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Prologue
 
 
                   
  
             STONE-AGE Europe was spacious, rich and un- crowded; but there could be only one race of rulers.
            Homo Neanderthalensis must have grown up there from the beginning, was supreme and plentiful as the last glaciers receded. His bones have been found from Germany to Gibraltar, and his camps and flints and fire-ashes. We reconstruct his living image—burly and stooped, with a great protruding muzzle, beetling brows, no chin and no brow. Perhaps he was excessively hairy—hardly a man, but were Homo Sapiens, in body and spirit like us, their children. They could not parley with the abhorrent foe they found; there could be no rules of warfare, no truces or treaties, no mercy to the vanquished. Such conflict could die only when the last adversary died.
            It must have been a struggle generations long. Was it not full of daring, despair, sacrifice, triumph? Was not the conquest the greatest, because the most fundamental, in the history of the race? No champions of mankind ever bore a greater responsibility than those first little bands who crossed, all unaware, the borders of Neanderthal country.
            With one such band, at the moment of such crossing, our story begins:
 



          CHAPTER I
 
            The Land of the Gnorris
 
            THE southern country had come to hold too few game herds, too many hostile bands of fellow- hunters; hence the family’s spring migration, many days5 journey into the north which these days grew warmer than their fathers had known it.
            This particular bright morning found the whole nine scattered. A foolish deer, grazing too close, bounded away with a javelin in its shoulder, and the swiftest runners led the chase with the rest trailing behind. So from horizon to horizon and beyond, with flecks of blood to point the way across rich green meadows, and hunger to quicken moc- casined feet. The sun had reached zenith and passed when the first of the hunters, gaining the top of a little knoll, saw that the prey had fallen and died just beyond.
            That first-comer was the eldest son of the wandering household, and the tallest and swiftest. He was as strong as the leopard whose pelt he wore for single garment, and his smooth young skin showed tanned and healthy with good outdoor living. His lion-tawny hair had been cut shoulder length and was bound back from his shrewd face with a snakeskin fillet. His chin, plucked clean of beard as custom decreed with bachelors, jutted squarely. His mouth was wide and good-humored beneath a straight nose, and his gray eyes opened widely, clearly. In one hand he swung a stone-bladed axe, and a loop at his shoulder held the mate to the javelin that had pierced the deer. His name, and he hoped to make it great, was Hok.
            Pausing thus, Hok grinned triumphantly for just the half of an instant. Then his eyes narrowed and his lips drew tight. Something dark and shaggy crouched on the far side of the fallen animal. A bear? Hok’s free hand flashed backward, twitching the second javelin from its strap.
            Behind came the patter of other feet, and a comradely panting. That was Zhik, a younger half-brother and favorite companion. Not as tall as Hok, nor as old by three years, the stripling nevertheless was sturdy and handsome. Hurrying from behind, he poised a spear of his own.
            At that moment the shaggy thing rose from the side of the deer, rose on two legs to face them. It was not a bear.
            Barely thirty paces separated the youths from the creature that disputed their right to the meat.
            It had hands and feet, coarser and larger than Hok’s own; it was a head shorter than he, but broader; it wore no clothes, and coarse hair thatched shoulders, chest and knotted limbs. Then its eyes grappled Hok’s across the intervening space.
            Shrewd were those eyes, in a broad, shallow skull like the skull of a hairy lizard. Fire was in them, and intelligence and challenge. The two bright crumbs of vision, under their coarse brows, did not falter before Hok’s gaze as would a beast’s. Meeting the stare, startled and fierce on his own part, the hunter-youth was aware only vaguely of the rest of the face—out-flaring nostrils, a sagging lip, a hideous rank beard and forelock, ears that seemed to prick like those of a wolf.
            Zhik drew in his breath, as if setting himself for the cast. “Wait,” interposed Hok quickly, he did not know why.
            A third human figure had come from behind—the Chief, their father and head of the party, a hunter still vigorous and swift but unable to match forever the pace of these two eldest sons. He, too, balanced a javelin ready, and at sight of the creature before them his heavy, fulvous beard gaped open in amazement.
            As for the curiosity itself, this last reenforcement daunted it. Slowly, clumsily, it backed away. They saw that it moved with knees bent, back hunched, arms hanging forward like an ape’s. Its eyes still turned to Hok, and it was at him it blurted a sudden gutteral sound of defiance. Then, turning upon broad, flat feet, it made off with awkward speed. It dropped into a fold of the meadow, remained invisible for moments, then reappeared beyond, well out of javelin range, to plunge into a thicket.
            Zhik, the youngest, recovered his high spirits first. “Gnorrl!” he shouted after the fugitive, in imitation of its throaty cry. Hok laughed, and repeated, “Gnorrl!” A new word was born into man’s language, a word that would be used often and fearfully in days to come.
            All three moved forward, tensely cautious. It was as though they expected the slain deer to spring up, alive and savage. But it was dead enough. The
            Chief turned it upon its back, then drew a knife of ground buckhom. Hok knelt to help him open the belly and peel the hide, but Zhik gazed searchingly around the horizon for long moments.
            “That Gnorrl left a bad stink here,” announced the Chief. “Let us drag the meat away.” They did so, but still smelled, or fancied that they smelled, the vanished monster.
            The rest of the party came up as the butchery went on—first Asha, latest wife of the Chief, a plump, handsome young woman in a doe-skin tunic, with a naked boy-baby straddling her hip; next Barp and Unn, half-grown sons of Zhik’s dead mother, carrying on their unwilling shoulders part of the camp-luggage; after that Eowi, full sister to Hok, a slim and agile maiden also loaded with bundles; finally Asha’s other child, the little girl Nohda, old enough to walk but not to carry any burden save her clout of hare’s fur and a necklace of red seeds. As these arrived, they helped in cutting up the meat. Under the Chief’s direction the four quarters, the loin and tenderloin, the heart, the liver and the kidneys were detached and wrapped in the new hide. The ribs, head, shins and entrails remained for hyenas and ravens.
            BY now it was mid-afternoon, and the party went no further than a willow-fringed creek before the Old Man uttered the laconic order “Camp.” At once Hok and Zhik produced axes and cut long, supple willow poles. Several of these were thrust into the ground and bent together for central lashing. Over them Asha and Eowi drew the tent- cover of sewn hides. Barp and Unn gathered kindling and heavier wood, and the Chief reverently produced from his belt-pouch the long, charred fire- spindle. A piece of soft, punky wood served as hearth, and upon this he twirled the spindle-point, crooning the while the ancient prayer to the fire god.
            When a bright blaze had been kindled, the meat was apportioned. The Chief got, as was his right, the tenderloin. Next choice, a steak from the rear quarter, went to Asha. Hok’s turn came third, and he cut slices of liver and impaled them on a green willow withe. As he put them to the fire, his sister Eowi came and squatted beside him.
            “What happened?” she asked. “None of you have told, but—”
            “Gnorrl!” cried Zhik, whipping himself erect and standing at gaze.
            They all saw it then, far down the stream. It had crept up to watch them, and at the chorus of bewildered shouts from the campers it now shrank back into a little clump of bushes—a broad, repulsive shagginess that blended into the leafy shadow.
            Hok had dropped his liver into the fire and had sprung to where javelins were planted, tip in earth, for a quick snatch. His back tingled and crawled, in the place where, with his long-ago ancestors, a manelike strip of hair had bristled. His eyes measured the distance to the bushes. He ached to throw a spear.
            Eowi came to his side again. She had rescued his dinner from burning, and was touching it with a gingerly forefinger. “I know now without being told,” she said softly. “That was the danger. What was it, a man?”
            “No,” returned Hok, his eyes still prodding the clump. “It was a Gnorrl. Zhik made the word.”
            The Chief was laughing loudly and carelessly, for the sake of the frightened children. After a moment, the others joined in his merriment. Barp and Unn whooped bravely at the silent bush- clump, waving their axes and exhorting the Gnorrl to show himself and be slain.
            Hok returned to his cooking, tried a lump of liver experimentally, and finally ate with relish.
            BUT as the sun drew to the horizon’s edge, Hok’s uneasy mood came back upon him. The Chief and Zhik betrayed something of the same feeling, for they brought wood in great billets and built the small fire into a large, bright one. Hok sought serenity in toil, looking to his weapons. Did not the edge of his axe need retouching to make it sharper? With a bone chisel he gouged away a tiny flake of flint. But this aided neither the appearance nor the keenness of the weapon. He started suddenly.
            It had grown dark as he handled his gear, and he thought that something heavy and stealthy moved outside the patch of firelight. He felt as he had felt in childhood, when his mother, the Chief’s first wife, still lived and told of how her dead grandfather had moaned outside the tent to be let in.
            The Chief, who likewise felt the need for occupation, tightened the already perfect lashings of his javelin. “We shall sleep outside tonight,” he decreed. “Zhik, too. The women and children in the tent, and a big fire kept up until morning. One of us will watch.”
            “Well said,” agreed Hok. “I am not sleepy. I shall watch first.”
            It developed that Zhik was not sleepy, either, but Hok was the elder and had made first claim. The Chief then raised his voice, calling “Silence!” At this customary signal for bed-preparations, Asha, carrying her baby, entered the tent. Eowi and little Nobda followed, and then Barp and Unn, who took their places at either side of the doorway. The Chief and Zhik lay down by the fireside.
            Hok, left to his vigil, fought hard against the perplexing sensation of being watched. He tried to say that these were fancies. The chill at his backbone came because it was a spring night, and he had come farther north than ever before. The uneasiness wras because of the strangeness. Any prudent hunter did well to watch, of course; if the Gnorrl came. . . .
            It did not come, and at last he grew sleepy. The stars overhead told him that night’s noon was at hand. He nudged Zhik into wakefulness, and lay down.
            He dropped into sound slumber, for moments only as it seemed—then started to his feet with a wild, tremulous wail for fear and pain ringing through his head. Catlike, he commanded himself upon the instant of rousing, could see, stand and clutch at his javelin.
            It was dawn. The crying came from the direction of the tent. Something huge and dark was carrying something small that struggled and screamed. The Chief, too, was there running with axe uplifted.
            But a shaggy arm drove out like a striking snake. Hok saw the Chief spin and fall heavily. The Gnorrl—it was that, of course—fled with its prize.
            When Zhik and Hok had gained their father’s side he was dead. His skull had been beaten in, as though by the paw of a bear.



