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  PROLOGUE


  The day breaks with surprising suddenness in Arizona, and as I stood on a bank overlooking the headwaters of the Little Colorado I watched the starry heavens fade into the bright blue sky which marks the Southwestern day. I,like so many others before me, had,a few weeks ago, unplugged the telephone, packed my gear, locked my house, and taken a temporary leave from the rigors of that phenomenon we call society.


  Arizona had seemed to me the ideal place for the solitude and beauty I craved, and so I had rented a cabin which was once owned by a famous writer and set up housekeeping.


  This day was to remain in my memory for a long time, although it began innocently enough. As usual I was off at daybreak,wandering through the hills and canyons, sketching, photographing, and generally exploring in my amateur fashion. I had borrowed a horse, but could see no reason for making him carry my weight during the heat of the day and spent most of the time during my excursions leading him by the rope which was attached to his halter.


  Returning to my two-room cabin Just before twilight, I watered the horse and went inside to prepare my dinner on the primitive stove. The sun had set and the skies had turned dark long before I had finished my meal, and as I peered through the window I could almost see the long-gone warriors of Geronimo seated in council, or donning their war paint. I have ever been a day-dreamer, and so I turned, supporting my chin on my hands, and gazed at the Apache warriors. They were dancing now, all except one who was facing my cabin, and I could imagine the horror their martial war-whoops must have inspired in the breasts of our early cowboys and settlers.


  Then one warrior, the one who had not partaken in the dance, began approaching. I closed my eyes and shook my head vigorously. When I looked again the Apache village had returned to the inner recesses of my mind, but the warrior was still coming toward me, and as he did so I thought I could hear the clanking sound of metal upon metal.


  Finally, when he was within a few feet of the cabin door, he stopped,and in a strong masculine voice he called out a single word: "Nephew?"


  "Who's there?"I demanded,drawing my revolver. "Friend or enemy?"


  "From the tone of your voice I assume that I'm not a friend," he answered in a calm voice. "You'll have to accept my word that I'm not an enemy."


  I opened the door, my gun cocked, and was startled by the sight that greeted my eyes. There, not three feet away, stood a tall, handsome, clean-limbed man. His hair was black, his eyes gray, and his face reflected integrity and courage. He wore only a jeweled harness of unearthly design,and at his side hung a longsword, a shortsword, a dagger, and a strange-looking pistol. Immediately I holstered my revolver and, stepping forward, extended my hand.


  "John Carter!" I exclaimed as he took my hand in his firm grasp. "It could be none other than you!"


  "Then you know of me?" he asked pleasantly.


  "Know of you? Why, I was brought up on the Martian stories! But come inside, and tell me what brings you to Earth!"


  "Nothing of great importance," he replied, following me into the living room. "I returned primarily to see my nephew. I met him in this very cabin once before, and I had hoped that he might be here again."


  "Do you mean Edgar Rice Burroughs?" I asked, and he nodded. "I'm afraid he's been dead for a number of years."


  A look of sadness spread across his face.


  "I had feared as much," he said at last, "but this is the first chance I have had to visit my native planet since I saw him last." He rose and walked slowly to the door. "This shall, I believe, be my last voyage across the void which separates Earth from my beloved Barsoom, for I now have no ties to return to."


  "No!" I cried. "That mustn't be! You must not deny us more tales of Mars;it would be too great a loss!"


  He turned to me with a questioning expression on his face.


  "Let me bring your adventures to the world!"


  I pleaded ."I'm not really a writer, but I'm sure that I can become an adequate chronicler."


  He shrugged his shoulders and sat down. "Why not?" he said with a smile. "Where shall I begin?"


  "Let me see," I said. "I never found out what happened to Tan Hadron of Hastor. Did you ever see him again?"


  "That, he replied,leaning back on his chair, "would make a most interesting and unusual story. Perhaps you would like to hear it?"


  I assured him that I would, and here, in his own words, is the tale he told me that night beneath the cold light of the Arizona moon.


  CHAPTER I RAB-ZOV


  As you may recall, I had last seen Tan Hadron of Hastor when we were aboard the Dusar.The orew mutinied rather than return to Pankor, and since we were the only ones with sufficient knowledge and skill to operate the ship, they kept Hadron as their pilot and Fo-nar as a hostage, and set me aground, little knowing that Tan Hadron's prowess with a longsword was among the best in all Helium.


  During the ensuing war with Hin Abtol's forces I lost all track of Tan Hadron, all my energies and attention being required for the fighting at hand. Immediately after the combined forces of Helium and Gathol had emerged victorious I determined to discovrer his whereabouts, for no trace of him had been seen after he had flown that crew of Panar cutthroats away from Pankor.


  Under my guidance great numbers of search parties were sent to all ends of Barsoom in quest of Tan Hadron, but these efforts ended in failure, partially because Tan Hadron had beea wearing the harness of a padwar in Hin Abtol's nary when last we parted, which was the equivalent of a death sentence in a majority of the nations of Barsoom.


  I had conducted this search openly in the hope that, as often happens, whoever had the knowledge I desired might prefer to offer it anonymously, and sure enough, just when I was on the verge of admitting defeat, I received an unsigned letter; I was told that if I desired to learn the whereabouts of my missing officer, I must be on the upper level of a certain boarding house in Zodanga, alone, at sunset two days hence.


  Carthoris and Kantos Kan advised me against going there, as it seemed too suspicious a meeting place. Zodanga has long been a breeding ground of sedition and insurrection, but it was my only tangible link with Tan Hadron and I decided to follow through on it, however dangerous the situation might seem.


  I left Helium on the morning of the appointed day and set off for Zodanga, which lies about fifty-one hundred haads east >f Helium,and is located at Lat. 30°S., Lon. 172°E. As I was to be in the city but a brief time I made no attempt at disguise,and flying the colors of the Warlord of Barsoom, I soon gained the hangar on the roof of the boarding house. Having an hour or so on my hands before sunset, I took a short walk through the city.


  Unlike most Martian cities, which contain numerous buildings and monuments from antiquity, Zodanga is almost entirely new, for Tars Tarkas and I had burned the city to the ground not so many years past, nor had the people of Zodanga forgotten that, as was evidenced by the hateful glances they threw at me as I progressed through the crowded streets.


  I must have walked a few miles when I looked up and saw Thuria, the nearer moon,racing across the heavens on her endless voyage; the sun was beginning to dip over the horizon, and I made my way back to the rooming house and ascended to its highest level.


  The entire level was comprised of one large sleeping chamber, and I was surprised to note that it was almost deserted. Three men were reclining upon their sleeping silks and furs, and a fourth was sitting in a chair of sorapus wood, reading a book.


  The reader rose as I entered. I found his evil-looking face familiar, but I couldn't place it.


  "Welcome, John Carter," he said with a thin smile on his thick, ugly lips.


  "Have you the information I seek?" I demanded, advancing.


  "Yes.


  "Good?" I said. "Let me have it."


  "Not so fast," he replied. "Are you prepared to pay for it?"


  I had suspected something of this nature, and had brought along a few diamonds from the mines of Gathol, which I how withdrew from my pocket-pouch.


  "I trust this will suffice," I said.


  He examined them carefully, taking his time, and finally handed them back.


  "The price is not high enough," he said at last.


  "Why, they're a Jeddak's ransom!"I exclaimed. "What do you want?"


  "Your life, John Carter,"he said, and in that instant I recognized him.


  "Rab-ZovI"


  "Yes," he said slowly. "The man whom you disgraced in the presence of Hin Abtol,Jeddak of... Pankor."


  I was looking at him intently when his eyes left mine for Just an instant and looked beyond me. Immediately I jumped aside and, drawing my sword, turned to face three armed men, the same three who had been feigning sleep when I had entered. I felt the old fighting smile of my Virginia ancestors come to my lips as I prepared to do battle.


  They spread out a bit, and I backed into a corner to better defend myself,although I had no doubt as to the outcome. Regardless of their skill, I would win. I am, unquestionably, the greatest swordsman ever born; I say this not in a spirit of bravado,but as a simple fact, a fact which nobody who has ever seen me fight will deny.


  My opponents were no mean antagonists themselves, but it wasn't lofag before the nearest of them dropped his guard for an instant, and was sent off to join his progenitors.I then employed my rushing tactics and caught the remaining pair so off guard that the duel was over in a matter of seconds.


  I turned back to Rab-Zov,who had stood on the other side of the room all during the fight, never attempting to come to the aid of his comrades. I had not yet sheathed my sword, and in a single bound I was beside him, my point at his throat.


  "Now," I said, "you will give me my information or your life. Which shall it be?"


  "I shall tell you of Tan Hadron, although it will do you little good," he answered. "The entire building is surrounded, and fifteen of my men are just without the chamber."


  I rushed to the window and, sure enough,there was a group of men standing in the street, all wearing the insignia of Hin Abtol's army.So this was a plot on my life'. I realized now why they had chosen Zodanga: it was sure to be friendly to any enemies of Helium.


  "Was all this a ruse?" I asked, turning to Rab-Zov; "or does Tan Hadron of Hastor still live?"


  "He lives."


  ."I have combed Barsoom's surface from pole to pole. Where is he Hidden?"


  "Tan Hadron of Hastor," he replied, "is not upon the surface of Barsoom, but is imprisoned far beneath it."


  "You lie," I said, "for my men have returned from the burled sea of Omean just two weeks past and reported that they could find no trace of him."


  "Omean, John Carter,is not the only submerged world of Barsoom. Just as it lies near the South Pole,so does Ayathor lie near the North Pole. It is in Ayathor that Tan Hadron is being held, although in a moment you'll be unable to help him or anyone else again."


  With that he clapped hia hands twice,and fifteen armed men entered the chamber and slowly began advancing. I love a good fight, but there were no pedestals or nooks in which I might take them on three or four at a time, and not even John Carter could take on fifteen swordsmen without some kind of advantage.


  They had great respect for my blade, and were still moving toward me very slowly, and in that I saw my only chance for escape.


  Scarcely had the plan entered my mind than I was enacting it. Rapidly I grabbed the smirking Rab-Zov and, as I had done in Panko'r, I held him high above my head. Then, extending my earthly muscles to their fullest, I hurled him into the wall of oncoming swordsmen, and in the moment of confusion that followed I made a break for the window. The success or failure of my plan depended on whether or not the new Zodanga had , the same type of ornamentation on its buildings as the old city had, yet even as this doubt crossed my mind I leaped upward from the window ledge. My hands came in contact with a smooth surface and slid rapidly down until, when I had almost given myself up for lost, I came to a great carved protrusion.


  With a sigh of relief I began, systematically finding handholds and toeholds, to climb towards the roof, which was about twenty feet above me. Realizing that should Rab-Zov and his men gain the roof before I did I should be no better off than before, I hastened my efforts, and a few seconds later the edge of the roof was within my grasp.


  Here I paused, listening for Rab-Zov, but as no sound came to my ears I cautiously raised my head until I could see across to the hangar.


  And then, Just as I was about to pull myself up, a hand shot out of the darkness and I could see the light of Cluros, the farther moon, reflected off the blade of a dagger.


  CHAPTER II A UNIQUE DISCOVERY


  As I looked up from my precarious position I found my new antagonist to be another of Hin Abtol's former officers.Rab-Zov had evidently left him to guard the roof alone, and from my present plight it appeared that one man was quite enough.


  I grabbed his wrist in an attempt to keep the dagger from reaching my breast, but that was the extent of my possibilities. I couldn't let go of the edge of the roof with my other hand without plunging to my death; I knew it, and my opponent knew it too, for he began pummeling my face with his free hand.


  "The Warlord!" he screamed. "Come to the roof! I have the Warlord!"


  As he yelled to his comrades he turned his head in the direction of the ramp upon which they must ascend, and in that instant I managed to swing my body to the roof. He immediately turned back to me, redoubling his efforts, and the ferocity of this renewed attack rolled me halfway over the side again. But now I had the use of both my hands and, still holding his dagger arm with my left, my right grabbed for his throat. There we remained, motionless, he trying to stab me or push me off the roof and I trying to choke the life from him. It was scarce thirty seconds since I had left the sleeping chamber, but I knew Rab-Zov and his men must be on their way to the roof by now and would reach it momentarily.


  I closed my hand more and more securely about his throat. He was weakening, but still that blade came ever closer to my heart. Then, with a final convulsive shudder, he died. Rising, I flung his lifeless body to the street below and raced toward the hanger.


  Rab-Zov and his men were emerging from the ramp, but my powerful earthly muscles carried me to the hangar in great leaps and bounds that no Martian could ever hope to match. They began firing at me with their radium pistols, but it was dark and I reached my flier unscathed.


  However, once aboard it, I couldn't make it rise, and realized that they had punctured the tanks which contained the Eighth Barsoomian Ray, the ray of repulsion. Running to another side of the roof, I espied a building some fifty feet away. Without breaking stride I jumped the intervening space amid a barrage of fire from their pistols and, keeping to the rooftops, I had soon covered half a mile.


  Here I paused to strip all the insignia and jewels from my harness, for there were others in Zodanga besides Rab-Zov Who desired the demise of the Warlord. This done, I withdrew the red pigment given to me many years ago by the Ptor brothers and smeared it over every inch of my body until I appeared no different than any red man of Barsoom.


  As I descended to the street I decided to go straightaway to Ayathor. I was certain of its existence, for Rab-Zov had thought I would soon be a dead man when he told me of it. There was a note of urgency attached to finding Ayathor, for if Rab-Zov returned there ahead of me I could count on a most unpleasant welcome.


