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Ras Thavas and the Calot

EXPLORING BARSOOM

Notes regarding the origins of the Ras Thavas
and the Calot series. The following is a brief overview
of the background and character of Ras Thavas, as
created by Edgar Rice Burroughs in his Martian
novels, which are recommended reading!

Edgar Rice Burroughs explored Barsoom in his
eleven stories, taking us to places extraordinary in
vista and view—but he did not stay overlong in any
one place: his heroes and heroines were always in
a hurry to get somewhere else! The Ras Thavas
and the Calot stories started with the premise of
exploring Barsoom. The interplay between the
master mind of Mars and his wife was intended to
be the glue that held the stories together.

Ras Thavas—one of the most intriguing char-
acters in the Martian series by Burroughs. A scien-
tist of superior knowledge able to do brain trans-
plants from one body to another, who was a master
physician, and intellectually superior to any scien-
tist on the planet Mars. Ras Thavas single-mindedly
pursued the sciences; yet, by the time he had
learned enough to accomplish his ambitions he had
lived beyond the 1,000 year life span of Bar-
soomians. Just as it seemed he might obtain all he
desired his body betrayed him with old age.
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When Ulysses Paxton of Earth arrived on Mars
(Master Mind of Mars) his entry point put him into
the hands of Ras Thavas. Paxton—who took the
Martian name Vad Varo—soon became a confidant
and assistant to Ras Thavas. Vad Varo was eventu-
ally taught the secrets of brain transplants and—be-
cause the Earthman wished to save a woman
wronged— transferred the brain of Ras Thavas into
the spectacular body of a man Ras Thavas had
murdered to possess his body. The operation was
successful. The brain and intellect of Ras Thavas
was housed ina solid, strong, handsome body which
began to rejuvenate his mental processes. Vad
Varo, meanwhile, embarked on his adventure to
save Valla Dia as chronicled in the remainder of
Master Mind of Mars.

Ras Thavas appeared later in Synthetic Men of
Mars, where he is portrayed as a would-be world
conqueror—whose armies of artificial beings have
become unmanageable. At the conclusion of Syn-
thetic the world's greatest scientist had a change of
heart, vowing to take a path beneficial to Barsoom.

It is this remorseful and contrite Ras Thavas
who is the central character in the Ras Thavas and
the Calot series. The stories follow the master mind
through personal and emotional growth and from
one end of Barsoom to another as an explorer and
observer of the planet and cultures. The RTC
stories have a linear progression, but other than
"New City", which is the first, and "Kaldane",
"Hunted", "Panthan", and "Dungeon," which consti-
tute linear events in one major character's life, the
remainder of the stories can be read out of order.
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The Ras Thavas and the Calot premise pro-
vided an opportunity to revisit places ERB and
written about in brief fashion and to explore obser-
vations of the emotional and psychological aspects
of the characters when they were in times less
dramatic than war. The premise also provided
ample opportunity for me to create places and
people logical to the Martian series by Burroughs.
But there was more to the premise than that—
there was a formula!

The formula was simple. Short stories of ap-
proximately 7,000 words that stood independently.
This meant each story had to carry in capsule
version WHY and HOW Thasa Ras ended up as she
did. The personal interplay between her and Ras
Thavas. Some place (old or new) on Barsoom was
the location for the story. Characters (old or new,
preferably new) introduced us to human relations,
society or cultures. The overriding criteria was to
remain close to ERB canon, ie. Alien Invaders ala
Star Trek or Star Wars was not desired.

Because of the formula and the publication of
the stories on the web (where a search might turn
up a story individually without showing the other
stories in the series) there is some repetition in the
RTC stories which would not be found in a novel.
Please forgive these repetitions of facts as you read
through this volume.
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THE NEW CITY
David Bruce Bozarth

Ras Thavas sat at the bedside of his only friend.
"You are dying, Vad Varo. I can do nothing more to
stop or reverse the aging of your Jasoomian body."

"There is nothing that can be done, Master,"
the white-haired man replied. "It is my natural
time." The prince of Duhor's limbs were skeleton-
thin beneath the warm covering of orluk furs.
"Where is she?"

"In the garden, weeping." The master mind of
Barsoom leaned close, pleading. "You must let me
do the procedure! I cannot bear her grief, though I
know she never shows that to you. She is grieving,
dear Vad Varo. And," Ras Thavas added in a hushed
whisper, "I, too, am grieving! I, who have lived a
thousand years and will live another thousand
because of you, find it impossible to believe an
intellect as sharp and vibrant as yours will soon
perish."

There was little strength in the collection of
bones and tissue which was all that remained of
Ulysses Paxton's body, but there was enough that
he turned his face to the scientist. "We have spoken
of this day for years, my mentor and friend. You
know how I feel, you know my beliefs. —"
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Ras Thavas laid a gentle hand upon the with-
ered shoulder of his patient. "I do know and under-
stand and I have worked day and night to find a
solution." The handsome red man leaned close to
urgently speak. "I have found a way to save you!"

Vad Varo's trembling claw-like hand reached up
to grip Ras Thavas' neck. "What do you mean?"

Ras Thavas took Vad Varo's hand in his, grip-
ping firmly with his conviction and excitement. "I
have perfected the cloning of bodies from ordinary
cells. I can—and have!—created physically perfect
specimens which do not have brain or sentience. I
can give you a new body—as you did for me. Your
body would be more perfect than mine—" the
scientist said with downcast eyes, "—no living brain
and life experience would be unjustly terminated.

"It was you who stirred my dusty thoughts and
reminded me what being human means. There is
not a day which passes that I do not think of the
poor soul  murdered to obtain the body I now wear.
I know your horror of duplicating my unholy act to
save your own life nears its natural end. I have
thought of your horror—understand it!—and yet
cannot bear to lose you. Because of that I have bent
every effort and expense to prolong your life and
keep you free from my regrets."

Ras Thavas held his emotions in check, though
his voice was an urgent whisper: "Vad Varo. I have
done it! The body into which I might transplant
your brain is human in all regards except that no
brain or spark of life ever animated it!"

For a long moment Vad Varo lay with eyes
closed, his breathing shallow. "Why do you do this?"
the fragile voice asked.
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Ras Thavas' eyes misted. "Because only you
have been my friend and understood my scientific
madness—and because you have forgiven my
insanity of that time. I treasure our friendship
beyond words. I cannot let you go!"

A thin smile touched the aged Vad Varo's face.
"I, too, love you, master. You taught me many
extraordinary things. Though I initially hated you I
came to understand your intellect and bizarre
experiments, even those which put human brains in
animal bodies, or animal brains in human bodies.
Your life, since Phundahl, has been exemplary. All
Barsoom has benefitted from your knowledge and
dedication. I have been very proud! But," Vad Varo
struggled for breath, "Master, it is my time to
depart the mortal coil and—"

Ras Thavas gently shook his apprentice's bony
shoulders with anguish. "Your light must not perish,
Vad Varo! Barsoom itself will diminish if you do not
take this chance. Worse," the master mind said in a
choked voice, "I would not see Valla Dia take her
own life rather than be parted from you. Poor girl!
A lifespan of 1,000 years means nothing to her
because the last 40 years have meant so much.

"Damn your Jasoomian body! Damn you for
letting us love you! I am not so emotional as your
princess, Vad Varo, but even I shall miss your wit
and knowledge. I will not kill myself because you
have died so prematurely—but it does tear at my
heart to think of pure Valla Dia dead by her own
hand should she choose to end her sorrow perma-
nently."
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The earthling's eyes grew wide, his mouth
twisted with despair. "I have told her many times I
am not ageless like John Carter. I—"

Ras Thavas narrowed his eyes. His voice was
unrelenting. "She has watched you age as no other
Barsoomian has aged with as much frustration and
sorrow as I have endured. Listen to me! Your
determined acceptance of Jasoomian biological
destruction because of a 'life span' will affect the
lives of many who love and depend on you—and
may take the life of your princess! Can you peace-
fully expire with all that hanging on your head?" Ras
Thavas forcefully repressed his distress, though his
emotional strain was obvious. "I would gladly shake
sense into you if such would not kill—"

"Master?" Vad Varo's weak voice stilled the
master mind's outburst.

"Yes?"

"No brain?"

Hope surged through the master mind's breast.
"Yes! No brain! A perfect cavity for your precious
intellect! The functions are—"

"Tell me later," Vad Varo sighed. "Tell me after
you have done the procedure."

Ras Thavas, the most prominent mind on Bar-
soom, knelt by the bedside of Vad Varo and openly
wept. Cradling the fragile bones of the earthman in
his arms he said, "Tomorrow your life will be
different. I promise!"

"I don't care if I am ugly, but perhaps Valla Dia
might—"

"You won't be, my fine fellow! This is not a
hormad body but is cloned from a true son of Bar-
soom, a body that will carry you forward for a
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thousand years. Dar Tarus of Phundahl supplied the
cells. You will be handsome!"

Vad Varo's raspy breath echoed in the hospital
room for several moments. "He is a handsome man.
Will I look like him? Will Valla Dia look upon me as
she has these many years?"

"Vad Varo, please trust me. Dar Tarus supplied
the basic material, but I have done all that I could to
engineer this body to be as close to yours as I
could. There are some differences—such as green
eyes rather than brown, and yellow hair rather than
black—but the strong nose, square chin, the high
brow—that came through. As for Valla Dia, she, like
you once learned as you loved her in the pits of old
Thavas, will love your heart and mind. That which
is your heart will shine through regardless of what
body you might wear. Tomorrow. Tomorrow is a
new day for Vad Varo."

Ras Thavas kissed the cheek of Vad Varo as he
waved technicians to enter the room. "Tomorrow!"

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas looked upon the figure in the bed.
The morning light filled the window as he shook the
man's shoulder. "Wake up."

The patient's eyes opened. Rising to sit on the
edge of the bed the man looked upon his hands,
then his muscular body. He rose, standing on sturdy
legs. The powerful figure was well over six foot in
height. He flexed his arms and shoulders. "Func-
tional," the strong voice stated. "Dexterous. How
ugly am I?"

"There's a mirror over there," Ras Thavas
gestured.



Ras Thavas and the Calot

A moment later the young man turned to
embrace the master mind. "Magic! It can only be
magic you have done! I thought I had learned your
secrets long ago..." Pressing his hands to his face,
Vad Varo wept.

"You are a handsome man," Ras Thavas said,
unsure of Vad Varo's reaction.

"Valla Dia—I must see her. "

"She is there, my friend. Behind you."

The man with the new face turned. His youth-
ful body quivered as he looked upon the only
woman he had ever loved. For a moment he was
speechless. "Valla Dia," he croaked, clasping his
hands in supplication.

The gorgeous princess of Duhor stepped
forward. She took his hands in hers and gazed into
his eyes. "It was never your body that I loved, Vad
Varo, it was ever your heart and mind. I see you in
your eyes and [—"

"Just hold me," Vad Varo sobbed. "Just hold
me!"

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

"This body should last a thousand years," Ras
Thavas said as he put away his instruments follow-
ing his final examination a month after the opera-
tion. He smiled, as did his patient.

"You are ever the master mind of Barsoom,"
Vad Varo said. "Though I appear a magician of
medicine to the people of my nation, I will ever be
the apprentice in your light."

Ras Thavas laughed. "Go to your woman. Love
her. Go to your nation. Go!"
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Vad Varo embraced his teacher with a smile. "I
will. Thank you!"

Ras Thavas watched his friend leave the room,
catch up his wife in strong arms, and run down the
corridor. He added in a soft voice, "Go have a good
life."

Vad Varo and Valla Dia returned to Dubhor,
which nation cheered to see their beloved master
physician returned to full health. A year later there
was an egg atop the royal palace. That same year
Vad Varo's brilliant mind located the virus attacking
the thoat herds of Duhor and created a vaccine to
cure infestations.

My Dear Ras Thavas,

I cannot adequately say how grateful I am that
you once shared your generous knowledge. Because of
you I have been of service to my people.

Because of you I have a son and enough years to
see him grow up. We named him in your honor. When
Thavas Vad completes his education and takes his
place in the Dance of Barsoom, I hope that you will be
there to share our joy.

Vad Varo

Ras Thavas wrote in return:

What I taught you was for selfish reasons. Some
mysterious fate brought us together that I might teach
you enough to fulfill a mad plan of mine. That same
fate allowed you you to teach me how vain and wrong
was that plan. You are the best part of all my accumu-
lated knowledge.

Twill attend Thavas Vad's entrance to adulthood
and reserve the right to spoil him with a gift extrava-
gant.

10
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I know now what I must do with the rest of my
life. I am going to be of service to MY people. It is time
to reclaim Thavas from the swamps and destruction.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The massive airship led two lesser vessels at
low altitude over the western end of the Toonolian
Marsh. Below the mighty keel a riot of vegetation
choked the narrow waterways between dozens of
tiny islands so overgrown to virtually render them
invisible. At the bow, confident in the pilot's abili-
ties to locate the island sought, stood Ras Thavas.
At the master mind's side stood a small group of
men; tall, intent, and masters of their respective
fields.

"The eco-system has been damaged," a scien-
tist observed. "The bombing and fire attacks de-
stroyed too many of the natural controls. Weed has
overrun the islands. The waterways are choked and
stagnation has destroyed many areas. How shall we
ever get started?"

"We shall do what is necessary," Ras Thavas
replied. He looked upon the mass of vegetation with
a sad frown, for what he saw below had been
wrought by his hand sixty years earlier. The Island
of Thavas had been the family home for thousands
of years, but was destroyed by battle and fire to
eradicate the hormad threat, a threat that might
have destroyed Barsoom, and was a threat that
occurred when Ras Thavas' experiments in artificial
life had run amok.

The scientists, the ship's crew, and the squad of
warriors watched the regal figure of Ras Thavas as
he stood at the gunwale. For a long moment the

11
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master mind of Barsoom stood with bowed head.
They knew the story. They knew why they were
there. They also wondered what Ras Thavas might
do, given the ugly terrain. They did not wait long
because the master mind of Barsoom took a deep
breath and turned.

"Small steps first, gentlemen." Beckoning, the
scientists and padwar of the warriors approached.
Ras Thavas spoke with confidence. "The ships will
make a burn there, a quarter haad' square. Tomor-
row we pitch tents and off load supplies. Padwar,
your men will establish a perimeter against beasts.
You may need to return to Toonol or Phundahl for
more panthans." A purse was handed to the lieuten-
ant.

"As you command," the padwar replied.

"Fire will clear the immediate area," Ras Tha-
vas spoke to the scientists, "but we need something
more permanent to deal with the weed. I need
natural controls, gentlemen. For Thavas to rise
again—and endure—we dare not attempt artificial
manipulation of the eco-system. Weed was con-
trolled by natural means before the burn. We must
make that happen again."

Two men stepped forward. "We know what you
seek, master. A small flyer and two men to help us
collect specimens from other parts of the marsh.
We will re-introduce the animals and insects which
feed on the weed spores. Adult growth must be cut
down by hand. The cuttings can be shredded and
turned into paper."

Maad = 1,949.05 feet
12
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Ras Thavas glanced toward the ship's captain,
who nodded. "A flyer and," the captain held up three
fingers, "three thans. This will be slow work but
will be more permanent. Meanwhile, we will burn
as necessary."

The master mind of Barsoom let a small smile
touch his lips. "Now that we are here, now that I
have seen Thavas, I must confess, my friends, that
my plan—as complete as I hoped it would be—is
deficient."

"Nay!" a voice cried. "We looked over the plan
and—"

Ras Thavas raised his hand with a laugh.
"Thank you. But we forgot something."

"What?" someone asked.

"Calots. The beasts of the Toonolian Marsh are
always hungry and senses better than our own are
needed. Next supply run bring a half dozen calots."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas began anew—a dozen tents on a bit
of rock cleansed by fire. At Ras Thavas' side were
dozens of the best minds of Barsoom. They imple-
mented his vision and science. As the cleared area
increased Vad Varo sent three companies of
Duhorian warriors to help defend the reconstruction
project against the natural dangers of the marsh as
well as several attempts to annex the island by
Toonol.

Land was reclaimed, waterways were cleared,
endangered wildlife was revitalized, even the most
dangerous and deadly. The people of Thavas began
to return and the tent encampment evolved. Tents
were replaced with thirty mud and stone buildings,

13
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then a more ambitious reconstruction of Thavas
with a wall and gates fashioned from concrete was
begun.

Ras Thavas often labored with the people—his
hands were as dirty and his back as bent. A story
circulated among the people was that when a man
asked why Ras Thavas, the master mind of Bar-
soom, worked as ordinary labor the reply was: "It is
my home. I hope it will be your home."

Ras Thavas had learned that his brilliance and
knowledge was not all encompassing. His time with
Vad Varo, and later with John Carter, had given the
ageless intellect new insight. Ras Thavas could not
ignore the renewed vitality of his new body and
each breath reminded him of his one time insane
selfishness. Ras Thavas knew he was not the
master mind—merely a skilled old man who had
managed to acquire a new body, a body whose brain
he had discarded and destroyed.

Dear Vad Varo,

I have lived beyond my time. I murdered a man
for my benefit. I know that in my late years I facili-
tated many wrongs and deaths for recompense and
research. I forced you to put my brain in the body of an
innocent. Years ago we reconciled in this regard, but
of late I am more troubled. I do not sleep well. I cannot
forget the man nor the brain I murdered to give me
new life! How can I forget, or forgive myself, or justify
that insane action?

There is no justification. Ever. All I can do is
make amends and always serve Barsoom.

1 shall do this. The Isle of Thavas is recovering.
We accept all refugees from Toonol's harsh govern-
ment, and weed out the criminal element afterward.

14
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Mu Tel after the turnover in Toonol has proved to be
as inflexible as Vobis Kan. Meanwhile, I treat the
wounds and infection of those fleeing the regime, but
I do not offer new life by transplant, you and I have
agreed on the 1rrationality of that!, and some have
died. Those who respond to treatment are the most
hardworking of all the new citizens, for Thavas is not
Just a place to live, it is something new on Barsoom,
a place where all are equal if they are equal to
commonsense and common desire: health, happiness,
and home.

Your warriors have been our salvation. Even as
I write this letter in my study the Duhor padwars are
training our people. Soon we will have three hundred
trained to defend Thavas. I know how I might thank
the Duhor commander. He has his eye on one of the
girls we rescued from the outer islands. If he makes
the proposal and she accepts would it be inappropriate
if 1 gift the gold chains and collars of marriage? I ask
this because regardless of my intellect and knowledge,
I have never married. I never gave much notice of
people. I now realize I led a very austere and inflexible
Iife. I am fascinated by the continual forming of
relationships and families among the people. Why had
I never observed that before?

You would not recognize the island, dear friend!
Water channels have been restructured and three
islands have been connected by dredge and transport.
The weed 1s in decline. The aquatic life is returning.
Twenty-thousand men, women, and children. Has it
been ten years since I embarked on this venture? I will
never again need a conscious since the one I have now
gives me nightmares.

Ras Thavas

15
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soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Master,

Your nightmares need subside. I know you will
never forget, but you should also remember that your
work has been for the benefit Barsoom for nearly a
thousand years—uwith a brief span of madness that
even I can understand. You now have another thou-
sand years to continue your efforts. I will do my part
for whatever time I have, but I depend on you to lead
us. Gold chain appropriate. The rebuilding sounds
exciting! Valla Dia and I will come to visit.

There is a givl for you, master. Sometime in the
Sfuture. Now that you have learned to see them!

Vad Varo

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The construction on the Isle of Thavas was
heroic. The people loved him, especially those who
fled the oppressive city/states in the region to take
haven in the city of Thavas. The master mind
welcomed all who wished a new life in a new place,
but never offered more than that. "We have an
opportunity,” he said to all seeking asylum, "to live
in peace and prosper. Our laws are simple: Do good
and live in peace. Love your family and friends. We
war with no nation—but will fight if attacked."

Fifty years later, seven of the nearest islands
had been consolidated with the city nation of Tha-
vas, mostly by bridge and causeway. Thavas had a
population of 350,000 and was a major trade partner
with Duhor, Helium, and Phundahl. Three towers
rose on the main island, centers of learning. Two
towers, one dedicated to defense and the other
dedicated to Marsh management were built on

16
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other islands of the interconnected group. The
defense tower was Thavas only, the Duhor contin-
gent having long ago been sent home with honor
and gratitude. The Marsh tower had one purpose: to
maintain the eco-system upon which Thavas,
Tonool and Phundahl depended.

Trade with Tonool vanished after the assassina-
tion of Mu Tel. Thavas watched the borders and
waters between the two nations, for Thavas was a
prize rich if it could be plucked. Ras Thavas was so
concerned by the breakdown of relations that he,
though he trusted his defense commanders, made
a trip to Helium.

As a head of state Ras Thavas was given swift
audience to the Warlord. "Thank you for seeing me,
sir."

John Carter greeted Ras Thavas and addressed
the issue in an instant. "How may we help you?"

Ras Thavas bowed his head. "Thank you, John
Carter. Your understanding makes what I ask seem
less than a desperate request. My people have
worked hard and we have done well. We have had
the help of Duhor's military to get our own defenses
established. We have opened trade with Helium for
agriculture and products from Thavas. We have
been successful so far."

Carter spoke next. "Even so, the sons of Vobis
Kan of Toonol have increased pressure and brought
in new airships and test your borders. In all cases
Thavas wins, but the attrition of good men lost is
unacceptable."

Ras Thavas offered a bitter smile. "I see your
agents keep you well informed. We have treaties,
political and trade, but my people may not be able to

17
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honor all if we are overrun. My friend Vad Vado
would send us a million men at an instant but I fear
such a force would inflame the tensions. I have
learned that the life of one man is too much to
expend. Please help me save that one man. In
return I will—"

Carter raised his hand. In silence the Warlord
led the master mind from his inner office to the
banquet hall. He said, "If you will not reveal the
secrets of brain transfer I know what you need."

Ras Thavas scowled. "I made that promise to
you nearly eighty years ago, John Carter."

"Yes," Carter instantly replied, "you did. I
respect that commitment. I have a solution, but
first, please join my wife, Tara, and Carthoris at
dinner. Tan Hadron and Tavia are also guests this
evening."

The meal was excellent and the conversation
afterward was illuminating. John Carter raised a
glass toward a handsome man in harness. "You've
been waiting for an opportunity. Thavas has need of
an Odwar. Would you consider relocating?"

Tavia eagerly gripped her husband's arm, then
almost as quickly composed herself. Tan Hadron
chewed his lower lip for a moment. He leaned close
to his wife's ear and whispered a question. Her eyes
sparkled in reply, though nothing could be heard by
ear.

Hadron of Hastor placed his elbows on the table
and folded his hands. "I assume I will lose my
position in the navy of Helium if I accept."

Carter minced no words. "Of course, and your
nationality as well. There can be no conflict of
interest. You would be Odwar of Thavas, supreme

18
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commander of that nation's navy and a prince of that
realm. To Thavas would be your allegiance. Do you
understand?"

Before Tan Hadron replied to Carter he spoke
to Ras Thavas. "I am a minor prince of Helium.
Many consider me..." the man blushed "...suffice it
to say that few think I will amount to anything. I
will speak truthfully, Ras Thavas. I have no future
in my nation. There are seven brothers and two
sisters with more claim to the throne of Hastor.
Yet, I am a capable commander. I know airships. I
even know a few things that even the Warlord does
not know in detail." Hadron offered a smile which
was returned. He continued. "My wife and I are
willing to pledge true to Thavas. John Carter," Tan
Hadron added, "I hope that Thavas and Helium
remain tied by treaty and interest, else I will pro-
tect Thavas. I know you do not speak lightly—nor
do I!"

John Carter spoke next. "Ras Thavas, I cannot
send ships or warriors, though if your nation wishes
to purchase ships we are amenable. To do more
would destabilize the region. You knew that already
when Vad Varo offered to send an army and you
refused. What I can suggest is my blessing that one
of the most able commanders in Helium join your
service."

Ras Thavas enthusiastically raised his glass.
"Thavas would be honored, Odwar Tan Hadron!"

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

During the next fifty years a half dozen skir-
mishes and one war was fought. The seventy ship
fleet of Thavas never lost a battle under the com-
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mand of Tan Hadron. At the end of the war the Isle
of Thavas acquired a mainland port from Toonol
which facilitated trade and commerce. The port was
ingress for hundreds of students seeking access to
the immense library at Thavas, many of which made
Thavas their home. Physicians from all nations
sought training in all manners of healing—save the
secrets of transplanting brains from one body to
another.

In the 120th year of the rebuilding of Thavas,
however, Ras Thavas began to realize that his
existence was incomplete, lonely. Though sur-
rounded by scientists from many nations, only Vad
Varo could match him in conversation, and those
conversations were decades apart.

skoskoskoskoskoskoskosk

One morning, years after the peace between
Thavas and Toonol, Ras Thavas exited the city gate
to engage in recreational hunting of marsh mon-
sters, a ritual of exercise and instruction to the
population that dangers still lurked outside the
walled city. Ras Thavas greeted the early dawn with
eyes less than eager because his people needed him
less. A short sword hung at his waist. He carried a
bow. The guard at the gate sketched a bare salute.
At his side a hunting calot walked, sometimes near,
sometimes far.

The master mind had long since learned there
was only so much he could suggest in thought or
deed once the people who loved Thavas had learned
to work together. There was pride in the peace of
Thavas. There was pride in the productivity and
happiness. There was a growing confidence among
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the leaders that Thavas had arrived as a nation on
Barsoom. There was that little sadness when Ras
Thavas thought that perhaps he had wrought so
well he was no longer needed.

Outside the walls, on the path leading directly
to the marsh where hunting was most likely, Ras
Thavas affectionately thumped the calot's ugly head.
"I know what I can do, I also know what I must not
do. Between those extremes I do nothing. Vad Varo
was right. This second life I wanted is no—what's
that? What did you find?"

The calot led Ras Thavas off the path. Under
the fronds of a glorestra bush the master mind
found a new born human infant, a female just
emerged from the shell. Though the egg had appar-
ently been abandoned, the mother had given as
much care as possible by placing it in the dense
foliage and humus of the island. Ras Thavas won-
dered why the mother would do such a thing, the
infant after hatching would have been nothing more
than fodder for the beasts of the—

The child came to him.

"Seeking your kind?" His voice was soft as he
lifted the girl into his arms. Ras Thavas settled the
excited calot by hand rather than mental control,
understanding without parental experience the child
might not be able to handle such a broadcast com-
mand.

"Whose are you?" he asked.

His voice soothed the girl. The trust she gave
in return touched the master mind's heart as it had
never been touched before. "No matter," he said.
"Your name is Thasa Ras and you are my protege."
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Ras Thavas lavished his new born affection and
immense mentality upon raising the girl, who
proved to be quick of mind and physically perfect.
Within ten years she was more elegant in grace and
manner than any princess of Barsoom, and intellec-
tually more than a match for half of the planet's
savants and scientists.

"Teach me more, father," Thasa Ras pleaded
each year. Though she knew he was not her father
it pleased them both she called him that. Each year
Ras Thavas imparted more of his knowledge,
continually stunned by the young woman who blos-
somed so fully before his eyes.

In her twenty-eighth year she came into his
bed chambers one sultry night. From that moment
on it was "Teach me more, my chieftain!"

The knowledge of Ras Thavas encompassed a
thousand or more years of research and study.
There were many pleadings, many happy nights for
Ras Thavas, and more pleadings. Her brilliant mind
absorbed all that the master mind shared, and soon
began independent studies of her own design.

"Teach me more, my love."

By the time Thasa Ras was 51, she had ob-
tained, in distilled fashion, 500 years of Ras Thavas'
research and experience, but her physical affection
with her husband had dwindled proportionately in
return.

"Come to bed," Ras Thavas might plead on any
night.

"A moment, my love. I need but a moment..."

The master mind would observe the bent head,
the busy fingers, the intricate experiments on-going
in Thasa Ras' personal laboratory. He would wait

22



Ras Thavas and the Calot

that moment then, disappointed, returned to their
chambers and the unshared sleeping silks and furs.

More secretive became his wife's experiments,
her laboratory was now secured by personal locks
and guarded by panthans of her own hire. More
often she was absent from their apartments high
above the radiant city Ras Thavas had created from
the destruction of his family's ancestral home.

Ras Thavas privately asked his city manager to
monitor the activities of Thasa Ras. Over the
ensuing months the various requests for materials
and equipment, labor, and funds suggested a possi-
bility that disturbed Ras Thavas. He did not wish to
believe what the reports suggested.

As the year came to a close Ras Thavas could
no longer ignore the facts. One evening he steeled
himself to confront Thasa Ras in her laboratory. At
the locked entrance of his wife's laboratory Ras
Thavas was met by two stalwart warriors.

"Stand aside. I wish to speak to Thasa Ras."

"She does not wish to be disturbed." The men
drew their swords.

With great sadness, the master mind responded
in kind, saying: "Then die."

Ras Thavas had eventually mastered the art of
arms as completely as he mastered the sciences.
The master mind regretfully despatched the pan-
thans. His super brain almost negligently overrode
the intricate locks Thasa Ras had created to secure
her laboratory. Upon entering the chamber within,
Ras Thavas saw his wife in the arms of an impres-
sively handsome young man—and noted the re-
cently opened vat at the back of the laboratory.
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"I had to see this for myself. I did not wish to
believe you would so brazenly turn my knowledge
against me for your own personal ends." Without
warning, Ras Thavas' sword stroke decapitated
Thasa Ras' lover.

Thasa Ras screamed. "You old fool! Did you
expect anything else? Your thoughts, your mind,
your very being is as hoary as the crumbling walls
of the dead city of Horz! You disgust me!"

Ras Thavas visibly staggered under the young
woman's accusations—the strident tone was palpa-
ble, but also because there was a deeply inherent
truth to her words.

"I made my mistake and learned from it," Ras
Thavas said with bitter sadness. "I had hoped that
among the things I taught you was that mistake and
that you would have learned from it as well."

Grimly, the master mind approached Thasa
Ras, his sword point down and to one side. "You
knew of the pact Vad Varo and I made as regards
the growing of bodies. No brain, no conscience, no
sentience—a vessel merely and then only under the
most dire necessity. I do not fault your opinion of
me, for I am aged long past my natural time and am
an abomination among men, but I cannot allow you
to continue, for your actions indicate you have no
sense of propriety and honor. If you should leave
this place your talent and skills could cause irrepa-
rable harm to the nations of Barsoom."

There was no remorse or regret in the woman's
voice. Thasa Ras imperiously faced her husband
with a sneer. "You have spent your second life
healing the sick and building a city, and turning your
back on your greatest knowledge. The more I
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learned the more I knew what you had become: a
coward. You could rule this planet with me at your
side but have chosen to waste your talent and
power out of some misguided guilt." She laughed.
"What are you going to do now, Ras Thavas, my
chieftain? Kill me?"

"Not quite."

skoskoskosk ok sk ook ok

Ras Thavas exited the city for his usual recre-
ational morning hunt. At his side, trotting on five
pairs of short, powerful legs, was a massive calot.
At his side was a short sword. He carried a bow.

The guard sketched a bare salute. Ras Thavas
looked up as one of Tan Hadron's patrol craft passed
overhead. A flock of birds with no voice erupted
from a glorestra bush. The sky was clear, the sun-
light bright.

The calot protected the master mind of Bar-
soom with amazing dedication should any of the
monsters of the Toonolian Marsh attack. The
creature fetched any kill by Ras Thavas with equal
alacrity. The calot never left the side of the master
mind of Barsoom. A most determined and amazing
beast!

Some in the marvelous city on the Isle of
Thavas wondered at the gentle hand their most
prominent citizen used with the savage calot. Some
wondered that the calot seemed so devoted. A few
speculated upon the coincidence of the calot's name
to the name of the missing wife of Ras Thavas.

But never in his presence!
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AFTERWORD:
Comment by Nkima

A neat little fairy tale. Tangor suggested there
were both Freudian and Jungian aspects in this
story. The Freudian one is obvious and incestu-
ous—he married his own daughter. However, since
this is a fairy tale, much more can be made of it, and
a more thorough Jungian interpretation is in order.

A man who killed another to gain immortality is
plagued by guilt and must pay the price of his crime.
His life is spent in atonement, but he never re-
solves the nagging guilt. When he finds his "daugh-
ter" newly hatched from an egg, he names her his
protege, or in Jungian terms, his "soul," and she is
the answer to his life-long problem. In the Jungian
sense this marriage is not incestuous, but natural
and necessary; however, the man does not recog-
nize this arrangement is merely another aspect of
his own hubris. She turns out to be his old self,
prone to his wicked ways, and in the end he must
turn her into a beast. She serves him as such at his
side, for in his deepest being he is still the animal
despite all his cosmetic changes of heart. The soul
must recognize the existence of the "shadow" in
Jungian terms—even after a person has achieved
perfection, or "individuation," according to Jung.
This calot/beast is the dark side of the personality
that is always with us.

The fairy tale rings true in the end because the
animal nature of the soul serves the Master when it
1s recognized for what it truly is. Humans are not
angels of light no matter how perfect they may
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think themselves to be. There is always that shad-
ow, that animal being that follows one throughout
life. The victory of Ras Thavas is in that the calot
serves him faithfully when it is allowed to be what
it is and not falsely taken as a wife.

The story is a good one, Tangor, and is a
warning to those of us who think we have achieved
our perfection, which never really comes in this life.
We always have the beast at our side no matter how
lovely we may think we are. This is my Jungian
reading of this story, but like all good fairy tales,
there are many others possible, which may be
equally relevant. You have written well, my friend.

Nkima

AUTHOR'S AFTERWORD

Nkima nailed the aspects inserted in RAS
THAVAS: THE NEW CITY. His final thoughts
work for me; however, the transfer of Thasa Ras'
brain to the calot was written as an O.Henry twist
and prelude for other Ras Thavas and the calot
stories.

Thasa Ras' devotion is entirely selfish, forif the
master mind dies she can never be returned to her
human form. Though she occupies the body of the
most successful predator on the face of Barsoom
she dare not injure her salvation. And from that
premise many stories can be told!

One day, some day. Perhaps tomorrow!
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AMONG THE THERNS
David Bruce Bozarth

"I'm hungry!"

Ras Thavas sat his thoat, a little weary but still
determined as night drew near. "The city is in view.
Let us hurry. I do not want to spend another night
on the dead sea bottom."

"You are a fool, husband. For all that ruined fall
of masonry that was once the home of humans it is
now the home of white apes and worse. I will protect
you."

"Yes, you would," Ras Thavas replied, gazing
upon the ten-legged calot that raced at his side.
"Therefore you will protect me in that ruined fall of
masonry." He leaned forward on the great thoat's
back. The master mind of Barsoom urged the eight-
legged beast to full gallop. The wife of Ras Thavas
raced ahead. She could do this because her brain
was in the body of the calot, a predator and the
swiftest and most tenacious animal on the planet.

The master mind considered yet again his wis-
dom. In his heart of hearts he knew the right choice
had been made. When Thasa Ras used his knowl-
edge imparted during their marriage to create art-
ificial life—a lover—and exhibited no conscience
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and a strong ambition to use that knowledge to
upset the balance of power on Barsoom there were
few resolutions short of killing her but he had not
terminated her life and did the only other thing he
could have done. The brain of Thasa Ras was trans-
planted into the cranium of his faithful hunting calot
and that creature's brain now resided in sleep in the
same vault below the streets of Thavas where his
wife's beautiful body lay on a cold slab—in a cell
that only he could open. But he loved her truly, the
only woman he had ever loved in two lifetimes.

Long before the thoat entered the city Thasa
Ras had explored the outskirts. She waited at the
boundary between desert and the city. The sun had
set, the darkness was near complete, but her sen-
ses as a calot were far more tuned than his.

"The deserted city is occupied," Thasa Ras said.

Ras Thavas did not see the ugly snout or the
mouth with three rows of teeth. He did not see the
large and muscular body. He saw the beautiful face
of the woman who had betrayed him and perverted
his affection and training.

"White apes?" he asked.

"Worse," she replied. "White Therns."

Ras Thavas dismounted. Into the shell of an
outbuilding he led the thoat and mentally com-
manded the beast to remain there. With his hand on
the grip of his radium pistol, the man joined the
calot. "Show me."

Gripping the calot's short mane, Ras Thavas ran
beside his wife through the narrow streets of the
ancient city which had been abandoned a million
years ago when the oceans of Barsoom began to
recede. Their path neared the central plaza, which
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was an architectural common in the forgotten elder
cities. When the calot reduced speed and began to
hug the ground so, too, did Ras Thavas.

Thasa Ras came to a halt behind a tumble of
concrete. Her eyes watched the group of white men
around a pair of cook fires. In the shadows beyond
were five large three-wheeled wagons. Nearby
were five monstrous animals. "What are those?" she
asked.

Thasa Ras had been raised from the egg on the
Isle of Thavas. She had never seen zitidars before.
"Beasts of burden," her husband replied. "Twenty
men and how many women?"

"Eight white and fifteen—sixteen—women like I
used to be."

The calot's eyes were more keen than the
master mind's. He saw ten of the red-skinned
women and, with Thasa Ras', direction located the
remainder. "Let us watch awhile."

A meal was prepared. The men ate first, then
the women. The women cleared away the platters.
Ras Thavas noted the guard mount, something
logical in a dead city where white apes might reside.
He also noted that some of the men collected
several of the women and entered the wagons.

Thasa Ras nudged her husband's elbow. "I
remember when you used to take me into the sleeping
silks and furs..."

Ras Thavas almost smiled. "I remember when
you no longer wanted that joy from me and sought it
in the arms of an abomination of your creation."

The tone of the telepathic link between them
changed. "Will you never forgive me, Ras Thavas?"
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"Perhaps one day, when I am sure you will not
kill me." The master mind included a hint of humor
in the reply. He did kneel to embrace the savage
beast. "Or you can kill me now and remain as you are
forever."

"I am patient," came the reply as a rough tongue
caressed the scientist's cheek. "Only you know the
location of my body. Only you or Vad Varo can restore
my brain to my body. I do love you, but I hate you for
wasting your—down!"

Man and calot crowded into the shadows of the
rubble as a flier entered the plaza from the south.
Ras Thavas did not recognize the markings on the
vessel; therefore, the nationality was unknown but
the Therns apparently had expected the ship and
greeted the four who disembarked. Three black
men and one white entered the fire light. Their con-
versation was animated.

"I cannot hear," Ras Thavas said, inching for-
ward.

The calot accompanied the scientist with a
pout. "No one but you can hear me. How did you do
that? I thought I had learned all your..."

"Do not be silly, my love. You cannot know all my
secrets because you did not beguile or wait long
enough to accumulate all. Hush! This is very curious."

Ras Thavas located another mound of rubble
two dozen ads® closer. His super brain began to pick
up the telepathic communication between the men.
The pile of rubble next to him was his wife, and her
ten legs were tensed for action if necessary.

2 One ad = 9.75 feet
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"...the bones of Issus the goddess black. Tell
me, Holy Hekkador, what use do you have?"

"What use? The same as when your people
deceived us. An icon for the believers. You and I,
Dator Arlbo, know the truth that for centuries the
First Born preyed upon the Therns and the other
races of Barsoom with the religion of Issus. Nay,
my friend, before you take offense, know that I, for
one, admire that betrayal. The Therns benefitted
from that deception as much as the First Born. It
was, how shall I say it? Profitable for both our
people."

There was a moment between the men. The
tense atmosphere dissipated and smiles of under-
standing where displayed. Arlbo gestured for his
companions to leave as he linked arms with the
Holy Thern. Walking away from the camp, toward
Ras Thavas and Thasa Ras, the black man said, "I
came because [ was intrigued by what I have heard,
Coax Rhe. A whispering campaign, a promise she
will return. I like it."

"The people are idiots. John Carter intruded in
our beliefs, but for every mind that accepts his
secular view there are scores, if not hundreds, who
yearn to believe again in Issus," Coax Rhe replied.
"The River of Mystery and the Lost Sea of Korus,
however, is not our destination."

"Where then?" Dator Arlbo asked.

The white man chuckled. "Why here, of course!
Do you not know this city, the ridge upon which it
stands? Or the great caverns below?"

"I sense you have a purpose. Tell me quick, and
tell me faster how I might profit."
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Coax Rhe suggested they sit on a block of
concrete not twenty feet from the master mind and
his wife. "Do you know the history of the city
Epmar?"

"All know that story. It is the first city built
when humans left the Tree of Life. Is this it?" The
black man's eyes grew wide.

The Holy Hekkador swiftly replied. "Perhaps.
Who will know? But if a lie is said often enough and
loud enough it will be believed. And if the bones of
Issus reside here then..."

Dator Arlbo did not require a blueprint. His
only question was: "Are the caverns below large
enough for the bodies?"

Coax Rhe rose. "This time we work together.
Agreed?"

Arlbo grinned, a flash of white teeth in his black
visage. "I am agreed, as long as I get first choice
among the maidens."

Laughing, the Holy Hekkador took Dator Arlbo
back to the fire. "Negotiated on an individual basis,
of course; however you may have your pick among
the servants of Issus who reside here this day."

"And wine?"

"Naturally!"

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

A haad away from the encampment, back with
Ras Thavas' thoat, Thasa Ras said, "A pretty picture!
Simplicity! As the weak came to Thavas during the
rebuilding so will come the weak who need religion
and—"

"And you have learned nothing these five years."
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Ras Thavas went through his pack to produce
three strips of cured meat. He tossed two to his
wife and chewed the third. "I know you desired my
science, but did you ever truly think me stupid? Even
in my first life the religion of Issus rang false, but that
was because my mind dealt ever with facts not belief.
John Carter was a savior from stupidity, a stupidity
that had existed for thousands of years. The idiots
were left with nothing when Issus was exposed, yet it
seems that there is..."

"Ras Thavas," the calot gulped down the meat,
"do not be stupid yourself. At least not between you
and whatever you have made me. Is it belief or a desire
to have something to believe in that frightens you?"

"They will succeed, Thasa Ras, as you did with
me. A promise of move that is empty."

"I made no promises."

"No? I suppose it was no promise of hope when I
Sfound you as a new hatched child. No promise of hope
as a young woman who dazzled the heads of state. No
promise of hope when you came to my bed. Or the real
promise to betray me with what you learned of my
knowledge."

For a long moment there was no speech be-
tween the master mind and the calot as the twin
moons of Mars raced overhead.

Thasa Ras crept close. She laid her massive
head on Ras Thavas' leg. "This is not our battle."

Ras Thavas sighed. He ran his hand through
the coarse mane, still seeing his wife in his mind's
eye. "You do not understand. It is time we do no
wrong, nor allow wrong to stand."
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"But who decides that, husband? Who decides
what s wrong and what must be done? I was not
wrong in what I did and you made me this."

"You made you this, dear girl. You..."

"Hush!" Thasa Ras ignored the hand, her
attention centered on the break in the rubble.
"Hide!"

Ras Thavas did as requested. He returned to
the thoat, which was skittish. He soothed the
animal even as he heard a conflict and his heart was
in his throat. He held his sword at the ready and
almost attacked as his wife returned.

The blood dripping from her jaws was mute
evidence. "White ape. The body is too close to their
camp. We must move."

Thasa Ras led the master mind to a different
quadrant of the ancient city. When they were
settled Ras Thavas anxiously examined the calot.
"Are you injured?"

"No," was the reply. "Only hungry. And I was
not the only one who made this..."

Ras Thavas lay next to the calot. He put his
arms about the creature's neck. "Perhaps that is true.
If true, then I failed you. [—"

The calot rose, the terrible jaws wide, but only
a tongue touched Ras Thavas' face. "Wait here, love.
All that meat. I must eat!"

The calot left him. His wife. To eat raw flesh as
a beast.

He had not intended to sleep. Ras Thavas was
startled when Thasa Ras' muzzle gently nudged his
cheek. "I gorged," the calot said. "Stupid of me.
Stupid like I thought—"
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"I am glad to hear that," Ras Thavas exclaimed.
"One of these days I will believe it. Meanwhile, sleep."

"Will you ever?" his wife asked, then clarified.
"Will I ever get my body back?"

"One day, some day, not today," Ras Thavas
replied. He hugged the wife inside the ferocious
beast body. "I do love you, Thasa Ras."

The calot shook free and replied with honesty.
"I loved you at one time."

Ras Thavas sighed. "More than one thousand
years passed before I experienced love. And then, in a
short span of time I learned that love means different
things."

"I am weary," the wife of Ras Thavas replied.
The calot wiggled into the sand for sleep. "What do
you want to do about the Therns?"

The master mind replied with a question of his
own. "What would you do, Thasa Ras?"

The calot raised her head and looked at her
husband. "Why do you ask me, Ras Thavas?"

"I value your thoughts. Though our planet is
dying, each day is new."

"The easy way is to kill them all," Thasa Ras
replied. "But that is not the way to end it. This Epmar
farce must be exposed in such a way that reports of the
deception must be greater than the rumor of heaven."

"We have arrived at the same conclusion. Would
that I had been so sage in my youth as you, my dear.
The question now is how to achieve that result?"

"It must be a proof certain," Thasa Ras replied.
Her cavernous jaw dropped in a yawn. "A gathering
of respected men to overhear the plans or a recording
or..."
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"Yes! That is it! Rest, Thasa Ras. I have to
investigate the airship."

The calot with the brain of a human woman
rose at an instant. "What do you plan?"

"If the ship has a directional compass then I—"

Thasa Ras moved to her husband's side. "I am
not weary," she said. "And even if  were," she contin-
ued, "I cannot let you go alone."

"They are too busy with the women to pay atten-
tion to me," Ras Thavas said.

"Where you go, I go, Ras Thavas. You know
why."

Ras Thavas touched the snout of the calot with
tender sadness. "I do. Lead the way, Thasa Ras."

The master mind of Mars returned to the
Thern encampment, his hand wrapped in the short
mane of his wife. Like shadows within shadows
they advanced until they approached the airship
which was outside the glow of radium bulbs and the
small fire that had died down after preparing an
evening meal. Ras Thavas entered the ten man flier
with sword in hand if there was a guard on board.
There was not. The muted male laughter from the
encampment nearby explained why.

Thasa Ras positioned herself between the ship
and the camp. "All is ugly, dear, but all is contained."

"I need only a few moments," Ras Thavas re-
plied.

He swiftly removed the console panel and
located the device he sought. From his harness he
produced tools to remove it, and as swiftly replaced
the panel. " have it!" Ras Thavas silently dropped to
the pavement of the ancient city and approached the
calot. "Though not a ship we know, it has Carthoris'
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compass. I have opened the recording channel. Now we
must eavesdrop."

Thasa Ras growled through the personal tele-
pathic link that only she and her husband shared.
"You are a clumsy oaf. Give it to me."

"I do not wish to endanger you, Thasa Ras!"

The calot's great head turned. Thasa Ras' eyes
seemed to glisten under the light of the twin moons
of Barsoom. There was a hint of acrimony in her
response. "Better me than you!"

Ras Thavas cleared, then activated, the device
taken from the ship and secured it about the calot's
fore-leg with a strand of rope. "Be careful! I will
ready the flier for your return."

The master mind gave no thought to the thoat
they left behind. The animal would eventually dis-
regard his last command and again run the dead sea
bottoms. The master mind gave no thought to his
ability to pilot the ship, the controls were familiar.
The master mind gave every thought to the time
elapsed since his wife took the device to the Thern
camp. The moons were three-quarters across the
sky. Dawn was near. His patience was strained, his
worry mounting.

There was a shift of sand, the near silent pad of
feet. Ras Thavas drew his radium pistol. An instant
later his wife's whisper touched his mind. "I 7ecorded
all I could before they fell asleep. It is enough."

Ras Thavas looked over the rail of the airship
with anxious gaze. "Do you need help to board?"

The calot almost laughed as it leapt to the deck.
"What now, love?"

skoskoskoskoskoskoskosk
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At high speed the flier traversed the distance
from Epmar to Helium in two days. Upon approach
to Lesser Helium Ras Thavas' stolen craft was
surrounded by patrol craft and the master mind and
the calot were eventually escorted to John Carter,
Warlord of Barsoom. An audience was immediately
granted. The master mind articulated his observa-
tions in Epmar and as proof offered the recording
made by the directional compass, revealing the
plans of the Therns and First Born.

Carter thanked Ras Thavas. "I am not sur-
prised. Yet, I am concerned that even this evidence
you provide will be insufficient. I learned long ago
that people will believe what they want to believe
even if there is evidence to the contrary."

"That is all that one can do, of course."

The warlord narrowed his eyes. "It is the 'of
course' that concerns us, Ras Thavas." Carter
glanced once again to the recording playback with a
frown. "I have no religion, Ras Thavas, yet I recog-
nize that religion is embraced. Perhaps there is
validity in religion, therefore I meddle as little as
possible. It appears that you have similar feelings."

"That is correct," Ras Thavas interjected.

"Yet it also incomprehensible to the logical
mind that Something or a Presence did not create
our world. I have a belief, but it is not Issus, nor the
God of my world."

The master mind paused for a moment, his
hand laid on the head of the massive calot at his
side. "I am a scientist, sir. I order all my observa-
tions in reality. Yet, there are some things which
cannot be explained. Perhaps there is a Presence
which gave birth to the world and all beings. All I
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can state with certainty is a knowledge of how the
worlds were created and how life evolved. This I
can state with scientific certainty. I can also state
with the same confidence that humans have em-
braced many beliefs and that some of those beliefs
have achieved a tradition of thousands of years. I do
not understand the comfort that some feel with
religion, but I do know when beliefs are being
manipulated for the gain of others. How you pro-
ceed from this information I do not wish to know. I
am on vacation."

John Carter almost smiled. "I am not quite sure
how to proceed. I will—" what he might have said
was not stated. The warlord embraced the master
mind. "Thank you for sharing this intelligence. Will
you stay for dinner?"

Ras Thavas did smile. "I shall not be an embar-
rassment, sir. You have what you have and will, I
suspect, have difficulty in obtaining support. How
you deal with it is in your hands, as I stated, I am on
vacation. Hunting with my calot."

"An amazing beast," Carter acknowledged with
a trace of envy. "Would that my Woola was as well
behaved. I will instruct Kantos Kan to deliver you
and the calot to your next destination."

"You are too kind. Thank you."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Thasa Ras watched the Helium flier depart. She
and Ras Thavas were 3,000 haads® northwest of
Helium, near the ancient city of Faz, a site of
thermal geologic events the master mind wished to

3Approximately 1,107 miles
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investigate. Rubbing her shoulder against the man's
thigh she asked: "Is there a God?"

Ras Thavas knelt down to embrace the wife in
the fearsome calot body. "I do not know. All I know
1s that I love you."

Thasa Ras replied with a rough tongue to the
master mind's cheek. "I would love you more if you
would return me to my body."

Ras Thavas replied, regretfully, "I love you, no
matter what body you wear. I have not heard it yet..."

"What?" the calot replied as they entered the
ancient city.

"Sincerity. Understanding. Regret. Remorse."

For a long moment the master mind and the
calot exchanged gaze. Through the telepathic link
that only they shared Thasa Ras replied. "I am
sincere. I understand. I have no regrets. My remorse
1S having endured so long."

Ras Thavas suddenly laughed without humor.
He rubbed the calot's mane. "One day, dear. Mean-
while, there is Faz. Let us see what we might learn!"
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EXPLORING: RELIGION

John Cartertangled with Barsoomian religion in
several of the Martian novels. A Princess of Mars
gave some detail regarding the burial rites of
several human societies-basically a funeral barge
down the River Iss to Valley Dor which was consid-
ered to be "heaven." In the sequel, Gods of Mars,
Carter exposed the religion of Issus to be a horren-
dous hoax perpetuated by the white and black races
of the south polar regions. The white race collected
the valuables and prettiest maidens from the pil-
grims seeking entrance to heaven and let the
carnivorous plant men eat the rest. The black race,
hidden from all, manipulated the Holy Therns
beliefs in Issus, who turned out to be an ancient hag
with an appetite for the flesh of young girls (in soup,
steaks, or tar tar).

Among The Therns is a query regarding what
path the one-time power holders of the emotional
beliefs of the cultures of Barsoom might have taken
after Carter busted their game.

The location is a logically created city. Empar
is not found in the books by ERB. The recording
values of the destination compass are a logical
extension of the unit's abilities.
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THE BOWMAN
David Bruce Bozarth

The city of Faz stood on what had once been a
wide peninsula reaching fifty haads into the shallow
waters of the western Throxus Ocean. For thou-
sands of years the Orovars of Faz had harvested the
bounty of the warm waters and shipped fresh and
preserved sea food around the world. When the
waters receded Faz became a center for thoat
ranching and the shallow basins became fertile
plains filled with grasses, moss, and farm land. After
one hundred thousand years of prosperity the half-
million inhabitants of Faz disappeared in one night,
or so the old legends told.

Faz remained famous in present day Barsoom
as the site of a dozen geothermal vents from which
steam and hot water nourished a dozen square
haads of lush vegetation.

