Jandar 6: Lankar of Callisto
By Lin Carter

Chapter 1
THE CITY I N THE JUNGLE

It was early afternoon when we | anded at the Siem Reap airport just north of
the capital city. W had to wait in intermnable lines to collect our |uggage
and to go through passport exam nation and custons inspection. Eventually we
energed under a darkening sky to be greeted by grinning pedi cab-drivers who
shrilled out the nanes of hotels, vying with each other for our trade. W

sel ected one cheerful little man fromthe Iine who greeted us in a comca

m xture of French and Canbodi an.

"Bonsoir, |ok!"-which meant "good evening, mister"-he called. | think Noel was
attracted to hi mbecause of his smle, which was gleam ng and colorful. | nean
that quite literally, by the way, for his teeth were inlaid with gold and

pl agues of red carnelian. The Canbodi an natives, it seems, regard white teeth
as bad luck, and while the poor peasants color them by chewi ng on betel nut,

t hose who can afford to do so have their teeth set with gold fillings or with
sem preci ous stones like lapis or carnelian, or even with jewels.

Babbling merrily in at |east three | anguages, our driver heaped the |uggage on
the rack and we clinbed in and settled ourselves while he nounted the rear of
the vehicle, taking a running start, and steered us snmoothly into the fl ow of
traffic. These pedi cabs | ook like an odd hybrid of bicycle and the traditiona
ri ckshaw and nost of the street traffic of the Canbodian capital is conposed
of them since gasoline has recently beconme very expensive due to shortages
and the cutoff of foreign inports. "Legs are cheaper than gas," is the saying
her e.

For a tine we were pedal ed al ong a narrow country road besi de a nuddy yel |l ow
wat erway. Naked brown boys scrubbing dusty el ephants amid the stream waved and
catcall ed as we went clicking by; grimacing gi bbons chattered fromtall stands
of bamboo that rattled and clattered in the spanking breeze; birds with red

pl umage screeched frominmense banyans or fragrant |enon-groves. W saw entire
famlies up to their knees in the muddy water, scooping up silver, wiggling
fish in wi cker buckets. Cccasionally the waterway w dened and we saw stately,

i f clumsy, wooden junks conpeting with all manner of rivercraft for right of
way-everything from banboo rafts to rusty packet boats, |oud notorboats
scooting by graceful crafts that |ooked for all the world |ike Venetian
gondol as. Far off downstream a huge oil tanker stood at dock

Before long we entered the city proper and noved through narrow streets |ined
wi th open-air shops which sold an amazi ng profusion of odd

nmer chandi se- w ought - si |l ver el ephants, gongs, banboo flutes, paper good-| uck
flags, incense sticks, betelnuts, begging bow s of polished wood, dogneat
sausages (at whi ch we shuddered), modern Chi nese com ¢ books. Buddhi st nonks
strolled the sidewal ks in their saffron robes under yell ow parasols. Od wonen
wi th shaven heads went by, wapped fromarnpit to ankle in black sarongs

call ed sanpots, with spotless white bl ouses. Mbs of ragamuffin children were
everywhere, chewi ng sugarcane-the | ocal equivalent of |ollypops-Iugging
shoeshine kits, begging for pennies, munching on sunfl ower seeds.
Fortune-tellers squatted on the sidewal ks, a junble of mnystic books, copper
amul ets and nagi cal herbs spread out before them on pieces of oilcloth. Most
of the traffic was conposed of pedicabs sinilar to the one in which we rode,
which are called cyclos; there were very few autonpbiles to be seen



Noel had brought along a street map of Phnom Penh whi ch she had been studying
on the plane while | read Jandar's manuscript; so we were able to follow our
progress through the city easily enough. Phnom

Penh is a city of many waters, laid out so that it straddles the intersection
of the Tonle Sap and the Bassac River, where they nerge with an el bow of the
m ghty Mekong which enpties into the ocean one hundred and thirty mles
downstream This intersection, called the quatre bras, the "four arns," is
like a great "X of water, and npost of the local transportation is by neans of
the various rivers, canals and suchlike. The country itself is quite small,
covering 66,000 square niles, about the size of the state of Washi ngton back
hone. The capital is rather small, in keeping with about four hundred thousand
i nhabi t ants.

We entered the Boul evard Norodom a broad tree-lined avenue. Here for the
first time we saw autonobiles in nunmber, nostly small foreign inports | could
not name. Qur driver, pedaling away behind us, called our attention to a | oca
| andmar k, the fambus Wat Phnom a tapering, battered, weather-beaten
spire-topped shrine which rises atop a wooded hill near the approxinmate center
of the city, gained by a wide flight of stone steps. W passed by it close
enough to see the stone seven-headed cobras that adorned its roof. "Wat Phnont

means "Hill Tenple," and the |l egend has it that six centuries ago when rainy
season floodwaters arose, they washed the trunk of a great koki tree up this
hill to the doorstep of a |lady named Penh. Inside the tree were found four

bronze i mages of the Buddha, and the omen was interpreted to nean the gods had
wi thdrawn their favor fromthe old inperial capital, the fanous jungle
nmetropol i s of Angkor, and were searching for a new hone. Runors of the miracle
spread and a fair-sized town grew up rapidly around the central hill whereon
lived Lady Penh, who built the spired tenple to house the idols. Later, when
an invasion from Thail and overran Angkor, the king of that day noved south,
settling here, making this his capital. The city has been known as Phnom Penh
"the H Il of Lady Penh," ever since.

W reached the waterfront where we were supposed to neet Sir Ml colms head
boy, checked our luggage in a riverside passenger station, paid our

cycl o-driver, tipping himhandsonmely, and, as we had plenty of time to spare,
deci ded on an early dinner. The station manager, or dockmaster, or whatever he
was, spoke a fair bit of English, recommending the center of the |Ioca
nightlife, an establishment called | e Bar Jean, where the |ocal nenbers of the
French col ony neet for cocktails, conversation and continental cuisine. Noe
denmurred, preferring sonething nore Canbodian to French; the stationmaster
told us howto find the Lotus d'Or, a floating restaurant serving traditiona
Vi et nanese di shes, which had originally been built as a novie set.

W set out on our own. The steep gol den yell ow roofs of the Throne Hall
reserved for coronations, gleamed in the fires of sunset; paper |anterns
bobbl ed from banboo rods above open-air shops inwardly lit by kerosene | anps;
col ored paper good-luck flags fluttered fromdoorsills as we passed,

di spl aying a bizarre bestiary-the hal f-human Garuda bird, the three-faced god
Chak Kboun, fantastically colored el ephants, and a green-faced gi ant naned

Pi pchek, borrowed from H ndu nyth. Eager-faced urchins, who could spot a
"weal thy" tourist ten mles off, vied to escort us to local nonuments like the
great Preah Mrokoe pagoda with its famous floor of solid silver tiles. There
was certainly a notley throng filling the lanmplit streets, among them a
surprising preponderance of terribly respectabl e-1o00oki ng Chi nese busi nessnen
in neat, gray Western business suits, with narrow, black conservative ties.
Since about a third of Phnom Penh's citizens are Chinese, and since they
control nmost of the trade and own nearly all of the shops, | suppose this
wasn't really surprising.



The city was crowded and col orful, a place where nany different cultures neet
and m ngle. Al ong Rue Khemarak Phoum n-over which garish paper banners
adverti se soccer ganmes and boxi ng matches to the sports-mad Canbodi ans-t here
is a restaurant serving a traditional Chinese nenu, crossed, in a nost
unlikely fashion, with a French sidewal k cafe. But we finally settled on a
seedy little eating-place which offered Canbodi an di shes and even a headwaiter
who spoke English. Shunning the dogneat sausages, Noel asked about a dish

call ed chong roet, which turned out to be live locusts or cicadas broiled over
pans of charcoal

W settled on roast trei chkowk, a local variety of |ake chub roasted crisp
and tender over a pot of charcoal, served up on a bed of steanming rice. It was
tangy and delicious, topped off with heady Canmbodi an tea served in curious
wooden pots, with ansantheks for dessert-rice cakes with banana centers,
wrapped in | eaves and served piping hot. The restaurant was crowded and noi sy,
sawdust on the floor and odorous of fish-heads. Pretty girls in gorgeous
sarongs twirled in the national fol k dance, called the lanthon, in a kind of
floor show, they were foll owed by musicians who pl ayed ei ght-stringed gares, a
native orchestra of gongs and flutes and instrunents called tros which | ook
like one-stringed violins. W ate hugely, enjoyed oursel ves enornously, and
the bill came to a staggering thirty riels, which was about ninety cents

Aneri can.

After supper we went strolling anong the shops. Noel wanted to pick up a few
souvenirs to bring hone as gifts for her sister, the Jellerette children
across the street, and our next-door neighbors, the Roethers, who were usually
ki nd enough to collect our mail and newspapers for us when we were off on
trips. She also hoped to find something nice for Marie Cerut, a |local antique
deal er with whom she had struck up a cl ose friendship.

"Keep your eyes open for sonmething to bring back for Ron Stoloff," she said,
referring to the President of the Phil adel phia Science Fiction Society, whose
guests we would be at the annual Philcon the follow ng nonth.

Everywhere we went we saw cl ear evidence that this was a country at war.
Mlitary vehicles were to be seen noving through the streets or parked at
corners, and there were many Canbodi ans in uniform some of them carrying
weapons, mngling with the crowds along the street. The recent expl osion of
rebel action in the outlying provinces and the dangers of an attenpted
Conmuni st take-over of the new Lon Nol governnment had caused our State
Departnment to be nore than a little reluctant to permt Noel and ne to have
passports for Canbodia. Obviously, Uncle didn't Iike the idea of U S «citizens
getting into a Sout heast Asian country at war, for fear of Anmerican nationals
getting mxed up in what might be an international incident. Wile we were in
the capital, though, we didn't see any evidence of trouble, although once we
got out on the river and down into the jungle regions, we mght expect a
little nore danger.

Wll, we had determined to take our chances on that, and hoped that everything
turned out all right.

The streets were very crowded by now, and made a gorgeous and exotic sight,
it by swaying paper lanterns, colored lights shining on strange brown faces,
gi | ded wood, signs in curious characters. | wi shed we had nore tinme to sanple
the nightlife, but we did not.

Back on the dock we found our transportation awaiting us, in the formof a
rusty, patched, decrepit little steamlaunch that was a dead ringer for the

di | api dated craft Hunphrey Bogart captained in one of our favorite novies, The
African Queen. Sir Ml col m's nunmber-one boy, Charlie Phuong, had al ready



| ocated and | oaded our |uggage aboard. He was a short, cheerful, grinning,

bow egged boy of indeterninate age, who carried his life's savings around with
himin the formof a wide grin bright with gold fillings. Sparkling black eyes
greeted us under the bill of a battered old baseball cap, around which a scrap
of fluttering red scarf had been knotted for good luck, or to keep the devils
away, or maybe both. The rest of his costunme consisted of nuddy tennis shoes,
a ragged pair of khaki shorts, and a cast-off olive drab army shirt.

The nmoon had risen while we were at dinner, and the river traffic was at its
pitch as we cast off, chugging noisily, into the main channel. Brightly lit
sanmpans and junks floated by us; boats of every description were |oading at
docks heaped with tins of pitch, bales of raw, unprocessed rubber fromthe
great Chup plantations to the northeast of the capital. W saw worknen, naked
to the waist, |aboring under flaring torches at sacks of fragrant yieng yieng
bark from which incense is made, shoving about baskets filled with garish
peppercorns, stal ks of green bananas, bundl es of peacock feathers, cords of
cut bamboo, bundles of turtle shells, anteater skins and kapok. Amusingly, one
boat was unl oadi ng cases of Coca Col a bottles.

Qur boat threaded its noisy path through an arrangenment of nud di kes, cana

| ocks, and wat erways. Woden cowbells went click-clack in fields beside the
river; oil lanps gleaned in the waxed paper w ndows of farmhouses and huts as
we sail ed downriver under star-crowded skies. Peasants worked |ate in flooded,
shal l ow ricefields, bent double and | ooning Iike black cutouts against the
nmoon. W sail ed past bamboo forests, |enon groves, ungainly stands of banana
trees, and thick banyans. In one hillside farma clunsy Zadrugar tractor

i mported from Yugosl avi a, runbl ed, bel ching bl ack, oily snoke.

Noel and | struck up a conversation with our friendly pilot. Charlie Phuong,
it turned out, was not a native of Phnom Penh but hailed froma hamet with

t he delicious name of Battangbang, which | gathered was the capital of the
nort hwest ern province. He had nothing but contenpt and derision for the locals
her eabout s, whom he considered city slickers, nore interested in organized
sports, novies from Hong, Kong, and political squabbles, than in the
traditional elements of Canmbodian life. He was very uneducated and very
superstitious, what with his crinmson head scarf to frighten off

ni ght - wanderi ng denons, and the copper bracelet he wore cl asped about one
muscul ar brown bi cep which was a good-luck charm He chattered in friendly,
am abl e fashion while we glided down the star-mirroring river, which w dened.
He had worked nearly a cal endar year for Sir Ml colm whomhe held in

good- hunored veneration-his name for the British archaeol ogi st was Lok Thom
whi ch neans sonething like "M . Big"-and, although uneducated, he had picked
up a surprising vocabulary in English: pungent, earthy, shot through with
French cuss-words and the nanmes of Canbodi an deities and denons, all mixed
together in a patois so inimtable | will not even attenpt to reproduce it in
t hese pages.

W passed sonething |ike an enornmous, densely black, floating island, around

t he edge of which Charlie Phuong nmaneuvered the laboring little steam!|aunch
while purpling the night air with a torrent of profanity in at |least three

| anguages. This floating island turned out to be a logjam drifting downstream
fromthe forest around Kratie. Native |unberjacks, only their red,

devil -frighteni ng head-scarves visible in the gloom scampered ni nbly about
this gigantic raft of |ogs, keeping careful eyes peeled to be certain the
heavy hardwood | ogs of teak were buoyed up on hol | ow banboo trunks.

| snoked cigarette after cigarette, sitting in the prow, staring dream |y out
on the starry skies, the moonlit river, and the jungle thickets which |ined
the river to each side; Noel dozed in the rear, pillowed on our |uggage. The
trip woul d take hours.



Then | must have dozed off nyself, for the next thing I knew was Charlie
Phuong grinning down at ne, gold fillings glittering in the torchlight,
shaki ng me awake. | stretched and sat up and | ooked about nme. W were pulled
over to one shore of the river, where a crude little log-built dock thrust out
on sunken pilings a few yards into the stream The dock was crowded with
smal I, ninble nen passing our |uggage ashore, each snatching a bag and tossing
it into the waiting hands of the next.

Then a spry, sixtyish, little man with bright, inquisitive blue eyes and a
goatee of silvery white, his scrawny formclad in filthy khaki shorts and a
mud- bespl attered T-shirt, popped up directly in front of me, squinted about,
spotted me, and grinned-a grin which nmade his entire | eather-tanned face

di ssolve into a mass of |aughter-crinkles.

"M. Carter, | gather?" | nodded, still half-asleep. He rubbed bony hands
t oget her briskly.

"Excel l ent! Excellent! And your charmng lady, | see. Wll, hop out-hop
out-you're here, you know Wl come to the city of Arangkor; popul ation
twenty-si x-now twenty-eight! It's a five minute stroll through the brush-watch

your step, dear lady, or you'll go up to your waist in mud-the dock we built
for a reason, you know Come-Billy-Boy, ny cook, has fresh tea brew ng, or
instant coffee, if you prefer . . . come along now. Careful with the

gentl eman' s | uggage, you cl unmsy nonkeys!"
And he bustled into the line of |aborers, vanishing in the dark.

So it was that at last | met Sir Ml col mJerrolds, distinguished author of
Unsol ved Mysteries of Asia (Macmillan, 1964), Excavating the Gobi (Cassels,
1966), and A Prelimnary Report on the Arangkor Di scoveries (unpublished).

And so it was, also, five or six mnutes later, at the end of a nuddy trai

cut through sonme of the densest and | east-explored jungles on this planet,
that | cane to Arangkor itself-mystery-city of the vani shed Khyner-Kings, | ost
city of the ages.

Chapter 2
CONSEQUENCES OF TAKI NG A STROLL

"Not much to be seen by night, of course-great pity-splendid sight by
daylight, | assure you-nore tea, mssus?" the little, gnonelike man chirped
briskly. Noel accepted a tin cup of the steamnm ng beverage with a smile; |
nursed a simlar container filled with a rank, bitter brew Billy-Boy

m st akenly considered to be coffee, preoccupied with staring around ne in a
benused fashi on

This tea party was being held, incongruously, on worn canp-chairs am dst a
pl aza of broken stony sl abs where once, our spry little host assured us, the
anci ent CGod- Ki ngs of fabul ous Kambudja had hel d open-air court.

Stone buildings | oomed to every side, heavily-carved, fantastic scul ptures
edged with noon-silver. Birds squawked in the jungle night; nonkeys screeched,;
somewhere, far off, a water buffalo bellowed lustily.

Noel was interrogating Sir Ml col mon archaeol ogi cal nmethods; | was too
bone-weary, despite the bitter black coffee, sweetened with curdled, faintly
soursnel ling condensed m |k, and too heavy-eyed, to do much but sip the stuff,



snoke, and stare around ne.

Great frowning stone masks gl ared down at us. They mi ght represent Lokesvara,
a future incarnation of the Buddha, or then again they m ght not, Sir Ml colm
told us. The Khymer glyphs, yet undeci phered, would reveal much, he assured

us, his white goatee waggling up and down in the light of the small campfire.

W had been served a | ate canp-supper of good ol df ashi oned K rations, which
brought ne back with a

resoundi ng bunp to nmy arny days, to snowburied tents along the Korean hills,
the faint rattle of machine gun fire in the frozen air. Talking a nile a
mnute all the while, the little archaeol ogi st had whi sked crackling gl ossy
phot ogr aphs of unknown carvi ngs under our noses-whi sked them away after a
nmonent's gl ance to shove rattling wooden trays of small stone artifacts into
our | aps-then snatched these back to unfold a crisp, rustling pal mleaf codex
scramed with brightly-painted figures, crowned with noddi ng plumes, sporting
bi r df aces, wavi ng many arns, and surrounded by unintelligible hieroglyphic

di al ogue i ke sonmething froma comc book fallen from Mars.

It was inpossible not to like Sir MalcolmJerrolds fromthe first nmonent you
met him He was a small, spry wisp of a man, |eathery-tanned, wth peering,
keen eyes and a nervous manner that made himjiggle and fidget around in the
nost amusing nmanner. For all his jittery manner and irresistible flow of
conversation, he was what | would call a perfect host. By this |I nean that,
within a few nonments, he was treating you as if he had known you for years and
felt free to relax and be confortable with you, and he nade you feel the sane
way about him He was adorable, and Noel sinply loved himfromthe start. She
had al ways been enthusiastic about ancient history and archaeol ogy, and her
alert, sincere interest and intelligent, pointed questions touched a chord
within the little capering Britisher. He beamed upon her fondly, for her

ent husi asm mat ched his own |ifelong passion to | earn the secrets of our

anci ent ancestors. He danced attendance upon ny w fe and ransacked his files
for curious and interesting objects and fragnents, which he displayed
tenderly, with touching confidence, as a shy child will show you her bel oved
dol | s.

The work of the expedition was not so nuch to excavate Arangkor, he told us,
as to clear away the rubbish. That is, the ancient Khymer netropolis was not
buri ed under fathons of earth as Babyl on or Ponpeii had been, but sinply
overgrown with jungle. Vines netted the towers carven with |eering stone
masks, bushes choked doorways or bl ocked passages, centuries of rotting |eaves
hid the streets under a carpet of squelching nold. Since arriving here, Sir

Mal col m and his native boys had been, in a very real sense, performng the
wor k of street cleaners. He showed us the nountain of |eaf nulch piled outside
the half-toppled city wall; all of that his boys had renoved in w cker

basket s.

By this time, however, nost of the underbrush and fallen | eaves and branches
had been cl eared away. The work, fromthis point on in, was that of
phot ogr aphi ng and neasuring and taking notes, making rubbings of tenple
carvings, and things |ike that.

"Much-rmuch easier, dear lady, | assure you!than the diggi ng-up of Angash under
a broilin" Mesopotany sun-or scratchin' up tons of dried clay fromthe rubble
of Timash back in '58, with the bloody Arabs and the bl oody Israelis bangin'

away at each other right over ourbloody heads!" he said perkily.

Noel nodded and said sonmething interestedly, snothering a slight yawn with one
hand. Her eyes were sleepy, | noticed, and was about to interrupt Sir Ml colm



and suggest we discuss it tonorrow, when the old fellow noticed my wife's
sl eepiness hinself and curtly bade one of his toothily grinning boys to get
our tent ready.

"Talk here all night if I don't pop th' two o' you into your cots show you
around tonorrow, dear |ady: some sights to be seen here that will astonish
Europe when | send ny first batch of pictures to the Journal of Asian
Antiquity! And when | publish ny Prelininary Report, well, dash it, |'ve data
there will topple the prevailing theories of Khymer dating into the dungheaps,
| assure you! Yes, ny dear sir, theories will fall to every side |ike
tree-trunks in nmonsoon weather! Mist ask you to gl ance over ny manuscript in
first draft-advice of a genuine professional, very valuable-wite too damed
fast, that's ny trouble! Ideas all there in good enough order, quite, quite;
but gettin'

it down in readabl e fashion-always been ny problem But, here, the both of you
are yawni ng-off to bed now, up with first dawn, you know. Lots to be seen
W'l talk nore tonorrow . "

And of f he went, bawling out a scurry of native boys, leaving us to our friend
with the colorful snmile, Charlie Phuong, who would show us where we coul d wash
up, and woul d then escort us to our beds.

The beds proved to be stiff, narrow cots set side by side in a tiny tent
pitched on a side street off the plaza, with a wooden packing crate stood on
its end between the cots to serve, obviously, as a night table. | put thereon
nmy change, cigarettes, keys and sungl asses, arranging these in a half-circle
around a spluttering oil |anmp, by whose wavering, smoky |Iight we undressed
sleepily. So much had happened that day we were exhausted, and the voluble Sir
Mal col s rapid-fire conversation had worn out our vocal cords. W said

goodni ght and crawl ed-into the sl eeping bags.

That night, as m ght have been expected, | just couldn't get to sleep

Al though I was worn out after the excitenent of the day, the clamy chill of
the jungle night, conbined with the hard cot and the disconforts of a sleeping
bag, mlitated against ny attaining that cozy serenity requisite to slipping
off to slunberland. Also, | nust confess, | was accustonmed to the warm
breat hi ng wei ght of one or another of our dogs sleeping at ny feet.

Noel fell asleep without trouble-1 could hear her breathing in the chilly
darkness of the tent. But | tossed and turned, unable to get confortable,
unable to turn off my mind. After about an hour of this | decided to hell with
it; | got up, slipped into ny khakis, breeches, and boots and unzi pped the
tent, thinking to wal k around a bit and view the nmarvel s of Arangkor by
nmoonl i ght while smoking a cigarette or two.

The full noon of Canbodia was an i mense pallid orb of ghostly light silvering
the carven faces on the stone gates and towers. The noonlight hid the scars of
time's decay behind a veil of shimrering glanor. Alnost, it seened, the city
lived untouched by the erosion of the ages. The cracks that zigzagged the worn
stone facing of the tenple were invisible in the silvery di mess; the
rubbl e- choked streets were brimmng with dense gloom At any nonment | half
expected barbaric priests in feather headdresses to appear on the upper tiers
and begin sone prinordial chant to the noon gods, or masked princelings of a

| ost age to be glinpsed ami dst the shadows of the |ong arcade, bound for
assignations with naked, barbaric courtesans.

It was all inpossibly romantic.

For a tine | snoked and dreamed, ny inmagi nati on peopling the shadowy streets



wi th ghostly processions ....
Then | saw the |ight.

It appeared suddenly, |ike an apparition. One nonent the city was dark and
dead and still, gilded by the jungle nmoon: in the next instant a dazzling
shaft of amazing |ight sprang out of nowhere to thrust |ike a shining |ance
against the jeweled skies. It was |ike a huge searchlight, inpossibly
brilliant, very unexpected. Vague thoughts of air raids stirring in nmy mnd,
headed towards it, inpelled by devouring curiosity. | entered a curving street
lined with frowning nonoliths, then passed through a gl oom drenched arcade of
partially-fallen pillars, and found nyself on the edge of an imense

st one- paved pl aza.

Before me, in the center of a circle of huge stone idols, lay an opening in

the stone floor, round as the mouth of a well. It was fromdeep in the
subt erranean shaft of this well that the beam of sparkling radi ance soared
skyward. And then, of course, | knewit . . . and the prickling of

superstitious awe roughened the skin of nmy arnms and stirred the nape-hairs on
t he back of ny neck

For it could be none other than that nysterious, jade-lined well Jandar had
seen a year and a half ago . . . and the weird beam of sparkling force was,
nmust be, the transdi mensional gateway he had called "the

Gate Between the Worlds."

Wthin me, ny imaginati on awoke. | shivered slightly as to the cold breath of
t he Unknown. For the scene that lay before ne now was in no detail different
fromthe scene he had described in that first volume of his nenoirs which
had titled Jandar of Callisto . . . there before ne, bathed in the dimsilver
of the noonlight, the ring of stone colossi squatted, facing inwards to turn
their enigmatic carven eyes upon the nystic Well that forned a nmagi c pat hway
to other planets.

There they sat, the nanel ess gods of a primal and mysterious race, many arns
brandi shing aloft the enblens of their forgotten divinity, wheels and keys and
stone flowers, stylized thunderbolts and odd-I ooki ng swords and skulls

and the restless, pulsing Iight of the Well cast ripples of |umnance across
their scul ptured features. As wave on wave of sparkling force noved up the
stationary beam it seenmed they frowned or sniled or grimaced; and the noving,
t hr obbi ng heart beats of light lent the flicker of notion and the illusion of
cold, watchful intelligence to their carven eyes.

It was an unforgettabl e scene of weird grandeur and strange maj esty-as awesone
and magi cal as anything in the pages of Haggard or Merritt-and it was really
happeni ng! Not on the witten page; but in the real world of everyday life.

It was too strange, too fantastic, to be frightening. | was caught in the grip
of a supernatural awe such as | have never before experienced. Wthout

consci ously thinking about it, | stepped forward, entering the plaza. The

t hr obbi ng heartbeat of living radiance flickered before ny eyes with
mesmerizing force. I went forward between two of the stone gods to stand on
the very brink of the Well, and all | could see before ne was that soaring
shaft of nysterious light that blazed up and up until it dimed the stars and
pal ed the ghostly glory of the Canbodi an nmoon .

And then my boots slid out fromunder me and |I fell, sliding down a shall ow
incline towards the very edge of the Well!



Too late for caution, |I remenbered that the nmargin of the Well was fashioned
of a slick, glassy stone like pale, snooth jade.

Too late to avoid the peril, | renenbered that Jandar hinmsel f had nmade exactly
the sane mistake. He, too, had slipped and fallen on the gl ossy stone
but 1, at |east, had been forewarned!

The jade lip of the Wll was slick as if oiled; ever so slightly concave, it
sl oped inward towards the nmouth of the Well.

| slid down the depression hel plessly, skinning the palnms of ny hands agai nst
the stone as | instinctively sought to arrest ny progress. There was no
handhol d, nothing I could catch hold of, no way | could keep fromfalling into
the Wl

Then | slid over the brink, and the gol den, throbbing splendor of the nystic
[ight enveloped ne, -and | lost all consciousness.

Was it a dreama distorted fancy of ny mnd al one?

| seened as unaware of my physical body as if | had been transforned into a
dimMy sentient thing of inpal pable vapor

Yet somehow ny senses functioned: | was aware of the sensation of flight. It
seened to me that | was thrust upwards at an inconceivable velocity.

Only for a brief, flashing instant was | aware of hurtling through space at
fantastic speed.

There was a nonent when i ntense darkness cl osed about me, black as the cold
gul f that yawns between the stars.

For a flashing instant | shuddered in the grip of intolerable, super-arctic
col d.

I was hurled through space at frightful velocity.

Ahead of me, a dimradi ance expanded with magi cal swiftness into an ochre,
banded sphere.

Particles of frozen rock circled the width of the |um nous giant.

One granul e of parched, frigid rock swung up before ne, unfolding |ike a magic
fl ower.

For a blurred instant | saw needl e-sharp peaks of black rock stabbing up at ne
as | fell downward now . . . and the valleys between the fangli ke peaks were
choked wi th smooth expanses of cold blue snow. . . frozen methane or anmmoni a

Then the vision before me went hazy, as if | hurtled through an i mmateri al
barrier of illusion .

| caught a brief, swift glinpse of what |ay behind the mrage of a dead,
frozen world.

| saw vast plains of weird scarlet, fantastic jungles of black trees with
crimson foliage, glittering rivers and shining seas. Barbaric stone cities
sprinkl ed the plains, stood beside the shores of river and sea, |ooking |like
wonderful ly detail ed toy netropolises designed by Frazetta or Hannes Bok



Then bl ack and crimnmson jungles swept up to engul f ne.

And my consci ousness went out |ike a blown candle.

Chapter 3
ON ANOTHER PLANET

My back was cold, as if | was laying on sonme hard, unconfortable surface of
gl ass.

| opened my eyes and | ooked into arching skies of crawing gold. It was as if
t he heavens had been domed over with auric glass, crawming with a fil m of
[iquid.

I rolled over on ny side, levering nyself up on one el bow, and becane suddenly
consci ous of two things.

For one thing | was stark naked. My khaki shirt and jacket and whipcord
ri di ng-breeches were gone. So were my boots; even ny undershorts and socks.

For another thing | was staring upon an incredible | andscape. Before nme lay a
vista of smooth neadows, rising froma distant streamto the edge of a dense
forest or jungle. The neadow grasses were the col or of new shed bl ood,’

i mpossi ble, pure scarlet. And the jungle, or as nuch of it as | could see from
nmy recunbent position, was conposed of weird trees, black as India ink, whose
trunks and branches and roots were fantastically gnarled and knotted, unlike
those of any tree | had ever seen or heard of.

And the | eaves of those black trees were an incredi ble shade of crinson.

Beyond nmeadow and forest, the |andscape dw ndl ed into di mess at the horizon;
a horizon which seemed curiously near

| |1 ooked down at myself. Every stitch of clothing | had worn was gone. So were
my rings, the plain gold wedding band I wore on the fourth finger of ny left
hand and the carven brown carnelian seal-ring | wore on the mddle finger of

nmy right.

Gone, too, was the alum num PONM A bracelet | had worn for nonths on ny |eft
wist. As an exanple of the haziness that clouded nmy mind in those first few
nmonents after my awakening, | will cite the thought which passed through ny
brain, that the Capt. M chael MCuistion-the m ssing-in-action Anerican

of fi cer whose name was inscribed on the VIVA bracel et-had hinsel f di sappeared
somewhere in Canbodia or Laos or Vietnam And now | was |ost or m ssing,

al though I knew, with a sinking feeling deep within me, that | was far nore

| ost than he.

| knew where | was, of course.
The scarlet plain, those black, gnharled trees with crimson foliage, the dim
skies of misted gold-1 knew them although | had never before seen them | had

read descriptions of this |andscape in Jandar of Callisto.

| grinned, trying to find an el enent of ironic humor in the despair of ny
pr edi cament .

For | was, nust be, on the world of Callisto, noon of Jupiter! Like Jandar



before nme, | had slipped and fallen into that jade-lined Well that fornmed a

t ransdi mensi onal gateway between two worlds-the planet Earth on which | had
been born and lived ny forty years of |life-and Thanator the Jungl e Mon, that
di stant world of nystery and marvel where strange nen battled for survival
agai nst weird beasts and savage foes.

| lay stark naked upon a disk of lucent, glassy jade am dst crinmson neadows
near the edge of bl ack-and-scarlet jungles. In just such a scene had Jandar
materialized after falling into the Gate Between the Wrl ds.

Many thoughts went whirling through my dizzy mind as | lay there, trying to
cone to grips with the fantastic truth of what had happened to ne. dd,
irrelevant thoughts. For instance, | wondered what had becone of my seal -ring.
When ny body had dematerialized in that pulsing glory of light, | understood
what had happened wel | enough-fromreadi ng Jandar's own theories and

specul ations concerning the swift, mracul ous fourth-dimensional transition he
had experienced before ne, | knew nonorganic materials such as ny rings and
bracel et had not acconpanied ne on ny travels. \When ny body had dematerialized
in that pulsing glory of light, they nust have fallen into the Wll, together
with ny clothes, which had been conposed nostly of synthetic fibers.

But | regretted the loss of that ring keenly. It was an ancestral talisman to
me, representing a link with ny forefathers over generations. It had been a
possession of the Carter famly for perhaps longer than |I could guess; ny
father had worn it, and ny grandfather before him | certainly hoped it had
not been damaged or destroyed by the light ray. | wondered if soneone in Sir
Mal col M's canmp woul d be thoughtful enough to search the bottom of the Well and
find it.

Almost in the sane instant it occurred to nme, hel plessly, to wonder about ny
wi fe. Surely, Noel would be worried sick when she awke next norning and found
my cot enpty. She wouldn't have any way of know ng what had becone of nmne-or
woul d she? It wouldn't take her |ong before she noticed nmy clothes were

m ssing, and the pack of Viceroys | had put down beside ny cot. She would know
| had gone for a stroll: but would she guess | had fallen into the Gate

Bet ween the Worlds, or would she assume | had strayed into the jungles outside
of Arangkor, perhaps to be slain or carried off by sone wild beast or Rebe
guerrilla?

She woul d be worried sick about me, | knew with a pang of guilt that made ne
curse nyself for falling into the sane trap as Jandar, after his own account
shoul d have warned ne to be nore cautious. There wasn't much | coul d do about
it now | was here, whether | liked it or not.

| got tomy feet. | felt perfectly all right, although |I was physically tired
after the long day. But the excitenent of what had transpired kept the
adrenal i n punpi ng through ny system and | was nore alert and w de-awake than

ever. | noticed that the Band-Aid | had put on ny leg last night was al so
m ssing; it rmust be nonorganic like nmy rings. | was aware of a slight
t oot hache which puzzlied me, until | realized that every filling in ny teeth

must have vani shed like ny rings, when | dematerialized. That m ght be
troubl esone, if | was going to have to remain here on Callisto for very |ong.
| was sure there were no dentists to be found on the Jungle Mon

The breeze on ny bare | egs was unconfortably chilly. | |ooked thoughtfully at
t he edge of the black-and-scarlet jungle; once behind that screen of trees and
bushes | would be out of the wind, but there was no telling what savage beasts
m ght be prowing the jungle aisles in search of dinner, who mght regard a
stringy and slightly underdone sciencefiction witer as an appetizi ng norsel



The confusion of ny thoughts was such that it was only with a firm conscious
effort of will that |I calnmed my agitation. It was perfectly true, | reasoned
to nyself, that ny predi canment was grimand ny position not w thout peril. |
was al one, naked and unarmed, on an alien world teeming with ferocious
predators and savage warnors. And even fully clothed and with a pisto

hol stered on ny hip, | would have been in a position of considerabl e danger
for I was certainly no steely-thewed man of action, no burly, two-fisted
adventurer. | grinned again, rather wyly: for years now | have been witing

stories about nen in just my predicanent-but | never expected to find nyself
in such a spot!

Awiter's life is one of lazy, self-indulgent confort interrupted by periodic
epi sodes of furious activity-of a literary nature, that is. |'ve never been
much interested in sports, nor in exercise, ny idea of a hard day's work being
witing a chapter of a new novel or maybe turning out a short story. It's been
nore years than | care to think of since | last cane face to face with

physi cal danger, unless you want to count the tines |'ve gotten in between two
of my dogs, in an attenpt to stop a dogfight. And the only savage warrior a
New York science-fiction witer ever expects to face is the ever-possible
street-corner rmugger or hol dup man.

So | was certainly not in any condition to hew ny path through a jungle filled
wi th ferocious nonsters! True, Jandar had faced the sane perils and gotten

t hrough t hem unscat hed; but he had been a young, hard-nuscled daredevil

avi ator and professional soldier, not a sedentary witer who begrudges the
physical effort it takes to paint the front porch or nowthe lawn ....

