, finally, put Eleanor down. She glared at him, but said nothing as he had indeed brought her to her where she’d asked. The campsite sat quietly in the centre of a clearing a couple of metres before and below them. But-

“Where iz everyone?”

The campsite was, of course, completely deserted. Tarzan sniggered. “What?” Eleanor demanded.

“Well, it’s just that that’s a really stupid place to make a camp.” He grinned.

“Why? No trees, zere’s a small lake just over zere. Ground as flat as if it ‘ad been trampled by an ‘erd of Eleph-”

Eleanor was cut off, by a distant rumble. The branch beneath their feet began to tremble, but before Eleanor could turn to Tarzan and demand an explanation, there was a crashing noise, and the trees on the far edge of the clearing exploded as a dozen or so huge grey beasts with sharp horns trampled them into pulp as they galloped through.

“Rhinoceros, actually.” Said Tarzan, as the herd thundered past, decimating the camp before a speechless Eleanor, and then stomping the trees on the other side of the clearing as they exited.

“Oh-”

“Well what did you expect? Like you said, lake near by, no plants. The ground is trampled often otherwise plants would grow. It’s just a good thing no-one is here.”

“I suppose zey are out looking for me.”

“Well, they’ll have to come back soon. And here you are.” Said Tarzan, turning and pretending to prepare to jump off the branch and leave her there.

“No, no! No, supposed zeh’rhinos come back! Suppose somesing chases me again, and I get lost? Can’t we look for zem?”

“I have to get back to my family. I’ve left them alone for a long time.” Tarzan said, realizing it himself.

“Well, take me wiz you! You can’t just leave me!” Eleanor said, panicked. Tarzan contemplated the situation.

“True.” Then before she could open her mouth again, Tarzan had grabbed her in one hand and a vine in the other, and was swinging off into the dense trees, Eleanor’s screams trailing behind in their wake.

*~*~*~*

As they entered the tree house, Jane rose to greet them. She smiled with recognition at Tarzan, but her face fell to confusion as she noted the fair-headed Eleanor, looking tired and disgruntled, but also anxious and a little frightened, as she stepped lightly into the room in dust covered shoes.

“Uhm…?” She questioned, glancing from Eleanor to her husband, and then back again to Eleanor.

“Jane, this is Eleanor.” Said Tarzan, holding Jane in a meaningful stare. Eleanor picked up the message being passed over her head, but she knew too little of the situation to understand what it was. Jane glanced back and forth between them again, and then nodded slowly.

“Good afternoon Eleanor.” She said, politely. Eleanor nodded uncertainly.

“Eleanor, this is my wife; Jane.”

“‘Ello.” Said Eleanor, quietly. The two women now looked questioningly at Tarzan.

“Jane, Eleanor’s had a rather confusing few days – she’s been separated from her father, and had been living in my parent’s tree house,” (again, the words ‘her father’ were over emphasised.), “would you keep her company until I get back – I must go and find Tora. And Eleanor’s father.”


Jane turned to Eleanor and smiled warmly. She extended a hand to receive her.

“You poor child…have you eaten? Come have a drink.” She said. Eleanor crossed the room towards her.

“Sankyou Jane.” Tarzan smiled.

“I’ll be back soon.” He said. Jane nodded.

“Yes, please do.”


Tarzan turned, closing the door behind him as he left. Jane faced Eleanor, who smiled politely, then cast her eyes downwards towards her torn boots. “It’s alright, child. Come sit down. You don’t by any chance…have any tea?”


Eleanor brightened.

“Yes…actually Iy’do…Iy’always do.” She said, removing a tattered kashmir bag from the pocket of her skirt and handing it to Jane, who looked surprised and visibly pleased.

“Oh, brilliant!” She said, smiling at Eleanor and crossing the short length of floor to their little stove. She busied herself with the kettle. “So…what has the world been like since I last saw it. I must have been here…twenty-five summers? Twenty-six or seven, perhaps.”

Eleanor spoke quietly. She was a little nervous of Jane, who appeared to be putting on a mask to cover her visible weakness. She twisted her fingers in her lap.

“Well…we are recovering from a very bad financial time…zeh stock market crashed about five yearz ago, and it effected just about everyone…but I sink wey’ll be srough it soon. Zat’s what I’ve ‘eard.” 

“Oh.” Said Jane, carrying the wooden tray across the room to Eleanor and placing it on the table. She passed a cup to the nervous child. “Well, what else?”

“Well…zer iz much talk of war at zeh moment.” Eleanor said. “We ‘ave allied wiz Russia, ‘oo are allied wiz Czechoslovakia. Hitler ‘as put us in a razer precarious position.”

“Who is Hitler?” Jane asked.

“He iz zeh leader of zeh Nazi party in Germany. Zat iz where zeh problem iz rooting from. Iy do not want us to go to war, and neizer doez my country.”

