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"The Leopard Man's Story" is a short mystery story by Jack London. It was first published in the August issue of Leslie's
Weekly and, in , included in Moon-Face and Other Stories.

Now Viti Levu means the "Great Land," it being the largest island in a group composed of many large islands,
to say nothing of hundreds of small ones. Here and there on the coasts, living by most precarious tenure, was a
sprinkling of missionaries, traders, beche-de-mer fishers, and whaleship deserters. The smoke of the hot ovens
arose under their windows, and the bodies of the slain were dragged by their doors on the way to the feasting.
The Lotu, or the Worship, was progressing slowly, and, often, in crablike fashion. Chiefs, who announced
themselves Christians and were welcomed into the body of the chapel, had a distressing habit of backsliding in
order to partake of the flesh of some favorite enemy. Eat or be eaten had been the law of the land; and eat or
be eaten promised to remain the law of the land for a long time to come. There were chiefs, such as Tanoa,
Tuiveikoso, and Tuikilakila, who had literally eaten hundreds of their fellow men. But among these gluttons
Ra Undreundre ranked highest. Ra Undreundre lived at Takiraki. He kept a register of his gustatory exploits.
A row of stones outside his house marked the bodies he had eaten. This row was two hundred and thirty paces
long, and the stones in it numbered eight hundred and seventy-two. Each stone represented a body. The row of
stones might have been longer, had not Ra Undreundre unfortunately received a spear in the small of his back
in a bush skirmish on Somo Somo and been served up on the table of Naungavuli, whose mediocre string of
stones numbered only forty-eight. The hard-worked, fever-stricken missionaries stuck doggedly to their task,
at times despairing, and looking forward for some special manifestation, some outburst of Pentecostal fire that
would bring a glorious harvest of souls. But cannibal Fiji had remained obdurate. The frizzle-headed
man-eaters were loath to leave their fleshpots so long as the harvest of human carcases was plentiful.
Sometimes, when the harvest was too plentiful, they imposed on the missionaries by letting the word slip out
that on such a day there would be a killing and a barbecue. Promptly the missionaries would buy the lives of
the victims with stick tobacco, fathoms of calico, and quarts of trade beads. Natheless the chiefs drove a
handsome trade in thus disposing of their surplus live meat. Also, they could always go out and catch more. It
was at this juncture that John Starhurst proclaimed that he would carry the Gospel from coast to coast of the
Great Land, and that he would begin by penetrating the mountain fastnesses of the headwaters of the Rewa
River. His words were received with consternation. The native teachers wept softly. His two fellow
missionaries strove to dissuade him. The King of Rewa warned him that the mountain dwellers would surely
kai-kai him--kai-kai meaning "to eat"--and that he, the King of Rewa, having become Lotu, would be put to
the necessity of going to war with the mountain dwellers. That he could not conquer them he was perfectly
aware. That they might come down the river and sack Rewa Village he was likewise perfectly aware. But what
was he to do? If John Starhurst persisted in going out and being eaten, there would be a war that would cost
hundreds of lives. Later in the day a deputation of Rewa chiefs waited upon John Starhurst. He heard them
patiently, and argued patiently with them, though he abated not a whit from his purpose. To the traders who
came and objected most strenuously of all, he said: They consist merely of the damage that may be done your
businesses. You are interested in making money, but I am interested in saving souls. The heathen of this dark
land must be saved. He would have been the first man to deny the imputation. He was eminently sane and
practical. He was sure that his mission would result in good, and he had private visions of igniting the
Pentecostal spark in the souls of the mountaineers and of inaugurating a revival that would sweep down out of
the mountains and across the length and breadth of the Great Land from sea to sea and to the isles in the midst
of the sea. There were no wild lights in his mild gray eyes, but only calm resolution and an unfaltering trust in
the Higher Power that was guiding him. One man only he found who approved of his project, and that was Ra
Vatu, who secretly encouraged him and offered to lend him guides to the first foothills. From an incorrigible
heathen, with a heart as black as his practices, Ra Vatu was beginning to emanate light. He even spoke of
becoming Lotu. True, three years before he had expressed a similar intention, and would have entered the
church had not John Starhurst entered objection to his bringing his four wives along with him. Ra Vatu had
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had economic and ethical objections to monogamy. Starhurst had escaped by rushing in under the club and
holding on to him until help arrived. But all that was now forgiven and forgotten. Ra Vatu was coming into the
church, not merely as a converted heathen, but as a converted polygamist as well. He was only waiting, he
assured Starhurst, until his oldest wife, who was very sick, should die. This canoe was to carry him for two
days, when, the head of navigation reached, it would return. Far in the distance, lifted into the sky, could be
seen the great smoky mountains that marked the backbone of the Great Land. All day John Starhurst gazed at
them with eager yearning. Sometimes he prayed silently. At other times he was joined in prayer by Narau, a
native teacher, who for seven years had been Lotu, ever since the day he had been saved from the hot oven by
Dr. James Ellery Brown at the trifling expense of one hundred sticks of tobacco, two cotton blankets, and a
large bottle of painkiller. John Starhurst had hailed him with sober delight. Truly, the Lord was with him thus
to spur on so broken-spirited a creature as Narau. Another canoe journeyed up the Rewa that day. But it
journeyed an hour astern, and it took care not to be seen. This canoe was also the property of Ra Vatu. It was a
magnificent tooth, fully six inches long, beautifully proportioned, the ivory turned yellow and purple with age.