The master mind of Mars and his faithful cal-
ot—a fearsome ten-legged predator that actually
had the brain of his wife inside the skull that topped
massive jaws with three rows of teeth—arrived at
Faz with the intention of discovering whether there
was any truth to the legend of the ancient city. A
mass exodus, or mass extinction was an extraordi-
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nary event even on a planet where the extraordi-
nary was generally considered mundane. The geo-
thermal vents were also of interest and Ras Thavas
looked forward to his exploration of Faz.

Faz, unlike most of the ancient cities of Bar-
soom, had few towers, but there where huge ware-
houses in all quarters of Faz. These gargantuan
warehouses were large enough to hold the vast
Temple of Knowledge in Helium. From these great
buildings the products of Faz were shipped to the
waiting fleets.

Ras Thavas and Thasa Ras prowled through
these magnificent structures, many still intact, but
rarely found anything of importance. In some
buildings hundreds of stone tables covered with
dust indicated the immensity of activity, in others
the floors were bare. Faz was located high enough
above the shallow basins that the silicates of the
desert which had replaced the once fertile lands
when the oceans finally disappeared did not litter
the floors or doorways.

Thasa Ras explosively sneezed, clearing dust
from her nostrils. "There is nothing here, husband."

"You are correct, my dear, but theve should more
than what we have found. Even in the most ancient
cities there are remmants of the orviginal inhabit-
ants—or their garbage and cast-offs. We have found
neither. Let us search the inner part of Faz."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Thasa Ras sensed the human first. "There is a
man up wind of us."

The master mind arched a brow. "Interesting.
Take me to him. And how do you know it is a man?"
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"I may not like the body you have put me in, but
it does have advantages over the one you once kissed
and caressed. Men smell different than women."

"I would not have put your brain in that body if
you had not betrayed me or the promise I made to John
Carter and the other Jeddaks of Barsoom."

The calot ignored the old argument while
recognizing that her husband had at least refrained
from Kkilling her for the indiscretion. "See the third
building ahead? When you reach that point call out to
the man. I will be nearby and if he appears hostile, I
will intervene."

"Of course, Thasa Ras. We both know why you
value my safety above all other things, but please, if
possible, do not kill this person out of hand. On Bar-
soom all too often we kill strangers first then never
have the opportunity to ask questions. I want to know
why there is a man in Faz."

When Ras Thavas reached the corner of the
building, he raised his voice. "Stranger! I am Ras
Thavas. I would like to meet with you!"

The voice that replied was strong, command-
ing. "I will meet with you and you may hold a
weapon, but let us see each other before we do
anything else!"

Ras Thavas placed his right hand on the butt of
his radium pistol but did not draw it. He stepped
into the street. Facing him, near a small fountain
from which water flowed into a small basin, then
into an overflow channel that ran down the center
of the street, was a tall white man with auburn hair.
In one hand, with an arrow placed on the string, he
held a bow, with the projectile pointed to the
ground.
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"You do not look like the Ras Thavas I have
seen in portrait," the bowman said. His tone was
not threatening, though he remained cautious.

"My appearance has changed, but I am Ras
Thavas. How do you know my portraits of old?"

"I knew Carthoris a few hundred years ago. I
was in Helium. So, if you are Ras Thavas, why are
you in Faz?"

"I could ask you the same, Kar Komak."

The man laughed. "I see my fame has preceded
me the same as yours has you. Come, Ras Thavas.
Have water." The bowman of Lothar returned the
arrow to his quiver and slung the bow over his
shoulder.

Ras Thavas took his hand away from the pistol
and walked to the fountain. He offered his hand in
greeting and was pleased when Kar Komak ac-
cepted. "I have a calot with me," Ras Thavas said. "I
would like to call it in, if you have no objection."

"None." Kar Komak continued to fill buckets
with the clear water coming from the fountain.

A moment later the bowman grinned. "That is
the largest calot I have ever seen!"

"She is Thasa Ras, a mutant among calots. She
understands voice and hand commands, but cannot
be controlled telepathically. She is my devoted
companion and is gentle unless I am threatened."

"I assure you, Ras Thavas, I am no one's threat.
I live in Faz for the solitude. I once made war my
occupation, but [ have grown so weary of that enter-
prise that all I wish now is peace. One cannot find
peace in the cities. Only here in the desert where
not even the white apes or the green men range
have I found happiness; yet, I must confess that I
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have missed the conversation of men and you are
most welcome to my home. Please, come meet my
wife."

"T'll carry that," Ras Thavas said, picking up one
of the filled buckets. As they walked through the
deserted street the master mind continued his
conversation. "I had wondered what happened to
you, Kar Komak. All know the story of how you
came into being as a favored materialization by
Tario of Lothar, that place of mentalists with enor-
mous hypnotic powers. You led one of the legions
that kept Lothar free of the green hordes, then after
you achieved substance you gave aid to Carthoris
and Thuvia."

"Some years after that I went to Helium to see
Carthoris, but he had moved to Ptarth. His father
and mother were kind to me, and for a time I served
in the ranks of the Heliumetic navy as a panthan.
Yet I was never comfortable among the millions of
Helium. The red man, except for you it seems, can-
not control their telepathic speech. There was
always too much noise, even when I tried to sleep.
In battle the din became even more disconcerting.
I finally sought the solitude of the lonesome places.
In time I found a wife and then found Faz, one of the
places the Orovars were most successful. This is a
good place, Ras Thavas."

skoskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Kar Komak led Ras Thavas and the calot to-
ward the center of Faz. The buildings were smaller,
none over two stories in height. Where the Orovar-
ian lived was easy to determine, a cloth awning
covered the front of the eight room house to pro-
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duce comforting shade from the sun. A young
woman with blonde hair sat on a bench, a bowl in
her lap as she peeled fruits. She put the bowl aside
and rose, lifting a bow and nocking an arrow with a
worried expression as the trio approached.

"We have a guest, Rena!" Kar Komak cried.
"Ras Thavas, my wife, Rena."

The master mind placed the bucket of water
next to the one Kar Komak put down then bowed to
the tiny woman. "It is my great pleasure to meet
you."

Kar Komak put his arm around the woman,
smiling to ease her worry. "He is a very famous
scientist, Rena. Thisis his calot, Thasa Ras. May I?"
Kar Komak asked as he knelt beside the hunting
calot.

"Of course," Ras Thavas replied.

Through their private telepathic link Ras Tha-
vas admonished, "Be at your best, wife. Kar Komak
is no enemy."

Thasa Ras replied, "I will be sweet, husband. 1
ltke him." And as proof of her statement, the calot's
rough tongue caressed the bowman's cheek. A
moment later she accepted the touch of Rena and,
though she did not lick the woman, Thasa Ras
appeared pleased to have the caress.

Thasa Ras, however, sent an immediate and
worried comment. "I can feel her, but I cannot smell
her!"

"Do not worry," Ras Thavas replied privately.
"There is no danger here."

The calot seemed unconvinced. "Women have a
smell, just like men do. But I will wait and see."
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Kar Komak was the perfect host. He shared all
that his small estate could offer: water, rough food,
a light as the evening drew on and, later, conversa-
tion. Rena proved to be an excellent cook and was
very interested in what the men said.

"I have never been to a city," she remarked. "In
fact, I have never seen a red man before."

Kar Komak chuckled. "Rena has led a very
sheltered life. Now, Ras Thavas, what brings you to
Faz?"

The master mind explained his interests in the
legend and the geothermal activity. "Our legends
indicate that Faz was once one of the most populous
and prosperous Orovar cities—and vanished in one
night. A mystery."

Kar Komak shook his head. "I was not aware of
this mystery. It appears that my time among the
red men never touched on this legend. I can tell you
what happened to Faz. [ was near here at the time,
a city away."

"My! That event was at least a million years
ago!" the master mind exclaimed.

The bowman smiled. "The Orovars have long
memories, though if truth be told the Orovars of
Lothar have become so degenerate that perhaps
what I am about to tell you may not be as true as I
believe it to be.

"Faz was never a city of a half-million people. In
fact, the Orovars were never a populous people. We
had powers of the mind that set us apart. Some of
us were more adept at using those powers than
others. At no time were there more than three
hundred Orovars in Faz, but all of them were men-
talists of great skill.
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"The vast throngs of workers, sailors, and
ranchers were materializations from their brains.
Each materialization was perfect to the extent that
the simulacra had physical form and could build
structures, roads, farms... Then in one night it all
ended when the central thermal vent sent poison-
ous gases rather than steam. The entire population,
the real population of Faz, died. I believe I can show
you the place where it occurred. Come, Ras Thavas,
let us see if my memories are correct."

Kar Komak picked up a hand-held radium bulb
and led the way outside the house. The master
mind, the calot, and Kar Komak's wife followed the
bowman of Lothar.

The wind whispered through vacant windows
and doors in the buildings along the street. Ever
deeper into the center of Faz Kar Komak led the
master mind, the calot, and Rena. The group ap-
proached a walled compound and entered through
an opening where gates, now gone, once sealed the
area. The light of Thuria and Cluros assisted the
radium bulb Kar Komak held high. Ras Thavas
observed perhaps one hundred single story houses
protected by the wall. The bowman led the master
mind to the nearest structure.

Inside the house were the objects the scientist
had expected to see: dishes, mounds of disintegrat-
ed furnishings, mounds of dust which the winds had
not stirred that might be the bones of inhabitants.
The next building had skeletons which had been
fossilized because the in-house fountain had contin-
ued to run and when the basin failed the overflow
had provided the minerals necessary to complete
the process of turning bones to stone.
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Kar Komak sighed. "I knew this, but never had
the desire to know this." The bowman directed his
light as necessary for Ras Thavas' interest. "These
are the remains of the people of Faz. The Orovars
once ruled the world, but we were never many. All
of our thriving, energetic throngs were the product
of our mentalities and which produced the leg-
ends—but we were always only a few."

Kar Komak placed the lamp on a shelf and knelt
over an ancestor's remains. "I once commanded a
merchant ship, a fine ship of one-hundred and sixty
ads. I had a complement of fifty on the vessel and
there was nothing we could not face on any shore,
but forty-nine of those sailors were materializations
from my mind."

Ras Thavas honored the silence that came over
Kar Komak. He had learned much regarding the
Orovars because of Kar Komak's freely provided
information; yet, also had a new respect for the
mental capabilities of the elder race—and the loss
that Kar Komak felt.

The master mind pondered the facts: a handful
of thousands Orovarians had created a civilization
which appeared to be millions in strength and that
their mark had been so strongly etched into the
history of Barsoom. The Orovars were apparently
not only mentalists they also had a science of their
own which produced the ancient atmosphere plants
that, to this day, maintained the life of dying Bar-
soom. He had much to think about.

Thasa Ras chose to sleep outside the building
when the party returned to the house. Ras Thavas
settled into sleeping furs and silks provided by his
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hosts. He did not know how long he had been
asleep when a timid hand touched his shoulder.

Rena whispered. "Take me with you. I want to
see the cities."

"T cannot, Rena. You have your life here with
your husband. Good night."

The next morning Ras Thavas begged his host
to allow him and the calot to hunt and gather. "You
have shown kindness. I am compelled to repay that
generosity."

Returning from the hunt with a brace of dar-
seen lizards, a dozen sompus fruits, and a bag of
nuts, Thasa Ras placed her massive body between
the master mind and the house of Kar Komak
before they came to the house. "There is an argu-
ment," she said.

"I continue to be amazed at how keen are your
senses. Should we wait until they are finished?"

"It is about you, husband. Approach until you can
overhear."

Frowning, Ras Thavas kept to the morning sha-
dows from the nearby buildings until he could hear
Rena's plaint: "...with him. Why not, Kar Komak?
Why did you never tell me about the greater world?
I want to see it!"

Kar Komak refused. "Our life has been good
here. It will not be good in the cities."

"You are a bully! And you have been a liar! I
hate you!"

"Rena!"

A door slammed. Thasa Ras bumped the master
mind's knee with her shoulder. "We should enter
now."
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Kar Komak sat at the table, his head in his
hands. Ras Thavas cleared his throat. The bowman
rubbed his face then rose. "I see you had a good
hunt. Thank you."

Ras Thavas placed the game, fruits, and nuts on
the table. "Is everything all right?"

"Of course!" Kar Komak picked up the darseen
and expertly gutted the lizards. "I haven't seen
darseen in a few months. We will eat well tonight!"

Ras Thavas followed the man's obvious direc-
tion and did not mention what he had overheard. "I
have the benefit of an excellent hunting calot. Do
you grill or boil darseen?"

"We have two darseen, my friend. Why not
both?"

Ras Thavas spent the rest of the day at the
inner compound, observing and taking notes. In the
few buildings where human remains were found he
was perplexed that most of the remains appeared to
be male. Thasa Ras had no interest in these old
bones, debris, or refuse ancient. Though her brain
was human her body was calot. She found a spot
where she could wallow in the sand and sun herself.

That evening darseen was served in two dish-
es, boiled and broiled, and both were excellent.
Rena, though occasionally petulant in asides with
her husband, was a pleasant dinner companion.

After dinner the master mind and Kar Komak
sat under the awning, observing the passage of the
moons of Barsoom. Rena was in the house. The
calot was most likely hunting.

Kar Komak put aside the small talk and spoke
his mind: "I do not know whether I should thank
Tario for my physicality or damn him. This age of
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Barsoom is not mine, Ras Thavas. The races have
becomes so diffused that I cannot concentrate in the
outer world. Only with you do I have peace. Does
that make sense?"

The master mind paused to break open a nut
that he really did not wish to consume, yet gave
him the moment required to frame his reply. "My
observations of the compound and this city suggest
many things, Kar Komak. The Orovars appear to be
the most accomplished telepathists that Barsoom
has ever seen. Perhaps the Orovars are responsible
for the telepathy that all the races of Barsoom now
use as a universal language—after intermixing with
the black, red, yellow, and white races."

Kar Komak smiled. "An interesting thought,
Ras Thavas, but I remind you that the green man is
also telepathic."

"This is true, Kar Komak. I have considered
that as well. Tell me, sir, when did the Orovars first
encounter the green men?"

Kar Komak absentmindedly replied. "They
were the workers in Faz—in the warehouses, of
course. Their great height and multiple hands made
the packing of..."

Kar Komak abruptly turned his astonished face
to the master mind. "I spoke as a child repeating
history!" His face paled, even under the light of
moons, "We created the creatures that killed us!"

Ras Thavas placed a sympathetic hand on the
bowman's knee. "Perhaps, Kar Komak. Yet we must
thank the Orovars who created the hexapod green
men to have fully realized a method of limiting their
reality with a brutal culture and natural desire for
zero population growth, as well as a lack of family
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custom. If the latter had not been applied there
would be no humans left on Barsoom."

Kar Komak nodded. After a long silence he
said, "Let us speak of other things."

The two men talked into the night, but when
the hour grew late, they retired.

Again, from sleep, a hand woke Ras Thavas.
"Take me with you," Rena begged.

"I cannot. He is your husband," the master mind
repeated.

"And if he were not, would you take me?"

"Yes."

Ras Thavas woke with a start. There was a cry
of pain that echoed through the house. Thasa Ras
was at her husband's side before he could reach for
his sword and put his feet on the floor.

Thasa Ras' mane bristled. "No one entered the
house! What is happening?"

"Let us find out!"

In the room where Kar Komak and Rena slept
the pre-dawn starlight revealed Rena with knife in
hand. She stood over the disemboweled body of her
husband.

"Die!" Rena shrieked. "You lied to me! You do
not love me! Die!"

Kar Komak, fatally wounded, gasped. "You do
not understand, wife," the dying man said with
sorrow and regret. "I never told you what you
are—who you are. Without me you will cease to
exist."

"T do not believe you," Rena screamed. "I will
go with Ras Thavas and see the cities of Barsoom
and...what is happening?" she cried with horror.
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The bloody knife fell to the ground with a clang
of metal on stone. The hand which had held the
weapon had turned invisible. Even as the master
mind watched, the woman's shape and form began
to dematerialize.

Kar Komak sobbed his unhappiness. "Rena, I
could not make you real the way Tario of Lothar
made me real. I tried! I had to leave the cities to
find a place far away from telepathic communica-
tions and then I created you, loved you. And I gave
you your own mind so that you could surprise me
each day with new thoughts. I suppose," he pain-
fully sighed, clutching his mid-section, "I wrought
too well in that regard."

"Ras Thavas!" the woman pleaded, "Save me!"

"T cannot. My skills and science only work on
physical forms. You are a materialization from Kar
Komak's mind. You exist only as long as he does."

"Then save my husband!"

Ras Thavas lowered his gaze, speaking the
truth. "I fear that you have wrought too well. There
is nothing I can do for Kar Komak."

The bowman of Lothar struggled to stay alive.
His will strengthened his hypnotic powers to re-
store some of his wife's beauty and substance. She
knelt beside the Orovarian and wept. Taking his
hand in hers she cried, "What have I done?"

Kar Komak opened his eyes. His lips shaped
three words, though no sound could be heard. "I
forgive you."

A moment later the bowman died and, like the
hooding of a radium bulb, the woman instantly

vanished.
skosk sk ok sk sk ok sk
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Thasa Ras helped seal the entrance to the tiny
chamber where Ras Thavas placed the bowman's
body. The calot nudged large fragments of tumbled
masonry into place.

"That should keep the scavengers out," Thasa Ras
said through the telepathic link that was exclusive
to her and Ras Thavas. "The Orovars appear to have
been dysfunctional," she observed. "Creating wives
rather than taking wives. That's why I could not smell
Rena, she was physical but she was not real. The
small population...it all makes sense. But", she added,
"he loved her very much."

Ras Thavas placed a few more stones to seal
the room then sat down. The master mind leaned
against the wall and covered his eyes with a hand.
"He did what he thought was right. He loved her
enough to give her free will. That was his undoing."

The calot's demeanor changed in an instant.
The creature crouched low to the ground and slowly
approached the master mind of Barsoom. Her
massive head tenderly covered the red man's
extended leg.

Calots cannot weep.

"Do not lecture me, Ras Thavas!" Thasa Ras
begged through their private voice.

Ras Thavas instantly leaned forward and em-
braced the calot. "I would not dare! Thasa Ras—I
love you!"

The calot rolled her eyes up to the man. "At this
moment, I love you, too!"
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EXPLORING: MENTALISTS

Kar Komak and the mentalists of Lothar from
Burroughs' Thuvia, Maid of Mars are among the
most ingenious characters in the Barsoomian saga.
At the end of Thuvia Kar Komak, now a physical
being, leads an imaginary army of Orovars in pursuit
of a horde of green men and that is the last the
reader sees of this warrior from a million years ago.

The impact of the Orovar civilization, long con-
sidered extinct, is found in most of the Barsoom
series, but we are not given a lot of information
regarding the Orovars themselves. Bowman takes
a look at possibilities and indicates where some of
the more fantastic things ERB created might have
originated—if there really is a Barsoom.

The question of Barsoomian telepathy has nev-
er been fully addressed by ERB. Bowman attempts
to examine that aspect of Martian humanity. The
green man's six limbs, on a planet where humans,
plant men, kangaroo men have four, banths and
thoats have eight, and calots have ten is an oddity;
Bowman examines the possibility of an artificial life
form that became the savage hordes of green men.

Faz, as a location, is not found in the books.
The Throxeus Ocean, however, is mentioned many
times—and is the only ocean named of Barsoom's
"five mighty oceans." The geothermal vents are a
logical creation based on Burroughs' recurring
underground water reserves and subterranean
rivers, though volcanic action is not specifically
mentioned in the books.
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THE DESERT
David Bruce Bozarth

There were two choices. They could remain in
Faz isolated from the world or leave that place.
Both the master mind of Barsoom and his wife,
whose brain resided in the body of a calot—the
most fearsome of Barsoom's successful predators—
reached agreement that after three months beyond
the retrieval date had passed it was apparent a flier
from Helium would not appear.

"Another war for Helium, perhaps," Ras Thavas
speculated to his wife.

"Or," she replied through the voice that only
they shared, "John Carter has abandoned you."

The master mind smiled. "Believe what you will.
Carter would not do such a thing, his word is his
bond, but it is possible that Helium has troubles so
great that a promise might be a low priority." Ras
Thavas knelt and scratched the skin above his wife's
eyes, gazing at the hideous snout with affection.
"Bantoom is the nearest destination. We will not likely
find friends there. Or we can try for Manator where
we might find a better reception."

The calot closed her eyes, enjoying the scratch,
but her silent voice was pessimistic. "Where you lead
T will follow."
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They hunted and collected all they could find in
the tiny scrap of landscape the geothermal waters of
the ancient city of Faz maintained. Food was cured
and secured. Ras Thavas, in the youthful body that
Vad Varo had provided under protest via brain
transplant, looked at his wife in the beast's body,
whose brain was also transplanted under protest.

Ras Thavas had not protested his brain transfer
into the body of a youthful red man. He had insisted
on that transfer and had trained Ulysses Paxton of
Jasoom in the techniques required because Ras
Thavas, in his 1100th year of life, had located the
prime specimen, removed the man's brain, then
destroyed it. Paxton, known as Vad Varo, per-
formed the surgery because that worthy had an
agenda greater, a hope to restore a Martian maid
named Valla Dia to her own body. Ras Thavas woke
after the surgery in a fine and healthy body—and
now lived to regret the operation.

Thasa Ras' brain occupied the body of a calot
because she, the wife of Ras Thavas, who had been
a student of the master mind's science and knowl-
edge, had perverted that learning to create artificial
life—a lover. Her husband had spared her life, but
he had also exacted an extreme revenge. Her brain
resided in the body of a calot, and she had no choice
but to remain not only loyal, but his bodyguard—for
if Ras Thavas perished she could never be returned
to her human form. She bided her time, but she was
also glad that if she had suffered his anger that she
was in the one body that could keep Ras Thavas
alive. Ten legs, a short, powerful body, a gaping jaw
with triple rows of teeth and a natural strength that
was the match of any of the predators of Barsoom.
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Ras Thavas must live. He had to live until she found
a way to convince him to restore her brain into her
human form which was in a sealed cell somewhere
in Thavas, the city her husband had rebuilt from the
ruins of Thavas.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Forty-two days into the desert northwest of the
ancient city Ras Thavas painfully leaned on a rock,
using every ounce of his intellect to ignore the pain.
There were many rocks. There was desert as far as
the eye could see. There was no vegetation. No
water. No life. The water they carried from Faz had
run out. All the food had been consumed days
earlier.

A day before two banths had attacked. Ras
Thavas had killed the one that attacked Thasa Ras
with his radium pistol. Thasa Ras killed the second,
but not before the banth's attack broke both of her
husband's legs. They drank blood, ate flesh from the
creatures that were nearly as starved as they, then
left that area before the scavengers arrived.

Thasa Ras spoke to her husband, making every
effort to refrain from desperation and concern. "Up
you go. Climb on my back. Arms about my neck. Did
1 say thank you? I will carry you out of here."

Ras Thavas ached in every joint. He attempted
to ignore the broken bones which were not set but
were immobilized by his long sword on one leg and
short sword on the other, bound with straps from
his harness and hide cut from one of the banths. He
had lost the radium pistol and did not remember
when that occurred.

"Leave me, Thasa Ras. Tell Vad Varo this..."
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Thasa Ras interrupted with a fury of emotion.
"Do not dare tell me where the Jasoomian might find
my body and restore my brain! Arms. My neck. Help
me!"

Ras Thavas, frowned, suffering from water loss,
weakness of limbs, and hallucinations. "Let me tell
you, dear wife! [—"

"Arms!" Thasa Ras directed again. "My neck!"

The master mind managed to secure himself at
his wife's direction. He fought the pain as the calot
crossed dozens of haads, but his strength was failing
and each time he lost his grip the resulting fall to
the ground caused such pain that he passed out.
Each time the calot nudged him, shouted at him,
revived him with licks on his face and arms. Ras
Thavas would again painfully mount his wife's
sturdy back, but there came a time Ras Thavas'
strength was gone and the calot could not revive
him.

Thasa Ras opened her mouth and lifted Ras
Thavas from the sand as gently as possible. Her
three rows of teeth did not enter too deeply into
her husband's skin, but she tasted his blood. The
first twenty haads was not a hardship. The next
twenty haads was more difficult. Her husband's
dead weight was nearly as great as her body mass.
Her short neck ached as she tried to keep from
dragging his broken legs through the sand. The
calot's powerful hearts thundered with the effort
and the pain in her jaw and over-taxed forequarters
became agony. Every long up slope was torture,
every down slope was relief.

But the physical reserves of the calot were not
without limits. Thasa Ras, near midnight, placed
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Ras Thavas within a clump of boulders. Thasa Ras
rested for a zode, then heard movement in the sand.
Instantly alert, she investigated. She saw a small
creature she did not recognize. She pounced, killed
it, and carried the carcass back to her husband. She
could not wake him so she ate the creature and
rested a while longer.

"Thasa Ras? Thasa Ras, are you here?"

"I am here!" Thasa Ras replied. "How are you?"

"Dying. So let me tell you..."

"Shut up! Do you not understand that no matter
what you tell me regarding the location of my human
body there is no way I can communicate the same to
Vad Varo? Is it your intent to torture me more by
knowing where my body is and knowing it will never
be restored to me?"

Ras Thavas wept. "That was not my intent!"

Thasa Ras' calot body could not express the
emotion that filled her brain. "I know. This will
hurt."

Lifting the dying mastermind's body in her
jaws, Thasa Ras continued her thought. "You put my
brain n the body of a calot—and, damn you, I de-
served it for abusing your knowledge and," she
sobbed, "for forgetting that I loved you."

Ras Thavas, drifting between reality and con-
sciousness, ignored the pain of the gently applied
jaws of the calot. "It was my fault," Ras Thavas
replied. "You became my life. All I wished was to
share my life with you—and I was wrong in doing so
because you deserved so much more than what I could
gwe. I am a thousand years older than you, Thasa
Ras. My pursuit of science and arrogance nearly
ended Barsoom. It is all my fault!"
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Twenty haads passed before Thasa Ras replied.
She continually adjusted her bite on the red man's
body. "You cannot take all the blame, husband. I have
my own mind. I knew the thrill of knowledge pro-
vided."

"And?" Ras Thavas struggled to stay alert.

"And," the calot replied, "I abused that knowl-
edge! Even now you continue to teach me and I am
not sure that I should hate you or love you for that
effort. But I must admit that I admire you."

Ras Thavas said a very un-master mind thing.
"Even in the sleeping silks and furs?"

The hummock clad in scarlet moss under the
twin moons of Barsoom seemed yet another objec-
tive and that they were nearing the edge of the
desert; though Thasa Ras did not know how many
such objectives might be necessary before help
could be found. Thasa Ras momentarily tightened
her bite on her husband's body. "Bastard! I've only
known two men and one was stupid! How far?"

Ras Thavas passed out before he could ask
which of the two had been stupid. He did not awak-
en again as the calot trudged through the night and
long after the dawn.

skoskoskoskoskoskoskosk

"Sir? Wake up."

Ras Thavas woke at the gentle slap on his hand.
"What?"

He was in a hospital bed on board a naval
airship. The pain in his limbs was greatly dimin-
ished. His mind was instantly aware. "Doctor?"
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The practitioner grinned. "Awake? Good! Dan-
say, inform the padwar the patient is alert," the red
man said to another nearby.

Ras Thavas summoned his strength. "My
calot?"

The man lifted Ras Thavas' head and gestured
to the foot of the bed. "There, and we had a devil of
a time with her. I have calots of my own but none
so devoted."

Ras Thavas glanced to the compact and retired
calot which lay in a corner of the cabin, her snout
resting on the floor, though her eyes were alert. In
their private speak he asked: "What happened?"

The calot remained motionless and replied:
"Near two hundred haads I carried you. Worried.
Then a day later near noon there was a ship in the
sky. I sported and made such a fool of myself that they
landed. Thank all that we know is not holy that they
did land and that I could lead them to you. And from
that moment on I made sure that we remained to-
gether."

The ship's doctor continued his work, unaware
of the conversation between Ras Thavas and the
calot.

Ras Thavas spoke to his wife. "You saved me."

Thasa Ras replied. "I saved you, but I did not
save you for the obvious reason. I do love you, Ras
Thavas!"

Ras Thavas closed his eyes as the physician
worked on his injuries. "I know that. But I also know
you want me to live, to ultimately restore you to your
body."
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Thasa Ras, the calot continued to lie low in the
medical officer's room. She was instantly angry,
"There 1s more to why than the obvious!"

Ras Thavas lost consciousness during the treat-
ment. When he awoke the shadows created by the
light coming through the port hole were in different
positions. He continued his conversation with his
wife. "Where are we?" he asked.

The calot crouched next to his bed was danger-
ous only to anyone who attempted to lure the
creature away. "Rest. They are friends."

The next day Ras Thavas learned that those
who rescued him were from Duhor on a mission to
Manator, where it was hoped that the master taxi-
dermists of that nation could permanently mount
the body of the Jeddara of Duhor's beloved pet
sorak, now deceased.

"You look very familiar, sir," the doctor said
during his morning examination. "Have you ever
been a teacher at Thavas? I took my final medical
instruction at the Second Tower."

Ras Thavas suddenly laughed. "Perhaps you
were in one of my advanced anatomy classes. I am
Ras Thavas."

The young man seemed totally dismayed at his
failure to recognize the master mind. Looking at the
calot he said, "That must be Thasa Ras, the wonder
calot!"

"T did not know my calot had achieved such
fame, but yes, that is Thasa Ras."

"Dansay!" the doctor turned to the doorway.
"Get the padwar! Sir, is there anything I can do for
you? Is there..."
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"Just continue to practice your trade with the
same skill you have shown. And make sure my calot
is left alone unless she initiates a contact."

"You will fully recover, sir," the young physi-
cian said. "You should be up and about in two days."
Glancing toward Thasa Ras, who had padded close
to the bed to rub her shoulder against the doctor's
legs, the young man observed: "Your calot must
love you very much to have carried you the way it
did."

"Yes," the master mind softly replied. "Only my
wife could love me more."
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EXPLORING: COMMITMENTS

All too frequently I hear folks say "ERB's
romance is sappy." Sometimes the comment is
delivered with fond nostalgia, at others with a
sneer. DESERT is a slice of life incident in the lives
of two people trying to survive a harsh environment
and physical hardships. The relationship between
Ras Thavas and Thasa Ras, however, is unusual and
the commitments expressed have two levels: There
is love between these two personalities, yet there
is also the secondary bond of necessity. Thasa Ras
cannot obtain her human form without Ras Thavas.

The land through which Ras Thavas and the
calot travel is not much different than other vast
tracts of terrain described by Burroughs.

The airship is a fixture of the novels.

The young doctor is an expression of Ras
Thavas' commitment to do no (more) harm; a
promise given at the conclusion of Synthetic Men of
Mays.
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THE GREAT APE
John Barnes

"I would like to do some hunting." Ras Thavas
gathered his weapons and a pack. "Are you up for
it?"

The calot rose and stretched, still drowsy from
sleeping in the rectangle of sunlight through the
window of their apartment. "Do I have a choice,
where do you intend to go?"

"Tust into the swamps near our home."

"To the place where you found me as a babe?"

"Near there. We will go farther on than that."

"The calot part of me is happy to be going out at
all. We have done nothing since we returned from Faz.
All you have done is meet with the city manager and
the officers and the department heads."

"We have been away from Thavas quite some
time, Thasa Ras. There was much to catch up."

The walk through the city was short, the guard
at the gate was respectful. Down the paved section
of the path to the small boats, which had been
installed recently, they passed the spot were Ras
Thavas had found Thasa Ras. He pointed it out to
her. "This is the place were I found you, dear, newly
hatched."
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"Why do you think my mother abandoned me?"

"We will never know the answer to that, Thasa
Ras, but it was a gift to me. I had begun to get lonely
with only science to keep me company and the gift of
raising you is something I will never forget or regret.
You were so sweet in those younger days."

"Am I not so sweet now?"

"I am afraid that I spoiled you with too much
learning."

"And so you punish me with this calot body?"

"I am not sure what I can teach you now, Thasa
Ras, but it was the only way to keep you out of trouble
without killing you. Do you still want to rule Bar-
soom?"

"The thought had crossed my mind, but we should
do 1t together!" The brief hint of excitement in that
thought was instantly dashed with her husband's
remorseful reply.

"I once had dreams like that. No good came from
any of them because such things have a price. Who
rules Barsoom now?"

"The Jeds and Jeddaks of Helium, I suppose."

"They do not rule Barsoom, but they do rule a very
powerful nation. For every prince of Helium there are
dozens others in every nation of Barsoom who think
they are better suited."

"The Heliumites rule with good order, considering
the state of things."

"Yes—for the most part that is true—however; for
every dozen good men there is at least one bad. Would
you and I rule any better?"

"We would have the rule of science and logic,
husband. Who cares how they rule when we can rule
so much better!"
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"Barsoom is a dying planet. It will support only so
much life. That is partly why we war against each
other. We need alliances and understanding, not
hordes of manufactured servants that would be re-
quired to enforce such rule."

"We can make them to be whatever we want. You
saw how well I created!"

"And I slew the abomination immediately. You
knew the restrictions."

"I exercised what you had taught me. He was
nothing to me. His loss means nothing to me as he
was just a fabrication."

Ras Thavas scowled. "If that is your attitude,
then I suggest more contemplation, for I assure I am
not happy that his death is on my hands."

The master mind entered the small boat moor-
ed at the lower landing on the south side of Thavas.
The craft was powered by an air propeller inside a
cage of metal. The boat was of shallow draft, a
creation of the artisans of Thavas to assist in the
management of the Toonolian Marsh ecology. The
motor, powered by the magnetic field of Barsoom,
and thus nearly perpetual in fuel, was near silent in
operation and capable of very high speed in open
channels. The nimble craft could even cross mud
banks or weed-choked waterways.

Thasa Ras occupied the bow, her keen sense of
smell intrigued by the many unusual odors. Mud,
bottom decay, the scent of wild gloresta bushes on
the islands they passed—animals familiar and un-
familiar. She grudgingly thought of what her hus-
band had said.

By noon they entered a wide body of shallow
water that was several hundred ads wide and, Ras
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Thavas announced, was more than a hundred haads
in length. "Does it have a name?" the calot asked.

"I do not know of one, though I suppose at one
time when humans occupied most of these islands it
might have had one."

"I shall name it," Thasa Ras replied. "This
waterway 1s now dubbed the Big Wide Shallow Chan-
nel."

Ras Thavas laughed.

"Where are we going?" Thasa Ras asked as the
sun moved toward the horizon.

"The largest of the islands in the Tonoolian
Marsh. I have flown over it many times on trips to
Morbus or Phundahl. Over the last three hundred
years the level of the marsh has dropped two sofads—
which change in level connected many of the islands
together."

"Bigger than Thavas?"

"Ten or more times larger, and the tallest of the
islands as well, so tall it might have been an island in
the receding ocean 220,000 years ago."

The big, wide, shallow channel narrowed to a
strip of dark water only twenty ads in width. Over-
head fronds and vegetation began to close over the
waterway. Ras Thavas maintained his high speed,
even though the calot became increasingly nervous
at how rapidly the growth on the bank passed and
how the waterway continued to diminish in width.
The light was not as certain.

"Is it wise to continue at this pace?" Thasa Ras
asked.

"We are almost there. I want to arrive with
enough light to locate a secure camp. Otherwise we
would have to sleep in the boat tonight."

72



Ras Thavas and the Calot

The channel began to exhibit a number of turns
which caused the master mind to slow the boat's
progress, yet, a half zode before sundown they
entered a small lake a haad wide by five haads long.
Thasa Ras raised her eyes toward the northern
shore where a ridge of verdure-cloaked land soared
near two hundred ads in height. Ras Thavas made
directly to that shore, locating a section that had a
grassy area rather than dense growth. The hull of
the airboat rumbled slightly as it encountered small
size pebbles coated with a light layer of silt.

"Tomorrow we explore and hunt."

s oskoskoskoskoskoskosk

By mid-morning the next day the master mind
and the calot neared the central summit. Ras Tha-
vas had collected a number of unusual flora speci-
mens along the way, Thasa Ras had killed and
consumed a darseen to supplement the breakfast
Ras Thavas had provided from their provisions,
though she did give her husband the succulent tail
for his lunch.

"Something is odd," the scientist remarked as
they neared the highest part of the island. "Do you
see 1t?"

"That there is something regular underneath all
that growth?"

"Exactly! Let us see what we can find!"

Ras Thavas' excitement increased as they
located a small village of stone buildings which the
vegetation had reclaimed. Many of the buildings had
collapsed because roots had, over the centuries,
undid the work of the masons, but a few were still
intact. After hacking his way into several, the
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master mind remarked: "The architecture appears to
be consistent with sites that are 200,000 years old."

"Thereis also this," Thasa Ras said, gently head-
butting her husband deeper into the building. "If 1
read this correctly we are in the house of Tur."

The scientist produced a hand light from his
harness and uncovered the radium bulb. The back
wall had a fairly extensive bas-relief of a man at a
table with stylus in hand, young men and women at
his feet, and inscriptions around the border.

The two keen minds studied the inscriptions
and argued between them as to the meanings.
There was one common oral language on Barsoom,
but the written languages were extraordinarily
diverse.

Thasa Ras said, "We both recognize dozens of
words found in current day Phundahlian writing, but
so much of this is gibberish!"

"The Turgan also appears to have been written a
100,000 years earlier than the Phundahalians believe.
How so easy 1s it for humans to deceive themselves."

"Quiet!" Thasa Ras turned and raced to the
entrance. "Someone is out there!"

Off a little ways beyond the clearing near the
village they heard singing. Cautiously, they ex-
plored, but for all they could see, there was only a
great white ape in view. Ras Thavas gripped his
radium pistol.

"Where is he, Thasa Ras?"

"There is no human, husband. It is the white ape
that sings."

Ras Thavas drew back slightly, frowning.

"Why do you shudder at the sight of a great white
ape? You are well armed and he does not spy us yet."
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"Listen to his song. Can you make out the
words?"

Thasa Ras listened then reported: "He is sing-
ing a love song to his princess. But that is impossible.
The great white apes do not speak our tongue."

Ras Thavas placed his arm around the calot's
massive neck. "That white ape s either a mutant
unknown to us or," he spoke with a rush, "one of my
early brain transplant experiments. I performed a
dozen or more human/white ape experiments. A
handful of those creatures escaped."

"Well, you learned much science in the process.
Shall we go over to him and talk to him to learn
more?"

"That is a chulling thought. What if he recognizes
me? I am sure the fellow cannot be happy with his
state, and since the destruction of Old Thavas there is
no way I can return him to his original body. He
would probably tear me limb from limb because his
body was given to another. I made much profit by
doing such things to fund my research—back when I
was mad and senile. Who knows how much else
lingers from those by gone days?"

"You're scaring me, Ras Thavas. You have told
me almost nothing of these things. I thought I knew
everything there was to know about you."

"Perhaps I erred in keeping the things I am not
proud of away from you. For you have grown up
thinking that all science is good and put to good
causes and so you have not learned the caution which
many years of success and mistakes have taught me.
And because of that failure to communicate I have you
for a calot companion. Let us go over and talk to this
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ape. Perhaps there is something I can still yet do to
atone for my past excesses."

"If the ape attacks, husband. I will kill it!"

Ras Thavas gripped his wife's mane. "I do not
have a death wish, Thasa Ras. If it comes to that I will
kill the creature myself."

Remaining concealed in the brush, they ap-
proached the singing ape, which appeared to be
gathering fruit! Ras Thavas frowned yet again,
white apes were carnivores.

From a clump of glorestra bushes the master
mind called out. "Kaor! Beautiful singing!"

The white ape looked up, surprised. The giant
creature assumed a guarded pose, his four upper
limbs tensed for action, though the club in the lower
right hand was not raised. His speech was garbled
but discernable. "If you give such warning rather
than death, we may talk. Humans do not speak to
white apes. Certainly not with hope of getting
words back."

"Because you speak and sing I am curious. Is
the white ape evolving?"

"I know that word, but I would see you before
[ reply."

Ras Thavas rose from his crouch behind the
glorestra. He stepped into the small clearing. "I
have a calot with me. She will not harm you unless
[ am attacked."

"You are a strange man. Humans always kill
apes first. The calot may come. If it comes to it I
can kill it and kill you, too."

When Thasa Ras padded into view she took a
position a dozen sofads to her husband's left, thus
not presenting either of them as easy targets for the
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white ape's huge club. The white ape continued
speaking.

"He rebuilt the old city. I keep looking for him
but I never find him. He was so old then, he cannot
still be alive."

"You did not answer my question," the master
mind gently admonished.

"The white apes are evolved, but not like the
other sentient beings of Barsoom."

"How is it that you can speak to humans?" Ras
Thavas asked, already knowing the answer.

"He was a physician and sold my body to
another then put my brain in this creature. He made
tests. He poked and prodded. He made notes. He
did other things. Then he put me in a menagerie
and we white ape experiments broke out, killed the
guards, and hid in the swamp."

"What happened then?"

"Nothing. No one came after us. It was a long
time before we came here where we found other
white apes and because we were smarter we be-
came kings and took all the shes. I should kill you,
human."

"Why?" Ras Thavas calmly gestured to restrain
the calot. "I have made no attempt to harm you. I
enjoyed your singing."

"Humans kill apes. That is enough."

"I can help," Ras Thavas replied. "I can make
this island a preserve and see to it that no humans
ever come here again."

The ape's attitude changed slightly, the human
brain thinking furiously. "Why would you do that?"
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"T will tell you," the master mind said. "I urge
you to think about what I say very carefully, be-
cause no one should die today."

The huge white ape's face contained a number
of expressions as it pondered the man's words. "I
cannot make that promise until I hear what you
have to say."

"I am Ras Thavas. I cannot undo what I did to
you, but I can keep this island yours."

The ape stiffened. At the same instant Thasa
Ras bared her teeth, tensed for a charge. Ras
Thavas' hand touched the grip of his radium pistol.

The moments passed like an eternity, then the
ape said: "I will talk to my brothers in body. I will
meet you here at dawn."

"Agreed."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Thasa Ras did not sleep that night. Her senses
were alert to every breeze, rustle of leaf, or splash
of water in the lake. Ras Thavas slept on the boat,
but did not sleep that well. Before dawn they began
the long climb to the summit and the clearing near
the house of Tur. There were four white apes wait-
ing and none seemed surprised that Ras Thavas had
his radium pistol in hand.

"We will not attack," the white ape of yesterday
said.

"I believe you," Ras Thavas returned, "but if it
does not offend you, I will hold my weapon." The
master mind lowered the deadly weapon's muzzle to
the debris covering the clearing.

"Ras Thavas, if that is who you are—you do not
look like the man who put my brain in this body—

78



Ras Thavas and the Calot

we are happy with our lives and our shes. If we can
avoid humans then we are most happy." He paused
to see if there was any reaction. The ape continued.

"l once wanted to be human more than any-
thing. I would have done anything to achieve that.
I had been lost all my life because I chose to be an
assassin and thief. I had wasted my life. All I had
was a handsome appearance someone paid to ob-
tain. But in this body, in this marsh and islands, I
have found friends."

The brow of Ras Thavas puckered.

The ape's lips split in an expression that was
meant to be a grin, but exposed horrific teeth and
made the beast appear menacing. "Oh, yes, there
are many here who are my friends. The wild apes
speak a different tongue than humans but they
speak nonetheless—and we are Jeddaks of all we
see. But we are defenseless against human weap-
ons. The price of your survival is your promise to
keep this island inviolate." At those words forty or
more white apes emerged from every direction,
surrounding Ras Thavas and the calot.

Ras Thavas holstered his pistol and walked to
Thasa Ras and placed a calming hand on her mane.
The calot did not relax, but did not immediately leap
into a battle that could not be won. "I would not
have made the offer if I could not keep it. I can offer
dozens of useless reasons why I was so driven and
out of control when your minds were transplanted.
Useless, every one of them. I cannot restore your
bodies. It also seems that you do not have any great
desire to return to human society. I can, and I will,
guarantee that Thavas will protect this island, you
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tribe, this marsh. We of Thavas do no evil these
days. That is all."

The white ape made a gesture that reduced the
threat from the apes. He laid down his club. The
immense beast approached Ras Thavas and stopped
at a distance appropriate to be no threat but close
enough the two could speak privately. "For a hun-
dred years I hated you—for all the years since I
have been grateful because I have a life no human
has ever experienced. My brain has protected this
tribe of apes. They are amazing creatures, Ras
Thavas."

"And you are an amazing person. I do not de-
serve your gratitude, but you have my promise that
this place, will be protected—and that you and your
council shall dictate how the human presence from
Thavas is allowed."

The white ape then made a human gesture, of-
fering his upper right arm for the handshake of war-
riors. Man and beast gripped each other's forearms.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

A week later the Thavas patrol station with
three fliers and thirty warriors was installed on the
island opposite the lake. The station was supple-
mented by a similar size contingent from Phundahl,
mostly clerics who were part of the cost and sup-
port for the maintenance of the preserve protection
in exchange for three days annually to investigate
the ruins surrounding the House of Tur, as it was
now called.

Thasa Ras sported along the water's edge of the
station island, nipping at leapers and other crea-
tures, enjoying the brilliant sunshine and her
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husband walking through the short grasses. The
calot tired of her games and came close, bumping
into Ras Thavas' legs.

"See? Science is not bad. As the ape said, it all
worked out! Put me back in my body, Ras Thavas!
Let us talk and plan. Thavas can rule..."

"Did you learn nothing, Thasa Ras?"

"What do you mean? It is all clear: science, our
brand of science, can make us the most powerful
rulers Barsoom has ever seen."

Ras Thavas found a storm toppled skeel tree
trunk to sit upon. Thasa Ras came up between his
legs and nudged her snout into his stomach. The
master mind fiercely rubbed that sensitive area
between her eyes, giving her eye-closing pleasure,
then gripped her jaw, his fingers laid over her teeth,
and harshly shook the creature's head.

"What was his name, Thasa Ras?" Her husband
shook that heavy jaw a second time. "What was his
name?"

"He never said!"

"That is because he cannot remember! I failed, my
princess. My science may not be as special as you
think, and I fear that if you do not come to terms with
the ervors of your ways that one day you will merely be
a calot with human attributes! Do not break my heart,
again!"

Thasa Ras watched her husband walk away, his
back straight and unyielding. As he disappeared in
the foliage nearby her eyes looked across the lake
where the white apes, on the shore, beat their
chests in warning and then, like ghosts, one by one,
vanished between the trees of the protectedisland's
dense growth.
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EXPLORING: CONSEQUENCES

The reader of Burroughs' Martian stories is
carried onward by the non-stop action and immedi-
ate results. The grand master of adventure was
noted for his rapid-fire story telling which main-
tained that pace at the sometimes expense of
deeper understanding of what happens after the
action. Ras Thavas, in Master Mind of Mars, had
long indulged his scientific interests in science and
medicine, at the expense of innocent (or some not-
so-innocent) lives. Human brains were put in the
bodies of animals, animal brains into humans, and
exotic brain grafts of human and animal brain were
created. Meanwhile, to pay for this medical re-
search Ras Thavas would, for a price, put the brain
of anyone into any body—even providing bodies as
the need arose. Master Mind explored one of those
consequences and, much later in the series so did
the events of Synthetic Men of Mars. "Great Ape"
examines a different aspect of consequences of Ras
Thavas' animal/human experiments.

The island is a logically created place. The
ruins of Tur and the House of Tur are logical exten-
sions of canon, but are not found in the books. The
discovery of the ruins shows, yet more clearly, the
absurdity of the Phundahlian religion of Tur.
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THE ARENA
David Bruce Bozarth

Thasa Ras left the apartment she shared with
her husband, the master mind of Barsoom. She
went down the ramps of the tower into the streets
of the New City of Thavas. Her ten legs pumped
with furious anger because she could never forget
her brain was in the body of Barsoom's most suc-
cessful predator, the calot, nor could she could
forget that she had betrayed her husband and his
science. Rather than killing her for adultery and
betrayal Ras Thavas had transplanted her brain into
the body of his favored hunting calot.

For what seemed too many years she had been
the faithful pet at the side of the master mind. At
first she entertained killing her husband for trans-
planting her into the body of an animal, particularly
an animal that was more feared in the wild than
banths or white apes, but she knew that he was the
only one who could return her brain to her body.

The master mind of Barsoom intended that she
learn from her mistakes, and Thasa Ras frequently
avowed she had learned the errors of her ways even
as they traveled and adventured and survived Bar-
soom. Ras Thavas was not moved by her assur-
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ances of reformation, thus the couple most odd
frequently argued—argued in a silence that no
other telepathic sentients of Barsoom could hear.

The night was dark. The moons were not
visible which made the darkness more complete.
The familiar argument had not ended any happier
than a half-hundred other discussions. Thasa Ras
raced down the ramps of the master mind's tower,
her tower as well—back when she was his human
wife!—and she pushed her way through the foot
traffic between the Hall of Art and Hall of First
Care. Anger and rage revisited too many times
narrowed Thasa Ras' thoughts. "I am done!"

Thasa Rasraced through the night-time streets
of the New City of Thavas. Pedestrians had no op-
portunity to get out of her way, though all were
startled by the calot. The body Thasa Ras wore had
more reflexes and speed than any human, any of the
ten limbs could be a pivot point to change direction,
yet speed was never diminished. The calot was a
hunting calot, one of the largest of the species
known, her husband's favorite, and now her brain
was in that favorite!

Hunting. She had done that at his side when
Ras Thavas went into the Toonolian Marsh with
bow and arrow, perhaps sword, sometimes a radium
rifle. Risking his life against the savage world of the
marsh, and never could she allow that! If Ras
Thavas died before Thasa Ras could convince him
to put her brain back into her human body stored in
a secret vault below the New City of Thavas she
would be lost. So she hunted, tasting blood from his
kills. Sometimes tasting blood from kills she made
to protect him. At other times tasting blood from
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kills she could make of her own. Sometimes as she
shredded a throat or broke a neck with a savage bite
she thought of her inflexible husband, the man who
put her brain in the body of a beast.

Thasa Ras deliberately shook off thoughts tum-
ultuous as she neared the southern gate, the gate
where she and Ras Thavas often left the city to
hunt the marshes and nearby islands. The two
guards at the gate recognized the great calot and
one was bold enough to give Thasa Ras a scratch
between the eyes. She endured—the scratch felt
good and it was not unusual that the wonder calot of
Ras Thavas left the city on her own. After the
affection neither impeded the calot's exit from the
city, and gave no more thought of it because the
calot of Ras Thavas was nearly as famous as the
master mind himself.

Thasa Ras went to the water's edge, the muck
and mud of the shoreline sucking at her feet. Less
than sixty ads to the south was a mud bank with a
fringe of vegetation. The water was less than an ad
in depth. She walked to the mud bank and paused,
looking back to the high concrete walls surrounding
the New City. Near one of those walls she had
hatched, abandoned by an unknown mother and
found by Ras Thavas. He had raised her, gave her
every opportunity. She had admired him, admired
his knowledge. She came to believe she loved him
and made the master mind her husband.

The mud bank had a rank smell, the debris of
dead parts of the ecology being reconstituted into
nutrients to support the living ecology. Thasa Ras
turned her back to the New City. The water be-
tween the mud bank and the next nearest island
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was deep, a swift current flowed through that
channel.

Thasa Ras swam across the channel, allowing
the current to carry her well to the east of New
City. The island first intended was missed, but
another island, one of the many thousands in the
Toonolian Marsh, became a landfall.

Having come this far, the woman in the calot's
body made a decision she had not know had been
made until the determination came full bloom. "/
will never get my human body back. Ras Thavas will
never trust me again. I will no longer be his pet calot!"

The island was rapidly crossed and in the next
channel the woman eagerly leaped into the water,
swimming south to yet another island. The process
repeated many times, often with the calot either
taking as prey small silians or battling the larger
silians of the marsh. By dawn Thasa Ras was fifty
haads from New City and resting under the thick
fronds of a glorestra bush.

At noon the woman stretched her animal body
and continued her southern journey. The marsh was
alive, but the desert lands of Barsoom is where she
wished to be. Three days later she stood on the
southern shore of the Toonolian Marsh, a vast vista
of moss, sand, and exposed bedrock rising upward
to the horizon. The Toonolian Marsh was all that
was left of one of the five great oceans of ancient
Barsoom, and somewhere on the slopes of this im-
mense basin she would find her life.

"If I cannot have my life back," she said to her-
self haad after haad, "then I will not have a life as Ras
Thavas' pet!"
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A week long trip into the upper slopes con-
vinced Thasa Ras that food was too difficult to find.
She returned to the near slopes of the great marsh
which stretched between Toonol to Phundahl. She
dined on darseen sunning on rocks. She gnawed
mantalia plants—something calots in the wild never
did—knowing the milk of these plants would pro-
vide nutrients that flesh alone could not provide.
She ate usa from trees as well as fruits and nuts but
what she liked most of all was the tender sweet
flesh of silians of the marsh, which were prodigious
in number and swarmed the shallows.

Battles with banths, the Barsoomian lion, were
occasional, yet she never lost an encounter because
her brain provided an advantage which offset the
banth's greater strength. In her jaws were three
rows of teeth designed to rend flesh from bones,
her body was compact and strong, and only the
thoat could cover ground more swiftly.

