Expectations

--~--

A Disney's "Tarzan" fanfic. 

--~--

Author's Notes: Well, I decided I wanted to write a fanfic about Jane 
as a child in England and the beginning of the fateful trip to 
Africa, as well as a little introspective look at Tarzan as a twelve-
year old. Or, in other words, I wrote this late at night, whilst 
happily humming "Strangers Like Me" and thinking about the 
expectations of society and family to be something more than you are. 
(I'm thirteen, I can't help it.) Yes, this is rather strange, if 
you're wondering. And many thanks to the wonderful person, Shannyn12, 
who reviewed my first "Tarzan" piece on FF.net. You happen to be the 
only person who's reviewed. *weep* ;_._; 

--~--

"Daddy," Jane leaned her forehead against the cold glass caging in 
the sickly appearing gorilla, "I don't think he's very happy."

Dr. Porter sighed and patted her hand sadly, marveling at how, at the 
age of twelve, his gawky daughter could show a sensitive maturity 
most men and women could never attain. She was tall, too; skinny and 
cute in a pug-nosed way with her round face, having never lost the 
childish chubbiness to her cheeks. "I am afraid you are quite 
correct, my dear," he sighed again and she touched the glass with her 
fingertips softly.

She cocked her head to one side, feeling a gentle anger burn inside 
her. "It isn't fair, Daddy," she said quietly.

"I know," her father replied gently, "most thing aren't in life, but 
we must learn to accept them."

Jane frowned, shaking her head to sweep the strands of her thick 
brown hair back. "Well, I don't like it, not one bit." Her voice was 
stubborn and firm, belying her usual timid behavior, though 
supporting her quiet independence.

"Neither do I, but we can't do anything about it." Dr. Porter frowned 
slightly to see her lower her head, biting her lip furiously to keep 
in her helpless anger.

"I wish I could," she spoke softly, gazing at the huddled primate, "I 
wish I could."

*

"It's a disgrace, is what it is," Eliza declared stoutly, nodding her 
head in self-importance, her keen, sharp eyes picking out every 
smudge on Jane's face, every wrinkle in her airy green dress, every 
tiny tear in her garter socks, every speck of dirt on her black 
boots. All in all, the bony, slyly clever woman was assessing every 
fault Jane Porter had physically, from her round, boyish face to her 
tiny, shapeless body. "Letting my sister's daughter run wild like 
that is an absolute horror, Edward Porter, and I can't stand seeing 
her read any more books. It simply isn't done, my dear brother-in-
law, and least of all should she be reading about those horrid 
monsters!" With a self-righteous sniff, the weedy woman pushed her 
tea away, shooting her graying brother-in-law a haughty look while 
Jane shrunk in on herself, shamed to be ridiculed like such before 
not only her beloved father, but her tutors.

"Eliza," Porter responded calmly, "I believe she is quite well off at 
the university with me, not in your boarding school. Are you sure she 
wishes to be a perfectly groomed, docile housewife?"

"Are you so sure she doesn't?" Eliza shot back.

Hesitating for only a moment, the girl whose fate lay in balance 
spoke up shyly. "I don't want to be a lady, Auntie Eliza," she 
whispered, "I want to be an explorer like Daddy and help study the 
gorillas."

Eliza tightened her mouth into a white line, wound up like a stiffly 
coiled spring.

With a frosty good-bye, she gathered her skirts up and left the 
building to where a carriage awaited her, the black horses waiting 
obediently at the touch of the reins held in the cabby's leathered 
hands.

Jane looked anxiously out the window, watching her cold aunt 
disappear around a small campus hill, vanishing from sight if not 
from mind.

Her tutors had left and she was alone with her short father.

"Daddy," Jane's voice was barely above silence, "did I say the right 
thing?" 

He shook his head lovingly, blue eyes twinkling merrily, and he came 
to stand by her, hugging her gently. "Yes, you did. Your mother often 
said such things to her sister, your aunt."

Jane smiled. "Thank-you, Daddy."

'I want to be just like Mother.'

***^***

"Tarzan, you idiot, watch where you're goin'!" Terk yelled, literally 
blowing a hurricane into the boy's browned ears.

"Aw, Terk," he teased, green-blue eyes laughing, "I was just havin' 
some fun."

"Fun, shmun! Tantor almost squished me flatter'n a banana under 
Kerchak's foot!" the she-gorilla snapped, affectionately tousling her 
closest friend's tangled dark hair. "And, lemme tell ya, that ain't 
the greatest experience in my thrilling life."

Grinning, Tarzan wiped at his nose with one elongated finger, the 
knuckle closest to the end of the appendage permanently fixed into a 
gorilla-like position. "I didn't mean to," he laughed, swinging down 
from the tree branch to land on one of the lower tree canopies, 
shaking raindrops off his face. 

"Yeah, well," she grumbled pleasantly, following his motions 
precisely, "we need ta get back before the moms' figure out where we 
been. If they notice how far we've strayed, we're gonna be grounded 
for the rest of our miserable little-"

"Terkina!!"

