Jandar 5: Mnd Wzards of Callisto
By Lin Carter

Book One
THE QUEST FOR KUUR

Chapter 1
The Mystery of the Mnd W zards

When you have an eneny, you cannot rest in peace until you have destroyed him

This is one of the great laws of life, and it holds as true for individual nen
as for nations.

As a warrior by inclination, a fighting-man by profession, | have nmade this

di ctum a part of ny personal phil osophy. And nothing that has ever chanced to
occur in ny long career of wandering and adventure has ever proved this belief
an error.

And now we had indeed an enemy! An eneny secretive and furtive, shadow and

hi dden, unscrupul ous and insidi ous. There was no course open to nen of courage
and honor but to seek out the hidden lairs of that eneny and destroy him

bef ore he brought his cunning schemes to fruition and destroyed us.

In the years since | first found myself mraculously transported across the
gulf of mllions of mles of space by some nysterious agency to this strange
and marvel ous world, | have allied myself with a people called the Ku Thad.
They are a brave and stalwart and freedom | ovi ng nation of heroic and

nobl e-hearted warriors, and the seat of their power is the great city of
Shondakor the Col den, which arises am dst the Plains of Haratha on the River
Aj and.

To their princess, the fair Darl oona, | have given ny allegiance and ny heart.

And-by a miracle even nore wondrous and inexplicable than that which so
strangely transported ne to this unknown and beautiful planet-l succeeded in
wi nni ng her heart as well

It is amracle | will never conpletely manage to understand. That I, a
wanderi ng young adventurer froma far-off world, should have won the |ove of

t he nost beautiful princess of two planets, remains and shall ever remain a
nmystery beyond the scope of ny conprehension. It seenms to ne that | ama very
ordi nary young man, no braver or nore handsone or nore exceptional in any way
than any other of a thousand young nen. But ny bel oved saw in ne sone rare and
precious quality that remains invisible to my own scrutiny, and chose nme for
her mate fromall others

It is no mere fal se nodesty on ny part to say that this marvel remains

i nexplicable to nme, for I amno nore hunble or self-effacing than nost nmen. It
is sinply, | think, that few nen really deserve the wonderful gift of the
heart of a | ovely and noble woman. Once that gift has been bestowed upon us,
we thereafter nmust spend the rest of our lives earning and deserving that
gift.

However, against all odds, | had won through a world of perils to a place
besi de the Princess of the Golden City and had made her m ne. Her kingdom
whi ch now | shared as Prince Jandar of Shondakor, | have held firm against a

host of enem es. Mere nonths before, the city of Tharkol, ruled by the nmad



gueen Zamara, had | aunched an insidious assault against our realm Armed with
a secret weapon of inmrense power, the self-styled "Enmpress of Callisto" had
sought to subjugate the Golden City of the Ku Thad as the first step on her
anbi ti ous program of planetary conquest. She had caught us by surprise, taking
as her prisoners ny princess and nyself, as well as our staunch ally and
conrade, the burly Perushtarian warrior, Ergon

In a bew | dering sequence of remarkable events, we had been able to turn the
tabl es on Zamara, carrying her off into the wilderness of the Geat Plains,
safely eluding recapture by the Tharkolians until narrowly managing to rejoin
our own conr ades.

And then had come a sequence of revel ations so unexpected and surprising, that
the entire history of this jungle-girdl ed world would forever after be changed
because of them

For Zamara was not truly mad, it proved, but had been seduced into her gaudy
dreans of world conquest by an insidious band of tel epaths who dwelt in a
secret citadel in a far-off [and, from which hidden fortress they worked to
the destruction of the free cities of Thanator

Once the full truth became known, Zamara was overcome by contrition and

| abored nmightily to undo the damage she had done. From our nobst powerful eneny
she becanme our staunchest ally, adding the armed m ght of her own warlike
realmto the fighting |l egions of the Ku Thad in a mghty effort to throw down
t he power of our true eneny, the Mnd Wzards of Kuur

In this great crusade upon which we were shortly to enbark, a second ally |ent
us his strength. This was the redoubtable and cunni ng Seraan of Soraba, a
nmerchant city to the north on the shores of Corund Laj the Geater Sea,
Kaanurath by name. His city-state had been next on Zamara's agenda of world
dom nance; apprised of this, the clever Prince Kaanurath had insinuated his
mast er-spy, Aypto, into the city of Tharkol. It had been dypto who was
instrumental in freeing us from Zamara's captivity, after we had been taken
prisoner in a daring Tharkolian raid.

Soraba is a part of the wealthy Perushtarian enpire to the north. They are not
a warlike people, the Perushtarians, but a nation of tradesmen and nerchants.
In the past, when internecine strife broke out between the several cities of
their empire, the Perushtarians had been wont to hire the services of an

i mense nercenary armny called the Chac Yuul, the Black Legion. But those days
were over and gone, and in recapturing the kingdom of ny bel oved princess from
the clutches of her enemes, | had taken a part in the overthrow of the Chac
Yuul . Broken and dispersed, the warrior host had since vanished fromthe great
stage of world events and no | onger played any major role in the history of

t he Jungl e Moon.

Hence the wily Kaarmurath had been forced to rely upon his own resources in
defending his realmfromthe anbitions of Zamara of Tharkol. Di sguising

hi nsel f as the nmerchant Shaphur, he had |ed a caravan of warriors, also

di sgui sed, to reconnoiter the situation, and we had fallen in with himafter
ef fecting our escape from Tharkol

Intime all of these matters had cone to their resolution. And when at |ength
it becane known that a secret agent of the hidden fortress of telepaths-the
"Mnd Wzards," they styled thenselves-had in fact been the power behind
Zamara's throne, a fact cleverly conceal ed fromeveryone, including Zamara, it
became grimy obvious to the soverei gns of Shondakor, Tharkol and Soraba that
we should never be pernitted to enjoy peace until we had rooted out and
destroyed this secret nest of tel epathic magicians who worked, and had worked



behi nd the scenes for many years, to overthrow the ki ngdonms of Thanat or

It was sonme nonths after our return fromthese hazardous adventures that we
prepared to enbark on our crusade against the Mnd Wzards of Thanat or

For that tine we had | abored mghtily in preparation for this expedition. In
our attack against the Mnd Wzards, we had determ ned that speed was the
essential factor.

Only one hemi sphere of this planet is known to us. Thanator, or Callisto, is
one of the noons of Jupiter. The astronomers of my native Earth will doubtless
argue that Callisto is too small a world to sustain a breathabl e at nosphere
and too distant fromthe Sun for its surface to be warmand fertile, nuch |ess
tropic. Wth these |earned teachings | cannot argue: all | can say is that |
Jon Dark, have dwelt upon this world for nonths, and that | still live and
breathe and feel the warnth of a tropic daylight upon ny flesh.

| expect no one to believe the amazing narrative of my adventures, for | can
of fer no tangi ble proof of their veracity to offset the cal cul ati ons of
astrononers. | suspect, nerely, that the sages and scientists of ny native
Earth have yet to unriddle nost of the secret nysteries of the Universe

and that the inexplicable existence of intelligent life upon the surface of
the Jungle Moon is but one of those nysteries.

How | traveled here | can neither explain nor even understand. And why I
continue to set down with a reed pen on papyrus this continuing narrative of
marvel s remains a puzzle even to nyself. At periods a volume of these nenoirs
is transported through the jungles of the G and Kumal a by a picked war-party
of fighting-nen in ny retinue to a nysterious jade disc which is the site of
the Callistan term nus of a peculiar subspatial |ink between our two worlds.
Who built this marker | cannot conjecture-what unseen and superi or
intelligence mintains this Gateway between the worlds is still a nystery even
to nyself. And whether these menmpirs do indeed retrace the route |I travel ed
years before, to materialize at the bottomof a jade-lined well in the centra
pl aza of the Lost Gty of Arangkor in the trackless and unexpl ored jungles of
sout hern Canbodia | dare not even guess.

The fact that human beings no different fromny fellow Earthlings dwell upon a
di stant planet seens to nme a fact of astounding inportance to the future of
manki nd. It behooves ne to pass along to ny fellow Areri cans sonme record of
the marvel s and nysteries | have encountered here. If any eye but my own shal
ever peruse these pages | cannot ever hope to know. Perhaps these nenoirs go
astray when they vani sh up that pul sing beam of golden |light that fornms at
randomintervals within the jade Gateway . . . perhaps they wander forever in
the far places of the Universe, a Universe whose vastness and many nysteries
and inexplicable secrets | amonly beginning to conprehend.

O, perchance they nolder into decay in a forgotten city of crunbling stone
that has been | ost for unknown ages in the mdst of the Canmbodi an jungles.

I do not know, probably, | shall never know
But wite them | shall, hoping that across the vastness of some three hundred
and ei ghty-seven mllion, nine hundred and thirty thousand nmiles they wll

somehow come into hands of men able to read themand to appreciate the
transcendent significance of the information they contain.

To those readers, then-if any-lI now speak. Doubtless to you ny narrative of
marvel s and adventures upon a distant world will seemno nore than an
extravagant fiction. Sobeit. Read and ponder well; the decision of ny veracity



is yours to make. And stop to think: if this is nothing but nmere fiction, then
| must surely be the nost gifted romancer in all the annals of fantastic
literature since Edgar Rice Burroughs. For only an author of his great

i magi nati ve genius could concoct so weird and marvel ous a world as Thanat or
and nake it real and living on the page.

Then pause to consider: would any author, able to invent such a stirring and
vivid narrative, thronged with wonders, |eave so nmany questi ons unanswered, so
many nysteries unsol ved?

Sonmewhere on the further hem sphere of Callisto, yet unknown to us, the secret
citadel of the Mnd Wzards |ay hidden

But - wher e?

Callisto is not a small world. It neasures nearly three thousand miles in

di ameter, which makes it, with Ganynede and Titan, one of the |argest
satellites in the Solar Systemso large, in fact, that at the very dawn of the
sci ence of astronomy, the great Galileo was able to discover it by neans of

the small, crude | enses available to him W are talking, therefore, of
somet hing in the nei ghborhood of twenty-four mllion square mles.*
And-where in all this twenty-four mllion square niles mght the lair of the

M nd W zards be found?

Only the one henisphere of Callisto is known to us and has been mapped by the
cartographers of Thanator: the hem sphere which contains the Corund Laj, the
G and Kumal a, the White Mountains, the Great Plains of Haratha, and the Sannur
Laj, or Lesser Sea, as well as the cities of Shondakor, Tharkol, Soraba, Farz,
Nar ouk, Ganatol and Perushtar, and, fornerly, Zanadar

The opposite hem sphere is conpletely unknown. And we had good reasons to
suspect that the hidden lair of the Mnd Wzards lay in the trackl ess
wi | derness of this second hem sphere.

But agai n-where?

Luckily, we possessed two sl ender clues to the whereabouts of the secret
ci tadel .

During the desperate attenpt of the Ku Thad to recapture their city fromthe
clutches of the Black Legion two years ago, | had been forced to fight to the
deat h agai nst the cunning devil-priest, Ol the Uncanny, in the Pits bel ow
Shondakor, in order to rescue ny conrades Koja of the Yathoon Horde and Lukor
the gall ant and peppery little master-swordsnman from Ganatol, who had been
taken prisoner by the Chac Yuul

At that time, and before our duel ended in his death, the clever little
war | ock who had been the masterm nd behind the Bl ack Legi on, the power behind
the throne of its | eader, Arkola, had boastfully revealed to me sone hint of
the hiding place of his fellow M nd W zards.

H's words are burnt indelibly into ny nenory. Well do | recall that harrow ng
hour in which for the first time | matched swords agai nst an adversary who
could read ny mind |like an open book, and knew a split second in advance where
nmy next stroke would fall.

Only by sheer chance had Ool been overcone and slain. But in his
overconfidence, sure of his victory over me, he gloatingly let slip sonme snall
clue as to the location of the nysterious Mnd W zards.



Smirking in oily anticipation of his triunph over ne in the deadly gane of
bl ade agai nst bl ade, he had boasted to nme, there in dank and gl oony dungeons,
and his words remain in ny nmenory to this hour-

1 amone of the M nd Wzards of Kuur, dark shadowy Kuur that |ies beyond the
Dragon River anmid the Peaks of Harangzar, on the other side of Thanator. M
peopl e share a curious science, a nental discipline that permits us to read
the thoughts and nminds of other beings . . . W are a small, a dying race; but
we have a mighty power over the m nds of other nmen, a power which, if used
adroitly, can lay an enpire within our reach.

Because of these words which Ool had incautiously let slip in the noment
before he inadvertently tripped over the corpse of Bluto which |ay spraw ed
out behind him and fell, shattering his skull against the pave, gave us our
first precious clue to the whereabouts of the land of Kuur. It was in the
second hem sphere, near a river am dst the nountains: that rmuch, at |east, we
knew.

Qur second clue had lain in our hands for nonths, but had sonehow or ot her
gone unrecogni zed all that time until the sharp eyes and keen wits of old
Zastro, the w se sage of the Ku Thad and one of our npbst trusted councillors,
di scerned its hidden neani ng.

It was in the formof a small circular medallion of precious nmetal which Ergon
had found about the neck of Ang Chan, another Kuurian, a second M nd W zard,
who had been the power behind Zamara's throne and the nmasterm nd behi nd her
mad schene of world conquest, even as Ool had skul ked and whi spered in the
shadows of the mighty warlord, Arkola.

There aboard Zamara's great warship, as a flying vessel of Shondakor closed in
battle with it, Ang Chan had fallen to a chance-flung dagger w el ded by Zanara
herself, hurled at the wily masterm nd by the outraged princess in the
terrible nonment in which she had at |ast discovered how the yell ow dwarf had
mani pul at ed her thoughts to obey the bidding of the far-off M nd W zards.

The nedal | i on bore a seem ngly neani ngl ess inscription, curved and ragged

i nes gathering about a triangular synbol. The disc contai ned no nmessage that
was legible to me at the tine, so | thrust it within ny garnents for |ater
exam nation and pronmptly forgot all about it.

Chapter 2
Secret in Silver

In the great Hall of the royal pal ace of Shondakor were we assenbled for the
counci | of war.

Once the grinning idol of Hoom devil god of the Chac Yuul, had | eered down
upon the splendid hall, squatting |like a huge, obscene toad atop the dais of
many steps.

Now t he Twi n Thrones stood upon that high place beneath a billow ng canopy of
cloth of gold, the thrones wherefrom Darl oona and | were wont to preside over
state functions.

At the foot of those stairs a great table of carven stone was set and nany
gilt chairs were drawn about this table, whose top was littered with books and
documents, scrolls and charts



At the head of this table | sat, as Prince of the Golden City. To ny right sat
Zamara, Princess of Tharkol, and to ny left, the gross bul k of Kaamurat h,
Seraan of Soraba. At |ower places about the table sat the |ords and chieftains
and courtiers of the Ku Thad real m handsome and courageous Prince Val kar

maj estic Lord Yarrak, the sol etm-eyed art hropod Koja, and Lukor of Ganatol

and many another brave and stalwart ally, not the | east anong them in our
reverence and esteem being the aged and silver-haired Zastro, the sage and
phi | osopher of the Shondakorian realm

Only my princess was absent from our council, but the voice of notherhood has
a higher call at tinmes than do the demands of statecraft. And our infant son
but newWy born, loudly and insistently required her presence nore needfully
than did we.

For months we had | abored, three cities in concord, to mount the greatest
expedi tion of war ever |aunched across the face of this world-or, at |east,
t he greatest known to our annals.

Since the destruction of the Sky Pirates of Zanadar, Shondakor al one of al
the cities of the Jungle Mon possessed a fleet of the fantastic flying
gal l eons wherewith the cruel corsairs of the City in the Couds had | ong

har assed the ot her kingdons of Thanator. From our successful battle agai nst
Zanadar we had borne away two of the mighty ornithopters, the Jal at hadar and
t he Xaxar.

But in the interval since the fall of Zanadar, and all unknown to us, the
cunning M nd Wzards had noved in secret to armthe warlike Tharkolians wth
the flying ships-a secret weapon with which the self-styled Enpress Zanmara had
pl anned t he conquest of Thanator, never dreami ng that she was but a tool in
the hands of the M nd Wzards.

To Zamara's able craftsnmen and arti sans, the agent of the Mnd Wzards, Ang
Chan, had delivered the secret fornmul ae and techni ques whereby the amazi ng sky
war ships were built and rendered wei ghtless. Carefully working in secret, the
Thar kol i ans had conpl eted two such aerial contrivances, which they had
christened Enpress and Conqueress. These two gall eons of the clouds were the
prototypes of a yet mightier nunber that would, it had been planned, formthe
greatest sky navy in the history of the planet, and which woul d subjugate the
many ki ngdons of Thanator to the rule of Zanara.

In the nonths since we had defeated the inperial anbitions of Ang Chan of Kuur
and had won the contrite Zamara of Tharkol to our side, we of the Three Cities
had | abored tirelessly to prepare for the great expedition against the secret
citadel of the Mnd W zards.

The bravest warriors, the noblest fighting-men, the nost skillful archers and
swordsnen of three kingdons had trained unwearyingly for their duties aboard
the conbined fleets of Shondakor and Tharkol. The finest intellects in three
real ms had pool ed their wisdomto our aid; cartographers and schol ars,

geogr aphers and explorers, had conbined efforts to scrape together what few
norsel s of information or runor, |egend or hearsay, could be found concerning
t he unknown far side of the planet. The finest maps, the nost detailed and
reliable charts, had been conpiled. They were the end result of nonths of

di scussion and research, the sifting of evidence and the conparison of

know edge. But these charts fell pitifully short of accuracy or detail. If we
entered the skies of the unknown far side of Thanator arnmed only with these
charts, we should be flying blind into an unknown and nysterious world. W

m ght well consunme nont hs-years-in conbi ng many t housands of square miles, in
search of our uncharted destination



At the culmnation of a lengthy series of neetings, the final discovery cane
to light. During these councils we had painstakingly gathered together every

m nuscul e scrap of data we possessed concerning the Mnd Wzards. | had racked
nmy brains for every tiniest bit of information | had | earned fromny brief
association with Ool during ny incognhito tour of duty anobng the warriors of
the Bl ack Legion, and | had ransacked ny nenory to reconstruct, as accurately
as possible, every word he had ever spoken in ny hearing.

Princess Zanmara did precisely the same, setting down for the scribes to copy
out everything she knew or remenbered about Ang Chan, and striving to recal
every word, the text of every single conversation she had ever had with the
yel l ow dwarf. We conbed over this accunul ation of material, searching for
clues, but found little that was of any use to us.

As well, we examined mnutely the contents of Ang Chan's suite back in
Tharkol, fetched hither in the Enmpress. | don't know precisely what we had
hoped to find-perhaps a letter, a map, a book, some kind of docunent that
m ght indicate the | ocation of the hidden lair of the M nd W zards.

And then | recalled the curiously-inscribed disc Ergon had taken from about

t he neck of Ang Chan as he lay dying in the cabin of Zamara's flying ship. At
the tine | had slipped this iteminto ny pouch, vaguely planning to exam ne it
| ater, which was sonmething | had conpletely forgotten to do in the interim
The pouch still lay in a cupboard in ny dressing room | sent a servant to
find it and di splayed the thing before the council

It was a smallish disc of some heavy, slick nmetal resenbling silver. One side
was snmooth and bl ank, but the other was engraved with an odd design or pattern
of curved and wavy lines which nade no particular sense to nme. It |ooked like
this:

W passed the small silver medallion around the table, examning it one by
one. No one could nmake anything in particular of it, until it came into the
hands of wi se old Zastro. He peered at it thoughtfully, then called for the
docunent in which | had caused to be transcribed the several passages of

di al ogue whi ch had passed between Ool and nyself during the time | had served
(under a false nane) in the retinue of Prince Vaspian of the Black Legi on. He
slowy read aloud that particular information concerning the |ocation of Kuur
which Ool had let slip during our battle in the Pits.

When he raised his lined and weary face, his eyes gl eaned bright w th youthful
zest and excitenent.

"Do you not grasp the nmeaning of it, ny lords?" he inquired.
Gl lant ol d Lukor sniffed inpatiently.

"I, for one, do not, friend Zastro," he said. "'Tis but a bauble, scribbled
wi th a meaningl ess design, to ny way o' thinking!"

"Then why should he wear it concealed in the bosomof his garnents?" Zastro
asked, gently.

Lukor wrinkled up his brow.
"Mayhap because it was precious to hi mhow can we guess?"

Zastro nodded slowy, silver beard gleanming in the shafts of brilliant day
which fell athwart the table through tall w ndows.



"And perhaps we can guess why it was so valuable to him" he said. "W my
assune that this Ang Chan was not intended to remain forever at the court of
Thar kol , but would eventually, once his mssion was concl uded, have nade his
way back to his unknown horel and. Exactly how he woul d have effected this
journey | cannot guess-nor does it particularly matter. But it seens to ne
that he woul d have had to keep about him against that nonent of need, sone
way of telling how to get home again across half the world. Is this not
reasonabl e to expect?"

W all nodded or nurnured acqui escence. Koja eyed the old sage with his sol emm
and i nscrutabl e gaze.

"Are we to assune that you profess to see a map of some kind in the scribble
on the reverse of the nmedallion?" he inquired in his harsh nonotone.

The old man smiled gently.

"That is precisely the case!" he said. "Consider-Ang Chan could not have known
precisely when it woul d becorme necessary for himto make his return journey.
H's return m ght have waited upon the successful term nation of his mssion

or it mght have cone about quite suddenly-for exanple, if his identity had
unexpect edl y been exposed. ™"

"There is sense in what you say, Zastro; speak on," Lord Yarrak bade, his eyes
alive with keen interest.

"He m ght have been many | eagues distant fromhis suite in the pal ace, absent
from Tharkol on a mission for his queen, when the tinme for return cane. Thus,
would it not be reasonable for us to expect he woul d keep somewhere about his
person at all times the neans whereby to find his path back across half a
worl d to shadowy and hi dden Kuur? Now, for a man to keep a book about his
person, or a pouch of papers, much | ess a folded parchment map, would be to
arouse suspicions in all he net and to risk the loss of the return-chart in
any one of a thousand ways."

"Such as?" Zamara asked skeptically.

"Why, such as theft. A thief, brushing against himin the street-a burglar
robbing his apartnment while he bathed-a fire breaking out suddenly, making it
i mpossible for himto escape with aught but his Iife. But suppose, foreseeing
these eventualities, he caused a mniature map to be engraved upon a bit of
ordinary jewelry which he could wear upon his person at every nmonent of the
day or night, waking or sleeping . "

"You nean-the nedal lion?" | said.

He nodded, smilingly, then traced with a careful hand a replica of the
seem ngly meani ngl ess tangle of curved Iines on a | arge sheet of blank
parchnent, and held it up for the rest of us to see.

"Now, observe this long line that threads its curving way through the mdst of
the design,"” he said, indicating it with his forefinger. "Prince Jandar has
told us that Ool the Uncanny nentioned that the lair of the M nd Wzards was
“beyond the Dragon River.' This line in particular catches ny attention, not
only because the small triangular mark is situated just beyond it, but because
it is unlike the wavy lines that enclose it. The line coils and undul ates |ike
a serpent . . . and it nmay be because of that simlarity that the Kuurians
call it “Dragon River."'



W stared intently at the replica of the mniature chart, listening in utter
silence as the old man spoke.

"Now, as for these regularly wavy |ines which. we see both above and bel ow and
to the right of the serpentine line, they suggest to me nothing nore or |ess
than a stylized way of indicating nmountain ridges on a map. Sone
cartographers, you know, sketch in miniature drawi ngs of nmountains, others
prefer to illustrate the natural features on a map with some manner of
conventional design. These wavy lines, then, could well represent the mgjor

ri dges of the nmountains which Ool the Uncanny called "the Peaks of

Har angzar."'

"Go on," Prince Val kar urged

"I believe that this triangular mark represents the secret citadel of the Mnd
Wzards. It may represent a single pyram dal building, or the entrance to a
subt erranean cavern system a castle, or even a city. W have no way of
telling that in advance, and shall not be able to make certain until we are on
t he spot."

He put the replica chart down on the table and beamed upon us his serene,
saintly smle.

"The nmost anusing thing about this hunble discovery of mne," he said, "is
that | should not have been able to nake these guesses if we did not have the
vital clue Prince Jandar had al ready given us. Possessing this verba

i nformati on about the mountains and the river, it becones possible to nake
sense out of a map deliberately designed to | ook Iike a meaningl ess scribble.
And, of course, the M nd Wzards coul d not have known what Ool the Uncanny had
let slip in his conversation with the prince, that tinme they dueled to the
death there in the Pits. Either bit of information is conpletely usel ess

wi t hout possession of the other; possessing both, we should find it renmarkably
easy to find the location of Kuur."

Fat, noon-faced Kaanurath of Soraba had |olled wheezing in his chair

t hroughout this, sucking noisily on sweetneats, his bright, quick little eyes
fixed unswervingly on Zastro's face. Now, for the first time, he spoke in his
hi gh, breathy voice

"This personage is not entirely certain he follows the neaning of the

adm rabl e sage of the Ku Thad," he said politely. "W still have half a world
to search, do we not? And we rnust still cover many hundreds or even thousands
of korads before we can hope to find the hiding place of the despicable Mnd
W zar ds?"

Zastro smiled again. "Yes, but the Seraan forgets how rapidly the ornithopters
cover ground; and how easy it will be to find a river that curves with this
preci se configuration. Besides, we will be | ooking for mountains. On this

hem sphere of Thanator, only two mountain ranges of any particular size or

i mportance break the flatness of the | and-surface, the White Muntains of the
Sky Pirates to the north of the Grand Kumal a, and the Bl ack Muntains of the
Yat hoon Horde to the south. The | and-surface of Thanator is not extrenely
extensive; it is nowhere near the size of Prince Jandar's honme-world, whereon
he infornms me, many score of nmjor nmountain ranges arise in six or seven
different continental masses. No, sire, we shall find it easy to search from
the air, investigate only the nountains, and we shall |look for a river of this
configuration. Besides, we have one further inportant geographical clue on the
nmedal | i on which as yet | have not nentioned."

"And what may that be?" the Seraan wheezed.



"This mountain at the end of the river, which is larger than any of the

ot hers, and whose crest seens to be cloven into three distinct peaks. That
woul d seemto be a very distinctive | andmark, and one we can hardly fly over,
or near, without noticing. It would seemto be the mountain in which the
headwat ers of the Dragon River rise. It narrows our search considerably."

And so the council determ ned that Zastro had indeed hit upon the secret of
the nedal lion, and the | ocation of shadowy Kuur was at |ast known to us.

W all felt jubilant over the discovery, and nore eager than ever to |aunch
our expedition against the honel and of the M nd W zards.

As for nyself, | felt a certain chagrin-mngled, it nmust be admtted, with wy
hunor .

For five nonths we had searched our wits and racked our brains for the secret
of the | ocation of Kuur.

And for five nonths | had-quite literally-been carrying it around in ny
pocket !

Chapter 3
Shondakor, Farewel |!

Once the keen perception of Zastro had penetrated the nystery to its core, and
we knew that we possessed, at very least, a vital clue to the location of
Kuur, events nmoved rapidly towards our departure.

W woul d of course enploy the sky navy of Shondakor for this purpose. There
was never really any question but that we would fly to the secret fortress of
the M nd Wzards. The ingeni ous and renmarkabl e wi nged gal | eons i nvented by the
Sky Pirates of Zanadar could traverse the gl obe far swifter than any arny,
mount ed on thaptors or borne in chariots drawn by those ungainly, hippo-Iike
draft-animals the Thanatorians call the glynph. True, the nunmber of arned
warriors and supplies we could transport by ornithopter was strictly limted,
whereas by |and we could nove as large a host of fighting-men as we night care
to assenbl e: but speed was of the essence, and the el ement of surprise in our
attack might prove the single factor that would tip the scal es of destiny
towards victory rather than defeat.

And so the sky navy was nmade ready. Perhaps the term "sky navy" sounds a bit
presunptuous; the flying galleons in the service of royal Shondakor were,

after all, but two in nunber. Actually, it was the fat, sleepy-eyed Prince of
Soraba who coined the term Soraba is a maritime realm and enpl oys a
nmercantile navy to transport its goods between the four Perushtarian cities
and also to trade with the cities of Ganatol and Shondakor, which are built on
t he shores of navigable rivers.

The neol ogismwas invented in this manner. Kaanurath of Soraba had offered the
use of his navy to transport the |egions of war across that inland sea called
the Corund Laj. Then, pausing, blinking thoughtfully, he rem nded hinself that
the Golden City possessed its own navy-a small one, true enough-but a navy
whose keel s rode the gol den skies of Thanator rather than her green seas. A
"sky navy" he called it-kajathol in the universal |anguage shared in comobn
between all of the many human or humanoid races of Callisto.* The term caught
on by reason of its novelty, | suppose, and was used to refer to our two

wi nged gal l eons fromthat point on.



These two ships, as | have el sewhere nentioned, were the Jal at hadar, captai ned
by the indom tabl e Haakon who had served us so well during the expedition
against the Gty in the Oouds, and the Xaxar, whose captain was, of course,
the m ghty Zantor, once a corsair chieftain of Zanadar and now a firm and
trusted friend.

But the sky navy had recently been doubled in size, for our new ally, Zanmara
of Tharkol, had joined forces with us and her own aerial galleons, the Enpress
and the Conqueress, would fight by our side. Perhaps | should explain at this
poi nt-bei ng uncertain if any eye but ny owmn will ever peruse these pages, and,
furthermore, not knowing if ny hypothetical reader will possess intact the
earlier portion of this narrative*that the secret of building the renmarkable
aerial contrivances, believed lost with the fall of Zanadar, had survived
anong the savants of Tharkol. Zamara had originally intended to | aunch her own
aerial navy as the prime instrunent in her anbitious scheme of world conquest;
now, by one of the small ironies of fate, she was enpl oying her flying
gal | eons against the secret stronghold of the Mnd Wzards . . . who had given
these secrets to her in the first place, hoping thereby to help her realize
their own mad dreanms of a planet-wi de enpire

The shi pyards of Tharkol had |abored mightily for many nonths, perhaps the
better part of a year, but thus far two ornithopters only had reached
conpletion. Athird and fourth vessel, which | understand she intends to
christen the Avenger and the Zarkoon-which last is untranslatable, being the
nane of a nythol ogical or |egendary nonster simlar to the Harpies or the
Furies of classical fable-were nearing conpletion in the shipyards of Tharkol
but neither would be sky-worthy in tine to depart with us.

Thus it was that the armada we were soon to | aunch agai nst our nysterious

enem es consi sted of four nmighty war-galleons of the skies. And a mighty
armada it was, arnmed to the teeth, its decks bristling with fighting nen, its
holds filled with the weaponry of war. Ever since our return from Tharkol we
had been training nen day and ni ght for shipboard duties. And the cream of the
fighting-nen of the Three Cities (as we of Shondakor and Thar kol and Soraba

t hought of ourselves in our newy-forged alliance) were ours to conmand, the
flower of the fighting manhood of three great realns vied for a chance to join
our adventure.

This crash course in "skymanshi p" was only made possible by a fluke. The crew
of the original ship, the Jal athadar, had been hastily and inperfectly trained
by nmysel f and my conrade, Koja of the Yathoon Horde, who had served in the
wheel gangs of the Zanadarian pirate ships during an earlier period of

ensl avenent. But our rude and fragnmentary experience had | ater been polished
with the aid of Zantor, who had joined us in the attack against the pirate
city, and had gone over to our side with his entire crew of seasoned and
experienced mariners of the clouds. Now that we had a veteran cadre of sky
sail ors anbngst us, it was easy to divide the eager new recruits into teans,
each under two or nore veterans of the air.

The force of warriors we handpi cked fromthe ranks of the Three Cities was
conprised of the finest fighting-men in the world. Nor was their nunber

i nconsi derable, for ornithopters of the size and capacity of those which nmade
up the armada could each hold a crew of one hundred and fifteen officers and
men. Multiply that nunber by four and you achieve a total of somnething
slightly under five hundred warriors. Since the arm es of Thanator rarely
total nore than two or three thousand fighting-nen, nost of whom are
poorly-trained and inefficient foot-soldiers, nmere yeonmen conscripted by force
intinme of war, our actual strength compared well with that of a genuine arny.
That is, few Callistan armies contain nore than five or six or seven hundred



nmount ed "kni ghts." The only exceptions to this are the Yathoon barbari ans,

gi gantic hordes nunbering in the many thousands, and every one a trained and
nmercil ess warrior, and, of course, the Chac Yuul, or Black Legion, a now
(happily) broken and di sbanded nercenary host of brigands who for years had
terrorized the cities of this hem sphere.

