
WHITE MEAT
by Don King

GREAT purple and yellow plumes of fire licked
 upward greedily, lapping at the melting resin
 of the dry candlewood pyre as a hundred black

Monbuttus, their ebony skins bright with the pungent
oil of their pores, danced about the nude white man
chained to a stake in the heart of the inferno of tongued
flames.

Sweat poured from his face, his neck and his chest,
steaming and hissing like a nest of snakes as it met the
climbing feathers of flame and billowed upward in
stinking vapor. He screamed in agony and his voice
split the night. The cannibals bellowed with delight,
their women hopping from one foot to the other and
shaking their flaccid black breasts. Here and there a
younger female, sleek of thigh and boasting breasts
that were pear-shaped and shone like purple plums,
crept closer to the pyre, the better to see the tortured
twist of the white man’s face, the quivering of his loins
as the white-hot flames seared the flesh of his legs and
thighs.

Now he was choking and gasping. The smoke stung
his eyes closed, parched his lips. He could no longer
screech out the anguish of his tortured body. A tongue
of flame, like a thing alive, shot up the green wood
stake and set his hair afire. In a moment it was like a
great red coal, a flaming ball of cotton stuck to his skull.
His head snapped back and his chest swelled like a
round barrel, hollowing his scorched belly. Reached
by the flame, his bonds of coiled vines snapped. He
was free, but too late. Life no longer pulsated through
his swollen, gas-filled body, but the heat within his
lungs and stomach held him erect.

The smell of roasted flesh drove the cannibals into
a frenzy of mad delight. A curtain of fire enveloped the
white man but above its roar could be heard the hollow
bursting of his belly. At the sound, a massive black
stepped to the pyre and pulled its victim from its
clutches with a hooked stick.

They fell on it, male and female, tearing the hot,
steaming flesh apart, shoving it into their mouths in
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great gulps until the fatty juices formed rings around
their thick lips. Soon there was nothing left but the
skeleton and scraps of burnt flesh. The men broke the
bones over their knees and sucked greedily on the hot
marrow.

The pyre leaped high in the air and a huge umbrella
of light hung over the human feast.

MAJOR Cyril Whittey, commander of the Central
African outpost of the British Foreign Service,

nodded dolefully as the wail of savage voices rode on
wings of night from the matted thickness of the jungle.
“That makes four,” he muttered. A pale blue network
of veins bulged on the back of his clenched hand. “If I
could wipe them out I’d feed each of their filthy black
carcasses to the buzzards! Blood-sucking beasts!”

He turned away from the limestone parapet, but
the young, broad-shouldered American at his side still
gazed out into the darkness. A phosphorescent glow
seemed to hang over the inky valley, moving like clouds
from place to place. Kane Bedford, attache to the
American Consul at Zanzibar, knew they were massed
swarms of giant fireflies. One of the post Tommies had
told him.

He lingered a moment, then followed the old British
army officer across the roof of the fortress. It was a
new and vivid experience to Kane Bedford. Zanzibar,
to a great extent, had taken on the habiliments of
civilization, but this . . . this was wilderness, this was
primeval.

“What the American Consul expected to
accomplish by sending you down to this hell-hole, I
don’t know,” Major Whittey was saying as they
descended the spiral staircase leading to the interior of
the square building, “You’ve been here three weeks
and the net results have been nil! The Monbuttus are
tricky and strong as oxen. My men say rifle bullets
bounce off their chests like rice grains. You saw them
snatch that poor boy tonight. He’s gone now. As much
as I warn the men never to venture outside the fort alone,
some blighter always makes the mistake!”

They were in the court, glowing with dozen
swinging oil lamps. Kane breathed deeply of the warm,
hibiscus-scented air.

“As I told you, Major, if American girls are being
sold up from Cape Town to the Berber tribes and then
in turn to these cannibals, we must stop the traffic in
flesh.”

The Britisher boomed. “By the Gods of war, young
man, it’s suicide! Rank, beastly suicide!”

“What’s suicide, father?” A bell-like, feminine

voice came out of the shadows. It was followed by a
slim, blonde girl in white—the post commander’s
daughter, Margot.