"Tarzan!!"

"Lives," the two finished with sighs as their mothers erupted from 
the leafy canopy below their curved feet. 

Near instantly, Terk became the subject to an intense tirade from her 
mother about staying close to the troop, and didn't she know there 
were leopards nearby? She needed to be more careful and it wasn't 
fair to drag Kala's son into the whole mess.

Kala simply pulled her adopted son into a motherly hug, his lips 
curved upwards in a happy smile, eyes closed. "Now, Tarzan, you 
mustn't do such things any more," she chided gently, "you and Terk 
had Ula and I worried sick. Sabor is rumoured to be nearby."

Tarzan giggled, climbing onto his mother's broad back with his lanky, 
bent legs and strong lower arms, the muscles in his upper arms being 
relatively weaker than the muscles in his lower. "Terk and I were 
careful, Mom, an', 'sides, we could take on any ol' leopard!"

Kala frowned disapprovingly; the only time he would ever see that 
sharply reproving look on her face. "Tarzan, Sabor is stronger than 
most leopards," she whispered, the soft fur on her back tickling his 
naked stomach as she and Ula began descending back to the nesting 
troop, each respective child on each respective back, "and I have 
already lost one son to him."

As his mother, the alpha female, scratched thick, large green leaves 
into a nest below the overhang of vine-covered low branches, he 
stared at her, feeling suddenly sad. "Mom," he clambered over to her, 
swinging forward on his knuckles and arched feet, "what was he like, 
the brother I don't have?"

Kala smiled briefly. "He was just like you, Tarzan, but I love you as 
you."

Tarzan looked at the nest he was crouching in wistfully, 
murmuring, "Bet he wasn't bald like me."

"Tarzan, look at me."

He did so, reluctant to meet his mother's warm brown eyes. 

"I love you, no matter what you look like, remember that," she told 
him, "because we have the same heart."

Tarzan smiled gratefully, curling up under his mother's muscular, 
furry arm, cuddling up close to her familiar warmth.

*

"I can't believe they're talkin' about that mushy stuff," his 
companion said in blatant disgust and Tarzan nodded fervently, 
whereas Tantor sighed gustily.

"I find it awfully romantic," the reddish elephant contradicted and 
the two others shared a look before breaking out in laughter, rolling 
across the ground as they choked on dirt, spit, leaves, and tears. 
The latter stemmed from their uncontrolled laughter; they found 
Tantor's comment to be absolutely hilarious.

"I ain't never fallin' in lee-uv," Terk drawled after the laughter 
dissipated into snickers, then snickers, then dying out into the 
occasional giggle.

"My mom says you can't avoid it," Tarzan muttered and the two 
groaned, pretending to gag.

"Well, I'm gonna avoid it; don't care how, but I will," the she-ape 
nodded sagely.

"It's inevitable," Tantor interjected wisely.

"Gag me with a tree frog," Tarzan grumbled, scratching his knuckles 
across the ground before bounding into the bushes, yelling for Terk 
to catch him if she could. And why was Tantor being so silly; there 
wasn't anything to be scared of.

Leopards, was Tantor's nervous reply, wasn't Sabor supposed to be in 
the area?

Stupid, came Terk, don't be such a coward.

***^***
6 Years Later
***^***

She didn't like Mr. Cecil Clayton, and she didn't like the sweltering 
heat, and she wanted to be back home with her drawing utensils, and 
the familiar bookshelves filled to popping with extensive research 
papers and thick novels of human triumph and wisdom.

Idly brushing a sticky bang off her forehead, Jane Porter, eighteen-
years old and fast approaching nineteen, gazed blankly off the 
starboard side of the elegant ship carrying her father, their so-
called bodyguard, and all their equipment to their station in Africa. 
She wondered if maybe there were gorillas and reassured herself that, 
indeed, there were gorillas; she was positively sure of it.

Jane had felt something tingling in the sea air a few hours earlier 
and, sure enough, the lookout in the crow's nest had hollered, "Land, 
dead ahead!"

The ship seemed to slow down abruptly and the tiny, almost invisible 
streak of green coastline was ever so slowly coming closer, revealing 
with greater detail every moment a clearing near a natural harbor, 
the white sands rimmed by thick green trees; the area was rich in 
lush vegetation aside from a few clearings that stood out like bald 
spots and the even fewer green hills poking up out of the thick 
blanket of jungle.

She was glad she had set her own expectations; glad she had dedicated 
her life to ignoring the pestering question and demands of society to 
mold herself according to their absurd expectations.

She had nobody's expectations to fulfill but her own, and those were 
truly great ones.

Whatever was in store for her, Jane decided then, she could handle.

Nothing could shatter her expectations.

Nothing.

--~--

<<I know this wasn't exceptionally well-written, but I did write it 
at night, when tired, brain-dead, and feeling just plain weird. So, 
forgive me! May 1, 2001. © Purple Mongoose/PallaPlease.>>