  Could I but gain access to a flier I had no doubts that I could easily outdistance the Panars, for they would probably be using the slow, outmoded ships of Hin Abtol's navy.


  Then, recalling the diamonds I had in my possession, I went directly to a public hanger, where I purchased a two-raan flier, for I planned on returning with Tan Hadron or not at all. The man who sold it to me examined the diamond suspiciously, but his greed was greater than his sense of duty and shortly thereafter I was skimming rapidly across the dead sea bottoms of Barsoom, bound for the frozen North.


  I set the directional compass toward Pankor and settled back to relax. This compass, invented by my son Carthoris, is a most unique mechanism, allowing the pilot to set the pointer at any location in either hemisphere, after which he is not needed at the controls until the craft reaches its destination, whereupon he will be notified by the ringing of a small alarm. There is, in addition, a device which enables the ship to avoid mountains, other ships, or any similar obstructions.


  It was not without an air of sadness that I looked out over the ochre, mosslike vegetation of the dying planet. Beneath me great oceans had once brought commerce to the now-deserted cities. As I flew over one of the cities now inhabited only by the great white apes and fierce green men who roam the sea bottoms in warring tribes, I could almost visualize the sailors of those long-forgotten days returning to their women after a prosperous voyage, and hear the vendors' calls in the crowded market places.


  Traces still remain of the great colleseums where the cheering multitudes had given moral support to their favorite gladiators, and of the strongly martial architecture of the many palaces. Now the finely-carved buildings are broken and crumbling,the streets are overrun with moss, and only the occasional screams of an ape permeate the cold night air.


  It was a sad and lonely sight, this tribute to the youth and glory of Barsoom, but a rifle shot from the city soon awoke me from my reverie and I quickly swerved out of range and continued on my way to Pankor. Pankor, I was sure, would be the logical place to begin my quest for the hidden city of Ayathor. Hin Abtol's warriors came from Pankor, Tan Hadron was the prisoner of a group of Panars when last we parted, and PanEor was sufficiently close to the North Pole to afford some means of ingress to Ayathor.


  I checked to make sure that the ship was going at full speed and then, covering myself with some furs which I had found on board, I lay down to sleep, exhausted from my efforts in Zodanga.


  When I awoke it was midday, and the air had become cold. Looming large in front of me were the ice caps which surround Okar and Pankor, the two countries within the circumference of the snow-capped polar circle.


  I had no knowledge of the location of Ayathor other than what Rab-Zov had told me, nor were there any books or maps to aid me. Before Thuvan Dihn, Jeddak of Ptarth, and I had overthrown the tyrannical Salensus Oil and placed Talu, the rebel prince of Marentina,upon the throne of Okar, the yellow men of the north and their cities were widely thought to be a myth, due to their inaccessability by land and the Guardian of the North, that great magnetic pole which drew all the outside world's fliers to their destruction. Since that time, Pankor was discovered, and the cities have been charted, but no maps of the surrounding territory have been compiled, as it is comprised entirely of fields of ice and snow.


  Now, however, I wished that a more thorough survey had been made,for I was utterly at a loss as to my next move. It seemed likely that my red pigment would afford me safe entry into Pankor, but, once there, any inquiries I might make of Ayathor would probably show too great a lack of knowledge and could well result in the discovery of my identity. Nonetheless, there seemed naught else to do but take my chances in the plastic-domed hotbox city.


  As I approached I became aware of a distracting patch of color in the distance off the starboard bow. As I was less than fifty haads from the city and well in advance of Rab-Zov I swung to starboard and curiously approached it. As I drew nearer I found the distraction to be a large black spot of circular proportions, which of course made it stand out like a sore thumb against the brilliant display of ice-covered mountains.


  A sudden gust of wind came from the northeast and, rather than try to fight onward in my light flier, I descended to the ground to wait until it had passed. To my surprise, as I descended the spot gradually disappeared.


  Now indeed was my interest arou»ed, and I took the flier up again. Sure enough, when I was about two thousand feet up the spot reappeared.


  As my elevation increased the spot became larger and rounder. Long before I reached it, I realized that by a fluke of chance I had discovered a shaft, the exact counterpart of Omean's shaft, and I knew that this polar opening must lead to Ayathor.


  It was a beautiful Job of natural oamoflauging, for from the ground the shaft appeared no different from any of the myriad of glacial mountains surrounding it and from the air it was probably unnoticeable from any great distance.


  As I hovered over the mouth of the shaft my conclusions were borne out, for it was indeed a hollow,cylindrical passage, although I could see no further down that forty or fifty feet, so steeped in shadows was it.


  I paused only long enough to direct my flier to the exact oenter of that yawning chasm, and then plunged into the Stygian darkness.


  CHAPTER III AYATHOR


  Downward, ever downward, I plummeted until it seemed that I must each second come to the end of my descent. However, except for a slight increase In temperature, nothing happened. I must have been in the shaft for an hour before any change in my surroundings became noticeable. Then, of a sudden, I found that I could make out the walls of the shaft. The air was now warm, the light increased, and, a moment later, I arrived at the bottom of the shaft and broke out into the open.


  I could perceive a light in the distance and, looking down, I saw that I was flying but twenty ads above a dark, still body of water. As I approached the light I found that it emanated from a fair-sized city which was located upon an Island about two haads distant from the cylindrical passage from which I had just emerged.


  I paused here to consider my situation. This forgotten world was seemingly composed of a great sea which was dotted by hundreds of islands. The walls exuded a soft phospherescence which sent dull streaks of light across the placid waters.


  One island appeared much larger than the rest, and it was upon this that the city was built. How far the sea extended I could only guess, for I could hot see the horizon in any direction.


  I drew nearer the city, and, when about a haad distant from it, I chose a deserted, rock-covered island and landed upon it. To approach the city in a strange craft would have been suicidal, and so I had no recourse but to leave the flier behind and hope it would still be there if* and when I returned. Then, fixing the location of the shaft in my mind, I dove into the cold forboding waters.


  I had determined to swim to the shore of the island which seemed furthest from the city's main entrance, but as I headed in that direction I saw great ripples in the water, and since I possessed no knowledge concerning what types of creatures had inhabited the long-dead oceans of Barsoom I altered my course, taking no chances.


  I had covered about half the distance to the shore when,suddenly, I felt a powerful, boneless hand grab hold of me. I drew my sword and hacked away at it, but before I could disengage myself I felt another hand, and then another, and I was pulled, slowly but inexorably, beneath the surface of the sea.


  The water was ink-black; I couldn't see what manner of creature it was that had attacked me and so had no idea where a vulnerable spot might be. There was nothing I could do but slash frantically and hope that I might disable it enough to allow me to regain the surface.


  This was not to be, however, for my blade seemed only to enrage the thing. It pulled all the harder, and I was drawn further and further into the depths of the hidden sea. There were hands all around my legs now,so many that I felt certain that more than one of the creatures was attacking me. My lungs were bursting, and I knew that I had but a few seconds of life left in me could I not escape its clutches and return to the surface for air.


  I had not stopped slashing and hewing with my sword and I suddenly felt it swish cleanly through the water as I severed one of the thing's hands. This seemed to infuriate it, for it now brought its great fangs into play. Despite the pain, it was with a sense of relief that I became aware of two powerful jaws closing about my leg.Here at last was a target which might prove fatal!


  Using the flat of my blade, I glided my sword swiftly over the scaly face until I came to a bulging protrusion. This, I knew, must be an eye, perhaps the only one. Immediately I ran my point through it.


  The creature, trembling with pain, lessened its grip on my leg. Then, drawing my shortsword, I began stabbing, a sword in each hand, at where I thought the jugular vein must be. It released my leg with all but one of its hands and began writhing in agony. In another second I had decapitated it,and yet that hand hung grimly on, and I was like to have been torn apart by the headless body's convulsions.


  Working furiously, I severed the hand and, keeping clear of the thrashing body, rose rapidly to the surface. Gasping and panting, I examined my leg and found it to be only superficially wounded. I was about to resume my journey when I saw a ripple, and then another, converging upon me. Mustering every remaining ounce of strength within my exhausted body, I swam as fast as I could toward the city, knowing all the while that I could never hope to escape these sea-things in their own element. It was only a matter of time before they reached me, and, once caught,I knew that I could never survive another underwater battle such as I had just undergone.


  Then, Just as I was drawing my sword, preparing to do as much damage as possible before my death, the creatures went right past me, one of them brushing my hip as he passed. Turning,I saw the ripples disappear over the spot where I had just killed their brother of the deep. Soon afterwords bits of tom flesh came floating up to the surface, and I realized that they had not come to the aid of their fellow but to feast upon his remains.


  Hastening away, I headed once more toward the city, keeping away from any part of the sea surface which was not completely still and placid.


  This course of action worked effectively, and I was soon close enough to observe the layout of the city. It seemed to be built primarily about one gigantic palace. In fact, except for a small group of barracks, the palace was the city.


  There was a large number oT soldiers on and about the shore, all wearing the metal of Hin Abtol. I concluded that they must have banded together after the war,although for what purpose I could not even hazard a guess, nor could I see any advantage in locating themselves in this hidden world.


  There were piers emanating from the beach,and upon these I beheld many men, in plain harnesses and armed with longswords, sitting and fishing, Now and again a warrior would approach them with a command to move elsewhere, or would demand to see what they had so far managed to catch, and I assumed that the fishermen were either slaves or captives.


  I knew that were I discovered I could never pass for one of the warriors, and so I removed all my weapons save for my longsword, hoping to pass for a prisoner should I be discovered. I didn't like the idea of shrinking from encounters, but there was Tan Hadron to be considered and so, with a feeling of regret, I released my shortsword,dagger and radium pistol and let them sink, one by one, into oblivion.


  A strategy was now called for. Should I attempt to gain the island unseen, as had been my original idea, discovery would mean certain death, and the great number of warriors on the shore pointed toward discovery. If I remained in the water I would be prey to the creatures who haunted the depths of this lost sea, and waiting would serve no purpose,for in this sunless world waiting for nightfall was meaningless; the city would remain as bright as it was, regardless of time. My only alternative was to reach the piers and pose as one of the fishermen until I could gain access to the city. I didn't like the thought of putting myself in their power, but it afforded my the greatest chance of success.


  This decided upon, I drew as near the shore as I dared and then, filling my lungs with air, I dove down and made my way to the piers with long, powerful strokes. When I surfaced I was within twenty feet of them, but just as I was congratulating myself on the ease with which I was accomplishing the first step of my mission I felt a large, slimy body begin to coil itself about me.


  I uttered an involuntary shout of pain and surprise, and all secrecy was lost. Now there was naught to do but defend myself as best I could.


  This sea-thing proved far easier to dispateh than the other had. Barely had its snake-like body encircled me than its reptilian head rose above the surface of the water and, eyeing me with a cold, cruel gaze, it opened its mouth, revealing four rows of needle-like fangs, and lunged for my face. Grabbing it Just behind the head, I drew my sword with my free hand and quickly severed the thing's neck.


  An officer came to the edge of the pier and helped me pftll my weary body out of the water. He was a young, frank-looking fellow, and his expression bespoke honor and courage.


  "What were you doing?" he asked in a firm manner. "Trying to escape?"


  "Credit me with the intelligence to know that there is no escape from Ayathor," I replied.


  "Then what were you doing?" he repeated.


  "I fell into the sea off yonder pier,"I said, indicating a pier which I hoped was out of hi* Jurisdiction, "and had just about reached the shore when that thing attacked me."


  "Hardly a likely explanation," commented an evil-looking officer who had just approached.


  "Who is the dwar of this pier, Talon Gar?" said the one who had aided me. "You may be the Jeddak's favorite, but when a man is on my pier. I will decide what is to be done."


  "Bal Daxus, you may yet overstep yourself," snapped Talon Gar. Then he fell silent, eyeing me suspiciously.


  "Now, prisoner," said Bal Daxus, turning to me, "what is your name?"


  "Dotar Sojat," I replied, giving him my wellworn alias which I had derived from the surnames of the first two Tharkian chieftens I had killed upon my advent on Barsoom.


  "Dotar Sojat, eh?" said Bal Daxus. "Th* name is unfamiliar."


  "Nor have I ever set eyes on Bal Daxus and Talon Gar before just now," I replied blandly.


  "We have ways of curing insolent slaves!" said Talon Gar, his hand on the hilt of his sword.


  "You may consider yourself free to try and impress your ways on me," I answered with a contemptuous smile.


  He whipped out his sword, but Bal Daxus stepped between us. "Any discipline Dotar Sojat receives will not come from Talon Gar," he said, and his tone made the officer sheathe his weapon.


  "That was a most courageous battle you Just waged," he continued, ignoring Talon Gar completely. "Are you badly hurt?"


  "No," I replied. "But I am rather tired; do you suppose I might return to my quarters for a spell? ' I saw here the opportunity to gain the city with his permission, and I was careful to avoid any definite mention of time, for how was I to know how time was measured in this hidden world?


  "Surely," answered Bal Daxus. Taking a towel from one of his warriors, he handed it to me. As I dried myself off I thought I saw a look of surprise and cunning on Talon Gar's face, but I wrote it off to imagination and overwrought nerves. I had just handed the towel back to Bal Daxus, wondering what to do next, when he provided me with my answer.


  "Come, Dotar Sojat," he said, walking off. "I'll escort you to your quarters myself.I could do no less for such a warrior."