"If I cannot be a woman, then I will be the best of
the creatures!"

Though she was strong and savage, Thasa Ras
did not kill without reason. Food or battle, and it
was not until many days later that she wondered
about that, for one of the reasons why she had
created artificial life—a lover—was to advance her
dreams of ruling Barsoom. Ras Thavas had gently,
too many times, ignored her suggestions over the
years that they could rule the world with his scien-
tific knowledge and hers most recently acquired
from him. They had no equals on Barsoom, none.
Powerful were her jaws, her brain set her apart
from the beasts. She ruled this part of Barsoom...
and for what?
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Thasa Ras continued to range to the east, but
not quite as eagerly as her initial decision to leave
Ras Thavas. The realities of life occupied her wak-
ing thoughts. Weeks passed. She no longer sought
confrontations with the predators of the southern
shore. She tried to forget the half-dozen calots she
had killed—especially the male calot which had
sought to mate with her. She considered it, the
calot was majestic compared to other calots. She
allowed mating to begin then suddenly—and
savagely— turned and killed the male during a
raging rush of shame.

Thasa Ras sobbed over the remains of the male
calot. "I tried that once with a lover created from a vat.
Ras Thavas rightly slew that lover. Why did I allow
this lover, beast that he s, the opportunity?"

Thasa Ras knew. She missed the intimacy. She
knew without thinking that the intimacy she had
shared with Ras Thavas would never return. She
had defiled their marriage. How could he ever trust
her again?

"Well," Thasa Ras said to herself, half-believing,
"he cannot because his mind is made up, so..."

She did not know what the "so" was and turned
away from the bloody carcass of the male calot.

Her pride was such that Thasa Ras could not
turn back her path, nor again cross the marsh to the
New City of Thavas. She knew her husband would
never return her to her body and anger filled her
thoughts whenever she thought of the man who had
caressed her body so tenderly when they married.
Contempt filled her next as she obtained his knowl-
edge of science and medicine. Repugnance came
after, he was a thousand and more years older than
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she and his mind was occupied with past events
rather than the possibilities of now. Shame was the
most difficult and troubling thoughts Thasa Ras
dealt with. She had loved Ras Thavas, she lured
him, learned from him, and then betrayed him—
there was no doubt regarding the betrayal. At the
moment he caught her creating artificial life, a
lover, Ras Thavas slew the creature and put her
brain in the calot's body.

"I love you," Ras Thavas said when Thasa Ras
awoke in her new body. The master mind also said,
presenting his chest and throat: "You have a body
that is the instrument of your revenge. Kill me,
Thasa Ras, for I have failed."

The nightmare of that day was never far from
the calot's thoughts. She could have killed him! But
there was only one other on Barsoom who might
return her brain to her body—if that body could be
found in the secret vaults below the New City of
Thavas—and that person would not do the trans-
plant any more than her husband would.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Preoccupied by her thoughts, Thasa Ras failed
to note the trap consisting of nets suspended in the
high growth. As soon as the nets fell upon her
powerful body she struggled to free herself, but to
no avail. A chorus of wild shouts rose, jubilant and
savage, as a dozen green men emerged from the
trees.

"A fine calot!" one of the six-limbed nomads
exclaimed. "Worthy of the games!"
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The nets were drawn tight. One of her captors
lashed a thick rope about Thasa Ras' snout. "Im-
pressive female calot. Might keep her."

"Impressive indeed, but larger calots we do not
need. Arena fare."

Thasa Ras struggled against the nets to such
extent that several parted and just as she was about
to get free one of the green men crashed the shaft
of a long spear over her skull.

The cage on the wagon was large enough to
hold an adult green man, which meant Thasa Ras
could take three steps, turn, and take three steps
and turn. She quickly tired of that exercise after she
regained consciousness, but when riders on mon-
strous thoats on either side of the zitidar-drawn
three-wheeled wagon pricked her with metal-tipped
spears though the bars of the cage she angrily
complied, pacing and hissing, snarling whenever a
spear was sent in her direction. Her jaws broke one
of those spears and she was cruelly pricked by a
half-dozen more for that effort.

Once a week Thasa Ras was provided a rank
haunch of thoat. Night or day she was pelted by
rocks, clumps of moss, sand, or prodded with spears
or swords. Her back and legs were scored by
dozens of minor wounds from numerous attacks.
Thasa Ras understood the cruelty and had once
thought herself as being that callous and unfeeling
towards others as she experimented, learned, and
created artificial life. She understood her captors'
agenda; yet, at the same time, she succumbed to
the deliberate degradation desired by the green
tribe of Qathor: Thasa Ras became vicious and
almost mindless.
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The crumpled towers of the dead city barely
etched the horizon as the three hundred strong
tribe of Qathor traversed a slope into the small
city's plaza. When the oceans of Mars ruled the
planet's surface perhaps ten thousand had inhabited
the city—one of the desperate "new cities" which
attempted to follow the receding oceans. As the
wagons bumped through the rubble in the streets,
Thasa Ras watched—and spit and savaged the bars
of the cage as the continual taunts and prods of
spears and blades scored her body."

"Lively!" one of the Qathor warriors grinned.
"Much betting!"

That one, Thasa Ras thought to herself, gazing
balefully at her tormentor, is two meals starting with
his... The wagon bounced as it drew up before a
more imposing edifice, a coliseum of modest pro-
portions, perhaps intended for five-thousand specta-
tors. Her cage was removed from the wagon and
Thasa Ras made every effort to bite the hands that
carried her below. She failed in all attacks and re-
ceived more injury and abuse for the effort.

"I am not an animal!" Thasa Ras reminded her-
self. She remained as small and non-threatening as
possible as the cage was taken to a level below the
street, deep into the heart of the arena. The Qathor
laughed as they slammed the cage to the ground
and departed. One of the green men remarked,
laughing, "I almost wish that she-calot had tried one
more time. I am hungry!"

The darkness suited Thasa Ras' revelation, one
that had been a long time coming. "Food or fun,
that's all I am!"

91



Ras Thavas and the Calot

One of the green men came during the night.
He tossed chunks of thoat meat through the bars.
Thasa Ras had two choices, eat or not. Her human
brain realized that any health was better than no
health. She ate.

The next morning her cage was carried into the
sun and placed on the sands of the small arena.
Food was again given, then whips and spears beat
her. Then more food was given, but she did not eat
the second time. The green men laughed. "A very
smart calot! Her food is what she kills today."

Other cages were brought from below. Banths.
Calots. A sith that had clipped wings. White apes.
The Qathor warriors picked up the cages and ram-
med them into the others, causing the creatures
within to focus on the caged animals, all of which
were either prey or predators. Thasa Ras needed no
blueprint for her future. She was to be pitted
against these creatures for the amusement of the
green horde.

Ras Thavas' wife saw that she was not the only
"creature" being tormented. Dozens of calculated
assaults that caused minor injuries were made
against all the caged beasts. Fighting. Life or death.
She was not ready to die; therefore, she took all
opportunity to observe possible foes.

Thasa Ras survived day one of the games.

Day two, three.

Day fifty-three.

Aching in every bone and muscle Thasa Ras
wondered how much longer she could survive. The
matches were intense, the betting furious. Other
green Martians, lesser tribes that came to the
games because of the violence and wagering,
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continued the depravity and waste by bringing more
creatures to the arena. The predators of the marsh
lands were precious thought the scientist in the
calot's body, the scientist that fought savagely to
stay alive during each arena foray. Thasa Ras
realized the captured creatures which died in these
games were adults and would never create the next
generation of natural predators for the Toonolian
Marsh, a slip too far one way, too far the other,
would result in irreparable harm to the ecology.
Thasa Ras remembered her concern as she brutally
killed the next creature set upon her. Death was not
her choice and the ecology of the Toonolian Marsh
was not a high priority.

Thasa Ras triumphed, but with each succeeding
battle and success the fierce Qathor booed each
time she lived. The wonder calot continually de-
prived them of the great humor of death! Day after
day; banths, calots, siths, even silians ten times her
body weight, but Thasa Ras did not survive without
a scratch. Her flanks were scored of attacks by
banths and calots and many had become infected;
her third-left leg was broken a week earlier by a
white ape that tossed her across the arena and then
perished as her jaws ripped out the creature's
throat. Some of the green men cheered her, others
did not, but all turned against the famous fighting
calot the day a red man with a sword was sent
against her.

Thasa Ras looked upon the young man. She
sensed the racing of his heart as he looked into the
crowd above the arena. The young man saw the
dark faces over the wall, the sand of the arena, the
powerful and compact body of the largest calot he
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had ever seen. His sword rose en garde, then
paused.

The wife of the master mind of Barsoom turned
away from the red man. She watched, not trusting
anything at all, but made no move to attack the
human the way all wild calots would have done.

"Fight, calot! Fight, calot!" the horde of Qathor
howled. "Fight, calot!"

Thasa Ras ignored the green men. Holding her
body low to the ground, her jaw just above the sand,
she approached the red man, who watched with
amazement as the huge calot came to his side then
hissed and threat displayed toward the crowd.

"We die, calot," the red man courageously cried
as cages were opened and predators rushed toward
the pair. "I do not know why you fight with me
but—"

The red man killed a small sith and a calot. A
banth's jaws snapped shut on his head and left
shoulder. Thasa Ras disemboweled a white ape,
broke the neck of a second banth, then killed the
banth that had terminated the red man. Knowing
fully what she did, Thasa Ras proceeded to eat the
banth that killed the red man. Her jaws dripped with
blood as the green men howled with laughter.
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"We have no betting on the calot," one of the
green men said to another as Thasa Ras was fed in
her cage in the pits below the arena. "Tonight is the
final battle. The calot will die, but the bets will be
which of the creatures kill her first, but she will
die." The green man kicked the cage. Thasa Ras
hissed appropriately in response.
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The future had narrowed to nothing. Thasa Ras
thought her choice to leave Ras Thavas to be queen
of the beast kingdom was ill-advised—as ill-advised
as her secretive experiments in creating life or her
ill-advised scorn to the only man she had truly
known and loved her without question. At dusk she
would die fighting beasts of the marsh and desert.
She would die, never achieving any of her dreams.
She would die having turned her back on the master
mind's dreams. She would die. And dying would be
better than this hell of life.

Thasa Ras prepared herself.

Torches and lamps were lit around the arena,
casting a ghastly glow on the accumulated sands.
The green martians cheered and laughed lustily at
the opening combats of other creatures. In her cage,
Thasa Ras conserved her strength, which was not
as great as it had once been. She did not feel fit, and
perhaps that was because of all the mistreatment
and injuries.

"The calot!" came the cry as her cage was
brought forward. "The calot!"

It was Thasa Ras' turn to amuse the green
horde but this time a warm bucket of thoat blood
was poured on her body to insure the banths and
calots would seek her first before battling each
other—the blood scent was strong and even af-
fected her own animal shell with a hunt lust. Spears
and harsh laughter prodded the calot from her cage
into the arena.

Defiant, Thasa Ras glared at the green specta-
tors who had no comprehension that a human brain
resided in the calot's body standing before them.
From the other side of the arena cages were opened
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and three banths and three calots were released, all
snarling and hissing against the artificial light, but
their noses instantly detected the scent of warm
blood.

A whirlwind of animal assaults commenced.
Thasa Ras adroitly eluded two attacks and maimed
one of the attackers, then was backed against the
arena wall as the creatures re-grouped and ad-
vanced.

Suddenly a harsh brilliant light burst from the
sky, illuminating the arena and much of the plaza
that surrounded the building. A half dozen fliers
with searchlights descended on the city. A howling
horde of red men swarmed down ropes dangling
from the hovering airships which were armed with
cannon. Riflemen lined the rails of the airships. The
warriors on the ground charged through the stands
and the clang of blade weapons and the sound of
firearms echoed in the arena.

Thasa Ras noted the action but did not dare
ignore the blood-crazed predators approaching.
Hissing, arching her back and displaying her mas-
sive jaws to warn away the attacks, Thasa Ras was
determined that life at all costs was her only con-
cern.

The calot's display and warnings, the glistening
triple rows of teeth, had little effect on the blood-
crazed creatures. Tensing every muscle and joint,
Thasa Ras faced the largest banth as it leapt toward
her. Before a jaw could snap, before she could react,
before Thasa Ras could whisper an ancestor's good-
bye, a tall, well-muscled red man dropped to the
arena sands from the sky. The radium pistol in his
left hand turned the lead banth's head to red ruin
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and the long sword in his right pierced the heart of
a wild calot in mid-leap.

Whirling to face the next creature the warrior
said: "Are you going to do nothing, my love?"

That voice! Despair became joy—resentment
and shame must need wait until later. Thasa Ras
immediately savaged the nearest calot, breaking its
neck. Ras Thavas dispatched the other banths. The
remaining calot wisely withdrew to watch the
stands under the control of the Thavas Navy, and
the red man standing next to the strange calot in
the arena.

The figure of Ras Thavas with sword and pistol
in hand thrilled Thasa Ras! If only she were not so
weak. She wanted to lick him, romp with him, Kkill
him—all odd thoughts, only one of which she might
do. Her husband looked to the arena wall when a
padwar called "All secure!"

The master mind saluted with his sword then
sheathed it. Kneeling, Ras Thavas examined Thasa
Ras for injuries. He noted scars from previous
battles, the broken leg, the infected wounds. "What
possessed you to leave like that? I have been worried
beyond words!"

"You came looking for me?" Thasa Ras asked.
The wife of Ras Thavas was embarrassed to feel joy
to see him and that she also owed her life to him.
What either of those sensations meant was for
future consideration.

"Yes—and no," the master mind truthfully
replied. "The first month you were gone we searched
every nearby island, then the southern shore. I thought
you lost forever when one of the patrols came across the
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bones of a large calot, but when I examined the re-
mains it was a male, so I continued to hope.

"Our patrols encountered new tribes of green men
on the southern shore and learned of their recent
movement into the area—as well as their trapping and
fighting of local predators. We need the predators to
keep the silians and other more prolific creatures in
check. Some of the nomads we convinced to change
their ways but this group defied the proclamation of
the New City of Thavas. So we returned in strength—
and I came with the force because it had been rumored
a wonder calot had survived a hundred battles. I
hoped it would be you!"

Thasa Ras listened to his words, but more than
that, she listened to his heart. "You risked your life
to save me."

Ras Thavas curbed his indignation, caressing
his wife's bloody snout. "Why should that surprise
you, Thasa Ras? I love you!"

The calot looked into the master mind's eyes.
There was no harm in asking: "May I have my body
back?"

Ras Thavas paused, then began to laugh. "No."

The master mind waved to a hovering airship.
"A litter!" Before he turned away to deal with the
final stages of the Qathor raid, Thasa Ras' husband
kissed her between the eyes. "Fight me, Thasa Ras.
Convince me if you can but," he added with soft
voice and arms about the calot's neck, "do not ever
leave me!"

Thasa Ras welcomed the hug. The embrace
reminded her of more amorous embraces which she
had welcomed on the balcony of their apartment
under the twin moons of Barsoom—hot and impas-
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sioned embraces which memory startled her with
sudden warmth and desire.

"Why should I stay, my chieftain?" The question
had two purposes: to obtain an answer to the
question and to give time to conceal her unexpected
response.

"Stay 1f you love me," Ras Thavas replied. He
rose to direct the four warriors from the airship who
lifted Thasa Ras' battered body from the arena
sands to a litter. He walked at her head, a tender
hand caressing the calot's bedraggled mane.

"Stay because I love you," Ras Thavas said
through the mind link that only they shared. A few
steps later, as the litter was lifted to the gunwale,
the master mind kissed the calot. The warriors paid
no attention because it was well known that the
most brilliant man on the planet was completely un-
hinged as regards his pet calot.

"Stay with me, my princess!" Ras Thavas pleaded
as the warriors raised the litter to the gunwale. A
half dozen thans on deck took the litter and placed
it aboard. Ras Thavas climbed up the rope ladder,
still speaking to his wife. "I might go insane one day
and grant all your wishes, even if you have not yet
learned the errors of your ways."

Ras Thavas then said something that did not
embrace any of their old arguments, differences of
opinion, or even world-shattering possibilities.
"Stay, Thasa Ras. You are pregnant."

The weary calot endowed with a human brain
sighed and emotionally died. She had much to think
about on the way back to the New City of Thavas.
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Thasa Ras gently nudged her eight infants back
to her teats. "They are cute, arven't they?"

Ras Thavas avoided one of the hand-length
infants by lifting his foot. He had been bitten too
many times already. "Nurture from wmother, but
offspring also ready to eat the real world. Amazing,
Thasa Ras! You do realize this is the first time the
hidden life-cycle of the calot has been chronicled? The
majority of scientists suggest that all vertebrate life on
Barsoom 1s oviparous. Calots in the wild lay eggs, yet
your pregnancy shows that if the calot has sufficient
food and is allowed to grow to full maturity the eggs
are rvetained in the womb then hatch internally,
producing a live birth! The well-fed mature calot
female then provides early nurture by developing
mammary glands, and protects the offspring, though
the offspring are hatched with the ability to hunt and
survive from the shell or live birth. Calot clutches in
the wild tend toward cannibalistic behavior among the
young and, because the parent has long since departed,
the infants are subject to predators in the wild, which
1s the only reason that the eight to ten eggs produced
with each lay has not resulted in over-population of the
species. This duality of birth perhaps explains why the
calot continues to be the most successful predator!"

Thasa Ras reclined at the foot of her husband's
bed, enjoying the warmth of the sun through the
double-wide access to the balcony beyond. Her get
from the wild calot savagely attacked her newly
developed glands, occasionally drawing blood.

The master mind's wife, in the calot's body,
raised her head to fix her gaze on her husband's
eyes directly: "I always believed we could rule the

100



Ras Thavas and the Calot

world, but before that I had always expected I would
have your children first."

Ras Thavas looked at the eight tiny calots
fighting for access to his wife's... the calot's... four
teats.

Ras Thavas swallowed all the things he had
wanted to say regarding life and marriage and
science and his wife's wilderness pregnancy.
Clenching his fists the master mind rose and vocally
uttered one angry word before he left the bedroom:

"Bitch!"
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EXPLORING: BARBARIANS AND CONCEPTION

Burroughs repeatedly informed his readers of
the barbaric ways of the nomadic green men.
Mentioned in Gods of Mars were the arenas where
gladiatorial-style battles provided amusement for
the savage hordes. Thasa Ras learns first hand how
barbaric the green Martians might be in ARENA.

The Qathor horde is a logically created tribe of
green men, they are not found by name in the ERB
texts.

The life cycle of the calot is this author's inven-
tion. Nowhere in the books is conception, breeding,
or life cycles of calots mentioned.
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THE MORGOR
David Bruce Bozarth

Ras Thavas looked up as loud voices came from
outside his office. He paused removing marsh
parasites his calot had collected during their morn-
ing hunt and called out. "What is it, Jusaj?"

The voices fell silent. A moment later the
master mind's majordomo opened the door and
stepped inside, holding the door shut behind him.
"Master..." Jusaj began.

Ras Thavas smiled, for there was no look of
urgency on the man's face, only guarded exaspera-
tion he quickly identified. "I presume Odwar Tan
Hadron has returned?"

"Yes, sir."

"Send him in."

Tan Hadron, once a lesser prince of Hastor, a
city/state of Helium, scowled darkly as he stepped
past Jusaj into the sunny office of the first citizen of
New City of Thavas. The commander of Thavas'
small military was a voice powerful in his adopted
city and was, in many respects, the right hand man
of the master mind of Barsoom.

Ras Thavas stopped the officer's speech with a
hand gesture, removed the final parasite from the
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calot's hindquarters, then rose to wash his hands in
a small lavatory in the private bath to the left. Upon
returning to his office Ras Thavas spoke first.

"Please extend my apologies to your messen-
ger for sending him away without delivering your
message—and by association of that act—my
apology for not accepting your message at that
time. You see, there is only one time of day to
observe the mating of certain iridescent winged
insects and..."

Odwar Tan Hadron interrupted the master
mind's polite speech by removing a leather portfolio
from his carry bag and slamming it on the desk of
Ras Thavas. "I do not give a damn about mating
insects, Ras Thavas. I give a damn about doing my
job. Most of the time I can get it done on my own
initiative—that's why you placed me in this posi-
tion—but there are times I cannot act without your
support or guidance. This happens to be one of
those times."

Ras Thavas walked around his desk and sat
down. He placed a hand on the portfolio and grin-
ned. "And what is so important, Tan Hadron? You
and your band of valiant airmen and soldiers have
brought peace to nearly all of the Toonolian Marsh
and, I dare say, a significant portion of the lands
surrounding it. How was your trip to Helium? Did
you give my regards to the Warlord?"

Tan Hadron's eyes narrowed even more un-
yieldingly. "I did. And he gave me that. Read it."

When the Odwar of New City of Thavas did not
take a chair, or unbend by the least amount, Ras
Thavas began to frown as he picked up the portfolio.
He opened to the first of three pages written in
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Carter's own hand in English, his native tongue. Ras
Thavas ignored the five pages written in Phundahl-
ian text and the two and a half pages in Toonolian
text because he had learned to read and speak
English many years earlier. When he finished, Ras
Thavas lay the pages down and folded his hands on
top.

"This is grave news, indeed. The last time the
Morgors came to Barsoom from Jupiter, as John
Carter calls Sasoom in his language, it was to invade
and they very nearly accomplished it." Ras Thavas
turned his attention to the papers once again.
"Invisible space ships, weaponry similar to ours...
and willing to fight without regard for casualty or
loss—on either side. It took the combined efforts of
twenty nations to repel the invaders."

"Which brings me to this..." Tan Hadron re-
moved a single sheet of paper and slid it across the
polished skeel wood desk.

Ras Thavas recognized the report, copies of
which he received once a week from Odwar Tan
Hadron's aide:

New City of Thavas - Air and Land Forces

Ship Command Unit J Class JOfffl Crw §i Trps § Gun jj Days § Haads  Hph
Vosar [ Aardal, Dwar A3flag WCruiser § 6 § 60 § 38 3f 8 26700 334
Pinsar |Baza, Padwar A3 Cruiser f 5 § 499 | 36 3f 8 26700 334
Vos5 JThasor, Othan JA3 Recon f 1 3 0 il 21360 534
Vos 6 W Enzak, Othan A3 Escort {1 3 0 11 4 21360 534
Vos 7 JRihan, than A3 Escort f{ 1 3 0 11 4 21360 534
Vos 8 [ Damos, Othan JA3 Escort f{ 1 3 0 11 4 21360 534
Vos 9 JKotok, Othan A3 Escort { 1 3 0 11 4 21360 534
Pin 2 Medis, than A3 Recon f 1 3 0 11 4 21360 534
Pin 4 Cardos, Othan A3 Escort f{ 1 3 0 11 4 21360 534
Pin 5 Idzu, than A3 Escort { 1 2 0 il B 20575 514
Pin 6 Masul, Othan A3 Escort { 1 2 0 il 205;5 514
Pin 9 Rafak, Othan A3 Escort {1 2 0 11 4 20575 514
Olath  §Tusard, Padwar A3 Assaultl 2 | 18 | 134 vid B 12683 181
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Total Personnel, All Units

1205

Kotok NLojas, Padwar A3 Assaultl 2 § 19 | 134 vid I 12816 183
Nurb  JNasrad, Othan JA3 Suppy #2 20 2 2rf 20 § 35244Q 176
Kajid Bushek, Othan A3 Suppy B2 R 17 R 2 2rf 20 § 34176Q 171
Kalsar W Hajpol, Dwar A2Flag BCruiser | 4 § 44 § 38 20 8 § 25750Q 322
Josar PLukan, Padwar JA2 Cruiser f 3 § 35 f 33 20 8 248254 310
Kal 1 Ergan, Othan A2 Recon f 1 2 0 10 3 15750 525
Kal 2 Vajen, Othan A2 Escort f{ 1 2 0 10 3 15;50 525
Kal 4 Olsis, than A2 Escort f{ 1 2 0 11 3 15750 525
Kal7  JDapad, than A2 Escort f{ 1 3 0 11 3 14800 493
Jo2 Rapho, Othan A2 Escort {1 2 0 11 3 15400 513
Jo 4 Vorvo, Othan A2 Escort f{ 1 2 0 11 3 15400 513
Jo 6 Gozak, than A2 Escort f{ 1 2 0 11 3 15400 513
Jo7 Terav, than A2 Recon f 1 2 0 11 3 16000 533
Jo8 Tapis, than A2 Escort f{ 1 2 0 11 3 15250 508
Salora QJalrath, Padwar JA2 Assaultl 2 § 17 § 120 vid B 12683 181
Phaisak §Dajad, Othan A2 Suppy 2 18 3 1rfj 18 J 31960Q 178
Musar §Pojo, Padwar A1Flag QCruiser | 4 § 37 § 32 10 7 § 23549) 336
Rasar [ Cosnus, Padwar A1 Cruiserf 3 § 38 § 34 1M 7 21293 304
Mu 1 JDara, Othan A1 Escort f{ 1 3 0 11 2 9950 § 498
Mu3 WDurmar, than A1 Escort f{ 1 3 0 11 2 9950 § 498
Mu 4 Solna, than A1 Recon f 1 3 0 11 2 98751 494
Ra?2 Naigan, than A1 Recon f 1 3 0 11 2 99251 496
Ra3 Posil, than A1 Escort f{ 1 3 0 11 2 98750 494
Ra4  JLorab, than A1 Escort f{ 1 3 0 11 2 98751 494
Ra5 Hanta, than A1 Escort {1 3 0 11 2 98750 494
Jatras QUIsar, Padwar A1 Assauttif 1 § 10 § 72 Il 6 10250 171
Zamad QSolara, Padwar JA1 Suppy B 1 R 12 Q 1 1rj 12 J 18000Q 150
Personnel Levels by Deployment 65 | 461§ 679 A3 (Primary) Can Be

Replenished Two (2)
Times in Field. A1 & A2
Only One (1) Time in Field.

The master mind looked over the top of the

report with a quizzical eye. "And?"

"I need your scientific help, sir. And funds."
Ras Thavas sighed. "We've been over this many
times, dear friend. New City of Thavas is not
Helium or Hastor or Gathol, or any of a dozen other
major nations with huge treasuries to support
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immense armadas of fighting ships. We are a city of
peace. Our military is for..."

Tan Hadron impolitely interrupted Ras Thavas.
"Which is the reason why there is only an Odwar in
charge of one of the best-trained, best equipped
fighting forces on the planet. We volunteered to
keep officer ranks low and require secondary skills
in all members, thus salaries for standing forces is
extremely low. You misunderstand, sir, I don't want
to expand our fleet. I want to convert it."

Ras Thavas arched a brow and leaned back to
stroke his chin with interest at the man's choice of
words and demeanor. "Convert it, how?"

The Odwar of Thavas produced a second lea-
ther portfolio, much thicker than the first. "Herein
is all the technical data John Carter could gather
regarding the space ships of Gar Nal and Fal Sivas.
This," another portfolio was placed before the mas-
ter mind, "is a portion of the plans for Fal Sivas'
telepathically operated mechanical brain—incom-
plete but all that could be found."

Ras Thavas did not open either of the reports.
"Interesting, but why show these to me? Our efforts
at space travel ended when Helium's space ship
Barsoom was lost on its maiden voyage to Jasoom
centuries ago. The properties of the Eighth Ray,
which we use to lift our ships, does not reliably
function outside the influence of the planet's gravi-
tational field."

"Which is why I need you to decipher this." Tan
Hadron produced yet another report, apparently the
last since he let the carry bag drop beside his chair.

There were four pages inside the leather cover.
The hand which wrote the mathematical symbols
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was imprecise, hurried it seemed, but to a scientist
of Ras Thavas' standing and brilliance, the sense
and meaning of the formulae was instantly apparent.
With growing excitement Ras Thavas continued to
read, occasionally uttering a startled "Of course!" or
"Utterly brilliant!" until he reached the last page,
which was incomplete and smeared with a dark
stain that had the appearance of dried blood.

Ras Thavas looked up, his eyes blazing with
curiosity. "This can't be all! Where is the rest of it?"

Neither man noticed the calot lifting its hideous
head from the floor. They did not see the creature's
limbs tense or the way its eyes seemed to watch
something crossing the room from the balcony's
open window. Even it they had they would have
seen nothing, not even a shadow, yet the calot's
attention was unwavering.

The calot suddenly hissed a warning and leapt
toward the side of the master mind's desk. The
creature's jaws closed about something invisible—
something that oozed blood and cried out. A savage
shake of the calot's head silenced that scream. Even
as Tan Hadron drew his sword to face what could
not be seen, the calot raced to the window and
launched its powerful body into space, two stories
above the street.

"Thasa Ras!" the master mind shouted with
confusion. He rushed to the window, only to trip
over something unseen, something that struggled
beneath him.

Tan Hadron, however, was not as confused as
his leader. "John Carter warned me. Hold him,
master! I will help the calot!"
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Ras Thavas felt stick-thin powerful arms
fighting his embrace. He found all his attention
occupied with subduing the invisible intruder. A
piece of clothing was torn in the struggle and skin
was revealed. A more determined rent exposed the
attacker's mid-section which received three ham-
mer-hard blows from the master mind. As the
intruder doubled over, Ras Thavas ripped away the
rest of the concealing garment to expose the skele-
tal frame of a Morgor of Sasoom.

Jusajand two guards ran into the office, startled
by the Morgor which Ras Thavas secured with a
window sash and the more astonishing sight of
Odwar Tan Hadron and the master mind's calot
apparently standing in thin air beyond the balcony!

Tan Hadron barked an order. "Throw me a line.
We must secure the ship before the wind carries it
off!"

Even as Jusaj and the guards took the Morgor
into custody, Ras Thavas swiftly gathered all the
papers on his desk and stuffed them into Tan Had-
ron's bag. He tucked the bag under an arm and
watched from one side as the odwar's aide and a
padwar entered the room, breathing heavily from
their sprint up the spiral ramps from the ground
floor. A mooring line was tossed to the odwar, who
made it fast to an unseen object. The aide and
officer hauled on the line until only a sofad lay
between the window and the calot and Tan Hadron.

The calot leapt into the room, looking satisfied
with itself. Tan Hadron stepped onto the balcony,
his first glance to the desk. He noted the case under
Ras Thavas' arm, nodding. Tan Hadron took charge,
giving orders to the padwar who left at a dead run.
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Turning to Jusaj, the odwar said: "No one
knows or speaks of it! I cannot impress upon you
more strongly than the fate of our world relies on
complete and utter silence. And, because you have
seen what you have seen, I ask that you accompany
me with the prisoner to the Tower of Defense. This
must be done without arousing comment or obser-
vation."

Jusaj replied, "These are good men and will
serve well as jailers, since I believe you want to
keep this as quiet as possible, but I will not leave
Ras Thavas."

Tan Hadron saw the man's determination.
"Agreed. Your master will need you now more than
ever."

Ras Thavas began to leave the office with the
rest. Tan Hadron placed a hand on the master
mind's chest, shaking his head. "Stay where you can
be protected."

"I must go where I can do work, my concerned
friend. Jusaj, gather whatever you need. We are
going to the laboratory."

Tan Hadron scowled. "Yes, I suppose you must.
I'll send a squad over to..."

Ras Thavas replied in the negative. "[ am better
protected by the calot, as you well know. Besides,
any change in our regular routines might alert other
eyes. We can't know if there was only the one
Morgor ship."

A shadow darkened the room momentarily. All
eyes looked to the window where Dwar Hajpol's
Kalsar hovered. A line was made fast to the invisi-
ble ship and Kalsar then moved off, turning to port
on a course that would end at one of the Defense
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Tower's hangers. Tan Hadron watched for a mo-
ment, then left the window. "We can't save the
world standing here."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

"Jusaj, will you stop pacing about? You are very
distracting."

"T am just checking the doors, master."

"Well, stop it. Thasa Ras will give us any
warning we might need."

Jusaj watched the master mind seated at the
long table in the center of the room, which was cov-
ered with machines and devices he did not under-
stand but which were a fraction of the tools Ras
Thavas used for research and invention. At the
moment the apparatus was ignored in favor of the
four sheets of paper with the blood stain, and the
growing pile of paper upon which Ras Thavas work-
ed his own equations—which Jusajunderstood even
less. The spectacle of his master at work was en-
tertaining only so long before Jusaj's eyes again
wandered to the two doors at opposite ends of the
laboratory. When he turned to go, Ras Thavas
stopped him with a glare.

"How long have you worked for me, Jusaj?"

"You know as well as I, master. Two hundred
twenty-three years."

"You, of course, remember my wife."

"Yes. A beautiful woman. All Thavas grieved for
your loss when she disappeared. As did I."

Ras Thavas placed his stylus on the table and
straightened his back, twisting from side to side to
ease tense muscles. "What if I told you she was
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here and would watch over my safety far better than
all of Tan Hadron's warriors?"

Jusaj leveled his gaze as well as his reply.
"Then I would say you are a lucky man."

"She is here...or at least her brain is. Thasa Ras
the calot is Thasa Ras my wife and the only way for
her to get her human form back is to make sure I
remain healthy."

The majordomo did not seem surprised by the
master mind's revelation. So calm was he that Ras
Thavas asked: "Did you hear what I said?"

"Sir, I have been your devoted servant in duty
as well as privacy. Only two people know that
Thasa Ras, twenty five years into her marriage to
you, embarked on the creation of artificial life using
knowledge she had learned from you. She created
a lover in a vat, which you slew after killing two
panthans employed as guards by your wife. You
transplanted her brain into your hunting calot's body
rather than rightfully executing her for the betrayal
of her marriage vows and, more importantly, your
science. You are one of those people, I am the
other."

Ras Thavas looked startled. "Exactly. Verbatim
on all accounts. How did you know?"

Jusaj smiled both as servant and friend. "Did
you ever wonder who removed the bodies of the
dead panthans and the creation?"

"I—" Ras Thavas frowned, thinking back to that
day. "After the brain transfer I dismantled her labor-
atory and—" The master mind rose and placed a
hand on Jusaj's shoulder. "Thank you. My mind was
distressed and I never noticed. I didn't want to
notice."
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"Thasa Ras watches over you no less intently
than I. I watch over you both. Which is why I will
check doors and you will go back to work, and
Thasa Ras will sleep with one eye open. Your work
awaits, master."

Ras Thavas grinned as Jusaj saluted and walked
to the far door. The majordomo tested the locked
handle then retraced his steps to the other door.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Tan Hadron examined the tiny model Ras
Thavas placed on the table. "What is it?"

"Many things," the master mind replied. "Of
immediate interest are two possibilities: Weapon
and Propulsion. Observe."

Ras Thavas placed a sompas fruit on a plate. He
directed one end of the rod-like device at the som-
pas and pressed a button on a large box attached to
the rod by two thick wires. The sompas disap-
peared. Tan Hadron blinked his eyes twice, then
leaned over the plate.

"Where did it go?"

"It's still there. Pick up the plate."

The odwar's puzzlement increased because the
plate was heavy! "What kind of magic?"

"Not magic," Ras Thavas grinned. "Atomic level
manipulation. Here, use this magnifying lens. Do
you see it?"

"That speck of dust?"

"Correct. Do you have a teepi on you? Good.
Put the coin on the second plate."

Ras Thavas made an adjustment on the box and
aimed the device at the coin which was one-tenth
the standard unit of currency on Barsoom. He

113



Ras Thavas and the Calot

pressed the button and, as instantly as the sompas
had disappeared, a teepi nearly as wide as a man is
tall lay on the table. At the master mind's urging,
Tan Hadron gripped the gigantic coin's edge and
picked it up—and nearly fell over. He had used an
anticipated strength based on the object's size and
was startled that it weighed no more than a regular
teepi!

"Again I say, 'What kind of magic?"

Ras Thavas powered down the device and dis-
connected the wires. "Our unknown scientist—does
he have a name? If so it will live through the
ages—discovered how to manipulate and control
gravitation fields of any intensity or size. With the
sompas [ increased the gravitational pull on the sub-
atomic components of each atomic particle, collaps-
ing them by a factor of 100. I reversed the process
with the teepi using a factor of 100. As you can see,
it works with animate and inanimate objects."

"Very interesting, but how can that be a
weapon?"

Ras Thavas' smile faded quickly. "Imagine a
setting of 1,000. The sompas would shrink to such
size it will pass between the molecules of most
substances. We tried several and I suspect they are
all at Barsoom's core. The reverse would be equally
catastrophic. Gravitation forces of an object too
large would become so tenuous that the component
atoms would simply break up."

Tan Hadron nodded, suitably impressed. "You
mentioned propulsion. How is that possible from
the same device?"

"We'll need to field test on something designed
to fly, but this should show the possibilities."
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Ras Thavas reconnected the wires, but oppo-
site this time around. "Another teepi? Thank you."
The master mind aimed the rod at the laboratory
ceiling. "This is the lowest setting this prototype
can produce. Watch."

The master mind tossed the teepi over the end
of the device and a sharp whistle followed instantly
by a harsh crack made Tan Hadron look up. Buried
in the thick concrete ceiling two ads above were a
half dozen teepi. "Astonishing! If this device is
mounted on a ship and directed at a fixed body it
would move away."

Jusaj chuckled. "It works the other way, too.
You can point it at an object and pull it—or your
ship—toward each other."

"That effect was what our scientist was hoping
toachieve. The atomic level manipulation is merely
a facet of the entire theory."

Tan Hadron ran a hand through his hair. "Next
question: Can we build these in units large enough
to power ships or weapons?"

"A guarded response is 'yes.' Though how big or
how powerful can only be determined by building a
few."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Dwar Hajpol, commander of the Kalsar, stood
at the table set up in the maintenance chief's office
of Hanger Two in the Thavas Tower of Defense.
Seated next to him was Odwar Tan Hadron and Ras
Thavas. On the opposite side of the table were the
pilots of the Kalsar's escort screen, the highly
maneuverable and swift two-man gun ships.
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"As you may have guessed, men, the Kalsar is
not in for ordinary refit and provisioning."

Othan Vajen allowed a slight smile to his rak-
ishly handsome features. "We knew that the second
we were told the Escorts would be serviced last.
The navy does not usually let us screen pilots have
that much time off."

Than Olsis punched his fellow pilot's shoulder
with a growl. "I'm sure the girls at Falon's weren't
too disappointed. Be quiet. Dwar Hajpol is about to
reveal the unusual manner and time of our impend-
ing deaths for the glory of Thavas."

Ergan and Dapad chuckled, then sobered quick-
ly when the usual laughing response from Dwar
Hajpol did not come. Othan Ergan leaned forward.
"Security has been so tight we don't know what's
going on. And, sir, that bothers us."

"Then this information will further increase
your anxiety. Morgors are back on Barsoom. How
long they have been observing us we are not cer-
tain, but long enough to find out a few things that,
if they could produce it first, would win any war
between our planets. Fortunately, we got it first.
We also have in custody the sole surviving Morgor
of one of their strike ships sent to get the informa-
tion and to assassinate Ras Thavas."

Hajpol saw the high bravura the escort pilots
generally displayed replaced with intense concen-
tration. "I don't have to tell you that what you learn
today must not leave this room. Ras Thavas?"

The master mind rose. "I have charts and
displays, reports and prototypes that I could show
you. However, all are under lock and key and se-
cure guard because our tiny city is the great hope of
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Barsoom—and we are such a small target. In the
last ten days two things have become possible: reli-
able space travel and a super weapon which can
destroy entire planets. There is no defense. We
have both."

Olsis, the oldest of the young pilots, whistled
through his teeth. "Space!"

Ergan, more practical, scowled. "No defense?"

"None that I know of, and you fellows have to
admit I'm a pretty smart man."

The short round of laughter returned the
meeting to business. Ras Thavas continued. "The
Kalsar's refit has actually been an upgrade to light
battleship qualified for vacuum-level operations.
Your patrol craft have also been modified for non-
atmospheric use. We are sure it will work. You
fellows will be the ones to test the practical side."

Vajen raised his hand. "I best go first, sir. If I
die in the testing these ugly boys next to me will at
least have a chance to comfort the grieving girls at
Falon's Inn."

Tan Hadron's voice drew eyes. "You were our
first choice, Vajen."

Vajen's grin subsided slightly, "As best quali-
fied, or most expendable?"

Odwar Tan Hadron suddenly laughed. "We'll
soon find out! Tonight Vajen and Olsis will take Kal
2 aloft. Your destination is Cluros. You will have a
target. You will test the weapon then return. Ras
Thavas will give you the technical details. When he
is through I'll take you through tactical. Do you
have anything to add, Dwar Hajpol?"

"You better bring my hardware back in one
piece."
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soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas and Tan Hadron left Hanger Three
a zode after Dwar Hajpol took over the meeting. On
the way down to the first floor the odwar confi-
dently remarked, "No better men for the job, sir."

"I trust you implicitly in that regard, my friend.
Let us hope that your faith in my abilities is equally
justified. Meanwhile, shall we have that conversa-
tion with our guest as you suggested before the
meeting?"

"Of course! I'm looking forward to it."

The men descended below street level and
beyond, entering the lowest level of the massive
tower's foundation. Ras Thavas gazed with interest
at the bustle of activity in communications, clerical
and, it seemed, military research laboratories. Tan
Hadron explained, "Most of what we need we can
get from graduates of Thavas or hire from Helium
or Gathol."

"I suppose that is why you haven't previously
asked for my help in military matters."

"That, and the less you know the less you can
speak about by accident. You are a man of peace. I
am a man of war. We have our chosen tasks. Ah,
here we are!"

The squad of men outside the closed door came
to attention. Tan Hadron returned the salute and
instructed "at ease," which the men ignored. "We're
here to see the prisoner," Tan Hadron said, remov-
ing his pistol, swords, and knife. At his silent
suggestion Ras Thavas echoed the odwar. Only
when they were completely unarmed did the officer
of the guard order the door opened.
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"Sir," the officer stopped Ras Thavas by placing
the muzzle of his radium rifle across the doorway,
"the calot..."

Ras Thavas looked down at his side where the
massive head of Thasa Ras jutted forward of his
right knee. "She is unarmed, except for that which
Nature gave her. The calot comes with me. I never
go anywhere without her."

Tan Hadron ordered the officer to step aside.
"It's all right, Masrok."

Four more guards were in the room, each
without weapons, but their physical fitness and
manner of movement suggested they were quite
proficient in killing with their bare hands. Seated on
a low bed in the corner was the Morgor, hideous in
his skeletal appearance, with skin so thin that his
internal organs were clearly visible. The prisoner
was naked and was human to all external—and
internal—appearance. The Morgor was also haugh-
ty and insulting.

"Ah, the great Ras Thavas and his beast." The
Morgor's deep set eyes glared at the large calot
with hatred. "You would have died had it not been
for that calot."

Tan Hadron ignored the Morgor's outburst.
"What is your name?"

" tell you nothing."

"What is your mission?"

"Same answer."

"Does Sasoom intend another invasion?"

The Morgor made an obscene gesture.

Tan Hadron turned to Ras Thavas. "Short of
torture, this is all we can obtain from the prisoner.
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You have mental abilities beyond that of ordinary
men, sir. Is there something you can do?"

Before Ras Thavas could form a response, and
a statement that it would be unethical to invade a
sentient being's mind, the Morgor's voice rose in a
sharp high-pitched scream of terror. The only per-
son moving in the room was the Morgor and he
stopped doing that when Thasa Ras' jaws clamped
tighter about his crotch.

"Get the beast off me!" the Morgor pleaded.

The door opened. Masrok's eyes widened at the
sight of the calot's jaws—filled with triple rows of
sharp teeth—fastened about the Morgor's juncture
of legs and body. Tan Hadron knocked down the
muzzle of Masrok's rifle, shaking his head. The
odwar crossed the room and sat beside the Morgor.
In a conversational voice Tan Hadron asked Ras
Thavas, "When did you last feed the calot?"

"I don't feed her. She selects her own menu.
Looks like Morgor today."

"Call off your beast," the Morgor implored. "Do
that and I will answer your questions."

Ras Thavas looked to Tan Hadron. The odwar
seemed interested in the status of his fingernails.
"Perhaps you best answer the questions first so that
Ras Thavas will be inspired in his efforts to get the
calot to release your...personality. Do you know
how determined a calot can be? We don't consider
them the most successful predator on Barsoom
without reason."

The Morgor babbled. And continued to babble
long after Ras Thavas touched the calot's mane to
let go.

sk oskoskoskoskoskoskosk
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The hour was midnight. Vajen and Olsis en-
dured the back pounding from Ergan and Dapad.
Vajen scowled good-naturedly. "We would have
been back sooner, but Olsis miscalculated the cali-
bration of the gravipulse and sent us a half-million
haads beyond Cluros. Wasted a whole xat getting
back to our objective."

Olsis grinned. "I seem to remember somebody
saying 'Want to go to Jasoom for a real test?" The
two men gripped shoulders, still filled with adrena-
lin from their mission.

"The device worked as predicted, Ras Thavas,"
Vajen continued. "Cluros, as a lesser body, required
more power and Barsoom, as the larger body,
required a proportionally less amount of power.
With further testing we should be able to calculate
speeds possible with the different planets, but there
is no doubt that a voyage to Jupiter would take only
days, not weeks or months!"

Olsis' excitement was equally contagious. "Sir,
there's no reason why we can't use the gravipulse to
travel the stars!"

Tan Hadron nodded. "Let's save that for tomor-
row. Today we have more pressing things toaccom-
plish. Ergan—Dapad, orientation flights with Vajen
and Olsis. Back by dawn. Tomorrow night the
Kalsar goes with you."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The bridge of the Kalsar had completely
changed since Ras Thavas had inspected the vessel
on last Navy Day in New City of Thavas. All of the
open air lookouts, flag-men stations, and gunnery
stations were enclosed. New astronomic navigation
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devices and ship controls had been installed. The
ship itself had a more sinister appearance, a nearly
smooth cylindrical shape lacking any of the aerilons
and rudders used to steer atmospheric ships. No
propellers were visible. The three main gun batter-
ies had shifted from two forward and one aft to one
fore and aft and one in the ship's keel. The long
barrels of powerful radium cannon were replaced
with short massive barrel shapes protruding from
rotating blisters. Two massive airlocks accepted the
vacuum-modified escort craft. Three personnel air-
locks, two forward and one aft, had been inserted in
the Kalsar's tough duralumin skin.

"We're ready to get underway," Dwar Hajpol
radioed Thavas Tower of Defense.

"I wish I were going with you," came Tan Had-
ron's reply. "My regards to the man who said 'no.'
Good luck!"

"I heard," Ras Thavas smiled as Dwar Hajpol
glanced toward the master mind. "Proceed, sir."

Delaven, the Morgor, scanned the bridge in-
terior with curious eyes. He was not restrained in
any fashion, though he was still denied the dignity
of adornment or clothing of any kind. Though it was
obvious Delaven wished to more closely examine
the Kalsar's equipment, he refrained from any
movement other than the turning of head or eyes.
At his feet, appearing interested only in licking a
foreleg, was the great calot Thasa Ras.

Padwar Masrok grinned at the Morgor's ex-
pense. "Seems Thasa Ras has developed a real taste
for your company."

Ras Thavas allowed the insults as long as no
violence was offered. Morgors were uniformly
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hated by Barsoomians because of the atrocities
committed by the Morgors during their thwarted
invasion. Many families across the planet had lost
friends and family. The master mind was deter-
mined there would be no second invasion, which
was the purpose of this flight into space.

A day later the Kalsar was at the edge of the
enormous debris field orbiting the system's star
between Barsoom and Sasoom. Many of the jagged
rocks were hundreds of times larger than the
Thavas ship. Dwar Hajpol brought the Kalsar to a
stop. Deep in the ship's interior great motors acti-
vated. A shudder ran through the keel.

Hajpol glanced over his shoulder. "Kal 2 and
Kal 4 are ready for the demonstration, Ras Thavas."

"Good. Follow me, Delaven. I want you to see
this so you can make an accurate report. Don't mind
the calot, but don't try anything stupid."

At the forward port Dwar Hajpol pointed out
the pair of tiny two man escort craft. "These are
smallest fighting ships in our navy, Delaven. Each
is equipped with a single graviton cannon." The
ship's commander turned to the radio operator.
"Execute Demonstration One." Delaven's stance
became rigid when the largest object in view, a rock
perhaps twenty haads in size, disappeared. Hajpol's
calm voice said, "Execute Demonstration Two."

For a moment Delaven could see nothing
happening. The Kalsar's engines became active for
no apparent reason. The two tiny dots of light which
were the escort ships seemed to shift positions
forward, then back, then forward again. Something
moved into the Kalsar's viewport from above, a rock
larger than the ship, and then another, moving fast-
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er. Farther out the Morgor saw other bits of debris
of all sizes converging on a point between the two
escort ships. The rocks began to collide and break
up, though no debris was released by the impacts.
In a short time a huge ball began to form and so
intense was the bombardment that the entire mass
began to glow as friction and pressures caused rock
to heat and melt. When the mass was ten times
larger than the one which had vanished, Dwar
Hajpol gave the order to cease. Visibly shaken, the
Morgor could not tear his sight away from the
viewport.

Ras Thavas waited for several moments before
nodding to Hajpol. While the dwar issued orders,
accompanied by more interior motors and shudders,
Ras Thavas took the Morgor by the arm and walked
to the very edge of the viewport. "We have saved
the best for last, Delaven. There...our other es-
corts. I want you watch the space between them.
Proceed, Dwar Hajpol."

There was nothing, then there was a Morgor
ship completely visible! Then it was a cloud of
component parts as the ship's steel vanished leaving
only that which was not steel. Delaven swayed as if
he'd been struck.

Ras Thavas led the Morgor to a seat at the rear
of the bridge. The calot came and took a position at
the Sasoomian's feet. The master mind spoke to the
Kalsar's commander. "Secure the demonstration
teams with my thanks. Resume course to Sasoom."

"Yes, sir!"

Ras Thavas sat down beside the Morgor. "I am
depending on you, Delaven. If you fail to report
what you have seen it will be on your head when I,
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not John Carter or the combined forces of Barsoom,
will remove your world. There will be no battle, no
glory, no slaughter...your world will simply vanish
in the blink of an eye. Or if [ am angry, turned into
a hell such as no living being has ever seen. The
broadcast technology that reveals your ships is
already being transmitted to every nation on Bar-
soom. Get your people off our world, or we will kill
them and then come after your planet. I make no
threats, only promises most dire. Do we understand
each other?"

The Morgor nodded, though even when faced
with such evidence of Barsoomian technology,
there was a feral gleam in his eyes.

The remainder of the voyage to Sasoom was
without incident. As the Kalsar descended through
the enormous cloud banks of the gas giant, the
Morgor's confidence seemed to return, though he
did nothing to cause his captors any concern.

Ras Thavas stood at the viewport. There was
nothing to see but dense clouds. He motioned for
Delaven to approach. Wary of the calot which paced
at his side, the Morgor did as bid.

"Ah!" the master mind exclaimed as the inner
clouds parted and a vista of extraordinary size and
alien beauty appeared. The edge of an ocean lay to
the left. "Lovely! Do you know where we are?"

"That's the Dula River, I believe. Our largest
city is north."

Looking over his shoulder, Ras Thavas said,
"Adjust course, Dwar Hajpol. North."

The ship maintained altitude beneath the cloud
cover, moving at good speed. In the distance a
tremendous mountain range with several active
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volcanoes appeared. Ras Thavas asked if any of
Sasoom's inhabitants lived on the slopes of the lava-
cloaked volcanoes.

"Not hardly!" was the contemptuous reply.

Moments later the Kalsar slowed under Delav-
en's instructions. The ship hovered over an im-
mense city. The airspace above the metropolis was
crowded with vessels of all sizes, many of them
military aircraft. It was toward those that Delaven
directed his ardent gaze. Ras Thavas noted the
skeleton man's interest.

"Oh, I suppose you expect your fellows to sight
our ship and rescue you. I'm afraid that won't
happen. We are invisible. Unlike your screens ours
cannot be penetrated. Dwar Hajpol, it is time for
Demonstration Four."

"Aye, sir! Target?"

"The largest volcano."

The Kalsar's gunnery officer gripped a control
handle then pressed a firing stud. The volcano
disappeared. The resulting vacuum caused the
dense-packed atmosphere to rush into the void,
producing a tremendous clap of thunder that knock-
ed many of the Sasoomian airships from the sky,
and shook the Kalsar as a hunting calot might shake
a silian in the Toonolian Marsh.

Stunned, Delaven hardly noticed when Padwar
Masrok bound his hands, or that Othan Vajen stood
to one side with a grin on his face. Ras Thavas
stepped between the viewport and the Morgor.
"These men will drop you off at any location you
specify. Choose well, Delaven. This last demonstra-
tion was not for you. It was for your leaders. It will
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up to you to convince them of the other things I
have shown you."

"What if they do not believe me?" Delevan
shouted as Vajen and Masrok carried the Morgor
from the bridge. "What then, Ras Thavas?"