This tooth was likewise the property of Ra Vatu; and in Fiji, when such a tooth goes forth, things usually
happen. For this is the virtue of the whale tooth: Whoever accepts it cannot refuse the request that may
accompany it or follow it. The request may be anything from a human life to a tribal alliance, and no Fijian is
so dead to honor as to deny the request when once the tooth has been accepted. Sometimes the request hangs
fire, or the fulfilment is delayed, with untoward consequences. High up the Rewa, at the village of a chief,
Mongondro by name, John Starhurst rested at the end of the second day of the journey. In the morning,
attended by Narau, he expected to start on foot for the smoky mountains that were now green and velvety with
nearness. Mongondro was a sweet-tempered, mild-mannered little old chief, short-sighted and afflicted with
elephantiasis, and no longer inclined toward the turbulence of war. He received the missionary with warm
hospitality, gave him food from his own table, and even discussed religious matters with him. Mongondro was
of an inquiring bent of mind, and pleased John Starhurst greatly by asking him to account for the existence and
beginning of things. When the missionary had finished his summary of the Creation according to Genesis, he
saw that Mongondro was deeply affected. The little old chief smoked silently for some time. Then he took the
pipe from his mouth and shook his head sadly. Yet three months did it take me to make a canoe--a small
canoe, a very small canoe. And you say that all this land and water was made by one man--" "Nay, was made
by one God, the only true God," the missinary interrupted. I tell you that in my youth I was an able man, yet
did it require me three months for one small canoe. It is a story to frighten children with; but no man can
believe it. But it is not given to my dark understanding to know what you believe. The old chief held the tooth
in his hands for a long time. It was a beautiful tooth, and he yearned for it. Also, he divined the request that
must accompany it. In the early dawn John Starhurst was afoot, striding along the bush trail in his big leather
boots, at his heels the faithful Narau, himself at the heels of a naked guide lent him by Mongondro to show the
way to the next village, which was reached by midday. Here a new guide showed the way. A mile in the rear
plodded Erirola, the whale tooth in the basket slung on his shoulder. But village after village refused the tooth.
They were getting deep into the mountains, and Erirola took a secret trail, cut in ahead of the missionary, and
reached the stronghold of the Buli of Gatoka. Also, the tooth was beautiful--an extraordinary specimen, while
the coloring of it was of the rarest order. The tooth was presented publicly. The Buli of Gatoka, seated on his
best mat, surrounded by his chief men, three busy fly-brushers at his back, deigned to receive from the hand of
his herald the whale tooth presented by Ra Vatu and carried into the mountains by his cousin, Erirola. A
clapping of hands went up at the acceptance of the present, the assembled headman, heralds, and fly-brushers
crying aloud in chorus: A mudua, mudua, mudua! Ra Vatu is pleased to desire his boots. He wishes to present
them to his good friend, Mongondro, and it is in his mind to send them with the feet along in them, for
Mongondro is an old man and his teeth are not good. Be sure, O Buli, that the feet go along in the boots. As
for the rest of him, it may stop here. Yet had he already accepted the tooth. Go, you young men, some three or
four of you, and meet the missionary on the trail. Be sure you bring back the boots as well.

