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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      




PREFACE


When Ian Ballantine of Ballantine Books, Inc., suggested the possibility of a book based on the Tarzan motion picture Tarzan and The Valley of Gold, featuring former Ram Football star Mike Henry as Tarzan, I was skeptical to say the least. Who was there, after all, who could even approximate the magic and style of Tarzan’s creator, the late Edgar Rice Burroughs?


Mr. Ballantine then persuaded Hugo Award winner Fritz Leiber to write a trial chapter for a Tarzan yarn. When I read the piece, titled “Tarzan in the Bullring,” I was very pleased and excited by Leiber’s command of action and suspense. I immediately gave Mr. Ballantine our approval to proceed.


Fritz Leiber, an accomplished and successful author himself, has been an Edgar Rice Burroughs admirer for many years, and his novelization of the Clair Huffaker motion-picture script is a fast-moving and exciting Tarzan adventure that reflects his affectionate understanding for the character of Tarzan as created by Edgar Rice Burroughs.


I am certain that if Edgar Rice Burroughs were alive today he would very much enjoy reading Tarzan and the Valley of Gold.




Hulbert Burroughs, Vice President,
Edgar Rice Burroughs, Inc.             
Tarzana, Calif.                                 
April 25, 1966                                 
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CHAPTER 1


The Gate of Fright


A narrow shaft of sunlight, bringing its message of the hell of afternoon heat outside, lanced down the lofty stuccoed corridor of the hotel El Meseta in Central Mexico. It struck a golden burst from the tight-fitting, gold-sequined, pink-stockinged suit of the big, muscular Englishman standing in front of a door that had noise behind it. There was a square white cardboard box under his left arm.


The door opened eight inches. The noise redoubled, and there was a gush of the smoke of harsh black tobacco and the fumes of brandy and the reek of human sweat—all odors which the Englishman had noted halfway down the corridor. He could even have told you the exact number of men and women in the room—nine and two—and their approximate ages and states of health.


A dark face with a trace of awe in it looked up at him from under a mop of coarse black hair slicked back with gardenia-scented pomade.


“Señor Milord,” the small man said, bowing slightly. He pointed toward the next door. “There my patron rests alone, in preparation for the dangers and exertions that come at four o’clock. You he will see.”


“Gracias,” the Englishman thanked him softly and turned away in the direction indicated.


The small man watched, vaguely wondering what was in the white box. El Inglés loco!—he thought. But within the hour the Englishman’s madness will have been cured by the horns.


He meant the horns of the bulls which are bred solely for fighting—and dying bravely—in the ring. In this case Miuras, the best, flown by jet at great expense from their home ranch near Seville in Spain.


The big Englishman tested the second door, found it unlocked, then silently opened it and stood framed there, his head brushing the lintel.


Inside, a man knelt in prayer before a dresser on which had been set a silver crucifix and a small picture of the Holy Virgin flanked by two tiny candles that flamed unwaveringly.


The man was as tall as the silent one in the doorway, but thin as a lath. Two pale scars on forehead and jaw added distinction to his long, melancholy face. He wore dark slippers and pink stockings that went almost to the knee. The rest of him was clad in the tight-fitting Suit of Lights that is the uniform of the matador—in this case green, ornamented with green sequins and gilt braid.


The Englishman waited with the natural reverent consideration he had for all honest believers in any worthy religion.


The other crossed himself a last time, stood up, turned, then—“Juan—I mean John—Clayton!” he said, his long face breaking into a pleasant smile. “I’m glad you came early.”


“Manolecito, my friend,” the other replied simply, gripping the proffered hand with warmth.


The one in green stepped back and critically surveyed him up and down.


“What’s wrong?” the Englishman asked. “Haven’t I my Suit of Lights properly on?”


“No, no, all perfect,” the other assured him, “and quite worthy of a Lord Greystoke. Though I must confess that you look more like a somewhat lean bull—Señor Toro!—than a bullfighter. You will excuse me for mentioning such matters, but there is a lot of muscle on you for the horns to hook into.” Then the long, scarred face grew very solemn. “I beg of you, Juan—John—to reconsider this exploit once more. I know the placards are up: ‘TODAY! TWO GREAT TOREROS: The formidable MANOLECITO! JOHN CLAYTON, who battles without cuadrilla!! A mano a mano (hand-to-hand)! Four bulls of the Miuras’!


“I know, too, how strangely eager you are for this meeting, so uncharacteristic of your reputed beliefs, and all you have done to arrange it.”


John Clayton made as if to comment, but Manolecito held up a hand and continued, “I also know of your vast skill with the beasts of the jungle—it is even rumored that you speak with them—but let me tell you this: The fighting bulls are another matter entirely. They are strong and swift beyond belief, their actions unpredictable even to the lifelong expert. For generations they have been bred in isolation for fighting spirit alone, for courage to charge the lance or cape or red muleta and espada—sword—until they die. They have lost the sense of self-preservation natural to other animals. They have had no opportunity whatever to learn the language of beasts, if—pardon me—there be one.”


The big Englishman smiled. “What would you say, Manuel,” he asked quietly, “if I told you that last midnight, none knowing, I stole to the corral in the Plaza de Toros and there in the darkness spoke long and seriously with Solitario and Tren? They had trouble understanding me at first, but finally they began to remember the age-old language, in which bull is not bull, but gorgo.” The last was more growl or rumble than word.


Manolecito shook his head uncomprehendingly. “I know you are no liar, John Clayton,” he said at last with conviction. “Still, there comes a day in any man’s life when he may be honestly mistaken…” Then suddenly he asked, “How did you know that Solitario and Tren would be your bulls? The pairing and drawing were not done until noon today.”


“That’s easy,” the man in the golden Suit of Lights grinned. “I didn’t know. I simply talked to all four animals. Your first bull, El Rey Negro, is a proud one—he promises to kill his matador, the Black King does, but also to fight fearlessly and fairly.”


The other’s eyebrows rose, and again he shook his head puzzledly. There was something comic about his long-faced, incredulous bafflement, but the big Englishman completely suppressed any impulse to smile.