Then it occurred to nme that, after all, | was in a way better equipped to face
up to the hazards of this adventure than Jandar, when he had been, so to
speak, in my shoes, for all that he was ten years younger than | and nore the
twofisted fighting-man. Because | had read his Callistan nenoirs and had a
.pretty good idea of just where | was and of just what | was likely to be
facing in the hours or days ahead of me. | knew, fromthe maps he had
sketched, that the Callistan termnus of the Gate was al ong t he sout her nnost
borders of the jungle region he called the Gand Kumal a; and | knew that the
nearest human settlement where | was likely to find a friendly wel cone was
Shondakor. And, renenbering that map, | even knew where Shondakor was in
reference to ny present position. It lay on the eastern side of this southern
tip of the Kurmal a jungles, on the shores of a river called the Ajand. It m ght
take me a couple of days of foot-weary walking to get there, but at |east |
knew where | was and where | wanted to go, which is nore than Jandar knew when
he had stood on this same spot, a year and a half ago.

My mind was clearer now, my panic and confusion ended. True, | was in a tight
spot, but the future was far from hopeless, and if | could just keep contro

of nmyself and think and plan ahead with a bit of practical comon sense (never
my strongest point, by the way), | could get through this unexpected
adventure, hopefully, in one piece.

The first thing | needed was sonething in the way of clothing.

The urgency of this had nothing to do with nodesty, but was sinply due to the
fact that civilized urban man feels peculiarly hel pl ess and vul nerabl e
standing around in the buff w thout so nuch as a Band-Aid on, especially when
he's got a jungle to get through. Later on | was going to be needing food and
water and a place to sleep. But first it seemed inperative to find sonething
to cover nyself with, and maybe something in the nature of a weapon, so that
if anything with nore teeth than | had cane at me | woul d have sonet hing el se
than just a couple of bare hands to defend nyself with.



The jungle seened to be the only place | was likely to find clothing and
weapons, so | went up the hill to the edge of the woods and entered them
cautiously. Thorny-edged | eaves scratched ny bare chest and thighs and as ny
bare feet scrunched through thickmatted fallen | eaves and squel ched i n gooey
unseen muck | wondered if there were any snakes on Callisto, deciding, with
justifiable uneasi ness, that there probably were.

Once beyond the edge of the Kumala | found nyself imrersed in thick crinmson
gloom The only illum nation was the sourceless Callistan equival ent of
daylight-a curious fluorescent effect anbng the gases in the upper atnosphere,
whi ch caused the entire heavens to glow with steady, sourcel ess, omi present

l umi nance. Callisto, of course, was too distant fromthe sun to receive nuch
light fromthat source, and Jandar had specul ated that perhaps it was sone
unknown radi ati on fromthe planet Jupiter which bathed the upper surface of
the Callistan atnmosphere, exciting visible light just as electricity creates
light among the inert vapors in a neon tube.

Anyway, when this rich gold light filtered down through the dense nmasses of
red | eaves which formed the roof of the Kumala jungles, everything took on the
crimson murk of a photographer's darkroom It was very difficult to see. In
fact, it was so dark inside the wall of jungle at first, that | could hardly
see where | was going, and blundered into treetrunks and spiny bushes, to the
consi derabl e detrinent of ny epidernis

| had to feel ny way along like a blind nman, both arnms stretched gingerly out
in front.of me, ny bare feet slipping and sliding in the muck of rotting
| eaves.

To be candid, it was not the happiest hour | had ever spent. | was trenbling
with fatigue and could hardly keep ny eyes open, for by this time, of course,
I would | ong ago have been sound asl eep back in the tent anong the ruins,
after a busy and tiring day. My mouth felt dry and parched, and | had a
powerful yearning for a cigarette. And all about me | was horribly conscious
of what might be lurking in the reddish gloom | knew something of the

danger ous beasts known to frequent these jungles, and | found that know edge,
however scanty, a lot nore unsettling than blissful ignorance would have been

Even armed with a cudgel, what could | do to defend mysel f agai nst such brutes
as the vastodon, the dreaded el ephant-boar of the Callistan wild, from which
Jandar had once rescued the Princess Darloona in these very jungles? O the
ferocious yathrib, the fearsome dragon-cat from which Koja the Yathoon had
once saved Jandar hinself? Yes, | soon proved to nyself the truth of the
age-ol d adage that "a little know edge is a dangerous thing." M inmagination,
teeming with ghastly inmages of slinking nonstrous shapes, seized on every
rustle in the | eaves, every crack of a twig, and peopled the blind red gl oom
wi t h hi deous ani mal s.

However, quite a tine had passed by now, and nothing had sprung upon nme in the
interval, and my fears began to ebb, although |I noved with no | ess caution

Al so, by this tine, nmy eyes had adjusted to the dimred nurk and it becane
easier for me to negotiate the thorny thickets and to pass between the knotted
bl ack boles without stunbling into them A npst it could be said | began to
enjoy nyself; after all, I was only the second nman of nmy world to stand here
on the surface of a weird and alien planet, and it was a peculiar experience
to find nyself in much the sort of predicament in which | am accustoned to

pl ace the heroes of ny stories. It amused ne to wonder if Edgar Ri ce Burroughs
woul d have felt the sanme as |, had he suddenly by some inexplicable mracle
found hinmsel f transported to the jungles wherein his apeman hero generally
roamed, or to the dead sea-bottons of Barsoom under the glory of the hurtling
noons.



The experience of being upon a strange planet was endl essly fascinating to ne.
Al about me to every side, unseen life nuttered and rustled and crept. Tiny
eyes peered at ne fromthick boughs arching above ny head |ike the beans of a

roof. Small, timd creatures fled squeaking and chattering from ny approach
al t hough I would very rmuch have liked to have seen them None of the |arger
and nore dangerous beasts that Jandar had so chillingly described in the five

vol umes of his memoirs | had read had yet made an appearance. It was easy
enough to guess that, during the hours of daylight, the greater predators
slept in their lairs, emerging only when darkness fell to hunt and kill. It
was this way, | believed, in the jungles of the distant Earth; and | hoped it
was true here on Callisto, as well.

Before long | stumbl ed upon a weapon. | nean that quite literally, for the

Il ong length of black, gnarled wood lay directly in ny path and | barked ny
bare shins against it and alnost fell fiat on my face. It was a heavy pole or
staff, admirably straight, and half again as long as my arm | suppose the
cudgel woul dn't have been of much use against the yathrib or the vastodon

but, in a pinch, any weapon is probably better than none, and sonehow, hol ding
it, | felt far |ess naked than before.

| began to think about the problemof clothing. By now nmy | egs and arms and
torso were criss-crossed with red scratches fromrough bark, thorny vines and
shar p- edged | eaves. One of these bushes with the sharp-edged | eaves caught ny
eye. The | eaves were rubbery and fibrous and about as |arge as dinner plates.
Leani ng ny cudgel against a tree, | pulled off a half-dozen of the big, floppy
| eaves and found that their spiny edges could be peeled away neatly. Wth a

bit of fussin' and cussin' | devised a rude sort of apron to shield nmy |oins
fore and aft, knotting the fibers together about ny nmiddle. Then, with a bit
of ingenuity, | fashioned an abbrevi ated vest or elongated collar of these

same | eaves which | hung about my neck to protect my upper arms, chest and
shoul ders.

This attenpt at do-it-yourself haberdashery worked so well (which is to say
the garments actually held together and didn't fall apart after five minutes
of use), that | was further inspired to attenpt sonething in the nature of
footware. Sitting down on a fallen log | peeled away strips of fiber and tried
to cover the soles of ny feet with the tough, rubbery | eaves, |acing them

toget her over ny instep with the long fibrous strands. | used a sharp twig to
pi erce hol es al ong the upper edges of each leaf, through which with a bit of
| abor | managed to thread ny "shoel aces." | was sonewhat |ess effective in ny

solo venture at the fine art of shoe-cobbling, but by pulling the |aces tight
and knotting them securely, the moccasins actually stayed on and | was

convi nced they would work, although I thought it wise to carry a generous
supply of leaves with ne for repair and repl acenent purposes.

"Eat your heart out, Thom McAn!" | said al oud, chuckling.

The rustling jungle fell silent on the instant. Even to ny ears, ny voice
sounded shocki ngly | oud.

And then | heard the grow .

Chapter 4
| MEET AN OTHCDE

The nenaci ng sound reverberated through the Iong clearing, at one end of which
| sat on the fallen log. At the sound, | started violently, sprang to ny newy



shod feet, and snatched up ny heavy staff. Sweat popped out on ny forehead
and, suddenly, ny nouth was drier than before.

However, the sound was not repeated and, as nothing cane charging at nme from

t he bushes or dropped snarling froman overhead branch, | relaxed a bit.

Al most | managed to convince nyself that the sound had only been in ny headthe
result of an overactive imagination

I was, as | have explained, at one end o°'_ a long glade or clearing anong the
trees. The other end of the clearing lay pretty much in the direction |I w shed
to travel, and, since |I could obviously nmake better tinme going through the
clearing than through the thickly grown trees, | gathered up ny bundl e of

| eaves and nmoved across the grassy space with sone haste, thinking to put as
much di stance between myself and the throat that had uttered that nenacing
grow as possible, just on the off-chance that the sound had not been a
product of ny own inagination

The opposite end of the clearing lay in dense shadows.

From t he depths of those shadows, two burning eyes glared at nme |ike blazing
coal s.

| stopped in ny tracks, let go of the | eaves, and clenched ny cudgel in both
hands, |ike a baseball bat. |I'mnot ashaned to admit ny hands were shaking
violently, and that | urgently w shed nyself far away fromthis place.

| guess ny mind doesn't function terribly well in noments of extrenme stress or
danger. | say this because of what popped into ny head at that instant. All
could think of was an anecdote about WC. Fields, probably apocryphal: they
had asked hi m what he wanted carved upon his gravestone, and the actor had

qui pped "On the whole, I'd rather be in Philadel phia."

On the whole, 1'd rather be in Philadel phia. My sentinments exactly, as | stood
there, clutching ny flimsy little stick with trenbling hands, staring into
t hose eyes of fl ane!

They blinked, those eyes. Then | heard the grow again. Only this tine it had
a plaintive note to it-alnost a note of entreaty.

| took a cautious step forward; two steps. Now | stood within the shadow
nmysel f. My eyes adjusted to the denser gloom. . . and | saw a strange sight.

Pi nned agai nst the thick neadow, grass at the far end of the clearing, lay an
i mense beast. It |ooked the size of a full-grown tiger, its burly-shoul dered,
br oad- chested body covered with a supple, short-haired nap of soft fur col ored
an i npossi bl e purple.

It lay there hel plessly pinned under a fallen treebranch, its hindquarters
pressed into the matted grasses. The branch was as big around as ny wai st and
| ooked to be extrenely heavy. How | ong the beast had lain there, unable to
defend itself against the, approach of another predator | do not know, but
fromthe torn condition of the grasses, the creature had been there for hours,
at least. The grasses were ripped and torn out by the roots, exposing raw

| avender soil, and apparently the hel pl ess brute had struggled in vain for
many hours to free itself fromthe crushing weight.

Rel i ef gusted through ne, for it was obvious that | was in no danger fromthe
fantastic creature. Since this was the first specinmen of animal life on
Callisto | had yet seen. | lingered to take a good |l ook at it.



As nearly as | could judge, the beast had six |egs.

They were short and fat and crooked, like the legs of a bulldog, |ending the
nmonster an absurdly bow egged appearance. Its head was a trifle bulldoggish,
too. It was virtually neckless, with a remarkably ugly froglike face, al
goggli ng eyes and wi de, batrachian gash of nmouth that seenmed to stretch from
ear to ear. It lay there |ooking up at ne, nouth open, panting from exhaustion
or pain, and again there sounded fromdeep in its chest that grow that was

al nost a whine of entreaty.

I could not help noticing that the wide, froglike mouth with the powerful,
bul gi ng cheeks and heavy, underslung jaw, was arned with plenty of blunt,
strong-1 ooki ng tusks. Jaws |ike that could make hamburger of a man's armin
seconds. | could picture ny bones being crunched into powder by those heavy,
grinding tusks . . . and it was not a pleasant picture. Luckily for ne the big
brute was hel pl ess, pinned under that fallen | og, and unable to spring upon
me, as it would otherw se doubtless have done.

Taking up my extra supply of leaves, | prepared to inch ny way around the
beast and enter the jungle. As | did so, the brute craned his head around to
| ook at nme. The expression in his goggling eyes stopped ne. There was
suffering in them and a nute, stoical pleading in the silent gaze the purple
beast turned upon ne. A pleading which | could not pretend I had not seen. A
pl eading | could not quite ignore, no matter how reasonable it m ght seemfor
me to do so. | stood there for a while, unable to nake up ny mind to | eave.

"Well, you big bozo, you've gotten yourself in a tough spot, haven't you?"
said in a low voice. Alnbst as if he somehow understood the synpathy in ny
words. the creature stirred feebly under the crushing weight. Hs huge, Dbl unt

forepaws scratched at the bare soil, where he had torn up the grasses in an
effort to pull his body out fromunder the weight which pressed his
hi ndquarters into the ground. He made a little sound deep in his throat, |ike

a whine or whinper, a questioning sound. And all the while he turned upon ne

t hose huge, hel pless eyes. There was dignity in that 5 nute gaze, and pride.

But the pleading was there, and | could not ignore it, being the sort of nan |
am

Two things made nme do the crazy thing | did next.

The first thing was that | knew, or supposed | knew, what kind of beast it
was. It was an othode. Jandar had described these creatures in the manuscri pt
| had read on the plane: purple, short-legged beasts about the size of

mastiffs, ferocious but sonetimes donesticated for the purposes of hunting.

In other words, something remarkably like the Callistan equival ent of dogs.

Now, as anyone who knows nme will certainly testify, | feel about dogs exactly
as the late WIl Rogers felt about people . . . to paraphrase his fanous
motto, "I've never net a dog | didn't like." Noel and | share our house on

Long Island with five nenbers of the species and have rai sed and found hones
for litter after litter of puppies. M/-wife, in fact, has the nice habit of
finding stray dogs and bringing themhome to fatten up. It is usually our
avowed intention of finding people to adopt these honel ess vagabond waifs, but
as often as not, by the tine we have coaxed back to healthy, plunp,
waggy-tailed condition the | atest homeless nutt, we have fallen for its doggy
charns oursel ves.

And the othode who lay there begging ne with its eyes for help | ooked an awf ul
ot like a dog.



| just couldn't pass himby, pretending not to notice those beggi ng eves.

The other thing that made nme stop and linger a while was connected to ny first
reason, you mght say. And that was that the othode bore a striking

resenbl ance to one of the dogs Noel and | had rescued from starvation on the
streets. This was a dog we called The M ghty MGurk-a big, brown, goggl eeyed,
fat, bow egged, cavorting, |ovable sort of bullmastiff type to whom we had

gi ven our hearts, receiving the gift of his in return

McGurk occupied a very special place in our affections, and especially in
m ne.

And the othode | ooked very nuch |like MG@rk. If you can inmagi ne a McQurk grown
to the size of an adult tiger, with six legs and bright purple fur

| put down ny cudgel and ny bundl e of |eaves, and squatted on the turf,
talking to the poor brute in a quiet voice.

"Well, now, you big bozo, what am| going to do about you, eh? Even if | could
get that big log off you, ns's probably broken your back, you know. And, if it
h. n't once you're free, you' d probably rip nmy armoff, wouldn't you? Hm®"

The fat, wattled purple throat uttered a distinctly dogggi sh whi ne, eager yet
vergi ng on a warning note.

He wasn't too sure of ne, any nore than | was sure of him For all the big

bozo knew, | was going to brain himw th nmy cudgel in the next nmoment. Just
as, for all I knew, he nmight go for ny throat the nonent | got himout from
under that | og.

Wll, we had the grounds for some sort of a relationship in that, at |least. W
mutual |y di strusted each ot her

I wondered if | was being stupidly sentinental. Quite probably | was, and
anybody el se in nmy homenade shoes woul d doubtl ess have had the good sense to
ti ptoe on past, thanking his lucky, stars the nower was pinned down and unabl e
to get at him But | knew, down deep inside, that if | did walk away fromthis
scene, it would be a mighty long time before | could get the picture of those
mut e, pl eading eyes out of my mind, and it would be pretty hard to live with
nmyself. ii | did walk away fromthis.

So all the while talking in a quiet, Iowvoice to him | wal ked around behi nd
t he poor hel pless creature and gingerly teed to heft the log. It was even
heavi er than | had thought and for a sickening nmonment or two | was afraid that
| wasn't going to be able to so nuch as budge it, rmuch less lift it off the
crushed body so the beast could die in peace.

| heaved and grunted and sweated, ny hands straining we the log, gritting ny
teeth with the thought that | was probably causing the poor fellow pain. But
he did not utter a single conplaint, and all the while turned upon ne his sad,
nmel ancholy gaze that rem nded ne of MQurk

The harsh bark was cutting and scratching the pal ns of ny hands. Soon they
were raw and bl oody, but | had managed to slide the log off him bracing the
wei ght against ny thigh. Wth a | oud whoosh of pent breath being rel eased,
let the Iog thunp against the turf and sagged to ny brui sed knees wearily.

Bozo had taken it w thout conplaint, although it nust have hurt. Only one yelp
escaped him and that was when | swung the weight of the log off his
hi ndquarters at | ast.



The [ og had not crushed his body as far as could be seen, for although his

hi ndquarters were scratched and bruised and bloody it didn't look to ne as if
he was seriously hurt. What had probably saved him from a broken spine or a
crushed pelvis was the thick, springy mat of coarse neadow grasses which
formed a pillowbeneath him The wei ght had pushed his haunches into this
mattressli ke thickness; if he had been lying on bare or rocky soil-with no
"give" to it-he would undoubtedly be in far worse shape than he was. O

course, he would be lame and linping for sone tinme, and would be inmobilized
until his bruised and bl oody rear |egs recovered. But he was not paral yzed and
had suffered far less injury than | had thought possible.

| wi ped ny hands on ny bare thighs, |eaving smears of blood and dirt, w shing
| had a place to wash. Even on Callisto, you could still get blood poisoning,

| thought. And just then | became consci ous of a gushing, gurgling sound which
had been part of the background noise of the jungle for a long time, but which
only now did | recognize as the sound of running water

Pushi ng through the brush at the end of the clearing I found a snall streamn et
gushing over stones and rotting | ogs. The water was clear and bitterly cold
when | dabbled ny bruised hands in the stream and when |I tasted it | found it

was fresh enough, with a sort of piny or herbal taste to it. | drank deep
after washing nmy hands as clean as | could get them w thout having avail abl e
such civilized anmenities as a cake of soap or a hand towel. | was so dry and

thirsty by this point in ny adventures, that | drank and drank. Never had a
drink of water tasted so good to ne.

On the point of going back for ny cudgel | paused. Unbi dden, a vision arose
before nme, that of Bozo's dignified, accusing eyes, his nouth gaping open
tongue lolling. The poor brute nust be even thirstier than | had been.
cursed ny softheartedness for a while, staring around for sonething to carry
water in. | certainly was not going to pernmit an unknown wild animal to |ap
water fromny cupped palm it might occur to himto take the hand for a
tidbit.

Then ny eye fell on what |ooked like the shell of a freshwater clam only five
times bigger. There .were quite a few of these enpty shells littered about the
grassy bank of the stream and, peering into the rushing water, | saw severa
undi sturbed clans clinging to nmossy rocks. Obviously sonme species of jungle
life was accustoned to cracki ng open the clanshells and sucki ng out the tender
nmeat inside. At any rate, one of the enpty shells would do to carry water in.

| took the biggest one | could find, filled it brinful, and carried it back
into the clearing, being careful not to spill

As | came around in front of Bozo, he eyed ne solemly, uttering a warning
runble. But he-made no further nmenacing sign as | set the shell full of water
down by his head. Neither did he take his eyes off me for an instant until |
had retreated to a safe distance. Then, and then only, did he deign Lo turn
his attention to the water, which he-lapped up thirstily. So thirstily that |
had to make four nore trips to the stream before he was satisfied. Then, his
thirst appeased, he again gave nme a solem, dignified glance, whined once,
softly, deep in his broad chest, obviously by way of thanks, and turned his
attentions to his bruised and bl oodi ed hi ndquarters, which he began to lick
cl ean. The bruises were swelling al nost visibly, and nust have been tender
but he kept at it until he had cl eaned hinself up and | ooked presentable.

By this time night had fallen. It happened quite suddenly, just as Jandar has

al ways described the magically swift transition from noonday brightness to the
nocturnal dark. Hel ping free Bozo had taken so much time, | realized a trifle

guiltily, that now !l was going to be forced to stay here until dawn.



Qoviously, if | tried to make nmy way through the jungle by night, | was either
going to lose nmy way hopel essly, or get eaten alive by one of the nocturnal

predators-or both. | could have been nmles away by this tine, had it not been
for Bozo. But, after all, what did it matter? |I could sleep here as easily as
anywher e.

And, come to think of it, this was a rather convenient place to spend the
ni ght .

"Not bad accommodati ons, eh, Bozo?" | quipped. He pricked up his ears and

| ooked at ne quizzically. "A soft bed for the night," | said, patting the
thick, springy turf, "with hot and cold running water-well, cold, anyway-and
even a bedtine snack." By this | referred to the freshwater clans | had

di scovered in the stream | pried several of themoff the stones of the stream
wi th ny bare hands, cracked them open against a flat rock, using the end of ny
cudgel . They did not | ook at all appetizing, even by the nystic glanmor of
nmoonrise (for by this tinme, fromthe nmany-colored brightening of the sky, a
patch of which could be glinpsed above the open clearing where the branches
did not quite nmeet, | guessed that at |least two or three of the "noons" of
Callisto nmust already have risen).*

Unappeti zing or not, the clams were probably edible. and I was fam shed from
nmy | abors. 1've never been particularly fond of clans, even when served on

ice in the finest restaurants, but | nanaged to get the sliny gobbets down and
found themtastier than anticipated Even Bozo | apped up two or three, although
| could tell fromthe way he sniffed suspiciously at them they were not a
regul ar part of his diet.

He had dragged hinself partway across the clearing with slow, painful
nmoverents, until his back was up against a huge tree. | understood his
reasoni ng wi thout the need for words: it was part of his instinct, when
injured, to put his back up against something like a treetrunk, so that if any
enemi es cane at himin the night, they would have to attack himfromthe
front, which would bring themw thin reach of those powerful jaws filled with
bl unt, crushing tusks.

W bedded down for the night. | collected as nmuch of the long, dry grasses as
woul d cover us; we would need the grassy blanket, or at least | would, for
already the chill of night was creeping into the air. | would have liked a

fire, not only for warnth but also to keep prowl ing beasts at bay, but fire we
had none, nor even the nmeans to build one.

| was still a bit careful of getting too close to Bozo, fearing he mght turn
on me, being a wild beast, after all, and therefore unpredictable. So | curled
nmysel f up under the scratchy grasses sone distance away. But Bozo nade the
first overtures of friendship: after a tine | heard hi mdraggi ng hinsel f
nearer and nearer.

Then | must finally have dozed off, despite the scratchy disconfort of
sl eepi ng naked on the lunmpy turf and nmy various and assorted bruises, cuts,
aches and pai ns.

When | woke with dawn the next nmorning, | discovered nmy face was pressed into
a burly, soft-furred shoulder. He had crawl ed up against me during the night,
probably for warnth, and we had sl ept cuddl ed together all night, nmy face
agai nst one soft, suedelike purple shoul der

And | had, al nost against nmy wishes, made ny first friend on Callisto-Bozo the
ot hode.



I grinned sleepily to nyself. | had | anded on Thanator naked and friendl ess
and al one, just like John Carter of Mars. And already | had a friend, in the
Cal l'i stan equi val ent of "Wola, the faithful Martian hound"!

Chapter 5
VE FI GHT A VASTODON

Even back home | have never been fond of canping or sleeping outdoors. And
when | awoke the next norning | had good cause to redouble ny |ack of

ent husiasmfor the outdoorsy life. For | was stiff and | ame and sore in every
l[inb, my head felt as though during the night a party of naughty gremnlins had
packed it full of cotton-battin'; and my nouth tasted |ike the bottomof a
sewer - pi pe.

After half-waking to find nyself curled up against the warm furry, breathing

bul k of the othode, | dozed off again and did not awaken again until the glare
of gol den daylight upon nmy face made further slunber inpossible. | lay wthout
nmoving for a few nonents; then, aware that | was no | onger pressed cozily

agai nst Bozo's back, | sat up and | ooked around.

My newfound friend was nowhere to be seen, for the clearing was enpty in the
wash of golden light. Well, it was probably just as well. One hesitates before
maki ng friends with a purple nonster the size of a Bengal tiger, even under
the nost favorable of circunstances, of which these were not. Mst |ikely Bozo
had recovered the use of his hind set of legs during the early norning, and
had slunk off into the brush to resunme his savage node of existence. | felt
distinctly lucky that he had not reverted to his savage nature, and had not
turned upon ne as we lay side by side.

| got unsteadily to my feet, despite the twinges and throbs resultant from
spendi ng the night stretched out on knobby roots and itchy grasses stark
naked. | drank fresh water fromthe gurgling stream scrubbed my face in the
cold fluid and tried to conb my hair out of ny eyes. My stomach was grow i ng
and grunbling like a whole pack of hungry othodes, and | felt headachy and
bl eary-eyed. Just then I think | would gladly have ganbled ny i mortal soul
for a cup of hot, fragrant black coffee and a couple of cigarettes.

But | had come through nmy first night in the jungle unscathed, and that was
cause for rejoicing. To this day | can't explain why sone jungle predator
hadn't | eaped upon us during the night, but none had, and I was in no nood to
question ny luck. Just so long as ny luck held out |ong enough for nme to reach
Shondakor and the safety which Jandar's city afforded!

Returning to the clearing after ny perfunctory ablutions, | received a
surprise

Crimson bushes rustled, and an i mmense, burly-shouldered brute slid his purple
body t hrough them and waddl ed linpingly into the mdst of the clearing. It was
Bozol He had not deserted me with dawn after all, but had gone hunting for our
breakfast. C anmped between his wide jaws were two plunp, blood-splattered
furry creatures that |ooked |ike an unlikely cross between rabbit and
squirrel, if you could ignore the fact that their furry bodies were of an

i mpr obabl e bright pink. Bozo dropped one of these at ny feet, gave ne a | ong,
sol emm, el oquent | ook, and then retired to the other end of the clearing to
make hi s breakfast of the second of the pair.

| have never been thanked for a kindness so eloquently w thout words beforel



had no doubt that Bozo could easily have devoured both of the fat little
"squirr-bits" (or "rabb-ells"?) hinself, and still have had roomfor nore. But
the brute knew | had hel ped him and deep in his primal, doggy heart, felt the
stirrings of an inarticulate gratitude he knew no ot her way of expressing.

| had never had raw squirrel-rabbit for breakfast before, but fromthe noisy
signals nmy mdsection was telegraphing to my brain, this was no tinme to be

pi cky. The furry outer-skin was only |oosely attached to the still-warmlittle
body, and nost of it came off w thout too much trouble. I washed the bl ood
away by imersing the creature in the stream and nade sonme sort of a meal on
its warm rather tough flesh, which tasted Iike raw chi cken nore than anything
else. O, rather, like |I should imgine raw chicken to taste. | chewed down a
few mout hful s of stringy neat and left the rest for Bozo to gobble up. Once |
got started on ny way through the jungle, | thought it likely | would be able
to find something edible in the way of berries or nuts or sonething.

Bozo had polished off the remmants of the second rabbit-squirrel, and had

cl eaned the bl ood off his forepaws, his broad chest and his own face. He
licked his chops al nbost exactly as a dog does, | noticed. The big fell ow noved
with a pronounced linp, as if his hind legs still hurt him which they

doubtl ess did, but he could get around all right. In fact, with six |egs at
hi s di sposal, he could manage to get about wi thout nuch trouble, even w thout
using the termnal pair.

| gathered up ny bel ongi ngs, such as they were, and was ready to depart. Al

the while Bozo lay there at the far end of the clearing, regarding ne solemly
from huge, goggling eyes. His rear end was still bruised and sonmewhat

swol I en, | could see, but functional. |I would like to have said goodbye to him
i n genui ne doggi sh manner, by scratching the | oose folds behind his ears and
thunping his burly shoulders, but | didn't quite dare approach himon such

fam liar terns.

"So | ong, now, Bozo. | guess you can get around by yourself now, hmm®? Be a
good boy, now, and don't get into any nore trouble. Ckay? Watch out for
falling trees. Goodbye, Bozo!"

Havi ng said this and grinning as he cocked his head on one side, listening
carefully to the words as if he could al nost sense their meaning, | resolutely
turned about, entered the brush, junped across the stream and began maki ng ny
way through -the jungle in the sanme general direction | had been traveling the
ni ght before.

| was certainly stiff and lame from spending a night on the cold bare ground,
but as | worked ny way through the jungle gradually my assorted aches and

pai ns began to ease as ny nuscles linbered up. | still felt gummy-eyed and

t hi ck- headed; | still hungered for a good cup of coffee, and the dryness at
the back of nmy throat told ne | would certainly enjoy a cigarette, but | tried
to keep nmy mind off these things, and in time | just about forgot them

| collected a handful of dry, chewy nuts about the general size and shape of
al nronds, but tasting nore like rather bitter walnuts. These |I found littering
the turf under a huge tree with anazing scarlet |eaves, |ong streaners of
them for all the world like red hair-ribbons. A bit further on | encountered
anot her kind of tree which sported large, fleshy, bright yellow fruit. Once
you managed to get through the tough skin, the insides were soft and wet and
tasted rather |like a gamy variety of mango. Munching on the dry, bitter nuts
and sucking the stringy rind of the pulpy yellow fruit, | nmade ny way through
the jungle, feeling |I had sonething inside me that could be quite accurately
described as a decent breakfast.



"I'f Noel could only see me now" | grinned to nyself. My wife would hardly
bel i eve her eyes, for she has often conpl ai ned that my habitua

breakfast-three strips of well-done, crisp bacon, one slice of buttered toast
and one-half cup of cold grapefruit juice-is fixed and unvaryi ng, whatever the
season. But here | was, striding along in quite a cheerful manner, on severa
mout hful s of raw squirrel-rabbit, a handful of bitter walnuts, and two
overri pe mangoes!

VWhi ch rem nded me to worry-about her worrying! | knew she would be sick with
fear for ne, thinking I had gotten nyself lost or killed sonmehow And,
renmenbering the | ook on Bozo's face when | left himbehind in the clearing,
made ne think of our dogs, McGurk and Sir Dennis and Row bazzle and Ml ly
Brown. | was missing themas much as they were missing me by now, | knew
Maybe | shoul dn't have tried to cross the jungles and get to Shondakor-maybe
woul d have been wiser to just stay in the vicinity of the jade disk!

The trouble with that idea was that | didn't know the rhythm of the

di mensi onal gateway that linked this world of Callisto with ny owmn world. It
m ght be days-or weeks-before that sparkling beam of force fornmed itself
between the two, far-distant planets, and | could get hone safely. | had
needed food and shelter, sonmething to wear and something to drink, and
something to defend nyself with. And the only place to find those necessities
had been the jungle; and- once | was actually in the jungle, it had seened
logical to sinply keep on going, knowing in a rough manner that if | kept

goi ng' long enough I would come out on the far side, probably w thin sight of
the walls of Shondakor, or at |least of the river Ajand on which the city of
Jandar and Darl oona was built.

"When in doubt, or lost, keep nmoving," | said to nyself, coining the adage on
the spot. And then | grinned again: alone and friendless and hal f-naked, arned
only with a piece of wood, wandering through an alien jungle, after a night
spent curled up on the bare ground beside a fearsonme beast-and | was stil
cheerful and could crack a joke, however feeble. | felt terrifically proud of
nmysel f and wi shed Noel could see nme, fearlessly trekking through the wild like
someone in a novel by H Rider Haggard.

Just then, as | was happily conplimenting nmyself on ny ability to survive in
the wild, one of ny honemade shoes fell apart, worn through, and | stepped
bar ef ooted on a sharp tw g.

| sat down on a convenient root, renoved the tattered scraps of ny |eaf-shoe,
and exam ned the cut on my foot. Then | began trying to put together another
shoe out of the fibrous |leaves | had been carrying with me for just that
purpose. My foot ached where | had run the twig into it, and I was grimy and
sweaty. My stomach still grunbled hungrily to itself; | still wanted a
cigarette badly, and ny teeth-were beginning to ache where the fillings had
vani shed out of themand | had unwi sely crunched down on a nout hful of those
dry, tough nuts. | began to wonder just how Robi nson Crusoe had managed to do
it, after all.

Then somet hi ng cane hal fway t hrough the bushes, stopped when it saw nme sitting
there funbling to put together a new set of footwear. And it squeal ed
angrily-deafeningly-and shot at me with the speed of an express train!

| caught a swift inpression of something gray and | eathery and built rather
like a dwarf-el ephant, but with a winkled, snarling snout, a sharp yell ow
tusk, and a "wicked little red eye full of bloody nmurder, as it canme hurtling
at ne.

| yelled, half stood up, and fell backwards over the root | had been sitting



on the nonent before.

| landed flat on nmy back, neatly managing to knock all the air out of ny
lungs, and |l ay there sucking and gasping for breath, ny eyes watering.

The el ephant-boar, for it must have been one of the savage vastodons, it

| ooked |i ke nothing el se-made another lunge in ny direction, but couldn't
quite figure out howto get around the tree in order to get at ne. If once it
did get near enough, | sonehow knew, it would di senbowel me with one vicious,
si dewi se swi pe of those curling, evil-Ilooking tusks.

And agai nst four hundred pounds of infuriated vastodori, ny little cudge
woul d be only a flinmsy toy

Di zzy, panting for breath, | struggled to ny feet just in tinme to see Bozo the
ot hode | aunch hinself out of the bushes behind ne. He whizzed through the air,
a blurred form like a purple thunderbolt. Straight at the nape of the

vast odon he hurtled, for the enraged brute had its huge head down, sw ngi ng
fromside to side, fierce tusks glinting in the bright gold of daylight,
pawi ng at the turf before flinging itself upon ne.

Down on the back of the nonstrous el ephant-boar came the grow ing othode.

M ghty as it was, the vastodon staggered under the inpact as Bozo crashed down
upon its shoulders. The big fellow was in a fury, growing deep in his chest,
hi s hackles bristling down his back, his goggling eyes blazing with

kill er-mdness. Crunch went those heavy, underslung jaws, blunt tusks sinking
deep into the flabby, |oose, |eathery hide of the vastodon. Miscles bunched

al ong Bozo's terrible jaws, went rock-hard as those crushing tusks sank deep
into the nape of the vastodon's neck

The el ephant-boar shrieked ear-piercingly, like a steamwhistle. Then the
massi ve beast went into a whirling, bucking, rearing dance as it strove to
di sl odge the growing killer crouched upon its back. Slathering foam
splattered fromits working jaws as it chonped those curling yellow tusks in
maddened fury. Bozo was unfooted in seconds, sliding about. But his terrible
jaws |l ocked grimy, tusks slicing deeper and deeper into the nape of the
nmonster's neck. The vastodon had a huge, hunped back |ike that of a buffalo,
but those great tusks sank ever deeper, and the othode hung on, renorsel ess as
death itself. Like the relentless and untiring bull-mastiff he so nuch
resenbl ed, Bozo would cling with those jaws until death claimed him | knew.
And 1 was doing nothing to' help him

| was horribly afraid, shaking with terror, but the thought of standing by, a
nmere spectator, while the great, faithful othode went to his death defending
me was nore terrible than the thought of facing that wiggling, hairy
probosci s and those chonpi ng, vicious tusks.

| sprang forward, snatching up the heavy, knotted |length of my cudgel, and
sprang directly in front of the infuriated vastodon. | swing the cudgel back
over my shoul der and brought it down full in the face of the el ephant-boar
with every bit of strength | had in me. The first blow made hi m squeal in
fury, one red eye glaring madly at me; the second broke one of those horrible
tusks to splinters; the third smashed an eye into gory, dripping ruin. But
then, in his whirling dance to dislodge the growling othode tearing at his
spi ne, the vastodon swerved about, giving me only one sweatl athered side to
hit at.