She smiled prettily at Kane, mimicked the Major’s
harsh frown. “Don’t let this old buck frighten you,
Kane,” she said, her blue eyes flashing. “He’s all bark
and no bite.”

Major Whittey spluttered, but retired quickly,
pleading the preparation of a report.

Arm in arm, Margot and Kane walked across the
court, through an arched doorway and into a miniature
garden. It was a paradise of scent; a quadrangle of exotic
blooms, criss-crossed with brick walks. In her year at
the isolated post, Margot had experimented with native
plants and flowers. It had been something to do to keep
her mind and fingers occupied.

A RUSTIC, candlewood bench beckoned. When
they were seated, Margot turned to him. A quarter-

moon, wrapped in its own iridescent halo, sent silver
beams down to wed the highlights of her golden hair.
She was beautiful, Kane decided at that moment. He
wanted nothing more to hold her in his arms and press
the hard-breasted loveliness of her body to him. Her
lips parted slightly and the tip of her tongue gave them
damp sparkle.

“You’re going to give up your mission, Kane, aren’t
you?” she whispered. “It’s certain death . . . and a
horrible one.” Her voice trembled like a muted violin.
“You heard the weird cries tonight. That’s how they
are when they get human flesh, mad, insane, delirious!”

Kane found one of her white hands, cradled it
between his. “Does it really matter that much to you,
Margot?” She flushed and lowered her eyes. Her breasts
rose and fell gently with the quick rhythm of her
breathing.

“Yes, Kane, it does. Your coming has been like—
like—” Her eyes came up to meet his and there was
more eloquence in them than words could express. The
unseen hand that draws youth to youth brought them
together. In the moon-brilliant darkness, their lips met,
clung, and their bodies melted one against the other.
He lifted her to her feet, the better to feel the warm,
firm pressure of her thighs and the boring tautness of
her breasts. One of his hands dropped to her hip, moved
across its smooth slope. She trembled ecstatically,
giving him her darting tongue in a frenzied gasp of
passion.

“I HAVE decided,” Kane said, as he faced Major
       Whittey in the latter’s office, “to make the Cape
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Town trip before really attempting anything with the
Monbuttu. If our information is correct, and the girls
are being shipped North through the Cape, we may be
able to choke it right there.”

The post commander stroked his iron-gray
moustache approvingly. “Now you’re talking jolly good
sense, young man. There’s a caravan coming through
tomorrow at daybreak. They’ll make the Cape in seven
days.”

The door opened and Margot came into the room.
“I just heard the tail end of what you said, Father, but
there’s a condition to Kane’s leaving for the Cape. I’m
to go with him for the trip!”

Major Whittey fumed and fussed, but he was putty
in Margot’s hands. At dawn, the camel caravan drew
away from the limestone fort. A squadron of Tommies
fired a rifle volley into the air from the parapet. Major
Whittey, stern-faced and soldierly, saluted in response
to Kane’s and Margot’s waving hands.

“It’s wonderful,” Margot whispered, once they
were out of sight of the fort. “Wonderful just to get
away from that drab, ugly place.” She leaned back
against the silk cushions astride the camel’s back. It
was a large beast and the caravan leader had said it
would carry two with ease. “And more wonderful to
be alone with you,” she added softly.

Kane’s hand moved up over her hips and across
her flat stomach to touch the rigidity of an extended
breast. He could feel the frantic beat of her heart beneath
the coned mound. He leaned over and joined his mouth
to hers while his searching fingers found the loose
opening of her brown cotton waist.

THEY were two days from the post, in the heart of
the desolate wilderness of British South Africa,

when the rider who had gone ahead to select a site for
the night’s encampment, sped back across the Kalahari
Desert, bringing news that three miles to the South was
a caravan of blacks and whites. Kane questioned the
frightened Nubian at length, finally eliciting the
information that he had seen—at a distance—women
whose flesh was pale as the desert sands. How many
he did not know.