CHAPTER II
 
 Blood for Blood
 
            THE others were out of the tent by now. There was considerable hysterical weeping, notably by Asha, who had lost baby and husband in almost the same instant of time. Hok, bound by racial custom not to speak to his stepmother, told Eowi to comfort the distracted woman. In the gray dawn he and Zhik reconnoitered.
            A look told them everything. Strange, enormous tracks behind the tent, a slit in the hide covering—the Gnorrl, plainly, had crept up here. By guess or scent it located the sleeping place of Asha’s baby son. A single strong rip with a sharp flint would give egress to a hand. The Chief, the only camper awake, had been slapped to death like a fly—the strength of the Gnorrl must be enormous. Had Hok pursued blindly, he might have died as well.
            The brothers looked pallidly at each other. “You are the Chief now,” Zhik said.
            Hok had not thought of that, but it is true. He, with manhood barely upon him, must be leader, defender and father of this handful. The realization steadied him, and he made plans for the space of two breaths, while Zhik waited expectantly.
            “I am going to take up the trail,” said Hok at last. “Stay here and bury him.” He gazed down at his dead father. “Heap stones, to keep the beasts away. Then break camp. Keep your weapons in hand, and have Barp and Unn do the same. Yes, and Eowi too, and Asha when she stops crying. Be ready to fight for your lives.”
            “I understand,” nodded Zhik.
            “When you are ready to march, wait here and watch. I will make a damp- wood fire. When you see its steam, come and find me there.”
            Zhik nodded as before, started to ask a question, but tactfully paused. Hok knew what was on his mind, and issued a final command.
            “The trail leads north. If I make no signal by noon, you will know that I will never make signals again. You, Zhik, will be the Chief. Lead the others south.”
            “South?” echoed the younger brother. “Where there is danger?”
            “Maybe the danger is less than what we have found.”
            He turned away without waiting for further comment from Zhik. He saw to his javelins, slung them in place, thrust axe and knife into his girdle. Neither speaking nor looking back, he strode quickly out of the camp, picked up the spoor of the raider and followed it at a trot.
            THE footprints of the Gnorrl betokened a long, wedge-shaped sole, point-heeled and splay-toed. Its greatest weight was at the outer edge—Hok remembered how grotesquely the legs had bowed. From force of habit he gauged the length and tempo of the stride, the considerable bulk supported on these strange feet.
            The sun was well up by this time, and he glanced quietly but expertly around. The country was all rolling meadow, well grown with grass and heather— rain must fall plentifully. Far to the north he saw wooded heights, from which a river wound its way. He made out distant dark spots at the brink— wild cattle drinking, and a rhinoceros or two, proof of the good hunting to be found. Upon his right, the east, ran at an angle the silver thread of the creek beside which his people had made camp, and he could descry a little ravine through which it ran to join the river.
            The track before him doubled back toward the creek and into the ravine. Cautiously Hok approached, his javelin poised. He did not enter the cleft, but scouted along its lip. Where it opened at the riverside he picked up again the tracks of the Gnorrl. A gout of blood showed beside them and, farther on, another.
            The trail led him along the sand of the river’s brink to where, winding upstream around a rocky height, it was lost to view. He paused a moment under the high rock before turning the corner. Breeze brought him a tiny wreath of smoke.
            “The Gnorrl uses fire,” he said to himself. “It cooks.”
            No question what cooking it did this morning. More blood spotted the track at juncture of bluff and river. Here were many footmarks of varying degrees of freshness, easily classifiable as made by three pairs of feet—two large, one smaller. Hok slipped gingerly around the point of the bank.
            Just beyond the steep slope of rock curved away from the water. It made a crescent-shaped open space, tufted here and there with grass, almost entirely enclosed by the bluff and the river. At the center point of the bank’s inward curve, at twice Hok’s height above the sandy soil’s level, opened the wide mouth of a cavern. A tall man, standing on its floor, might touch the roof by jumping, and across the opening from side to side would take four considerable stretchings of the legs. A jagged shelf extended above this grotto, filling it with shadow, and an ancient water channel descended diagonally from the cavern’s lower lip to the ground, making a natural runway up which two men might mount abreast. The air was full of the musky odor Hok had first known beside the slain deer.
            This was the den of the Gnorrl.
            Hok’s heart drummed partridge-like within him, but he advanced without hesitation. His nose curled with revulsion at the stench. He got a better view of the cavern, and from its shadowy interior came forth new wisps of smoke, laden with the smell of roasting.
            He gained the foot of the runway— deep and narrow and not as steep as the bank to left and right. It was worn as smooth as Hok’s palm; the feet of Gnorrls must have trod it for uncountable years. Hok set up a fierce yell, beating with his javelin-shaft on the stone.
            “Hi, hi! Gnorrl, Gnorrl! Come out, baby-killer! ”
            He heard movement in the cave overhead. A deep rumble made reply. Hok laughed scornfully: 
            “Gnorrl! Come out, and eat javelin!”
            Something crept into view at the lip of the opening-—a dark, coarse hand, matted with hair, that grasped the shoulder of rock beside the deep-worn runway. Above it peeped the low, bearded face of the Gnorrl.
            It looked like the one Hok had seen yesterday, the one that had wanted to fight for the deer’s carcass. This time he refused to shrink from its biting gaze. “Come out, Gnorrl!” he urged. “Show me your body!”
            As though it understood, the thing rose into view. It swung a stick abruptly; from that stick’s cleft end a stone whizzed, over Hok’s instinctively ducking head. The Gnorrl charged down after the missile, lumbering swift as a rhinoceros.
            Hok let fly with his javelin. The upward angle was strange, but he knew his weapon. There was a hum in the air, an abrupt chock as the stone point drove home, and the Gnorrl fell on its face. It came sliding down the sloping way. Almost at Hok’s feet it subsided quivering, blood from its gasping mouth soaking the sand.
            A coughing roar sounded from above, where another Gnorrl had appeared. This was a female, almost as thickset and fearsome as her fallen mate. She saw at once what had happened. Her voice shrilled into a scream as she dashed Vengefully down the narrow way.
            Hok snatched his second javelin from behind his shoulder, but there was no time to flex and throw. He quickly planted the butt-end in the sand, dropped to one knee, his right hand supporting the shaft at an angle. Even as the she-Gnorrl launched herself through the air, her great hands crooked like talons for the grapple, he point-blanked the flint head into the center of her gross breast. The force of her own assault impaled her, and Hok, releasing the javelin, sprang lightly to one side. She floundered down, the blood-gushing point springing into sight between her hairy shoulder blades. Hok caught hold of the shaft just at the lashings and with a wrench pulled it clear through her body.
            She still lived, trying to squirm around and clutch his ankle. He danced away, laughed, and stabbed through her eye into the brain. As she sagged into death he freed his javelin a second time and sprang across the carcass of the male to mount upward to the cave.
            Inside the dark chamber crouched a halfling male cub of the Gnorrls. Its frightened face was greasy with eating, and one hand clutched a gnawed morsel. Hok darted a glance at the fire and the interrupted cooking. That one glance was enough. He set foot on the floor of the grotto, watching the young Gnorrl.
            It chattered at him like a crazy monkey. Monkeylike, too, it was fuzzy of body, nervous of movement. Hok chuckled harshly. The young Gnorrl understood, tried to retreat. In a far corner of the grotto opened a small inner cave. Hok let the thing win almost to that hiding; then, still chuckling, he darted his javelin.
            Just before noon, called by Hok’s damp-wood smoke signal, Zhik and the others arrived. They found their new leader seated at the foot of the runway, scrubbing his weapons with sand.
            “The Gnorrls are dead, all,” he told them. “I have thrown them into the river.”
            “Is this their cave?” asked Eowi, her eyes round.
            “No,” replied Hok. “It is our cave now. Get green wood, to burn and drive away their smell. In this good game country we stay.”