The vastodon was like a whirling hill as' he spun about, his great
buf f al o- hunp | ooni ng above ny head, all running with blood, the snarling
purpl e othode still clinging to his back, those terrible jaws | ocked deep in



its very spine by now Bozo was flying through the air as the maddened brute
whirled in his frenzy, and the great purple body slamred into branches and
went smashi ng t hrough thorny bushes, as the nonster spun about, trying to

di sl odge him to break his hold. But, once locked in killing fury on the body
of a foe, those mighty jaws would relax their hold only in death.

| got in another smashing blow as the bl oody devil mask of a face whirl ed past
me. A monent later | brought the club down a second time, crushing the other
eye to scarlet slinme. Blinded now, blood spurting out of its nobuth with the
bubbl i ng foam the vastodon was staggering, its knees jellylike. Then | saw an
openi ng and sprang forward directly into its face. Hairy bristles and rubbery,
wrinkled flesh rasped against ny nmddle as that withing, obscene proboscis

cl osed about my hips, dragging ne forward into the reach of those dripping
jaws. But then. | brought the cudgel smashing down, directly atop the
nmonster's blunt skull. There sounded a | oud, sickening crack, |ike a coconut
splitting in a vise

The brute fell wobbling to his knees, dragging me down with it. Then the hairy
proboscis went linp and slack, releasing nme, and | wiggled free and | urched
to ny feet. My own knees felt soft and wobbling as jelly, and | staggered over
to |l ean against a tree. Sweat was running down into ny eyes, blinding them
and everything was a sw nm ng blur.

I lost nmy breakfast into the nearest bush while Bozo broke the vastodon's
back.

Sonet hing dry and rasping was licking -ny face and somewhere very near

somet hing was whining deep in its throat. | opened ny eyes groggily and | ooked
into the worried face of Bozo the othode. It was streaked and splattered with
bl ood, that ugly, purple face, but

t he bl ood was that of the vastodon. Peering blearily past the inmense
wriggling purple body that was desperately trying to wag the tail he had been
born without, | saw the corpse of the el ephant-boar stretched out between the
trees under a cloud of huge black glittering flies.

Bozo |icked my bearded chin again with a huge pink tongue. |I ached in every
groani ng nuscle and sinew, and ny head felt like :a pressure cooker about to
expl ode. Bright needles of pain went through nmy left knee every tinme | tried
to nove it, so | just lay still for a while, rubbing the wet, |oose fur behind
Bozo's ears, letting himlick ny face, talking to himin hoarse, exhausted
tones, saying the sanme thing over and over again, because there was nothing

el se to say.

" good boy, Bozo, that's a good boy, good old Bozo, he's a good boy .
we got that vastodon, didn't we, good boy, yep, between the two of us, Bozo,
old boy, that's one | ess vastodon . "
| giggled at ny own inane words, but | felt dizzy and |ightheaded and filled
with elation and kind of silly.

But-what the hell!-1 felt entitled to a bit of silliness. After all, it isn't
every day a sedentary science fiction witer pushing forty gets to fight a
wei rd nonster on an alien planet.

Book 11
TARAN OF THE KU THAD



Chapter 6
THE BOY | N THE SPI DER- VVEB

The result of this adventure was that we had el ephant boar steak for |unch that
afternoon. And it wasn't half bad!

As things turned out, neither Bozo nor | were half as bunged up as | had

t hought we were going to be. Bozo's thick hide covers a |layer of healthy fat
or gristle, drawn like a tough, rubbery sheath over steel spring nuscles.
Flying loose with his jaws | ocked in the vastodon's spinal cord, he had
crashed t hrough enough branches and bushes to have put you or nme in a hospita
for a nonth. But for Bozo it was all nore or less in a day's work, and outside
of the fact that he had to linp on at |least three of his six legs, and had a
bl ack eye and a fine collection of cuts and bruises, he was in decent shape,
consi dering the nmountain of neat we had killed between the two of us.

As for me, well, | had scrapes and cuts and brui ses, too, and one skinned knee
and one knee that sent sharp pain lancing through _ me if | wasn't careful to
wal k just so. But nothing seemed to be broken and nothing was bruised that

woul dn't heal in a few days, so | decided that | had acquitted mysel f well
enough in the encounter and had cone out of the battle in pretty good shape,
consi deri ng.

Nei t her one of us was any too |inber on his feet, so we made that little
clearing between the trees our tenporary base. My |eaf-apron had been torn off
in the battle, so | put together a new suit of Robinson Crusoe do-it-yourselfs
while | was resting up fromthe conbat. And then | seriously applied nyself to
t he problem of making fire, since we had about half a ton of raw neat sitting
there begging to be turned into sizzling steaks.

Even nore than with the fact that | managed to cone through that grunting,
squeal ing, roaring, bloody battle with flying colors, and got in a few shrewd
licks of my own, the last of which seemed to have broken the vastodon's skull,
| aminpressed with the fact that | actually made fire. This seens to ne ny
greatest single acconplishnent on Callisto, although opinions vary on this
point, and both Taran and dypto, to say nothing of Zantor, are nore inpressed
by my al nost inpossible feat of making friends with a wild othode. The wi nning
of Bozo does-not inpress ne as being such a feat as ny friends think. My wife
will tell you that | have a wonderful way with dogs, and can turn a waryeyed
German shepherd with half-bared teeth into a wiggling bundl e of eager
friendliness by just speaking to it in a warm |ow, confidential tone for a
few nonents; and all through my boyhood | was frightening nmy mother silly by
wal ki ng up to strange dogs on the street and making friends of them before she
could think to call ne back

No, w nning over Bozo wasn't so hard. In fact it was easy. He gave his love to
me, actually; | didn't even have to win it. But naking fire in the w | derness
was an acconplishnment in which | take pardonabl e pride.

There were flinty-1ooking, jag-edged, broken stones protruding froma sl ope
where rain water or general erosion had eaten away the topsoil, exposing
shale. | tried knocking some of these together and occasionally struck sparks.
Then, digging around under the trees for dry grasses and dead, crisp |eaves,
made a pile of these and built a sort of wobbly teepee atop themw th tw gs
and broken branches. Then it took patience to strike sparks again and again
into the crisp leaves until at |ast one of the sparks caught. And when it did
I nursed it along by the sinple expedient of blowing upon it; finally the
whol e bonfire went up Iike a mass of tinder and for a few mnutes there

t hought we had a forest fire on our hands.



Al the while Bozo sat there, regarding ny actions curiously, head tipped
first on one side and then on the other, watching me make magic. | was

hal f-afraid the fire would frighten himinto retreat and that | was going to
have to spend the rest of that day trying to coax himout of the woods, but
such was not the case. Although he seened to have a healthy respect for ny
fire, and treated it with caution, he did not seemparticularly afraid of it.

Then, trinming off fallen branches, | finagled together a standing frane out
of four |lengths of wood whose ends were buried in holes dug in the ground with
a pointed stick and then wedged in firmy, the raw earth patted down good and
hard. Using the jagged pieces of broken stone, | sawed with considerabl e | abor
t hrough the | eathery hide of the vastodon, and hacked off sone crude chunks of
nmeat which cane away in pieces rather than in nice steak-sized slabs. These
stuck on a long thin branch, making a sort of shishkebab out of them Then al

| had to do was bal ance this gobbet-|aden stick atop nmy frane above the fire,
and remenmber to turn it over once in a while until all the pieces were nicely
done.

It was delicious, too. And as | relaxed, ny back propped up agai nst the sl ope,
my belly full of tough, chewy, but crisp and juicy el ephant-boar steak, | paid
my conplinments to the chef with a hearty and unenbarrassed bel ch. Not bad
(thought 1) for an ex-Boy Scout who got pulled out of the corps in his first
week, when he got hit in the eye by a football!

Bozo, who had filled his own belly in his own way, after one disdainful sniff
at the bl ackened, dripping nmeat | pried off ny cook-pole with gingerly
fingers, relaxed beside me, urping a little fromtime to time, staring into
the fire, blinking sleepily, lazily enjoying having the | oose flesh behind his
ears rubbed with greasy fingers.

The old rascal must have deci ded, when | had said goodbye to himback in the
clearing where we had spent the night, that it was not yet time for farewells.
He nust have known sonehow that this was one unathletic anmateur Robinson
Crusoe who genuinely needed a Dog Friday. And he nust have followed ny trai
all that day, creeping through the brush behind me, alert for danger. Had it
not been so, | would never have survived the charge of the el ephant-boar, and
I would not be alive now and witing these words. | owed a | ot to Bozo-not
that he wanted much of anything. It satisfied himjust to be near nme, just to
have ne talk to himin that low, warmvoice, and it was enough for himto know
that | was there when he wanted to have the | oose folds of flesh behind his
ears rubbed.

| guess there is a lot nore pure unadulterated Dog in the genus ot hode than
ever Jandar guessed. He wote somewhere that they are occasionally
donesticated for tracking purposes, just like hunting dogs, although they are
not used as pets. Well, maybe so; and maybe the human natives of Callisto have
yet to discover the pleasures of keeping pets. Wen they do, the othode will
be ready.

| 1 ooked down into his sleepy eyes, wondering at the ease with which | had won
his faithful heart. WAs it possible he had been a hunting-ot hode, one already
rudely hal f-domesti cated, one already nmore or |ess accustoned to the presence
and the snell of men? Possibly. | would never know his story, any nore than
woul d ever know the story behind nost of the stray dogs Noel or | had rescued
fromthe wintry streets and adopted because they needed a hone and ours was
open to such as them

McGurk himself had been a stray, | remenbered with a snmle. So perhaps Bozo,
so McCGurklike in many ways, was just another stray. He wore no collar; | would
never know.



But we had found each other, and we had made friends. And | woul d not be al one
in the jungle, ever again. Not so long as the loyal, fighting heart of Bozo

still beat, strong and true, and those terrible jaws, that now chonped gently
and wetly on my wist because | was no |onger petting himand he wanted nore,
could crush and mai mand kill whatever challenged us in our jungle donmain.

W spent our second night beside a roaring bonfire that was al nost too warm
for confort. And rose, well rested at dawn, to feast on el ephant-boar vastodon
steak-his raw, m ne cooked but cold.

Al that third day we continued on our way through the jungles of the Gand
Kunmal a.

Everywhere | | ooked, | was rem nded of the fact that | was on a strange and
alien world. If for a moment | forgot it, the next nmoment would renind ne of
the fact. I would turn and watch a strange red flower the size of an easychair

ri ppi ng asunder an i mense, ungainly dragonfly-thing the length of ny armwith
hairy muscular tendrils. O a |long, dragoncrested |izard-creature, green as
jade, sunning its fantastic self upon a fallen log, like something -in a

pai nti ng by Roy Krenkel

Towards midday | turned into a long jungle aisle that stretched dinmy before
me-only to find Bozo pushing in front of me. | could not understand his
curious behavi or and adnoni shed himsternly.

"What's the matter with you? It will be a whole | ot easier going down this
way, than trying to squeeze through those thorny bushes. Get out of the way,
now, Bozo, cone on-novel"

Again the great brute interposed his body between me and the way that

stretched before ne, open and unencunbered. | tried to shove himaside; he
turned huge liquid eyes upon nme, filled with silent pleading. | began to get
bad-tenmpered with him Looking back in retrospect, | am ashamed of nyself; but

nmy back teeth were aching again, and ny nerves were on edge, probably due to
the fact that | had been going two days now wi thout fresh coffee or
cigarettes, to both of which I am heavily addicted.

Finally, snarling a cuss-word he certainly did not deserve, | got past himand
-darted into the tunnellike aisle that ran for sone di stance between
regul arl yspaced trees. It was dimand cool here in this tunnel of trees, and
enjoyed the relief fromsweltering jungle sunlight and noist, humid air thick
with the reek of rotting fl owers.

Al nmost at once | ran into the spider-web.

| guess it was a spider-web, but if it was, then the spider who spun it rmnust
have been the size of a St. Bernard. Because the web was woven of sticky,
gl assy-1 ooking strands as thick around as ny little finger

My knee was caught in the web, and, because it was ny bad knee, the one | had
hurt in the battle with the vastodon, | had to be careful about extricating it
fromthe sticky meshes of the web. So | reached down and pried the web off ny
skin-or tried to. Because now ny fingers were gumed shut, closed on the
sticky web. Cursing and struggling a little, | tried to push myself away-and
nmy el bow went through the web, which parted and t hen snapped back, inprisoning
my arm | kicked and fought to free nyself, but to no avail. Finally, | hung
there, panting and exhausted, in the grip of the nonstrous web.

Bozo waddl ed forward on his six short bow egs. He sniffed the sticky strands



carefully, not touching them Then he turned upon ne a nournful, conm serating
t ook which said, as plain as words, "If only you had listened to ny warning."
He was right, of course; |I felt like a fool

Then the gi ant othode turned about and waddl ed into the brush wi thout so nmuch

as a backwards glance. And | felt very nuch alone. | did not blame Bozo for
deserting ne, for, after all, what could he do to help ne out of this

predi canent? Any attenpt to get ne free of the sticky enbrace of the giant web
woul d only serve to entrap Bozo, as well. But | missed him and, after a

while, growing angry with frustration, began to kick and struggl e agai nst the
gooey stuff which now enmeshed ne from head to foot.

Suddenly, without the slightest warning, a human voi ce spoke up from sone
pl ace behi nd ne!

"S'ringa tuar d' iorndt adara je xinthakadar."

| started violently as the youthful voice said these words wearily. Craning ny

neck about painfully, | saw another web behind me, further up the tunnel of
trees, deep in shadow. Therein hung inprisoned a young boy of el even or
twel ve, helpless as was |I. He was the first human being | had met on this

strange world, and | was amazed to see how utterly prosaic, how perfectly
ordinary he appeared. Put himin a pair of jeans and a T-shirt and he could
wal k down any street in Arerica without attracting any special attention. He

| ooked, as | have said, to be about el even, perhaps twelve. He was slinly
built, with long coltish legs, a bare chest and sturdy shoul ders. H s face was
boyi sh, with wide, slightly slanting emerald green eyes under thick |ashes,
and a full-1lipped nouth whose softness was belied by the resolute, manly set
of his jaw. He had a thick nop of wild, tangled hair of pure reddish gold, and
his skin was a dusky shade of golden tan, rather |ike a Korean or Vietnanese
boy.

He didn't have rmuch on, a | oincloth wound about his mddl e and hangi ng down
fore and aft, |eather thong sandals, and a baldric across his chest from
shoul der to hip. Fromthis hung an enpty scabbard. Behind him sone feet away,
a boy-sized long-sword lay fallen in the matted | eaves. Fromthe | ooks of him
t he boy had been enneshed in the web for nmany hours-perhaps even a day or two.
H's bare arns were griny, and there were dark circles of exhaustion under his
bright green eyes, and the stain of tears had dried on his cheeks. His lips

| ooked parched and cracked with thirst.

In a listless, hoarse voice he again repeated the nysterious phrase w th which
he had first caught my attention

"S'ringa tuar d' iorndt adara je xinthakadar."

The | anguage in which he spoke was unfamliar to ne-or was it? Anong the
sequence of inconprehensibl e sounds one word stood out that nade sense to ne
-xi nchak. Wasn't that the Thanatorian word for a species of giant spider which
infested the jungle country? O course-then we were in the web of a xinthak

| guessed, correctly as it turned out, that what the boy had said to nme was
"it is useless to struggl e against the xinchak-web."

"I"ve got a hunch | know pretty much what you nean, young fellow " | said,
"but I'mafraid | can't reply in the sanme lingo."

The eneral d eyes wi dened to hear these inconprehensible words pour from ny
[ips. Now the weary listlessness vani shed, as he examined ne with eyes filled
wi th astoni shnent, noting nmy bare skin, paler and pinker than his own dusky



gol den tan, ny blue gray eyes, which must al so have been strange to him and
nmy brown hair and short beard, such an ordinary, unrenmarkabl e shade back on
Earth, but so rare and unusual here on Callisto.

It canme to himsuddenly that | posed a real enigma. And a flow of excited
| anguage poured from his nmouth, of which | understood not one single word.

Laughingly, | shook my head, and said, "Boy, | can't understand a word you're
saying! Let's see, now, what's the universal word of greeting here on
Thanator? | think it is . . ." | funbled, searching ny nenory; then "Saoma!"
The puzzl ed expression partially cleared fromhis brilliant eyes. He grinned,

revealing white, even teeth, and said "Saoma, chart!"* Then he indicated
hi nsel f, by nodding his chin towards his chest, and uttered a short phrase.

"What was that? 'Taran of the Ku Thad' ?" | repeated. He nodded wi th anot her
bright, eager grin. Although everyone on Callisto speaks the sanme | anguage,
and the very concept of another tongue is thoroughly alien to the Callistans
experience, the quick-witted boy had taken ny unfanmiliarity with the | anguage-
in his stride.

Taran of the Ku Thad! Well, the Ku Thad were the Gol den People, the warrior
race of Shondakor where over Jandar and Darl oona reigned. But . . . Taran?
grinned, thinking of my friend LI oyd Al exander, and how surprised he woul d be
if I could tell himl had encountered a boy on a distant world with the
preci se sane nane as the hero of his Prydain novels. A questioning sound;

| ooked up to see that the boy was waiting for me to give my name in return. |
pronounced it as clearly as | could, but he winkled up his little snub nose
at the peculiar sound of it.

"Hllan . . . kar't? . . ." he gave it a try.

| repeated ny nane again, and this time he caught the unfamliar sound of it
nore clearly.

"Lan . . . kar? Lankar!" he said it over a fewtimes to get it right. |
shrugged, as nmuch as | could in the grip of the sticky web. | suppose "Lankar"
was cl ose enough; | renenber the passage in which Jandar describes the

difficulty the Callistan natives had with his name, and how to their ears "Jon
Dar k" sounded like "Jandar." This being the case, it was only natural that
"Lin Carter" would cone out sounding sonething |like "Lankar."

"Ckay, Taran, Lankar it is.
H s eyes sparkled. "Saoma, Lankar!"

And Lankar | was to the boy fromthat nonent on . . . Lankar of Callisto,
t hought to nyself with a grin!

And then things stopped being funny.

The bushes near the nmouth of the tree-tunnel rustled suddenly. | froze,
gl obul es of cold sweat 'popping out on ny bare forearnms and face. Behind ne,
the boy sucked in his breath sharply, eyes haunted with fear

"Xi nchaka, chan!" he whi spered hollowy.*

Even if | hadn't already guessed the meaning. of the word, | would have
instinctively known it, fromthe cold horror in the boy's voice. For that
rustling in the bushes, which sounded Iike a |arge beast forcing its way
t hrough the branches, could have only one expl anation



The dreadful xinchak-the gigantic spiders of the jungle country-were conmng to
i nvestigate their webs.

And they would find two hel pl ess hunman bei ngs enneshed therei n-two bound and
def ensel ess captives on which to feed!

Chapter 7
| BEG N TO LEARN THE LANGUAGE

The red-1eaf ed bushes parted, revealing an i nmense shape. At the sight of the
beast which energed fromthe depths of the jungle, the boy cried out sharply
in astonishment. |, too, was astonished, but in a different way and for a
different reason.

"Bozo!" | exclained, delightedly.

For it was indeed the giant othode, and not one-of the dreadfu

spi der-monsters. | had assumed, sadly, that Bozo had deserted nme, unable to
hel p ne out of ny predicanment. Now | cursed nyself for having such a | ow
estimate of the loyalty and affection contained in that great heart. For

i nstead of leaving me to nmy own devices, the nmighty othode had gone to fetch
t he neans of setting ne free!

Sonmewhere in the depths of the Kumala, Bozo had found a peculiar tree, known
to his kind by its- snell, as wise old Zastro, the savant and sage of the Ku
Thad, explained to ne later. The tree is known to the Thanatorians as the
yakadar, a nanme which may be interpreted as the "web-proof" tree. The wood of
this tree is slick and snmooth, under the bark, which peels off easily; and,
once peel ed, the wood exudes a quantity of oil which counteracts the adhesive
qualities of the xinthak web.

Bozo had gone to find a yakadar tree; finding it, he had torn away one branch
of the yakadar in his powerful jaws, and then he had ripped the bark away in
long strips, baring one end of the greenish, wet-Iooking wood, which resenbl ed
that of an elmtree of nmy native world. This acconplished, the faithful brute
had retraced his steps to where | hung in the nonstrous web, and all the while
he had held the branch in his nmighty jaws.

| felt ashaned of nyself for having dared to think he would desert ne, and
told him so.

He | ooked up at ne with adoring | ove eloquent in those sol emm, goggling eyes,
and again his hindquarters rippled with that indescribable nmovenent that was

the result of trying to wag a tail that wasn't there. Then he thrust the oily
branch full against that portion of the xi nthak web which held ny armin its

toils.

| watched with fascination as the oily wood brushed agai nst the web-strands.
Wthin mere nonents after contact with the oil of the yakadar tree, the
strands dull ed, blackened, shriveled, and fell away to dust. And ny hand was
freel

Behind me, Taran chattered out something. | later had reason to understand his
astoni shment and alarm It was due to the presence of Bozo, of course. The

gi ant othodes of the jungle country are terrible and dreaded predators in
their own right, as mighty and as much to be feared as Bengal tigers. And the
notion of a tame and friendly othodeespecially what was evidently a wild



ot hode of the jungle country-was as amazing to Taran as the notion of a tane
and friendly tiger of the w | derness woul d have been to a native of India.

Once my armwas free | carefully took the yakadar branch from Bozo's nouth and
used it to free nyself fromthe grip of the giant web. The miracul ous oil that
oozed fromthe slick, greenish wood perfornmed its work adm rably, and before
long | staggered away .fromthe web, free at last of its meshes. It was a

m ghty good feeling, | assure you

Whi | e Bozo crouched watchfully at the nmouth of the tunnel, | went further in
the dimess to where Taran hung, hel plessly spread-eagled in the grip of the
second web. The boy watched ne, w de-eyed with astonishnment. | understood that

he regarded me as a magician or sone kind of a mracle worker, for who el se
could bend the savage beasts of the jungle to obey his will? | tried to
reassure the wi de-eyed boy with a smle and a few quiet words. He could not,

of course, have understood the neaning of the words, but something in the tone
of voice with which I spoke them nust have reassured him for he relaxed and
the fear left his eyes. He regarded ne trustfully as | approached and used the
yakadar branch to free him

When the last strand parted, shriveled into a nmere vestige and fell away, and

he was free, the boy coll apsed weakly against nme. | scooped himup in ny arns

and carried himout of the tunnel and set himdown, stretched out on the grass
in the warmdaylight, with his back propped against a tree. He thanked me with
a feeble grin and sone jabber neani ngl ess to ne.

Fromthe fact that the boy was unable to walk | felt pretty sure that he had
hung there, crucified against the nonster spider-web, for some days. | began
rubbing his arms and | egs, chafing thembriskly, in an attenpt to help restore
his circulation, talking to himall the while in a |ow, reassuring voice.

knew ny words were as much neani ngl ess jabber to himas were his words to ne,
but I knew he recognized that | was trying to help him The boy turned pale
and bit his underlip at the pins-and-needl es pain of returning circulation

but he was a plucky youngster, and not a sound of protest escaped from him as
| kneaded and rubbed his stiff, |ame |egs.

Before |l ong he was able to hobble about stiffly, with his armaround ny wai st
and ny armaround his shoulders. Then | let himrest again, once the nunbness
had worked out of his linbs, and went off to find water. Bozo, guessing ny
intent, led me to another gurgling brook, and followed as | carried water back
and forth in one of the |large, rubbery leaves | had with me fromwhich to
fashi on new footgear when my old wore out. It took several trips to satisfy
Taran's thirst, and | began to wish | had thought to bring al ong one of those
capaci ous cl anshel | s.

Once Taran had had his fill of water, | gave himsonme of the el ephant-boar
steak to chew on. Before |eaving the scene that norning, | had cut off quite a
few pi eces of cooked vastodon fromwhich to dine later when | grew hungry. It
made ne snmile to see how eagerly Taran devoured the hal f-burnt, half-raw neat.
Then, while | collected nmy bundle of |eaves, found ny cudgel and rew apped
what was | eft of the vastodon neat, the boy linped stiffly into the tunnel of
trees again, found his fallen sword and also a light cloak or sonmething like a
cl oak, which had fallen from hi mwhen he had blundered into the web days

bef ore.

He then did sonething charmng and very thoughtful by way of thanking ne for
nmy assi stance. Squatting on his heels, the boy tore open the seans of the

cl oak by drawi ng them al ong the edge of his sword, and quickly and neatly nade
a loin-cloth for nme to use instead of the flimsy and rather usel ess apron of

| eaves (which | had lost in nmy struggles in the xinthak web, by the way).



Ginning at ny ignorance, the boy denonstrated how to wear this garnment, which
you wound about your hips and | ooped between your legs in such a manner as to
| eave a length of the cloth hanging down in back and in front. | soon got the
hang of wearing the thing and thanked himwith a word and a smile

W made sl ow progress through the jungles during what was | eft of that day.
Taran stuck very close to me, for he was still afraid of Bozo and shy of
getting too near the great waddling brute. | believe Bozo was nore than a
little jeal ous of ny newfound young friend; for he gave voice to a | ow,
war ni ng runmbl e deep in his heavy chest whenever Taran got too close to him
But the faithful beast nmade no nove to attack the boy, merely tended to avoid
himw th wary, suspicious glances fromtinme to tine.

Taran and | passed the tine with | anguage | essons. W threaded a path single
file through the trees, with Bozo going first and Taran at ny heels. The boy
had given ne his small sword with a confident grin and a burst of chatter

did not understand, taking my cudgel up for his weapon. Doubtless the boy
assuned | was nore conpetent to use the sword than he was-which was incorrect,
of course, but he could not know that.

The sword was about three feet frompointed tip to hilt and | ooked nore like a
rapi er than anything else to which | could assign a name. The bl ade was thin
and sharp, honed to razor keenness on each edge, and nade of good, springy
steel. It was obviously tailored to the boy's proportions and | ooked rat her
smal |l and uninpressive in nmy fist, but | bore it with a measure of confi dence.
It had been too many years since | had last practised with the sword for ne to

feel very confident of my ability to use it expertly; still, it was a slim
exqui sitely bal anced weapon of beautiful workmanship and a joy to have in your
hand. | strode along the jungle path, feeling |like John Carter of Barsoomin

nmy | oincloth, my naked sword by ny side, thinking: If only Sprague coul d see
me now

To pass the tine, as | have just nentioned, | let Taran tutor ne in the
uni versal | anguage of Thanator (his name for the nmoon Callisto). | amnot very
good at picking up foreign |anguages, |'mafraid, but it was very inportant

that Taran and | be able to comrmuni cate on a verbal |evel just as soon as
possible, for I was going to need the boy's hel p. W spent sone hours at it
and by the end of the day | was quite surprised at how nany Thanat ori an words
| was able to use. In all honesty it nmust be admitted that | already had quite
a healthy headstart on |earning the | anguage of Callisto. Jandar's manuscripts
had gi ven ne an acquai ntance with something like forty or fifty words, so we
had a sketchy but serviceabl e background on which to rear nore conplicated
linguistic structures. And sign | anguage hel ped a | ot, of course. Even before
t he | anguage | essons began, | apprised the youngster of mny intentions by
pointing ahead in the direction | wished to travel and repeating the nane
Shondakor. He winkled up his nose at ny pronunci ati on* but he caught ny

nmeani ng, and eagerly indicated the correct direction, which was a bit further
to the south than I had thought. W headed off in that direction, since it was
probabl e that the boy knew better than | where the city |ay.

These | anguage | essons with which we passed the hours of our weary trek, by
the way, were pretty rudinentary. | learned the names of trees and flowers,
and the Thanatorian words for "wal king," "sword," and so on. The boy taught ne
the proper word for various parts of the body by sinply pointing to his foot
or knee or ear or whatever, and repeating in a clear voice the native word for
each appropriate part. As | already knew sonme words, | picked up a very rough
vocabul ary surprisingly fast, although of course it was quite a while before
was able to make anything resenbling a coherent sentence-and |I'm sure | never
did nmanage to get rid of a terribly "Earthian" accent.



D nner that night consisted of the remmants of the vastodon meat, varied by a
nunber of curious fruits, such as a deliciously sweet and neaty purple-fleshed
berry that | ooked |like a kind of prickly-skinned banana, and a | arge,

succulent fruit that resenbled a bright red punpkin, but which tasted al nost
exactly like a very large and very overripe peach. W canmped even before
dayl i ght ended and night fell, for I was still stiff and sore fromall this
unaccust omed exerci se, and Taran was still pretty weak from his nmany hours of

i mprisonnent in the xinthak web.

| tried to nake fire again, having carried along in nmy bundl e of |eaves two of
the flinty stones, but failed. The grasses were too danp and dry | eaves were
scarce in this part of the jungle. Taran took charge at that -point; borrow ng
the sword he vani shed into the depths of thicket, returning with an arnful of
t horny branches whi ch he began to arrange around the trunk of a large tree in
barri cade-fashi on. For sonme reason this rem nded me of the "thorn-boma" people
are always making in the Tarzan books, and | couldn't help | aughing at the
sight. Between the two of us, Taran and | gat hered enough of these
shar p- spi ned branches to build a waist-high barrier around the base of the
tree. There were no masses of dry grass to burrow under, so the youngster and
| spent that night cuddl ed together for warnth while Bozo (still suspicious of
t he strange boy) kept guard outside the barricade.

Towards the niddl e of night, though, he nust have joined us. For when day

cane, | awoke to find Taran sound asl eep, his tousled head pill owed
confortably on the burly warm shoul der of the great othode, and his arns
| ocked about the chest of the sleeping beast. | grinned at the sight, assum ng

that fromnow on, both of my friends would be friends. In this assunption

was right, for beginning' that night, Bozo displayed no further wariness or
suspicion towards the little boy, and defended himas staunchly as he defended
ne.

The foll owi ng day we di scovered a .w de, shall ow pool anmidst a jungle
clearing. Fed by subterranean springs, the water was crystal clear-and
gaspingly cold, as | soon discovered. As | started to make ny way around the
pool, Taran grabbed nmy arm halting me. He jabbered something in his bright,
i nquisitive voice, pointing at the pool. Then, inpatient at nmy inability to
understand his words, the boy illustrated them by kicking off his sandal s,
droppi ng his cudgel, stripping off his loincloth and diving in.

He bobbed to the surface, flinging the wet hair out of his eyes, grinning and
chattering cheerfully, and began frisking in the shallow water |ike a hairless
nmonkey. | stood watching himfromthe edge of the pool, sorely tenpted. After
days of tronping through the jungle, | was perfectly filthy, ny hands nuddy
paws, my nails black hal f-noons of grime. And | itched all over! Well, why
not, after all? So, while the boy frisked and splashed, | sat down on the
bank, renmpved baldric, footgear and clout, and slid gingerly into the pool

It was col der even than | had guessed, and clear as glass. For a while | stood
there shivering, turning (I am sure) several shades of blue. Finally,
sumoni ng up ny courage, | inmersed nyself and, before very long, found the

t emper at ure endur abl e.

Taran showed nme how to take a bath in the wild, how to scoop up handful s of
clean white crystalline sand fromthe bottomof the pond and use the abrasive
stuff in lieu of soap, to scrub away the nore durable patches of grine.
Feeling rather |ike one of the ancient Romans, who used the sane nethod before
the invention of soap, | scrubbed myself with rasping sand until | was fairly
clean, if not actually rawin a few places. | found that once you got used to
the positively breathtaking col dness of the water, taking a bath, even under
such primtive conditions, was a blissful pleasure.



W spl ashed and scrubbed whil e Bozo crouched above us on the bank, watching

wi th huge, solem, slightly puzzled eyes, standing guard. The jungle scene-the
naked boy frolicking in the pool-the faithful, guardi an beast crouched on the
bank above-the whole thing rem nded nme of an illustration from The Jungle
Book, with Taran as Mowgli and Bozo meki ng a passabl e substitute for Bagheera.

Once we were as clean as we were going to get, we emerged and let the hunid
air dry our bodies. W assunmed our garments and gear and trudged off, feeling
cl ean, refreshed and invigorated, -but not w thout a wi stful backwards gl ance
or two at the pool behind us.

Along towards nightfall we hastily took refuge in the upper branches of a huge
tree Taran called a borath. The occasion for our precipitous ascent was a
prow i ng yathrib-a nmonstrously huge, perfect horror of a thing -that |ooked
like a gigantic, reptilian version of a tiger-if you can imgine a tiger
covered with rippling, scaly hide, armed with a |ong, whiplike barbed tail
grown to the size of a Percheron and col ored an incredible scarlet.

Bozo warned us of the approach of the nonster with a runbling grow which

rai sed ny nape-hairs and sent Taran scranbling up the nearest tree. | followed
himwi th no | ess haste but considerably less agility and we crouched upon an
upper branch for what seened |ike hours while the trenendous yathrib-1ooking
i ke sonething dreamed up by Al ex Raynond-prowl ed about the foot of the tree,
menaci ng us with thunderous roars. | held the shuddering boy tightly, his
skinny arns | ocked around my neck, wishing with all ny mght for just one hand
grenade. Eventually, long after nightfall, the yathrib departed with an
audi bl e slithering through the bushes after a nore accessi bl e dinner and Bozo,
who had seen us safely up the tree before taking to his six heels in a very
sensi bl e manner, reappeared, searching for us anxiously.

We clinbed out of our tree-top and left the vicinity at top speed, uncertain
at every step whether we shoul d have stayed aloft or not. Finally, quite
exhausted, we sought refuge for the rest of the night under a thornyl eafed
bush, since it was much too dark to hope to | ocate the maki ngs of another
"thorn-boma." | confess to doubting whether or not such a scratchy barricade
as the one we had sl ept behind the night before would even sl ow down a hungry
yathrib, much less stop himin his tracks.

| also confess to getting very little sleep that night. | kept remenbering

t hose bl azing, mndless eyes, filled with infinite ferocity. And those yawni ng
jaws, lined with nore fangs than it seenmed coul d possibly be cranmed into one
mouth . . . thoughts hardly conducive to slunber, you will admt.

Taran slept like a | og, however. But even Bozo got no sleep, and as | |ay
awake, pillowed on itchy |eaves, shivering in the danp chill, | could hear the
great othode padding in circles around us all that night, like a faithful dog,

guardi ng our rest.

Chapter 8
BARIN OF THE JUNGLE LEGQ ON

W managed to cover quite a distance during the next two days. And | mnust
admt, with nore than a little pride which seenms to ne only justifiable under
the circunstances, that | was beginning to feel fit and hardy and well able to
survive in the wilderness, after ny first few m serabl e days.

| felt stronger and tougher than | had in years, and was able to stride



t hrough the underbrush for mles wi thout needing rest. | no |onger suffered
quite as nmuch as | had at first fromthe lack of such civilized |uxuries as
fresh hot coffee and cigarettes-although it took an effort of will to keep ny
m nd off such tenpting thoughts, and nore than once I woke from dreans of
tender, succulent filet mgnon, dry martinis, or fresh, fragrant, steam ng
cups of fresh-brewed Maxwel | House. And, as for thoughts of food, | |earned
that raw fruit, a handful of nuts and berries, and an occasi onal norsel of
vast odon steak may sound like a Spartan diet, but they certainly satisfy the
i nner man and you can easily learn to get along on them because you have to,
especi al |y when the nearest decent restaurant is sonething |ike four hundred
mllion mles away.

Yes, for a lazy, self-indulgent, unathletic science-fiction witer nearing
forty and of sedentary habits, | had come through the ordeal a whole |ot
better than even | could have i magi ned possible. My head was clear, ny eyes
were keen, ny "w nd" was better than it had been since my twenties, and
could keep going for half a day before sitting down to rest.