Kane, above Margot’s protests, went into action.
He selected five of the strongest drivers, all of whom
were equipped with high-powered rifles, mounted them
on the fleetest of the camels, and led them across the
hot sands in the direction of the mysterious mixed-color
caravan. In his own mind, he was certain they had
inadvertently stumbled on the white slave traffic from
the Cape. A mile from the oasis, the side walls of white

tents were visible. Kane drew up and issued careful
instructions to his men. There was to be no shooting
until his revolver spoke first. He patted the black butt
of his Mauser by way of illustration. The Nubians
understood.

Two white men, heavily bearded, stepped out of a
tent as Kane’s little band rode into the encampment.
They were dressed shabbily in dirty breeches and suede
shirts. Kane brought his camel to his knees and
dismounted. Both men approached, their right hands
resting easily on gun butts protruding from hip holsters.
Kane’s eyes shot around the clearing, noted two white
girls staggering into a tent, came back to rest on the
bearded faces of the men approaching him.

“Hawkins is the name,” one of them greeted.
“Anythin’ we kin do fer you? His tone was far from
pleasant.

Kane extended his hand, felt it gripped in a gnarled,
calloused palm. “I’m Kane Wilbur of the American
Consul’s office in Zanzibar.” He watched their eyes
grow steel-hard. “One of our drivers spotted your
caravan so I thought I’d drop in and say hello to a white
man-Are you Americans?”

Hawkins became suddenly affable
“No, we ain’t, Mister.” He jerked a thick thumb

toward his companion. “Ainslee and me are loyal
subjects of His Majesty, King George.”

No Americans in the party?” Kane persisted. “I see
quite a few women.”

“All English girls. We’re transportin’ ‘em up to
Khartum. Singers and dancers they are, hired to act in
some kind of music hall entertainment. They ain’t much
to look at, but they’ll do for Khartum all right.”

Kane fenced adroitly. “You’ve come up from the
Cape?”

They glanced at one another—Hawkins and
Ainslee. “No, Johannesburg,” Hawkins said.

KANE knew he was lying, knew his suspicions were
justified. This was the flesh ring. All he needed

was confirmation.
“How many girls have you along, Mr. Hawkins?”

he questioned.
“Oh, ten . . . maybe twelve.”
Kane stepped forward. “Mind if I look around? I

haven’t seen a white woman for a long time.” He
winked licentiously. “You know how it is.”

Hawkins’ hand tensed around the butt of his gun.
“Well, the girls don’t like to be disturbed, y’know. They
ain’t standin’ up so good under the trip as it is.”

As he spoke, a girl stumbled out of a tent and
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staggered towards them. Ainslee leaped forward.
“Get back in there!” he barked. A short, black whip

flashed in his hand. The girl eluded him and came
straight for Kane. She was not young—about thirty,
Kane judged—and in her present condition looked
twice that age. Her peroxide-blonde hair, dark at the
roots, was scraggly and disheveled. Her vacuous blue
eyes burned with a peculiar fire. She was wearing
breeches, but above the waist nothing but a cheap, dirty
brassiere covered her body. It raised her slightly pendant
breasts, but could not restrain them from swaying
loosely as she lurched at Kane and threw her nude,
insect-bitten arms about his neck.

She was drunk—the vile odor of her breath left no
doubt—and doped, Kane felt certain. He held her away,
his hands resting on her fleshy waist.

“I’m an American,” he said, looking at her intently.
Her weak lips quivered as though she were trying

to understand. Hawkins threw his arm across her
breasts, tried to pull her away.

“I’m an American,” Kane repeated, watching the
brittle brightness of her contracted pupils.

She laughed; a crooked, insane laugh; clung with
her arms about Kane’s shoulders. Hawkins’ fingers had
ripped away her brassiere. Her breasts were bare,
flattened against Kane’s chest.

“Hooray!” she screamed. “How’s Broadway and
Times—”

Hawkins’ hand slapped down hard on her mouth,
snapping her head back. The girl reeled, tripped over
her own legs and dropped clumsily to the ground. At
that instant, Kane’s Mauser snapped out of its holster.

