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ISS MADELINE GODARD, 
comfortably quartered at Manila, 
decided to visit her brother who was 

Lieutenant Godard, Commanding Officer at 
Subong. Subong being a one-company post, 
stuck down in a small clearing at the western 
end of Monaga Pass. Monaga Pass, in turn, 
being a gash across Mt. Iriga and a few miles 
east of Pasacao, a small coast town in southern 
Luzon. 
 Had Miss Godard gone to Pasacao by 
boat, the moderate distance from there inland, 
to the post, would have been easy and safe 
with her brother and his company for escort. 
But, because she was studying the natives and 
their language, she chose to make the long, 
hard trip overland with a small escort and a 
guide who turned out to be treacherous. She 
was captured just one-day’s march from the 
end of her journey—spirited away in the night 
and not missed until morning. 
 For weeks the surrounding country 
was scoured and combed. Troops were sent 
from Lipas and Batangas and the search was 
minute, but Miss Godard was not found. 

Though a Filipino was picked up in the hills 
and recognized by members of the girl’s 
escort as her former guide. 
 At first the Filipino refused to answer 
questions. But later, under pressure of 
strenuous persuasion, he admitted that he had 
managed the abduction and jeeringly told the 
lieutenant that his sister was dead. She had 
gotten possession of a kris, he said, and that 
had been the end. And since he stuck to this 
story to the last, even in the face of the firing 
squad, it was assumed that Miss Godard had 
liberated herself in the only way possible. 
Under the circumstances such an act was 
highly probable. So the search was abandoned 
and the troops returned to their respective 
posts. 
 After that Godard virtually ignored his 
command and kept to his quarters, sullen with 
grief. The men, left to themselves, ate heavily, 
took no exercise, smoked much, and sweated 
out the days and nights on their cots. These, of 
course, were precisely the things they should 
not have done. It was the dry season and they 
were hemmed in by the jungle. 
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 In the morning the sun came up out of 
the jungle and in the evening it went down 
into the jungle. At night, out of the jungle 
came strange, weird cries and up from its 
darkest recesses huge vampire-bats flapped 
into space, flitted their grotesque moon-
shadows athwart the camp and left depression 
in their wake. 
 In short, to the men at Subong, the 
jungle was become a converging menace. 
 That is to all save Kirk. From the first 
the jungle had affected him differently from 
the others. At the same time it, began to creep 
in on them, it began to lure him. And the spell 
grew and the mystery of Beyond beckoned 
until Kirk had an impelling desire to plunge 
into that vast wilderness and go on and on. He 
tried, with occupation, to crowd this longing 
out. He would take the trumpeter’s bugle, go 
to the edge of the little clearing and practice 
service calls for hours. And most of all did he 
practice the "call to arms.” 
 He liked that: its long-drawn, high-
keyed first note, set to catch attention: and the 
quick rushing action the whole call suggested. 
It was thrilling, it was the echo of some wild 
strain in his own make-up. It carried a 
suggestion of stirring adventure that might be 
waiting out there, beyond the limit. So Kirk’s 
bugle practice only served to increase the 
jungle’s lure and the lure grew to be an 
obsession. 
 And then the crisis came. It came, too, 
with all the startling swiftness of real 
melodrama. Shortly after dark, one evening, 
Kirk rose from his cot and without word or 
warning, walked to the back end of quarters, 
jerked down a fire-ax and crossed to a corner 
where was the locked door to the 
quartermaster stores. One blow, with the pick 
at the back of the ax, gouged out the lock. He 
threw the door open and walked in. The other 
men lay on their cots, heads propped on 
elbows and watched, silent, fascinated.  
 They could see Kirk moving about in 