"Lo saraj, Lankar-chan!"* chirped Taran, trudging along at ny rear, pointing
off tothe left. I didn't ask how t he boy knew where water was, because
couldn't yet phrase out the question. But Bozo sensed the nearness of the
brook in alnmost the same instant. The big fell ow had been forging al ong
steadily for a couple of hours now, and, fromthe way his pink tongue was
lolling between his frog-1like jaws, he was beginning to get thirsty, as were
we. Sniffing the air, he uttered a guttural sound that was an othode's

equi val ent of a dog's bark, and went waddling off to the left as fast as his
six short, fat, bowed |legs could carry him Wen we arrived he was standing in
the mddle of the stream |apping up cold, fresh water

Taran knelt at my side and drank noisily from cupped pal ns, again and agai n,
before settling back with a sigh of repletion. He cast me a bright-eyed gl ance
and said somet hing untranslatably colloquial, which mght be rendered as
"That's mighty good!" or "Nothing Iike a bellyful of water on a hot day!" Al

| can say for certain is that the remark term nated in "Lankar-chan," which he
had recently taken to calling me. The termwas a respectful one, such as a
youngster mght politely use towards an ol der man, serving for the nonce, as
was |, in loco parentis. The word chan meant "sir." Therefore | suppose
Lankar-chan would translate to sonething like "M. Carter."

My acquai ntance with the Thanatorian | anguage was still a crude thing, nerely
a matter of a few verbs and nouns. So | had not yet |earned anything of the
youngster's story, of who he was and how he had conme to be caught in that

xi mchak-web. A long tine after our jungle journey | elicited fromhimthe fact
that he had been born and raised in a small Ku Thad hunters' settlenent deep
in the Gand Kurmal a. The Ku Thad had once lived anmidst the vast tract of

bl ack-and-crinson jungle, driven into hiding in those regions by the Chac Yuul
who had invaded and conquered their honel and. Even after Jandar's arrival on
Thanat or, and the subsequent destruction of the bandit |egion, which the Ku
Thad had driven out of Shondakor, many of the Ku Thad preferred the rough
hardy, outdoors life of hunting in the dense jungles; Taran's father had been
one of these.

But his father had died under the fangs of a yathrib, |eaving the boy a

honel ess orphan. Well, not exactly honel ess, | suppose, for the hunters of the
vill age woul d have opened their hearts to him and rai sed hi manong them as one
of their own. But the boy yearned for strange scenes, unfamiliar vistas,
curious adventures. Thus, when the Xaxar returned from her epic voyage to the
other side of the world and began enlisting warriors for a second journey into
t he unknown, and word of this penetrated even to the little colony of Ku Thad
hunt snen,. the heart of the boy had thrilled to the lure of far-off |ands



anong weird, uncanny peoples, and he had run away from hone to enlist in the
Second Armada, as it would be call ed.

However, the journey across the breadth of the jungle country is difficult
enough for a full-grown man such as 1, even with the full-hearted aid of a

m ghty ot hode |i ke Bozo. For a small boy like Taran, all alone in the world,
it could easily have proven inpossible. Prowing predators had chased hiny he
had flung aside his weapons and gear and provisions, with the sole exception
of the small rapier his father had given him Striving to elude the jungle
beasts, he had sought to hide in the tunnel of trees, only to becone caught
and entangled within the web of the xincthak. Even the hunting beasts who had
been close on his trail were wary of falling into the power of the horrible
xi mchak, and thus they had turned aside, not daring to enter the tunnel trap

In time the xi nthak had returned to its lair, spinning a new web at the very
mout h of the tunnel-the very one into which | had bl undered, when | had
foolishly ignored the warni ngs of Bozo. Had | not done so, Taran might well be
dead by now. For, while the xinchak do not feed very often, when hunger does
arise in their hideous little bodies, the ghastly treedwelling arachni dae can
strip the flesh froma fullgrown nman, |leaving a white skeleton to bleach in

t he jungl e shadows.

This, then, was the tale of Taran, although | did not learn it until rmuch
later. | understood the basic situation, for |I had read of the | oss of the
First Arnmada and of the disappearance of Jandar hinself, believed a captive of
the nysterious M nd Wzards. These things had all been in the manuscript |
read on the plane which bore Noel and me to Canbodi a. Like Taran, | too had
worried and wondered over the unknown fate of Jandar of Callisto.

It was then we heard the voi ces.

W had just turned fromthe stream et and were headi ng back to the trail we
had been follow ng. Suddenly there cane the murnmur of voices not far ahead,
m xed with a curious harsh, grating cry that | soon canme to know was the
squawk of riding-thaptors.

Taran and | stopped short, exchanging a startled glance. Bozo froze, ears
pricking, sounding a | ow grow of warning. Together we cautiously crept
forward until we could ook out on the trail fromthe dense shadow of the
trees that bordered it.

W saw a party of about a dozen men, nounted on fantastic beaked and cl awed
and feathered steeds. These creatures were four-1legged riding-beasts about the
size of horses, but there all resenblance to the terrene quadrupeds ceased.

For thaptors are bird-horses, like the hippogriffs of nyth and

| egend-four-1egged, befeathered birds, with cruel hooked beaks and mad, round,
glaring eyes like parrots. | stared upon themw th awe and amazement, for al
that | had read their description before and knew what they were.

As for the nen, they were a | ean, hard-faced, rangy-looking | ot who had the
mlitary bearing of soldiers. They were gol den-ski nned, green-eyed, redhaired
men of the sane race as Taran, and wore |eather hel mets and open-throat ed,
suppl e tunics and high boots, with scarlet |oincloths under their short tunics

and | oose-sl eeved bl ouses covering their upper torso and arnms. Al .of them
wore swords slung across their shoul ders on broad brass-studded baldrics, and
a few carried long, |eaf-bladed spears and small, round,

| eat her-stretched-across-w cker-frame shields or targes. Over his heart, each
man carried a peculiar yellow hieroglyph worked into the | eather of his tunic,
and the forenost spearman had a regi nental guidon which flapped fromhis

spear head.



Recogni zi ng the gol den synbol enbl azoned on the breast of each soldier, Taran
uttered a gleeful cry, jabbered sonething at ne brightly, then junped out into
the trail before the men before | had a chance to stop him

The forenost soldier uttered an exclamation and jerked back on the reins,
drawi ng his steed up short. He fired off a volley of sharp questions at Taran
to which the boy eagerly replied in a streamof simlarly inconprehensible
volubility. Oher nmen slid down fromtheir steeds and strode forward to
guestion the excited boy. Taran gestured in ny direction, and nmy heart sunk,
knowi ng there was no further point in trying to conceal nyself. So, signaling
to Bozo, | clinbed through the brush fringing the edge of the trail and
stepped out in full view of the soldiers.

They stared at me in surprise which rapidly changed into sl ack-jawed
amazenment. It was the color of ny hair and of ny eyes which nost inpressed
themat least until Bozo timdly emerged fromthe brush to stand trenbling,
pressed up against my thigh. The sight of a man acconpanied by a tanme ot hode
was incredible to themthat much | could read in their expressions.

One of them a tall, broad-shoul dered, young man with a firmjaw and cl ear
steady eyes-1 later discovered himto be the captain of this troop-addressed
me in a polite, but grimy questioning, manner

There wasn't much | could do-1 didn't even understand what it was he had asked
me. So, getting ny wits together, and marshaling what little | knew of the

| anguage, | took a deep breath and attenpted to nake ny first sentence in
Thanat ori an:

"E - Lankar-chan! Kandol a Jandar a Shondakor Saomm!"

It wasn't a bad sentence at all, considering. In fact, | felt m ghty proud of
nysel f.

My pronunci ation of the words was probably a bit off-but, what the hell, they
understood me! | could tell that fromthe bright gleamthat flashed into the
eyes of their |eader, who repeated nmy phrases, hal fwonderingly to hinself.
Then he fired off another phrase of his own, in which the only word I could
recogni ze was Thanator, the native nane for this world.

| shook ny head and pointed into the sky.

They got ny neani ng again, and stared at one another in utter and dunbfounded
amazenment . *

For the captain, noting ny racial resenblance to Jandar-who al so had grayish
eyes and a fair skin, although his hair was yellow and not brown |ike mne
sprang to the conclusion that | was, |ike Jandar, a visitor from anot her

worl d. (The existence of the Gate is, of course, no secret to the
Thanat ori ans; and Jandar has never sought to conceal his extra-Thanatorian
origin, which is widely known.) Wien | shook nmy head in answer to his startled
query and pointed al oft, he understood ne to say that 1, too, |ike Jandar, had
cone froma distant world.

The captain | ooked nme over with awe and wonder witten in his face. |I could
read the thoughts traveling through his brain as if by telepathy: to himl was
a nysterious being froma distant world, doubtless a personage of vast

i nportance. He nmunbl ed some remark | did not catch; then he whipped off his
scarlet cloak and gave it to me to cover ny nakedness with, naking a little
bow of respect. He did not dare approach too cl osely because of Bozo. The



great othode stood between nme and the troop of soldiers, his burly shoul ders
firmy pressed against nmy thighs, watching with alert, wary eyes every notion
made by these strangers. Fromtine to tinme a warning runble came fromhis

m ghty chest.

| quieted himwith a word and a touch and slung the cl oak about me, sheathing
the toy sword Taran had given ne. The boy was trenbling with excitenment, his
bri ght green eyes sparkling as he drank in the splendid vision of the nmounted
warriors, their gl eam ng weapons and splendid accouternents, the restless

t haptors pawi ng at the dust, arching their proud necks restlessly, the
brilliant bannerol snapping in a brisk breeze. This was the sort of thing he
had dreaned of: and now it was actually happening!

It seens that the Shondakorians nmaintained a patrol to keep watch over the
edge of the Kumala jungles, for there are bands of nomadi c savages therein, as
wel | as outlaws, bandits and savage beasts. This patrol is called the Kunal a
Yuul, which is to say, the "Jungle Legion." And the tall, broad-shoul dered
young of fi cer who had accosted nme was the captain of the troop. H s nane was
Bari n.

It would not have been polite to laugh out |oud, but | couldn't keep back a
grin. Barin gave ne a baffled, but respectful, glance and managed to refrain
from asking me what was so funny. It was just as well he did!' How could

possi bly have conveyed to himthat | had only just gotten used to the fact
that my young conpani on bore the nane of the hero of Lloyd Al exander's Prydain
books, while he, hinmself, bore the nane of the Prince of Mongo in Al ex
Raynond' s ol d Fl ash Gordon strip!

I chuckled, resolving to nyself that if | ever got back home and wrote up ny
adventures into a book | was going to have to do quite a bit of nane-changi ng!

The courteous young captain, all the while calling me kytar or "lord,"
obviously on the premise that | was far too inportant to be a nere chan or
"sir," dismunted and hel ped me into the saddle of his thaptor. The bird eyed
me suspiciously over one feathery shoul der and clacked his sharp beak as if to
say "As soon as the captain |ooks the other way, | think I'll take a chunk out
of this bloke's leg."

VWhile | usually enjoy riding, it had been years since | was last in the
saddl e, and then, of course, the saddle was on a horse. Ri ding around on the
back of a giant bird was somewhat new to ny experience, but | resolved to make
the best of it. Captain Barin had given me his scarlet cloak and | slung it
about me and mounted the thaptor. | was grinning again, again rem nded of the
bef eat hered steeds in Jane Gaskell's Atlan trilogy, and of the ornithohippus
in one of ny own novel s about Ganel on Sil ver mane.

Bozo woul d not |eave ny side, even after | bestrode the thaptor. M
gryphonli ke steed was in a nervous flap due to the presence of the giant

ot hode, which may have distracted its attention fromne; at any rate it did
not even attenpt to renove a piece of my leg en route. The troop nounted up
and one of the |egionnaires, grinning hugely, scooped up Taran and set the boy
bef ore himon the saddl ebow. The |ad kicked his heels delightedly and crowed
something at me in a breathless rush of words, of which | caught only the bit
about "Lankar-chan." | sniled and waved at him Then the captain gave an order
and we noved out.

Since the other thaptors were made restive by the nighty ot hode who woul d not

| eave nme, Barin bid ne take the lead. And so it was that, cloaked in scarlet,
at the head of a troop of warriors, the great othode pacing at ny side, | rode
for the gates of gol den Shondakor like a visiting enperor



Chapter 9
THE EMPTY THRONE

W rode first to an encanmpnment of the Jungle Legion, built on the outskirts of
the G and Kumala. It was a collection of |og cabins, surrounded by a tal
pal i sade, with a spindle-1egged watchtower | oom ng over all, fromwhich the
gold flag of Shondakor unrolled its rich fires on the wind. It |ooked |ike
something left over fromF Troop

There we rested, and Taran and | were given a civilized meal while Barin went
into report the news of nmy arrival to the konor, as the conmandant of the
Legi on was called. The neal was a sinple one, a crockery bow of neat stew and
a fist-sized lunp of coarse brown bread, topped off with a mug of cheap red

wi ne. The nmeat of the stew was unfam liar to me, and the spices wherewith it
was seasoned were curious and alien, but rarely have | downed a nmeal with such
gusto. After nearly a week of munching nuts and sucking raw fruit, a decent
meal was a luxury to be savored with relish

The konor, a heavy-faced man with frank and honest eyes, under cl ose-cropped,
grizzled hair, came out to inspect me. Hi s eyes w dened at the gray-touched
brown of ny hair and beard, and the blue gray of my eyes, and ny pale,

un- Thanat ori an conpl exi on. Evidently he had not accepted Barin's account and
had to see the man from Jandar's world with his own eyes. One | ook convinced
hi m

He nade ne a profound sal ute whose significance I did not understand unti
later, when | saw it used at the Shondakorian court and cane to realize it was
usually given to royalty. I'"'mafraid | just took it in ny stride, giving hima
pl easant smle and a nod in return (which nust also have inpressed him and,

i f anything, tended to convince himof nmy inmmense aristocratic rank). He
backed out of the roomrespectfully and later sent in the regimental barber, a
fat, fussy little man, to conb and trimmy hair and beard and shave ny cheeks.

Afternoon was upon us; still under escort by Captain Barin, we departed canp
and rode straight for Shondakor, not far distant. The city rose beyond a broad
river, spanned by an ancient stone bridge. | nust confess |I thrilled at the

sight of it, for it was |like some magnificent capital out of fabled antiquity,
somehow survived the ages intact. A nmighty stone wall surrounded the city
proper, and guards strolled about the circunference of this barrier, daylight
flashing from.their polished hel ns and spear bl ades. The gates were open And
we rode through, the gate-captain tossing a salute at Barin, gaping at nme, and
turning a | ook of sheer unbelief at the huge purple othode who trotted at ny
heel s.

W paused first at the mlitary headquarters, a low, ranbling structure like a
fortress, built just within the circuit of the city wall by the main or A and
Gate, and, in fact, |leaning up against the fabric of the wall. There while
Barin conferred with various nystified and terribly inmpressed officers, and
courtiers sped further into the city to informthe palace of nmy arrival, they
rapidly outfitted ne in sonething nore suitable to wear at court than a ragged
l[oincloth and a captain's red cl oak

The garment they selected for ne was a sort of |ong-sleeved gown of stiff,
crinkly, shiny stuff like silk, darkly gold in color, with a high stiff collar
like that worn by Mng the Merciless in the old "Flash Gordon" serials. This
outfit seemed to me a trifle effemnate, and | felt a bit unconfortable in it,
but the people here ought to know what was worn at court, so | went along with



it without protest. They returned ny plain | eather baldric and boy-sized sword
to Taran, lending me a slimbasket-hilted rapier twinkling with topazes,
scabbarded on a light baldric adorned with badges and ornaments of precious
nmetal s, and shod ny feet in buskins of fine, supple |eather, dyed inperial

pur pl e.

This and a huge purple velvet cloak conpleted ny costume. In the privacy of
the robing chanber | tried a few passes with the rapier, swirled ny cloak
about in high good hunmor, and felt ready to walk into the costune ball of any
wor |l d science-fiction convention and carry off first prize.

Taran they crammed into a | oose-sl eeved whit blouse and triml eather jerkin,
belted at the waist and extending down a few inches below the hips, with a
bright red |l oincloth and a pair of ankle-high, soft |eather boots, conplete
wi t h boysi zed spurs. The boy, who shared my dressing room crowed with delight
over such finery and envied ny gold silk gowmn and purple cloak with glistening
eyes. Bozo stuck to the like a shadow all the while: the poor beast was
bewi | dered and highly upset by the strange confinement of roons and walls, but
just to be by ny side and hear ny voice conforted him and he behaved hinsel f
splendidly. It was anmusing to see how the soldiers regarded himwith fearful
caution, and me with i mense awe and respect as his master.

Then we set out for the palace, which rose in the center of the city, facing
upon a broad, octagonal stone-paved plaza which was reached by a superb

boul evard known as the Processional Way. W rode w th banners snappi ng,
dayl i ght sparkling fromgens and helns, a man in a gilt cuirass brandishing a
sl ender trunpet clearing the way before us. | assunmed himto be the Callistan
equi val ent of a herald.

The city was built largely of stone and brick, and nost of the buildings were
of one or two storeys, three at nmpst, which were covered either with plaster
or whitewash, it was hard to tell which. They were generally painted a pale
shade of gold, with roofs of red tile. Mdst of the buildings we passed on our
way to the heart of the netropolis were constructed in sonething of the
Mediterranean style, which is to say, the structures faced inward on tiled
courts and private gardens, with a railing around the gallery of the second
storey. But everything was gay and barbaric, wth gorgeous carpets hung from
bal coni es and banners unfolding fromthe tops of spires, and veil ed pal anqui ns
borne through the streets by slaves in livery.

Stone bridges arched above the streets between the third storeys. G rcul ar

wi ndows, closed with greenpainted shutters or barred with iron grilles, broke
t he snmoot h nonotony of walls. And sonehow ; he whol e scene rem nded ne

i nescapably of the walled stone city in Roy Krenkel's cover-painting for King
Kull, the original of which hangs framed in ny hone.

| rode through the streets of ancient Shondakor in gold and purple, under
tawny afternoon skies, dreamly, smling to nyself, thinking that if only Roy
were here beside nme, his pencil would be flying over his sketch pad at this
nonent .

The pal ace was a ranbling, many-tiered, inmrense structure of such conplexity
that | could not at first |look take it all in, and amleft with only the

hazi est inpression of its external appearance. | got the inpression that it
had been added to over years and generations and centuries in a haphazard
fashi on, new wi ngs tacked on as needed, and so forth. This may not be too far
wi de of the mark, actually.

W passed through guard-post after guard-post; left our steeds in an outer
courtyard, and marched through what seened niles of corridor and stairways



bef ore reaching the throne room Bozo waddl ed ganely at ny side, sneaking wary
| ooks at fl apping tapestries andbead curtains and frowni ng stone faces cut
into the entabl ature over archways. Mre than ever he reninded nme of ny dog
McCGurk, who entertains rmuch the same suspicions of anything above his head,

i ke chandeliers, or nmarble busts atop bookcases.

The throne roomitself was built on Babyl onian proportions and | ooked |ike
somet hing out of a Cecil B. De MIle novie. W ascended a very broad stone
staircase of at |least a hundred steps, each level |ined by notionless guards
inglittering arnor ranked to either side. At the top spread a broad tier
carpeted in crinson, which bore two huge stone chairs whose backs were

scul pted with curious heral dic enblens. Only one of these thrones was

occupi ed, the other stood enpty.

The woman in the first throne-I knew her at once-was Darl oona, warrior
princess of the Ku Thad. She could be no other, with that magnificent,
rippling mane of glorious red gold hair, that flaw ess creany caneo of a face,
full -upped, passionate, with strong cheekbones, and superb eyes of liquid
eneral d under arched, winging brows. | nust confess | drewin ny breath at the
very sight of her; she was an incredible beauty-spirited, majestic, proud and
fiery as a thoroughbred. Wth her flamng red hair and vivaci ous eyes, she
reminded me a little of Maureen O Hara . . . but a Maureen O Hara raised to
the nth degree.

She was, quite sinply, one of the nbst gorgeously beautiful wormen | have ever
seen. Every inch a woman; and every inch a queen

About her throne a group of courtiers and officials stood in a cluster

Forenost anong these was a tall, slender old man with wise, smling eyes. His
gaunt formwas wapped in a narrow robe of |avender silk. | guessed himat a
gl ance to be a councillor to the throne, and I was soon proven correct, for he
was none other than Zastro, the wise man of the Ku Thad.

O hers stood near him One, fromhis massive shoul ders, bowed | egs and
truculent visage | took to be the exgladiator, Ergon, from descriptions given
in Jandar's manuscripts. Beside himstood a towering warrior with arnms fol ded
upon his mghty chest, his grimeyes studying me froma strong-boned,

i npassive face. This inpressive figure turned out to be Zantor of Zanadar, the
captai n of the sky-ship Xaxar, who had been | ucky enough to bring back his own
ship, at least, fromthe ill-fated first expedition to shadowy Kuur. The
identity of the others | did not know

The military courier who had ridden ahead to apprise the queen of mny coning
was, all the while |I |ooked about, introducing nme and expl ai ni ng ny presence
here, and that of ny odd conpani ons, the boy and the nonster othode. \Wen he
was finished, the Princess turned her great eyes upon ne with a warmsnile of
greeting. Royalty is sonething new in ny experience, although | was very
slightly acquainted with the Crown Prince of Japan, then attending the sane
university as I, and | have met a baron in nmy tinme, and a knight or twos. The
protocol of the Shondakorian court was a subject upon which | was conpletely
uni nformed, but | assumed correctly- enough that such ignorance was only to be
expected of a visitor froma distant world and any errors in regal etiquette
woul d be forgiven me. So, deciding that a sinple, dignified bow should do the

trick, | rapidly ran through nmy menory sinilar scenes fromall the Errol Flynn
nmovies | could recall, and attenpted the polite obei sance and, fromthe nurnur
whi ch arose fromthe clustered courtiers, in which I thought | heard the note
of approval, | gathered | had pulled it off conpetently.

The Princess had been staring at ne with wonder in her eyes-at the color of ny
skin, ny eyes, nmy hair. Now she did ne, as | later |earned, a very great honor



by rising to her feet and stepping forward, extending her hand, which I
ki ssed. Then she surprised ne by addressing me in English

"Pl ease be wel come, sir, to our realm-in ny husband's nane."

I was taken aback at being addressed in ny native tongue. Her granmar was
quite correct, if her pronunciation was a trifle unorthodox. Funbling for an
appropriate response, | murmured an awkward reply which | have since
forgotten.

She nodded regally, resum ng her throne. The old man in the | avender robe
interrogated the courier and then addressed a rapid stream of questions to
Captain Barin, who all this while had knelt a step or two | ower down than I
with little Taran, all eyes, beside him Bozo sat by ny feet, pressing his
furry shoul der agai nst my knee, peering around with solem, wary gaze. The
Princess, | noticed,. |ooked pale, weary, a trifle distraught, although
conposed and regal on the surface. One slimhand fidgeted with the bejewel ed
tassel of her girdle-1 have neglected to nention that she wore breast-pl ates
of intricately-wrked silvery netal, a jewel-studded girdl e about her slim
wai st, and gauzy overskirts which did not conceal the slimgrace of her |ong
| egs. That and silver-gilt sandals and a flashing tiara of nany jewels

unfam liar to me conpl eted her costume. She | ooked |ike the heroine of a Leigh
Brackett novel, | nust confess; but the air of serene and majestic poise she
wore like a cloak lent her the dignity of an enpress.

As the exchange of question and answer seened interm nable, | noticed she
pal ed and bit her lip. There were small lines of strain or fatigue about her
magni fi cent eyes. Fromtinme to time she seened to forget herself, and when
this occurred, her head would droop wearily and she woul d heave a deep sigh
At such times her sad gaze would stray to the enpty throne beside her

| knew the cause of her sorrow. It was that the throne was enpty. For the
second throne was-nust have been-the seat of Jandar of Callisto, her husband
and Prince, mssing now for nonths, lost on the far side of the planet.

When the interrogations turned to me, ny slight acquai ntance with the

uni versal | anguage of Thanator was soon di scovered too i nadequate to the task;
neither did nmy hosts have enough English to conduct the session appropriately.
It becanme obvious that we should have to adjourn to other, |ess formal
quarters, to converse slowy and haltingly in both tongues until we could

pi ece together the answers to all the questions that needed answering.

So Barin and the boy and I, with Bozo pacing nervously and watchfully at ny
side, were led fromthe Hall of Thrones (as | later learned it to be called)
by Zastro. Wth us went the ugly, bow egged little man with the broad, heavily
nmuscl ed shoul ders, who was introduced to ne as Ergon, and two or three of the
other notables I did not at once recognize.

At the exit, | lingered for a last | ook on the splendid scene
Darl oona sat in her great chair ami dst her attendants and courtiers. She sat
straight and regal, her face composed, if pale, her glorious eyes serene but

t roubl ed.

Her gaze was fixed upon the enpty throne by her side, and her thoughts (
knew) were upon her bel oved Jandar whose fate was still unknown.

Chapter 10



THE TH EF OF THARKOL

Zastro led us into a spacious suite of apartnents that was probably his own
private quarters, or so | guessed fromthe Spartan sinplicity of the decor
and the crowded but neatly ordered profusion of books, tablets and scrolls
whi ch stood about to either hand. A servant drew the curtains shut while
anot her fetched a crystal decanter of a pale golden wine unfaniliar to ny
taste but delicious enough, and a tray of goblets.

W settled ourselves confortably in chairs of rather medi eval design, which
were arranged by the servants into a halfcircle about a fireplace of carven
bl ue stone upon whose hearth a cheery blaze flickered and crackl ed.

| sipped the pale wine cautiously, and found it .superb. A light, delicious
beverage whi ch rem nded ne of sparkling Burgundy, but with a honeyed
aftertaste like nmead. After the stiff formality of the throne room we rel axed
confortably and I was introduced to the notables | had not yet net.

Bl uff, homely Ergon had al ready been known to ne, but | was slightly puzzled
as to the identity of the tall, dark-haired girl wth warm gol den skin, sad
dark eyes, and a vivid, full-upped nmouth. This .turned out to be Ylana of the
Jungl e Country, the daughter of Jugrid the chieftain, of whom!| had read nmuch
in Jandar's latest manuscript. | would probably have guessed who she was in
time, but it would have taken a bit of thought before I m ght have identified
her, for she | ooked very different fromthe descriptions | had read. That is,
Jandar described her as a wild jungle maid with an abbrevi ated garnent of
catskin, long bare legs, and a rude, primtive necklace of ivory fangs about
her throat.

Fromthis, | guess | nmust have mentally pictured a sort of younger version of
"Sheena, Queen of the Jungle." But the shy, demure young lady in the
vol um nous green kaf tanlike robes, her long dark hair neatly brushed, in no
wi se resenbled the wild, scornful young hoyden of Jandar's text! She greeted
me quietly with downcast eyes.

At this time | was also introduced to Dr. Abziz, the famous geographer from
the great Academny of Soraba, and to Zantor, formerly one of the Sky Pirates of
Zanadar, now a loyal and trusted friend of Jandar and Darl oona, and a captain
in the new Sky Navy.

| could have guessed either of their identities at a glance, for Dr. Abziz was
exactly as Jandar has described himfat, fussy, self-inmportant and peevi sh,
with a round, plunmp face, scarlet as tomato puree and bald as an egg, save, of
course, for his waxed and ridiculous little billy-goat's beard, a heritage of
his m xed Soraban and Ganatolian ancestry. He greeted me with cool reserve,

whi ch was only to be expected froma savant so self-inportant.

Zantor was a mighty man of glum solem mien and few words. Hi s
handshake-whi ch he nust have | earned from Jandar, for it is not a Thanatorian
customat all-was gentle but firm and | have no doubt he coul d have crushed
my hand if he had wished to. Hs eyes were friendly, for all his solemity,
and his tone of voice warm and wel com ng.

And thus we observed the social anmenities, while passing the wi ne around and
getting to know each other a little. The. slight chanpagnelike effervescence
of the honey wine tickled Taran's nose and before | ong one of Zastro's
servants led the boy off to watch the changi ng of the pal ace guard, as the
conversation woul d doubtl ess prove, a bore to him

Bozo was treated with enormous respect; in fact, no one dared cone near him



much | ess touch the great brute, who insisted on crouching by ny chair,
pressed up agai nst nme for whatever confort ny presence afforded hi manong al
t hese strangers. But he behaved hinmself like a gentleman, | amglad to say:

Barin sat stiffly, seenming rather awkward and sel f conscious. | suppose the
Legi onnaire was unused to mingling with the fanobus and the cel ebrated of the
court. His forehead glistened with perspiration and he sipped only a little of
his wine, replying in nonosyllables to the questions which were addressed to

him | could tell that he wi shed for nothing nore than to be permtted to
return to the rough, confortable life of his canp, and would be glad to get
out of here. Well, Zastro did not keep himlong, as the gentlemanly old

phi | osopher could read his nervousness as well as | could and phil osopher the
poor fellow was extrenmely unconfortable.

"Now, Lord Lankar," Zarstro began, once we had all relaxed, "perhaps you will
be good enough to tell us how you canme here to Thanator and what your arrival
on our world portends-"

"Aye! And do inquire about that great beastie, and how in the name of the Red
Moon the noble lord cones by such a fearsone creature, as poor dypto had
al ways heared were wild and savage!"

The man who had chirped out this remark had slunk furtively into the room at
our heels, much to Zastro's disconfiture, although the old phil osopher was far
too polite to evince any di sapproval. He was a stooped, spindlyshanked little
fellow, spry and ninble, wapped in a rusty old black cloak, tattered and

di sreputabl e, which lent hima villainous appearance. This unwhol esone aspect
was augment ed when you | ooked into his astonishingly homely, face, with its

hol I ow, fam shed cheeks, bestubbled and ill-shaven, his .bright, inquisitive
eye and his great ungainly beak of a nose. The sort of a face that nmade you
feel nervously to make sure you still had your wallet.

In answer to Zastro's question | said haltingly that my presence on this world
was entirely due to accident-the sane identical sort of accident which had
br ought Jandar here hinself.

"I understand," Zastro nodded. "But, now, you speak of Jandar. How is it that
you are acquainted with our Prince? True, you hail fromthe sane far world,
but always | have been given-to understand that on his native planet the
Prince was a personage of little or no inportance. | am puzzled, therefore,
that you know himat all. Are you a relative, or, perchance, a friend?"

"Well, | certainly consider nyself his friend, although to be truthful we have
never actually met," | replied. "You see, back on Earth I ama witer of
books-"

"Aha!" dypto yel ped, his sharp black eye glinting with satisfaction. "Your
words do prove nme right, sir! Aye, poor old G ypto guessed as nuch, from one
gl ance at his lordship's face! That broad, noble brow, nowthose thoughtful

sensitive eyes! "A poet!' quoth I, will the gentlenen be calling ne a liar?
“An artist! ="
"I'f you please, Master dypto," adnoni shed Zastro with a patient groan. "If

you must interrupt every other word out of our mouths, we shall all of us

spend the night here w thout |earning anything. Now if you insist on being
present, you nmay listen and observe all, but kindly keep your comrents to

yoursel f. |Is that understood?"

@ ypto capered in an obsequi ous bow, tugging at his forel ock-or where a
forel ock would be, if he had had one, which he didn't, being nostly bald in



front, and whined in his hoarse, beggar's voice: "Pray pardon old dypto, sir
for intruding upon the councils of the high and the m ghty! 'Tis only that |
be nigh consuned with curiosity, as you will understand, |I'msure!" And with
that, the odd little scarecrow of a man, whose cl owni ng caperings conceal ed a
first-rate intelligence, and who was a shrewd and astute diplomat in the
service of Soraba (for all that he delighted in playing the rascally
guttersnipe), flopped into a chair and | apsed into cowed but attentive

si | ence.

"Neither a poet, an artist, nor much of an intellectual, Mister Gypto,"

| aughed. "Merely a teller of tales, ' a spinner of sagas, if you will. But the
manuscri pt journals of his adventures here which your Prince has been sendi ng
back to Earth -by neans of the Gate Between The Wrl ds-these have conme into ny
hands and | have assuned the task of editing themfor ...for..:"'

(There is no such word, apparently, in Thanatorian for "publication," as the
Thanat ori ans have yet to invent the printing, much |ess the whol esal e
mar keti ng, of books.)

"I believe | understand . . . then you will have read of the | oss of our
Prince, and of the nysterious foundering or destruction of the First Armada-if
the journals describing our first, ill-fated expedition against the Mnd

W zards* have survived the transition?" asked Zastro. | nodded eagerly.

"The manuscript arrived safely at the Earth-ternm nus of the Gate, and | have
read it with considerable interest and suspense. And | amawfully anxious to
| earn what has been happeni ng here since the Xaxar returned to Shondakor."

"Alas, ny dear sir," Dr. Abziz puffed. "Very little has transpired-the

shi pyards of Tharkol have | abored mghtily to conplete the new vessels from
whi ch the Second Arnada will, it is to be hoped, ere |long be assenbl ed. But
the story has been one of frequent breakdown, continuous frustration, and

t hor ough wastage of tine-the one, indispensable comodity! First the supply
caravan di spatched to the Black Mountains to procure a sufficiency of the
.lifting-gas fell afoul of an ambush by Yathoon nomads and was w ped out; the
needed stores of levitant vapor were eventually procured by a second caravan,
under heavy guard by a full reginent. But then the caul ki ng compound proved

i nadequate to the task of cenmenting the seans of the new ships, pernitting the
vapors to dissipate uselessly into the enpty air-which required the

di spatching of yet a third caravan-and so it has been going, day after day,
week after week! Del ays! Del ays, and nore del ays! Lords of Gordrimator, the
poor Prince and the others, Zamara of Tharkol, Prince Val kar, and that
ruffian, Lukor, may well be stark dead by this time, and still the idle fools
stunble and funble and jumble . . ."

"Dr. Abziz, if you please!" sighed Zastro patiently. "If we all talk at once,
we shall never learn the answers to the many questions . "

"Ch, very well, get on with it, then,"
gobl et of wine.

Abzi z grunbl ed, pouring hinsel f another

I could not resist a sly dig at this point.

"Fromthe fact that the distinguished and | earned Dr. Abziz was still present
i n Shondakor, | had al ready guessed that the new sky-shi ps had not yet sailed,
for a scholar of such dedication and repute could not have been restrained
fromjoining the second expedition, if only for the advancenent of scientific
know edge, " | said.

Abziz's frosty manner thawed before this application of ego-salve. He cast a



beam ng eye upon nme with unaccustoned warnth, while wiggling in his chair as
if barely able to contain his delight.

"Ch, cone now M dear sir-really! Such praise, for one of my poor
acconpl i shnents-too rmuch!" he virtually gi ggl ed.

"Aye, too much, indeed, your lordship," A@ypto cackled fromhis corner. "Too
much, that is, for one as couldn't even find the haunt of the dastardly M nd
Wzards with a man stuck to the end of his nose!"

The pudgy Soraban fixed the grinning thief of Tharkol with a piercing glare of
i ndi gnati on.

"I'f this-ah, this-person-is going to be permitted to give utterance to such
sl anderous and slighting remarks against the scholarly attainments of a

di stingui shed guest in your excellent city, sage Zastro, well- words fail ne!
They fail me, sir!"™ he huffed.

Zastro snmothered a groan and turned a mldly accusing gl ance on the inpudent
l[ittle man from Thar kol

"Now, Master dypto, | have asked you and | have warned you, and if | have to
di sturb the Princess to cone and adnoni sh you to keep your tongue, well. "

"Ch, aye, aye!" A@ypto whined in a servile fashion (while tipping ne a roguish

wink in the process). "I beg your honors' pardon, | amsure!"
"Ch, get on with it, can't | you?" grunbled Ergon. "If, yonder sniveling
rascal speaks up again I'll squelch himwith this,” he said, -holding up one

i Mmense red fist. dypto yel ped and shrank back in his place: he had felt the
wei ght of Ergon's hand before, on a previous adventure, and held the burly,
honel y exgl adi ator in a degree of respect which bordered upon awe.

"You were saying,- Lord Lankar?" Zastro inquired by way of pronpting ne.