 CHAPTER III
 
 Skirmishing
 
            T'HE grotto, with its water-worn sides and floor of hard-trodden earth, was more than large enough for all the surviving members of Hok’s family. In odd corners the new tenantry found the possessions of the slain Gnorrls. Near the runway were heaped throwing stones, to be flung by hand, or with a cleft stick, as Hok had seen and survived. A horizontal crack, like a natural shelf, held other stones, rather roughly chipped into tools and weapons. These included hide-scrapers that Asha and Eowi appropriated, also several almond-shaped flints, like helveless axes, to be held in the hand.
            Gnorrls, too, were learning something about the weapons of the strangers. On the morning after the first night in the cave, Zhik went for a brief scout down river and returned to say that Hok’s three victims had washed ashore in the shallows not far away. Barp and Unn slipped off to see the corpses, and returned shuddering. From the shelter of a willow clump they had seen half a dozen living Gnorrls moaning sadly over die dead. Eventually, said the frightened boys, these grotesque mourners had carried the bodies away.
            “They are like men,” commented Zhik. “They weep for the slain and take them away to bury them. The Gnorrls worship.”
            “They are evil,” growled Hok, and dutifully boxed the ears of Barp and Unn, warning them to avoid all contact with Gnorrls.
            Other clues to Gnorrl-life turned up in the cave, and from them Hok and Zhik deduced that the shaggy people lived in rock-sheltered communities during winter, rather wretchedly and scantily. Warm weather would set them roving in small groups again, even as true men loved to do. It had been only chance that the last three Gnorrls idled in these winter quarters.
            If this was an established stronghold of the things, they would want to come back, and there would be trouble; but Hok felt that the odds lay with the defenders. The Gnorrls would have to gather upon the open half-moon of sand below, in fair view and could scale the runway only a pair at a time. The ledge above the grotto precluded attack from that quarter. Wisdom and watchfulness would do the rest.
            Accordingly the young chief announced that whenever he and Zhik were absent, Barp and Unn must keep faithful watch at the river’s brink, where they could see up and down stream, while the women held themselves ready at all times to hurl spears or stones against attackers.
            T'HE next adventure with Gnorrls  was Zhik’s alone. He and Hok, hunting, for meat, went in opposite directions across a plain on which grazed deer and cattle. When the brothers met later in the day, Zhik was minus a javelin and trembling with rage and excitement.
            He had stalked a wild cow, crept through high grass and pierced her heart with a javelin. Then, before he could come up to her, the nearby thickets had vomited Gnorrls, and he had been forced to run for his life.
            It was the last lone hunt of either young man for many months. Not only did they roam together thenceforth, but they made more preparations at the cave. From leg bones of deer and bison they cut serviceable points, which they bound to straight shafts. Thus they made plenty of good javelins for throwing or stabbing. These they stacked near the runway, ready for instant use. Hok instituted target practice for Barp, Unn and the women.
            But the feared attack did not come until autumn’s frosts made the mornings white. It was then that the Gnorrls tried to take back their ancient shelter.
            They made a rush early in the dawn. Only Asha was awake, and had gone down to fill a skin water-bag. The hairy ones were upon her in a triumphant, yelling wave. Even as Hok and Zhik started to wakefulness on their pallets at the lip of the grotto, they saw their stepmother beaten to death with stones and ragged clubs, and her limp body dragged backward out of sight beyond the shoulder of the bluff.
            The girl Eowi, who had been on guard but had gone into the rear of the cave, rushed back and hurled the first vengeful missile. It was one of the bone-tipped javelins, and it split the broad face of a Gnorrl as he gained the very foot of the runway. He sat down, howling through a sudden mask of blood, and his blind wriggles blocked for the moment a concerted charge. Meanwhile the open space below seemed thronged with the enemy, and into the heart of them Hok and Zhik threw spear after spear. No need to take careful aim at such close quarters; four of the besiegers were down in as many breaths, and the rest gave back. The occupants of the cave shouted their defiance, and Barp threw a lucky shaft that pierced the shoulder of a Gnorrl slow in retreating. Screaming loudly, the wounded monster sprang into the water and wallowed there. Again the cave-holders yelled, as at a good omen.
            Five human battlers were in action— Hok, his three brothers and Eowi. The Gnorrls numbered six times as many, and seemed to have some sort of attacking order. One or two growled commandingly, and made gestures as if to show how few were the enemy. A volley of stones spattered the defenders, and Unn yelled in startled pain. There was another dash for the runway.
            This time it was almost taken. Barp, Unn and Eowi threw their javelins too quickly and, although the casts took toll, a flood of Gnorrls came scrambling up the narrow channel in the rock. Hok and Zhik, who had reserved their casts, now skewered each his Gnorrl, but the others swarmed over the fallen and up to the very level of the cave floor. It looked like defeat, destruction. Desperately Hok slashed with his axe of flint, hewing down the foremost attacker. Then it was Eowi who turned the tide of battle.
            She had snatched a blazing stick from the breakfast fire, and ran to thrust it into the snarling face of the next Gnorrl.
            That move was genius, or luck, or both. Had the Gnorrl been killed outright, he would have fallen, and his comrades behind rushed trampling over his body to the conflict. But as the flame kindled his rank beard, there went up from his great mouth a hideous howl of pain and terror. He toppled backward on the slope of the runway, flung out his thick arms and grappled those behind him. Crazed with fear and agony, he tried to fight his way back through the press. Two or three other Gnorrls slipped and fell. Zhik, greatly daring in his extremity, sprang upon the fallen bodies, spuming them with his moccasined feet and thrusting with a javelin at those beyond and below. A moment later the whole attack was demoralized and the Gnorrls, dragging some of their wounded, fled wildly back to the river, then along the edge and out of sight beyond the bluff.
            Hok and his people waited cautiously while the morning sun lifted itself in the sky by the breadth of a hand. Then they descended to the ground and recon- noitered. The Gnorrls were not to be seen up or down river, nor on the meadow below the bluffs. On the sand lay nine of the creatures, dead or dying. Three of these had fallen upon the runway and had slid to its foot. Hok and Zhik finished the, last struggles of the wounded with judicious axe-blows and hurled the bodies into the river, where they drifted quickly away.
            The only loss on the side of the defenders was Asha, whose corpse had been borne away by the retreating Gnorrls—for what purpose Hok well knew. He grimaced in revulsion at the idea, but reflected that his stepmother’s flesh was a repast dearly bought. Lesser mishaps were a deep cut on his own cheek, which he could not remember sustaining, a wrenched ankle for Zhik, and a big bump on Unn’s forehead from a flung stone.
            THE following day a heavy snow fell, and the Gnorrls menaced them no further. Undoubtedly the strange aborigines of this northern meadow-country found another shelter from the cold. Once or twice, when hunting on fair days for snow-bogged elk and bison, Hok and his brothers saw Gnorrls at a distance and were interested to see that the natural shagginess of the things was augmented by crude mantles or skirts of skin. However, there was no more fighting, no close contact even, during all the season of snow.
            Several times in midwinter the cave- dwellers found themselves on the shortest of rations, but all of them were young and vigorous, and all lived to see the spring.
            Hok, sauntering southward with Zhik, saw something else.
            “Smoke,” he pronounced, pointing afar in the direction whence they had come a year ago. “Fire—of men, like ourselves.” He looked at his brother sidewise. “You can be chief for a time —and Barp and Unn have grown. They can help hunt and guard.”
            “Why do you talk like this?”
            “I am going south,” replied Hok. “Where there are men, there will be women. I want one.”