Page 2

DOWNLOAD PDF THE LEOPARD MANS STORY JACK LONDON
Chapter 2 : The Leopard Man's Story by Jack London @ Classic Reader
The Leopard Man's Story by Jack London. He had a dreamy, far-away look in his eyes, and his sad, insistent voice,
gentle-spoken as a maid's, seemed the placid embodiment of some deep-seated melancholy.

He was the Leopard Man, but he did not look it. His business in life, whereby he lived, was to appear in a cage
of performing leopards before vast audiences, and to thrill those audiences by certain exhibitions of nerve for
which his employers rewarded him on a scale commensurate with the thrills he produced. As I say, he did not
look it. He was narrow-hipped, narrow-shouldered, and anaemic, while he seemed not so much oppressed by
gloom as by a sweet and gentle sadness, the weight of which was as sweetly and gently borne. For an hour I
had been trying to get a story out of him, but he appeared to lack imagination. To him there was no romance in
his gorgeous career, no deeds of daring, no thrills--nothing but a gray sameness and infinite boredom. All you
had to do was to stay sober. Anybody could whip a lion to a standstill with an ordinary stick. He had fought
one for half an hour once. Just hit him on the nose every time he rushed, and when he got artful and rushed
with his head down, why, the thing to do was to stick out your leg. When he grabbed at the leg you drew it
back and hit hint on the nose again. With the far-away look in his eyes and his soft flow of words he showed
me his scars. There were many of them, and one recent one where a tigress had reached for his shoulder and
gone down to the bone. I could see the neatly mended rents in the coat he had on. His right arm, from the
elbow down, looked as though it had gone through a threshing machine, what of the ravage wrought by claws
and fangs. But it was nothing, he said, only the old wounds bothered him somewhat when rainy weather came
on. Suddenly his face brightened with a recollection, for he was really as anxious to give me a story as I was to
get it. He paused and looked pensively at a sick lion in the cage opposite. The man who hated him attended
every performance in the hope sometime of seeing that lion crunch down. He followed the show about all over
the country. The years went by and he grew old, and the lion-tamer grew old, and the lion grew old. And at
last one day, sitting in a front seat, he saw what he had waited for. But it was not the style of a fellow I knew.
He was a little, thin, sawed-off, sword-swallowing and juggling Frenchman. De Ville, he called himself, and
he had a nice wife. She did trapeze work and used to dive from under the roof into a net, turning over once on
the way as nice as you please. So the word went around to watch out for De Ville, and no one dared be more
than barely civil to his wife. And she was a sly bit of baggage, too, only all hands were afraid of De Ville. He
was a king and no mistake. Just did it with his fist on the nose. It was a divided cage, and a monkey, poking
through the bars and around the partition, had had its paw seized by a big gray wolf who was trying to pull it
off by main strength. No keeper was at hand, so the Leopard Man stepped over a couple of paces, dealt the
wolf a sharp blow on the nose with the light cane he carried, and returned with a sadly apologetic smile to take
up his unfinished sentence as though there had been no interruption. We warned Wallace, but it was no use.
But I saw a glitter in his eyes which I had seen often in the eyes of wild beasts, and I went out of my way to
give Wallace a final warning. Nothing had happened and I was beginning to think it all a scare over nothing. It
was during the afternoon performance, and the big tent was filled with women and children, when I went
looking for Red Denny, the head canvas-man, who had walked off with my pocket-knife. He was watching
with much amusement a quarrel between a couple of trapeze artists. All the rest of the people in the dressing
tent were watching the same thing, with the exception of De Ville whom I noticed staring at Wallace with
undisguised hatred. Wallace and the rest were all too busy following the quarrel to notice this or what
followed. The look troubled me at the time, for not only did I see hatred in it, but I saw triumph as well. A few
minutes later I was in the big tent, where I had overhauled Red Denny. King Wallace was doing his turn and
holding the audience spellbound. He was in a particularly vicious mood, and he kept the lions stirred up till
they were all snarling, that is, all of them except old Augustus, and he was just too fat and lazy and old to get
stirred up over anything. Then the jaws came together, crunch, just like that. Old Augustus never meant to do
it. Get started by clicking the "Add" button. Return to the Jack London Home Page, or. Read the next short
story; The Little Man.
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Literature NetworkÂ» Jack LondonÂ» The Leopard Man's Story The Leopard Man's Story He had a dreamy, far-away
look in his eyes, and his sad, insistent voice, gentle-spoken as a maid's, seemed the placid embodiment of some
deep-seated melancholy.