"Ch, just that since so many of you were still here at court, | had al ready
guessed. that the new armada had not sail ed-or whatever the word shoul d be,
with flying ships. In away, I'"'mglad to learn this. Because when the arnada
does depart for the other side of the world, on an attenpt to find the country
of the Mnd Wzards and to set Jandar free, if he is indeed being held captive
in Kuur . . . well, 1'd like a place aboard it!"

Approval flashed in huge Zantor's sonber eyes.

"Well said, man!" he boomed. "I like your spirit, and there's a berth for you
aboard the Xaxar, by the Mons-or any other ship |I shall command!"

Ergon grinned cheerily, and you'd be surprised to see how his glum honely,
bul | et -headed face lit up when he smled. He said nothing, but the gleamin
his eyes said nore than words could say. Even the sad-faced jungle nmaid

bri ghtened at my inadvertent volunteering. | suddenly realized why the jungle
girl was so subdued and downcast, so unlike the bright, sharptongued,

vi vaci ous girl Jandar had described in his manuscript. It was because the
young officer, Tomar, was anong those nenbers lost fromthe First Armada
Sonet hi ng had conme into being between the vivid jungle girl and the awkward,
shy young fell owsonet hi ng whi ch Jandar had noticed with anusenent, putting it
down to a spasm of puppy |ove.

But, of the entire conpany, it was dypto who evinced the greatest enthusiasm



towards my words. The cunning little master spy from Soraba, who had lived the
part of a scrawny thief fromthe gutters of Tharkol so long that he seened to
feel nore confortable in the part of that imaginary character than in being
hinsel f, sprang to his feet with a croak of glee.

He nade a lunge towards ne as if to clap ne on the shoulder wth

approval -whi ch brought Bozo's head up with a goggling glare and a warning
grow that made him bl ench and snatch his fingers back as if fromthe nouth of
a furnace.

"BEr . . . ah . . . your beast, ne lord! . . . mind the great brute
there's a sweet creature, the lovely fellow . . . he wouldn't be wantin' to
snatch a -gulp out of scrawny old dypto, now, would he!"

| sternly bade Bozo to be silent and lie down again. And to my surprise the
great othode obeyed ne.

"Ah! That's better, now," the little rogue crooned. "And it's like wine. to ne
gullet to learn that your lordship will be flying with us to the other side o
the world!"

"Wth us?" repeated Dr. Abziz, huffily. "Do you nmean to tell ne, sir," he
demanded of Zantor fiercely, "that this-this person-will be permitted to join
t he expedition?"

The Zanadari an sky-captain shrugged good-hunoredly. "W shall need every man
wi th sky-ship experience we can find," he said. "And Master @ ypto is not only
the official representative of our good friend and ally, the Seraan of Soraba,
but a former nenber of Queen Zamara's crew aboard the Conqueress, | be lieve.
W can hardly afford to deny hima place amongst us, sir."

"Aye, thanks to yourself, Captain!" the little thief chortled gaily. "And soon
enough, if the Lords of CGordrimator are willing, we shall all be setting forth
in the great ships, bound for the world's far edge itself, and the unknown

| ands beyond . "

And thus it was that | tal ked nyself into volunteering for yet another
advent ure.

Book 11
GLYPTO OF THARKCL

Chapter 11
THE CALM BEFORE THE STORM

By orders of Princess Darloona, a suite in the rear wing of the pal ace was
assigned to ny uses, and two servants were designated to care for ny needs.
These accommodations seenmed to ne princely. The furniture was of el aborately
carven woods, the walls hung with silken tapestries, the carafes of w ne and
water exquisitely cut crystal. | ate frombows and platters of beaten gold,
on a long, lowtable bright with fresh-cut flowers drawn up before a firepl ace
of noble, even baronial proportions, and was attended by two servants in

handsome livery. | felt Iike a character in one of the Conan stories Sprague
and | have been witing; and, after a week of rough and exhausting journeys
t hrough the jungles, | enjoyed these civilized | uxuries inmrensely.

The suite had been set aside for ny uses because it opened upon a small,
encl osed garden or courtyard where it was easy to wal k and exerci se Bozo



wi thout terrorizing half the palace staff. The great faithful othode refused
to |l eave ny side (not that | wanted himto go, having by this time beconme very
attached to him. He slept the first night or two by the side of ny bed, a
huge affair with carven wood pillars supporting a sunptuous canopy; but
thereafter, unconfortable in small, confined places, he sought the relative
openness and freedom of the wall ed garden, where he slept under the bushes,
secure in the know edge that | was only a step or two away.

Young Taran had quarters of his own in the servants w ng, anong the pages and
servi ng-boys of his own age. But regularly, about breakfast tine, the boy
woul d seek ne out and cling to nmy side the remai nder of the day. | believe he
felt shy and lonely in such a crowded, busy, splendid place, and felt happier
by nmy side, since Bozo and | were the only people he knewin all this grand
conpl ex of buil dings.

| spent nost of ny daylight hours with old Zastro, for the savant of 'the Ku
Thad had been assigned the task of increasing ny famliarity with the
Thanat ori an | anguage. During these sessions, @ypto tactfully drew young Taran
aside, so that Zastro and | could concentrate on linguistic problens
unencunbered by a fidgety youngster. The little thief had devel oped a strong
affection for the bright-eyed, inquisitive lad, and during the hours we spent

i n |l anguage instruction, the scrawny guttersni pe occupied his tine in teaching
Taran some of the dirtier tricks of knife-fighting. Oficially, Taran was
considered as a sort of squire or body-servant in ny entourage.

Over the next few days, with renmarkabl e ease and speed, | acquired
considerable familiarity with the Thanatorian | anguage. | had come to Callisto
wi th a rough, working vocabul ary of sone forty or so words; Taran had given ne
a crude tutoring in sentence structure and verbs, and it was left to Zastro to
polish nmy knowl edge of the tongue, correct ny accent, and extend ny

vocabul ary. This was easier than it mght have been, for his own know edge of-
Engli sh was quite admirable, although he was better at witing the | anguage
than at speaking it.. In this departnment, the nmany hours he had spent | earning
nmy tongue from Jandar proved val uable. Thus, in very little time, | was able
to make nyself understood to the Shondakorians, and to understand much of what
was said to ne.

I was a guest at the royal table for dinner every night, and met and soon cane
to know nost of the officials and notables of the kingdom Princess Darl oona
was unfailingly kind and gracious to me, and went so far as to invite ne to
the royal apartments where | had the rare privilege of neeting the infant
prince and heir of the kingdom Kaldar, a handsone, intelligent, happy child
with the red gold hair of his nother and the bright blue eyes of his sire. |
call this privilege a rare one, because it is the Thanatorian customto keep
the children of royalty in an al nost nonastic seclusion until they have

achi eved the age of a boy like Taran

| spent nost of ny evenings drinking wine and conversing with a small circle
of gentlenen of the court, anong which were Zastro hinself and d ypto,
together with the acerbic, touchy, ill-tenpered little Soraban geographer, Dr.
Abziz. As ny famliarity with the | an=guage broadened and deepened, our
conversations becane far-ranging. Abziz and Zastro were fascinated to | earn
everything | could tell them about my native world, and | spent many an hour
describing our literature and religion and customnms, our methods of government,
politics and npdes of conducting warfare.

G ypto, on the other hand, was primarily interested in playing pranks, and his
curiosity on these scientific subjects was virtually nil. He found Zastro a
patient, pedantic bore, and delighted in teasing poor Dr. Abziz to the point
of apoplectic fury. I can see himnow, the old rascal, stretching out his



| ong, thin shanks before a roaring hearth, downing quantities of a fiery
native brandy called quarra, chortling and cackling and very pleased with

hi nsel f, having by sone absurd quip or practical joke punctured Dr. Abziz's
sel f-esteem reducing the fussy little geographer to spluttering, inarticulate
fury.

I don't knowif | can explain exactly why | found the little thief from

Thar kol such delightful conmpany. But, then again, it was al nost inpossible not
to like him he was so nerry and comical. He even | ooked comical, with his
hol | ow cheeks and enornmous proboscis, strutting and swaggering like, a
ganecock. He was a perfect mimc, and a born clown, and he bel onged in that
gal l ant and gl ori ous conpany that ranged from Shakespeare's Ancient Pistol, in
Henry V, to Falstaff hinself. Vain, preening, cowardly, obsequious,
irrepressi bl ehe was the jolliest, nost entertaining conrade | have ever known.

Taran adored himfromthe first; even Bozo cane to tolerate the capering
little clown, who treated himwi th gingerly respect and never cane near the

beast except when Taran or | were nearby. By his side, | explored the stews
and wi neshops and ganbling halls of Shondakor, where he was known to all, and
loved by all, | think. He seened to know every cutpurse and fence in every | ow

di ve he took me to, and he delighted in showing nme off to his disreputable,
thievish friends. It was "me friend, his noble lordship"” this and "ne friend,
hi s nobl e | ordshi p” that, whenever we di pped into one or another dismal, lowy
dive for a quick drink of sone cheap brandy. Ch, he was inimtable, was

A ypto, and the scrapes he nearly got me into during these nightly escapes
into the seam er side of Shondakorian society would fill another chapter the
size of this one.

But it was inmpossible to resist his rollicking good hunor and the zest and
gusto with which he plunged into each adventure. On nore than one occasion
faced with what woul d ot herwi se have been another interninable evening of
dull, scholarly conversation, | was secretly delighted when the spry little
Thar kol i an appeared at the door of my chanbers in black cloak and sil ken vi zor
to entice me into the stews of the city for a brisk ranble through the

wi neshops and gam ng houses. W would stride off into the night-having sent
Taran scanpering to Zastro's apartments with a note of apol ogy-and of f we
woul d go, cloaked and nasked, to stroll and swagger through the dark alleys of
Shondakor incognito, like two characters out of a Rafael Sabatini romance, off
for a night of adventure. To be frank, I"'mforced to adnit it was the

i nfectious pleasure of Aypto's conpany that | enjoyed on the nightly
ventures, nore than what we did and where we went, for I'mafraid | was not
too interested in these nightly ventures, for I amnot much of a drinking man,
and, since | had arrived here penniless, ny purse was kept full by the

graci ousness of Princess Darloona. For this reason | did not care to ganble;

t hen agai n, ganbling has always seened to nme a conpletely foolish way to waste
time and throw away good noney.

W did go to the theatre on occasion, for Gypto was a considerate host and
sensed nmy inattention at dice and my rather slender capacity to take aboard
vol um nous quantities of liquid refreshments. The theatres were regal and
splendid, all gilt and plush and bedi zened, but the plays were verse tragedies
conposed in an antique diction too difficult for me to follow, or nusica
entertai nnments which | found sonewhat |ess than pl easurabl e-nore |ike

i nterm nabl e Chi nese operas than anything in the repertoire of the Messrs.

G | bert and Sullivan.

But | enjoyed strolling the broad, tree-lined avenues of Shondakor under the
glorious light of the many noons, or riding through fairyland gardens on
unearthly gryphonli ke steeds, past magnificent pal aces and nansi ons abl aze
with light. The crowded spectacle of the streets never failed to enthrall ne,



and | stared at weird and brilliant scenes, feeling like a visitor whisked by
some magician to Heliumor Tarantia or sone of the fabled cities in Cark
Ashton Smith or Lord Dunsany.

And then there were court balls and social functions to which I mnust cone,
since | was an honored guest of the throne and the |ords and notables of the
real mwere curious to nmeet nme. These affairs were sunptuous and nmagnificent:
they were al so unendurable bores. | could not performthe stately, ritualistic
dances enjoyed by nost of the courtiers, nor was ny facility with the |anguage
easy enough for me to respond to the graceful conpliments bestowed upon ne,

nor to hold up ny end of the witty exchange of sparkling epigrams which passed
for idle conversation anong the Thanatorian aristocrats. |I'mafraid | would
have seened very much the awkward, tongue-tied country bunpkin, had it not
been for the romantic mystery of my origin, which caused me to be regarded
with awe and a degree of veneration; also, when out of my depth-or bored
silly-1 maintain a slight enigmatic smle and tend to lift one brow
ironically. This has caused nme to be thought a nysterious deep-thinking
intellectual, so ultrasophisticated as to find ironic amusenent in those
around ne. This trait of mne has enabled nme to survive many stuffy soci al
occasi ons back on Earth with an uninpaired reputation, and it served nme here
in the sane manner.

Anot her thing which helped ne to get through the intricate formal functions of
Shondakori an hi gh society w thout being put down as a funbling sinpleton and a
barbari an forei gner was ny rank in Shondakor, which was too high for al nost
anyone to be able to slight ne. The social hierarchy of Shondakor is rigidly
structured, and nmy novenments woul d have been severely constricted without a
title before ny name. That is, while a kytar, or lord, may unbend sufficiently
to be friendly with a chan, or knight, or even with a chanthan, or nenber of
the [ andl ess but wellborn gentry, his rank precludes any such famliarity with
a lowy conmoner, except under unusual circunstances.

Now, Taran had instinctively attached the honorific of chan to my name when we
first began traveling together. In itself this didn't nean nmuch. It was sort
of like a child calling a grown-up "m ster"-nerely a polite token of respect.
Captain Barin of the Jungle Legion and his superiors had, | think
automatically, hailed me as a kytar, not knowi ng ny social rank, but taking no
chances. This label had stuck to ne during ny first days at the Shondakori an
court, although |I made certain that Darl oona and her chief advisors were
apprised of the fact that back on Earth | amnot a nmenber of the aristocracy.
Dar | oona, however, with the gracious thoughtful ness of one to the royalty
born, realized I would be placed in the unconfortable position of a social
inferior at her court, and surprised ne one day by elevating ne to the highest
degree of the nobility, that of jan, or Prince of the Throne.

This bestowal was made at a private cerenony in the royal apartnents, with
only Darl oona's closest friends and courtiers in attendance, probably because
the Princess wished to spare me the grueling ritual and tiresone cerenmony of a
full court function.

My newtitle, incidentally, did not mean | was in line to inherit the throne
or anything like that. There are two kinds of princes in the Shondakorian
syst em of

aristocracy: the first is a royal title held by the reigning nonarch, his nale
heirs, and certain male nenbers of his inmediate fanily. The second variety of
princeship is held by the nales of one or two very anci ent nobl e houses of

qui te superior rank. On one or another occasion in the past, their ancestors,
then |l ords, had been created Princes of the Throne by royal decree, in

recogni tion of some valiant feat of loyal service to the throne. In theory, as



Sir Jastar the court herald explained it to ne, the nonarch of Shondakor may
thus ennoble with a princely title any individual, whatever his or her rank
on whimrather in the same way the British royalty mght reward a great
service to the crowmn with a dukedom as Marl borough and Wl lington were
rewar ded

So it was that, as Prince Lankar of Shondakor, ny rank in society was superior
to that of al nost anyone | net, which was Darloona's tactful way of insulating
me agai nst enbarrassnment. As Lankar-jan, | was entitled to select nmy own
livery (I chose silver and enmerald green, in fond nenory of the Oz Books), and
a blazon was assigned to me by the herald. The human inhabitants of Thanat or
do not enploy beasts, either actual or fabulous, in their heraldry, but
symbol i ¢ designs. My new "coat of arns" then consisted of a green shield
charged with a conplicated, rather Myanl ooking sigil or hieroglyph which

| ooked like this This synbol was pronptly affixed to the breast of the

| eathern tunics, robes and gowns in ny wardrobe, worn above the heart, and, in
the form of enamel and silver badges, was attached to ornaments on ny baldric
and warrior's harness and to the hilt of nmy dagger and sword, both of which
had been gifts to ne fromthe Princess in commenoration of ny ennobl enent. *

These were happy days, confortable, lazy, and |uxurious. But they were only
the cal mbefore the storm

Whil e ny newfound friends were wi ning and di ning and entertaini ng and honori ng
me, the clouds of war were, as you mght say, thickening on the horizon. For
while | explored the byways of gol den Shondakor in the conpany of G ypto and
the others, the shipyards of Tharkol were |aboring night and day conpleting
work on the vessels of the Second Armada, which would soon be ready to depart.

Only the Xaxar had come back unscathed fromthe historic voyage into the
unknown far side of the planet. And, since it had |linped hone with the news of
the nysterious disaster that had overwhel ned the rest of the arnada, work had
been pressed on the two new ships which had | ong been under construction by
Zamara's shipwights. These gall eons of the sky were the Avenger and the

Zar koon, and they would by now have | ong since been ready for |aunching had it
not been for the unhappy sequence of accidents Lukor had described to ne.

Al the while | was at the court of Shondakor, the Xaxar floated above the
city, moored to a spar on one of the upper tiers of the palace. It was a
breat ht aki ng sight, floating against the skies of glow ng gold, |ooking for

all the world like a mghty galleon fromthe Spanish Main. Every day the
sky-ship went on a training flight of some hours, in order to break in the new
menbers of the crew to the performance of their duties. | had gone al oft
several times, and it was a marvel ous experience and one | shall never forget.
Standing at the deck rail, the wind billow ng out ny cloak behind ne as we

navi gated the golden skies, | felt Iike a warrior of Barsoomaloft in a great
flier, or like soneone in a Lenurian airboat fromm own Thongor stories.

There was never the slightest question but that the armada woul d sail sonmeday
soon over the edge of the world into that unknown world of nystery which |ay
on the far side of Thanator. Not until Jandar's body was actually found-if
such a dire and grimevent nust indeed cone to pass-then, and only then, would
any of his staunch and | oyal friends give over the search and becone convi nced
that he was actual |y dead.

For it was-only as he hinself had predicted. -
The words cane back into ny nenory unbidden . . . the words he had set down

with his own hand in the final pages of the bul ky manuscript | had read with
such absorption and fascination on the plane trip to Canbodi a.



They were virtually the last words he had set down before vanishing into the
unknown. And there sounded within themthe grimnusic of a funeral knel

"Never give up hope until you have proof of ny death.”

Chapter 12
SAI LORS OF THE SKY

As before, the crew of the Second Armada woul d be made up chiefly of the
warrior nobl es of Shondakor and Tharkol, and the provisions for the expedition
woul d be paid for by the Sorabans, who were not in particular a warlike or
advent ur esone peopl e.

Per haps they had been slain by their captors, the gallant survivors of the
First Arnmada. But perhaps they still lived. It was that hope which kept us

goi ng. Soon we woul d enmbark upon a voyage of vengeance, seeking the hidden
citadel of the M nd Wzards on the other side of Thanator. There we hoped to
rescue Jandar and the others, if they yet lived; if not, we determned to
destroy the M nd Wzards for all time, if indeed the nysterious race of nental
supermen coul d be defeated by ordi nary nen.

Before very long, the hoped-for day was come. W nged notes agai nst the gol den
sky, the Avenger and the Zarkoon soared above the city of the Ku Thad. Oh,
they were a brave spectacle, the great galleons of the clouds, as they circled
above the towers on throbbing wi ngs, richly painted banners flying. They
moored to an upper tier of the palace beside the Xaxar and their officers
descended for the final council. | was sumobned fromthe gardens where
strolled with Bozo; when | reached the council chanber it was filled with
officers and officials, tal king, gesticulating, unrolling maps, consulting
bound vol unes of navigational |ore or wind tables. Pages scanpered about,
beari ng notes and docunents seal ed .by inportant-Iooking ribbons. | felt very
much out of place at this council of naval commanders and high courtiers.

A ypto popped up behind me and steered ne to a secluded al cove with a w ndow
seat. Under one scrawny arm he clutched a cobwebbed bottle of vintage quarra.
This he opened with a practised twist of the wist and sl oshed two portions
into goblets of cut crystal, w nking and beamning, his clever black eye
sparkling with excitenment and m schief, his long nose fairly quivering with
gl ee.

Just then little Taran cane squirm ng through the crowd. Spotting ne, the boy
wor ked his way across the roomto where we sat. Hi s cheeks were flushed and
his green eyes gli stened.

"Ch, Lankar-jan, they sent me to find you-and | | ooked everywhere but her(,
Do you know what has happened? The airships from Tharkol have cone at |ast-"

A ypto drank off his brandy with |ip-smacking gusto, then clapped ne on the
shoul der and tousled the boy's hair affectionately.

"Aye, friend Prince! We're off on a m ssion of daring-do arid adventure! And
you, small one, are you going with us on this voyage?"

The boy's bright eyes shone; he gul ped and nodded eagerly.

"Then with dawn tonorrow we sail for the world' s edge, and beyond," the little



thief crowed. "We'll ride the great winds into an unknown world, aye, and
fight like heroes, it well may be, to free Jandar o' Callisto fromcaptivity!"

My heart swelled within ne at his words; my breath quickened. | was as
thrilled of the prospect as was the lad at ny side!

Cabin space was at a prem um aboard the Xaxar, so | shared a tiny roomwth
three others, and later, as you will read, with four. One of these was young
Taran who was ny squire, as you mght say. The other sharers of our cabin
turned out to be the dignified and ponpous Dr. Abziz, the geographer whose
know edge of the other side of the world would serve greatly to facilitate our
di scovery of the country of the Mnd W zards.

And then there was A ypto! At the news that the villainous little guttersnipe
woul d have the bunk beneath his own, Dr. Abziz groaned and rolled his eyes
heavenwards as if entreating nercy of the gods. He was convinced that G ypto
had applied to share our quarters only to tornent him for Abziz detested the
thievish little Tharkolian, who delighted in making fun of him | really think
that dypto wanted to share the voyage with Taran and ne, for whom he had
concei ved a genui ne affection, at least as nmuch as he wanted to have Abziz at
the nercy of his stinging jibes.

For G ypto took a merry, mschievous glee in puncturing the pretenses of the
ponpous, self-inportant little Soraban. There was sonething about Abziz that
made you want to ruffle his tenmper and prick himin the overinflated ego. He
was so vain and fussy, and held hinmself in such high esteemthat the urge to
deflate his ponposity was nigh irresistible.

Jandar has described how the gallant old swordmaster of Ganatol, Lukor
delighted in tormenting Dr. Abziz by calling him"cousin;" since the Doctor
had a strain of Ganatolian blood in his ancestry which was like a thorn in his
side (since Sorabans pride thensel ves on pure |ineage, unm xed with the bl ood
of "lesser" races) and a -constant annoyance to him Well, Gypto found, in
the peevish little savant's overweening vanity and sense of dignified

sel fimportance, a perfect target for his pranks and qui ps. The Doctor hail ed
froman ancient line, his house being one of the ol dest and noblest in the
Seraanshi p of Soraba. He treated Aypto with frosty di sdain and shuddered at
being forced to associate with such a di sreputable and villai nous-1ooking
spawn of the back-alleys. Now, Tharkol and Soraba are neighboring cities, both
i nhabited by the red nen or Perushtarians, so G ypto pounced upon this fact
and delighted in tornenting the caste-conscious doctor by hailing him with
rough famliarity, as "neighbor." It was all very amusing, and there was no
real spite in it, but Abziz could hardly endure the conpany of the little
prankster.

Qur cabin, incidentally, had four bunks, two built one-atop-the-other on
either facing wall, with a small low table running the |l ength of the room
bet ween the rows of doubl e-decked bunks, and a tiny desk at the further end,
beneath a square porthole. This porthole, by the way, afforded us a rather
cranped and narrow view of the terrain over which we were to fly. It was snal
enough, and pretty crowded, but snug and shi pshape. | was quite | ooking
forward to the voyage, and, as for little Taran, the boy was in ecstasy.

| had bade ny servants rouse me an hour before dawn. My gear was all packed,
but I wanted to feed Bozo nyself and take the big fellow for one | ast

uni nterrupted wal k, before biddi ng hi m goodbye. Bozo would nmiss ne, | knew,
but no nore than | would miss his constant conpani onshi p.

| tried on ny ship-clothes. These consisted of long, close-fitting sky-blue
trousers and a pair of so-called "skyboots" which rose to nmd-l1eg and fol ded



over, like boots worn in a pirate novie. They had sol es of sone el astic,

ri ppl esurfaced substance |ike crepe rubber, designed to cling to the slippery
decks during a rain or sleet. A wide |leather belt cinched in ny waist, and a

| oose, full-sleeved white bl ouse was worn on the upper torso, with a

bal dri c- andscabbard. There was al so a | ong wool en hooded cl oak with arnhol es
and wiststraps, to be worn against the chill wi nds of the great heights at
which we would travel. Regarding ny image in a long mrror, | felt rather |ike
an extra in an Errol Flynn epic.

W went -aboard the Xaxar just as dawn lit up the sky with a vast, soundl ess
expl osi on of golden glory. Princess Darloona and Lord Yarrak, her uncle, were
at the boarding tier to greet us and bid us farewell and | ucky voyage

i ndividually, as we trooped aboard one by one by nmeans of a long, cross-ribbed
gangpl ank. The deck-1evel of the skyship had been brought even with the pal ace
tier for greater convenience in boarding the vessel

Below us in the streets and in the great plaza upon which the pal ace fronted,
and fromatop the roofs of the nearer buildings, nost of the inhabitants of
Shondakor were gathered to watch the arnada depart and to cheer us on, our
way. The plaza was carpeted with faces staring up and waving at us; there nust
have been nearly two hundred thousand in that mighty throng.

One by one we filed aboard, stored our gear away in our quarters, and
assenbl ed at our duty stations. The | ast aboard was Zantor, the grim towering
gi ant. He had been one of the feared Sky Pirates of Zanadar, the Gty in the
Cl ouds. Later, fallen fromfavor and hunbl ed by Prince Thuton, his nonarch, he
had fought anong the gl adiators of the sky city; it was there that he had
first .met and becone a staunch friend of Jandar. Later, as captain of the
Xaxar, and a trusted senior officer of the Sky Navy, he had sailed in quest of
Kuur, and he was the only one of the captains of the First Armada who had
brought back his ship safely to Shondakor

Now, Princess Darloona had elevated himto the rank of Admiral and he woul d
conmmand the Second Armada, taking up the quest again. He had yiel ded the
captaincy of the Xaxar to his first officer, a gruff and grizzled former Sky
Pirate named Thuron who had served under himfor many years.

By this time the last of the ship's conpany was aboard, and we were ready to
point our prows for the world' s edge. Captain Thuron gave the order upon a nod
fromhis Admral -sky-sailors stepped forward snmartly to rai se and stow away

t he gangpl ank-but then there came an unexpected interruption, as an
unanti ci pated vol unteer joined our crew.

They had just raised the gangpl ank and were drawing it aboard when there was a
stir anong the courtiers and notabl es crowded together on the palace tier to
bid us farewell. Suddenly a burly-shoul dered shape burst into view, |oping on
short fat |egs across the rooftop. WAddling furiously, squirmng through the
crowd, \Wich shrank aside to make room it cane to the edge of the tier and
stared up at us as we stood in a row al ong the deck-rail

Tongue lolling from froggi sh jaws agape, eyes goggling, searching the throng
for one face in particularmy own-the faithful creature spotted ne, tensed on
t he brink-and | aunched itself through space!

It was a tremendous | eap, and he barely made it, landing with forepaws

scrabbl i ng, hooked over the rail. Kicking furiously with his second and third
pairs of legs, the last, uninvited nenber of the expedition teetered and
fl oundered and cane blundering over the rail, fell to the deck with a thud

t hat shook the craft, and scranbl ed over to where | stood dunbfounded, and
hurl ed hinsel f against me, licking ny face frantically.



It was Bozo the othode, of course, who had determ ned not to be | eft behind!
The others |aughed at ny disconfiture, for | was scarlet with enbarrassnent.
But | could not bring nyself to chastise the faithful creature. | wll admt
that tears filled my eyes at this display of sinple loyalty and affection.
bent down and scratched his ears while he goggled up at ne, love in his great
bul gi ng eyes.

"Real ly, captain!" Dr. Abziz said fussily, "we cannot have this great clunsy
beast aboard! It sinmply will not do-he will be jamm ng his way into the cabin
| share with Prince Lankar-he will be underfoot during the entire voyage-and
what are we to feed the brute?"

Thuron turned to Admiral Zantor who stood watching, arms folded on his nmighty
chest, a slight smle lightening his sonber visage.

"What shall we do, Admral ?"
Zant or caught ny eye and grinned.

Then he said: "As nmuch as | feel a ship's deck is no place to keep an ani nal ,
| prize loyalty highly, and the manly | ove between conrades. It is obvious to
me that the othode would suffer if parted fromhis friend for long. If Prince
Lankar will tend to the beast's needs, and keep himfromgetting underfoot, it
shall not be said that Zantor came between our visitor fromEarth and his
first friend upon Thanator!"

And my shi pmat es cheer ed!

And so it was that Bozo became the unofficial mascot of the good ship Xaxar
despite Dr. Abziz. W drew up our nooring lines and floated free a nonent
later, while the throng cheered lustily, and soared into a golden dawn with
the Avenger flying to our portside and the Zarkoon to starboard.

It did not take ny shipmates very long to adjust to having a wild beast aboard
the sky-ship. At first they were timd of himand treated himgingerly, with
enornous respect, giving us a very w de berth whenever | exercised himon
deck. But before very long it becane noticed that young Taran was conpletely
fearl ess of Bozo and petted him hugged hi mand ordered hi maround w t hout
trepidation. Well, full-grown nen (and warriors to boot) were not going to be
timd of Bozo if a twelve-year-old boy wasn't! As for Bozo, he was obedient
and trustworthy and, while a bit wary of strangers, he never so nuch as

grow ed; it was obvious that he knew he was here on sufferance, and that the
faithful fellow was anxious to be as little trouble as possible. Before very
long the men were vying with one another to nmake friends with the sol emn great
ot hode, snuggling choice tidbits fromthe galley to tenpt himw th, even
conpeting for the privilege of taking himfor his wal ks on deck. | was
enornously relieved that Bozo was behaving hinself |ike a gentleman, and happy
to have hi s conpani onshi p.

The great ship cruised through the skies of Thanator, and every hour niles of
enpty plain flashed by underneath our keel. The magnificent sky-ship was an
endl ess source of wonder to ne. It rem nded ne inescapably of the Al batross,

t hat prodigious airship flown by the sinister and enigmatic Robur the
Conqueror in Jules Verne's famous science-fiction novels, Master of the Wrld
and dipper of the d ouds.

| loved to stride the deck in ny swashbuckling skyboots, a vol um nous bl ue
cl oak flapping about nme, the brisk wind of our passage tousling ny long hair
and ruffling my beard, feeling on the whole rather like a character from one



of my own books. It was an exhilarating experience in every way and | enjoyed
nmysel f hugely. After all, it is not often that a witer of fantastic adventure
stories is given the opportunity to share in a fantastic adventure hinself.

| al ready knew a goodly number of mny fellow crewnen-Adniral Zantor and d ypto
and Abziz and young Taran, of course. Burly, glowering Ergon was aboard as
wel |, and so was the girl Yl ana whom | had net when first presented at court.

I found her very different now, for gone were the long court robes: she strode
about the deck, long hair flying, long | egs bare in sandals, looking Iike a
boyi sh, adol escent Amazon in her abbreviated catskin garnent. The jungle maid
had even resuned wearing her barbaric bracel et of woven copper wire and her
neckl ace of ivory fangs threaded on a | eathern thong. She was Yl ana of the
Jungl e Country once again, and | nust say | heartily approved of the
transformation

There were so nmany faces nmissing fromthe crewheroes and conpani ons of
Jandar's earlier adventures-who shoul d have been here to share the perils and
excitements of this voyage of discovery with us. But so many of Jandar's
conrades and friends had vani shed with himin the nysterious w | derness that
Jay on the other side of Thanator. Young Tomar, who had saved the Jal at hadar
fromdestruction at the hands of the traitorous Uthar, during the second
voyage to rescue Darl oona fromthe clutches of the Sky Pirates of Zanadar; and
the mghty Yathoon warrior, Koja the arthropod, and his friend, the el egant
and daring masterswordsnman, Lukor of Ganatol. And Zanmara of Tharkol, the mad
enpress of Callisto herself who had fl own agai nst Kuur in her own ship, the
Conqueress; to say nothing of Prince Val kar of Shondakor, the valiant son of
Lord Yarrak who had once been betrothed to Princess Darloona, but who had
graciously yielded his claimto her hand when he | earned that she had cone to
| ove Jandar.

Al these brave and gallant people had been | ost when the First Armada so

i nexplicably vani shed, save only for the crew of the Xaxar. W're they |ong
since slain by the cunning Mnd Wzards? O were they, together with the | ost
Prince of Shondakor hinself, still prisoners in. shadowy Kuur? W did not
know dared not even hope. But the thoughts of my conpani ons were often with
their lost friends .

Chapter 13
OVER THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

From Shondakor, the Arnada sailed through the skies of Callisto into the

nort heast over endl ess | eagues of scarlet neadow and. These, | knew, were the
nort hernnost portions of the Geat Plains, the Plains of Haratha, which
covered nmost of the southern hem sphere of the Jungle Mon fromthe borders of
the Kunala to the South Pol e, and which extended fromthe shores of the Lesser
Sea of Sanmur Laj in the ultimate west to the foothills of the Black Muntains
of Rhador in the east.

The wal Il s of Tharkol appeared before us on the horizon, and we descended to
crui se above the sister-city of the Shondakorians, to circle it thrice,
saluting the colors of inperial Zamara which flew fromthe spires of her

pal ace. As had been the case at our departure fromthe Golden City of the Ku
Thad, the citizenry of Tharkol turned out in all their nunberless thousands to
see the splendid spectacle we made as our mighty gall eons of the skies soared
above the city against the blaze of heaven

From Tharkol we directed our flight due east towards the Edge of the World.
This term incidentally, nmay represent a survival fromearlier, nore



superstitious ages when the geographical know edge of the Thanatorians was but
rudi mentary. | suppose the inhabitants of this hem sphere of Callisto at one
time regarded their world as a flat, edged disc, nuch as did the Earthmen of
antiquity. At any rate, the phrase has survived into the present age and today
it is used to refer to the margin of the known world, for, as has el sewhere
been expl ai ned, the further side of the Jungle Mon has gone conpletely

unexpl ored until very recently.

East of Tharkol the scarlet plains extend, broken here and there by | ow
foothills which gradually becone nore thickly forested. It took us a day or
two before we reached the borders of the known worl d.

The nysterious vapor with which the seal ed holds and double hulls of the

m ghty ornithopters are filled renders the great sky-ships virtually

wei ghtl ess, but the notive power of flight is provided by the huge jointed

wi ngs which thrust out fromeither side of the ship's hull, and these in turn
are driven by a conpl ex system of huge gears and wheels in the capaci ous
interior. It is the strength of human arns al one that drives those great
wheels. During the tine when only the cruel and rapaci ous Sky Pirates of
Zanadar possessed the skills and secrets of constructing the fabul ous
ornithopters, and therefore ruled the skies of Callisto in unchallenged
supremacy, it was slaves taken in war or raids who worked the wheels. But
Jandar has ended that practice, and the ships of the Armada were nanned
entirely by eager volunteers, composed for the nost part of sonme of the

nobl est and nost princely sons of the aristocracy, who vied for a place in our
crews and for the honor of partaking in our adventure.

In a way, | suppose it was amusingly incongruous to see the nobl est scions of
some of the nobst ancient and bl uebl ooded houses of the Three Cities toiling at
t he wheel s where once | abored nanel ess sl aves dooned to toil wthout ceasing
until death. But aboard the Armada every nenber of the expedition took his
turn at the wheel -gangs, fromthe Adniral hinself down to the | owiest

shi p-boy. 1, of course, took my turn at the wheels with everyone el se,

di scovering in the process nuscles | had not known | possessed-when they began
to ache, that is! It was ny msfortune to be sharing this adventure on a world
whose pharmaci sts had yet to discover the uses of lininent; but | had

st rengt hened and toughened nyself during that long jungle trek and was in
better physical condition than | had been in years, and soon ny nuscles
linbered up and a turn at the wheels becanme only a brief and on the whole
fairly pleasant period of exertion.

The wheel -gang to which Captain Thuron had assigned ne by roster served its
turn twice daily, the second of these duties falling after the evening neal. A
coupl e of days after our departure from Shondakor, after night had fallen
across the world. and the great, many-col ored nmoons of Callisto soared one by
one to illumnate the nocturnal skies, | was just |eaving the wheel-deck bound
for nmy cabin and blissful slunmber when Taran cane running in search of ne.

