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Editor's Foreword 
 
Beginning in late 1998 I commenced work on an in-

teractive CD for the Edgar Rice Burroughs Chain of 
Friendship gathering hosted by Jim Thompson and 
held in Clarksville, Tennessee in May of 2000. The pro-
ject contained various submissions by other ERB fans, 
scholars, and artists. Among the submissions was a 
pair of stories written especially for the event. In the 
proecess of working with Barry Stubbersfield, who 
wrote these pastiches, we had a lively email corre-
spondence in which he revealed his interest in fan 
writing in the worlds of Edgar Rice Burroughs. To il-
lustrate that interest he forwarded a number of his Bar-
soom (Mars) stories. I'll let those stories, and the two 
Moon tales, speak for themselves, but I do have a few 
comments on the layout of this book. 

Barry's texts came to me in an earlier version of 
WordPerfect. As Barry is Australian his language set-
tings were UK English and his page layout A4. I have 
selected one of the Trade Paperback Sizes (5.5 x 8.5) to 
contain the text. I have retained his spelling choices 
(eg. humour v humor), and would have left his punc-
tuation intact (eg. ". v .") but for one thing: Barry has 
read and enjoyed so much American literature that he 
was not consistent! I have, as best as search and replace 
can accomplish, standardized quotation punctuation to 
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American English as Barry seemed to use that more 
than the UK style, however; the concept of comma use 
is all over the place! Some were corrected, others over-
looked. Barry replied to a galley proof of this edition as 
"On those commas which seem to annoy you I would 
say that originally they were actually intended to be 
there and not have the full stops. My idea was that the 
reader was not allowed to stop during the action and 
literally had to continue on until the paragraph ended." 
I have edited some of those long paragraphs, but many 
have escaped the "blue pencil" of an American editor 
and remain as Stubbersfield wrote them. 

Very little word editing has been done. Caps (left 
out) were corrected, dropped letters and obvious typos 
were addressed, but to be completely honest, I was not 
diligent in this regard. There is a charm to Barry's writ-
ing that sucks the reader along, punctuation and typos 
included. Barry also writes fabulous run on sentences 
connected with "and" or "but". If we were doing this 
for money that might have been addressed, but we are 
not. This is pure fun and should be read as such. 

Barry also seemed to love BOLD to the point of be-
ing obnoxious. Where logical his bolds were deleted or 
changed to italic. His original titles and chapter heads 
were inconsistent in size, placement, font, and weight 
over the body of work, these have been standardized. 

For the purpose of this edition I have placed the sto-
ries in the order he wrote them, separating the Bar-
soom from the Moon tales. 

Stubbersfield, over the decades he enthusiastically 
wrote these entertaining tales, printed them out and 
mailed them worldwide to fellow ECOF friends. The 
author's justifiable vanity urged him to also include 
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lists of his completed titles, a few synopses and an oc-
casional cast of characters/glossaries, usually tacked 
on to the longer tales. I have deleted the title lists 
(many) and the synopses, but have retained the glossa-
ries, which appear with the story that contained them. 

The author was also meticulous in keeping records 
of start and end dates and number of words produced. 
I have left Barry's numbers (where they appear) intact. 
If you want to go though and add up his numbers to 
see what's here, be my guest. I will use the word count 
I have available, including this Editor Foreword: 
181,956 (excluding page headers and footers). 

The illustrations were created by David 
Burton, a dear ERB friend, contributor to 
my website and various commisions and 
publications. He passed much too soon. 
David gave me several hundred high 
quality scans (and a canvas or two) and 
permission to use these these images many years ago. 
Some have been used on my website erblist.com. As 
David was not involved in the production of this vol-
ume, the art shown might not "match" the action in the 
text. Forgive this editor for failing in that regard. Put-
ting David's art with Barry's texts makes my heart feel 
good. 

 
David Bruce Bozarth 
Houston, Texas 
 
December 24, 2015 
Note: Barry and I wanted to give this to the world for Christmas. All of the ed-

its are not complete at the time of release. These will be finished over the next few 
weeks, so check back for the latest revision! 
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Autobiography 

Barry Stubbersfield 
(Update April 2000) 

I was born in Brisbane, Queens-
land Australia, on 19 May 1950, and 
attended Morningside State School 
and Balmoral State High School 
where I undertook an industrial 
course leaving after my year 10 
junior certificate was completed. 

During my school years I read 'Classics Illustrated' 
(which my father used to bring home), Disney comics, 
as well as adventure stories such as Superman, Bat-
man, Tarzan, The Phantom, Turok Son of Stone and 
others. I watched a variety of shows on what I consider 
the golden years of television, westerns, comedies, ad-
venture and drama episodes, and yes I remember see-
ing all the old Tarzan movies and thoroughly enjoyed 
seeing Ron Ely in his television role. 

My brother and I, as well as school friends, would 
play cowboys and indians, cricket, tennis and other 
games in my parents backyard and holidays were usu-
ally spent on the Gold Coast, an hour's drive to the 
south. 

I began work in 1966 as a telegram delivery boy for 
the Post Office. In 1967 I became a Telegraphist (a per-
son who transmits and receives telegrams) and used a 
teleprinter machine which had no page copy. You 
typed blind and what you typed came out on perfo-



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

8 

rated tape which of course I also had to be able to read. 
This job was a touch typist position and using old 
equipment a typist could hum along at about 100 
words a minute and I remember my highest score for 
the number of telegrams sent in one hour was 125. 

In 1969 I met my future wife Sue as a blind date 
whom my brother introduced me to. She was then 
working as a nurse at Charleville, some 500 miles west 
of Brisbane. However, within a short time she trans-
ferred to Toowoomba, only one and a half hours drive 
west, then left that position to take up a job with a ma-
jor retailer in Brisbane. 

In 1970 I was looking for something to read and 
picked up a couple of new Phantom and Turok comics, 
this time around I decided to keep them and so began 
my collection. 

In 1972 we were married and moved to our Victoria 
Street address where we bought a new highset sham-
fer board house and have since spent many years put-
ting in gardens, mowing and weeding, a job which we 
both still enjoy. I was also reading paperback versions 
of naval war stories and when Sue became interested 
in the works of Agatha Christie we began to collect her 
stories and I read them all in about two years.  

Discovering ERB 
In 1974 our Son David was born and I accidentally 

discovered Edgar Rice Burroughs (ERB). Again I was 
looking for something to read and by chance I stopped at 
our local newsagent who had some cheap paperback 
books in a box on display. I picked up the 1972 Flamingo 
edition of 'Tarzan of the Apes', when I saw ERB's name I 
wondered what the real story was all about.  
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I bought the book and instantly became an ardent 
fan. I began searching for as many Tarzan books as 
possible. I began with all the major book stores picking 
up a further six titles over the next five months. I also 
chased the smaller book stores and newsagencies and 
picked up a second hand copy of 'Tarzan the Terrible', 
the only used edition in the city at this time. After eight 
months I now had only eight Tarzan stories. 

In my search for Tarzan I had seen ERBs Mars, Ve-
nus and Pellucidar stories and again wondered if they 
were worth reading. I took a chance with the Pelluci-
dar series which were Tandem paperbacks. Again I 
found the stories very entertaining and soon picked up 
all the available stories including the Mars, Venus and 
non series stories such as 'The Land of Hidden Men', 
'The Mad King' and 'The Lad and the Lion' and others. 

After almost a year of searching for ERB titles I now 
had nine Tarzan stories and 30 others. Then I did 
something I had not done before. I wrote to the pub-
lishers for catalogues of their books and received re-
plies (in May 1975), from New English Library in the 
UK and (in August) from Ace Books in the USA. 

I also wrote to Ballantine Books, but they replied 
that they couldn't sell me any of their titles because of 
copyright laws. This was a temporary setback. In Sep-
tember I received two more Tarzan titles from NEL 
and in November six titles from Ace, then in December 
1975 I joined the British ERB Society. From the Society I 
received two more Tarzan tales and locally I picked up 
another one. 

In March 1976 I received another order from Ace 
and added another four titles ('The Outlaw of Torn', 
'Cave Girl', 'I am a Barbarian' and 'Deputy Sheriff of 
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Commanche County') to my collection. Also in March I 
placed an order through a New York book store and 
received my first hardcover books 'The Tarzan Twins', 
'Tales of Three Planets' and Porges ERB Biography. 

From the Society I received another four Tarzan titles 
and from New York another four as well, then in Octo-
ber 1976 I received three more Tarzan stories from New 
York and finally I had a complete Tarzan collection. 

In November 1976 I received my last hardcover story 
'The War Chief' from the Society and from Ace Books in 
early April 1977 I received 'The Bandit of Hells Bend' 
and 'The Girl from Hollywood'. Once more I wrote to 
Ballantine Books and this time I received a catalogue 
from them and successfully ordered 'Apache Devil' and 
'A Guide to Barsoom'. Finally in 1977 I joined the 
Burroughs Bibliophiles and received 'The Man Eater'. 

Since reading that first ERB story back in June 1974 
it took me almost three and a half years to obtain a 
complete collection of his officially published books 
and though my collection is almost entirely paperback 
editions (save those hardcovers mentioned), I am quite 
content. 

Pen Pals 
When I wrote to Frank Westwood in December 1975 

and joined 'The British ERB Society" I had no idea 
where this would lead me and that within the next few 
years I would be corresponding with several ERB fans, 
in England, Canada and the USA. 

Frank Shonfeld was perhaps the first person to write 
to me apart from Frank Westwood. Frank S first wrote to 
me on 7 January 1980 "Greetings! and a somewhat be-
lated wish for good luck and fine health in this new 
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year." I felt quite honoured to have Frank writing to me 
and enjoyed our correspondence which lasted over 
seven years. He would tell me of the ECOF gatherings 
and his association with ERB. His letter of September 
1985 described his visit to the Americas and how well he 
was looked after by Jim Thompson, George McWhorter 
and Bill Ross. Reading his account was almost as good as 
being there. His note of December 1981 told me how 
proud he was to be on the New Year Honours List "I 
thought you would like to share my delight." 

He wrote his last letter to me in February 1987 en-
closing a 6 view lettercard of Worthing and saying how 
his arthritis was making his hands shake but he would 
write again in a few weeks time. I was deeply saddened 
when I learnt of his death. He is sadly missed. 

Through Frank S I began to hear from other pen 
pals. Among the earliest, and I still correspond with 
them, were Jim Thompson USA, Jean Savage UK, John 
Carson CAN and George McWhorter USA. So too I 
heard from a few others over the years but they have 
drifted away, perhaps to other interests. 