“Tell me something good. Tell me about your home.” Said Jane.

“Well…az you can tell, Iy live in France, in Roanne. My fazer iz a professor of biology zer, and my muzer used to write stories for young children, and she taught at zeh school Iy attended when Iy was five. Before she died…zat is. And she used to teach me ‘ow to read tealeaves, zat’s why Iy’always have some wiz me, you see…but recently Iy discovered somesing about myself, and my fazer brought me ‘ere to find somesing about my past. ‘Ee iz ‘ere on a botanizing expedition.”


Jane felt herself connecting with Eleanor somehow. Perhaps it was the common past they seemed to share, or perhaps it was simply that Eleanor was a stranger who could listen; whatever it was, Jane found herself opening up to Eleanor, and wanting to tell her everything about herself.


“And what about you? What iz it like living ‘ere in zeh jungle?”

Jane glanced down and smiled.

“Well…at first it was magical…this place is so beautiful…I was free here…free of society, as much as anything else…and my heart was free. Oh and how happy I was…how my husband and I were in love…we were so happy for so many years…and when our little Tora was born,” (Eleanor smiled at this comment), “but…”

Jane looked down again, at her hands in her lap. Her face was solemn. “But now it’s so different…it has been for so very long. We are unhappy…and my husband…”

She paused, torn between continuing or not. “I sometimes feel like such a burden to him…he quite frightens me…at times. But it is not without cause-” Jane added hastily, seeing the look on Eleanor’s face. “-I know that it is only out of his love of me…I frustrate him so…he doesn’t mean to hurt me…or make me fearful…but I am. And I must enrage my daughter so, for the abuse and suffering she brings me. But it’s my own fault…it’s…”

Jane stopped at this point. She recalled her earlier conversation with Tarzan, and thought it better not to mention her young daughter.

Eleanor looked horrified.

“But in all ‘eaven, what awful sing could ‘ave ‘appened to cause such a terrible change?” She exclaimed. Jane drew a breath and parted her lips, but then sealed them again hesitantly.

“It gives me much pain to speak of it…I shouldn’t speak of it…but…strangely I want to talk to you…does that sound odd?”

Jane looked up, her eyes making contact with Eleanor’s, as she sat looking concerned and more than a little uncomfortable.

“I sink zat if you desire to…zen you should tell me.” She said. Jane considered, and then nodded.

“Very well…after a few years…Tora was at the age of seven, I believe…I became pregnant again…and I was afraid.” Jane’s hand shook slightly as she held the handle of her cup, and she placed it down on the table. “I was afraid that my love would not be happy with me…and I was afraid that my daughter would resent me…I couldn’t lose them. I couldn’t be alone…but they supported me and loved me, all the more. And my child…” Jane smiled sorrowfully. “My little one…she was my little bright light…in her I could see my whole world and my happiness…and the spirit of my father…my light. She was my symbol of hope. Her presence assured me that I would always have the love and protection of my family…but I…I…”

Jane drew a deep supportive breath and cast her eyes upwards to the ceiling, fighting back tears. “I lost her…I…lost her.” She stammered.

“’Ow do you mean?” Asked Eleanor uncertainly. Jane paused. She composed herself somewhat before allowing herself to answer.

“Well…she…disappeared. I left her…for a few minutes…I was…well, I was……and then she was gone.” Jane glowered downwards and muttered to herself. “Stupid…Jane…so stupid.”

As she did so, Eleanor noticed Jane’s nails digging into the skin of her left arm. The arm itself, she could see, was covered in scars and marks, and recently blooded cuts. “…but more than this,” Jane continued quietly, “I was pregnant again, when she…but…but I became so ill…I didn’t eat for days…and…well, I lost the baby.” She looked up in appeal at Eleanor now. “What kind of mother am I? To lose my own children? To somehow even manage to lose a child which I carried inside of me? And now my Tora wishes to leave us…I don’t blame her…really. And I am nothing more than a burden to my husband. But its my fault…everything…its all my own fault.”

Eleanor was horrified even more. But now it was from the sudden realisation of the truth. This was her broken family. The child that Jane had lost in the jungle was she. The woman that sat before her, shaking slightly in her effort to retain her composure as her fingernails dug into her arms, was her own mother. Her own mother, upon whom she – Eleanor – had brought all this pain and suffering. She had turned her eldest daughter on her, brought her husband to violence against her, even brought her to violence against herself. This was her broken family.

No.

‘It’s not true. It doesn’t have to be true. Its still unlikely…it just can’t be true.’ Eleanor told herself.

It could not be so.

*~*~*~*

Meanwhile, it was past noon before Tora and Lucien broke through the undergrowth skirting the clearing, followed by Professor Leinfellner and the rest of the camp’s inhabitants. They looked upon the wreckage with some confusion, before-

“It must have been a-”

“-stampede.” Finished Lucien. Tora looked at him with some surprise.

“…right!” She said. Lucien flashed a grin at her.