Finally Manolecito gave a great shrug of his strong, narrow shoulders and said, “These matters I do not understand at all. As one who has fought the brave bulls all his man’s life, I am confused. But let me tell you this, hombre—whatever they said, or you truly believe they said, the bulls are dangerous—more dangerous than the lion or tiger, which they have fought and conquered in the arena. Also, you’ll have no jungle and vines to help you, only the wall and sand-floored ring. I know you have planned for your handling of the bulls certain tactics on which you rely and which you have not even told me about.


“But be advised by an old hand, amigo—do not attempt to go it alone. Borrow some of my cuadrilla—my picadors and banderilleros—to help you cut Solitario and Tren down to size before you tackle them.”


The big Englishman shook his head.


Manolecito gave another shrug, a little one. “I thought that would be your answer, John Clayton. One last word, however: I am called Manolecito—little little Manuel—from my resemblance to Manolete, the greatest and wisest matador of them all. Yet on August 28, 1947, at Linares, Spain, Manolete was gored to death by Islero, another bull of the fatal Miura breed which you and I will fight in a few minutes. Hundreds of my colleagues of lesser note have also met their death on the horns. It is a very great risk you take.”


“Thank you, amigo bueno,” the other replied. “In turn I should remind you that the special tactics I intend to use may not please the audience or even you. The crowd may become angry, and your own reputation may suffer. I wanted to repeat to you this warning.”


Manolecito answered with one of his infrequent grins. “I am sure you have some rare surprises in store for us. But I know you are a brave man and one of honor. I believe I guess your motive for this uncharacteristic thing that you, a declared friend of animals, are doing—and I shall hold my tongue about that now. But whatever you do, John Clayton, our friendship remains firm.


“By the by,” he added more casually, “I am curious about one thing. What have you in that box under your arm?”


“Eight small wreaths of roses,” the other replied without expression.


Manolecito shook his head with more wry incomprehension. “For our funerals?” he asked with a jesting, bitter smile.


Before answer could be made, there was a discreet knocking at the door.


“It is the time,” Manolecito said, his eyes sobering.


“Vámanos!” said John Clayton.


They went.


Tiers of concrete seats, jostlingly full, looked down on the circle of sand that was the bullring of Meseta. On the side called Sol, where the tickets were cheaper and you looked the low sun in the face, there was noisy horseplay, and many men drank beer from cans and cheered “Ole! Ole!” at any pretty girl. There was a little more dignity on the shady side, where there were well-dressed businessmen, leather-cheeked rancheros, the officers of the local soldiery come on their free passes, and many a pretty señorita with colorful mantilla. Here and there in the boxes were sharply tailored aficionados of the bullring who had flown up from Mexico City—Meseta lay almost on the Tropic of Cancer, east of Durango and south of Monterrey—and also a sprinkling of American tourists and other foreigners.


Among these last and occupying all of a front-row box was one group of three which stood out by contrast. First of these to catch the eye was a beautiful blond girl looking European and very bored, as cosmopolitan in her appearance as the other women in the stands were provincial or merely chic. Beside her, a well-dressed man, equally cosmopolitan, gazed broodingly down on the ring; you would have imagined he looked bored, too, unless you had got very close to him—then you would have noted the dark, frightening glow in his hooded eyes. Behind these sat a huge brute of a man with a black patch over an eye, but equally well-dressed and reading with quiet absorption the first page of the latest edition of the Los Angeles Times which was headlined: HUNT WIDENS FOR TREASURE JET.


But everywhere else in the stands was the hum of excited speculation. Manolecito—incomparable on his good days! Yet he had bad ones. And this unheard-of Clayton—doubtless one more mad foreigner who fancied he could equal the matadors of Mexico and Spain with their years of practice and their inborn understanding of the great traditions of the bullring. To fight without cuadrilla—what insane courage! But also improper, an insult to tradition, smelling—how would you say it?—more of the circus than the bullring. But soon the truth would be known, if only the lazy officials would give order—


The centralmost of the three judges stood up in a large box high in the stands. There was wild cheering. The brass band struck up La Virgen de la Macarena, the eerie march which begins many bullfights. One of the four gates in the wall of the bullring opened wide, and there strode in, side by side, a man in glittering green and a man in glittering gold, one with a pink cape, the other with a yellow one.


Behind the man in green there came in file two men on unhappy-looking horses armored with thick quilted padding—the picadors with their stubby lances—then two lightly stepping banderilleros and three peòns with their capes, lowest members of Manolecito’s cuadrilla.


Behind the man in gold marched no one.


As they circled the ring and saluted the judges, their reception was mixed. There were cheers and handclapping but also some boos. Someone yelled, “Hi, Golden Boy! You think you’re so beautiful the bull will fall in love with you?” There were other impudent calls: “You think you’re a human medal?” “Hey, Montezuma!” “Ole! Atahualpa!”


Then someone threw an empty beer can of a golden tint. It missed John Clayton by yards. Police with pistols at their belts made a show of converging lazily toward the point where the thrower had disappeared in the seething mass, but the crowd caught the joke of the colors and laughed its appreciation.


The man with the darkly glowing eyes in the front box on the shady side leaned forward an inch and said softly, “A golden man! That is a good omen for us—though this ‘fighting without cuadrilla’ stinks.”


“Dear Augustus, you never fail to find your omens, do you?” the beautiful blond beside him laughed—with perhaps a faint note of nervousness or fear.


Behind them, the man with the eye patch methodically folded his newspaper and clamped it under his left elbow, while his huge chest shuddered with a vast, silent yawn.


All the brightly clad men had now retired behind the chest-high red-painted stout wooden wall of the barrera, which encircled the ring a few feet in front of the higher wall of the stands, except for the four short stretches where the four gates were.


Barrenderos—sweepers—quickly smoothed the sand. The crowd grew quiet with tension. A large sign that read: “13 EL REY NEGRO,” appeared over the Gate of the Bulls, the only red one.