However in recent times I have heard from several 
new ERB pen pals such as Flem Chapman and Eugene 
Dungan, they have fortunately or unfortunately, been 
on the receiving end of many of my pastiches as has 
Jim Thompson, John Carson and George McWhorter 
several years before. George McWhorter also put me in 
contact with ERB and Phantom fan Bob Griffin, an-
other pen pal I still correspond with, along with a few 
other Phantom fans and I have maintained correspon-
dence with both genres for nearly twenty years now. 

Over the last 25 years I have only spoken once to 
another Aussie ERB collector apart from Allan Tomp-
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kins when I obtained a copy of his long out of print 
'The ERB Digest' and I have contented myself with cor-
respondence with others. I did meet another ERB fan 
when Laurence Dunn of Surry UK suddenly appeared 
on my doorstep back on 1998 (just like John Carter 
would do), when I loaned him my bound copy of my 
Mars stories I knew I would get them back, and as 
promised they arrived a few months later. 

Of all my ERB pen pals I would have corresponded 
the most with Jim Thompson. Jim kept me informed 
with first hand descriptions of all the Dum Dums and 
ECOFs which he attended by send to me these huge 
epistles of the events which I never tired of reading. In 
doing so he kept me up to date on what was happening 
in the ERB world. He has graciously offered us accom-
modation on our 2000 visit, my wife Sue and I are both 
looking forward to meeting him and others at the ECOF 
2000. One way I felt that I could repay him for his gen-
erosity was to star him in my second Moon pastiche. 

After reading the research done by others in different 
ERB magazines, I felt another contributor was not neces-
sary, there were already many fine researchers out there, 
but I wanted to contribute something to the ERB scene 
and decided that I would have a go at writing ERB pas-
tiches, which is what I attempted from 1976 onwards. 

In these early years at home we managed to concrete 
and brick in under the house and add a large verandah 
on the back of the house. Also we began to take our 
yearly holidays up at Hervey Bay. This was due to Sue's 
parents, who lived at Barcaldine, some 750 miles west of 
Brisbane, were coming to 'The Bay' for holidays and it 
was an opportunity for Sue to spend some time with 
them. We came to the Bay for another twenty years after 
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that and we still enjoy going there. Hervey Bay is a bay-
side town some 300km north of Brisbane where the wa-
ter (surf) is generally quiet and serene, with Fraser Is-
land, the largest sand island in the world, only some 45 
minutes away by vehicle ferry. 

Writing Pastiches 
By the beginning of 1976 I had just about run out of 

ERB stories and was saddened when I knew there 
would not be many more Tarzan stories and no more 
Mars stories (my favourites), to read and I thought that 
I would like to try writing one of each, just to have a 
new Tarzan and Mars tale. 

I really wanted to write a Mars story I had been 
thinking of under the title of 'The Secret of Mars', but I 
was not game enough to write it at this time. I began to 
practice story writing with a few ERB related (but not 
featuring any ERB characters) stories, in the hope of 
improving any style I might develop so that the two 
ERB stories might be of a higher standard than if I had 
not practiced at all. 

The first story 'Peril Plant' was based on the Mars 
stories and written from February to May 1976. It was 
meant to be a triology but dissatisfied with it I set it 
aside to return to it at a later time. 

On 2 June 1976 I began my second story under the 
title of 'Turan of the Jungle'. Turan was a name taken 
from 'Peril Planet'. Turan was loosely based on the 
Tarzan character, about a white boy raised in the Afri-
can jungle by savages who learns of his true heritage. 
He races to save a white woman Delia, and together 
they flee from their pursuer. The story contains some 
6,000 words and was completed on 6 July. 
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From 17 July to 27 August I wrote my third story ti-
tled 'Cobar of Maraset' which contains 7,384 words. 
The tale is set ages ago in the past off the East African 
coast about a palace guardsman who falls in love with 
the Princess Jazarra. When she is kidnapped he follows 
her abductors across the Nameless Sea to unknown 
shores where he seeks to rescue her. It was also at this 
time that our daughter Belinda was born. 

Two weeks later I had an idea for a tale set on an-
other world full of terrible beasts and strange men, a 
story to parallel 'Peril Planet' as ERB had done with his 
Venus stories. From 6 September to 10 September 1976 
I wrote 'A World of Terror' which contains 7,267 
words. In an experiment gone wrong Mark Weston 
finds himself on an alien planet. He befriends a primi-
tive tribe and then learns of a hideous death that as-
sails them as he races to rescue Liana a warrior woman 
of the tribe who befriended him. Following her to the 
Mountains of Blood he discovers a terrible secret as he 
tries to save her life. 

On 13 September I wrote my only fairy tale titled 
'The Land of Dreams' containing approximately 1,500 
words. The story is of a dream land and a flying horse, 
the tale remains untyped at present. 

On 17 September I began a story titled 'The Lad and 
the Leopard' based on ERB's 'The Lad and the Lion', but 
abandoned the story after 850 words. It was to be a jun-
gle story of a plane crash, wild animals and Arab slavers. 

Even after the previous disappointment I felt I was 
ready to tackle a Tarzan story, a tale to be written in 
two parts but still two separate stories. From 27 Sep-
tember to 14 October 1976 I wrote 'Tarzan and the Jun-
gle Invaders', a story featuring Tarzan, Jane, Korak and 
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Meriem, with great apes, savage cannibals and a lost 
treasure. The story contains 5,434 words. 

The next day, 15 October, I began the sequel to 'A 
World of Terror' titled 'Island of the Gods', completing 
the 3,000 or so words on 20 October. Dissatisfied with 
the story I have shelved it and it remains untyped and 
uncorrected. 

On 22 October I began 'The Forgotten Land' com-
pleting the 10,830 word story on 10 November. It is the 
story of a 20th century man Erik, who finds himself in 
a prehistoric world full of dinosaurs and cavemen as 
he endeavours to rescue Oliena, a cavewoman from 
savage adversaries. 

On 22 November I commenced another story, 'The 
Immortal Men' completing the 5,135 words on 29 No-
vember. The story is set a 100 or so years ago where a 
farmer, John Tyler encounters the immortal men who 
seem impossible to kill. He battles them and barely 
survives until he learns their secret. When his girl-
friend is kidnapped he seeks a deadly revenge. 

The next day, 30 November 1976, I began the Mars 
story I had not been game enough to write before. 'The 
Secret of Mars' was completed on 3 December and con-
tains 5,369 words. In this story John Carter discovers a 
long dead city and discovers the secret it has har-
boured for untold time. 

Two weeks after writing the Mars story I com-
menced a series of very short tales based on Robert 
Howard's Conan stories centred around his descen-
dant Akar. Chapter one, 'The Coming of Akar' was 
written from 17 to 19 December and contains 2,275 
words. Akar is a desert brigand, his people are de-
stroyed when the armies of Zara and Venderos unite 
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to wipe them out, Akar alone survives. Chapter two, 
'The Red Tower' was written two days later and com-
pleted the same day, 21 December 1976 with a word 
count of 1,600. The story is about the confrontation be-
tween Akar and Astur the wizard of the Red Tower. 

On 23 December I wrote chapter three 'Battle of the 
Giant' finishing it the same day with a total of 1,626 
words. In the royal palace of Sarith, in Zara, Akar 
plans his revenge against the king. Continuing the se-
ries on 29 December, I wrote chapter four, 'Rogues on 
the Road' consisting of 1,755 words and completing it 
on 30 December. Fleeing the country Akar discovers a 
slain caravan and rescues a beautiful Princess. 

For the new year I decided to continue on with the 
Akar stories and from 6 January to 12 January 1977 I 
wrote chapter five 'Tide of Battle'. This tale contains 
1,911 words and tells the story of the war between 
Zara and Vanderos. Immediately upon completion I 
wrote chapter six 'Brigands in the Desert' from 13 to 15 
January with a total of 1,742 words. On the trail of a 
fabulous treasure Akar is captured by savage desert 
dwellers and put to a slow death. 

It was at this point that I decided to type up the sto-
ries I had written, which only existed on old letter-
heads and foolscap paper. After typing the Akar sto-
ries I began chapter seven, 'The Cave of Fear' from 3 to 
14 March, a total of 3,094 words. In the treasure cave 
Akar battles for his life against a supernatural enemy. 

I returned to typing up my earlier stories but left 
this on 10 and 11 May to write 'The Wreck of the Half 
Moon'. The story of a rich and pampered man ship-
wrecked on an unchartered island and forced to fend 
for himself against savage foes. This story was based 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

17 

on ERB's 'The Cave Girl'. After completing 1,976 words 
I abandoned the story. 

On 14 June 1977 I began to rewrite 'Peril Plant' re-
naming the story 'The Princess of Trisurn' (which 
brought the title closer to 'A Princess of Mars' on which 
this story was based). I decided to rewrite the tale in 
two parts using all the major characters from the origi-
nal story. The first part was written from 14 to 17 June 
and part two from 11 to 15 July, a total of 10,990 words. 
Dying from Apache torture Jason King finds himself 
on the world of Trisurn where he fights strange men 
and even stranger beasts for the love of the beautiful 
Princess Andrea of Mirrer. 

On 3 October 1977 I began writing the sequel story 
to 'Tarzan and the Jungle Invaders', titled 'Tarzan's 
Timeless Journey'. It is a story of Tarzan reliving the 
past of a thousand years ago in an isolated and se-
cluded valley where he finds the remains of a lost civi-
lisation. After completing 2,800 words I put the story 
aside. On 23 November I added another 1,000 words 
and shelved it again. 

With Christmas approaching I thought it would be 
interesting to write a Christmas story on Mars and 
then possibly on Tarzan. On 31 November I wrote 
'Charade on Mars'. The story contains only 1,270 
words and concerns the abduction of Dejah Thoris as 
John Carter strives to rescue her from the dead city of 
Karasz. (John Carter will visit a different Karasz in an-
other story.) 

The next day, on 1 December, I began a new story ti-
tled 'The Odyssey of the Phantom', completing the 
1,700 words on 2 December. From the comic of the 
same name it is the story of the Phantom's son and his 
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childhood until he becomes the mysterious figure of 
the Phantom. To date the story remains untyped. 

Apart from the Akar stories I decided that if I wrote 
any more stories they would be Burroughs only, I 
would not write sequels to those non-ERB stories 
which I had created. 

