
Thrilling Adventures, August, 1939 



Thrilling Adventures, August, 1939 

PRINGTIME bathed the prehistoric 
world in all its glory—springtime 
and mating time, for that was what it 

meant. On the huge, towering cliff that 
reared high into the air, score upon score of 
cave people squatted or stood or lay flat on 
their stomachs on the ledges that seemed 
piled one on top of the other along the face 
of the great stone. 
 All eyes, narrow, under low, 
receding foreheads, were fastened intently 
on the scene that was being enacted below 
them. Occasionally they would emit weird, 
harrowing sounds, the female voices high 
and piercing, in joy or despair; the males’ 
low and guttural, in satisfaction or anger. 
 Beneath them, on the grassy plain, 
many of their fellows were clustered about 
in a wide, uneven ring. In the center of it 
the excitement of the moment prevailed, 
for there it was that the battles to determine 
superiority were taking place, according to 
custom. 
 A male, choosing the maiden that 
suited him best, would step proudly forth 
into the center of the ring and proclaim to 
the tribe that he was there to fight for his 
choice. Then, if any other wished the 
maiden for his own, he too would strut 
forth, uttering weird, unintelligible 
gibberish, and give the first one battle. 
 Sometimes the frays were of long 
duration; sometimes they were speedily 
finished. The short battles were the more 
cruel, for before they were over death had 
usually intervened. The longer ones were 
more humane, for they generally ended 
when one of the combatants was unable to 
continue through sheer lack of breath. Then 
the victor, who had fought his battle with 
his bare hands alone, would march off 
triumphantly with his mate to a cave in the 
steep cliff-side. Unless, of course, another 
wished to give him battle. This was 
seldom, for the males and the females were 
fairly evenly divided. 

 The noise among the watchers 
broke out with renewed vigor as young 
Slim Hips stepped forward. He was almost 
strikingly different from any of the tribe. 
He carried himself more upright; he had 
not so much hair on his body; his arms did 
not hang so far below the knees in that 
loose manner that suggested the gorilla. 
Also, his forehead seemed to be higher and 
broader than those of the others, while the 
eyes under it were larger and occasionally 
had an odd gleam in them—a gleam that 
savored of intelligence. His chin and jaw, 
too, were not so incongruously prominent. 
 Slim Hips he was called because of 
the thinness of his body, particularly about 
the loins. 
 

TRAIGHT and slim and proud he 
stepped out into the midst of the circle, 

his head high, his eyes flashing. He pointed 
silently to a maiden who stood on the inner 
edge of the crowd, a lithe, graceful creature 
with soft eyes and hair that reached below 
her knees; hair so long that she was called 
Long Hair. She was looking at her suitor 
with an expression of fear in her eyes for 
his safety. 
 It was no surprise to the tribe when 
a huge, strapping fellow lurched forward 
into the circle, his eyes ablaze, his great 
hands clenching and unclenching as they 
hung down almost to his ankles. The race 
for the girl had narrowed down to these 
two—to the strong, powerful monster of a 
man, and the straight, wiry stripling of a 
lad who was barely twenty. It surely looked 
like an uneven battle, and those who 
favored Slim Hips groaned. The girl was 
among that number. 
 Action soon came. Big Hands, the 
other suitor, believed in the power of 
aggressiveness. With a bestial snarl, he 
made a rush for Slim Hips with murder in 
his heart. The stripling held his ground 
until the last moment. Then, as his huge 
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antagonist launched out for him, he deftly 
stepped to the side and quickly put out his 
foot, sending his opponent crashing to the 
ground in a tangled heap. Instantly he was 
on top of the fellow, raining blow after 
blow to his face with quick, jolting jabs. 
 But as the fallen one regained his 
breath and roared out his anger, Slim Hips 
gracefully sprang away, ran to a spot 
perhaps thirty feet or so to the side, and 
again stood his ground. The cheers of his 
sympathizers split the air in a confused 
babel of sound. 
 Once more Big Hands hurled 
himself fiercely at his adversary; and once 
more he found himself sprawling on the 
ground with Slim Hips immediately on top 
of him and pounding with all his might and 
main. 
 For a long, long time this 
continued. Slim Hips would stand his 
ground until the last moment, skip to the 
side, trip his aggressor, and again fall on 
him with all the strength and fury he 
possessed. All about the huge ring the fight 
went, the lad sometimes darting in and out 
among the watchers with almost incredible 
speed and agility. It was speed and 
dexterity and brain pitted against sheer 
brute force without intelligence. 
 And speed and brain, and not 
strength alone, triumphed. After a long, 
weary hour or more had gone by, Big 
Hands was at last subdued, glad to be able 
to lift his head from the earth and to crawl 
silently away with life still coursing 
through his body. 
 Cheer after cheer—weird cheers—
broke out as the visitor stepped forth to 
claim the object of the fray. The lad was 
well liked. Few, though, even his closest 
sympathizers, had deemed it possible for 
the stripling with the slim body to actually 
best the great and powerful male with the 
huge hands. And yet he had done so—with 
the one weapon the others did not possess; 