“Uncle, we should move camp, I think.” He said in French, turning to the elderly Professor, who nodded.

“I can help you find a better place.” Said Tora. Lucien took her arm.

“Lead on, Miss Tora.” He said.

Tora turned so that she was facing Lucien. “You know, Monsieur Leinfellner, it’s becoming a surprisingly hot day for one at this time of year…aren’t you a little…warm?” She whispered, reaching for the top button of his shirt, and undoing it. Things may have progressed if it weren’t for Tarzan, who appeared on the scene at that very moment. His eyes first fell on Lucien, standing far too close to his daughter. His eyes narrowed.


Tora sighted him, and drew back from Lucien a little. She stood, arms crossed, and looked at her father coolly.

“Daddy. Have you found the fair-haired girl?” She asked.

“Yes. She is with your mother. Who are these men?” Tarzan replied, his vision fixed on Lucien, who frowned back. Tora replied quickly.

“Daddy, this is Professor Leinfellner,” she said, gesturing towards the older man, “…Eleanor’s…the fair girl’s father. He and his men have been searching for her all morning. I rescued them from a black mamba, and brought them back-”

“And who is this?” Tarzan interrupted, indicating towards Lucien with his hand. Lucien himself answered.

“My name iz Lucien Leinfellner, Iy’am Professor Leinfellner’s nephew – and guide. We are greatly in-debted to your daughter for rescuing us.” He held out a hand for Tarzan to shake. Tarzan did not take it. He frowned at Lucien with suspicion. Professor Leinfellner spoke up at this point.

“You found my daughter…my Eleanor?” He asked. Tarzan looked at him. Yes, his Eleanor.

“Yes. Don’t worry, she is safe. My wife is taking care of her, at our house.”

“Well, will you get her, daddy?” Asked Tora. Tarzan glanced from Tora to Leinfellner with suspicion.

“No. You will get her, Tora.”

“Why?” Tora demanded.

“Because I said so.”


Tora approached her father.

“What does everybody have against me today?”

“I don’t trust him. And I don’t trust you with him.” Tarzan said, darkly, eyeing Lucien. Tora narrowed her eyes. “I wish to speak with the men.” Said Tarzan. “So go back to the tree house, and bring Eleanor.”


Tora didn’t argue any further with Tarzan. She walked past him, but after a few metres she turned and flashed a smile at Lucien, before turning again and exiting the camp.

*~*~*~*

Eleanor shifted uncomfortably in her chair. The woman who sat across from her was visibly shaking, yet trying to hold her composure. The young girl glanced nervously down into the bottom of her cup, and swilled the dregs that lay there within. From the patterns formed by those dark sodden leaves, she made out the same symbols, and derived the same message as she had from her teacups back home in Roanne. Your true family loves you. 

It was this message that had fuelled her suspicion that the family that raised her were not hers in truth. And, when Leinfellner himself confirmed this suspicion, it was this message that had driven her determinedly to persuade him to bring her to Africa, where she may find this true family that loved her so. But her discovery was not at all as she had expected.

She wished to be back with her father, Leinfellner, at their camp – no! –at home, in their beautiful Roanne-countryside cottage. Lost in the jungle, the thought that she may never see that place – or Leinfellner – again filled her with unimaginable sorrow. She longed for the hour (soon, she prayed) when she would be back in his arms.

And fate, it seemed, had answered her, for at that precise moment Tora arrived, and flung the door open before her. For a moment the two young women gazed, poker-faced at each other, and each had similar thoughts in their minds. Then-

“I suppose you must be Eleanor.” It was Tora, obviously.

“Yes…’ave you come to take me to my fazer?” Eleanor responded, gently. Tora nodded.

“My father wishes that I should bring you immediately.” Tora flashed a glare at Jane, whom had not seen her since their earlier argument, and who’s expression as she looked at her daughter was one of pitiful remorse mixed somehow with resentment. She rose from her chair and walked over to Tora, still in the doorway. She spoke in a sharp whisper.

“You are not to speak to Eleanor about her past. Your father and I have discussed it, and we have decided not to drag the past back over ourselves any longer. If you cared for me then you would respect that.”

“You don’t care for me, why should I care for you. I’ll talk to her about whatever I bloody well want to.” Tora almost spat, as her voice escalated, and they both looked apprehending at Eleanor.


Eleanor knew that they were speaking of her, and she felt most unwanted and uncomfortable. She turned her gaze downward, and a hot sad tear escaped her eye, as she wished herself anywhere in the world but here. Jane recognised her unhappiness, and, casting a glare of blame at Tora, walked back over to Eleanor and took her hand as she rose. She put at comforting hand against the child’s tan-brown cheek.

“Don’t weep, child, you’ll be safe and happy soon. It was good to meet you.” Jane said, encouragingly. Eleanor managed a small smile, and wiped the tear from her face with a little shame.