CHAPTER IV
 
The Capture of Oloana
 
            IT was one of the smallest pools in the wide, dense-grown forest, a blob of shiny dark over which boughs and vines laced greenly. The girl turned over lazily upon its quiet surface, swam three strong, slow strokes to the brink, and waded out.
            Her golden, glistening body, its curves at once strong and graceful, would have intrigued even critical modern eyes. She shook herself, like the handsome wild thing she was, and drops showered from her like rain. Then she donned her single garment of soft doeskin, that looped over one round shoulder, covered her young bosom’s swell, fitted her waist and dropped like a short skirt to mid-thigh. Her slender feet slid themselves into sandals of well- tanned bison leather. On her right arm she fastened a sort of bracelet, strung out of small gay shells. Finally she rummaged in a belt-pouch, brought out a shallow-toothed comb of deer-horn and, leaning back against a half-rotten stump, began to arrange her great, damp cloud of blue-black hair.
            Oloana, daughter of Chief Zorr and beloved of his giant lieutenant, Kimri, feared nothing. The huntsmen of her little tribe had long ago driven the beasts before them, even in this northern edge of the forest. As for human menace, who would dare so much as look at her, for all her new ripeness of beauty?
            Yet someone was looking. He lounged easily in a tree-fork overhead, lithe and motionless as a leopard in ambush. Unlike Oloana’s dark folk, he boasted a head of hair the color of a lion’s mane. His face, clean of beard, was ruddy rather than sallow brown, and a scar across one young cheek added sternness to his undeniable good looks. He wore moccasins instead of sandals, and the fashion of his axe, dagger and javelins was strange to the people of that forest. He was Hok, who had come south to find a woman.
            His gray fighter’s eyes sparkled with honest relish, and his wide mouth spread wider in a grin of approval. His big hands opened and closed, as though eager to seize what he saw. Noiselessly he rose erect on his perch, twitching a javelin from his shoulder-loop. The long shaft whizzed in the air, and thudded into the stump beside the girl.
            Oloana screamed in panic, tried to spring away—in vain. The sharp flint point had pinned fast the edge of her skirt. Even as she struggled to tear loose, a happy laugh rang out above her. A long-limbed, bright-maned demon fell out of the branchy heavens, lighted easily upon moccasined toes, and caught her by the elbow.
            “You are mine,” he announced, in a language similar to her own.
            She screamed again, and struck at him. Her fist rang on a chest as hard as wood. He laughed the louder, plucked away the tight-wedged javelin as easily as Oloana would have gathered a wild- flower. Still struggling and shouting in fear and rage, she felt herself whirled lightly up and across his shoulder. Then he ran.
            For another, deeper shout answered Oloana’s appeal, to be echoed by more shouts. Her people, the dark forest men, had heard her and were coming. Hope came to the girl and added fire to her battle for freedom. Hok chuckled and fled the faster.
            Still more loud came the pursuing cries. Racing figures could be seen among the thickets behind — black beards and brandished weapons.
            “No javelins!” bellowed one great voice, the voice of Zorr, Oloana’s chieftain father. “You might kill her. Run him down!”
            “We have him!” howled back the gigantic Kimri, who was to marry Oloana. “He’s running toward the ravine!”
            It was true. A narrow, ancient creek had cut deeply into the loamy floor of the forest, and there the ravisher must perforce come to bay. Oloana ceased her cries, fiercely exulting over the imminent reckoning. She heard Hok’s sharp gasp of surprise as he spied the ravine, a good five times the length of a man across, and nearly double that in depth.
            But he did not slacken his pace. Once more the stolen girl screamed, screamed in new and mortal terror, as Hok raced to the very rim of the chasm and sprang out over it.
            For one heart-smothering moment Oloana stared down at the rock-torn current far below. They must fall; be crushed—but her captor’s free hand had seized a dangling vine. Their weight carried them flying onward, upward, while the far bank rushed to meet them. Hok’s feet found the brink, clutched solid footing, and he paused to look back.
            The black-beards were lining the other bank, cursing and raving. Several lifted their spears. Hok laughed and swung Oloana’s body before him.
            “Do not throw!” commanded Zorr anxiously. “Cross after him!”
            “None of you dare the leap,” taunted Hok.
            “I will follow!” screamed Kimri, towering among his fellows.
            “Follow, then,” laughed Hok, and plunged anew into the forest, dragging Oloana by the wrist.
            FOR eternities, it seemed, he urged her to match his tireless lope. She ceased to struggle and drag backward —her strength was nothing to his. They came into strange country, beyond the northernmost limits of Zorr’s latest northern foray. Just as the girl wondered if her captor would never grow weary, he came to an abrupt halt.
            They stood in a little clearing among birches, with a trickle of water crossing it and, to one side, a rocky hummock with a yawning cave entrance.
            “We camp here,” said Hok, Oloana’s eyes threw black hate-fire, and her bosom heaved as she probed her mind for names bad enough to call him.
            “You dared steal me!” she flung out.
            “You are a woman,” he replied, as if that explained everything. “I am a man. My name is Hok.”
            “A man?” she echoed scornfully. “With no beard?”
            “With my people, men without mates pluck out their beards. Now I shall grow mine.”
            Her voice trembled with rage and contempt. “You have the face of a boy. Kimri will crush your skull like a toadstool.”
            “Let him try,” said Hok. “Come into the cave.”
            “I won’t.”
            He lifted her from her feet and carried her in. She screamed once more, though help was far away, and her flying fists glanced from his chest and face like hailstones from a cliffside. Setting her carefully upon the floor of the cave, he barred the door with his own great body.
            “You are beautiful,” he informed her. “What is your name?”
            She sprang at him and bit his shoulder. Snorting, he pushed her away.
            “We had better rest,” he decreed. “Both of us.”
            Deep night found a fire blazing at the cave-mouth. Hok had speared a grouse in the clearing, and was grilling it on a twig. When it was done, he offered the choicest morsel to Oloana.
            She shook her head, her eyes bright with tears. “When will you let me go?” she pleaded for the hundredth time.
            “I have said that you are mine. I am a chief in the country to the north. We will go there.”
            “Go there?” she repeated. She began to edge toward him.
            “What is your name?” demanded Hok once more.
            “Oloana,” she breathed, coming closer. He gazed in happy surprise.
            “Oloana. That is a beautiful name. When we—”
            Out flew her hand. She caught one of his javelins from where it leaned at the entrance to the cave. Whirling it, she plunged the point straight at her heart. Hok’s hand, still clutching a shred of his supper, flew a thought more swiftly. The deflected point glanced off across the base of Oloana’s throat, leaving a jagged thread of crimson. A moment later Hok twisted the weapon from her hand.
            “You might have killed yourself,” he scolded.
            She burst into new tears. “I hate you. As soon as you let me go, I will try again.”
            Hok took from his shoulders the javelin-strap. Pulling her wrists together, he bound them.
            “My feet are free,” she cried and, springing up, darted from the cave and leaped across the fire. Before she had run half a dozen steps he overtook her and dragged her back. This time he bound her ankles with his girdle-thong. She lay helpless but tameless, and glared. Hok hugged his knees and studied her with worried eyes.
            “I wanted you the moment I saw you,” he said plaintively. “I thought you would want me, too.”
            She spat at him, rolled over and closed her eyes.
            “Sleep then,” he conceded. “I shall sleep, too.”
            In the morning he woke to find her propped upon bound hands, her eyes turned unforgivingly upon him.
            “Let me untie you,” he offered at once.
            “Do,” she urged bitterly. “Then I can kill myself.”
            “You must be thirsty,” he said. “I will bring some water.”
            In the clearing he plucked a dried gourd from a spreading vine. Deftly cracking it, he cleansed the withered pulp from one cuplike piece and filled it at the stream. Carrying it back, he offered it to Oloana. She neither moved nor spoke, but when he held it to her lips she drew her head away.
            “You do not eat or drink,” he said. “You will die.”
            “Let me die, then.”
            Hok gazed at her perplexedly. Things were not going as he had hoped. What would life be like, with a sullen, vengeful woman who must go always tied lest she run away or kill herself? Suddenly Hok saw an awful vision— Oloana still and voiceless, with blood flowing from her heart where nested his javelin. So vivid was the mental picture that he dashed the back of his hand to his eyes.
            “I hate you,” Oloana snapped at him.
            He rose and stooped above her. His hands caught the leather that bound her wrists, his muscles suddenly swelled, his breath came in a single explosive pant. The cord broke. Bending, he hooked fingers under the thong at her ankles. A heave, a tug, and that, too, tore apart.
            “Run away,”' he bade her dully.
            She rose to her feet, amazed.
            “I thought I had you,” he tried to explain, “but, even when you were tied, I did not have you.” His brow creased at his own paradox. “You hate me. Run away.”
            “You don’t want me now?” she challenged him.
            His hands grasped her shoulders. Their faces were close to each other. His stare fastened upon her sulky mouth, as full and red as a summer fruit. How sweet that fruit would taste, he suddenly thought. His face darted down upon hers, their lips crushed together for a whirling moment. Clumsy, savage, unpredicted, it was perhaps the first kiss in human history.
            Still more abruptly, Hok spun and fairly raced out of the cave, out of the clearing, into the forest away from Oloana’s black eyes and fruit-red mouth.