In San Francisco, Flora worked as a music teacher and spiritualist , claiming to channel the spirit of a Sauk
chief, Black Hawk. Whether Wellman and Chaney were legally married is unknown. When she refused, he
disclaimed responsibility for the child. In desperation, she shot herself. She was not seriously wounded, but
she was temporarily deranged. After giving birth, Flora turned the baby over for care to Virginia Prentiss, an
African-American woman and former slave. Late in , Flora Wellman married John London, a partially
disabled Civil War veteran, and brought her baby John, later known as Jack, to live with the newly married
couple. The family moved around the San Francisco Bay Area before settling in Oakland , where London
completed public grade school. He wrote to William Chaney, then living in Chicago. Chaney concluded by
saying that he was more to be pitied than London. The house burned down in the fire after the San Francisco
earthquake ; the California Historical Society placed a plaque at the site in London was largely self-educated[
citation needed ]. Seeking a way out, he borrowed money from his foster mother Virginia Prentiss, bought the
sloop Razzle-Dazzle from an oyster pirate named French Frank, and became an oyster pirate himself. London
hired on as a member of the California Fish Patrol. In , he signed on to the sealing schooner Sophie
Sutherland, bound for the coast of Japan. In The Road, he wrote: Man-handling was merely one of the very
minor unprintable horrors of the Erie County Pen. They were unthinkable to me until I saw them, and I was no
spring chicken in the ways of the world and the awful abysses of human degradation. It would take a deep
plummet to reach bottom in the Erie County Pen, and I do but skim lightly and facetiously the surface of
things as I there saw them. After many experiences as a hobo and a sailor, he returned to Oakland and attended
Oakland High School. His first published work was "Typhoon off the Coast of Japan", an account of his
sailing experiences. Heinold lent London tuition money to attend college. London desperately wanted to
attend the University of California, Berkeley. In , after a summer of intense studying to pass certification
exams, he was admitted. Financial circumstances forced him to leave in and he never graduated. No evidence
suggests that London wrote for student publications while studying at Berkeley. This was the setting for some
of his first successful stories. Like so many other men who were malnourished in the goldfields, London
developed scurvy. His gums became swollen, leading to the loss of his four front teeth. A constant gnawing
pain affected his hip and leg muscles, and his face was stricken with marks that always reminded him of the
struggles he faced in the Klondike. Father William Judge , "The Saint of Dawson ", had a facility in Dawson
that provided shelter, food and any available medicine to London and others. The Bonds, especially Hiram,
were active Republicans. He concluded that his only hope of escaping the work "trap" was to get an education
and "sell his brains". He saw his writing as a business, his ticket out of poverty, and, he hoped, a means of
beating the wealthy at their own game. On returning to California in , London began working to get published,
a struggle described in his novel, Martin Eden serialized in , published in His first published story since high
school was "To the Man On Trail", which has frequently been collected in anthologies. This resulted in a
boom in popular magazines aimed at a wide public audience and a strong market for short fiction. In , Sterling
helped London find a home closer to his own in nearby Piedmont. He referred to his books as "the tools of my
trade". Bess had been part of his circle of friends for a number of years. Stasz says, "Both acknowledged
publicly that they were not marrying out of love, but from friendship and a belief that they would produce
sturdy children. Jack had made it clear to Bessie that he did not love her, but that he liked her enough to make
a successful marriage. Jacobs was killed aboard the USAT Scandia in , but Jack and Bessie continued their
friendship, which included taking photos and developing the film together. During the marriage, London
continued his friendship with Anna Strunsky , co-authoring The Kempton-Wace Letters , an epistolary novel
contrasting two philosophies of love. In the novel, his fictional character contrasted two women he had
known. Both children were born in Piedmont , California. Here London wrote one of his most celebrated
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works, The Call of the Wild. While London had pride in his children, the marriage was strained. Kingman
says that by , the couple were close to separation as they were "extremely incompatible". When I tell her
morality is only evidence of low blood pressure, she hates me. During , London and Bess negotiated the terms
of a divorce, and the decree was granted on November 11, He was arrested by Japanese authorities in