“Yes, Jane…sankyou.” She said.


Tora lead Eleanor on foot, this time, though she knew the route better by vine. It was, by now, mid-afternoon, and the rain-clouds were gathering again overhead, darkening the jungle, but also bringing it into a merciful cool.

“I must apologise,” said Tora, as they picked their way across the uneven floor, “it was I that scared you, that other morning. I heard your gunshot and came to investigate, but I gave myself away and that was what startled you.” She said.


Eleanor Nodded.

“Oh…zat’s alright.” She said. Tora continued;

“I am very curious about you, Eleanor, you must be the first other tarmangani we have seen for many years…why have you come here? Where are you from?”

“Well, Iy’am accompanying my fazer on a biological study ‘ere…we came ‘ere on a ship from France. Do you know France?”

“My mother has told me about it. Why did you come? Who are your parents?”

Eleanor felt somewhat uncomfortable at this interrogation. Tora’s questions were so single-minded, and it was obvious what she was getting at.

“I wanted to be wiz my family…my fazer is all Iy‘ave now, of close family. And zen zer iz my couzin Lucien, ‘oo my fazer brought wiz us.”

“Ah, yes, Monsieur Lucien.” Said Tora, smiling to herself. There was something in her tone that immediately caught Eleanor’s sharp mind, making her suspicious. She said nothing, however. Tora continued with her ill-mannered questioning.

“Why do you only have your father? Where is your mother?”

“Why must you ask? She died, two yearz’ago, from Consumption. We miss 'er greatly. Zat is why Iy only ‘ave a fazer.”


The bitterness in her voice was enough to show Tora that she had gone too far, and they did not speak again for the rest of the journey.

*~*~*~*

But the bitterness evaporated as soon as Eleanor and Tora appeared upon the threshold of the camp, and Eleanor saw her father. She ran to him, and despite his age he picked her up and swung her around, and they laughed and cried, and Leinfellner held his Eleanor lovingly in his arms. Tarzan looked on with some sadness. But it left him rapidly in favour of suspicion, as he saw Tora back at Lucien’s side. There was something he didn’t like about Lucien…the instinct that had proved correct on so many occasions in the past. And he liked him even less with Tora so close at his side. But he knew that as yet he had nothing to support his suspicion, so instead he walked toward Leinfellner.

“Are you to leave now?” He asked.


The Professor would probably have nodded and motioned to his men to pack up, were it not for Lucien. Not wishing to leave Tora so quickly, he interrupted Leinfellner in French before he could complete his affirming sentence.

“But, Oncle, we did not just come here for Eleanor’s benefit – it would be a waste of time and money if we left now having collected no specimens at all. And here you have a much better guide than I,” he gestured toward Tarzan, and changed to English, “maybe ‘ee could show you around, and Tora could introduce me to zeh gorillas-” Lucien was cut off in surprise as Tarzan whipped around and glared into his face, emitting low growls from his throat.

“You stay away from them.” He turned to Tora. She spoke before he could.

“Don’t worry dad, I didn’t tell them anything.” She said, rolling her eyes. Tarzan’s face was still set in an expression of deep suspicion at everything in his surroundings.

“Why are you here?” He repeated to Professor Leinfellner. Leinfellner spoke to him about botany. Meanwhile, Eleanor, who had been watching everything that had happened with keen eyes took her cousin aside and spoke to him quietly.

“I’m not stupid, Lucien, they might be but I’m not. I can see how you’re acting towards that jungle girl.”

“What are you talking about? And anyhow, you can’t talk – what, apart from stupid, would you call running off into the jungle without telling anybody, and getting yourself lost for two days. You’re lucky to be alive from what I’ve heard.”

“Don’t try to change the subject, cousin, you know there’ll be trouble if you do anything with that girl.”

Lucien laughed; “Yeah, I know, her dad’s a bit of a psychopath isn’t he?”

Eleanor frowned. “You know what I mean.” She said. Lucien continued to brush her off.

“Oh come on, it’s just a bit of fun. We’re leaving in a couple of days anyway. And she’s interesting, unlike any of the rest of you people.” And with that he turned away from her and walked back to the awaiting Tora.

“Lucien, you’d better get wood for a fire.” Leinfellner called, in French. Lucien nodded and walked off into the trees. Tarzan looked quickly around for Tora, whom he knew would follow him. But she had already disappeared.


Tarzan, however, wasn’t the type of person to just let these things be. He followed Lucien quietly, intending to watch the two of them and see if his instincts were still working properly.


Lucien walked obliviously between the trees, humming to himself. He was quite deep into the jungle when strong hands grabbed him and pulled him down into the bushes. He had cried out from surprised, but to no avail as one of those strong hands was clasped tightly over his nose and mouth, and he squirmed to get free. But then he realised that the face grinning down at him was that of Tora.