Two months later I returned to my Akar series and 
wrote chapter eight 'The Grey Monolith' in which Akar 
battles demon creatures in a cave. The story was writ-
ten from 31 January to 1 February 1978. Chapter nine 
was begun two days later from 3 February to 6 Febru-
ary titled 'The Temptress of Bocania', and contains 
2,700 words. In Tempress the story is about a mysteri-
ous figure which lures people off the streets of Bocania, 
they are never seen again. 

Returning to ERB I wrote a new Tarzan story, meant 
like 'Charade on Mars' to be a satire. However, at this 
time 'Tarzan's Timeless Journey' still remained unfin-
ished. This story is 'Tarzan and the Beast of Kerchak', 
written on 8 March 1978 and having a word count of 
1,900, the story concerns the abduction of Jane and Tar-
zan's pursuit. Again on 16 March I recommenced 'Tar-
zan's Timeless Journey' adding another 200 words before 
laying it aside for I had an idea for a new Mars story. 

Having received some incentive from Frank West-
wood of the British Edgar Rice Burroughs Society I be-
gan 'Kra Gan of Mars' on 15 May, completing the 5,400 
words on 17 May. By trickery the great air fleet of He-
lium is lured away and only John Carter can get them 
back in time to avert a great catastrophe as the green 
men rise up to conquer the world. 

Nine weeks later I began my longest story, featuring 
my favourite ERB characters, teaming Tarzan up with 
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John Carter on the trail of the abductors of Dejah 
Thoris and featuring the lost city of Aanator. On 26 
July I began this story titled 'John Carter's Quest' and 
completed the 14,500 words on 11 August 1978. This 
was to be my last Mars tale. However, I could not re-
sist writing one more short satire titled 'Nightmare on 
Mars', a story of only 1,120 words written from 29 No-
vember to 30 November. Dying from poison John 
Carter battles his killers in his mind, to his aid come 
several familiar characters. 

Before writing 'John Carter's Quest' I had an idea for 
a story titled 'John Carter on Trisurn', putting John 
Carter with my own hero Jason King of 'The Princess 
of Trisurn'. On 25 January 1979 I began this story. 
Transported to Trisurn John Carter races to help a 
white man and woman in mortal danger and discovers 
a kindred Earthman. He faces many dangers before he 
can return to Barsoom. After completing the first 3,000 
words I laid aside the story to complete the last pages 
of 'Tarzan's Timeless Journey'. 

From 7 February to 10 February 1979 I began the 
next chapter and finished 'Tarzan's Timeless Journey' 
adding an additional 2,900 words to the story and it 
was immediately typed into its present form of around 
6,900 words. 

On 1 May I began another Mars story titled 'The 
Glory of Mars' finishing the 7,964 words on 13 May. In 
writing this futuristic story on Mars, rather than tell a 
story of a happy future, of a world which may have 
had its oceans or air restored, I chose to write the op-
posite about a planet overrun by green barbarians as 
civilisation makes its last stand as John Carter races 
against time to save his race from extinction. 
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'John Carter on Trisurn' still remained unfinished and 
on 3 December 1979 I again took up the story adding an-
other 6,500 words to it, finally I laid it aside once more. It 
was about thistime that I received a letter from Frank 
Shonfeld. Our friendship would last for many years. 

I wrote chapter 10 in the Akar series titled 'The Re-
turn of Akar' on 27 and 28 May 1980. This story con-
tains 2,650 words. Returning to Vanderos Akar battles 
a wizard and his demons to liberate the Queen and 
country. This was to be my last Akar story. 

On 10 September 1980 I completed the final scenes 
of 'John Carter on Trisurn', final corrections were then 
made and it was typed into its present form containing 
14,068 words. 

On 3 January 1981 I began my (once again) last 
Mars story titled 'The Sword of Karramar'. The 6,140 
words were completed on 11 January. Together John 
Carter and Tars Tarkas enter the Valley of Karramar in 
search of an ancient and fabulous sword once wielded 
by one of Barsoom's'' great heroes of the past, but first 
they must overcome all manner of perils that await 
them in this slightly humorous tale. 

By now I thought I had said everything I wanted to 
say about John Carter and I wanted to return to Tar-
zan. I wanted to write the longest Tarzan story and if 
possible it should be near novel length. This was to be 
a great challenge since my longest story so far was un-
der 15,000 words. Three months after completing the 
Mars story I commenced 'Tarzan the Valiant' and en-
visaged writing the story in three parts. The first part 
was written from 14 to 24 April 1981 and contains 
11,800 words. Tarzan races to rescue the survivors of a 
stricken ship, but many dangers await them on their 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

21 

trek to civilisation, a journey that taxes the very limits 
of the apeman's skill and strength. 

The second part titled 'The She-Devil' was written 
from 27 July to 10 August 1981 and contains 11,705 
words. This is the story of Mary Reivers, who at eight 
years of age finds herself alone in the savage African jun-
gle. This story tells how she survives encountering terri-
ble enemies and uncovers the jungle's darkest secret. 

It was about this time that I began corresponding 
with long term pen pals Jim Thompson and Bob Grif-
fin, as well as John Carson (Carter) and others. 

When I began the third part of the story 'Tarzan the 
Fearless', I then expanded the story further visualising 
now five parts, the last of which would be a short story 
conclusion. 'Fearless' was written from 20 December 
1981 to 24 January 1982, a total of 12,482 words. Tarzan 
once more returns to the jungle he visited 10 years be-
fore, now in search of a wild white girl who he believes 
may be the young child he rescued many years before. 
Leading a three man safari Tarzan heads into adven-
ture where at every turn death awaits the unwary. 

When halfway through writing 'Fearless' I stopped 
to write the conclusion to the story. On 3 January 1982 
I wrote 'Tarzan's Christmas' which had a word count 
of 1,670. Together again for the first time in many years 
the survivors of the Cambridge Queen meet once more 
on Tarzan's jungle estate, but there is a special surprise 
awaiting them in this 'End of an Adventure' story. 

At a suggestion by John Carson of Canada that I 
write a Tarzan in Australia story, I decided on 15 April 
1982 to do just that. Titled 'Tarzan Downunder', the 
story contains 2,200 words. Tarzan and Jane are vaca-
tioning in Brisbane, on a trip to the Gold Coast they 
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borrow the car of their Australian friend Barry Stub-
bersfield. They decide to visit the beautiful Spring-
brook National Park where the apeman faces his 
strangest ever adventure. 

On 28 April 1982 I began the last part of the 'Tarzan 
the Valiant' story, completing the 12,470 words on 4 
May. This next instalment was titled 'The Triumph of 
Tarzan' and completes the final action scenes. Follow-
ing Neka to the swamp in search of the She-Devil, Tar-
zan fights for his life in the dreaded Valley of the Zorx, 
beside him David Harding makes his final stand and 
in the Valley of the Dinosaur old enemies face each 
other for the last time. 

Now 'Tarzan the Valiant' was completed, with a to-
tal count of about 50,000 words, each instalment was 
typed immediately after being written. 

Whilst writing 'Tarzan the Valiant' I also began 
more serious Phantom research and set out to learn 
about Phantom history in Australia. It took me only a 
few weeks to assemble a listing of every Phantom 
story published here, after which it took me two years 
research, with several writings to King Features, to 
work out the complete Phantom chronology of the 
daily/Sunday stories. Once I had completed this I 
could easily see which Phantom stories Frew Publica-
tions (publishers of the Phantom comic in Australia), 
had not printed. It was during this time, towards the 
end of my chronology research that I began my second 
long Tarzan story, 'Tarzan the Furious'. 

Jim Tyne, a long time fan of both ERB and Lee Falk's 
the Phantom suggested that I write a Tarzan and Phan-
tom story. At this stage I did not wish to write another 
long story and decided to write the adventure as a 
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short satire. On 27 March 1983 I wrote 'Ships in the 
Night'. The story contains 1,420 words. The Phantom 
visits one of his favourite haunts, a waterfront bar. Be-
fore long he finds himself fighting against everyone in 
the establishment, except for one man who aids him 
and what a man none other than Tarzan. Together they 
sort out the rabble of toughs then it is the Phantom's 
turn to aid the apeman. 

On 3 October 1983 I began the 'Tarzan the Furious' 
story. It was to be of a similar length to 'Valiant' but 
this time the story would be in three parts and not 
separately titled. This story would be a direct sequel to 
'Valiant' and the first instalment was completed on 10 
June 1984. Tarzan and Jane are attacked by an assassin 
and almost killed. Tarzan sets out in pursuit and dis-
covers his attacker has picked up a hostage, a white 
woman. Into the unknown jungle he races after them, 
he is captured by savage gomangani where he fights to 
the death surrounded by enemies. 

The second instalment was written from 3 January 
to 7 February 1985. Tarzan catches up with his assail-
ant and discovers the reason for the murderous attack. 
Atop a mesa surrounded by the Valley of Mists he 
fights the assassin to the death surrounded by goman-
gani who seek his life. 

The last part of the 50,000 word story was written 
from 21 July to 25 September 1985. In the Valley of 
Mists Tarzan fights for his life against strange adver-
saries, while above in the village of the Kirrapu 
Genene is about to be sacrificed in an arena of savage 
gomangani. Meanwhile Mazrak gathers his fortune 
and prepares to depart, his revenue complete. 

On the home front work continued as normal and 
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there always seemed to be plenty to do around the 
house with gardening etc and I continued to correspond 
with several different pen pals well into the 1980s . 

On 7 February 1986 I began my last Tarzan story un-
der the working title of 'Tarzan the Fearless', intending 
that it would also be a long story of similar length to 
'Furious', only the opening chapter was written. The 
story is about Jindabyne O'Hara, an Australian girl of 
Irish decent, who accompanies her father on safari into 
the unknown African jungle and what befalls her there. 
But somewhat exhausted after the previous two long 
Tarzan stories I set it aside and decided I had written 
my last ERB pastiche, this hiatus was to last until 1991. 

From 1984 to 1991 I continued at times with differ-
ent Phantom research which covered areas such as 
censorship, missing pages, unpublished stories and an 
attempt to put together a history of American and 
New Zealand Phantom comics. 

In 1987 a new management took over Frew Publica-
tions. I had been in contact with Frew and provided 
the complete chronology to them to assist them in or-
dering old artwork for new publication. In September 
1989 the publisher asked me to write a Phantom story, 
in due course I completed 'The Crescent Moon' which 
had 358 panels with a description for each panel. The 
story had many action scenes which take place in the 
Red Centre Bar, the drowning room, the fire shack, the 
car chase, the plane flight, the fight atop Ayers Rock 
and the final scenes in the hidden garden. Though 
passed by King Features the story so far has not been 
published. But ever hopeful I also drafted a sequel 
'Pearl of the East' and a very rough draft of story num-
ber three. 
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Also around this time I left my position with the 
Post Office and joined the State Government Treasury 
Department as an Administrative Officer, a position I 
have held for the last ten years. This position offers 
administrative and secretarial support to managers, 
directors and department heads. Sue also undertook 
new duties working at several homes for the aged. 