Shimonoseki , but released through the intervention of American ambassador Lloyd Griscom. After travelling
to Korea , he was again arrested by Japanese authorities for straying too close to the border with Manchuria
without official permission, and was sent back to Seoul. Released again, London was permitted to travel with
the Imperial Japanese Army to the border, and to observe the Battle of the Yalu. London asked William
Randolph Hearst , the owner of the San Francisco Examiner, to be allowed to transfer to the Imperial Russian
Army , where he felt that restrictions on his reporting and his movements would be less severe. However,
before this could be arranged, he was arrested for a third time in four months, this time for assaulting his
Japanese assistants, whom he accused of stealing the fodder for his horse. Released through the personal
intervention of President Theodore Roosevelt , London departed the front in June London was elected to
honorary membership in the Bohemian Club and took part in many activities. It was described as too difficult
to set to music. London was injured when he fell from a buggy, and Netta arranged for Charmian to care for
him. The two developed a friendship, as Charmian, Netta, her husband Roscoe, and London were politically
aligned with socialist causes. The Bond brothers were working in Nevada as mining engineers. They
attempted to have children; one child died at birth, and another pregnancy ended in a miscarriage. Writing,
always a commercial enterprise with London, now became even more a means to an end: I write a book for no
other reason than to add three or four hundred acres to my magnificent estate. He conceived of a system of
ranching that today would be praised for its ecological wisdom. He hoped to adapt the wisdom of Asian
sustainable agriculture to the United States. He hired both Italian and Chinese stonemasons, whose distinctly
different styles are obvious. The ranch was an economic failure. Sympathetic observers such as Stasz treat his
projects as potentially feasible, and ascribe their failure to bad luck or to being ahead of their time.
Unsympathetic historians such as Kevin Starr suggest that he was a bad manager, distracted by other concerns
and impaired by his alcoholism. Starr notes that London was absent from his ranch about six months a year
between and , and says, "He liked the show of managerial power, but not grinding attention to detail Just as
the mansion was nearing completion, two weeks before the Londons planned to move in, it was destroyed by
fire. Animal activism London witnessed animal cruelty in the training of circus animals, and his subsequent
novels Jerry of the Islands and Michael, Brother of Jerry included a foreword entreating the public to become
more informed about this practice. London had been a robust man but had suffered several serious illnesses,
including scurvy in the Klondike. In accordance with his wishes, he was cremated and buried next to some
pioneer children, under a rock that belonged to the Wolf House. The grave is marked by a mossy boulder. His
death certificate [56] gives the cause as uremia , following acute renal colic. Recent scholarship based upon
firsthand documents challenges this caricature. In his autobiographical memoir John Barleycorn , he claims, as
a youth, to have drunkenly stumbled overboard into the San Francisco Bay , "some maundering fancy of going
out with the tide suddenly obsessed me". He said he drifted and nearly succeeded in drowning before sobering
up and being rescued by fishermen. Also, in Martin Eden , the principal protagonist, who shares certain
characteristics with London, drowns himself. Please help improve this article by adding citations to reliable
sources. Unsourced material may be challenged and removed. September Learn how and when to remove this
template message London in his office, London was vulnerable to accusations of plagiarism, both because he
was such a conspicuous, prolific, and successful writer and because of his methods of working. He wrote in a
letter to Elwyn Hoffman, "expression, you seeâ€”with meâ€”is far easier than invention. Newspapers showed
the similarities between the stories, which London said were "quite different in manner of treatment, [but]
patently the same in foundation and motive. A year later, it was discovered that Charles Forrest McLean had
published a fictional story also based on the same incident. The chapter is nearly identical to an ironic essay
that Frank Harris published in , titled "The Bishop of London and Public Morality". London insisted he had
clipped a reprint of the article, which had appeared in an American newspaper, and believed it to be a genuine
speech delivered by the Bishop of London.
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Chapter 4 : The Leopard Man's Story
The title story is a short mystery story about the ingenious murder of "King" Wallace, a fearless lion-tamer as told by the
"Leopard Man", a saddened leopard trainer who bears visible scars on his arms and whose personality diametrically
opposes his daring profession.