  As we approached the great palace I noticed the designs on the walls. They depicted the race of bearded yellow men carrying out the various functions of their daily lives.The palace, then, must have been built ages ago, long before the yellow race discovered that they could live on the surface of the frozen north by enclosing their cities in plastic domes. They had probably left Ayathor when the domes were perfected, and it had been forgotten for eons, until that day I had broken the dome of Pankor while carrying Liana of Gathol to freedom in my flier. The Panars had probably heard of this legendary world from the Okarians, and when the necessity arose they had sought it out and populated it.


  Bal Daxus gave a signal at tlje gate of the palace and the massive door swung slowly inward* As we entered, he turned sharply to the right and approached a nearby barracks, stopping when we reached the door. I noticed that Talon Gar was following us at a distance of forty or fifty feet.


  "Well?" demanded Bal Daxus. "Have you forgotten the rule?"


  "What?" I asked hazily. "Oh yes...the rule." What might it be?


  "Don't Just stand there, then,"he said. "Give me your sword. There aren't any targaths around here."


  I liked this not, but there was nothing to do but hand him my one remaining weapon. Evidently some beast called a targath was apt to attack anyone who went outside the palace, which explained why the prisoners were armed. As for returning the swords, that was only logical, for while I could not escape, I was still an enemy.


  As soon as I entered I sensed that something was amiss, for there were fully fifty men in the room and all of them were armed1


  "Warriors'." said Bal Daxus sternly. "Do you recognize this man?"


  "The Warlord!" screamed fifty voices in unison, and fifty swords were menacing me in an instant .


  "Think you, John Carter," sneered Talon Gar, "that you can so easily outwit the forces of Hin Abtol?


  I must have looked my puzzlement, for Bal Daxus produced the towel with which I had dried myself. It was covered with reddish copper stains.


  Guessing the truth, I looked down at my body. Not a trace of my red pigment remained!


  CHAPTER IV "TO THE PITS!"


  "Now," said Bal Daxus calmly, "you may submit peaceably, or you may prepare to meet your ancestors. It is your choice.


  There seemed nothing to do but submit, for dead I could be of no avail to anyone, while alive there was still a chance that I could find some means of escaping and succoring Tan Hadron. Thus it was that John Carter, Prince of Helium, Warlord of Barsoom, surrendered without striking a blow in his defense.


  My hands were bound behind my back, and when the job was done Talon Gar confronted me.


  "John Carter," he said, "long have I awaited the day when the Warlord of Barsoom should fall into our hands."


  "You had best make the most of your opportunity," I replied, "while Chance so favors you, for when Helium finds out that..."


  "Helium!" he interrupted with a sneer. "Helium is doomed!"


  "Others have said that before, Talon Gar, and they were all better men than you, yet Helium still stands."


  He couia scarce restrain his rage; finally a maniacal smile contorted his cruel features and


  he struck me heavily on the face.


  "A' most noble gesture," I said."Bal Daxus, if you will release my bonds that I might engage the courageous Talon Gar ill combat with any weapon of his choosing, I give you my word as a man of honor that I will put myself back into your custody immediately afterward*."


  "And if you lose?" asked Bal Daxus.


  "I shall not lose."


  "It seems like a just proposition, for surely no man could tolerate the abuse you have just undergone without demanding satisfaction. What says Talon Gar?"


  Talon Gar blanched beneath his copper-red skin."I would not dignify him by crossing swords with him," he said lamely.


  "But you dignify your rank as an officer by striking helpless men?" I asked tauntingly.


  He looked as If he would smite me again, but Bal Daxus intervened. "There now remains only to imprison you," he told me, "until the Jeddak desires your presence."


  "Yes," put in Talon Gar. "To the Pits!"


  With that we set off, and were soon in a maze of descending corridors.I began limping, and Bal Daxus immediately noticed the cuts on my leg. "What happened to you?" he asked. "Surely no snake could have done that!"


  "No," I said. "It was another creature." I saw no need to tell him any more than that, as I wanted the location of my flier to remain unknown. "They're merely flesh wounds," I added. "They'll heal soon enough."


  "You won't be alive to know about it," said Talon Gar.


  As we walked on, I asked Bal Daxus what kinds of animals inhabited the sunken world.


  "We found nothing but ulsios and targaths when we came here," he replied, "but the Jeddak has since brought in some banths."


  The ulsio is the Martian rat, of about the size and ferocity of a cougar, and the banth is the eight-legged lion of Barsoom,but the targath I did not know, and I questioned him further.


  "It is rather hard to describe," said Bal Daxus. "Besides, I fear you'll find out soon enough, although I daresay the knowledge will do you little good."


  When he heard that, Talon Gar broke into wild laughter which resounded throughout the corridor. I was fast becoming convinced that the man was absolutely mad.


  "We shall soon reach the Pits of Ayathor," remarked Bal Daxus. "It does not do justice to your rank and position, but I have my orders."


  "I thought the sea was called Ayathor," I said, puzzled by his reference to the Pits.


  "Both the sea and the city bear the name," replied Bal Daxus, "although the meaning of the word has been lost since the days of antiquity."


  The corridor now branched off so often that I gave up trying to remember my way out of it. I had never seen such an intricate maze of catacombs, and I marveled at the skill of those forgotten men who had designed this immense yet detailed palace.


  Prom time to time I heard vague shuffling sounds coming from adjoining passageways, and I noticed that many of my captors had unsheathed their swords. I soon saw the reason for this, At the next turn an ulsio leaped from the shadows and, with a horrid scream, hurled himself at one of the warriors. He was quickly dispatched, and the march recommenced.


  "No one seems especially startled,"I remarked to Bal Daxus. "Is this a common occurence."


  "Of course. Why do you think we walk the corridors with drawn swords?"


  "Why don't you make a concentrated effort to exterminate them?" I asked, mystified by the apparent lack of concern that these warriors displayed for the savage beasts which might at any moment leap upon them from some nook or shadow.


  "Why should we?" he responded. "None of our warriors travel alone or unarmed in the catacombs, and the u'lsios are the best sentries we have. You will notice that we occasionally pass a human skeleton?this should serve as a reminder to you, John Carter: men have escaped from their cells and their dungeons, but none has ever escaped from the Pits of Ayathor."


  I thought that this remark might tickle Talon Gar's funnybone anew and send him off into another peal of ecstatic laughter, but he merely smiled silently and so we forged onward.


  The air had become heavy and damp, and we began passing heavily barred doors, finally halting in front of the last one in the row. This, then, was where I was to be imprisoned.


  "You won't be here too long if I know the Jeddak, for he has a score to settle with you," announced Bal Daxus. "Nonetheless, you will be securely chained and a large guard will be placed by the door."


  He signalled the rest of the men to remain at the door and then, unlocking it, he led me inside. He had me sit upon the moist stone floor, chained my legs to two rings in the wall, and rose to go.


  "You have been very decent to me," I said. "I shall remember that when I escape."


  He smiled, a bit sadly I thought, and said: "I entreat you to end any foolhardy hopes of escape you might hold, for even if you managed to leave the island of Ayathor, which of course you cannot do, where would you go? No, John Carter, you are doomed, and I, for one, am sorry of it.


  He turned and walked out slowly. A moment later the door was closed, and I heard the lock snap into place. Talon Gar gave me a parting look through the barred window of the door.


  "We shall meet again, John Carter, and woe betide you when that time comes." He gave me one parting laugh and turned away; soon I heard his footsteps echoing down the long passageway.


  "Cheerful sort of fellow, isn't he?" said a voice at my side.


  "Tan Hadron of Hastor!" I exclaimed.


  "Welcome to my luxurious living quarters," he laughed. "It is good to see you again. But tell me what brings you to Ayathor? Has Helium fallen?"


  "No," I replied. "We defeated Hin Abtol quite easily;far more rapidly than we had expected to, in fact. I was caught while searching for you."


  "And now you have found me."


  "I wish I might accomplish all my missions so easily," I smiled. "How came you to this forgotten' world, Tan Hadron?"


  "Shortly after you were put aground I locked Fo-nar and myself in the pilot room of the Dusar and pulled a few stunts that would have scared our best test pilots half to death. As you know, the ship was an open flier,and fully four-fifths of the mutineers fell overboard. The remaining few proved no match for our swords, which they had left in the pilot's room in typically careless Panar fashion, and we were soon headed toward Helium. When we had covered about half the distance we were spotted by a number of Hin Abtol's ships, and since I was unable to respond satisfactorily to their signals, they forced us down. Fo-nar was killed immediately, and, though I accounted for a large number of Panars,they eventually overwhelmed me. And here I am," he concluded.


  "But why are we here?" I asked. "Who is their Jeddak?"


  "Their Jeddak," said Tan Hadron, "is Hin Abtol."


  "Hin Abtol!" I exclaimed. "Why, I captured him aboard his own flagship at the beginning of the war, and later he was reported to be dead!"


  "Then your reports are false," said Tan Hadron, "for he is very much alive. And it seems that he has not yet given up his insane plan to conquer Barsoom.


  Conquer Barsoom? With what? We destroyed his armv and his navy."


  I found out, continued Tan Hadron, "as you must have, that the term 'frozen in', when applied to Pankor, didn't mean merely surrounded by snow and ice, but referred to the warriors whom Hin Abtol kept alive in blocks of ice, in a state of suspended animation. When they were 'thawed out' they were willing to fight against their homelands rather than return to Pankor. Hin Abtol has stored almost half a million frozen warriors here, and his philosophy is pretty much the same.Most of the men who have been here as long as I have would gladly kill their mothers just to set foot upon the face of Barsoom again."


  "That answers a lot of questions, I said, and then told him all that had transpired since last we parted.


  "And Tavla?"he asked;"my mate - is she well?"


  "Very," I replied. "When almost all of Helium had given up hope of ever finding you, she had implicit faith in your ability to survive whatever hazards you encountered, and implored me not to give up the search.


  We fell silent then, each savouring the memories of his loved ones. I knew that my absence would long since have been discovered, but there was nothing Carthoris or any of the rest could do. Time and again I cursed myself for not going to Helium from Zodanga, for I knew the fears and grief my incomparable princess, Dejah Thorls, must be undergoing,and yet I knew that given the same circumstances I would do the same thing. I have always acted upon impulse where a wiser man than I might have paused for contemplation and reached a more practical decision; but then, I am a fighting man, not a philosopher, and it has ever been my way to act quickly and surely. Many people have called me courageous, but I do not think that my actions constitute bravery, for I have never thought of a single alternative to any’ of my so-called acts of heroism until the time to enact that alternative has long been passed.


  I must have fallen asleep then, and when I awoke I felt well-rested. Tan Hadron was leaning against the wall, looking at me.


  "Good morning," he said pleasantly, "if such a thing as morning exists in Ayathor. You have been asleep for a long time."


  "I'm sorry," I said, "but I was completely exhausted."


  "Don't apologize," he said. "Sleep is one of the rare blessings we have here. Sleep - and the Game s."


  "The Games."


  "Yes. Every city has its games, and Ayathor is no exception. It is good to feel a longsword in my hands now and then, and it breaks the monotony of this dungeon. I have been very successful so far."


  "Your presence attests to that," I remarked.


  "One could expect no less from a pupil of John Carter," he replied. "Until your arrival I don't think there was anyone on this island who could defeat me, although I much prefer to do battle with the targaths. The prisoners are my comrades,and although I must kill them lest they kill me, I take no pride or pleasure in so doing ."


  "I have heard Talon Gar and Bal Daxus mention the targath," I said. "What might it be?"


  "A most ferocious beast.It stands about eight feet tall, and has a large, muscular body which is covered by tufts of long, gray hair. Like the white ape, it has an intermediary set of limbs which can be used as either arms or legs.


  "The targath's face is pe-rhaps his most awesome feature; it is so matted with hair as to appear shapeless, but it has two easily discernable eyeteeth which protrude well over the lower lip. Once, after I had killed one in the games, I examined its face closely, and, by Issus!-the thing has no eyesi It has eyeballs, but evidently it never had any use for them,for this world was steeped in almost total darkness until Hin Abtol took over the city. The eyeballs are in their sockets, but the skin has grown right over them."


  "They sound like blind, helpless creatures,


  I offered.


  He laughed. "Hardly. They have a most uncanny sense of perception, and make very formidable opponents on land or in the sea."


  "The sea?"


  "Yes," he answered. "They became amphibious millions of years ago, when the islands could no longer supply them with food."


  ''Tell me, Hadron of Hastor: have they any bones in their hands?"


  "Why, no."


  "And are their bodies covered with scales beneath the hair?"


  "Yes'." he exclaimed. "How did you know thatf


  "One of them attacked me while I was swimming here from my flier," I said, Indicating my injured leg.


  "You're very fortunate to have escaped with so little injury," he commented.


  "So that's what Talon Gar wished upon me."


  "What do you think of Hin Abtol's sadistic spy?"


  "Spy?"


  "Yes. The Jeddak fears for his life, for he is loved no better here than at Pankor. However, he has surrounded himself with a loyal core of bodyguards, and pity the man who is heard to utter any word against Hin Abtol."


  Just then a scream of horror and pain came ringing through the corridor.


  What was that?" I asked.


  Tan Hadron shrugged. "It is not our lot to question," he replied. "Perhaps an ulsio has caught a warrior unawares, or..." He paused.


  Yes? Or what?"


  "Or perhaps Talon Gar craved amusement. You will get used to the screams In time.We all do."


  I leaned against the wall and did my best to relax as the last echoes of that blood-curdling cry faded into the distance.