superior intelligence. 
 Proudly and with head erect Slim 
Hips walked quickly over to the side of the 
maiden for whom he had fought his valiant 
battle. Coyly she came toward him, her 
head lowered, her eyes looking up into his 
from beneath lowered lashes. But then, as 
he was about to grasp her hand and lead her 
to the cave he had picked out, a sudden 
shout of crazed fear broke from the 
audience. Slim Hips turned about with a 
start, instinctively sensing trouble. 
 

HERE was good reason for the shout 
of frightened alarm. Coming from the 

woods on a slow, lumbering trot was Great 
Jaw, the tallest and strongest and most 
feared male the tribe had ever known. He 
stood fully six feet seven inches; and had 
he carried himself erectly, would surely 
have been over seven feet. Every muscle 
and limb was built on colossal proportions, 
while he had a face that would truly strike 
terror into the heart of the bravest. 
 His forehead was smaller and more 
receding than that of any other male of the 
tribe. His small eyes gleamed with a 
reddish, cruel light. But the most noticeable 
thing about him was his jaw. It stuck far 
out over his chest, and his lips always 
seemed to be open in a diabolical, fearsome 
sort of grin. 
 He chose to have his home on the 
other side of the cliff away from the tribe, 
and yet he practically ruled them with an 
iron hand. He obeyed none of their crude, 
yet fairly just, laws; when he wanted a 
thing he took it, no matter to whom it 
belonged. He had the strength with which 
to do it and none could gainsay him, for 
brute force ruled. 
 From the baleful glitter in his eyes, 
all knew that he was up to some villainy 
now. And so they knew what the brute was 
after. His small, burning eyes fell upon 
what he apparently sought—the comely 
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Long Hair. With wild, guttural shouts, he 
split his huge mouth in a leer of desire and 
rushed for her. 
 Slim Hips was quick to act. He 
knew well, knew for a certainty, that he had 
not the atom of a chance of standing 
against this fearful giant. Here, 
unfortunately, his speed and superior 
intelligence would avail him naught. 
Therefore, thinking quickly, he suddenly 
grasped Long Hair by the hand and darted 
swiftly off through the crowd, making for 
the woods that loomed up before him, with 
all the speed of his supple legs. With a 
harrowing roar, Great Jaw burst through 
the scattering tribe and followed, like some 
superhuman creature who would wreak 
devastation upon the whole world. 
 Slim Hips was well aware that the 
prospect before him was far from pleasant. 
It simply meant pitting his own and the 
maiden’s fleetness against the almost 
unbeatable speed and endurance of the 
dreaded Great Jaw. 
 Like two flashing deer, the lad and 
the maiden made their way into the thickest 
part of the woods where the traveling 
would be harder for their monstrous 
pursuer. Through vines they crashed, over 
big fallen logs, across dangerous swamps, 
all over the most intricate places they could 
find. Yet always, with mighty roars of 
anger. Great Jaw’s stupendous bulk would 
come tearing after them, hurling through 
vine and swamp and underbrush on his 
maddened chase, utterly oblivious to 
thorny bushes. 
 Finally the two pursued ones had to 
take to the trees. There they thought they 
would have Great Jaw at disadvantage. But 
though that might have been true under 
ordinary circumstances and they might 
have beaten him, today he seemed fired 
with an ability that would not allow them 
to best him. He climbed huge trunks, 
swung from branch to branch, made leaps 

that seemed incredible for one of his 
weight, all as if he were some unearthly 
sprite whose bulk was nothing as he 
grasped some slim branch that seemed as if 
it would surely crack into splinters beneath 
him. 
 For long, tedious hours the racking 
chase continued, the lad and the maiden 
putting up a game and noble fight against 
the sheer stamina and strength of their 
remorseless enemy. Then, as Long Hair 
was gradually breathing more heavily and 
showing signs of fatigue, ill luck visited the 
fleeing pair. 
 