Tatiana Recently in search of something interesting for the website I have read a lot of stories by different
writers, especially Jack London. Among his short stories I found this one, which was rather different from
others. Jack London is at his best as usual. The story is about a circus artist whose name was Leopard Man. He
dealt with lions and they obeyed his commands quietly. He was a cruel man, not without reason he was called
The Leopard Man. Read online and enjoy the story in the original. He was the Leopard Man, but he did not
look it. His business in life, whereby he lived, was to appear in a cage of performing leopards before vast
audiences, and to thrill those audiences by certain exhibitions of nerve for which his employers rewarded him
on a scale commensurate with the thrills he produced. As I say, he did not look it. He was narrow-hipped,
narrow-shouldered, and anaemic, while he seemed not so much oppressed by gloom as by a sweet and gentle
sadness, the weight of which was as sweetly and gently borne. For an hour I had been trying to get a story out
of him, but he appeared to lack imagination. To him there was no romance in his gorgeous career, no deeds of
daring, no thrillsâ€”nothing but a gray sameness and infinite boredom. All you had to do was to stay sober.
Anybody could whip a lion to a standstill with an ordinary stick. He had fought one for half an hour once. Just
hit him on the nose every time he rushed, and when he got artful and rushed with his head down, why, the
thing to do was to stick out your leg. When he grabbed at the leg you drew it back and hit hint on the nose
again. With the far-away look in his eyes and his soft flow of words he showed me his scars. There were many
of them, and one recent one where a tigress had reached for his shoulder and gone down to the bone. I could
see the neatly mended rents in the coat he had on. His right arm, from the elbow down, looked as though it had
gone through a threshing machine, what of the ravage wrought by claws and fangs. But it was nothing, he
said, only the old wounds bothered him somewhat when rainy weather came on. Suddenly his face brightened
with a recollection, for he was really as anxious to give me a story as I was to get it. He paused and looked
pensively at a sick lion in the cage opposite. The man who hated him attended every performance in the hope
sometime of seeing that lion crunch down. He followed the show about all over the country. The years went
by and he grew old, and the lion-tamer grew old, and the lion grew old. And at last one day, sitting in a front
seat, he saw what he had waited for. But it was not the style of a fellow I knew. He was a little, thin,
sawed-off, sword-swallowing and juggling Frenchman. De Ville, he called himself, and he had a nice wife.
She did trapeze work and used to dive from under the roof into a net, turning over once on the way as nice as
you please. So the word went around to watch out for De Ville, and no one dared be more than barely civil to
his wife. And she was a sly bit of baggage, too, only all hands were afraid of De Ville.
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The Leopard Man's Story Audible Audiobook - Unabridged Jack London (Author), Glenn Hascall (Narrator), Spoken
Realms (Publisher) & 0 more Be the first to review this item.

He was the Leopard Man, but he did not look it. His business in life, whereby he lived, was to appear in a cage
of performing leopards before vast audiences, and to thrill those audiences by certain exhibitions of nerve for
which his employers rewarded him on a scale commensurate with the thrills he produced. As I say, he did not
look it. He was narrow-hipped, narrow-shouldered, and anaemic, while he seemed not so much oppressed by
gloom as by a sweet and gentle sadness, the weight of which was as sweetly and gently borne. For an hour I
had been trying to get a story out of him, but he appeared to lack imagination. To him there was no romance in
his gorgeous career, no deeds of daring, no thrillsâ€”nothing but a gray sameness and infinite boredom. All
you had to do was to stay sober. Anybody could whip a lion to a standstill with an ordinary stick. He had
fought one for half an hour once. Just hit him on the nose every time he rushed, and when he got artful and
rushed with his head down, why, the thing to do was to stick out your leg. When he grabbed at the leg you
drew it back and hit hint on the nose again. With the far-away look in his eyes and his soft flow of words he
showed me his scars. There were many of them, and one recent one where a tigress had reached for his
shoulder and gone down to the bone. I could see the neatly mended rents in the coat he had on. His right arm,
from the elbow down, looked as though it had gone through a threshing machine, what of the ravage wrought
by claws and fangs. But it was nothing, he said, only the old wounds bothered him somewhat when rainy
weather came on. Suddenly his face brightened with a recollection, for he was really as anxious to give me a
story as I was to get it. He paused and looked pensively at a sick lion in the cage opposite. The man who hated
him attended every performance in the hope sometime of seeing that lion crunch down. He followed the show
about all over the country. The years went by and he grew old, and the lion-tamer grew old, and the lion grew
old. And at last one day, sitting in a front seat, he saw what he had waited for. But it was not the style of a
fellow I knew. He was a little, thin, sawed-off, sword-swallowing and juggling Frenchman. De Ville, he called
himself, and he had a nice wife. She did trapeze work and used to dive from under the roof into a net, turning
over once on the way as nice as you please.