CHAPTER V
 
 The Capture of Hok
 
            BUT he did not run far. Somehow it had been easier to run yesterday, even when encumbered by the struggles of Oloana. Hok lagged. His troubled young eyes sought the ground. His feet took him where they wished.
            The day and the distances wore away, like rock under falling water. Hok did not eat. Twice or thrice he drank at singing brooks, then spewed out the water as though it were brakish. Once he saw a wild pig rooting in a thicket and by force of habit reached back for his javelins. Then he remembered that he had left them leaning at the door of the cave. He had left Oloana there, too. He could get more javelins, but never another Oloana.
            It was nearly evening. He walked slowly down a game-trail, less watchfully than he had ever walked since childhood. Before he knew it, something huge and swarthy flashed from behind a broad tree-bole and flung itself upon him.
            On the instant Hok was fighting for his life. One glimpse he caught of that distorted, black-bearded face before they grappled—it was Kimri, the giant who had sworn to follow him and take Oloana back. He was an adversary to daunt the bravest; but Hok had faced Gnorrls, which were more horrible. Smaller but quicker than Kimri, he locked his arms around the huge body in a python-tight underhold. His tawny head burrowed with canny force into Kimri’s shaggy cascade of black beard, driving under the heavy jaw and forcing it upward and back.
            The dark forest man’s huge muscles began to sag as Hok increased the leverage. Hok’s heel crooked behind Kimri’s, Hok’s entire weight came suddenly forward. Down they went with a crash of undergrowth, Kimri beneath, while his lighter opponent’s oak-hard fingers drove through the beard-tangles, finding and closing upon the throat beneath.
            But a flurry of feet drummed down upon them as they strove on the ground. Two sinewy hands damped under Hok’s chin from above and behind. He bit a finger to the bone, heard his new assailant howl, and next instant was yanked bodily away from the prostrate Kimri. As he tumbled he tore free, whirled catlike to get his feet under his body, and rose swiftly to face a second blackbeard, shorter and older than Kimri. But something darted forward to quiver a thumb’s-breadth from his heart — a long, lean dagger of chipped flint.
            “Move!” the newcomer dared him. It was Zorr, Oloana’s chieftain-father. “Move—and die!”
            Hok stood motionless. Kimri struggled up, wheezing and cherishing his bruised throat with shaking fingers. He gulped welcome air into his great lungs, then seized his fallen axe.
            “No!” barked the father of Oloana. “The rope!”
            At the voice of authority, Kimri dropped his axe and jerked from his girdle a coil of rawhide line. Quickly he flung a loop of it over Hok’s shoulders and ran the rest of it round and round, pinioning the prisoner’s arms to his body.
            The chief lowered his dagger. “Where is Oloana?”
            Hok shook his head.
            “Answer!” roared Kimri, and struck Hok’s mouth with his homy palm. Blood sprang to the bruised lips as Hok curled them in scorn.
            “Coward’s blow,” he mocked. “Untie me, and I will take the head from your body like a berry from a bush.”
            “Where is Oloana?” demanded Zorr again.
            “I do not know. I set her free.”
            “You lie,” raged Kimri. “Tell us where you have hidden her.”
            “I say that she is free,” insisted Hok.
            “Tell us,” Kimri repeated, “or we will kill you.”
            “You will kill me anyway,” said Hok.
            Kimri’s beard bristled, and again he clutched his axe. As before, the chief intervened.
            “It is nearly night, Kimri. We will camp. He can think until morning.” He studied Hok narrowly. “Tomorrow, if his mouth is still empty of the words we want, we will stuff it with hot coals.”
            Kimri grunted acquiescence, and the two herded their prisoner through the trees for nearly a mile. In a grove at the top of a brush-faced slope they came to a halt, shoved Hok violently down at the base of a big tree and tethered him between two gnarled roots with the free end of the rawhide. Then Zorr kindled a fire with rubbing sticks, chanting a ritual similar to the one Hok’s people used. The forest men produced flitches of dried venison from their belt-bags and began to eat, talking in low tones.
            Darkness came. The two dark men stretched and yawned. Kimri rose, larger than ever in the fireglow, and came to the big tree. He examined the knots in the cord and gave the prisoner a kick.
            “Tomorrow you will talk,” he prophesied balefully, and returned to the fire. Zorr built it up with hard wood. Then the two lay down and fell into quick, healthy slumber.
            HOK listened until the men by the fire began to breathe regularly and heavily. Then he tried his bonds, cautiously at first, lastly with all his strength; but the rawhide had been passed many times around him, and was drawn tight. He could not make it so much as crack.
            Forced to lie still, he thought of Oloana and her resentful beauty, of how he had not tamed her. With the dawn his enemies would awaken and question him again. .Zorr had hinted of fire-torture. He, Hok, could truly tell them nothing, but they would never believe. If he were lucky, he might goad them into finishing him off quickly.
            He dozed fitfully at last, but started awake almost immediately. What was that? ... He felt, rather than heard, the stealthy approach of light feet. The ash-choked fire suddenly cast a bright tongue skyward, and Hok saw the newcomer—a woman, crowned with clouds of night-black hair. Oloana had tracked him down.
            She bent to look at Kimri, at her father. Another tongue of flame rose, and by its brief glow she saw where Hok lay. Immediately she tiptoed toward him. Her right hand lifted a javelin— his javelin, brought from the cave.
            Kneeling, she slid her other hand across Hok’s chest to where his heart beat, beneath two crossed strands of rawhide. He looked up into her deep eyes and grinned mirthlessly. If she but knew how she was cheating her father and her lover, if she could foresee their rage when they would find him slain and beyond torture! The flint point came down. He braced himself to meet it. Then—
            The rawhide relaxed its clutch upon him. A strand parted, another and another, before the keen edge of the javelin-point. He was free. Wondering, he rose to his feet, chafing his cramped wrists and forearms. Oloana, close to him in the dim night, cautioned him to silence with a finger at her full lips. Then she beckoned. Together they stole away toward the edge of the bluff.
            Oloana, going first, brushed against leaves that rustled. A roosting bird squawked in sleepy terror and took noisy flight.
            Next instant Kimri’s awakening roar smote their ears. Oloana ran like a rabbit down the slope, while Hok swung around to meet the clumsy rush of his late captor. A collision, a clasping hug, and again the two who wanted Oloana were straining and heaving in each other’s arms. Loose earth gave way beneath their feet. They fell, rolled, and went spinning over and over down the declivity.
            At the bottom they struck with a thud, flew sprawling apart, and rose to face each other. The giant hung back from a new encounter, his hand groping for his dagger-hilt. But then he flinched and stiffened. In the gloom, Hok fancied that the wrath on the hairy face gave way to blank surprise. A moment later the huge form pitched forward and lay quivering.
            Oloana, revealed behind him, wrenched the javelin out of his back. She made an apologetic shrugging gesture with her shoulders.
            “I knew that you would win,” she stammered, “but I—wanted to help.”
            From the trees above rang Zoor’s shouts for Kimri. Hok extended his hand for the javelin, but Oloana held it out of his reach.
            “No,” she pleaded. “He is my father. Let us run.”
            TOWARD dawn, back at the cave where they had parted, Hok again coaxed fire from rubbing sticks. In its warm light the pair relaxed, their shoulders to the rock.
            “Oloana,” Hok now found occasion to ask, “why did you follow me? I thought—” He paused.
            “Yes,” she nodded shyly. “I, too, thought I hated you. But, before you left me, free and alone, you—” she, too, fell silent.
            “What was it?”
            “This.” Her round arms clasped his neck. His lips groped for hers. It was, undoubtedly, the second kiss ever to be achieved.
            “Tomorrow we start north,” he said, after a time. “My people are there. You will like my brother Zhik, and my sister Eowi.” He frowned. “Yet there are things you will not like. The Gnorrls.”
            “Gnorrls?” she repeated. “Are they animals?”
            “No. Not animals.”
            “Men? Evil men?”
            “They are not men, but they are evil. Like the spirits that trouble sleep.”
            “I shall not fear them,” she said confidently. “You, Hok, will fight and kill them.”
            “Yes,” he agreed, “I will fight and kill them.”
            Then he paused, wondering how he would manage it.



CHAPTER VI
 
 The Capture of Riw
 
            HOK and Oloana had not much time in the days that followed to discuss or dread the Gnorrls. As a matter of fact, Hok forgot the creatures, as much as any man could forget, having once encountered them. But when, in sight of the familiar plain and the bluff- bound river he saw on a ridge a cautiously peering hulk that was neither beast nor man, the old hate and revulsion came to him—came almost as strongly as though for the first time.
            It was then that Hok, clutching Oloana’s wrist with a crushing strength that surprised even her who had seen him grapple the giant Kimri, half growled and half quavered a command never to stand, walk or sleep without a weapon in reach; never to relax guard; never to stir from the home shelter alone. Oloana then knew that if her mate feared anything, it was the unspeakable Gnorrl. Solemnly she promised to obey and strictly she kept that promise.
            Approaching the old rock-defended camp by the river, Hok’s trained eye glimpsed footprints that told him of the presence of his kin. When he and Oloana drew into sight at the narrow entrance between rock and water, young Unn, who was standing guard, first sprang erect with poised javelin, then burst into an uproar of welcome. Others dashed into view—Eowi, Barp and Nohda, all larger and lovelier to Hok’s sight than when he had left them. There was a gay reunion in the open space before the cave; Hok introduced Oloana, with the simple declaration that she belonged to him and must be respected as much as his own right eye. Eowi smiled shyly but winningly at the stranger girl, and cemented a new friendship with a present—the finest of the scrapers captured from the Gnorrls.
            When the first hugs and shouts had subsided a trifle, Hok suddenly stiffened to attention. Two figures—living human figures—crouched in the shadow of the rock.
            “Who are these?” he demanded at once.
            “Oh,” replied Eowi, with the carelessness employed in speaking of chattels, “Zhik found them.”
            “Zhik?” Hok had missed his brother. “Where did he find them?”
            “Here he comes,” interjected Barp. “Let him tell.”
            Zhik trotted into view, bearing the hide and choicest parts of a slaughtered goat. He whooped at sight of Hok, and the two exchanged affectionate fraternal roars and buffets. Then came once more an introduction of Oloana, and finally Zhik’s explanation of the strangers.
            He called them to stand forth—a middle-aged man with a great slate- colored beard, and a slim young girl, several years Eowi’s junior and as dark in complexion as Oloana. The man’s name was Kaga, and the girl was his daughter, Dwil. Zhik considered them his property, by right of discovery, capture and defense against the Gnorrls.
            “Two days after you left,” he told Hok, “I was hunting, and saw four people—these two, another man and an older woman. I did not know if they were friends, and I kept out of sight. They were new in the country, for they did not watch for Gnorrls. Before they knew it, Gnorrls had risen out of the grass and bushes—nine.” He held up that many fingers to illustrate.
            He went on to say that the second man, foremost of the quartet of strangers, had been seized and literally plucked to pieces by three Gnorrls—his arms and legs had come away in those terrible paws, like flower-petals. The others ran. The oldest woman had gone next, being overtaken by two of the pursuing monsters, and had died under their rain of blows. Before the last two could win to safety, a stone hurled from a Gnorrl’s cleft wand knocked the gray-bearded man down. His daughter had rallied beside him, facing hopeless odds. She meant, it seemed, to die in his defense.
            “But the Gnorrls did not know I watched,” continued Zhik, a trifle complacent in memory of his scouting skill. “I jumped up, and let them have- both javelins, one after another. I wounded two. A rock came my way, but it went to pieces in the air, and it only cut me.” He laid a finger on his temple. A scar showed, that had not been there when Hok had left. “After that the girl— Dwil—threw her javelin, and it went through a Gnorrl’s arm. That was three down in less time than I have told it; the others ran before they were well aware of what had happened, and carried away their wounded and the two they had killed.”
            He told how he had gone up to the fallen man and the girl. She had been most suspicious, and drew a stone knife, which Zhik took away from her. Then, as her father regained consciousness, Zhik possessed himself of their other weapons and obliged them to return with him to the cave. There they had been assigned most of the community chores — wood-carrying, water-fetching and so on.
            Hok talked to Kaga, whose language like Oloana’s was understandable. He learned that the unlucky four had been searching, as had Hok’s own people a year ago, for new and uncrowded hunting grounds. They had friends, far to the south and east, who waited for them to return and report.
            “You have friends?” Hok repeated. “You will stay here.” For he knew that the Gnorrls would be quite enough to fight at one time; he wanted no human adversaries in the neighborhood.
            “Yes, you will stay here,” seconded Zhik. Then he looked at Hok, at the manifestly happy Oloana, and finally at Dwil, who lowered her eyes. Zhik muttered to his brother: “I want to ask you something.”
            “Wait,” said Hok, with all the authority he could muster. His own courtship of Oloana had been so brief as to be almost instantaneous, and he had by no means repented at leisure; yet he wanted to be sure before advising Zhik, or permitting him to mate with this captive girl.
            “You are growing a beard since you got Oloana,” Zhik added. “It looks well.”
            “Wait,” said Hok again, and his brother sighed dolefully.
            HOK asked to hear more about the Gnorrls, and learned that they were more numerous by far than a year ago. Not a day passed but what Gnorrls were sighted, sneaking through thickets or among boulders, watching all that their human foes did, but seldom offering fight. Zhik did not like this, nor, when he heard of it, did Hok.
            “They are planning something,” said the older brother. “They care for their dead—that means that they worship, as we do. If they worship, they think. And they are many, where we are few.”
            It was early in the summer that Barp and Unn, rambling together in search of marmots, came back in a scamper to gasp out what they had seen—a group of Gnorrls overpowering a human stranger. He, a slim youth whose budding beard was dark, was patently unused to Gnorrls. They had stalked and surrounded him almost effortlessly. But the novelty of the tale was the fore- bearance of the captors. Instead of tearing their prey to pieces, they had bound him with long strips of tough bark and dragged him away northward. Hok frowned and pondered. Then he asked Barp and Unn if this was not a joking untruth.
            Both lads protested earnestly, and offered proof of their adventure. Unn, stealing in the wake of the Gnorrls and their prize, had picked up something that might have been torn from the man’s belt during the brief struggle— a pouch, made of striped catskin. Hok took the article, opened it and made an inventory. There was a hank of split- sinew thread, three or four flint flakes, a bone awl ground to a slender point, with a spiral line incised around it. At sight of this last item, Oloana cried out sharply and ran to clutch at the splinter of bone.
            “My brother!” she exclaimed.
            “What?” grunted Hok. “What about your brother?” Zhik and Eowi both came near to listen.
            “It is his,” replied Oloana. “I made the awl for him. The man the Gnorrls took is my brother—Riw, the son of Zorr.”
            Hok pursed his lips. “He must have followed us here. He should have kept his eyes open.”
            “The Gnorrls did not kill him,” said Barp again. “I wonder what they will do with him.”
            Oloana was looking only at Hok. “Go,” she said suddenly. “Follow him.”
            “Huh?” ejaculated her husband. “Follow your brother?”
            “See if you can get him away from the Gnorrls.”
            That began a discussion that did not end with supper or with bedtime. Hok pointed out that Rivv had come north to avenge himself on Oloana’s abductor —which meant Hok; Oloana answered that Rivv meant only to help her. Hok argued that the Gnorrls probably had killed Rivv; Oloana made reply that, had they intended to do so, they would not have bound him and carried him away. Hok complained that Rivv was of a strange and enemy people, and Oloana flashed back with considerable heat that she herself was of that same race.
            The night long there was little sleep for anyone within earshot of the two, and in the morning the debate came to a conclusion that feminists might regard as epoch-making—the woman had her way. Hok made over temporary command to Zhik, took his weapons and a few slices of dried meat, and left camp to follow the brother of Oloana.