The sweepers retreated. The red gate flew open. Out slammed a red-eyed half ton of black-hided destruction with great sharp horns of the forward-pointing sort called cornibacho. It charged across the ring with astonishing speed, snorting its challenge.


Standing grim-faced behind the barrera, John Clayton watched Manolecito kill El Rey Negro. He stoically forced himself to observe every detail: the first “working” of the bull with capes by the peons and green-clad matador; the stabbing of its neck and shoulders with the short-headed spears of the mounted picadors—one horse was overturned and its belly gashed open by the horns of the enraged bull—the planting in its now blood-streaming shoulders of the gaily ribboned, barbed steel daggers called banderillas—here El Rey screamed horribly and John Clayton thought, This is one thing they never report in the newspapers or even mention in the books. Next the “working” of the still murderous but badly injured animal, its hide now more red than black, by Manolecito, who caused the bull to charge time after time at the small red cloth of the muleta, the horns missing only by inches the firm-standing, glittering green, insolent, lean figure, now blood-splashed, of the matador. Finally the killing of the bull by a single thrust which Manolecito delivered on the run straight over the horns, so that the curve-tipped sword plunged its full length into the bull’s body, piercing El Rey’s heart, who after five seconds fell down dead.


The crowd momentarily redoubled its cheers. Mostly for his fine kill, Manolecito was awarded the two ears, which were duly cut off the dead beast and presented to him, while harnessed mules pulled the huge body through the Drag Gate and fresh sand was generously strewn over the great red splotches.


John Clayton’s reactions were of two sorts. Though rating it stupid, he admired the bull’s great courage, which had kept the animal returning to the attack after such hideous punishments as would have sent many a wiser jungle beast racing off in retreat to plot vengeance another day. He also admired the courage and skill of Manolecito, the way he held his body straight without flinching back as the horns almost brushed his chest or thigh, confident in his judgment that this time the beast would not suddenly hook his horns sideways, away from the muleta and into the man. And like the judges, John Clayton respected the cleanness of the matador’s kill, no matter how dirty the work that had gone before.


But far more deeply and strongly, the big Englishman was revolted and angered by the bloody spectacle. His deepest and earliest sympathies had been with beasts rather than men, whom he had long known to be the cruelest beings in the world—though on occasion also the kindest. There were moments when the torturing and baiting of El Rey Negro had awakened in him the killing madness. He had had to use iron restraint to keep himself from vaulting the barrera and ranging himself on the bull’s side against all his tormentors—yes, even Manolecito, his friend—and especially against the cheering, stamping, and screaming crowd sitting safe in the stands.


For it was in the audience that John Clayton saw the most damnable and dangerous effects of the brutal show. Here men cruel already—and women, too, even girls—were being further trained to find delight in death, to enjoy without risking their own skins the sight of torture and cunningly delayed killing. And not only the death of animals but of men, too—their own tribe—for John Clayton knew that the crowd would gladly have watched Manolecito tossed and gored again and again. More gladly, for that matter—to see a man die would have been the greater thrill. And all this in a world now threatened by an atomic death that might poison even the jungles and the seas, as well as wipe out mankind, a world that could no longer afford to nourish any cruelty or the least callousness toward the prospect of mass death.


The man called Augustus murmured to the blond girl beside him, “A kill of some beauty, chérie, though not worth two ears. Now we shall watch the golden man—or clown. It is at least a way to pass the brief time in this abysmal town while Romulo makes the Conquistador’s engines smooth as silk. He has his deadline.”


“A misfortune that a motor should have failed now,” the girl whispered back nervously, though her face was as cool as ever. “I will not feel safe until we are south of the Equator.”


“I never have a misfortune,” the man with the darkly glowing eyes asserted sternly, “except such as I have anticipated and allowed for.”


There were as many cheers as jeers as the gold-clad matador slipped through the narrow opening in the barrera and lightly ran out onto the newly smoothed sand. This Inglés was a rare one! Did he think he was the bull, to make his entrance first? A comedian perhaps?—but the posters should have warned of that. (Comic bullfighters were not unknown. The great Manolete himself briefly belonged to such a troupe in Spain during his earliest years.)


The sign over the red rectangle of the Gate of Fright, as bullfighters call it, now read: “14 SOLITARIO.”


John Clayton looked around, grim-faced, in a full circle at the crowd. Then lifting his hands to his throat, he ripped off his 12-pound coat with its sequins and braid, careless that both sleeves were torn to the elbows in the process. He tossed it to the nearest point of the barrera, where it hung glittering against the red paint like a great twisted nugget of real gold.


There was an audible gasp of shock from the crowd. Then began the cries of protest.


Ignoring them, John Clayton swiftly ripped off the rest of his gaudy clothing, tossed it after the jacket, and stood barefoot on the burning sand in a leather loincloth alone.


In his hands he held two objects which had been concealed under his tight shirt and glittering tight trousers or taleguilla: a long hunting knife and a lasso coiled in a tight ring.


He stood at his tallest, and he was as motionless as a palely bronze statue of a Greek athlete, indifferent to the angry shouts that beat upon him.


Then someone high in the crowd recognized him and screeched over the shouting, “Tarzan! Tarzan de los Monos!”


Soon the rest of the stands took up the excited cry. Some, for varying reasons both simpleminded and sophisticated, believed the truth—that Tarzan was a real man; others thought of him as a character in the films, or as a particular film star—but unquestioningly all of them knew Tarzan of the Apes and were delighted that he should appear in person in Meseta.


Tarzan commandingly lifted a hand. The cheering swiftly sank to a whispering murmur. He faced around toward the farthest stretch of barrera. Then the hand with the knife went back, there was a blur of bronzed arm, a long flash of steel in the sunlight, and with a loud thunk! the knife was deeply embedded in the red-painted wood.


Without an instant lost, Tarzan repoised himself and swung his other arm in a long, graceful arc. The tightly coiled lasso sailed in a high parabola through the quiet air and landed like a rope quoit on the handle of the knife and hung there.


Then Tarzan strode to the exact center of the ring and faced the Gate of Fright.