Through the years 1986 to 1991 Jim Thompson 
asked me several times to write a new Mars story. Fi-
nally in July 1991 I bowed to his wishes and wrote the 
futuristic 'The Search for John Carter' and it was if a 
door had once again opened. 

'The Search for John Carter' was written from 24 July 
1991 to 26 September 1991 and has 15,000 words. The 
story is set seven thousand years in Barsoom's future, 
long after the disappearance of John Carter and Dejah 
Thoris. John Rokan Carter, his descendant, searches for 
the truth concerning the mystery of their deaths, but an 
even greater problem arises when the atmosphere plant 
fails and he has only six days to save the world. 

Next I began a story featuring a heroine who would 
return in her own story. On 23 January I began 'Bren-
dara of Mars', completing the 12,000 words on 19 Feb-
ruary 1992. John Carter strives to release a prisoner of 
the green men from a cell deep beneath a long dead 
city. He discovers a kindred Jasoomian, but their path 
of retreat is perilous as the horde pursues them until 
the final confrontation. 

For a change in style the next adventure was not 
told by John Carter but by Brendara (this was an inter-
esting exercise!). On 28 April 1992 I began 'Return of 
the Jasoomian' and completed the 11,590 words on 12 
August. Returning to Barsoom Brendara risks her life 
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to help a red man fight strange foes, then together they 
learn of an invasion from space and Helium is to be the 
target with Barsoom the ultimate goal. 

This next story was to complete the Brendara and 
Rasoom connection. 'Pirates of Mars' was written from 
21 September to 6 November 1992 and contains 16,950 
words. Captured by pirates John Carter must escape if 
he hopes to destroy them but also he must free a red 
woman held captive in a city where he is constantly 
watched and hated by the pirate band. 

'Isandora' was written from 1 March to 29 March 
1993 and contains 16,150 words. When their flier 
crashes in the Korinthean Mountains Dejah Thoris is 
left injured and dying. John Carter seeks the only 
chance that can save her which leads him into the very 
heart of a dead city and the Jeddaks palace now in the 
hands of a savage green horde. 

I had meant 'Trisurn Revisited', begun on 13 April 
1983, to follow 'Isandora' but after completing 12 pages 
I have put the story aside to do a different sequel, to 
date 'Trisurn Revisited' remains unfinished. 

Continuing 'Isandora' further, Dejah Thoris is kid-
napped and taken to Natvandur, the hated secret slave 
city of Barsoom with John Carter in pursuit. In Nat-
vandur John Carter finds a city where life is cheap and 
an enemy can be anywhere. This story titled 'The Red 
Sword of Mars' was written from 19 May to 23 July 
1993 and contains 18,350 words. 

Since creating Kardus Kur in 'Pirates of Mars' I 
planned to write this next story on the confrontation 
between the green Jeddak and John Carter. This story 
at 20,000 words is the longest Mars adventure to date. 
Titled 'Kardus Kur of Mars' the story was written from 
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1 November 1993 to 3 January 1994. John Carter is kid-
napped and taken before Kardus Kur and the biggest 
massing of green men ever encountered where he is 
sentenced to death for 'crimes against the green race'. 
He must not only save his own life but that of his com-
panion and every green hand is against them. 

During this period we had a large verandah built on 
the side of the house, a year or so later we extended 
our tile roof over it and paved around all sides of the 
house including the drive way, no more muddy feet 
when it rained. 

Finishing 'Kardus Kur of Mars' I envisaged that 
John Carter would then return to Helium, but another 
idea came to me. I imaged that Kardus Kur, once 
proud Jeddak of the Cosquis, would fall so far from 
grace that he would be hunted by his own horde, or 
others, and that John Carter would do everything he 
could to save his arch foe rather than abandon him to 
his fate. This was the idea for 'The Madre of Mars' 
which I wrote from 11 August to 11 September 1994. 
The story contains 21,000 words. 

On 26 June 1995 I began a restart to my long Tarzan 
story 'Tarzan the Fearless' which I had envisaged back 
in 1986. However, I have only completed 8 pages of the 
story and hope to come back to it at a later time. 

After completing 'The Madre of Mars' I could not resist 
writing one more story in which Kardus Kur, Nadea Visa 
and Yon Gar would once again feature. This story (again) 
was written as my last Mars adventure and would also 
feature other characters such as Dejah Thoris, Tardos 
Mors, Hanten Larr and Tars Tarkas. 'Assassins of Mars' 
was written from 16 October 1995 to 11 December 1995 
and has around 21,000 words. Once more John Carter is 
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the main character and a new villain is introduced in Zora 
Adur, secret leader of the Guild of Assassins. 

After finishing 'Assassins' I began in March 1996 my 
biggest Phantom project by researching every Phan-
tom story in chronological order and extracting every 
piece of important, interesting and relevant informa-
tion that I could. This research took me some 17 
months and I put together three volumes totalling 210 
pages. These books I call my Phantom Research Books 
under the title of 'Myths, Legends and Old Jungle Say-
ings'. At this time I have provided a copy only for 
Frew Publications and the Jemadar of Lyse. 

1996 was also the first year that we took a holiday 
away from Hervey Bay and went overseas. New Zea-
land was the first place on our new itinerary (the big-
gest highlight being a helicopter ride over the glaciers). 
Over the next couple of years we toured Tasmania 
(highlight visiting Cradle Mountain) and Victoria 
(driving along the Great Ocean Road) and we have 
seen a lot of new country and magnificent landscapes. 

With our coming visit to the Americas, Jim Thomp-
son asked me if I would like to contribute to the Moon 
project for the ECOF 2000 by submitting a Moon pas-
tiche, I readily agreed. After rereading 'The Moon 
Maid' I wrote 'Karan of the Moon' from 23 December 
1998 to 15 January 1999 consisting of 11,680 words. I 
had always wanted ERB to save the Laythians but as 
they perished I was determined that this would not 
occur in my story. I created a new city called Lyse and 
recreated a battle with the Kalkars with an ending of 
triumph rather than annihilation. 

As this Moon story was relatively short I could not 
resist writing a sequel titled 'Dark of the Moon'. This 
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story was written from 1 March to 7 March 1999 with 
8,600 words. Once again the Kalkars try to vanquish the 
Lyseans. Both of these tales were written to honour my 
two longest running pen pals Jim Thompson and Bob 
Griffin (who appear in both stories). Also appearing are 
Linda Thompson, Tina and John Griffin and featuring 
the city of Lyse (named after Lise Carson of Canada). I 
was elated that both Jim and Bob enjoyed the stories. 

Knowing how Jim loves to read Mars stories and af-
ter some three and a half years since 'Assassins', I de-
cided (even though I had ended my series) to write a 
sequel continuing John Carter's adventures one step 
further. I had planned this story, 'Outcast of Mars', as a 
surprise, to be produced on our arrival in Clarksville, 
but since Jim has recently asked about outstanding ma-
terial he may not know about, I have sent it to him in 
advance and hope he will enjoy the story. 'Outcast of 
Mars' was written from 10 June 1999 to 20 July 1999 
having 21,000 words. John Carter is trapped in the Val-
ley of Kaserene, to his aid comes a strange figure, an 
outcast in this place. But as the forces of evil muster 
can a crippled ally turn the odds? 

At last we have now installed air conditioning in our 
home while we wait for another hot summer and we 
have had further insulation installed beneath our alu-
minium roof over our back verandah and whirly birds 
turning on the roof so that hopefully this summer will be 
our coolest yet. In the pipeline we hope to have further 
insulation placed in our main roof on our return from the 
Americas and I would like to write another Mars tale. 

I look back now at the time, in June 1974, when I 
held 'Tarzan of the Apes' in my hand and considered 
whether it was worth reading. If I had left it in the box 
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I would have saved myself writing more than a quar-
ter of a million words of Tarzan and Mars stories. I am 
glad I decided to read it, I have had a great time read-
ing the original stories, they provided me with endless 
hours of pleasant and escapist reading, and I have had 
much pleasure in creating droves of sequels. 
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1992 Brendara of Mars 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
23 January 1992 to 19 February 1992 
10,252 words 
Chapter 1 

Through the Barsoomian night sky I flew my one 
man flier. I headed in a north easterly direction away 
from Greater Helium over the untold haads of the de-
serted Barsoomian landscape. 

But I knew that vision was a fantasy. Below me in the 
ravines and ancient cities and on the open sward there 
would be life. The green men could be anywhere and 
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they were unpredictable, some being friendly to the red 
men others hostile. The great while ape also inhabited 
the long dead cities and the hungry banth hunted un-
mercifully both in the hill country and open sward. 

Below me, in the moonlight cast by Thuria, the 
ochre moss vegetation of Barsoom and its stark death-
like panorama stretched in all directions. A cool breeze 
blew against me as I lay strapped to my ship's deck 
and I adjusted my short and long swords as they lay 
beside me attached to my harness. The flier flew easily 
through the sky at a speed of only 400 haads per zode 
and I relished the serenity of my flight. 

For several zodes I flew on without incident, with-
out seeing any movement of life on the eerie sward be-
low, for Thuria had now disappeared and her mate 
Cluros was now regent of the Barsoomian sky. I saw in 
the distance a lone peak. The Barsoomian moonlight 
bathed it in a patchwork of light and dark shades, but 
on one side of the peak lay a seemingly flat surface 
some few hundred feet above the sward below. I 
changed course and in less than half a zode I silently 
landed my flier on the flat surface of the unknown 
peak. The soft moonlight fell completely on my land-
ing area which was quite large and I unstrapped my 
harness from the fliers deck. 

I walked alone with my thoughts to the edge of the 
peak, Dejah Thoris, my Princess, was now with our 
daughter Tara in Gathol. I had taken this opportunity 
to seek solitude away from the bustle of everyday life 
in Helium. How long had it been since I and Tars Tar-
kas had returned from Karramar? A year, two perhaps. 
I sat on a rocky outcrop looking into the valley beyond 
the peak. Below lay one of those long dead cities that 
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abound on Barsoom, cities that lived and breathed 
once eons ago when they were inhabited. Some were 
there when the mighty Throxeus flowed on Barsoom 
and mountainous waves crashed on fertile shores back 
in Barsoom's glorious past. 