          CHAPTER VII
 
            Rescue from the Gnorrls
 
            HE picked up the trail where Barp and Unn had said he would. It was easy to trace, and as he went northward he saw, in one or two spots, the clear-made tracks of the Gnorrls, Among them were the distinctive narrow prints of a true man’s foot.
            Thus guided, he crossed a little range of hills and came late in the afternoon to a place where a year ago he had mentally set up the boundary of his hunting grounds. A sloping height rose beside the river that poured down from the north, and to the west were trees. Between the rising ground and the river at the east was a very narrow strip of sandy beach that had once been part of the river bottom. At the southern end of this strip lay a long jumble of boulders, washed there in ages past by a greater river, now choked with sand and coarse weeds.
            The Gnorrls had taken this low, narrow way and he followed them, observing as he did so that the water had once risen here to considerable height, but that it had fallen and now ran swiftly in its narrow channel, almost in rapids. Emerging from the pass, he saw that the northern face of the rise fell nearly perpendicularly, and that beyond a small meadow began semi-wooded country, with thickets and clumps of trees and brush.
            At that time Hok may have been close upon the heels of the Gnorrl band, which would be hampered by its prisoner; but he went no farther into strange country, camping before sundown on the sand at the northern end of the tunnel between river and height. The next morning he resumed his hunt, but moved slowly and with a caution that may have been greater than was necessary. Thus, he did not approach bushes, groves or other possible hiding places of Gnorrls without an examination from all sides. His second night out from home he spent without a fire, climbing a tree for safety from possible wolves or cave-lions. The following day he spent in a treacherous and foggy swamp, and barely emerged before it was nightfall again. This time he camped in a sort of burrow made by the uprooting of a great tree, and in that shelter he dared built a fire.
            Dawn almost brought disaster, for it was a fearsome scream that brought him instantly erect, awake and alert as the wild instantly are, to face the leap of a tawny, spotted sabertooth.
            He had no time to more than seize his javelin, drop to one knee, and present its point to the charging monster.
            Braced against the ground behind him, it impaled the great cat from breast to spine.
            Scrambling from beneath its great weight, he wrenched his spear from the carcass and then stared down in awe. Fearsome things in this Gnorrl country.
            AT noon of his fourth day he moved cautiously over an open plain, sparsely covered with grass and heather, and bearing scant sign of game. It was a poor country up ahead, he guessed, and he could not blame the Gnorrls for wanting back the pleasant territory he and his were now holding.
            The lips of a valley lay northward, apparently formed by a curve of the river on a lower reach of which his people camped. Toward this depression led the tracks of the Gnorrls he followed—they must be within it. At once he dropped down and began an elaborate creeping approach, flattening his long body in the heather. After a time he saw a Gnorrl, then several more, emerge from the valley and strike off westward, as if hunting. He waited for them to get well away, then resumed his lizardlike advance.
            The sun dropped down the sky, and down, as Hok drew nearer to the valley. He paused at last—he heard a noise, or noises. That was the kind of noise made by many throats and tongues; more Gnorrls must be in the valley. At length he won to the brink, gingerly parted a tussock of flowered stalks, and gazed down a rocky incline upon the floor of the valley.
            It was full of Gnorrls.
            The steeps that made up this slope of the valley fringed a great rounded level space, a sort of vast enlargement of the guarded camp ground which Hok’s own people had taken from the Gnorrls. In ancient times the river had been higher and wider up here, too; this had been a bay or even a lake. Now a big dry flat was visible, and this unlovely people gathered upon it, to make fires and rubbish-heaps and stenches.
            The Gnorrls sat, singly or in family knots, around small, ill-made hearths. Some of them toasted bits of meat on skewers of green wood, some chipped and knocked at half-finished flints, women chewed the fleshy surfaces of hides to soften and smooth them. Little Gnorrls, naked and monkeyish, romped and scuffled together, shrilling incessantly. Some of the old males grumbled to each other in the incomprehensible language of the race, pausing now and then to wag their unshapely heads as though in sage agreement. Over all went up an odor, so strong as to be almost palpable, of uncleanliness and decay and near-bestiality—an odor that had something in it of reptile, of ape, of musky wolf, as well as something like none of these.
            Hok tried to judge how many there were. Like most intelligent savages, he could count up to a hundred—ten tens of his fingers—but beyond that was too difficult. There were more than ten tens of Gnorrls, many more. With something of a pioneering spirit in mathematics, Hok wondered if there could not be a full ten of ten-tens; but there was not time to count or add or compute, even if he could marshal the figures in his head.
 
                
            Thus he estimated the situation, as a good hunter and warrior should, half instinctively and almost at first sweeping glance. His second glance showed him the specified item he had come to note and to act upon.
            Close to the foot of the declivity, but well to the left of where Hok was peeping down, stood a little gathering of Gnorrls, all full-grown males, and in their center a tall figure. This one had a smooth dusky skin, a lean body, an upright head with a black young beard —Rivv, no other. He stood free, though Hok thought he could make out weals upon chest and arm that bespoke recently-loosened cords. One big Gnorrl held Rivv by the wrist. Another held out something to him.
            Hok stared, absolutely dumfounded. By all mysteries of all gods and spirits, known and unknown, the Gnorrl was trying to make Rivv take a javelin! Why? Hok almost thrust himself into view, in his amazed eagerness to see more. Then it came to him.
            The Gnorrls had puzzled it out. Man, fewer and weaker than they, had one priceless advantage, the javelin and the art of casting it. That was why Rivv had been seized and kept alive. The Gnorrls meant to learn javelin-throwing. Rivv was to teach them.
            To Hok’s distant ears came the voice of Rivv, loud even as it choked with rage: “No! No!” And the Gnorrls understood his manner, if not his words. Their own insistent snarls and roars beat like surf around the captive, and the Gnorrl who offered the javelin thrust it into Rivv’s free hand and closed his fingers forcibly upon it.
            Far away as he was, Hok could see the glitter of Rivv’s wide, angry eye. For a moment the prisoner stood perfectly still, tense, in the midst of that clamoring, gesticulating ring of monsters. Then, swift as a flying bird, his javelin hand rose and darted. The Gnorrl who held Rivv’s wrist crumped with the javelin in his breast.
            For one moment the other Gnorrls stood silent and aghast, their snarls frozen on their gross lips. In that moment a loud yell rang from on high. Hok sprang erect on the bluff, waving his javelin.
            “Rivv!” he trumpeted. “Riw, brother of Oloana 1 Run 1 Climb here! ”
            As if jerked into motion, Rivv ran. So, a breath later, did the entire squat- ting-place. Rivv dodged through his ring of captors and headed for the height.
            “Climb!” yelled Hok again, at the top of his lungs. Rivv climbed.
            He was active, but the rock was steep. He had barely mounted six times his own height when the first of the pursuing Gnorrls had reached the foot of the ascent. Stones and sticks of wood rained about Rivv, but by some unbelievable fortune none of them hit. He gained a great open crack in the face of the bluff, and swarmed up more swiftly. The Gnorrls were after him, scrambling like monkeys for all their bulk. But Hok, falling at full length above, reached' down a great hand, caught Rivv’s shoulder and dragged him up by sheer strength.
            “Who are you?” panted Rivv, staring at his rescuer.
            Instead of answering, Hok carefully kicked a great mass of stone and gravel down upon the climbing Gnorrls. To the accompaniment of fearsome howls, both men turned and ran.
            It was a splendid dash, on deer-swift feet given the further impetus of danger behind. Nor did it cease until, long after dark, Hok and Rivv came to the edge of the swamp and there made a fire. They talked long, and before they slept they touched hands, shyly but honestly, in friendship.