UDDENLY, as she was making a leap 
from tree to tree behind Slim Hips, her 

strength seemed to fail her as she clutched 
convulsively out and missed her mark by 
perhaps the small margin of five or six 
inches, hurtling down to the ground about 
twenty feet below. And, although she and 
her kind could stand a marvelous amount 
of punishment, it was fully a minute before 
she was again able to get onto her feet. And 
that one little moment or so was what 
turned the tables. 
 Great Jaw emitted a bellow of 
satisfaction as he saw her fall. He plunged 
onward with a new burst of speed. Slim 
Hips, two trees ahead, also turned about 
with great fear on his face as he heard Long 
Hair shriek. Instantly he swung back and 
made his way to the point where disaster 
had befallen. 
 The monstrous pursuer, though, 
reached her first, just as she rose to her 
feet. He grasped her in his arms and held 
her struggling form to him as if she had 
been no more than a wisp of straw, while 
he stood there with his wicked eyes leering 
death and his horrible mouth wide open, 
shouting murderous gibberish that gave 
Slim Hips to understand death would 
surely be his should he dare approach 
within striking distance. 
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 Slim Hips clenched his hands and 
made as if to rush forward and fight the 
fight of his life in order to regain what he 
had already justly and gallantly won. But 
as he looked again at the towering bulk 
before him, he gritted his teeth and held 
back. Helpless rage coursed through him. 
Well he knew that if he ever went within 
striking distance of the great creature 
before him death would be his; a death so 
quick that he would hardly know it. Others 
had tried to do away with the tyranny of 
Great Jaw and Slim Hips remembered what 
had happened to the poor creatures he had 
mangled. 
 No, there was no coping with this 
monster who broke all the laws of the tribe 
at his will; crude laws, as they were. For 
sufficient reason had not come to the 
cavemen to enable them to join forces and 
do away with the despicable Great Jaw. As 
yet, they fought but singly, each for 
himself, alone. 
 Great Jaw, a cunning, cruel goading 
leer on his lips, roared out unintelligible 
remarks to Slim Hips that were meant to 
anger the lad into losing his head and 
trying to regain Long Hair. But the 
stripling knew that, for the present, it was 
hopeless. Should he attempt it, death would 
be his; if he held back, he would still have 
life. And, in his simple brain, he knew that 
he who had life still had some hope, 
however small it might be. 
 Therefore, with anger swelling his 
heart and showing plainly on his face, he 
had to stand helplessly by while Great Jaw 
marched back in the direction of the cliff 
with the bride for whom Slim Hips had 
fought so valiantly. It was not the first time 
that the tyrannical villain had cheated 
others of their just due. 
 For what seemed to Slim Hips a 
long, long while he stood alone, his head 
bowed low on his chest, the picture of utter 
despair. His brain cried out dumbly against 

the gross injustice of the world. He had, 
according to the tribal laws, fought his 
fight against big odds and won. And now, 
because of the desire of a being who was 
heavier and stronger and bigger, the wife 
for whom he had so gallantly battled was 
taken away from him without the slightest 
chance of regaining her. 
 It was not right. This was his one 
and only thought; it was not right. And yet, 
in his crude, untrained brain he realized 
that there was no way in which he might 
take Long Hair away from the bestial Great 
Jaw. 
 