Cheers had rewarded the feats with knife and lasso, but now the voice of the crowd took on a different note, a questioning and somewhat hostile one. It was all very wonderful that the world-famed Tarzan should appear in Meseta, but that he should meddle in their revered national sport of the tauromachia was another matter. He didn’t dress properly, was practically naked—wasn’t that an insult? Why, he hadn’t even a cape—and how in the name of the Devil could a torero work a bull without a cape? Also he stood insanely in the very center of what is the bull’s querencia, or territory, during Primer tercio—the first third of the fight. He couldn’t possibly escape from there, unless…Surely this one must be carefully watched and strongly rebuked at the first impropriety of action!


Some of the young men in the stands and many of the señoritas, watching the tanned figure that stood like a youthful god defying outworn customs, felt a sympathetic thrill, but few of them dared speak or show it.


Tarzan himself, standing in the burning sun, his sensitive nostrils assaulted by the reek of the crowd and the dark stench of old blood, was thinking of very different matters. He was wondering whether, in the yellow glare and great noise, Solitario would remember the sympathies engendered and the simple words spoken last midnight and, after a long wait in the dark, understood. He must put his faith in the integrity of the brave, if stupid bulls. At a moment like this confidence was everything.


He recalled how he had twice wrestled a bull by its horns to a fall in the proud stronghold of Alemtejo,* but this was a different and more difficult contest.


The red gates opened wide, there was a shout from the crowd, Solitario came charging in, and then, unlike the first bull, he skidded to a halt and stamped the sand and tossed his widespread capacho horns and snorted in challenge.


Hide and horns were dark yellow, almost the color of gold, a most unusual rarity in a Miura.


Tarzan lifted high one hand, palm forward, and cried sharply, “Toro! Hey, toro!”


The huge golden bull lowered his head and charged straight at the bronzed figure. Faster and faster the golden hooves drummed the arena. Here was truly a locomotora, a veritable railroad locomotive of an animal!


Tarzan stood motionless until the bull was no more than 20 feet away and a thin scream had begun to issue from the throats of the female members of the audience. Then, as if the palm of his hand were a tiny muleta, Tarzan drew it abruptly down and two feet to the right.


Solitario altered his charge by just that distance. For a moment the two figures seemed to merge, then Solitario had pounded by and there was a red streak on Tarzan’s rib cage, where the near horn had brushed him.


The crowd rose to its feet and shouted a great, “Ole!”


Tarzan turned. Solitario reversed direction in a cloud of sand. The unheard-of Pass of Death was repeated, this time to the left and without blood drawn, although the distance between horn tip and skin was only two or three finger widths. Again came the deafening, “Ole!”


Ten times Tarzan, using his palm alone, compelled the bull to repeat that astounding Pass. And very swiftly, too, for a fresh unwounded bull is speedier than an injured animal. Sometimes the horn of the bull slashed past high and sometimes low, according to where Tarzan held his hand. The great “Ole!”s rebounded without cease between the circular concrete stands.


Meanwhile an action of a different sort was going on in one part of the shady side of the stands, as Tarzan noted in swift sidewise glances. Messengers were speeding between the judges’ box and the officials and military officers below.


Tarzan did not, however, note the man named Augustus lean from his box and lightly slap on the side of the head the soldier slouched beneath it. This one looked up angrily—to receive a handful of silver American dollars and the command, “Help get the pics in the ring, por favor!” The soldier grinned.


Two picadors—not Manolecito’s—had mounted their horses and were moving, their nags prodded by a soldier’s rifle butt, into the ring through the door marked “PICADORS.”


With an abrupt downward sweep of his hand to the sand, Tarzan brought Solitario to a sudden halt and stood beside the proud, panting animal with one hand lightly touching a golden horn tip and the other held high. Then before the cheering slackened, he took two quick steps backward and lightly vaulted astride the bull’s back.


Solitario reared then, bucked, kicked out with his mighty hind hooves. With each flashing movement it seemed the man must be thrown off. But the grip of Tarzan’s heels and knees to the rib-slatted golden sides was like iron, and his fingers laced about the horns as tightly as talons. And all the while he leaned forward and spoke gruffly yet softly into the bull’s right ear words only a Neanderthal would have known among men.


The words were, “Gorgo! Vando gorgo! Tand gom! Tand-panda! Tand bundalo!” meaning roughly, “Buffalo! Good buffalo! No run! Quietness! No fight-to-kill!”


Of a sudden Solitario quieted and, as Tarzan tapped with his heels, began to circle the ring, stepping briskly and proudly.


Tarzan decided that the stupidity of the brave bulls had its good side. Once their trust was won, they were blindly obedient.


The fickle crowd had become uncertain again. This was beginning to look too much like the low stunts of a rodeo. Catcalls and rooster crowings mixed with the cheers. A few seat cushions and some more beer cans came pattering down on the sand.


The two picadors appeared on their padded nags in Solitario’s path. The great golden beast halted, all aquiver with the urge to charge his traditional foes. It took all of Tarzan’s mastery and more strange, harshly whispered words to hold him in check.


Just then Tarzan saw green shoulders and a long scarred face grinning widely at him over the barrera. There was high mischief in the usually melancholy eyes.


“Hey, Tarzan!” Manolecito called. “Catch!” And with that he tossed lightly and casually but with great accuracy a picador’s lance, which Tarzan caught as easily.


The Lord of the Jungle (and now of the bullring also, he thought with a chuckle) instantly saw the same humorous possibility that Manolecito had divined. He made Solitario advance step by quick step, while he pointed his lance not at the heavily padded old horses but at the picadors themselves.


The picadors began to back away, but not quickly enough. One halfheartedly attempted to pic Tarzan’s bull and had his lance knocked out of his grip by a smart sidewise swipe of Tarzan’s own weapon. The other, urged on by a shrill call from one of the lower boxes, tried desperately to spear Tarzan, who knocked the weapon aside at the last instant with his fist and then thrust sharply with his own lance. The point stopped a fractional inch short of the man’s chest, but by that time the fellow had fallen in terror backwards out of the saddle.


That finished the picadors. Horses and men raced ignominiously out of the arena, while the crowd happily booed and jeered them.