the semi-darkness of the storeroom and they 
were intensely interested in what he was 
doing, what he would do next and what he 
would finally do. But not in the results. Their 
minds did not reach that far. To them it was a 
play and they were the audience and they 
waited breathlessly for the climax. It did not 
occur to them to stop Kirk. What audience 
would stop the play and cheat itself of the 
climactical thrills? 
 In a few minutes Kirk came out. At his 
side hung a haversack filled with cartridges, 
around his waist was a belt and every cell was 
full. Still carrying the ax he stopped at the 
arms rack, smashed the lock, took a rifle and 
bayonet and walked through the door that led 
out of quarters. Five minutes and he was 
swallowed up by the jungle.  
 “T’e bloomin’ idjot," said "Cockney" 
Simpkins, to no one in particular. “An’ ’is 
time hexpired hin six weeks.” 
 Coming fresh from lighted quarters 
into the darkness of matted foliage, Kirk was 
able to see but poorly, so he ,tore his face and 
hands cruelly] on brambles and horny shrubs. 
Still he worried on for several hours, 
staggering, falling, bleeding and cursing. At 
last he lay down between two clumps of 
bamboo with interlacing tops and slept, while 
all around the jungle creatures chattered and 
buzzed their disapproval of the intruder. 
 It is more than probable that no 
attempt was made to follow Kirk that night; 
surely it would have been foolish, futile. 
Godard may have ordered out a searching 
party the next day but if he did Kirk never saw 
or heard them. 
 Kirk rose early the next morning to the 
chatter of monkeys and the piping of birds. 
Some mangoes and a large pomelo constituted 
his breakfast; after which he set out to put 
distance between himself and, Subong. The 
matter of distance was much in his mind for 
the next few days with the result that he bored 
many miles into the jungle. 
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 When, at last, he felt himself safe his 
next care was to find a soft stone and whet the 
blade of his bayonet to a cutting edge. In 
Kirk’s day bayonets were made of the best 
steel but they were not made with sharp edges 
and a cutting implement is essential in the 
jungle. 
 He was now in a virgin wilderness, 
vast and incomparable. Here, nature reigned 
supreme, had reigned for centuries not 
numbered. Often Kirk spent says in working 
his way around some seemingly endless 
stretch of swamp lilies. At other times he 
loafed for days on the banks of some still lake 
whose ebony waters were peopled with 
snakes, moss-grown logs and monstrous water 
lizards. And yet again he came upon huge 
natural arbors wherein the dew never dried 
and fungi hung from decayed branches in 
marvelous variegation. 
 And always he had a feeling of 
intimacy with these things, a dim sense of 
having known the like before. Even living on 
wild fruit, berries and roots—as he was 
obliged to do—seemed a remotely familiar 
habit. And what the average man would have 
counted the hardships of such a life were 
pleasures to Kirk. He was spellbound, beauty-
drunk; this was his kingdom, the place he had 
searched the earth to find. For him, far and 
alone in that vast jungle, the world had turned 
young again. The obligations and burdens of 
civilization, gathered with the centuries, 
slipped from his shoulders and he knew 
primeval freedom. 
 
SO FAR his general direction had been south 
and parallel to the mountain range. But 
suddenly, for some inexplicable whim, he 
turned east and began to climb the more 
niggardly steeps of Mt. Iriga. Here wild fruit 
was less plentiful and the soft roots that he 
found so nourishing in the lowland were not to 
be had. Still he kept resolutely on and upward. 
And one day he stumbled square into a cave. 