ARIOUS others of the tribe knew this 
well. Perhaps they, too, had wondered 

within their immature brains whether there 
was not some way of stopping Great Jaw’s 
ruthless might. As yet, though, none had 
thought of any way whereby brutal 
strength, committing a wrong act, could be 
justly disciplined. Great Jaw had lived his 
free and cruel life without interference. 
Had he not a strength that was equal to that 
of any three men on the cliffs? 
 But night was coming on and Slim 
Hips thought of the all-important fact that 
faced him—the need for a safe sleeping 
place for the night. This, of course, must be 
where the dreaded saber-toothed tiger, one 
of the greatest enemies of his kind, could 
not find him; also, it must be where no 
poisonous reptile could inflict the deadly 
germ from which there was no escape! 
Terror and danger lurked at every hand, 
reaching forth for victims. 
 There would have been no use of 
his going back to the cliffs. Only the 
chance of death—from Great Jaw—
awaited him there. For the present, at least, 
he was a fugitive from his own home 
because of another’s villainy. 
After walking about the gigantic and 
prolific forest for some twenty minutes or 
so, Slim Hips settled on a high, lone tree 
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that reared above the others surrounding it. 
In a big crotch on the topmost limb, he 
stretched himself out for the night—a fairly 
safe refuge, for it commanded a view of all 
that went on about Slim Hips. 
 The next morning, with the rising of 
the huge ball of sun, Slim Hips was awake 
and down on the earth foraging for his 
breakfast. He partly satisfied his hunger 
with berries and roots that grew about in 
the woods in profusion; but, as he’d had no 
morsel of food since noon of the day 
before, these did not thoroughly fill his 
empty stomach. And so, with the patience 
that he and his kind had learned so well, he 
set himself about the irksome task of 
procuring more filling food. Meat. 
 The tribe had no weapons except 
their hands. In consequence, Slim Hips 
searched about for an animal runway 
leading to a spring or watering-hole. After 
he had found one that impressed him 
favorably, he stretched himself on the grass 
behind a friendly bush and waited, his eyes 
searching, his ears sensitive to the least 
noise, his whole body rigid. 
 It was slow and tedious work, but 
he knew of no other way of doing it. After 
what seemed an interminable time to the 
hungry stripling, he heard a far-off rustling. 
He drew in his body to be ready for the 
spring. Presently a huge wild turkey came 
clucking and scratching down the path in 
search of water, its feathers long and 
deeply colored. 
 Slim Hips waited until it was 
abreast of him. Then, with surprising speed 
and deadly aim he shot straight out for the 
unsuspecting creature. The sinewy fingers 
of his right hand closed with a snap over 
the bird’s neck. There was a raucous 
gobble, then the turkey fell limp as its neck 
broke in two. Instantly, but leisurely now, 
Slim Hips devoured his hard-earned meal. 
It was a crude way to hunt and a crude way 
to eat, but weapons and fires for cooking 

were undreamed of. 
 His hunger appeased, Slim Hips felt 
the cruel and insistent stab of something far 
worse than hunger could possibly have 
inflicted—the loss of the mate and wife he 
loved and had justly won. He railed futilely 
at the order of things that allowed such as 
Great Jaw to commit atrocious actions; he 
railed madly and uselessly, for he could 
think of nothing that might possibly help 
him to do away with the brute with the 
superior strength. 
 