“Shh.” She said, and crouched statue-like in the seclusion of dense leaves. A few moments later, a silent figure passed over their heads clinging to a vine, and then disappeared again out of sight. Tora held Lucien down for a further few moments, and then let out an excited giggle and released him.

“Haha – you should have seen your face!” She whispered.

“Do you sink we lost ‘im?” Lucien said.

“Didn’t you see? He had no idea where we were. Come on-”

They scrambled up out of the bush and walked off perpendicular to the beeline Lucien and Tarzan had made through the undergrowth.

“So, are you going to show me zose gorillas?” Lucien asked, shortly. Tora hesitated. She was keen to please Lucien, but taking him to the gorillas would be pure stupidity – her father would never allow it, and he’d surely find out. Besides, what did he want with them anyway? And, though she wasn’t entirely sure, she had a feeling that Lucien was after something else.

“I might.” She said, coyly. “I don’t know if I can trust you yet. Why are you here anyway?”

“I already told you.” Said Lucien. “Iy’am ‘elping my oncle and couzin to find zeir way around zeh jungle – I study biology wiz my oncle in Roanne. ‘Ee iz an expert in jungle flora…Iy’am more interested in zeh fauna.”

“Fauna?”

“Animals. Birds, reptiles. Gorillas. Fascinating. Iy’am very lucky to ‘ave been invited along on zis trip, but it probably wouldn’t be ‘appening at all if it weren’t for Eleanor-” He stopped abruptly, as if he had said something he shouldn’t. Tora was all ears.

“What about Eleanor?” She asked.

“Iy shouldn’t tell you…Iy’am not really supposed to know myself.” Lucien replied.

“Oh come on…you can tell me.” Said Tora, flicking her hair subconsciously. Lucien smiled at this flirtatious display.

“Well, Iy suppose…you see, Eleanor izn’t really my cousin…she izn’t zeh daughter of my oncle. I ‘aven’t ‘eard much about it, but as far as I know’ee found ‘er fifteen yearz ago in zeh jungle, right ‘ere in Africa. And zen she found out about it, last year. And she wanted to come back and find ‘er real family.”


Tora had definitely heard enough.

“I knew it! This’ll show them! I knew it was her, and nobody believed me!” Single-mindedly, she turned and walked off in the direction of the camp, but Lucien grabbed her arm and she swung around questioningly.

“Well, before you go, won’t you let me kiss you goodbye?”


In the emotionally charged heat of the moment, Tora just gave into instinct. She grabbed Lucien by the collar and forced her lips up against his. The following few seconds came as a surprise to the young girl; she greeted the satisfying warm, damp pressure of the young man’s mouth quite eagerly, excited by the closeness of his body against hers; but this initial rush was quickly overtaken by slight alarm – as she felt herself unwillfully forced back against a tree; and she flattened her hands against Lucien’s chest in an effort to ease him backwards, but it was no use – he pushed them down to his waist and blocked her arms so that she could not lift them, and at the same time his own hands were sliding around the small of her back and up under the hem of her clothes, and down over the exposed skin of her legs.

But it was all over very quickly, as with an enraged roar Tarzan of the Apes sprung from his hide in the undergrowth and grabbed Lucien by the back of his collar. Taking his young daughter’s wrist in the other hand he dragged the shocked and frightened couple back to the camp.

Appearing upon the threshold he cast the two of them forward so that they fell on the hard earth, and addressed the surprised campers in a loud and angry voice.

“It would do you good to keep this boy of yours under control. A few moments alone and I find him taking advantage of my daughter in the forest!

“But dad!”

“Shut up, Tora!” Tarzan addressed Leinfellner again. “What are you going to do with him? If you do not punish him, I shall!”


Leinfellner looked gravely back at Tarzan. He obviously understood what he had said. Angrily he glared at Lucien, and said something to him in French. Lucien replied from his position on the floor in a protesting tone, but the professor interrupted him again. He said nothing more after that.

“Iy’am very sorry, Monsieur Tarzan. But…surely your daughter ‘as somesing to say on zeh matter aswell.”

“Dad you can’t do this, I’m old enough-”

“You are not old enough to do anything unless I say. You don’t know anything about this boy; you know I do not trust him. You know nothing of what he truly intends to do with you.”

“But-”

“No! I’m disappointed with you, and if you want to make it any easier for yourself you’ll shut up and stop arguing.”


This was the last straw for Tora. Her anger was so great that she screamed out loud.

“Why do you always silence me? Why don’t you ever listen to me? Why won’t anybody listen to me?” She clasped her clenched fists to the sides of her head. Then she stood up, triumph returning to her face, and she pointed at Eleanor. “I was right about her! It is Eleanor! And she knows it!”

Tarzan advanced towards his daughter angrily.

“SHUT UP!”

“BUT IT’S TRUE!” She screamed, “IT’S TRUE IT’S TRUE!”