  CHAPTER V THE PITS OF AYATHOR


  During the days that followed, or rather the time, for Ayathor possesses no days or nights, the tedium of my existence became almost unbearable. I am an active man by nature, and confinement of any kind galls me. Had it not been for Tan Hadron's company I think I should have eventually gone quite mad. I fear I bordered on the brink anyway, for I began looking foreward to the occasional screams as a means of breaking my boredom.


  Plans of escape were useless,for even were we to somehow unlock or break our shackles there was only one exit, an exit which was bolted and heavily guarded at all times.


  Bal Daxus brought the first gleam of hope into our breasts. He began visiting us from time to time, and we became good friends, an unusual relationship for captor and captives. He was a frank, honest warrior who was openly displeased with Hin Abtol, but felt morally bound to do the bidding of his Jeddak. This seemed to be the general attitude of Hin Abtol's warriors: they hated and feared him, but obeyed his orders due either to their own integrity or their fear.


  "Why has he not sent for me yet?" I asked Bal


  Daxus during one of his visits. "I had expected to be condemned to death the moment he learned that I was in his power."


  "You are condemned, John Carter," he replied. "The only reason that your death has not occured yet is because that arch-fiend, Talon Gar, convinced Hin Abtol that it would be better to let you rot in the Pits for a while. Talon Gar does not like to see his enemies die too rapidly."


  "What, then, is to become of us?" asked Tan Hadron.


  "When Hin Abtol tires of keeping you in chains, you will return to the arena to fight in the Game s."


  "Is there a chance that I might be sent to the Games too?" I asked, trying to keep the excitement out of my voice. If we two could but reach the arena with swords in our hands, then indeed might we have a chance to put an end to Hin Abtol and his dreams of conquest I


  "No. He'd never arm you, John Carter. He is not a man who forgets easily, and when last you were in his power you managed to kill Ul-to, his finest swordsman, and break the dome of Pankor. No, John Carter, he has something else in mind for you."


  "And what might that be?" I asked.


  "I know not, replied Bal Daxus, "for it is a secret he has guarded well. However, all Ayathor Is aware of the fact that he has prepared for the day you would once again fall into his clutche s.


  "It bodes ill, whatever it may be," said Tan Hadron.


  "Nonetheless, I should welcome any chance to get these chains off my legs," I said, "and to breathe fresh air again."


  "He is an evil man,"said Bal Daxus, "and were I you I would not be so anxious to greet the fate he has prepared." He paused, clenching his fists. "Would that you had killed him when you had the chancel" he added venomously.


  "If you hate him so," asked Tan Hadron, "why do vou not leave his service?"


  'I am bound by birth to fight for the Jeddak of the Panars, regardless of his character," explained Bal Daxus. "It is not he whose honor I defend, but the honor of my people."


  "Will you keep us informed of all further developments?" I asked as he arose.


  "Of course. I must take leave of you now, for Lirai awaits me."


  "Lirai?"


  "The girl I am to marry," he replied.


  "I didn't know they had women in Ayathor," I said. "I had assumed that they had all remained in Pankor."


  "No," said the Panar. "They are in Ayathor. The warriors' wives and families are here, and some others too. Hin Abtol is shrewd enough to know that most of the men are displeased as it is; take away their women and they would revolt. So the old devil has prevented an uprising simply by letting us bring our women along." He went to the door. "And now I must go."


  After he had left the cell, Tan Hadron turned to me. "Well,"he said, "what do you make of it?"


  "I believe that Bal Daxus will help us if the chance occurs for him to do so without repercussion. He is a most useful friend to have.


  "Yes," responded my companion, "but even he is a prisoner of sorts, for no one can leave Ayathor without Hin Abtol's consent."


  "Some one can," I said quietly. He looked inquisitively at me, and I continued: "I still have.my flier hidden here."


  "I fear it will be of little use to us," he answered. "If ever we made a break for it we'd have to swim through more than a haad of treacherous sea, and long before we reached the island upon which the flier resides we'd have fallen prey to the targaths or the bullets of Hin Abtol's officers."


  "We'll worry about that when we come to it," I said. "The main thing is that the flier is there, and should we manage to extricate ourselves from this dungeon it affords us our sole means of returning to Helium."


  "Are you sure that you can find your way to the island?" asked Tan Hadron. "There are no landmarks to direct us."


  "I believe so," I said, trying my best to recall its exact location. "At least I can come close. How many islands are there on the Sea of Ayathor?"


  "Hundreds," he replied. "Many are only a few ads in diameter, but there are a few almost as large as the one we're on."


  "Are any of them populated?" I asked.


  "Of that I have no knowledge, but before I was chained here I could sometimes hear wierd moaning noises coming from across the sea."


  "It might have been the wind," I suggested.


  He shook his head. "There is no wind in Ayathor."


  "Maybe it was an air current from the shaft," I said.


  "Perhaps," he replied dubiously, "but there is a legend in Ayathor about another island at the far end of the sea. It is called the Island of the Dead."


  "What is known of it?" I asked.


  "Very little," he admitted, "although the Okarian prisoners cringe at the very mention of the name."


  "It sounds rather like a burial ground," I said, and then fell silent, my thoughts turning, as they always did, to Dejah Thoris. She must have given me up for dead by now,and the thought of her anguish nearly drove me to distraction. Carthoris, Kantos Kan, Hor Vastus, and all my other officers were probably conducting a worldwide search for me this very moment, a search that would prove no more successful than the search for Tan Hadron; in fact, my son's flier might even now be passing within twenty haads of the Shaft of Ayathor on its hopeless and futile mission. With such depressing thoughts racing through my mind I fell off into a restless sleep.


  I was awakened by the sound of our heavy door swinging open. I sat up quickly, and an instant later Bal Daxus entered,looking very distraught.


  "Kaor," I said, in the traditional form of Barsoomian greeting.


  "Kaor, John Carter," he said, and hastily closed the door, remaining motionless until he heard the lock snap into place.


  "You seem upset," I said. "Is something wrong?"


  "Very," he answered. "All my life I have served that calot, Hin Abtol; I have fought unjust wars for him, I have chained the Warlord of Barsoom in his filthy dungeons, I have given up the surface of my planet to live in this sunless hole. All this I did willingly, but now..." He stopped, trembling with fury.


  What has happened, Bal Daxus?" I exclaimed.


  "Hin Abtol saw Lirai! He demanded that she become his wife - he has nine already - and she refused, saying that she was betrothed. He then imprisoned her in the Tower of the Apts, and refuses to release her until she reveals the name of the man to whom she is betrothed so that he may slay me and thus clear the path for his marriage."


  "Has Llrai revealed your name yet?" asked Tan Hadron.


  "No, but it is only a matter of time until Hin Abtol's patience and temper wear thin and he resorts to torture. It is not for myself that I fear, but for Lirai. Issus! To think of her in the hands of that calot! Or at the mercy of


  Talon Gar!"


  "Talon Gar?"


  "The Jeddak's loyal servent," he said with a bitter smile. "The great Hin Abtol would never stoop to torturing someone himself; it upsets his digestion."


  "I wish there was something we could do to help, Bal Daxus," I said, laying my hand on his shoulder.


  "There is,"he said. "That is why I have come. If I release you and Tan Hadron, will you aid me in effecting Lirai's rescue and give us safe entry into Helium should our attempt to escape prove successful?"


  "You have my solemn word," I assured him.


  "I have the key to your shackles with me," he said, and with that he withdrew the key and knelt down, working on my chains.


  At that instant the lock turned, the door opened, and Talon Gar, followed by a detail of warriors, entered the cell.


  CHAPTER VI HIN-ABTOL


  "What have we here, Bal Daxus?" demanded Talon Gar.


  "I was checking the prisoner's chains," he answered blandly.


  Talon Gar stared coldly at the three of us for a few seconds,though it seemed like an eternity. Then he shrugged and ordered one of his men to unchain me.


  "The great Hin Abtol," he said, "desires to have an audience with John Carter."


  "And I?" asked Tan Hadron of Hastor.


  "You, slave," he snapped, "have too long led a lifp of ease. Tomorrow you return to the Games!"


  If he was expecting a show of fear from Tan Hadron he must have been greatly disappointed, for the Heliumlte smiled and said, "I am well pleased. Perhaps I may even cross swords in the arena with Talon Gar, so that his countrymen may see the sadistic monster from whom they cower receive his just desserts."


  Turning almost white with rage, Talon Gar, his face contorted in a maniacal grin, kicked Tan Hadron in the groin. Tan Hadron dropped to the floor, but not a murmer of pain escaped his noble lips.


  Bal Daxus reached for the hilt of his sword but I held his arm fast. "Later," I whispered. "He will be avenged, but now is not the time. Think of Lirai." Reluctantly he relaxed his muscles and walked to Tan Hadron's side.


  "I should not display such sympathy toward a slave were I you," said Talon Gar, his dark eyes glowing like hot coals.


  "A slave is property," replied Bal Daxus. "It must be kept in good condition."


  Talon Gar spat on the floor and then, grasping me roughly by the shoulder, led me out of the cell and down the corridor. We took a branch to the left and soon arrived at a massive, delicately-carved portal. Talon Gar had taken the precaution of binding my hands behind me, and it was in this condition that I was ushered into the Throne Room of Hin Abtol, Jeddak of Ayathor.


  My attention was immediately drawn to the great, diamond-encrusted throne. At the very apex of the golden structure was a large diadem of a color unknown to earthly eyes, and hence a description of it would be useless. Suffice it to say that it was beautiful in the extreme.


  However, i had little eye for the beauty of my surroundings, and I looked about the room for' Hin Abtol. He wasn't present yet, but almost two hundred soldiers stood in formation along the walls, all of them watching me intently. I noticed that Bal Daxus <ras among them; evidently he had followed us from the Pits.


  Then the plush red curtains behind the throne parted and Hin Abtol stepped forth regally and seated himself. As I surveyed his face I could see all the defeat and hatred of the past three years written large upon it.


  "Calot!" he hissed, glaring at me. "For years you have persecuted me, warred with me, hindered my glorious plans! Death is far too good for you!*


  "If the Jeddak of Ayathor would be so kind as to give me a sword and engage me in combat," I replied, looking him squarely in the eye, "he might thus inflict endless pain and suffering upon me before mercifully sending me to Join my ancestors."


  A look of sheer terror at the prospect of dueling with me crossed his evil face for a moment, and I observed half-concealed smiles of pleasure on many of the warriors' countenances.


  "Insolent calot!"‘ he shrieked. "You shall learn to show respect for the Jeddak of Ayathor !"


  "I have a calot in Helium who merits more respect than you, and furthermore, he is far more handsome."


  "Silence!"’ he roared. "John Carter, you have defiled my name for the last time! You shall die the vilest, the most horrible of deaths, a death only John Carter could merit!"


  I could do naught but smile at this, for I do not fear death, and it appeared that Hin Abtol was trying to frighten me into the grave.


  "So the Warlord finds his fate humorous?" he demanded.


  "Not my fate, Hin Abtol," I said calmly, "but my executioner." I paused, and then added: "You are going to do it yourself, aren't you? You wouldn't allow such a feeble-minded madman as Talon Gar to have all the pleasure?"


  "Someone bind the prisoner's mouth, that he may no longer debase your Jeddak," commanded Hin Abtol.


  Bal Daxus walked over and placed a leather thong about my lips. Before he drew it tight I whispered: "I don't know what's in store for me, but if you don't hear from me soon release Tan Hadron and Lirai and escape this place without me."


  "I shall never desert you while you live, John Carter," he replied in a low voice, and tightened the gag.


  "John Carter, said Hin Abtol, who had recovered his composure, "when last you foiled me I swore that should you ever again fall into my hands you would receive a punishment worthy of your ignominious offense to my person." He was speaking slowly now, enjoying every sinister word. I have a room waiting for you, John Carter. It has been waiting more than two years for one man, the so-called Warlord of Barsoom. You have been a disgrace to your title; Hin Abtol shall teach the people of Helium what it means to be a Warlord. Guards, take him to the Chamber of Madness!"


  My last memory of the Throne Room of Ayathor was the sudden swishing sound of a shortsword. Too late I tried to duck, and as the flat of Talon Gar's blade struck the back of my head, I sank to the floor in a senseless heap.


  CHAPTER VII THE CHAMBER OF MADNESS


  I awoke to a dull throbbing at the base of my skull. Gingerly I put my hand to it; the blood wasn't dry yet, so I evidently had not been unconscious very long.


  Beside me was my beloved longsword, a fact which caused me no little amazement. Why had Hin Abtol left it with me, I who was acclaimed far and wide to be the greatest swordsman who ever oreathed the thin air of this dying planet? Puzzled as I was, I lost no time in replacing the weapon in its scabbord, which hung at my side.


  Looking around, I found myself to be in a circular room. There were a dozen doors spaced evenly about it, each with the carvings typical of the yellow race which had founded the city. The top of the room faded into darkness and shadows some thirty feet above the floor, and there were a few beams of sorapus wood running across the room at a height of about twenty feet.


  The room was devoid of furniture, and except for a small circle which was painted in the very center of the floor, there was no decoration save for the smoothly and delicately carved doors.


  I systematically tried each door, and was not surprised to find that they were all bolted securely from the outside. I then tested every inch of the walls and the floor, and ascertained that there were no weak stones, nor any other flaw which might be the means to escape and freedom.


  So this was the much-heralded Chamber of Madness! It was almost a disappointment after the build-up Hin Abtol had given it. Evidently I was to be left alone here to die of hunger and thirst. I smiled as I thought of how lnfibltely more pleasant this room was than the Pits; here, at least, I had the freedom of movement, and I had no doubts that, armed as I was with my longsword, I would emerge victorious from any threat to my life which arose.