Tarzan wasted not a moment, now that the audience was once more—at least momentarily—on his side. He called to Manolecito, who quickly handed him across the barrera four small wreaths of roses. Then Tarzan ordered Solitario to the opposite end of the ring and commanded him with a “Hey, toro!” to charge, at the same time sprinting toward the bull himself.


Just as it seemed they must meet head-on, Tarzan slipped aside, and when the bull came clear, there was a wreath of red roses on its near horn.


The crowd quickly got the point that the wreaths were to take the place of the barbed banderillas in this strange show. Once more there were booings—it occurred to Tarzan that many segments of the human race were worse than the little chattering monkeys in their changeability of mind. Perhaps some of them had recalled—and thought it a shameful fantasy—the American cartoon of Ferdinand, the bull who loved flowers.


But this time at least the cheers conquered the booings. When Solitario’s horns were doubly rose-ringed, Tarzan repeated the first series of passes, ending with two in which he turned his back on the bull as it charged, judging the bull’s distance and his speed and direction of movement by keen hearing alone.


Then he mounted Solitario once more and rode him, not to the Drag Gate but to the red Gate of the Bulls. There he sprang erect—golden man on shoulders of golden bull—and looked around grimly at the crowd, then gave utterance with deliberation and challenging fierceness to the shuddering victory cry of the bull ape.


It quieted the crowd as nothing else that afternoon had. Indeed it cowed them. Each had a fleeting glimpse of the ragingly fierce heart there can be in one who fights for gentleness and peace among man and beast. Each had a fleeting awareness, too, of the meanness of his own hatreds and hidden blood lusts.


The red doors opened. In the semidarkness the scampering bull-handlers looked to Tarzan like astonished gnomes as he rode Solitario back to the corral.


The rest of the corrida seemed like a breeze to the two matadors, although as a matter of truth they each took greater risks than they had done in the first half.


Perhaps it was because the crowd now seemed wholly with them. Indeed, there was an uncustomary note of respect, even of awe, in the cheering—as if for once they realized that, if they behaved themselves badly, something unpleasant might conceivably happen to them. The victory cry of the bull ape has a long echo.


Manolecito worked his bull in the customary fashion, yet insisting on a minimum of savagery. There was only the lightest piccing and he placed the banderillas himself—only two of them, barely driven in, with the addition of a rose wreath over a horn in honor of Tarzan. In caping the bull, he worked within inches of the animal, while with the muleta he reduced inches to their fractions. Twice he was knocked down and once shallowly gouged across the chest, but he never moved his feet after he planted them or stood one inch shorter than his full height—his body was straight as a post. When at the end he stood beside the gasping, momentarily subdued bull with the blood trickling down its black shoulders and, his green Suit of Lights ripped and darkened by red, raised his hand to the judges, there was no question but that handkerchiefs should be waved by such of the crowd as carried them, and that the centralmost judge should at last wave a handkerchief, too, making it official that this brave animal be spared and sent back to pasture to breed brave daughters and sons.


Tarzan worked Tren at first somewhat as he had Solitario, but then added variations which he had learned from a careful study of the murals and other paintings of ancient Crete, where more than 3,000 years ago youths and athletic maidens had worked the bulls without injuring them. (It was strange, with hot sand underfoot and dark animal rushing by, still to have flashes of memory of the quiet hours he had spent poring over musty manuscripts in his cool, lofty study in England.) He commanded Tren to charge him and at the last instant seized the bull’s horns and somersaulted—first entirely over him, another time onto his back, where he landed facing the bull’s tail, but keeping his footing.


In the box the golden-haired girl said coolly over her shoulder, “Do you find it amusing, Mr. Train, that this bull bears your name—meaning the same in Spanish and pronounced the same?”


“No, Miss Sophia, I do not find it amusing,” the huge man with the black eye patch said.


“But the man is putting on quite a show,” she said with a touch of animation and malice, “while Tren is taking a tremendous beating.”


“The man has not yet delivered a single hurt to either of the animals, Miss Sophia,” Mr. Train replied woodenly.


“But that’s just the point—” the girl protested.


“It is not the point,” the man beside her said harshly. The dark frightening glow in his eyes was now clearly one of rage. “The sole point of any bullfight, good or bad, is the great Ritual of Death, which this ape defiles! He even tempted Manolecito into following his filthy lead—I thought the Swordsman of Guadalajara had more integrity. And I thought you had better taste, Sophia.”


“I was only joking, chéri.”


“It is not a matter to joke about! Mr. Train, what is your opinion of this clown?”


The man with the eye patch seemed to consider that for a short moment, then replied softly, “He has speed and cunning, Mr. Vinaro, but he lacks weight and the will to kill.”


“Exactly! What do you say to that, Sophia? Or have you fallen for this glorified beach boy?”


“Augustus, I told you once I was joking,” she replied sharply, yet with a twinge of terror she could not quite conceal.


Meanwhile Tarzan had done a handstand on Tren’s horns while the bull reared. There were other tricks. Finally he dived under Tren as the animal galloped over him.


Once more there was no question but that this bull be spared. And when the corrida was all over and night had begun to fall, many members of the audience, instead of hurrying noisily from the stands, sat for a while as if entranced. Then, rousing, they shook their heads and talked together in low voices and with halting phrases, as if recovering from the spells of a master magician—or perhaps two.


Among the delaying ones were the three in the front box. They sat silently in the gathering shadows. Then Augustus Vinaro looked at his heavy gold wristwatch.


“The deadline I gave Romulo draws near. Yet I would not leave this afternoon’s crudities altogether unpunished.” From an inner pocket he carefully withdrew a dully gleaming black sphere the size of a child’s marble. He reached it slowly to Mr. Train. The big man’s huge, horny-edged hand closed about it very slowly, as if it were a moth.


Then Vinaro said, “Mr. Train, find a small boy with a marksman’s eyes and a wiry throwing arm. Persuade him to…you know. If Manolecito is still with Tarzan, it doesn’t matter. Give the boy a peso or two, tell him a suitable story, and also threaten him suitably.”