“Put ‘em up!” he commanded. Hawkins paled, but
only for a split second. A rifle barked behind the
American and he felt the hiss of a bullet as it winged
by his ear. He remembered his instructions to the five
Nubians. No shooting until his revolver spoke first. He
ducked and fired into the air. The roar of rifles thundered
in the clearing. Hawkins and Ainslee, still covered, slid
to their knees. Lead messengers of death whizzed by
from every direction. Kane stepped back, facing the
row of tents. He made the move just in the nick of time.
An instant later, a glittering knife hissed over the spot
where he had been standing.

A SOLID mass of crouching figures— the slave
 traders’ Cape Town negroes—moved out into the

clearing-Kane loosed a shot into their midst as another
knife leaped from the hand of a big black. The bullet
plowed into the buck’s belly, doubling him up in a knot.
In rapid order, one . . . two . . . three of them dropped.
Kane’s Nubians were getting in some telling shots, their
fierce fire spraying the clustered blacks in a sweeping
arc. He backed further away, his forefinger tensed on
the Mauser trigger. His eye caught the figure of a negro
raised to his full height, knife arm drawn back. The
Mauser spat, boring out a rolling white eyeball.

Kane wheeled as a gun boomed close at hand. A
snub-nosed automatic flashed in Hawkins’ hand. Again
it belched flame, but the Englishman’s aim was bad.
Kane fired, nipping him on the cheek, retreating step
by step in order to take in the entire clearing. He was
abreast of his own Nubians when one of them slid to
the ground with a knife in his throat. Kane spotted the
killer and pumped two shots into his body. They were
low and the negro screamed out in agony before he
died, clutching at his belly until spurts of blood geysered
through his spread fingers.

From the tents came the high-pitched wails of
hysterical women. That, mingled with the gun-fire, lent
horror to the pitched battle. Another Nubian dropped
as one of Hawkins’ wide shots reached his heart. Three
left and only two bullets remaining in the Mauser! It
was a hopeless task, Kane decided. There were too
many of them. But there was one thing he could
accomplish! Two slugs would finish Hawkins and
Ainslee. Uncannily, the slave traders seemed to read

The trader’s fist whipped across her mouth, slapped her
head back to shut off her words.
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Kane’s mind. Like rats, they scrambled to the supine
body of the doped harlot, crouched behind it. Kane held
his fire, unable to bring himself to endanger the girl’s
life.

She stirred, made as though to rise. Hawkins twirled
the gun in his hand and cracked the butt of it down on
her skull. Kane saw red. Foolishly he winged a shot at
the weaving mark of the man’s head. It tore through
the tall crown of Hawkins’ hat, spun it into the sand.
One more bullet left! He glanced at the Nubians.
Another was down, curled in a heap. Two to go! Cold
sweat broke out on Kane’s face. He thought of Margot,
waiting with the caravan. A knife flashed in the sun
and dropped at his feet, short of its mark. He bent
quickly, picked it up and slipped it into his empty gun
holster. He must get back to the caravan for Margot.
Undoubtedly, the negro horde led by Hawkins and
Ainslee would follow. In case ... in case. . . His teeth
clicked together. There would be the one bullet and the
knife! Enough for both of them!

HE SNAPPED into action as one of the two
remaining Nubians whirled about with a slug in

his shoulder. Sprinting to where the camels were down
on the sand, Kane leaped to the nearest back. The beast
came to his feet, reacted to the crack of Kane’s palm
on his rump. It was off in a long, loping stride as a
volley of shots from Hawkins and Ainslee whistled
around it. Glancing back, Kane saw the remaining
Nubian pick his wounded comrade up in his arms and
follow suit. But luck was not with him. A knife caught
him in the back, its sharp blade buried to the hilt
between his ribs. He pitched forward and dropped face
down in the sand.

Driving the speedy animal to the limit of its
strength, a full mile separated him from the slave
traders’ encampment before they began pursuit. The
desert beast was in a foaming lather when Kane reached
the caravan and slid from its back. There was not a
moment to be lost. Ignoring the leader’s voluble
protests, Kane selected two fresh animals, lifted Margot
on one of them, mounted the other, and was off just as
black specks on the horizon offered mute warning of
danger.