“It iz true.” Eleanor cut in. Her voice was quiet and nervous, but all of them heard her. “It iz true. Iy didn’t want it to be, but it’s true.”

“Eleanor-” Professor Leinfeller said, placing a comforting hand on the child’s shoulder.

“Non, Papa, c’est vrai.” She said. “Iy knew it when Jane talked to me about what ‘ad ‘appened. Iy didn’t want it to be true, I don’t want to be part of zis awful family. But it’s true.” She looked downward. There was quiet for a few moments. Then Tora stepped towards her; arm outstretched and finger pointing accusingly.

“You ruined our family. You ruined it. You ruined everything.” She growled.

“I know.” Eleanor said, her face in her hands.

“I HATE YOU!” Tora screamed. But it didn’t make her feel better. Eleanor was sobbing into her hands, and nodding her head in shame. Tora didn’t know what was going on. It felt wrong. She looked about at the faces of the people around her – Professor Leinfellner, sad and subdued; her father, also sad, but calm; Lucien, confused, as were the rest of the men…and Eleanor, sinking to the floor and quietly weeping.


Tora turned away and ran off into the trees alone.

*~*~*~*

“Eleanor?”


Eleanor was being comforted by her father when Tarzan approached her. She turned to look at him, and said ‘yes’, but Tarzan didn’t say anything immediately. ‘There’s probably a lot of things he wants to say or know, but he doesn’t know what’ said Eleanor to herself. ‘I know I don’t’. She said something to her father, who nodded, and then she turned to Tarzan again.


She held out her hand to him, and he took it. Tarzan raised his other hand to the side of Eleanor’s head, and caressed it. Then he gently pulled her into his embrace. Eleanor could tell he was crying, and she too found tears falling from her eyes. She waited for the time when it would be right for them to draw apart, but how long must an embrace last to make up for fifteen years of absence?


But it seemed that Tarzan knew, for shortly he let go of her and stood back a little, the only contact remaining between their eyes. Eleanor noticed that Tarzan’s eyes were exactly like hers. After some time, he spoke.

“Eleanor…would you like to talk with Tora?………you might be able to help her…and she might be able to help you. I can take you to where she is, if you’d like.” Tarzan said, quietly.


Eleanor nodded gently. She turned to her father and spoke to him again, embraced him briefly, and turned to Tarzan again.

“Yes, Iy’ll go wiz you.” She said.

He took her to the cliff edge, where Tora had been sitting just before she’d first seen Eleanor. Tora was there now. Tarzan left Eleanor, saying he must go to his wife.


Eleanor was alone. So she closed her eyes, and stepped through the trees.

“Tora?”


Eleanor’s uncertain voice was met with a cold glower from the girl sitting on the cliff edge, but it melted quickly.

“…uh-huh.” Tora turned away again, but it was not to reject Eleanor, who approached her slowly and sat down next to her, her light skirts spreading out on the damp earth around her. Neither said anything for a while. Then Tora spoke.

“You’re very pretty.”

Eleanor looked a little uncomfortable.

“Uhm…”

“No – only – I knew you would be. You know…when you were…when we were…”

“Yes.”


Again they were quiet. The sky was dusky, the sun long gone yet a pale light still illuminated the trees and cliffs, the wave crests on the water, and the stars were just becoming visible across the ever-darkening blue. However, dark rain clouds obscured the moon. Then Tora spoke again.

“Why did you come here?”

“…Iy wished to speak wiz you. You are my sister. You-”

“No I mean…why did you come here…to Africa…to us?”


“Oh…well…Iy wanted to find my true family…yes.”


Silence again.

“I didn’t mean what I said to you. It’s not true.”

“Iy know. You wouldn’t ‘ave let me sit wiz you ozerwize.” Said Eleanor.

“No…I suppose I wouldn’t…I’m sorry. If anybody ruined our family it’s me.”

Eleanor paused before speaking again.

“Was it truly az terrible…az your muzer…our muzer…said?”

“What did she tell you?”

“I don’t know if I can say.”

“Well I suppose it was probably true. Uhm…it has not been happy. I remember when you were first found to be gone…mama ran out of the house and into the jungle…screaming for you. We found your blanket amongst the trees not far away. I suppose you were long gone by then. Do you know what happened to you?”

“My fazer…Frederique…’ee was ‘ere on’an’expedition…studying plants…it’s what ‘ee does…and ‘ee found me alone…no clothez…nobody else around in sight…and ‘ee was just about to leave and travel back to France…and he didn’t know what to do wiz me, so ‘ee took me wiz ‘im. I never knew until last year, when I turned sixteen…zough I ‘ad begun to wonder.”

“Why?”

“A lot of sings. I didn’t look like my parents. My fazer…zough you can’t tell now…’is ‘air was red, dark. My muzer’s too, but lighter. So, would zat not mean my ‘air would be red too? But I suppose…Jane and Tarzan both ‘ave dark ‘air. Like you. I don’t look like you.”