“Yes, Mr. Vinaro. But could not I myself deliver this?” The softly clenched hand moved a fraction. “Or take other measures?”


“Out of the question! We must adhere to schedule. This other is only my whim. Sophia, don’t shrink from Mr. Train or from me. Even that hairless ape showed some courage. Go ahead of us, Mr. Train—you have your errand.”




CHAPTER 2


Aeródromo Meseta


That night at the Meseta airport Tarzan and Manolecito stood alone on the edge of darkness under the props of an ancient Fokker trimotor, waiting for their different planes. They were midway between the main building, which streamed light, and a high wire fence beyond which children played who were little more than racing voices in the dark, and taller figures of gloom passed slowly in twos and threes, and an occasional firecracker went off with a healthy snap and flash. The two toreros’ reputations had given them freedom of the field and escape from the stuffy odorous waiting room. Tarzan wore light gray tweeds and had a single suitcase beside him, while the matador, slumped forward now from the taping of his chest, was adorned in a conservative tropical worsted of the sharpest cut.


The aficionados with their pleas and their autograph books, their wine bottles and fruit and chatter, had at last fallen by the wayside or had been firmly snubbed into retreat—unless some of the lingerers beyond the fence were their rear guard. Manolecito had directed his cuadrilla to go off and buy drinks.


The lanky matador now took his nose out of a newspaper he’d been scanning by the light from the waiting room, crumpled it in a loose ball, and tossed it away as he stepped back beside Tarzan in the dark.


“Pepe Bello and Chamaco II cut themselves some ears in Mexico City,” he said. “Also, the burned wreck of that passenger jet carrying bullion and jewels has been discovered in the Mojave Desert of the U.S.A. No survivors—and no treasure. Someone claims he saw a swift red plane following the jet past Phoenix. Pirates of the Air?—the demented gringo newsman asks.”


Tarzan said, “Red would be the worst color for such a plane, unless—”


A volley of firecrackers and happy yells beyond the fence cut him short.


Tarzan suppressed a snarl. All his life he had carried the animal’s hatred of sudden, loud noises. Even these, harmless and trivial as they were, made him feel uneasy.


Manolecito said, “My countrymen! By day they scream insults at toreros in the ring, by night they salute them with firecrackers! Or perhaps it is the eve of some admired saint I have forgotten. A vociferous people. Soon an ancient and rickety DC-3 will bear me to Chihuahua to face more such noisemakers. While for you, amigo, a grand jet of the V.A.R.I.G. will soon dip down. They’re strange birds on this Meseta field, the jets are, though it’s big and strong enough for them. But for the world-renowned Lord Greystoke one of them will come bowing down to bear him off to some new, rare adventure in South America.” There was a hint of a wistful question about the last phrase.


“It’s no secret, Manuel, at least to you,” Tarzan said easily. “This morning there was forwarded to me from London a cable from a Professor Lionel Talmadge, who lives at Cuiabá, in the Mato Grosso state of Southwestern Brazil. It said only, ‘Our friend Ruiz has discovered a mystery.’”


“And on this slender summons you fly a fifth of the way around the world,” Manolecito replied humorously, yet with a touch of envy.


“Because I know the men involved,” Tarzan explained. “Professor Talmadge is a distinguished British anthropologist, while João Ruiz—” he gave the Portuguese John something of the sound of Zhoun—“is a rare student of animals, who also collects them for zoos—a man long my friend.”


“Ah, the animals,” Manolecito remarked. “Wherever you go, they soon come in. For you understand animals…and you also understand men.” The matador’s voice grew serious. He coughed, lit a harsh black cigarette of the sort called in Latin America “chest-breakers,” and went on, “Yes, you know men. Today, hombre, you made me take the most ridiculous risks I ever have in my much-overrated life.” He waited, then added, “And perhaps fight the best corrida of my career, too, no matter how sardonically they will report it in the Federal District and in Madrid.”


Tarzan said, “You made me take some needless chances, too. Diving under the bull—that was foolish of me. Poor Tren didn’t know where he was putting his hooves—I had to wriggle like Histah, the snake.” He added, “You’re certain our three bulls will be put to pasture and stud, not routed back somehow to the ring?”


Manolecito said, “Hombre, besides the other measures we took, I told the impresario here that if I ever heard rumor of such an unworthy business, I would tell such tales of his cheating and miserliness to other toreros that all would shun Meseta. It’s not gentlemanly to threaten in such fashion—a Greystoke wouldn’t do it—but I’m cynical, I’m no idealist, my heart is hard. You know that, don’t you?”


Tarzan said, “Certainly, Manuel,” but there was humor in his voice. “I’m sure it was purely by chance that your second bull this afternoon was spared. You wished to kill it, but the crowd thwarted you.”


“This afternoon was a miracle, a grand exception.” Manolecito went on harshly, “But if you truly know men, you will also realize that now that the miracle afternoon is over, I’ll go on killing bulls as I always have. Oh, perhaps a touch more honor, a bit less cruelty here and there, but essentially I’ll go on being the same old fancy butcher in gilt, until a bull, or the crowd and a bull, or—for a great wonder—old age finally gets me. I will always remember the dream of kindliness and of life thrilling and merry without bloodshed that you gave me this afternoon, yet I will go on being a bull-slayer. It is my livelihood—and my life.”


“I understand,” Tarzan said after a pause.


Another volley of firecrackers went off, this time with a couple exploding inside the fence. Tarzan’s irrational uneasiness increased. The flashes showed several small figures running away.


Manolecito spat out, “My countrymen! It is a scandal that the police do not prevent such dangerous antics. They will wait until a firecracker explodes by the tank of a fueling plane and then they will strut about the blackened wreckage, seeking culprits.” He went on, “You also understand about the crowd, don’t you? Today they, too, glimpsed your dream, but next week they’ll be screaming for blood—bull’s or matador’s—and more loudly, to drown out the memory of today. Yes…there’ll be that little memory in them all, frightening them, maybe softening their flinty hearts the barest trifle. And in a few of them perhaps the memory will be more than a little.”