In the era of the Sky Pirates, the corsair ships included a conpl enent of sone
thirty-five officers and crewren-nost of whomwere warriors, trained in sword
bow, javelin or lasso-while the remaining eighty nmenbers of the ship's
strength consisted of slaves chained to the wheels which powered the great
vessel s. W, of course, shunned the enpl oynment of slaves. This was not, |

m ght add, because of any enlightened attitude anong the citizens of Thanator
against the institution of slavery (for, after all, what else can you do with
captives taken in war except enslave themthe only alternatives being to
butcher them or to set themfree to fight against you again, which is
nonsensical). Nor was it, sinmply, that | had once worn the chains of slavery,
groani ng at the wheel of the aerial ships, and could not endure the notion of
another nmortal in the same predicanent; in truth | nmust admit that, while
found ny tine at the wheel grueling and humiliating, it was not unendurable; I
was not treated with any singular cruelty, and I found it an excellent way to
build the strength of my back, chest, shoul ders and arns.

But | am being facetious here, as you may have surmi sed. Actually, it was
simply the nost practical thing to do, to elimnate slaves fromthe
crewstrength. W needed every single fighting-nman we could carry-we had the
vi gorous young manhood of three kingdons to recruit fromand we could hardly
afford the luxury of carrying in each vessel eighty nen who could not fight.

So we all took a turn at the wheel, even I, the Prince of Shondakor. And
beside ne at the grueling task cheerfully | abored princes and nobles, officers
and aristocrats, and the scions of the oldest and wealthi est and nost

bl ue- bl ooded houses in three realns. And not one of us, 1'll wager, but deened
our turn at the great wheels a privilege. For we served in a high-hearted
crusade agai nst the cunning and treacherous and secret foes who woul d
underm ne and destroy us with their uncanny powers.

In these preparations, Soraba, of necessity, played a nminor role. Wile our
Perushtarian allies were no | ess eager than we to crush the nmenace of renote
and hi dden Kuur, the red men are not sprung of a warrior race, and the ancient
and honorabl e profession of arms has gone negl ected throughout their history
to their occasional detrinent. This is an over-generalized statenent, and is
not entirely true, for Kaanurath of Soraba is a clever and farsighted man, and
under his regime considerable strides have been taken to check and to reverse
this racial disinclination towards soldiering. Years ago he realized that a
pri ncedom unable to defend itself against its enemi es must buy peace, either
through tribute to the foe or through paying the wages of professiona
nmercenaries. And the squandering of noney is not a situation which pleases the
mer chant - mi nded [ ords of the Perushtarian Enpire.

Hence the fat, sharp-m nded nmonarch years ago trained and recruited a warrior
| egi on fromanong his own people, paying a high premiumto overcone their
innate distaste for the martial arts. And fromanong his finest warriors,

sel ected in open conpetition against the flower of the fighting-men of
Shondakor and Tharkol, we selected no fewer than fifty-seven.

That may not sound very inpressive: but if you could see the average
Perushtari an-fat, greedy, bejewel ed, draped in gaudy sil ks, reeking of

per fune-you woul d appreciate what a remarkable transition the Seraan of Soraba
had acconplished within a single generation



If he could not equal the Shondakorian and Tharkolian contribution in nunber
of fighting-nen, however, the stouthearted Kaanurath determ ned to uphold his
end of the nmutual venture by paying for alnobst everything. Hs artisans and
craftsmen and traders put at our disposal, of course w thout cost, the finest
weapons that could be found across the breadth of Thanator. He pressed upon us
provi si ons, foodstuffs, nedicinal supplies, arnmor, clothing. He outfitted the
four vessels in the arnada with the nobst accurate and superior navigationa
instruments, maps and charts, cordage and chandl er's stores noney coul d-and

di d- buy.

My admiration and liking for the shrewd, fat, soft-spoken little Perushtarian
increased with the arrival of every new shipload of gear and provender
Kaanurat h knew the value of a diol (as the basic nmonetary unit of Thanator is
known) as well as any weal thy merchant-prince. He knew al so that the conquest
of his city would cost a million times what this generous outlay was worth.
And he knew that victory over one's enemies is a bargain at any price.

The arnmada of the Three Cities was manned with the fighting strength of
Thar kol and of gol den Shondakor

But we flew on wings of gold. Soraban gold.

At last the time had conme and we were ready to depart. The nen were fully
trai ned, well experienced, and in fighting trim All was in readiness to
launch the first multi-national air armada in the history of this planet.

At ny side on the control belvedere of the Jal athadar, the flagship of the new
sky navy, stood ny nost gallant and trusted conrades-Prince Val kar, Lukor the
Ganatol i an, Koja of the Horde, stout, gruff old Ergon, and the savant, Zastro,
wi se man of the Ku Thad. It was suspected that his keen intellect would be
needed on this expedition, for on this venture we crossed swords wth cunni ng
and clever foes. As well, a gallant youth naned Tomar had joined the ship's
conpany in a Thanatorian naval rank conparable to that of an ensign. This
youngster had acquitted hinmself admirably on a former adventure, when it had
been his quick wits and fearl ess daring al one had saved the Jal at hadar from
destruction at the hands of the unscrupulous traitor, U thar. Lukor, who had
concei ved of a paternal fondness for the youth, vowed he woul d prove hinself
an asset on the quest.

It was a clear and brilliant nmorning: the skies burnt fierce gold in the

wei rd, sourcel ess dawn of Callisto. The popul ace of Shondakor had turned out

in all their thousands to salute us as we set sail over the world' s edge. In
brilliant robes, crowned wth noddi ng plunmes, decked with flashing gens as if
for sone high festival, they waved and cheered as the signal flags ascended

t he shrouds and the anchor lines were cast off, setting us free upon the

wi nds.

Fromthe great tier of the palace at the heart of the Golden Cty, | caught ny
| ast | ook at ny bel oved. Darloona, with our infant son Kaldar in her arns,
crowned with a coronal of starry gens, blew ne a kiss. The baby cooed and
gurgl ed and kicked his heels, delighted at the col or and pageantry of the
magni fi cent scene. Beside ny wife and child, tall, lordly Yarrak, Darloona's
uncl e and the senior peer of the realm returned our salute as the mighty
gal l eon rose above the crowded streets, her huge bat-ribbed wi ngs catching the
bri sk morni ng breeze; and we were al oft.

Behind us fromthe naval yards the m ghty bul k of the Xaxar ascended in our
wake, her banners stream ng, spread w ngs boom ng as they caught the rising
wi nds. On the cupola atop the pilothouse | caught a glinpse of that great
warrior, Zantor. Alone of the corsair captains of Zanadar, he had shown nercy



towards his captives, and gentl eness towards the hel pl ess. The Sky Pirates had
made hima slave-a gladiator, to fight savage beasts and wild men in the arena
for their bloody sport: but | had made hima | ord of Shondakor, and was proud

to call himby the nanme of ny friend. Gimand sonber, inpassive of men, with
br oodi ng eyes, Zantor was a silent, thoughtful man; but this norning, with its
rich color and nusic, flags rolling on the wind and cheering throngs on every

rooftop and bal cony, | saw himclearly, and he was grinning with delight.

Li ke i nmense, graceful birds, or flying dragons fromthe nist-torn skies of
some | ost dawn age, the two i mMmense galleons rose into the air. Wth the
Jal at hadar in the fore, the Xaxar trailing behind, we glided in a great curve
t hrough the sparkling air. Twice we circled the towering spires of the royal
pal ace of Shondakor in a stately circuit-and a third tine.

Then we veered away to the west and a few points north.

The mighty netropolis shrunk behind us to a cluster of dolls' houses. Gold
fires of dawn flashed in the glittering length of the river Ajand as in the
mrror-bright blade of a slimscimtar. The crinson fields of the Geat Plains
filled our vision; the city dw ndl ed astern, and was soon |lost to sight in the
di st ance.

The adventure was begun

Chapter 4
The Armada Assenbl es

As the Golden City vanished in our wake, | turned to the pilothouse where
Capt ai n Haakon stood behind the young officer, Karan of Tharkol, who had drawn
first watch.

"Captain, if you will take her up to the two-thousand-foot |evel," | said.
He saluted crisply.

"Two thousand feet it is, admral!" The signal was flashed to the nid-deck and
rel ayed to the wheel -gangs bel ow. The rate of our wi ng-beats increased; at the
same time, trimgangs drew taut the guy-stays on sturdy w nches. The trim of
our ailerons sharpened. At the bow, the rudder-gang threw their |evers over in
response to signal flags flashed fromthe fore bel vedere. And we ascended by
some five hundred feet to the height | had requested.

"Very good, captain,” | nodded. "West by northwest, and steady as she goes.
Call me in thirty-five mnutes; | will be belowin my stateroom™

Acknowl edging his salute | turned and | ed ny entourage down narrow, w nding
stairs within the forecastle to a long, |owceilinged roomwhere round ports,
sheathed in glittering crystal, gave forth on a stupendous vista of crinson,
rolling plains. Here, seated at a long table anm dst a clutter of books and
charts and scrolls, a plunmp, short, little man frowned up at ne irritably.

He was red-skinned and bald, with sharp black eyes filled with ill-hunor, and
you woul d have thought hima purebl ooded Perushtarian had it not been for his
amazi ng beard. This hirsute appendage clung to the very tip of his fat double
chin and thrust out, sharp and waxed to a point, in a stiff tuft. Since his
face was otherwi se as hairless as an egg, and, on the whol e, mnuch rounder
this jutting thrust of beard lent hima |udicrous appearance.



It |ooked, in fact, for all the world like a billy goat's beard! But the
possessor of this amazi ng appendage was inordinately proud of it. | suppose,
to paraphrase an old adage, in the country of the bald the wearer of even a
billy goat's beard is king.

At any rate, ny entrance was viewed with distinct displeasure. The little
pl ump red-faced man darted an unwel com ng look in our direction and voiced a
little sniff of peevish tenper.

"How go your cartographic labors, Dr. Abziz?" | inquired, taking no notice of
the little man's disrespectful manner

"They woul d progress much faster, Prince Jandar, if | mght not be continually
interrupted by great hul king warriors clanking about in all their steel and

| eather, with their great boots and clumsy hands!" the little man replied
sharply.

| smiled, but refused to be made angry. This officious and sharp-tongued
little gentl enman was a distingui shed cartographer, |oaned to us by Prince
Kaanurath fromthe famus Academy of Soraba. He was considered the forenpst of
living experts on the science of geography-or should it be

"cal | i stography"?-and held hinmself, evidently, in the highest personal esteem
I found himquite the nost amusing little pedant it had ever been ny fortune
to encounter, so amusing, in fact, that it was nearly inpossible to be

of fended by his peevi sh snappi ng tongue and puffed-up sel f-esteem

"Ah, cousin? The work goes well, eh? Good, good!"

It was the gallant old swordmaster, Lukor, said this. Dr. Abziz stiffened in
his chair as if suddenly finding a cobra coiled up in his lap. He utterly and
conpl etely detested Lukor, for Lukor was a Ganatolian, and the only thorn in
the side of the vastly inflated ego of the Soraban pedant was the fact that he
was not of the purest Perushtarian bl ood. Hi s nother had been a Ganatolian
worman, and it was through her, of course, that he inherited the capacity for
hi rsut e adornnent, unknown to Perushtarians of pure descent. Lukor had

di scovered, quite early on, that while the irascible little geographer |oved
his thrusting tuft of beard with a rare passion, he distinctly disliked being
rem nded of his nixed heritage. It was therefore only natural for Lukor to
bring up the subject of the Ganatolian side of Dr. Abziz's |ineage at every
possi bl e conversational turn, for he delighted in puncturing a swollen ego

al nrost as much as he enjoyed pricking a foeman's gullet with the point of his
steel .

"If this . . . ah . . . gentleman could desist in claimng a fam i al

rel ati onshi p which could not conceivably exist, perhaps a scholar of sone
distinction could be pernmitted to resume his | abors,” Dr. Abziz inplored of
the roomat large in a strangled tone.

Lukor chuckl ed, eyes twinkling merrily.

"Wth the very greatest pleasure, | amsure!" he said heartily. "Nothing
delights me nore than to accommodate a fell ow countryman! Ah," he breathed
gustily, "how pleasant it is, here anong all you Shondakorians and
Perusht ari ans and Tharkol i ans and ot her such-1like foreigners, for a poor,

el derly, lonely, gentlenman-adventurer from Ganatol to stunble upon a friendly
face from hone!"

And with that he dealt the fuming little doctor a stout thunp between the
shoul der bl ades that nust have rattled his teeth. Abziz squeezed his eyes shut
and pursed up his nmouth as if in suffering so acute that words failed him



Trying to conceal a grin, Val kar swooped down on Lukor, who was about to
| aunch anot her conversational sally, and, firmy linking armin armwth him
bore hi m awnay.

"WIl you visit nmy cabin and share a rare old bottle of quarra, swordmaster?"
the tactful prince asked. "I'd appreciate your expert opinion on the vintage

Lukor smacked his lips, eyeing Dr. Abziz doubtfully, but permtted the young
prince to bear himoff down the corridor. Next to a good fight, or to
tormenting the waspish little Perushtarian geographer, the gallant old

mast er - swordsnman from Ganatol relished a fine vintage of quarra.* Val kar had
foresightedly laid in a sizable supply of the beverage, as soon as he had seen
how t hi ngs | ay between the peppery little cartographer and the silver-haired
Ganat ol i an swor dnaster.

As the door closed behind them Dr. Abziz cautiously opened one eye and peered
about, alnost as if expecting Lukor to pop up frombehind a chair and yel
"boo"; ascertaining to his satisfaction that his tornentor had quit the

prem ses, the little pedant uttered a snort and a |oud sniff-a comnbination of
sounds whi ch sonmehow rmanaged to convey at once disgust, relief, and

sati sfaction.

"Your forgiveness, ny lords," he snapped. "But | cannot endure the presence of
t hat -t hat - swaggerer! Sei zing upon a fancied |ikeness to his late great-uncle,
the fell ow has thrust hinmself upon nme at every turn, reeking of quarra,
smrking, unreeling intermnable famly histories and geneal ogi es, obdurately
refusing to so nmuch as listen to my patient, irrefutable argunents that we
could not conceivably, by any stretch of the imagination, be rel ated!
Insufferable lout! That a mature gentleman of his years shoul d swagger about
like a young bravo, that-that terrible weapon sl apping about his spindly
shanks .... ohh!"

The doctor shuddered and cl osed his eyes again as if to blot the horrendous
i mge fromhis menory

The yout hful Tomar, perhaps too young to see the humor in the scene, spoke up
anxi ously.

"Doctor, I, I"'msure Sir Lukor neant nothing by it; he's a wonderful old
gent| eman, and-and Prince Jandar says he is the finest swordsman in all the
worl d, even though he is so very old. But he really shouldn't annoy a great
schol ar like yoursel f, because we're depending on you to figure out our route
to Kuur, and we know it must be very hard to do, and that only a great
intellect could have the know edge . "

The plunmp features of Dr. Abziz, which had been pursed into a tight expression
as if he snelled sonmething vile, relaxed at the boy's earnest words. He beaned
on the youngster with sonmething resenbling a fond eye. Stiffly cold and formal
with the rest of the officers, including nyself, Dr. Abziz-unlikely as it may
seem had concei ved of a certain fondness for the brave, manly, good-natured
yout h.

As he made quiet thanks to Tomar for his words, | reflected there m ght be
hope for the old pedant yet. If Tomar could elicit a word of thanks fromthe
stiff-necked old fellow, there mght be a chance we coul d persuade himto join
the human race after alll

Since the doctor had appropriated the stateroomfor his studies, we tactfully



left it to himand reascended the winding stair to the w ndy bal ustrade.
Before long the clustered towers of Tharkol rose over the horizon, and, as we
drifted nearer, we saw that the Conqueress and the Enpress were already al oft,
waiting for our arrival. Aboard the former would be Princess Zamara herself,
for the beautiful young Tharkolian queen was a swordswoman of no nean repute,
and eager to match her steel against the villainous Mnd Wzards.

Al so aboard the Conqueress | expected to find ny old friend Gypto, the wily
and cunni ng Soraban master-spy who had so brilliantly masqueraded, on our | ast
adventure together, as a cowardly, sniveling, whinpering lickspittle of a
starveling thief. The remarkably hormely little fell ow had played the part to
consummat e perfection, and never once during the days and weeks we adventured
together had | the slightest suspicion his groveling, whining, self-pitying
manner was assumed; nor that his beaked nose, stubbled and hol | omed cheeks and
glittering, wary eye concealed a calm cool intelligence, agile, resourceful
fearless, and clever.

Stream ng wi th banners, the Conqueress canme about with majestic grace as we
approached the city. As had been the case in royal Shondakor, the citizenry of
Thar kol had turned out in strength for this nonentous and historic occasion
and the broad avenues and nighty plazas and forunms of the Scarlet Gty were
gaily bedecked as if for holiday, and thronged with massed thousands who waved
at us the flags of our own kingdomin friendly salute.

For several minutes the four galleons of the clouds circled about the city,
gliding in a stately procession, tracing a circuit of the walls of Tharkol. To
t hose thousands who vi ewed the amazi ng and beautiful aerial procession from
below in the streets and squares of the city, it nmust have resenbled a stately
sl ownotion ballet in the skies.

Then, assenbling according to previous arrangenents, the four mghty frigates
formed an arrowhead or chevron formation, with the Jal athadar, as flagship of
t he arnmada, taking her position in the point of the arrowhead.

Now j oi ned together in this high enprise, the armada glided fromthe circle
and soared grandly off into the west, |eaving the flag-bedecked city of
Tharkol to cheer itself hoarse in our wake.

And thus began what promi sed to be the nost incredible and nonmentous of ny
many adventures on the Jungle Mon, as we set forth on our expedition to the
edge of the world and beyond ....

Chapter 5
Journey to the Wrld' s Edge

At the height of nearly half a mle above the surface of Callisto, the aerial
armada of the Three Cities sailed npjestically into the unknown west of the
wor | d.

On the gl ass-encl osed bridge of the Jal athadar, | nused yet once again on the
m ghty airships and the marvel of human ingenuity they represented. Nothing
renotely akin to them had ever cruised through the blue skies of nmy native
worl d, save in the fantastic romances of Jules Verne and the cryptic notebooks
of Leonardo da Vinci. | suppose the ponderous and stately dirigibles of ny
planet's transient era of lighter-than-air flight must have seen sonething
faintly akin to these majestic clippers of the clouds, but those days were

| ong since past.



What a miracle of engineering the aerial galleons of Thanator represent! The

| ong-ago invention of sone forgotten genius of whel med and conquered Zanadar
the great ornithopters are a marvel of the inmagination sonehow nmade rea

and one of the nmany dreanms of Leonardo da Vinci which have cone true in the
centuries after his time. After all, that nost glorious genius of the

Renai ssance sonehow envi si oned the tank or arnored car, the Gatling gun, that
primtive precursor of the nodern automatic weapon, the helicopter, and

somet hing remarkably like a cross between the pocket submarine and the diving
bell. Al of these the titanic vision of da Vinci pictured in graphic detai

in his coded notebooks, leaving their eventual perfection to the mechanics and
i nventors of |ater generations. The ornithopter, or airship that flies by
flapping its wings inimtation of a bird in flight, was one of his nost
amazi ng and revol uti onary conceptions and the draw ngs of themin Leonardo's
not ebooks antici pate the engi neering problens involved with startling
accuracy, visualizing themin vivid descriptive terms. My professors at Yale
told me that the problens of human flight fascinated da Vinci for years, and
that he struggled long to perfecta working nodel. It was, | suppose, the

si mpl e probl em of wei ght which defeated his magnificent dream and prevented it
fromreaching fruition, and which brought to an end his superb effort to give
Wi ngs to man centuries before the triunph at Kitty Hawk.

If only the divine Leonardo coul d somehow have spanned the ages and the gulf
of space, to peer down through the brilliant norning skies of distant Callisto
to watch as the great armada of the Three Cities floated on throbbing vans

t hrough t he gol den dawn- how enthral |l ed he woul d have been, to see his splendid
dream achi eved at | ast by the denizens of an alien world!

The ponderous di nmensions of the sky-ships al one would have amazed him
Frigates such as the Jal at hadar neasure sone eighty-seven feet fromstemto
stern and are built very broad in the beam flat-bottomed and portly; but
otherw se their appearance and design is greatly rem niscent of the majestic
gal l eons of the Elizabethan Age which once navigated the piratical blue waters
of the Spanish Main. They are built quite high in the poop and the
forecastle-the forecastle rising to about forty-two feet above the |evel of
the keel and the poop or sterncastle a little less, sone thirty-five feet-with
a broad mid-deck, lined with a carven bal ustrade. About the only thing they

| ack for the Spanish galleon | ook to be conplete is canvas, for of course they
have no use for sails, and, hence, none for masts either. (They do have two
masts, but short ones, and principally for the display of flags; observation
stations are nounted like crows' nests atop these short, stubby masts.)

The upper works of the forecastle bulge out sharply, an exposed bel vedere
giving a clear viewon all three sides (and down, as well), and this bel vedere
opens into the pilothouse, with a balustraded observati on deck nounted on the
roof. The admiral's stateroomis |located directly beneath the pilothouse, with
the captain's quarters and the officers' dining room (which al so serves as
council room to either side. Further down the sloping curve of the
forecastle, at about what would serve as the waterline on a seagoing ship, are
two nore observation decks or bal conies, one situated on either side of the
forecastle, and the sterncastle has a simlar belvedere and rooftop
observation deck giving a clear viewto aft; just beneath this is situated the
vertical rudder fin, ribbed Ilike a gigantic Chinese fan; this is attached to

t he rudderstock whi ch supports the bel vedere and which is itself attached to
the sternpost and thence to the aft steering gear

From either side of the rather broad mai ndeck, which is the one feature about
the vessel which lends it a slightly ungainly appearance-nore |ike a fat goose
than a graceful swan, you m ght say-the hinged wings extend. They are a part
of the hull, and extrude to either side at right angles fromslightly bel ow

t he deck-level. These wings are quite solid and inmobile for about two thirds



of their full extent, but fromthereon they are hinged in an ingenious and

rat her conplicated manner, with enornmous pulleys and guy-stays which
mani pul at e the outboard w ngsections so they do, actually, flap up and down in
a ponderous fashion. The nmovenents of these hinged sections, as well as the
conpl ex system of ailerons, are controlled fromthe capaci ous bold built
directly below the central deck. There, stacked one above the other with
narrow bal conies and platforms at each level, are the ranks of enornous wheel s
whi ch supply the motive power for the w ngsections. O perhaps | should say it
i s the wheel -gangs, whose task it is to turn these i Mmense gears by hand, who
supply the notive power. Turning these wheels comunicates kinetic energy

t hrough an amazi ng system of sequential cogwheels, pinion wheels successively
engaging with larger cogs, and the whole connecting with the guy-stays | spoke
of earlier. These guy-stays are tough and thin as the finest grade of nylon
cord you could buy on Earth (they are actually nade of the silk of an enornous
ki nd of spider). Perhaps | should remark here that a clever ratchet-and-paw
arrangenent on the wheels prevents any sudden reversal - ot herw se, of course,
the first contrary gust of wind would strip the gears, which could be

di sastrous. These guy-stays are coiled about gigantic w nches just above the

t opnost wheel -systens, and they comruni cate fromthe wi nches to the outboard
wi ngsections through rows of circular ports in the hull. These ports,
incidentally, ventilate the entire hold, or wheel deck, as it is called, quite
admrably. Please don't get the imge of griny, sweat-soaked wetches toiling
at the oars in fetid darkness under the overseer's |lash-the sort of scene
commonly found in the marvel ous pirate novies popul ar when | was a boy. The
wheel - gangs on an airship like the Jal athadar do i ndeed perform great physica
effort, simlar to that of groaning slaves plying the oars in the hold of a
Spani sh galleon. But they do it in air-conditioned confort!

I f such sky-ships were nmade out of wood, the weight would be prohibitive, on
t he order of hundreds of tons, surely. But they are not. Instead, they are
fashi oned entirely out of paper-layer after |ayer of tough, coarse
papyrus-1like paper, soaked in glue, stretched over nolded plaster forns, and
baked i n ovens. Wen "done," the plaster nolds are chipped or broken away,

| eaving a hull-section nolded of |ight, tough, amazingly strong | am nated
paper, fromwhich the ships are put together. The Thanatorians al so enploy a
power ful gas, |ike hydrogen, which fills the hollow doubl e-hull (which is
caul ked until airtight, of course) and a series of airtight conmpartnments in
the bilge. The effect of this gas is to make the galleon al nost conpletely
wei ghtless, just as in a German dirigible back in the First Wrld War. The
only known supplies of this natural gas were in the Wite Muntains, and they
wer e destroyed when we conquered Zanadar. But recently the nen of Tharko
found an even nore capaci ous deposit of the gas in the Bl ack Muntains near
the south pole of Callisto.

The wei ghtl ess effect of the stored hydrogen-like gas, of course, does much to
render the gall eons skyworthy. But the |am nated paper construction is the
real secret.

Who knows? I f Leonardo da Vinci had known about papier-mache, the skies of the
early Sixteenth Century m ght have been filled with such majestic aerial
marvel s as ply the wi ndy heavens of Calli sto!

The scarlet walls of Tharkol faded into the distance behind our sterns. The
m ghty armada of the Three Cities, cruising at about twenty-five mles an
hour, floated due east at an altitude of about half a mle

At this speed (which doesn't sound like nuch in the era of the jet airplane,
but which is pretty fair for a vessel propelled by sheer human nuscl e- power
al one) the armada coul d cover some three hundred miles or nore during the
hours of day. We could also, if necessary, cover about the sane distance



during the night, by rotating shifts of wheel-gangs on a watch-and-watch, or
f our - hour s- on- and- f our - hour s-of f basi s, although that would be a grueling pace
to keep up, and would only be used in direst need.

But if needs nust, the armada could do it. And, at that pace, we could fly
frompole to pole in about eight days, thus covering sonething Iike
forty-three hundred nmiles in little nore than a week's tine. This we did not
contenmpl ate; at least, we did not ook forward to the task. Cenerally
speaki ng, the wheel -gangs do not power a sky-ship night and day; there are

| engthy rest periods in which the vessels maneuver into the grip of one or
anot her of the conplex system of prevailing wi nds the Zanadari an pirates had
traced and charted with great care and exactitude.

It was not ny plan to do thus on the flight to Kuur

Onthis trip we would be flying through skies whose wi nds had never been
charted, for the sinple reason that-insofar as any of us knewthe Sky Pirates
had never ventured this far from hone.

Nei t her had we.

Wth Tharkol |ost behind in the msts of distance, we flew on over the
easternnost extremty of the Geat Plains of Haratha which dom nate nost of
t he sout hern heni sphere.

At noon ny officers and I lunched in the Iong, |owceilinged dining room Dr.
Abziz had testily set aside his books and papers for the occasion, so that we
could use the long table for the purpose for which it had originally been
desi gned, although he did give voice to a few pointed remarks about the
mentality of nen who think nore of their bellies than of the recondite and
abstruse questions of theoretical geography.

He was not in the |east pleased when m schi evous Lukor agreed heartily,
beggi ng us to hearken to his "l earned cousin"” and to take our enpty bellies

el sewhere, so that a "true son of Ganatol" might be allowed to get on with his
work. Frostily declining to accept ny amiable offer to join us for |uncheon
the fussy little doctor decided to take his repast in the privacy of his
cabin. Lukor alone professed to be disheartened by his decision

Even an admiral works on the Jal at hadar, so, after lunch, | served ny
schedul ed term of duty at the wheels and retired quite early to ny cabin. |
occupi ed nyself until dinnertime by bringing up to date this narrative of ny
nost recent adventures. During the nonths between the coll apse of Zamara's nad
schenmes of world conquest and the departure of the armada for Kuur, | had
recorded these recent events in the first half of this manuscript* and

carried with me on the expedition the conplete manuscript, to which | added
fromtine to tine.

That night | went to bed rather early, and, as the second day of our

expedi tion proved uneventful, spent nost of ny off-duty tine at the witing
desk, keeping nmy journals up to date. In this | had the assistance of the aged
savant, Zastro. During the past year or so we had worked together, he and |
The ol d sage was fascinated by what | could tell himof life on ny native
world, to the extent of desiring to learn howto read and wite and even speak
Engli sh, which by this tinme he had thoroughly nastered. In return for ny
tutoring himin ny native tongue, he assisted me in conpleting ny mastery of
his own | anguage. For, while by this point in nmy adventures on the Jungle
Moon, | could, of course, speak the universal Callistan |anguage with great
ease and facility, nmy acquaintance with the witten characters and gramar was
still cursory, if not rudinmentary. So we spent the |long, uneventful hours of



the first two days of the expedition in our nutual exchange of |anguage
| essons, and portions of nmy recent journals | dictated to Zastro in English,
so that he could practice his famliarity with the handwitten tongue.*

Again quite early in the evening of the second day of the voyage, after a turn
at the wheels, | retired to ny bed, wincingly aware of nuscles | had forgotten
| possessed. A fewturns at the wheels will do that for even the nost
practiced athlete.

The second day had been, as | have said, nuch like the first. W flew over
crimson meadows in no way different fromthe | eagues of the Haratha plains we
had traversed the day before.

But, towards dawn, | woke suddenly and sat bolt upright in ny bed, aware of a
stirring of inward excitenent | could not at first account for. Then, | ooking
at the dimMy-burning tine-candle in its glass bottle across the cabin, and
counting the carefully-neasured rings painted thereupon, | becane cogni zant of
the tine, which was about four A m, and realized with a thrill what had
awakened nme. It had been ny subconsci ous, which had evidently been counting
the hours away. W had by this hour covered two hundred and thirty-seven

kor ads.

That was naking good tinme. But we were making nore than just good tinme-we were
maki ng hi story!

For, at about the nmoment | had awakened from ny slunbers, we had fl own beyond
the eastern limts of the map of Callisto.

W had, in fact, just flown over the edge of the world .

Book Two
OVER THE WORLD S EDGE

Chapter 6

Attack of the Zarkoon

Dawn broke |ike an imense, soundl ess explosion, filling the skies of Callisto
with clear, brilliant, sourceless golden |ight.

The event which had transpired shortly before was too nmonmentous to permt ne
to resume my interrupted slunbers. | rose, threw on ny plain | eathern tunic
and boots, buckled the heavy girdl e about ny midsection, and slipped ny

bal dric over ny shoulders so that ny rapier hung in its scabbard at ny left
hi p. Then, because the wi nds of norning were likely to be chilly at this

hei ght, | drew about ny shoulders the folds of a heavy cloak of dark wool and
left ny cabin, ascending the narrow, winding stair to the observation

bel vedere atop the pil othouse.

Peering over the carven balustrade, | had ny first glinpse of an unknown
wor | d.

The | andscape bel ow was dimwith norning mist, but | discerned the level plain
stretchi ng beneath us, and could nake out the dark, shaggy rondure of wooded
hills. Far away on the gloonmy horizon a river or lake glittered fierce silver.

Nowhere coul d be descried a hilltop castle, town, city, paven road or
cultivated field. Nothing in view suggested that this nanel ess | and was
i nhabi ted by rnen.



After a long |l ook at the unexplored terrain | descended into the pil ot house
and exchanged a few words with the duty officer. As m ght have been predicted,
he had nothing to report. The wind we had been riding nmost of the right had

sl ackened of f at dawn and our speed was now cut in half. Wth the first |ight
of nmorn, he had hoisted signal flags, receiving fromthe other ships in our
armada the intelligence that nothing of note had transpired during the hours
of darkness. Qur approximate position at dawn he had then noted on the rough
map whi ch Dr. Abziz had conpleted the evening before. He had al so roughly
sketched in the line of the hills which were visible by norning, and the
distant glint of water on the horizon.

As for Dr. Abziz, the irascible little geographer had risen as early as had |
and was al ready engaged in making his first notes on this new world whose

peri phery we had crossed in the early hours of norning. He gave short replies
to ny questions, for his entire being was concentrated on the | andscape which
gradual | y unfol ded to our gaze below, as the warnth of dawn dissipated the
morning mists. Hi s keen eyes were intent on the spectacl e beneath our keel
whose details resolved thenselves bit by bit as the white fog vani shed, and he
was scribbling notes and sketching natural features busily. Receiving a few
curt and even snappi sh responses to ny queries, | turned away and |left the
little savant to his work.

Tomar brought a steaming nug of mulled, spiced wine and a dish of crusty, warm
nmeat cakes to me on the bridge. Wapped in nmy cloak, | stood nunching these
and sipping the hot wine, while staring down at the enthralling vista which
gradual |y unroll ed before ny eyes.

First inpressions can easily be wong, of course, but the nore | studied the
unknown hem sphere beneath us the nore | becane convinced that the terrain

i medi ately to hand was uni nhabited. Nowhere could I discern the slightest
traces of human habitation. W were, just then, flying over a wooded tract, a
thick nmass of scarlet foliage a shade or two darker than the red

meadow grasses of the plains. It was obvious no woodman's ax had touched those
gnarl ed and m ghty forest nonarchs, nor had the underbrush been thinned out.
And, as for the plains thenmselves, | could discern no road or pathway, no
caravan track; neither were there any domesticated cattle browsing on the
meadows, nor the snoke of cooking fires ascending on the norning breeze.