He never would have found it other than by 
accident, for the entrance, overhung by a large 
boulder and grown about with vines and 
shrubbery, was invisible twenty steps away. 
 The place was dark inside and Kirk 
had no matches so he resorted to primitive 
methods to get fire. He took dead, dry grass 
and ground it between his hands till he had a 
small heap of fine chaff. Then, over the chaff, 
he held a hard stone and struck it a sharp blow 
with the back of his baydne’t. A spark fell, a 
few dry twigs he added, and the cave was 
soon brightly lighted, to the consternation of 
numerous bats and other dark-loving 
creatures. 
 This cave was about half-way up to 
Iriga’s summit and here Kirk rested for two 
days. And while plundering among the clefts 
in the walls he found a small, silver bugle of 
the type regulation in the Spanish army. It was 
probably left there by some small detachment 
of Spanish soldiers who, at some time, hid in 
the cave to elude pursuing natives. At any rate 
the bugle was a pleasant find for Kirk.  
 He stuffed its bell with leaves, so that 
the sound would not carry to any great 
distance—one never knows when the Filipino 
is near—and thrilled again to his favorite call, 
the "call to arms." And when he left the cave 
and started, once more, on his journey the 
little silver bugle hung at his belt. 
 As Kirk drew near the mountain-top 
thing edible grew scarce and water became a 
problem. It was not pleasant up here like it 
was down in the lowland; he felt peevish and 
weak. Decidedly something was wrong. Yet 
he had no thought of going back; some streak 
of tenacity in him would not let him quit till 
he had reached the summit of Mt. Iriga. He sat 
down to rest; and upon looking up the slope 
saw a species of mountain goat making its 
way downward. 
 It was the first game he had seen on 
the trip and all at once he realized what was 
wrong; he had, eaten no meat for three weeks. 
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He rose, rested his rifle on a boulder and took 
careful aim. The goat rolled over and over 
down-hill and lodged in a lava-rift not ten feet 
from where Kirk stood. He found a thin, flat 
stone, placed it in the center of a sizable pile 
of brush and started a fire. By the time he had 
the goat skinned the stone was hot enough to 
fry meat. 
 It was late in the afternoon when Kirk 
finished his feast, so he camped for the night. 
The next morning he ate a hearty breakfast of 
goat meat and with renewed strength and 
vigor again started up the rugged slope. But as 
the fierce sun climbed up in the east Kirk 
became thirsty, terribly thirsty, and he looked 
in every nook and cranny for water. But 
everywhere he was marked for disappointment 
and his thirst grew and his tongue became 
thick and fuzzy. He sat down in despair and 
began to chew green twigs and from that 
sprung an idea. The thing that he had thought 
of, is of course, not new. But to Kirk it was 
original, positively a discovery. He jumped 
up, drew his bayonet, frantically, and “boxed” 
a tree. To his great joy the cup, thus formed, 
slowly filled with clear sap. Kirk drank it with 
a leaf and the problem of water was solved. 
That night he slept on the very apex of the 
summit. 
 The next morning Kirk was surprised 
at the difference between Iriga’s eastern and 
western sides. On the west, from whence he 
came, only a few scattering trees clung, here 
and there, in the dry lava. But to the east, the 
early morning sun played its brilliant rays on a 
verdant slope, well studded with trees and 
slashed with sparkling streamlets. 
 Less than a mile to the south, clustered 
down among the trees, was a small barrio. 
Kirk decided to investigate the place at close 
range, so he turned to the western slope and, 
keeping below the ridge on that side, made his 
way south till he was opposite the barrio. 
Then slowly, carefully, with his rifle ready, he 
crawled up and peeped over the ridge. 

 About thirty paces from where he lay 
hid was a lone shack, apparently unoccupied. 
There was no sound or movement about it, so 
Kirk gave it but little thought and started to 
move on to a better view of the barrio which 
stretched away farther down the slope. Then 
his eye wandered back to the shack and at a 
small window with bamboo bars across it, he 
saw the face of a white woman. He crawled 
nearer and raised his head above the 
shrubbery. The woman saw him and pressed 
her finger to her lips in the sign for silence, 
then turned away from the window. Kirk 
guessed, even then, who she was. In a few 
minutes she came back 
 “No one is near,” she said, “but we 
must talk very low. I am Madeline God—“ 
 “I know it,” he interrupted. “I am 
Private Kirk from your brother’s company at 
Subong. Can you get out of that shack?” 
 “No. The door is fastened on the 
outside and the bars across the window, as you 
can see, are woven into the thatching.” 
 “Where is the door?” 
 “On the opposite side and facing the 
barrio.” 
 “You’ll have to get out by the 
window,” Kirk decided. “Do they keep a 
guard over you at night?” 
 “After about ten o’clock. There is a 
small porch at the door and one of them brings 
his mat and sleeps there.” 
 “Then we’ll have to get started as soon 
as it is dark. What time do they give you 
supper?” 
 “About dark and whoever brings it 
always hurries away to his own supper.” 
 “That’s good,” said Kirk, “it will give 
us three hours’ start. They are not likely to 
miss you till the fellow comes on guard. I’ll 
come this evening shortly before dark, and 
wait till the gugu brings your supper and 
leaves. Then we’ll get busy.” 
 “But how will you manage it?” 
 “I haven’t figured it yet,” he told her, 
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“but I’ll have a way doped out by night. In the 
meantime, sleep if you can. There’s hiking to 
be done tonight. And now we had better stop 
talking before we are heard.” 
 Kirk settled down and studied the 
situation for some time; then he crept to his 
own side of the ridge and found a safe place to 
pass the day. First he spent an hour putting a 
fresh edge on his bayonet and after that 
stretched out and slept. 
 