Ras Thavas turned to look out the viewport. In
a voice that only the calot heard came the reply:
"You don't want to know."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The day was warm. The scent of rotting muck
indicating the good health of the Toonolian Marsh
was like a perfume of rare extraction to the nostrils
of Ras Thavas. By the stance of the calot leaning
over the bow of the small boat he could tell that
Thasa Ras was equally pleased to be back home.

"When are you going to talk to me, Thasa Ras?
How long are you going to be angry with me?"

"I haven't decided."

"Well! That's the first words you've said to me
in three years. I could have used your help with the
Morgor and all that science stuff."

"You were doing well enough on your own."

The man and calot ghosted beneath the fronds
of a giant pimalia growing over the narrow channel
between grass-covered mud banks. Voiceless birds
of gorgeous plumage took wing when Ras Thavas
inadvertently splashed his paddle in the dark water.
A few strokes brought them back into the sunlight
again.

"Would you have?" Thasa Ras turned her great
tooth-filled head to look at her husband. Their
telepathic link was exclusive to them alone.

"Would I have what, darling?"

127



Ras Thavas and the Calot

"Destroyed the Morgors?"

There was no hesitation. "Yes," he said aloud
and via mind link.

The calot resumed her forward gaze, bright
eyes watching the creatures above and below the
water. After a time came a comment delivered with
heavy contemplation. "It's not what you thought, is
i?"

"What's that, dear?"

"Having the power of life and death over all you
survey."

"Having the power is one thing. Knowing when to
use it or not is the key. Fortunately I gave up those
dreams long before I met you and, because of you, will
never act on them."

"Because of me?" The calot snorted with wry
amusement. "You know how I feel on that subject. I
want to rule Barsoom!"

Ras Thavas smiled, shaking his head. He
paddled through the marsh observing the riot of life
found only in this last vestige of the mighty oceans
of Barsoom.
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EXPLORING: MILITARY AND SUPER SCIENCE

Edgar Rice Burroughs wrote of vast armadas
and fighting ships in the aerial navies of Barsoom,
but precious little detail on operations was ever
discussed. The air defense units of Thavas are
nowhere the size of Helium or Gathol, but the basic
structure of units, operational ranges (where fuel
isn't a problem there has to be a different tour
limiter), and manpower make for interesting specu-
lation. Super science unexplained is also a hallmark
of the Barsoom series.

"The Morgor" takes another look at the cre-
ation of super weapons and fantastic devices in the
broadest, and yet, most ill-defined terms possible.
The Morgors had not yet invaded Barsoom when
Edgar Rice Burroughs stopped writing. "The
Morgor" assumes there was a previous and costly
invasion which was defeated—and the prospect of
a second is very unsettling indeed!
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THE ODWAR'S WIFE
David Bruce Bozarth

Tavia stopped by the quarters of Ras Thavas, a
promise she had made before her husband Tan
Hadron, Odwar of the Thavas Navy, and the master
mind departed on a long patrol. "Thasa Ras! Here,
girl!"

The slim woman called to the master mind's
calot as she entered the apartment of her husband's
commander-in-chief by way of the key code Ras
Thavas had assigned to her, and by the guards
outside who had been advised of her visit while the
master mind was away from the New City of Tha-
vas.

"Tsk, tsk, tsk!" Tavia clucked between her
teeth, much the same as she might have summoned
the sorak that lived in her apartment on the second
island of Thavas. "Where are you, pretty girl?
Where?"

Tavia opened doors from room to room, calling
constantly, then gasped as she opened a door and
faced a radium pistol. Thasa Ras, the calot, was
backed into a corner, her jaws wide and menacing
the four armed red men.
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Before Tavia could turn and bolt, a harsh hand
gripped her upper arm and jerked her inside the
room. The door was swiftly shut and a hand covered
the woman's scream before it could be uttered.

"Make noise and you die. Understand?"

Tavia nodded. Though her heart raced with fear
she was not unaccustomed to unexpected events,
nor unable to respond. The hand was slowly re-
moved. Tavia did not struggle, she could not, his
strength was too great. "What do you want?" she
whispered.

"You know the beast?" The man who crushed
the breath from her lungs gestured to the calot.
Tavia nodded. "Good. Make a false move and die.
We have nothing to lose. Calm the creature."

The calot's back was arched high, the jaws lined
with three rows of teeth was presented in warning
display. The calot was coiled more tightly than a
wire spring, and ten times more deadly if that coil
was released; yet the four men in the room were
heavily armed and before the calot could spring it
would be killed.

Her mind racing furiously, Tavia approached
the calot with soothing words. She did not know
why these men were in the apartment of Ras Tha-
vas, but she had no desire to die or see the calot
killed. "It's Tavia," she said, approaching the
alarmed calot. "Remember me? Tavia. Good Thasa
Ras. Good calot..."

The hunting calot of Ras Thavas allowed Tavia
to approach, though her alarm stance changed little.
Tan Hadron's wife gingerly knelt beside the danger-
ous calot and timidly ran her hand through the crea-
ture's sparse mane. The calot allowed the touch, but
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shifted once again to show her teeth to the intrud-
ers.

The man who had assaulted Tavia tossed a long
strip of leather in her direction. "Muzzle the crea-
ture."

"What do you want?" Tavia said, ignoring the
strap. "Who are you? Why are you—" Tavia closed
her mouth when the man turned his pistol in her
direction. The slim woman blinked as death certain
was promised in the man's expression and weapon.

Picking up the strap, Tavia pleaded with the
massive calot. "Thasa Ras..." she dared to stroke
the creature's snout. "Thasa Ras... good girl..." she
pleaded, leaning closer with the strap. "This is not
a time to die," the Odwar's wife begged, attempting
to put the strap about the calot's snout.

Tavia trembled, frightened of the men with
weapons but more frightened by the savage calot
which might kill her in an instant. Then was startled
when the beast looked at her, closed her jaws, and
allowed the Odwar's wife to strap the binding about
the calot's snout. Even as Tavia did as the man
commanded, she was startled by what she saw in
the animal's eyes.

After the first two loops were placed on Thasa
Ras three men leapt forward and made that binding
even more tight, more cruel. The calot flopped
about but could not shake the combined weight.
Tavia backed away, seeking an avenue of escape,
but drew up short when the grim-faced man jam-
med the muzzle of his radium pistol against her
forehead.

"You have done well, lady. Continue to do well
and live." The weapon was not removed as the man
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turned his head. "Transport the calot." He watched
as the others lifted the master mind's pet between
them and carried it to the night-shrouded balcony.

The man derived some amusement as he used
the radium pistol to guide Tavia to the balcony. She
saw a ten-man flier hovering at the railing. "You are
an unexpected bonus! The wife of Tan Hadron—the
leverage increases."

Tavia realized her opportunities of succor were
diminishing by the instant. She filled her lungs to
cry out but before a sound could be uttered the man
slammed his pistol against her left temple.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Tavia woke in fractured darkness. There was
light, but it was thin rays of brilliance between the
slats of a flier's deck. Her mouth tasted foul, she
had trouble making her eyes focus, yet she also
sensed that she was not alone in her confinement.
Tavia did not speculate why her entire body was
bruised, she was practical in that regard, but who
was it that lay next to her in the stifling hold?

The calot!

Tavia attempted to raise her hands to comfort
the beast then realized that she was bound and
naked. Again, she remained practical in her obser-
vations. The calot wiggled, bound as tightly as she
was, and the Odwar's wife was sympathetic. "Bad
times, girl," Tavia said. Her mouth was bruised, her
teeth felt loose. The longer she was awake the
more hurts she discovered.

"Perhaps better we had died fighting," Tavia
said to the calot. The creature next to her re-
sponded, two tender nudges from the calot's snout.
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Tavia almost laughed. "You're right. Alive is better
than dead. My husband will kill all of them, if I do
not kill them first!"

Again the calot seemed to understand.

"I wonder how long we have been flying..."

The calot's bound snout tapped six times. Tavia
frowned. She asked again: "how long?" and six taps
responded. "Xats?" one tap. "Zodes?" two taps.

Tavia moved away from the calot. "You are an
animal! I do not know which frightens me more!"

The Odwar's wife eyes turned to the calot. Her
vision was improving, but still suspect according to
the ache in her head. Many times she had been
around the calot of Ras Thavas, many times she had
marveled at the creature's cleverness, but never
before had she thought the creature was intelligent.
Tavia's hands and feet screamed pain, the lashings
were too tight—but even that pain was not sulffi-
cient to quell the astonishing thought.

Tavia steeled her heart and wiggled back to the
calot's side. "Are you intelligent?"

The calot's bound snout gently tapped the
woman's forehead twice.

"What is three times three?"

Nine taps.

"Is John Carter the Warlord of Barsoom?"

Two taps.

"Is—" Tavia gasped, feeling a chill run through
her body that was contrary to the heat of the hold
where she and the calot were imprisoned, "—Ras
Thavas your husband?"

For a long moment the calot looked into the
eyes of the Odwar's wife. Then, deliberately, two
taps touched Tavia's cheek.
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Tavia woke. The hold was in darkness. She did
not remember passing out—either because of the
unbelievable information or the pain of her body—
but she did feel the gentle activity at the lashing
about her wrists. The calot had tried to release her,
but had no success. Tavia reached out with her
hands and caressed the calot's mouth and located
one of several razor-edged teeth that protruded the
jaw.

"Hold still, Thasa Ras," Tavia said. "Let me..."

The tooth was sharp, the position awkward.
Time and again Tavia nicked herself on the calot's
tooth, but eventually freed her hands. And then
wept for long moments as circulation returned and
she tried to regain control of her appendages.

As the Odwar's wife contained her pain, the
calot nuzzled the woman's belly.

Tavia's tears subsided. "You beautiful girl! I
never knew! Did Ras Thavas put your brain in the
calot's body?"

Two gentle chin taps.

"T will kill him. Or I will have Tan Hadron ki—"

A not gentle single tap rocked Tavia's head
back on her shoulders.

Tavia did nothing for a long time, then placed
her hands on the creature's face. She began unbind-
ing the strap that kept the calot's horrific bite
confined. "Many questions I might ask could give
the full story, but there is only one question that is
necessary. Are you happy as you are?"

The calot hissed softly and pushed against
Tavia's body twice.

Tavia released her bound feet. She then re-
leased the calot as they made as little sound in the
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hold as possible. Tavia searched the hold and found
a bar of metal or a tool, she could not tell which it
might be.

"They are sleeping," Tavia whispered into the
calot's erect ear. "Time to kill them."

The calot gripped her hand once in the mouth.

"We should wait?" Tavia asked.

Two gentle bites.

The calot placed her snout low, between Ta-
via's bruised legs, then snorted angrily. The crea-
ture then licked the red woman's face with her
teeth showing.

Tavia threw her arms about the calot's massive
neck and fought sudden tears. "Not my first rape!
We do not tell Tan Hadron, ever! Understood?"

Two licks on the woman's cheek.

The calot rose, quivering. Tavia's hands felt the
calot's body flexing and preparing. She hugged the
beast. "Time to kill?"

Two shakes.

The calot led Tavia to the aft hatch. Her snout
directed the woman's hands to the latch then
pushed her away. "Not yet?" Tavia asked and
received an affirmative.

"May I ask a question before we die? I love my
husband. Do you love yours?"

The darkness seemed more black as the calot
suddenly pushed the woman to the hatchway, the
wind keen of the propellers and the upperworks
filled the hold. Tavia's hand gripped the calot's mane
and had her answer as she raised the hatch and ran
forward.

Two shakes of the mane.
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Insilence the calot and the Odwar's wife rushed
across the deck of the flier speeding through the
thin air of Barsoom under the twin moons.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas scowled as he glanced again at the
maps and out the portal of his cabin in the three-
hundred man vessel, one of the New City's ships-of-
the-line. "Is the intelligence correct, Tan Hadron?"

The Odwar of Thavas replied with equal anger.
"It 1s, but there is no doubt our reconnaissance
parties have proved the information is false. We are
on a fool's mission, sir."

"Then," the master mind sighed, "the uprising
of Tur believers is either inaccurate or a lie?"

"I suspect the latter or a mis-direction, Ras
Thavas." Tan Hadron paced the cabin, his hand
wrapped about the hilt of the sword at his waist.
"The alert came to my office that a religious faction
would invade the island of the white apes we pro-
tect. The mission was to prove that the archeologi-
cal find showing Tur was a man and scribed the
Turgan a hundred thousand years earlier than
current belief is false."

"The island site proves all," Ras Thavas said.
He almost laughed. "How often do the idiots at-
tempt to make dreams reality?" The master mind
examined the map spread on the chart table.

"Yes?" Ras Thavas responded to a knock on the
cabin door.

"Three messages, sir," the signalman did not
look happy.

Ras Thavas extended his hand. "Which toIread
first?"
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"In order received, sir."

The first message was a relay of a communica-
tions originally sent to the Council of Thavas: "The
Turganis Inviolate. Retract and Remove the Apes."
The second message: "I have your calot. Two trans-
plants or I will eat her." No signature or other
demand. Third message: "And I have Tavia, too."
No signature or other demand.

Ras Thavas contained himself as he passed the
messages to Tan Hadron. As the Odwar read the
dispatches Ras Thavas asked the signalman: "Is this
all that was sent?"

The man blanched. "Yes, sir. Mighty stupid if
you ask me and you did not. Any reply?" When Ras
Thavas waved him off, the man saluted. "At your
service!" and backed out of the cabin and closed the
door.

Ras Thavas glared at the closed hatchway for
several moments.

Tan Hadron spoke first. "I cannot tell you how
many times the stupid have surfaced during my ten-
ure as protector of Thavas. They have my wife and
your wi—your calot," Tan Hadron swiftly amended,
"and have made demands we cannot consider since
they were too stupid to clarify!"

Ras Thavas overlooked the man's fist that
smashed through the cabin's portal window. The
master mind also reigned in an immediate desire to
lay waste to the Toonolian Marsh. Taking a deep
breath, Ras Thavas suggested "We both need to
look at recent communications, perhaps something
might come from that."

s oskoskoskoskoskoskosk
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The battle on the deck had disabled the ten-
man airship. Four dead red men littered the skeel
wood deck. Tavia tried to work the ascend and
descend control without success. A radium projec-
tile from one of the men had destroyed the mecha-
nism, which also contained the steering and engine
controls. The ship floated two-hundred-fifty ads
above the dark channels of the Toonolian Marsh and
the jungle-capped islands.

The anchor rope was only one hundred ads in
length. The height was too great to dive over the
side. Tavia took her bloody metal rod and attempted
to pierce one of the buoyancy tanks. The stubborn
metal sheathing resisted her best efforts. She would
have chanced firing a radium shell into the tank, but
both of the pistols had been lost overboard during
the battle.

Oddly, the ship's cabin was empty of food
though the water tank was full.

Six days drifting with the wind, sometimes
west, but more to the east. Then six more days of
agonizing hunger for the odwar's wife. Tavia suf-
fered more than the calot, which could go for weeks
at a time between meals. By the fourteenth day
Tavia began to babble gently and had trouble mov-
ing around.

Thasa Ras looked upon the woman who had
fought at her side without complaint and had learn-
ed how to have conversations with the calot who
could not speak. Thasa Ras wished there was some-
thing she could do. She tried to get Tavia to eat one
of the corpses but the red woman had turned and
vomited over the side of the ship. Yet, it was
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increasingly clear that if Tavia did not have food the
brave little woman would soon perish.

In one startling instant of action the calot
suddenly bit a sizeable chunk from one of her legs
and offered the dripping morsel to Tavia. The calot
then began to consume one of the dead kidnappers.

Tavia watched the calot. She understood the
hunger, her stomach cried out. In her hand was a
lump of calot, a dish she relished in her house.
Stewed, broiled, even raw. She wept as she gnawed
the flesh Thasa Ras had torn from her body and, as
she ate, bandaged the calot's leg.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas had not slept for the last three
days. He consulted again the maps spread on the
table, wondering which direction next to search.
"What?" he roared when a knock came on his cabin
door.

"A ship has been sighted."

"Tell Tan Hadron. I—"

"There's a calot on deck, sir. A red woman,
too."

"Why didn't you say so!" Ras Thavas cried. He
pushed the messenger aside and ran to the upper
deck.

Distance glasses where brought upon the small
flier floating just above the vegetation. Tan Hadron
and Ras Thavas saw the sights they most desired to
see: a calot jumping and a slim naked red woman
dancing on the deck.

Moments later Tavia jumped between ships and
clutched her husband. "We never eat calot again.
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Forbidden. I have eaten men and the taste is...oh..."
Tavia sobbed.

Tan Hadron embraced his woman, completely
at a loss.

Ras Thavas fared no better as the calot limped
to the naval vessel and butted his legs in happy
reunion. The master mind ignored the crew that
boarded the other ship to make their investigations
and make it ready for tow.

"You have to quit having adventures without me,"
Ras Thavas said to his wife's brain transplanted into
the calot's body years before because she had be-
trayed their marriage and his scientific knowledge.

Thasa Ras bumped the master mind's chest
twice. Then said via the mental link that only they
shared: "Adventure is one thing, husband. Tavia now
knows who I am but, more importantly, Tavia will
need all your help. She is a strong woman but she is
not like you or me and she has been through hell."

"What happened to you?" Ras Thavas asked,
looking to the rude bandages on the legs on both
sides of his wife's calot body.

"I provided all the raw calot I could before Tavia
learned to eat human flesh. Too bad that when she
decided to partake, the fresh meat was no longer
fresh."

The intended joke fell flat as the master mind
looked to the odwar and his wife. Tavia desperately
clung to Tan Hadron.

"Thasa Ras?" the master mind asked a hundred
questions at once.

"A woman I hardly knew gave her all and we
survived. It is fortunate I was a calot, husband, else
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neither of us would have lived. Kiss me now, then
leave me alone."

"Thasa Ras?" the master mind cried. When the
calot that was his wife's brain in a beast's body turn-
ed away, the architect of the New City of Thavas
reluctantly retreated. Tan Hadron and Tavia would
need his help and every iota of his thousand years
plus intellect would be applied.

Ras Thavas spoke to his wife once more. "She
ate your flesh?"

"Yes," Thasa Ras replied. "And we both learned
to eat red men flesh. I like it rank. T'll wait until you
are at least ten days dead before eating you. Go away."

The master mind of Barsoom frowned, and that
expression on the great man's face troubled the
junior officer who was in charge of caring for Ras
Thavas' calot.

142



Ras Thavas and the Calot

EXPLORING: KIDNAPING AND RAPE

Kidnaping is one of the main adventure compo-
nents of the Barsoom books. Carthoris searched for
Thuvia, Gahan sought Tara, and Vad Varo dealt with
a kind of kidnaping. The forceful obtainment of
human females appears to be a long tradition among
the cultures of Mars. Odwar's Wife explores a
Barsoomian kidnaping from the woman's point of
view and that always implied, but obtusely—if at all
stated—danger of rape.

The interior hold of the flier is logically created.
Few descriptions of the internal workings of air-
ships is found in ERB's books.
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THE MOTHER
David Bruce Bozarth

Ras Thavas looked up from his work as the
majordomo entered his office. "Jusaj, is something
wrong?"

"No sir, but you have a visitor."

The master mind looked at the cylinders of his
chronometer and frowned. "My next appointment is
not until the sixth zode."

The man nodded. "That is correct. She is a lady
of Zodanga, arrived this afternoon. She begs only a
moment of your time."

"] see. Well," Ras Thavas rose from his desk
and bent down to give his mighty calot a generous
mane rub. The master mind endured the head butt
from the calot with a laugh. "Show the lady in, Jusaj.
Let us not keep her waiting."

The majordomo bowed and left the office. A
moment later the red man escorted a majestic
matron into the master mind's office. Ras Thavas
noted her manner and dress which seemed to
indicate middle age—five hundred to seven hundred
years old—and the startled expression on her face
the instant she saw him.
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Jusaj announced, "Kalina Sov, wife of the third
Jed of Zodanga."

Ras Thavas stood as the majordomo led the
woman to a chair before his massive desk, then sat
in the matching chair after she was settled. During
all this time her eyes did not leave his face.

"That will be all," Ras Thavas said to his aide.

When the door to his office closed, Ras Thavas
leaned forward, bracing his elbows on his knees, his
hands folded. "I cannot help but notice that you
seem very troubled as you look upon my face. What
1s it, Kalina Sov?"

"You—" the woman choked back a sob then
took a deep breath. "I am sorry, Ras Thavas, you
remind me of someone I once knew."

Intrigued, Ras Thavas gently asked. "Who
would that be? I have not been to Zodanga in more
than three hundred years."

The woman deliberately composed herself.
Looking at Ras Thavas for a long moment, then
looking away. "My youngest son," she replied. "My
sister's daughter is studying in Thavas. My sister
visited her last month, saw you, and when she re-
turned, commented on how much you look like my
son."

Ras Thavas leaned back in his chair, a slight
frown puckered his brow. "I do not understand, dear
lady."

"Tel Av was an adventurer, the most determin-
ed of all my sons to find fame and fortune. He be-
came a panthan, a mercenary for hire, and fought in
dozens of small conflicts from the southern hemi-
sphere to the northern. His visits home were sel-
dom, but I always knew his figure in a crowd—so
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tall, handsome, and muscular!" For a moment the
woman's eyes misted with memory.

Kalina Sov blotted her eyes then apologized to
the master mind of Barsoom. "I had to come see for
myself," she said. "My son did not return from his
last campaign and, for these many years since, I
have known he was dead, else he would have found
some way to contact me. When my sister told me
how closely you resembled my son [—"

The pain and anguish the woman had controlled
up to that moment failed. The woman wept, her
grief brand new again.

Ras Thavas wrung his hands for a moment,
then rose to kneel at the woman's side. He took her
hands into his and kissed them. "Do not cry,
mother," he said.

Ras Thavas' hunting calot, one of the most
impressive specimens known, came from behind
the desk. The creature placed her muzzle in the
woman's lap, a gesture of sympathy.

The woman's tears vanished almost instantly at
the animal's approach. "How wonderful!" Kalina Sov
looked upon the hideous face of the fierce calot with
surprise and gratitude. "It is as if the beast under-
stands!"

Ras Thavas nodded. "Thasa Ras is a very extra-
ordinary calot. Her empathy is quite unusual."

In the master mind's brain came a voice that
only he could hear, the voice of his wife's brain
which had been transplanted into the calot's body
when she betrayed their marriage and his science.
"She is the one," Thasa Ras laughed. "She s the
mother of the body you wear. I smell it! Tell her you
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killed her son so that you might be immortal! Tell her!"

Ras Thavas wilted only a touch under the
scathing reproach from his wife. She lived in the
body of a calot because of her indiscretions, her
human body locked in a secret vault below the New
City of Thavas, and rarely did she not remind Ras
Thavas of what he had done to her.

Thasa Ras gently nudged the woman, amusing
her with a lick and an equally amusing sneeze, yet
her thoughts viciously hammered her husband. "See
what you have done? This woman weeps because you
weayr the body of her son. You killed him. You have
killed me by putting me in this animal's body. It must
end, Ras Thavas! End it!"

The master mind of Barsoom caressed the cal-
ot's snout and gently turned the creature's muzzle
to one side. Standing, he offered his hand to Kalina
Sov. "I am sorry to have caused this distress, lady.
Please, stay for dinner. Whatever I can do, please
let me know."

Kalina Sov accepted the handsome man's hand.
She suppressed a dream that her son linked his arm
through hers and escorted her down the hallway
and into the streets of the fabulous New City of
Thavas, yet that dream did sustain her and it was
enough.

The calot accompanied the master mind and the
woman of Zodanga. The beast curled at their feet
under a table at one of the finer inns of Thavas and,
later, paced close behind as Ras Thavas walked the
woman to her airship, to the door of her cabin.

Ras Thavas bowed low. "Thank you for telling
me about your son. Thank you for forgiving me that
I look like him."
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Kalina Sov hesitated, stopping her hand as it
rose to touch the face of Ras Thavas. "May I?"

Ras Thavas stood mute, but receptive. Kalina
Sov leaned close, rising on tip-toe to barely touch
her lips against the master mind's cheek. "You have
been most gracious to an old woman. Good night,
Ras Thavas."

The red man made sure that his smile was the
last thing Kalina Sov saw. The instant the door to
her cabin closed Ras Thavas turned and swiftly left
the passenger ship. He descended the boarding
tower and turned toward the Southern Gate. The
calot kept pace. Thasa Ras needled her husband,
chastising him.

"Coward! You killed her son so that you might
liwe! You put me in this body! You preach the high
morality, but you cannot even confess to your own
crimes! I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!"

Outside the Southern Gate, on the dimly il-
luminated dock where airboats and sailing craft
were moored, Ras Thavas suddenly voiced a long
cry of rage and emotion. The cry was so genuine
and unexpected that Thasa Ras was instantly con-
cerned when her husband sank to his knees. The
master mind covered his face and wept.

"Ras Thavas?" the calot with the human brain
came near. "Husband?"

The master mind of Barsoom shifted position.
He sat cross-legged on the dock, staring at the twin
moons passing above the dark outlines of the
jungle-capped islands to the south.

The calot used her snout to lift one of his arms
and placed her head in the master mind's lap. "Speak
to me, Ras Thavas!"
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"What is there to say, Thasa Ras? Every accusa-
tion you have made is correct. I have not been happy
with what I did years ago to acquirve the flesh I now
weay. I think about that more constantly than you can
ever know—it is my shame—but until this day I did
not know whose body I wore. Now my torment will be
more complete!"

The moons had set below the horizon when
Thasa Ras spoke again. "Why did you not tell her?
She should know." It was not an accusation, it was a
question from the heart.

Ras Thavas sighed. He placed his arms about
the calot's neck. "I could have told Kalina Sov that I
murdered her son. But tomorrow she will go home
with a pleasant memory, and yet will have hope that
her son still lives, somewhere. I destroyed one life. I
could not destroy another!"

Calots cannot weep, but that the moment Thasa
Ras desperately desired that ability.

"They say," the "they" being every savant on
Barsoom, "that you are the wisest man alive. Tonight,
love. I can believe that."
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EXPLORING: REGRET

The Barsoomian characters of Burroughs' writ-
ing are filled with emotional crises, most preva-
lently love, hate, fear, and hope. Few of these
characters, however, show regret or remorse for
their actions.

Zodanga is a nation that once warred with
Helium.
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THE HUNTED
David Bruce Bozarth

I have an intellect that creates difficulty—for
myself and others. In my youth I shunned humanity
with the sole exception of learning every arcane
science or medical knowledge known. Such obses-
sion can be expensive. As a matter of expedient ne-
cessity I turned new gained wisdom to the procure-
ment of funds performing complicated medical pro-
cedures: re-attachment of limbs lost by combat or
accident, replacement of weak or defective hearts
for the very rich—much frowned upon by fellow
physicians and entire governments since Barsoom-
ian cultures in general turn a blind eye on those
who do not have normal physiologies. Our world is
a harsh and desolate environment and most physi-
cians and governments believe only the strong, not
the defective, should survive. Still, if the patient
could afford my services I cheerfully made the weak
better. After a time it became more profitable to
make the already healthy more perfect, for such is
human vanity that the majority always wish to be
superior to the majority. Because of this vain desire
verging on obsession and the expenses in my quest
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to create artificial life had become even more mon-
strous, I became a monster, too.

How to make those with significant wealth
more perfect? Procure a healthy body more hand-
some or beautiful and put their brain inside—and
charge the annual budget of a medium-sized coun-
try. The surgery itself is not simple, in fact it is so
complicated that I killed more than three hundred
healthy animals and some fifty healthy human
slaves and criminals before there was partial suc-
cess. Over the years hundreds of experimental sur-
geries were performed with varying degrees of
success until I eventually perfected a method which
guaranteed satisfactory results. I believe I was
nearly eight hundred years old by that time, again
broke and in need of funds. For two hundred years
I performed thousands of surgeries of the ordinary
sort, and usually five "special surgeries" a year for
only the very wealthiest. One of the brain trans-
plants intended was one which would gave me a
new body—regrettably I was as vain as any other.

All now know the story of Vad Varo, a man
from Jasoom. He arrived at Old Thavas about the
time I transplanted the brain of Xaxa of Phundhal
into that of a young Duhorian princess. The girl's
brain was placed in the old hag's body. How I
obtained that girl's body is a sad tale I will not
repeat—even now it brings a flush of remorse.

My agenda of immortality by surgery occupied
my aging, fevered brain. I was not aware of young
Vad Varo's silent intent regarding the young girl's
brain in the worn out body of Xaxa. I controlled his
very existence and the Jasoomian fully understood
the consequences of failing to achieve my goal:
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transferring my brain into the most perfect male
body I had located. Whose mind once occupied this
exquisite shell I had not cared, having destroyed the
brain and storing the body in a form of suspended
animation until I might train someone trustworthy
in the procedure. Suffice it to say Vad Varo applied
himself to gaining medical knowledge with a deter-
mined will. In time the Jasoomian was ready to per-
form the surgery. My brain was placed in the body
I had maintained for years. New vigor coursed
through my veins, the senility which I had experi-
enced unaware began to evaporate, and life became
immediately more complicated.

Vad Varo, operating on an agenda of his own,
defied me, escaped, and eventually restored the
mind of Valla Dia to her own body. He married her
and rose to a position of power in her country. I, on
the other hand, resumed my experiments in artifi-
cial life and created an army of hormads with the
intent of conquering Barsoom. Unfortunately, my
"subjects" rebelled, squabbled amongst themselves,
keeping me prisoner while the creation process ran
amok. All Barsoom was threatened with annihilation
by bad science. John Carter eventually saved the
day by destroying the hormad menace. On that day
I swore an oath that no more would I do harm. And
I have—for the most part—kept that vow.

Several hundred years after the above event I
returned to the Toonolian Marsh and rebuilt Old
Thavas as New City of Thavas—a center of learning
and sanctuary for those seeking a home or new
opportunity. In time a thriving small city/state rose
and became an object of desire as to be plundered
by neighboring nations—which resulted in New
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City of Thavas assembling a military sufficient to
protect ourselves. Over the years we have proved
to be a somp too difficult and dangerous to pluck.

I taught advanced medicine at the Tower of
Learning. Eager minds were cultivated in hopes
they would go and make the lives of Barsoomians
everywhere better, with the exception of the
knowledge of brain transplants, as this was a basis
of my oath to John Carter and the Thirty-One
Jeddaks of Barsoom.

When I found my wife to be all changed. I found
her one morning, fresh from an egg buried in muck
outside the Southern Gate of New City of Thavas.
Orphaned or abandoned, I named her, raised her,
gave Thasa Ras the best of my knowledge and ex-
perience. I doted on her achievements and was
surprised when she came to me with expressions of
love quite different than those of a ward. We mar-
ried. Her lessons continued, her knowledge in-
creased, and eventually her base ambitions led to
betrayal of our vows. I had every right under law
and tradition to execute Thasa Ras, but I could not.
I truly loved her. Yet, I could no longer trust her
with the knowledge she had learned, thus I trans-
planted her brain into the body of my hunting calot.
Without hands she could do no harm. Without
speech she could not mislead others— though I did
allow a private telepathic link from her brain to
mine alone. Without me she could not regain her
human form—and would not regain it until I be-
lieved Thasa Ras recognized the error of her ways.

And thus it has been for seventy five years;
Thasa Ras constantly at my side, the "wonder calot
of Ras Thavas," who fetched my kills in the swamp,
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protected me from attack by creatures or humans,
and became my travel companion when I set out to
explore Barsoom. Our adventures have been many.
We have saved each other's lives numerous times.
We have discovered wonders, re-discovered lost
wonders, and visited places known and unknown.
We speak, we fight, and yes, we love after a fashion.
Thasa Ras loves me in her way but she is a child in
others. Growing up in the house of a man with
fourteen hundred years life experience had given
my wife a distilled, and distorted, view of life and
knowledge. When she betrayed me at the age of
fifty-one Thasa Ras was still a child by the stan-
dards of many Barsoomian cultures—yet her
knowledge of science and medicine was surpassed
by only two others on the planet, myself and Vad
Varo.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Jusaj suggested years ago that I keep a diary of
personal thoughts as a means of organizing myself
and, possibly, something for posterity in years after
my death. I have just read that first page again.
Looking at the calot stretched in the sunlight on the
balcony of our second story apartment I still see the
slim girl more regal in appearance than most of the
princesses of Barsoom. Her body still appears that
way, hidden in a secret vault beneath New City of
Thavas.

I looked up when Jusaj entered. "You have a
visitor, master."

The hour was late. "Tell them to see me in my
office in the morning."
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"You should see this visitor, Ras Thavas." He
did not elaborate, escorting a veiled woman into my
quarters.

The moment the veil descended, I came to my
feet. "Dejah Thoris! What a happy surprise! Is John
Carter waiting?"

"He doesn't know I am here." To Jusaj she said,
"May we be alone?"

At my nod Jusaj withdrew and closed the door.
I offered a chair to the Princess of Helium, wife of
John Carter. There was that in her expression
which kept my tongue still until she was ready to
reveal why she had come to New City, apparently
alone.

"T have need of your medical skills yet again,
Ras Thavas. I am not sure where to begin."

I took a chair opposite and smiled. "The begin-
ning is a good place."

Dejah Thoris spoke of an adventure she had
when she was much younger. For a little more than
two months she had disappeared, taking a leave of
absence which was never explained. The princess
gave me the highlights of her experience: finding a
pregnant Jasoomian female and caring for her until
the infants (twins) were born. During that time she
was involved in a local war between a small town
and a branch of the Warhoon tribes. The Warhoons
attacked Thilum and the fighting was bitter. Dejah
Thoris, the Jasoomian, and a First Born named
Milieos, with others, took the town's only airship to
get reinforcements.

All through her account I noticed small, odd
behaviors. A trembling in her right hand, a recur-
ring tic in her right eye, a slump to her left shoul-
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der...a slight wheeze to her breathing. At a point
where it would not be rude to interrupt, I asked if
she would like something to drink.

"Nothing strong, but yes. Thank you."

The water poured from the decanter was clear.
We distilled our drinking water directly from the
swamps of the Toonolian Marsh which surrounded
the joined islands of New City of Thavas. Refreshed
from the break, Dejah Thoris continued.

"That is the beginning, Ras Thavas. I have told
you this in case there might be meaning there,
however, the part I will now relate is where I
believe..."

"She is mortally terrified, husband."

Thasa Ras had watched and listened without
comment, but I had not required the confirmation of
my wife's heightened calot senses to know the
princess of Helium was greatly troubled. "Let us
hear what else she has to say." To the woman who
used both hands to hold the glass of water I smiled
gently. "Tell it until you reach the end, Dejah
Thoris."

"Our intent was to fly to Kamtol, but the flier
failed and we landed near an ancient city." She took
a deep breath. "Thaandor."

I did not blink or otherwise remark on the
startling statement. Thaandor was a myth, at least
that is what the historians of Barsoom believe.
!‘And?ﬂ

"Thaandor was not a dead city. Hidden for
centuries is a race of brown skinned men which
they believe came about by a blending of First Born
and Therns stranded in that area and mutually
dependent upon each other. I do not know the truth
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of that, but I do know that Maj Lantor, one of their
scientists, was involved in medical research as
advanced as yours. Because I have been in his
laboratory, fought a battle in Thaandor where
biological weapons were used, I believe something
happened to me. Others have died. I am dying, Ras
Thavas."

"Not today, dear princess. Nor anytime soon if
I have anything to say about it. The answer to your
as yet unasked question is 'yes.' Shall we go to my
office where I can give you a thorough examina-
tion?"

"That is one of the questions I intended to ask.
However, the answer to this question is the one
that matters: May I trust you will reveal nothing of
what I have said to anyone? Not even my husband
may know. I need that promise, Ras Thavas—and if
I had been thinking more clearly, I would have
demanded that from you before speaking at all."

"You have my word." I bent and offered my
hand, which Dejah Thoris took. I was startled at her
weak grip.

Thasa Ras swiftly warned: "Catch her! She's
Sfainting!"

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Dejah Thoris lay on the operating table. Before
I gave her the anesthetic I asked once again, "Are
you sure? For all practical intent and purpose you
will be dead."

"The death you give me now, Ras Thavas, you
can undo. The death that awaits if you do nothing is
forever."

"Sleep, your highness."
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The gas and her own weakness worked quickly.
I looked to Jusaj, the only other occupant in the
isolated chamber in one of the buildings of Thavas.
"Begin recording images. We must document all for
when the time comes."

"John Carter will seek his wife," Jusaj agreed.

"You cannot reveal the location of her body." I
said while hooking up tubing to pumps that would
remove the blood from the woman's veins. In the
opposite arm were other tubes which would inject
the preserving fluid that stopped all biological
functions, at viral, cellular, and organ levels.

I had no choice in what I was about to do. To do
nothing Dejah Thoris would die within weeks. Yet,
I was going to kill her just as surely. Jusaj continued
his recording as I checked for the third time the
condition of the patient, my equipment, and my
memories of an old trade.

"What if John Carter does not believe me,
master?"

I took up the scalpel and made a bloodless
incision across the beautiful forehead of Dejah
Thoris. I peeled back her scalp. "He will believe,
Jusaj." My rotary saw began cutting the woman's
skull.

Jusaj said nothing during the rest of the opera-
tion. I was glad of that. I had thought I would per-
form this procedure only one more time in my life,
restoring Thasa Ras'brain to her body, but Fate had
decreed otherwise. My majordomo took images of
the vacant cavity where Dejah Thoris' brain once
resided, of the vat with a mixture of nutrients and
preservatives into which that brain was deposited,
of closing the skull and reattaching the scalp. He
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looked quite shaken when I straightened with a
sigh.

"You will keep the entire recording in a safe
place, Jusaj. I will select portions of it which you
may show John Carter if the need arises. Now,
record me. I have a message for John Carter."

Jusaj turned the device in my direction. I began
speaking as I removed the powered optics which
allowed me to perform the delicate micro-surgery.

"You wife came to me for help. Her condition is
extremely serious. The only way I can treat her is
to suspend all activity in her body and brain until
such time I can develop a cure. This operation is
the only way to give Dejah Thoris the time needed.
I cannot save Dejah Thoris by putting her brain in
another body—what is destroying her body is also
destroying her brain. Only by this extraordinary
measure can I stop further progression of her
condition. Because of your wife's instructions I
cannot tell you where I must go to research her
condition. It is possible months may elapse before
I return.

"Since you are Warlord of Barsoom and prince
of Helium the utter secrecy of what has happened
should be apparent. Dejah Thoris is safe. Her
location is unknown except to one, he who will give
you this when you ask. Though it pains me to say
this it is in your best interest and hers to think your
wife dead. She truly is beyond all pain or joy that
this world can bring. All that your enemies might do
1s take her mortal remains but even in that event,
they would not have her.

"Trust your wife's good sense. There are many
reasons why she chose to do this alone and in
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secret. You have my word that I will do all I can to
save Dejah Thoris and restore her health."

There were other things I might have said, but
none would give comfort to the mate of Dejah
Thoris. "Terminate, Jusaj. Meet me in the apart-
ment a half zode from now."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

I had to travel to Jhuma, a city smaller than
New City of Thavas. Jhuma lay between Zodanga
and Kaol near the equator. The trade road passed
through the city east and west, and west I had to go
from there to reach Thilum. I had to make the
journey with only Thasa Ras as my companion as
there were few I could trust with Dejah Thoris'
secrets. Thilum, a town of mixed races led by Dator
Milieos was not the secret, Thaandor—the city of
myth—was her secret. If what Dejah Thoris told me
about Thaandor was accurate, and there was no rea-
son for her to lie, the occupants of Thaandor were
unique and had science that was dangerous if the
aggressor powers of the planet could obtain it. To
protect that secret I chose the guise of a jewel
merchant which explained the guard calot, my
weapons, and the fairly large case in my belongings.

I arrived at Jhuma via a Duhorian freighter, a
round bellied airship of six-hundred tons. In the city
I procured a pair of thoats, one as a pack animal.
The thoats were good stock and moved well, which
put me forty haads west of Jhuma by nightfall. I
stayed at a small inn surrounded by a half-dozen
rustic businesses. The proprietor was a silent sort,
which suited me. The night passed without incident
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and before sunrise Thasa Ras and I were again on
the road.

"These thoats could use a run," my wife sug-
gested. "Need I remind you wild calots run down
thoats for dinner?"

"Iwasn't thinking of you, dear Thasa Ras. [ was
thinking of my rump astride this animal."

I heard her laugh in my mind. "A lovely rump it
1s! All young and hard and..."

"Flattery will get you nowhere. A run wouldn't
hurt."

More than eighty haads had passed beneath the
nail-less pads of the thoats when we stopped for the
midday meal. The great beasts were good for
another hundred haads before sundown, marvelous
creatures of endurance and speed. Thasa Ras and I
decided to test that endurance, making the best part
of ninety haads a quarter zode before nightfall. We
camped a haad south of the trade road, partly
because there was a grove of mantalia and usa and
because I had no desire to be on the road at night.
Brigands were not unknown. Nothing untoward
occurred—and so it was for the next two days:
travel, sleep, then travel again.

I did not need to consult the map Dejah Thoris
had drawn with unsteady hand. The landmarks
described appeared in turn and there was the red
ridge where I should turn south. Two zodes later I
walked the thoats into the main street of Thilum.
So well did the princess of Helium describe this
town that I recognized the small house where she,
Junie Watts—the Jasoomian female—, and Milieos
had lived nearly 400 years earlier. The house had
been Milieos' when he was the town's physician.
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Now he was Dator Milieos, and by all reports was a
good leader.

The guard at the dator's fortress-like residence
was smart and efficient. I dismounted and offered a
pleasant greeting. "I bring a message from Dee to
Dator Milieos."

The padwar, a man of the red race, gestured
that I wait in the courtyard with a small, lovely
garden. He sent a man into the building with the
message. The guard returned not long after and
spoke to the officer, who smiled at me. "It seems
your cryptic message has great meaning. Dator
Milieos will see you now."

Milieos met me halfway down the main corri-
dor. He was a large, well-muscled man, his black
skin set off by small personal adornments of gold
and silver gleaming like stars in the night sky. He
offered his hand in embrace.

"Dator Milieos, my message is for your ears
alone."

The padwar had accompanied me from the
entrance. His back stiffened at my words, but
before he could urge caution to his master, Dator
Milieos waved him silent. "Ask Yona who is Dee,
then you'll understand why I have nothing to fear
from this man. Sir, come this way."

There was a small room down a side corridor.
The door was closed, then the First Born asked,
"What news of Dee?"

I wasted no time. "She is dying. She believes,
and my examination of her condition seems to
agree, that she encountered something in Thaandor
which is destroying her nervous system."
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Milieos registered an instant of shock and
concern, then nodded gravely. "There have been
side effects. A small number of—what do you know
about that day?"

"Enough. There was a battle. Biological weap-
ons were used. Dee mentioned others, but did not
elaborate."

"There have been more cases over the last
twenty years than the previous three hundred.
Have her symptoms reached..." Over the next few
moments Milieos revealed how well he had main-
tained his medical knowledge. Our discussion would
have confused all but a handful of master physicians.
Milieos was not happy when the exchange slowed.
"It sounds as if you have, in short time, discovered
everything we know and then investigated every
procedure tried. I am afraid I have nothing more to
offer, Ras Thavas."

"Dee said she had every confidence in you. But
she also has every confidence in me. It is her desire
that I go to Thaandor and speak to Maj Lantor, to
look at his work, to see if a different perspective
might bear fruit."

"] shall take you there myself. Today."

Milieos was good to his word. I was in Thaan-
dor just after midnight.

s oskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Maj Lantor was an old man, tall, impressive,
but wracked with the rheumatism of advanced age,
that period at the end of the Barsoomian life span
when rapid declines occurred. His voice was strong
and his mind was sharp. He had only recently
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passed his mantle of Jeddak to his son Torvaan Rok.
There was still that aura of authority in his figure.

"Ras Thavas. We finally meet."

"You know of me?"

"By reputation. Thaandor is on the way to
everywhere for those who travel by air. Years ago
we kept our city hidden by capturing fliers and
integrating or murdering their occupants. When I
came to power the practice of murder ceased, but
none who come to Thaandor are ever allowed to
leave."

"T hope an exception will be made in my case,"
I said. "The life of the princess of Helium depends
on that."

"Of course, Ras Thavas. Thaandor owes much
to Dee. If not for her brave actions that day... but
that is another story. Tell me, how may I help?"

"The nature of the biological agent used?"

"A growth exciter."

"And the side-effects?"

"For those who were in contact with the dis-
persed agent but did not exhibit the growth spurt,
a late reaction in nerve tissues, breakdown of
synaptic electrical currents, gradual decay and
dissolution of cell membranes, followed by death—
usually painful."

"May I see your notes and records?"

"You may see all that remains. There was a fire
about ten years back. Much of what you seek was
destroyed."

Maj Lantor made everything available to me. I
spent a day familiarizing myself with his records and
the materials and procedures used. I also learned
the growth exciter was not his original goal—he had
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been involved in research to prolong the life of his
Jasoomian wife, a woman who was brought here in
a space ship of Maj Lantor's design. The man who
assisted me was largely successful in extending his
wife's age, but the fragile Jasoomian body eventually
failed and that long ago pain etched his wrinkled
face.

"I got it right," Maj Lantor sighed. "Junie Watts,
Dee's friend, has enjoyed extraordinary health and
success from the treatment."

I heard the "If only—" in his voice and sympa-
thized. "Your longevity serum—it represents a
large part of the growth exciter formula. Perhaps it
would be helpful to examine Junie Watts. Is that
possible?"

"She is waiting. I sent for her, certain you
would come to that conclusion. Junie Watts will do
anything for Dee because she would have died if not
for the princess of Helium."

Maj Lantor went to the far door of the labora-
tory. A striking black woman entered. Her features
were subtly different from those of the First Born,
a flattened nose, large lush lips, high cheek bones.
Exotic. Beautifully so. Maj Lantor brought her to
the work table. "Junie Watts, this is Ras Thavas.
Dee's physician."

The girl took a seat. "How far along is the
disease?"

"No further harm can come to her for the
moment," I did not explain why. "This is not a
disease. I fear it is something less desirable because
a disease can be studied and cures found. What ails
your friend is a systemic poison. Chemical reactions
which increase over time."
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"Maj Lantor says you are the greatest mind on
Barsoom. Save her."

"T will do my best. With your permission, may
I examine you and make some tests?"

"You would suffer my wrath if you did not abuse
me every way possible."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Analysis of Junie Watts' tissue and fluids is
remarkable. I have seen things not found in Bar-
soom physiology. Jasoomian cells and metabolism
work quite differently and, in many ways, is supe-
rior to Barsoomian. Energy levels are higher,
stronger reflex and reaction times. Immune sys-
tems vastly greater than ours. Reproduction, from
conception to birth is two-thirds of our year, though
maturity, or near maturity, is closer to 8 of ours
instead of 5-6 years. Recovery from trauma in-
juries—cuts or abrasions—is slower. Blood chemis-
try is quite robust, yet tissues do not regenerate in
some cases. All in all, I found nothing new, having
examined Vad Varo many years ago and finding the
same results. When his Jasoomian body began to fail
with "old age" I solved that problem by cloning a
body from the cells of Dar Tarus—a healthy body
that did not have a brain, but did have a perfect
receptacle for his brain. I could not duplicate that
feat for Dejah Thoris because her brain was equally
affected by the chemical agents destroying her
nervous system.

It was Thasa Ras who, after Junie Watts and
Maj Lantor said good night, provided the answer.
"Would that you could clone a body for her as you did
for Vad Varo, one with a brain, and transfer her
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thoughts and memories onto that blank slate. But that
1s tmpossible."

Momentarily transfixed by that comment, I
leaned down to kiss the rough hide of my wife's
calot face. "Is it?"

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Maj Lantor assisted me during a month long
experiment with soraks. Soraks are pets in most
Barsoomian households, lap warmers sometimes
affectionate, usually haughty and aloof. Thasa Ras
had no use for soraks and, as a calot, often consid-
ered wild soraks as snacks, but she had suggested
that soraks, while being animals, did have a level of
brain activity which almost passed for sentient
thought and memories.

We trained two sets of animals with certain
routines rewarded by bits of food if a predetermined
course of actions occurred. When the results were
predictable, meaning the actions had been learned,
the second phase of the experiment commenced.

I have a superior brain. I cannot help that. My
brain is what it is. I have long known that my
telepathic abilities are greater than all others, so
great in fact that I have consciously erected filters
to keep down the babble of telepaths (Barsoomians
are telepathic, forming 99% of our language). As
great is the knowledge I have accumulated over the
1,000 years of my first body and the centuries since
in this second body, hardly a tenth of my brain is in
use. I know the trick of reading memories from the
newly dead, once used by the Royal Physiologists of
Zodanga under the reign of the late and unlamented
Zat Arras—whereby information regarding the Jed's
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enemies was learned. With the soraks I put that
knowledge, which is now forbidden on Barsoom, to
the test. The premise is simple: Record the
thoughts of one sorak, the trained one, and implant
the memories and brain activity of that creature into
one untrained. The actual procedure is quite diffi-
cult as the only "recording device" is my brain.

Experimentation proved that I could enter and
record the thoughts of one sorak and place them in
the mind of a second. However there were prob-
lems. The first sorak died. The second sorak had
the memories of the first, but also had its own and
went insane in a self-destructive fashion—a short
circuit leading to massive stroke and death. Though
I was reluctant, I repeated the experiment two
more times and gazed unhappily at the six small
cold bodies in the cages on the work bench.

Maj Lantor scowled. "It seemed so promising!"

Thasa Ras observed, through that mental link
that only we share, "Barsoomian brains cannot
accept overlays."

A month had passed. I was no closer to a
solution than when Dejah Thoris came to me.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Junie Watts joined me at breakfast today. "You
cannot give up, Ras Thavas."

"My dear Junie Watts, I have exhausted all
avenues. There is nothing more I can do."

"I listened to you and Maj Lantor. Growing a
new body for Dee and putting all of her thoughts
into a blank brain is the only way. I know this. You
know this. You have also proved that Barsoomian
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brains won't do this. Have you considered that a
Jasoomian brain might work?"

"Unlikely. Our brains are very similar in form
and function, else cross-fertilization would not be
possible between our species."

"But they are not alike! Test it on me."

"Impossible. You are not telepathic—at least
not telepathic in the same sense as the people of
my world. You can speak mind to mind, but only
directly. I cannot otherwise read your mind, only
those conscious thoughts you intend to share."

"Exactly, sir. Our minds are different."

I pondered her words for a moment. "Let us
say, for the sake of argument, that it is possible.
How would we test this? I am not willing to experi-
ment on human beings, nor do I believe Dee would
want that."

"No experiment," the girl lay her hand on my
arm, peering steadfastly into my eyes. "I have had
a long and happy life, a life I would not have had
except for Dejah Thoris. No human experiment
other than me. I want you to give me one of those
sorak memories you've recorded. You absorbed
those without injury. I doubt one would harm me."

"] cannot take that chance."

"You do not have a choice. I demand it for my
friend."

s oskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Three days of argument resulted in my acquies-
cence. Junie Watts was sedated to reduce her
brain's natural shielding which made her opaque to
Barsoomian telepaths. I entered her mind and im-
planted the tiny memory of the first sorak into her
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brain and then intently monitored her condition as
she came out from the sedation.

"I feel no different," Junie Watts said upon
waking.

"Your vital signs are all normal. Let us go to the
laboratory where the experiment was set up and
see what you know. There were three training ses-
sions. The memory I implanted was from one you
did not attend."

Junie Watts eagerly led the way. In the labora-
tory she went to the set up and without hesitation
keyed in the appropriate steps and laughed when a
tidbit of food dropped into the tray. "I'm not hungry!
It worked!"

"Yes," I replied. "It appears it did. The next step
is to see if Jasoomian cells will clone as truly as
Barsoomian."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

For three days I avoided Junie Watts at the end
of the cloning test. I faced a moral dilemma. I could
not allow the good-hearted Jasoomian to influence
me.

The cloning was successful, it even replicated
Maj Lantor's longevity changes at the cellular level,
an indication that a fully mature clone would have
the same health and long life that Junie Watts
appeared to have. I terminated the clone process
long before a fully formed fetus appeared then
struggled with these thoughts: Would Dejah Thoris
want her brain in a Jasoomian body? In one respect
I believed she would because that would guarantee
fertility between her and John Carter. Would Dejah
Thoris be happy in the body of not only a different
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species but a different race? I believed the princess
of Helium was color-blind, but did not know that for
a fact. Would John Carter accept his wife in a
Jasoomian body, a black one?

Thasa Ras nudged the back of my leg as we
walked through the underground corridors of
Thaandor. "Look at me."

I'looked at the great calot by my side. I saw her
face as I last remembered it on the operating table.
Such a beautiful woman! "I am pre-occupied, dear-
est."

"I know. I also know what you are thinking...that
1s, I know what you are struggling with. Look at me,
husband. Who or what do you see?"

I smiled. "You, wife. You."

"That's what he will see, just as Valla Dia sees
Vad Varo in his new body. He has not changed be-
cause all that is Vad Varo still remains—ihis thoughts,
his heart, his zest for life. John Carter will see his
Dejah Thoris. She will not care as long as she can be
with him."