W flew on for an hour or nmore. | remained in the pilothouse, riveted to the
scenery bel ow, hoping that at any monent a trace of human habitati on woul d
cone into ny view. Such, however, was not the case. Gadually the [ and thinned
out to bare, harsh soil, scrubby trees, rocky knolls. Here and there a river
glittered, but never one which presented the distinctive configuration
engraved on Ang Chan's silver medallion. Poor, thin little rivulets they were,
trickling meagerly between banks of naked, eroded soil. This was a grim
hostil e, barren | and whereover we now flew by m dnorning, and the |ack of any
signs of human habitation were not at all surprising.

By noon the situation had changed only in that we were now soaring over a
rugged | and of broken rock and naked hills.

By early afternoon, we observed a mghty range of nountains on the horizon
and, altering the approxi mately due west direction of our flight, we headed
off into the north to investigate this range, which could very easily be the
one depicted on Ang Chan's nedal lion

Inall, it was a tense, dreary and uneventful day, one of continuous suspense
and waiting, which failed to eventuate in discovery.



Eveni ng, however, was to prove renarkably different!

After many hours of silent vigil | had wearied at last. Leaving the bridge in
t he capabl e hands of Captain Haakon, | went down to ny cabin, took a brief nap
and brought these journals up to date. My officers and | had an early dinner

t hat evening, and, at the conclusion of the neal, before retiring, | again
ascended the narrow wi nding stair to the pilothouse for one | ast | ook around
at the nighted | andscape before taking to ny bed.

The many-col ored noons of mighty Jupiter were aloft. The green sphere of
Orovad, or lo, glowed like a Chinese paper lantern through the dusk, and the
frosted azure gl obe that was Ramavad, or Europa, flooded the land with dim
radi ance. Imavad, as the Callistans call Ganynede, was a crinmson disc on the
hori zon, and the renmpote gold fleck of Juruvad, or Amalthea, burned like a
glittering sequin against the night.

In the shifting and multi-col ored rays of the nmany noons, the rocky scarps,
prof ound chasns, sheer cliffs and sharp peaks whereover we now fl ew stood out
in clear detail. | stood, wapped in ny cloak, one hand resting on the pommrel
of my sword, absorbed in the savage spectacle. Beside nme on the bridge the
duty officer at this hour, young Tomar, stood gazing down on this fantastic
vi sta of broken rock and barren sand and fang-I|i ke peaks and pinnacl es. The

| and bel ow us | ooked as bl eak and sterile as m ght the surface of Earth's
col d, dead noon

Such, however, was not the case: for there was indeed |life on the npuntai nous
| and beneath us, as we soon di scover ed.

I was roused fromny reverie when the youth Tomar touched my arm pointing off
to starboard.

"Somet hing' s com ng, sir-1ook!"

| followed his pointing finger. In the tangle of conflicting rays of
different-colored nmoonlight it was difficult to make out noving objects, but
somet hi ng was i ndeed approachi ng the armada from beneath. Sonething that flew

It was ascending froma forest of needle-like pinnacles and for a noment |
coul d make out nothing concerning it.

"Could it be a flight of kajazells, admiral ?" the signal officer, who shared
the bridge with us, asked.

The kajazell is a smallish winged lizard found nostly in the desert countries
or in nmountainous regions. But that which floated up towards us on the wi nds
was no kaj azell.

"I don't think it likely, Drango,” | replied. "It's too big; we couldn't even
see a kajazell fromthis distance.”

Then the flying object seemed to break apart or scatter, and to our even
greater mnystification we saw that the unknown thing which arrowed up towards
us was not one creature, but several, perhaps eighteen or twenty or even nore.
Even scattered, the flying creatures could now be discerned to be of
consi der abl e si ze.

A cool breeze was blowing up ny spine and | was conscious of an inward alarm|
coul d neither ignore nor explain.

It was a sense of danger. Many tinmes in ny perilous and hazard-filled career



of adventure | have felt that inward sense of inm nent or oncom ng danger; and
never has it proven a false alarm Still, | hesitated, waiting for nore proof
of approachi ng danger before giving the signal and rousing the armada.

"What ever they are, they're bigger than the zell and smaller than the
ghastozar," Tomar observed tautly. And he was quite right. And whether the
flying creatures were related to either of the two wi nged predators he had
naned, we were entering a zone of extreme peril. O the ghastozar, | have

el sewhere recorded that they are dragonish flying nonsters which closely
resenbl e the trenmendous pterodactyls of Earth's nightmare Jurassic. The zel
are nmuch smaller but not any the | ess dangerous. Usually, but not exclusively,
deni zens of the desert-countries, they are small wi nged reptiles the size of
terrene doves. On an individual basis they are relatively harm ess, but when
they hunt in enornous flocks they are very dangerous indeed. A sort of
Jekyl | -and- Hyde creature, when they assenble into gigantic flocks they becone
hal f seagull, half bat-w nged piranha, and a flock of themcan strip a human
bei ng to naked bones in seconds.

But these were neither kajazell nor ghastozar, but some third species of
flying creature perhaps equal ly dangerous.

The signal officer on duty, one Drango, was ready to flash the alarm By day
signal s are exchanged by neans of colored flags run up the shrouds to the
crows' nests atop the double masts am dshi ps, but by night sinmlar signals are
gi ven by neans of coded colored |lanterns. Drango | ooked to nme for ny orders.
But still | delayed, hesitated, tenporized. In retrospect | admt to have made
a serious error, but at the time ny delay seenmed reasonable. | had no

know edge of what the flying creatures were nor of whether they m ght be
dangerous, and | was reluctant to rouse fromtheir well-earned rest ny weary
mari ners of the sky who would spring fromtheir beds to the energency stations
on Drango's signals.

And while | hesitated, disaster overtook us!

The wi nged creatures were strung out across the heavens in a long curved |ine,
each creature spaced about twenty feet apart fromits fellows.

Now t hat they were nearer, we could see thembetter. Snaller than the
nonstrous ghastozar, they were still somewhat |arger than men, measuring about
ei ght feet frombarbed, sinewy tail to cruel, hooked beak. Their w ngs
resenbl ed those of i mense vultures or condors, and were covered with [ ong
feathers of a netallic azure. Their heads were crested with a stiff topknot of
bl ue feathers, touched with crinmson at the tips; their bodies, however, did
not seemto be feathered at all, but were covered with swart hy,

br owni sh-yel | ow hi de which paled to a bright canary-yellow at throat, breast,
bel Iy and thi ghs.

They were, then, not w nged reptiles, but-birds!

They were the first and only w nged avians | have yet encountered on the whol e
of this world. The only feathered creature known to ne is a w ngl ess quadruped
of horse-like size and shape called the thaptor, which |I have several tinmes in
these journals described as a sem -donesticated creature the Callistans enpl oy
for riding purposes.

That the unexplored further hem sphere of Callisto was inhabited by an
hi t hert o- unknown species of giant bird was a remarkabl e di scovery, of course.

But there were nore and greater surprises yet to cone!



The oddest thing about the giant bird-w nged creatures was that they were
essentially anthropoid or manlike in form D sregarding for the nonent their
brilliant blue plumage of wing and prehensile, barbed and featherless tails,
their bodies were quite manlike, with | ong gaunt arms whose hands ended in
cruel hooked talons, and |ong, sinewy hind |l egs which term nated in powerful
graspi ng claws. Stark naked, their bony unber-and-yellow torsos were
encunbered with sone articles or inplements |I could not at first discern
Then, as they flew nearer, | saw with an uncanny thrill of anmazement that the
bi rd- nonsters wore crude harnesses of |eather straps from which dangl ed stone
axes, flint knives, short throw ng-spears and a variety of curved
scimtar-like sword with a wicked glittering bl ade of chipped obsidi an

They were not birds, but nen!
And in the next instant they were upon us.

The panes of thin glass that shielded the bridge fromthe cold wi nds shattered
as the forenost of the bird-warriors hurtled upon us. | was flung backwards by
the thrust of one |ean but powerfully-nuscled bare arm Sprawling on my back

| looked up into the hideous face of the nonster-man who stood astride ne,

vul ture-like wi ngs spread, claws reaching for ny throat.

One look had | into that nightmarish face, all clacking parrot-beak and mad,
gl ari ng orange eyes under bl ue-feathered, overhangi ng brow and then Drango
hurl ed hinmsel f between ny recunmbent formand the winged warrior. H s rapier
flashed fromits scabbard to sink into the canary-yell ow hide of the

bi rd-w nged savage. The nonster-man uttered a harsh shrieking cry of rage or
pain and batted himaside with one swinging blow of its long arm Torn | oose,
the sword flew across the pitching deck, and fromthe gash in the upper breast
of the bird-warrior a weird purplish gore dribbled.

However roughly manlike, the bird-warriors were not even renotely human, it
woul d seem For it was not the honest red blood of nen flowed in their veins,
but the purple gore of nmonsters.

The creatures were intelligent, however, which nade themall the nore
dangerous. For they bore weapons, and obviously knew how to use them

These scattered observations flew through nmy brain during the first instant or
two we were under attack by the bird-warriors we cane later to call the
Zar koon.

In the next instant | was on ny feet again, my sword free of its scabbard and
flashing in the moonlight. | sprang to return the attack of the Zarkoon savage
but too late to save Drango.

When he inflicted the slight wound on the breast of the first bird-warrior

the creature had flung himaside with one sweep of his | ong and powerful arns.
Stunbl i ng back agai nst the broken wi ndow, Drango was seized in the cruel claws
of the second nonster-man. | can still renmenber Drango's cry of pain as those
hooked tal ons fastened in the flesh of his shoul der

In the next instant, the bird-warrior, still clinging to Drango's shoul der
wi th one cl amed hand, reached around with his other hand and tore at the
hapl ess young officer's throat!

Hurling the bl ood-soaked body fromhim the second bird-man cl anbered onto the
bri dge and seized young Tonmar. The brave boy defended hinself with his sword,

inflicting a deep wound on the | eft shoul der of his nonstrous adversary, which
uttered a squawk of pain and outrage and sprang upon him dealing hima buffet



that knocked himfl at.

In the next instant the bridge was alive with the wi nged nonsters, and we were
fighting for our lives.

Sone di stance fromus, at the other end of the bridge, the pilot died
hi deously, literally torn asunder by the claws of two squawki ng bird-warriors.

| leaped to the defense of Tomar, who spraw ed hel pl ess on the deck, with the
nonst er - man he had wounded straddling himand reaching for his throat.

My bl ade flashed, sinking into the brute's arnpit and transfixing its very
heart. One mad orange eye glared into mne, beak clashing and snapping
savagel y. Then that eye glazed and went dull, purplish oily gore gushed from
t he open beak and the Zarkoon fell dead.

Tomar sprang to his feet, snatching up his blade. The boy was white-faced and
breathing in light, shall ow gasps, but his jaw was set in a resolute nmanner
and the flame of fighting nmanhood shone in his clear, steady eyes.

Only he and I by now were still alive. The bridge was littered with corpses.
My bl ade flickered and played as the savage bird-warriors lunged at us: in a
monent | laid another feathered corpse beside the first, and had sunk my bl ade

t hrough the shoul der-joint of yet a third.

"Set your back to mine, Tomar," | said. And we fought back to back for a tinme
agai nst the shrieking cawi ng monsters. Two nore we slew, but for each that
fell, two or three nore clinbed through the shattered wi ndows to hurl

t hensel ves upon us.
It was soon over.

A stone ax caught the boy a glancing blow along the side of his head and he
fell senseless, blood trickling down his pale cheek froman ugly cut. | stood
astride his body and held them off as best | could, but not for long. My sword
bl ade was caught in horny claws and torn frommy grasp. Then a towering,

| ean-nuscled formflung itself upon me and bore ne to the deck. | strove with
all ny strength to keep that hideous clashing beak fromny throat.

Dmy was | aware of one tall bird-warrior stooping to snatch up Tomar's
unconsci ous body. In the next instant, as | watched with unbelieving horror
hel pless to interfere, the nmonster-man flung the boy out of the w ndow.

A moment or two later | was seized in the clutch of powerful arms, dragged to
my feet, held helpless in the grip of two birdmen who cawed in hoarse triunph.

They dragged nme to the broken w ndow.

And then, sinking their cruel claws through the |eather of ny tunic, they
flung thensel ves-and me-out the w ndow

An icy gale roared about ne as | fell like a stone.

W ndows blazing with light, the vast shape that was the Jal at hadar swung past
me in the night, nonmentarily eclipsing the banded gl obe of nighty Jupiter

then it was whirled away on the wi nds and consci ousness left nme, and | knew no
nor e.



Chapter 7
Captives of the Bird-Men

It was the rush of icy air against ny face which revived ne fromny nonentary
swoon.

In an instant, ny headlong plunge into the abyss was abruptly checked as the
parrot - beaked creature which held ne tightly in the grip of its hooked cl aws

spread wide its indigo-plumed wi ngs and broke our fall. The w nged man swooped
away to the left in a steep, sickening glide. Blinking away the tears the
fiercely-cold wi nd brought to ny eyes, | saw ahead of us the other survivors

of the battle on the bridge. One of thembore a |inp, dangling burden that
nmust be the boy Tomar. Whether the lad yet lived or had been slain by his
rapaci ous captors | could not at the noment ascertain, although I hoped
agai nst hope the youth had survived.

Striving with watering eyes to penetrate the di m gl oom nade bew | dering by the
tangl e of col ored nmoon-rays, | saw we swooped giddily over a tortured

| andscape of naked rock, carved into precipitous chasns and thronged with a
fantasti c maze of peaks and pinnacles. In another monent | was hopel essly

| ost, and could not guess in which direction we flew, nor in what position the
armada m ght be found. The tal ons of ny captor were tangled in ny |eather
tunic and the nonster-nan thus carried me in such a position that | could gain
no clear or unencunbered vista of either sky or |and. W were, however,
descending rapidly in a zigzagging flight conposed of giddy sideslips, which
were nost disconcerting. In a few noments we were anong the fang-Iike peaks.
They rose all about us like the stalagmtes in a mghty cavern, or a towering
forest of petrified trees. Scarps and cliffs and sheer rocky walls hurtled by
to every side. A nonent nore and the black mouth of a cavern yawned directly
beneat h us. Then the bird-nonster who bore nme folded his blue pinions and we
fell like stones. The gloomof a mghty pit closed about us-overhead a

dwi ndling circle of moonlit sky shrunk rapidly.

And for a second tine | swooned.

An i mmeasurable time later | woke to find cold water splashing in ny face.
Groggily rearing up on one elbow | found the boy Tomar bending over ne, his
worried face a pallid oval in the darkness. He was bathing ny face with a bit
of rag.

"Are you all right, sir?" he asked anxi ously.
| nodded, forcing a grin.

"I seemto be still in one piece,”" | made reply. "How about yourself?" The boy
i ndi cated that he had not been harned.

"They thrust us in here with food and water," he said. d ancing around,
found that we were inprisoned in a cage of iron bars; walls, floor and ceiling
were conposed of barred grills, until our place of captivity bore a certain
resenbl ance to a nonstrously huge birdcage-a resenbl ance | m ght have found
anusing had it not been for the desperateness of our situation

The cage was suspended by a chain of iron links fromthe rocky ceiling of the
cavern whi ch arched far above us, lost in the gl oom

Peering through the bars to ascertain as nuch as | could | earn about our
surroundi ngs, | saw several simlar cages al so suspended by i mrense chains
fromthe roof of the cavern. The light was too faint and dimfor ne to tel
whet her or not they were occupi ed.



W could see little of the remai nder of the cavern, but it was obviously
enornous and its floor nust have stretched very far beneath us. The only
illum nation cane from patches of phosphorescent nold or fungus which grew on
some of the nearer stalactites. These gl assy stone spears dangled fromthe

bl ack roof above and glistened wetly in the ghostly greenish gl ow

The di sh of food our captors had left us with | ooked distinctly unappeti zi ng.
Chunks of raw, bloody nmeat, some green with decay and crawling wi th naggots,
reposed in a sliny stew. | silently determned that | would have to be a | ot
hungrier than | was, to attenpt to down such unappeti zi ng gobbets.

The food dish, by the way, was a shall ow stone crock. The dish of water was
al so of snmooth and holl ow stone, evidently of artificial workmanship. The
water, at |east, was clear and fresh and cold. Doubtless it came from sone
subt erranean pool or spring.

Tomar and | crouched on the floor of the cage, discussing our predicanment in
| ow tones. The iron bars were flat rather than rounded, and thus somewhat nore
confortable to sit upon than m ght otherw se have been the case. But not much.

Qur situation was dismal, if not quite hopeless. There was little hope that we
could pry asunder the heavy iron bars, although these were very old and were
scaly and red with centuries of rust. The | ock that fastened shut the cage
door was massive and antique and also thick with corrosion. But even if we
were able to pry or break our way |oose, we would still be suspended at an
unknown hei ght above the cavern floor, with no visible way to clinb down.

Concerning this problem our situation was nystifying. W night be suspended
only ten feet above the stone floor-or four hundred! In the dimglow of decay,
it was inpossible to see anything beneath us. And fromthe way that echoes
boomed and gobbled fromwall to wall about the cavern, there was no way of
telling our height. | plucked fromthe bowl a lunp of greasy neat and let it
fall between the bars of the bottom of the cage; although | listened carefully
for any sound it night make when it hit the unseen floor, no such sound
reached ny ears.

There was nothing el se to do; so, after a tine, we slept.

It was the clash of horny claws against the cage-bars that aroused us; that
and the buffet of heavy bodies that nade the cage swing |ike a pendul um

Tomar and | woke to stare into the fierce glare of mad orange eyes in a

hi deousl y beaked and feather-crested face. Two of the birdlike nonstrosities
clung to the outside of the cage and one of themwas funbling with the old

l ock and with a huge key which hung on a thong about his scrawny yell ow neck

W enchi ng the door open, they reached in and dragged us out. Kicking free of
the swayi ng cage, the two bird-warriors fell with us in a tight grip. My heart
was in my nmouth, | nust confess; a noment |ater, however, vivid blue w ngs
were spread open to break our fall and Tomar and | plunmeted into the niddle
of an astoni shing scene.

W were set down atop a level stone platform To every side steep walls of
stone fell away-it was |ike being marooned atop a tall pillar

Ei ght or a dozen sinilar stone pillars-sonme higher than ours, sone

| ower-thrust up about our own | evel. Atop these there squatted a nunber of the
birdwarriors. In some cases three or even four of the monstrosities clung to
the top of a single nonolith, in other cases, only one.



W could see quite well here, for crude torches, smeared with oily pitch
bl azed here and there. These were thrust into crevices in the rocks, and shed
a fierce, wavering orange gl ow upon the barbaric scene.

"That nmust be their chief,” Tomar nuttered.

Directly before us, squatting atop a broad pillar, a particularly huge and
gross and repul sive bird-man was seated. It was inpossible to determine his
age, but he was obese and swollen, his sagging belly and dangling jow s
formng a striking contrast with the general run of his kind, which were gaunt
and | ean.

He seened to be diseased, for his jow s-or wattl es-were rough and red and
seened painfully bloated, and the feathery crest which adorned his flat, blunt
skull was moul ting, many of the feathers missing entirely, some dangling

| oosel y.

H s great hooked parrot-beak was cracked and ragged-edged, and his glaring
eyes were buried in unhealthy reddened pouches. Hi s inmense w ngs, of a

virul ent and poi sonous green, were folded and towered hi gh above his hunched
shoul ders, lending himthe feroci ous aspect of a squatting demon, crouched for
j udgrment of the dammed in sonme dark and cavernous hell.

The rounded pillar on which he nested was streaked and splotched with oily
droppings and littered with bits of broken bone. In one scaly claw he cl enched
a huge piece of raw, bl oody neat fromwhich he ripped and tore juicy gobbets.
Wth his hideous, diseased wattles and repul sive beaked head he reni nded ne
for all the world of some repul sive and gigantic vulture gobbling away at
carrion.

The ot her bird-men clustered about on nearby pillars squawked and cawed and
fluttered. Fromtime to time the chief uttered a cackling, hoarse cry.

Li stening keenly to this exchange, | got the uncanny feeling that the

nonst er-nmen were tal king anongst thenselves. At |east, they seemed to have the
rudi ments of articul ate speech, although so hoarse and netallic were their
cawi ng voices that it was all but inmpossible to be certain. Neverthel ess,
listening closely to what transpired, | formed the inpression that one of the
bi rd- men, whom | thought | recognized fromhis harness and accouternents as
havi ng been anbng those who had captured us, and who nmay perhaps have been the
| eader of the war-party, addressed his gross chieftain by the name of Skeer
and was addressed in turn as Zawk. Another nonster-man, aged and bal di ng and
rheuny- eyed, who seened to hold sone privileged position as counsel or or
shaman, and who made frequent coments on the indeci pherabl e exchange of
conversation, seemed to go by the nanme of Kl oog.

At first the notion that these hideous beings had a primtive | anguage seened
singularly horrifying, for creatures so | ow on the evolutionary scal e ought
not to be endowed with the rudinments of intelligence or social organization
But, upon later reflection, it seemed undeni able that such was the case. And,
after all, they did possess weapons, however crude and primtive, and wear
somet hing akin to the trappings of a warrior. Wiy, indeed, should they not
possess the gift of speech?

Al t hough the clacking beaks and hoarse, netallic, caw ng voices of the
bird-warriors made it inpossible to make out the words, | gained the distinct
i mpression that Zawk was relating the circunstances of our capture, to which
the chief of the bird-nen, Skeer, and his decrepit counselor, Kl oog, made
occasi onal incredul ous coments or queries. Doubtless, the Zarkoon had never
bef ore seen men |like us, and had never heard of anything like the i nmense and



wei ghtl ess airships in which we travel ed. Zawk waved his | ong, skinny arms
wildly, as if attenpting to describe the indescribable, and squawked and
shrieked |i ke a mad cockat oo.

The conversation seenmed interm nable. But, when at last it was termn nated,

was left in bew |derment, having no clue as to what decision had been reached
concerning our fate. Skeer, the chief, gestured with the greasy bone on which
he was gnawi ng and two warriors sprang into the air fromtheir perches,
swooped down to pounce upon us, shatched us up into the air and bore us back
to our cages, thrusting us within by bodily force, slamr ng and | ocking the
gates behind us, and then flapping off into the gl oomagain, |eaving us to our
| onely thoughts.

Tomar kept a brave front, but the boy was inwardly worried. Nor could | blane
himfor this, feeling nunerous trepidations myself.

"What of our friends, Prince Jandar?" he asked ne a while later. "WII| they
not come to rescue us?"

"They will certainly try to, anyway," | said, noncommittally. | tried to keep
a bold face on things, but could not make up ny mnd whether it would be
better to pretend to the boy that our situation was nerely hazardous and
tenmporary, or to share with himnm own fears that we were conpletely on our
own.

"You mean you don't think they will be able to find us?" he asked.
"I can hardly guess, Tonmar," | tenporized. "It all depends on whether there

are many such cavern-mouths as the one we entered, or nmerely the one. If there
are many such, they m ght spend weeks or even nonths searching for the right

one . . . if, indeed, they succeed in guessing that it was into the cavern we
were borne. | suspect it is nmore likely that they will think the bird-nen nest
anong the peaks, and, searching the peaks wi thout finding nests, they wll
think we were taken further away, and will spread out and search the

surroundi ng nount ai ns. "
He | ooked at nme, a long, level stare with no fear init.

"Then you think our chances of being rescued at all are very slight

"I think there is at | east a chance. How good of a chance, | sinply cannot
guess, " | said, having decided to |l evel with the boy rather than attenpt to
sustain his hopes with fal se assurances. "Surely our friends will not abandon

us to an unknown and doubtless grisly fate w thout maki ng every effort to find
us. O that rmuch we nmay be certain!”

It wasn't much, but it was the best | could offer
He chewed it over in thoughtful silence, saying nothing nore.
After a time we slept again.

And when we awoke, things had changed a bit, in an interesting way. For now we
had a nei ghbor. The nearer of the cages which dangl ed about us was now
occupi ed. Whet her our fellow captive had been there all along, but had been
too weary or frightened or disconsolate to attenpt conversation with us, or
whet her she had but recently been thrust into the cage during our |ast

sl eep-period | cannot say, but there she was. By now our eyes had adjusted to
the dimtrace of |ight and we could see the occupant of the other cage quite
clearly.



"Why-it's a girl!" Tomar shrilled, excitedly.

And so it was.

Chapter 8
Yl ana of the Jungle Country

As the light grew stronger, we could see her nore clearly. By now it was
daylight in the outer world, and shafts of gol den radiance streaned through
the crater-like hole in the cavern roof. By this light we could see that the
occupant of the cage which hung suspended fromthe rocky roof by a long chain
was a young girl of about Tomar's own age, which was to say sixteen or

sevent een, | suppose, although | have never found it easy to estimte the age
of the Callistans.

She was a slim golden-skinned girl with long, untrimred dark hair and | ong,
bare | egs. Her only garnment was an abbreviated affair which seemed to be nade
of the tanned skin of some cat-like beast. This was draped about her rounded
hi ps, stretched taut over her slight, adolescent bosom |eaving her arnms and
shoul ders bare. She seenmed to be a girl fromsone prinmitive tribe, for about
her throat hung a rude necklace of ivory teeth or fangs, and a crude coil of
copper wire was cl asped about her upper right arm wth another about her |eft
ankl e. She wore thong sandals of tanned | eather, a strip of |eather wound
about her brows restrained the rippling tide of her silky, night-black hair,
and a rough |l eathern girdle cinched in her slender waist. Fromthis girdle
hung suspended an enpty dagger-scabbard of stitched | eather

In the wash of daylight, we eyed each other with frank curiosity. As for the
girl, she seemed never to have seen humans dressed as were we, and her great
viol et eyes widened with amazenent at Tomar's fiery red thatch and at ny own
strawyellow hair, which | was by now accustoned to wearing shoul der-length in
the fashi on of Shondakor.

The girl was remarkably beautiful in an adol escent, tonboyish way. She had a
strong jaw, pert tip-tilted nose, and a w de-upped mouth nade for kissing as
much as for laughter. Her lovely violet eyes were large, clear, fringed with
sooty | ashes, and her wi nging dark brows |lent her an elfin |look of fragility
somewhat belied by the smudge on her cheek and the raw bruise on her brow. Her
bare |inbs were lithe and supple, slender but firmy-nuscled, as if she was
used to living out of doors in a hard life of struggle and survival in the
wi | d. But how such a |lovely young creature could have survived for long in
this harsh and barren land of gritty soil and sterile rock eluded ny

conpr ehensi on.

She was the first to break the silence. "Saona!" she called, in a |ow,
hesi tant voice, using the universal word of greeting all of the nations of
Callisto enpl oy, which may, | suppose, be translated sinply as "hello."

| returned her greeting. "My nane is Jandar, prince of the Golden City of
Shondakor," | said, "and ny conpanion is Tomar, a warrior of the Ku Thad."

She wrinkled up her nose at these unfamliar nanes.

"Never have | heard of Shondakor or of the Ku Thad," she said dubiously. "I am
Yl ana, the daughter of Jugrid of the jungle country."

"Then saoma, Ylana! Qur own honeland is very far fromhere, for we have



traveled far and were en route to another | and when the bird-warriors attacked
us, carrying off my young friend and nyself," | said.

She absorbed this, continuing to eye us with frank curiosity.

"Never have | seen nmen such as yourselves, with hair and eyes of such peculiar
coloration," she observed. Perhaps | should add in explanation of her words
that Tomar has the green eyes commonly borne by nmenbers of the Ku Thad race,
while ny own blue eyes were inherited fromny Dani sh nmother. "The country of
your tribe nust indeed be very far fromthe Muntains of the Zarkoon."

"The Zarkoon? What are they?" asked Tomar.
She gave him a | ook of anused contenpt.

"Surely, boy, you know that the Zarkoon are the creatures who hold us
i mprisoned!"

Tomar indicated that he did not in fact know the nane of the weird bird-nen
who had captured us. The girl uttered a |augh

"Then you nust be very stupid! How could you not know of the Zarkoon? Di d not
the Elders of your tribe warn you a thousand tinmes agai nst venturing into
t hei r nountai nous real mduring the hours of darkness?"

Tomar exchanged a baffled glance with ne. Ooviously, he did not know what the
jungle girl meant by the "El ders" of his "tribe." A child of one of the nost
hi ghl y devel oped urban civilizations on this world of Thanator, he had never
bef ore encountered a nenber of a backwards and perhaps even savage peopl e.

"You must be a very stupid boy, indeed," Ylana observed coolly, a hint of

m schief in her tones. Tomar flushed, stung by the taunting tone of her words.
| suppressed a smle and held ny tongue, but it anused me to discover that the
flirtation-rituals of teen-alters vary little, even between the planets.

"If you're so smart, how did the Zarkoon capture you?" Tomar retorted.

Now it was the girl's turn to flush and bite her lower lip in vexation. |
could not help noticing how white and even were those snall teeth, nor how
ripe and lush were those lips; and | would be very much surprised if the sane
observati on had escaped Tonmar's notice, as well.

"I . . . | knew well of the danger," she confessed, "but ventured hither
nonet hel ess, to escape fromnmy enemes. Alas, the terrible Zarkoon are as
sharp of eye as the El ders warned . "

| cleared ny throat. Sonmething the girl had chanced to remark intrigued ne.
"Yl ana, why did you say it was dangerous to trespass in these nountains during
the hours of darkness?"

"Because it is then that the Zarkoon hunt, of course," she replied, obviously
amazed at our ignorance of what were, to her way of thinking, the comon facts
of everyday life.

"Do they not hunt by daylight, then?" | asked. She flashed me a sharp look in
whi ch amazenent and contenpt were conmi ngl ed

"OfF course not! During the day they slunber here in their hidden nests beneath
the crust of the world, for the brilliance of day is painful to them During
t he period of darkness they are free to roamthe upper world w thout harm.



the boy is very ignorant of these matters, but you are a grown man, a
hunter, perhaps even a chieftain? Is it possible that the El ders of your tribe
did not warn you of the habits of the Zarkoon, either? | amvery surprised to
hear it. . ."

The [ ook the girl turned on ne was one of adniration, and, bathed in the
regard of those candid violet eyes, | felt nmore than a trifle unconfortable.
The frank invitation in that adnmiring gaze may have been simul ated nerely for
t he purpose of further teasing nmy teen-aged conpani on, but married nmen such as
nmysel f do not feel confortable when young girls turn such eyes upon them

Pretending to ignore the flirtatious |ook, |I thought about the inplications of
this newl y-gained informati on. The birdwarriors of the Zarkoon had the round,
fierce eyes of parrots, and perhaps they were |idless eyes, which would
explain why the full radiance of day woul d cause them di sconfort. If the

Zar koon were accustoned to sleeping through the hours of day, then the diurna
peri od woul d be ideal for any attenpt at escape we ni ght choose to nake.

As daylight gradually illum nated nore of the i mmense cavern wherein we were

i mprisoned, filtering down through the great hole in the rocky roof, we saw
that the walls of the subterranean abyss were cut into | edges, probably by
aeons of geol ogical action. Thereupon we could barely discern huge nests of
woven reeds or sticks. These were scattered about the | edges in clusters,
perhaps representing famly groups, if the Zarkoon were hi gh enough up the
scal e of social evolution to have arrived at the concept. Doubtless the
bird-warriors, together with their fenmales and their young, were now curled in
slumber in those shadowy perches.

Looki ng down, it was obvious we would not find it easy to acconplish our
escape, for we were suspended very near the roof . of the i mense cavern, and
the rocky floor, strewn with white bones, streaked with oily droppings, and
l[ittered with accunulated filth, was hundreds of feet below our level. Even if
we coul d escape fromthe cages wherein the Zarkoon had inprisoned us, the
slightest slip would hurl us into this chasm To fall fromthis height would
nmean, if not certain death, at |east broken bones.

However, | noticed that our cages were suspended rather near one wall of the
huge cavern, and that the closest of the rocky |edges was at our |evel, or
slightly belowit, and about twenty or twenty-five feet away. The nearness of
the I edge was tantalizing . . . it was al nbst near enough to be w thin our
possi bl e attainment, yet distant enough to nmake the reaching of it very
difficult, hazardous in the extreme, and quite likely an inpossible feat.

While | was busy pondering these matters, Tomar and the jungle maid had been
conversing in low tones. The girl belonged to a primtive tribe which dwelt
upon a jungle plateau not very distant fromthese nountains. The Zarkoon were
the natural enem es of the Jungle People, and had preyed upon themfor untold
centuries. Further questioning from Tomar elicited |less and | ess information
fromYl ana, for the girl seened unable to conprehend that we were not huntsnen
or warriors froma savage tribe sinmlar to her own, but the representatives of
a higher level of civilization. She was astoni shed and somewhat cont enptuous
of our thorough lack of information concerning the hazards and perils of this
barbaric world, and her growing scorn for Tomar was expressed both by her

cont enpt uous expression and by the scathing tone of her voice. She evidently
consi dered the youth at my side a panpered and babied favorite who had been
unaccount ably shi el ded from exposure to the harsh realities of what were, to
her, the common facts of life.