CHAPTER VIII
 
 Alliance
 
            THE midsummer dusk was thickening, and the half-moon of open space in front of Hok’s cave was filled —with skin tents along the curve of rock, with cooking fires, and with men and women and children. Most of them were strangers, quiet but suspicious, dark of hair and sallow of skin in contrast to the tawniness and ruddiness of Hok’s brothers and sisters.
            At a central blaze, small so that men might draw close, sat three grave figures. Hok, the host, was youngest and largest and most at ease. Opposite him, his long fingers smoothing his beard, was stationed Zorr, Oloana’s father, who had last viewed Hok as his prisoner. The third man was the heavy, grizzed Nukl, head of the clan from which Kaga and Dwil had come.
            “This meeting is a strange thing,” said Zorr weightily. “It has never happened before that peoples who hate each other have met and eaten food and talked together.”
            “Yet it must be,” rejoined Hok, very slow and definite in his defense of the new idea. “I sent your son, Rivv, back to you with the word to come. He and I are friends. He vouches for you. This is good hunting ground, as you yourself have seen.”
            “I think the meeting is good,” chimed in Nukl. “Kaga and Dwil came from you to say that you were a true man, Hok. They said that there would be country and game enough for all of us.”
            “Why do you do this?” Zorr demanded. “It is not usual that a hunter gives away part of his good country for nothing.”
            “There are the Gnorrls to fight,” said Hok.
            Every ear within sound of his voice pricked up. Men, women and children paused at eating or chattering, to listen.
            “I have told you about the Gnorrls, and of how Rivv and I saw that they intended to return and eat us up,” went on Hok. “My people have killed many, but there are more Gnorrls than we have javelins. You, Zorr, bring four men with you, and Nukl has five, counting Kaga. My three brothers, whom I sent north to spy on the Gnorrls, and I myself make four. With the women and boys who can throw spears, we number three tens. That is enough to fight and beat the Gnorrls.”
            He felt less sure than he sounded, and perhaps Zorr guessed this. The southern chief pointed out that his own people came from the south, where Gnorrls were not a danger.
            “But too many hunters live there,” argued Nukl on Hok’s side. “The game is scarce. You, Zorr, know that. Once or twice your young men and mine have fought over wounded deer.”
            “There will be no reason to fight for food here,” added Hok. “Men need not kill each other. If anyone wants to fight, there will be Gnorrls.”
            “The Gnorrls never troubled us,” reiterated Zorr.
            “But if they come and eat my people up, will they stop here?” asked Hok. “They have learned that man’s flesh is good, and they may come into your forests, looking for more.”
            Nukl sighed. “I think that I will have to stay. Zhik, the young man who is scouting up north, is going to take Dwil, the daughter of my brother Kaga. Kaga wants to stay, and I should help him if he is in danger.” His eyes shone in the fire light. “Anyway, the Gnorrls have killed two of my people. I want some of their blood for that.”
            “That makes the southern forest less crowded,” pointed out Zorr. “Plenty of room and game for my people.”
            But Hok had gained inspiration from what Nukl had said. “Zorr,” he replied, “your son, Rivv, has asked for my sister, Eowi. She wants him to have her. I shall give her to him—if he remains with me.”
            Zorr stiffened, almost rose. He muttered something like a dismayed curse. Hok continued serenely:
            “Two of your children will be here when the Gnorrls come. Also, if Olo- ana is spared, there may be a son, a child of your child—”
            “I shall help you against the Gnorrls,” interrupted Zorr, savage but honest in his capitulation. “When does the fighting begin?”
            “When Zhik warns us,” replied Hok gravely. “It may be many days yet.”
            AND the remainder of the summer went in peace. Hok and his new allies hunted successfully and ate well. Once a lone Gnorrl ventured close, to be speared and exhibited to the strangers as an example of what they must face sooner or later. The greatest item of preparation was the fashioning, by every person in the three parties of new javelins—sheafs and faggots of javelins, some with tips of flint, others armed with whittled and sharpened bone.
            With the first chill of autumn, Zhik and his two younger brothers came loping into camp, dirty but sound. With them they brought the news that Hok had long awaited with mixed attitudes of anxiety and determination.
            The Gnorrls were on the march. Up north in their country a blizzard had come, and it had nipped the brutal race into action. They were advancing slowly but steadily into their old haunts in the south.
            “We are ready to meet them here,” said Zorr at once, but Hok had another idea.
            “No, not here. A day’s march toward them is the best place.”
            Quickly he gave orders. Only the children remained at the camp before the cave. Barp and Unn were ordered to take charge there, but teased and begged until at the last moment Hok included them in the expeditionary force that numbered full thirty men, women and boys. In the morning they set out northward.
            Hok, pausing at a certain damlike heap of stones, lifted his palm to signal a halt. Then he gazed as if for the first time at the rocky slope beyond the narrow level between it and the swift waters.
            “We shall fight the Gnorrls here,” he said definitely, and almost added that he was sure of winning.
            Zorr and Nukl moved forward from their own groups, coming up at Hok’s elbows. They, too, studied the ground that Hok was choosing for battle. “How shall we fight them if there are so many?” Nukl asked.
            Hok pointed at the slope. “That leads to the top of a bluff,” he said. “The Gnorrls will come from the north side, and will not climb, but will enter the pass between it and the river. They can come upon us only a few at a time, and we will have these rocks for a protection.”
            “How do you know that they will choose the pass?” was Zorr’s question.
            “They may go to the west, and through those trees.”
            Hok shook his head. “Before they come, we will set the trees afire—the sap is almost out of them. And the Gnorrls will go east, into the pass.” Zorr and Nukl glanced at each other, and nodded. Then Zorr addressed Hok again: “It sounds like a good plan, better than any other. What shall we do?” “Zhik says that there are more than ten tens of Gnorrls. A few of us shall meet them on the plain beyond here, and make them angry. Then those few will run and draw them into the pass. After that, it will be as I say.”
            He gestured toward the crown of the slope. “You, Zorr, shall be the leader there, with most of the men, to throw javelins upon the Gnorrls when they are close together and rushing into the narrow pass.”
            “But you?” prompted Zorr.
            “I shall go, with my three brothers, to meet the Gnorrls.”
            “Me, too,” said Riw, who had come forward and overheard part of the discussion. “I can run almost as fast as you.”
            “Very well,” granted Hok over his shoulder. “You, too, Rivv. Now we must camp. First we will get ready, as far as possible,. Are the women here with the extra javelins?”
            “They are,” Nukl answered him. “Then I want some—as many as ten —laid midway between here and the far end of the pass.” He turned around. “Oloana!” he called. “Bring the javelins that you have.”
            She came obediently, and they went together to lay the weapons at the point he had chosen. For a moment he studied them, then on inspiration picked them up and thrust their heads into the earth, the shafts pointing almost straight upward. “They will be easier to the hand,” he commented.
            “Why do you do that?” asked Oloana.
            “You will find out,” said her mate, rather darkly. Again he raised his voice. “Zhik, are you back there? You and Dwil take more javelins to the north end of the pass, and stick them there as I do here.”
            Zhik shouted comprehension of the order, and shortly afterward went trotting by with Dwil. When the two rows of spears had been set in place, all four young people returned to the barrier of stones. It was nearly evening. Hok, Zorr, and Nukl, as chiefs of their respective bands, kindled fires with appropriate ceremonies. Then there was cooking and discussion. Hok repeated his defense plan for all to hear.
            “The women will stay back of these stones,” he concluded, “except those who go, before battle, to set fire to the trees. I do not want anybody to run, unless the Gnorrls get the upper hand. Then those who are able must try to get back to the cave. The Gnorrls will have a hard time capturing that.”
            All nodded understanding, and both Zorr and Nukl spoke briefly to their own parties, in support of Hok’s arrangement.
            “When will the Gnorrls be here?” Hok then asked his brothers, for the benefit of all listeners.
            “Tomorrow,” replied Zhik. “Probably before the sun is high.”
            “Good,” said Hok. “We must be awake by dawn, and take our places for the fight. Tonight we shall sleep, and be strong and fresh.”
            But as the camp settled to repose, he could not sleep. Neither Oloana nor Zhik could induce him to lie down. For hours after all had dozed away, he sat in the brisk chili of the night, on a large stone of the barrier. Now and then he weighed his axe in hand, or picked up a javelin and felt its shaft for possible flaws. When he did close his eyes, he slept sitting up. Four or five times he started awake, trembling from dreams that the enemy was upon him.