A LITTLE before dark the man was back at 
his station near the girl’s prison, after a short 
wait he saw a native bring her supper and then 
leave the shack. He crawled forward and stood 
up by the barred window, the bottom of which 
was at the height of his shoulders. The girl 
was there, tense and breathless, her face 
pressed against the bars. 
 “You go eat all they gave you,” said 
Kirk. “You’ll need it before you see Subong.” 
 For the space of three minutes he stood 
watching and listening. Then, satisfied, he 
lengthened the sling-strap and slung his rifle 
across his back, drew his bayonet, cut the 
thatching loose at one end of the bars and one 
by one pulled them from their place. By the 
time Kirk had the last bar out, Miss Godard, 
her supper finished, was waiting and, at his 
direction, put her hands on his shoulders and 
sprang through the window. 
 The moon was up and the stars out, so 
the man and the girl crawled on hands and 
knees till they were below the ridge on the 
western side of the summit. Then they 
crouched in the moon-shade of a boulder and 
listened to learn if they were followed. 
 “They may and they may not follow us 
tonight,” Kirk said, “but they are sure to be on 
our trail in the morning. Still they are going to 
have a lot of trouble and lose a lot of time 
following our trail on this dry lava. At that it’s 
going to be a close run. Think you can hike all 
night and the most of tomorrow?” 
 “I believe I can,” she said firmly. “I 

have taken exercise every day and am in good 
condition.” 
 They both knew the value of 
conserving their energy, so they refrained 
even from the questions that each was curious 
to ask and spoke only when absolutely 
necessary. Thus, in comparative silence, they 
pursued their way down the slope, Miss 
Godard walking at Kirk’s side with a swinging 
step as springy as his own. Behind them was 
the menace of savage pursuit, before them a 
vast, untracked wilderness and yet they were 
cheerful, undaunted. 
 It was long after midnight when Kirk 
touched the girl’s arm and stepped quickly 
behind a large boulder. 
 “Walk on for a little way,” he 
whispered, “then stop and talk as though you 
were talking to me.” 
 Perhaps it was five minutes Kirk 
waited, bayonet “fixed” and rifle at the 
“ready,” then they came in sight, one behind 
the other, padding along with the stealth of 
wolves. Presently, Kirk joined Miss Godard, 
gingerly “unfixed” his bayonet and wiped the 
weapon with a handful of leaves. While the 
girl shuddered and looked on in silence. 
 “Two,” said Kirk after a few moments. 
“And one of them had a rifle. Funny they 
didn’t take a shot at me. With me out of the 
way the two of them would have stood a good 
show to recapture you.” 
 “They didn’t want to take the chance 
of hitting me nor the risk of the fight that I 
would make with your rifle, even though they 
did get you. They know I can shoot and they 
want me alive and unharmed. You see, a Morb 
datto was to have paid them a large sum of 
money for me. I guess they didn’t know that I 
understood their language, for they discussed 
the deal in my shack when the datto’s agent 
came to look me over. He would have taken 
me then only he didn’t have enough money 
with him, so he had to go back to Zamboanga 
and get more from his datto.” 
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 “The devils,” exclaimed Kirk. “I’m 
sure glad I happened along just when I did.”  
 “You saved my life just as surely as 
though you had pulled me out of the ocean, 
for I certainly would have found some way to 
end it before surrendering to such a fate.” 
 “Perhaps,” said Kirk. “At any rate you 
are saving my life right now and will save it 
for several days to come. For it’s plain they’ll 
not fire on me as long as I keep reasonably 
close to you. And by the same token I’m 
going to be your shadow till we get to 
Subong.” 
 They both laughed a little and resumed 
their march in silence; as before. They kept 
steadily on for several hours and finally the 
full moon, a silver shield, swung down below 
the western horizon and one by one, the 
celestial lamplighter turned off the lesser 
lights. Then the sun, a great ball of burning 
energy, rolled itself up above the mountain 
peaks and poured fire into the lava and soon 
the breeze blew hot on the faces of Kirk and 
Miss Godard, And the spring began to go out 
of the girl’s step and the continual shock of 
receiving her weight on the downward step 
against the hard, sloping lava-surface was 
making her arches ache bitterly. 
 Though she said no complaining word, 
nor did she mention her greatest trouble—the 
thirst. However Kirk noticed her repeated 
efforts to moisten her parched lips. With a 
tongue that was equally dry; he began to 
watch for one of the green-barked, soft trees 
that gave sap so freely. 
 Kirk soon found the kind of tree he 
was looking for and after he had “boxed” it, 
laid some boughs in the shade for Miss 
Godard to rest on while the sap was dripping. 
Then, when enough sap had run, he showed 
the girl how to drink it with a leaf. 
 “Don’t swallow much of it,” Kirk 
cautioned her. “If you do it will make you 
vomit. Just moisten your throat and mouth 
well and that will last you till we reach water, 

