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Atkack OF Thne Ape-Men

Fighting for breath, I raced down the dark
tunnel that carved its way deeper and deeper
into the solid bedrock. Behind me I could hear
the heavy footsteps of the razor-toothed ape-
man, all hair and solid muscle. I could tell he
was gaining on me . . . fast!

My torch showed the tunnel stretching ahead
of me into the distant gloom. There was no
way of escape and nowhere to hide. What was 1
going to do? Help!

‘Man-cha!’ bellowed the Neanderthal ape-
man, and I gasped, because it was 2 word I sort
of recognized. It was like a word I had learned
in Gorilla City; just maybe, I thought, these
ape-like people spoke a similar language. ‘Cha’
was the Gorilla word for banana, and from
the horrible slobbery noises this creature was
making, I reckoned that ‘Man-cha’ must mean
‘Man-banana’, ot ‘Man-food’l Crikey, he wanted me
Jfor a snack! ’

‘Man-cha!” he yelled again, and suddenly the
tunnel was filled with a hundred voices, all
shouting the same thing,




‘Man-cha, man-cha, man-cha” A horde of ape-
people had joined in the chase. It was turning
into a horrific sort of foxhunt — and I was the
fox!

I careered down the tunnel, the creature now
only a few steps behind, and waited for the tug
on my shoulder as his large hairy hand grabbed
me. Then, just a few metres further along, a
huge rat-like animal shot out of a hole in the
wall. It was as big as a badger and ran straight

through my legs, into the
path of the ape-man.
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‘Man-chal’ he bellowed again, and f
the hapless creature. It squealed and
and the ape-man roared and lifted it t
mouth. I couldn’t bear to watch what h
next; not did I have time to. I jump
straight into the hole from wk
just emerged. It was a tight fit,
wriggle myself in.

Peering out of the narrow burro
back down the tunnel at a scene of
mayhem. The rest of the tribe had caught
up with my pursuer, seen that he’d got some
food, and attacked en masse. They must have
been starving, because they fought ferociously
over the tiniest scraps, roaring and biting and
gnashing their teeth.

A Vevy Clofe Shave

I felt sorry for the rat. It didn’t stand a chance;
but I was relieved that it wasn’t me being fought
over by the mob of hairy thugs. Then I sneezed!
An ape-woman heard me and came racing

over to the mouth of the burrow. I ducked my
head back inside but she thrust her arm in and




grabbed a handful of my hai.

‘Yeow! 1 screamed as, twisting and tugging,
the creature started to pull me out of the hole
like a cork from a bottle. My hunting knife!

I needed my hunting knife, but the burrow
was too narrow for me to reach round to my
tucksack. The ape-woman tugged again and I
shot towards the entrance. I was done for!

Then, as I scrabbled on the ground, trying to
push myself further back into the burrow, my
hand closed on a splinter of stone. Whether it
was one of the ape-people’s discarded weapons
ofr just a shard of natural flint I don’t know, but
the edge was razor-sharp and I immediately
lifted it to my scalp and sliced through my hair,
just below the ape-woman’s fist.

,/;_/f,'[ . /< a‘
/i< 1S Ehe shar
of stowne T used Eo

Slice thvough myhaiy,




She flew backwards, and T wriggled and
writhed deeper into the burrow. Soon her face
was back at the entrance and her hand darted
in again, but I was out of reach. I let out a huge
sigh of telief. The burrow was slightly wider
now and I inched back some more, hoping that
I would soon be able to sit up.
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It did get wider — just as the ground started to
slope away behind me. I began to slip. I tried to
stop but the tunnel got steeper and steeper, and
I found myself hurtling backwards into total
datrkness. Yikes!