Bright-eyed with excitenment the boy grabbed my el bow, urging me to ascend to
the mid-deck. This is the deck of the Xaxar which extends between the
forecastl e and the poop, and from whose railing you can | ook down on the

| andscape fl owi ng by beneath the keel. It was cold and windy at this altitude,
and | wapped ny blue cloak about ne, shivering a little at the chilly bite of
the wind, for I was danp with perspiration frommy | abor

"Wll, what is it, Taran?" | demanded.

The boy touched ny shoul der and pointed to the noonlit terrain over which we
wer e passing at that nonent.



"The Edge of the Wirld, Lankar-jan!" he breathed, his green eyes glistening.

My imagination stirred as he uttered this romantic and nysterious phrase.
Unspeakingly | stood beside him clutching the rail, staring down at the
strange vista of hills and gullies, grassy plains and dark forests, which
raced by underneath us. In no particular detail did the | andscape differ from
t hat above which we had been flying all that day; but now, by night, the
scenery was transfornmed into one of weird grandeur by the light of the nmany
moons. And a thrill passed through me at the knowl edge that at that precise
monent of time we were | eaving the known world behind, and had entered the
unknown worl d which | ay beyond.

The days which foll owed saw us pass wi thout nol estation above a | andscape

whi ch becanme rapidly nore arid and desol ate. Scarlet plains and dense forests
gave way to plateaus of splintered rock and bl eak deserts of parched sand.
Nowhere did we discern the slightest signs of human habitation

As the region over which we flew becanme increasingly nore nountai nous, and the
peaks of the dreaded Zarkoon drew ever closer, sentries were nounted to keep
wat ch agai nst any repetition of the attack upon the Jal at hadar which had
befallen the First Arnada during its flight over this very country. For these
nmount ai ns were the hunting grounds of the terrible Zarkoon, as the w nged,
canni balistic sub-nmen are called. In former times the Flying Men had been
known only in nmyth, and a token of this could be seen in the fact that one of
our sister-ships even now bore the name of the Zarkoon. But the creatures were
now known to be dreadfully real and soon, as we flew over the m ghty peaks and
glinpsed the black crater that was the entrance which led into their cavernous
and subterranean realm all hands stood by under full arms agai nst the
ever-present possibility of attack

Evidently the canni bal savages had | earned their [esson fromthe dreadful tol
the warriors of the First Armada had taken of their nunbers on that earlier
expedition, for the security of our vessels was not threatened this time, and
i f any Zarkoon yet |lingered anong the peaks and pl ateaus of the nountain
country, none dared to show their beaked faces.

Bef ore dawn we soared above the i mrense, jungleclad table-land discovered by
the first expedition. The light of the many noons flashed in the waters of the
great | ake of Cor-Az as we ascended above the ring of nountains which
encircled the plateau. No signs of life -or activity could be glinpsed from
our height as we traversed the' jungles fromwest to east, but Ylana, gazed
wistfully down at her fornmer home as we passed above it, and | know the

nmel ancholy thoughts that passed through her mnd as she wondered as to the
fate of her father, Jugrid, chief of her primtive people.

W flew far above the great waterfall where the River of the Groack enptied in
a mghty cataract into the chasmwhich encircled the jungleland. And on we
flew, into a desol ate region of tremendous nountain ranges. Somewhere in al
this trackless region- of terrific masses of shattered and cl oven stone |ay
the nysterious country of the Mnd Wzards, or so we assuned. And there, it
was hoped, we night still find and set free fromthe captivity of the nental

wi zards the | ost princes and heroes we had come so far to rescue

During the long nonths that had stretched between the return of the Xaxar from
the other side of the world and the I aunching of the Second Arnada, the little
Sor aban geographer, Dr. Abziz, had devoted his every waking hour to the

consul tation of ancient texts, the journals of exploration and adventure, and
t he specul ati ons of the geographers. Compiling and collating and sifting every
smal | est scrap of information concerning the second hem sphere of Callisto,

t he savant had striven with all his powers to find the |ocation of shadow and



hi dden Kuur.

The npst inmportant clue to the | ocation of the mystery realmlay in the
synmbol s et ched upon the back of the silver nedallion which had been taken from
the corpse of Ang Chan. This personage, who had been the insidious secret

power behind the Tharkolian throne and who had cunningly sought to influence
Princess Zamara in her mad anmbitions to conquer all of Thanator, was now known
to have been one of the Mnd Wzards. And it was deduced fromthis that the
gueer signs etched on the silver nedallion which Ang Chan had worn conceal ed
on his person were none other than the key to the location of that hidden

ki ngdom

It was Zastro, the wise old sage of the Ku Thad, who had first ventured upon
this conclusion. For the signs scratched upon the reverse of the nedallion
seened to bear at least a superficial relationship with what had al ready been
di scovered about the country whereover the nmental supernen ruled. Jandar
hinsel f, on an earlier adventure, had | earned from another M nd Wzard naned
ol that shadowy Kuur was | ocated "beyond Dragon River am d the Peaks of

Har angzar, on the other side of Thanator."

Zastro had pointed out that the medallion showed a synmbol shaped |ike a bl ack
pyram d-whi ch might mark the | ocation of the secret citadel of the Mnd

W zards-on the further side of a |line whose serpentine curves suggested the
conventional shape of the nythical Thanatorian Quastozon, a fabul ous creature
very like the dragons of Chinese art. And this wiggling line itself was
depicted as squirmng and coiling anong a series of jagged lines which could
easily represent nountains.

The key to the discovery of Kuur lay not only in the configuration of this
river, but also, it was now believed, in the peculiar shape of the nmountain
fromwhich the river energed. This particul ar peak was shown on Ang Chan's
nmedal i on to have a crest crowned with three jagged spires. It was the
prevailing opinion that if we could | ocate such a nountain peak in conjunction
with a river which curved in such a dragoni sh nmanner, we would be able to find
the secret kingdomor city of the Mnd W zards.

Before very long the arnmada arrived above a section of the nountains in which
it was now the opinion of Dr. Abziz we could expect to find this nountain.

Bef ore voyagi ng on to expl ore unknown further fastnesses of the hem sphere,

t he Soraban geographer strongly urged Zantor and his captains to deploy their
sky-ships for the careful exploration of this region in particular. Zantor
obligingly did so, and the Xaxar, the Zarkoon and the Avenger, dividing this
part of the world into three equal divisions, each conprising about sixteen
hundred square korads, t began their search

So inmrense was this tract of land that, had it been necessary to conb so much
of the country by foot or even on thaptor-back, it would have taken us many
mont hs, if not indeed years. Fortunately, however, the ships of the Sky Navy,
cruising at an average hei ght of several thousand feet, could search nany
hundreds of square mles within the span of a single day, especially with the
use of optical instrunents akin to binoculars, with which the Soraban savants
had equi pped the expedition. H gher than this the ships could not safely
ascend, or at least could not cruise for any extended length of tine, because
t he atnosphere grew thin and painfully cold at such an altitude.

For three days we searched the terrain fromthe air. W saw hundreds of
mount ai n peaks, but only a few whose peaks were crowned with a triple-spired
peak, and of these, not one rose in the vicinity of a curving river.

The regi on Zantor had selected to be covered by the Xaxar was the central of



the three divisions. Wiile we cruised above this mddle region, the Avenger
expl ored the country to the south and the Zarkoon sailed the wintry skies of
the north. It had been prearranged that, should either of the three vessels
chance to cone upon such a nmountain in conjunction with such a river, the ship
was to mark the | ocation upon her charts and fly to a certain rendezvous poi nt
to await the arrival of her sister-ships. Al three ships were instructed to
converge at this central point by a certain designated hour on the fifth day.
And shoul d any ship actually discover Kuur during its search period, Zantor's
orders sternly forbid any attack or the I anding of an invasion force on the
part of one ship al one.

"When we stand before the Gates of Kuur," that grimand mghty warrior had
vowed, "we shall stand together, to do and die for our friends in one conbi ned
| egion. ™"

It was about the hour of noon on the third day of our search when a sharp cry
rang out froman officer stationed on the rear observation bel vedere at the

poop.

This little balustraded bal cony thrust fromthe rear of the ship's hull beside
the great, rigid rudderlike van by which the Xaxar was steered. The ri bbed
air-surface, which closely resenbled a Chi nese paper fan, was designed to
thrust against the air-currents and thus divert the forward path of the mghty
gal l eon of the clouds.

| was stationed, as it chanced, on the rear deck atop the poop or sterncastle
of the ship, searching the | andscape to the ship's rear with an optica
instrument. When this excited cry rang out wildly, galvanizing us into action

| jumped, narrowWy nmissed dropping the instrument overboard, and swore at ny
nervous clumnsiness. And the next instant found me clattering down the w nding,
narrow stair within the sterncastle at the heels of several others, anong whom
were Yl ana, the jungle maid, and an officer naned Harkon of Thar kol

The man who had cried out was one of the Shondakorians whose nane,
unfortunately, | have since forgotten, although | think it was sonmething |like
Kol ar or Vol ar. He turned eager eyes upon us as we burst out of the inner
gallery to cromd the small bal cony at whose rail he stood

"Look!" he commanded, pointing below with a trenbling finger

And there, a korad or two to the west of our position, a nountain sonmewhat
taller and nore prom nent than its neighbors thrust above a great valley
veiled in gray patches of nist.

A mount ai n whose crest was cloven into a triple crown!

Even as we stared down, eyes watering in the wind, our hearts in our nouths,
breathl ess and tingling with excitenent, the winds tore a rent through the
rapi dly thickening msts which covered the valley, and through those rents we
perceived the glint of daylight flashing fromthe dark, smooth waters of a
nanel ess river which coiled and curved like the sinuous body of a nythica

dr agon.

Chapter 14
BOZO DI SAPPEARS

By this time it was early in the afternoon. The Xaxar hovered al oft, waiting
for her sister-ships to return to the rendezvous point, while Dr. Abziz, from



the pil ot house, eagerly scanned the terrain beneath our keel, conparing the
vi ew bel ow with the conjectural |andscape inked-upon his charts.

"I'f once this accursed nmist would part, perhaps | could ascertain our |ocation
by sighting a recogni zable I andmark,"” the little savant huffed And funed,
tugging at his tuft of a beard in an ecstasy of indecision

"That is certainly the nountain with three peaks over there," said the jungle
maid i mpatiently. "Or, if it isn't the right one, it certainly |looks |like the
one on the nedallion!"

"Looks can be deceiving at this altitude, ny dear child-if you could just
manage, all of you, to | eave these geographical decisions in the hands of a
schol ar uni quel y experienced in making them we would all be a | ot happier!"”

Yl ana sniffed and turned a pouting face on the fussy little savant, but did
not deign to reply.

"We could bring the Xaxar down anot her hundred yards," Zantor said
t houghtfully, "but only at considerable risk to the safety of the vessel. The
updrafts are unpredictable in this nmountai nous country, and the wind currents
have never been charted, since the Zanadarians never explored this far."

"Well, neighbor,” dypto chirped, rubbing his skinny hands together briskly
and grinning as the fat little Soraban winced at this famliarity, "we could
get a mite lower in the four-man gigs, could we not? Aye, and mayhap in that
manner we coul d pierce beneath yon bl anket of fog and gain a truly clear view
of the terrain. Wat say ny noble |ordships to that?"

Abzi z preened his waxed spi ke of beard, his features glumand petulant. It
went sorely against his grain to. agree with anything suggested by his
ruffianly tornentor, but the sinple fact of the nmatter was that this was a
good suggestion, and he knew it. You could read in his twitching features the
internal struggle going on within him At |ast he nunbl ed sonet hing by way of
grudgi ng assent.

"Aye, old dypto thought as nuch!" chortled the wizened little Tharkolian
"Now, then, your lordships, it only remains to decide which of us shall have
t he honor of descending in the gig. Since "twere | as made the suggestion in
the first place, | hope "twill not be thought inpertinent of me to mention
that, by rights, the honor bel ongs to poor G ypto?"

Zantor | ooked over at the brisk, bright-eyed little figure in black, a
reluctant grin lightening his habitually gl oony expression. It was extrenely
difficult to keep a straight face around dypto: he bubbled with good hunor
and exuded an aura of cheerful, inmpertinent merrinment, and could be as'

ent husi astic and excited as a small boy.

"Very well, Master dypto, the honor shall be yours. | suppose it is also up
to you to designate the three others you wi sh to acconpany you in the gig, as
well. In this matter, the decision is up to you, but | rmust insist that Dr.

Abzi z be one of the three you select."

Abzi z groaned at this, for he hated to be exposed to dypto' s conpany even
under the best of circunmstances, but he subsided after Zantor gave hima stern
| ook. There was obviously no other choice but that the Soraban geographer mnust
be one of those to descend bel ow the fog-level in the gig.

"Aye, your Admiral ship!" dypto nodded cheerfully. "'Tis always a pleasure to
assi st ne dear neighbor in his geographical researches, that it is! For the



rest, then, Aypto will select Prince Lankar and the wee | ad Taran."

Bozo pricked up his ears and uttered a questioning runble. He sat up, turned
nmour nful eyes upon nme, and | aid one great paw upon ny knee as if in entreaty.
| stroked his brow and said sonething to the effect that he should mind his
manners and behave hinself while | was gone-which would not be |ong, perhaps
hal f an hour at nobst. But Bozo woul d have none of this and began cavorting
clumsily about the cabin, setting the navigational instrunments to shaking in
their wall-brackets and nearly upsetting the chart-table.

Zantor cleared his throat. "May | suggest, Master G ypto, that you take the
ot hode along with you, in the place of Taran, if only for the peace of the
shi p? You know how upset he becones if parted fromthe Prince for |ong

Dr. Abziz threw up his pudgy hands in horror

"Ch, no! No! Really, Admiral-that is too much to ask! Is it not bad enough
that | must share a cabin with the mal odorous wild brute-who detests the very
sight of ne, | assure you!-but to try to cramnyself into the narrow confines
of a flimsy gig with the savage creature is asking too nuch of a weary,
overwor ked schol ar, who requires peace and a neasure of quiet in order to
performhis inportant scientific duties adequatel y?"

M schief twinkled in the eye of the little Tharkolian. He opened his mouth to
i nsi st upon his choice, but | forestalled him

"Listen, Aypto, | don't mnd staying here with Bozo; | know he upsets the
Doctor and | don't want to cause trouble. Finding the entrance to the hideout
of the Mnd Wzards is the nost inportant thing right now And | don't m nd
being I eft behind."

"Nonsense, Prince, Aypto will not hear of it! Wy, the dear beast will cone
in handy, I'll warrant, should any creature of the wild nake bold enough to
m stake the likes of us for tasty norsels . . . aye, the good Doctor here,
well, he'll just have to put up with the creature, that's all there is to be
said onit. W'll be gone only a wee short tinme, after all, and it be dypto

his Admiral ship here has put in command of this wee venture. If poor old
G ypto can't choose his own conrades, why, what be the purpose of it all?"

The savant from Soraba subsi ded, fum ng, but even he could see that dypto
woul d not be swayed. So the end result was that we bundl ed our cl oaks about
us, saw to our weapons, and descended to the deck where several gigs were
housed in small covered structures to protect them fromthe w nd.

The deck-crew unl atched one gig fromits housing, |locked it into one of the
hoi sts, and held it steady while we clinmbed aboard. Bozo was the last to
scranble into the swaying craft, and it took a bit of persuasion before the
big fellow reluctantly junped into the seat next to mne. H s weight nade the
smal |l craft wobble fromside to side sickeningly, and Dr. Abziz stifled a

hol | ow groan and cuddl ed his precious instruments in his |ap against damage.

"Al'l secure aboard!" A ypto sang out cheerfully, with a brisk nod to the
grinni ng deck-crew. "Hoist us over the sideaye, lively now, ne |ads!"

Wyoden pul | eys squeaked; lines drew taut. The hoi st groaned. The little gig,
wobbling fromside to side, was el evated above the deck jerkily, then swing
out over the side of the Xaxar. The wi nd caught the stiff wings of the little
craft, which shuddered |ike a nervous horse at the starting-gate. Then at

G ypto's signal the latch was rel eased and we dropped |like a stone for a
nmonent, then caught the wind with a buffet, and slid away to one side on a



| ong, steep curve, as the little Tharkolian, in the front seat beside the
shivering Dr. Abziz, worked the ailerons and rudder

My heart was in ny nouth and | held on to Bozo who crouched |Iow in the seat
beside ne, trenbling and growing at the unfam liar giddy sensation. The
little gig | ooked like an outrigger canoe with wings. It rode on two
gas-filled pontoons slung below the hull to either side, |like the pontoons on
a seapl ane. The craft was as flimsy as a kite, being made entirely of
pressedpaper. And the w nds shrieked. about us, tugging at our hair, making our
eyes water, so that it seened we were helpless in the inpal pable grip of the
gal e-1i ke a crude paper toy, whirled madly about in a howing tornado.

But in just a nonent or two the little craft settled dowmn as d ypto gai ned
control. Now she rode the wi nds, rather than tunbling helplessly in -their
grip. Buoyant as a cork in a stream she floated through the fog-belt, which
cl osed about us, snotheringly. Damp m st envel oped us, shutting the world
away, wetting our garments, plastering our hair to our heads. W blinked

t hrough the clinging grayness, striving to penetrate the thick vapor with
narrowed eyes.

A moment | ater and we di pped bel ow the |l evel of the fog and enmerged i nto open
air. The vista bel ow us was nmuch as we had imagined it would be. The valley
sl oped downwards towards a flat, circular plain, all crunbling clods of
parched dead soil, littered with enornous boul ders and heaped w th broken
rock. Nowhere could we discern the slightest sign of life, not even a grow ng
bush or a patch of grass.

Through the center of the plain the river wound sluggishly, its black waters

dead and lifeless. In the dull light, which bleached all colors into grayness
under the gl ooy, |owering clouds, the barren, desol ate | andscape | ooked |ike
somet hing fromone of Gustave Dore's illustrations for Dante's Inferno ....

Abziz had his optical glass to his eye, peering about, taking quick glances at
the chart in his lap fromtine to tine, conparing the | andscape towards which
we descended to the detailwork in his chart. He was muttering to hinself under
his breath, but the wind of our flight whipped his words away so that | could
not hear them Bozo whinpered and trenbl ed besi de ne, pressing his huge face

i nto ny shoul der.

"Wl |, neighbor, what d'you say?" dypto inquired, circling the gig about in a
descending spiral with practiced ease.

"The curvature of the river matches that etched upon Ang Chan's nedal | ion
cl osely enough," replied the Doctor, "but where is the pyran d-shaped
structure which al so appears thereon?"

W stared about us, but nowhere were any nman-built structures to be seen, not
even ruins. The | andscape was as enpty of human life as sonething on the far
si de of the Mon.

G ypto | eaned over the side of the cockpit, pointing, the wind whipping his
tattered cloak into ny face.

"Yonder curved cliff below | ooks to be in about the place where the pyranid
shoul d be," he shouted. "Mayhap we'd be wise to bring the wee craft down, and
poke about on foot!"

He swung the gig about, facing the craft into the wind, thus slow ng our
speed. The craft hovered, |urched, began to |ose altitude.



"Prince Lankar, stand ready to belay yon nooringgrapple, if you please," he

call ed back to ne. | reached backwards, behind ne, where a length of |ine was
secured around a latch. To the end of the line a |ightweight collapsible
grappl i ng- hook was fastened. | snapped the prongs of the grapple open and

gathered the line into ny hands, searching below me for sonething to catch the
prongs on, thus anchoring us.

W floated down bel ow the crest of the Iine of cliffy outcroppings that
protruded fromthe dry sand along a curved beach of the river. Then | spied a
stone jutting fromthe sand and yelled out to Aypto that it | ooked about
right for our purposes. He kicked the foot-pedals, activating the rotors fore
and aft. We had not as yet used these, for the wi nds had supplied notive power
sufficient to our needs, the gig being nostly designed as a sort of glider.

The craft angled down. | tried to belay the |ine about the jagged outcropping
but it fell short. | tried twice again, nmissing each time. Finally, Aypto
took the - line fromnme and snagged the grappling-hook neatly into the

undersi de of the rock. He grinned apol ogetically.

"Takes practice, your lordship! Now, |ads, assist ne, if you will, to draw the
wee craft down."

The gig was so perfectly bal anced-the thrust of the levitant gas contained in
her twi n pontoons poi sed exquisitely against the weight of the four of us-that
she was as weightless as a balloon. W took in the line hand over hand,
draggi ng the wobbling craft down until she hovered only a few feet above the
stretch of sandy beach. Then G ypto hopped down ninbly, followed by nyself and
Bozo, who perforned the feat in the clunsiest fashion conceivable. The gig
pitched so far over as the great othode cleared the edge of the cockpit that |
feared Dr. Abziz would be thrown fromhis seat. He squawked, clutching his
gear with one hand, the rimof the cockpit with the other. Then G ypto,
grinning slyly, loudly advising the poor scholar to be wary of breaking his
neck, assisted the Doctor to descend. Stiff with affronted dignity, Abziz

cl anmbered out, dusting hinmself off, while eyeing Bozo frostily.

W | ooked about. The cliff rose behind us twenty or thirty feet above the
surface of the beach, smpboth and unbroken. There was still no sign of human
habitation to be seen, and the cliff-wall itself was unbroken. No cave, not
even a fissure, could we observe.

"Why don't you take the dear beast for a stroll up the beach towards that end
of the cliff, your lordship, whilst we explore in t'other direction," dypto
suggested am ably. "Cone al ong, neighbor-if there be anything to be found,
we'll be the ones to find it!"

"I don't understand it," the Doctor nuttered, trudging off with @ypto. "The
map on the medallion clearly indicates a pyram d-shapen nmark at about this

| ocation. Whatever could the sign synbolize, if it does not represent a

man- made structure?" He strode off after the Tharkolian, shaking his head
benusedl y.

"Come on, boy, we're going this way!" Snapping ny fingers, | turned about in
t he opposite direction, with Bozo gal |l unphing and frisking at ny side, and
began to explore the further end of the clifflike wall of rock

Dry, crystalline sand crunched and squeal ed under mny boot-heels. Except for
the sound of our feet in the dead sand, and the nel ancholy slosh and slither
of the cold black water to our left, no slightest sound broke the sepul chra
silence of this deserted place. Above us, a done of gray m st coiled and
uncoi | ed snakily, blot ting away the daylight, and only a dimgray gl oom



penetrated the fog to shed its dour light over the bl eak desol ati on

Happy to set all six feet on solid | and once again, Bozo clumsily frisked
about me as if wanting to play. | was too tense and nervous to indul ge him
t he dead | andscape, the brooding gray sky, and the om nous bl ack river
slithering between crunbling banks, all comnmbined to cast a gri mnood of
depression over ny spirits.

Then again | felt a curious uneasiness-a sensation of being watched. You know
how it is when the skin creeps on the backs of your hands and tingles at the
nape of your neck-a feeling of unseen. eyes studying you froma place of
conceal nent? Well, that's exactly how | felt as | trudged up the beach that
day. Fromtine to tine | |ooked over ny shoul der, al nost expectting to see a
dim mysterious figure lurking behind me. But | saw nothing at al

suspi cious-just the gig bobbling at the end of its line |like a huge, ungainly
kite, and the two figures of Aypto and Dr. Abziz further down the beach
strolling along; peering up at the cliffs fromtine to tine.

Suddenly Bozo stopped dead in his tracks.

H s ears pricking, he stared directly behind us as at a snooth, flat stretch
of rock. | followed the direction of his gaze in some bew | derment, unable to
di scover anything about the cliff-wall that had caught his attention

"What's the matter, boy? Wiat is it?".

The suedel i ke nap of his purple fur roughened al ong between his shoul ders as
hi s hackles rose bristling. H s goggling eyes were fixed in an unwavering
stare upon a snooth section of rock-wall. A heavy runble of warning rose from
deep in his broad chest.

| stared, first at the othode, then at the section of cliff, unable to see
anyt hi ng about a perfectly ordinary stretch of cliff that could have aroused
hi s suspi cions. There was sinmply nothing about the smooth area of dark gray
rock that was in any way different fromthe dozen or so yards of exactly
identical cliff we had just

wal ked past. But sonething had very definitely alerted Bozo to the presence of
danger. The warni ng runbl e deepened now into a guttural grow of nenace. His
froglike jaws gaped, baring blunt, powerful tusks. His glaring eyes bl azed
like coals as he stared unwaveringly at that innocent-seem ng stretch of
rock-wal I .

And then-before I could think or nove or speak-

H nd | egs bunchi ng beneath hi m great bands of nuscle standing out in his
haunches, he crouched-and sprang!

Sprang directly into the solid wall of stone-

And di sappeared as if by magic!

Chapter 15

THROUGH THE BARRI ERS OF | LLUSI ON

I amnot a superstitious man. In fact, | generally pride nyself on possessing
a cool, rational mnd. | have never believed in any gods or ghosts or denons,

and | have al ways thought nyself inmune to the nunbo junbo of religion



mystici sm mythology and occultism | don't believe in the supernatural, or in
the survival of the individual after death, nor in the existence of the human
soul. In fact, | don't believe in astrology or E S. P.

But it is one thing to read of miracles and apparitions and faith-healing and
phantoms-it is another thing entirely when you observe with your own eyes
somet hi ng your rational atheismcannot expl ain.

I blinked nmy eyes and stared at the blank wall of stone feeling a small, cold,
uncanny wi nd bl owi ng directly up my spine.

Wth my own eyes | had seen the giant purple othode | eap up against a solid
wal I of rock and vani sh into nothingness. | was w de-awake and in ful
possession of my faculties. | was neither drunk nor hypnotized nor

sl eepwal ki ng, and | have never taken drugs in ny life. Yet | had seen the

i nexpl i cabl e-the inpossi bl e-happen right before ny very eyes. Suddenly | felt
dizzy; | tried to pucker nmy lips in order to whistle for Bozo but they were
nunb and, anyway, ny throat was suddenly too dry to utter a sound.

| |1 ooked down. There were the tracks of Bozo and nmyself in the dry, dead,
crystalline sand. There were the scoop marks his rear set of |egs had dug in
t he beach as he had | aunched hinself into space. And nowhere were there any
marks to indicate that he had ever conpleted that junp!

It was uncanny; sinply- uncanny! And suddenly |I was horribly frightened. Not
for nmyself, exactly, but for Bozo. \Where was he now, the great, powerful,

| oyal beast who | oved and trusted ne-the burly, doglike, affectionate creature
who had followed at nmy side all this long way fromthat jungle glade in the
Grand Kumala to the bl eak, mysterious shores of Dragon River, beyond the Peaks
of Harangzar in the land of Kuur?

He had vani shed into thin air, as if snatched into another dinension, or
transported in a twinkling to some distant spot by magic. It was
terrifying-inexplicablel

| swallowed a lunp in ny throat that was about the general size and shape of
nmy heart, and | eaning forward, began gingerly patting the rock wall here and
there, as if to reassure nyself of the testinony of ny eyesight by neans of ny
sense of touch. Just then there cane a distant call fromdown the beach sone
di stance away.

"Eho, friend Lankar! Any sign of-anything?"

It was G ypto. Having reached the furthest extent of the cliffs, he and Dr.
Abziz were trudgi ng back to where we had left the gig.

"Come here quick!" | cried. Alarmed at ny tone of voice, the scrawny little
man drew his knife and sprinted towards where | stood. Behind him clutching
his maps and gl asses agai nst his bosom the scarletfaced Soraban followed at a
clumsy pace, puffing and bl ow ng.

G ypto cane up to where | stood and gl anced about with a quick, keen eye.

"Now, Prince, whatever is wong-and where has the dear beast gotten to?"
"That's just it, dypto. Bozo has di sappeared!" | cried.

He regarded rine curiously, arching one brow.

"Eh? How s that agai n? What do you nean " di sappeared' ?"



"Just that," | said vaguely. "Disappeared. Junped right into the cliff-wall
somewher e about here, andand-vani shed!"

"Vani shed? But how could the dear brute have vani shed? There's naught here-not
so much as a crevice," he nuttered incredul ously.

"I know it, but, well, that's what happened,” | said helplessly. The little
rogue stared at nme for a long monent with one bright, inquisitive eye,
fingering his great beak of a nose with one hand while toying nervously wth
his knife in the other.

vani shed, eh?" he nuttered.

"I nmpossible. Quite inpossible, sir," wheezed the Doctor, glaring at ne
severely as if accusing nme of having deliberately contrived the occurrence in
order to enbarrass him

| was beginning to lose ny tenper. "I knowthat," | said shortly. "But 1 saw
it happen. Right about, umhere,” | said, turning to slap the side of the
cliff with the palmof mnmy hand.

But my hand passed through seem ngly solid rock, vanishing to the wist.

@ ypto yel ped, junped a foot, and paled. Abziz rolled up his eyes and noaned

faintly. | blinked, staring at my hand in amazenment. My arm sinply ended at
the wrist, whose stunp seenmed to be pressed flat against the smooth, unbroken
surface of stone. But ny hand was still attached to the end of ny wist, |

knew, because when | waggled ny fingers | could feel themin notion, even
t hough I could not see them

A breath of the unknown bl ew over us, cold and chill. W stood and stared at
one another in dead sil ence.

"Ch, my," whispered Dr. Abziz in a faint voice. "Ch ny!"

| withdrew ny hand fromthe solid rock, and it was whol e and perfectly normnal
| ooking. | wiggled nmy fingers again, staring down at them blankly, then
turning nmy gaze on the gray, pitted stretch of rock into which ny hand had
been buried a nmonent before up to the wist.

Suddenly, dypto's eyes sparkled. He darted forward, knife glittering. The
poi nt of his blade grated and squeaked al ong the surface of the cliff until it
reached a spot near which ny hand had so inexplicably vani shed into the stone.
At that point his wicked little blade sank into the stone, too, vanishing

hal fway to the hilt. He stretched on tiptoe, rasping the knife along the edges
of an invisible entrance. His knife clinked to one side of an unseen openi ng,
then the top, then the far side. Abziz and | watched in awe. To us it seened
he was dragging his knife through solid rock

"Triangular!" he chirped brightly, eyes dancing. "An entrance pointed at the
top, the sides widening to the base! An invisible, triangular doorway sunk in
yon solid stone, by sone weird magic. Aye, that, then, be the neaning of the
pyram d- shapen mark on the nedallion! W thought it were a pyramd-a buildin',
like, forgetting that a triangle be the sel fsanme shape as a pyram d! And that
a doorway can be trianglelike in shape!"

He regarded me with curious respect in his eyes.

"My friend fromanother world," he said softly, his nmanner suddenly fornal



"to you has been given the privil ege of discovering the very Gates of Kuur

The Gates of Kuur
But actually, the credit bel onged to Bozo.

The tension of the scene, tightly drawn, relaxed suddenly with the solution

or at least the partial solution, of the nystery of Bozo's di sappearance. The

enotional relief hit me suddenly, as an incongruous parallel suggested itself

to ne. It struck ne as being terribly funny, and I"'mafraid | giggled a trifle
hysterically.

"What be the matter now?" asked d ypto.

"Dwellers in the Mrage," | |aughed.

"Eh? G ve ne that one again?"

"Ch, sorry, that was in English, wasn't it? Let's see if | can translate-|
don't think you have a word for "mrage', or if you do | guess | haven't
learned it yetwell, no matter!"

"Your |ordship, what do you be talking about ?"

"It's the title of one of ny favorite books-a novel by A Mrritt, a witer of
whom you coul d never have heard-well, anyway, in a book called Dwnellers in the

Mrage, Merritt has a nysterious race of beings living in a deep craterlike
val l ey which is screened from di scovery by anybody fromthe outer world

because of a "mrage'--a barrier of illusion, artificially '"maintained . don't
you see?"
"Aye . . . aye!" crowed G@ypto excitedly. "That be the secret all right!"

Admi ration shone in his glistening eyes, dawni ng conprehensi on on his honely
face. "The yell ow dogs of Kuur are m nd-magi ci ans, able by nystic power to
read, and, aye, to influence the thoughts of other nen . "

"Ah! | see it now. Precisely, sir!" Dr. Abziz broke in, his high-pitched voice
excited. "W are already aware that these M nd Wzards can in fact project
their own thoughts and ideas into the mnds of others; they did this with the
Enpress Zamara of Tharkol, we know, causing her to see, or to think she was
seeing, mraculous visitations of the Lords of Gordrimator.* Wth their
amazi ng powers over the human mind, it should be no great trick for themto

i npose a permanent illusion over this opening, convincing the eye of everyone
who stands here that he is looking at a wall of solid rock, when actually
there is an opening cut in the stone, invisible to himbecause it is covered
by the illusion. Ingeniops! Renarkable!"

I"'mafraid | giggled again.

"What is it now, ny dear Prince?" denmanded Abziz testily, bending a coo
gl ance of reproof at ne for nmy unseemy levity.

| grinned, unable to resist.
"In other words, they have “a mysterious power to cloud the mnds of nen,' is
that it? Sorry-excuse ne-you people aren't likely to have heard of The Shadow

ei t her. "

G ypto paid no heed to this exchange, which of course was inconprehensible to



him He was studying the seemingly solid wall of pitted gray stone with a
narrowed eye.

"I wonder why the illusion did not blind your brute to the presence of the
opening, as it did yoursel f?" Abziz mused, rubbing his jaw

"Probably it did," | offered. "But the illusion was designed for eyesight
al one, and the thought-picture projected into our brains was ained at the
vision centers of the brain only. There wasn't much point in the Kuurians

trying to make the opening snell |ike solid rock, because human bei ngs have a
very feeble sense of snell. Bozo, like all his kind, has an extrenely
sensitive nose, and a sense of snell that makes ours | ook vestigial by
conparison. | assune the othodes of Thanator nust have a highly devel oped
sense of smell, just as dogs do on ny native world, because, like earthly
dogs, which they very much resenbl e, your people use themfor hunting. And it
is by the sense of snell, you know, that a hunting dog-or an othode-follows a
trail."”

"I'n other words," Abziz puffed, "the wall may have | ooked right to the
creature but it certainly didn't snell right."

"Yes, that's it, exactly! He probably snelled the presence of the Mnd

W zards, or their cook-fires, or their refuse, or sonething |ike that-where
his eyes told himthere was nothing. So he went to investigate . "
"Well, then, me .dear friends," said dypto, rubbing his hands together
briskly. "There be only one thing to do now "

"And what night that be?" inquired Dr. Abziz, warily.

"Aye, we'll just have to see for ourselves what the dear beast discovered
behind this barrier of illusion," he decided.

Wher eupon, wavi ng one hand in a cocky salute, and grinning at us, the little
Tharkolian strutted forwardwal king directly into the wall of rock before him

And vani shed.
| shivered slightly, as if a cold wind bl ew about ne.

Repetition of a mracle, | found, does not dimnish its inpact upon the
nervous system At |east not upon a system as nervous as m ne

W stood there on the dismal gray beach, the fat, scarlet little Soraban
savant and |, feeling suddenly abandoned and lonely. Dr. Abziz wet his lips
nervously, a strained expression tightening about his eyes. And it occurred to
me then that the verbal rivalry between these two was nore in the nature of a
gane they both enjoyed, than it was a matter of the tornentor and the
tornented. For Abziz was worried by dypto's di sappearance-too worried to
bother trying to hide it.

"I'nmpudent little rascal," he sniffed, scowing in a nmost unconvi nci ng manner
"Al ways swaggering about |ike an overgrown adol escent! Well, soneday he'l
poke his huge nose into nore trouble than he bargained for . . . oh, what can

be keeping the villain!-does the idiot think to frighten us by lingering
beyond the portal -?"

| was gathering ny courage, about to attenpt dypto's feat-although w thout
the air of devil-may-care jauntiness, which would have been well beyond ny
acting abilities at that moment!-when suddenly the little thief reappeared.



Part of him that is.

A grinning head appeared as if by magic, halfway up the wall of illusion. It
was @ ypto thrusting his head through the barrier, looking for all the world
li ke a beheaded mal ef actor, his severed pate stuck up on a spike as a warning
to other crimnals. Dr. Abziz stiffened and gasped at the grisly apparition
whi ch wi nked and gri maced at us.