I shook my head. Karramar, it must be near two 
years ago that I was there. Since then life had become 
less hectic, the green hordes less hostile and warring 
cities all the fewer. I thought about Trisurn. How was 
Jason King and his Princess Andrea faring on their 
primitive world peopled by men and beasts that 
seemed even stranger than those on Barsoom? 

I shrugged my shoulders, I am a fighting man and 
Barsoom seemed to have entered a new phase of peace-
fulness. I knew it was this reason that caused my sub-
dued spirit. Sometime I knew this serene life would 
change, it could not last much longer. I smiled. Adven-
ture and action would come my way again as it always 
had in the past. I drew my long sword and pointed it to-
wards the dark sky. "Come what may, I am ready." 

I heard a sound, a lone clink of steel. It had come from 
the dark dead city below me. Perhaps it was a great white 
ape, or worse, a horde of green men could infest the place. 
Perhaps it was my imagination. Effortlessly I started 
down the slope of the peak towards the unknown. 

A half zode later I reached the outskirts of the city. 
Lesser buildings lay about me of one and two stories. 
Towards the city's centre taller buildings stood and in 
the very centre was the Jeddak's palace, which I could 
see from where I stood in the shadows. Three tall tow-
ers stood around the palace. Two I could see had fallen 
in disrepair but the other stood high and seemed vir-
tually intact. 
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I drew my long sword. Keeping to the shadows I 
slowly and silently made my way towards the city's 
centre. At every intersection of avenues I stopped and 
listened. I felt a tingling sensation over my body as I 
drew closer towards the city's heart. I sensed danger 
around me but I could not see it. I heard the sound 
then, soft footfalls of someone or something, they were 
almost inaudible and muffled by distance, but they 
were there. 

Stealthily I crept forward. Many xats later I saw the 
movement of the beasts I sought and their outlines in 
the moonlight. Hundreds of thoats milled around in 
the square before the Jeddak's palace. The green men 
were here and here in large numbers. I stood frozen in 
movement in the shadows of a three tiered building. 
Where there were thoats there were green warriors to 
herd them. 

Many xats passed until I was rewarded by move-
ment in the shadows of a building to my right. Now I 
saw two figures, both were green warriors. One sepa-
rated and moved through the shadows towards the 
palace and disappeared into darkness. I could but 
smile, they had not seen me. 

Death lurked here in this nameless city but I cared 
not. Was I being rash and foolhardy? I did not think so, 
though I had much to lose. My Princess, my children, 
my life should the green men take it. I felt that life had 
no purpose if one did not take risks. I had no intention 
of being killed here and every intention of seeing my 
loved ones again. 

Then I saw another shadow move, this time in my 
direction. Had an alert guard seen me in the darkness? 
I turned slowly and moved back behind the building, 
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shutting out my view of the thoats and their green 
watchdogs. I leapt to the second floor balcony of the 
building and, though I held one hand on my long 
sword in its scabbard, my other weapons made a faint 
metallic clink as my dagger grazed my short sword. 

I landed easily but I knew they had heard and 
would be here within moments to investigate. Quickly 
I climbed the twisting carvings on the buildings side 
and gained the roof. I was confident that they could 
not have seen me and they could search forever in the 
avenues below and never find me. I walked silently to 
the edge of the building and, seeing no green men be-
low in the avenue, I leapt to the next building. This 
time I used both hands to hold my weapons and noise-
lessly I landed on the next building, easily clearing the 
twenty feet separating them. 

On the far side of the building, away from the green 
men and beasts, I peered down into the blackness. 
Then rapidly and as quiet as possible I climbed down 
the side of the building taking hand and toe holds on 
the extensive carvings which seemed to be abundant in 
this place. At ground level I melted into the shadows. 
Moments later five green men rounded the corner and 
passed within three yards of where I stood, my body 
pressed firmly into a small aperture in the building. 
When they had passed I moved silently through the 
blackness towards the Jeddak's palace. 

Ahead, its single intact spire reaching towards Cluros, 
stood the palace of some long dead civilisation. Who 
were the people who once inhabited this ancient place? 
Were they red men or white? The answer was a mystery. 

Across the darkened avenue the palace lay, a patrol 
of green men continually moved around the structure. 
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I waited in the darkness until Cluros disappeared from 
the night sky, the landscape and city darkening further 
by the moon's absence. With the moons temporarily 
absent I leapt across the avenue to the side of the pal-
ace and gained the deeper darkness there. More intri-
cate carvings covered the outer palace walls. I was just 
about to climb up towards a balcony above when I 
heard a sword drawn from its scabbard. I whirled 
around drawing my own blade as his descended to-
wards my head. 

He had been waiting in the darkness the whole time 
I had stood across the avenue and I, John Carter, War-
lord of Barsoom had walked into his trap like a thoat 
carelessly walking into the jaws of a hungry banth. 
Our blades slashed together amid a shower of sparks, 
then again and again. The sound of our fight was deaf-
ening in the Barsoomian darkness. I parried and 
lunged my stroke, drawing blood on his arm and side. 
From close by came wild shouts and running foot-
steps. Other green men were rushing to his aid, and 
other sounds too, harsh guttural howls. The green men 
had their calots with them. 

He lunged at me with a cry of triumph and I sent 
his sword arm flying and drove my blade through his 
chest. As the green man fell, I turned to fend off six 
blades that tried to cut me down. At the feet of four of 
my adversaries crouched their calots, waiting the 
command to attack. 

There was nothing to do but carry my attack to them. 
Countless times when defeat had loomed before me I 
had struck out at my attackers unnerving them and tak-
ing victory from the jaws of defeat. I struck out, my 
sword weaving faster and faster before me until I was 
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encased in a net of steel that their own blades could not 
penetrate. I drove my blade into the side of one and sent 
another blade flying through the air. Another tried to 
take me and I pierced his sword arm and he cried out in 
pain. Another lunged and I drove my point into his 
chest. Even as they fell back breathless and near beaten, 
dozens more green men appeared beside them with 
blades raised high. As our blades clashed yet again I felt 
myself falling and smelt the breath of a calot by my 
side, my leg held in its crushing jaws, and then oblivion. 

Chapter 2 
How long I was unconscious I do not know, but I 

awoke with a terrible headache to find myself lying on 
the floor in a barred room, obviously a cell in the dun-
geons below the Jaddak's palace. Slowly I rolled over 
to a sitting position, my leg felt very sore where the 
calot had dragged me down but on inspection I real-
ised it was not broken. The green man had ordered his 
beast only to bring me down for if it had been com-
manded to kill my leg would now be broken and I 
would be dead. 

I rose to my feet slowly, fresh pain surged through my 
leg and head but I knew that would soon subside. My 
cell and the corridor outside were lit from the dull glow 
of old radium lamps fixed to the walls. To my ears now 
came a terrible cry of suffering. It seemed to last a long 
time; mingled with it came cries of mirthless laughter un-
til the cry reached a higher pitch and suddenly ceased. 
But the mirthless laughter continued, the green men had 
claimed another victim. I gripped the bars of my cell and 
the knuckles on my hands showed white. If I had but a 
blade I would show the torturers how to die. 
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Suddenly, far down the corridor sounded the cry of 
a hungry banth, like me imprisoned in these ageless 
dungeons. Footfalls sounded in the corridor and when 
they appeared two green men were dragging the life-
less body of a red man. They passed my cell and dis-
appeared, then came the roar of the banth and sounds 
of crushing bones and more laughter. They had 
thrown his body to the hungry lion. Was this to be my 
fate? Between the jaws of the lion I cared not, for the 
green men would have to kill me first. What of Dejah 
Thoris? Would I ever see her again, and my children? 
Had this journey turned into disaster? Come what 
may, I still lived and while I lived there was hope. 

My thoughts were interrupted as a green man ap-
proached my prison. "Away from the door red man, 
you have company." 

I moved slowly back as I gauged the distance be-
tween us as he opened the door, but I could not attack 
him until my wounds were further healed. Two other 
green men dragged the prisoner forward by the wrists 
and I saw she was a young girl perhaps 20 years of age 
by earth time. "You will go into the cell," said the green 
man. "The Jeddak Manus Marr has tired of you; soon 
you will die and your body will be devoured by the 
banth." The two threw her into my cell. 

She landed heavily before me and as I knelt beside 
her he said, "Soon it will be your turn red man for the 
Jeddak has something special in mind for you," then he 
left, locking our cell door behind him and I turned to 
face my companion. 

As I helped her to sit I was horrified at the great 
welts across her pale back, she was obviously an 
Orovar, though the white race usually stayed secluded 
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in Horz and Aanator, I wondered for a moment how 
she came to be here. Her hair was dark and shoulder 
length and her eyes were the colour of earthly jade. 

She cried out in pain as I placed my arm under her 
head and raised her slowly to a sitting position, my 
own hand trembled at the marks I had not seen around 
her neck. 

She began to shake and cries of anguish racked her 
tortured body as I put her head to my shoulder, I too 
began to shake, but not with fear from the torture 
strokes but from rage and I wished I had leapt to the 
side of the green man and knocked him down, but I 
knew to do so would only warn them of who I really 
was and when the time came I would need what help I 
could get to escape from here, but the girl, I looked 
down at her and I was chagrined. 

She did not wear the harness of a woman but that of 
a man, a harness similar to my own in most respects, 
she was naked to the waist as are all Barsoomian 
women and even her chest was marked with welts of 
some lash of torture. 

"I can't stand it any longer, I can't," she said. I was 
taken aback, she had a tone of voice I had not heard for 
many years. 

"You're English!" and as if she was struck by a lash 
she turned her face to mine and studied my features, 
searching for some recognition. 

I turned about, there were no green men in the vi-
cinity, "I am John Carter of Helium, previously of Vir-
ginia in the United State of America." 

"I am Brenda Leigh of Badgeworth England." Her 
voice became husky and her breath more laboured. 
"Tell me, where am I? What is this place?" 
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Alone in the cell lit only by a radium lamp in this 
unnamed ancient city I smiled towards her. "I am your 
friend, Brenda Leigh, while I am alive I shall do all I 
can to get you away from here, but first let me try to 
explain." She settled down to listen, a calmness came 
over her startled face. 

"You are on Mars, Brenda Leigh, known by the in-
habitants as Barsoom. This world is dying, the oxygen 
replenished by an atmosphere plant. You have met the 
green men, some of them are friendly, others, like our 
captors, are not but this world is also populated by more 
human-like people, the red men who look like myself, 
then there is the white race and the black, just like on 
earth, and at the north pole there is a yellow race. 