It was a long, frantic hour before Kane signaled
Margot to draw up her mount. Then, gasping for breath,
he explained what had happened. Her eyes were pools
of horror and her cheeks went ghastly pale. One hand
clutched at her breasts, heaving like billows beneath
their thin covering.

“It’s a two day ride back to the post,” he panted.

“We’ve got to make it in one ! We’ll ride all night!” He
drew a nervous hand over dry lips. “Can you stand it ...
without water?”

Her jaw tightened. “Yes.”
It was hell, even when the glowing ball of the sun

set behind the sand dunes. The hardy camels wheezed
and panted as gusts of hot, sand-flecked air tortured
their throats. Kane watched Margot like a hawk. He
was waiting for the moment when she would droop
over the hump like a wet rag. Hour by hour he admired
her indomitable courage, her silent stoicism in the face
of blistering torture. He felt the hot, stabbing pains
shooting up his own loins; the smart of millions of tiny
holes made by the whipping sand in his face. He could
imagine what she was going through and the thought
tore at his heart. Her soft woman’s body was probably
wracked with agony; her white throat and virginal
breasts raw and swollen.

DAWN came, bringing with it a fresh breeze that
was nectar to their shrivelled throats. But it was

only the forerunner of a nightmare to come. They were
three hours’ ride from the post when the wind whipped
like the suffocating blasts from a furnace. Ahead of
them, the sand was an opaque sheet in the the air,
whirling and screaming like devils.

“A simoon!” Kane gasped.
Trained in the tricks of the desert, the tired camels

dropped and buried their soft noses in the sand. Kane
dug frantically behind their chunky bodies, forming

Using the girl’s body as a shield, the trader’s
returned a deadly fire.
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holes for himself and Margot to crawl into. Almost
instantly the sand storm broke over them. Kane cradled
Margot in his arms, buried her face in his chest. His
hands covered her throat and the upper swell of her
breasts, sparing her tender flesh from the needlepoint
sting of the whipping sand.

It was impossible to talk. The wind, hellishly hot,
screeched in its speed. As though to add to the agony,
the sun came up, its intense heat shrivelling the hair on
Kane’s hands.

All through the long African day the storm raged.
At nightfall, the air calmed as quickly as it had gone
into a mad fury. Margot’s breath was coming in hoarse
gasps. Her lips were dry and cracked and she licked
almost eagerly at the salty blood trickling from them.
Kane cleared away the sand drifts and rested her head
on his shoulder. It was cool now and he was thinking
that maybe she could sleep. He leaned his own head
against the camel’s rump and closed his eyes.

It seemed like minutes later that a gasping cry of
fear broke the silence. Kane cracked his eyes to look
up into the weirdly painted faces of black savages. He
saw Margot struggling in the arms of one of them. The
Monbuttus! The word pierced Kane’s mind like a knife.
They surrounded him like an ebony wall. There was
no escape. His hand shot to his hip, drew the Mauser.
There was one escape! The last bullet for Margot and
the knife for himself! His finger tensed on the trigger,
but the man-eating blacks were down on him before
the gun roared, deflecting his arm. The lead pellet spat
harmlessly into the sand. He reached for the knife but
it was snatched out of his belt. The next moment he
was lifted bodily and crushed against a damp, stinking
chest. All the breath was forced from his lungs. Before
darkness came, he heard the plaintive wheeze of
Margot’s parched cries. Then all was silence.

KANE regained consciousness with a start. The odor
of human sweat stung his nostrils, but above it, as

a breeze shifted, came the almost pleasant pungency
of roasting meat. He readied out his hand and touched
a woman’s naked breast. It quivered beneath his fingers.
Then, as his eyes became accustomed to the darkness,
he saw himself surrounded by white bodies; female
bodies, stripped of clothes.

“Margot!” he called softly.
There was an answering moan behind him.

Frantically he spun around and clutched at a dark,
huddled figure. She was still clothed, but her cotton
waist had been ripped by savage fingers. It hung in
shreds from her bowed shoulders, baring the white

mounds of her breasts and the dimpled flatness of her
stomach. Kane held her close, kissing her feverishly.
When his dry lips reached the soft hollows of her throat,
his mind gave birth to a mad plan of release. He would
choke her to death with his own hands! Yes, kill her
rather than have her suffer the fate that faced them!