Her own questions were keen and incredul ous. When Tomar attenpted to describe
the real mfrom which we had cone, she was sharp in her disbelief. A walled



stone city, indeed! How could such structures be raised out in the open

wi t hout bei ng exposed to the savage depredati ons of the Zarkoon? And when
Tomar strove to explain that in the city of Shondakor, fifty thousand nen,
worren and children dwelt in peaceful harnmony, she responded with shril
derision. How could so nmany chieftains dwell side by side w thout preying on
one anot her's women? What vast herds nmust roamthe jungles of our land, in
order to sustain such an inmense popul ace! Wien Tomar funmblingly tried, to
describe the area of farms and fields which surrounded the Golden City for
many mles, Ylana's disbelief becane openly abusive. Tomar could not grasp the
fact, but | understood that Ylana's tribe apparently had yet to discover the
sci ence of agriculture, and that the very concept of farmers grow ng produce
for the consunption of the city-dwellers was conpletely beyond her

conpr ehensi on.

"May | ask how you came to be captured by the Zarkoon?" | inquired. "Wre you
captured al one, or had you conpani ons?"

"I was alone," the girl said with a sniff.

"But where were you goi ng-and why?"

She shrugged. Then, with a little expression el oquent of distaste, she
expl ai ned. "The Elders of ny tribe would have given me as nate to a warrior
whom | despi sed,” she said. "Rather than endure his enbraces, | fled in the

ni ght, hoping to find a haven anmong ny nother's folk, the River People. But by
ni ght the Zarkoon range far afield, and they attacked me fromthe skies as |
crossed the Stone Hills near the borders of the region of ny nmother's people.

I was alone and had no warrior to defend nme; however, ny father had taught ne
somewhat of the arts of war and of the hunt, and thus | was fortunate enough
to slay two of the nonsters with ny bow before they seized and di sarned ne.
How many di d you slay?"

"As near as | can recall, we each slew five or six of the bird-warriors,"
sai d. Her eyes wi dened in exaggerated unbelief.

"This boy slew that many?" she sniffed. "Doubtless they were fenales, or
fledglings."

| again repressed a smle, and tried to convince her that we had fought
agai nst full-grown nal es. Poor Tomar was scarlet about the ears fromthis
ver bal abuse.

More to change the subject than anything else, | asked her how it was that her
marri age had been arranged by the tribal Elders rather than by her father
Jugrid, for she had described her father as chief of the Jungle People during
her earlier discussion with Tonar.

She shrugged dispiritedly. "True, ny father is chief of the tribe, but it is
the Elders who interpret the will of the Unseen Ones," she murnured. "He was
hel pl ess to oppose their w shes."

| pricked up ny ears at this, for it sounded rather as though the jungle girl
was tal king of her gods. And, if so, this was nobst unusual, as the peopl es of
Thanator, as | have often had occasion to remark in these journals, do not
wor shi p any gods.

"The Unseen Ones!" she repeated again, and a trifle inpatiently. "Is it
possi bl e that your tribe is so renote or so uninportant that you are not under
the scrutiny of the Shadowy Ones?"



"Per haps we know t hem by another name,"” | tenporized. "If you could tell us a
bit nore about them. . . ?"

"I mean the Unseen Ones, of course,"” she snapped. And that was that. It seened
i npossible to her way of thinking that we did not know what she was tal king
about, and we could elicit no further information fromher. And, at this
point, | desisted fromfurther probing into the matter, for whatever prinitive
gods her tribe worshiped mght well be a taboo subject.

Tomar was still interested in | earning nore about the habits of our w nged
captors. | suppose the youth had noticed, as had I, the inplications for our
escape in the fact that the Zarkoon bird-nmen are dormant during the hours of
day.

"Why have they captured us, anyway?" he asked. "We gave them no provocation
and our own honeland is so very distant fromtheir domain, that there is no
reason for themto consider us their enemes . "

Hs tentative tones died away in enbarrassed silence, for once again he had
exposed his ignorance of the facts of everyday exi stence before the pert and
scornful girl, who regarded himw th contenpt and even pity, as if he were
mentally retarded. She turned to ne.

"I's the boy conpletely stupid, or has he been sheltered fromthe harsh
realities of life?" she denmanded, while Tomar flushed and bit his lip. "Not to
know t he reason for which we have been taken by the Zarkoon!"

| could not help laughing. "If he is as you say, then | amno better, Ylana,"
| admitted, "for | have been wondering the very sane thing!"

Her huge eyes nirrored her surprise and consternation

"But-did you not know that the Zarkoon are horrid cannibal s-and that they will
eat us alive when darkness falls" she cried.

And suddenly | didn't feel l|ike laughing any nore.

Chapter 9
The Expedition of Lukor

Wil e these events had been transpiring, consternation and al armreigned
aboard the Jal at hadar and her sister-ships. The uproar of the battle on the
bri dge, when Tomar and | had fought back-to-back, striving to hold off the
attack of the Zarkoon savages, had roused the occupants of several cabins.
Only monents after we two had been carried off by our Zarkoon captors, ny

of ficers came rushing up the stair into the pilothouse, a bit late to effect
our rescue.

As it happened, Koja and Lukor were the first to emerge fromthe stairwell
onto the bridge. Lukor, his silvery mane tousled from sl eep, a coverlet
hastily slung about his niddle, brandishing his sword, was the first to view
the scene of carnage, and froze notionl ess, appalled.

Koj a was next upon the bridge, his m ghty whi psword held at the ready in one
bony hand, sol emm great eyes expressionless in the horny casque of his face as
t hey surveyed the corpses strewn about the bridge in pools of human and

Zar koon gore.



"Now, by the Scarlet Mon, what has happened here?" Lukor gasped in conplete
amazenent .

Icy winds shrieked through the shattered wi ndow. Wthout a hand at the pilot's
wheel , the great clipper of the clouds careened drunkenly, wallow ng from side
to side. Lukor sprang to steady the wheel while the Yathoon warrior stooped to
exam ne the bodies which were strewn about the deck

"One yet lives," he observed in his enptionless, netallic tones. It was the
young signal officer, Drango. The terrible claws of the bird-warriors had
mangl ed his throat hideously, and he lay in a puddl e of blood, but a spark of
life yet lingered in his breast. Koja ripped open a case of energency supplies
stored by the wall and strove to staunch his ghastly wound while gallant old
Lukor, cursing sul phurously, westled with the obstinate wheel

Capt ai n Haakon was the next to reach the bridge, with the fussy little Dr.
Abziz virtually treading on his heels.

"Lords of Gordrimator-what is this?" the grizzled chief officer cried in
consternation, viewing the gory shanbles of the pilothouse. Staring at the
wr eckage and the corpses, he nudged one of the dead bird-nmen with his foot.
"What nonsters are these?" he demanded i ncredul ously.

"They are Zarkoon, of course," the fussy little geographer sniffed, avoiding
pool s of blood fastidiously. He bent over to peer nore closely at the dead
nmonster. "Fascinating! So they truly exist after all, and are not nerely

nmyt hol ogi cal beings! My coll eagues at the Acadeny will be intrigued at the
di scovery . "

"Zarkoon? What in the world are Zarkoon? And how cane they here?" spluttered
t he apopl ectic captain.

"They flew, obviously! And they are wi nged, cannibalistic bird-nonsters who
are nentioned in certain of the ancient |egends and sagas we possess
concerning this henisphere,” Dr. Abziz said primy, answering Haakon's
guestions in reverse order.

"The monsters nust have attacked the ship fromthe peaks bel ow," Lukor said
excitedly, relinquishing the wheel to one of the pilots who had just cone on
deck. "What carnage! Soneone go and rouse the admiral! And should we not give
the alarmif the ship is under attack?"

"I't would seemthat those poor fellows present on the bridge beat off the
attack of these nonsters, before falling prey to their weapons," Haakon
grow ed, "for the skies are clear and naught is toward on the m d-deck
ah, Sojan? Did you call the admiral ?"

The officer addressed as Soj an burst upon the scene, white-faced and gaspi ng.

"The Prince is not in his cabin and his clothing is gone . . . he nust have
roused hinsel f and dressed-"

"What's this?" Lukor cried, scooping up a sword which |lay against the wall.
Turning it over in his hands, he peered closely at the bejewelled hilt. "'Tis
Jandar's sword, or |'m a bal d-headed deltagar!"

"What ?" the cry burst fromall assenbled.

The dying signal officer stirred in Koja's arnmns. Jandar . . . and

Tomar," he gasped feebly from bl oody Iips.



"What's that, Drango, |ad? Speak up-what of the Prince?" Haakon cried,
st oopi ng by Koja where he knelt, tending as best he could to the dying
of ficer.

". . . Both of them. . . carried off by the w nged nonsters

"Eh? Carried off, you say?" Haakon groaned in consternation. "But where,
man- where? I n which direction?"

But that question would not be answered. Drango was dead.

Signal -l anps fl ashed a nessage of tragedy and terror fromship to ship. The
armada halted, and swung in a great circle, hovering about the w | derness of
cl oven peaks of naked stone whereinto the fantastic flying cannibal - nonsters
had borne off both myself and the youth, Tomar. A council of war was hastily
sumoned. Al though it was exceedi ngly dangerous to attenpt to cross fromship
to ship in mdair, especially by night and under a stiff wi nd, the chief
officers of the three other vessels swng aboard the Jal athadar to attend the
emer gency council .

Zamara of Tharkol, acconpani ed by the captain of her flagship, swing aboard,
foll owed by the giant gladiator, Zantor, captain of the second ship of the
Shondakori an contingent, the Xaxar. As the officers net together in the great
stateroom Prince Val kar, as vice-adniral of the expedition, told themthe
terrible story of the sudden attack and of our di sappearance.

Anxi ous queries flew about the long table-Dr. Abziz racked his nmenory for
every datum he knew concerning the feared and | egendary bird-nonsters-a
furious discussion raged, but few conclusions were reached, or could be
reached, where so nmany inportant details renmai ned unknown.

My friends, of course, could not even be certain at this tine whether or not
still lived. And no one had the slightest information as to where the Zarkoon
had come from nor in which direction they had flown, upon |eaving the

gor e-drenched shanmbl es of the Jal at hadar's bri dge.

Val kar held to the position that nothing nore could be possibly done unti

day. Then the galleons of the armada would split to search the surroundi ng
nmount ai ns, and where possible, would |ower by gig or skiff search-parties to
conb the nountain-tops afoot. The small five-man skiffs had been an invention
of the Tharkolians, and were so obviously useful that all ships on the
expedi ti on had been equi pped with them They consisted of twin pontoons filled
wi th the hydrogen-1like gas, five-seated cockpits, stiff, stationary w ngs, and
were driven by propellers powered by foot-pedals on the floor of the cockpits.
This would be the first time the skiffs had actually been used, although of
course they had been tested in the shipyards of Tharkol

It was Lukor who chiefly opposed the decision to await the comnming of day
before attenpting to search the peaks. The fiery old sword-master was all for
| aunchi ng a dozen skiffs at once to conmb the nearer peaks before another hour
was | ost. Val kar patiently pointed out that the updrafts and air-currents in

t hese nountai ns were uncharted, and that nothing was to be gai ned by
endangering the lives of yet more nen. At night, with the confusing noonlight,
i n an unknown country, the use of skiffs would be hazardous in the extrene,
and probably fruitless.

As he was, in ny absence, the senior commandi ng officer of the armada, it was
hi s deci sion which carried the vote. Lukor, fum ng, subsided with a sour
grumble or two, and left the stateroomin a vile tenper, mngled with fears



for nmy safety and for that of young Tomar, for whom he had |ong since felt an
avuncul ar affecti on.

The Yat hoon chieftain, Koja, who had been nmy first friend on Callisto, had
supported Lukor's argunent. The sol enmm-eyed, gigantic insect-man felt keenly
my loss, and, in his coldly unenotional manner, chafed at the enforced del ay.
He reached the main deck and joined Lukor as the gallant little sword-naster
prow ed the w ndy bal ustrade, grumbling and cursing.

"Blast themall, Koja, the fools won't listen!" he seethed. "Every hour-every
nmonent - may count! W should cast off in the skiffs now, and hunt down the
hi di ng pl ace of those w nged devils! Jandar may need us desperately, the poor
fellow And the | ad-what of hinfP Wy, had it not been for that brave boy, we
shoul d all have perished horribly, through the treachery of U thar, during the
expedi ti on agai nst Zanadar!*"

Koj a' s huge conpound eyes glittered expressionlessly in the many-col ored Iight
of the noons of Jupiter

"I amof simlar opinion, friend Lukor," the gigantic arthropod said solemly.
"To ny way of thinking the rescue of Jandar is of at |east equal inportance to
t he success of this expedition against the Mnd Wzards. If we wait till day,

t he Zarkoon creatures may well use the margin of time to spirit away our
conrade to an unknown lair too far distant, or too cunningly conceal ed, for

t he chances of discovery to achieve success. W are now within an hour of the
nonment in which Jandar and Tomar were carried off; and it seens to nme w sest
to pursue the bird-warriors now, while the trail, so to speak, is stil

fresh.”

"Precisely," said Lukor, gnawi ng his moustache savagely. "And | amfilled with
unconfortabl e forbodings that Prince Valkar will decide, if the search at dawn
is in vain and Jandar is not then rescued, that to further delay the journey
to Kuur would be to jeopardi ze the success of the expedition. Doubtless he
wi Il argue, however reluctantly, that the safety of the Three Cities depends
on the attack agai nst Kuur, and that the safety of three kingdons nust
outwei gh the safety of two nmen, however dear to us. | suppose he will argue in
council that to remain here throughout the day, searching for our captured
conrades, may risk Kuur's discovery of our mission, and thus we will |ose the
benefit of surprise. Curse it all, Koja, but I do despise the tendency of
conmanders to consider the mission of first inportance, and the rescue of | ost
conrades distinctly secondary!"

Koj a mani pul ated his brow antennae in the characteristically Yathoon
equi val ent of a shrug.

"I feel certain that Prince Valkar will do everything his sense of duty
permts towards effecting the rescue of Jandar and Tomar; but he is a

consci entious officer and takes his duties seriously . . . if he nust decide
to sail on and | eave our friend to his unknown fate, surely it will be with
t he utnost reluctance.”

"Rel uct ance be hanged, Koja!" the chivalrous little sword-master snorted. "I
have never been able to synpathize with these high-ninded principles of
devotion to duty above all! To ne, ny love for ny friends conmes first and
forenpst above all other considerations. Curse ne, but I'll warrant you fee
the sane about it."

Koj a nodded sonberly. "Jandar taught me the nmeaning of friendship, an enotion
alien to ny kind. That emotion |I prize highly, as | do the safety of Jandar
my friend. To rescue himfromperil | would willingly inmperil my own life, as,



| am sure, would you."

"Agreed, ny chitin-clad and | oyal -hearted friend! Happily would | consign to
destruction a thousand cities, when the life of my dear friend and ol d conrade
in a thousand battles hangs in the bal ance. Devotion to duty is very high and
nobl e a cause, in the abstract; but nmy first loyalty nust ever be to those few
I call nmy friends! Well, then, having agreed on the matter-what in the nane of
the Scarlet Moon are we to do about it?"

Koj a regarded hi msol emmly.

"We have both argued in council as eloquently as our poor abilities afford,
that all efforts should be inmedi ately expended on an expedition of rescue.
Prince Val kar has, however reluctantly, decided against this, and it was his
opi nion which carried the vote. W have no other recourse, then, but to strive
to rescue Jandar on our own."

The glint of joyous nischief flashed in Lukor's keen eyes. Reaching up on

ti ptoe he essayed to give the gaunt, enornous insect-man a hearty slap on the
shoul der. Since the arthropods of Callisto |ack anything nuch resenbling
shoul ders, he was forced in lieu to clap Koja on the back

"A man after my own heart, mny chitinous conrade; although you are not exactly
a man in the biological sense of the word, the essence of nmanhood is in your
heart! Very well, then, how shall we go about it?"

Their stroll during this exchange of conversation had carried themthe | ength
of the m dship-deck, and, by a nice coincidence, they now confronted one of

t he canvas-covered sheds wherein the five-man skiffs were housed. Pausing in
their circumanbul ati ons before this unguarded structure, an identical gleam
flashed into the eyes of both and the sanme thought was born in their brains at
the sane tine.

An el oquent | ook was exchanged in wordless silence between the peppery little
mast er - swordsnman from Ganatol and the tall, stal k-1egged, inhuman Yat hoon
hordesman fromthe G eat Plains.

Dare we, friend Koja?" hissed Lukor conspiratorially.
The sol ermm-eyed arthropod blinked owishly upon the tenpting structure.

"Dare we not, Lukor? We have no other recourse, if we are to attenpt to

expl ore the peaks. Surely it would not be best for us to strive to seize
control of the bridge and forcibly divert the Jal athadar from her present
course. The skiff, however, is not guarded, but mnmerely tied down. Doubtless we
could sling it over the side by means of yonder boom which was erected for
preci sely that purpose. W could then cast adrift, and ride the winds down to
t he nmountai n-country below . . . it will, of course, be dangerous . . . little
inlife worth the achieving, however, is achieved w thout sone risk. "

Wt hout further words the two busied thensel ves about the shed. It was the
wor k of noments to unpeg the canvas, exposing the skiff. Floating inits
cradle, it resenbled to earthly eyes (had any been there to observe it)
not hi ng so nmuch as an outrigger canoe, curiously fitted with w ngs.

Koja and Lukor had no difficulty in untying the skiff and conveying it to the
rail where they attached it to the boom Conpletely weightless due to the
store of hydrogen-like gas contained in its double-hull, a child could have
conveyed it across the deck with one hand wi thout undue effort. And it was
simplicity itself to swing the counter-weighted boomover the side so that the



skiff was ready to be | aunched.

The Jal at hadar circled the upthrusting peaks at an altitude in excess of three
t housand feet. Cold winds rose fromthe chasns beneath, buffeting the |ight
skiff fromside to side and rattling the boom Wthout further ado, Koja and
Lukor clambered into the canoelike sky-boat and settled thensel ves side by
side in the first two seats. A curved wi nd-shield of strong but Iightweight

gl ass rose before them protecting themfromthe wi nds. Feeling for the
pedal s, they quickly fam liarized thenselves with the workings of the craft.

It was almost as sinple as riding a bicycle-although, of course, neither Koja
nor Lukor had ever seen a bicycle. The foot-pedals controlled the propellers,
whi ch were carved fromthin, tough wood and situated in the tail-assenbly,
directly beneath and to either side of the vertical rudder-fin. The

f oot - pedal s conmuni cated kinetic energy to these twin propellers through | ong,
taut-stretched lines of spider-silk, a light and extrenely tough substance as
strong as nylon and as light as gut. A systemof levers, set in the cockpit
panel directly before Lukor's seat, controlled the wing ailerons and the
novabl e rudder-fin through guy-stays of the same substance. By manipul ating
these |l evers the individual piloting the skiff could vary the pitch of the
ailerons or flaps on the wings and the rudder assenbly in the tail of the
craft; thus you could send the weightless skiff rising or falling, curving
away to port or to starboard. In effect, the skiff was a m niature nodel of
one of the great galleons; in practice, it was far nore maneuverabl e.

"To the rescue!" crowed Lukor, as excited as a boy about to enmbark on his
first adventure. Wth a splendid gesture he tripped the | ever which rel eased
the skiff fromthe overhangi ng boom The skiff coasted unsteadily away, flying
parallel to the hull of the Jal athadar for a noment, then, as Lukor recklessly
waggl ed aileron and rudder, the little craft veered away in a giddy

hal f-circle, arching out over the abyss, and descending in a swooping glide
nore unsettling than any Coney Island roller-coaster could ever have been
Buckl ed securely in their seats, Lukor and Koja swung as the skiff |urched
drunkenl y.

In a noment the little craft rightened itself, catching the up-draft. Far
above, the vast black shape of the nother ship eclipsed the many-col ored
spl endor of the m ghty noons.

Then it dwindled as the skiff arrowed into the abyss . . . and the adventure
was begun!

Chapter 10

Across the Abyss

W fell into something of a glumsilence after the jungle maid had made her
unsettling announcenment. In retrospect, | can see no reason why | had not

guessed the canni balistic habits of the Zarkoon bird-nen before. They were
hardl y above the | evel of rank savagery, and, resenbling nonstrous vultures as
they did, there was no reason not to suspect them of being man-eaters. Stil
and all, the news took ne by surprise, and it was hardly the sort of news one
receives in equanimty, nor was it exactly calculated to put ne into a serene
state of m nd.

Consi deri ng what Ylana had told us about the Zarkoon, it becane nore inportant
than ever that we attenpt to escape fromthe cages as soon as possible. But
how do you get out of iron cages suspended above an abyss? And nore to the

poi nt, what do you do once you have gotten out?



Whi |l e Tomar queasily contenpl ated ending his days as chef-d' oeuvre at a
Zarkoon dinner-table, I bent my wits to the problens of getting out of here
before night fell. At which time, if Ylana of the Jungle Country spoke true,
the bird-nonsters woul d wake, doubtless ravenous and anxious for breakfast.
Since we were to be that breakfast, we nust nake our escape now, if possible,
and thus put as many korads between ourselves and the hungry Zarkoon as
possi bl e before night fell. It was still early nmorning, so we had, it seened,
plenty of time to make our escape.

How to make it, though-that was the question

Qur two cages were suspended fromthe roof of the cavern by iron chains, as |
have said. It should be easy enough, by rocking the cage back and forth, for
Tomar and | to swi ng near enough to Ylana's cage to reach through the bars of
our own and seize ahold of her cage. Then, with a |l ength of strap unhooked
fromny girdle, we should be able to bind the two cages together.

Calling over to the jungle maid, | apprised her of what | planned to attenpt.
Then, instructing the boy to spread his feet widely apart, and doing the sane
nmysel f, we took hold of the bars and began to swi ng our bodies back and forth
t oget her.

Tomar expressed nystification at ny reasons for wishing to do this, which in
the interests of saving valuable time |I had not bothered to inpart to him
Nevert hel ess the boy conplied with ny wi shes, and before very Iong we had set
our cage sw ngi ng ponderously back and forth Iike the pendul um of sone inmense
cl ock.

Nearer and nearer our ever-increasing sw ng brought us to the cage in which
the girl was inprisoned. In a few m nutes we had come so close to her cage
that, on the up-swing, the bars of our cage brushed wi thin inches of her own.
Then we began trying to seize and hold onto the bars of the other cage. This
proved very difficult to do: either we would bruise our knuckles painfully
when the two cages cane together, or in snatching out for the bars of the

ot her cage we woul d disturb the evenness of our pendul umlike sw ng, which
meant we had to start all over again.

After about a hal f-hour of trial and failure, we did manage to catch ahold

of -and to retain our grasp upon-the cage in which the girl was inprisoned.
While | held the two cages together with all ny strength, Tomar hastily | ashed
themtogether with the | eather belt from ny harness.

Now t hat we were fastened together, the second phase of ny plan went into
effect. I"'mafraid that both teen-agers eyed nme askance as if questioning ny
sanity, when | told themwhat | intended doing. It was nothing less than to
enpl oy the conbined strengths of all three of us in unison to pry apart the
bars of Ylana's cage, permitting her to inch sideways through the opening.

This was really not as difficult as it may seemto whatever reader chances to
peruse these pages. | ama full-grown man and have lived an active, athletic
life and amthus no weakling. To this add the fact that having lived nuch of
my life under the slightly heavier gravitational pull of nmy native Earth, ny
strength is proportionately greater than that of an average Callistan. My
strength is not superhuman by any means, but, with two strong young people
lending their strength and vigor to mne, and considering the fact that the
iron bars, while thick and heavy, were generations or even centuries old and
deeply-eaten by rust, | thought we could pry the bars apart sufficiently for
the slender girl to wiggle through



It took us the better part of an hour, but we did it.

Yl ana slid through the opening our efforts had nade, with all the agility of
an eel. The effort cost her a square inch or two of skin, but the girl nanaged
it.

Then, at ny urging, she clinbed about on the outside of our cage until she
reached the cage door, which was fastened with a huge, clunsy, ol d-fashioned
| ock.

| told her to pick the Iock.

I had noticed earlier that she wore a bracel et of coppery w re wound about her
upper arm Reaching through the bars fromour side we held her securely, thus
freeing her hands for the task. | doubt if the jungle girl had ever found an
occasion to try to pick a lock before, but | patiently instructed her in the
craft-which |I had perforce mastered during my student days at Yale, in order
to get back in my dormitory after hours, on the nights when a date kept ne out
| ater than the managenent all owed.

The lock was full of rust; the wire tended to bend under the slightest
pressure. And standing with your feet braced against a slippery bar while
swinging two hundred feet in the air is not exactly conducive to one's peace
of mind. However, the plucky girl ignored the fearful height and the other

di stracti ons and worked away with grimdeterm nation to unfasten the | ock. At
| ength she succeeded and the | ock sprung open

Forci ng the door open on squeaki ng hinges, we hel ped her inside, where she
expel l ed a | ong-pent breath and huddl ed on the floor of the cage, indulging in
a fit of the shakes for which | did not in the |east blane her

"Now what ?" demanded Tomar, curiously.

"Now we get down to that |ledge," | said, gesturing. He foll owed ny gesture
with a perceptible shudder, and made some remark, with not unreasonable
trepidation, that the | edge was every bit of thirty feet away.

| nodded.

"That's what makes nme glad we were captured fully dressed,” | grinned, and set
about the astoundi ng process of taking off my clothes. Tomar gave ne one

ast ounded | ook and got the idea: we would tear our cloaks into strips, augnent
this length of cloth with strips torn fromour tunics as necessary, thus
fashioning as long a "rope" as possible. Then, tying our boots to one end for
a weight, | hoped to be able to snag a spur of rock which thrust up fromthe
edge of the nearby | edge, thus effecting a crude rope bridge over which we

m ght be able to clinb.

| had already pulled off my boots and was getting out of ny sleeveless tunic
by this tine. Luckily for the nodesty of the girl (who had by now recovered
fromher attack of the shakes and was viewing the striptease with considerable
anusenent, heightened, it nust be admtted, by the scarlet-faced enbarrassnent
of the boy who had perhaps never had occasion before to strip down to the buff
in the presence of a young fenale) the traditional Callistan warrior's garb

i ncl udes a skinmpy sort of loin-cloth by way of underwear.

| should have stripped to the skin, underwear or no underwear, ignoring the
presence of the jungle maid, had it been necessary, but luckily it was not. W
had sufficient length of cloth and supple | eather to reach the | edge without
sacrificing our loin-cloths, which greatly relieved Tomar's sense of the



proprieties.

| did not bother to point out to the scandalized youngster that Yl ana was of a
primtive |l evel of society which probably could not afford the nudity taboo of
hi gher civilizations such as our own. The girl was probably quite accustoned
to seeing males of all ages in varying stages of undress, and woul d probably
not have turned a hair had it proved necessary for Tomar or |, or both of us,
to have given up even our |oincloths for the purposes of escape.

Anyt hi ng was better than becom ng a Zarkoon breakfast!

Eventual |y the strip-tease was finished-although not without considerable
enbarrassnent on Tomar's part. The girl delighted in bedeviling my young
conpani on-she said she | oved the shade of crinmson he turned when bl ushi ng-and
m schi ef sparkled in her enornous purple eyes as she gave voice to tart
comments on Tomar's nuscul ature (which she considered remarkably attenuated)
and fleshly integunment (to put it bluntly, she thought himscrawny in the | egs
and exceedingly bony in the ribs). This was said purely for the pl easures of
m schi ef, of course, for Tomar was very husky and well put-together for his
years, and Ylana later admitted in ny hearing that the boy was remarkably
handsome. The poor | ad suffered through it in grimmsery . . . anything to
avoi d becom ng soneone's breakfast!

There is no telling howlong it took us to snag that trebly-damed spur of
rock with the weighted end of our nmakeshift rope-ladder. The booted end of the
rope was thrown out-fell short-or overshot its mark-or failed to | oop about
the sharp jut of stone-and had to be dragged back in, hand over hand, so many
times that | |ost count somewhere past forty.

Eventual ly, just as the ache in ny arms and shoul ders was begi nning to assune
ki ng-si zed proportions, the boots whi pped about the spur, tightening a turn or
two around the thrust of rock, and becanme securely wedged so that no tug,
however strong, could dislodge them Then canme the question of who would be
the [ucky one who would be first to attenpt to swing hand over hand the | ength
of our flinmsy rope and try to scranble up on the rocky | edge before one of the
knots gave way under his weight, precipitating himinto the abyss.

In the light of cold logic, the task should have gone to Yl ana. She was the
lightest of the three of us and was the one nost likely to reach the | edge in
safety. But, of course, | was hardly going to permt a nere girl to risk the
dangerous crossing of the abyss first. | was about to take the responsibility
upon nysel f, when Tormar spoke up demanding to be the one to try it.

At first | refused; but the boy would not listen to me. While we were stil
arguing the question he solved it by suddenly clinmbing out of the cage,

sei zing the rope, and sw ngi ng out over the abyss before there was anything
could do to stop him

| crouched there on the floor of the cage with my heart in ny nouth, watching
t he boy, naked save for a brief cloth wound about his |oins, sw nging along
hand over hand the I ength of the wobbling rope. One slip of the fingers and he
woul d plumret into the chasm beneath. And what if his weight should prove too
heavy for the knots to bear, and the rope should cone apart in md-air-or the
wei ghted end of the rope should jerk free of its place?

It took himthe better part of three mnutes to traverse the gulf, and | don't
believe | breathed at all during that interm nable wait.

The girl crouched beside ne, eyes w de and unwaveringly fixed on the sw nging
figure of the nearly-naked boy as he swng slowy down the taut line. Her



mout h was open and fromtine to tine she wet dry lips with the tip of her
tongue. One hand was cl utched about ny arm and as Tomar reached the hal f-way
point, the agony of tension and fear she was suffering was reflected in the
way her nails sank into ny bare flesh. At the tine, so fully was ny attention
concentrated on the brave boy who dangl ed by his fingertips above the abyss,
that | was hardly conscious of the pressure of those fingers on ny arnmns.
Later, however, they left bruises that took days to go away.

After an internminable tine, Tomar at |ast reached the other side of the abyss.
W wat ched as he swung hinself up over the lip of stone and onto the |edge. A
nmonent |ater the boy clinbed to his feet, gave us a cheerful grin and a wave,
and bent to fasten nore securely the weighted end of the line.

And we rel axed and began to breathe again, the girl and |

Such was ny feeling of |ight-headed relief, that | essayed a joke at her
expense.

"Scrawny as a half-starved thaptor he may be," | joked, repeating one of the
poi nted remarks she had nade about the boy's appearance during the undressing
i ncident, "but the boy is certainly brave enough, wouldn't you say?"

Stung, Ylana turned a gaze of violet scorn upon nme, elevating her pert little
nose in a disdainful sniff.

" “Brave?' To swing along a rope? 'Tis childish sport, for one raised in the
Jungl e Country," she snorted.

And wi thout the slightest warning, the girl flung herself out of the cage,
wr apped her |ong bare | egs about the swinging Iine, and ninbly traversed the
distance in half the time it had taken Tonar!

Arriving at the other side, she |levered herself up on the |edge, disdaining
Tomar' s assi stance, and sprang upon her feet. Putting her hands on her snooth
young hips, the girl tossed her head and shot a mischievous little smle over
at ne.

I swung across the abyss nyself, both pair of young eyes intent on ny
progress. To the teen-aged boy and girl, anyone over twenty-five is ready for
the old age hone, so | tried to do it as agilely as possible, but | fear ny
face was scarlet with effort and ny chest bedewed with perspiration before
reached the security of the ledge. And | was by that point grateful enough for
t he hel pi ng hand Tomar offered. | clanbered up over the lip of rock and sat
there for a nonent, catching nmy breath, considering what next to do. Qur
options were certainly few enough in nunmber.

W had escaped fromour inprisonment, but we were still prisoners, in a sense.
That is, we were still within the vastness of the holl ow nmountain, and stil
prey to the dangerous Zarkoon. At any nmonent, Zawk and his bird-warriors m ght
swoop upon us |ike hunting hawks. For, although it was still day, | wondered

how trustworthy was Yl ana's information concerning the diurnal dormancy of the
wi nged nmen, and whether or not a cadre of Zarkoon sentinels mght not be on
wat ch. Naked save for loin-cloths, and our boots, which we sal vaged fromthe
end of the line and made haste to don, we were few and unarned and therefore
rel atively hel pl ess before the bl ue-w nged predators who ruled this cavern
wor | d.

And we had yet another problemto deal wth.