"How can you be sure?"

"Because of the body I wear. My thoughts are
mine. My feelings are mine. My love and hate for you
1s still true and mine. What, I ask you, is the alterna-
tive?"

s oskoskoskoskoskoskosk

I spoke to Junie Watts in detail. "Are you
willing to donate the cells necessary to clone a body
for Dee?"

"Of course!"

"Will you be willing to leave Thaandor and
come to New City of Thavas for that procedure?"
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"If necessary. It is not possible to take the cells
and do it later?"

"No. There is a very narrow window of opportu-
nity in the process. The cells must be fresh. My
other choice is to grow the body here in Thaandor
and then transport it across the planet."

"Not very convenient," she smiled. "Well," she
said with a suddenness that startled Maj Lantor,
who had joined us for this conference, "when do we
leave?"

"As soon as possible."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Our way from Thaandor to Thilum was thoat
back. I left the case which contained my portable
laboratory behind as a gift to Maj Lantor for his help
and assistance. What I needed was in my head and
the container for the materials which would save
Dejah Thoris rode beside me with head held high,
her black hair shining in the sun.

Torvaan Rok gave me a very well-drawn map of
the terrain between Thaandor and Thilum, which
was the nearest human habitation. The journey
would take five days by fast thoat, which I projected
to take six because of my companion. It took con-
siderably longer and at a higher cost than expected.

The morning of our second day from Thaandor
a 20 man flier appeared overhead, moving slowly in
our wake. It did not overtake us, nor did it change
direction. Thasa Ras hissed and said:

"This does not bode well, husband!"

"Agreed. There is no place to hide in this flat
terrain. We cannot outrun them or prevail against
thetr cannon."
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Junie Watts had noted the airship. "Can they be
having trouble, Ras Thavas?"

"T do not think so. It is keeping station with us."

"T do not recognize it. The ship is not from
Thilum."

"Nor any nation I recognize. Be prepared to
run, Junie Watts."

By noon there was still no place which could be
defended. The airship had reduced altitude to a
handful of ads above the scarlet moss. The men on
the ship made no effort at concealment. I counted
six on deck. I could not tell how many were on
board. There was no doubt we would soon have
trouble. The ambush came from an unexpected
direction as we entered a series of dunes. Eight
men rose from concealment and rushed to encircle
us. Thasa Ras, brave heart!, sprang into combat
with blinding speed. Two went down under the
savage bite of her horrific jaws before my radium
pistol accounted for two more. The other four,
afoot, had no hope of catching us as Junie Watts and
I raced away on the thoats.

An angry shout was heard from the airship. A
radium shell detonated in advance of our direction,
the thoats broke stride. I dropped to the ground and
faced the rapidly closing airship. They had not
wished to kill us but I had no reciprocal compunc-
tion. I fired six rounds. Five hit the airship, one into
the mass of men that lined the gunwale. Mortally
wounded with both Eighth Ray buoyancy tanks
ripped open, the ship sagged until the bow ground-
ed and the forward motion slammed the aft section
to the earth.
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Thasa Ras disappeared as I ran to the stricken
ship. Of the villainous crew none were alive, but in
an interior compartment I came upon a poor muti-
lated wretch. I carried his moaning body outside and
looked up as Junie Watts herded my thoat toward
the ship. There was no fear on her face, though her
eyes were wide with excitement.

"Are they dead?"

"Yes."

"What of the others? Who is that?"

"Do not worry about the others," I told the
black woman. Thasa Ras had reported the other
four were now dead and she was returning. "I don't
know, but he looks familiar."

Junie dismounted and came close. She knelt
and looked upon the man's battered face. "Galek!
That's Milieos' pilot!"

Galek was ill-used. I managed to get some
water down his throat and it seemed to revive him.
His eyes focused on me with confusion. "You're free
of those others," I said.

He noticed Junie Watts. "I'm sorry."

"For what?"

"Thaandor. They tortured me to find him..."

Galek passed out. I tried to revive him to gain
more information but further examination indicated
he was ruptured inside. His abdomen was swollen
from interior bleeding. Galek passed shortly after
Thasa Ras rejoined us.

"Wait here," I ordered Junie Watts and Thasa
Ras.

My investigation of the dead men turned up
nothing other than the fact there was no identifying
metal on any of their harnesses. The ship gave no
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clues. I was beginning to feel rage as I collected two
radium rifles and a pouch of ammunition.

Junie Watts'"Who?" was answered with: "I don't
know. Given present events, Thilum might not be
our best choice."

"Poor Galek. Which way, Ras Thavas?"

This woman had heart!

"Thuma, the long way."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

As with other explorations, I have not kept up
daily entries where there is nothing to report other
than the passing of haads. Today is our twenty-sixth
night camp. It is not a happy time.

Near noon another flier attacked us, but this
time we were sheltered by a mass of rocks. The
ship landed beyond a hill and I knew it as only a
matter of time before men came into the rocks to
pry us out. Thasa Ras, equipped with formidable
natural weapons and a superb body designed for
destruction, slipped from our camp as afternoon
shadows lengthened. She reported on the move-
ments of five men, telling me where they were
located. "I'll check on the ship."

Long moments passed. The sun neared the
horizon. Then hell broke loose. Not at our defensive
location but at the airship! Across the distance I
sensed Thasa Ras in combat with the ship's crew
and was dismayed when the vessel began to rise
above the hill. In the last rays of the sun I saw
Thasa Ras lunging at a man, then the ship was
enveloped in a hot ball of flame! I shouted her name
then cursed as rifle shells peppered the rocks about
us. For a tense though mercifully brief time I was
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occupied with killing and did not let my attention
sway until that task was completely accomplished.
To make sure I went out to count the bodies. One
of the men was still alive, but not for long.

"Who sent you?"

"Someone who wants you dead."

"Who?"

"We ask no names if the weight of the pouch is
proper."

"Spend it in Hell."

I left him there, back broken and bleeding to
death. Junie Watts stifled a scream as I returned.

"Mount up. We have to follow the flier. The
calot is on that ship."

The moons of Barsoom were in the sky, giving
enough illumination that objects on the ground
stood out with twin shadows moving at markedly
different speeds. In a straight line I followed the
now dark airship hovering a hundred ads above the
ground and carried south by the wind at the best
speed Junie Watts could maintain on her thoat. All
the while I called out Thasa Ras' name through our
telepathic link. Junie Watts heard only silence and
the muffled gallop of the thoats pads on the soft
moss.

Half the night we followed that drifting hulk,
seeing no sign of life, human or calot. There was no
response to my calls. At midnight I drew to a halt,
dismounted, and lifted Junie Watts to the ground.

"We're going the wrong way," I said.

"The calot. Dead?"

My heart broke, but I kept my emotions within.
" fear that is true. We'll camp here. Tomorrow we
resume our journey.
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My melancholy is immense. My wife, dead. I'm
not sure I can sleep.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Jhuma near proved our deaths. Junie Watts and
I entered the small transport hub a zode after sun-
rise twelve days after Thasa Ras was lost. I re-
turned the thoats to the man who sold them to me,
taking a beating in the sale. On the way to the air-
ship terminal a small flier dove on us, firing a dozen
or more rounds into the square. We ran for a build-
ing as did dozens of others. I heard a number of
weapons nearby begin firing and wondered who was
on the ground trying to kills us.

Then the firing stopped.

A dozen heartbeats later I heard voices shout-
ing, women wailing. I dared look out and saw cit-
izens of Jhuma rushing to aid those wounded in the
attack. Emerging from a building to the left I saw
the padwar who had commanded the gate to Mili-
eos' fortress. Across the street a warrior of Helium
and, from the building to the right one of my own,
a Than in the navy of Thavas!

All three converged at a run. Than Hanta, one
of the cruiser Rasar's escort pilots, arrived first.
"Thank Issus you are safe!"

"Thank you—and you and you," I said to the
others. "Can you tell me who has been trying to kill
me for the last month and a half?"

Hanta spoke for the others. "Apparently several
groups. One appears to be Toonolian, another from
Zodanga, and a group of bandits. We've had no
report on the latter in quite some time, though they
murdered a few early on. We assume one group
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wanted your wealth, Zodanga wanted you dead to
keep from healing Dejah Thoris, and war with
Toonol has been with us for more years than we
care to remember. Dator Milieos first warned us of
the bandits, it seems one of his people was kid-
naped after taking you somewhere. John Carter's
intelligence learned of the Zodangan plot. Tan
Hadron later unearthed the Toonolian assassination
order. More than a thousand men from all three
cities have been searching for you."

"I have been found. I must return to New City
of Thavas as quickly as possible."

"Sir!" Than Hanta saluted. "I have transport at
the terminal."

The man from Helium offered his salute. "Our
ship is larger and faster. We can carry your escort
ship on board. Your orders are our orders for as
long as necessary."

"Arrange it, Than Hanta. Now. I would speak
with the padwar of Thilum." After the two hurried
away, I gave my report of Galek's death and my
thanks for Milieos' hand in our last minute rescue.

Junie Watts and I, with the padwar, quickly
walked to the air terminal. At the Heliumetic ship
I returned Thilum's departing salute. Boarding,
Than Hanta looked around. "Where is Thasa Ras?"

"Dead. Leave us depart as soon as the ship is
ready." I turned to the man of Helium and asked,
"My cabin?"

I said nothing more until the door closed on the
compartment. I sat on the bunk and held my head in
my hands. "Damn!" I sobbed, beginning to allow
myself to grieve.
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I had forgotten Junie Watts until her hand
gently gripped my shoulder.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Growing a human body from a few cells is no
easy task. I had to abort the first process when a
fluke malignancy appeared early. The second, start-
ed ten days later, proceeded as expected. Once I
was sure the clone would complete, I suggested
that Junie Watts, who had been a guest in my apart-
ment since our arrival at New City of Thavas, could
return home, escorted by one of our cruisers.

"T'll go, if that is your command," the Jasoomian
said as we dined in private. "I'd rather not, if [ am
asked."

I knew what she wanted me to ask. She had
been ever so supportive of the man who grieved for
a beloved pet. How could she know that my wife's
brain was in the calot's body? What would she
think?

"You should go."

"And you should not be alone." Junie Watts
rose, tall, beautiful, her black skin shining in the
fragrant brasier's light.

I did not refuse when she sat on my lap, nor did
I turn my head to avoid her kiss. Nor did I stop
myself from taking her in my arms and acting as a
man. After that night there was no question of her
leaving and when John Carter arrived, I was glad
Junie Watts stood at my side.

The great warlord came to me not in his capac-
ity as the military leader of Barsoom but as a man
concerned with his wife's well-being. He listened to
my medical advice, my plans, my intent, but all the
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while I spoke he looked at Junie Watts, her face and
figure, her manner. Before I was finished John
Carter raised his hand and asked:

"Will Dejah Thoris be herself?"

"The shell will change, John Carter, but that
which animates Dejah Thoris will be transferred
intact."

"And what will happen to the copy?"

"Pardon?"

"If you make a recording of my wife's life in
your brain, when you transfer it will it all transfer,
or will you have a duplicate?"

I replied without hesitation. "All, sir."

"I miss my wife."

"I completely understand. I have missed my
wife for quite some time."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

John Carter was allowed in the room when it
was time to transfer Dejah Thoris' thoughts and
memories to the fully mature clone. He watched in
silence as I adjusted the suspension in the vat hold-
ing his wife's brain. Preservatives were gradually
replaced until my thoughts could reach hers.

"Awake, Dejah Thoris."

"Ras Thavas? Where am I? I cannot see."

I explained. When I finished I heard what Thasa
Ras predicted. "I want my life back. I want my
husband. If you say he is heve now and has agreed,
then the longer we wait, the longer before I can see
him!"

I reduced the nutrient flow, placing Dejah
Thoris back into a thought free state. I began re-
cording her thoughts, her personality, ambitions,
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dreams, nightmares, fears, phobias, I recorded all
the passion, the sweet lust, the fearlessness, all of
what made Dejah Thoris the princess of Helium, a
unique individual.

The overlay, as Thasa Ras named it, was heavy,
almost a physical weight that beat upon my strength
and ability, but once started I could not cease until
every last vestige was collected. When I thought I
could bear no more, when I could no longer feel
Junie Watts concerned grip on my hand, I had the
full essence of Dejah Thoris in my mind. Then, for
a moment, I did not know what to do!

"Do it!" a warm breath in my ear gently urged.
"Do it, love!"

There was an instant of confusion as I tried to
recall what must be done.

"Transfer! Do it now!"

The mental link to the clone was something
practiced. I interfaced immediately and began im-
printing as swiftly as I could. I felt a raging fire in
my brain, my body, as if my metabolism was in-
creased a hundred-fold.

"Do it, Ras Thavas!"

The pristine mind of the clone began to take
shape and order. Each facet melded seamlessly with
another and another, until there was a spark, a dim
light growing stronger and stronger until it burned
as brightly as an unhooded radium bulb.

"Finish! Finish before you are consumed!"

I listened to that voice even as I transferred the
last memories, the most recent, including those of
our brief conversation—brain in vat to my brain.
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"The transfer is complete. She will remain
sedated for another day. I must rest." I did not rec-
ognize my voice.

John Carter gripped my hand as Junie Watts led
me from the chamber. "Thank you!"

"Let us see what tomorrow brings."

I fought two images in the eyes, as if two minds
attempted to use the same physical resource. I
needed Junie Watts' help. She refused to allow Jusaj
to help me undress. She sent my majordomo away,
stripped me naked, and tucked me into a pile of soft
sleeping silks and furs. Her slim body warmed me
as I lay shivering. She kissed me and that heated
contact provided a focus that made the other voice
go less raucous. When the intensity of that kiss
increased, that other voice went silent.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Dejah Thoris looked up from the table, tears in
her eyes, because the first face she saw was her
Virginian. Junie Watts stood to one side, but still in
the princess of Helium's vision. Dejah Thoris
reached out a hand, as black as Junie Watts', and
drew the Jasoomian to her breast.

"Thank you!" the wife of John Carter whispered
over and over.

I touched John Carter's shoulder, gesturing we
should withdraw. He frowned, concerned, as I drew
him into the hallway. "Give them time to cry.
Women are not emotionally built like men. It was
your face that she needed to see, but it Junie Watts
who will help Dejah Thoris believe. The transplant-
ing of brains proved to me many years ago that the
shell is nearly as important as the mind and heart

183



Ras Thavas and the Calot

and your wife has lived with the fear her shell would
cease to function long before her natural time."

"You speak as if you know her mind. Tell me,
Ras Thavas, what is her mind like?"

"I was only a medium of transfer, John Carter.
I have few conscious thoughts from Dejah Thoris'
mind."

"John! John!"

I smiled at the warlord and gripped his shoul-
der. "It is your turn. If this change in appearance
really means nothing, be sure she knows that. It is
you around which her entire life is bound. Go to
her."

skoskoskoskoskoskosk

Eight days later the prince and princess of
Helium boarded a grand battleship that nearly
dwarfed the massive Defense Tower of Thavas. At
the rail two figures, arm in arm, waved goodbye,
one massive, a fighter, his skin white, the other
slender, regal, her skin black.

Junie Watts, her black arm linked through my
red one, stood beside me on the balcony of my
apartment as we returned the wave at a distance.
Majestically the ships of Helium cast off and moved
away in stately formation.

Now that we were alone, I picked up Junie
Watts and carried her to the sleeping platform. She
giggled impishly as I tossed her into the silks and
furs and covered her body with mine, her lips with
kisses. Breathlessly, I held myself above her dark
face, gazed upon her white teeth, her expressive
eyes.

"You saved my life. How did you know?"
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"I still have the rat cat in my brain. A terrible
itch. How is it with you and Dejah Thoris?"

"A recording, dear heart. She does not speak,
she does not think, but she is there and known
more intimately than I have known any woman."

"I'd ask you to record me so you know how I
feel about you, but that would mean sharing you
with my best friend. I think I'll try this method of
linking," she kissed me hard, "for a while!"

I nuzzled her neck. I put my arms about her,
holding Junie Watts tight. We made love.

soskoskoskoskoskosk

I awoke in the middle of the night with a start
asa heavy body leapt upon the bed. Almost immedi-
ately Junie Watts' scream changed from alarm to
happy greeting when Jusaj, breathing hard and look-
ing extremely apologetic, turned on the light.

Junie Watts threw her arms about the neck of
a large hunting calot which lay across our legs, jaws
open and tongue lolling. "Thasa Ras!" the black
woman cried. "Where did you come from?"

"Indeed, wife. Where did you come from?"

"About time you did something about your love
life, husband."

I flushed as Thasa Ras licked Junie Watts' face.

"I thought you were dead!"

"So did I, for a time. But I wasn't. It took a while
to walk 4,000 haads, but I'm home."

To the world my wife had been missing for
more than two centuries. My people would have
welcomed Junie Watts. But a man cannot have two
wives at the same time... or no sane man. I did not
immediately send Junie Watts to Thilum, that would
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have been poor form considering how close we had
become, but the girl did go home and not with a
broken heart. She was more practical in that regard.

soskoskoskoskosk sk

"Is she gone?"

"Yes, Thasa Ras. Junie Watts is gone."

I listened to my wife's cutting remarks and
expressions of betrayal for a zode. She had been
under terrific strain since leaving the shattered
airship and making her way across the wilds of
Barsoom, avoiding contact with humans and fighting
predators as required. She believed me when I said
we followed the airship half the night.

"If you really loved me you would have followed it
Sorever!"

"I would have, if I had not believed you dead. I do
not apologize, I did nothing wrong. Junie Watts is a
lovely woman, but she deserves a man who is not
married, especially one married to such a rascally
calot."

I wrestled with Thasa Ras and touched her
body in way I had never done before. The most
successful predator on the face of the planet sud-
denly stiffened in an arched pose. I heard laughter
in my mind.

"Stop that! You're tickling me!"

"So I am. Learned it from Dejah Thoris." 1
relented just a little.

I sensed a frown the calot's expression could
not make. "You talked of tickling calots in the midst
of her dilemma?"

"No, she told me. In my brain. Understand,
Thasa Ras, that your feminine wiles may not work so
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well in the future. I have the life experience of a much
more mature and devious woman in my memories. I
won't be so easy to fool."

Thasa Ras hissed with exasperation. "That's not
fair! You always know more than I do!"

I laughed, glad to have her back. "Of course,
dear. That's why they call me the Master Mind of
Barsoom."

187



Ras Thavas and the Calot

EXPLORING: SECRETS AND MURDER

A recurring theme in the Barsoomian stories of
Edgar Rice Burroughs is dead cities and secrets.
The dead city location and secret that Dejah Thoris
has in RT:Hunted is based on events found in When
The Princess Disappeared, a novel length tale writ-
ten by David Bruce Bozarth, Andy Nunez, Don
Bearden and Terry Klasek.

Ras Thavas is presented from a different view
point. "Hunted" is written in first person. The
master mind of Mars displays more of his scientific
prowess in a medical emergency that involves
telepathy, cloning, and cross-species transfers—
logical extensions created by this author.
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LOST IN THE MARSH
David Bruce Bozarth

Thasa Ras stirred in her sleep. She felt uncom-
fortable, not knowing why, though the constant
worry of knowing the New City of Thavas was
under threat once again by Toonol was never far
from her thoughts. The prospect of war occupied
and pre-occupied her husband Ras Thavas, the
master mind of Barsoom and leader of the city.
What could she do to help, trapped in the body of
his hunting calot? Her brain had been transplanted
into an animal's body because she had years earlier
perverted the scientific knowledge her husband had
shared and also betrayed their marriage by taking a
lover. Her sleep was no longer troubled with
dreams of killing her husband for his restraint and
inventive resolution, she knew that most men of
Barsoom would have immediately terminated an
adulterous wife without a second thought.

Together they had ranged the vast surface of
dying Barsoom, suffering adventures and knowl-
edge, and new vistas and with some affection
tempered by the reality; yet, when her home was
threatened by the continually contentious Toonol-
ians there was little that she could do to defend the
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New City of Thavas. Her brain was clad in the body
of one of the most respected of Barsoom's preda-
tors, but though her intellect, knowledge and skill
remained intact, she could communicate only with
Ras Thavas through their special telepathic link and
had only ten legs, a massive jaw with triple rows of
teeth, and no capability to serve in technical ability.

Thasa Ras was concerned. Her husband was
harried by continual reports from Tan Hadron's
scouts and the officers of the New City of Thavas'
small though well-equipped military. Envoys from
distant nations with trade considerations in the
region and a half dozen religious factions recently
come into the Toonolian Marsh area had expressed
their concerns. A war with Toonol would...

Ras Thavas heard his wife's council, of course,
perhaps processed that conversation as well, but in
final form Thasa Ras' brain resided in a calot's body
and there was little she could do during the current
crisis. Only two others in all the New City knew
that a human brain powered the body of a beast—
both dear friends in recent years—but not even that
private urging upon her husband was sufficient to
admit Thasa Ras to all of the constant meetings.
And that gentle dismissal by her husband rankled:
even on days when the sun shone sweetly though
the double wide windows of their private balcony
and the woman in a beast's body slept in the warmth
rather than raging.

Yet, that sleep was not easy. It was, in fact,
nightmarish. The calot's body twitched and turned.
The human brain slipped between dream and sleep.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk
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Thasa Ras gasped with astonishment and nearly
drowned as her body hit warm marsh water near
the shore of an island on the rim of the Toonolian
Marsh. Overhead, barely five ads above the surface,
a large airship with unknown markings headed
north.

A mucous covered body touched one of her legs
and Thasa Ras immediately ignored the airship and
swam to the nearby shore. Silians of all kinds
resided in the waters of the Toonolian Marsh; some
as large as banths and as vicious, some as small as
a red woman's least finger, but equally dangerous
because of their venomous bite. Scrambling ashore,
Thasa Ras inspected her leg for a bite...and froze.

She did not have ten legs! She did not have a
massive, compact, and powerful body. She did not
have a great jaw with triple rows of savage teeth.
She had two legs, shapely, a narrow waist, breasts,
two arms and hands, and when she raised them to
her face, two eyes, two ears, a nose, mouth and wet
hair that clung to her skull, neck and back. Con-
fused, Thasa Ras looked to the heavens and, at that
moment just before the airship passed over the
crest of the next vegetation topped island, saw a
human body thrown over the side.

Thasa Ras touched herself, pinched her flesh,
and scowled with pain. Her scientifically trained
brain accepted all input while emotionally disbeliev-
ing all she tabulated. Her husband had only the
night before refused to return her body, wearily
saying once again that her plea and remorse was not
yet sincere; yet, Thasa Ras rose on two legs very
like those she remembered as a human woman. For
an instant her vision blurred, adjusting; too long had
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her eyes been only an sofad off the ground in the
body of a calot.

The stern of the airship disappeared from view
but the sound of the propellers lasted for a time
longer. Looking at the narrow channel between the
shore upon which she stood and the island nearest
where the human body had been dropped over the
airship's rail was not that great. For a moment
Thasa Ras regretted the loss of her beast body, the
strength, teeth, and endurance, but she had what
she always had in the calot's body: her brain and
courage. Thasa Ras waded out from the shore,
avoiding a splash that might interest the larger
silians, and quietly swam to the next island. The
sun was a quarter above the horizon.

The woman entered the low growth at the
shore then ducked beneath the higher growth as
she went inland. There was little slope to the
ground, her feet broke through the mat of grass into
adamp muck, indicating only a few sofads difference
between the water level and the highest part of the
island. Voiceless birds rose in surprised flight as
Thasa Ras passed an enormous pimillia plant in full
bloom. Thasa Ras raised a hand to her breast,
equally startled—then more confused by having a
hand that could touch a human breast!

What had happened? Ras Thavas had denied
her. They had argued, as usual. As usual the argu-
ment had meant nothing. Ras Thavas left to consult
with his commanders. Thasa Ras in the calot's body
had slept on the balcony and ate what the servants
had brought in the morning. She had considered a
personal hunt in the marsh and decided against it
because the threat of war was very real and the
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New City of Thavas was her home and Ras Thavas
was her husband. She did love him and hate him,
and admire him and despise him and...

Thasa Ras sank to the ground, pulling several
broad glorestra fronds down for concealment. She
heard the sound again—quite unlike any of the
expected noises of the Toonolian Marsh. Maintain-
ing her cover, Thasa Ras risked her voice: "Are you
injured?"

"Only my pride," came the reply. An eternity
later: "Please come save me or kill me. At this point
I don't much care which!"

Thasa Ras dared peek through the foliage and
saw a red man trapped in sucking mud.

"Don't get trapped!" the man warned as the wife
of the master mind raced to his side.

"Don't struggle!" Thasa Ras offered advice,
searching the grasses and debris.

"Dear lady," the man replied, "I am too smart
for that, but you are not as smart as you appear."

Thasa Ras drew up in an instant, her anger
equally as... then laughed. The man had tossed his
swords to the edge of the mud and had removed his
harness. "It might reach," she replied.

The sun was still above the horizon but not by
much when the red man gripped Thasa Ras' hand
and wiggled out of the mud hole. His body was
covered with the grey-black mud. After catching his
breath the man said "I would kiss you if I knew you
but courtesy states that all I can do is say thank
you."

"Thank me later," Thasa Ras smiled. "You are
not saved yet. To the water. I need to find some
needle moss."
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"What?" the man stumbled to his feet, then
realized that some of the lumps on his body were
not clumps of mud.

"No!" Thasa Ras warned. "Do not pull the
parasites off! You will leave their heads in your skin
and each will become infected. You will not die but
will be very sick. Only needle moss or a fire will
make the parasites let go. This way..."

The man bathed in knee-deep water until the
mud was removed. He ignored the slimy thumb-
length creatures his hands encountered. With a
guarded eye he watched the woman with a wad of
needle moss in her hand stab each of the parasites
on his body. As she had promised, the creatures
vacated—died—and the woman was diligent in her
ministrations until all of the parasites were re-
moved.

There was a cost, however. The woman's hand
bled from dozens of needle pricks. The man dipped
water from the marsh and laved the slim woman's
appendages. "You save my life and rid me of pests.
What may Gantun Gur, the Assassin of Amhor do
for you?"

The hour of night was approaching. Thasa Ras,
with the experience of her time as a calot and her
life in Thavas at the edge of the Toonolian Marsh
replied, "Gather your weapons. If I may, your knife.
We must shelter for the night." Then...after the man
had given her a keen-edged knife, she added, "This
is not your first time in the marsh, Tor-Dur-Bar!"

The red man drew his long sword, a startled
frown on his forehead. Before he could speak,
Thasa Ras said: "I am the wife of Ras Thavas. I
know what was done years ago. Your secret is safe
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with me, hormad; yet, I need to know what you
know. I need to know what has happened to my
husband and my city and why are you here?"

Gantun Gur paused. "I heard that Ras Thavas
married. Only his wife could know what...to answer
your question I do not know why I am here. I awoke
on an airship. A dozen faces unfamiliar questioned
me regarding Ras Thavas and his whereabouts. I
had nothing to tell them for I have not been back to
the Toonolian Marsh since I parted company with
Vor Daj. They threw me overboard. And you?"

Thasa Ras also paused for a moment before
replying. She could not reveal that when she went
to sleep her brain was in a calot's body and when
she awoke in the marsh she was again human. "Like
you, Gantun Gur, I have no recollection of how I
was brought to this place. But I can say that I was
not interrogated. This is very curious."

"Yes," the man from Amhor who had the brain
of an artificial life form Thasa Ras' husband had
created many years previous agreed. "It is more
than passing strange! Even in Amhor we hear of the
continuing conflict between Toonol and the New
City of Thavas. I have often thought of offering my
services to your husband."

Thasa Ras did not conceal her laugh. "As an
assassin? Gantun Gur, answer truthfully: Have you
done other than take advantage of your title as
assassin of Amhor? Have you killed anyone since
your hormad brain was transplanted into the assas-
sin's body?

The copper-red skin of red men rarely reveals
a blush, and the night which came in nearly an
instant as the sun dropped below the horizon was
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more than concealing, but the shudder in the reply
was truthful. "No, I have not, and please, dear lady,
do not repeat that admission. I like my place in
Ambhorian society. I do not have to kill anyone to
have respect. ["

"T will not betray your secret, Gantun Gur,"
Thasa Ras smiled. "Can you swim?"

The red man stood at the woman's side. They
had reached the opposite side of the small mud bank
upon which they stood. The dim light of Cluros, one
of the twin moons of Barsoom, revealed a larger,
more substantial island twenty ads away, the dark
water between the islands was of unknown depth.
"I can," the Amhorian said, "but not well."

Thasa Ras gripped the man's upper arm. "It is
not far. But if you are worried about your abilities
then give me your harness and weapons. I am a
strong swimmer and such accouterments will not
hinder me and you will not be weighed down by the
metal."

The man thought this was a good plan. He
removed his harness and weapons. Thasa Ras
quickly donned the leather and waded into the
water.

The crossing was quickly made, the water
never rising greater than Thasa Ras' narrow waist.
At the opposite shore Gantun Gur laughed with
embarrassment. "Sorry to trouble you. May I have
my weapons back now?"

Thasa Ras smiled in return. "You may have
your knife, Tor-Dur-Bar, but nothing else. I will not
trouble you and you best not trouble me until I find
out what is going on..."
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The hormad brain in the red man's body swiftly
understood. "I see that you know the entire story
regarding my time with Vad Varo. A knife, thank
you. And I will not abandon you like I did those
years ago with friends in difficulty. I have learned
what honor means."

A camp was made. Tree silians were killed for
the evening meal and eaten raw. Thasa Ras took
one side of the encampment and did not sleep. The
red man snored on his.

Thasa Ras woke to the sound of airships pass-
ing overhead. She had moved away from the night
camp into the fork of a skeel tree while Gantun Gur
slept. The airships moved north to south, which
confused the wife of Ras Thavas. All threats to the
New City of Thavas were either from the East or
the West.

The woman returned to the camp and did not
see the red man. She was not disappointed because
Gantun Gur had shown his colors once before and—
A heavy body moving through the brush caused the
long sword to appear in the woman's capable hand.
Gantun Gur stumbled into sight, bearing an armload
of usa, sompas, and nuts.

"Breakfast, Thasa Ras. I thought I would gather
food while you were, well, whatever you were
doing. There is another wave of airships approach-
ing from the north. Two cruisers and ten or eleven
five man scouts." As the assassin of Amhor spoke
he divided the food. "I do not recognize the mark-
ings on the ships. Come, there is a place we can
observe without being seen."

Thasa Ras bit into a juicy sompas fruit as
Gantun Gur led the way to the edge of a boulder-
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strewn clearing which exposed a large segment of
sky by denying the tall growth any root or soil,
though they could remain well hidden in the shad-
ows beneath the greater jungle. A startled darseen
lizard sunning on a rock scuttled away, a brief flash
of neutral color that vanished in an instant in the
darkness beneath a glorious pimillia bush.

Her first clear glimpse of the airships startled
the wife of the master mind of Barsoom. The ships
were virtually identical to the last series of vessels
the New City of Thavas had purchased from the
shipyards of Hastor, a vassal city/state of Helium.
Helium was that mighty nation ruled by Mors
Kajak, Tardos Mors, and John Carter, Warlord of
Barsoom.

Thasa Ras wondered which of the Toonolian
Marsh nations possessed the ability to purchase
such ships? She enumerated a half dozen in an
instant, Toonol being foremost because the New
City of Thavas was the jewel of the marsh islands
and was under constant threat, but her husband had
recently concluded a purchase of ten vessels and all
had been delivered. These ships which had passed
overhead were not headed toward either of the New
City's current rivals, so where were they bound?

Gantun Gur interrupted Thasa Ras' thoughts.
"What is that?" The red man pointed to a billowing
mass in the sky, a mass that turned darker with
each passing minute.

"A cloud. Perhaps a rain cloud."

"] have heard of those, the assassin of Amhor
replied. "Mythical. Water descending from the sky.
Flooding land. Perhaps we should get to higher
ground?"
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Thasa Ras could not fault the man's thinking,
nor was there any purpose served remaining where
they were. The island proved to have high ground,
in fact had rock outcrops that required joint assis-
tance in scaling. The higher they climbed the
greater was the expanse of the nearby channels and
islands visible until the clouds above released a
brief though extremely dense fall of rain.

The woman and the assassin of Amhor contin-
ued to hear aircraft entering the area. "Something is
amiss," Thasa Ras observed. "The Toonolian Marsh
1s vast but few nations other than Thavas, Toonol or
Phundahl have the experience or resources to
exploit it."

"T agree," Gantun Gur replied. "I think their
center of interest is a few islands to the south. You
might have noticed that most of the ships are in a
descent pattern..."

"Yes, damn you!"

At that moment Gantun Gur held Thasa Ras
above the edge of a rocky precipice which had taken
some effort for the couple to scale. The words said
could not be retracted, nor would the woman have
found fault if the man who was once a hormad
simply released his grip. Gantun Gur's face was
dark with emotion but he handed Thasa Ras to the
summit without comment. Before the man could
turn away, Thasa Ras gripped his arm.

"Forgive me, Gantun Gur. I did not mean to
speak so harshly. I have been rude and inconsider-
ate. I have been condescending and superior. I have
taken advantage of your good nature and I am truly
ashamed. Your weapons, sir," Thasa Ras raised her
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hands to remove the harness and was startled when
the assassin of Amhor gently gripped her wrists.

"ITwould feel safer if you keep the swords. Even
with years of practice I am clumsy at best." Before
he released the woman's hands he said, "Now, off
we go south. As you say, something is amiss and we
should find out what!"

Gantun Gur had turned, but drew up short
when Thasa Ras touched his elbow. "You might
need this," she said. The assassin of Amhor arched
an eyebrow at having the return of his radium
pistol. "I am a lousy shot," Thasa Ras lied. "I trained
with blades and never learned firearms."

The hormad was not fooled, but the gesture and
trust extended caused a grin to appear. There were
words he wanted to say. Exhibiting a wisdom Ras
Thavas had never chronicled in his notes regarding
the hormad experiments—perhaps because her
husband had been delusional and bent on conquer-
ing Barsoom at the time—Gantun Gur offered his
hand and led the way across the summit.

As they descended the opposite slope the
Ambhorian talked. "I did not like your husband. Of
course, I did not like him because I did not under-
stand him. It did not help to know that he created
me in a vat." All of these negative statements were
delivered with a genuine smile. "I should hate Vad
Varo for making my life more complicated, yet; lady
of Thavas, I would change nothing. I have spoken of
this to no one, after all, to admit that my brain is
that of an artificial life form grafted into the body of
one of Amhor's assassin heroes and that I am not
much better than an idiot is not a profitable exer-
cise. Vad Varo needed help, enlisted me..."
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For a long moment Gantun Gur did not speak.
When he resumed Thasa Ras noted the sincere
melancholy. "I will not fail you like I did Vad Varo,
Thasa Ras! I might be a hormad, a creation that Ras
Thavas eradicated from the face of Barsoom, but I
have learned. Please tell him that the next time you
see him." The red man's hand gripped that of Thasa
Ras with an implied promise: she would again see
her husband.

"He wrought well enough that I can pass for
human, and in this much his work was good. I also
remember why that work was commenced and," the
man paused at the side of a glorestra bush to pluck
a fragrant blossom which he handed to the woman,
"and know that Ras Thavas fully and completely
turned his back on that horrendous science which
produced me."

"Not so!" Thasa Ras exclaimed. Her hand
trembled as it held the vibrantly colored flower.
"Look at you! Strong in mind and spirit! There is
nothing horrendous about you!"

Gantun Gur sadly smiled. "Again, you give
more credit for what [ appear to be without knowing
what I am though I know exactly what and who I
am. This way," he ducked under the low branches of
an usa tree, plucking several starchy fruits during
the passage.

At the end of a long descent in near darkness
because of the heavy growth despite the new day's
sunlight, Thasa Ras sat down at the water's edge.
Gantun Gur frowned. "Are you all right, Lady Tha-
vas?"
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Many things had run though the woman's brain
this day, some illuminating, some extraordinary,
and some emotional. "Stop that!"

Gantun Gur turned away from the water's edge
and squatted on his haunches. "Only because you
know who I am will I say 'forgive the idiot.' Only by
luck and chance have I appeared to be the Assassin
of Amhor. What is it I must stop?"

Thasa Ras rubbed her eyes. Surely dust or
pollen had entered her eyes—and she knew that
delusion would not fly because there was no dust in
the Toonolian Marsh and pollen had never affected
her. "Until this morning past my husband had trans-
planted my brain into the body of his hunting calot
and there I have resided for more years than I care
to remember!"

Gantun Gur was startled. "What an adventure!
I have often wondered what it would be like to have
my brain in the body of a great ape or..."

"Oh!" Thasa Ras cried. "Shut up!"

The real assassin of Amhor would have re-
sponded to that outburst in any number of ways, but
the imposter assassin wilted and turned away. He
did not even have the courage to beg forgiveness
for having caused pain which he did not understand.

Another flight of ships, smaller vessels, passed
overhead. The couple hid in the shadows of the
jungle growth. Gantun Gur pulled down fronds from
a pimillia bush to make their concealment more
secure. After the ships began their descent over the
next island the assassin released his grip about
Thasa Ras' waist, not remembering how he had
taken her in hand and protected her. It embarrassed
Gantun Gur because he could never forget how he
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had not had those same inclinations with Vad Varo
and the company of...

Thasa Ras put her arms about the man's body
as he began to rise. "I am the idiot, Gantun Gur! Do
you know why my brain was in the calot's body?"
Thasa Ras poured out her story between sobs of
anger and sobs of regret and sobs of impatience.
"You are not the abomination, Gantun Gur! You
chose to secure your life in the Marsh those many
years ago and have lived among the people you
wished to adopt. I chose to betray my husband's
knowledge and our vows and..."

Gantun Gur gently placed his hand over the
woman's distraught mouth. "I hear something!"

Thasa Ras froze. Then realized there was no
sound other than the few insects nearby and the
distant fluttering of voiceless birds passing through
the jungle. She looked into the hormad's eyes and
said: "You are a good man."

Gantun Gur made no reply, but he did walk
more erect and with more assurance as they swam
to the next island, made a crossing, and entered the
water to wade to an extended mud bank concealed
by tall marsh grasses of every height and color.
Well past the sun's zenith they gladly entered the
water to swim to the next island, one more substan-
tial than all the others within their immediate
vision. The Amhorian Assassin had a brief, desper-
ate encounter with a six foot silian—which he
dispatched before Thasa Ras could do more than
react. The battle over, the swim resumed and at
the island's shore Thasa Ras discovered why the
man had seemed to struggle the remaining distance.
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"Dinner," Gantun Gur proclaimed as he dragged
the sinuous silian onto the shore. Before Thasa Ras
could offer a comment the Amhorian had correctly
located and deftly removed the venomous forepart
of the silian. The red man sighed. "Oh, for the
spices and seasonings of the house cook back
home—or even a fire to cook this beast!"

Thasa Ras laughed at the hormad's deliberately
over-dramatic angst. They rested for a time after
eating the silian then continued north, taking
advantage of connecting mud banks and shallow
water as much as possible, though even that made
the going slow. By nightfall they had traveled less
than ten haads.

Gantun Gur was not happy with their location
after the sun set. They were on a mud bank of
grasses with no trees or cover. There was a larger
tree-covered island in the near distance. " say we
try the water, Thasa Ras. Best to be under trees
when the sun rises. Can you continue?"

Thasa Ras was weary; yet, the man at her side
was correct. They had to move on. Her reply to his
question was to enter the water walking the bottom
as long as possible then swimming when the chan-
nel became too deep. The weight of the weapons
and harness seemed greater with each stroke and
more than once during that crossing she wished she
was clad once again in the indefatigable body of her
husband's hunting calot.

The tree-crowned island, illuminated by star-
light, seemed as distant as when she started. Her
lungs burned with effort and her limbs felt like
leaden weights. More than once her stroke and
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breathing clashed and foul tasting water entered her
mouth and nostrils.

Gantun Gur heard the woman's distress. "Are
you all right?" his whisper came across the dark
water.

"How far?"

"We are nearly there," the Assassin of Amhor
replied. The hormad in a human body swam close to
the woman who was obviously showing signs of
distress. "The shore is near," he urged. A moment
later, "Fifty ads." He tested the depth, searching for
bottom. "We're still in the channel."

"T'll make it," Thasa Ras spat water out of her
mouth.

The Ambhorian smiled. The woman's angry
reply indicated she was not yet done, but when his
next test for bottom proved positive, he dared to
increase the anger of Thasa Ras by grabbing her
about the waist and holding her head above the
water. "Rest a moment," he said, ignoring the
woman's feeble blows upon his head and shoulders.

Thasa Ras subsided in an instant and allowed
Gantun Gur to walk them through the water until
her feet touched the bottom mud. Even then, she
allowed the man to carry her a few steps further
before she forced her weary feet to operate. There
was no gradual slope to the island because the
channel cut close to the shore. There was a muddy
scramble to dry land that left both of them covered
with mud. For long moments the couple lay on the
rough marsh grass catching their breath, thenasthe
moon Thuria broke the horizon Gantun Gur
splashed water onto Thasa Ras.

"What?" Thasa Ras scowled. "You—"
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Gantun Gur laughed. "You look like a First
Born with all that mud on you."

"Me?" Thasa Ras giggled as she had not done in
years. "You look like an animated mud bank!"

The two splashed water back and forth with
amusement and relief until a metallic clang froze
their actions.

Gantun Gur's hand was filled with his knife as
he looked toward the jungle. Thasa Ras did not
draw her sword, but her attention was equally
focused. "We are not alone," she said.

"Best we find out who shares this island with
us," the Amhorian replied.

The island was larger than most in the Toonol-
ian Marsh. They climbed long slopes of grass and
moss and a high rocky ridge cloaked with large
expanses of trees and jungle growth. At the summit
they paused, startled by the cluster of lights outlin-
ing a crescent shaped harbor. There was a massive
vessel floating on the dark waters that was larger
than any known. Airships of one hundred to three
hundred men in size appeared to be annoying
insects as they hovered over the behemoth. Ten
thousand or more workers toiled under harsh
artificial lights completing sections or provisioning
the immense vessel.

"It is not a water craft," Gantun Gur observed.
"It is too large to navigate the waters of the marsh."

"It is an airship," Thasa Ras agreed, "but one
that has never been seen on Barsoom before. It is
as large as many cities!"

"There!" Gantun Gur gripped Thasa Ras by the
shoulder and pointed to a group of airships descend-
ing to the harbor. "I recognize those, Zodanga!"
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"And there," Thasa Ras pointed to the landing
zone, "are ships from Toonol! What brings these
two together?"

"Shall we find out?" Gantun Gur asked. The
Ambhorian did not wait for a reply.

Thasa Ras caught up with the man halfway
down the slope, whereupon they continued their
approach with more caution. This island had been in
use for some time. Warehouses and stockpiles of
materials and provisions had been in place for many
months and a small town had been built to accom-
modate the workers. They saw military patrols on
land, air, and water which slowed their passage but
did not stop them from entering the area.

The closer they came to the shore, the more
monstrous was the ship under construction. The
vessel's hull floated on water, but it was obvious it
was an airship because the bulbs and bulges of
Eight Ray buoyancy tanks were prominent.

The pair successfully eluded all patrols and
workers to near the center of activity. Dozens of
engineers and scientists labored over drawings and
specifications while a much smaller group super-
vised—Toonolian, Zodangan, and—Thasa Ras froze
as she recognized a half-dozen faces. These red
men were members of the Thavas Council!

"Wait here," Thasa Ras commanded. "I have to
hear what is going on. If I do not come back seek
Ras Thavas at The New City and tell him I said the
danger is within."

"T will go with you," Gantun Gur said. "T—"

Thasa Ras' reply was harsh. "One of us must
give the warning," she said. "But only one of us can
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get the facts. You have been a good friend, Gantun
Gur. I trust you will continue to be a good friend!"

Gantun Gur could not help notice the woman's
hand upon his shoulder. He blinked several times
with emotion then said, "You be careful!"

Thasa Ras kissed Gantun Gur's cheek. As she
made her way through the jungle and man-made
streets she realized her lips had caressed only three
men in her life. Her husband, her artificial lover,
and Gantun Gur, the coward, the hormad, the...
friend. She hoped he would follow through if she
was unsuccessful.

Thasa Ras worked her way through the crowds
of workers and patrols and...

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

"Have a nice nap?" Ras Thavas rubbed the
calot's mane with an affectionate hand. "Wake up,
dear, we have company for lunch."

Thasa Ras was disoriented. Her head was only
a sofad above the floor and she had ten legs, not
two. Before she could reply a group of men entered
their apartment above the New City of Thavas.
Jusaj, the majordomo, made introductions.

Tan Hadron, of course, then Helium's ambassa-
dor, the men from Dusar, Duhor, and Invak, and
Ambhor. "Gantun Gur."

The Ambhorian spoke first, and earnestly. "Ras
Thavas, I have news of import."

Thasa Ras the calot looked upon the face that
was not that of the man in her dream, but his words
spoke true to those events and she was very con-
fused!
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Tan Hadron and Ras Thavas were very inter-
ested in what the Amhorian Assassin had to say,
and all parties wished to continue the discussion
after lunch. Jusaj ushered the visitors out of the
apartment, except for Gantun Gur. When the
Ambhorian knelt to ruffle the calot's mane, Jusaj
uttered a quick warning.

"I wouldn't, sir! That calot is known to..."

"T'll take my chances." Ignoring the majordomo
Gantun Gur said to the calot: "I did not forget."

Ras Thavas frowned with astonishment as the
calot's tongue caressed the Amhorian's cheek. The
master mind of Barsoom gestured for the Amhorian
to sit down as he took a chair for himself. "I have a
feeling there is more to your story than a warning
that forces have allied against Thavas."

"Yes, sir," Gantun Gur replied, "there is much
more. For several weeks, since I came south from
Amhor with a group of friends to hunt and fish in
the Great Toonolian Marsh, I have had dreams of a
woman, a woman unlike any other. When I awoke
this morning the girl did not leave my mind. It was
as if we could talk, and as our small airship ap-
proached an unexpected military base six hundred
haads west of the New City of Thavas, the girl
identified the ships and men and asked that I give
the warning. I cannot explain how this came to be,
or how that I know the mind that spoke to me today
resides in the body of this fine calot."

Ras Thavas offered a theory. "Your brain is as
special as the one in the calot's, Gantun Gur; both
are unique in all of Barsoom. I have observed your
progress from afar and you have an uncanny ability
as an assassin to have never been called upon to ply
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your trade by any person, group, or country. Now
that we have met face to face I sense a telepathic
emanation which few but the most powerful tele-
paths might notice; you exude peace and content-
ment. I suspect that special process is the link that
allowed this other powerful mind to connect with
you," Ras Thavas reached out and scratched the
sensitive skin between the calot's eyes.

Gantun Gur leaned back in his chair. "Then
what the girl told me is true?"

The architect of the New City of Thavas nod-
ded.

The Assassin of Amhor rose and swiftly drew
his sword. "You must return her brain to its rightful
body!"

Ras Thavas did not change his position, or show
anger or surprise. He merely said, "I am unarmed,
Gantun Gur. If you kill me Thasa Ras will never be
restored for only I know where her body is secured.
Besides, good fellow, you really do not wish to do
this."

For an instant it appeared that Ras Thavas had
judged wrongly, then the Amhorian's sword point
wavered, then dropped to the ersite flooring.
Glancing at the calot, the assassin in name only
apologized. "I am sorry, Thasa Ras. I am incapable
of harming a human being."

Gantun Gur offered his sword to Ras Thavas,
prepared to suffer whatever punishment the leader
of the New City of Thavas dictated. The Amhorian
was startled when the master mind refused the
weapon. "Thasa Ras is not disappointed, Gantun
Gur. She thanks you for the sentiment and, I be-
lieve, if you will relax and draw upon that part of
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your brain where peace and happiness resides, she
can tell you that herself. Thank you for your warn-
ing. You have done a great service to Thavas and I
am sure we will find some way to reward your
selfless act. Meanwhile, I must confer with my
lieutenants. Please, stay as long as you wish. Enjoy
the city. Thasa Ras will be your guide."

The calot gently nudged the stunned red man
with her snout. Gantun Gur turned away from the
door through which the greatest mind of Barsoom
had passed, and knelt down to look into the eyes of
the fearsome calot. With some effort the Amhorian
opened his mind and began to receive fragments of
thoughts and images.

"...ore handsome than my dream," the calot said.
"I am happy as I am, Gantun Gur. You were very
gallant, but there is much about my relationship with
my husband you do not know, or could understand."

"In that much I am relieved, for if I had not heard
it from you I might have done something stupid like
asking one of my assassin friends to force Ras Thavas
to do what I could not force him to do."

The Amhorian almost saw the girl's face, but he
did hear her merry laughter. "Dear friend, good man,
and travel companion! Do not worry about me! Are
you hungry? I am starved."

And so, Gantun Gur, the Assassin of Amhor,
grinned with wonder as a calot led him down the
ramps of the master mind's tower into the streets of
Thavas and to a inn that "...always has mountains of
thoat bones!"
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EXPLORING: TOONOLIAN MARSH

Synthetic Men of Mars visited the Toonolian
Marsh. Lost in the Marsh is a closer look at the
dangers found in that vast area which represents
the dregs of a nearly vanished Martian ocean. The
flora and fauna are given logical extensions to what
can be found in the books. The rain cloud is this
author's extrapolation of what might be possible
over this vast body of surface water, even on arid
Barsoom.
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THE MURDERESS
David Bruce Bozarth

Ras Thavas frowned. His patient repeated the
phrase which caused that expression:

"I murdered him."

The master mind of Barsoom looked upon the
girl speaking under the influence of drugs and
hypnotic suggestion, the girl someone had paid
dearly to have him investigate the cause of her
nightmares and insomnia. She was very young.

The cold walls of Xodar's Omean palace echoed
his next question. "And what did you do next?" Ras
Thavas glanced at the massive ten-legged calot
which had risen from the floor at the girl's startling
statement.

The girl's voice was slurred. "I went to the
window and threw the bottle of poison into the
Omean and then called the guards."

"What happened then?"

"The doctor was called."

Ras Thavas observed the struggle on the girl's
face. Maintaining his soft voice he asked. "And
then?"

"Holsan Par was pronounced dead by coronary
failure."
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Ras Thavas noticed the injections were wearing
off and, as the girl's mind moved toward conscious-
ness, her expression became troubled. Rather than
have the girl go through an uncomfortable transition
the master mind gave her the antidote. Within
minutes Hanara's eyes opened—narrowed and
guarded.

"What did I say, Ras Thavas?" Hanara asked.
Ras Thavas assisted the First Born woman from the
couch into the chair next to his desk. She accepted
a drink of water before repeating her question.
"What did I say, Ras Thavas?"

Before Ras Thavas could reply, his wife's voice
filled his mind through the telepathic link that they,
of all the telepaths of Barsoom, shared alone. "Do
not say, husband. Something is not right."

In reply Ras Thavas laid his hand on the nape of
the calot's neck, for his wife's brain resided within
that animal's body. To the attractive black-skinned
woman the master mind said: "It will take time to
determine which is dream and reality, but there is
no doubt that something is troubling you. I would
like to do this again tomorrow, after you have
rested."

The woman did not try to conceal her confu-
sion. "That is the very reason why I have sought
your help! I cannot sleep, or if I do fall asleep I
wake with nightmares I cannot remember."

"Yes, I understand that, Hanara. But we must
proceed carefully. More than one session will be
required before we uncover the root of your insom-
nia. Meanwhile, I have a sedative that will insure a
dreamless sleep. I need your mind fully refreshed to
continue."
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For a long moment the woman stared at Ras
Thavas, then lowered her eyes. Her hands moved
restlessly in her lap. With a slight shudder in her
voice Hanara voiced a half-question: "It is some-
thing terrible. I'm sure of it. I have known that for
months—but what could it be? Will you not tell me,
Ras Thavas?"

"My findings are inconclusive at this time,
Hanara. Please, go to your apartment and rest. I
want you to take this pill at the Eighth Zode. Return
here tomorrow after lunch. Will you do this?"

"Yes," the woman replied. " must know what is
wrong with me."

Ras Thavas escorted the First Born woman to
the door of his quarters, gripping her hand reassur-
ingly. He received a trusting smile, then Hanara
walked down the corridor to the first ramp leading
upward into the heart of Xodar's underground
residence.

The wife of Ras Thavas waited until her hus-
band closed the door to their apartment then re-
marked: "Murder is common on Barsoom, and poison
1s one of the many methods, but I do not believe that
young woman murdered anyone."

The master mind returned to his desk and
glanced at the notes he had written down—the
words uttered by Hanara which were a confession
of murder. "I tend to agree with you, my love, but
for different reasons. What am I to do with thus?" He
lifted the notes and glanced at the brasier providing
smokeless heat to the apartment carved into the
side of the monstrous cavern's rock . He strode to
the window that looked upon the vast body of water
within that cavern—an ocean—hidden below the
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surface of Barsoom's south pole. Twenty ads below
the window the Oeman's black, liquid surface
rippled around a dozen swift-appearing aquatic-aero
vessels.