  But nothing arose. It seemed to me that I had been in that room for eons, for I had not seen a single sign of life or movement since I had regained consciousness. I hacked at one of the doors with my sword for hours, but to no avail. The doors seemed to be petrified, and my efforts succeeded only in removing a few splinters.


  Having nothing better to dc>, I lay down on the floor, hoping that a little sleep would freshen my senses and also my morale, for although the room was not what I had been led to expect, i-t was still sufficient to keep me entrapped until I should eventually expire from lack of food.


  The moment I laid my head upon the floor a blinding light flashed across my eyes. It was immediately extinguished as I Jumped up and drew my sword, and though I again searched every inch of the room,I could find no trace of the light's location.


  This happened a number of times. Every time I was about to drift off to sleep that powerful beam of light hit my eyes regardless of which direction I was facing, and always it was gone before I could overcome my temporary blindness.


  Finally, in desperation, I took a leather thong from my harness and bound it about my eyes. There was no light this time, but instead an amplified sound of metal grating against metal. It was infuriating: every time I attempted to sleep I was brought back to my senses. Seeing at last the utter hopelessness of trying to stave off the light and the noise, I went back to the door and once more began chopping away at it with my sword.


  I had been working on the door for what must have been an hour or so when I began sweating profusely. I sat down to relax and cool off a bit, making a mental note not to overtax my strength in the future, as I knew not when I'd need every ounce of it for my escape. However, after I had been sitting for a while I became still warmer.


  It was then that I realized that the temperature of the room had increased greatly, and it shortly became so hot that I was forced to shed my harness. My throat was dry and parched and cried out for water, and even as I was wondering how I might lessen my thirst, my eyes fell upon a small bowl of clear liquid which was sitting on the floor directly across from the door I had been working on. Evidently one of my tormentors had quickly opened the door and placed the bowl there while my back was turned.


  I walked over to it, and lifted the liquid to my nose. There was no odor, and the container was refreshingly cool.Without further hesitation I took a long swallow.


  Immediately my throat felt as if it were on fire, and I began choking. The liquid tasted something like vinegar, and as I tried to ease my discomfort I heard a hollow laugh ring out throughout the chamber.


  When I had recovered, I put my fingers in the bowl. The remaining fluid didn't burn or smart, and, as the room was becoming increasingly hotter, I gratefully poured the cool liquid over my body.


  Then,of a sudden, the room began to cool with surprising swiftness. I guessed what was coming and slipped back into my harness; sure enough, I was able to see my breath in another few minutes and I huddled my shivering body close to the wall.


  This changing of temperatures was kept up for many cycles before the room finally went back to normal. I collapsed on the floor, my strength sapped by the varying conditions my body had been forced to adapt to. Then the light and the grating noise were brought back into play and, wearily, I walked to a wall and leaned against it, hoping the noise would be lessened if I remained against the side of the room.


  I felt my head nodding as I began to fall asleep once more, and, deciding that the noise would, in the long run, prove the lesser of the two evils, I once again strapped the leather thong about my eyes.


  This time nothing happened, and I had just drifted off to a sleep of nervous exhaustion when a thin voice spoke out.


  "Unbind your eyes, John Carter," it bade me. "You 3hall not be blinded."


  Mad with rage and frustration at being awakened, I untied the strap and found myself facing a huge banth. It was standing not ten feet away, and as its eyes met mine it roared horribly and lept for me.


  There was no time to draw my sword; my only chance was to leap across the room with the aid of my powerful earthly muscles, which I did not a second too soon. The banth bounded after me, but came to a sudden halt when he was almost halfway across the room. I noticed theh that he was chained, and that his iron leash ran back through an open doorway. Here was the chance I had hoped for, for once I slew the banth there was no man on Barsoom who could keep me from that door.


  "Well,Hin Abtol," I muttered under my breath, "I have taken your worst and you have failed. You should have known better than to think a banth could slay me when I am armed."


  Eyeing the beast, my hand dropped confidently to the hilt of my sword, but ere I had drawn it from its sheathe another banth charged out from the door behind me.


  Sidestepping him, I moved to the center of the room. Neither animal could quite reach me there, and as I was sizing up the two to determine which would be the easier to dispatch, a third banth entered, and then a fourth, until finally I was surrounded by a full dozen of them. The chamber was about eighty feet in diameter, and each banth had a range of a foot less than the radius. In other words, I had barely enough room to turn around while keeping out of their reach.


  Looking down at the floor, I noticed that I was standing within the small, painted circle, and I now realized its purpose. It was two feet across, and I was safe only within its confines.


  I tried to draw my sword, but a taloned paw reached out viciously and left three red stripes on my arm. Now my fears were confirmed: I had not the room to unsheathe my blade.


  For many minutes I remained there, trying to figure a way out of my predicament. I was acutely aware of the hot breath being showered upon my body, and of the hideous roars of hunger and frustration.


  Looking upward, I saw once again the crossbeams of sorapus wood, but none were directly overhead. In the lesser gravity of Mars I could reach a height of twenty feet, but the prospect of doing so now was a dim one, for in gathering myself for the leap I would surely extend one or both of my arms outside of my circle of survival .


  Yet, the thought of jumping intrigued me, and I rapidly poured over its possibilities. The one that seemed to have the most likely chance of success I determined forthwith to apply. Pausing only to place my feet at the absolute center of the circle, I crouched and sprang straight upwards. At the top of my leap, which was about twelve feet, I withdrew my sword and, extending my arms over my head, I managed to land within the sphere of safety.


  I chose one banth who seemed older and slower than the rest and slashed out at his face. Scarcely had my blade touched him than his neighbor reached out a clawed foot and tore at my arm. It was with great difficulty that I managed to retain my grip on the sword’s hilt, so severe was the pain, but manage I did and was quickly out of reach.


  So Hin Abtol had figured on everything, even on my succeeding in drawing my sword, and still I was trapped! Nonetheless, I would never admit defeat at the hands of that tyrant, and I soon saw that if I couldn't kill the banths I could at least make them back away and give me a little more breathing room. I had given up all hope of reaching a doorway,and my aim now was to jump to the relative safety of one of the crossbeams.


  Methodically, keeping my arm close to my body and guiding my sword only with my wrist, I began pricking out the beasts' eyes. The plan was far more easily accomplished than I had anticipated, for despite their pain they still strained at their chains. I had blinded nine of them and was working on the tenth when I thought I heard an exclamation of surprise from without the doors.


  I worked faster now, excited by the prospect of reaching the beams. Only one banth remained, and I soon put an end to his vision.


  Now I had but to drive them back and leap upwards. I felt certain that once X reached the safety of the shadows above me I could discover where the light and noise came from and possibly find some means of egress.


  Yelling and whistling, I herded three of the banths into a group. This gave me an extra two feet at one edge of the circle, and I quickly sized up the distance to the nearest beam.


  Just then a mocking voice rang out.


  "Sp the Warlord prefers to keep his enemies in darkness while he fights in the light, doe* he? We must by all means oblige him!"


  Then that unbearable light struck my eyes once more, and, blinded, I stumbled out of the confines of the circle.


  CHAPTER VIII THE SECRET PASSAGE


  As I tried to return to the circle, my eyes burning, I waited for the fangs which must momentarily sink into my flesh to strike. None of the banths attacked me, however, and when I regained my vision I saw that the room was empty, the banths evidently having been pulled back behind the doors.


  "John Carter!" said the voice. "How do you like our little room?"


  "I feel that it Justly compliments the courage of Hin Abtol," I replied. "What small intelligence he possesses could only be turned toward such projects as this."


  I was hoping to enrage the possessor of the voice enough to keep him talking until I could spot exactly where the voice was coming from. I could easily have jumped to the beams now, but as I was not in immediate danger there was nothing to be gained from such a move until I could formulate some further plan of action once I had achieved that goal.


  "You should speak more kindly of the Jeddak, John Carter, lest he prolong your agony further than he had planned."


  "I still live," I replied, "and I shall live to see the death of Hin Abtol."


  "We shall see," said the voice, and then all was silent.


  I went through another ordeal of the lights and noise, and the extremes of temperature. I estimated that I had not eaten or 3lept for at least two days, and possibly as much as four.


  It was fiendish. Never for an instant was I allowed to achieve bodily comfort, nor was my torment enough to kill me. I felt my hold upon my mind slipping as I went through the perpetual motions of binding and unbinding my eyes, shivering and sweltering, starving and thirsting.


  When it seemed that I could fight no more, the room would return to normal until I had regained, not my strength, but my will power. Then I would be forced into the cycles again. The chamber was becoming more and more surely my burial ground, for I no longer thought of escape but only of survival, and then not even that. I ceased to think at all, but merely reacted to my various stimuli, much as an amoeba would do.


  I could barely stand up, and my motions were sluggish and ponderous. I fell to Jabbering like the idiot I was fast becoming, and always that light, that noise,would drive me about the room.


  I realized that I would soon lose hold of my sanity forever, and decided to try one last resort. Pretending to go completely berserk, (and in truth I was not far from that point), I ranted and raged, screaming curses and banging against the walls. I continued this for as long as I thought it would take to make a convincing display of madness, and then flung myself to the floor and remained motionless.


  The light came on then, but I had anticipated this and had fallen with my face buried in my hands. The grating noise came next; I wanted to scream and curse in earnest this time, but I realized that if I did so my fate was irrevocably sealed and, with the greatest of efforts, I remained still. They tried the heat and the cold then, but I had become so accustomed to them that I found it easy to keep my pose.


  Then, for what seemed an interminably long time, they made no further attempts to persecute me. I was hoping that they would assume I was dead and carry me out of the room, and once outside I intended to make a break for freedom.


  At last I heard a door open, and awaited the sound of metal accoutrements clanking together, but none was forthcoming. Instead, a strange shuffling sound came to my ears.


  I made no move until I felt a heavy hand grab my arm and, opening my eyes slightly, I was greeted by a most horrible sight. I knew at once that I was looking at a targath, for those protruding fangs and that eyeless head could belong only to the creature Tan Hadron had described to me,


  I wrenched myself free and backed off from him. His movements brought to mind the picture of a giant sloth, but in appearance he was unique. No words can adequately describe that unseeing face, those great patches of long, gray hair, the sheer brute power of his nine-foot frame.


  He snarled and lunged at me, but I was too fast for him. Sidestepping quickly,I grabbed one of his massive arms and twisted with all the strength that remained in my weakened body. He spun through the air and landed on his back with a resounding thud.


  My sword was out now, and the fighting smile that has ever and anon been my trademark spread across my face. If I was to die, at least it would be in mortal combat with a tangible foe.


  He was soon on his feet again, but as he rushed me I jumped to one side and severed one of his boneless hands. With a roar of rage and pain he wheeled and pressed on his attack, but it was only a matter of time now, for he was fighting with the Warlord of Barsoom, not with the pitiful creature who had so recently been teetering on the brink of madness.


  I put a deep gash in the targath's breast as he turned to face me, and an instant later his head rolled to the floor.


  A quick glance around the room told me that all the doors were locked again and, without hesitation, I jumped upward to a crossbeam. My act had so surprised my captors that they had turned the light onto the floor of the room before they realized I wasn't there, and for the first time I was able to determine its location. It was set into the wall some fifteen feet above the stone floor in such a way as to be invisible from the ground. As I watched its effect, I learned why I could never escape its rays, turn as I might: the ornamentation on the doors was so highly polished as to act as a reflector, and the blinding light, upon hitting the doors, was shot off in all directions.


  All this, which has taken so long to relate, happened very rapidly.lt couldn't have been more than twenty seconds from the time the targath grabbed me until I discovered the secret of the light. I was now in complete possession of my senses, and knew that I must act with haste if my recent efforts were to avail me at all. To remain on the beam was hopeless; to return to the floor even less than hopeless. I had but one alternative: I must go up.


  The sorapus beams were attached to a smooth section of the wall, and I could discern no possible handholds there. Looking above me, I could see naught but shadowy shapes, but it were far better to fall to my death than to remain a prisoner in the Chamber of Madness.


  My decision made, I lept as high as I could. My hand brushed against something hard at the apex of my leap, and I instantly grabbed a firm hold of it. Pulling myself up, I found myself to be on another beam, but this one was broad and thick, unlike the one I had just quit.


  As I stood up I was startled to feel a draft of cool air blowing across my face. I walked quickly in the direction from which the gust of air had come, and soon came into contact with a panel which gave way when I threw my weight against it. On the other side of the panel was a dimly lit corridor, and, pausing only to replace the panel as best I could, I broke into a run, my footsteps echoing down the winding passage.


  I turned onto different corridors whenever possible, and after a while I suddenly came to one which had such an accumulation of dust on the floor that I was sure no one had traversed it for many years.


  Unlike most of the passages I had seen, this one had no branches, although I passed a multitude of doors. I felt certain that my tormenters would still be trying to find me in the gloomy rafters of the Chamber of Madness, and that it would bo some time before they discovered how I had escaped. That, plus the fact that the corridor I was in would probably be among the last to be searched, gave me a feeling of comparative safety.


  I had traveled for another mile before I decided to examine one of the rooms which faced the corridor. Choosing one at random, I opened the door and entered a long-deserted storeroom.I closed and latched the door behind me and surveyed my surroundings.


  There was a finely-carved ersite table, a chair of skeel (a Barsoomian hardwood), and several bundles of silks and furs.