W had emerged from our cages and gained a | edge near the roof of the cavern



The great circular crater or pit that was-insofar as we knewthe only entrance
or exit fromthe cavern was in this roof. But we were on the opposite side of
the cavern fromit!

The | edge, of course, did not run evenly all around the cavern. Which neant we
could not just followit around to the other side and clinb out the
crater-like hole in the roof. Neither could we go across the ceiling of the
cavern by any conceivabl e neans, not being able to wal k upsi de down. No, we
were going to have to do things the hard way, when it cane to escaping from
the cavern-world of the Zarkoon cannibals. W were going to have to clinb down

the sheer rocky wall, cross the floor of the cavern, and ascend on the other
side, as near to the hole in the roof as we could manage. This would be hard,
exhausting work and woul d consune many hours, | felt sure. And it would

enornously increase our dangers of being discovered by a wakeful Zarkoon. But
there was no help for it that | could see.

| rose to ny feet, stretching to ease the kinks fromnmy arns and the ache in
nmy shoul ders.

"Well, let's get going," | said.

The | edge was about two feet wide for the nost part and by no neans |evel. At
times it dipped sickeningly; at other tinmes it narrowed to as little as nine
i nches of rock. To further conplicate matters, it was streaked and beslined
with the bird-Iike droppings of the Zarkoon. Qur footing was thus precarious
in the extreme. In sone places we could stride along in single-file; in
others, we inched along a hand' s-breadth at a tinme, with our backs pressed
agai nst the wall.

Tomar proved agile, sure-footed and cal meven when the footing was dangerous
and uncertain. As for Ylana, ny bosomfilled with admration for the sturdy

jungle maid. If ever | amblessed with a daughter, | could ask for none better
than a girl like her. She was brave and cool -headed, ninble as a
nmount ai n-goat, and her cheerful good-hunmor kept us all in fine spirits. It

seened a nonentary truce had been declared in the m schievous rivalry between
the two youngsters: they hel ped each other (and nyself) over the hazardous
spots without a quip or a sneer, clasping hands wi thout enbarrassnent or
rebuff. And when we reached the ternminus of the | edge and had to descend to a
| ower outcropping, Tomar picked up the girl and handed her down to ne, his
arnms cl asped about her wai st, and her arms about his neck, their faces rather
cl ose together for a nmonent, in wordless silence. | was grateful for the
truce, and wondered how long it would | ast.

The second | edge descended at a steep incline and would, | guessed, take us
twenty or thirty yards down the cliff before it dribbled away in nere stubs of
outthrust rock, forcing us to hunt for another way down. W followed this
declining ranp in single-file, the girl, as it chanced, going first for no
particul ar reason. The incline was rough, uneven, and littered with pebbles,
many of which were sharp-edged, and flinty rocks, and | thanked the unknown
and nysterious Lords of CGordrimator for allowing us to resume wearing our
boots before forcing us to traverse this path of broken rock.

Ahead of me, going around an i nmense boul der, Ylana suddenly froze and stood
breat hl ess and tense. Catching up to her | | ooked over her shoulder and felt
the bl ood congeal in ny veins. It was a danger | had antici pated, but had
hoped to avoi d.

Around the bend the | edge narrowed to a smooth boss of rock sone three feet
wi de. And there, directly in our path, a huge, untidy nest of |ine-sneared
twigs, bits of cloth, dried grasses and gnawed white bones, bl ocked our way.



In the nest squatted notionless the i mense figure of a great Zarkoon

It was neither Zawk nor Skeer nor Kl oog, they being the only three of their
terrible kind I knew by name. But it was not the identity of the creature, but
its presence, that nattered.

The brute was seated tailor-fashion in the bottomof the nest, his clawed feet
securely clenching the sides of the nest |est he should | ose his balance in
his sleep and topple fromhis place of safety. Hi s gaunt yellow sh arns,
termnating in those grotesque bird-talons, were folded loosely in his lap

and his bl ue-plumed, ungainly w ngs were half-fol ded over his shoulders. His
beaked and hi deous vi sage was hi dden under one wing, and he | ooked for all the
world Iike a pigeon asleep in his nest. And asleep he was, for | could see his
bony chest rise and fall in the deep breathing of slunber.

He bl ocked our way. And there was no way past him

Tomar had caught up with us. Peering over Ylana's shoul der, the boy took in
the problemw th one sw ft gl ance.

"Can't we brain himw th a rock?" the boy whispered in ny ear. | shrugged

hel pl essly; we could try, but it would be difficult at best, as his head was
hal f - hi dden by the bl ue-feathered wing, and as | had no neans of know ng how
tough were the skulls of the

Zarkoon or how easy-or difficult-it might prove to slay one of themw th ny
bare hands.

And there was anot her danger as well: suppose | didn't manage to slay the
brute outright, but only injured him H's squawk of rage and pain mght well
rouse his dozing neighbors on | edges nearby, rousing a host of the savage

wi nged nonsters-if indeed some were not already alert and awake, as |

hal f - f ear ed

But there was nothing else to do but give it a try. | was fumbling about on
the | edge for a |l arge enough rock, when Yl ana caught ny attention with a quick
gesture, and pointed to the Zarkoon. Thrust through a loop in its |eathern
harness, the stone blade of a crudely-chipped flint knife glinted in the

hal f-1ight.

That woul d i ndeed be the best weapon.

diding past the girl, | bent, plucked the flint knife fromthe breast of the
sl eeping nonster-and drove it to the hilt in his scrawny breast!

Convul sing in a spasm of agony, he flung wi de his gaunt arns, thrusting ne
of f-bal ance. For a noment | teetered on the brink of the abyss as the
nmonster-man | urched hal f-erect, vulture-w ngs beating, yellow beak gaping
wi de, eyes glaring, mad with pain.

In the next instant, Yl ana seized ny arm dragging ne back to a place of
safety on the narrow | edge as the dying Zarkoon, eyes glazing, oily gore
bubbling fromits chonpi ng beak, toppled past nme over the edge of the abyss.

In the next fraction of a second | froze, knowi ng nmy worse fears had been
true, and that other Zarkoon waked and stirred in the cavern world.

For a gigantic wi nged shadow fell across us as we crouched on the |edge. Ylana
| ooked past me at the flying thing hurtling towards us-and screaned!



Book Three
LOST I N THE JUNGLE COUNTRY

Chapter 11
W nged Deat h!

As the skiff slid away fromthe hull beneath the keel of the Jal at hadar and
caught the up-draft blowing frombelow, its light, fragile w ngs shuddered
fromthe inmpact. The slimlittle craft bounced-veered away sickeningly-and
fell into a steep, descending spiral

Cursing villainously, Lukor wenched at the few sinple controls, his silver
hair whipping in the wind, his eyes watering fromthe icy gale. He didn't dare
put too much stress on the ailerons or on the rudder-fan, for the full force
of these winds could shatter themto fluttering rags in an instant. So,
punpi ng away at the pedals |ike a nmadnan, he attenpted to ride down the w nd
as if he were in a glider. Wthin the next few m nutes the canny old
sword-nmaster learned the tricks of operating the kite-like craft in w nds of
such velocity, and the ride became snoother and | ess hard on the nerves.

They glided in a great circle, entirely about the peak, searching the cliffs
and | edges bel ow for sone sign that Tomar and | had come this way. Precisely
what they were | ooking for, neither of themcould have described with any
preci sion-perhaps a fallen garment, a di scarded weapon, or the body of an

i njured Zarkoon. O our own bodies, | suppose

However, they found not hi ng.

W dening their search to include the nearer pinnacles of rock, they flew for
some time round and round the peak in ever-broader circles, and through the
maze of rocky spires that thrust up against the night |ike fingers on the hand
of a dead col ossus. Craning over the sides of the craft, they searched and
stared as broken rock and soaring pinnacle slid rapidly by them

The nmoonlight was tricky, but it was far less difficult for themthan it would

have been for me. | am accustomed to the steady, unvarying silver light of a
single satellite; they, frombirth, were accustonmed to the mingled and
many-col ored illum nati on of several. At any rate, they saw nothi ng which

seened to themto point a clue to the way nmy captors had carried ne.

They searched till dawn lit the skies with its sudden, swift, silent explosion
of gol den radiance. By this time they had reached the broad sl opes of the
southern face of the larger of the nmountains, and it was Koja who spied a
fairly smooth and al nost | evel incline on which it |ooked Iikely they could
set the craft down without undue hazard. Both were by now pretty tired of
punpi ng away at the pedals and Koja, in particular, was stiff and cranped from
t he narrow confines of the cockpit which was, of course, designed with the
proportions of the human buttocks in mnd

So they coasted down and canme to an abrupt halt near a jutting spar or
splinter of stone, which Lukor |assoed with an adroit flip of the wist. No
nmore than could the mighty Jal athadar herself, the little skiff could not
actually come to land on the surface, for she was as wei ghtless as a
heliumfilled balloon. Mreover, to skid to a stop on the flint-bestrewn sl ope
m ght easily puncture the paper-thin pontoons, releasing the levitating gas.
So, anchoring the skiff securely to the spar, the two clinmbed out of the
cockpit onto the dual pontoons and sprang lightly to the ground fromthere,



leaving their aerial craft floating about six feet above the sl ope.

"I"mbeginning to think we're searching in the wong direction entirely,"
Lukor conpl ained. "Not a sign nor token the wi nged nen bore our conrades this
way. O, if they did, they may sinply have fl own over this part of the
mountain as it lay in their path.”

"You believe, then, that the winged ones are still traveling?" Koja rasped in
his harsh and droning netallic voice.

Lukor shrugged dispiritedly.

"No, that hardly seens likely, ny chitinous friend. A full-grown man and a
husky boy nust afford quite a burden to even so huge and powerful a creature
as a bird-man! No, I'll wager the nonsters have gone to ground sonmewhere

"But where?"

"Ah, that's the question-where?" Lukor grunbled, tugging his wool en cl oak
about him against the cold bite of the wind, which bit keenly into old bones
at this height. His features set in a glum expression, the gallant master
swordsman stared about himat the m ghty panorama of mnountains which marched
away to every side. "Were?" he repeated, thoughtfully.

"Where woul d you nest, were you a bird-nman, Lukor?" asked Koja tonel essly
after a tinme. The Ganatolian adventurer shot him a keen, questioning glance;
then his | ean-jawed, trimbearded face becanme thoughtful

"Well, now. . . on sone high | edge, mayhap, or up there anong those gi ddy
peaks . . . somewhere like that, | suppose . . . up where ny natural enem es
couldn't reach ne."

"Or in a hole in the ground, perhaps?"
"Eh? What d'you nmean by that ?"

Koja fl exed the knobbed antennae on his browin a shrug typically Yathoon. "I
don't know, but while tells roost on peaks or |edges, as far as | am aware,
yaks roost in caves." Koja did not refer, of course, to the Tibetan
draft-animal, but to a small bat-1ike denizen of the Callistan caves who bore
the identical name, by one of those small, trivial coincidences.

"That |looks like quite a |large cave over there," Koja added, pointing.
Fol  owi ng the gesture with his gaze, Lukor spied a round bl ack hol e of

consi derable size in a nearby slope. He had not noticed it before, or, if he
had, it hadn't occurred to himto think so |l arge a depression mght afford an
excel l ent haven for such as the bird-nmen. Now that he measured it with his
eyes, it |l ooked | arge enough to conceal dozens or even scores of the flying
nonsters.

"You may have something there, friend Koja!'" he said zestfully, forgetting al
about the ache of weary | egs and the bone-deep chill of hours spent in the
wintry nmountain wind. "Let's take a closer |ook . "

Scranbl i ng down the sl ope, the two crouched cautiously by the nmouth of the pit
and peered within. After the brilliant glare of the Callistan day, it took
their eyes sonme time to adjust to the dimgloomwthin the aperture, but even
wi t hout being able to make out rmuch in the way of the details, they could see
that the interior of the cavern was truly i mense-that, in fact, the whole



center of the mountain seened to have been hol |l owed out by geol ogi cal forces.

"Now, then! That's what | call a proper cavern-why, you could hide a
full-sized city down therel™

"And anything | arge enough to conceal a city ought to be big enough for a
whol e flight of the Zarkoon to roost in," Koja renmarked sol emmly.

It was decided that they would venture into the cavernous subterranean realm
and explore it further before venturing on. The two trudged back to the place
where they had left the skiff tethered to its spire of rock, boarded the
little craft and cast loose the line. By this tine it was m dnorning and the
wi nd- currents had changed consi derably, as the heat of day had by now warned
the air. Koja and Lukor found it a tricky business, trying to maneuver their
fragile and ungainly craft into the nouth of the pit, and, once wthin, found
t hensel ves flying blind in a region of dense gloom It took them sone tine
before their eyes adjusted to the di mess, but when they had, the two found
that sufficient illumnation seeped through the hole in the roof to enable
themto navigate safely within the confines of the cavern-world.

It was Lukor whose keen eyes perceived our nminute figures clinging to the

| edge on the opposite wall of the cavern. He sent the craft gliding swiftly

t hrough the di mess towards our precarious perch, but such was the inmmensity
of the cavern that Koja and Lukor were forced to watch w thout being able to
assist in ny desperate battle with the nesting Zarkoon. As the slain bird-nman
toppl ed over the | edge and ny young conpani ons rescued me froma simlar fate,
the skiff swung up past the ledge-and it was this sudden and unexpected
apparition that caused Ylana to shriek in alarm

A moment | ater Koja brought the craft to a halt and held it notionless,
drifting in the idle air-currents just above the | edge, while Lukor sprang
down to clasp nmy hand, beanming with delight. Introductions were hastily made,
and before Yl ana had tine to fully recover fromher alarmand to adjust to the
fact that the odd little nan and the gaunt, gigantic insect-being were friends
and their amazing flying vehicle a safe and useful tool, we bundled the jungle
mai d and young Tomar into their seats, and | clinbed aboard, and we angled the
craft about, heading back to the circular hole in the roof.

For, due either to the fall of the dead Zarkoon | had slain or Ylana's
scream or perhaps both-the slunbering bird-warriors were by now fully aroused
fromtheir diurnal slunbers and aware that their dinner was in the process of
escapi ng. Fromthe nests which lined the | edges all about the walls of the
enornous cavern, w nged figures were hurtling thenmselves into the air, and
many of them clenched in their sharp talons rude, stone-tipped spears or flint
axes or toothed swords of glittering obsidian. Sonme, in fact, were arnmed with
bows and arrows.

W soared out of the crater only nonments ahead of the forempst flight of our
pursuers, and as we flashed out over the flanks of the nmountain, riding the
air-currents in a long, gliding curve, | |ooked over my shoul der to see angry
bl ack flecks boiling out of the pit behind us. They | ooked for all the world
like a swarm of angry bees pouring in a vengeful stream out of a nest which
had been di sturbed by an unwary or careless intruder. Soon their eyes adjusted
to the brilliance of day, which, in the extrenmity of their rage, they did not
let deter themfromtheir pursuit of us. They cane after us, flying at anazing
speed, squawking |ike angry hawks.

Nei t her the Jal athadar nor any of the other ships of the arnada were visible
aloft. Either the four aerial vessels were out of sight behind the nountains,
busily searching for us, or they had for some unconjecturable reason quit the



scene entirely. Wth a quick decision, Lukor decided he could attain the
utnost velocity by riding the current of air which presently sustained us, so
he followed it rather than attenpting to ascend to a higher |evel fromwhich
t he armada m ght well have been visible.

d anci ng back at the two youngsters, | suppressed a grin. For all her flaunted
contenpt and derision, the jungle girl had flung her arns about Tomar's neck
and had buried her face in his chest. Looking distinctly unconfortable, the
scarl et-faced boy was awkwardly enbracing her, gingerly patting her bare and
rounded shoul der by way of trying to confort her. | assuned correctly that the
jungle maid was finding her first experience in a flying machine rather
unsettling.

The wi nged men were hurtling after us in a long line, and they were obviously
gai ning upon us. For all the speed of the little craft, the powerful pinions
of the Zarkoon drove themthrough the air at astonishing speed. The nearest of
the nonster-nmen was so close that | could see his glaring eyes, bright with
fury, and his red tongue as his yell ow beak parted to give voice to a screech
of rage.

I could also see the great warbow he clutched, and the |ong, barb-tipped,
bl ue-feathered arrows in the quiver slung across his tawny breast.

| did not |like the | ook of those arrows.

It was inpossible to discern the direction in which we were flying. | assumne
it was due north, or north and west, perhaps, but as the sun is not visible in
t he daylight skies of Thanator, it is peculiarly difficult to ascertain the
cardinal directions. Burdened down with the weight of five passengers, the
little skiff was flying sluggishly, wallowing fromside to side in the
air-stream and | feared that at any nonent it mght sink from our conbi ned
wei ght, and descend into a region of calm

and notionless air, which would greatly reduce the speed at which we were
flying.

Nevert hel ess, it soon becanme obvious that we were going to be able to hold our
sl ender | ead over the Zarkoon who pursued us. The aerial nachine was tireless,
but the bird-nen were not. Their distaste for sunlight was beginning to
overcome their rage and fury, and | saw that sone of them had thrown away

t heir weapons and were turning about, arnms shielding their little eyes from
the gl are, headi ng back for the confortable darkness of their cavern home. And
as for those -who still hurtled after us, their w ngs, although powerful and
capabl e of spurts of surprising speed, were obviously unable to sustain that
speed for long. Rapidly beginning to tire, even the nost determ ned of our
pursuers were beginning to fall behind as their pinions failed and faltered.

But the forempst of the pursuit, the enornous birdman who cl utched the bow and
t he quiver of |long, blue-feathered arrows, refused to tire or to turn back. |
recogni zed himfromthe distinctive marking on his indigo plunage: he was the
chieftain, Zawk, the one who had captured Tomar and nyself at the start of
this adventure.

W flew on. Ahead, in the distance, a ridgeline of serrated peaks bl ocked our
path. If we continued in our present course, we should have to rise above that
ri dge, perhaps |osing the advantage of riding the air-current which was now
all that gave us our slimlead on the Zarkoon. O course, it was possible that
the wind-streamrose to pass over the lip of the ridge, and would carry us
with it. There was a possibility that this was so, but of course we could not
be sure.



The skiff flew on, buoyant hull riding the wind. The barren | andscape of
tortured rock swept by beneath our gas-filled pontoons. Fang-like peaks

fl ashed past as we threaded through a naze of steep pinnacles of stone. Ahead,
the clifflike ranmpart rose in our path, blocking away the golden sky like a
wal | of granite. | nust confess that nmy heart was in nmy mouth as we hurtled on
wi th the vengeful Zarkoon warriors soaring |ike hunting hawks in our wake.

One by one, however, they fell away behind us. Their eyes could not endure the
torture of daylight and, as their great wings tired, they fell back and sought
again the cool gloomof their cavern hone. At last, only Zawk remmi ned
follow ng us. And then he, too, gave up the chase. Brandi shing his great black
bowwith a last fierce cry, he turned about and soon was |lost to sight, a

wi nged note floating anong the peaks.

Now the cliffs rose before us and, lifted on the wind, we rose to neet them
Lukor was westling with the controls. | could not see what he was doing. Then
he turned a despairing glance over his shoulder to ne. | |eaned forward to

hear above the wi nds as he shouted sonet hi ng.

"Something is wong!" he cried, the wind whipping his wrds away until | could
barely understand him "W are sinking-the craft is |osing buoyancy for sone
reason!"

"Well, no matter-we can land at any tinme now," | shouted in reply. "The
Zar koon have given up the chase.™

He shook his head furiously, the wind whipping his silver locks into a tangle
about his high, noble brow

"That's just it, Jandar, ny friend! W can't-the wind has us in its grasp now,
and we are traveling too swiftly. If we try to land now the skiff will be torn
asunder, hurtling us against the rocks bel ow"

And he was right, for at that nonent we were flying through space at a
terrific rate of speed. Here the air currents were drawn through narrow ng
wal I's of rock, like a broad river forced between the banks of a tight gorge.
Focused into a narrow stream the wind howed |like a banshee and thrust our
flimsy craft before it Iike a chip on the surface of a torrent.

And directly ahead of us the cliff rose like a mghty barrier. Wthin
instants, unless we could break free fromthe grip of the gale, we would smash
against that terrible wall and be shattered to atons.

We coul d not descend; but if we could rise above the gale, we would enter into
a region of calner air where our headlong velocity would sl ow, and we coul d
curve asi de.

But we could not rise, for unaccountably the craft was |osing her buoyancy

al nrost visibly. Monent to nonent we hung heavier in the roaring wind, and

al ready the wi ngs were shuddering under the buffeting of the blast. The craft
wal | owed sl uggi shly, wobbling fromside to side. But what was w ong? Had the
gas-filled pontoons sprung a | eak?

| bent over the side of the cockpit, trying to see what was the matter. The
wi nd made ny eyes water and whi pped nmy long yellow hair. Blinking the tears
away, squinting into the blast, | searched the pontoons with a fierce, intent
scrutiny.



And there 1 saw it.

Ere turning back, Zawk had sent one arrow after us in a final gesture of
defi ance.

Nor had his great bow failed him

For, thrusting fromthe portside pontoon, the |ong shaft protruded, feathered
wi t h i ndi go- bl ue.

The Zarkoon bow had | aunched a feathered nessenger of hate agai nst us. And
that feathered shaft would soon prove a w nged nessenger of deat h!

For, sunk deep in the pontoon, it had torn a ragged gash in the nol ded paper
hul | -t hrough which our levitating gas was swi ftly | eaking-

Chapter 12
The Monster fromthe Lake

"Hold on!" Lukor shouted, jerking the |ever frenziedly.
The cliff-wall | oomed up before our prow, blocking out the sky.

Here the wind rose, fiercely, soaring up and over the jagged edge of the
barrier. And the skiff rose with it, clinbing at a steep, inpossible angle.

Lukor slanmmed the ailerons into their vertical slot, and kicked at the rudder
pedals with every ounce of strength |lie possessed-fighting madly to coax every
scrap of lifting power out of the hurtling machine.

Leaki ng gas though she was, the trimlittle craft was still made of |am nated
paper, tough and light as a kite. She was borne before the rushing winds |ike
a cork ina mllstream

W rose at an incredible angle, virtually standing on our tail, prow pointed
intothe sky! Up . . . up. . . up . . . the rugged cliff flashing by .
the serrated crest expanding as we flashed towards it-

And over it-

The little skiff shuddered like a live thing. Caught in the tide of wind that
flowed up and spilled over the wall, we scraped over the crest. Wth a
shattering i npact one taut wi ng sl amed agai nst a boul der-and flew apart in
flying rags and splinters-

Over the top of the wall we coasted. W got one swift |ook at the weird and
fantastic thing which |l ay beyond the barrier-a vast plateau, circled with a
cliff-like barrier, a dense tangle of scarlet jungle, threaded through with
silvery rivers, and the broad glimrering shield of a huge | ake.

Then, unbal anced because of the shattered wing, we cartwheel ed madly, |osing
hei ght and hurtling down at sickening speed. The tangl ed carpet of crinson
jungle whirled up towards us. Lukor fought the controls, trying to ease the

spinning craft into a glide, but we fell like a stone.
"Jump!" | yelled as the shimering | ake swung up to slap us. | sprang fromthe
cockpit of the spinning craft, followed by Tomar and the jungle maid. | caught

a glinmpse of old Lukor standing up to spring over the side-



Then a thousand tons of cold water snmashed into nme and | sank into gathering
dar kness .

Gagging and fighting for air, | returned to ny senses in a nunb silence. | |ay
face down on a stretch of wet nud, soaked to the skin and voniting a barre
full of cold fresh water. | staggered to ny feet, lurched drunkenly, and fel
to nmy knees.

| was dazed with shock, and nmonentarily deafened fromthe inpact of striking
the I ake fromsuch a height, and | ached all over as if | had been beaten wth
rubber truncheons. But | still lived, and no bones seened to be broken

Furt her down the beach | cane upon Lukor, his clothes a soggy ruin, pouring
wat er out of his boots and cursing because he had lost his favorite stiletto.
He was not exactly di sarned, however, as he still wore his trusty sword. He
was in a fine tenper, but looked little the worse for wear. It would take nore
than a ducking in the |ake to beat the spirit out of the gallant old
Ganat ol i an!

"Where are the others?" | asked. He nade sone reply, but | could not
understand him because of the ringing in ny ears. At first | feared lest ny
eardrunms had been ruptured when | slamred into the |ake, but it proved only a
monentary di sconfiture and already | was recovering, although | still could
not hear him

Sensing my problem he pantom nmed, and | turned to see the girl, sleek with
water as any nernmaid, half dragging the floundering formof Tomar out of the
| ake. She waded up to us and cast the boy down before us with a little pretty
expressi on of disgust.

"Pooh!" she snorted. "The boy is useless. He cannot even swim"

And she was right-poor Tomar | ooked as if he had swall owed hal f of the |ake.
And fromthe anmount of water he began gagging up, | believe he had done so.
But, though sodden and green about the gills, he had survived the crackup of
the aircraft with no serious hurt that |I could see.

"Hah!" Lukor cackled with fierce pride. "I amnot so bad a pilot after all! |
beli eve, Jandar ny friend, I will ask for a command in the sky navy, when we

are out of here."

"Not so bad?" | laughed. "You nearly killed us! It's sheer luck we aren't al
drowned! And if you call that a landing . . . !"

"Pah, my boy-anything you can wal k away fromis a good | andi ng-ask Zant or
sonetine! And, outside of a ducking, we are in fine enough shape, 1'II
warrant!"

It was Tomar who asked it.

Still lying in the nmud, he | ooked about himdazedly, then up at me, eyes wide
and questioning in his pale face.

"But where is the |ord Koja?" he asked.

H s cl ear young tones faded into silence. There was no sound, save for the
ripple of wavel ets on the beach and the distant cry of sea-tells.

Lukor | ooked down at the sodden boots he held in his hands. H s features were



averted but | saw them go blank and enpty. WAs it a tear went trickling down
his cheek, or a drop of |ake-water fromhis danp head? | cannot say. But |
think I know.

For Koja was not on the beach

Towards evening we built a fire at the edge of the jungle and cooked a fat,
waddling lizard-thing Ylana had brained with a stone. She and Tomar had built
a bonfire, gathering dry | eaves and fallen branches, and

Lukor touched it alight with his flint-and-steel. W chewed hal f-burnt,
hal f-raw lizard neat in a noody silence.

W had spent the afternoon searching the beach in both directions for what
must have been miles. The | ake was very large-so large that we could not see
the further shore, save as a dim m sty line against the dark cliffs beyond.
But we found no sign of Koja.

The warrior princes of the Yathoon horde roamthe Great Plains of Haratha from
the Bl ack Mountains near the pole to the fringes of the Grand Kunal a. There
are no | akes or seas for thousands of miles in the southern hem sphere of
Callisto, and only one river

There is no reason to think, therefore, that any of the Yathoon have ever
| earned how to swim

"'Tis nmy fault," Lukor nuttered. "I am not such a good pilot after all."
Suddenly, and for the first time, he | ooked old, his shoul ders stooped, his
eyes dull and weary in a face lined and scored with wi nkl es.

| put ny hand on his shoulder. "You did the best that you could do, under the
circunmstances,” | said quietly. "No one could have brought us down w thout a
crackup with one pontoon enpty and one wi ng shorn away. At |east you took us
down in the lake. If it had been the jungle, or the shore, none of us would be
alive now. You did the best you could, Lukor."

"I know. | know," he sighed.

After the meal we slept huddl ed about the fire. The night was nade hi deous by
the distant cry of beasts, but we kept the fire piled high with dry wood and
not hi ng dared cone near the blaze in the night.

W slept |ike dead nmen, the sleep of the utterly exhausted.
And, thank God, there were no dreans.

Dawn woke in the skies, a blaze of pure golden fire. W were stiff and | ane
fromour exertions, but woke refreshed and ready for whatever the new day
woul d bring. Ylana told us that her people canped along the hunting trails to
the north of the vast plateau, and that the [ake in which we had fallen was
situated in the southern part. W debated as to what to do. Ylana was
reluctant to rejoin her people, for even though her own father, Jugrid, was
chief of the Jungle People, he had been forced by the all-powerful Elders to
give her up in marriage to the nman whom she detested, a fell ow named Xangan, a
surly, repul sive, overbearing | out who had often accosted her and attenpted to
force his attentions upon her. This Xangan, it seemed, was the favorite
grandson of one of the Elders, an old man naned Quone, and thus enjoyed a
favored position anmong the jungle warriors. The El ders had sided with Xangan
against Jugrid in this matter of the disposal of his daughter's hand in
marriage. Ylana did not say so in so nmany words, but | got the distinct



i npression that the Elders were happy to seize upon this pretext to dimnish
the authority of the jungle chieftain, thus enhancing their own position as
interpreters of the will of the Unseen Ones.

It was, | reflected, an old and oft-told tale-the struggle for suprenacy

bet ween the tenmporal and the spiritual authorities for the dom nance of a
real m The covert contest between king and hi gh-priest had repeated itself
over and over again in the history of nmy native world, and it seened that in
this respect, as in so many others, the inhabitants of Thanator proved their
essential humanity.

"Then you woul d, of course, prefer not to return to the country of your
father?" | asked.

The jungle maid nodded. "Wen captured by the Zarkoon, | was trying to reach
my mother's folk, the River People,"” she said. "Their country lies east of
here, beyond the Stone Hills, in a |ush neadow and t hrough which the River of
the G oack wanders, on its way to the Great Waterfall "

"And what night the groack be?" | inquired

The girl shivered slightly. "Fearsone reptiles which infest the Great Lake and
the river, as well."

"Al'l right, then: how can we help you find the country of the Ri ver People?"

Yl ana crouched on her knees and sketched a crude map in the sand. It showed
that we had cone out of the |ake on the north shore, and that the R ver of the
Groack emerged fromthe | ake al nbst exactly one-quarter of the way around it
wove between the Stone Hills, and then traced a curving path through the
meadowl ands whi ch occupi ed the extrene eastern portion of the plateau.*

W breakfasted sparsely on nuts, berries, and a large, sweet fruit the
Thanatorians call the tenorak, a term| might translate crudely as
"wine-melon," since it is fromthe juice of this nmelon-like fruit that the
vintners of Thanator fernent their vinous beverages. Tomar and Yl ana gat hered
this meager neal while Lukor and | sought to procure sonething in the nature
of weapons wherewith we woul d be able to defend oursel ves agai nst what ever
predators or human foes we night chance to encounter on our journey to the
River Country. We found a clunmp of orange, banboo-like trees which, with a
trifle of labor, could be snapped off cleanly at the joints, which were spaced
fairly evenly about eighteen inches apart. Fromthese we fashioned rude
guarterstaves or poles about six feet |ong, which would have to serve as our
only means of defense. Tomar also rigged a crude sling on directions from

Yl ana, who was expert in the use of this weapon, while the girl gathered
snoot h, rounded stones from al ong the | ake-shore. By early norning we were
ready to depart.

As we made our way due east along the shoreline, | had leisure to reflect on
the curious information Ylana's map revealed. | refer to the fact that, unlike
terrestrial rivers, the River of the G oack towards which we were bound did
not feed into the G eat Lake, as the body of water was called, but out of it.
My know edge of these matters is admttedly a trifle hazy, and marooned here
on Callisto as | am | am of course, quite a fewnillion niles away fromthe
nearest reference library, but | amof the opinion that the R ver of the
Groack presents an uni que phenonenon. *

Al that day we tranped al ong the shore of the Cor-Az (which is Thanatorian
for "Great Lake"), and by early evening we were foot-weary and very hungry.
Lukor, wistfully eyeing the | ake al ong which we strode, nade sonme remark about



fishing-poles in connection with a speculation as to what manner of plunp,
del i ci ous deni zens the waters m ght contain.

As | was feeling half-starved by this tine, the notion struck ne as a highly
prom sing one. W had the fishing-poles already, for our banmboo staves woul d
serve that purpose adnmirably; and, as for fish-hooks, the coil of copper wire
the jungle maid wore about her upper armcould be as easily put to that use as
it had been for the purpose of a pick-Iock

W decided to stop for the night and to see what sort of a dinner the Cor-Az
could afford us. While Tomar and Yl ana searched for dry wood al ong the edges
of the jungle, Lukor and |I worked short lengths of the flexible wire into
somet hing rudely resenbling hooks, affixing these to the end of our staves by
means of |ong threads unravel ed fromour garments-or from Lukor's garnents,
that is, since my rainment still consisted of nothing nore than a ragged
loincloth and a pair of sky-boots.

Consi deri ng the make-shift nature of our fishing gear, it is surprising that
ei t her Lukor or | achieved any neasure of success in our efforts at providing
pi scatorial provender for our dinner-table. The | ake, however, seened to be
teeming with some Thanatorian variety of fish unfamliar to nme, for in no tine
Lukor, to his great delight, succeeded in |anding two enornous sal nonlike fish
which Ylana brained with a flat rock. During the next few mnutes | |anded a
remar kabl e speci nen nysel f, whi ch nust have wei ghed ten pounds, and our
prospects of going to sleep that night with full bellies seemed assured.