Thasa Ras intercepted her husband's intent. "/
do not think you should do that, darling. But I also do
not think you should leave them laying about where a
slave or someone else might find them."

Ras Thavas folded the notes and stuffed them
into his belt pouch. "What have we got ourselves into,
my princess? This was supposed to be a routine
examination for a sleep disorder, but even now I am
not sure why I was consulted because there is a royal
psychologist in Dator Xodar's court."

The calot shook her mane and attended a paw
with tongue. "Xodar himself asked. We have never
been here. Those two reasons were enough to get us
here. What we must find out why you were asked."

s oskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas quietly listened to the conversation
at the dator's table, an official dinner held in his
honor. The master mind of Barsoom had endured
many such banquets over the years but never in a
sunless venue. The food was delicious and the
company was the best of First Born society. The
great hall was filled with a hundred or more people,
each attended by one or more slaves, resulting in a
loud buzz of voices at all times.

At his left was Xodar, leader of the black nation
at the south pole and tied by treaty to Helium.
Xodar wore a standard leather harness—the only
ostentation upon which was the emblem of his
house and rank. The First Born leader was a robust
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and striking figure, even seated at the table. Ras
Thavas had met Xodar several times in Helium and
other royal courts and had found him to be likable,
even engaging. A confident man, Xodar led his
people with a minimum of fuss. If one fussed, one
was sent to the water pumps and thus, though he
could be charming, Xodar was an absolute authori-
tarian and expected obedience.

To Xodar's left was his wife Teda. She was a
regal woman who wore only the best silks and
ornaments of gold and platinum. Her hair was a
raven cloud decorated with diamonds. Around her
graceful throat lay a nation's wealth of emeralds and
rubies. Her figure was superb, but all in all, Ras
Thavas thought she talked too loud and too often.
Then again, the master mind was more used to the
solitude of his laboratories and the quiet of his
apartment.

Seban, the teedwar—the highest military
rank—was seated on the other side of Ras Thavas.
He was a large and brutish-looking man who had
features more coarse than the average First Born.
Ras Thavas suspected a mixed birth, though he
could not say what mixture of human races the
teedwar might be. Seban was, however, polite and
gracious in speech and manner. He was Xodar's
second in command.

Under the table, stretched across Ras Thavas'
feet, Thasa Ras gnawed a leg bone from a thoat.
From time to time she would make a remark about
the table conversation, but for the most part she
remained silent and attentive. Ras Thavas was com-
forted by her presence and her sharp and brilliant
mind.
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Dator Xodar captured the master mind's atten-
tion with a salute using a jewel encrusted goblet.
"So, Master Thavas, how did your session with
Hanara go?"

Ras Thavas placed his eating utensil on the
plate and blotted his mouth. "I believe a less public
venue would be more appropriate, Dator Xodar. I do
have a number of questions I need to ask, but those
can wait until after dinner."

Xodar nodded his head agreeably and turned
when another at the table called for his attention.

Ras Thavas looked across the table and down
two seats to where the royal psychologist sat. Jazek
was a slim handsome man who talked with his
hands—he gestured constantly. The master mind
had spoken to Jazek before his examination of
Hanara and at that time he had reserved his opinion
of the man. He continued to reserve it.

The meal eventually ended. Xodar rose and
handed Teda to her feet which commenced a gen-
eral exodus from the great hall. Ras Thavas reached
under the table to stroke the calot's short mane
then stood. Seban walked at Ras Thavas' side while
the great calot stationed herself just behind and to
the side of her master. Ras Thavas noted the time
was just after the Eighth Zode. He wondered if
Hanara would take the sedative then mentally
shrugged his shoulders. The girl would do as in-
structed—or not—and there was nothing he could
do to force her compliance.

Seban looked at Thasa Ras with admiration.
"The keeping of calots is not part of our culture, but
I must say I am very impressed with yours, Ras
Thavas."
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"Thank you, Teedwar Seban. Thasa Ras has
been a wonderful companion and protector these
many years. You will not find a more intelligent
calot on Barsoom."

Thasa Ras chuckled. "And that is because I was
a bad girl after we married and you put my brain in
this body rather than rightfully killing me."

"Be quiet, dear." To Seban the master mind said,
"I have never been to the Omean before. What an
extraordinary place."

Seban nodded, directing Ras Thavas to a bal-
cony overlooking the Omean. A phosphorous fungus
provided a faint but general illumination. Artificial
lights flooded the building's facade and the dock
area. "It is said that 98% of Barsoom's free water is
located here. Above us in Valley Dor is the no
longer Lost Sea of Korus." Seban laughed at his
little joke. Ras Thavas smiled in return.

"I love this place," Seban continued. The First
Born perched on the balcony's stone railing and
looked at the Omean. "My birthplace is over there,"
he pointed to the opposite cavern wall. "My mother
was a slave of Issus, they say, and was forced to
mate with a white ape. She had me and I was not
killed because of the novelty of my birth. I never
knew her, my mother. Issus ate her less than a year
after I was born."

Ras Thavas chuckled. "A story for the tourists?"

Seban leveled his eyes on the master mind's.
Though his lips smiled there was no humor in the
man's response. "No. Just what I was told as a child.
Each time I look into the mirror I wonder how
much of that tale is true." The teedwar turned his
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back on the water and faced Ras Thavas. "The girl,
what have you learned?"

"Alas, Seban, I cannot speak of my patient
except to her family, and I am told she has none."

Seban scowled fora moment, then shrugged his
shoulders with a smile. "You are correct, Ras
Thavas. I apologize for asking. It is just that I have
a small interest in Hanara, one that my princess has
asked of me."

"What is her relation to Hanara?"

"None, actually, Hanara is my wife's protege."

Ras Thavas crossed his arms and asked, point-
edly: "Protege?"

Seban rose, menacing in his full height and
brute strength.

Ras Thavas sensed the calot at his side and
knew how horrific was her bite, but the creature
only advanced slightly, ready. The master mind
stepped forward with a placating wave of his hand.
Rapidly, but sincerely, Ras Thavas said, "My apolo-
gies, Seban. I did not mean to question you."

The teedwar tensed, then abruptly turned
away, gripping the railing. "What do you know, Ras
Thavas?"

"I know only what Dator Xodar relayed, Seban.
Hanara is a woman of Omean and reportedly came
to work from the common labor pool as one to
attend Teda, who provided Hanara as a night nurse
for Holsan Par, the Duhorian. That is all I know."

"You know more than that," Seban said. "What
did Hanara say under your examination?"

"Tell him," Thasa Ras nudged her husband's
leg.
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"She revealed under drugs that she had mur-
dered Holsan Par."

Seban narrowed his eyes. "That's impossible.
Holsan Par died of complications from old age. He
had a heart attack." The teedwar ground a fist into
the palm of his hand. "Hanara could never do such
a thing."

Ras Thavas watched the man's agitation and
asked the question his actions prompted. "Who is
Hanara to you? It is obvious she is more than your
wife's protege."

Seban stiffened. He glanced toward the door-
way opening onto the balcony. "I'm sure I don't
know what you mean, Ras Thavas."

"I believe you do," the master mind replied. "I
want to help Hanara. I have no other agenda, Seban.
How did Hanara come to be your wife's protege,
and why did Teda instruct Harana to take a position
with Holsan Par?"

The teedwar glanced at the doorway into the
great hall and bright lights and crowd of people
within. "Let us walk a bit, Ras Thavas."

Seban did not wait for the master mind's reply.
He started down the switch-backed ramp that led to
the docks below. Ras Thavas and the calot followed
the First Born and were not surprised when the
teedwar entered one of the smaller ships. Ras
Thavas himself helped loose the moorings then
joined Seban, who stood at the controls. The ship
backed under aquatic propeller until clear of the
harbor, then lifted above the surface with hardly a
sound when Seban engaged the Eighth Ray's buoy-
ancy tanks. Once air borne, Seban advanced the
controls until the vessel moved away from the

221



Ras Thavas and the Calot

palace of Xodar. Seban said nothing until more than
two haads passed under the ship's keel.

"It is difficult, Ras Thavas."

"What is difficult, Teedwar Seban?"

"The admission. The unveiling of secrets. The
trouble that will ensue. Hanara is my child but my
wife is not her mother."

The master mind said nothing. He waited until
Seban was ready to continue.

"Hanara does not know. She believes she was
orphaned, that her parents were killed when the
Therns last raided. But in truth she is my daughter
and her mother is alive, but could never acknowl-
edge the child because she is married to another."

"Who is her mother?"

Seban placed a hand on the pilot's wind screen
and shook his head. "That I cannot reveal. But I can
tell you that Hanara did not murder Holsan Par."

"It is unlikely she did," Ras Thavas replied. "It
appears Holsan Par was examined by a doctor and
the cause of death was determined."

"Perhaps, but there are those who benefitted by
Holsan Par's pre-mature death."

"Odd choice of words, Seban."

"Holsan Par was a munitions expert with many
contacts with the red nations. Through him the
First Born gained access to modern weapons such
as used by Helium and Gathol. He was not well
liked by John Carter for having done this, even
though there are treaties between him and Xodar.
Carter does not mind having the First Born as
allies, but is not happy to have allies with the same
military capabilities. Carter may have exposed the
First Born to the rest of Barsoom as inhabitants of
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this world rather than pirates from the moons and
the religion of Issus as a falsehood, but he cannot
eradicate the thousands of years that we preyed
upon the peoples of Barsoom—nor should he."

"That was your people's way of life, Seban. We
are in a new age of understanding."

"There may be a new age, Ras Thavas, but
there is little understanding. Do not attempt to tell
me you have not experienced the hatred the red
men has toward the black pirates. Before we can
ever live together in harmony nearly as many years
of peace must pass as did the years of terror we
visited upon them."

"Did you place Hanara with Holsan Par?"

"No," Seban said. "As I said, Hanara entered my
house as a servant to my wife and that was the best
that I could do for her. For five years she served my
wife. For two years I was on campaign to bring
peace and order to the Valley of Lost Souls and
when I returned, I learned Hanara had been sent to
Holsan Par."

"What did your wife say?"

"Phaila thought it was a good placement for
Hanara. Holsan Par, after all, was a wealthy man in
our society and Hanara was a bright girl who might
do well." Seban turned the airship in a large arc to
begin a return to the distant palace which appeared
to be a cluster of stars on the horizon. "I would be
speaking a great falsehood if I did not admit that
what you have told me is very disturbing. Nor
would I be truthful if I did not also admit concern
that my dear Phaila might have learned of Hanara's
origin and begged Teba to send Hanara to Holsan
Par who many, including myself, knew to be a crude
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and ruthless man. But once the match had been
made anything I could say would only have made
Hanara's placement worse."

The teedwar stood like a block of basalt behind
the controls. Thasa Ras, at the rail with her large
head and jaws leaning into the rush of atmosphere,
spoke to Ras Thavas. "Ask him about Jazek."

"Did Jazek have any part in Hanara's place-
ment?"

Seban shrugged his broad shoulders. "To my
knowledge he never examined Hanara, who always
had good health." The teedwar skillfully docked the
small vessel and shut down the engines. He looked
up to the array of lights on the balustrades and
balconies of the palace. "She is a good girl, with no
mean bone in her body." Turning, glowering, then
relenting with a sigh Seban added. "I know this. I
raised her."

Thasa Ras, the calot, moved forward and
rubbed her shoulders against the First Born's legs.
"Ask him who is the mother."

Ras Thavas frowned. He had intended that
question, but how to ask it? "Is there anything in
Hanara's parentage of which I should be aware?"

"You want to know who is her mother?"

The master mind did not miss the man's initial
reach for the radium pistol at his side. At the same
moment he saw the teedwar's despair as that hand
fell loose. "I ask only from a pathological interest,
Seban. I do not..."

"She is high placed," Seban choked. He gripped
the rail of the ship, shoulders hunched with shame.
"I cannot say more. Anything else?"
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Thasa Ras rapidly telepathed: "A burst of
unguarded thought, husband! Xodar and Seban vied
for the same woman during the consolidation of
Omean after the first Issus uprising. Both are possible
fathers, having been with the woman during her fertile
period at the same time. Xodar won the woman's heart
but not before she passed her impregnated egg which
she begged Seban to hide and shield because she
believed it was his and she did not want Xodar and
Seban to fight and other things such as Phaila who
truly won Seban's heart a year later and hosted the odd
egg her husband introduced in the incubator. And
shame and remorse and love and rage and honor
and... all this in an instant!"

"I trust your animal instincts, dear."

Ras Thavas motioned the calot over the
vessel's side and stepped down. "Nothing else,
Seban. You have been most helpful."

skoskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Seban parted from Ras Thavas and the calot as
soon as the palace's mezzanine level was reached.
His departure so sudden that even the calot gaped,
but then again, her heavy jaw gaped most of the
time.

"A nerve was hit, husband."

"Agreed, darling, but which nerve was it?" Ras
Thavas entered the group of people still in the
banquet hall, his mind pre-occupied with the revela-
tions from Seban.

"Master Ras Thavas?"

The master mind paused in stride, facing the
narrow visage of the royal psychologist. "Master
Jazek."
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"May I have a moment of your time?"

"Certainly," Ras Thavas replied, following the
First Born's gesture to one of the quiet corners of
the hall. "No thank you," he said when Jazek at-
tempted to retrieve two glasses of wine from a
passing slave. "How may I help you, sir?"

"What did the girl say? I must confess that I
completely failed in my duties with Hanara."

"What were your conclusions?"

"T wish that I could say I had one. Hanara's
mind shield was so tight that I could not penetrate
it. But what I could determine is she is very trou-
bled over the death of Holsan Par."

"Yes, I discovered the same thing, that is to say
that she is concerned in that regard. However, as
you say, her mind shield is tight. Did you make any
other observations?"

Jazek shrugged his shoulders. "Nothing to
report, sir. The girl is in otherwise good health, her
sleep disorder notwithstanding."

"T understand you were involved in her place-
ment with Holsan Par."

"Where did you hear that?" Jazek frowned. "I
certainly was not. Moreover, Holsan Par had a
reputation for abusing his staff and that fact alone
would... What I mean to say is I knew of the girl in
Seban's household, but had never examined or dealt
with her until after Holsan Par's death."

"I see. My apologies, Jazek. I had assumed that
since Hanara had also been placed in the royal
household under Teba that you might have exam-
ined her as I am sure you do for the family and
staff."
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The royal psychologist eased his stance and
ceased tugging at his lower lip. "Of course. Hanara
was not with Teba long enough to have a scheduled
check up." The man's eye shifted, drawn to some-
thing behind Ras Thavas. "Pardon me, sir. Teba
calls. One does not keep the wife of the dator
waiting."

Ras Thavas nodded, remaining silent as the
royal psychologist navigated through the small
groups of people still in the hall. To his wife, the
calot, Ras Thavas said: "I do not like that man."

"He does seem to lack charm or other redeeming
characteristics. May I eat him?"

The master mind smiled, gripping the calot's
short mane with amusement. "You just ate. Let us
speak to Xodar then retire."

Xodar was not difficult to find. The dator of
Omean was in after dinner conference in his offices
not far from the banquet hall. Two others were in
Xodar's chamber when Ras Thavas was let in by the
majordomo. Xodar looked up from a set of building
plans spread on a large table. "Ras Thavas, I think
you might find this interesting, knowing your part
in the building of New City of Thavas."

Ras Thavas approached the planning table as
the calot settled before the oil-fueled fireplace in
the corner. Thasa Ras stretched out and closed one
eye. "Blueprints have no interest for me,"

"Be quiet, darling, there are introductions being
made."

"This is Nabat, our master designer," a tall,
thin, nervous-mannered First Born. "He spent
some time in New City studying architecture."
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Nabat exchanged salutes with the master mind
and said, "I learned many things while I was in your
beautiful city. I hope that borrowing ideas learned
there will be accepted as flattery."

"The New City of Thavas is a place of learning,
Master Nabat. I would be disappointed if you had
not obtained something to share with others. This
appears to be a tunnel extension with forced air,
power leads, and sanitation facilities."

"Correct,” Xodar said. "But with a differ-
ence...look at the scale."

Ras Thavas looked at the legend and arched an
eyebrow. "Is this accurate? If so, this is immense!"
After further examination, the master mind looked
up, shaking his head. "An excavation of this size
would require extraordinary reinforcement—I
doubt that the surface crust could support itself
over such a span."

"True," the other man said, a striking youth
with broad shoulders. "No such cavity could be
created if not for this—"

Ras Thavas looked with interest as another
blueprint was pulled from beneath the tunnel
drawing. The overall shape was that of an ovoid,
lined with pipes and power leads. There was a
radium power source at one end, and the rest of the
unit was a vacant cavity. It took only an instant for
the master mind to recognize the purpose. "An
Eighth Ray buoyancy tank. It appears similar to
those found on most large liners and battleships."

"Exactly, but look at the scale and you will see
something different."

Startled, Ras Thavas said, "With a tank that size
you could lift the nearer moon to the sun!"
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"Yes," Xodar said. "This is my son, Podar, who
spent too many years in Helium designing airships
and engines with Carthoris, the Warlord's son. It
was his idea to put airship technology to work in
underground architecture. To support the tunnel
roof's enormous expanse Podar suggested we use a
half dozen of these lift units—any one of which
could bear the weight of the room alone. Having six
is a redundancy at first glance, but there is a sec-
ondary use as power units to supply energy to
various parts of the tunnel's mechanicals."

"I must say I am quite impressed, but to what
purpose? A tunnel this size would house all of The
New City of Thavas, and we are no longer a small
city!"

Xodar looked to a map of Barsoom on the wall
of his office. "Our world is dying, Ras Thavas. The
only things that keep us going is water and the
atmosphere plant. Should we lose either the end
will come rapidly. I do not foresee the end as
imminent, but there is no reason why we should
wait for disaster before building shelters. If we are
successful with this project we will share our plans
and technology." Xodar smiled. "Podar has assured
me we will have to create any number of machines
to accomplish this gargantuan task."

"A self-contained city. Intriguing!"

A period of time passed as the men discussed
the tunnel city project, then Podar glanced at his
chronometer and said, "I should go. I promised to
meet—well, I must go."

Xodar grinned, embarrassing his son with clap
of hand to Podar's shoulder. "A girl, no doubt. Thank
you, Podar. And you as well, Nabat. We'll continue
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this tomorrow. Master Ras Thavas and I have a few
things to discuss."

Xodar closed the door after the two men left.
He gestured toward a pair of chairs near the fire-
place, pausing only long enough to fill two small
goblets with wine. "Amhorian," Xodar said, extend-
ing the goblet. The dator sat, sipped, and sighed.
"Hanara?"

"T have no news to report at this time. We have
an appointment after lunch tomorrow— er, today."

"I love my son. He is a credit to his people. He
is also in love—and the girl he loves is Hanara. I'm
not supposed to know."

The question why Xodar was interested in
Hanara was answered. Ras Thavas waited to see if
the dator would reveal why Ras Thavas had been
summoned. The answer came swiftly.

"When Jazek could not help Hanara, and when
other psychologists in our community could not
help—or would not since few seemed willing to
cross Jazek—I had no choice but to seek outside
aid. My son's happiness is important to me, but so
is the happiness of every First Born in the Omean.
Seban and I have worked too many years to bring
peace and order to this part of the world. Those
plans we looked at are to make sure my children
and their children have a future."

"I believe I understand."

Xodar closed his eyes for a moment, rubbing
his forehead. "Please keep me advised. Thank you,
Ras Thavas."

Ras Thavas rose. "Good night, Dator Xodar.
Come, Thasa Ras."
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soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Hanara did not seem as nervous when she
arrived at Ras Thavas' apartment, though her eyes
were filled with concern. The first thing she said
was a thank you. "I do not know what was in that
pill, but I slept nearly all night." Then she added,
"But I cannot live my life that way."

"Please, Hanara, recline on the couch and I will
begin."

Ras Thavas administered drugs to induce a
semi-conscious state, then began probing with his
mind as well as his voice. The longer the session
progressed, the more apparent it became the girl's
memory had been tampered with. Checking the
girl's pulse, Ras Thavas spoke to his wife.

"Join your mind with mine, darling. Perhaps
those things you have learned as a calot will be of
help."

The calot approached the divan and lay her jaw
next to Hanara's foot. "I will observe, husband."

Ras Thavas tested the girl's mind shield and
noted an imperfection, something which resisted
his vast mental powers. Adjusting the drug to keep
the girl under, the master mind rapidly considered
his next course. Thasa Ras supplied the answer.

"You must enter her mind, husband. Her shield
1S unnatural, it is not hers. And I sense something
else, though I cannot say what. I suspect her mind has
been tampered with."

"No sentient being would ever invade the mind of
a lwing being. I am not sure I-0"

Thasa Ras moved to the head of the divan and
gently touched her tooth-filled snout to the girl's
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cheek. "You do not have to, dear. [—[— am in. Link
to me."

Ras Thavas reserved his moral judgement
toward his wife's invasion of Hanara's mind, but as
soon as he followed her mental link he was more
outraged toward the person who had placed false
memories, inhibitions, and overlaid an secondary
mind shield.

"Here, here, and—here." Ras Thavas repaired
the implanted and muddied memories. Though he
looked, he could find no evidence of who had done
this to Hanara. "Sniff around with those mental skills
you possess and those you have learned since becoming
a calot. I want the name of the scoundrel who harmed
this child."

The master mind remained silent as his wife's
thoughts penetrated every corner of Hanara's mind,
and while she did so, Ras Thavas repaired a very
subtle memory which he had initially missed. He
shared Thasa Ras' disappointment when she failed
her task.

"Whoever tampered with Hanara's mind is a very
skilled mentalist. Hanara went to bed the might
Holsan Par died and woke that morning believing—or
would come to beliecve—that she had murdered her
patron. Wake her, Ras Thavas. Let us see if we have
given her peace."

Hanara came out of the trance-like state with a
sigh. Before her eyes opened she raised her arms
overhead and stretched her slim body, as might
anyone waking from a long, refreshing sleep. Her
hand touched the calot's rough skin and Hanara's
eyes opened with surprise, then immediately
relaxed.
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"You are a sweet thing," Hanara said to the
calot. She startled Ras Thavas by hugging the
fearsome beast. Abruptly, the girl sat up and grip-
ped the master mind's hand. "What did I say?"

"We made good progress today, Hanara. How
do you feel?"

The girl considered the question for a long
moment, brow furrowed, then slowly smiled with
relief. "I feel good! I don't feel like there's some-
thing I should remember and never could remem-
ber."

"I believe you might have unconsciously as-
sumed guilt for the death of Holsan Par, but I
assure you, Hanara, you had nothing to do with his
death. Would you like to rest here for awhile? I
must leave now, but you are welcome to stay."

"I should go," Hanara started to stand up, then
realized her limbs were shaky.

Ras Thavas explained. "I kept you under the
drugs for longer than yesterday. The effects should
wear off in a half zode. Please. Stay."

He waited until the girl lay back and closed her
eyes. Ras Thavas went to the small case he took on
travels—his miniature laboratory—and gathered
several small objects which he put into his belt
pouch. Signaling to the calot, Ras Thavas exited the
apartment and locked the door.

"You know something," Thasa Ras said, walking
at her husband's side. "Your stride is angry."

Ras Thavas altered his stride. "Thank you for
the warning. I must see several people before I may
reach a conclusion."

The master mind located and spoke to Seban,
Xodar, Teba, Phalia, Jazek and Podar. Thasa Ras
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observed her husband ask each several questions
then shake hands before finding the next. The
outing was less than a quarter zode before the pair
headed back to the apartment. Thasa Ras asked:
"What was that about? You learned nothing
new."

Ras Thavas touched his belt pouch and replied.
"True, but I have now collected that which might
supply the necessary answer."

Hanara was still asleep when Ras Thavas and
the calot entered the apartment. The master mind
briefly touched the girl's hand to see if she would
wake. When Hanara continued her slumber, Ras
Thavas went to his traveling laboratory and sat
down. He extracted a number of items from his belt
pouch and placed them on the table. Thasa Ras
knew that bent, stiff posture from old. When her
husband was intent on his work nothing mattered,
and any interruption was unwelcome. She found a
comfortable spot on a rug and lay down.

Thasa Ras woke when Hanara sat up with a
yawn. The calot saw her husband sitting in a chair
observing the girl with unusual intensity. Hanara
apologized for having slept so long, as determined
by glancing at the wall chronometer. She made
ready to leave.

"] cannot let you go, Hanara."

"Why? I feel fine."

"T have reason to believe your life is in danger."

Stunned, Hanara sat down on the divan. "I fear
no one. I have no enemies!"

"None that you know of. Trust me, Hanara. You
are safe as long as you are with me."

"I don't understand."
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"I will explain as soon as the others arrive."

"Who?"

"Do not worry. You have done nothing wrong."

There was a knock at the door. Ras Thavas
rose and let Seban and Phalia into the apartment.
Before the master mind could offer refreshments
Xodar, Teba, and Podar arrived. Last to gather was
Jazek, who entered with an irritated question.
"What can be so important? I had to cancel patients
to be here."

"Iwon't be long," Ras Thavas said. "I believe we
all have an interest in Hanara's well-being. Master
Jazek, I, too, have other things to do besides expose
a murderer."

The calot rose, watching the array of emotions
exhibited by the gathering. Xodar leaned against
balcony window, his wife at his side. Seban sat at
the table where the master mind's closed travel
case rested. Phalia gripped his shoulder. Podar
crossed the room and took Hanara's hand in his.
The calot noted the frowns on the women's faces as
Podar sat next to the confused girl.

Ras Thavas rose to get their attention. "I had
three mysteries to solve. I shall deal with them in
order.

"T have many years experience in medicine and
human anatomy," the master mind said, displaying
a tiny device. "When I shook hands with each of you
I collected a tissue sample then returned here to
make comparisons. Teba, Phalia—Podar is not
Hanara's half-brother. Seban, Hanara is not your
daughter. Hold, Xodar! Remain seated, Seban!" The
master mind glared at both men until they obeyed.
He continued. "There is great love between the
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four of you. For two there has been great angst
over the thought these two young people might
marry. For two there has been great guilt where
none should exist. Who Hanara's mother and father
might be I cannot say, but there is no genetic
impediment against their marriage." Ras Thavas
smiled at Hanara and Podar. "If that is what they
wish."

Seban and Xodar looked toward each other,
faces grim. They made no effort to speak. Phalia
and Teba drew closer to each other, relieved and
frightened at the same time. Hanara's frown deep-
ened as she gripped Podar's hand.

Ras Thavas paced for a moment then asked the
two women: "Which of you enlisted the aid of
Jazek?"

Teba looked wretched. "I did."

"And what did you ask of him? Jazek, if you move
my calot will kill you." Ras Thavas glared at the royal
psychologist, who looked at the stiff mane and jaws
of the large calot. The master mind turned to Teba.
"Please go on."

"It is as you said. Seban and I, well I thought
the egg which came after we..." for a moment she
covered her face then turned to her husband. "I did
not know if I would ever see you again! And when
you returned I feared what might happen between
you and Seban and hid the egg. When Seban and
Phalia married he took in the egg as an orphan, just
as we took in eggs after the Therns raided the
above ground city."

Ras Thavas had waited with patience, but
interjected. "Lady Teba, now is not the time to
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speak to your husband. I asked you what you
commanded of Jazek."

"Phalia and I did all we could do to discour-
age..."

Seban roared, glaring at his wife. "You knew?"

"Ras Thavas is correct, dear Seban. This is not
the time or place. Teba and I decided that since
nothing we did would stop these two from falling in
love," she gestured at Podar and Hanara, "that
Hanara would have to go. Jazek eventually sug-
gested Holsan Par. Teba—and I—placed her there
but even that did not stop Hanara and Podar."

Teba took Phalia's hand. "I asked Jazek what
else we might do because we feared they were
brother and sister. He said he could implant a
suggestion in Hanara's mind that she was not in
love with Podar."

Ras Thavas looked at Jazek, as did all in the
room. "So, two of the three mysteries are solved—
though Jazek's mental implant was not as Teba and
Phalia desired. The third mystery is why, Jazek?
You made this girl think she murdered Holsan Par
and then you killed Holsan Par."

Jazek shook his head. His left fist clenched with
nervous anger. "You cannot prove that, Ras Thavas!
Holsan Par died a natural death."

"T can give the damning testimony myself,
Jazek. What I know I removed from Hanara's brain
a zode ago. She remembered waking to a peculiar
smell, which I know to be a rather rare sleeping
gas. You then penetrated her mind, but you did not
give enough to keep her eyes closed. You left the
door of her room open as you crossed the living
area and entered Holsan Par's chamber. You left
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that door open as well. You woke Holsan Par, had
words the girl could not hear, then gassed him and
continued to gas him until he died of a heart attack.
This was the memory that kept Hanara awake at
nights—the memory she could not remember and
troubled her so." The master mind's voice became
sharp: "Why did you kill Holsan Par?"

Jazek looked at the hard faces surrounding him
and suddenly grabbed the butt of his radium pistol.
Just as the deadly weapon cleared the holster the
calot's powerful jaws clamped on Jazek's arm,
shoulder and side. The animal's heavy body drove
the screaming man backwards to the floor.

"Don't kill him, Thasa Ras."

The calot released Jazek when the royal psy-
chologist passed out. The master mind retrieved
the radium pistol that had slid across the ersite floor
to his feet. Ras Thavas looked at the man's wounds.
"Jazek needs medical attention. Do you have doc-
tors?" he asked Seban. "If not, I'll perform the
surgery."

Xodar spoke as a half dozen guards quickly
filled the room, weapons at the ready. "Seban,
escort Jazek to the hospital."

At Seban's direction two men picked up the
wounded man. As the teedwar turned to follow the
guards, Xodar called his name. "Yes, dator?"

"Don't drop him into the Omean. I believe we
both have many questions for Jazek."

Seban nodded, understanding the words said
and what else those words conveyed. "I'm sure we
do, dator. Thank you." The teedwar quickly left the
apartment.
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Xodar looked at the two women standing with
linked arms. He smiled. "Don't look so remorseful.
Go to my office. When Seban and I are done we'll
meet you there." As Teba passed, Xodar took her
hand and kissed it. "I love you." The dator of Omean
turned to the young couple sitting close together on
the divan. His voice contained a gruff kindness.
"Get out of here. Go do whatever young lovers do."

"Thank you, father!" Podar exclaimed. The
young man hauled Hanara erect and the pair ran
from the room.

Ras Thavas knelt when the calot approached.
He examined her jaw and saw that one tooth had
been knocked loose. Thasa Ras opened her jaw and
waited motionless as the master mind removed it.
The tooth would grow back in a month. "Radium
pistols are too tough to chew, Thasa Ras." He
affectionately ruffled the calot's short mane.

Xodar nodded. "Your calot saved one or more
lives this day, Ras Thavas."

"I can always depend on her." Rising, Ras
Thavas lowered his voice. "I don't mean to get in
your business, but please think carefully on what
comes next. It would be tragic to lose a wife and
good friends over a past mistake that probably
tortured all concerned for as many years as Hanara
is old."

Xodar looked out the window to the dark
waters of the Omean, his regal black form deep in
thought. "I love my wife. Seban and I have been
friends..." The expression on the First Born's face
softened. The dator extended his hand to Ras
Thavas. "You have my thanks."

"Keep me posted on your tunnel project."
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"I will, Ras Thavas. Now, shall we go?"

"To see Jazek?" the master mind shook his
head. "You and Seban can handle him. Thasa Ras is
missing the sunlight. I think we'll go home, but
should you need my testimony I will return."

"As you wish. Again, thank you."

Ras Thavas started packing as soon as Xodar
closed the door. Thasa Ras snorted with amuse-
ment.

"I am impressed. But why the hurry to leave?"

"I am afraid that if I they have enough time
somebody will think to ask me about Hanara's
origin."

"And?"

"The girl is half-Thern. Hanara has had enough
trouble in her life without having to deal with that."
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EXPLORING: OMEAN AND MURDER

Okay, the butler did it. Exploring ERB's "mur-
der mysteries" which were rarely mysterious or
mystery. The use of mental powers to examine
minds is first stated in Gods of Mars, but seldom
thereafter, and only as required to move ERB's
action plots along. The First Born, also known as
the Black Pirates, were a foe of John Carter and,
unless things did not go well after he became
Warlord, some of them would probably have be-
come allies. The on-going strife between First Born
and Thern is a logical extension as both races are
mutually incompatible and seeking control of the
same limited resources.

The Omean, the underground ocean, is found in
the books. The palace carved into the cavern wall is
a logical extension of some aspects described in the
opening Martian trilogy. The tunnel project and
Eighth Ray structural lifting device is both exten-
sion and invention of this author.
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THE KALDANE
David Bruce Bozarth

The Master Mind of Barsoom, founder of the
New City of Thavas, was the greatest human
intellect on the planet. Though there was one place
on that ancient dying world where sentient crea-
tures not human claimed to be the world's greatest
intellects.

"Must we go to Bantoom?" Thasa Ras asked her
husband. "The six hundredth anniversary of the New
City 1s only days away. Surely you would like to be on
hand for that event!"

Ras Thavas continued packing the travel bag
which contained a number of curious and senstive
instruments of his own design. He glanced toward
the calot at his feet, a huge specimen of the decapod
predator of Barsoom, and did not see the large
head, widely spaced pop eyes, short mane, or
tremendous mouth lined with triple rows of sharp
teeth. He saw only the face of his wife, whose brain
resided in the calot's body due to indiscretions
relatively early in their marriage. Rather than kill
her, the red man had transplanted her brain into his
favorite calot. Her body, and the brain of the calot,
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where in a secret chamber somewhere in the vast
underground section of the New City.

"Missing one of the many we have already at-
tended s acceptable," Ras Thavas smiled.

"You know I do not like Bantoom," Thasa Ras
pouted. "There's no fun game in the hills and..."

"You can do as you did the last time we were
there. You can eat all the fruits, nuts, usa and rykor
you want."

"I don't like rykor."

"Then you'll be a vegetarian for a time." Ras
Thavas scratched the sensitive skin between the
calot's eyes. "Or you can stay here..."

"Pooh!" Thasa Ras snorted in thought and
physical form. "There's no one to talk to. Only you can
hear me."

"I could contact Gantun Guyr, that worthy assas-
sin of Amhor and see if he would like to visit New
City, or you could go visit him. I hear the darseen are
particularly succulent in that part of the world."

"I have nothing against the hormad," Thasa Ras
referred to the brain Vad Varo had transplanted into
the body of a red man many years ago, "but he is not
very bright—though he is very loyal and kind. Conver-
sation with Gantun Gur is less satisfying than the
mumbles of a new born hatchling."

"I was unaware conversation is what you crave,
my dear," the man continued packing, referring to a
checklist which he marked as each item was stowed
away. "For the last few months you have not shown
any desire to chat."

"That's because the one thing I wish to talk about
you continue to avoid. When may I have my body
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back? Surely these last few years shows how much my
heart and understanding has evolved."

Ras Thavas turned and knelt on one knee. He
embraced the hideous calot with tenderness then
pulled away to stare directly into her eyes. "The fact
that you ask indicates otherwise. So," he briskly rose
to finish his packing, "Amhor, New City or Ban-
toom?"

Thasa Ras sulked. "Where you go, I go...my
chieftain."

"Yes, of course. Ready?" Ras Thavas closed the
bag, picked up a second, and arched a brow.

For reply the calot left their apartment with
every appearance of a haughty woman who had not
gotten her way.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The exploration ship Atana, a seventy foot
vessel of one hundred tons with a working crew of
twelve, delivered Ras Thavas, the calot, and six
scientists from the New City of Thavas to Bantoom.
The flight had taken two days. The Atana was Ras
Thavas' home away from home, complete with a
small laboratory below deck that was nearly as
complete as his in the Tower of Learning at Thavas.

The ship's commander barked orders to the
landing crew, four able bodied men. The crewmen
dropped mooring ropes fore and aft and descended
the ropes hand over hand to make the floating
vessel secure to large metal rings embedded in
concrete. The mooring rings had been installed by
the Heliumetic Navy some three hundred years
previous at the time Ghek the kaldane had returned
to his native city as an ambassador from John Carter
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and the thirty one jeddaks of Barsoom. The Atana
was leveled and secured.

The arrival of the Atana had not gone unob-
served. Two score of men, and a lesser group
pushing a gantry ladder which could be extended to
sixty feet in height, adjusted the ladder to Atana's
gunwale. They were handsome in body and ugly in
face.

Thasa Ras kept her thoughts to herself. She did
not like kaldanes, the all brain creatures with no
bodies who ruled the valley of Bantoom. Kaldanes
were about the size of a human head, but hairless
with a sphincter mouth and large lidless eyes
surrounded by contrasting skin hues and crawled
about on spider-like legs when they were not
mounted on the human-appearing but headless and
nearly brainless, rykors. The contingent awaiting at
the gantry exit wore the same metal on their
harnesses. All were resplendent, but the one most
gaudy stepped forward as Ras Thavas set foot on
Bantoomian soil.

"My king extends all thanks for your speedy
arrival, Ras Thavas!"

Ras Thavas withheld a smile in response to the
overly animated officer's speech. "It is my pleasure
to be in Bantoom by Mothri's invitation. May I be
assured my ship and crew will be made secure?"

"At once!" the amalgamation of kaldane and
rykor shouted. "Perimeter! Moorings!" The orders
caused more than half of the co-joined beings to
take stations. They were armed. They also ap-
peared proficient in the use of the weapons car-
ried—which included swords and projectile weap-
ons.
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The officer scanned the landing field then
turned to Ras Thavas. "Secured, sir. May [—"

Ras Thavas waved a hand and at the same time
clutched Thasa Ras' mane to pull her to his side. "I
have come a long way to be of assistance. Let us
proceed."

The officer looked upon the hideous counte-
nance of the massive calot and would have frowned
if his facial features allowed such expression; yet
his telepathic distress was patently obvious to even
the most lowest in those abilities. Before the officer
could speak the master mind said: "Where I go, she
goes—the calot, I mean."

Without instructions contradictory, the officer
was forced to acquiesce. "Of course, sir. Transport
is this way..."

The kaldanes had embraced some of the tech-
nology of the outer world such as the bulbous-tired
Eighth Ray enhanced vehicle that made good time
down the river valley dotted with the hive-like
towers the Kaldanes preferred. Each tower was
surrounded by fertile fields in full bloom and pro-
duction. A few of the towers were crumbled ruins
and appeared to be recently so.

Ras Thavas sat forward in the vehicle next to
the officer in Mothri's retinue. "Your name, sir?"

"Deeb, second rank in Mothri's line. Mothri is
my FEEEE

Ras Thavas pondered the thought symbol the
kaldanes used to describe their relationship to the
bi-sexed kings/queens that ruled their domains in
Bantoom. "***¥**" roughly translated to "father-
mother" but was far more than that. The kaldane
kings were larger, stronger, more telepathic than
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their offspring—which were very intelligent and
telepathic in their own right. In fact, the kaldanes
considered themselves the greatest thinkers onthe
planet and in may ways that was correct. However,
they had encountered something that even their
mighty mentalities could not unravel, hence the
presence of Ras Thavas and his scientific crew.

The distance to the tower of Mothri was not
great, perhaps five haads. But as they neared that
great building the number of towers in disrepair
became greater. Ras Thavas frowned as his wife's
mind linked with his.

"Is that part of the problem? You haven't said
much why we are here."

Replying through that telepathic link that only
they shared, of all the telepathic beings of Barsoom,
"It is the manifestation of what appears to be a
number of ills. I have not spoken of it because I did
not want to have speculation in mind that might
distract me from the investigation."

Deeb directed the kaldane driver, whose
gorgeously decorated harness rivaled Deeb's own
ostentatious display, to pull up before the entrance
of Mothri's tower. To Ras Thavas' eye there was no
sign of the damage that was apparent on every
nearby tower. Hence, the master mind divined, the
utter urgency in Mothri's request for assistance.

Ras Thavas assembled his small group, and
with Thasa Ras at his heel, proceeded to enter the
large door-less circular tunnel. Deeb led the way
through several S-turns, each a gentle slope down-
ward, until they came to a large interior chamber
where a number of tunnels converged. One of those
tunnels was decorated in gold and jewels. Deeb
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bowed, extending a directing hand to that entrance.
"Mothri awaits, Ras Thavas."

The tunnel was less than twenty feet in length
before opening on a chamber nearly as large as the
tunnel connection. A magnificent rykor, surely the
best that the breeders of Mothri could produce,
stood erect with the over-large kaldane king riding
the creature's shoulders. Ras Thavas knew that two
large claws, six spider legs, and a mass of anterior
tentacles were inserted into the rykor's neck where
the exposed spinal column of the animal could be
manipulated. The rykor was truly a beast regardless
of its uncanny similarity to the red human form.
The dazzling gems on Deeb's harness paled in the
presence of Mothri's extravagance. A short cape
reduced the disparity of kaldane brain on rykor
body; however, the cape could not conceal the blue
tint of Mothri's head or the blue, white, and red
bands about the eyes and on each side of the face.
The sphincter like mouth was concealed by the
cloth. At one time kaldanes had been considered a
hideous abomination until congress with the crea-
tures had begun centuries earlier. Today kaldanes
traveled the world beyond their fertile valley and no
longer held their original contempt for "rykors with
brains."

Mothri had spent time at the New City of
Thavas—as a student—and crossed the chamber
with happy eagerness to greet one of his old in-
structors, who was not Ras Thavas. "Du Nan! So
good to see you again!"

Du Nan, the chief instructor of agriculture at
Thavas, grinned at the kaldane's sincere embrace.
"I have finally kept my promise to come see your
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tower, Mothri. I am sorry it is under such circum-
stance. May I present Ras Thavas, my master?"

Ras Thavas looked up to the king's face, and the
master mind was considered a tall man among his
own people, and detected the intense relief in the
kaldane's communication. "We are at wit's end,
Master of Thavas. Thank you for coming!"

The red man believed if Kaldanes could weep,
Mothri would have freely shed tears. "I can make no
promise, your highness, but what we can do we will
do. Please, tell us what has been happening here in
Bantoom?"

Mothri gestured to a long table and chairs at
the brighter side of the chamber, a concession—or
affection recently learned—to the humans, for kal-
danes in repose scurried about the floor on their
spider legs while their rykors slept on the floor and
ate from troughs. Once seated, with Deeb standing
at his shoulder, Mothri summed up conditions in
Bantoom.

"Not long after I returned from Thavas things
began to happen. Small things at first. In our vast
underground caverns and burrows quantities of our
stored foods began to rot. There was no cause for
this that we could determine, particularly since that
part of our domain is lacking atmosphere or temper-
ature variations. I think it is an important clue, but
how can you air-breathers examine the area?"

Ras Thavas gestured to a squat square-bodied
and square-faced bald man, a vanity of appearance
not age, and said. "Master Soltak has created suits
and self-contained atmosphere. We will be able to
view your burrows. Please continue."

249



Ras Thavas and the Calot

"As you are aware all kaldanes, except the
EEEk are asexual, that is, they cannot reproduce.
Yet," Mothri appeared embarrassed, "it has hap-
pened. Always a surprise to the individual, of
course!"

The king raised his eyes to look upon a dozen
or so lesser tunnels that were once sealed but were
now opened. He spoke then with sadness. "More
confusing, and a potential for extinction, is the
partial failure of the cached ***** eggs which are
held in the event that something should happen to
me. This has happened in all the towers of Ban-
toom, even those showing no outward sign of decay.
It is this mystery we most desperately need solved,
Ras Thavas."

The master mind nodded. One in a thousand
eggs the bi-sexed ***** laid were ***** clones—
identical to the parent and, through a mechanism
that not even the Kaldanes understood, contained
full memory of the living parent at the time of
laying, regardless of how long the egg had been
hibernated. It was a racial trait that had kept the
order of Bantoom whole. If that order was broken,
or offspring from the worker class—which were
deformed and inferior to their own parent—came in
any great numbers the race of kaldanes would end.

"I hear your distress, your highness..."

"Mothri," the embarrassed ***** said. "I have
lived among your people. I have an understanding
that the old ones have not yet embraced. I am
young compared to them, having been hatched the
year Helium's engineers prepared the landing field
and brought mechanized farming and transportation
equipment as trade for the grains from our fields. "I
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am no more a king than Deeb is a worker. He is my
friend as well as my child. I fear losing all this and
the wonderful life we have gained since embracing
the outer world. The tower of Mothri has been rich
and successful to the point that even the old *****
have asked how this had come to be. I shared what
I had learned and sent workers to help set the ulsio
traps and change diets from rykor and human flesh
to that of the lesser orders and," with an almost
laugh, "taught cooks how to prepare ulsio as a gour-
met meal more tasty than grilled rykor.

"I brought a new understanding of the symbio-
sis between kaldane and rykor, one that should
have been obvious from the first but we were too
blind in our confidence of superiority that it never
occurred to us. You one-bodies have taught us the
use of tools and provided fascinating new methods
of thought such as engineering, electricity, the
Eight Ray, magnetic power. As great is our intellect
1s as great as our ignorance. To us the rykor was
transportation, a source of pleasure and pain that we
ourselves do not possess—yet we also knew it
because we could not have created Bantoom with-
out having the emotional and sensory teachings the
rykors gave us. Fifty years ago I was successful in
obtaining a consensus among the ***** that only
rykors who died natural deaths were a food source
and that each kaldane spend half the year mounted
on a male and the other half mounted on a female.
Our private quarrels between towers and between
our children dramatically subsided. We have had a
peace in Bantoom unknown to memory—and our
memories are long as ***** transferred such from
each parent to child back to the original kaldanes
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skittering about in the wet forests before they
found and manipulated the primal rykor."

Mothri suddenly sat fully upright, embarrassed.
Deeb gently gripped his ruler's shoulder. "My
apologies, sirs. Some emotion has been found useful
in accomplishing our present desires, but too much
of it can..."

Ras Thavas rose and bowed. "Do not apologize,
Mothri. Your declaration insures that we will work
day and night to find out what is causing distress in
Bantoom. Your problem is now our problem."

Mothri rose and bowed to the master mind.
"Thank you, Master. Is there any more that you
have to offer?"

Ras Thavas nodded and indicated Mothri
resume his seat. Turning to face the men at the
table, the master mind said. "The table is open for
discussion. Any thoughts?"

A bedlam of comments, graciously delivered
since these were savants not warriors, commenced.
Mothri rose yet again and beckoned to Ras Thavas.
The two walked to the chamber's exit where the
kaldane and his shadow Deeb paused.

Mothri dared place a hand on Ras Thavas'
shoulder, ignoring the fearsome calot at the red
man's side. "Whatever you need, whatever materi-
als or assistance, ask Deeb. I go to a community
meeting with the ***** T already have their prom-
ise to cooperate, but I wish to communicate the
need once more, now that you are truly here."
Turning to his lieutenant the kaldane king said,
"Show our guests to their quarters, and if such is
not suitable locate what they need." Facing Ras
Thavas with a parting grip the kaldane added, "We
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have a dozen one-bodies here at Mothri. I am sure
meals with them will be more to your taste."

"That is unnecessary, Mothri. We provisioned
the ship for a month and can eat there."

"As you wish, Master, but I fear our human
friends will be disappointed if you do not grace their
company."

"Yes," Ras Thavas smiled, "that would be poor
form. Fare well with your meet. We shall get start-
ed."

skoskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The sunlight though the window that Mothri
had ordered put in the large room fell directly on
the massive calot looking a bit ridiculous lying on
her back, five legs up and drooping the other five
limp on the hard floor. "At least," the wife of Ras
Thavas yawned, exposing fearsome fangs, "the sun
1s as warm in Bantoom as it is in Thavas."

The master mind did not take his eyes from the
notes written by the electromagnetic team, nor stop
lightly rubbing his unshod foot on the calot's belly,
but he did allow a gentle laugh. "Sometimes I think
you live for the sun. Even when you were a little girl
you relished basking in the sun."

The calot shifted just a little so the foot would
reach a spot that itched. "I remember times you
enjoyed spending time with me in the sun." Before
her husband could respond Thasa Ras asked, "Have
you found anything yet? I must admit that the scien-
tist in me 1s quite baffled."

Ras Thavas sighed, laying down the report and
rubbing his eyes. "Nothing electromagnetic. All
readings are novmal. If anything static electricity is
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lower 1n this valley because of the slightly higher
hwumidity evaporated from the surface streams."

"Has the post mortem on the king eggs finished?"

"It has been difficult. I located some odd growths
T've never encountered before in the shell casings. The
blood chemistry was wrong, but the laboratory has not
yet completed the analysis, though I expect that by
lunch. As unusual as the kaldane appears to us they
are an extremely admirable life form. No lungs, very
little in the way of gastrointestinal organs, a heart that
1s built more like a perpetual motion machine than a
vascular pump, efficient and sturdy limbs for trans-
portation—Iimbs that will regrow if broken or severed,
a set of incredibly dexterous tentacles for fine work, an
overlarge and well developed brain..."

"They grow on you, but I hear a 'but'..."

"The kaldane's physiology is such that ordinary
illnesses such as we might encounter have no effect.
The only vector where the kaldane might be introduced
to disease or illness is orally."

"You think it is something they eat that is causing
the buildings to fall down, the king eggs to die, and
workers to reproduce? I love you dearly, Ras Thavas,
but we both know there is no food that can cause that."

"More importantly, the kaldane digestive fluids
are as corrosive as sulphuric acid, no bacteria or virus
could survive that. Yet, it must be something recently
introduced to this valley, Thasa Ras, for there is no
doubt that during a million years of health and
evolution no such catastrophe has ever occurred!"

"Mothri believes whatever is causing the decline
started after Bantoom and humans began commerce
and trade."
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"Agreed, though I am not prepared to say any-
thing other than the coincidence of those two facts. I
have devoted my life to medicine, studied all known
diseases and discovered dozens more that have lain
dormant for centuries because the planet itself has
changed. But this—" Ras Thavas put on his sandal
and rose from the bench, stretching his back and
neck "—this is an interesting problem indeed."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas and the calot returned to the Afana
after lunch. The scientist studied the blood gas re-
ports and spectrum analyses. Several items ex-
pected were not found, and some never expected
were indicated. "Most curious!" Ras Thavas said to
the biologist. "Any speculations?"

Thasa Ras became bored with the report,
though she was a very good biologist in her own
right, and went to the main deck to lay her snout on
the gunwale looking to the low hills that surrounded
the kaldane valley. It had been the sun that drew
her up initially, but it was something else that
interested her as the minutes passed. Her keen
eyes looked again at the grasses and trees and the
odd wild creature moving through the vegetation, to
the birds floating low on the horizon. She then
turned and crossed the deck and looked into the
valley itself, the fields of grains and somp, usa
trees, the berries and nut producing trees and
vines. She looked at the areas which were not
under current cultivation, particularly those areas
which had lain fallow long enough for the native
plants to recover. Her keen mind catalogued the
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similarities and differences, and the differences
intrigued her attention.

Ras Thavas exited the main cabin and came to
stand beside the calot. He laid a gentle hand on his
wife's short mane. "We've seen similar deficiencies in
human blood before, but never this marked or debili-
tating. What can be causing this?"

Thasa Ras nudged her husband's leg. "You
might ask yourself what caused this..." and then
explained what she had noticed. "The color is wrong.
If you look to the hills everything is full, crisp, as it
should be, but the native plants in the valley are pale
and unhealthy."

"I disagree, my love," the master mind replied.
He turned his head several times gazing intently at
her exhibits. "I see nothing out of the ordinary."

Thasa Ras reminded her husband of the obvi-
ous. "You cannot see in the dark, either."

"Your eyes are different. Yes!" With a laugh Ras
Thavas scratched the sensitive spot between the
calot's eyes with enthusiasm. "I must speak to Du
Nan!" Within moments there was a flurry of activity
as half of the investigators departed to take samples
and tests of the nearby hills and the other half to
the cultivated fields.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Thasa Ras grew bored again. Though her brain
was bright and intelligent, there was little she could
do without hands. She told Ras Thavas she was
going to hunt in the hills. "Good hunting," he had
replied.

Once on the ground Thasa Ras exploded into
motion. When she was alone, not hampered by the
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lesser abilities of humans, the wife of the master
mind did enjoy the power and speed of her animal
form used as nature intended the most successful
predator on the planet to perform. The first hill did
not slow her down, nor the second or third as these
were still low and grass covered, but as she entered
the higher section and the trees commenced to
grow closer together, the wealth of scents and
distractions soon side-tracked the calot.

Thasa Ras saw a darseen lizard sunning itself.
Her stomach tightened at the thought of that
delicacy. As silent as the gentle breeze she crept
forward. Just as she was about to pounce, a half-
grown sith—a wasp-like creature—fell from the
sky, stabbed the lizard with a rapier sharp sting,
grasped it in claws and flew back into the sky in an
instant of flashing wings.

Thasa Ras gave no thought to having her prey
taken. In her calot body she had lived alone for
months in the wilds of the southern coast of the
Tonoolian Marsh. Such thefts of prey was a com-
mon occurrence. The secret of survival was not to
not become the prey. She was, however, hungry as
she had not eaten in two days—which was nor-
mal—and she vowed that the next prey animal
sighted would be her meal.