  A sudden sound from a darkened corner of the room brought me to attention, and I was soon confronting an ulsio. I made short work of the deadly rodent, and then tried to determine how he had made his way into the place. The answer was soon apparent there was another door on the opposite side of the room, leading into another corridor, and it was partially open.


  Crossing the room, I looked into the new passageway. Like the one I had just left it was dusty and deserted, and was illuminated only by an occasional radium torch, that remarkable invention which can provide light for indefinite periods of time. This door I also locked, and then, turning to the dead ulsio,I neatly skinned it with my sword and cut off its haunches, which I proceeded to eat with relish. I know the thought is repulsive, but if you have never suffered from hunger do not judge me too harshly.


  Having eaten, I laid down upon a pile of furs and promptly fell into a long, deep sleep. It was risky, sleeping while an entire city was searching for me, but I was in no condition to proceed.


  I must have slept almost an entire day, for I felt as good as ever when I awoke. My arm was still stiff and a bit sore from the banths1 talons, but except for that I seemed to have recovered from my ordeal.


  I had no knowledge as to where I was and so, opening the door through which I had entered, I proceeded once more down the long corridor. Par ahead I could hear indistinct noises,but whether they were Hin Abtol's warriors or the ulsios which haunted the catacombs of Ayathor I knew not.


  Then, suddenly, the corridor turned abruptly, and I found myself face-to-face with Bal Daxus.


  "John Carter!" he exclaimed. "I had given you up for dead, and was on my way to rescue Lirai myself."


  "What of Tan Hadron?" I asked.


  "Talon Gar became suspicious of me, and doubled Tan Hadron's guard. It was impossible to release him."


  "You say this corridor leads to Lirai?"


  "Yes," he answered. "I came across the maps of Ayathor a short time ago. It seems that the Tower of the Apts, in which Lirai is imprisoned, was once, in antiquity, the private chamber of a long-dead Jeddak. Fearing insurrection, he had this secret corridor built as a means of escape. Hin Abtol changed the roogi into a prison, never guessing the secret it held."


  "If we accomplish Lirai's escape," I began, "and I see no reason why we should fail, I must then return to the Pits and try to release Tan Hadron. Will you give me the directions?"


  He looked hurt. "Directions? I will lead you there myself!"


  "Bal Daxus, you have done enough. There is no need to further endanger Lirai and yourself in our behalf."


  For an answer he unbuckled his sword and threw it at my feet. In earthly terms, this act is the equivalent of his pledging to me his sword, his life, his soul, his honor, and his obedience until death and beyond. It is an oath of allegience,and from that day on, were I right or wrong, my word would be his only truth. It was a noble and touching gesture, and,in accordance with Barsoomian custom, I placed the hilt of the sword to my lips and returned it to him.


  "And now," I said, "to the task at hand."


  "To the death?" It was not a question.


  "To the death," I replied, and we advanced grimly along the narrow corridor.


  CHAPTER IX REUNION AND PURSUIT


  Far ahead the passage curved again, and Bal Daxus drew to a halt.


  "It is here," he said," that we may begin to run into difficulties. The Tower of the Apts is not far from here, and if anyone else knows of this secret corridor, there will be guards posted."


  "That suits me fine," I answered, for after the Chamber of Madness I was ready to wreak my vengeance upon the whole of Ayathor, and there was no better way to begin than by stealing Hin Abtol's newest object of lust and killing a few of his men into the bargain. I drew my sword.


  "You do not understand, John Carter," said Bal Daxus. "After we come to the turn in the corridor it is a straight fifty ads to the door of the Tower."


  An ad is about 9.75 earth feet. This meant that we'd be sitting ducks for the guards, and I had no doubts that they wouldn't hesitate to use their radium pistols on us long before we could close with them.


  Slowly and silently we made our way to the turn. Then, cautiously, I looked around the corner and, sure enough, there were four guards stationed by the door.


  "What are we to do?" asked Bal Daxus.


  "Has Lirai told Hin Abtol that you are her betrothed yet?" I asked.


  "No," he answered. "Not to my knowledge."


  "Good! Then run out into their vision and tell them that you've seen me in one of the rooms. Since you are still in Hin Abtol's favor they won't suspect a trick, and if you follow them to the turn we'll have them trapped between us."


  "An excellent idea," he agreed, and promptly ran off toward Lirai's cell shouting "The Warlord! I've found the Warlord!"


  The four men immediately ran to meet him. "Where is he?" demanded the one who appeared to be their leader.


  Bal Daxus pointed in my direction, and I quicklv drew back out of sight. "Go ahead," he said. "I am weary from my efforts and will bring up the rear."


  The warriors asked no questions, but hastened toward me.When the sound of their footsteps told me that they were nearing the corner, I stepped out into the middle of the corridor.


  "Here he is!" cried the leader, and with that they fell upon me furiously. I stepped back for a moment before this onslaught, but even as I retreated my blade drank deep of the lifeblood of the nearest of my opponents. He had scaroely fallen ere Bal Daxus was upon then from behind, hewing and slashing before they knew he was there. Soon only one remained and, sidestepping a wicked thrust, I ran him through. I then proceeded to transfer his shortsword, dagger and radium pistol to my harness.


  "Let us hasten," I said, "for we have no idea when their replacements may arrive."


  In a matter of minutes we had forced open the door, and shortly thereafter Bal Daxus was holding a beautiful young girl in his arms. This, I knew, must be Lirai.


  It was a most tender and touching scene, but I had to urge them out, as we were still in immediate danger there. As we left I closed the door as best I could, hoping that that would afford us another minute of safety from pursuit.


  "Now what?" asked Bal Daxus.


  "There is a deserted room in which I rested not too long ago,"I replied. "Lirai will be safe there while we try to rescue Tan Hadron of Hastor."


  This agreed upon, I stopped by another corpse long enough to remove a radium pistol. This I handed to Lirai.


  "I don't believe anyone will find you before we return,"I told her, "but in case they should, this will offer you ample protection."


  She took it and then lifted a dagger from the corpse's harness. Bal Daxus looked questionlngly at her, and she met his gaze with a brave expression on her lovely face. "Should you not return," she said.


  We soon reached the room which contained the ulsio I had slain. Lirai saw the creature lying of the floor, but never hesitated. I waited in the corridor while Bal Daxus bade her good-bye, and then, following him, I set off for the Pits.


  "Once there," I asked him, "how will we free Hadron?" I had been living from one instant to the next,and it now occurred to me that reaching the Pits was just the first step: now we had to figure out how to get into Tan Hadron's cell and unchain him.


  "You forget," said Bal Daxus, "that I am Dwar of the Third Utan. I have access to the Pits, and serve guard duty there daily."


  "How will you explain my presence away?" I asked.


  "If you have any red pigment left we can go back and rob one of the men we lust killed of his harness; then you could easily pass for one of my warriors."


  I shook my head, explaining that the pigment was still aboard my flier.


  "I must admit that I am now at a loss," he said.


  Then a plan struck my mind, and I immediately proposed it to him.


  How is time measured here?" I asked. "I remember you said that you served guard duty 'daily'*.


  "There is a large clock in the Throne Room."


  "And the guards have no way of knowing the time until they are relieved?"


  He gave me a smile of comprehension. "Of course! he exclaimed. "I could relieve the dwar on duty and never be challenged!"


  "Once you are in charge," I continued, "It should be an easy matter to unlock Tan Hadron. Should anyone ask you, reply that you are taking him to the Games."


  "An excellent plan!" he exclaimed."So simple, and yet that simplicity is the beauty of it. Come," he said; "I will show you where you may wait until we return."


  He led me to a point where the corridor caipe to its last fork before reaching the Pits.


  "In this direction," he said, "lie half a million frozen warriors. Unless we are attacked and have immediate need of them you will be safe here, for only one man is needed to guard Hin Abtol's frozen army. Should anyone chance upon this corridor before I return, I think you will know what to do."


  Without another word I slipped into the dark passageway while Bal Daxus continued along the main corridor. So this was the location of Hin Abtol's army! I fixed it in my mind,for it might soon prove very useful indeed.


  I wondered how our ruse would fare, nor did I have long to wait for my answer, for soon Bal Daxus returned, and at his side was Tan Hadron of Hastor.


  "It went very smoothly," said Bal Daxus, "but we have no time to lose. The dwar I replaced will discover our plot shortly, and we had best put as much distance as possible between the Pits and ourselves."


  We hastened to Lirai's room and were dismayed to discover that she was gone. The pistol and dagger were on the floor, and the room showed signs of a struggle.


  "The other door is open!" cried Bal Daxus, and'raced into the adjoining corridor.


  "Finding her will be child's play," I said, as Tan Hadron and I followed him out of the room.


  "What do you mean?" he asked.


  "Observe the floor of the corridor," I said. "There are two sets of prints in the dust, one much larger than the other. Some man evidently followed our own prints in the other corridor, entered the room, and abducted Lirai."


  The dank, dust-filled corridor was unfamiliar to Bal Daxus, and, as it became lighter, we slowed our pace and proceeded with more care.


  There were no forks or branches, and we had no trouble following the trail Lirai and her abductor had left. Then the corridor took a sudden dip, and we descended until it seemed certain that we must soon rise again or suffocate from the lack of fresh air. Yet two people before us had followed this path, and we would do it too. So, never faltering, we hurried onward.


  At last we came to a large wooden door, which marked the corridor's end, and, opening it, we found ourselves on the shore of the Sea of Ayathor.


  Some half a mile away, lying trussed upon a raft, was Lirai. Her captor was paddling furiously, and I recognized him at once, despite the distance and the darkness: it was Talon Gar.


  "Evidently he learned where Lirai was hidden," said Tan Hadron, "and made off with her before Hin Abtol could stop him. Prob/ably no one is yet aware of his absence."


  'Where is he going," I asked. "I believe the shaft lie3 in the opposite direction."


  "It would be useless for him to try and escape through the shaft without a flier," answered Bal Daxus, "and Hin Abtol controls all the filers. No, John Carter, he is not headed for the shaft."


  "What, then, is his destination?" I asked, mystified.


  "There is only one place he could land in the direction he is heading: the Island of the Dead."


  "What are we to do, then?" asked Tan Hadron. "We cannot follow him without some craft."


  We fell to searching the shore, but there were no more rafts. Then a wild idea occurred to me. It seemed absurd, but there w«s no alternative if we were to save Lirai from that sadistia maniac.


  "The door!" I said. "We'll make a raft of the door'."


  They looked skeptical, but fell to work immediately. The door was about twelve feet in height, and better than five feet across. The three of us tore it off its hinges and, hoping against hope, we set it in the water.


  It floated, and, pausing only long enough to hack off part of the frame to serve as crude paddles, we soon were in full pursuit of Talon Gar, the moaning sounds from the Island of the Dead ringing louder and ever louder in our ears.


  CHAPTER X THE ISLAND OF THE DEAD


  The sea was still and placid, and only that fact kept our makeshift craft from capsizing. Talon Gar and Lirai were out of sight now, but Bal Daxus directed us accurately along our course, and soon the island loomed large before us.


  We saw Talon Gar's raft lying on the shore and landed next to it. Then, walking ashore, we again picked up his trail.


  We walked by a group of deserted huts, and I was reminded of an African village, so closely did the layout resemble various native bombas I had seen during my travels on Earth. There was no sign of life, however, and we did not stop to investigate the dwellings.


  "Why is this called the Island of the Dead?" I asked Bal Daxus. "I have seen no sign of anything either living or dead."


  "I know not, John Carter," he replied. "It is a legend, and for all anyone knows it may be only a legend."


  Look! said Tan Hadron suddenly.


  We all looked in the direction that he indicated, and there, advancing slowly toward us, was a group of small, knarled, dwarf-like men. They wore only ragged loincloths, and none of them were armed. The tallest of them stood less than five feet, and his posture, like that of his fellows, resembled the carriage of an ape. Filthy, toothless, markedly aged, and grinning, thev came toward us in a pack.


  "Peace!" I said, raising my hand. "We come not as enemies, but in pursuit of two of our own people."


  "We know you are not an enemy," said one of the grinning dwarfs. "We have no enemies."


  "Have you seen the two people we seek?" I asked.


  "Come feast with us in the village of I-Pak, and we shall talk," said another.


  Bal Daxus was anxious to continue our pursuit, but I convinced him that we might be able to enlist I-Pak's help if we played our cards right. It was a large Island, the Island of the Dead, and we three could spend days searching for our quarry.


  The knarled little men led us hither and thither about rocks and other natural hazards until we came to a larger group of huts: this, then, was the village of I-Pak, the Jed.


  The women ran out to greet us, and I saw that their physical appearances differed but little from the men's. They surrounded us with happy, smiling faces and made us feel genuinely welcome. We were taken to a large clearing in the midst of the huts, and here we sat down amongst our hosts and prepared to eat.


  I-Pak, a shrivelled little man, approached and officially welcomed us to his land, telling us how honored and privilaged he felt by our visit. When we questioned him about Talon Gar and Lirai he insisted that we quell our hunger and thirst first, and then he would aid us as best he could.


  "Have you had any contact with the outside world?" I asked I-Pak during the meal.


  "Outside world?" he repeated incredulously. "Why, there is no other world save this one. We float upon an ocean, and the top of the Universe is directly overhead."


  I tried to explain to him that Ayathor was merely a hidden and forgotten sea, and that somewhere above him was a brightly lit world many times larger, but he only smiled condescendingly at me.


  "Swim as far as you can," he said, "and you will reach the end of the Universe, beyond which you cannot go."


  "There is an opening through which you can go to the outer world," I said.