Matters turned out otherw se, however, as is so often the case on the Jungle
Moon. For, in providing for our dinner, it seened we were robbing another
"fisherman" of his own. Qur crude fish-hooks, | assume, had | anded right in
the mddl e of a school of fish a hungry groack had been engaged in herding
together to satisfy his own ravenous gullet. And he did not appreciate our
poachi ng on what he evidently considered his private game-preserve.

Qur first inkling of this fact foll owed shortly after we had succeeded in
landing the third fish. Quite suddenly, about twenty yards out fromthe shore,
the placid waters of the Cor-Az exploded into spray and an i nmense, serpentine
neck thrust itself up fromthe waves. An alligator-like head the size of a
barrel swi veled towards our direction, and two |idless eyes, |anmbent with cold
ferocity, fixed us in their gaze. In the next instant we were scranbling up
the shore in several directions as a vast, scaly formcame slithering through
the shallows at something close to the speed of an express-train.

The col ossal Pl esiosaur on Earth has been extinct, | suppose, since the
Jurassic era. But | can assure you, from personal experience, that here on
Callisto the giant reptile, or something remarkably like it, is still going

strong. This particul ar specinmen, which canme slithering out of the | ake hot on
our heels, nmust have neasured at least thirty-five feet fromfanged snout to
the tip of his tail . . . and that's about thirty-four nore feet of reptile
than | feel confortable with!

The groack had flippers rather than | egs, but he could cover the ground at a
fast clip for all of that. As we took to our heels in all directions, Ylana
slipped in the wet sand and fell to her knees. This did not escape the cold
gaze of the | ake-dragon, and he swerved in his pursuit to bear down upon the
jungle girl. | believe the original reaction of the groack was sinply
annoyance at findi ng soneone poaching on his private supplies of food, but by
this time, having caught a whiff of juicy manfl esh, he abandoned his origina
i ntent of chasing away the fisherman, deciding to feast on fishermen rather
than fish.



Tomar was the nearest of any of us to Yl ana when she slipped and fell. Wthout
a nonent's hesitation the boy turned back to help the girl. Snatching up the
fishing-pol e Lukor had flung aside in his haste, the boy ran directly between
the girl and the | ake-nonster. As the groack bent to investigate the hel pl ess
mai d, Tomar junped in front of it with a loud yell and gave the brute a
staggering buffet across the snout with the banmboo staff. | don't inmagine the
bl ow caused the reptile nuch hurt, but it certainly made it angry.

Gving voice to a deafening hiss like a steamwhistle, the groack |unged after
t he boy. Tomar dodged ninmbly to one side, scooped Ylana up in his strong young
arnms, and headed off in another direction

Bef ore the groack could |unmber off at this new tangent, | had turned back to
intercept it and gave it a good thwack with nmy own pole, which for sone reason
| still held. Then Lukor cane dancing in fromthe other side. The spry little
Ganatolian was the only one of us who still retained a real weapon, and in his
case he had his trusty steel rapier with the basket-hilt. This blade he sank
into the throat of the groack, who again screeched Iike a | oconmotive whistle,
and went |unbering after Lukor, forgetting to go after Tomar or the girl, who
had reached the edge of the jungle by now.

| gave it another whack on the head fromnmny side, and as it swung its head
back towards ne, Lukor again sprang to the attack, sinking his point into the
brute's neck. Goggily, the reptile swung hissing to deal with this adversary,
and | came in again to deal it a smashing bl ow al ongside the skull. The rhythm
of battle was established by now, and | had | earned a val uable bit of

i nformati on about the |ake-dragon: its dimlittle nubbin of a brain was only

| arge enough to contain one idea at a tine, and thus between us, Lukor and
could probably keep the brute baffled and at bay for sone tine. Had it hurled
itself in headl ong and undevi ating pursuit of any one of us, that unlucky
person woul d doubtl| ess have soon served the groack as its dinner. But it was
unable to keep on one track, and acted in response to each individual stinmulus
in turn. Soon Ylana, nursing a twisted ankle, entered into this dance of death
with her sling. One well-placed stone smashed out one of the groack's gnashing
fangs, and a second injured its left eye. In the neanwhile, Lukor kept
pricking it in the neck, hoping with one of his strokes to penetrate the
nmonster's tough scaly hide deep enough to sever its spinal cord.

Thi ngs were taken out of our hands, however.

Thunnk! A bl ack-feathered arrow suddenly nmaterialized in the brow of the
reptile, protruding frombetween its glaring eyes.

Thunkk! Thunkk!

Two nore arrows flashed, burying thenselves in the soft flesh of the
unprotected throat, just beneath the jaws.

Bl ack gore gushed between the gaping jaws as the giant reptile |urched
groggily to one side, eyes glazing. The first arrow had pierced its tiny brain
by a lucky shot, but it took it quite atine to realize the fact that it was
al ready dead.

W sprang back fromthe floundering nonster, staring around to discover the
source of the nysterious arrows. N ght had fallen during our battle with the
| ake- dragon, but several noons were aloft and by their many-col ored |ight we
saw a |l arge party of men standing at the edges of the jungle.

The forenost of these was a hul ki ng, unshaven | out, naked save for a tanned
hi de sl ung about his hips and a necklace of ivory fangs. He held, nocked and



at the ready, a fourth arrow, ready to | oose fromhis great sorath-wood bow.

The other warriors in his party sprang forward to dispatch the dying reptile
with their flint-tipped spears.

But he stood facing us, a leering grin on his heavy features.
| did not care for his |ooks.

Neither did Ylana. In fact, when the girl spun about and saw our rescuer, she
gasped al oud, and her taut face went pale. | gathered fromthis that she was
acquai nted with our rescuer; and, soon enough, this supposition becane a fact.

"You!" she said faintly.
The big man grinned at her nastily.

"Yl ana, are you acquainted with this warrior?" | asked, w shing | had
somet hing other than just a splintered fishing-pole wherewith to defend
nmysel f. She nodded wearily.

"He is Xangan, the man they would force me to mate with," the girl said with
despair el oquent in her tones.

"Seize the girl and kill the nmen," ordered Xangan. The others sprang upon us
wi th spear and club and stone ax.

Chapter 13
| Make an Eneny-and a Friend

There were twenty of themto the four of us, and considering that we were

out nunbered five to one, it m ght have seened the height of folly to have
attenpted to fight the jungle men. But it goes against ny grain to yield
supinely, even to a superior force. It is like giving up-and if | have | earned
one thing froma lifetine of adventure, it is: never give up-fight to the

| ast!

Soneday, | have no doubt, ny luck will run out and the bl ade of an adversary
or the claws of a jungle beast will take nmy life. Until that day cones,
however, | will fight for life and freedom even agai nst imnpossi bl e odds.

So-when the first jungle man sprang at ne with his stone-tipped spear-1 batted
the shaft aside and knocked himsprawing in the sand with a right to the jaw
The second, who attenpted to brain me with his ax, | kicked in the pit of the
stomach; he pronptly lost interest in the conflict, sagged to his knees, and
began I osing his lunch all over the sand.

Lukor, to ny left, had already run one warrior through the shoulder with his
rapi er, and was holding two others at bay with his flashing steel. Tomar had

| ai d one jungle man unconsci ous, using the banboo pole as a club, and was
fighting off his conpanion, while the girl Yl ana was enploying her sling with
devastating effect. Recalling that David had felled even the giant Goliath
with just such a weapon, | caught a flying glinpse of the sling in action as
she felled the third of the warriors who had sprung upon her. | don't think we
killed anyone, but there were nmore than a few broken teeth, pierced shoul ders,
and achi ng heads, before we were done. Xangan, | noticed, displayed the
prudence of a born general by staying out of the fight entirely. He lurked on
t he edge of the jungle, dodging behind a tree whenever one of Ylana's mssiles



canme hurtling his way. His major contribution to the battle was that of urging
his men on with Ioud shouts, while remaining safely out of harm s way hinself.
| began to understand why the jungle nmaid despi sed him so.

It was soon over, of course; and, of course, we did not win it. There had
hardly been a chance that the four of us, armed with bare fists and sticks and
stones, could defeat twenty full-grown nen armed with spears, clubs and stone
axes. But when, at the end, they crushed us down by sheer weight of nunbers, |
had at |least the grimconfort of having fought for ny life.

Once we were safely trussed with | eathern thongs, Xangan |left his place of
safety to strut about, puffing out his chest, and giving us dangerous, evil

| ooks. Fromthe way he postured boldly, glaring threateningly on four
hel pl ess, bound captives, you woul d have thought he had captured us all by
hinself. | could have | aughed at him except that | lay face down in the sand
wi th someone kneeling in the small of ny back, a position hardly conducive of
risibility.

While the warriors stood about, puffing and blowing fromtheir exertions,
gingerly fingering this or that painful portion of their anatom es, Xangan
strode up to Tomar-who had fallen while trying to defend Ylana to the

| ast-and, with one eye on the girl to see how she liked it, gave the helpl ess
boy a cruel kick in the side. Tomar took it in silence, of course, but I
gritted my teeth and made a silent vow to repay Xangan for that cowardly bl ow
soneday.

Yl ana spat sand from her nmouth, and gave the smirking bully a glare that would
have shriveled nost men in their tracks. Then Xangan strode over to where she
| ay and | ooked her over gloatingly. Her abbreviated garnments were torn and

di sarranged, and generous portions of girlflesh were bare to his greedy
scrutiny. He said nothing, but his gaze was insult enough. The girl bit her

lip, crinmsoning. | could cheerfully have killed him
Then he wal ked over to where Lukor and | |ay bound and | ooked us over
suspiciously. | gave himl ook for |ook

"You," he growl ed, prodding ne with one foot. "Were did you get that yellow
hai r ?"

"It was a birthday present frommy nother," | said calmy. "Where did you get
that yellow stripe down your back?"

The other warriors |aughed at this, but Xangan flushed with rage and nade as
if to kick me as he had kicked the boy. Sonmething in the cold, |evel |ook
gave hi m made hi m change his mnd. He flushed even darker-which roused a few
chuckl es fromthose of his men who had not missed the exchange. | got the

i npressi on that Xangan was none too popular, even with his own warriors. This
was only to be expected. They had fought |ike nen, as had we. They had no
reason to despise us, and every reason to feel contenpt for Xangan, who had
hid until the fight was over and he could safely energe.

"Shut up, you fomek," he blustered. A fomak is a venonmpbus cave-spider, and the
termis not one of endearmnent.

"It takes one fomak to recogni ze another,"” | responded with a smle. This got
a laugh, too. He growl ed an oath, |ooked me over with an el aborate pretense of
contenpt, and turned on his heel

"Slay the nmen," he said. And my heart sank within ne. Was ny long road to end
here, in an alien |and, anong strange nmen? Here, where ny princess should



never know the manner of my death, nor ny conrades avenge it?

"I don't think we should do that, Xangan," said one of the warriors, nost
unexpectedly. He was a good-1|ooking fellow, somewhat nore clean-cut and
intelligent than the others, fromhis stance and features. | had noticed him
wat ching me with an expression of something very like admiration in his face,
while | had given Xangan taunt for taunt. Now he stepped forward to confront
his chief, who stared at himslack-jawed in surprise.

"I don't care what you think, Thadron-mnmy orders cone fromthe El ders,"
bl ust er ed.

Xangan

The young warrior whom he had addressed as Thadron shook his head firmy.

"\What ever orders you may have fromthe El ders could hardly cover this present
situation, Xangan," he said in a calm reasonable tone of voice. "For none of
us, and least of all the Elders, could have guessed we woul d di scover Jugrid's
daughter after all this tine, and in the conpany of strangers."

Xangan tried to stare himdown, but failed. "You will obey ny orders,"” he
grunbl ed weakly. Thadron shook his head.

"Not in this case, | fear. W nust find out who these nen are and from whence
they come. The Elders will want to question them surely. So we nust take them
back to the caves with us."

The others seened to agree with this, for they nodded to each other, rmurnmuring
assent. The sharp eyes of Xangan observed this, and evidently he decided this
was not the time for a showdown. He made a hasty attenpt to reassert his

aut hority.

"W will let the Elders decide the manner of their death," he said | oudly.
Then, with a wicked gleamin his eye, he added nastily, "and the degree of
puni shrent for your insubordination, Thadron!"

I f he had hoped to disconcert the other by this pointed remark, he failed
signally, for Thadron smled and said serenely: "Yes, |let us abide by the
decision of the Elders in this as in all other matters, Xangan-including the
puni shrent of chieftains who overstep their authority!™

And so we were saved-for a time, at least. The jungle nen got us to our feet
and marched us into the trees, which closed about us with a rustling of
scarlet foliage. Wthin nmonments all sight or sound of the Cor-Az was lost to
us; and within half an hour, so tw sting and wi nding were the jungle trails,
we were thoroughly lost ourselves, and could not possibly have retraced our
steps to the shores of the Great Lake unai ded.

Lukor and Tormar and | were en route to an unknown fate. Qur deaths, at best,
had but been postponed for a time. Well, | cannot speak for Tomar in this, but
as for such as Lukor and I, adventurers of our breed regard any respite with a
hi gh degree of optim smningled with hopes for an even nore fortunate turn of
events in the near future. W do not give up easily, even when nmarching to
face the unknown.

Wth Yl ana, however, the fate towards which she was being forced was all too
known. Wth every step she took, the jungle maid was drawing closer to a

m serable fate in the arnms of a cowardly bully whom she despised. This being
so, | could only admire hel plessly the gallant courage of the brave,
resourceful girl. She wal ked the jungle path with her shoul ders back, her head
hel d hi gh, and a resolute expression of al oof contenpt on her features.



What ever horrors and degradati ons awaited her at the end of the trail, she
woul d face them bol dly and unafrai d.

| felt proud of her, and nmy only regret was that she had fallen into this

di smal situation through nmy own msfortunate attenpts to help her avoid this
very fate. She was a |lot of woman, for all her tender years, and the boy who
truly won her heart would be a very |ucky nman.

Xangan strode on ahead of us, with the stride of a victorious conqueror, for
all his sneering cowardice. But the other jungle nmen, | noticed, seened a
manly lot. They treated us with dignity and offered no discourtesies even to
the hel pless girl. Xangan may have been a rarity among his peopl e-even the
finest barrel can hold a rotten apple or two-but | judged that, on the whole,
Jugrid's people, while they may have occupied a lowy rung on the | adder of
soci al evolution, were of a superior breed.

Thadron in particular seened to be a decent fellow He fell into line at ny
side, and, once Xangan had taken his place in the | ead and was well out of
earshot, opened a conversation with ne. He was curious as to my coloring and
inquired, politely enough, as to ny homeland. | was cautious about revealing
overmuch concerning our true origin or mssion into this hem sphere, for it
was i npossible to know if word of our presence anong the jungle nen m ght
somehow come to the attention of our enemies the Mnd Wzards, so | responded
to his interested queries in an off-hand manner, replying that my honel and | ay
at a considerable distance fromthis region

Thadron sensed mny reticence, although he could hardly have guessed ny reason
for it, and respected ny desire to keep ny native |l and a secret. Considering
his innate courtesy and gentlemanliness, | was thankful that it was not
necessary for me to lie to him For of course | had but told him strictly
speaking, the truth. Since ny native |land was at that nmoment sonething |ike
three hundred and ninety million mles away, it could certainly be said to be
at "a considerabl e di stance" fromthese jungles.

To his other questions, | responded in nore detail. Thadron was curious to
learn if men with yellow hair, fair skins and blue eyes were comon in ny
honel and, and | told himthat such as | were comobn enough in my |and, but
that we came in a variety of shades, which seened to satisfy him He al so
di splayed a certain curiosity in the peculiar means by which | had |aid out
several of his fellowwarriors, arnmed only with my bare hands.

"Do the men of your land commonly fight with balled fists, rather than with
spears or aces?" he asked. | repressed a snmile, and soberly told himthat such
was, in fact, the case. Few Anericans these days fight with spears or stone
axes, | said with a straight face, whereas the art of fisticuffs enjoys

consi derabl e popularity. W chatted for sone tine over the fine points of
pugilism | have el sewhere* observed that the manly art of fisticuffs, for
some reason, is quite unknown upon Thanator. It is not that fighting with bare
hands i s despised as an ungentl emanly method of combat. It is, sinmply, that it
has yet to be invented upon the Jungle Mon, and the man | ucky enough to know
how to use his fists is never without a weapon on this world.

"I should like to see you denobnstrate this peculiar node of fighting," Thadron
remar ked.

"Free nmy hands, and | will be delighted to give you an exhibition," | said
with a slight smle. "I should greatly enjoy denonstrating it upon the person
of your chieftain, Xangan," | added, which brought a smle to Thadron's own

lips. We exchanged a glance, and | knew that he agreed with ny rather | ow
estimate of that individual.



As we penetrated nore deeply into the jungle, the foliage cl osed above us,

| ocking out the illumnation of the many noons which had lit our way. Now we
went forward in a darkness which was all but inpenetrable, and this struck ne
as being just a bit curious. My experience with jungles is somewhat |imted,
but | have always found that the hours of darkness are the nbst dangerous tine
to be abroad in the jungles of Thanator, for the terrible predators which

i nhabit such regions generally prefer to sleep by day, prowing the jungle

ai sles by night. | asked Thadron about this, and he seened puzzled at ny

query.

"Save for the fomaks in the cave regions, and the occasional pack of wld

ot hodes," he said, "what is there in the jungles which could do us harnP?" The
fomak, as | have already explained, is a |arge and venonous ki nd of spider
whose bite is deadly, and the othode is a burly, frog-faced animal with short
purple fur, which rather resenbles a nastiff and which can be donesti cated.
Neit her creature is commonly found in the jungle countries of the one

hem sphere of Callisto with which | amnost famliar, although packs of

ot hodes are sonetimes encountered in the southern parts of the Gand Kunal a. |
asked Thadron if there was no reason to fear such jungle predators as the

del tagar or the vastodon, but he seened never to have even heard of these
nmonsters. At length it occurred to me that the jungle country atop this

pl at eau was insul ated by hundreds of mles of barren, rocky w | derness from
other jungles. It had been isolated for untold ages, and perhaps forned a
refuge for forms of life el sewhere either rare or extinct, nuch |like the "I ost
worl d" of Sir Arthur Conan Doyl e's famous novel, which was al so situated upon
an isolated plateau, if | recall the details of the romance correctly. There
were al ready several reasons for me to assune such was the case, for neither
Zar koon nor groacks were known in the other hem sphere of Callisto, save as

| egends.

Al that night and nuch of the next morning we wound our weary way through the
gl oony jungles. Sone hours after dawmn we energed into a hilly region, where
many caves coul d be seen. Here savages of Xangan's breed could be seen, wonen
tendi ng the cook-fires before the caves, old men scraping hides, naked
children scanpering about. Al fell silent and ceased whatever they were doing
as we cane into view

Xangan now strutted and swaggered about, feeling that all eyes were upon him
In loud, blustering tones be described to the crowd, which rapidly assenbl ed
to observe us, how we had been subdued with great difficulty after a terrific
battle. Wthout exactly saying so in so many words, he left an inpression in
the mnds of his rapt audience that he had occupied a position of inportance
inthe forefront of this battle, and had performed deeds of ferocious and
daring courage. Thadron smiled quietly to hear himbrag, but nobst of his
fellow tribesfolk seemed to believe his boasting.

W were |l ed through the narrow ravine, whose rocky walls were lined on both
sides with the black nouths of caves, to a flat space before a | arge, inposing
cavern. There a nunber of scrawny old nmen bedecked with col ored beads and

pl umes sat confortably in the hot daylight. These, | correctly assuned, were
the Elders of the tribe. Xangan swaggered in front of them describing al

over again the mghty battle in which he and his twenty warriors had wth
great effort overwhel mred one warrior, one silver-haired old man, and two
teen-agers. Several of the Elders | ooked amused, obviously seeing through his
braggi ng, but others seened to take his words at face value, including one
keen-eyed El der whom | guessed correctly, was Xangan's own grandfather, the
chi ef of the El ders, Quone.

"What do you think will happen to us, Thadron?" | asked in a | ow voice, while



Xangan bragged and swaggered. The young warrior shrugged.

"I imagine the Elders will be too confused to deal with you thenselves, as the
case lacks all precedent in our tradition. They will probably call upon the
Unseen Ones to deci de what should be done with you."

Yl ana had nentioned these "Unseen Ones" back when we had been prisoners in the
cavern-worl d of the Zarkoon. She had not expl ai ned what she neant by the term
and for sone reason | had not pursued the matter at the tine, assuning that
she referred to the gods her tribe venerated. Now | asked the friendly young
warrior who these Unseen Ones were. He | ooked at ne in surprise.

"Why . . . they are the Unseen Ones, Jandar-the Masters! Is it possible that
the Elders of your tribe, however distant your |and nay be from our own, do
not serve the will of the Unseen Ones?" There was incredulity in his voice. |
shrugged.

"Apparently such is the case," | admitted, "although perhaps we know t hem
under sone ot her nane. What do they do-what are they |ike?"

He spread his hands hel pl essly.

"Only the Elders converse with themand can interpret their will," he
confessed. "I have only seen them once, and that was when | was a child and a
terrible plague was devastating the tribe. The El ders begged for their
assi stance, and when they cane, | saw themonly briefly and froma distance.”

"Ch? And what did they look |ike?" | asked-never dream ng how his answer woul d
petrify ne with horror

"Li ke men, but different fromus, of course. They were smaller than nen, with
sl ant bl ack eyes, yellow faces, and they wore strange grey rainent which
covered their entire bodies . "

And 1 went cold, stunned by his words.

For well did | knowthe little, dwarf-like yellow men with slant black eyes
and robes of neutral grey.

The M nd Wzards of Callisto!

We unto us, if Thadron's estimate of the situation was accurate, and if the
El ders shoul d summon their unseen masters to deci de our fate.

For we woul d be given over into the hands of the very enenies the armada had
flown here to root out and destroy!

Chapter 14
The Flint Knife

The Elders interrogated us at some |length, once Xangan had put the finishing
touches on his own version of our capture. The one who asked us the nost

poi nted and searchi ng questi ons was Quone. He was a tall, gaunt old man with a
bal d, knobby skull, crowned with fugitive wi sps of silky, colorless hair, and
a remarkably honely visage. Hi s nose was prom nent and hawk-1like, and this,
taken in conjunction with his air of cold hauteur, his supercilious
expression, and his manner of elevating his chin, I ent hima physi ognony
strikingly Roman. | have seen precisely that sane conbi nati on of features on



Roman portrait-busts in the Metropolitan Museum but in the case of Quone, he
| ooked |li ke a Roman senator fallen into barbarism for his scrawny franme was
draped in tanned ani mal hi des whose fringes flapped and dangl ed about his bony
shanks, and his noble brow was crowned wi th gaudy feathers, while his wattl ed
t hroat was adorned with neckl aces of col ored beads, shells, and the ivory
fangs of beasts.

H s questions were acute and perceptive. Wereas Thadron-and even Yl ana- had
unquestioningly assumed us to be strangers froma tribe as primtive as their
own, the Elder instantly guessed us to be aliens froma nore advanced
civilization. He exam ned our clothing with keen and curious eyes; Lukor's
clothing, that is, since Tomar and | wore nothing but sky-boots and ragged

| oi n-cl oths. Lukor, of course, wore the sleevel ess, open-necked | eather tunic,
vol um nous white blouse with tight cuffs, girdle and short cloak comonly worn
by menbers of the warrior class throughout the other hem sphere.

Quone was interested in the brilliant red gem Lukor affected rakishly in one
earl obe, in the supple, suedelike |eather of his tunic, which was dressed and
tanned in a manner superior to anything the jungle nmen knew, and in the
ornanents of precious nmetal wherewith the sword-master's girdle was adorned.
Lukor, whose stiff-necked sense of the proprieties was ruffled by the persona
nature of Quone's interrogation, made terse responses to each query. He
gruffly deni ed knowl edge of the techni ques of tanning |eather to such

suppl eness, and decl ared hinself |ikew se ignorant of the weaving met hods used
to produce such fine fabrics as conposed his cl oak and bl ouse.

The other El ders-there seemed to be seven of themin all-were a gaggle of

t oot hl ess, rheumy-eyed old fell ows who | azed sleepily in warm dayli ght,
content to | eave the questioning to Quone. | got the inpression that he quite
domi nat ed the group

| tried to keep ny answers to his questions as unspecific as possible, when
the interrogation got around to me. W& were adventurers froma far-off land, |
told him strayed here by accident. W had been captured by the Zarkoon, and,
together with Yl ana, had narrowly managed to escape fromthe clutches of the
canni bal bird-men. Fortunately, Xangan and his band had encountered us too
late to see the flying machine in which we had descended to the pl ateau, so
was spared the necessity of explaining our possession of such a craft, and

Yl ana said nothing of it.

Jugrid, the king of the jungle tribe, had arrived on the scene during our
interrogation. He was a big man with stalwart, clean-cut features and a

power ful physi que, and had about hima certain natural majesty. He was a born
fighting-man and | nust confess | liked himfromthe first. Together with

Yl ana and Thadron, he seemed to represent a superior strain; there was a
definite innate nobility about these three which set themapart fromthe bul k
of the tribesmen, who, save for a fewtall, well-built, intelligent-Iooking
men and wonen, seened ot herw se conposed of hul ki ng, unappetizi ng speci nens
i ke Xangan, or vulgar and slatternly wonen.

The gl ances of pity and comm seration Jugrid silently exchanged with his
daughter did not escape nmy eye. Jugrid had evidently hoped the girl had by now
I ong since effected her escape and had found safe refuge anong her nother's
tribe, the River People. He took no part in our exam nation and his very
presence was pointedly ignored by Quone and the other Elders. | got the

di stinct inpression that the Elders seized every possible pretext to put the
jungle king in his place, which they obviously conceived to be definitely
subordinate to their own.

Al t hough Xangan had | oudly argued we should be put to death at once, to



prevent our escaping and returning at the head of a war-band of our people to
avenge our capture upon the tribe, Quone was nuch too canny to acqui esce to
his grandson's bullyi ng demands.

"They shall be hostages,"” he croaked, "wherewith we may bargai n shoul d others
of their tribe come seeking them™

Xangan grunbl ed and bl ustered, but Quone had rmade up his mind and that was the
end of the matter.

"And, as well, | doubt ne not the Unseen Ones will be interested in them" he
concl uded. As you can inagine, ny blood ran cold at his words. The very | ast
thing I wanted to do was to have our presence on the plateau brought to the
attention of the Mnd Wzards. Wth their uncanny tel epathic powers, they
could penetrate nmy nental defenses in a nmonent, and di scover the existence and
t he purpose of the armada in this heni sphere, and we should | ose the slight
advant age of surprise we perhaps still possessed.

Quone ordered us held in a snall cave whose nouth was bl ocked by a palisade.
That is, he ordered Lukor and Tomar and | thus inprisoned. As for the jungle
girl, she would be held by the unmarried wonen of the tribe until "the noons
were right" for her |ong-del ayed wedding with Xangan. By this term | assuned
t he Jungl e Peopl e pl aced some superstitious value on astrol ogy, and deduced
fromthe novenents of the Jovian noons tines deemed propitious for various
tribal activities.

W were thrust into the narrow cave, together with food and drink, and left to
our own devices until such time as the Mnd Wzards could be inforned of our
exi stence and give their judgnent on our disposal

And there was nothing to do but wait.

W searched the cave thoroughly, but found it secure. It ended in a passage
which narrowed into a small pocket, bl ocked by a massive boul der. The roof
arched above us, without chimey or fissure, and the sides of the cavern were
snoot h and unbroken. The only way out was the cave mouth itself, and the
pal i sade wherewith this was cl osed was made of heavy | ogs, deeply buried in
the soil and trimed off to neet the lintel of the entrance with only a half

i nch of | eeway. There did not seemto be any way we could effect an escape and
we were guarded night and day by two warriors who squatted before the
pal i sade, alternately dozing and pl aying sone sort of dice-like game with
knuckl ebones for pieces.

So we resigned ourselves to durance vile, keeping our eyes open for any
opportunity to get away. Qur chances for such seemed rather slender. There was
simply no way out of our cave, and we soon decided that if we were going to
make a break for it, we could only do so when the palisade was opened. This
happened three tinmes a day, when the gate was opened to repl enish our supplies
of food and water and we were escorted out of the cell for the purpose of
relieving nature. Al as, on these occasions we were so heavily ringed about
with guards that to try for freedomwould be either an exercise in futility or
in suicide.

Ti me wei ghed heavily on our hands. There was sinply nothing to do but spraw
about, and either nap or converse. Fromtinme to tinme our boredomwas relieved
by a visitor. Xangan cane strutting by to insult us in his loud, blustering
way-staying safely on the other side of the bars and well beyond our reach
After a time we sinply ignored himand pretended he was not there, and before
| ong he found the baiting of nen who ignored his baiting so |acking in savor
that his visits dwi ndled and eventual |y ceased al t oget her.



A much nore wel conme visitor, however, was Thadron, the handsone, intelligent
young warrior who had prevented Xangan from sl aying us on the spot when we
were captured. He visited fromtinme to time, conversing through the bars, and
seened synpathetic to our predicanent, although his words were guarded and
neutral, due to the ommipresent guards, hul king |outs of Xangan's cut who
listened with suspicious ears to every exchange.

Yl ana al so visited us now and again, for she was only watched, and not caged
up as we were. | strove to find out howlong it would be before the M nd

W zards were nmade aware of our captivity and would come hither to decide our
fate. She did not know the answer to this question, for the El ders jeal ously
guarded fromthe know edge of the rest of the tribe the method by which they
conmuni cated with the Unseen Ones, as it was their exclusive nmonopoly of the
channel of communication fromwhich they derived their authority over their
superstitious fellowtribesnen. It would be many days, however, as she guessed
from previ ous experiences.

To relieve the indescribable tediumof nmy captivity, | begged some witing
materials fromher. The Jungle People |acked the art of witing, but | had
noticed they kept a donesticated breed of thaptor-1like four-legged fow, and
it is fromthe quills of the thaptor that the Shondakorians and ot her
civilized nations fashion witing inplenents. It was easy enough for her to
slip me a handful of feathers through the bars on her next visit, and she al so
gathered at ny request a quantity of gurombark froma grove on the borders of
the tribal area | had noticed upon first entering the vicinity.

The guromtree sheds thin shells of flexible, starchy white bark with a very
snooth surface on the inside, and it peels into thin sheets and nmay be used
for witing nmuch in the same way the Anerican |Indians used to enpl oy
birch-bark in nmy native | and. The guards rai sed objections to her procuring
this bark, but the maid faced them down and browbeat theminto surly,
grunbling silence. | adnmired the way she invented a plausible lie on the spur
of the nonent, saying | w shed to conpute the astrol ogical signs for the nost
propitious tine for her mating with Xangan. Evidently, to the primtive m nds
of these savages, an astrologer is worthy of much of the veneration that woul d
ot herwi se be di splayed towards priests, if the Jungle People had a priesthood,
whi ch, in common with the other nations of Thanator, they do not.

Using the smooth white bark for witing-paper, and trimring the quills into
pens, | made a crude kind of ink fromdrinking water m xed with sonme bl ack
powdered mineral | scraped from an outcropping of ore, and thus had sonet hi ng
wherewith to pass the tine. We devised a gane to while away the hours:

mar ked the | argest sheet off into squares and taught Lukor and the boy the old
terrestrial gane of checkers, which we played with col ored pebbl es.

Yl ana had brought nme such a supply of bark and quills, that | also decided to
pass the tedi um of our inprisonment by setting down this account of ny
adventures since the Zarkoon carried off Tomar and nme fromthe pil ot house of
the Jal athadar. My "ink" was thin and watery, and my pens were not of the
finest quality, but | found that by printing the English characters in
capitals rather than by using the ordinary cursive | generally enmployed in the
conposition of ny journals, |I could set down a narrative which was fairly
legible. Since |l had filled nmy spare time aboard the airship by recording the
nore recent events, | decided to pass nmy enforced |leisure in the same manner
and thus brought ny narrative up to date, picking up the story where | had
left off, and incorporating into nmy account the tale of Lukor and Koja's own
adventures, which the gallant little Ganatolian had |ong since recounted to
ne.



| becane so caught up in the relating of this narrative, that | devoted nost
of the waking hours of ny next several days to conpleting the makeshift

journal. Luckily, during this sane period, Lukor and Tomar fell in love with
t he gane of checkers and amused thenselves while | was engaged in ny literary
| abors. The Thanatorian nmind is singularly intrigued with board ganes, | have

noti ced, and they have invented any number of ganes strikingly akin to chess
and Parcheesi, and one that is virtually identical to the popul ar ganme of
scrabble. Fromthe fascination my two conrades displayed in the sinple gane of
checkers | quickly taught them | perceived an Earthling stranded by chance on
Callisto could easily make his fortune by introducing the Thanatorians to a
variety of such ganes, providing he could secure the |ocal equivalent of a
copyright to them

It was in this manner that we passed the tedi ous period of our inprisonment

wi t hout the grueling boredom such an interm nable waiting-tinme would otherw se
have inflicted upon us. | lost track of the nunmber of days we endured in our
St one Age dungeon-cell, but it nust have been a week at least. If not, then it
certainly seened that |ong.