OR the greater part of the morning 
Slim Hips wandered aimlessly through 

the forest, groping vainly and dumbly for 
some way of ridding the tribe of the bestial 
Great Jaw. He felt tired and discouraged, 
and after an hour or so had passed, threw 
himself down onto the ground with a loud 
sigh. He felt, indeed, that never would he 
regain the comely Long Hair. There was no 
hope while Great Jaw lived. 
 Idly he picked up a rock that lay at 
his feet and hammered at the boulder 
against which he had propped himself—
merely to keep his hands moving, while his 
thoughts were troubled. Suddenly he 
noticed that with each blow the rock in his 
hand struck the boulder it knocked off a 
little sliver of stone from the larger 
boulder. 
 Slim Hips’ forehead, so much 
broader and wider than any of his kind, was 
creased into innumerable lines; his mouth 
was wide and gaping; in his eyes there was 
a queer, startled look that told that within 
his crude brain some slight power of 
reasoning had entered. 
 For perhaps ten long minutes Slim 
Hips sat with that queer look on his face. 
Then it left him and he smiled a wide, 
incredulous smile of joy. Quickly he arose 
and looked about along the grass and 
leaves on the earth. Finally he discovered 
what he was looking after—a hard, big nut 
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left over from the autumn before. Usually 
this form of sustenance was cracked by his 
kind with their teeth, for teeth were strong, 
in consequence of the many duties they 
were required to perform. 
 Slim Hips, holding the nut carefully 
between the index finger and thumb of his 
left hand, placed it on a large stone. Then, 
with his right hand, he grasped the small 
rock and brought it down heavily on the 
hard shell of the nut. It cracked and flew 
into a thousand pieces. Simultaneously, the 
stripling allowed a high, joyous cry to 
escape his lips—a cry born of the reason 
that was slowly but surely gripping a 
foothold in his brain. 
 For the next few minutes, the lad 
broke nut after nut, all the while with a 
gleeful smile of joy playing about his lips. 
Next, he went from tree to tree and tried to 
see what impression he could make upon 
the hard trunk, and each time the rock bit 
into the wood his smile would expand. 
 He found, though, that the harder he 
struck anything the more it hurt the hand in 
which the rock was held. This, he reasoned 
in his practically new-found brain, would 
not allow him to strike a really tremendous 
and telling blow. Again the queer look of 
serious thought came into his face and 
wrinkled his forehead and puzzled his 
brain. 
 Again, after a few moments had 
gone by, a great cry issued from his lips 
and he rushed madly about the immediate 
vicinity in search of something. Soon he 
picked up a stout, heavy club that was 
perhaps a trifle over a foot in length, after 
which he searched hastily around for a vine 
that was thin and pliable and yet powerful 
and unbreakable. 
 Presently he found one that satisfied 
him. With great slowness and care, he 
proceeded to place the stone at one end of 
the club and to wind it securely to the club 
with the tough, elastic vine. 

 At last it was finished. Stepping to a 
tree, he raised his weapon and brought it 
down against the trunk with all the strength 
his arm possessed. The rock held firmly in 
its place; the blow did not hurt his hand; 
and the head of his weapon bit into the 
wood many times deeper than he would 
have been able to make it do with his hands 
alone. A shout of joy came to his lips. 
 

UT he was not satisfied as to the 
sureness of his weapon. Hastily he 

made his way back to the runway near the 
watering-hole where he had caught his 
breakfast. With great caution, he hid 
himself behind a thick clump of bushes, his 
eyes wide with excitement, his club raised 
and ready for instant action, his whole 
body trembling under the strain that 
gripped him. 
 Several large birds came down the 
pathway, but these were not what he 
wanted. Several of the smaller and 
harmless animals skirted his hiding place, 
but these, also, were not what he sought. At 
last he heard something coming along that 
he knew must be an animal of fairly 
good-sized proportions—a deer, perhaps. 
 Peering out from his clump of 
bushes he saw a huge, proudly-antlered 
buck coming valiantly down the path, an 
animal that the cavemen had always 
deemed too big and strong for them to 
handle. 
 Slim Hips waited until the beast 
was but a few feet from him. Then, with a 
shout, he sprang directly in front of it and 
brought down his weapon straight for its 
head with all his strength. It struck the deer 
full and squarely between the eyes; a 
terrific blow. 
 The result, to Slim Hips, was truly 
marvelous. With a snorting moan, the big 
creature reared up on its hind legs, swayed 
there a moment, then toppled down to the 
ground in a crumpled heap, dead. The 
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stone, with all the lad’s force behind it, had 
penetrated the brain of the big animal 
without any trouble at all. 
 And Slim Hips, with a new and 
great shout of joy, pulled out his weapon 
and rushed madly off in the direction of the 
cliffs. Now, indeed, there was some chance 
of his ridding the tribe of the tyranny of the 
dreaded and horrible Great Jaw! 
 Late that afternoon, as the tribal 
village was bathed in the warm glow of the 
setting sun, Slim Hips returned to meet the 
powerful Great Jaw. He walked with head 
erect, eyes flashing, and with a step that 
was springy and easy and told of 
confidence supreme. Hanging from his 
right hand, close to his side so that it was 
barely discernible, was the club with the 
attached stone that was not known to the 
cavemen. 
 As he neared the cliffs several of 
his kind, out searching for roots and berries 
before the dark made them take to their 
caves, let out low, warning cries to him. 
They told him, with their signs and mode 
of talk, that to enter the domain practically 
ruled over by Great Jaw would be quick 
and instant death for him. Yet the lad, with 
a smile on his lips such as they had never 
seen, quietly shook his head and proceeded 
calmly on his way, followed at a cautious 
distance by those who had warned him. 
 They knew, somehow, that he had 
come to do battle with Great Jaw. Why, 
they knew not, for he who would do so 
must truly be mad. Therefore, they felt that 
they would but witness the death of a 
peaceful stripling who had been liked by 
all. 
 As Slim Hips came out of the 
woods and onto the grassy plain before the 
cliffs there arose a noise that was 
deafening. Men and women and children 
swarmed from their caves and shouted their 
queer sounds at one another as they spied 
the slim lad walking, apparently, straight 