  He laughed at that, and I really couldn't blame him. How would you feel if a complete stranger told you there was a hole in the sky?


  "How do you account for the race of men we belong to?" asked Tan Hadron. "We have only recently discovered your world."


  "Nonsense," said I-Pak. "You were placed here by Zar for his amusement."


  "Who is Zar?" I asked.


  Immediately the group of natives fell silent and stared at me in disbelief. I-Pak looked absolutely shocked.


  "Why, Zar is Zar," said the Jed at last, as if speaking to a small child. "How else may one describe him?"


  "Is he your god?" asked Tan Hadron of Hastor,


  "He is everyone's god," replied I-Pak. "We all exist only in his mind. Even our great treasure exists nowhere but in the infinite mind of Zar."


  ."Your treasure?" I asked, wondering what kind of treasure could be possessed by these isolated people.


  'Yes," said I-Pak. "When you are finished with your repast you may see it."


  "How about Lirai and Talon Gar?" demanded Bal Daxus.


  "Of course,-" said I-Pak. "I have not forgotten."


  Then the Jed returned to his meal, and Tah Hadron leaned over to me.


  "Have you noticed their age?"he asked. "There is not a young one among them."


  This was indeed unusual, for on Barsoom the life span, (although few survive the constant warring that long), is about a thousand years, and the body does not commence to show any signs of age until shortly before death.


  "Living in a sunless world," I answered, "their eggs would be unable to hatch. And even the oldest of them evidently has no memory of any home other than this island. They seem amiable enough, though," I added.


  "They're a little too friendly, if you ask me," said my companion.


  The meal was soon concluded, and I-Pak arose and faced me."Come," he said, smiling curiously. "You must now see our treasure."


  Surrounded by the ape-like dwarfs of I-Pak, we followed the old Jed down a winding pathway. We shortly arrived at the base of a gigantic rock, which must have stood nearly three hundred feet high.I-Pak walked directly to a large patch of moss which grew on the rock,carefully brushed it aside, and a rudely-carved tunnel was revealed. Through this we went, and I noticed a strange ddor filling my nostrils.When we emerged from the tunnel, we found ourselves in a small crater.. Nowhere were the walls less than eighty feet in height, and the moaning noise was almost deafening now.


  "There!" said I-Pak, pointing. "What do you think of our treasuref"


  We looked in the direction he had indicated. There, in various poses, were lifelike figures of the yellow men of the Okarian race. Some sat astride their thoats,some were engaged in swordplay, and a few were standing at attention.


  It was an impressive spectacle, a tabloid of unexcelled artistry, and I turned to I-Pak.


  "This is an exquisite work of craftsmanship," I said admiringly. "Who is your sculptor?"


  "Sculptor?" he repeated. "What is a sculptor?"


  "Why, your artist. The man who carved and painted these statues. The fellow is a genius at realism."


  "We have no artists among our people," he answered. "Study them more closely.


  We stepped forward and examined the figures.


  "They're men!" exclaimed Tan Hadron in amazement. "They've been preserved in a waxlike substance ."


  And indeed they were men.I saw now that there was little likelihood that even the most skilled of artists could reproduce so perfectly the detailed structures and coloring of the figures before us.


  The warriors of I-Pak were pushing us forward in their enthusiasm to observe their precious "treasure" more closely, and I concluded that they saw it rather infrequently.


  "This must have been a religious practice of the founders of Ayathor," I remarked to Tan Hadron, and he nodded in assent.


  We walked about the display, always in the midst of the little men, examining the pieces. I was Just reading the inscription on the harness of one of the Okarians when Tan Hadron grabbed my arm.


  "Look, John Carter!" he exclaimed, and pointed to the figure of a red warrior wearing the insignia of Hin Abtol.


  At the same instant a woman's voice rang out above the moaning noise. "Flee, Bal Daxus!" it cried. "Flee for your life!"


  Bal Daxus turned in the direction of the voice. "Lirai!" he shouted, and now we saw her in a wooden cage which was almost hidden within the shadows of the wall.


  I tried to run to her, but I discovered that the little men had crowded about me so closely that I couldn't move. Looking around,I saw that Bal Daxus and Tan Hadron were in the same predicament. I was in such tight quarters that I couldn't even draw my sword, and then, at a signal fi*om I-Pak,the three of us were overpowered, disarmed, and bound. Then we were taken to a cage that adjoined Lirai's, and we saw that Talon Gar was enclosed in a similar cage a short distance away.


  "What is this?" I demanded. "We are not your enemies!"


  "As you were told before," said I-Pak, his hands resting triumphantly on his shrivelled hips, "we have no enemies. You are to be sacrificed to Zar, and should consider it a great honor."


  "You mean we are to be added to your art gallery?"


  It is not ours, but belongs, as does all else,to Zar. He created it; we merely discovered it long ago. In answer to your question, the girl will be given immortality by becoming a part of our sacred treasure, and her beauty will be admired forever."


  "And what of us?" demanded Bal Daxus.


  "Zar would not benefit from an inferior sacrifice," said I-Pak. "Only one of you will be so honored. As women are Judged by their beauty, so are warriors Judged by their fighting ability. Two of you will duel to the death; the victor will face the third, and the victor of that the fourth. The one who emerges victorious from this combat will have proved by virtue of his courage and his skill that he is worthy of Zar."


  He signalled one of his men to unlock Talon Gar's cage, and the Panar was dragged out into the open.


  "Release the white-skinned one," commanded I-Pak. I was led into the circle his men had formed, and faced Talon Gar, who was eyeing me hatefully.


  "You have doubtless wondered what the noise coming to your ears is," I-Pak said presently. "You should have an explanation before your deaths.


  "Far beneath the ground is a foul-smelling liquid which has been boiling ever since our oldest man can remember. The steam escapes through the top of the tunnelled rock we passed through, creating the sound you hear. Our people entrap vast amounts of the vapor,and as it cools we add ingrediants which will form the final mixture which the victor will be coated with. It sounds painful, I know, but surely the pain is negated by the knowledge of the magnificent honor in store for you."


  When he ceasjsd speaking our bonds were cut and we were given our longswords.


  "You may salute each other and commence,"said I-Pak, and his dwarfed men leaned forward in


  keen anticipation.


  I complied with his request;as I did so Talon Gar lunged forward and pricked my wrist. He came at me again, but I parried his blow and drew blood from his cheek.


  "You shall regret that, Talon Gar," I said, pricking his other cheek. "It is a shame that you will not live long enough to learn to properly acknowledge your superiors."


  I commenced to take Talon Gar to pieces. Always he was the aggresser and always I would inflict wound after wound upon him while stepping nimbly out of his reach. He was a good swordsman, but he had not mastered the one essential of his art: a cool head. With death staring me in the face, I would never have followed Talon Gar's rushing tactics, but would have retreated and waited for an opening; but the Panar, blood streaming down him from a hundred cuts and slashes, kept trying to reach me, all the while cursing and grinning like the madman he was. I disarmed him and sent his sword flying some fifty feet away.


  "Give him another sword, I-Pak," I said, putting the point of my blade to the ground.


  John Carter does not murder defenseless men, no matter how much they may deserve it."


  "We have no weapons here," replied the Jed patiently, "for as you have been told repeatedly, we have no enemies. You must wait while he retrieves his sword."


  This put an entirely different complexion on our situation; if they had no weapons, they had no means of defense!


  I had little time to mull over the possibilities which I-Pak's revelation had presented, for Talon Gar was soon upon me again, attacking with renewed fury. My blade moved with the swiftness of light, weaving a web of steel about me, and taking its toll upon Talon Gar's tattered flesh. I wondered why he had not grasped the opportunity to turn on I-Pak's unarmed men, but one look at his face and I knew the answer: he had the same mad grin I had seen when he had kicked Tan Hadron in the dungeon. He cared not for escape: only blood would satisfy him.


  As I sidestepped his next thrust I lopped off one of his ears, yet he seemed as oblivious to pain as a hormad, and, realizing that I could punish him no further, I moved in for the kill. It came quickly, for I bound his blade up when next he lunged and slid my point along it until I had pierced his heart.


  I was greeted with cheers and applause from the warriors, and Tan Hadron was led into the circle. He, too, had understood the import behind I-Pak's words, and the instant he was given Talon Gar's sword he turned on the Jed, and I quickly leaped to his side.


  "What!" shrieked I-Pak,enfuriated. "You would attack the chosen one of Zar? For this you shall both die!"


  "By whose hand, I-Pak?" I demanded. "You have already admitted you have no weapons."


  "My warriors will slay you with their bare hands'." he screamed, his eyes burning with a fanatical light. "We are the Chosen People and can do no wrong!"


  "Who among you," said Hadron to the stunned warriors, "will be the first to face the sword of John Carter, Prince of Helium and Warlord of Barsoom?"


  Not a oije of them moved, although I-Pak ran among them, alternately demanding and pleading for a hero.


  "Zar!" he screamed at last. "Zar, descend from the roof of the Universe and strike down the infidels who threaten your chosen son!"


  I grabbed the little Jed and held him firmly.


  "Listen to me," I said sharply. "Your men will not attack us,and your god, like most gods, favors the side with the best weapons. If you attempt to keep us here we will kill anyone who stands in our way. We would go now: what is your answer?"


  Sullenly, with the air of a spoiled child, he directed his men to release Lirai and Bal Daxus and escort us back to the village. Prom there we had no trouble finding our way back to the rafts. We took the one Talon Gar had used and set the door adrift, just in case I-Pak had a change of heart.


  "Where to now?" asked Tan Hadron.


  "The flier," I said, "and then on to Helium, where I'll gather our forces and lead them against Ayathor."


  "It could be a disasterous war, John Carter," said Bal Daxus, "for one ship may guard the bottom of the shaft from which you must emerge and hold off an entire navy indefinitely."


  "We could guard the outer end of the shaft," suggested Tan Hadron, "and starve them out."


  "No," said Bal Daxus. "The fish are plentiful here; the Panars can thrive for years without leaving Ayathor."


  "True," I mused. "We'll have to map out our strategy once we are safely within my palace. At present, getting there is our main concern."


  When at last we came to the island where it was hidden, we found that the flier had been discovered and destroyed. The tanks containing the ray of repulsion were punctured, and the control panel and compass were damaged beyond repair.


  Dejected, I looked into the distance and saw the dark outline of the great, yawning mouth of the shaft beckoning to me. So I was to be frustrated in my escape after all! I had lived through the Pits, the Chamber of Madness, and the Island of the Dead, and yet I was no closer to freedom than I had been at any moment since I had arrived in this forgotten world.


  I kicked the hull of the ship in disgust, and Tan Hadron laid an understanding hand upon my shoulder.I looked up at him, and though he tried to .smile confidently at me, I could see defeat written large across his countenance.


  CHAPTER XI THE FROZEN ARMY


  "What next shall we try?" asked Bal Daxus presently. "We cannot long remain here, for we would soon be spotted by the next flier that comes to or leaves the city."


  "Ah, if only Carthoris knew of our whereabouts,"! said. "If he could but gain the city."


  "It would do no good," said Bal Daxus, "for even if he managed to traverse the shaft he would be met by almost half a million warriors at the city's gates."


  It seemed pointless to argue with that, and so I fell into silence; not so Tan Hadron, however.


  "Impossible," he said. "I was told by the crew of the’Dusar, all Panars or men who had been to Pankor, that it takes hours to bring one of the frozen warriors back, and it takes two or three men to hold each of them until their senses return."


  "That is no longer so," corrected Bal Daxus. "Hin Abtol believes that the reason he lost so badly to Helium and Gathol was because he formulated his frozen army so slowly. For many months thereafter he and his greatest scientists labored over a new method of revival, and in the end they discovered an entirely new concept, one which has proved effective in small trials. In theory, Hin Abtol can now revive, arm, and mobilize his army in less than a zode." *


  "Where are they kept?" asked Tan Hadron. "I have seen naught of them since I have been hera."


  "They are in a single, immense chamber," replied Bal Daxus. "It is not far from where John Carter met us after I released you from the Pits."


  Do you know how to revive them?" I demanded.


  "Yes," he answered. "I helped install the aparatus.


  '’Then we shall return to the city at once!" I exclaimed, and hastened toward the raft.


  "What for?" asked the Panar."Surely you don't intend to revive Hin Abtol's army for him!"


  "That, Bal Daxus, is precisely what I intend to do."


  "They will fall upon us and kill us!"he said.


  "I think not," I replied. "Have some faith in the mpn at whose feet you placed your sword."


  "I shall willingly follow you to my grave," he replied with a smile, "but only if I can't convince you not to lead me there."


  "It is the only way by which we may ever overthrow Hin Abtol. Are you with me?"


  He nodded.


  "And you, Hadron of Hastor?"


  "The Warlord should know better than to ask," he replied.


  "Lirai," I said, turning to the girl, "I am afraid you must return with us to the city. We shall see to it that you are well-protected."


  "Where Bal Daxus leads, I shall follow," she said simply.


  We pushed off and approached the city from the rear. When I thought we were comparatively free from detection I drew near the shoreline, where it was an easy matter to find the doorway we had passed through when we set out for the Island of the Dead.


  We carried the raft inside with us,and leaned it against a wall. Then, with drawn swords, we advanced up the inclining corridor, Tan Hadron and I in front and Bal Daxus in the rear, thus protecting Lirai from any ulsios which might be lurking in the shadows.


  "It appears that no one has yet discovered how we left," remarked Tan Hadron, "for there are no new footprints in the dust."