However the El ders established conmunication with Kuur, the shadowy country of
the M nd Wzards was evidently at sone considerabl e distance fromthe caves
wherein the Jungl e People dwelt. And then one afternoon Yl ana cane by to
exchange a few words with us through the bars. The plucky jungle maid seened
even nore downcast than usual, and | asked her the reason for her woeful

| ooks.

"It is just that we shall see each other no nore, after tonorrow, " she said
sadly, "and that this makes ne unhappy.”

Her words were directed to ne, but | noticed that her eyes strayed in the
direction of Tomar, who |lay watching her as we conversed. Sonething had passed
bet ween the two youngsters during our adventures together, despite all the
tauntings and rivalries, and from Tomar's noody sil ences and her |ingering,
backward gl ances after one of her infrequent visits | imagined that the two
had concei ved of an affection-doubtless nothing nore serious than the teenage
crushes | had suffered through when I had been their age, but none the | ess
pai nful and hard to endure for all that.

But at the nonent | was not thinking of "puppy |love," but of the nore serious
i mplications in her sad words.

"Way is that, Yl ana?" | asked. She regarded ne with a long, pitying | ook
"Because that croaking old zell, Quone, has just gone about the village
informing the tribe that by dawn tonmorrow we will be visited by an eni ssary of
the Unseen Ones," she said.

Lukor broke off his gane with a startled expletive.

"By the Red Moon, girl, d' you mean those uncanny yellow rascals will be here
by norni ng?" he demanded.

Yl ana nodded sadly and Lukor exchanged a fierce, meaningful |look with mne.
"Then we nust make our escape tonight or never, lad,"” he said to me in tones
too low to reach the ears of the guards who squatted on their hunkers to

either side of the cave-nouth.

I made no comment on this, nor did Ylana. But sonething in the intensity of
the stare with which she caught ny gaze alerted nme. Wen her gaze dropped



del i berately and neaningfully to her right foot | foll owed her |ook. She stood
near the barred gate, negligently resting the tip of one foot on the bottom
crossbar, so that her buskin-shod toes thrust through the narrow grill just a
bit. And | sawwith an inward thrill of excitement that her buskin was bound
about the toe with an extra thong

There was sonething tied to the sole of her footgear which she wanted nme to
take from her!

| signaled Lukor with a fierce gesture. Sensing ny neaning without words, the
old fell ow came over to the bars and began | oudly questioning the maid as to

what sort of a dire and grisly execution we mght expect, when at the tender

nmercies of the Unseen Ones.

He stood, blocking the sight of the guards, while | dropped to ny knees,
swiftly untied the thong, and slid nmy fingers under the sole of Yl ana's
buskin. As the thong | oosened, a short, hard, thin object dropped into ny
palm which | slid into the top of ny own boots. | did not have to look at it
to guess what it was, for my fingers had traced its outline.

It was a flint knife.

And at |ast we had a weapon!

"So farewel |, Jandar-old man-Tomar," the girl said, turning away. "W shal
not speak again, | think. Farewell!"
"Farewel |l to you, Ylana, and . . . thanks for everything," | said. She sniled

faintly, turned on her heel, and departed.

It would have to be that very night, we decided. But not when we were |et out
after the evening neal for sanitary purposes, for at such tines ten or a dozen
of the jungle warriors escorted us. It would have to be later, on sone pretext
or other.

As soon as Ylana left, we three retreated to the back of the cave and

di scussed our chances of escape in whispers. Deciding on a plan of action, we
returned to the front of the cave, and tried to busy ourselves at our usua
occupations. Tomar and Lukor pretended to play checkers, although their hearts

were not really in the game, and as for ne, | scribbled away witing these
pages. Nothing in our behavior could possibly have suggested that we
contenpl ated maki ng a break for freedomthat very night, | amsure

The hours of afternoon wore on. Never had tine seenmed to nove with such a
dreary, dragging pace. The minutes slid by with a | eaden sl owness. Finally,
just as our nerves were frayed alnost to the breaking-point with the suspense
of waiting, night fell. The guards opened the gate, shoved in our dinner, and,
a while later, escorted us to the banks of a narrow stream used by the tribe
as a jakes, and escorted us back, locking us in securely.

Li ke nost primtives, the Jungle People are wont to retire as soon as night
has fallen. Stuffy, ill-ventilated caves are badly designed for |anps or
torches, and there are few things savages can do in darkness-hence they have
the habit of crawing into their sleeping furs when darkness falls. One by one
the men of the tribe strolled back to their caves, yawning sleepily. One by
one the scanpering urchins were sunmoned to bed by the wonen. Finally the
narrow little valley-like open space between the cave-lined cliffs was enpty
of people. Even the burly, dog-like othodes went indoors, since by night the
Zarkoon fly the skies over the plateau, and have been known to swoop down upon
the village, carrying off a stray child or beast.



Only our guards were left, and they were curled up, snoring loudly, before the
nout h of our cave.

| gave Lukor the signal and he rose fromhis furs, went to the front of the
cave, and rattled the gate, calling loudly.

"What do you want ?" one of the guards grunted sleepily.

"I need to relieve nyself," Lukor infornmed himwith prim fastidious dignity.

"You had your chance earlier, with the others," the guard yawned.
"I aman old man, and | cannot wait till dawn," Lukor said. "Take ne down to
the streamlike a good fellow "

"Go back to sleep, or do it in the back of the cave."
"I have no intentions of doing either! Take ne down to the stream wll you?"

"Ch, take himdown, Brokar, or we'll never get any sleep," grunbled the second
guar d.

"Why don't you take him Cadj, if it bothers you so nuch," Brokar suggested.
"I"mjust getting confortable!"

"Al'l right, I will! Crnon, you, and no tricks now"

The second guard, whose name seermed to be Cadj, clinmbed out of his furs,

unl atched the gate and |l et Lukor out. He | oonmed head and shoul ders above the
smaller, frailer, silver-haired Ganatolian, and was a burly speci nen of
primtive manhood. In his eyes, the silver-haired Lukor was a feeble senior
citizen on a par with the tottering old grandfathers who made up the seven
El ders, and the furthest thing fromhis mnd was doubtless the possibility
that the old man m ght attack him

Whi ch is exactly what happened!

Just as he unl atched the gate, Lukor and Tomar hurled thensel ves against it.
The wooden gate sl amed open, knocking Cadj sprawing. It was so unexpected
that, save for one startled squawk of surprise, the guard did not even voice
an al arm before Lukor hurled hinself upon him and slit his throat with the
stone knife. The other guard uttered a bubbling groan and rel axed even as the
first man, curled sleepily in his skins, was struggling to his feet. Tomar and
| were upon himin the sanme instant. The boy kicked himin the stomach as he
got halfway to his feet and Brokar fell to his knees gaggi ng and gasping for
breath. Before he could do anything | knocked himcold with a karate-chop to

t he nape of the neck and he fell forward on his face, out cold.

In conplete silence we bundled the two in their furs, closed and | atched the
gate behind us, snatched up their flint-tipped spears, and ran for the edge of
the jungle. | suppose we should have knifed Brokar as well as his conrade, but
I amtoo squeanish to kill a man in cold bl ood and even Lukor, pragmatic old
rascal that he is, was too innately chivalrous to do the deed. But with any

l uck we should be mles deep into the woods before anyone discovered our
absence.

One last thing | had taken with me, and that purely through the sudden inpul se
of the nonent. | seized up the bundl e of manuscript | had worked on during our
i mprisonnent, to relieve the tedium | kept it neatly bundled in a scrap of



hi de, together with nmy pens and quantity of the bl ack powder from which I

manuf actured ny crude, honmemade ink, which was tied in a twist of |leather. |
don't know exactly what possessed ne to sal vage the manuscript from our cave.
Perhaps it suddenly occurred to ne that it would be unwi se to | eave behi nd any
clue by which the M nd Wzards nmight be able to ascertain ny identity. \Wether
or not they knew | had cone hither froma distant world | could not-be sure,
but it seemed unwi se to chance it.

W raced through the light of the many nmoons, out of the narrow val e w thout
di scovery, and through the hills. Ahead of us |ooned the bl ack-and-scarl et
wal I that marked the beginning of the jungles. Lukor had passed to ne our
precious flint-bladed knife: thus it was that | clenched the small weapon
Yl ana had given to us in ny right hand as we covered the |ast few yards that
stretched between the rocky, barren region and the edge of the dense jungles.

And thus it was that in the sane instant a gaunt, nonstrous figure stepped
suddenly fromthe gloomof the jungle's verge to block ny path | drove the
dagger, swift as thought, directly at its breast to pierce its heart

In the sane instant Lukor behind me cried out-

"Koj a! "

Chapter 15
The Last Farewel |

It was indeed Koja who bl ocked ny path, although | recognized the famliar
casque-li ke face and bl ackly-glittering conpound eyes of the faithful fellow a
fraction of a second too late to halt or to turn aside ny dagger.

Had it been any other than the mghty Yathoon, he would have died in the next
few nonents, his loyal heart transfixed by ny keen-bl aded knife. But thank God
it was Koja and not one of the human inhabitants of Thanator, for Koja is a
Yat hoon, and the Yathoon are arthropods-insectoid creatures, whose gaunt

bodi es are sheathed in crab-like chitin. The slick, horny integunent arnored
his breast as might some cuirass, and thus ny blade as it struck his bosom

gl anced aside, inflicting no hurt and nmerely scoring a |long scratch on his
tough chitin-clad breast.

W halted there in the gloomof the jungle's edge, Koja solemmly assuring ne

he had taken no harmfromny involuntary blow. | was shaking like a |leaf from
nervous reaction. Again | thank God it was Ylana's little knife | had held,
and not one of the long spears we had taken fromthe guards. | can think of

few fates nore horrible than to be the inadvertent cause of the death of a
friend, and Koja had been the first creature on all Callisto to give nme his
fri endshi p.

"My-dear-old-friend!" Lukor gasped, clapping the giant insectoid in an

i mpul si ve enbrace, "we-why, we thought you dead, days ago-drowned in the
| ake-"

"As Jandar would say, | yet live,' " the expressionless Yathoon said in his
uninflected metallic voice. It was the nearest thing to a joke |I could ever
recall the hunorless great creature having said, and | regret | was still too
shaky from having alnost slain himto |augh

"But what happened to you-how come you here?" Lukor burbled. There were tears
in his eyes and he kept touching Koja repeatedly, giving himlittle taps and



af fectionate slaps on the back as if to reassure hinmself the gaunt giant was
real and solid and not the Callistan equival ent of a ghost.

"We of the Horde cannot swim" Koja explained sinply, "so after | rose to the
surface, | clung to the weckage of the skiff which of course could not sink
as one pontoon was still filled with gas. It seemed to take forever before we
drifted ashore, but eventually the skiff beached itself on the sand, evidently
at some consi derabl e di stance around the curve of the |ake fromwhere you
yourselves emerged fromthe waters. | arrived at the place where you had
apparently made a fire after you had already departed down the shore towards

t he east, and have been tracking you ever since."

"Ch, Koja," Tomar cried, "we searched and searched for you, ever so far up the
shore, truly we did!"

Koja flexed his brow antennae in the Yathoon equival ent of a shrug.

"I know you did, little one, for I saw your footprints in the mud. And by the
same markings | followed your path easterly around the curve of the I ake unti
you evidently were attacked by the nonster lizard-"

"The groack," | said, nodding.

"I's that what they are called? Wll, anyway, fromthe mark of many feet upon
the ground, and the arrows left in the body of the nonster, | deduced you had
been seized by a war-party and since then | have been follow ng your trai

t hrough the jungles. | have been |urking about for some days in this place,
trying to di scover where you were being kept prisoner, and, having once
ascertained that fact, trying to figure out some nethod of setting you free.
You can imagine my surprise, just now, to watch as you freed yoursel ves by
some ruse and cane fleeing exactly towards the place where | stood conceal ed,
spyi ng upon the cave-village."

"It's wonderful to see you alive and well, Koja, old friend," | said, "but we
had better continue the explanations |ater. R ght now we should be putting as
much di stance as possi bl e between oursel ves and the jungle nmen, who will be

hot on our trail as soon as they di scover we are m ssing."

Koja solemly agreed as to the wisdomof this, and led us off into the jungle.
It was dark as pitch once we were deeply within the jungle and the boughs had
woven toget her above our heads into an inpenetrable screen of foliage through
whi ch only an infrequent and fugitive wisp of noonlight nanaged to filter. But
the great many-faceted eyes of the Yathoon arthropods can see far better in

t he darkness than can our relatively feeble human organs of vision, and we
followed his |l ead, covering ground far swifter and easier than we could

possi bly have done al one and without his aid.

The Yat hoon are superb huntsnen, and | have el sewhere noted they have

remar kabl e powers of observation. The big fellow |l ed us unerringly through the
tangl e of jungle paths and by dawn we had penetrated quite deeply into the
central regions of the jungle-clad plateau. By now, | had no doubt, the jungle
men had di scovered the slain guard and the fact that we had escaped; al so by
now the M nd Wzards would have arrived at the cave village to examine us. It
yet remained to be seen whether or not Xangan and his warriors would attenpt
to track us down. There was a good chance that they nmight not even try .

after all, the plateau covered an enornous expanse, and was nostly jungle, and
we could be anywhere by this time. Still, | thought it likely that they would
be on our trail

Qur problemwas, quite sinply, that we had nowhere to go. Unless we tried to



reach the edge of the plateau, and then attenpted to clinb down the sheer
cliff and sonehow escape into the nountains, we could only hide in the jungle.
Lukor broached the subject of the R ver People, whose territory to the east we
had been attenpting to reach when Xangan's party had intercepted us. This, we
deci ded, was a dubious refuge at best; at worst, it mght be a trap. For, if
only two primtive tribes shared the jungle plateau between them and one of
these | ay under the thunmb of the M nd W=zards, could the second tribe have
escaped the same domi nance? By now, it was at |east possible, war-parties of
the River People m ght be searching for us, as well.

Koja then voiced an i dea which seenmed the nost promi sing of the few
alternatives open to us. Surely the arnmada woul d be searching for us, or for
Koja and Lukor, at |east, know ng they could not have flown very far in the
skiff. The Jal at hadar of the Xaxar might in fact be cruising overhead at that
very nmonment. |f that were so, they could neither see us nor we them due to
the dense jungle foliage. He therefore suggested we take the shortest route to
the shores of the Cor-Az, for there in the open we had the best chance of
spotting one of the vessels of the armada or of ourselves being noticed by our
friends who woul d certainly be searching the | andscape beneath their keel wth
sharp eyes, alert for any sign of us.

"The wrecked skiff, at |east, should easily be seen and noticed from above, "

Koja said. "I dragged it well up out of reach of the waves, and arranged the

one wing left intact so that it stands out, throwi ng a proni nent shadow whose
regularity should draw the attention of our friends aloft. It is there beside
the skiff, if anywhere, we are nost likely to be seen.”

"Makes sense, | suppose,” Lukor said. Then, clearing his throat, he ventured:
"But is it likely the armada is still cruising about near here? Surely they

woul d have scanned the pl ateau regi on many days ago, and, having found us not,
have either wi dened their search into nore distant regions, or, | fear, given

up the search entirely by now, resum ng the postponed expedition agai nst
Kuur . "

Koj a regarded himow ishly.

"There is logic in what you say, friend Lukor, but | can think of no plan with
better chances of success."

Nor could any of us, so we decided upon Koja's plan then and there.

By mid-nmorn we reached the | ake-shore and Koja led us unerringly to the
remains of the skiff. As he had pointed out, it certainly made an unni stakabl e
mar ker on the beach, whose surface was ot herwi se snooth and enpty in either
direction. W searched the skies until our necks ached, but, alas, the heavens
were as enpty as the beach

"I'f our friends have not abandoned the search, they nust have left the
vicinity of the plateau or surely we could see the ships," Koja adnmitted
somberly. "Lukor was correct, and | amguilty of w shful thinking."

"I wonder," Tomar spoke up unexpectedly. The boy felt hinself very much the
junior menber of our little band, and sel dom voiced an opinion, as if hesitant
to intrude on the councils of his elders. W encouraged himto explain

hi nsel f, so he added: "They may have flown on to search the nountains
surrounding this plateau . . . but doesn't it seemlikely they will be com ng
back this way for one final |ook before sailing on to Kuur?"

W agreed there was nuch in what he said, and decided to wait a while before
attenpting to circumavigate the Cor-Az and find our way down the cliffs. The



hours dragged by at a dreary pace, and | passed the tinme by witing these |ast
few pages in ny journal, since | had inpulsively carried the manuscript and ny
witing materials along with ne when making the escape fromthe jungle nmen. It
has occurred to ne that even if we do decide to nove on before the armada
returns to the vicinity of the Geat Lake for one |ast |ook around, | mght be
wi se to bury the manuscript beneath sone sort of marker which would catch the
eye of our friends. Pursuant to this notion, Tonmar gathered for nme from
further up the shore a quantity of stones from which we could hastily build a
cairn to make the hiding place.

Towards | ate afternoon a peculiar grunting cry, deep-throated and guttural
cane to our ears. Koja listened to it for a tinme before deciding that it was
com ng nearer.

"They are hunting us wth othodes,"
Voi ce.

he said in his netallic expressionless

O hodes are husky, burly brutes about the size of bull-mastiffs, whomthey
rather roughly resenble if you can overlook their six short, stunpy |egs,
remar kabl e purple hide, and ugly neckl ess head whose principal features are
goggling eyes and a frogli ke gash of a nouth that stretches fromear to ear
and from which blunt, powerful tusks protrude. They hunt in packs in their
wild state and are ferocious, intelligent beasts whom certain of the nations
of Thanat or donesticate and use as we Earthlings use hunting-dogs.

| had never before chanced to hear the hoarse, grunting cry of othodes, but I
did not care to dispute Koja's judgnment in the matter

So the jungle nmen were on our track, after all! Well, | had feared as much.
And there was nothing we could do but attenpt to elude recapture as long as
possi bl e. Luckily, night was about to fall, which ought to help us a little.

And now it occurred to us to curse our lack of foresight. If we had hit upon
the idea earlier in the day, we mght have cobbl ed together a crude sort of
raft fromfallen tree-trunks and jungle vines, and poled out into the |ake,
putting nmiles of water between us and the vengeful savages who now pursued us.
True, the Cor-Az was probably the lair of nore than one such nmonster reptile
as the groack which had attacked us nmany days ago, but wi th a nodi cum of | uck
we might have gotten across the | ake by now and be clinbing down the
cliff-like side of the plateau before Xangan and his cohorts had any idea of
our whereabouts.

Wll, it was too late nowto try it, for the jungle nen were getting cl oser
with every nonment, and | have

never seen the sense in crying over spilt mlk! The best thing to do would be
to strike off into the jungle and | ead our pursuers as far away fromthe

wr eckage of the skiff as possible. And to elude capture until daylight, if we
possi bly can.

Ni ght has just fallen with that swift, sudden extinguishing of |ight that
makes the comi ng of darkness so remarkable here on Callisto. | amhastily
scribbling down these last few lines by the bewi |l dering, many-col ored
nmoonl i ght as Tomar and Koja and Lukor are bundling up our few possessions,
ready to flee into the jungles.

In just a moment | will place this final sheet together with the rest of the
manuscript in the hole Tomar has dug, and we will pile the stones he gat hered
upon it, making a tall cairn or marker which we hope will catch the eye of any

of our friends who may fly over the shore for one last | ook before going on to



Kuur .

Perhaps it would have been wiser had | witten this narrative in the
Thanat ori an characters, rather than in English. But, surely, any of you who
notice the cairn, and land to investigate, and dig up the cache, wll
recogni ze the manuscript for what it is. Luckily, Zastro, the old sage or
savant of the Ku Thad, is anmong you; he is the only being on all this Jungle
Moon who can read and understand the English | anguage, save nyself. | know
this, for I have been his tutor in nmy native tongue, and he has proved a
brilliant student.

It isto him then, that | nust address these last words. They nust be few,
for the eager baying of the othodes is growi ng nearer and nearer, and ny
conpani ons are ready to depart and are anxious to be gone.

Zastro-if indeed you ever read these words-know that we are headi ng due
northwest into the jungle, and then intend to angle off directly west to the
very edge of the plateau, where we hope to find a way down the cliff and may
per haps | ose ourselves in the mountain-country. If we can at all do so, it is
our intention-as of right nowto find our way back to the range of peaks which
Yl ana call ed the "Muntains of the Zarkoon." The only |l andmark known to us is
the great crater-like hole in the flank of one of these peaks, the hole which
| eads into the cavern-world of the birdnen.

It will of course be dangerous for us to lurk very long in the vicinity of the
entrance to the subterranean lair of the Zarkoon, but somewhere on that slope,
in an open place, |ook for another cairn |like the one under which you found
this manuscript. There | plan to deposit further instructions as to the
direction in which we will be traveling, if indeed we are not seized by the
Zar koon thensel ves, or fall prey to sone other nmonstrous and unexpected peril.

Very soon now we shall |eave this place, |leading the jungle nen as far away
fromthe weckage of the skiff and the cairn we will have built above this

hi dden manuscript as we can do. Koja plans to return to a point further up the
jungle trail by which we canme here, and then to strike off anew into the west.
He hopes by this stratagemto confuse the othodes, to mx our trails, |eading
them away fromthe skiff, in order to prevent themfrom di scovering the cairn
and, perhaps, destroying or carrying off this manuscript.

Only you will know for certain if our plan succeeds! For if you find this
manuscri pt and are readi ng these words, then our trick will have worked and we
wi || have succeeded in | eading our pursuers astray.

Look for a simlar cairn on a flat, open space near the entrance to the cavern
of the Zarkoon

If you do not find it, then that will nean we were either recaptured by the
jungl e nen before escaping fromthe plateau, or fell victimto sonme predator
or catastrophe on our way to the nountains.

And if we are recaptured, the chances are very great that we will be taken
into Kuur itself as prisoners of the Mnd Wzards. Surely they will want to
drain every bit of information fromus they possibly can, before slaying us.

As it is possible | will be dead or a slave in Kuur shortly after you read
t hese words, we may never see each other again. It is difficult for ne to
realize that ny long adventure perhaps ends here. To all my friends and
conrades, | say-farewell!

To ny beloved princess-farewell, ny beloved! | Iove you with all ny heart. M



last thought in this life will be of you. The last word | will speak with ny
dying breath will be your |ovely nane.

And to our child, whom| may never see again, whom| may never watch grow to
proud manhood-farewel |, Kaldar, ny son! G ow strong and nanly-make your nother
as proud of you as | would be, were |I there by your side!

And never give up hope until you have proof of ny death.

For | yet live. And while | live-I have hope.

Book Four
ZASTRO S NARRATI VE

Chapter 16

In Search of the Castaways

And now it is I, Zastro-whom Jandar has called the "sage" and "savant" of the
Ku Thad-who must take up the pen let fallen fromhis hand, to record sonethi ng
of those events whereof | amthe witness.

Whet her or not | amtruly the "wise man" the Prince of Shondakor has so often
naned me, | nust leave to the estimate of ny peers and to the judgnment of
posterity. It is, however, true that in a world of warriors and adventurers,

t he passi on which has consumed ny years is the curious desire for abstract

i nformati on, and the even nore curious desire to grasp what little can be
understood of the |aws of nature and of the workings of the minds and hearts
of my fellow beings.

Since this is but the sinple truth, ny reader (if any) can readily appreciate
what a treasure-trove of tantalizing nysteries Prince Jandar represents in ny
eyes. To neet and to converse with an intelligent being from another world was
an opportunity so renote fromthe furthest reaches of possibility, that |
could not have anticipated such a dream m ght ever becone reality. Thus, from
the first monment | encountered the Prince, | have seized upon every
opportunity to query himconcerning the mysterious world fromwhence he cane,
and the creatures, strange to me but famliar to him who nake of that distant
world their hone. And in reconpense for the know edge he generously saw fit to
inmpart to ne, | have shared with himwhatever poor lore or |earning of nmy own
he mi ght desire.

On this matter of language | fear | permitted nmy curiosity to stray conpletely
beyond t he bounds of prudence. W nen of Thanator, you see, of whatever race
or nation, share between us one and one only conmmon tongue. Thus it has ever
been, and the fact seenms to ny ignorant nmind only fit and natural. Wy shoul d
two nmen have two different words for "tree" or "noon" or "water"? |ndeed, how
could two different words describe the identical thing? For all that these
hypot hetical two nmen dwell far apart, is not "water" still and always "water,"
in whatever land or realmthese two mi ght chance to dwell?

The fact had seenmed so thoroughly self-evident to me that not only had |I never
chanced to question its veracity, | had never even thought of it before ny
first neeting with Jandar the Earthling. Yet here was a man who had needed to
be taught the universal |anguage spoken by all men, even by the arthropods of
t he Yat hoon horde! The very concept of "another |anguage" was so startling in
its novelty as to consunme ny imagination. Quite sinply, | could not rest unti

| "learned" this Jandarian tongue mysel f.



In this effort the prince kindly assented to assist me, although | fear ny
guesti oni ngs must have beconme wearying and i nportunate. But we | earned
together, he and I-he the witten characters and the nodes of punctuation in
that tongue that only he would have thought to | abel "the Thanatorian," and
the weird intricacies of both spoken and witten "English"-as he, quite

i nexplicably, says is the name of the |anguage spoken in his native |land, the
"United States." | should have thought the tongue would naturally have been
called "Unitedstatesian," but such, he has informed ne, smlingly, is not the
case.

So much for ny acquai ntance, such as it is, with the | anguage spoken upon the

Earth. | insert this boring digression into a narrative of perils and exploits
as much to explain ny lamentable errors in what | wite, as to justify them?*

But now permit nme to resune the narrative at the point at which | possess

i nformati on unknown to our |ost friends.

When dawn broke on the nmorning after the night during which Lukor and Koja set
out fromthe Jal athadar to search the nmountain-country for some sign of Jandar
or Tomar or of the amazing w nged nen who had-as far as we knewcarried them
off after the battle on the bridge, the fact that the Yathoon and the
Ganatolian were inexplicably mssing was di scovered al nost at once when they
did not appear at breakfast with their fellow officers.

In consternation | est the winged men (whom | must accustomnyself to calling
"the Zarkoon") had raided the airship on a second occasion during the sane
night, Prince Val kar, as vice-adniral of the expedition, ordered the

Jal at hadar searched thoroughly. And by this neans it was before mnd-norning
firmy established that Koja and Lukor were in truth no | onger aboard.

Happily for our peace of mnd, the nystery proved of very brief duration, for
al nrost sinmultaneously was it al so discovered that one of the gigs or skiffs
was |ikewi se mssing. It did not require nmuch thought to perceive that these
two facts obviously bore relation to each other; in fact, recalling that both
Lukor and Koja had argued forcefully and el oquently at the m dni ght counci

that a search for the prince and his youthful conpanion should conmence

i medi ately, rather than awaiting the com ng of daylight, Valkar instantly
guessed that the, inpulsive sword-nmaster had recklessly taken matters into his
own hands, with the collusion of the faithful Yathoon

"So now we have four mssing persons to find!" Val kar swore, although the
severity of his tones were belied by a slight grin of reluctant admiration.
"Curse that old rapscallion!" he chuckled, "or do | mean “bless hinm? WlIl, at
any rate, | find it difficult to conderm any man who puts his loyalty to a
friend so far above a devotion to abstract duty."

It was decided to enul ate the covert designs of the Ganatolian adventurer at
once. Search-parties were dispatched in the other skiffs to explore the
terrain at close quarters, while the four great ornithopters which conprised
t he arnmada were dispatched to cruising above the nountains in the four
cardinal directions. It was thought likely that, even should the skiffs find
no trace of our nmissing friends on the peaks and sl opes and summits, the four
m ghty gall eons of the clouds, with their greater range, mght spy the skiff
in the distance, if still airborne, or chance to view a flight of the w nged
men (I mean, the Zarkoon).

Al that |ong day we searched, and nuch of the night, and all of the two days
and ni ghts which foll owed. That we di scovered absolutely no trace of either
the skiff or the Zarkoon or of our lost friends may be assigned to the obvious
fact that we did not know what to | ook for, with any precision, nor in which
direction to ook for it.



It was as if the mountains had opened a great nouth in their flanks and
swal | owed them skiff and Zarkoon and all. It was all very nysterious. Mire
than that, it was frightening. Especially since the insufferable Dr. Abziz (a
savant for whom | have much the same opinion as Lukor's) frequently nade
reference to the cannibalistic nature the sagas and old tales assign to the

| egended Zar koon.

Even to those anong us nost adamant in our determination to find Jandar and
the other |ost menbers of the expedition, it soon becane obvious that we could
not continue the search nuch | onger. Every day we renai ned here

searchi ng-every hour we circled and circled the skies-increased the risk that
the M nd Wzards night discover our presence in their hem sphere, and m ght
guess the nature of our mission. And thus we should | ose the one sl ender
advant age we possessed-the factor of surprise.

Thus, on the follow ng day, a council of the |l eaders of the expedition was
convened in the stateroom of the flagship at the request of Prince Val kar
acting in the absence of Jandar as his vice-admiral. The issues under

di scussion centered, of course, upon the present problem should the arnada
continue its search for our |lost conrades, or should it continue the flight
agai nst Kuur?

Not one person at that council argued that Jandar, Koja, Lukor and the youth
Tomar shoul d be given up as dead. Many and el oquent were the argunents
presented in defense of a continuation and an extension of the search. And
yet, with considerable reluctance, it was readily adnmitted that this
unantici pated delay in the expedition could only work to the good of the
villainous M nd Wzards, and that every hour the expedition was del ayed by the
search increased the possibilities that the shadow Lords of Kuur m ght

di scover the arnada in their skies. Yet what was to be done? To sinply fly
away, |eaving the Prince of Shondakor and his friends and courtiers to their
unknown fate woul d be despi cabl e and obviously repugnant to all at the
counci | .

It was left to Zantor of the Xaxar to propose the solution to this dilemm
whi ch was eventually adopted. It will be recalled that Jandar had first met
and become friends with this former corsair captain of the Sky Pirates during
his last period of inprisonnent in the Gty in the Couds. Jandar had been
captured by the slavers of Narouk, one of the city-states of the Perushtarian
Enmpi re* who periodically paid a tribute in human flesh to the aeri al
buccaneers. Having fallen fromthe favor of Prince Thuton, nonarch of Zanadar
because of his nore humane treatnent of his captives, the forner captain of
the frigate Xaxar had been hinself degraded to the level of a slave, and
fought anong the gl adi ators of Zanadar. Anong the warriors of the arena Zantor
had won a high place, due to his bravery and his prowess in the martial arts,
as well as to his natural powers of |eadership.

When Jandar and his conrade, Ergon, were consigned to the Pits of Zanadar and
were dooned to fight anong the gladiators in the ganes, Zantor had befriended
them Jandar had been instrunental in saving Zantor's |ife when a conspiracy,
led by Prince Thuton's favorite, Panchan the Gol den, had attenpted to poison
him before a gladiatorial contest. Thus, when, in the fullness of tinme, Jandar
made his break for freedom during the annual ganmes, Zantor and the forner
buccaneers of his crew, who had been consigned to the Pits of the arena to
fight and die beside their captain, led a mutiny anong the gladiators in
support of Jandar's fight for freedom It was this unexpected sl ave revolt

whi ch had proved the decisive factor in the struggle of the free and sovereign
states of Thanator against the aerial tyranny of the Sky Pirates. Prince
Thuton was slain by Jandar's own sword in that revolt, and the Sky Pirates



were crushed for all time, and their very city itself had been destroyed.

From t he hol ocaust whi ch envel oped Zanadar, Jandar and nost of the rebellious
gl adi ators had escaped in the Jal at hadar, which had arrived in the proverbi al
nick of tine to participate in the battle which destroyed the City in the

Cl ouds. One other aerial galleon had escaped the cataclysm and that was the
Xaxar itself, for Zantor and his |oyal crew had escaped fromthe arena into
the streets of the city, managing to reach their ship, which was noored at the
sky-docks, and cast off in time to join the Jalathadar in the |last battle
wher ei n Zanadar was whel ned and brought down to flam ng ruin. Fromthat day to
this, Jandar has had no nore loyal or nore faithful friend than Zantor of
Zanadar. Forswearing their forner allegiance to the throne of Prince Thuton
the ex-corsair and his entire crew of sky-going buccaneers had becone | oyal
citizens of the Golden City, and had formed, in fact, the original nucleus of
t he new Shondakori an sky navy.