CHAPTER IX
 
 Conquest
 
            THE Gnorrls were up betimes the next morning, stretching, grumbling, fighting for drinking room at the creekside. A light frost patched the ground, and necessitated building up of the fires that had burned low overnight. There was considerable bad feeling here and there, because some who had brought abundant food would not share with those who had little or none; but three or four of the largest and oldest sternly curbed all debate, even striking with clubs those who persisted. At length the advance began.
            The formation was simple, but it must have been arranged and commanded by the wisest of those dark psyches the workings of which no human being can understand or even imagine. The fighting males of the horde went first, in a single line, close- drawn and several deep. In front walked the chiefs—perhaps their chieftainship was one of tradition or election, perhaps physical superiority, perhaps chance. All bore weapons—clubs, stones, or cleft sticks with pebbles in place for casting. Some carried the rough spears they had made in imitation of the javelins that had wrought such havoc among the Gnorrl-people.
            Behind this wave of armed males came the females and the young, in a completely disorganized mass. Possibly they were held in that position as a supporting body in case of defeat, more probably they attended simply as curious watchers of the triumph that seemed already achieved. Sometimes the half-grown cubs of this rearward body would scamper forward as if to join the fighting males, but they were always driven back with warning yells and sometimes with missiles.
            That the Gnorrls were able to communicate, to think ahead, and to obey their leaders can be demonstrated by the fact that they maintained their formation and their forward advance while the sun mounted higher and higher toward the top of the sky.
            The morning was considerably beyond its halfway point when, pushing through a belt of scrubby willow that marked the dry bed of an old creek, the foremost of the Gnorrls came out upon a plain with the river to the left and a bluff beyond.
            First of all they saw a great cloud of murky vapor above the trees that grew to the right of the bluff—smoke. Tongues of flame flickered among the branches. The Gnorrls faltered in their advance. Through that woods they had intended to go, and to kill men, their foes and persecutors on the rolling meadows beyond. Now they must go far to the west and so avoid the fire, or negotiate the narrow pass between bluff and river.
            EVEN as their strange minds comprehended the new factor in the campaign, and before they could grapple with it for answer, a loud and mocking whoop sprang up from the quiet ground before them. A tall, tawny man in leopard skin rose into view from behind a bunch of dried thistles, so close to their ranks that several Gnorrls marked and recognized his features—it was Hok, their foremost tormentor. A moment later an answering yell, from several throats at once, echoed from a point due east. Almost at the river bank four more young men popped up from a little hollow in the earth.
            The Gnorrls blared their own challenge, a fearful blast of rage and menace. Before it swelled, Hok had cast one, then the other of his javelins. The second was in the air before the first had struck down a leader of the Gnorrls, and it flew beyond its fellow to pierce the heavy paunch of a warrior in the ranks. Then Hok yelled again, in derision and invitation, and began to run —not back toward the burning trees or the face of the bluff, but almost parallel with the front of the Gnorrl array.
            As he did so, his companions by the river threw their javelins, four in a volley and then four more. At that close range, barely forty paces, there was little chance of missing. Every javelin of the eight took effect, and four or perhaps five of the stricken Gnorrls died on the spot or within moments. An earth-shaking howl of execration went up from the army of brute-men, and the whole left wing of it charged full at the four audacious javelin casters, who turned, laughing, and fled. The right wing had crumpled upon itself to follow and overtake Hok, who still raced along the front of the line. A rain of ill-aimed missiles fell almost upon him, but the range, though short for a javelin in good hands, was too great for accuracy with stones or clubs. As the Gnorrls lumbered with deadly intent upon him, came almost within reach, Hok swerved to his right and made for the pass.
            For him, at least, it was a chase that taxed him to the utmost. Zhik, Rivv and the two younger lads ran easily away from their pursuers, but Hok, who had fled at an angle to draw the right-hand portion of the massed Gnorrls after him, had a near thing of it. So close did the swiftest Gnorrls win to him that they stretched out huge, eager hands in readiness to clutch him. But at that point he, too, turned into the straight line toward the pass and ran in earnest, four flying strides to three of the best Gnorrl,
            Zhik and Rivv had reached the point where the bluff rose, and a moment later Barp and Unn caught up. There, at the head of the narrow lane between rock and water, they came to an abrupt stop, and the Gnorrls as they ran heavily thought that these amazing adversaries were calmly plucking reeds or saplings that grew there in a clump. But the reeds were javelins, and Hok stooped as he ran, to let them hiss over his back. Two of his closest pursuers fell in midleap, somersaulting and writhing. That gave him a moment to run slower, whirl around, shout new insults and make again a gesture of invitation to the conflict. Three more of those nearest him collapsed before javelins thrown by the men at the head of the pass. Then Hok had joined his companions, and they were dashing along beyond the bluff.
            That the Gnorrls were not cowardly was plain from their headlong and unfaltering charge against the shrewd javelin-volleys that had found more than a dozen targets; but they could be cautious as well. The moment the leaders reached the head of the pass, they stopped, as any sagacious wild thing should. Their instinct demanded that they investigate before plunging blindly in.
            As they peered down the narrow strip of beach, on which the flying backs of Hok and the others shrank and shrank with increasing distance, more Gnorrls caught up, paused and peered, too. Then the rest arrived, in a swarm that closed in upon itself, pushing, cramping, chattering, eager to know what went on ahead.
            UPON that clot of life, that gathered ^ while the leaders studied the situation during a dozen breaths’ spaces, fell destruction. From the crown of the bluff overhead came javelins and more javelins, and the yells of triumphant marksmen who take pride in seeing their casts fly home. Zorr, Nukl and nine others were hurling shafts as swiftly as they could seize them from the great scattered store at their feet.
            The fire took effect in the midst of the packed throng, and for a moment or so the Gnorrls in that central position were all that experienced and comprehended what was happening. They did considerable screaming and milling before the outer edge of the pack, which could move in defense and retaliation, understood and peeled away and dashed with a fine show of courage at the foot of the bluff.
            The Gnorrls could climb, even where human hands and feet might fail at the steep ascent; but it was foolish and vain to advance against the defenders above. Laughing boisterously in their security, Zorr’s and Nukl’s men centered their attention upon this scaling party. Not a javelin went wrong, and only one Gnorrl reached the brink of the level space above. Him they allowed to mount up and up, after the others had been picked off or had retreated. Mouthing his inarticulate war-cry, he scrambled pluckily up among them; and every man of the eleven stabbed home in his hairy body.
            In the meantime, Hok and his four companions had come to a halt once again, midway down the pass. Their saucy yells and capers stung the pursuers into motion as before. There was a great struggle to rush down the narrow way, so much of an effort to be first that half a dozen or more of the Gnorrls were thrust by their fellows into the rapid water, where they were whipped howling away and under, helpless to fight to shore. Meanwhile, the fugitives waited only until the rush was well under way before snatching more javelins from where they seemingly sprouted and sending them singing into the face of the attack. So narrow was the front, so close together the Gnorrls, that half a dozen casts raised a veritable heap of bodies, damming for a moment the onset of the others. And yet again the decoy party, not one of whom had suffered so much as a scratch, turned and fled, distancing all pursuit.
            The Gnorrls stubbornly followed, while javelins from in front and from the height above claimed lives and lives. A new blizzard of flint points seemed to pour from a heaped barrier of rocks. To this they charged panting, and now their enemies did not run. They thrust and hacked from behind their defense, and more poured down from the slope, striking from the flank. Women at the rear screamed encouragement and threw javelins. When the supply was gone, they threw firebrands and rocks.
            One who fights thus hand to hand re- members little about it afterward, nor cares to. He is only glad when it is over. It does not make much difference even to realize that he has won.
            HOK would not hold his head still as Oloana tried to lay a broad green leaf upon the gash that showed the bare white bone of his chin-point.
            “How many are killed?” he asked once more.
            “Zorr, my father, is only stunned,” she replied. “For a time we thought that Rivv would be our chief.”
            “I am your chief,” Hok reminded her. “Nukl is dead?”
            “Yes, and Kaga. Perhaps Zhik will lead that party after this.”
            “I think that Zhik will limp always.” Hok’s voice was low, but Zhik, sprawling nearby, overheard.
            “I shall not limp always,” he shouted defiantly. Then he shut his mouth and gritted his teeth as Dwil dragged strongly upon his ankle. She, too, turned a protesting face toward Hok.
            “The leg bone is broken,” she conceded, “but I will put sticks on each side, and hold the break shut with clay. My people know how to cure lameness of this sort. He will walk before winter is over.”
            “Kaga is dead,” said Oloana again, “and I think three more of those who were on the high ground. They charged and killed many Gnorrls, but the Gnorrls were able to get at them. They had no barrier of stones.” She smoothed down the leaf. Hok’s blood was thickening under it and would hold it in place.
            Barp, spitting blood from broken teeth, was returning from a survey of the pass.
            “How many are dead?” asked Hok.
            “I do not know. Very many. Far north I could hear the others crying, like rabbits in the snare.”
            “I am glad that some were left alive,” said Hok suddenly. “They will always be afraid to come back here, and will tell other Gnorrls, and the young ones who are born after them, of how terrible we are.”
            Barp did not share this approval of the situation. “I want to fight Gnorrls again some time,” he said, rather wistfully.
            Hok put out his hand to cuff affectionately the lad’s untidy head. “Wait,” he counseled. “You have many years. There is enough game country for all of us who are left alive, but more men will come. When this country is crowded, you and others can go north and capture new ground from the Gnorrls.”
            “And when the Gnorrls are all killed?”
            “That will take a very long time,” said Hok, “but when the Gnorrls are all killed, men will own everything.”
 
             [1] The flint weapons of these early dawn men were quite excellently chiseled, done with painstaking care, and an amazing accurateness. They were far superior to the rough, crude hand axes of the Neanderthal. Their edges were sometimes razor sharp, and their shapes ranged from perfect spear tips, to a variety of axes (to which handles were cleverly attached) to slim-bladcd knives and even double-edged tools.—Ed.
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