"d ypto, what-?"

"Come on-come on!" the bodil ess head snorted gleefully. "Step right through
yonder wall-there be nothin' there, nothin' at all, you know cone! W are
wasting time."

"What about. . . did you find Bozo?" | blurted.

He chuckl ed.

"Did | find Bozo?" he repeated, rolling his eyes comically. "Did | find Bozo!
Just step in here, yer lordship, and feast yer eyes upon the havoc the dear

fai thful beast has w ought-"

And with that enigmatic phrase, dypto withdrew his head to the other side of
the barrier of illusion

| stepped forward, hesitating just a little, poking at the wall gingerly. |
di scovered that it is nmore difficult than you might think to deliberately wal k

into a wall, even into one you knowisn't really there. As | approached the
barrier, nmy eyes only an inch or two away from what seermed to be a solid
surface of rock, | marveled at the realistic detail of the illusion. For

could see the very grain and texture of the imagi nary stone, cracked and
pitted, upper edges of protuberances littered with granules of frock dust,
just as if it was real and solid.

Then, taking a deep breath, | stepped forward into the wall of nirage, and
wal ked through the Gates of Kuur into an unknown worl d.

Book 1V

JANDAR, OF CALLI STO

Chapter 16

DWELLERS I N THE M RAGE

The nonent | stepped into the wall | entered a zone of utter darkness. The
transition was so abrupt as to be startling. One noment | stood in a barren
vale illum nated by dull, gray light-the next nonent the wall swung up before

nmy nose, expanding into sharp detail-and then | found myself in a region of
i ntense and absol ute gl oom

For one gi ddy nonent | becane conpletely disoriented. | had forgotten from
which direction |I had cone, and in which direction | had been headi ng. Just
for an instant panic seized ne at the frightful thought of how easily one
could becone lost in this zone of darkness, to wander forever in a blind world
of unseen terrors .

Then nmy groping fingers brushed the inner surface of the portal and the world
rightened itself about me. | took another step forward and |ight gl owed about
me. Now | found nyself at the mouth of a narrow tunnel, cut through the solid



rock, and illum nated by a vague, sourceless gl ow Beneath nmy boots the fl oor
sl anted sharply downwards; ahead, the tunnel angled steeply off to ny right.

| wal ked forward, turned the corner, and found that. the tunnel w dened beyond
this point into a sort of square antechanber, hewn fromthe solid rock-an
ant echanber with three occupants.

The first of these was G ypto hinmself; the spry little Tharkolian capered
ninbly, chortling with wi cked glee at the sight which |ay before us.

Stark dead in a pool of spreading crinmson |ay the body of a man whom | had
never seen before. He was small, even dwarfish, clad in clinging gray robes of
some material like jersey. He was bald as an egg, his skin a vile, oily

yel low, and his eyes-which were open and staring glassily into

not hi ngness-were bl ack and cold and oblique, slightly slanted. Near one |inp
hand lay a curious instrunment shaped |ike some sort of pistol fashioned froma
bright, silvery netal, with a muzzle which w dened Iike the nmouth of a funnel

St andi ng over the corpse, hackles bristling stiffly, crouched the i mense form
of my bel oved Bozo!

Never had the faithful Callistan hound | ooked so terrifying as at that nonent.
He crouched, goggle eyes glaring, great tusks bared in grimnenace, and his
wri nkl ed snout was smeared with crinson gore.

He had sprung upon the unseen watcher in gray robes; obviously the yell ow
dwarf had observed us from his place of conceal nent, perhaps scheming to
enpl oy that |ethal-1ooking pistollike weapon to slay us from behind. Sonehow,
the alert, primal senses of the great othode had detected the |urking nenace.
He had sprung through the mirage and torn out the throat of the Kuurian in
defense of ny life!

There were tears in ny eyes as | dropped to ny knees and called Bozo to nme in
| ow tones. At the sound of ny voice the bl ood-lust faded fromhis glaring
eyes,' his hackles fell. Like a puppy, eager for ny praise, the i mense ot hode
craw ed on his belly to me, butting his great head agai nst me and thrusting
his gory nmuzzle into ny lap. H's bul ging eyes goggled up into mne, eager for
my praise. | talked to himsoftly, rubbing the |oose, winkled fur behind his
ears. (How was | ever going to part with Bozo? It would break his heart if |
deserted him and | had becone so attached to himby this tine, saying goodbye

woul d be a painful wench. | could get himback through the Gate, surely, for
living creatures can nake the transition . . . and Noel would understand;
i ndeed, she'd soon love himas much as | had come to . . . but | could inagine

the faces of the custons officials and the airlines people as

| tried to pass through with a six-1egged purple beast from another planet

-)

Abzi z cane wheezing and grunbling down the cavern to where we were, stopping
short with a cry at the sight of the corpse.

"Ch, my!" he exclainmed feebly. He stooped to exam ne the body of the dead M nd
Wzard, winkling his nose primy at the bl oody nmess Bozo's heavy tusks had
wr ought .

"Carefully with that weapon, neighbor," A ypto hissed as the Doctor bent to
pick up the curious pistol. "W don't know what it be . . . deadly, though
["lI'l warrant!" Abziz cautiously decided not to touch the glittering thing.

| got up, stroking Bozo's shoul der, and | ooked back at them



"Shoul dn't we get back to the Xaxar?" | suggested. "Exploring on our own |ike
this could be dangerous. And it is inportant that we inform Zantor we (Il ave
di scovered the entrance to Kuur."
"Ch; aye, your lordship," dypto rmunbl ed vaguely, his keen bl ack eye
glistening with eager curiosity. "But it won't hurt to see a wee bit nore

just beyond yonder curve, is all . . . it'll help to know what we're getting
into, when the |ads come down in force."

The tenptation to explore was irresistible. And, now that mny | oyal Bozo had
di sposed of the watcher by the Gate, there didn't seemto be any inmedi ate
danger. So, following the little Tharkolian, we went further into the tunnel
It turned at a second sharp angle, still sloping dowward, and then continued
on in one direction for a considerabl e di stance.

| gathered that the citadel of the M nd Wzards was built underground, either
in a natural cavern or in a sequence of chanbers artificially holl owed out of
the solid stone. This suggested that the M nd W=zards were nowhere near as
nunerous as we had originally thought, which also inplied they were nore

vul nerabl e than we had even hoped.

The tunnel was illum nated by a di mradi ance which gl owed from square gl assy
bricks or ingots set into the roof. They seened to be packed with a

sel f-1um nous powder, or what |ooked |ike powder, which rem nded ne of the
eternally brilliant radiumlanps in Burroughs' Mars books. W saw no signs of
i fe whatsoever.

"Really, | must insist we return to the ornithopter,” said Dr. Abziz
tremul ously. "What will we do if we are attacked? We should | eave, ah, al
this sort of thing to the warriors aboard the vessel "
"Keep your courage up, neighbor,"” Aypto grinned wickedly. "If attacked, why,
we'll fight like forty fiends! Hi s |ordship here has a great sword by him to
say nothing of the beast, who's worth a regi nent of swordsmen all by hinself;
and, as for old dypto, well

he's learnt a fewtricks with this," he said, show ng us the vicious
little hooked knife he was carrying in his hand under the rusty black cl oak
Abzi z subsided, grunbling.

The passage ended in a | arge open room nore rectangular than it was square,
with doors leading off to side-tunnels, and stairways that coiled down into
the depths. Here stood a great-.stone table and bench, a stoppered jug which
per haps contai ned water for the dead guard at the surface entrance, and a

| ong, ragged-edged parchnent scraw ed in hooked scribbles unintelligible to
nme- per haps a guard roster or a duty schedul e.

W had little opportunity to exam ne these articles, and no chance of
exploring further. For suddenly Bozo whined urgently and swuing in front of ne,
bl ocking nmy path, staring up into ny face with urgency in his bul ging eyes.

"What ails the brute?" Abziz asked nervously.

Bef ore we coul d speak or move or think a loud hissing came to our ears. From
vents cut in the walls near the floor a colorless vapor flooded into the
chanmber, visible only as it eddied in the air, rippling |like steam | inhaled
a lungful of sharp chem cal odor, suddenly found nyself dizzy and gi ddy, and

| eaned agai nst the stone table for support. Abziz gagged and went down as if
struck with a hammer. Snarling and showi ng his straggly teeth, eyes bright and



desperate as a cornered rat, Gypto flashed his knife about, then stunbled and
fell. |I stayed erect |longer than ny conpanions. but all strength and vigor
ebbed fromny legs. Now | w shed | had picked up that odd-Iooking ray gun, or
whatever it was . .

Bozo whirl ed about, retreating back up the passageway by which we had conme. He
cast me one long, lingering, worried | ook, and whined deep in his throat.

" go on, boy, get out . . . save yourself," | croaked, and then ny |egs
gave way and | sagged bonelessly to the floor, |anding painfully on one
shoul der, then rolling over onto ny back so that |I could no | onger see the
othode. He did not reenter the roon | hoped that he had gotten away before
t he vapors overcanme him

| was still conpletely conscious, but could scarcely feel ny body. The gas we
had breat hed seened to work like a | ocal anaesthetic, paralyzing the notor
nerves, but not causing | oss of consciousness. | lay there, nmentally cursing

our rashness; we shoul d have gone directly back to the gig and returned to the
Xaxar with word of our discovery!

The hi ssing sound of gas escaping cut off sharply, and was replaced by the
sound of a whirring fan. Above ne the parchment stirred and rattled atop the
stone table. | got the inpression that powerful fans, creating a suction, were
sucki ng the drugged vapor back through the vents.

Several interm nable mnutes |ater stone grated hollowy on stone. Wthin the
angle of ny vision an inmense slab opened in the wall that had seened solid a
nmonent before, revealing a black doorway wherein stood three nmen virtually
identical with the guard Bozo had slain in the outer passage. Al the three
were dwarf-1like, standing no higher than children, the tallest of themno nore
than an inch or two above four feet.

They were dressed in identical fashion, |oose gray robes with full sleeves,
| eathern girdles lined with snap-fastened pouches about their waists |ike
cartridge belts. They had skins of sour |enon yellow bald pates, and cold,
slitted black eyes. Chattering anong thenselves in a | anguage of their own
they entered the room prodding us curiously with their feet, jabbering
coments back and forth to each other

Then the tallest of the three put a netal tube in his nmouth and blew a

pi ercing note. A huge naked man, a gigantic Hercules, muscled |ike a weight
lifter, lunbered ponderously into the room His skin was dead white, his

cl osecropped hair lank and colorless, his heavy face slack and witless. He
turned dull, incurious eyes upon us and in obedience to a shrill command from
the | eader of the three, bent and picked up dypto and Abziz. They dangl ed
l[inply. He tossed them over his massive shoul ders and shuffled off back into
the secret entrance, from which a second naked sl ave energed a nonent |ater to
pi ck nme up. This second nman had skin the incredible tomato puree red of a
Perushtari an, such as Aypto or Dr. Abziz. H's pate was hairl ess and he was as
naked as the zonbielike white man, but not as heroically built. He picked ne
up and held me cradled in his forearms without visible effort. It was as if |
were a rag doll. Then he shuffled into the black entrance, followed by the

M nd W zards.

The i mense sl ab cl osed behind us. For a nonent we were in total darkness;
then a weird gray light blooned fromthe dwarves behind us. | could not see
what made the light, but as my bearer shuffled about a sharp turn in the
passage | caught a glinpse of the tallest dwarf, the | eader, who was

i medi ately behind nme. A shimering and vaporous gl obe of lumnosity fl oated
above his right shoul der, wobbling insubstantially, |like a soap bubbl e,



exuding the leprous, dirty light.

W were borne into another chanber where several nore of the vacant-eyed nude
col ossi sat along a stone bench against the wall, neither noving nor speaking.
They were for all the world |ike so nmany robots awaiting the turn of a switch
to activate them Also in this rooma yellow dwarf sat in an oddly-carved
chair, doing sonething with glass tubes filled with brilliant colored light.
He exchanged a few words with those who had captured us, then touched a knob
on the | ow stand beside his chair, opening another rocky slablike door

W were brought into a roomoutfitted like a |aboratory in a nmovie about nmad
scientists. Fluids seethed and bubbl ed t hrough coiling glass tubes, or
simered in fat-bellied flasks over glowing crystals that served as Bunsen
burners. Long nmetal tables were crowded with conplicated apparatus-netal
cabinets faced with illumi nated dials and studded wi th what | ooked |ike huge,
ol d- f ashi oned vacuum tubes with red-hot filanents inside them Wirling copper
wheel s spun in grooved bl ocks of mlky glass; noisily spitting fierce orange
sparks. | expected to see Bela Lugosi or Peter Coshing in a white snock cone
poppi ng out of the adjoining roomat any nonent.

Instead there cane into view a yellow dwarf, incredibly old, riding a few
inches off the ground in a sleek netal car shaped like an ultranmodern chair.
The chair hummed, floating above the floor as if on an air cushion. The
zonbi es set us down on |ong netal tables under |um nous mlky, spheres and the
dwarf in the floating chair came over to peer down at us, one by one, wth
cold, deadly, cunning eyes.

He was the nost horribly old human being | had ever seen, his sallow visage a
gaunt skull on which the dry, withered skin hung in a thousand winkles. Wth
athrill of horror | saw he was plugged into the chair in several places: a
coppery wire cane fromthe back of the chair and entered into his heart

t hrough the dull gray robes that hung | oosely upon his dimnutive, dwarfish
frame. Fromeither side of his torso, just below the ribs, two rubbery,
transparent tubes snaked away to either side, vanishing into the innards of
the chair. One tube carried into his body a sluggish scarlet trickle of what

| ooked to ne |ike human bl ood thickened with some sugary sedinent |ike

gl ucose; the other tube carried out of his body a vile dribble of oily, yell ow
brown waste.

The sight was sickening. And suddenly | was horribly, horribly afraid. Afraid
I woul d never get out of here; afraid | would never see ny wife again, or ny
dogs, ny books, ny hone .

"I's it another of the sky-ships, then?" the old, old man asked in a high, thin
Voi ce.

"No, Yanthu," the | eader of the dwarves said in obsequious tones. "At |east we
do not think so. These are not Shondakorians."

"Perushtarians, those two; this one . . . | don't know dd color, the

pi gmentation of the iris; gray or blue gray. Notice the epiderm s, Chune, the
light, fair tint, pinkish bronze; bit of tan there, but the normal coloring
very fair. A Zanadarian half-breed, | wonder? Pity the zoroon vapor renders
telepathic probe difficult. Well, once the effects are counteracted, subject
the captive to full depth probe. If there is another race on Thanator, we'd
better know of it. Hand me the counteractive, slave!"

Anot her one of the naked zonbies, this one an inhumanly tall, gaunt
gol den- ski nned being with shaven pate-redhaired as a Shondakorian fromthe
st ubbl e-1 unmbered into view, clunsily picked up a cottony pad prickly with



needl el i ke spines on the under surface, dipped it in a metal tray, and pressed
it against the side of nmy neck. | felt a stinging cold wetness, but the
sensation was oddly renote and detached from ny i nredi ate senses, like the
menory of a touch. Watever the anesthetic vapor was, it affected the nerves

t hensel ves; this may have explained why it was inmpossible to subject us to

tel epathic questioning until the effects of the gas had worn of f.

My unfortunate conpanions were sinmlarly treated and carried away. | did not
see them again, for one of the naked zonbies carried me through a warren of
dark cells, finally depositing ne on a stone bench. A metal door slammed shut,
a lock clicked, and I was al one.

A tingle spread through ny body, the return of sensation

A tall man, younger than |, strikingly handsome, with a superbly lithe and

si newy physique, canme over to where | lay and said something in a | ow voi ce,
hel ping ne to sit up. | could not see himvery well in the darkness of the
cell, but his words were conforting. He held a bowl to ny lips, letting cold,
fresh water trickle into ny partially open mouth. | swall owed automatically:
obvi ously, the zoroon vapor did not affect the involuntary functions of the
body.

After a bit | found |I could nmove and speak again, although clunsily, with
nunbness in ny extremities and the begi nning of a chanpi on headache. W
cellmate settled ny linbs nore confortably and when he stepped back his face
suddenly entered into a gleamof |ight that cane from some source above ny
head. By this nmonmentary light | caught a close-up glinpse of his features,

whi ch were unknown to ne. Or were they? That fair, tanned skin, those piercing
bl ue eyes, that shock of raw yellow hair

"Do you feel better now, friend?" he asked me in Thanatorian

"Yes . . . much better,"” |I munbled with stiff |ips. Then, with excitenent
bubbling up within me, and a strange wild joy, | |ooked up at himand said, in
Engl i sh

"Captai n Jonat han Andrew Dark, | presune?"

Chapter 17
MASTERS OF THE M ND

He began to answer ne in Thanatorian, then started violently, realizing that I
had addressed himin English

"Great heavens!" he exclained in that |anguage, "But-who are you?"

| told himny nane, at which he excl ai ned again, peering closely at ny
features through the di mess.

"But-this is amazing! Wiy, man-1've read your books!"

"I know," | said, laughing. "Gary Hoyt told me all about it."
That made hi m excl ai m agai n.

"How do you know Gary Hoyt? And how did you get here?"

"There's an awful lot to explain,” | said. "Before | begin-could | have sone



nore of that water? |'ve got a cracki ng headache frominhaling that gas, and
feel pretty rotten . "

"OfF course, M. Carter! Forgive me for being such a | ousy host-but you really
set nme back on nmy heels,"” he adnmitted ruefully. "You re about the l|ast person
inthe world-in two worlds, come to think of it-1 expected to run into in this

pl ace. Here: drink this; the aches and pains will go away.-You' ve been to
Shondakor, | guess? My wife-?"
"Both the young prince and his nother are in excellent health . . . although

they miss you terribly, of course. Everyone is fine, and working strenuously
to find this country and free you, you and your friends. Ah, is this place
bugged, do you know?"

n \Mat ?u

"M crophones, | mean. Or eavesdroppers hidden in the walls; that sort of
t hi ng. "

"Ch, of course. Sorry, sir! It's been so long since | spoke English with
anyone, |'m beginning to forget sone of it. No, we can't be overheard here,
I"mcertain of that."

"Good. | canme here in the Second Armada, you will, have already guessed. You
nmust have known there would be a Second Armada: no one is going to give you up
for dead before they have absol ute proof of your demi se. The ships are

over head now, anyway the Xaxar is: | cane down in one of the gigs with dypto
and Dr. Abziz-"

"dypto! The scrawny little rascal-bless him But-there are so nmany questions!
First of all, how do you cone to be here on Cadisto, sir? In fact, how do you
happen to know anything about nme in the first place?"

| sighed; nmy mouth felt dry as cotton and ny head ached with a sharp throbbing
pain just behind the eyes. The only thing | wanted to do was to |ie down and
close ny eyes and wait till the pain dulled and faded away. But | began
talking. | told himthat the first manuscript, addressed to his friend Gary
Hoyt, an air force nmjor stationed in Saigon, had been found by friendly
Canbodi ans and had eventual ly been received by Hoyt. Not knowi ng what else to
do with what he cautiously decided was a work of fantastic fiction, and
renmenberi ng how he and Jon Dark had often chatted about the relative nerits of
Burroughs, Carter and Norton (Andre), Hoyt had mailed it to me with an

apol ogetic covering letter, saying | could do with it anything | w shed-keep
it as a touching tribute froma devoted reader of ny novels, throw it away,
even publish it if | thought it deserving of print. Jandar regarded ne dazedly
as | told himthat, of the four manuscripts |I had thus far received fromthe
other side of the world, three had been published by Dell just as he had
witten them and had been eagerly received by hundreds of thousands of
readers.

"Hundreds of thousands!" he repeated in a stunned tone. "l never dreaned-"

I told himnext that a distinguished British expert in Asian archaeol ogy,
following the clues in that first manuscript, had found the Lost Gty and was
exploring its nysteries for science. Finally I told himhow Noel and | had
flown to Canbodia to visit Sir Malcolms dig, and how I had slipped and fallen
into the Well just as he had done a year and a half before. | finished with a
cursory account of my own nodest adventures on Callisto, and the |aunching of
the Second Armada.



"M. Carter, | don't know what to say," he muttered haltingly. "I certainly
never wanted to drag anybody else into the nmddle of this nmess . "

"Forget it," | grinned. "For an unadventurous man, |'ve got to admit |'ve been
having the tine of ny life!"

"Since you read the |last portion of the | atest manuscript, then you'll have

al ready guessed we were caught by Jugrid's jungle warriors while trying to
scale the sides of the plateau," he said grinmy. "At thirty to three, it
wasn't rmuch of a fight. W were not mstreated, just force-marched back to the
caves where the M nd Wzards carried us off to Kuur. They fly on the gigantic
wi nged reptiles the Thanatorians call ghastozars-sonething |ike pterodactyls,
only a lot largerwhich they control by telepathy. W' ve been treated decently
enough so far, no torture or anything like that, although it's never been a

secret that when they're through with us we'll end up like those flesh robots
you saw. They do sonething to the brains of the poor chaps, wth drugs or
surgery, sonmething that destroys their will conpletely.”

"Fl esh robots-1 like that! From Doc Smith, right? |I've been thinking of them

as zonbies .

"Just like you, sir, | was surprised to find there are so few of the yell ow
devils. There were nore when they cane herel think they traveled here from
anot her pl anet, or maybe from anot her one of Jupiter's noons. Their own world
was dying, | gather. There nust have been about fifty of them when they first
got here, which was a dozen years ago. They found a snug hole in this

uni nhabited place to hide, and began plotting to conquer the world through the
power of the mind al one.”

H s tones were serious, his eyes brooding and grim "Intellect is all that
matters to them Their chief, they call him One', is virtually nothing but
mnd. If you saw old Yanthu, the one in the antigravity chair, hitched up to
the Iifesupport system. . . he's nearly a thousand years old, and he's only

“Three' in their book. “Two', a cold-eyed devil they call Koom Yaa, is the one
who's been interrogating nme, over and over. They are fascinated to | earn of
Earth, and hungry for every tiniest scrap of information they can squeeze out
of me about it. They want to go there, you see; they want to conquer it.

"They tried to take over Callisto, but a lot of things went wong. They picked
the Sky Pirates as the npost perfect available tools-with their sky-ships, they
were certainly the nost technol ogically advanced civilization on Callisto,

and, being a gang of col d- bl ooded nurdering robbers, it didn't take rmuch to
pervert them and to nudge theminto the right path of action. They had two or
maybe three Kuurians at Zanadar all the tine, although | never guessed it.
They got rid of the old Prince-you can induce heart attacks by tel epathy, |
have di scovered, and al so suicides and faial selfinflicted “accidents'-and

el evated Thuton into his place. They had Thuton under their thunb all the
whi l e. Then sonet hi ng went wrong-one or two of the Kuurians were killed in an
acci dent, maybe a sky-ship expl oded-the gas is as expl osive as hydrogen, you
know. The one that was |eft turned renegade, got inperial dreams of his own,
and pitted the Sky Pirates agai nst Shondakor.

"The trouble was they were al ready running Shondakor by this tine, having
gotten the upper hand over Arkola, warlord of the Black Legion, who conquered
the Golden Gty for them forcing the Ku Thad out. The Kuurian at Zanadar,
don't know his nanme, declared war on the Kuurian who was running things in

Shondakor as the power behind the throne-his nane was Ool; | killed himin the
pits bel ow the palace, or rather, he slipped and fell and killed hinself.
Anyway, ny chance arrival here rmucked things up for them | cane along at just

the right tinme to be instrumental in breaking the Black Legion, and restoring



Shondakor to Darl oona and her people, and together we snashed the Sky Pirates,
killing nost of them when we detonated the vapor mines-the Kuurian died in the
hol ocaust, too. | never even knew he was there.

"They started all over again in Tharkol. But by this tine, twelve years had
gone by and their nunbers were greatly reduced. There's only seventeen of them
left alive-sixteen, by gosh, counting the one guarding the Secret Door, the
one your othode junped on. Well, you know what they-tried in Tharkol. Wth the
Sky Pirates elimnated fromthe running, the only major world powers left were
Shondakor and -the enpire of the red men, the Perushtarians. They were goi ng
to mani pul ate Zamara into knocki ng over both countries, consolidating the new
enpire; then they would exterm nate the Yat hoon hordesmen and run the pl anet
to suit thensel ves . "

"For what reason, just the lust for power?"

"To live forever," he said sonmberly. "You see, they're the last of their kind
in the universe, and they can no |onger reproduce, since the last of their
femal es died back before they left their hone-world. To live forever they need
an endl ess supply of healthy bodies wherewith to stock the organ
banks-whenever they wear out a liver or a heart or whatever, they replace it
with a healthy one-and a | arge supply of living slaves, under their nental

t hunbs, you know, to do the work. To be able to do this in conmplete security
they want the confort of knowing the entire planet is under their control, and
that nothing can go wong. A pretty picture, isn't it? No rebels, no dissident
factions, no guerrillas in the hills-the whole planet a mass of brain-dead
zonbies, to dig the fields and mne the nmetals and to just be there when
somebody needs a new pair of lungs or a spinal cord.”

"You paint a grisly picture,” | said. "But surely, even with an infinite
supply of organ transplants, you can't keep a body going forever. Wat about
the arteries? You can't replace the entire arterial system surely . "

"I told you they revere intellect alone," he said. "They live for the life of
the mnd: pure mind alone, that's their ideal. The senses, the enotions, these
mean nothing to them Wen they have the whol e planet thoroughly pacified and
running |ike a machine, then they'll all end up Iike Number One. Hi s nane is:
Quorll. He is nothing but a brain, a huge, swollen brain floating in a crystal
sphere full of nutrient foam with wires leading to the sensory nerve centers,
attached to artificial eyes and ears and voi ce box. Just one huge, naked,
living brain. | told you that Three, the old numy in the |ife-support chair,

i s about a thousand years old. Well, Quorll is something else: they've kept
himalive for twenty-three thousand years now, and they say there's no reason
he can't exist forever in that glass ball "

He cleared-his throat as if sonething had left an ugly taste in his nouth.
"What a vision of the future, eh? The Kuurians' idea of Callisto is a
nmechani cal paradise, staffed by living zonbies controlled by tel epathy, and
the whol e thing geared to perpetuating for eternity sixteen naked brains,
floating in slime, living a life of pure thought . . . forever."

| shuddered. It was | oathsone, |ike one of the grimer pages out of Lovecraft,
or the section in Stapledon's The StarMaker about "the Geat Brains."

"You-you said they were eager when they |earned about Earth?"

"Yes; they've about given up on Callisto; Earth holds greater prom se. You
see, with its very much snaller popul ation, and given the fact that the human
race will go sour and thin out here, once we'-re all zonbies, they figure they
can only keep Callisto going for a mllion years or so. But Earth has



t housands of times the natural resources and the popul ation. Earth they coul d
keep going until the death of the Sun. And they're already working on that
problem too! They got trenendously excited when they | earned from study of ny
menories that the Earth-term nus of the dinensional portal lies in a part of
the worl d i nhabited by yell ow nen such as thensel ves, and the nost heavily
popul ated portion of the Earth, at that, and a part politically dom nated by
an ironstrong one-man dictatorship-Red China, of course. My God, sir, think of
it! Once they got into the jungles of Canbodia they could nerge invisibly with
t he people, | ose thenselves entirely . . . and once -in China, of course, al
they'd have to do is get within nmental range of one nman, Chairman Mao
Tse-Tung, and it's all over. One quarter of the world' s popul ati on woul d be
their absolute slaves, and they'd be in charge of an i mmense nodern arny,

navy, and air fleet, already armed with the hydrogen bonb."

The vision was chilling. Horrible. But it was so lucid, so obvious, so easy!

It was difficult to see how the Mnd W=zards coul d possibly be

st opped-especially since those few who knew the ultinmate horror of their plans
for mastery, were |locked up here in these cells, conpletely helpless. Any tine
they wi shed they could cone through the door and finish us off, and Callisto
m ght not for years know the doom being spun for it by insidious, coldly evil,
age-old minds. Earth mght never know. . . until it was too |ate!

And then Jandar broke off suddenly, touching ny shoul der for silence. Was that
a footstep in the stone corridor outside our cell? The footstep of a living
man, or the flaccid nechanical shuffle of a zonbie, a flesh robot, his wll
destroyed, his brain dom nated by the nost fiendishly cunning band of devils
that ever nmenaced a worl d?

"They know the effects of the vapor have worn off by now, " he said heavily.
"They are comng to interrogate you-to dig into your brain for details that
will corroborate the information they' ve | earned fromne!"

| was horribly afraid again, but this tine not for nyself, but for all the
hel pl ess millions behind nme there on a tired and worn but still green world
nearer the sun, nmen and wonen who had not the slightest chance of guessing the
hi deous, the unspeakabl e doomthat hung over them.

"Jandar, quick! I'mnot particularly brave when it cones to pain, but tel
me-is there anything I can do to resist the questioning?"

He shook his head dully.

"It's nothing like that, M. Carter. There's no torture or m streatnent,

told you. It's not a question-and-answer session at all. They inject you with
a mld soporific that weakens your w || power and sends your conscious m nd
drifting off sonewhere in a daze, and then they sinply read your mnd by that

i nsi di ous tel epathy, of which they are the masters. It's inpossible to resist
yielding up to their nmental probe the information they desire-you won't even
be aware of the fact that you're doing it. You'll just doze and daydreamfor a
time, and when you wake up you'll find they' ve | earned hundreds of facts from
your menory- paths. '

He broke off as a key clicked, startlingly loud, in the |ock
"Ssshh! It's too late for talking nowthey' re here."
"There's no chance of fighting them | suppose? Making a break for freedom

somehow? | know we've got no weapons, but they | ook as weak and puny as
children-"



"There's no hope for that," he said heavily. "Damm it, man, don't you think
woul d have tried it nmonths ago, if there were? They'll send in the flesh
robots first, and believe ne, you haven't seen the worst of those babies yet!
They' ve a few special ones they've either bred genetically or tinkered
together with surgery-there's one lunbering horror thirteen feet high, weighs
half a ton, and has six arnms. Christ, he nakes Frankenstein's nonster | ook

i ke Porky Pig! Ssshh-they're coming in!"

H nges squeal ed; the door swung i nwards suddenly, flooding the darkness of the
cell with light fromthe illum nated corridor beyond-Ilight that seened
dazzling to eyes by now adjusted to the darkness.

| blinked painfully, squinting in the glare-then gasped at the incredible
figure standing in the open door

Chapter 18
RED SWORDS | N KUUR

It had a massive chest and burly shoul ders, six, fat waddling | egs and a

bl unt, honely visage, all gogling eyes and grinning, froglike nouth filled
with blunt, powerful tusks. And once again its purple jows and nuzzle were
snmeared with fresh crinson!

Bozo hurled hinself across the cell, whining with eager joy at seeing ne
again, and nearly knocking nme flat with the enthusiasm of his greeting. Behind
him still in the doorway, stood the boy Taran, his face flushed and happy;
behi nd him hol ding a heavy, |ong-handl ed war axe dyed crinson, stood Ergon
The boy-sized sword that Taran carried ready in one small, capable fist was
also red with gore. And from further down the corridor |I heard a tumnult:
shouts and screans and thundering war cries.

Ergon's gl ooy visage lit up when he saw Jandar standing at ny side. And Taran
| aughed happily.

"Hi, Lankar-jan!" he chirped (or the Thanatorian equival ent of the greeting).
"I knew Bozo would find you first of all, so | let himgo and we just
foll owed. "

My arms were full of several hundred pounds of wiggling, snorting, ecstatic
othode, so all | could do was gasp a hasty hello. Jandar strode into the
corridor and cl apped the beam ng Ergon on the shoul der affectionately. Prying
nmysel f |1 oose from Bozo, | followed him the great othode pacing at ny side as
if unwilling to et me out of his sight again.

"How did you find your way in?" | asked Ergon

"Did you think, when the gig didn't return, we would et you stay down here
forever, without coming after?" he grow ed. "W descended in two nore gigs,
found your craft abandoned by the cliff, and followed your footprints in the
sand, finding they led smack into a wall of solid rock. Then your othode cane

boundi ng through the wall, proving it was not as solid as it had seened. He
caught Zantor's cloak in the grip of his jaws and half dragged the Admira
through the wall; we followed at his heels, saw the situation, and di spatched

a gig back to the Xaxar for reinforcements. The ship is moored to the cliff
now, and warriors are swarm ng down on rope |adders. W are cleaning out this
warren of tunnels with about forty or fifty fighting-men . "

"Good old Ergon!" Jandar grinned. Then, soberly, "But do we have rmuch of a



chance with so few? The M nd Wzards are armed with weird and powerful weapons

"Ch, aye," Ergon shrugged wi thout excitement. "They carry small glittering
metal things that direct bright streans of sparks at you-sparks that paralyze
your arms or |egs-and glass tanks of sleep-inducing gas they spray fromlong
nozzl es-but, by the Red Moon, Jandar, they die easily enough, for all that. A
sword through their black, putrid hearts or an axe l|laid al ong-side the head,
and they be as nortal as any other nen!"

"Bozo killed one," Taran said brightly. "When he was | eading us here! W cane
through a roomfilled with glass bottles and netal benches. There was an ol d,
old yellow man riding a magic chair-"

"That was Yanthu-the third in their nental hierarchy,"
boy, what happened?"

Jandar said. "Quick,

The | ad shrugged and | aughed ruefully.

"He tried to make ne go to sleep with his funny eyes on nme, sucking out ny
spirit. But Bozo growl ed and sprang upon him and tore out the wires and tubes
that connected himto the chair he was riding in. And the old man just broke
apart, like dusty bones wapped in old parchnent. He made a bad snell when he
died, like something | ongdead and all rotten with decay . "

"There's another one we nust be wary of-a living brain preserved in a crysta
sphere," Jandar said urgently, taking the extra sword Ergon had been carrying.
The boy tugged at his arm grinning.

"Ch, that thing? But it's dead, too, Jandar-jan!"
"What ?" Jandar cried, staring down at the boy in amazenent.

"Sure! | came upon it in another big rooma naked, winkled thing in a glass
case? | didn't knowit was part of a man. | thought it was part of sone poor
ani mal they were keeping alive and tornmenting with their experinents. So
smashed in the case with a heavy bench and put it out of its misery with ny
sword. "

Jandar and | exchanged a |ong stare of sheer astonishment. Then he turned
adm ri ng, appraising eyes on the young boy who stood there, gesturing
excitedly with his dripping sword.

"You . . . put himout of his msery?" the Prince of Shondakor repeated

dazedly. "Quorll, Nunber One . . . lord and supreme master of the M nd W zards
cut down by a child's sword . . . a child who acted out of nmercy and

conpassi on for what he thought was a poor, tortured thing! Well, perhaps it

was no nore than that, after all. But the incongruity of it! A cold, insidious

creature of pure intellect . . . plotting and schenming for twenty-three

t housand years to conquer worlds and subjugate whole civilizations . . . and a

child crushes it in passing, out of sinple conpassion!"

"We're having trouble with the big, dumb giants, the ones who wal k |ike dead
men," Ergon grow ed urgently. "But they can be killed, too. It takes sone
doi ng, and you don't want to- get within reach of their arns, but they be

sl ow, clunsy swordsmen . "

By now warriors in sky-boots and bl ue cl oaks were crowdi ng around us, trying
rings of keys taken fromthe corpses of dead jailors, opening the other cel



doors. Weary, dirty nen with amazed expressions were enmerging fromtheir cells
to be greeted by old friends and conrades. Anong these were only two whose
identities | could guess: a towering, gaunt, stiff-jointed insect creature who
could only be Koja the Yathoon, and a vivid, beautiful red woman with

i nperious eyes who nmust be Zamara, Princess of Tharkol. Jandar excused hinself
and went to greet his conrades.

"Lukor, you old rascal! Val kar, my friend! Tomar-Haakon!" he | aughed. They
crowded about us, talking excitedly, turning eyes friendly but curious on
nmysel f and Bozo and the boy.

"Ti me enough for explanations later,"” Jandar's voice rose above the joyous
clanmor. "Right now, our brave friends are fighting for their lives up the
tunnel, and | ameager to join them Lords of Gordrimator, it seens |ike ages
since | last held a sword in nmy hand! Cone, friends, we'll find weapons for
all of us on the way."