"Most of these people may treat you with suspicion 
but not like these green men who would be considered 
barbarians on earth." 

"But you say you are an American, but your skin is red?" 
"A simple dye, Brenda, for the red race is dominant 

on Barsoom and it suits me to be one of them. If we can 
escape you will find many friends in Helium so do not 
give up yet, we can vanquish the green men." 

"How did I get here John Carter, I can't believe that I 
am on Mars." 

"Tell me what you remember, Brenda." 
"I caught a plane from Gatwick to Edinburgh, in 

June I think." She put her hand to her forehead. "It 
seems so long ago. Yes, it was June, I'm sure of it. 
Something went wrong, the plane came down. I re-
member there was very little panic. There was an ex-
plosion and I passed out. When I awoke I was on the 
ground. It was dark and smoke filled the air. I tried to 
rise but I couldn't, part of the plane lay across my chest 
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and body. I knew I was dying for I could not feel any-
thing; voices, I heard voices in the darkness. They were 
all around me but they did not see me. I don't know 
how long I lay there, it seemed an eternity. I could see 
the stars above me through the thinning smoke and 
one stood out from the others. When I awoke I was 
here, but I thought it was all a dream. 

"In my dream I woke naked on this alien world sur-
rounded by a barren landscape, under my feet was a 
moss-like vegetation. I tried to walk but found myself 
leaping into the air. Then these things that you call green 
men found me. They placed a rope of some type about 
my waist and pulled me after them. I tried to walk but I 
could not and their laughter filled me with fear. 

"There were two red men like yourself with them, 
one tried to escape and was killed; it is his clothes that 
I wear. They removed them and threw them to me, 
laughing continuously. I was ashamed to dress this 
way but now I do not care, I wanted only death or to 
wake from this nightmare, but you tell me this is no 
dream, that it is real. Does that mean I have to die to be 
released from it?" 

"I do not know how to answer you, Brenda. I thought 
I died on earth and materialised here, perhaps your 
own body on earth or Jasoom as we call it here, is dead 
or in some suspended sleep where your subconscious 
has taken form here. I am not sure. I do know that I can 
travel back to earth now if I wished and escape the 
green men but I would not desert you. Perhaps one day 
you, too, can travel like me between the planets, but for 
now I suggest you stay very much alive while we de-
cide on how to escape from here, for indeed you will 
find many friends here. Whatever the fate of your other 
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self on Jasoom you can do nothing, but believe me this 
world is very much as real as earth." 

"It is strange, John Carter. Part of the unreal atmos-
phere of this place, that I can understand the language of 
the green men though I do not know the meaning of 
many of their words, their leader asked how I was 
known but called me Brendara. I guess he could not pro-
nounce my name, or perhaps he didn't care. Since I have 
been here I have managed to overcome my balance prob-
lem and now I do not have any difficulty walking." 

"Brendara suits you, tell me how long have you 
been here?" 

"I counted the days up to 200, John Carter. Since then I 
have not bothered; many days the green ones were on 
the move and I was not molested, other times like now 
they seem to take great pleasure in torturing me, and it 
seems to me that lately they seem to take a lash to me 
without provocation. They seem to do it just for pleasure 
and I wished only for death. Can we escape from here, 
John Carter? Can we get away from this nightmare?" 

"We will try, Brendara, and we will succeed. Oth-
erwise death will take us, but not without a fight for 
we still live. Never give up hope. Remember also that 
here on Barsoom you are much stronger than on earth. 
You are as strong as any of the green men. It takes but 
courage and ability, you could best any one of them." 

"I have not tried, John Carter. They are so huge and 
strong. I was afraid but with you here beside me I shall 
not give up. If you say we must fight then fight we will. 
Tell me about yourself, John Carter. How long have you 
been here? How did the green ones capture you?" 

"I have been here a very long time, Brendara. I live 
in Helium many haads away. I have children and a 
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grand-daughter. My Princess, my wife, is visiting our 
daughter now. I came here by accident seeking soli-
tude. It was an impulse that made me enter this city. 
Now I know why. It was because some inner sense 
told me that something important lay in this ancient 
place, and that was you." 

We talked on for a long time, how long I do not know. 
Food was brought to us several times, but always there 
were three green men, two with swords drawn and no 
opportunity arose to escape; but it must have been sev-
eral days as my leg strengthened and was back to normal 
when the green men again approached our prison. 

We lay sleeping on some filthy furs the green men 
had thrown into our prison some days earlier. The 
startled sound of a ulsio awoke me then a rush of air as 
if a lash was thrown back. Instantly I knew and leapt 
towards the sound. I was right, the green man stood 
inside our prison, his lash drawn back to torture us, 
with a sound of mirthless laughter beginning to break 
from his throat. I hit him squarely on the jaw then in 
the mid section and as his two companions tried to en-
ter, swords drawn, I swung him by one arm into them 
knocking all three over. 

Brendara scrambled to her feet as I lay into them 
with a fury I had not experienced for a long time. As 
the three tried to rise I was upon them with my fists 
flying onto their jaws and chests. Behind me Brendara 
brandished a low stool and swung it onto the head of 
one of our assailants knocking him down and she let 
her anger and fear run free as she vanquished him 
with several blows of the stool. 

"Here, John Carter!" she cried. I turned as she hurled 
me the green man's blade. Just in time did I snatch it 
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up as one of our attackers drew and swung his sword 
at my head. I easily parried the blow, then twisting my 
blade I beat his back and thrust my point into his chest. 
As he fell the remaining warrior drew his short sword 
and stabbed at my side. I leapt forward fending off his 
stroke and before he could rise I sent his blade flying 
through the air to land at Brendara's feet then I 
smashed the hilt onto the side of his head and he fell 
back unconscious. 

"Can you wield a blade, Brendara?" 
"I can try, John Carter, but I'm afraid I won't be 

much help." 
"Come, we must get away from here." But as we turned 

to leave we heard the sounds of many footfalls coming 
our way and then the yells of the green men. Within mo-
ments they were upon us, dozens of the green horde 
brandishing their blades and yelling their fearsome way 
cry. Brendara, stepped back against the corridor wall and I 
could see that she thought death was imminent. 

Chapter 3 
"Fear not, Brendara. Would you prefer to die under 

the lash or fighting your enemies?" Then before she 
could reply they were upon us. 

The green men could only attack three abreast for 
the corridor outside our prison was not very wide. 
They must have thought that it would only take them 
moments to overpower me and then kill us, but they 
soon learnt their mistake. 

I positioned myself in the middle of the corridor 
and there I wove a net of steel about us. The green men 
could not pass by me to attack Brendara and from the 
corner of my eye I saw her blade strike out from be-
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hind me at our attackers and I smiled when she drew 
blood on one sword arm. 

I sent one blade flying and pierced his vitals on the 
return stroke. I half severed the wrist of his companion 
beside him then, as he cried out, knocked aside the 
blade of the other and drove my point through his arm. 

As the first line of attackers fell more green men 
leapt into their place. The first fell clutching his vitals 
with a cry of anguish. His fellows fared little better as I 
sent one sword arm flying through the air and ran my 
blade across the other's chest. He fell back for a mo-
ment, dropping his blade. But the masses of green men 
seemed endless. There could only be one outcome, but 
another idea occurred to me. 

"Back, Brendara!" Clasping her hand, we ran down 
the corridor as the green men stepped over their fallen 
comrades. 

We had but a moments head start as we raced 
deeper into the labyrinth beneath the Jeddak's palace. 
We followed the corridor lit intermittently by radium 
lamps. Behind us we heard the green men cursing and 
rushing after us. "What lies ahead, John Carter? How 
can we escape this way?" 

"I do not seek escape yet, Brendara." Then we came to a 
corner in the corridor and beyond lay the prize I sought. 

With a terrible roar the banth leapt from the bones 
of the red man towards us, but he was restrained by a 
large metal chain looped over a strong rod in the wall. 

Brendara of Badgeworth cried out in fear at sight of 
the lion, her hands flying to cover her face. "He cannot 
harm us yet, Brendara. See, he is tethered to the wall." 

Behind us the footfalls were becoming louder. "I am 
going to leap over the lion, Brendara. You must follow 
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me." Her eyes were wide with fear as the lion roared 
fearlessly only yards away. 

"No, I can't!" She drew back. 
"You must, remember we still live. You must follow 

me then gain the shadows behind the beast." 
I saw that she could not do the leap alone. The green 

men would be upon us at any moment. 
"Come," and grasping her arm up high near her 

shoulder, "close your eyes and leap." We ran towards 
the lion and together we leapt above its snarling head. 

I supported Brendara as we landed. Her eyes 
showed the fear she felt as she trembled so near the 
large carnivore. The banth swung around, momentar-
ily confused, but before it could move towards us the 
green men charged into view and their war cries ech-
oed throughout the corridor. 

Now the lion turned towards the oncoming green 
horde. I leapt in with my sword raised and lifted the 
chain over its securing bolt, the lion was free. 

The banth reacted as I hoped it would. It leapt 
amongst the green men with savage fangs and a titanic 
roar. As I gained Brendara's side I saw that she still trem-
bled but her eyes held mine steadily. "The banth shall 
help us," and I smiled to reassure her. "Come, there may 
be a way to get around the green men if we go deeper 
into the labyrinth, for now is not the time to die when 
fortune is smiling on us." I grasped a radium lamp from 
the wall and we ran ahead into the blackness of the cor-
ridor, our lamp casting its feeble light ahead of us, and 
behind came the sounds of death and destruction. 

As we went deeper into the labyrinth of tunnels the 
sounds of conflict became more distant, then ceased 
altogether. "The banth is dead." 
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"How do you know, John Carter?" 
"Even such a beast as the lion cannot stand up 

against so many green warriors, but it has given us 
some respite and put us ahead of the horde." 

"Do you think they will follow?" 
"I'm sure they will, especially after losing so many 

warriors." I cast the lamp in front of us. I occasionally 
marked the wall with the point of my blade, as low as 
possible to the stone floor so that it would be more dif-
ficult for the green men to see and to ensure that we 
too could find our way back again if needed. 

For more than a zode we walked down the musty 
corridors. Always I tried to keep to what appeared the 
main one. Several times we had to backtrack as most 
lead to other ancient dungeons containing the decay of 
centuries. Others which seemed might lead us back to 
where we began ended in solid walls of stone; still oth-
ers were less hospitable and seemed to go deeper un-
derground. These I gave a wide berth to, always ahead 
of our light we could hear the scurrying sounds of ul-
sios as they sought the darkness; now again we fol-
lowed the best apparent way. 