Tarzan nodded moodily, his face unreadable in the gloom. He was scanning the dim silvery fence. It seemed to him that now only one small figure lingered there, some distance beyond it.


Manolecito said, “This dream of yours, amigo—it is like a very tiny seed you plant, eh?”


“Something like that,” said Tarzan.


Manolecito sighed the sigh of a man who has said all he can on a difficult topic. Then he spoke up in his normal voice. “Do this one’s ears deceive him, or is that the sound of a jet warming up?”


“You’re right,” Tarzan agreed, listening to the muted banshee wail from beyond the waiting room. “I make out two engines only. Yet we saw no jets on the field earlier.”


“Perhaps it was in the hangar, undergoing repairs,” Manolecito suggested. “Come, hombre, let us investigate this rarity.”


He started out briskly in a course that would take him in front of and around the brightly lit main building, to the edge of the great dark concrete ribbon of the main runway.


Tarzan hesitated a few moments. His uneasiness was reaching a peak. Yet he could not decide from which direction danger threatened. A jet warming across the field? A small boy beyond the fence? These were hardly menaces. Suddenly he snatched his suitcase with his left hand and started out after Manolecito, striding swiftly.


He had not taken a dozen paces when he whirled around and almost instantly threw himself flat on the ground, shielding his face and head with his right arm.


At the spot where he and Manolecito had been standing there was a blinding flash and the CRAAACK! of a fierce blast, followed by the faintest pittering, felt as much as heard, against the tweed sleeve of his bent arm. An acrid vapor tickled his nostrils.


“By the Devil’s horns, that was the grandsire of all firecrackers!” he heard Manolecito call. “Amigo, are you hurt?”


“Not at all,” Tarzan called back, springing up and striding toward him. “A six-inch salute, I’d judge.”


In his mind he doubted this very much. He would surely have seen the sputtering fuse and looming shape of any such toy as it fell.


“Ah, the malefactor!” Manolecito cried. “Is pursuit in order?”


“No, I doubt we’d catch anyone,” Tarzan answered cheerfully.


In his mind he was not so sure of this, either. Just after the blast, along with the strange pittering, he had heard two other faint sounds—a sobbing of fright and then small bare feet pounding across hard adobe earth.


A few persons had come out of the waiting room, but seeing no flames or other excitement, they went back. Tarzan and Manolecito continued toward the runway. Suddenly the droning banshee wail multiplied in volume, and a dark sleek shape was surging toward them along the runway, faster and faster.


“No lights on it, or along the runway, either,” Manolecito observed. “More scandal!”


As the jet approached, they noted another reason why it had been hard to see at first. It was painted dead black, though with thin lines of silver trim. It had a high tail and most graceful overall shape.


It was a slim, beautiful fish, created to haunt tropical deeps and speed on silent kills.


Suddenly it veered toward them, its landing wheels almost leaving the runway.


They darted back. A black wing tip lashed by. Then the black, silver-edged jet swung back toward the center of the runway. For a long, dreadful instant the great twin daggers of flame pointed at them, and they felt searing heat on their skins and saw the greenish-yellow glare through their shut eyelids as they staggered in the mighty double thrust of scorching air.


“Ai! Ai caramba!” Manolecito yelled. “What a scandal of bribery and incompetence was mounted for that take-off! I am singed! My suit and hair smoke!—no, not quite that,” he added, feeling the areas.


“Almost a scandal of death,” Tarzan said grimly, watching the speeding plane. It swerved twice more, slightly, then steadied and climbed sharply into the sky.


“Tell me, amigo,” Manolecito said, grasping Tarzan’s shoulder, “what murderous black hawk of night was that?”


“A Junkers Geschäfts-Meister—meaning Executive—jet,” Tarzan replied. “About the finest plane Germany has built since she was permitted to manufacture civilian aircraft again. Not the usual paint job, of course. Should be Geschäfts-Führer—but they’re still leery of the sales power of that word, remembering Hitler. More than that I can’t tell you.”


“Ah! One of those insolent Prussians then. I know the breed. They cannot observe a man without trying to stamp on him.”


“The Geschäfts-Meister has been purchased by wealthy companies and men—and nations—throughout the world,” Tarzan objected mildly. “Manuel, you’re right, there must have been bribery involved. Do you suppose that if we went to the hangar and questioned the mechanics—”


“We would only find mouths stuffed with silver—with perhaps an extra wadding of fear,” Manolecito said. “But let us get off the field, comrade, at all events. It appears that you and I are far safer in the bullring. Perhaps from the waiting room we can speak to the control tower and—”


The lights along the runway flashed on, another faint throbbing made itself heard in the air, and the tannoy cried out grandly in Spanish, as if announcing the approach of a queen, “Flight 17 special! A Boeing 707 jet of the Brazilian line, Emprêsa de Viação Aérea Dio Grandense! Passengers for Rio de Janeiro only!”


“One passenger,” Manolecito corrected softly.


“Too late for any investigations now,” Tarzan said. “That’ll be mine.” He recovered his suitcase, and as they walked together toward the waiting room, he added, “Manuel, mi amigo, guard yourself from the bulls and from all other manner of animals, including men—and not forgetting small boys.”


Manolecito looked at him thoughtfully. “The same advice to you, Tarzan. I have a feeling you will need it.”




CHAPTER 3


South by V.A.R.I.G.


Tarzan unbuckled his seat belt and smiled at the air hostess. She was a willowy girl dressed in a long-skirted deep scarlet uniform with very narrow gold piping. Her shoulder-length dark hair almost made a carnival thing of her jaunty scarlet cap. She was clearly curious about the handsome passenger who had been able to summon the great jet off its normal course, but clearly also reserved in her curiosity. She held a small tray with a tall purplish drink.


“Um refresco, sir? It is a beverage of fruit juices, which some find pleasant.”


“Thank you.” Tarzan sipped, recognizing lime, orange, plum, grape, pineapple, and papaya. He drank off half and smacked his lips appreciatively. Then, “I would be grateful if you would find me a newspaper.”