“I look like mama…you took after daddy. But mom said you had my grandfather’s hair. She saw him in you. Daddy said that when you were still here mama was as happy as she had been when my grandfather was alive. I suppose that was why it was so hard from her when you disappeared; it was like losing you, and him all over again. We were all sad, you know. It wasn’t just her. I was so sad when you were gone, and I couldn’t stand it. It made me angry, all the time. Daddy was sad too, but he had to take care of mama. And I wasn’t too helpful.”

“…Please…don’t take zis question zeh wrong way…but why did you say mean sings to her?”


Tora considered.

“She couldn’t get better, and I didn’t know what to do. And at the same time I was trying to forget about you. But I couldn’t because mama couldn’t. And I tried to make her forget, and I said that maybe you’d come back, but it didn’t make her better. I think it made her worse. And then dad got mad at me, and I got angry, and I started saying mean things to mama, I couldn’t help it. And…I suppose that’s what kept her ill…” and her voice faltered as pressurised sobs escaped her throat, and tears fell from her blue eyes,  “I didn’t mean it, I didn’t mean any of it, and I didn’t mean any of it to happen…”

“Shh…” Eleanor comforted. And then she put her arms around her elder sister and embraced her.

“I’m sorry.” Tora choked, her head rested on Eleanor’s shoulder.

“It’s okay.”

“You know I just thought everything would be okay if you came back, and I just wished for it and wished for it, but now you’re back and everyone is still angry…at me.” Said Tora.

“It will be alright.” Said Eleanor, softly. Tora composed herself a little.

“I think I should go to France with Lucien. I only make things bad here…maybe I could make a fresh start, you know?”


Eleanor withdrew her arms and sat back. She looked pensively at Tora.

“Iy’am afraid zat sings with Lucien are not as zey seem to you. I don’t wish to sadden you furzer, but I feel I must tell you, as ‘ee won’t. I knew ‘ee’d do somesing like zis, Iy did try to stop ‘im…”

“What?” Said Tora.

“Well, you may feel zat you are in love wiz Lucien, but you mustn’t be. I’m afraid zat ‘ee iz not in love wiz you…and ‘ee iz already married to anuzer. And…zey ‘ave a young son. I know it sounds awful, but ‘ee was just using you. ‘Ee ‘ad no intention of ‘aving anysing to do wiz you after ‘ee returned to France.” Said Eleanor. Tora said nothing for a few moments. Then,

“I suppose then I look like a fool to everyone. Dammit…my father was right, I guess.”

“I don’t sink you were in love with ‘im, Tora. You won’t miss ‘im once ‘ee’s gone. And your fazer will forgive you.” Eleanor reassured her.

“No. If that was what love is, then it falls far below my expectations anyway.” Said Tora. “I guess I wasn’t in love with him.”

“Besides, you must stay wiz your family. They need you, you know. No-” Eleanor halted Tora before she could protest, “Zey love you. You love zem. It’s clear, zough it may not be to you. You just ‘ave to look after zem.” She said.

“What about you?”

“Iy will return to my ‘ome in Roanne. Zat’s where my real family is.” Said Eleanor, gently.

“Well if you knew that, then why did you come here looking for us?” Tora enquired. Eleanor smiled a little.

“It’s a long story. Well…not so much long az odd. My muzer – before she died, when I was younger, she liked to read tealeaves. That’s where you try to tell zeh future from signs or shapes made by zeh tealeaves at zeh bottom of your cup when you ‘ave drunk all your tea.” Eleanor started.

“I don’t like tea much.” Said Tora.

“Well, she used to teach me ‘ow to do zat, and Iy would always do it when I had tea, it was like an ‘abit. And recently Iy got zeh same message over and over, zat said zat ‘my true family loves me’. Zat was really what first made me wonder wezer or not my fazer, Frederique, and my muzer Marie were my real parents. And zen when Iy was sixteen my fazer told me that ‘ee and my muzer ‘ad adopted me when I was two, after ‘ee had found me wondering around in the jungle, with no sign of any white civilisations for ‘undreds of miles. So ‘ee took me back to France wiz ‘im. And ‘ee named me Eleanor, because it was zeh only word I could say, and ‘ee gave me zeh second name of Marie, after ‘is baby daughter zat ‘ad died, and because zey didn’t know my birthday zey gave me ‘ers too, and Iy grew up zere. But after ‘ee told me, and after zeh tealeaves’ message I wanted to find my real family.”

“I guess you were disappointed.” Said Tora. Eleanor smiled at her, somewhat sadly.