These facts being well known to all present at the council, it was a surprise
to none when Zantor spoke up, offering a plan of his own which he thought
could serve to resolve the dilenma. The giant warrior is a grimand sonber man
of few words, little given to making speeches. But in this particular case his
si mpl e el oquence served himwel | .

"My lords, | suggest the armada resune its expedition against the Mnd W zards
of Kuur," Zantor said, when the vice-adniral had yielded the floor in his
favor.

"You do not believe, then, Captain Zantor, that we should continue the search
for our lost conrades?" Prince Val kar asked, permitting an expression of
surprise to appear on his features.

The grimfaced gi ant shook his head.

"You did not permit ne to finish," he said. "I was going to suggest that the
armada voyage on to Kuur, leaving ny own ship, the Xaxar, behind to prosecute
the search for Jandar and the others.”

The Princess of Tharkol spoke up at this point.

"You then feel, Captain Zantor, that one ship may succeed where four ships
have fail ed?"

"I don't know, Princess," admitted Zantor stolidly.

"I but nake the suggestion in the nature of a conprom se. To hold the entire
armada here is obviously to jeopardize the success of our nmission of war
against the Mnd Wzards. Yet to depart entirely fromthese nmountains were to
abandon our admiral, the Prince of Shondakor, and our dear friends, to an
unknown fate-which would be callous, unfaithful and i nhumane. It is quite
possi bl e that one ship such as the Xaxar may in truth fail to find the
wher eabouts of our |ost conrades, yet the attenpt nust and shoul d be rmade, for
it is yet too soon to give up hope that Jandar and the others yet live. It
al so seems unwise, to nmy way of thinking, to tie up the entire armada in this
search. As | see it, ny lords, the expedition has at this tine two purposes.
The first is to find, if possible, and, if possible, to rescue, our |ost
friends. This the Xaxar may well be able to acconplish, through vigilance and
luck. The other is to invade and conquer or destroy the country of the M nd
W zards; and | see no reason why the three remmining vessels in the armada,
| acki ng only the assistance of the Xaxar, should not be able to acconplish
this second purpose, so long as it has not |ost the val uabl e advant age of
surprise.”



"I agree with Zantor, and volunteer to join his crew, " ugly, |oyal-hearted
Er gon grow ed.

"And 1, too, would like to lend my slight, inconsequential skills to the
success of this mission," chirruped the sly little one-eyed thief, dypto. H's
vol unt eeri ng was nost unexpected, but Zantor seened to welcome it, for he
favored the odd, quaint, cunning little guttersnipe with a friendly nod and a
slight smile. Doubtless he recalled to nind the good service and faithful
assistance the little rogue had given to Prince Jandar and Princess Darl oona
only a few nonths before, when it had eventually come to light that the
thieving rascal was, in actuality, not a spawn of the Tharkolian gutters at
all, but the brilliantly ingenious and resourceful master-spy of the Seraan of
Soraba, our trusted ally in this venture.* @ ypto, although no warrior, had
vol unteered for service aboard Zamara's flagship, the Conqueress, as part of

t he Soraban contingent. That the wily little fellow had concei ved of a warm
admration for Prince Jandar was wi dely known; thus his volunteering to assi st
in searching for the lost prince should really have conme as no particul ar
surprise to the menbers of the council. It is just that, due to his consunmate
skills as an actor, we were all so accustonmed to thinking of himas a

whi npering, cowardly little sneak thief, and his speaking up at this tinme to
join a desperate and dangerous quest seened somehow out of character

Cl ose upon Gypto's bid to join the crew of the Xaxar, half a dozen nore of
Jandar's trusted friends and conrades spoke up to beg the sane privil ege.
Laughingly, Valkar lifted a hand to silence them

"We're going to have to draw the line after Aypto, |I think," he said
smlingly, "or half of the warriors on the expedition will be crowdi ng aboard
the Xaxar in order to help rescue Jandar, and that would | eave the rest of the
armada sonewhat undermanned! However, there's much good sense in what Captain
Zantor has proposed, and the |eaving behind of one ship should not seriously
inmpair the fighting efficiency of the arnada. Let us put Zantor's plan to a
vot e. "

Chapter 17
The Quest of Zantor

Needl ess to say, the council voted overwhelmngly in the affirmative to give
Zantor's plan a try. But Zantor hinself spoke up, over-ruling Valkar's

hal f - hearted objection to the addition of new nmenbers to the crew of the
Xaxar. He pointed out, in a reasonable fashion, that certain of us possessed
skills which might be of greater use and value to the search for the | ost
prince than to the expedition of war. Val kar saw the sense of this and

wi thdrew his objection, leaving it up to Zantor hinself to choose between the
many who cl anored. for the privilege of a place on the Xaxar

In all nodesty, | nust here adnit that the first to speak up after this ruling
was mysel f. Considering ny years, | can hardly claimto be either a warrior or
an adventurer, but | pointed out to Val kar that we mi ght discover sone nessage
| eft behind by Jandar, and that, as | was the only person in all the arnada
who had become acquainted with his native tongue, English, | should be
permtted to join the expedition against that contingency. This was agreed to.
And then another individual, also no warrior, spoke up to demand room be nade
for him aboard the Xaxar. That he volunteered for such a dangerous m ssion
truly came as a surprise to all-for it was none other than the puffed-up and
argunentative little geographer from Soraba, Dr. Abziz



"But, doctor, we will certainly be calling upon your skills as a geographer in
our own search, for the whereabouts of Kuur have yet to be ascertained," said
Prince Val kar in considerabl e puzzlement at this unexpected request.

"Nonsense!" snorted the acerbic little Soraban. "In Ang Chan's nedalli on-map
you have what can only be assuned to be an accurate representation of the
territories surrounding the secret citadel of the Mnd Wzards. And in the
maps and charts and notes | have already had copied and distributed anong the
several ships of this armada you al ready possess everything | know or can
conjecture regarding the terrain of this hem sphere. Fromthis point forward
intinme, nmy presence upon the Jal at hadar becones superfluous, and as it is ny
express desire and plan and purpose to join in the search for the | ost nenbers

of the expedition, | expect you, sir, to accede to ny request."
"Very well. W shall leave it to Captain Zantor, as it is his decision to
make. "

Zantor then, in his serious way, inquired if Dr. Abziz had any particul ar
reason for wishing to join in the search for Prince Jandar, to which the
little geographer replied, "My desire to assist in the rescue of Prince Jandar
is purely altruistic; however, in the case of certain other menbers of the
expedi tion who are lost, strayed or stolen, ny notives are nore selfish."

"What do you nean?"

"I refer to one Lukor of Ganatol," the doctor said shortly, with alittle

gl eam of malicious hunmor in his eye. "That gentleman and | have been at odds
to a certain extent, as many of the nmenbers of this council nust be aware. Now
that my principal duties have been acconplished, and nmy further presence
aboard this flagship has beconme superfluous, | should dearly love to take part
in the rescue of Lukor of Ganatol, if only to view the expression on that

gentl eman's face when he discovers that, for his rescue, he is at least in
part behol den to ne!"

W | aughed over that, as you may imagine. | can well picture how disconfited
Lukor would be, to find out that the conceited little Soraban whom he had
delighted in baiting, had taken part in the dangerous mission to effect his
rescue!

Fol lowi ng this, the council ended its neeting, deciding to give the Xaxar
thirteen days in which to search for the lost prince and his conpani ons,
before rejoining the expedition at a |ocale specifically noted on the map. As
did Dr. Abziz and Ergon and dypto, | then went to my quarters, packed ny
gear, and noved to new quarters aboard the Xaxar

A short while later the armada formed again into its chevron formati on and,
exchangi ng by nmeans of signal flags a salute and best w shes with the Xaxar
sailed off into the east and, before long, dw ndled from sight, vani shing
nmotes in the glaring gol den skies.

Then began the | onely quest of the Xaxar to find out what peculiar fate had
over conme Jandar of Shondakor

As the armada had al ready searched, in a general fashion, the vicinity of the
nmount ai ns of the Zarkoon, as we later |earned was their nanme, we first voyaged
rather extensively to the south, then the west, and then the north. Mich new
geogr aphi cal information was added to our maps during these specific ventures,
each of which, | mght add, consumed on the average about three days and
nights. It was purely an accident of chance which caused us to waste these

ni ne days in searching in the wong direction for the | ost nenbers of the



expedi tion, although we could not of course have known this at the tine.

Only when, on the norning of the eleventh day after we separated fromthe
armada, with our voyage into the east, did we cone to fly over those
territories in which Jandar had actually adventured. Qur previous ventures, of
course, had di scovered nothing concerning the fate of our friends; but before
long, as we were flying over the ring of nountains which encircled the
mysterious and jungl e-cl ad pl ateau, we experienced the thrill of the

| ong-anti ci pated di scovery.

For there on the snmooth and sandy shores of an i nmmense | ake we sighted the
wreckage of the skiff. It was, | believe, Ergon the Perushtarian who first
spotted the wreckage, and the excited cry he voiced aroused the ship's
conpany. Those who were bel ow came pelting up the stairs to the md-deck or
t he vari ous observation bel vederes to see what Ergon had di scovered.

It was unm stakably the weckage of the skiff. There was no question about
this, for it lay inbedded in the sand in such a position as to cause the one
unbroken wing to thrust up at a sharp angle which cast a | ong shadow across
t he sand-a shadow of such regularity as to be undoubtedly an artificial

i ndeed, a man-nmade, object.

Zantor brought the aerial galleon to a halt and we began to descend to

i nvestigate further. Fromour height at that time it was inpossible to tell if
any bodies lay strewn about the weck. W lined the deckrail, jostling

shoul der -t o-shoul der for the best view, watching with eyes which ached from
the strain, dreading to hear-the anticipated cry that some keen-eyed observer
had sighted the first body.

But no such cry canme, to our inmense relief. It would seem unless they had
per haps been carried off by whatever predators m ght haunt the unexpl ored
jungl es of the plateau, that none of our conrades had been killed in the
crackup of the skiff. (W did not at once realize, you will understand, that
the skiff had actually fallen into the | ake; this fact was not discerned unti
later, and at this tine it was understandable to guess that the skycraft had
for sone reason crashed into the shore.)

Fl yi ng ships such as the Xaxar cannot safely conme to rest on the ground, save
i n special docks specifically designed to that purpose. So, having descended
to as low an altitude as Captain Zantor deened safe, the craft cane to a halt
and crewren slid down ropes | owered over the side. The first of these to reach
t he sand was Ergon, who sprinted for the weckage, prow ed about it, and then
energed to call up to us the wonderful news that no one was in the weck.

Ergon did not, for some reason, perceive the cairn. In fact, it was d ypto-who
stood near ne on the deck-who spotted it first and called the attention of
t hose down on the shore to the pile of stones.

Again, we watched with great suspense and excitenent as Ergon and the other
men carefully pulled the pile of stones apart, found the hol e Jandar had
caused to be dug beneath it, and drew out the bundle of manuscript the | ost
prince had therein conceal ed. This was brought up to the ship at once, and
was sunmoned to the captain's stateroomto exam ne it

Wth trenbling hands | opened it, and announced to Zantor and the other

of ficers who stood ringed about that it was indeed, as we had naturally

al ready guessed, the work of Prince Jandar. Instead of the paper we
Shondakori ans enpl oy, the narrative had been set down on some snooth, thin,

whi te substance which resenbled bark. And, instead of ink, the witer had used
a muddy fluid of indetermi nate hue, difficult in several places to nmake out.



As it woul d obviously take ne sone hours to read the manuscript, Zantor and
the others left me alone in the stateroomfor that purpose, and while the rest
of the day dragged on, parties of nen descended to explore the shore in both
directions and to penetrate the edge of the jungle at various points to see if
some further traces of our |ost conpanions m ght be discovered.

| read the manuscript as swiftly but as closely as |I could, and thus |earned
for the first tinme of the existence of the Zarkoon-world on the interior of
one of the nountain-peaks, and of the primtive tribes who inhabited the
plateau. Al of this material you will have already perused, for | have added
this last installnent to the large bundle of manuscript Jandar had al ready
conpl eted during the openi ng phase of our voyage hither

It was the matter in the final pages, of course, that was nost pertinent to
our expedition. Wiile it was wonderful to learn that Jandar and Tonar,

toget her with Lukor and Koja, had thus far managed to escape death and to
elude their pursuers, the desperate straits in which they stood in peril of
nmonentary recapture just prior to the conceal nent of the manuscript were of
i medi ate and transcendent inportance.

Ni ght had already fallen across the world as | hurried up the winding stair
into the pilothouse to apprise the inpatient Zantor of what had transpired.
found the giant warrior pacing the bridge with heavy tread. Wth words
tunmbl i ng over each other on ny tongue, | comunicated the perils in which
Jandar and the others had stood, according to the | ast passages of the
docunent, together with information as to what the Prince had planned to do
next .

"Then we had best wei gh anchor for this peak whereat Jandar had hoped to
deposit further information concerning the route they would choose to take,
shoul d they manage to el ude recapture by the jungle savages," Zantor rmurmured.
I confirmed his words, and described as best | could the crater-1ike opening
whi ch marked the entrance to the subterranean world of the Zarkoon. This was,
you will recall, the |landmark Jandar had indicated in the |ast pages of the
manuscri pt.

W flew thither that very night. By the brilliant Iight of the nmoons it was
not particularly difficult for us to sight the crater-like hole in the flanks
of the nobuntain. W had, of course, noticed it already, during our search of
these very nountains, but at that earlier tine we had no particular reason to
examne it. Now, towards early norn, we cane to hover above the approach to
this crater. Wth archers at the ready, in case the w nged men should cone out
of their cavern honme and attenpt any action against the ship, we |owered
wel |l -armed warriors to the side of the nountain.

For many hours these nen searched diligently, w thout, however, finding any
second cairn or other token of Jandar's presence here.

"Perhaps it proved difficult for some reason to erect a second cairn here,"”

@ ypto argued. "Jandar mi ght have scratched a sign or a message in sone

prom nent place here on the slope, which we cannot nmake out with clarity unti
daylight!"

"There is much in what you say, Gypto," the captain said sonberly. "Very
wel I ; we shall ascend to the three-thousand-foot |evel and await daybreak
bef ore resunmi ng our search of the nountainside."

As you may imagine, we got little sleep for the remai nder of that night. Wile
parties of vigilant archers stood watch on rotation agai nst any attack on the
part of the Zarkoon, those of us who tried at all to sleep tossed and turned



in our bunks. In the nminds of us all, | amsure, the same questions revol ved.

Had Jandar and hi s conpani ons escaped fromthe pl ateau, or had they been
recaptured by Jugrid's jungle nen?

If they had managed to el ude recapture, had they perchance fallen victimto
some nonster of the cliffs, or to sone predator of the nountains?

O had they perhaps been attacked by the Zarkoon while ascendi ng the sl ope of
t he nmountain, and before they had been able to build the cairn Jandar had
prom sed to |l eave, or to inscribe whatever token or sign of their whereabouts
he intended to make for our guidance?

None of these inportant questions could yet be answered. And that was the
reason few of us, if any, got any sleep that night

When daylight came at |ast we sent down search-parties amounting to perhaps
forty nen or nore. | acconpanied the forenpst of these, on the prem se that it
seened likely any directions or instructions Jandar had left for us m ght be
in the same | anguage as the manuscript.

W conbed the slope of the mountain all that day, w thout finding the
slightest trace that Jandar or any of his conpani ons had ever even reached it.
Towar ds early afternoon Zantor dispatched two skiffs under the command of
Ergon and A ypto to explore the ravine at the bottom of the cliffs surroundi ng
the plateau. By nightfall they returned, and again it was to report in the
negative. There was no evidence that our lost friends had ever clinbed down
the cliffs, crossed the ravine, or even entered the nountains which encircled
t he plateau of the jungle nen.

On the followi ng day, which was the thirteenth since we had parted fromthe
armada, Zantor sent heavily armed warriors into the subterranean world of the

Zarkoon to explore that region, hoping perhaps to discover that Jandar or his
conpani ons had been seized by the winged men. The Zarkoon fled into the

renot est recesses of the i mense cavern after several of their nunber had
attacked the skiffs and were either slain or driven off. The cages Jandar had
descri bed were found, but they were enpty and contai ned no signs of recent
human occupancy. The nesting-pl ace of Skeer, whom Jandar had called the chief
of the wi nged nonsters, was |ikew se di scovered and was identified as such on
the basis of the descriptions given in Jandar's manuscript, which | had by now
rendered into our own Thanatorian tongue and inparted to my conrades. In that
nest was found what Jandar woul d probably call a "jackdaw s hoard" of

m scel | aneous treasures-bones and shells and feathers and teeth and scraps of
carven wood and brightly-colored cloth. Rusted inplenents of human wor knanship
were found anmong the bird-man's | oot as well-dagger hilts and broken
swor d- bl ades, ol d dented hel nets and odds and ends of jewelry. But not a one
of these itens could positively be identified as having bel onged to Jandar
Tomar, Lukor or Koja.

That night we flew in the Xaxar into the northerly corner of the plateau, and
descended in force upon the country of the Jungle People. W found the village
deserted, save for the small, thaptor-like fow donesticated by the jungle
men, and a nunber of stray othodes who scuttled off at our approach. It was
easy to surmse that the savages had fled into the jungle at our appearance in
the skies. Wth dawn we spent nmany wasted hours searching the jungle in hopes
of encountering Jugrid' s men, but they evidently knew every pl ace of

conceal nent the dense undergrow h afforded, and we were unsuccessful in this
venture as well.



W were by now md-way into the |ast day of our expedition. If we were to
rejoin the arnada, as originally planned, we would have to depart soon
Already, in fact, we had |ingered overlong, but Zantor was grimy detern ned
to exhaust every possible avenue of investigation before giving up

And-just as we were gathering aboard and preparing to up anchor and be off on
t he voyage to Kuur-at |ast we made a di scovery!

A lone human figure appeared at the edge of the jungle and stood timdly
staring up at the gigantic galleon which floated above her head like an
ast oundi ng apparition conjured into reality by some magician

Ergon and several crew nenbers swarned down the rope | adders to effect her
capture. But the child-for she was scarcely nore than that-did not attenpt to
flee back into the shelter of the trees, and waited for themto approach her

They soon returned to the ship, the jungle maid clinbing the | adder with them
As she gained the midship deck, | saw that she was of about an age with Tomar,
a long-1egged, stunningly attractive girl wearing an abbrevi ated garnent of
tanned hi des, her long bare arns and | egs adorned with primtive jewelry.

"I's your name Ylana, my child?" | called out to her as she clinbed ninbly over
the rail and stood, staring about her in wondernment. She turned her wi de eyes
upon ne with surprise.

"I am Yl ana of the jungle country," she adnmitted. "But who are you, old man,
and how do you know my nanme?"

| introduced nyself and expl ai ned that Jandar had described her in such detai
in his manuscript that it was possible for me to guess her identity at a

gl ance. The jungle maid did not understand the nethod by whi ch Jandar had
conmuni cated with me-1 gathered from her denmeanor that the art of witing was
all but unknown to her people-and asked nme eagerly if Jandar "and that boy,"
by which she evidently referred to Tomar, were aboard.

When | said that they were not, her face clouded and her eyes fell. At
Zantor's suggestion | took her bel ow and offered her food and drink, which she
fell upon as though fam shed. Wile she satisfied her appetite, | elicited

fromher, in bits and pieces her own story.

Chapter 18

The Mystery Deepens

"Yes, | know that Jandar and his friends escaped days ago," the half-starved
jungle maid told me there in the cabin as she devoured the neal hastily sent
up fromthe galley. "For the norning after they nanaged their escape the

em ssary of the Unseen Ones appeared in the village, and there was a great
uproar when the guards stationed outside the prison-cave were found, the one
dead, the other one stunned and groggy."

She nade a little expression of distaste. "That brute, Xangan, hastily
sumoned a war-party and whistled up the hunting othodes, and plunged into the
jungles in pursuit of the escaped prisoners."

"Did he find them and bring them back?"

"I do not know," the girl admtted. "In the confusion of the nmonent | nyself
managed to elude the attention of the wonen consigned to watching over ne. |



snatched up a spear soneone had |left |eaning against a rock, and ran into the

jungle. There was so nuch mlling around and people yelling that no one
realized | was even gone until sometine after | had nmade my escape, | am
sure. "

"Well, what did you do then?"

She shrugged wearily. "I tried to get through the jungles to the south in
order to reach the country of nmy nother's people, but | got lost. The hunters
of nmy tribe may know these jungle paths well, but | amless acquainted with
them | have been stunbling around in circles for many days, as well as | can

guess. A big lizard treed ne for one whol e day before giving up and anbling
off in search of a dinner that could not clinb trees-"

"I thought you told Jandar there were no dangerous beasts in the jungle?"

"Well, | did. The big lizards are troubl esone, but fat and sl ow nmoving. They
woul d eat you if they could, but a person can easily outrun them or sinply
climb a tree and wait for themto nove al ong," she said.

"Very well -pl ease go on."

"There's nothing much nore to tell you, Elder," the girl said, finishing her
repast. She evidently assuned we Shondakorians, for all our amazing flying
ships, were a tribe essentially like her own; and, come to think of it, she
was not far off the mark in addressing ne as "Elder," for ny years, and the
smal |l store of wisdom| have managed to accunul ate during those years, have
earned ne a position of respect as a senior counselor to ny prince and
princess: hence | am in her sense of the word, very nuch an "El der." But |
digress-the fault of old men given to garrul ous habits, | fear

The mai d continued her story.

"I wandered through the jungle for days, or so it seened. | tried to slay a
beast with my spear, but it got away, taking the spear with it. | ate lizard
eggs and sone fruit and berries. Then | cane out here, alnost exactly where
had gone in. | would have ducked back and tried again, but | could not help
noticing that the village was enpty of people, and the caves deserted. This
puzzl ed ne-as you can imagine. And then | saw your-" she funbled for a word to
descri be the Xaxar, but, as her primtive vocabulary evidently | acked any term
whi ch woul d adequately apply, she nmerely gestured around at the cabin.

"I't | ooked very much like the flying | og Lukor and the insect-man were riding
when they rescued us fromthe caverns of the Zarkoon," she said. "So | let
nmysel f be noticed, hoping that | was right and that you were friends of Jandar
and Tomar."

"So you know not hi ng what soever about the possible recapture of our |ost
friends?"

"Nothing at all, I'msorry to say,"” she admitted

"If Xangan had succeeded in capturing them would he have taken themto Kuur?"
| asked.

"What is Kuur?"
"The country of the Mnd Wzards," | said.

"You mean the Unseen Ones? | don't know. If there is sone reason why the



Masters woul d be very interested in Jandar, they night have done so."
"Do you know where their country is?"
She shook her head.

"Do you know in which direction it lies, or how far away it is, or how to get
t here?"

The answer to all of these questions was negative.

| let her rest and bade the steward |l ay out fresh garments and hot water so
that she m ght wash herself and change her rainment, and went up to the bridge
to report to Captain Zantor.

There was not hing nore we could do here, he decided reluctantly. And we were
overdue to rejoin the rest of the arnada. W woul d take Ylana with us,

however. That much at |east we could do, for she was desperate to escape from
the marriage with Xangan which the Elders of her tribe were adamant in forcing
upon her.

W flew across the plateau into the east and before the daylight was
ext i ngui shed we had traversed the ravine which encircled the jungle plateau
and were soaring above the unknown nountains which rose on its further side.

Zant or kept the wheel -gangs working all night to nake up for lost tine. Under
the Iight of the nmany noons, we flew for hours over previously unexplored
nmount ai ns wi t hout sighting any sign of human habitation. Over a m dnight |unch
with Dr. Abziz, neither of us being able to sleep, we discussed the nysteries
of this unknown heni sphere. The irascible little geographer was puzzled to
find that this side of Thanator, or "Callisto," as Jandar sonetines called it,
was so unlike the side we knew. Mst of the known hem sphere is occupi ed by

pl ai ns and seas and jungles, with only two ranges of nountains; but the far
side seermed al nost entirely given over to nmountains, and on the whol e was
harsh and infertile, for the jungles of the plateau were the only extensive
regi ons of lush vegetation we had yet encountered.

"Qdd, too, that the side of our planet nost familiar to us is the hone of so
many nations," the doctor pointed out, tugging thoughtfully on the little
spi ke of beard which was his pride and joy, "while this hem sphere, insofar as
we now know, is so very sparsely inhabited. Wiy, we have yet to find a single
city! Nothing here but savage tribes, and those befeathered canni bal s!"

By day we reached the neeting-place previously decided upon, but the skies
were clear in every direction and there was no sign of the armada. This was a
trifle strange, but not necessarily a cause for alarm

For two days nore we lingered at the rendezvous without any sign of the
armada. Then, grow ng increasingly alarned, we began exploring the territory
fromthe air in an ever-widening circle. W found no sign of human habitation
and no sign of the m ssing ships, not even their weckage. Neither did we

di scover the land of the Mnd Wzards, although, froma study of Dr. Abziz's
map, we had a fairly accurate notion of what the terrain in its vicinity
shoul d ook Iike fromthe air.

As tinme dragged on, it becane increasingly evident that something had happened
to the arnada. We had been a bit late in arriving at the rendezvous- poi nt
oursel ves; but the armada was very late. W began to speculate that the three
m ssing ships had run into serious trouble.



"Well, it's obvious, isn't it?" Ergon grow ed over dinner one night. "They
found Kuur, and attacked it, and were sonmehow captured or destroyed! I|f that
hadn't happened, they would surely have net us at the place and tine we had
agreed. Maybe we were a little late, but they would have waited for us-if they
could! But they couldn't, because by that tine they were either dead or

i mprisoned."

"Maybe, " Zantor said slowy, rubbing his heavy jaw in a thoughtful fashion.
"But if they found Kuur-why can't we? W' ve been flying around for days, and
we have, thus far, covered very many korads. There are mountai ns beyond
nunbering, and winding rivers aplenty, but none with the configurations

mat chi ng those on the silver nedallion. How rmuch | onger can we continue

| ooki ng, without finding either the armada, or the M nd Wzards, or both?"

"Eh, sirs," Dr. Abziz interjected at this point. "I would put the sane
question, but in a sinpler manner: how nuch | onger can we continue | ooki ng?
Period. For, as you nmust have noticed fromthis neager fare set before us, our
supplies of food and drink are al nost exhausted."

At this, @ypto spoke up, a gleamof mischief twinkling in his shrewd bl ack
eye.

"As Sir Lukor would say, were he but here, perhaps the good doctor thinks too
much of his stomach, and not enough of our nmissing friends! I, for one, wll
gladly tighten ny belt a bit, in order to keep on searching . "

"A scholar of ny repute,” Abziz said huffily, fixing one eye on the smrking
master-thief with a supercilious expression on his scarlet face, "cares little
for the fleshly pleasures, anbng which is the gross matter of nutrinment! But
we cannot realistically expect a ship full of young fighting-men to stay in
trimfor long on such skinpy rations."

Before long it becane distressingly obvious, even to the die-hards anpong us,
that it was futile to continue the search. The quest of the Xaxar had doubly
failed-failed not only to discover Jandar's party, but failed to find the
armada, as well.

So there was nothing to do but turn back, and retrace the | ong voyage back to
Shondakor in defeat. We could not prosecute the war against Kuur all by
oursel ves, for a single ship against a city made for unequal odds. And

what ever magic the M nd Wzards had used to destroy the three ships of the
armada, they should be able to use against our |one vessel with ease.

But new gal | eons of the skies were nearing conpletion with every hour in the
shi pyards of Tharkol. And valiant warriors by the scores and the hundreds
woul d conpete eagerly for the honor of serving aboard the second arnmada, when
it was ready to depart. Distressing as was the sad news we nust now bring back
to the lords of the Three Cities, at least it was not-final

Jandar, Tomar, Lukor and Koja-their fate was as unknown as were the fates of
Val kar and Zamara and all the others. They may have survived the destruction
of the fleet, and capture at the hands of the Mnd Wzards. At |east, until we
found unquestionabl e proof of their deaths-until we found their very graves-we
were determned not to give up all hope.

But it was with a heavy heart in every breast that we turned our prow towards
Shondakor and set sail for the Golden City of the Ku Thad. | did not |ook
forward to the unpleasant duty of telling Princess Darloona that her bel oved
mate was either dead, or hopelessly lost, or a prisoner in the unknown country
of the Mnd W zards!



| knew the gallant and courageous princess too well to fear that she would
utter one word of displeasure towards any of us. She knew we had done the best
we could, and that the man does not live upon this planet who could have done
nmore to find the lost warriors. But | dreaded the sadness in her lovely face
and the enptiness in her eyes, when she heard the grimnews we nust bring her

But yesterday we arrived above Shondakor and nmoored the | one surviving vesse
of the great arnada to the upper tiers of the great pal ace whose spires soar
up fromthe heart of the Golden Gity.

True to ny estimate of her character, Darloona did not |et one word of
criticismfall fromher |ips when she heard our halting tale. But the
expression of agony which convul sed her features as we told of the unknown
fate of Jandar cut ne to the heart.

The jungle maid, Ylana, was overwhel ned by the splendor and nagnificence of
the superb capital of the Ku Thad. But her shy and awkward feelings of being a
| onely stranger amid so glorious a throng were swiftly bani shed by our

wonder ful princess. Despite the agony she endured, Darloona saw the di sconfort
Yl ana suffered, and enmbraced the girl, folding her to her heart, and told her
she was at honme and anong friends, and would dwell in a suite all her own near
to the apartnents Darl oona herself inhabited.

And then, instinctively guessing howto set the jungle girl at her ease, she
sat down on the steps of the throne, and gave her the infant Prince Kaldar to
hol d. Soon the maid was beami ng smiles, chuckling at the antics of the fat
babe, and feeling very nmuch at hone.

Despite ny weariness | have ridden all night through the Gand Kumala with an
escort of Ku Thad warriors.

Now as the titanic bulk of mighty Gordrimator lifts itself over the horizon,
stand before that enigmatic thing of pale green jade which Jandar calls the
Gate Between the Wrlds. Here it was, upon this very spot, years ago, that
Jandar the Earthling first materialized upon the surface of our planet. And to
this place he has cone three tinmes ere now, over the years, to | eave upon this
nmysterious disc of glistening stone the nmanuscripts wherein he had witten
down for the eyes of the men of his world an account of his adventures and

di scoveri es upon Thanat or

I do not know if any eye but mine will ever peruse these pages. And Jandar
too, often wondered about this, as he placed in the center of the jade disc
hi s manuscripts. Perhaps they dematerialize, to rise up the sparkling beam of
unknown force, to traverse the inmmense gulf of nothingness that |ies between
the worlds, only to vanish forever fromall know edge, |ost to wander forever
bet ween the countless stars. O perhaps, as was Jandar's oft-expressed hope,
they retrace his journey back to his own native world, which he calls The
Earth, to materialize unharned at the bottomof the jade-lined well that lies
am dst the ruined city in the jungles. And whether then they are sonmehow
brought to the know edge of the nen of his world, or lie in the ruins to

nol der and decay unseen, unread-who can say?

Only you, who read these words, can know the truth . . . if you exist!
Way | performthis curious task | cannot really say.

No, that is inaccurate: | do know why!



| doit in nenory of Jandar of Callisto-ny prince, ny pupil, and ny friend.

He woul d have wished it so. Al the long days he toiled at the conpl etion of
this |latest manuscript woul d otherwi se have been wasted in vain.

He woul d have wanted nme to have set down, however crude and unskillful may be
my gifts at the conposition of narratives, sone account of the circunstances
whi ch foll owed his di sappearance fromthe bourne of human know edge.

Aye, even as he stood on the brink of the Unknown, he would have bid ne do
what | have done!

What ever hi s nanel ess fate-whatever the nysterious doom which has fallen upon
t he nobl est hero of two worlds-he woul d have wi shed an account of these [ ast
and final adventures to be sent through the Gate Between the Wrlds

perhaps to vanish in the far places of the Universe . . . perhaps to cone at
|ast to the amazenent and attention of his own countrynen.

"A story is only as good as the ending of it," he would say, with a reckl ess
grin.

Whet her or not | shall ever stand in this place again, to set within the Gate
an account of my future adventures, | cannot say.

| amold, and ny days are few
And, alas, only I, Zastro of the Ku Thad, know the | anguage of your worl d!

Whet her the true ending of the story will ever be made known, is a question |
cannot answer.

Perhaps it is best to end the tale in this manner. Like all heroes, Jandar of

Callisto will someday fight his last battle . . . and venture through the
Bl ack Gates of Death to whatever undi scovered country |ies beyond. Perhaps it
is best that the story ends here, before that |ast battle is fought . . . if,

i ndeed, it has not already been fought.

And so | wonder, in my philosophical way, if perhaps it is not best that we do
not know, that we never know, the end of Jandar's saga. Let us |eave himas we
saw himlast, going forward i nto unknown perils, fearless and unafraid, his
heart staunch and unshaken, stout and | oyal friends at his side, and brave

| aughter on his lips.

It is not, after all, such a bad ending.

WIl the story of my life end so gallantly?

WI1l yours?