“Certainly, sir. Which one?”


“It doesn’t matter.”


She hid her slight puzzlement well and swayed down the aisle toward her alcove by the door to the piloting compartment. Her uniform matched the velvet seat covers, the tiny curtains, the touches of aluminum anodized a golden shade, and the deep yellow-and-scarlet checkerboard carpeting—new old-fashioned, regal touches which Tarzan enjoyed. It matched the queenly sound of Emprêsa de Viação Aérea Rio Grandense, even though emprêsa meant enterprise, not empress. V.A.R.I.G. Why not V.A.R.G.?—he asked himself. Perhaps because those letters would suggest Getúlio Vargas, the great Brazilian leader who had shot himself in 1954 rather than relinquish power, and about whom feelings were mixed. Yet where but in Brazil could you have had a man like Vargas, alternately dictator and elected president—a hero of the people, yet hated for the “muddy sea of corruption” about him?


The beautifully upholstered jet was less than half full. Tarzan’s purchase of two seats had been unnecessary, except as an honorable bribe. He wondered if the crash of the “treasure jet” might have caused some cancellations. Odd that bullion and jewels should be transported together and with passengers too—some great jewelry house’s shipment, possibly.


Midway in her return journey, the hostess was stopped by a fat jeweled hand and by a female voice, which enunciated laboriously, “Señorita, que hora es?”


“It is midnight, madam. We have just left your Rocky Mountain time zone.”


“Gracias, señorita.” Then, breaking into English, “You’re really a very sweet girl.”


“Obrigado, senhora,” the hostess replied a bit stiffly, preparing to move on.


“Wait a minute—what does that mean? I don’t think it’s in my phrase book.” The woman sat up straighter. “Aren’t you supposed to say ‘gracias,’ too?”


“No, madam. Gracias means ‘thank you’ in Spanish. Obrigado means the same in Portuguese, which we speak in Brazil.”


“But obrigado sounds Japanese. How strange! George,” the woman complained to the bald head beside her, “I’ve bought the wrong phrase book.”


“Don’t worry, Winnie,” the man assured her. “Spanish and Portuguese are exactly alike except they’re spelled differently.”


“I am sorry, sir, but they are very different languages,” the hostess insisted.


“While obrigado,” she added, “is in no way Japanese. Nor is it gracias spelled differently.”


She hurried on to Tarzan and laid on his knees a copy of the New Orleans Times-Picayune.


“Obrigado,” he said solemnly, but with a wink.


She wrinkled her nose at him and showed her white teeth in a little grin. She seemed inclined to linger.


“It might be possible to find the lady a Portuguese phrase book,” he suggested, “or at least a refresco.”


She left with half-concealed reluctance. Tarzan spread the newspaper to its center pages, carefully removed his coat, held the right sleeve over the paper and shook it. He frowned, not hearing the sound he’d hoped for. He took out his comb and began to comb the tweed at the elbow. Ah, there it was—a tiny pit. And now again—pit-pit. He methodically continued the combing until all pittering had ceased. Then, draping his coat over the empty seat ahead, he carefully shook the material he’d gathered to the center of the spread newsprint and felt it with a finger tip. Tiny rough grains, as he’d expected. He funneled them into a white envelope, stared at them closely, then took a small pocket magnifier from a vest pocket and inspected them again.


They were tiny irregular black grains with sharp corners—a gleaming, fine black sand. Certainly not the material of a firecracker or of Meseta’s adobe soil.


On an impulse he wet a thumb, picked up a few of the grains on it, and rubbed them briskly against the window beside him, which was now looking down from a great height on moonlit water, the Gulf of Campeche. He returned the grains to the envelope, then inspected the reinforced glass closely. Eyes and fingernails both told him that now there were several tiny scratches in it.


He leaned back thoughtfully. A high explosive with a casing of black industrial diamond—or any rate some material harder than glass. And thrown by a Mexican street urchin. Now what could that signify?


After a while he shrugged his shoulders, drew from an inner pocket a cablegram, and read again: “Our friend Ruiz has discovered a mystery. Lionel Talmadge.” He smiled moodily. He had already discovered one himself. There were mysteries everywhere, if you only observed. Just now the big Boeing was nearing Yucatán, home of the mysterious Mayan culture, of which Tarzan had once encountered a weird offshoot on an island in the Pacific.*


A middle-aged, kindly, weather-toughened face grew in his mind’s eye. It was that of his friend João Ruiz, who understood animals—not as Tarzan did, from the inside, yet very well, using all a civilized man’s imagination. It would be good to talk with Ruiz, preferably outdoors by a camp fire. Ruiz had snared and studied very many of the animals of the great continent, still less explored than Africa, that soon would be hurtling northward beneath this Boeing 707: the jaguar, the armadillo, the peccary, the holy quetzal bird, the gigantic condor, the deadly snake fer-de-lance, the bone-crushing anaconda, the river-dwelling caiman with its great reptilian jaws, the dagger-toothed piranha fish, the bird-catching spiders with diamond eyes, the sloth—evolutionary relic—and many more…


Sleep crept upon him. He switched off his reading light, lowered the arm between his seats, and slipped off his shoes. The thoughts of jungle animals and the lingering fruit tastes of his refresco took his mind back to his boyhood. Almost asleep now, he pictured himself as a reckless and boastful young tarmangani climbing to the top of a swaying tree five miles high, quite beyond the anxious calling of Kala, his ape foster-mother. His fingers and toes half curved around gilded holds in the seats beneath and before him as his eyes fell shut.


One hundred miles ahead of the V.A.R.I.G. jet and at a half mile greater altitude, the Conquistador split the starry night above Yucatán. The Caribbean already gleamed ahead.


The commodious cabin of the Junkers Geschäfts-Meister was decorated in dull black trimmed with silver, as was the jet’s exterior. In a wide bunk and under black silk sheets and a black vicuña blanket, Sophia Renault lay with her slender body straight and her eyes closed. Her breathing was slow and even. Her face held an expression of cold disdain. Her hair spread across the black silk pillow like golden spider webs.
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