A dancing light of flame flickered through the
wooden posts of the prison hut. Kane released Margot
and scrambled over the nude bodies of the Cape Town
women. His hands gripped the posts, tugging at them,
but they were stout and refused to budge. In the clearing
he saw the Monbuttus, their teeth filed to gleaming
points, dancing madly about three burning pyres. A
high-pitched screech rose above the cannibals’ blood-
curdling yells. The wind shifted, blowing aside a wall
of flame at the center pyre. For a brief, horrific moment,
Kane saw the red torch of a woman’s body, licked with
fire. Her breasts seemed to have swollen to twice their
normal size. The next moment, hooked sticks shot into
the hearts of the flames and snatched out the scorched
bodies. Before they had dropped to the ground, the
blacks were upon them, ripping at the sizzling flesh,
tearing at it greedily with nails and teeth.

Three at a time, the girls in the hut were dragged
out through a door and fed to the flames. Kane hurled
himself at the entrance, only to be thrown back Finally,
spent and numb with pain, he dropped beside Margot.
His hands traveled up her body, over her sweet breasts,
and up to her throat. He could feel the faint beat of a
pulse. His thumbs found her wind-pipe, hesitated before
exerting pressure. He leaned over and kissed her
parched lips as though in farewell. As he did so,
something hard pressed against his thigh. One hand
left her throat, leaped to a side pocket of her breeches.
It came out clutching a searchlight. Instantly, Kane was
on his feet, lifting the electric torch high above him.
The ceiling of the hut had openings in it. He found one
with the beam of light shot it far up into the blanket of
a black sky. Click .... click .... click! The light went on
and off, flashing the Morse code signal of distress.
Again and again, until his arm was numb and the skin
of his thumb torn, Kane sent out the plea. Somebody at
the post would see it! Even if they couldn’t read the
dots and dashes, someone would realize none of the
cannibals possessed a flashlight! He stopped when the
flesh-eaters came for more victims, continued when
they were gone. So intent was he on keeping the light
directly above him, that he failed to realize he and
Margot were the last two in the hut. Only when the
black horde swooped down on them, ripping their
clothes from their bodies and dragging them out to the
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pyres, did he curse himself for not having followed his
first plan.

HE fought with all the remaining vestiges of his
waning strength. Margot, in a coma, was oblivious

to the impending torture. Kane went cold as he watched
her being carried close to the flames, saw the blood-
thirsty blacks gloat over the white symmetry of her
body. In a mad frenzy, he broke away from his captors,
almost reached her. But heavy hands felled him before
he had taken a step. As he dropped, a volley of shots
rang out. A black gorilla fell into the fire with a bullet
in his heart.

The boom of rifles was music to Kane’s ears and
balm to his pains. He was on his feet instantly. The
cannibals, wheeling to the attack from the dark jungle,
dropped the inert body of Margot. Kane picked her up
in his arms, staggered towards the fringe of matted
undergrowth. Circling, he came up behind the massed
British soldiers, willingly surrendered Margot to her

father’s arms.
Even then, he was not through. He issued curt

commands to the squadron of Tommies. They spread
out, enclosing the Monbuttus as they fired into the
screeching ranks of the blacks. At once, when the circle
was complete, they kneeled and fired the dry
underbrush with matches. Flames leaped high as the
dry wood caught. Trapped in a wall of roaring fire, the
flesh-eaters split the black night with their mad screams.

In an hour the clearing was a mass of smouldering
bodies, orange-red as the wind fanned the hill of flesh,
like charcoal when one blows on it.

Out of the range of heat, Kane kneeled beside
Margot and lifted her up to rest against him. She had
been given water and her lips were damp now.
Unashamed, Kane kissed her and pressed the precious
softness of her to him. Her eyes fluttered open and she
smiled wanly. She took his hand and pressed it to her
breast.

“I love you,” she whispered.