Page 7

DOWNLOAD PDF THE LEOPARD MANS STORY JACK LONDON
Chapter 6 : The Leopard Man's Story Audiobook | Jack London | blog.quintoapp.com
The Leopard Man smiled in a sweetly wistful fashion, and the far-away look came into his eyes. "And that was the end of
King Wallace," he went on in his sad, low voice. "After the excitement cooled down I watched my chance and bent over
and smelled Wallace's head.

He was the Leopard Man, but he did not look it. His business in life, whereby he lived, was to appear in a cage
of performing leopards before vast audiences, and to thrill those audiences by certain exhibitions of nerve for
which his employers rewarded him on a scale commensurate with the thrills he produced. As I say, he did not
look it. He was narrow-hipped, narrow-shouldered, and anaemic, while he seemed not so much oppressed by
gloom as by a sweet and gentle sadness, the weight of which was as sweetly and gently borne. For an hour I
had been trying to get a story out of him, but he appeared to lack imagination. To him there was no romance in
his gorgeous career, no deeds of daring, no thrills--nothing but a gray sameness and infinite boredom. All you
had to do was to stay sober. Anybody could whip a lion to a standstill with an ordinary stick. He had fought
one for half an hour once. Just hit him on the nose every time he rushed, and when he got artful and rushed
with his head down, why, the thing to do was to stick out your leg. When he grabbed at the leg you drew it
back and hit hint on the nose again. With the far-away look in his eyes and his soft flow of words he showed
me his scars. There were many of them, and one recent one where a tigress had reached for his shoulder and
gone down to the bone. I could see the neatly mended rents in the coat he had on. His right arm, from the
elbow down, looked as though it had gone through a threshing machine, what of the ravage wrought by claws
and fangs. But it was nothing, he said, only the old wounds bothered him somewhat when rainy weather came
on. Suddenly his face brightened with a recollection, for he was really as anxious to give me a story as I was to
get it. He paused and looked pensively at a sick lion in the cage opposite. The man who hated him attended
every performance in the hope sometime of seeing that lion crunch down. He followed the show about all over
the country. The years went by and he grew old, and the lion-tamer grew old, and the lion grew old. And at
last one day, sitting in a front seat, he saw what he had waited for. But it was not the style of a fellow I knew.
He was a little, thin, sawed-off, sword-swallowing and juggling Frenchman. De Ville, he called himself, and
he had a nice wife. She did trapeze work and used to dive from under the roof into a net, turning over once on
the way as nice as you please. So the word went around to watch out for De Ville, and no one dared be more
than barely civil to his wife. And she was a sly bit of baggage, too, only all hands were afraid of De Ville. He
was a king and no mistake. Just did it with his fist on the nose. It was a divided cage, and a monkey, poking
through the bars and around the partition, had had its paw seized by a big gray wolf who was trying to pull it
off by main strength. No keeper was at hand, so the Leopard Man stepped over a couple of paces, dealt the
wolf a sharp blow on the nose with the light cane he carried, and returned with a sadly apologetic smile to take
up his unfinished sentence as though there had been no interruption. We warned Wallace, but it was no use.
But I saw a glitter in his eyes which I had seen often in the eyes of wild beasts, and I went out of my way to
give Wallace a final warning. Nothing had happened and I was beginning to think it all a scare over nothing. It
was during the afternoon performance, and the big tent was filled with women and children, when I went
looking for Red Denny, the head canvas-man, who had walked off with my pocket-knife. He was watching
with much amusement a quarrel between a couple of trapeze artists. All the rest of the people in the dressing
tent were watching the same thing, with the exception of De Ville whom I noticed staring at Wallace with
undisguised hatred. Wallace and the rest were all too busy following the quarrel to notice this or what
followed. The look troubled me at the time, for not only did I see hatred in it, but I saw triumph as well. A few
minutes later I was in the big tent, where I had overhauled Red Denny. King Wallace was doing his turn and
holding the audience spellbound. He was in a particularly vicious mood, and he kept the lions stirred up till
they were all snarling, that is, all of them except old Augustus, and he was just too fat and lazy and old to get
stirred up over anything. Then the jaws came together, crunch, just like that. Old Augustus never meant to do
it.
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