which will be late this afternoon. In the 
meantime, let’s start as soon as you can. For 
the gugus are, doubtless, coming on behind 
and gaining on us every minute.” 
 “I am ready now,” was Miss Godard’s 
only answer. 
 From the first she had followed Kirk’s 
plans and advice without question or 
hesitation. She even liked his faintly 
dictatorial way of telling her what to do. In 
fact she secretly admired this private soldier 
from her brother’s company, this man turned 
primitive, who had roamed alone, without 
civilized food, in a tropic jungle. 
 Late that afternoon they found water, 
just as Kirk had predicted. It was a small 
spring bubbling up through a seam in the lava; 
and they carefully and gradually satisfied their 
thirst. Then Kirk turned his campaign hat 
inside out and filled it with berries for the girl 
and while she ate he, also, made a meal of the 
same fruit at the near-by vines. 
 
AFTER they had eaten their fill and drank 
again of the clear, sweet water, Kirk and Miss 
Godard stood just above the little spring and 
watched a golden sun ease slowly down into a 
vast, green sea of foliage that stretched away 
from the lower slopes of Mt. Iriga. 
 “Wasn’t it glorious?” asked Kirk when 
the last edge of sun had slipped from view. 
 His voice was muffled with emotion 
and he gave a sigh of regret. 
 Miss Godard looked at the man, 
speculatively, for some minutes and then 
asked abruptly. 
 “Kirk, why are you here?” 
 She waved her hand at their general 
surroundings. 
 “The jungle called me and I just had to 
answer. That’s the only reason I know,” said 
Kirk. “Ever since I was fourteen years old I’ve 
been going somewhere, but I never knew 
where till I came into the jungle—” 
 “Funny,” he resumed after a short 
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silence, “how people generally think of a 
tropic jungle as a steaming, putrid death-mesh. 
Perhaps it is because of the writers. They 
picture it that way. And they are partly right, 
but only partly so, for they show only a part of 
the picture. Oh, if I were a painter and able to 
reproduce the colors, the blends and 
harmonies I have seen here in this, supposed, 
death-mesh. But conventional art would reject 
such colors—brand them ‘unnatural, unreal.’ 
Isn’t it strange? The realist tabus the really 
‘real,’ and the seeker after the natural ignores 
what is naturally ‘natural’.” 
 It was the longest speech the girl had 
heard from Kirk and likewise it was entirely 
different from what she would have expected 
from him. She had been wont to think of him 
as a sort of modernized and very capable 
cave-man. But never had she thought of him 
as a lover of art, and least of all as a man who 
had opinions on that very fine subject. 
However Kirk did not leave her long to 
wonder at this side of his nature. 
 “It’s getting dark now,” he told her in 
his usual matter-of-fact tone, “and there’s a 
cave not far from here. I ran into it on my way 
up. There is not a chance in a hundred that the 
gugus will ever find this cave, the way it is 
located. I only found it by accident. So we’ll 
stay there a couple of days and get a good rest 
and by that time the gugus will have, most 
likely, given up and gone back to their 
barrio.” 
 Shortly before midnight, Kirk, 
watching in the entrance to the cave, heard the 
natives prowling around outside and calling 
softly to one another as they searched for the 
sign of a trail. But the white man had taken 
care of that. As hard and sharp as the lava 
was, Kirk and Miss Godard had taken off their 
shoes and walked to the cave in their 
stockings. So the natives found no trail nor did 
they find the cave, but finally to Kirk’s 
immense relief, they moved on down the 
mountainside. 