into his death. High, high up on the cliffs, 
on a narrow, perilous ledge, Slim Kips saw 
Long Hair clinging there desperately, with 
not an inch to spare. 
 He turned to the nearest of his 
people asking them what that meant. 
Gradually they made him know that the 
maiden, when Great Jaw had returned with 
her, had broken from his embrace and 
made her way up to the cliff to a ledge 
where it was utterly impossible for his huge 
bulk to follow or reach her. A glad cry 
broke from Slim Hips, and he shouted at 
her reassuringly. 
 

HEN Great Jaw entered the scene. He 
came like a wild and crazed tornado. 

Hearing the sounds of the cavemen, he had 
come from around the other side of the cliff 
to see what they meant. Instantly he had 
spied Slim Hips. All his fearful anger 
arose. The slim lad had dared to return! 
Great Jaw was crazy mad. 
 The loss of the maiden and his 
inability to reach her had made him 
furious; but to have this cub of a stripling 
come back after the threats he had received 
was surely heaping insult on injury. With a 
snarl and a flashing of teeth and a roar that 
was uncanny to hear, Great Jaw waved his 
monstrous arms and came straight out for 
the lad. 
 Men and women and children 
scattered before his approach with shrieks 
of terror. As they fled in all directions, they 
cried out supplicatingly to Slim Hips. 
Above it all, though, the lad heard a high, 
piercing moan break from the lips of Long 
Hair. He only smiled up at her confidently 
and firmly stood his ground, like some 
solitary sentinel bravely holding his ground 
before the advance of a regiment. 
 In a moment Great Jaw was almost 
upon him, still roaring out his rage in a 
voice that echoed and reechoed throughout 
the surrounding woodland. As he came to 
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within some ten feet of Slim Hips, the giant 
brute halted with an expression of utter 
bewilderment on his face. It seemed 
preposterous to him that anyone should 
ever have stood up before him. Even now 
he could barely believe it was so. Then, 
with a cruel flash of his eyes and another of 
his horrible bellows, he flung himself 
straight out through the air at the lad before 
him. 
 Terrified shrieks rent the air as the 
tribe expected to see the poor lad instantly 
crushed to death. Instead, they saw the 
stripling spring quickly to one side, raise 
his arm high in the air, and bring the 
odd-looking thing he held in his hand 
cleanly and squarely down in the center of 
Great Jaw’s forehead. 
 Then, far more surprising to them 
than all else, they saw the huge brute throw 
up his hands, fall backward, and stay 
swaying in the air, while a single 
ear-splitting cry of terror was issuing from 
his lips. The next instant, they saw him 
plunge suddenly to the ground, twitch there 
for a brief second, and slowly flatten out 

with a convulsive shudder, his life spent. 
The lad who had done this thing stood over 
him with a smile on his lips. 
 The tribe rushed forward in a 
compact mass, peering down at the form on 
the ground with unbelieving eyes. Finally, 
several essayed to touch the body, and 
drew back with cries of surprise when they 
saw that he who had wantonly killed all his 
life, he who had been the terror of them all, 
had at last been meted out the death which 
he had more than deserved. With joyous 
shouts, they surged about Slim Hips and 
proclaimed him, in their way, the peer of 
them all, and one from whom they would 
learn the correct laws of life and whose 
leadership they would hereafter recognize. 
 But he was making a wild dash 
forward toward the cliff edge that held 
Long Hair. He must climb to her side and 
once more—and for all time—regain the 
maiden whom he had justly and bravely 
won for the second time through the dawn 
of reasoning that had entered into his brain 
only that very morning. 

 