It was an ulsio, the many legged rat of Bar-
soom. With an internal sigh and a delicate leap and
decisive snap of the jaw, Thasa Ras followed
through on her commitment. Rending flesh from
the elastic bones of the ulsio the brain of Ras Tha-
vas' wife contemplated how much she had changed
in attitude since she betrayed her husband those
many years ago. Doing what was right, doing what

257



Ras Thavas and the Calot

she said she would do, was what was important.
Important to herself, not out of any thought of
regaining her human body.

There was a slight oily taste on her tongue
when the meal was finished, a taste that was normal
to the stringy flesh of ulsios. She found a small
spring and drank water to satisfy thirst and to rinse
the taste from her mouth. Raising her snout from
the tiny pool sheltered between two slabs of up-
turned rock and a grove of usa trees, Thasa Ras
gazed down into the valley of Bantoom. At this
height, perhaps one hundred ads above the valley
floor, she saw areas of blight, or what she now
considered to be blight, surrounding the tower of
Mothri, though the fields nearest that structure
were—she was not sure how to phrase it—less
blighted.

A tower, which had been immense at one time
and nearest to her location, showed the greatest
blight damage in its fields, tower, and out struc-
tures. Recalling the map one of her husbands had
created within hours of their arrival at Bantoom for
the purpose of tracking their efforts, Thasa Ras
determined what she observed was the domain of
Vaark. The top third of the tower had collapsed
upon itself. The fields, which appeared to be ex-
traordinarily abundant, were the most pallid to her
vision. A work shed was nothing more than a pile of
rubble. The rykor pens showed many repairs to
keep the brainless creatures safe from predators or
from wandering off into the wilderness. A more
distant tower showed the same kind of damage, but
not quite as acute. The other towers displayed
comparable problems, though some had more build-

258



Ras Thavas and the Calot

ing damage while others had more blight in their
fields.

This information seemed important enough to
communicate immediately. Thasa Ras decided to
halt her hunting to report her findings to her hus-
band. The information was not that important but it
was an amusing game to pretend it was and extend
all of her calot speed and skills in returning to
Mothri. Ras Thavas was not on the Afana, nor was
he on the grounds surrounding the tower of Mothri.
He was not in the chamber set aside for the expedi-
tion's use. Using her incredible sense of smell
Thasa Ras located the most recent—determined by
its strength—scent of Ras Thavas and began a swift
descent into the underground warrens below the
tower. There were few radium lights, though there
was a slightly phosphorous emanation from the
walls themselves which, to her eyesight, turned the
twisting tunnel into a brightly lit corridor.

How many levels she descended she could not
say when she reached a large chamber with multi-
ple exits where transport containers, a radium lamp,
and other items of the expedition had been left. She
sniffed each of the tunnels and could find no scent
of her husband, yet his scent was in the chamber!
What had happened to Ras Thavas?

An instant of panic entered the brain of Thasa
Ras, for she truly loved her husband. She woke
each day knowing he was there and that he, in his
way, loved her. To not have that—Then the other
panic intruded, the knowledge that she would never
regain her human body because only Ras Thavas
knew its location and the secret of the lock sealing
the room. Frantic on both counts, Thasa Ras raced

259



Ras Thavas and the Calot

into the nearest tunnel which began an extreme
descent into the bowels of the planet. She sensed
two things almost immediately: A rude, noisome,
almost offensive effluvium and an increasingly
desperate pounding of her hearts and lungs.

The calot's speed became a crawl as weakness
entered her ten powerful limbs and supple body.
For a third time panic entered Thasa Ras' mind.
What was happening to her?

Then, as it seemed the light on the walls was
fading to black, Thasa Ras cursed and turned at her
best speed and headed back to the upper chamber.
"Stupid!" she chastised herself. "There is no atmo-
sphere in the lower levels!"

Each step upward was a step closer to life and
as the air became more life sustaining the strength
began to return. Thasa Ras lay down on the floor of
the chamber where the equipment was left. She felt
better but did not feel well, too many toxins had
accumulated in her blood and it would take more
than a few minutes to expel them. The calot had
regained sufficient strength to sit on her haunches
when she observed a flickering of light from the
tunnel left of the one that nearly killed her.

Three figures in full body suits with enclosed
helmets exited the tunnel. Scrambling near their
feet was a kaldane on spider legs. The light carried
by the lead man pushed all encompassing blackness
back for his eyes but nearly blinded the calot which
had been long accustomed to the faint natural light
within her range of vision. "Thasa Ras!" the man
cried and hurried forward. "What are you doing here?
It's not safe down here."
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Thasa Ras would have smiled, merely gaping
her jaws to mimic that expression. "So I remem-
bered, almost too late. I am fine. I have something to
tell you."

Ras Thavas shook his head inside the helmet.
"Let it wait until we are a level or two higher. You go
ahead right now. I'll be right behind you."

The calot saw no reason to argue with such
logic, thus complied.

In reality the master mind and his wife did not
converse until they reached the surface. By that
time Thasa Ras had fully recovered. She watched as
Ras Thavas helped the others stow the atmosphere
suits on the small, large-wheeled ground flier kept
in the Atana's aft hold. The other two scientists,
with their instruments, records, and samples,
climbed into the vehicle and made for the ship.

Ras Thavas watched the vehicle for a moment,
then knelt beside the calot. "Well," he said after an
examination of eyes, mouth, and ears, "you seem well
enough. What where you doing?"

"Following your scent. Then it disappeared
and—" she opened her mind more fully and allowed
her husband to experience her three panics. "I was
playing a game with myself and got carried away, then
when I thought I had lost you... But," she said deci-
sively, "that did not happen so we'll just remember
this as a stupid girl thing." When her husband ap-
peared to object she added: "Please?"

The expression on Ras Thavas' face softened,
became tender. "As you wish. So," he tried to change
the subject, for he had experienced a moment of
fear himself when he saw the calot in such distress
in the lower levels of Mothri, "How was your hunt?"
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"Incomplete. I am still hungry. Let me tell you
want I observed..." and the couple walked toward the
human one-head's area for dinner as the sun was
about to set.

The meal was thoat, usa, somp, and wine for
Ras Thavas with a small chunk of thoat for Thasa
Ras with apologies to Ras Thavas from the cook:
"We did not plan for another at the table. I will..."

Ras Thavas raised his hand. "No need. My calot
will have ulsio," and that was because Thasa Ras
had told her husband she'd go to the ulsio pens and
dine there and be back by the time he finished his
meal.

"It is passing strange," Thasa Ras later said to
her husband as they walked beneath the two moons
toward the Afana.

"What is that?" he asked.

"The ulsios were sweet, almost delectable. All the
ulsios I have ever eaten have an oily aftertaste, except
here—and at this time. The last time we were in
Bantoom the ulsios were just as greasy, though I had
to catch them myself rather than have a kaldane on
rykor toss them to me."

Ras Thavas chose to sit on the lowest step of
the gantry still attached to the Afana and allowed,
no welcomed!, the heavy snout that came across his
knee and lay on his lap. "When was the last time we
were here?"

Thasa Ras thought for a moment then replied,
"One hundred fifty years ago."

"And young Mothri returned to Bantoom from
Thavas one hundred twenty-five years ago."

"Mothri already said that these things began to
happen when he returned from Thavas."
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"Suppose it was Mothri who caused this rather
than some new force or disease to Barsoom?"

Thasa Ras would have puckered brows if her
calot face possessed such expression. "Mothri is a
good and sincere ah, person! There is nothing evil
about him. He is dedicated to the modernization of
Bantoom and bringing his people into the great
societies of the world. And, dear husband, if he was
the cause he certainly would not have requested help."

"I know," the master mind chuckled. "Mothri is
a good person as you say. I like the kaldane quite a lot
as a matter of fact. But let us look at what changes
Mothri wrought in his zeal to benefit his people rather
than seek some menace we have not yet faced."

Mollified, and a bit mortified to know that her
feelings toward kaldanes had changed without her
awareness, Thasa Ras said "Mothri obtained a stan-
dard education in agriculture, a course in electro-
magnetics and engineering for transport and farm
equipment, passed his civil flier exam and flight test,
and took a course in economics."

"And the results?"

"Are you determined to make me do your work,
dear?" Thasa Ras laughed. "The big changes were
increasing field yields for commercial trade, the
moratorium on eating rykors, and social change in
male/female experiences."

"There were other changes as a result of those
noble efforts," Ras Thavas said. "I suspect that the
proof of some of what I am about to say will be found
from this day's tests of the fields, fallow or cultivated,
and the wilderness areas. Let us return to Bantoom
before Mothri left for Thavas: one of the most primitive
and isolated areas of Barsoom, the kaldanes, rykors,
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their fields and internal politics and minor tower
wayrs. Bantoom functioned without change for millen-
nia until Mothri introduced two things that affect the
kaldane physiology. A change in diet which no longer
includes rykor, and foods influenced by human
fertilization methods. I once observed that the only
vector to introduce foreign substances into a kaldanes
physical system was by mouth.

"What we use to fertilize our fields has no effect on
humans. We use organic material for the most part,
but do mix in a number of chemical substances which
promote growth. Because these substances are normal
in humans we did not see anything out of the ordinary
when we examined the kaldanes but what we did not
have was a baseline for what is ordinary in kaldanes.
We have no records of blood chemistry, physiology or
biology regarding kaldanes because none had ever
been examined before Mothri's request."

Thasa Ras raised her snout, sniffing the night
air as a matter of habit. There was nothing danger-
ous nearby. Without pause in their conversation she
took up the thought and extended it. "Our fertilizer
and agricultural compounds, or some subset of either,
has a deleterious effect on kaldanes, but I believe it
might be move than that, husband. The decay did not
really start, if we have our time line of events recorded
correctly, until a few decades after Mothri decreed
rykors were no longer food items. Have we done
chemistry on rykors, yet? I would not be surprised to
learn there was something there that suppressed
sexuality in workers and strengthened kaldane sys-
tems. Tell me, the king eggs which failed, was that
before the cessation of rykor meat or after?"
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"After," Ras Thavas nodded. "I think you may be
right on both counts. I learned something from Deeb
today as we investigated the underground storage
areas. Were you aware the kaldane towers are built
not of concrete as we thought, but from their excre-
ment?"

"I did not know that, but that would explain why
there are so many which climb the towers each day."

"Your analysis that the change in food intake
brought about king egg failures and bisexual repro-
duction in workers might also explain the tower
failures. Kaldanes no longer produced the same
enzymes or bonding agents required for their primary
building material."

Remembering the panic underground because
of her husband's recent mention, Thasa Ras asked,
"What were your findings in the storvage arveas? I
noticed a foul odor before I turned back."

Ras Thavas smiled. "The kaldanes do not have
lungs and without a need for processing air do not
possess a sense of smell. I did not smell it either, being
encased in a suit. What did it smell like? No matter,
Just one more aspect of the same problem. The kal-
danes are great intellects and fanatic hoarders. You
would not believe how much has been stored! In some
areas the weight of the stored materials has collapsed
upon itself and decomposition sets in despite the low or
no atmosphere. We also saw many signs that ulsios
ate from the decomposing materials, but all were old
tracks. There were very few new tracks and I suspect
that is because of the efficient trapping of ulsios since
Mothri. You mentioned the ulsios were sweet. Could
that be because their diet has changed from refuse and
decay to fresh foods from the fields?"
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"Husband, I said the ulsios tasted sweet, I did not
say they tasted good."

Ras Thavas laughed aloud this time. "You are a
dear!"

"If we take these thoughts and extend them a little
it makes sense that where the greatest damage is
found, such as the tower of Vaark, will be found the
most abuse of fertilizer and growth agents. The one
thing I know which is not causing these problems is
electromagnetics."

"I believe you are correct in that, Thasa Ras. Well,
it appears we have solved the mystery of Bantoom.
Shall we go on board and see if the test results bear out
our theories?"

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

A week of further tests, now that a direction
had been determined, confirmed Ras Thavas and
Thasa Ras. During that week meetings with Mothri
and other kaldane leaders, and demands for records
which revealed the abuse of fertilizers from human
agricultural areas, began to convince Mothriand the
*#%%% that the ills in Bantoom were unfortunate,
unexpected, and brought upon themselves.

Mothri questioned Ras Thavas at one of the
meetings. "Is this condition permanent? Have I
doomed my people to extinction?"

"There is no proof that will happen, Mothri,"
Ras Thavas replied. "I see no data that suggests the
condition is irreversible. Two things must happen
and happen immediately. Rykor is again a food item,
for it has been proved in my laboratory that en-
zymes and proteins in rykor meat are essential to
kaldane physiology. Second, abandon your current
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cultivated fields and allow them to go fallow. Our
fertilizers do eventually leach from the soil, but it
may take decades for that to occur. Now that you
have mechanization and the ability to pump water
and irrigate as the majority of the red race has been
doing for a hundred thousand centuries, you can
maintain your crops—the land beyond the hills is
equally as fertile as your lovely valley. What you
lose in yield per square haad can be made up by
larger areas of cultivation.

"Your people have other decisions to make as
well," continued the master mind. "Your under-
ground storage. What kept the area freed of rot was
ulsios, which we now know have the ability to
forage in those nearly airless chambers and would
rather eat the ruined instead of the good. Our tests
indicate that ulsio is actually good for the kaldane
diet and the amount of rykor needed for health is
not extreme, once a week or so."

"What is the decision, Master?" asked Mothri.
"We have already decided to continue the practice
of eating ulsio."

"I am aware that the kaldane belief is that one
day you will evolve into pure intellect and for that
purpose the food is stored. May I offer my personal
observations?"

"Please," Mothri urged, this also taken up by
several others in the chamber.

"Pure intellect will have no need for food
because it will not have a body. What has been
stored already will feed the current population of
Bantoom for five hundred years even if another
crop is never harvested. I leave it to your council to
determine what these thoughts might suggest."

267



Ras Thavas and the Calot

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

"It 1s good to be home!" Thasa Ras stood at the
Atana's rail as the ship's commander brought the
vessel over the marsh toward its hanger at the
Tower of Science. The wealth of scents from the
Toonolian Marsh filled her sensitive nostrils and,
despite her human brain, her tail wagged.

It was some time before the master mind and
the calot left the Tower of Science and proceeded to
the southern quarter of the main island and their
apartment. Thasa Ras looked at the people in the
streets, the light traffic of personal fliers overhead,
the bustle within the buildings they passed. "What
happened in Bantoom could happen to us."

"It could," Ras Thavas said. "Come, walk with
me."

He turned into his original laboratory, the one
that had been built when the New City of Thavas
was young. The structure was still in use as a
community center and Thasa Ras recalled many
galas which had been held over the years. Ras Tha-
vas led her down to the lower levels, which she
remembered from other functions. When they
reached the lowest level Ras Thavas entered the
second room on the right. It was one of the surgical
rooms which had maintained the health of the first
settlers of the New City. All the apparatus was in
place, the cabinets fully stocked, as they would be
since the room currently supported local emergency
services.

Ras Thavas went to the last cabinet on the
north wall and opened it. He knelt and removed a
box of bandages and set it on the floor. Behind the
box was a panel. He opened it and pulled a yellow
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handle and moved back. The cabinet swung away
from the wall and revealed a duralumin door as
bright in luster as the day it was cast. No denser or
stubborn metal existed on the planet. A tumbler
lock was on the door, located in an odd position only
one sofad above the floor's marble tile.

"Try 1t," Ras Thavas said. "Twelve."

Thasa Ras, perplexed, turned her attention to
the lock which had notches on the tumbler wheel.
One of her protruding teeth served to spin the over
large thumb wheel to the position ordered.

"Nine." Then: "Three," and "Six. Move back."

The duralumin door opened with a sigh of
released air pressure. Inside was a smaller operat-
ing room, one that seemed familiar. There were two
tables. On one was a human figure under a shroud.
On the second was a glass vat holding a brain in a
moving nutrient solution. A calot's brain! Ras
Thavas picked up the vat and placed it on a cabinet
nearby. He patted the table's surface.

"Tump up, darling. You're too heavy to pick up."

Thasa Ras slowly backed away.

Ras Thavas' smile turned to a frown. "Thasa
Ras? Please. I— What 1s it, dear?"

"NO. n

The master mind walked toward the calot,
which suddenly hissed and arched her back and
exposed wide jaws filled with triple rows of teeth.
The threat stance of the wild calot.

"Thasa Ras," the man said soothingly.

"I do not want my body back!" The calot hissed
again.

"Why?" Ras Thavas knelt down, not approaching
closer.
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"Our lives are not the same as they were, my love,"
Thasa Ras. "I have been your pet calot and friend for
hundreds of years. I am not now, nor will I ever be
that girl you knew and married. I do not want to be
human. I want to be yours. Your calot. Your friend.
Your fellow adventurer. Werve I human again you
would not take me on your travels and explorations of
Barsoom. I know you wouldn't because I have seen
you be protective of others in that way and I cannot
bear the thought of not being there to protect you or
never seeing you again. No! Leave me as I am!"

"You're becoming hysterical, Thasa Ras," the
master mind rose and reached into a cabinet.

Thasa Ras knew what he sought and acted
before he could produce the sedative. Exploding
into motion with a speed that only the most suc-
cessful predator of the planet could display, Thasa
Ras sprang forward, knocking her husband from his
feet. Pivoting on three legs she leapt upon the
shrouded form and savaged it with her teeth, nearly
tearing the delicate body in half. There was no
blood on her fangs but the preserving fluids numbed
her tongue as she turned and smashed the vat
containing the calot's brain with her tail.

Ras Thavas gazed into the room with a look
which was not quite shock, not quite horror. His
eyes followed the calot's leap from table to floor,
then out into the larger room.

"Close that door and forget what is within. And
close your mouth, husband," Thasa Ras said.

The master mind of Barsoom stood for a mo-
ment, then nodded. He sealed the small room,
changed the combination to something that even he
did not know and caused the cabinet to swing back
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to its original position. He broke the yellow handle,
closed the sliding panel, replaced the box of ban-
dages and shut the cabinet door. He took Thasa Ras
over to a sink and rinsed her mouth. "Those fluids
were not meant for consumption."

"I bit but I did not swallow," Thasa Ras replied.

"So," Ras Thavas asked as they left the build-
ing, "when did you know?"

"What? That I love you? That has been always.
That I wished to remain a calot? The moment you
showed me that room. The only thing I could give you
in that body that I cannot give you in this one is
children."

"What if I had wanted children one day?" Ras
Thavas asked with a smile.

"I suppose that will be an adventure as dangerous
as any we have faced together." Thasa Ras laughed at
the worried expression on her husband's face. "We
will face that together, my love, when the time comes.
Now that I have made my decision I do not expect you
to be celibate for the rest of our lives together. In fact,
1t might be fun to have a few of your children crawling
over me as I lay next to the fire."

Ras Thavas knelt in the middle of the street,
ignoring the people passing and saluting the master
of New City. He gripped the jaws of the calot as he
had done hundreds of times before. "I love you," he
said to the only mind that could hear him. The calot
licked his face.

"I know. And I know you will eventually marry
and have children. This world would suffer if you do
not procreate and pass on your genius and passion."

"T'will not!" Ras Thavas said. Suddenly aware of
the spectacle he created, the master mind rose and

271



Ras Thavas and the Calot

marched directly to their apartment building. The
calot easily kept pace, listening as he said:. "There
1s no way I could marry—not after what I saw you do
in the little room. Only true love such as we have
known would have made you act that way. I do not
believe you would ever allow another woman into our
lives."

"Believe 1t," Thasa Ras, replied.

"It defies all logic," the master mind returned. "It
will never happen!"

"You never thought I would be worthy of your
trust or veturning my brain to my body. If that impos-
sible thing occurred, who knows what other impossible
things might happen?"

The master mind of Barsoom grudgingly
admitted his wife might be right.
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EXPLORING: BANTOOM AND TRADE

We first visit Bantoom, the land of the spider-
men of Mars, in Burroughs' Chessmen of Mars. One
of the few areas with open surface water and agri-
culture, Bantoom seemed a logical location to be
explored in more detail. "Kaldane" looks at one of
the results of exploration: Trade. Burroughs men-
tioned trade between some city/nations of Barsoom,
but few details were offered.

While Bantoom and the underground storage
chambers are in the books by ERB, the method of
construction of the towers, the chemical and physi-
ological make up of kaldanes and rykors, and the
methods of agriculture and animal breeding are
logical extensions or inventions of this author.
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THE PANTHAN
David Bruce Bozarth

Barsoom is a dying world filled with dangerous
creatures. The most dangerous creature is Man.

"It is too dangerous, Ras Thavas. We cannot
risk losing you."

The master mind of Barsoom offered a slight
smile to Tan Hadron, odwar of the navy of Thavas.
"We have lost too many already, my friend. I will
not send another man to his death. I will go myself
and, while I am gone, you are charged with the
protection and care of our home."

Ras Thavas changed from the garments he
usually wore as scientist and leader of the New City
of Thavas to that of a panthan, a soldier of fortune
who wore no metal of any nation. Hanging from a
utilitarian leather harness was a keen edged long
sword bare of embellishment and matching short
sword. A dagger and radium pistol hung at his other
side. A sturdy length of sleeping silk was coiled
about his waist. A canteen. A pouch filled with food
tablets, nutrition concentrated in the most compact
form possible. A second pouch filled with a variety
of coins and a few small jewels of various value. A
pair of sturdy sandals.
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Tan Hadron paced the master mind's apart-
ment. "Sir, I beg you to reconsider! Yes, we must
have intelligence of who is plaguing the northern
caravan routes. We will get that intelligence. What
we cannot afford is to lose you in that gathering.
You are too well known to be an agent. You are
needed here."

Ras Thavas shook his head. "Six men, Tan
Hadron. Six good men. I will not send another in my
name. Attend me, Jusaj."

The third man in the room stepped forward.
Jusajwas Ras Thavas' majordomo. The master mind
stood quietly, glaring at the odwar while Jusaj
swiftly created a single braid of his master's long
black hair, binding in two red feathers near the base
of the scientist's skull. Jusaj produced several arm
bands and ornaments of gold and silver which Ras
Thavas donned.

Tan Hadron snorted. "This is no transforma-
tion, Ras Thavas. Your face is known across half the
planet. I doubt that John Carter's visage is as fa-
mous."

"I am not done yet, my friend."

Ras Thavas sat at the dressing table that had
belonged to his wife, now missing for more years
than most citizens of New City of Thavas could
recall. The master mind took up several surgical
instruments of his own design and commenced to
work on his face. A short period of time elapsed
before Tan Hadron gasped with astonishment. The
man who rose from that table bore no resemblance
to the father of New City of Thavas—a subtle
change in cheekbones, a slight protruding of brow,
a chin more heavy than the aristocratic Ras Thavas!
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The odwar of Thavas sighed, admitting defeat.
"Magic. If we do not hear from you in ten weeks, I
will come looking for you. And if I find you dead, I
will lay waste to..."

"You will do nothing until you hear from me.
Whoever is attacking the caravans is not making
war on Thavas, but on those who would trade with
Thavas."

Jusaj had observed the conversation without
comment, but as his master turned to leave the
apartment, he stepped forward. "Let me go with
you, sir. You need someone to watch your back."

Ras Thavas placed a hand on Jusaj's shoulder
and smiled. "I go, but I do not go alone. Come,
Thasa Ras."

Tan Hadron and Jusaj watched the transformed
master mind of Barsoom leave with a large and
powerful calot at his heels.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

At any given time there were several hundred
panthans in New City of Thavas, which was a major
nexus for the overland and air routes through this
section of Barsoom. Many rested there before
moving on, most to the south where a small war
was in progress between two nations; others took
positions as guards and outriders for the caravans
east, west, and north of New City of Thavas. Pan-
thans sometimes worked together as minor compa-
nies of men, but most often were solitary in service.

"Name?"

"Kugo."

"The calot, yours?"

"We are a team."
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"Thoat?"

"No."

"Recent service?"

"Recent enough."

Gukas, the caravan master looked at the tall
man with a scowl. "You don't talk much."

" talk with my sword—when necessary."

Gukas, a man nearly as tall as the pan-
than—certainly as hard muscled—grabbed his
sword hilt. He winched as a bone crushing grip
closed about his wrist to prevent the length of steel
from unsheathing. "Good. You are fast. Ten tanpi a
day, a thoat, and if we arrive intact with no losses,
a hundred tanpi bonus."

"Agreed," Kugo said, releasing Gukas.

"We leave tomorrow at dawn. Oh," he added as
the panthan turned to go, "you I feed. Not the
calot."

"She fends for herself, and probably eats better
than either one of us. I'll be here before first light."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Kugo examined the multiple thoat tracks which
crossed the caravan's path. He was ten haads in
advance of Gukas' two score zitidar drawn wagons.
The tracks might belong to a herd of wild thoats or
might be those of a mounted troop. He counted ten
or more sets in the sand which lay in a hollow
protected from the east wind. Beyond that hollow
the stretch of low dunes was blown clear all the way
to a rocky rise five haads distant. In the opposite
direction a mountainous spine of tortured rock ran
roughly parallel to the caravan's northern route for
nearly a hundred haads.
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A scrabble in the sand caused Kugo to rise. He
lay a calming hand on the thoat's neck while stand-
ing ready to draw sword or pistol. Over the rise of
dune to the west came the ugly snout of a large
calot.

"Come, husband," the calot spoke to the pan-
than. "I have something to show you."

Kugo—Ras Thavas—mounted the thoat. He
urged the eight-legged steed to a gallop, hoping to
keep sight of the calot sprinting to the west. Within
the compact body of Barsoom's most successful
predator was the brain of his wife, who had once so
betrayed their vows that killing her for those sins
would have been justified. He had refrained from
taking Thasa Ras' life, transplanting her brain into
the body of his favorite hunting calot. Over the
centuries they had traveled Barsoom, he waiting for
her repentance to be sincere, she hoping that he
would relent and return her body. When that mo-
ment arrived Thasa Ras had made an extraordinary
decision: she did not want her human form back and
had savaged her own beautiful body to make sure
Ras Thavas knew her sincerity.

Swift are the beasts of Barsoom. Six haads
west, beyond the rocky rise, a wagon was found. In
the traces was the dead body of a huge zitidar.
Surrounding the half-burned vehicle the bodies of
five men.

The calot's nose worked into the wind. " smell
death," Thasa Ras said.

Kugo, for he was that panthan in Gukas' em-
ploy, checked his weapons then urged the restive
thoat down to the wagon. As he neared the grim
scene he noted the feathery tracks of burial beetles
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in the lee of boulders. To the calot he said, through
the mind link that only he and Thasa Ras shared:
"There were others."

The wagon was not unusual in design. The men
were of the red race. They had met with horrific
violence. Two had been blown apart by radium
projectiles, the other three had been hacked to
pieces. One haunch had been carved from the
zitidar's flank and there was evidence the attackers
had cooked and eaten the beast of burden's flesh
while ransacking the wagon.

The calot observed, "Yesterday, perhaps the
night before. Their bodies are too fresh to have been
dead much longer. Wait! I hear something!"

Thasa Ras' ten short legs became a flurry of
swift motion and in an instant the creature had
entered the wagon's broken rear tail gate. Kugo
dropped from the thoat and ran forward, pistol in
hand.

"We've coming out, husband."

Ras Thavas scowled, the message perplexing.
Then he saw a slim leg, a swirl of silk, and a very
frightened young woman stepped onto the blood-
soaked sand. Behind her came the calot, nudging
the female with her tooth-filled snout.

The girl seemed ready to dart, but the presence
of the calot kept her motionless. Ras Thavas hol-
stered his weapon and walked forward, hands
extended palm up in a show of peace. "I won't hurt
you," he said.

"Are you one of Lovat's men?" There was a
shudder in her melodic voice.

"T do not know of Lovat. I am panthan with
Gukas. Come, calot. Heel."
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Thasa Ras obeyed, knowing the girl's terror
would subside if she appeared to be a well-trained
calot. "She's pretty," the master mind's wife ob-
served.

"She's terrified," Ras Thavas returned. To the
girl he said, "What happened here?"

The woman withdrew a few steps, eyes scan-
ning the horizon. It was obvious she expected a
horde of riders.

"My name is Kugo. You have no need to fear
me. I only want to help. What is your name?"

The silence was broken only by the sigh of
wind through the rocks.

Ras Thavas waited for a few moments then
shrugged his shoulders. "I have to return to the
caravan. Is there anything you need before I de-
part?"

Expressions of hope, despair, distrust, and fear
crossed the woman's fine features, yet even then
she did not speak. It was not until the panthan was
again astride his thoat and turning away that she
found her voice.

"Please!"

Kugo turned his mount and directed the thoat
toward the girl. When he was beside her a strong
arm was extended. For a dozen heartbeats the girl
stared at the open hand then, weeping, she grasped
it and was pulled up behind the panthan.

"Hold on," Kugo said. "It is a hard ride." Small
arms went about the master mind's lean waist as
the thoat lengthened stride behind the calot streak-
ing southeast to the caravan.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk
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Gukas moved away from the oil-fueled stove, a
plate of food in one hand, a cup of beverage in the
other. He joined Kugo, the calot, and the mysteri-
ous girl the panthan had found near the trade route.
"I won't see her starve, but it comes out of your
pay.ﬂ

"You are a generous man, Gukas," Kugo re-
plied.

The girl gazed at the food for an instant, then
began eating ravenously.

Gukas gestured to Kugo, who rose to follow the
caravan master to one side. "Have you learned
anything about her?"

"I have learned all I need to know. She needs
help."

"But at what price? From your report it appears
those she was with were the target of others.
Perhaps she was the jewel they sought."

"Perhaps."

Gukas frowned. "She is pretty."

Kugo said nothing.

The caravan master shook his head. "Remem-
ber your bonus. I hope you have not brought trouble
on us."

"You hired me because there is trouble on this
road. I doubt she is one of the bandits."

"T'll wake you for your watch after midnight."
Gukas went to the other panthans, three besides
the two outriders on perimeter guard, and gave
them instructions before going to his wagon.

The drivers tended their beasts. The few
passengers were in their tent. The camp was a-buzz
with the finding of a girl in the middle of nowhere.
Kugo turned his back on the whispered conversa-
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tions and returned to the girl who, most unlady-like,
wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

"T have caused you trouble," she said without
preamble.

"Do you feel like talking now?"

Kugo waited with a kind patience that eventu-
ally forced the girl to turn her eyes away. When she
spoke, her voice was small and alone. "My family is
dead now. I am the only one left." The panthan's
silence drew more speech, and a faint shimmer of
tears in her eyes. "My father, his brothers, my
brothers and their sons, my mother... All dead
because of me."

"I find that difficult to believe," Kugo said. "You
do not appear to be dangerous."

"I am not dangerous, but helping me is!"

"I see. Why is that?"

The girl squared her shoulders and composed
her hands in her lap. "I am Danah."

Kugo arched a brow that could not be seen in
the faint starlight. "Forgive me, Danah, your name
is not familiar to me."

"I am Danah, daughter of Hovathor of Jusath."

"I am familiar with Hovathor's name. I have
never been to Jusath, but I know it is some four
hundred haads from Amhor. Why are you here,
hundreds of haads from home?"

"Not by choice, Kugo, not by choice!"

Little by little the girl's story was revealed
under gentle questioning. Jusath, a small commu-
nity of ranchers under the leadership of Hovathor,
had continually dealt with bandit incursions from
the south—bandits which had grown in power over
the last fifty years. As their strength grew so did
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the ability of Jusath diminish. Family after family
fled the once prosperous ranches until only a
handful stood together, determined to resist to the
last. When Danah was born the families had been
reduced to three and the bandits no longer hid their
faces or murders, boldly entering the settlement
when they desired, taking whatever—and who-
ever—as it pleased them.

"It was horrible," Danah sobbed, not feeling
Kugo's arms about her slim form or remembering
how she came to be in them. She desperately
leaned into his strength. "That last day in Jusath
they came and their leader saw me. 'Give her to me
and I'll let your family live,' he said to my father.
Hovathor defied him and was killed. They would
have taken me if my brothers had not driven a herd
of thoats into their midst. We fired radium shell
after shell into their packed mass, killing a half
dozen. As their leader Lovat ordered a retreat he
shouted a promise to kill us all—all except me! We
could not stay. We packed our wagons and ran south
hoping Ras Thavas might help us but Lovat and his
men harried us until there was just..."

Kugo let her weep until the grief was done. He
held Danah until she moved away of her own ac-
cord. The girl gripped his hand. "Thank you, but I
have brought nothing but trouble and for that I am
sorry!"

"T am not worried, Danah. Many have tried to
kill me. I do not Kkill easily. I have to ride guard.
Stay with the calot no matter what may happen. Do
you understand?"

"Yes, Kugo."
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The panthan met Gukas coming to wake him.
In terse words he told the caravan master the girl's
story. "It appears we have a name for the menace
attacking the caravans. Warn the other riders."

"I knew that girl was trouble!"

Kugo's voice hardened. "She isn't the cause,
Gukas. She is a victim. I suggest you roust the
drivers so we may leave at first light. We are too far
north to head back."

Gukas nodded. "You are right. The girl can ride
in my wagon."

"Thank you, Gukas."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Two days passed without incident, though thoat
tracks had been detected by two of the riders on the
second day. Before dawn of the third day Kugo, who
had become de facto captain of the panthans, spoke
to his men, the drivers, and Gukas.

"The calot and I rode hard during the night and
found the bandit camp. There are twenty to thirty of
them gathered near a pass fifty haads north. I
believe they intend to spring an ambush as we go
through."

One of the panthans asked, "Your orders,
Kugo?"

Gukas sputtered. "Orders? We turn back! We
can't fight that many!"

Kugo crossed his arms and said, "They would
only follow. They can ride faster than the wagons
and the terrain south is too open for battle. I will
take two men and the calot and carry the battle to
Lovat. We surprise them. While they are occupied
Gukas takes the caravan through the pass. We join
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back up and fight rear guard as needed. If we do our
job right, Lovat will be in no hurry to catch us."

"And if your plan falls apart, what then?" Gukas
asked.

"We do what other caravans have done. We
fight to the death. The only difference between us
and others is that we have a choice of where and
when."

"T'l ride with you, Kugo!"

"And I!"

"Mount up."

Kugo turned to join his men and paused. Danah
stood there. She looked at the tall panthan, his face
in shadow, her's shining in the moonlight of Cluros.
"Come back," she said. The girl ran to Gukas' wagon
and went inside.

Thasa Ras ran easily beside the near silent
thoats running across the sands. Through their
mind link she asked Ras Thavas:"Is she the one?"

"The one what?" came the response.

"The one who wins your heart?"

The master mind scowled. "This is not the time
or place, dear."

"There is no other time or place, my chieftain,
there is only now. I like her. I want you to know that."

"She is a nice girl, but I love you."

The sun was still below the horizon as the
group entered the hills above the pass. Kugo point-
ed out the bandit camp and gave instructions to his
men to wait for his signal. Panthan and calot hurried
onward, circling the encampment which lay in a
hollow behind a short ridge beside the caravan
route.
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Thasa Ras suddenly disappeared. The master
mind dismounted, carrying the long Barsoomian
rifle with him. He wanted to call her name, but
remained silent. A moment later the calot returned
with blood on her jaw.

"A guard," the calot said. "One less to worry
about." Then, softly, "We go into battle, husband. One
or both of us might die."

"I have lived past my time," Kugo replied. "You
are too tough to die."

"Possibly, but I must say this. Even if I should
survive, and you do as well, Danah is a good choice.
She needs you the way I once needed you. She can give
you what I cannot. I told you this would happen one
day."

"You did," Kugo the panthan nodded. "I did not
believe you." He wiggled forward up a slight slope
until he could view the camp two haads away.
Riders were beginning to gather their thoats. The
silent man aimed his weapon, his finger on the firing
stud. Just before the sun rose he said to the calot:
"Danah might be the one."

Sunlight suddenly filled the encampment and
Kugo began firing rapidly. The radium projectiles
tore into the mass of thoats and men, exploding
with terrific force. A shout rose from the camp as a
half dozen men mounted on frightened thoats raced
toward Kugo's position. At that moment two rifles
opened up from the opposite slope, blowing all six
riders to pieces. A general slaughter commenced
until the hollow was filled with dust and targets
could no longer be seen.

"Tume we go," the panthan called his calot.
Together they swiftly rode for the rendezvous point
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to join up with the two panthans. Holding their
position near the trade route, Kugo saw the huge
dust cloud which was the caravan coming as quickly
as the zitidars could run. "Flanks!" he shouted
spurring his thoat into the pass, riding high on the
rock wall.

Kugo's rifle spoke when a pair of brigands
showed themselves on the ridge. The shell ex-
ploded shy of his intended mark. An instant later
two radium projectiles bracketed Kugo's mount,
which squealed in pain as fragments of rock tore
into its slate-colored side. The next round exploded
beneath the panthan's mount, killing the thoat and
throwing him three body lengths away.

In the fall Kugo lost the rifle. He staggered
erect, ears ringing. A flash of teeth and ten furiously
pumping legs raced by. A hideous shriek filled the
air as the calot tore an attacker's arm off at the
shoulder. Kugo filled his hand with sword and
parried a thrust from a too eager opponent. He
kicked the man's legs from under him then gave
him the long sleep with a thrust through the heart.

A red pain scored Kugo's left side, the result of
a murderous attack from the rear. His response as
a master of the sword was a whirling movement,
dropping low. His sword severed the man's left leg
at the knee and carried upward to lay the other leg
open to the bone.

Two men approached the panthan from oppo-
site sides. Kugo did not wait for their attack. He
sprang upon the one to his right, crashing his blade
into the outlaw's and drew his short sword to
disembowel the man before he could cry out. The
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master mind turned to face the other, but he was
dead, his head crushed by the mighty calot's jaws.

"Kugo! Kugo!"

The panthan froze, startled by the voice
screaming his name. Clinging to the back of a wild-
eyed thoat was Danah!

As smoothly as if rehearsed, the girl drew up,
slid back on the thoat, then put her arms around the
panthan after he mounted. She buried her face into
his hard-muscled back, shuddering each time his
sword arm rose and a voice cried out in pain. Then
they were free, running through the caravan's dust
cloud.

Danah cried out when she realized Kugo was
cut. She tore at her silks to bind his wound.

Kugo felt her tears on his back. He gripped her
forearm reassuringly. "A scratch, Danah! A scratch.
You brave little fool!"

Two riders emerged from the dust shrouded
pass. Kugo breathed a sigh of relief as he recog-
nized his men, though one reeled on his mount. The
second rider saw his fellow in trouble and closed
ranks. That left one other...

"I'm here, Ras Thavas," the calot said, streaking
toward the riders from a tangent. "Unharmed. Do
you remember?"

"The dead city? Not much in the way of defense."

"It is better than this open wasteland!"

The thoats and calot caught up to the caravan.
The wounded rider was passed from thoat to
wagon. Kugo pushed his mount to greater speed
and drew next to Gukas. "There's a dead city five
haads east. We'll fight them there."
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The panthan led the way to an ancient pile of
stone so riven with age that hardly more than a
handful of masonry stood on top of one another.
Where the old plaza would have been the hard
blowing zitidars were brought to a stop. Kugo dis-
mounted. He reached up and swept Danah from the
animal and hugged the naked girl to his breast. He
had words to say, but not the time to say them.

"Gukas! Gather every weapon, ammunition,
food, water, passenger, and driver into the rocks—
there! Panthans, one on each compass point to
direct the defense!"

Kugo helped unload the wagons, marveling that
Danah stayed close and carried a heavy load herself.
She would have gone back for more, but he would
not allow it. Placing a hand on the woman's soft
shoulder, the panthan pushed her behind a rock and
called for the calot. Though he looked at Danah, his
voice was for the calot. "If she moves, sit on her."

The panthan made another trip to the wagons,
as did a number of the male passengers, and when
they turned to go again, Kugo stopped them. He
raised his voice so all could hear. "We hurt them,
but they will come, and soon. Keep your heads
down and your eyes open!"

Kugo sought out his two companions on the
raid and got their reports. They confirmed four
dead, perhaps a dozen others wounded. The pan-
than recalled his body count and observations. At
least eleven bandits dead or so critically wounded to
be useless. By his early estimate of the outlaw
strength either one-half or one-third of the hostile
force was out of commission. The odds were better,
but not good. One of his men was severely wound-
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ed, though would heal given time. Counting himself,
there were five warriors. Several of the passengers,
though dressed gaily, had the appearance of fighting
men, as were most males of Barsoom. The women
passengers looked frightened, but caused no com-
motion.

Kugo bent heads with Gukas. "We can win, as
long as we are alert and ready. They now know this
sompas fruit will be most difficult to pluck."

Gukas gripped the panthan's arm. "I saw you up
there. You are an arrogant and irritating man, but
you are a warrior!"

A soft hand touched Kugo's elbow. Looking
over his shoulder he saw Danah's worried face.
Next to her, tongue lolling from its mouth, was the
calot. The girl had a medical kit. "I must tend your
wound, Kugo. Come, sit."

The master mind allowed the girl to lead him to
a partial wall. She knelt beside him and efficiently
cleansed his wound. She applied the marvelous
salve which had antiseptics and promoted rapid
tissue regeneration. A surface cut, such as he had,
would close in a day and be fully healed in a week.

He looked down at her bent head, admiring the
girl's slim form. The panthan then turned his eyes
to the calot and scowled. "I thought I told you to
watch her!"

Thasa Ras laughed through their mental link. "/
watched her plead with the stupid calot to let her get a
medicine kit to heal the mighty warrior. Danah made
sense. I do like her!"

Whatever Kugo intended as reply was cut off by
a shout from the lookout atop a three ad pile of
masonry. "Here they come!"
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Danah swiftly completed her ministrations then
abruptly threw her arms about the panthan's neck
and kissed him. "Conquer!" she said.

Kugo cupped her cheek with his hand. "T will."
Before he took up a radium rifle, Kugo drew his
pistol and placed it in Danah's hands.

The panthan climbed a wall, barely exposing his
eyes above the rim. The number of shapes in the
dust cloud was twenty.

"Hold your fire! When I give the command
make every shot count!"

Gukas, next to Kugo, became nervous when
the bandits stopped four haads away. "Why do they
not charge?"

Kugo's head jerked about when the lookout
shouted: "Another body of riders!"

The second group was larger than the first,
perhaps a hundred in all. Kugo looked upon the
anxious faces gazing at him. He smiled. "Seems we
scared them."

Somebody nervously laughed. Then another.

Kugo walked among them giving advice, cor-
recting those unfamiliar with radium weapons. Tall
and magnificent, thought Danah. Thasa Ras was
proud.

His words were calming. His confidence infec-
tious. "We are in a good position. Every third
personbe prepared to move on command to supple-
ment any quarter should they concentrate their
attack, but do not leave any position undefended.
Check your weapons."

The panthan visited the women, a half dozen in
all, secured in the best fortified place. "Some of you
know heal craft. May we count on you?"
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A buxom woman in regal dress rose. "When
someone falls we will get them."

Kugo smiled. "T admire your determination, but
please, remain here. We will bring the wounded to
you."

The master mind surveyed the huddle of
defenders in the circle of stone they had chosen as
their battleground. Five panthans, Gukas, eight
male passengers, nineteen drivers—most of those
young boys from the ranches; tough, willing but
untrained in the arts of war. Outside the walls of the
dead city were a hundred cutthroats and violent
men who had had their pride injured by what should
have been easy prey.

Danah was where he left her with the calot. "Go
to the women," he said.

She threw back her head. "No."

Kugo lowered his voice. "Please. I would only
worry about you. I cannot have my attention di-
vided."

Again she said, "No. Remember, I am the prize
Lovat seeks. I intend he pay dearly to obtain
it—me. Do not send me away, Kugo. If I am not
safe with you, then I have no hope at all."

The calot came to the girl's side. Her fearsome
face turned upon the panthan as if she, too, agreed
with the young woman. Kugo drew Danah to his
breast, resting his chin on top of her head for a
moment. He held her at arm's length, his voice and
eyes most serious. "Stay behind me."

A panthan called: "Kugo, they come!"

The master mind went to the top of the wall
and held his rifle at the ready. "Hold fire!" He
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waited until the galloping horde was a haad distant.
"Fire!"

A dozen rifles spoke in unison. A tremendous
detonation tore into the riders, who abruptly split
into two groups. Kugo and Gukas stood shoulder to
shoulder, firing methodically with good effect. A
dozen riderless thoats created confusion, further
hampering the outlaw charge. The panthan did not
count dead or wounded, his entire being was fo-
cused on the next moving target. Behind him the
panthans called encouragement to the defenders.
He could only hope they fared at least as well.

A radium projectile hit low on the wall where
Kugo and Gukas stood. The caravan master was
knocked to his feet when a second shell exploded
nearby. Kugo, erect as a statue, continued firing
even as thoat riders reached the outer ruins of the
dead city. At that range even the most untrained of
his defenders could find targets and, after a furious
barrage, the outlaws broke ranks and fled in all
directions until they put a dune or rocks between
them and the caravan.

A chorus of cheers rose over the crumbled
masonry.

Kugo did not allow himself to relax until the
wind carried the dust from the sands. A quick count
revealed a score of dead or dying thoats and twelve
outlaws, one of whom was barely alive enough to
draw dagger and stab himself through the heart.

A report from the far side indicated more thoat
losses but only eight outlaws dead. Kugo watched
the panthan impatiently wipe at dark flow of blood
oozing from a cut over his eye. "Should we do as
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well each time, Kugo, five charges should be
enough."

Kugo shook his head. "They won't do that
again, but neither can they let us go with what we
know and how we have hurt them." As if to prove
his words true, a thundering barrage of radium
shells began to hit the ancient masonry.

"Keep down!" Kugo shouted.

There was a scream inside their area, then a
second. Four drivers carried two of their own to the
women, though one of those would die, his leg shot
off.

The firing on the dead city became sporadic,
testing the defenses. On Kugo's orders no fire was
returned. "We do not wish to reveal our positions.
They'll come after nightfall."

One of the male passengers asked how the
panthan knew the mind of the bandits. Kugo an-
swered truthfully: "Radium shells do not explode at
night, though one will tear a satisfactory hole
through a body—if you can hit it."

During the long afternoon six more defenders
were injured and another was killed. Gukas strug-
gled with his rage and inability to fight back. Kugo
placed a calming hand on the caravan master's
shoulder. "You'll soon have fighting in plenty. It is
less than a zode to nightfall. Save your energy for
swordplay."

"How can you be so calm? What have you got to
lose, besides your life? Everything I have worked
for, everything [—"

Kugo looked at the small girl with her arm
around the calot's thick neck. "Everything I hold
dear is with me now."
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Gukas followed the panthan's gaze. He saw a
beast and a girl from the country. Danah saw a
ruggedly handsome warrior tall enough to touch the
sky with his feathered braid. Thasa Ras saw her
husband as she had once seen him before. To him
alone she said: "Mean what you say, Ras Thavas.
This girl already loves you. Do not break her heart."

To the calot replied the master mind. "I take
you at your word, which I have come to treasure and
believe. I did not think another woman could touch
me, but this little girl..."

One of the panthans swiftly crawled to Kugo's
side. "A group of outlaws is using a ravine to get
close."

"How many?"

"Six, eight, no more than that."

Kugo looked at the sun. The bright disc would
not be long above the horizon. "Gukas, you're in
charge. You," he told the messenger, "come with
me. Calot, heel!"

Gukas stared at the broken wall of rock where
three ghosts had seemingly disappeared without
leaving a trace. Danah rose to follow. The caravan
master shook his head. "He wouldn't like it," Gukas
said.

Danah chewed her lip. "No, he wouldn't." She
watched the sun descending. She remembered what
Kugo had said. If only the sun would not set!

There was a shriek of inhuman pain, then four
quick explosions. Danah's heart leapt into her throat
and did not start beating until she heard Kugo's
voice saying they were coming in. She wanted to
run to him, to feel his arms around her, but his
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smile kept her feet still and let her breathe once
again.

Kugo's voice was soft. "Watch every shadow.
They probably won't attack until the moons are
down. Pass it on."

The panthan found a wall of rock and sat down.
Danah knelt at his side. He took her hand. "Is there
anything to eat? I'm hungry."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

At midnight the outlaws attacked. Kugo waited
until the foe was fully committed then, while his
sword arm was killing, gave the order. A half dozen
radium lamps were unhooded by the drivers, who
directed the light into the eyes of the outlaws while
the panthans and male passengers struck down
those within sword's reach. So well did the surprise
work that Kugo and three of his men carried the
attack deep into the outlaw ranks and with each
step a foeman fell in agony.

"Fall back! Fall back!" came the cry from the
attackers.

"Hood the lights!" shouted Kugo. Four winked
out immediately, but two were slow and radium
projectiles killed those who held the lamps and two
more were wounded as they rushed to turn off the
lights.

"Damn!" Kugo cursed.

Gukas and two men walked among the outlaws,
their swords finishing those still breathing. He
brought the count to Kugo. "Twenty-five. We lost
twelve drivers. Will they attack again?"

Kugo knelt, resting his sword point on the
sand. He scooped a handful of grit and scrubbed the
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blood from the length of steel. "I can't say. They
might. They won't know how badly they hurt us.
They might be cautious. Sleep. I'll wake you in a
zode." The panthan walked through the camp,
instructing every other defender to sleep. When the
zode had passed without incident, Kugo woke the
caravan master. "Every other man sleeps. You come
get me in a zode. I want to be alert because they
may try us at dawn."

The master mind was weary. He had to rest if
he was to have any strength at day break. He found
the calot. Next to the great beast was Danah, who
was wide awake. "Get some rest, little one," he said
to her. "I am."

Kugo drew his sword then began to lay down
next to it and was startled when the girl moved so
that his head rested in her lap. Her tiny hand touch-
ed his hair, his face. "I will watch, my chieftain."

For along moment the panthan did not answer.
Thasa Ras' thought stuck the master mind almost
like a blow. "Tell her yes or tell her no, but do not be
silent!"

Kugo looked up to the face bent over his,
silhouetted by stars. "Wake me in a zode, my
princess."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The panthan greeted the morning sun with both
eagerness and regret. He gazed at the little form
curled up in sleep at his feet. Such a brave little
heart!

Thasa Ras nudged her husband's leg. "A fine
choice."
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"Promise me one thing, dear wife—friend. Let
nothing happen to her."

"Do not make me weep!"

Man and beast gazed upon the desert. Other
eyes in the caravan's camp watched the sands as
well. When the attack came, it was on the other
side. Kugo was tempted to rush to the battle, but
his orders kept him in place as they did every other
defender, for when the final attack came, it would
not come from one direction.

The fighting sounded fierce, but so far the
agreed upon cry for assistance had not been called.
Kugo scanned the low dunes to his right. He
thought he saw something. The calot tensed,
confirming the panthan's eyesight.

There was a warning scream at Kugo's side
followed instantly by an explosion that nearly
knocked him off his feet. Danah lay on the ground,
her body and pistol covered in blood and burned
flesh. The smoking body of an outlaw lay only an ad
away and others were coming over the wall. Kugo
was suddenly very busy.

The calot sprang from one attacker to the next,
a terrible nemesis of sharp tooth and horrific bite.
Caught between the master swordsman and the
fighting calot the outlaws began to lose heart and
when little Danah got to her knees, tears streaming
down her face, the radium pistol in her hand tore
into the group. Of the twelve outlaws, only two
escaped.

Gukas was down, his right arm broken, the side
of his face bloody because of a missing ear. Two of
the male passengers were dead. One of the pan-
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thans was dead, another critically wounded. Of the
drivers only three were able-bodied.

Kugo picked up the caravan master. "Fall back.
Final position. Take every weapon. They know our
strength. They will come again."

Gukas gripped the panthan's arm when he
placed him in the women's care. "No man could
have asked better service. I would liked to have
seen how you spent your pay."

"We are not dead yet, master trader. And you
will double my bonus."

Two lesser attacks came and were repulsed.
The inner section of the dead city was more difficult
to reach—much less breach—but the defenders'
injuries continued to mount—though no more had
died. When the hot sun was at noon and the shad-
ows rested at the base of every upright object, the
final assault began. A dozen thoats were driven into
the area and two drivers and one male passenger
was killed when they revealed their positions. Kugo
held his fire until the outlaws were visible then took
terrific toll on their ranks. Soon, however, the
bandits were so close that the radium shells were as
deadly for the defenders as attackers and steel was
drawn.

Kugo, with the surviving panthan and the calot,
stood at the entrance of the hold where the women
and wounded lay. Behind the tall warrior, who
addressed two and three swords at a time, was a
fierce young girl holding two sharp daggers. Kugo's
warrior companion fell. The calot killed his slayer,
then took a sword through the chest. Danah picked
up the fallen sword and stood over the calot, swing-
ing wildly.
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Kugo bled from a score of wounds, his footing
slippery in the pool of blood seeping from the
mound of bodies at his feet. The outlaws who
climbed that steaming pile were greeted with death
from the panthan's sword. But there was no doubt
of the outcome. Kugo's blade was no longer swift,
his cuts no longer clean and deadly. A red haze of
exhaustion clouded the master mind's sight. In his
heart he wept for Thasa Ras, for the calot lay
unmoving. He wept for the love he might have had
with Danah, and knew that he would kill her before
letting the girl fall into Lovat's hands. He was
disappointed he had failed Gukas, who was only a
merchant meaning no harm to any except the
damage he might do their purse. He regretted what
would happen to those women watching with fear in
their eyes.