  "That means that only Talon Gar knew of the secret passage," I said, "and with him dead, Lirai should be quite safe in the same room."


  We heard voices in the adjoining passage and ceased speaking then. In a few moments we were once again in the room which contained the rotting carcass of the ulsio.


  "Lirai," I said, turning to the girl, "from either corridor this room appears the same as any other of the multitude of rooms,but to us it has a greater meaning, and will be easy to find. I know that you may have your doubts as to its safety, but ape you willing to wait here again?"


  She nodded in assent, and, crossing the room, I stepped out into the corridor which led to the Pits, the Throne Room, and, most important, the chamber which held Hin Abtol's frozen army. We cautiously proceeded to the spot where it forked and followed it to a heavy metal portal.


  


  



  "Halt!" commanded a lone warrior. "Who goes there?"


  "Tis I, Bal Daxus, Dwar of the Third Utan."


  "Bal Daxus!" exclaimed the guard. "The whole palace has been searching for you, traitor!"


  With that he hurled himself at us. Tan Hadron was in the vanguard of our trio, and quickly engaged him in combat. The fellow was good, let there be no denying it, but Tan Hadron of Hastor is superb, and scarcely had they crossed blades ere Hadron was stepping over the dead body of his foe and advancing toward the portal.


  "How may we pass? he asked. "I see no latches."


  Bal Daxus approached the metal door and turned to the wall beside it, pushing a neatly concealed button. Slowly the massive panel rose until there was room for us to step through. We found ourselves on a balcony overlooking row upon row of blocks of ice, and inside each block was a warrior. These warriors represented every race on Barsoom: red men, yellow men, green men, Black Pirates, »nd even an occasional them and Orovar.


  "Half a million souls," commented Tan Hadron, "awaiting their resurrection."


  "Once we release them from their icy prisons, what will we do?" asked Bal Daxus. "We'll be caught between them and Hin Abtol's palace warriors."


  "I think not,"Isaid. "I plan to enlist their aid."


  "I had guessed as much,"said Tan Hadron. "How do we revive them, Bal Daxus?"


  The Panar led us up a ramp which led to a large machine that contained many lights and dials, and promptly began pressing buttons and turning knobs. It made no sense to me, but I admired his mastery of the machine.


  "Their blocks of ice will soon melt, John Carter," he said at last. "Here is an amplifier through which you may speak to them from here."


  I took the microphone and watched the unfolding panorama below me. Here and there the ice had already turned to water, and a fine chemical spray was showered down upon the warriors. This done, their ersite tables began vibrating and soon the bodies were stirring, life returning to their long-frozen limbs.


  It was an awesome sight, seeing those half million men return to the world of the living, but I had no time to appreciate it. Putting the microphone to my lips, I waited until I thought they could comprehend what had happened to them, and then I spoke.


  "Warriors!" I said."This is John Carter, Warlord of Barsoom. I have just liberated you from your prisons; for this each and every one of you owes me his attention."


  "Some of 'you are unaware of your surroundings. You are in Ayathor, a sunken world beneath the surface of Pankor. Hin Abtol brought you here when he was defeated in his war with Helium and Gathol. He intends to use you in his mad scheme of world conquest, and only by acceding to his demands can you ever see the sun again."


  A loud groan arose from half a million throats.


  "There is but one W8y,"l continued, "by which you can avoid the fate Hin Abtol has planned for you. Most of you have been taken prisoner by him; those few among you who are Panars owe him no allegience.


  "I have revived you for a purpose. Should you fail to agree to it, you will once again be encased in ice."I doubted that this could be done, but they had no more knowledge of the new process that I, and it made the proper impression. "Warriors, give me your pledge to aid me in overthrowing Hin Abtol, and if we succeed, you will all be granted your freedom!"


  They were silent for a moment, and then one man whom I recognized to be a long-lost Heliumite gave a loud yell: "Down with Hin Abtol!"


  More and more of them took up the chant until the din was deafening.


  "Listen!" I shouted over the roar. "We have no weapons for you. However, Hin Abtol has no more than thirty thousand men at most, and many of them will join our cause. Kill no one unless they resist.


  "You see beside me Tan Hadron of Hastor and Bal Daxus of Pankor; we three will be your leaders. When you are released you will follow us to a branch in the corridors. From there I shall proceed to the Throne Room, Tan Hadron will go to the Pits to release the other prisoners, and Bal Daxus will lead you to the soldier's quarters. You are free to follow whomever you choose."


  I turned to Bal Daxus and nodded to him to open the portal all the way.


  I was soon approaching the Throne Room with almost two hundred thousand men at my heels. Hin Abtol must have heard us from afar, for when I burst into the room I was greeted by a blast of fire from twenty radium rifles.


  I dove to a side, but the vanguard of my forces were mowed down like sitting ducks. Hewing my way through a wall of the Jeddak's loyal officers I drove onward to the throne, where Hin Abtol sat ashen-faced, screaming unheeded commands.


  Countless times my blade paused to still a Panar heart forever or quench its thirst in the throat of a new foe.I ceaselessly shouted taunts at my enemies, as is my wont in the heat of battle, and must have accounted for two dozen men before I had time for a quick glance at the door.


  To my dismay I saw that the pile of corpses was so high that none of my men could get past them; the dead were stacked from floor to ceiling.


  I looked back at the throne: Hin Abtol was gone! My eyes fell on the red curtain behind the throne, and I knew that he could have retreated to no other place in so short a time. There was only one man standing in my way, and I recognized him immediately: it was Rab-Zov.


  With a single bound I was upon him. He had barely raised his sword to defend himself before his head rolled to the floor and I ran through the curtains.


  There was a door, and this I opened and raced through.lt led to another part of the catacombs, and far ahead I could see the figure of the cowardly Jeddak as he ran for his life.


  CHAPTER XII ADVENTURE’S END


  I pursued Hin Abtol with great leaps and bounds that quickly lessened the distance between us. When the tyrant sawi that escape was impossible he drew his sword and turned to face me.


  "Let us see," I said, engaging him, "if you are as excellent a swordsman as you told your people you were when you returned from Horz with my stolen flier four years ago, and if you are brave enough to face me when my hands are not bound."


  He said nothing, but began fighting like a cornered ulsio. His terror increased his proficiency, and though I touched him a hundred times I could not deliver the fatal blow.


  Suddenly there came to our ears a great cheer from the Throne Room.


  "Did you hear that, Hin Abtol?" I said. "Your warriors have capitulated to your frozen army. Your empire is lost."


  My words struck home, and the arrogant tyrant's mind snapped. He began chattering and gibbering like a lunatic, and tears rolled down his face even as he pressed on with his attack. He was a sorry figure, but I could feel no pity for a man who had destroyed so many innocent lives, and shortly I ran my sword through his putrid heart.


  I returned to a scene of triumph and elation in the Throne Room. It was jammed with my men, and they gave me a rousing welcome. Tan Hadron soon appeared, and not long after that Bal Daxus returned; both had been completely successful in their missions.


  "Long live John Carter!" cried one of the warriors. "Long live John Carter, Jeddak of Ayathor!"


  I raised my hand to still the cheering voices.


  "Thank you, my comrades," I said, "but the Jeddak of Ayathor should be one of your countrymen; and, as you may know, Pankor has had no


  Jeddak since the defeat of Hin Abtol three years ago. It, too, needs a firm and noble ruler."


  "Warriors!" I continued. "How sounds Bal Daxus, Jeddak of Pankor and Ayathor?"


  Every sword in the room was raised in boisterious approval, and with that act the dwar who had chosen his honor ahead of his country became the Jeddak of the latter.


  There was a wild victory celebration throughout Ayathor while the fliers were being made ready to transport those who wished to leave for the surface of the planet,and before I departed for Helium with Tan Hadron, I had the pleasure of attending the ceremony which forever united the new Jeddak with Lirai, who we had found greatly worried but quite safe in the room where we had left her.


  Our homecoming to Helium was celebrated by a great festival At which Tan Hadron, and I were the guests of honor. The entire world had given me up for dead, and the news of my return brought greetings and visits from jeds and jeddaks the world over.


  Tars Tarkas, Jeddak of Thark and my greatest friend, was there to greet me,and there were tears of joy in the fierce green warrior's eyes. Carthoris, Thuvan Dihn, Jeddak of Ptarth, Kulan Tith, Jedaak of Kaol, Talu, Xodar,Kantos Kan, Hor Vastus, and all my other comrades of peace and war were present too, but I fear that I took little notice of them,for I was too busy enjoying the only honor I ever cared for: that of once again putting mv arms around my incomparable Dejah Thoris.


  EPILOGUE


  His narrative ended,


  John Carter stood up and stretched his powerful frame.


  "Did you enjoy my story?"he asked pleasantly.


  "Oh, yes!" I exclaimed. "How long were you in Ayathor?


  "Unbelieveable as it seemed to me, almost a year. I suppose most of it was spent in the Pits."


  "That must have happened many years ago," I said. "What has taken place since then?"


  "Many strange intrigues and adventures," he replied. "Adventure and I seem to attract one another."


  "Coi’ld you tell me some more of your experiences?" I asked.


  He slowly looked out the window, across the silent Arizona desert.


  "The sun will soon be rising over the hills," he said at last, "and I must be gone."


  "Can't you remain a little longer?"I pleaded.


  He shook his head. "The woman I love and the planet that gave her to me are beckoning. I must return to them."


  "Will you come back someday?" I asked hopefully.


  "Perhaps," he half-promised, the trace of a smile flickering about his lips. "Perhaps I will."


  And with that, he was gone.


  The End
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    Introduction

    David Bruce Bozarth


    Behind any legend there are bits of real fact and real people. One of the most enduring "legends" of ERB fandom is the Barsoomian pastiche written by a young boy, Forgotten Sea of Mars. The legend continues to exist as there are few copies of this story available for ERB collectors.


    Young Mike Resnick(1942-) grew up and eventually became a writer: a Hugo award winning author. He has maintained his connection with ERB friends over the years--both old and new. I first met Mike on Jim Thompson's ERBCOF-L list back in 1997. About once a year we exchange an email or two. This last exchange included a request for a short article for ERBmania! as regards how Forgotten Sea of Mars came about and the state of ERB fandom at the time. Mr. Resnick graciously sent the following.

    


    I wrote THE FORGOTTEN SEA OF MARS in 1962 or 1963 because at the time I wanted nothing more than to write books in the style of Edgar Rice Burroughs. These days I want nothing less than to do so.


    As I recall, it took 8 nights and an afternoon.


    When I was 12 or 13 years old, I had read Ray Palmer's ridiculous attempt to get Stu Byrne ("John Bloodstone") appointed ERB's legal successor because of TARZAN ON MARS, and since I thought I'd never get a chance to read it -- years later I did get my hands on a copy; it's pretty awful -- I thought I'd write my own.


    Why would Tarzan go to Mars? Because John Carter needed help. Why would John Carter need help from Tarzan rather than the millions of men under his command? Because Tarzan could bring a talent they didn't have -- he could swim. I wrote perhaps 40 pages on it, then set it aside (not many 12-year-olds write 75,000-word books) and never thought about it again until Caz offered to publish a novella using ERB's characters. I stuck Tarzan back in the jungle where he belonged, kept the water, and made it a sequel to LLANA OF GATHOL.


    A couple of years later I replaced all of ERB's characters with my own, kept a number of the plot elements, set it on Ganymede, and titled it THE GODDESS OF GANYMEDE. I sold it to Don Grant in hardcover, then sold it and a sequel to Paperback Library in paperback, back in the late 1960s. They're pretty good Burroughs pastiches, but they're absolutely terrible Resnick books. I didn't write any science fiction all during the 1970s to give people time to forget. Then I came back to the field, writing things that were important to me rather than things that were important to Burroughs, and the record speaks for itself: 40 novels, 130 stories, editor of 25 anthologies, 4 Hugos, 19 Hugo nominations, a few bestsellers, and major awards not only in America but also in France, Japan, Poland, Spain, and Croatia.


    I'm sorry to admit it, and I don't mean it as a perjorative...but I simply outgrew Burroughs. I haven't picked up one of his books in perhaps 20 years now. But I appreciate what he did, and I still enjoy the company of many of my old friends in Burroughs fandom.


    -- Mike Resnick (2000)


    Mike’s editing a Burroughs anthology
Posted on January 23, 2012 by Mike

    Bob Garcia and I will be editing an anthology, The Worlds of Edgar Rice Burroughs, for Baen Books. It will feature all new stories using ERB’s characters and worlds, with one exception: we’ll also be running my novella, “The Forgotten Sea of Mars”, which helped ERB-dom become the only Burroughs fanzine ever to win a Hugo back in 1966; this will be its first appearance in 47 years. As for the rest, we’ve got committments from a bunch truly outstanding writers, and I think the book will be a delight for any reader who ever fell under the spell of Edgar Rice Burroughs. No publication date yet; I’d guess aboout a year. -- Mike Resnick (2012)

    

  

OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
Tolt or eHegSea
ARS

6y MICHAEL D. RESNICK
Wustrated by
NEAL MACDONALD, JR.
Based On Some Creations Of Edgar Rice Burroughs
4 Sequel To Hie Nars Novel Ligss of Gathol,
By Pernission Of Edgar Rice Burroughs,Inc.

DEDICATION

To Carol,
®ho rivals Dejah Thoris in
beauty, grace and charm,

And to Caz and Steve,
vho n't.





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/map0002.jpg
AYATu OR T

MICHAEL 8 RESNICK norgoﬂm

aJm:m‘