 Late the next afternoon the man and 
the girl saw their pursuers going back up the 
mountain. They had given up the chase. Still 
Kirk and Miss Godard ventured out of the 
cave only long enough to get water and 
berries. And it was not until the morning of 
the third day that they started again for 
Subong. 
 It was midafternoon of the fifth day 
after leaving the cave when they became 
aware that the natives were once more on their 
trail. Kirk knew that to stop and fire on them 
would only give them a chance to gain 
distance. He knew, also, that he was not far 
from Subong. If he could only make them hear 
at the post, they would come out and meet 
him. He snatched the little bugle from his belt, 
pressed it to his lips and forced all the breath 
in his longs through the small, silver coils. 
The “call to arms” rang clear and sharp on the 
still air. 
 He had heard an old trumpeter say that 
a bugle could be heard eight miles under 
favorable air conditions. The air was still and 
clear, they were less than four miles from 
Subong and Kirk had hopes. He took the girl 
by the hand and broke into a run, but she was 
tired and handicapped by her skirt and the 
natives continued to gain on them. Kirk 
stopped, knelt, and with three shots stopped 
two who were getting uncomfortably close. 
Then he gathered the girl in his arms, swung 
her off the ground and ran on. 
 It was a situation very like to loose the 
romantic impulse in any woman. And it did 
just that to Madeline Godard. She forgot the 
social gulf that lay between herself, the sister 
of an officer, and Kirk a private soldier. She 
forgot, even, their imminent danger. She 
knew, only, that she desired to caress this 
man, her man her protecting male. She locked 
her arms about his neck, raised her face to his 
and kissed him again and again on mouth, 
cheek and forehead. Then she took her arms 
from his neck and wrapped them about her 
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own crimson face. 
 Too dazed and too near exhausted to 
realize the significance of the girl’s action, 
Kirk ran on with bursting lungs and aching 
arms. After he had been running for some 
centuries and the world had begun to turn 
black, Kirk heard a single, faint blast on a 
bugle; and the sound came from the direction 
of Subong. They had heard. They were 
coming. They were calling for an answering 
blast to guide them. Kirk felt as though a 
couple of planets had been lifted from his 
shoulders. He stood the girl on her feet and 
fought a minute for breath. Then he raised the 
bugle to his lips and by a supreme effort, blew 
a long, clear blast. The answer was instant and 
much closer than before. 
 The natives knew the meaning of this 
interchange of calls and they made a final 
dash to get the man and girl before it was too 
late. 
 Kirk and Miss Godard ran again for a 
little way and then stopped. It was no use, the 
natives were closing in on them from three 
sides. It was time to make a fight. Kirk knelt 
and began a deadly play of steel-clad lead on 
their pursuers. Some of the natives fell but 
more of them continued to close in. It was 
only a matter of minutes now until Kirk would 
be dead, his brains hammered out, and Miss 
Godard a prisoner to face that other and more 
terrible fate. At this critical juncture the 
company from Subong swirled onto the scene 
and the would-be captors of Kirk and Miss 
Godard were quickly made prisoners. 
 
IN FRONT of the quarters at Subong, 
Lieutenant Godard swung the men from 
column of fours front and brought them to a 
halt with a snap and a ring in his commands 
that had been his chief characteristic before 

the abduction of his sister. And the men 
responded to his spirit with surprising alacrity. 
The little romp with the Filipinos had broken 
the monotony for them, had cleared and 
refreshed their mental atmosphere. They 
published the fact in every movement. 
 The lieutenant dismissed them and 
they went laughing and rollicking into 
quarters. 
 “Kirk,” said the lieutenant, “thanks are 
too puny to offer for a service such as you 
have done for me. However I shall hope for an 
opportunity to prove my gratitude. Your 
discharge papers came down on the last boat, 
and, of course if you re-enlist here in my 
company there is a sergeantcy for you.” 
 “Thank you, sir,” said Kirk. “I don’t 
think I shall enlist again, but I would like to 
have my discharge now, if I may.” 
 “Why—er, certainly. Just come over to 
my quarters,” said the lieutenant, puzzled by 
Kirk’s request. 
 Five minutes later, with his discharge 
in his haversack, Kirk left the lieutenant’s 
quarters. It was dark now and he leaned on his 
rifle in the deeper darkness under a banana 
tree and watched and listened. Bright, 
cheering light streamed through the open 
windows of the men’s quarters. Snatches of 
song and light-hearted laughter, also floated 
out from those windows. Even Lieutenant 
Godard was whistling a merry tune while he 
hustled about his quarters. Contentment 
reigned over the little post at Subong. 
 The moon showed an edge above the 
tall coconut trees, the great, black vampires 
began to flap into space and innumerable cries 
echoed through the wilderness. Kirk 
shouldered his rifle, crossed the small clearing 
and disappeared in the jungle. 

 