Then, in an instant, the world turned upside
down.

A heavy barrage of cannon fire hit the outlaws
from the rear. The sun was occluded by a dense
shadow. Kugo's foe made the mistake of looking up
and died with a new mouth cut below his chin. The
outlaws turned and ran, looking over their shoul-
ders. Kugo's brow furrowed with confusion as a
man, then others, chased the bandits. He recog-
nized the metal on their harnesses.

A voice bellowed as a second air ship pursued
the outlaws running for their lives on thoat back.
"For Thavas! For Thavas!"

"Damn!" Kugo the panthan shouted, sitting
down suddenly. Every muscle ached. His arm felt
like lead. The very air burned in his churning lungs.
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Danah saw a man rush toward Kugo with sword
in hand. She leapt forward, struggling with the
length of steel she lifted two-fisted.

"Danah!" Kugo shouted. "He is a friend! Friend!
It's over."

The girl dropped the sword and ran to her
panthan. Her hands touched every cut, every
bruise, assuring herself he was not mortally wound-
ed. She wept with joy and threw herself into his
weary embrace. Almost immediately she drew back
and said: "Your calot is alive! She's breathing! Can
we do anything?"

"Thasa Ras?"

"I am here. Paralyzed. Nerve center. Missed lung
and heart. Please cuddle while I slowly bleed to death.
Oh, it hurts, darling."

Danah did not understand why the panthan
laughed. She could not hear him say to the calot: "/
suppose you want me to make you all better."

"Not for my sake, but for hers. She likes me."

Tan Hadron directed the removal of the survi-
vors to the airship which had grounded at the edge
of the dead city. He made sure the calot was taken
directly to the ship's infirmary along with the other
critically wounded. The odwar of Thavas eventually
turned to sit on a pile of rock next to the master
mind, now bandaged by the small dark-haired
woman who had snatched the medicine kit from one
of the field doctors.

"A traveler on the road heard fighting yester-
day. He nearly rode a thoat to death to reach Sol-
zith, where he sent a wireless message to Thavas.
What happened?"
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Danah was not sure she liked the officer or the
way he talked. "Kugo! His name is Kugo!"

Tan Hadron smiled, admiring the girl's spunk.
"His name is Ras Thavas, master of New City of
Thavas. What is your name?"

Danah's eyes grew wide. She raised a trembling
hand to her lips, flushed with embarrassment.
"Nobody."

Kugo the panthan smiled and roughly pulled the
girl close. "Her name is Danah, daughter of Hova-
thor of Jusath. My princess."

The master mind's smile widened as he ob-
served the astonished look on Tan Hadron's face.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The tiny girl in white silks, her hair done up in
latest fashion and topped with a diamond and ruby
headdress, exercised great restraint in the marble
halls of Thavas Center. She walked when she
wanted to run. Her escort of six equally young and
stunning girls, daughters of the Thavas Council, had
smiles as bright as Danah's.

"Hurry, girl," Danah pleaded with the calot
limping at her side. Someone had tied a blue silk
scarf around the creature's neck. "Please hurry,
Thasa Ras. We must not keep him waiting!"

One of the girls giggled. "Control yourself,
Danah. Save some of that eagerness for tonight." A
general round of laughter echoed from the gor-
geously polished walls.

As they neared the auditorium gentle strains of
music could be heard, music that was played at
weddings. Danah's smile became more composed,
her gait more regal. Her future lay before her, one
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that she had never conceived. To have the love of
Ras Thavas, the master mind of Barsoom!

At the edge of the stage, before an audience of
three thousand, Danah paused. She raised a slim
hand to her breast and took a deep breath. The calot
rubbed against her leg. The girl gripped the animal's
short mane because, standing center stage looking
at her with his true face, was Kugo the panthan!

The music stopped. There was a hush. The
music began again—the march. Danah and her
escort took measured steps across the smooth
ersite floor. Ras Thavas gazed at her with such
intensity that Danah had to look away for fear of
fainting with happiness. As her eyes moved across
the audience she saw a face. A face she knew and
feared. A face that was pushing forward through the
crowd.

"No!" she whispered in panic. "Not him! Not
here!"

Danah began to run toward her panthan. She
called his name in warning. "Kugo! Look out!"

There was a commotion at the front of the
stage. A hard-faced man slammed his fist until a
path opened and he, too, ran toward Ras Thavas,
but in his other hand was a pistol. He raised it and
fired just as Danah threw her body in front of her
love.

The radium projectile smashed through Danah's
delicate ribs. Her white silks turned red as Ras
Thavas caught the girl in his arms. The assassin
was instantly overpowered by a dozen men and
would have died had Tan Hadron not ordered him
held for trial.
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Ras Thavas, the finest surgeon on Barsoom,
knew that even his enormous skill could not save
Danah's life. "You brave little fool!" he wept. "A
thousand times me than you!"

"Tlove you," Danah said. She tried to say more
but the light faded in her eyes and she was gone.

The master mind stood, holding the limp body
in his arms. His instant rage was directed to the
man who ceased to struggle. "Who are you?" Ras
Thavas demanded. "Why did you kill this girl?"

"I told her when I killed her father that none
would have her except me. I meant to kill you."

"That tells me why, not who."

"Lovat."

The crowd gasped when the calot sprang from
the stage. The creature arched her back and hissed
loudly, jaws gaping wide, the triple rows of sharp
teeth gleaming from the radium lamps glow. The
audience gave way as the creature advanced upon
the group holding Lovat.

Ras Thavas, his words filled with hate, clutched
the forlorn body to his breast. "My calot does not
like you. Neither do 1."

The master mind turned his back to Lovat.
First Tan Hadron, then others did the same, includ-
ing the men holding the outlaw leader. Nobody
seemed to hear his agonized screams as they left
Thavas Center.
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EXPLORING: MERCENARIES

At first glance the role of panthan in Barsoom-
lan society seems obvious; soldiers of fortune
willing to sell their fighting abilities. In several of
Burroughs' books the lead characters took on the
role of panthan, yet, in reality, were little more than
body guards. Ras Thavas, in Panthan, operates as
one might expect the soldiers of fortune and merce-
naries of Barsoom might: in dangerous situations,
protection of property, or as supplemental forces in
wars between nations.

The marriage ceremony described is a logical
extension of other marriage rites as found in the
books.
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THE DUNGEON
David Bruce Bozarth

Darkness!

A darkness so complete to strike terror in the
heart of any man, even the most brilliant scientist of
Barsoom. Ras Thavas choked back the cry of
surprise that threatened to spring forth; however,
too many years of exploring Barsoom had trained
the master mind in caution. His hands, however,
instinctively rose to his eyes to see if he was blind.
But those powerful hands never reached his face
because a cold surface lay only a hand's width above
his reclining body.

Exploring that hard surface worked by the man
of hand, Ras Thavas pushed upward. The surface
did not move. Though the scientist was not claus-
trophobic he disliked the thought of being impris-
oned. More strength was exerted until a seal
suddenly broke and the panel slid to one side. Ras
Thavas viewed a darkness marginally less complete.
Sitting up, his eyes taking every advantage of the
faint illumination that seemed to come from a
circular opening in a ceiling high above and to the
left, Ras Thavas felt a shiver pass down his spine.
He had been sealed inside a coffin!
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Vacating the funerary container as quickly as
his stiff muscles allowed, Ras Thavas looked about.
He was in an underground dungeon not dissimilar to
thousands beneath nearly every ancient city of
Barsoom. A dense pall of dust lay on all surfaces
except six: the coffin he had escaped and five others
laid in line next to his.

How had he come to be here?

The hand of the master mind reached for his
sword; it was not there. His radium pistol with the
worn grip was missing. But his knife was at his
waist and there was comfort holding it in his hand.

The silence was as extraordinary as the dark-
ness. He heard nothing except the pounding of his
heart in his ears. Perhaps the increased blood flow
helped his sight and hearing in some way because
the master mind noted a slight movement and heard
a faint sound from the coffin next to his!

The knife made short work of the wax seal that
held the lid to the casket. It was a moment of effort
to fling the cover aside and the resulting clatter
seemed like an explosion that startled both Ras
Thavas and the occupant of the coffin.

"Thasa Ras!" the scientist exclaimed, kneeling
to embrace the hideous calot's body which con-
tained the brain of his wife. "Are you injured?"

"What is this?" a slurred reply. The beast's ten
legs moved uncertainly. The huge head, and jaws
filled with triple rows of teeth, lifted with a wobble.
"Help me, Ras Thavas!"

To hear his wife's telepathic voice filled with
fright utterly concerned the scientist. "You appear
all right," he said, assisting the calot out of the
casket. "Darling?"
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Thasa Ras shook her head. "I cannot think. I
smell you, but my eyes...I can't see in the dark
anymore. But I do see you!"

"Rest," the master mind caressed the calot's
short mane. "There may be others here against
their will."

Ras Thavas inspected the next coffin. Like his
and Thasa Ras', it was free of dust and seemed of
recent construction. The lid was soon removed and
an elderly man looked up from the shadowed inte-
rior of the coffin. "Thank you, my son," the dry,
cracked voice said. "My wife?"

The scientist paused only long enough to lift
the near skeletal frame of the man to a nearby dust
covered ledge before taking up a bar of metal
leaning against the wall to remove the remaining
casket lids. A withered old woman, more spry than
her husband, needed no assistance. She went to her
mate's side and put her arm around his shoulder.

The next was a gorgeous young woman, abun-
dant in form and energy, laughing when her hus-
band's face was revealed. "At last!" the girl cried
with triumph. "I have done something before you!"
Which comment sparked a rise and fall of argument
between the couple that, for all its familiarity of the
arguments he and Thasa Ras had over the years,
were a confusion to the master mind. Why would an
argument have more importance than finding out
how and why they were in this arid old dungeon?

"Do any of you remember how we came to be
here?" Ras Thavas asked. "We must find a way out."

The old man nodded. "That's a good idea. Why
don't you look? My wife and I would only slow you
down."
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The young man scowled at the master mind.
"Go ahead. As soon as I find my wife," he said,
looking toward a tunnel into which the girl had
entered, "we'll help you."

Thasa Ras rose on unsteady legs. She favored
her left side, her hind two legs limp, dragging
useless through the dust. Ras Thavas felt a flush of
apprehension, the calot was heading blindly toward
a wall and seemed unaware it was there. He went to
her side and placed a guiding hand on her mane.
"This way, darling."

The path Ras Thavas chose led beneath the
opening in the ceiling. Though the opening was
quite large, they were so deep underground that it
was like looking down the bore of a radium rifle.
There were stars above and, as he watched, one of
Barsoom's two small moons crossed the edge. It
was Thuria, but Thuria as he had never seen it
before. The tiny moon was not brilliant. There was
a smoky gray appearance that chilled the master
mind. Yet for all that, the dull glow of that small
amount of reflected light revealed a possible way
out of the dungeon. Thasa Ras obediently followed
her husband's lead and he, filled with fear for her,
kept his pace slow to accommodate the calot's
painful gait.

Through a door set in ancient walls was another
room, quite different in appearance. There were
dozens of gleaming machines. This room was also
silent, but not still. The machines were performing
automated tasks which made no sense to the
master mind. Articulated steel rods equipped with
caliper grips lifted glass vials from one small table
to another, while a similar machine removed the

309



Ras Thavas and the Calot

just placed vials and returned them to the original
table.

A bluish light of unknown origin reminded Ras
Thavas of that short instant of glow between
Barsoomian day and night. He gazed at the other
machines. He knew he should understand their use
and purpose but could not fathom neither.

"This place smells of decay," the calot said in a
voice that brought gladness to the heart of Ras
Thavas. This voice was that of his brilliant wife, the
woman who had studied science, who had once
dreamed of conquering a world, who had once
betrayed their marriage vows, and had endured the
punishment of having her brain transplanted into a
hunting calot's body rather than executed for her
adultery. This was the woman who eventually chose
to remain a calot even when offered a chance to
return to her own human form—who had come to
understand that as they were was the best they
could ever be. And it had been so very good!

"Ras Thavas? Are you feeling well? Your hand
is hot." The calot leaned against her husband's
naked leg. "Your skin is fevered!"

"Yes. I have a fever, but I feel all right."

"I don't like this place. Let us leave."

"I should go back for the others."

"Leave them. I can hear the young ones argu-
ing. Neither is listening to the other."

"What of the old couple?"

Into the master mind's thoughts came the
impression of a smile. "In all but the physical act
they are making love to each other."

Ras Thavas frowned. "How very strange. Well."
Ras Thavas watched the machines changing vials
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from table to table. It was fascinating. What one
machine did the other undid, yet all was done in
harmony. "Well."

"We can't stay here," Thasa Ras said.

"Well. Indeed."

"We must go, husband!"

"Of course. Well."

Thasa Ras wished her eyes were not so watery.
Gently, ever so tenderly, the calot's savage jaws
took the hand of Ras Thavas. She tugged. She
tugged again. "Come!" she begged. "I fear this
place!" When he did not respond Thasa Ras bit hard,
one of her fangs drawing blood from the man's hand.
Ras Thavas roused, as if from a trance, and let the
calot lead him to the door opposite the one they had
entered.

There was a short tunnel with an upward slope.
At the next level Thasa Ras thought she saw kal-
danes skittering on their six spider legs into small
openings around the room. She pulled on her
husband's hand and was relieved that he followed at
her best speed. Ignoring the pain in her hindquar-
ters, Thasa Ras hurried up other ramps, through
other rooms, fearing what, she did not know, but
filled with an intense and utter dread that was only
increased by the somber ancient walls. Then she
wondered where they were going. And then won-
dered why she was holding a hand in her mouth.

Ras Thavas still pondered the machines. Such
wonderful things. He remembered machines and
using them. Machines were good. Suddenly his legs
were tangled by a body crossing in front of him. As
he fell his upper body twisted and he landed on his

311



Ras Thavas and the Calot

back. Then the base of his skull slammed into the
stone flooring with a sharp crack.

He did not quite lose consciousness and be-
cause of that the pain searing the back of his head
sharpened his mind. A trembling tactile inventory of
his skull was inconclusive. When he tried, his head
rotated on his neck without additional pain. Then
there was other pain. A heavy padded foot came
down on his stomach, a second, third...and though
the forward legs churned, the rear legs of the calot
could not be dragged across Ras Thavas' supine
body.

Not a spark of intelligence could Ras Thavas
find in the calot's brain. It was as if Thasa Ras had
disappeared. "Steady!" the distraught man begged.
His hands gripped the fang-filled jaws as he often
had over the centuries—their way of intimate
touching. The calot ceased its mindless effort to
walk and lay down across its master's body.

"Who could have done this to us? What have
they done to you? I swear that we shall survive, and
after that someone will pay! Speak to me, Thasa
Ras! I am lost without you!"

There was no response.

In pain-filled near darkness the scientist
thought over every event in his life—though the
first thousand years did not have the same trea-
sured meaning as the last seven hundred and fifty,
for that was when he found the girl who became his
student, his wife and lover, his greatest disappoint-
ment, his travel companion and protector, and
finally, for all these years since, his best friend.
"Would that you and I had never met, my love. If
had gone hunting a day earlier or a day later—no! If
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that had happened you would have died in the
marsh of Tonool, therefore, if only I had been
stronger, had not accepted your invitation to love,
you would have found another and you would not be
in danger now. Yes. I should not have fallen in love
with you."

That thought brought pain to the master mind's
heart. A pain that almost felt physical. "I have
angered many in my life. I have angered many since
you and I began exploring Barsoom. Bandits,
religious hucksters, would be world conquerors,
mad scientists, oh! There are too many who wish
revenge on Ras Thavas and his calot. But you are
not a calot. You are my wife! My dear wife who
chose to wear a form not human. It is all my fault!"

The red glow that Ras Thavas saw was behind
his eyes. He did not remember passing out. A cool
tongue rasped on his cheek. He laughed. It was a
kiss he knew well. "Let me sleep, Thasa Ras. The
sun is not up. No more. I am too weary and you are
too insatiable!"

Thasa Ras licked the feverish face again. "Wake
up! Wake up! Time is running out. I don't know how
I know but it is! We must climb! Get up!"

The nudges, the pleading, the rough little nips
at his chest and shoulders roused the master mind.
He babbled of things they would do, had done, but
had done hundreds of years earlier. His mind was as
fevered as his body. Thasa Ras attempted to pene-
trate the fevered hallucinations which clouded her
husband's mind.

"You gave me life. You raised me. You even let
me make you my husband. You didn't kill me when
you should have, yet you never sent me away. You
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have always been with me and I can't bear the
thought of being without you! Keep walking! Up!
Only a little further! You'll have to watch for the
way. I can't see anything now. Don't let go of me!
But of course, you wouldn't, you never have. You
never will."

Man and beast struggled up a series of twisting
ramps. More often they had to rest. He by leaning
against the wall for fear that if he sat he would
never rise again and she by bracing eight legs while
two hung limp and unresponsive. The pain in the
master mind's neck increased with each step. The
numbness the calot felt in her limbs was moving up
her spine.

"We must hurry!" Ras Thavas said, suddenly
lucid. "If we can get out of this place whatever is
affecting our minds and bodies will cease."

"How do you know?" the blind calot asked.

"I—" How did he know? He answered with the
truth. "I feel it. I feel it like I was smitten by you as
a child and later in love with you as a woman. As I
am in love with you now. I know this."

"Where you go, I go, my chieftain. Lead the
way."

Ras Thavas forgot how many steps they had
come. He had been counting, but had lost that
count. Only three things concerned him now.
Moving one foot before the other, his hand on
Thasa Ras' mane, and the increasingly unbearable
pain which had moved up his neck to the base of his
brain. His eyesight was affected, shot with tiny
motes of brilliant red and white light, sometimes
fading as if losing his sight. Whenever he thought of
his wife his heart thundered in his chest, painfully
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so. At his side Thasa Ras struggled. Both pairs of
rear legs dragged behind her. Her tail lay in the
dust, no longer held high. But her heart and her
thoughts were strong and from that both she and
the man she loved drew their strength.

At first Ras Thavas thought it was more of the
lights behind his eyes, but each step changed the
vision ahead until he saw the outlines of a closed
door leaking sunlight around the seams. His heart
beat faster. The fever became hotter though he
ignored it in his excitement.

"A door! Sunlight! We are almost free, my
princess!"

Together they reached the door. "Open it!"
Thasa Ras begged.

The master mind was eager to comply. His
hands went over the surface of the skeel wood door,
but there was no handle, no knob, no latch. Franti-
cally, feeling an opportunity was slipping away, Ras
Thavas checked the door again and again.

Thasa Ras hissed a dejected sigh. "It is locked.
Isn't it."

"It can't be!" Ras Thavas cried. "We have come
too far! We have suffered too much to be defeated
now!" The master mind beat on the unyielding
wood with all his strength, which was very little.

A blinding flash of light hit the left eye of Ras
Thavas. His left leg collapsed. He fell across the
calot's back and she went to the floor unable to
support his weight.

"Husband? Ras Thavas!"

The reply, when it came, was mildly amused.
"It seems I've had a stroke."
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The calot almost laughed. "I had one before you
did!"

There was silence between them for a time.
Ras Thavas spoke with some difficulty, even as a
telepath. "I am holding you in my arms, darling. I
feel your body with half of mine, but my heart has
always been yours."

"It has been long since I felt your body on mine.
Remember those nights and days? Oh!"

Again there was silence.

"T am dying."

Thasa Ras replied, "I have been trying to go
before you. I do not wish to suffer even one instant
of grief if you die first!"

"And I have been hanging on, dear heart, hoping
against hope that somehow, some way, I could save
you!"

The calot who was not a calot sighed. "My
chieftain!" Thasa Ras tried to turn her head, to lick
kiss her husband. Her body would not respond.
Shuddering a little, she said, "Though we saved
each other many times...not this time. Rest."

"Yes," Ras Thavas struggled to breathe. His
heart was in fibrillation. His chest burned with pain.
He could feel his consciousness leaving. He did not
regret dying, he who had lived two life times, but he
dearly regretted that his wife, the only person he
had loved completely, he regretted that her life
spark would end.

The calot's body suddenly writhed with massive
convulsions. There was no fear in Thasa Ras' fading
voice. "I wish I could give my life for yours, for I
love you that much!"
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Breathing slowed. The shudders and spasms
ceased.
Darkness.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas opened his eyes. The fever was
gone. His headache vanished. There was no pain in
his chest. Thasa Ras lay on the floor—asleep, not
dead!

And the door was open! A brilliant white light
beckoned.

"Thasa Ras! Awake, my love!"

The calot stood on ten strong legs, her tail held
high. "How?"

Ras Thavas laughed. "Who cares?"

Together they ran into the light.

skoskoskoskoskoskoskosk

"Goodbye, my friends..."

The door to the chamber flew open. A beautiful
woman ran forward. With horror in her eyes Valla
Dia saw her husband remove two small vials from
the bed and place them in his belt pouch. With great
sadness he looked upon the man and calot in silent
repose on the pallet of sleeping silks and furs.

"What have you done?" Valla Dia exclaimed.
She knelt at the side of the handsome man lying so
still. Her hand touched the face of Ras Thavas then
jerked away. Her eyes went to the hideous hunting
calot which no longer seemed such a terrible engine
of destruction.

"Poor Thasa Ras!" the princess of Duhor ten-
derly stroked the mane of the great calot which lay
next to its master.
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Vad Varo lifted his wife to her feet. "Near
nineteen hundred years did my friend live. His calot
more than seven hundred and fifty. He feared in
recent years the brain transplants which gave him
this perfect body and his wife the powerful form she
loved were beginning to fail."

"He was the most brilliant man on Barsoom,"
Valla Dia argued. "He gave you a perfect body and
you have lived nearly as long as..." At which point
the woman's eyes grew round with fear.

"Nay, my love!" the tall healer assured his royal
wife, "I am fine. Ras Thavas believed that some-
where in his travels with Thasa Ras they encoun-
tered some strain of infection or bacteria which
eluded the most exhaustive tests."

Vad Varo gazed upon the man he had once
hated, then admired, then loved whole-heartedly.
"Together Ras Thavas and Thasa Ras explored
more of Barsoom than any in history. I suppose that
rather than suffer debilitation, infirmity and insan-
ity..." The prince of Duhor ceased speaking and
placed a hand over his belt pouch. "I would have
stopped him had I known, so much did I love him. I
suppose that is why he and Thasa Ras did it this
way. We do not speak of the poison. Some might
say the great master mind of Barsoom chose a
coward's way to avoid the inevitable."

"How do you see it, Vad Varo?"

The prince led his wife out of the chamber and
closed the door. He walked with arm about Valla
Dia's shoulder through the halls of Ras Thavas'
home. "I believe Ras Thavas and Thasa Ras chose
their time to make the greatest exploration of all. If
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there is an afterlife I'm sure he and the calot will
explore that world as fully as they explored ours."

Vad Varo walked in silence for several steps,
thenlaughed quietly. Valla Dia wiped tears from her
face, looking up with a touch of confusion. "Why do
you laugh?"

"T would not be surprised to one day find yet
another thesis by Ras Thavas on my desk detailing
the results of his latest adventure!"

The End
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EXPLORING: MIND AND CONCLUSIONS

Telepathy is the main method of communica-
tion on Barsoom, a form of speech that is mind to
mind. Science and medicine are pursuits that
benefit from having a brain that is able to learn,
ponder, and create. The mind is also where human
beings live. The heart really doesn't think, nor the
liver or other organs—what makes humans human
is the ability to reason. Ras Thavas is the most
brilliant scientist of Barsoom, a master of logic and
thought, of mental skills superior to his peers. The
Dungeon is an exploration of the breakdown of such
a mind.

I must confess there was a second exploration,
but one of the author's interest: I wanted to con-
clude the Ras Thavas and the Calot series the way
it started: Ras Thavas, Vad Varo, and Valla Dia, a
severe medical condition, and regrets for long
happiness between mates threatened.

Will there be more Ras Thavas and the Calot
stories?

Perhaps.
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THE HELPER
David Bruce Bozarth

Dedicated to David "Nkima" Adams

David Adams had been following the serial adventures of
Ras Thavas and the Calot for over a year; however, it was not
the master mind of Mars who most intrigued his interest.
Nkima sent an email asking for more information regarding
Jusaj, Ras Thavas' majordomo and aide. This little vignette
relates how Jusaj came to be the left hand of Ras Thavas. The
events in this story actually predate the events in Ras Thavas:
The New City by nearly 80 years. In case you're wondering,
Tan Hadron is the right hand of the First Citizen of the New
City of Thavas.

I deal in death, a master murderer on a world of
murderers. Unlike John Carter, who slays millions
in wars meant to bring peace, I slay smaller
numbers—for a profit. Barsoom is a dying world
and for many life is a dreary, dangerous existence at
best. In the course of that existence personal en-
emies and betrayals are common. To those wronged
I bring satisfaction. To the targets of my patrons I
bring relief from life. My activities are also a service
to the unaware: by removing yet another mouth
consuming limited resources, reducing by one the
voice uttering annoying whines, conserving pre-
cious oxygen pumped by the atmosphere plants by
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eliminating a body. By one person at a time I better
Barsoom—for the price of what can be contained in
a leather pouch.

I have a family name. If I said it you'd know my
rank, status, and education. You might wonder why
I chose the grim trade, which I practice outside the
Guild of Assassins—even they fear me. If you must
know it was a woman who set my feet upon this
path. If I said her name you'd recall her spectacu-
larly ugly death. I won't say that name, unless you
are a potential patron in need of references. Call me
Jusaj and be a friend. To know my true name means
someone wants you dead.

"You are familiar with my name? Perhaps you
shouldn't have said. I am a very private person and
guard that privacy with extreme prejudice." I scowl-
ed at the man who had interrupted my solitude.

"There is a man who must die. My master
sends this as way of introduction." The pouch had
sufficient weight to shake the inn's table top.

Intrigued, I loosed the drawstring and looked
inside. "I'm listening."

"Your target is a rather famous person. May my
master count on you?"

"Not even John Carter is safe were I hired to
end his life. Speak rapidly, my friend," I tucked the
pouch into mine. "Your calling card is running out of
time. Who is this target? If you know my name you
know I kill only those most deserving of a trip down
the River of Mystery."

"He is most famous for the evil of his medicine
and for abominations of science. Surely Ras Thavas
is a target worthy of your skills."
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"I know the name." Indeed I did. Two hundred
years ago my friend Pelar had lost the girl he
wished to marry. Rumors were the perfection of her
form had come to the attention of a woman ravaged
by hideous disease who paid Ras Thavas to trans-
plant her brain into the girl's young body. Pelar was
obsessed in proving the rumor. Some years later he
was found murdered. I never had sufficient proof of
who killed him, but that debt was ever at the back
of my mind.

The richly-dressed fob with a weak chin and
watery eyes leaned forward. "Ten thousand tanpi
for the death of Ras Thavas. Another ten thousand
if it is done this week."

"Where is Ras Thavas?"

"Toonolian Marsh. Several islands not far from
Toonol."

"That is some distance, friend. Ten thousand to
look it over. Twenty thousand for the work—and
another ten for promptness. You are, after all, hiring
a professional who always delivers."

The steel in my voice made the other blanch.
"I—I believe I can arrange that."

"Good. Tell me all you know of Ras Thavas."

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The first ten thousand was largely used to
acquire a twenty man cruiser. As time was of the
essence I could not go by commercial transport and
I was not satisfied with any of the ships I might be
able to charter. The ship could be operated by one
and that's how I left ——, throttles full and at
altitude. Crossing six thousand haads took nearly
one full revolution of Barsoom. Rather than seek
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lodging in Toonol, I located a small uninhabited
island in the marsh, sealed the cruiser, and slept
two zodes.

My information regarding Ras Thavas indicated
the scientist was involved with building a new city
on islands to the west of my location. My under-
standing was anyone was welcome, that none were
turned away who showed a willingness to work. I
believed that a down on his luck ship owner might
find such work.

I was at the work site two days before I saw
Ras Thavas from a distance. Even then I did not
recognize him beneath the dust and spatter of
mixing concrete for foundations of what appeared to
be a rather large tower. There were several hun-
dred on the project and there was no way for me to
approach my target.

My next encounter with Ras Thavas was more
personal. There was need of a ship to carry three
persons severely injured during a scaffolding col-
lapse. The master mind himself, the injured, and
two others came aboard my ship, which was di-
rected to Duhor, a city to the north.

"With all speed, Jusaj," Ras Thavas begged.
"These men are in critical need of medical attention
I cannot give since we have no facilities yet."

I had no objection, setting course and pushing
the ship to its limits. This was a perfect opportunity
to observe Ras Thavas, to gain more insight into his
patterns of behavior. You might wonder why I did
not kill him then. My instructions were to make his
death as public as possible to render the building
project unstable. I was in no hurry, I still had sev-
eral days in which to make the bonus. The bonus
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was not important, however, perfection of the
assignment was.

I do not know what I expected. The Ras Thavas
accused of stealing Pelar's girlfriend was reputed to
be most evil. I did not see that in the man who did
not sleep during the four zode flight. His every
waking moment, every action, was to these men
with broken bodies. Nor did I see that Ras Thavas
my patron's agent had painted as an upstart seeking
to dethrone his master in Toonol.

A puzzlement.

In Duhor we were met by a tall man with skin
the color of Therns but with black hair instead of
blond. Ras Thavas embraced this man with gladness
which was greater than the expediency of our trip.

"Thank you, Vad Varo, for allowing us to use
your facilities."

"Tam always at your service, master." The man
commanded the group with him to carry the litters.
Ras Thavas' men followed. I would have remained
behind, but my target linked his arm though mine
and we accompanied the procession.

Vad Varo was a physician of no mean skill. I
saw this from the balcony above the operating
arena, but his skills were those of child compared to
the precision and brilliance of Ras Thavas. I frown-
ed as I watched both men exert their efforts to
mend and heal these workers. Again, I wondered
what evil Ras Thavas had visited upon my patron.
The rude huts I had seen on the island where the
new city was being built did not seem like a thorn in
anyone's side, much less an attempt to usurp a ruler
in another city.
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At the conclusion of the surgeries Vad Varo
walked out with Ras Thavas. "We have wrought
well, Ras Thavas. A week of convalescence and
they can return to your project. Meanwhile, they
are my guests and I would be pleased to provide
transportation for them should you need to leave.
Perhaps you might stay for a while?"

The offer was an invitation which pleased Ras
Thavas. He gripped the white man's arm and said,
"Tempting as that is to accept, my friend, I must
return. There are good men at work, but I would
feel better if I were there to oversee..."

Vad Varo laughed. "You were ever the one to
let nothing happen without your knowledge. I see
that has not changed. I may bring your patients back
myself, with Valla Dia, of course."

"We'd be most happy to have you!" The master
mind's face became solemn. "Thank you!"

The light of the setting sun made it appear
there was moisture in the white man's eyes. "l owe
you much and now that you are a man I can admire
as well as envy, there is nothing I will not do for
you."

"Farewell until we meet again, Vad Varo.
Come, Jusaj. If you are not too weary, I would like
to return as quickly as possible."

"Yes, sir."

All that night, as we flew southward, I thought
of that heavy pouch locked in the ship's safe.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Ras Thavas was a master architect and engi-
neer as well as scientist and physician. My ship was
put to work raising girders as the tower's walls and
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interior floors took shape. Usually large expensive
machines were used in that form of construction,
but Ras Thavas had devised a magnetic lifting
apparatus which attached to my ship. I was able to
lift as much as a dozen tons of beam and bar used to
reinforce forms into which concrete was poured
from an equally ingenious bucket and pulley sys-
tem. Ras Thavas stood at the highest construction,
directing my ship with hand movements and voice
commands. It would be so easy to release a load of
girders or drown him in cement and then collect the
remainder of my reward. But an accident was not
my patron's desire. The death had to be public and
had to be known as the wrath of Toonol. For the
latter I was in possession of a flag and metal of
Toonol which was to be placed on the body at the
time of the murder. A man of my skill had no dif-
ficulty in accomplishing those little odd requests,
but I had not yet found a suitable time and place.

Ras Thavas greeted me when I grounded the
ship for the night. "Well done, Jusaj! Come, see
what we are building together!"

I had no reason to refuse, thus walked into the
impressive ground floor entrance and up the first
set of spiraling ramps to the floor above. Each level
would have easily held six ships the size of mine—
unbroken expanses of perfectly set concrete just
waiting for flooring, walls, division. The next floor
and next had windows that looked over the verdant
marsh. I saw a silian in a nearby channel that was as
long as my ship. A banth on the next island over
worried at some Kkill it had made. The plans for the
tower indicated a total of ten levels, any two of
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which could house the entire work force and their
families.

"This is an impressive tower, Ras Thavas. But
why so large for such a small population?"

"This city will be small for a time, Jusaj, but it
will grow. It will become a center of learning,
healing and peace. It will be home to the homeless,
the outcast, the refugees of the many wars in this
area. Here Barsoom as it should be will flower."

"The dream is more impressive than the con-
struction, sir. Few nations trade peacefully, even
fewer people deal with honesty and honor. All you
will accomplish is the gathering of the weak and the
rapacious. Established governments have difficulty
controlling citizens born into their societies. How
can you expect harmony in a gathering of humans
who would not be here if they had some place to
go?"

"I did not say it will be easy, Jusaj. I know,
more than those down there in the camp, just how
difficult this will be."

We stood at the top of the tower looking at the
cooking fires and the women at work preparing the
evening meal. Hunters dressed kills made in the
swamps. Workers washed in troughs. Even from
here I could hear their laughter. Ras Thavas turned
away from the window to look upon the work
accomplished this day. He gripped my shoulder
with excitement.

"Men like you, Jusaj! Men like you will make
this city strong."

"What city? Have you given it a name?"
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The master mind blinked, then self-consciously
laughed. "I have not given that any thought. What
would you call it, Jusaj?"

"Belabor the obvious, sir. New City of Thavas."

Ras Thavas smiled. "Come, let's eat." When we
reached the community table the master mind
called for attention. "Jusaj has named our home.
Hence forth we are the New City of Thavas."

A pretty girl to my right clapped her hands. "It
is all so new! Yes! Bravo, Jusaj!"

I am not fond of the lime light, especially when
I'm embarrassed.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

The date for the bonus had passed and I had not
yet killed Ras Thavas. I am a professional. I will kill
him. The time and place had yet to occur.

"Tusaj?"

I turned from the makeshift desk in my room
on the third level of the tower. "Yes, Ras Thavas?"

"Is your ship ready to run to Duhor?"

"Always. Why? The hour is late."

"Yes. There has been trouble. A man was killed
over a woman, and she may die."

I gathered my weapons and stood. "When you
are ready."

Now that part of the tower was habitable, few
lived outside where attacks by the marsh monsters
was always a threat. I followed Ras Thavas through
the halls and up to the roof where a hanger had
been built to house my ship and three smaller
vessels. A knot of people stood near a litter beside
my cruiser. The face on the litter was that of the
girl who had clapped hands, and had brought me
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food and drink during work shifts, who had even got
me to dance a few nights ago.

I said nothing, but the sight of her near blood-
less face stirred me in a way I had not felt in many
years. I took my place at the controls and guided my
ship out of the hanger and toward Duhor. I leaned
over the controls as if that would give more speed.

I was not aware Ras Thavas had come forward
until he placed a hand on my shoulder. "What
happened?" I asked.

"Rojina declined the advances of one of the
men. Her brother interceded and was killed."

"Who did it?" I asked, very interested in the
response.

"I don't know. He was one of the new men.
How long?"

"I would get out and push if it would make the
ship go faster. A zode and a half, sir. Will she make
it?"

"I've done what I can. It's up to her now—and
what we can do with proper equipment." Ras Tha-
vas must have seen something in my eyes. His grip
tightened, almost painfully. "I will do whatever is
possible. Know that."

I nodded, not trusting my voice. Ras Thavas
went below. I checked again to see what else I
might do to squeeze one more haad of speed.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

I did not want to return to New City but Ras
Thavas ordered me back. There were vitally needed
shipments which needed to be picked up from
Phundahl. He would stay in Duhor because at least
two more surgeries were necessary to repair the
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damage to Rojina's spinal chord. I would have
refused if not for the fact that the girl had stabilized.
Ras Thavas allowed me to visit Rojina before
leaving. She could not speak to me because of the
medications and her injury. She did smile with her
eyes.

"T have to go," I said, holding Rojina's hand. "I
will find who killed your brother and did this to
you." Her eyes went wide. There was no other
expression on her face, yet I knew she was unhappy
with my vow. "This cannot go unpunished!" I
whispered.

How I knew a great sadness filled her thoughts
I cannot say, but I sensed it and rather than cause
her pain and anguish I said, "I will do nothing until
we can speak of this. The important thing is that
you fully recover."

From Duhor to Phundahl was an overnight.
From Phundahl to New City was a day flight. I
directed the unloading of the ship then carried out
some instructions Ras Thavas had given me. I
spoke to several construction leaders about
changes, though most of the meetings dealt with
new problems. Ras Thavas was not present but I
had spent so much time with Ras Thavas that I
knew what he would do, so spoke in his name to
keep the projects going.

The next morning I was awakened by a con-
struction foreman needing an answer. I had listened
to Ras Thavas speak as he looked over plans, which
I consulted a second time in his untidy office abode
which was down the hall from mine. The question
was resolved, but before the man left I asked why
he had come to me.
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"Ras Thavas was not here, Jusaj. You were."

I went about my duties, though my thoughts
were never far from that girl who couldn't smile,
laugh, or...

I met the Duhorian ship as soon as it berthed at
our rough air terminal. The captain was a pleasant,
competent fellow. I looked over his shoulder ex-
pecting to see Ras Thavas. "There was a complica-
tion with his patient's follow up surgery. He sent
this and asked that you handle it."

The captain turned over a leather brief contain-
ing numerous notes. A glance revealed instructions
of various kinds. On top was a letter to me.

] Msaj ’

As one of the newer arrivals at New City of
Thavas you have yet to align with any group, though
1 believe you will eventually find your niche. Because
of this you are neutral about all things, thus can speak
for me until I return. I have included some thoughts
and requests. In all things make your own decisions.
1 trust your judgement.

Ras Thavas

PS. Rojina will rvecover fully. The nerve splicing
seems to be working.

"Tusaj," the Duhorian politely interrupted,
"where should I unload my cargo?"

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

Because of demands on my time I located
several competent pilots among the new citizens
and placed my ship in their hands. To be closer to
Ras Thavas' office I relocated my quarters to the
same corridor and across the hall so that I could
hear when someone came looking for Ras Thavas.

332



Ras Thavas and the Calot

Over the next few days I expended so much energy
walking from office to apartment that it was more
expedient that I do the work Ras Thavas asked in
his office. I didn't notice when it changed, but
visitors to the office did not ask for the master
mind, they came to see me.

Toanswer questions clearly and quickly I made
myself familiar with the plans, collected notes, and
other articles in Ras Thavas' office. I was amazed
that a man as brilliant as Ras Thavas had little or no
organizational skills. The shelves were chaotic.
Notes on medical procedures were mixed with
drawings for buildings. Engineering diagrams were
filed with agricultural reports. Though I dealt with
many people each day, their time in the office was
short. I needed something to occupy my mind and
hands so I rearranged Ras Thavas' office. I didn't
care if he was unhappy with me as I still intended to
kill him.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

"Tusaj?"

I awoke with a start. My head rose from my
forearm atop a small pile of papers on Ras Thavas'
desk. Three days without sleep: A building founda-
tion disaster that luckily resulted in few injur-
les—none serious, nocturnal jaunts to discover who
murdered Rojina's brother and nearly killed her, and
a full day of combat with a trio of airships filled with
brigands.

"Sir!" I rose from his desk, a trifle embarrassed
to have fallen asleep.

Ras Thavas put down the bag he carried and
looked around. "I thought I was in the wrong office."
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"T'll show you where everything is."

"Don't bother. As long as you can find it when
I have need. Dutak and the others speak very highly
of your management skills. I'm afraid I am not as
well gifted in that department."

"I don't believe that for a moment, but thank
you. How is— How was your stay in Duhor?"

"Come with me, Jusaj."

Ras Thavas gestured we exit. I walked beside
him to the floor below and down the corridor to the
community hall. A crowd at the center of the room
were smiling and laughing. When we approached I
saw the reason: Rojina—as lovely as ever! As soon
as our eyes met, she begged leave of the gathering
and ran forward. The man I expected her to em-
brace smiled when her arms went about my neck.

The master mind suddenly bellowed. "Wine! Is
there any wine?"

At that moment I had no need of intoxicants.

soskoskoskoskoskoskosk

"These attempts at piracy and hijacking are
becoming more organized, Ras Thavas."

"T know, Jusaj. I had hoped for a city of peace."

"Peace is best preserved by being strong
enough to demand it."

"Your suggestion?"

"A militia or small standing navy. We have
three good ships, but only one is armed."

"Few among our people are military or ex-
military."

"New City of Thavas can choose to act as do
other cities."

"How so?"
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"Barsoom is filled with panthans. A mercenary
force would be better than none."

Ras Thavas rose from his desk, his mind still
occupied with the drawings spread on the clean
surface. "I agree. Make inquiries. Assemble costs.
Budget. Let me know. Anything else?"

"I would recommend dinner since you missed
lunch."

"So I have! Why don't you and Rojina join me?"

"I'm sure she'd be pleased." I looked at the wall
chronometer I had installed in Ras Thavas' office
since he had such difficulty being on time. "Quarter
zode, sir."

I went to Rojina's quarters which she shared
with several young women. The invitation was
readily accepted and we walked arm in arm toward
the tower's main dining hall. Rojina's cheerful recital
of her day faded. It wasn't until she stopped me that
I was aware I wasn't truly listening.

"What is it, Jusaj? For the last few days you
have been very distant."

"Unfinished business, Rojina. It is nothing. I
will put it from my mind. Let us enjoy dinner." I put
my arm about her waist. She smiled as we resumed
walking.

Ras Thavas, as usual, was a bit late, but earlier
than I expected. I had ordered dinner but had it held
until the master mind arrived. He sat down, greet-
ing Rojina with a pat on the hand. "You look lovely
tonight. What a handsome couple you make."

Rojina laughed sweetly as I nodded to the wait
staff. "Thank you, and no thank you, sir." She kissed
his cheek. "I do not need your help with Jusaj. We
are just friends."
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"Are you?" Ras Thavas smiled, looking at us
until Rojina blushed and I felt uncomfortable.
"Forgive me for having a little fun. Jusaj, would you
be interested in continuing as my majordomo and
aide? Yes, I am the smartest man alive, but not
smart enough to have found you sooner!"

Rojina gasped happily for me, then composed
herself in an instant. I was flattered and said as
much, "but let me think on it while I'm in Toonol. I
still have to get that information you requested."

"Agreed," the master mind frowned slightly,
"but is that destination the best choice?"

"The men we seek come from everywhere, sir.
I'll find them just about everywhere as well. Ah, the
meal comes!"

skoskoskoskoskoskoskosk

What I said to Ras Thavas about recruiting
panthans was true; however, Toonol was chosen for
a second reason. After entering the city via airship,
I located a specific address and waited while the
servant fetched his master. My patron's agent
looked a little annoyed at the early hour visit until
he recognized me. Saying nothing, he guided me
into a room and closed the door.

"It is done?"

I opened my belt pouch and tossed it on a table.
"I am here to return all but ten thousand of your
advance. I'm keeping that because you were not
forthright in obtaining my service. I made you well
aware that I only take special cases." I turned to
leave.

"You can't quit! You accepted payment and
service is expected."
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I paused at the door. "Do not annoy me. You
won't like what happens." I saw the crafty gleam in
his eye and added, "You I will do for fun. Your
master [ will do for free."

He did not look so crafty when I left.

I stopped at an inn near the hanger where I left
my ship. In short order I located six panthans
looking for work and who were disciplined enough
to have not drunk up all their earnings. Four were
from Helium, one from Manator, the other from
Kaol, men from distant lands unlikely to have any
ties to local politics or schemes. I gave them speci-
fications for the type of men desired for immediate
service and sent them to locate ten more, then
meet me at the hanger. I did not have to wait long,
and the caliber of the grim-faced men who boarded
the ship was satisfactory. Upon arrival at New City
of Thavas I housed all sixteen in one of the older
buildings, presently unoccupied.

"Your allegiance is to Ras Thavas. You will take
orders from him or me until further notice. Enjoy
New City of Thavas tonight. Tomorrow you will
receive specific orders."

The hour was late, but the ship's arrival had not
been unnoted. Rojina waited in the shadows of the
tower. She ran to embrace me. We kissed, not our
first, and I held her tightly. I held her in such a way
that the girl drew back, confused.

"What's the matter?" she asked. "I thought..."

"It's not you. As I said, unfinished business.
Wait here one-half zode. If I do not return we were
not meant to be, but if you are here and I do return,
we will be forever. I can't explain."
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"As you wish. But tell me this, are you going to
kill a man?"

I thought of Ras Thavas but knew she meant
the man who had harmed her. "No." I kissed her and
went directly to the master mind's office.

I knew he would be there. Ras Thavas had
unusual hours. He never seemed to sleep. When he
did, even then, he seemed involved in thought or
creativity. He listened to my report and then wait-
ed. He knew I was not finished.

There was no way to put it. "I was hired to kill
you, Ras Thavas."

"And now is the time?" he asked, not moving,
staring calmly into my eyes, unafraid.

"I returned the money and resigned. I was led
to believe you deserved killing."

Ras Thavas rose, reaching for a decanter and
two glasses. He poured wine and offered a glass to
me. "I know. I may appear scatterbrained and
unorganized—and there is some truth in that—but
I am not a stupid man. I am, however, a good judge
of men. I became one when I learned how to judge
myself and the evil I did in a past life. I probably
deserve that murder, Jusaj. I'm not sure that even
a second lifetime will sufficient to atone." He stared
into the clear amber liquid for a long moment. Then
he looked up, eyes direct. "I still want you as my
aide."

"Even after...?"

"Especially because of that. I have few friends.
I made many enemies. I have kept my own counsel
for the last century and avoided humanity, but I
realize I cannot accomplish what my heart tells me
I must do without help. If a reformed mad scientist
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can do good, perhaps a reformed assassin can do no
less."

Thus I became Ras Thavas' man, a decision
never regretted.

Rojina and I married. We attended Ras Thavas'
wedding to Thasa Ras. My sons are captains in
Odwar Tan Hadron's Defense Force. My daughter
became a surgeon, graduated from the medical
school built by Ras Thavas. I stood at my master's
side when Thasa Ras mysteriously disappeared.

Whatever Ras Thavas needs I anticipate and do.
I buffer the first citizen of New City of Thavas from
the outside world, yet make sure those who truly
need his counsel or service are given instant access.
When Ras Thavas and the calot explore Barsoom I
act in his place. There is a governing council evolv-
ing as the city takes on a life of its own and I will
soon be able to devote more time to my master's
needs.

I once dealt in murder. These days I deal in life.
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EXPLORING: CONSTRUCTION DETAILS

When David Adams asked about Jusaj, being
interested in the character which had grown over a
number of RTCalot stories, I, too, thought it might
be interesting to look into the possibilities of other
lead characters and wrote HELPER. Jusaj serves
the same function for Ras Thavas that Kantos Kan
did for John Carter: the go-to guy to get things
done. There is a difference, however, Jusaj is not
military as is Kantos Kan.

"Helper" takes a look at construction of Martian
towers and speculates on how such edifice building
might occur.

Further demonstrations of Ras Thavas' medical
abilities.

Political intrigues of the Toonol Marsh region.
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Requirements and Specifications
for Participating Authors:

Warning! Reading these specifications may
diminish the reader's enjoyment of the first Ras
Thavas and the Calot story, RAS THAVAS: THE
NEW CITY. If you have not read that story please
do not read the contributor instructions which
follow. Read the original story that sets the premise
for the Ras Thavas and the Calot stories and then
return to this page.

The Ras Thavas and the Calot stories have
several expressed requirements. These require-
ments are intended to provide a consistency and
continuity to the stories, even if they are read out
of order, and additionally it is expected that the
contributing author is willing to abide by the "rules."

1. The tension between Ras Thavas and Thasa
Ras and the rift in their marriage. This requirement
can be included as short asides in the text. Please
read the previous RTCalot stories for examples.
The marital dischord/familiar argument indicates
why the brain of Thasa Ras is in the calot's body.
The Creator and Managing Editor will insert the
required asides if the submitted story has merit but
does not include the asides (see #6 below).

2. Ras Thavas and Thasa Ras are always re-
ferred to in full name. Any TWO name Barsoomian
characters are always referenced in full name. For
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example, Kar Komak is never referred to as "Kar"
or "Komak" but always as "Kar Komak."

3. Exploration or discovery of something in
ERB's Barsoom Works is required. Any place
mentioned by ERB or the creation of an unmen-
tioned place that provides a LOGICAL exploration
is highly desired. Alien invaders ala Star Trek or
Star Wars is not desired. Morgor invasions are
allowed. See The Morgor Wars.

4. A third party story (romance, life/death,
strife, etc.) is required. In editorial terms this is the
Sub-Plot that embraces any interaction with Ras
Thavas or Thasa Ras, or both. Sub-Plot characters
may be found in ERB's Work or Logically Created.
Creating new places on Barsoom is also expected
and encouraged. Social situations or interplay
between cultures is encouraged.

5. Maximum of 7,000 words for any story.
There is a plus or minus word count allowed, for
example: 7,500 words might be accepted if all the
words are necessary. There is no present minimum
word count established, but any story that is "Ras
Thavas woke up one day and killed his calot. The
End," brevity will be ignored. Hint: 1,500 to 4,500
words seems to be "average."

6. The Creator of the Series and Managing
Editor, David Bruce Bozarth, is the final authority.
Bozarth will receive and evaluate all submissions
and may copy edit, and MAY suggest story revi-
sions to maintain continuity to the RTCalot series.
Bozarth may provide information regarding errors
in Barsoomian Canon. The editorial intent is to
produce a series that has a strong continuity while
promoting creativity. What is not allowed is
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GRAPHIC SEX or EXTRAORDINARILY STRONG
LANGUAGE. Characters may have sex and may
curse, but write those sections as if your mother or
grandmother was the next reader.

7. Only the Creator and Managing Editor will
write the final story, that is, no submission that
attempts to return Thasa Ras to her original human
form will be accepted. You can send it, but don't
hold your breath!

8. Final requirement: Have fun!
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GLOSSARY (Incomplete)
Characters may appear in other RTC stories.
As listed below it is their first appearance.

**%%* _ Kaldane thought symbol for "fathermother"
- Kaldane

air boat (water craft) - found only in the Toonolian
Marsh - Ape

Arlbo - Therns

Atana - Airship - Kaldane

Big Wide Shallow Channel - Ape

calot life cycle - Arena

cloning - Hunted

cloud - Marsh

Coax Rhe - Therns

Danah - Panthan

Dansay - Desert

Dapad, Than - Morgor

Deeb - Kaldane

Delevan - Morgor

Du Nan, agriculture - Kaldane

Dutak - Helper

duralumin - Kaldane

Epmar (dead city) - Therns

Ergan, Othan - Morgor

Faz (dead city) - Therns

Galek - Hunted

geothermal vents - Bowman

growth exciter - Hunted

Gukas - Panthan
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Hajpol, Dwar - Morgor

Hall of Art - Arena

Hall of First Care - Arena
Hanara - Murderess

Holsan Par - psychologist - Murderess
House of Tur - Ape

Hovathor - Danah's father - Panthan
Isle of Thavas - New City

Jazek - Murderess

Jhuma - city - Hunted

Junie Watts - Hunted

Jusaj - Ras Thavas' majordomo - Mother
Jusath - city - Panthan

Kalina Sov - Mother

Kugo - aka Ras Thavas - Panthan
leapers - Ape

Lovat - Panthan

Maj Lantor - Hunted

Masrok, Padwar - Morgor
Melieos - Hunted

Mothri - Kaldane

needle moss - Marsh

New City of Thavas - Arena
nerve splicing - Helper
parasites - Marsh

Pelar - Helper

Phalia - Murderess

Podar - Murderess

Qathor (green tribe) - Arena
rain - Marsh

rape - Wife

Rena - Bowman

Rojina - Helper

sea food - Bowman
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Seban - Murderess

Soltak, engineer - Kaldane
Solzith - Panthan

Southern Gate - Arena

Teba - Murderess

Tel Av - Mother

Temple of Knowledge - Bowman
Thaandor - Hunted

Thasa Ras - New City
Thavas - New City

Thavas Center - Panthan
Thilum - Hunted

Torvaan Rok - Hunted
tower construction - Helper
Tower of Learning - Kaldane
Tur (ruins) - Ape

Vaark - Kaldane

Vajen - Morgor
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