“No. Iy’am sad to find you az you are, and Iy know you must blame me for it. But you will get better again, your family, now zat zey can see what really ‘appened to me. And Iy did find my true family. But it wasn’t ‘oom I ‘ad expected. You see, Iy didn’t understand zeh message: I understood it az ‘you ‘ave a real, different family zat love you’ but what it meant was ‘your true family are zeh ones zat love you’. I don’t mean zat you and Jane and Tarzan don’t, or didn’t love me, but Frederique and Marie love me, and I love zem, even though my mother is dead now. Zeh family zat loves me, and zat I love, is back in France. As soon as Iy was lost out ‘ere Iy wanted to be back with my fazer. I should ‘ave understood it zen, I suppose. But people say Iy’am very stubborn.”

“You get it from my dad.” Tora smiled. Eleanor smiled too.

“So do you understand why Iy’ave to go back, and you must stay?” She said.


Tora nodded slowly. Then she said:

“I don’t blame you for what happened. I used to blame you, but I don’t now. Actually, it was my fault.”

“You didn’t mean to ‘urt your family. Iy imagine you were trying to ‘elp, more zan anysing. You can put it right, you know.” Eleanor said. Tora nodded. She was thoughtful for a while, then,

“July 26th, 1918. That’s your real birthday.”

“Oh.”

“I don’t know if you want to keep it now.”


Eleanor smiled at her.

“Maybe I will. Depends on ‘ow I feel.”


Again, neither said anything for a while. Eventually, Eleanor said, “you’re very pretty too, you know.”

Tora’s face mirrored that that Eleanor’s had been when Tora told her this a few minutes before.

“Thankyou. But I guess if I stay here my whole life, there won’t be anybody else who’ll tell me that, if you know what I mean.” Eleanor smiled lopsidedly and nodded to show she understood.

“Maybe zer will be. You never know.”

“Are you going to leave now? Back to France, I mean.” Asked Tora. Eleanor nodded.

“Yes. In a day or two, when zeh ship iz ready. But before then, Iy want to say goodbye to my parents. Your parents, I mean – Tarzan and Jane. It may give zem…closure.”


Tora glanced behind her into the trees. She thought for a moment, and then looked back at Eleanor.

“We can go now, if you’d like.”

*~*~*~*

When they arrived at the tree house and entered, Tarzan was there with Jane. He must have been talking to her for some time, because she seemed calm, though tearful. As with Tarzan, Eleanor allowed Jane to embrace her, and both of them wept, as Tarzan stood aside with Tora in his arms.

“I’m sorry daddy.” Said Tora. The twenty-five year-old young-woman reduced to the mannerisms of a seven-year-old girl, clinging to her father and pleading for his comfort.

“It’s okay, balu.” Said Tarzan. They didn’t have to say any more than that.


After a while, when Jane had become accustomed to Eleanor’s presence they talked with each other, and Eleanor told them about her life in France. It was by now quite late at night, but Eleanor was to be returned to her camp, and her father. Tarzan and Jane resolved to bid her goodbye now, and they did so. Tora escorted Eleanor through the dark jungle to her camp, and they parted with a sincere embrace.

Eleanor and her father were to leave the following afternoon. Tora returned to say goodbye, and they spent the remainder of the day together, and Eleanor gave Tora some of her dresses, and photographs from her childhood. She also gave her a small package wrapped in paper, which she told Tora to give to Jane.

“Remember to look after ‘er. She needs you more zan anything; you’re ‘er only daughter.” Eleanor said, before she boarded the small rowing boat that would take her and her father to the ship. Tora gave Lucien a cold glare as he walked past. He glowered back at her, and said nothing.

“I will.” Tora replied. Then, just as Eleanor was stepping aboard, “Eleanor, I don’t know which to think of you as; my sister, or my friend?”

“If you are my sister, zat doesn’t mean you’re not my friend. And a lot of people say zat your friends can be like bruzers or sisters to you. So Iy suppoze to me you’re bose my sister and my friend.”

“Alright then.” Said Tora. She smiled at Eleanor.

“I hope Iy’ll see you again, sister.” Eleanor said.

“Yes. Perhaps someday we will…sister.”

By sunset the ship was disappearing over the horizon.


Tora watched the years of sadness lift from her mother in a matter of days. As if by some miracle she was soon how Tora remembered her from when she was young. She became less ill, and less weak. Tarzan was immediately happy as a result of this. He even went so far as to tell Tora that Jane might even be as happy as she had been before her father died.

“What was it that Eleanor gave you, in that little package?” Tora asked her mother one day; a few weeks after Eleanor had left. Jane smiled and said nothing, but instead reached into her pocket and withdrew a small parcel, wrapped up in a silk sheet. She handed it to Tora, who unfolded the material. Inside was a gold pocket watch, attached to a gold chain. Tora turned it over in her hand, and found a clasp on the side opposite to the clock face. Inside, a locket containing two photograph frames: on one side, a small child that was unmistakeably Jane, accompanied by a woman: Jane’s mother. In the other frame a slightly older looking man, fair hair and bushy moustache, which Jane pointed out to be her father. And squeezed into the frame with him another photograph: a little fair child with green eyes, laughing as the photograph was taken. Eleanor.