"How could the green ones find us, John Carter? 
Surely we are safe here but if there is no other way out 
we will have to go back, if we can find the way." 

"The green men will bring on their calots. They are like 
hunting dogs on earth, Brendara. Though I have marked 
the way as secretly as I could they shall emblazon the 
walls for their own use. They will not become lost." 

"How long do you think we have?" 
"I do not know, but soon we will have to turn back, 

we may have to hide on one of the dungeons and hope 
the calots pass by and then ...." 
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"Look, John Carter!" whispered Brendara of Badge-
worth. Ahead of us was a faint white light beyond the 
glow of our radium lamp. "what could it be?" whis-
pered the girl from Jasoom. 

"There is only one way to find out. We shall have to 
investigate for we have little to lose." Our radium lamp 
turned down low, we crept ahead in the near darkness 
towards the soft white glow. 

Slowly we rounded a curve in the corridor and Bren-
dara gasped, one hand I held her about her waist, the 
other over her mouth and I felt the hair rising on the 
back of my neck. Thirty feet away was a stone arch. The 
white glow emanated from something that stood beside 
it. The something appeared to be a man. The glow came 
from his whole body which was dressed in some an-
cient harness and headdress that I had not seen before. 
The eyes stared ahead towards us, seemingly unseeing, 
his two hands lay on the hilt of a long sword, the point 
of which rested between his sandalled feet. 

Between us and the figure lay the ancient bones of a 
dozen people, no clothing remained on the bodies save their 
weapons which all seemed of an incredible age, for the 
blades all had a curve in them and a notch in the centre. 

"I am afraid," whispered the girl from Jasoom, "let 
us go back." 

"My instincts tell me the green men will not be far 
behind us. We must take a chance that archway may 
lead us to freedom." 

"But what of that?" 
"Stay here, I will find out." 
"And should you die, John Carter, what will happen 

to me then? There is nothing for me but death, though 
death may be my salvation." 
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"Come then, if an opportunity arises then run 
through the archway ..." 

"Not without you, John Carter. I could not bear to 
live on this world without you. Should you die then so, 
too, will I." 

"Come then, and may our ancestors be with us." We 
walked into the glowing light towards the thing that 
was once a man. 

The moment we entered the white glow the thing 
by the door lifted up its head and spoke in a hollow 
voice. "The Jeddak Pthor Tommas of Zarras has de-
creed that none shall pass through the arch to the 
quays. Return whence you came or die." The thing 
raised its sword over its right shoulder and advanced 
two paces towards us. "Retreat or die. Retreat or die." 

"Stay behind me." I leapt forward to face the thing 
from the past. 

Our blades clashed in a shower of sparks. Back and 
forth we moved. Twice I pierced its body with my 
blade and each time it had no effect on the spectre. The 
eyes of the image appeared unseeing, it followed me 
with some unknown reasoning, as if it alone felt my 
presence and followed that source of my being. 

I feigned again and lunged my blade through its 
heart, but the thing did not falter. Again my sword 
passed through its shoulder and arm to no effect, its 
body was not real but the sword it swung was. 

Whenever it moved too far from the arch it seemed 
to lose its vitality as if I had moved out of its danger 
zone. When I pressed it closer it fought stronger. I 
pressed forward my attack driving the thing aside 
from the arch with the weight of my blade. "Run, 
Brendara! Run down the corridor. I will join you soon." 
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With the radium lamp held out in front of her, she 
passed behind me and through the arch. "Hurry, John 
Carter, for I will not go without you." She stood just 
beyond the arch. 

The creature attacked me with renewed vigour as 
Brendara passed through the arch. It took all my skill 
to keep the blade from passing me. The thing seemed 
to have little skill, for I could easily have killed it a 
dozen times, except it could not be killed. It was this 
ability to be undying that enabled it to kill its adversar-
ies and not its skill with the blade. It had but to wear 
them down and then deliver the coup de grace. 

I backed into the arch with the man-thing pressing 
me furiously. Several times my own blade passed 
through its body to no avail, but as I tired the thing 
pressed harder and I knew that I must vanquish it 
soon or else we may both become more of its victims. 

I slowly backed away before the onslaught of the 
ghostly guardian of the arch, for the closer it came to the 
arch the stronger it became. Stroke by stroke we 
matched each other. Perspiration flowed across my 
forehead, shoulders and sword arm. "John Carter!" cried 
Brendara behind me as if sensing my defeat. I pressed 
forward in one last attempt to vanquish our enemy. 

Faster and faster I swung my blade so that the appa-
rition had no time to attack. Now I did not try to kill 
the undying man-thing but struck repeatedly at the 
ancient weapon, not glancing blows but I smashed at 
that curved blade with all my might and it broke un-
der the strain as I hoped it would. 

The ancient guardian of the arch stabbed at me with 
the sword hilt but I brought my blade down with a 
vengeance and shattered the hilt in its ghostly hand. 
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Weaponless, it gave out a cry of anguish and leapt at 
my throat, but the being had no body as my own 
sword had proven. It fell to the stone floor behind me 
and disappeared, its cry of defeat sounding through-
out the corridor, and then silence. 

"John Carter, I thought it was going to kill you. I 
could offer you no help." 

"You did help me, Brendara. Your presence here 
made me fight for the two of us. Without you I may 
have been overcome." 

Under the arch we looked at the deserted corridor. 
Only the ancient skeletons remained. "What was it, 
John Carter? How could it exist?" 

"It was once a man, Brendara. To me it would seem 
ages ago as the water receded that the Jeddak and his 
people left this city, probably to travel by ship across 
the mighty Throxeus to another shore. This poor soul 
was commanded to guard this arch and not let any 
more people through. Even when death claimed him 
his being stayed alive, somehow remembering his Jed-
dak's final command, and even in death it gripped the 
sword and somehow stayed alive. Breaking the blade 
broke its contact with reality. Anyhow that's my ex-
planation. 

"Come, let us hope this has not all been in vain." We 
turned under the arch. "Listen." In silence we paused, 
straining our ears for the sound I had heard. 

"What is it, John Carter?" 
The sound came again, far off, but unmistakenly 

that of a beast. "Calots. The green men have their 
hounds on our trail. Quickly, we must get out of here." 
We ran through the corridor beyond the arch, the light 
of our lamp pushing the blackness ahead of us. 
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It seemed that we ran for a long time, but in reality 
it could not have been more than a dozen xats. At last 
ahead we saw sunshine. We stopped at the entrance 
which was partially hidden by boulders. Beyond lay 
the vast scarlet sward of Barsoom. In the distance be-
hind us lay the dead city. We were now several haads 
from its centre; to our right lay the mountain on which 
I had landed my flier, it was our only hope though it 
meant returning towards the city. 

"This way, Brendara. Our only hope of escape lies in 
scaling the mountain before the green men overtake 
us. Once we get to my flier we will be safe, for Helium 
is only a few zodes away." Together we dashed to-
wards our objective which lay before us. 

We had gone only a haad when Brendara screamed, 
"John Carter, look!" She indicated to our right and I 
saw two green men mounted on their thoats. Each car-
ried a long spear and they commanded their mounts 
towards us, spears lowered. 

"Stay behind me, Brendara." The nearest was only a few 
thoat-lengths away, his spear pointed towards my chest. 

I leapt aside and struck his spear solidly with my long 
sword. The spear broke and the speed of his beast carried 
him past us. Then the second was almost on top of me. I 
struck his spear aside and leapt up at him, striking him 
on the side of his head with my sword hilt. We both 
crashed to the ground, his thoat running on riderless. 

He was up in an instant. Sword drawn, he rushed at 
me. Our blades met in a ring of steel. For several xats 
we clashed blades together before he lunged at me. I 
struck him in the side, wounding him. He lashed out 
with a vicious side cut but I leapt up high above his 
blade and, as he looked amazed at my ability, I struck 
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him on the left shoulder and he grimaced in pain. He 
struck out again and lunged at me. The pain on his 
face was frozen in death as I withdrew my blade from 
his vitals. At the sounds of conflict behind me I spun 
around and looked on in disbelief. 

Brendara had thrown the other green man across 
her shoulder and he landed heavily on the scarlet 
sward, now he drew his short sword and advanced up 
her. "No, John Carter. He is mine." At the sound of my 
name the warrior's eyes seemed taken aback but Bren-
dara struck him a solid blow to his sword arm with his 
broken spear and he cried out in pain. He was still 
clutching his sword when Brendara dropped her 
weapon, grasped his broken arm, and threw him 
across the sward where he staggered to his feet and 
ran towards his thoat which was close by. 

Even as he tried to mount his beast she struck him a 
blow to the head with the spear shaft and he fell beside 
his mount. Feebly he tried to rise and again she struck 
him and he fell unconscious before her onslaught. 

"You have done well, Brendara. You didn't tell me 
you could fight." 

"I cannot fight with a sword, John Carter, but I can fight 
with my hands or any other useful weapon," she smiled. 

"Come then." I commanded the green man's thoat to 
approach, for a moment it refused my mental com-
mands but within moments it stood beside me. Grasp-
ing Brendara about the waist I lifted her to the beast's 
back then leapt up myself behind her. 

"How do you control it, John Carter?" 
"The thoat is controlled by mental telepathy, Bren-

dara. Now let's hasten to the mountain peak." We rode 
off on the mount of the green men. 
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"What is it, John Carter, why have we stopped?" She 
followed my gaze to our left where three green men sat 
upon their thoats, their spears pointed high into the air. 

Chapter 4 
"We must escape them, John Carter! Why do we not 

move? You know they will kill us." 
The three green warriors rode their mounts towards 

us. I studied their metal. "They are not our enemies 
Brendara. They are not with the green men that seek us." 

"How do you know?" 
"Their metal is different. That is the design on their 

harness. It is not the same as our pursuers." 
He broke away from the other two even as recogni-

tion dawned upon me and I spurred our mount to meet 
him. "Kaor, John Carter! I thought it must be you." 

"Kaor, Tars Tarkas. By my ancestors what are you 
doing here?" 

"The Tharks are travelling, John Carter. We were 
seeking solitude from our companions when we saw 
you being attacked, but we were then too far to offer 
any assistance. What is the metal of your attackers?" 