It would take far nore pages than the few allotted to ne here, were | to
describe all that happened during the hours which followed. But | saw such
sights of gallantry and heroi smas ny eyes have never behel d, before or since.
| saw Jandar of Callisto holding at bay three vicious swordsnmen, his red bl ade
flickering like a lethal shaft of light, his superb chest and naked arms
scored with wounds and streaning blood, a grimsnile touching his lips as the
greatest hero of two worlds cut through his ancient enenmes |ike an avengi ng
god.

| saw that mightiest of warriors, Koja of the Yathoon horde, battling agai nst
t he I unbering, deadeyed flesh robots. His terrible whip-swrd, found in the
arnory of the Mnd Wzards, whistled through the air as he- cut a crinson path
t hrough the rank of giant zonbies to the cowering yell ow dwarfs who hid behi nd
their mndl ess sl aves.

| saw brave men fight and die that day, nen whose names | knew and nen whom I
had never net, but whose deeds would not be forgotten while the world | asted
and a single warrior of Thanator lived in freedomto venerate the nenory of

t hose who fought and fell in the Battle of Kuur

And | fought too, as best | could, being untutored in the art of the sword,
and no warrior. But |I found a great wooden staff shod in bronze, not unlike
t he cudgel wherewith | had brained the savage vastodon in the jungle so many
| ong days before; and arned with this | struck and struck until ny nuscles
ached with weariness, and nore than one of the Kuurians succunbed to ny cl unsy
strokes. And ever at ny side fought the mghty othode, defending ne while
defended him And that day the great, faithful, fearless beast slew and slew
like a ferocious tiger. He sprang upon the greatest of the flesh robots and
tore with terrible claws and crushed and nangl ed with those nassive tusks,
until he wung a word of praise fromeven the nobl est of the chanpions of
Shondakor .

It was three hours later. W rested on the beach of Dragon River, sonme of us,
weary and bl oody but victorious at |ast. Bozo lay panting heavily at ny side,
while Aypto and Dr. Abziz and | shared between us a flask of quarra brandy
fetched down fromthe Xaxar which hung above us like a stationary cloud,
anchored to the crest of the cliffs. A hundred nen were upon the beach, war
parties venturing down into the warrens of conquered Kurr, others energing
with their wounded and their dead. | was bone-weary and battered and | ached
fromhead to foot, but it was all over now but for the final mopping up, and
had come out of it. in one piece sonehow, and | basked in a warm gl ow of

sati sfaction.



Beyond nme, Jandar stood tal king with Zantor and Thuron and the captains of the
Zarkoon and the Avenger. The sisterships of the expedition had gathered at the
prearranged rendezvous-point, found no Xaxar there, and had come searching for
her. They were in time to join in the last fury of the battle, and to earn
their share in the glory of our splendid victory.

"About over now, | think," Zantor was saying. "How did so few manage to seize
t he Jal at hadar and the Conqueress in the first place, ny Prince? To say
not hi ng of the Arkonna?"

"They had been forewarned of our coming, and maintai ned sentries on the
nmount ai n peak," Jandar said. "Then they boarded the two ships, Princess Zanara
expl ai ned, taking them by surprise in the darkness just -before noonrise.
Nobody suspected the M nd Wzards had a nmeans of boarding a ship when it was
al oft, you see; but they flew aboard on saddl ed ghastozars, controlling the

wi nged nonsters by tel epathy. Seizing tenporary command of the minds of the

| ookouts on the ships, they gai ned quick ascendancy through the advantage of
surprise. Those flesh robots of theirs are form dabl e opponents. Luckily,
however, the ships were captured with very little loss of life. They are stil
skyworthy, incidentally: the Wzards nmoored themin a huge cavern in the side
of the tripl epeaked nountain over there. The entrance is masked by anot her of
those nentally induced illusions. W can all return home in one voyage, the
six ships together. However, | think we had better |leave a fair-sized force
here to occupy Kuur on a tenporary basis, until we are certain we have cl eaned
out this nest of vipers for all tine."

"Here comes Lukor with the death roster," Zantor observed as the spry and
el egant ol d swordmaster of Ganatol canme up with a scrap of parchnent in one
hand and a gore-sneared rapier in the other. "How goes the count now, Master
Lukor ?"

"Fair enough, nmy Admiral,"” the Ganatolian smled cheerfully. "I have nyself
exam ned the corpses, and no fewer than thirteen of the yell ow devils are
accounted for."

"I gather your total does not include the naked brain in the case, slain by
the boy Taran, or the one in the floating chair struck down by Prince Lankar's
ot hode," Zantor runbled in his deep tones.

"Quite right," the silver-haired master swordsman nodded. "That raises the
total of dead Mnd Wzards to fifteen. You said there were only seventeen of
the fiends in all, |ad?"

"Si xteen," corrected Jandar thoughtfully. "Bozo the othode slew one at the
Gates of Kuur just before Lankar was captured. That means there is only one
Kuurian left alive . "

"Well, lad, he's down there in that nasty warren somewhere, and our nen wl|
snoke himout ere long," Lukor said.

"Let's hope so," Jandar said wearily. "We'll not be able to rest easy unti

the last of themis dead and the entire race has been exterm nated. \Wat about
the flesh robots? Are all of them dead?"

"A hal f-dozen were taken alive, the poor creatures! Better if they had gone
down fighting, for | doubt their mnds can ever be restored to them Mayhap we
had best put the miserable creatures out of their msery . "

"Well, we can decide on that |later."



A tall warrior of noble m en approached the conmand post where they stood. He
was acconpani ed by Koja the Yathoon, Princess Zamara of Tharkol and two young
of ficers, survivors of the capture of the First Arnada, whose names were Sojan
of Shondakor and Karan of Tharkol.

"Greetings; Valkar! What's the word?" Jandar hail ed the young noble, who was
thus identified as Lord Yarrak's son

"What's to be done with all the Kuurian weapons and instrunents we have taken?
W have thus far discovered an entire arnory of the hand-weapons and the
gas-receptacles.”

"I want them all destroyed," Jandar ordered. "And all of the equipnent in the
| aboratories, as well. The devilish science of the Mnd Wzards nust die with
the last of their race. Never again nust these devices be used agai nst our

ki ngdons. "
"I agree;" Zamara said warnmly. "The warriors of Thanator need no devil-nagic
to defend their cities agai nst whatever foes shall rise to threaten us in the
future. Qur gallant fighting men have proved here this day that sinple
courage, armed with sinple steel, can whel meven the evil science of Kuur. Let
everyt hing be destroyed!"

"Yes, but not until we have all left the caverns," Jandar advised. "Sonme of
the | aboratories nmay contain deadly poi sons or acids or powerful explosives.
See to this, will you Lukor?"

"Wth great pleasure, lad!" the- elegant old Ganatolian nodded. "Sonme of us
had best remain here for a tine, to see to the disposition of these matters,
whil e the remai nder of the Armada voyages hone."

"Zantor and | were just discussing this very point," Jandar agreed. "Zantor
if the Jalathadar is still as skyworthy as | believe she is, let's | eave her
here under Haakon, with Lukor in charge of the occupation force."

Zantor nodded his agreenment to this, and Koja and Ergon spoke up, requesting
to remain at Kuur to assist Lukor in his task. It was soon deci ded.

By this time hundreds of warriors had enmerged fromthe door in the cliff and
stood about exchangi ng weary jests, binding each other's wounds, cleansing the
bl oody bl ades. The men fromthe Second Armada had brought down w ne and
packaged field rations so that thirsty, hungry men night refresh thensel ves at
| ei sure after the hard day's work. Valkar flew in one of the gigs to the
triple-crested mountain, and returned to announce the Jal at hadar, the Arkonna
and the Conqueress were safely noored, in a condition of fair skyworthiness,
and ready to be reprovisioned for the return flight.

"Good news, but no nore than | had expected," Jandar said. "Are all of our
peopl e accounted for, Lukor?" The Ganatolian shook his head.

"Two parties are still nmissing," he recounted. "They were assigned to tracing
the extent of the tunnels and have not yet returned. Al so one of the

ex-pri soners and one crew nenber of the Second Armada are nissing. Neither had
been assigned to the two search parties and | amunable to account for their
wher eabouts, unless they net and joined with one or another of the searching
parties."

"Ch? Who are these?"

"Yl ana the jungle maid, and young Tomar," Lukor said. "I last laid eyes on the



boy when we were all nmingling in the corridor, having just been rel eased from
our cells. As for the jungle girl, she was fighting near me when we cut our
path t hrough the second conpl ex of |aboratories and storeroons. She may have
sought out young Tomar after we crushed that pocket of resistance, for

beli eve there exists, ahem a certain fond ness between the young peopl e?"

"Well, doubtless they will turn up soon enough," said Jandar. "Let me know
when the m ssing search parties return. Zantor, let us begin getting the nen
back to their ships-the wounded and the former prisoners first. The nmen need

rest badly. Lukor, take Sojan and Karan here and notify those who will remain
behi nd as part of your occupation force. W nust get their gear down fromthe
ships. Zantor, will you assign crews to the Conqueress, the Arkonna and the

Jal at hadar? W& need to get themout of their noorings in the cavern, test them
for airworthiness, and see themfully reprovisioned. Then, once these matters
are attended to, | see no reason why the conbined fleets cannot begin the | ong
voyage home . . . home to Shondakor and Tharkol, with the good news of victory
and of the destruction of the greatest nenace that has ever threatened our
wor | d!"

Chapter 19
RETURN TO SHONDAKOR

Before very long it was tinme to depart. W bade farewell to Lukor and Koja and
Ergon and the others who would remain here for a tine to nmake certain the
arnories and | aboratory facilities of the M nd Wzards were destroyed, and to
ascertain that no hidden pockets of resistance |ingered undi scovered. For ne,
of course, these farewells were final, for | nust be getting back to Earth to
take up the affairs of my own private life which for so long had hung in
abeyance.

I would be nmissing these new friends and the marvels of their strange and
exciting world. But everything ends, including ny adventure on Callisto, and
made the best of it. My chief regret was that Tomar and the jungle maid had
not yet been found, for | would l|ike to have nade ny | ast goodbyes to them as
well. At least their bodies were not anong the slain, thank heaven, so the
wor st that could have happened to them .was that they had becone lost in this
i nterm nabl e warren of subterranean tunnels and chanbers, and it was expected
that Lukor's search parties would soon find themand bring themin.

The Jal at hadar, under Captain Haakon, would remain here at Kuur until the
occupation force was ready to depart for holne. The other two surviving. ships
of the First Arnada, the Tharkolian ornithopters Conqueress and Arkonna,
somewhat battered during their capture by the Mnd Wzards, but stil

skyworthy, were reprovisioned fromthe stores found in Kuur, and | oaded wth
fighting men.

And so, the follow ng dawn, we prepared to depart on the | ong voyage back to
t he known hem sphere of

Callisto. Led by the Xaxar, the Avenger, the Zarkoon, the Arkonna and the
Conquer ess made what must have been the mightiest aerial fleet ever to sai

t he gol den skies of the Jungle Mon. Wiat a grand and inpressive sight the
five stately galleons of the clouds nust -have nade to the eyes of those who
had gathered below to bid us farewell and safe voyage hone! The skies of ny
native world have wi tnessed many a tremendous gathering of aircraft, but
never, | feel certain, a spectacle nore wondrous and superb than that we made
as we spread our gigantic wi ngs and soared over the valley and beyond the
Peaks of Harangzar, dwindling to nmotes in the western skies.



Li ving conditions aboard the Xaxar were considerably nore crowded on the
voyage home than they had been on the expedition to Kuur. This, of course, was
due to our having taken aboard a portion of the former prisoners whose rel ease
we had effected. Supplies of food and water woul d have been severely rationed,
too, had it not been for the storeroons of Kuur from which we had appropriated
according to our needs.

As before, | shared nmy small, crowded cabin with Dr. Abziz, young Taran

A ypto of Tharkol, and the faithful othode who would not |eave ny side. Qur
nmood was greatly changed on this second voyage. During the flight into the
unknown east an atnosphere of tension had existed: worries as to the nanel ess
fate of our lost friends had exacerbated this suspenseful mpod, and tenpers
had been short and easily frayed. The voyage home, however, was endured in a
rel axed and jubilant npod, for we were victorious and all hazards and perils
| ay behi nd us now.

Even the vile-tenpered little Soraban geographer and the rascally Tharkolian
thief hit it off nore confortably. They had been nore or |ess continually at
each other's throats during the first voyage, but now that they had shared a
bol d adventure and an heroic battle together, sonething in the nature of a
bond of conradeship could be discerned between them O perhaps | exaggerate;
but anyhow, there was | ess sniping and arguing, and a feeling of nutua

tol erance of the other's ways, however tenuous and tenporary it mght prove to
be, coul d be observed.

Wth so many nore hands aboard to share the various tasks and turn the great
wheel s that |lent our vessel its notive power, there was less for all of us to
do, and we had considerable |leisure in which to becone firner friends. | spent
many interesting and pl easurabl e hours getting to know Jandar and the ot her
warriors who had been only nanes in a book to ne. My fellow Earthling and

tal ked often together while the great wi ngs of the Xaxar bore us effortlessly
t hrough the nidni ght skies of Thanator. W tal ked of our native world and of
all the many exciting events which had occurred on Earth since Jandar had | eft
it behind himforever to assune his adventurous career upon Callisto. And we
di scussed for hours the marvels and nysteries of this weird and strange and
beauti ful jungle world.

There were many things | did not know about Thanator, and | had many questi ons
to ask. For while his narratives had reveal ed nuch about life on this planet
in the recounting of his exploits and explorations and adventures, there stil
remai ned events he had not fully detail ed and questions raised in the

manuscri pts whi ch he had negl ected to answer.*

Qur horeward flight across the desol ate wastel and was al nost conpletely
uneventful . W crossed the deserts and the nountai ns and soared above the
great, jungle-girt plateau that was the honeland of Ylana's primtive tribe
wi t hout so nuch as a single adventure to mar the peaceful serenity of the
voyage, which, in fact, had begun to verge on boredom

W flew past .the Muntains of the Zarkoon for the second tine, and again

wi t hout so nuch as a single glinpse of the savage and nonstrous w nged

canni bal s which infested these peaks in such nmultitudes. As we approached the
borders which separated the, two hem spheres wi thout incident, the bleak and
barren | andscape becane gradually forested with weird black and scarlet trees,
the hills and pl ains becane carpeted with crinmson sward again. It was al nost
with a feeling of anticlimax that we sighted the red stone walls of Tharkol on
the mi sty horizon, and spied fromafar the distant shores of the Corund Laj,
the greater of the two | and-locked seas of Callisto.



W noored above the swelling donmes and soaring spires of the Scarlet City,
remai ning in Tharkol for the better portion of one entire day while the

Thar kol i an warriors and nobl es gathered up their gear, made their farewells to
t hei r Shondakori an conrades, and descended in gigs to their honel and.

Dr. Abziz, clutching his precious instrunents and charts and notes to his
bosom made his goodbyes. He retained a stiff and formal dignity in bidding nme
farewel |, but he unbent just a trifle in saying goodbye to Taran and even
tousled the grinning boy's hair with sonething approaching an avuncul ar
affection. And | noticed with an inward snmle that he ventured a tentative and
gingerly pat on the head as he passed Bozo on his way out of the cabin. The
great ot hode, who had | ong since becone accustoned to the presence of the
l[ittle man, seened puzzled by his departure and whined a little, deep in his

throat, as the Soraban left. | was thinking how unbearabl e woul d be the wench
of taking ny own farewell of the faithful big fellow, and wondering if | could
do it. | amunable to report what passed between d ypto and Abziz when they

parted, for this scene took place on deck when | was not present. I'd like to

think they parted as friends, but sonehow | feel certain there was a fina
exchange of insults between them if only just for old tinme's sake.

That evening we were guests of Queen Zamara at a feast given in our honor in
her palace. | could fill this chapter with a description of the sunptuous and
splendid hall in which we feasted anong furnishings and hangi ngs and
appoi nt nents of gorgeous and barbaric magnificence, but | know that ny words
woul d fall far short of adequacy. Suffice it to say that | gorged nyself on
succul ently spiced, delicious delicacies to a degree which nore than made up
for the rather rough and unappetizing cuisine the Xaxar's galley had been
serving us. And | drained so many goblets of rare and exquisite wine in
response to a succession of toasts in honor of our triunphs and victories that
my menories of the | ast phases of this spectacular evening are, to say the
very | east, sonewhat hazy.

W flew on later that evening, |eaving two ships behind. Leagues of scarlet
meadow sward glided beneath our keels as the Xaxar and the Avenger and the
Zarkoon floated through the night skies wondrously lit by the many col ored
noons.

O our arrival, just before dawn, at Shondakor | shall say little here. The
entire popul ace of the stone netropolis awke to the exultant cry of gol den
trunpets as pal ace wat chmen saw us wi ngi ng through the ni ght under the

gl ori ous noons. The streets became thronged with magi cal sw ftness, and a nood
of hilarity and joy filled the ancient city as thousands poured through the
broad, tree-lined boulevard as if for sone triunphant and | ong-awaited
festival

Darl oona, radiant with tremul ous joy, awaited us on the landing tier of the
pal ace, which was crowded with happy faces. And a great cheer went ringing up
agai nst the stars fromthe throats of thousands when the lithe, bronzed,

fam liar figure of Prince Jandar appeared to their view Still clad in
warrior's tunic, his long sword at his side, the Prince of Shondakor crossed
the marble rooftop to sweep the slender formof his thrice-beloved Princess
into his enbrace and to erase her tears and to seal her eager, laughing lips
with his own.

It was well after dawn before any of us sought our couches. Each |ost hero of
the ill-fated first voyage had to be displayed to the throng froma great

bal cony whi ch overl ooked the great plaza, and |oud and | ong the cheers rang
out for Prince Val kar and his companions in captivity. No less full-throated
was the acclaimw th which the people of Shondakor wel comed hone again those
who had effected their rescue and thus put an end forever to the shadowy



menace of the M nd Wzards-and grim Zantor and grizzled Thuron and the rest
were hailed with that enthusiasm and | ove which nations reserve for their
conquering heroes. Even little A ypto was vociferously acclai ned, for the
vill ai nous Tharkolian had come with us rather than |lingering behind in

Thar kol , where he and Abziz night have made their way by overland caravan to
Soraba to nake their reports to the Seraan

Sonmewhat to ny disconfort, |, too, received a share in the acclaim and was
greeted with an ent husi asm whi ch seened to ne i nmoderate, since | had taken so
smal | and unheroic a role in the destruction of Kuur

At | ast the greetings were done and we sought our couches where peacef ul
slunmber clainmed us. And it seens to me that all adventure stories should end
as happily as had ours, in honecom ng and festival and heart-felt wel cone. My
two servants proudly escorted ne into ny apartnents, and yawni ng, heavy-eyed
Taran took Bozo for an earlynorning stroll through the walled gardens which
adjoined ny suite, while |I relaxed, wearily letting ny valet renove ny
warrior's gear, hang ny weapons on their pegs, and help ne into a sl eeping
robe. | sanpled soma of the refreshments which they had hastily laid out

agai nst whatever appetite the returning adventurer might have, but | was too
sleepy to do nore than nibble at themand drink a bit of wi ne, and even then
it was nmore from politeness than hunger

The norning skies were brilliant with the gold of day by now When Taran
returned with Bozo | could see the boy could hardly keep his eyes open any

| onger, so, rather than nmake himfind his way through the maze of corridors to
his own quarters, | bid ny servant prepare a bed for him And before |ong
stretched out under the coverlets nmyself with a huge yawn. Bozo threw hi nsel f
down by the side of ny couch with a deep sigh of contentnment and | reached
down to scratch the | oose folds of purple fur behind his ears, where he |iked
to be petted, but before the caress was half conpleted |I was asl eep

Chapter 20
FAREVELLS AND GREETI NGS

W set out the next day on thaptor-back, skirting the borders of the Kunal a,
and rode for the jade slab am dst the scarlet sward. The expedition had
returned in triunph and the adventure had conme to a happy ending. There was no
reason to prolong ny return to Earth any further, and | was anxi ous to get
hone. | knew ny wife would be worried about nme and that ny agent woul d be
getting anxi ous, too. Business decisions would be piling up, contracts were
waiting ny signature, and there were books | wanted to wite=this one in

particular. | wanted to set down my nenories of these people and ny

i mpressions of their strange and wonderful world while they were still fresh
in ny mnd

Zastro consulted the epheneris, if | may call it that, whereby the old sage

was able to predict when the golden ray of force woul d appear next and the
Gat e Between the Wirlds woul d be open. Studying the conplicated tables wherein
the history of the phenonmenon was recorded, he announced a date two days
hence.

| suppose ny departure from Shondakor may have seened a bit precipitous-after
all, the Armada had only arrived a few hours before I made ny farewell s-but
sonmetines it's best to do it thus. But to postpone ny return to Earth until a
| ater date woul d not nake the farewell any easier

And so we rode through cheering crowds and out the gates of Shondakor and



across the stone bridge which spanned the gliding waters of the Ajand, and
west across the grassy plains under the golden skies. dypto and Taran and
Zantor rode with ne, and Jandar and Zastro and many nore, and we were escorted
by a contingent of the Jungle Legion, led by the stalwart young captain,

Barin, who had first escorted ne to Shondakor so many days before. Bozo | oped
along at ny side, his short |egs pumping furiously, looking up into ny face
fromtime to time with an unreadabl e expression in his bul ging eyes.

"It will be hard sayi ng goodbye to you, Taran, after all the adventures we
have shared together," | said to the boy who rode silently at my side, his
face gl um and downcast. He nodded nutely.

Jandar, who rode on ny right, sniled understandingly.

"Taran has a hone in Shondakor now," the Prince said warmy, "and we will take
care of him He is old enough to beconme a cadet in the |egions, and Lukor has
prom sed to tutor himin swrdsmanship. In no tine at all he will be a. brave

and gal |l ant young officer in conmand of many warriors. And we shall see to it
that he has a nan-sized sword fromthen on!"

The boy brightened at this exciting news. At his age it is al nost inpossible
to stay sad or gloony for very long-life is too filled with excitenents and
surpri ses.

"Real |y, Jandar-jan?" he chirped, "A sword of nmy own-and a place anong the
warriors?" Jandar solemmly assured himthe pronise would be faithfully kept.
Thereafter, the boy rode along nore cheerfully.

"I think you have one nore goodbye to make, sir, which will be even harder,"
Jandar said to me quietly, nodding his head at the great beast who waddl ed

al ong beside my nmount. | acknow edged the truth of his words with a sigh. It
was going to hurt, parting with Bozo. | knew the poor othode coul d not
understand why | had to | eave hi mbehind; ny departure would hurt himand he
woul d mourn. It m ght even break his great, |oyal heart, for the faithful
fellow | oved and trusted ne conpletely. It wasn't going to make ny heart
confortable, either, for I had grown very attached to himover all this tine.
But | had to | eave himbehind; | had no choice in the matter.

W rode along at an easy pace, talking little between us, and then only on

i nconsequential small matters. | felt downcast and norose-adventures ought not
to end like this, | thought to myself sadly. But then |I always hate goodbyes;
anyway. Partings depress me. | |ove making new friends, but | hate saying

farewell to them

I was in such a glum downbeat nood that | didn't really notice Bozo's
pecul i ar behavior until it was pointed out to ne |later. The beast had been
waddl i ng al ong beside ne during the begi nning of our journey, but before |ong
he began hangi ng back, staring into the jungle with intent interest and
snuffling the air as if he sensed the presence of sonething which alerted his
attention. The warriors of the Jungle Legi on who rode behind our party as an
escort said that while the othode seemed di sturbed, he did not react as he
woul d have to the presence of a dangerous predator. Had his sharp senses
detected a danger he woul d have growl ed deep in his broad chest and his
hackl es woul d have risen

He woul d |inger behind, goggling eyes fixed on sonething in the underbrush,
and he evinced a peculiar reluctance to turn aside fromwhatever it was in the
jungl e that had caught his attention. Many tines Barin's men had to call back
to himin order not to | eave hi m behi nd.



W halted for a brief rest and a neal and it was during this rest stop that
Bozo vani shed entirely. He stood near ne, staring fixedly into the thick
bushes, ears at the alert, his whole body tense with strange excitenment. |
spoke to himabsently and at the famliar sound- of ny voice he turned

mour nful , pl eadi ng eyes upon ne, and uttered a curious, eager whine. The next
monent and he had gone. One leap carried himfromthe perineter of our
tenmporary canp into the underbrush at the edge of the G and Kunmal a. The jungle

swal  owed hi mup. | called, but there came no answer.
When the tine came for us to nmount up and continue our journey, Bozo still had
not returned. | lingered, turning a backwards gl ance toward the margin of the

jungl e, expecting at any nonment to see that familiar burly body, those
goggli ng eyes, and that frogli ke gash of mouth set with blunt, powerful tusks.
But he did not appear.

"Perhaps it's better this way," Jandar said. "It's easier, at any rate. Maybe
Bozo knew you two rust part; maybe he couldn't bear it any better than you
could."”

"Maybe you're right," | said. "But | hate to go this way, w thout even saying
goodbye. "

And so we rode on. There was nothing el se to do.

That night we nade canp at the jungle's edge and ate our rations by firelight.
Bozo did not return by the time we lay down, rolled into our cloaks, and
slept. By dawn, when we arose to ride on, he still had not returned.

Towards nightfall of the second day after |eaving Shondakor, we rmade our | ast
canp. It was near the edge of the Kumala, just within sight of the jade slab
W ate a cursory neal of cooked neat, dried fruit, black bread and yell ow
wine. By the flickering light of the canpfire we dozed, waiting for the hour
of the appearance of the ray, when the Gate woul d open

"Anot her hour, perhaps two,"
of Ramavad."

Zastro said sonberly. "Alittle after the rising

"I wish | could take nmy gear with ne," |I said as | regretfully set aside ny
tuni c and weapons, and my long sword in its scabbard, enbl azoned with the
wei rd hieroglyph that was nmy Shondakorian coat-of-arnms. "Still, | suppose it's

better that | don't."

Jandar took up my sword, the one Darloona had presented to ne after ny

i nvestiture. "We shall keep these safe for you, sir. Perhaps you will cone
back anot her day. "

"Perhaps,"” | sniled.

Suddenly Taran plucked at ny arm

"Look there, Lankar-jan! There, by the jungle's edge-"

Jandar peered, shielding his eyes against the glare of the canpfire. "I can't
quite-"

"Why, it's Bozo!" cried Barin in surprise.

And so it was! The great beast stood, hesitating at the edge of the jungle,
wat chi ng us.



"Aye, 'tis the dear beast hinself,"’
other w th hinP"

"little Aypto croaked. "But what be that

W | ooked. Beyond Bozo, where he stood a little ways down the slope, staring
at us with goggling eyes, sad yet oddly happy, too, and oddly shanefaced, was
anot her. A second othode, purple-furred and rotund, eyes goggling at us
warily, lingered just within the margin of the underbrush. The second beast

| ooked nmuch |ike Bozo, but there were a few differences; for one, -it was a
bit smaller and nore slenderly built, |less broad in the chest, less burly in
the shoul der. And for anot her-

"Way, it's a female!" Jandar |aughed. And so it was: and suddenly the glum
nmel ancholy mood that had gripped us all this time broke in delighted | aughter
Bozo had not fled because he could not endure to be parted fromne; he had
sensed a femal e othode in the woods, and had gone to her, obeying the age-old
call of blood to blood, of nmale to fenale.

" “The call of the wild,' | guess," Jandar chuckl ed.

"Yes! Or maybe “springtine for Bozo' says it best," | laughed. | went towards
t he pl ace where Bozo stood, and called him He cane waddling to nme, growing
over his shoulder to the female, who lurked timdly just beyond the brush,
wat ching us. | got down on ny knees and enbraced him The great brute sighed
and rubbed his wrinkl ed brow agai nst me, burrowing into my chest, and |icked
ny face

"Well, then, big boy; well, then! You've found a | ady ot hode for yourself,
have you? | guess she needs you nore than | do, you old Bozo, you! Goodbye,
now, old fellow. Be a good boy. "

| rubbed the place behind his ears and he closed his great eyes in bliss and
grunbl ed deep in his throat. Then his lady-friend whined fromthe edge of the
shrubbery and, reluctantly, he pulled hinmself out of nmy arms and went trotting
into the woods, but with many a backwards gl ance. He paused for a | ong nonent
on the edge of the jungle. Then the forest swall owed himup

Behind me the night it up with golden glory, and | turned away from ny | ast
sight of Bozo and said ny farewells.

"It is time, Prince Lankar," said Zastro
| nodded, and began renoving nmy garnments.

The bottom of the jade-lined well was matted with fallen | eaves which were
crisp and sharp against my bare hide. Above ne, the, circular opening was

filled with brilliant stars. Soon, when ny calls had roused the canmp, it was
ringed with staring faces which soon broke into delighted grins. The Canbodi an
native boys had sel dom seen a naked white man at the bottomof a well, and

suppose it was an absurd spectacle.

They got ne out of the well and Sir Ml col mtossed an ol d arny bl anket about
nmy shoul ders, wapping it about ne against the chill of the jungle night. And
then Noel was there, |aughing and weeping at the sanme time, huggi ng and

ki ssing ne, her cheeks wet against ny face.

"About tinme you got back!" she smiled through happy tears. "I'd begun to think
you' d settled down with some Callistan princess! Are you all right?"

"I"'mfine," | said, "and the Callistan princesses are all spoken for already,
so you didn't have to worry. I'msorry it took ne so long to get back hone,



but I couldn't manage it any qui cker. Honey, | hope you didn't worry about ne
too nuch . "

Sir Mal col mbroke up the circle of grinning natives with a roar, and sent them
scurrying about their business. Noel and | went off to our tent, arns about
each other's waist, talking happily.

"We found your rings at the bottomof the well," she said. "I have them safe.

Your clothes, too."
"So you guessed what happened to ne, then?"

"OfF course! And if that beam of |ight had conme on again, maybe | woul d have
cone after you. | don't know why you should have all the exciting things
happen to you-1'd like an adventure or two, all to nyself! You' ve got to tel
me everything that happened . "

"I will,” | said. W entered the tent and | exchanged the old army bl anket for
the clothing | had |l eft behind ne so many days before.

"You certainly look in fine shape,"” ny wife observed seriously, exam ning ne
wi th thoughtful eyes. "You' ve put on a few pounds; and you've even gotten a
tan. How did you nanage to stand it all that tinme with no cigarettes?"

"I't wasn't easy,"” | laughed. "But when you're three hundred and ninety mllion
mles away fromthe nearest cigarette machine, you damm well get accustoned to
doi ng wi thout! Ahh-and here's something else | nissedl” Sir Ml colms native
cook had thrust open our tent flap to grin his hello and to offer ne a
steanming tin cup of coffee. It snelled indescribably delicious, the arona
suddenly stimulating ny taste buds, filling nmy mouth with saliva. | took a

| ong swal | ow of the hot beverage, and it seenmed to nme that | had never drunk
anything nore delicious in ny life.

My wife watched as | downed the coffee with gusto, relishing every drop. Her
head was tilted a little on one side, so that her dark blonde hair fell over
one cheek. She sniled fondly.

"The cigarettes are in the duffel bag," she said, "if you want sone."

| was tenpted powerfully; but the urge to snoke had di ed out many days ago,
and | had long since ceased to mss the taste.

"I"ve gone without themfor weeks, now, and |'ve gotten used to it. CGuess I'lI
keep it up for a while; you always wanted ne to stop snoking, anyway,
remenber ?"

She nmarvel ed at this display of willpower. Then she threw back her head and
| aughed, long hair tousling on her shoul ders.

"What's so funny?"

"Nothing . . . nothing at all! | was just thinking- the way you snoke, it
woul d take sonething as unprecedented as a surprise trip to the fifth noon of
Jupiter, to get you to give 'emup!"

Qur return tickets had been bought and paid for before we had | eft New York
but we hadn't made return reservations, not know ng just when we would want to
| eave. So we hadn't forfeited the tickets or m ssed our flight. And when at
last we did get hone to take up the orderly confusion of our everyday |ives,

it was to be greeted by several hysterical dogs who had been wondering where



we were and why the fanmiliar routine of their Iives had been so thoroughly
di srupted, and by ny sister-in-law who was grateful to be able to turn the
care and feeding of the nmutts back into our hands again, and by my agent who
had been fretting over ny prol onged absence while frantically stalling
publ i shers whose contracts were sitting on his desk unsigned, awaiting ny
signature

"Some vacation that was," ny wife grunbl ed one evening, sprawl ed wearily on
the Iiving roomcouch in front of the tv, after a day of housekeeping. "I'll
never be able to understand how | can work nyself to the bone before we go
away, getting the house cleaned up so we can |l eave it-then come back and work
nmysel f to the bone getting it cleaned up all over again. Mysterious stuff!"”

"I guess so," | said. "But it was fun, wasn't it? The nysterious East-exotic
Phnom Penh-the Lost City of Arangkor,"

"Sure," she grinned. "There | was, stuck in the mddle of the jungle, eating
canned soup and fighting off mobsquitos as big as horses, and | ooking ny best
in a set of baggy khakis splashed up to here with rmud-and there you were,
gallivanting around Callisto, fighting M nd Wzards and rescui ng people, with
a bunch of Callistan princesses giving you the eyel™

"I told you before, there weren't -any princesses,"” | rem nded her

"Maybe! But when you get to tal king about the trip, sometines you get all
nmusty-eyed and tendervoi ced

"I guess | do," | admitted. "I can explain that, though. Remind nme to tell you
about Bozo, sonetinme."

" “Bozo'? Well, that's nore like it. | can't imagine a princess naned Bozo. Is
it this nysterious Bozo you miss so badly?"

"Yep." And | began to tell her the whole story. And when | was finished her
suspi cions were allayed. After all, even wives can't very well feel jeal ous of
si x| egged, purple-furred othodes.

A POSTSCRI PT

This book was witten over the next few nmonths after we returned to Hollis.
The typescript was all finished, handcorrected, and about ready to be handed
into my editor at Dell when the letter arrived with the Phnom Penh post nark.
It had appeared in the well and Sir Malcolmhad forwarded it along to ne.

The letter was witten in a famliar hand with a thaptor quill pen in watery
i nk on dun-colored parchnent. It read like this:

Shondakor,

9th xapac, 20th chore, fifth day of third zome. Dear M. Carter

W hope you arrived in Canbodia safely and that Ms. Carter was not too

di straught at your |engthy absence. By now you nust be back in New York
wor ki ng on new books.

Your friends here all ask to be renenbered to you. That rascal d ypto has been

making life mserable for poor old Abziz. Lukor and the others have returned,
the mssing Mnd Wzard is dead, and Yl ana and Tonar are back safely-1'I1 tell



you all about it when | have a chance to wite you at length. Taran is a cadet
intraining with the legions, and is having the time of his life.

Just the other day we were out hunting along the edges of the Kumala, and who
shoul d appear but Bozo! He wouldn't |et anybody el se near him but seened gl ad
to see me. And took ny sleeve in his nmouth and drew ne over to the edge of the
woods. Then he grow ed and before long Ms. Bozo cane out of the brush, stil
very timd of people.

She was shy, but the pups were anything but! Yes, the pups (there is no other
word for them if you can inagine fat niniature Bozos about el even inches

I ong, scarcely able to toddle). There are eight of themin all, four little
boy-pups and four little girl-pups, and the cutest fat little fell ows

i magi nabl e!

They came waddling right up to be petted and licked ny hands and sniffed at ny
ankl es and in general behaved with conplete fearl essness-under the proud eyes
of Bozo, who sat with tongue lolling, grinning froggishly all the while, and
under the nore-than-slightly-nervous eyes of their nother, who doesn't hold

wi th human beings at all and seened convinced | woul d ki dnap her babies on the
spot. She didn't relax until a whuff! fromtheir father sent them waddling
back to her side.

Just thought you'd like to know how things turned out. So the Bozo nystery is
solved, and there's another story with a happy ending for you.

Very best w shes, JANDAR OF CALLI STO