"I have not had the opportunity to discover it, Tars 
Tarkas, but I feel that we should leave here quickly for 
the horde is encamped in the city yonder." At that mo-
ment Brendara screamed. A dozen green men and sev-
eral calots were running towards us from the tunnel, 
but worse still to our right came another dozen or more 
atop their thoats from the direction of the dead city. 

"Quickly" I cried as the four of us turned our 
mounts and swiftly rode back in the direction Tars 
Tarkas and his companions had come from. "Tars Tar-
kas, how far is the caravan of the Tharks?" 
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"Many haads, John Carter. I did not think I would 
be in this much of a hurry to return." A peel of mirth-
less laughter rolled from his throat. At the sound 
Brendara shivered and looked back at me. 

"They are friends, Brendara, the best friends you 
could have on Barsoom." 

The green men that had come from the tunnel had 
now stopped and behind us the others rode their mounts 
furiously trying to overtake us but we maintained our 
short head start, then further to our right came another 
horde of green men, only six or seven in number but they 
were closer than those behind. We rode as we have never 
ridden before. Tars Tarkas paved the way across the 
dead sea bottom. Skirting rocky outcrops we thundered 
on near silent hooves over the scarlet sward of Barsoom. 
The second horde failed to cut off our retreat. 

"They're not close enough," I smiled to Brendara, 
who hung onto the thoat for dear life. 

The smaller band fell in behind us. For a moment I 
looked back. They numbered about twenty all told, but 
they were not far behind. I hoped that the caravan of 
Tharks was not too far away. 

One of Tars Tarkas's companions broke away from 
us and surged forward alone, he was not fully grown 
and carried less weight than us. I realised that even the 
great Thark was worried when he would lessen our 
number to seek help from his people. 

A zode passed as we raced across the Barsoomian 
sward and I knew our mounts would not last much 
longer at this pace. Our own thoat's skin was lathered 
with sweat and its mouth was flecked with foam. Unless 
we stopped very soon our beasts would drop from under 
us and lessen our chance of fending off our assailants. 
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"Tars Tarkas, our mounts are done in. We must 
make a stand before we are driven into the ground." 

"You are right, John Carter. We can run no more." 
He pointed ahead to a small hillock. Behind us came 
the green men perhaps only a haad away. The time for 
a stand had come. 

Up the incline we rode our dying mounts. At the 
summit we released them, commanding them to move 
further away. "Tars Tarkas, this is, Brendara of Jasoom, 
who the green men held captive and threatened with 
death." 

The great Thark proffered one of his four hands. 
"All green men are not your enemies." He laid his 
sword at her feet. "Perhaps I can atone for the mis-
deeds of others." She took his hand in hers and re-
turned his blade. 

"Thank you, Tars Tarkas, I hope we have a long 
friendship." 

For the first time in my life I had misgivings. Then I 
took my short sword and handed it to her. "It would be 
better if you had a weapon, even one you cannot use 
well." As my eyes met those of Tars Tarkas I knew he 
agreed with me. This could very well be a fight to the 
death and we were in a very small minority. "You may 
need this as well." I handed her my knife. 

She turned the blade over in her hand and looked to-
wards me. "The green men will never take me again, John 
Carter, but while you live I shall stay the dagger from my 
heart, but should you fall then I will follow." I embraced 
her then, two Jasoomians on this far away world. 

"Be ready, my friends." I motioned Brendara in the 
centre of the circle manned by myself, Tars Tarkas and 
his companion. The green horde halted close by. 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

57 

"Garwoons," said Tars Tarkas in a low voice. I knew 
they were one of the many warlike hordes of green 
men that the red men had battled for centuries. 

They sat on their mounts their long spears held point-
ing towards us. I heard a command given. They dis-
mounted, drawing their long swords, there were about 
twenty of them, and they had us entirely surrounded like 
the Indians of Jasoom surrounding a wagon train. The 
ranks parted and he came forward, his long and short 
swords bared, a large green man wearing a red cloak. "I 
am Manus Marr, Jeddak of the Garwoons. Who are you, 
red man, that you defeat my warriors and cause me so 
much trouble? Tell me your name so that I may laugh 
when I recall it and how I killed you here on the open 
sward like a ulsio before the jaws of a hungry banth." 

"I am not a red man, Manus Marr, I am John Carter 
of Helium and there has not been hatched a green man 
who can take my blade." 

For a moment I saw doubt in his eyes, but I knew 
what he would do for he had committed himself in 
front of his companions. "Die, John Carter!" he yelled 
and struck his two blades at me. 

I had already stepped forward from the others to keep 
the fight between us alone. "Here, John Carter!" I turned 
to catch a short sword thrown by the great Thark. 

"John Carter!" cried Brendara as she struggled with 
the Thark to join me but I knew that Tars Tarkas 
would restrain her. 

My own blades struck out, deflecting those of the 
green Jeddak. He slashed and parried confidently but I 
matched every stroke he made and sliced my long 
blade across his shoulder. He cursed and struck his 
blades harder against mine. I pinned his short sword 
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to the ground with my own. We struck at each other 
with our long blades, then he drew his dagger with his 
second right arm. He lunged the blade forward and I 
arced my blade down, severing his hand. He cried out 
in pain and drove his long blade down while forcing 
his short sword upwards. 

His short sword cut deeply into my right leg, high on 
the thigh. He voiced a victorious cry, but in wounding 
me he opened up his side for an instant. I ran my blade 
across his vitals and into his side almost to the hilt. His 
cry of victory was cut short into a howl of rage and pain. 

He staggered back and I followed him. Crashing my 
blade strongly against his, he cried out and smashed 
his long sword down, breaking my short sword in two. 
In that instant I drove my long sword through his 
chest. He staggered for a moment, dropping his 
blades, then fell heavily to the sward. 

"Surrender Manus Marr, I will spare your life if you 
let us go free." 

He turned his head towards his companions. They 
still encircled us but now at a greater distance. "Kill 
them all!" he cried as he collapsed onto his elbows. His 
companions cried out and advanced to cut us down. 

Within moments I scooped up his fallen short 
sword and resumed my defensive position. "You are 
hurt, John Carter." I saw the look of horror on her face. 

"Our trip to Helium may be postponed," I said to 
Brendara. "Take up your blade, for now we must fight 
for our lives." 

"Do not let them take me, John Carter. Promise me 
that. I do not have the courage to use your knife." 

For a moment I looked her in the eyes. "I will do 
what must be done, I promise you." 
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Tars Tarkas nodded his head saying, "Only over my 
fallen body will they reach you." 

Then we held up our blades as the Garwoons at-
tacked. "Remember," I cried, "we still live!" 

To the right and left I lay about me as I was assailed 
by three green warriors. I wove my blade into a net of 
steel that theirs could not penetrate. Faster and faster I 
drove it and then in an instant I drove my short sword 
through the defences of one piercing his shoulder, but as 
he fell back wounded, others leapt in to take his place. 

Behind me I could hear the clash of blades of my 
companions but there was no time to help them. Now I 
parried five blades off my own and my long sword 
whistled through the Barsoomian air striking one in the 
arm and another in his vitals, but even as they fell more 
leapt into the void they created. Another cried out as 
my blade pierced his throat, then I felt the taste of steel 
grazing my side and shoulder and I felt my own short 
sword strike home into the vitals of another Garwoon. 

All around us came the sounds of the victorious and the 
dying. No time did I have to assist Brendara or my loyal 
friend Tars Tarkas as my blade weaved its never ending web 
before me and against it fell four blades of the green horde, 
each trying to cut me down. Time seemed to go slowly as I 
fought against my attackers but I knew that perhaps only 
several xats had passed since the fight began. 

He cried out as I ran my blade through his chest and 
another's blade I sent flying before my sword found 
his heart. I returned to the defensive and fought back 
their two blades then running one through the side 
and the other through the shoulder. As they fell 
wounded I swung around in the moments respite to 
aid my friends and was horrified at the sight. 
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Brendara lay on the sward unmoving before me, her 
blade bloodied to the hilt. Beside her the great Thark, 
my loyal friend Tars Tarkas, had fallen to one knee, his 
four hands covering his bloodied shoulder and his 
body bearing many wounds. Beside him his compan-
ion lay dead, a sword thrust through his vitals and still 
embedded in his body. Around us they lay, the dead 
and the wounded. Not one of the Garwoons remained 
standing, even the Jeddak Manus Marr lay seemingly 
dead, crumpled on the sward, "Brendara!" 

I lifted her head and cradled her in my left arm. I 
brushed her hair from covering the side of her face. for 
a moment I was relieved to see she was still breathing, 
but then I realised the blood on her chest and lower 
body were from serious wounds. Her eyes opened as 
Tars Tarkas looked on close by. 

"John Carter, I did my best. I guess I won't see He-
lium after all." 

"Do not give up hope, Brendara. You will see the 
purple tower of Helium one day, I promise you." 

"Look!" cried Tars Tarkas and he pointed with a 
bloodied hand to the small ridge not far from us and a 
great foreboding came over me, more and more green 
men atop their thoats appeared, all with lances pointed 
towards us, all were Garwoons, in all perhaps five hun-
dred of them, slowly they made their way towards us. 

"What is it, John Carter? Everything seems dull be-
fore me and there is a roaring in my ears, is it the 
mighty Throxeus crashing waves nearby?" 

"The sun is disappearing, Brendara, and a strong 
wind is coming," but it was a lie for which my heart 
ached. How I wished I could help her but there was 
nothing I or anyone could do. But indeed I, too, could 
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hear a thundering sound and the great Thark swung 
his head around and pointed. Suddenly they ap-
peared, the Tharks had come. 

Into sight first came their huge zitidars, then the 
mounted green warriors atop their thoats, I looked on 
in awe at the sight as the whole horizon seemed to fill 
with their caravan. It seemed that every Thark was 
here and they numbered in their thousands. The 
mounted Tharks rode towards us. 

"Do you seen them, Brendara? Help has come." I 
turned towards the Garwoons to see them turn about, 
commanding their mounts to retreat. 

The smile on her face shocked me, "I hear them 
coming, John Carter. I am glad that you will live." 

I lowered my eyes wishing that somehow I could 
reassure her, that I could take her place. The green men 
of Thark divided as they raced past us, surrounding us 
in a sea of green warriors as they pursued the Gar-
woons over the low ridge. 

"I hear only silence now, John Carter. I am dying. Will 
this be the death I once longed for? Will I live again or 
will this be the real death? Kiss me quick, John Carter." 

I kissed Brendara of Jasoom on the lips. 
The great Thark, clutching his wound, knelt on one 

knee beside us. Brendara's eyes closed. Her head 
slumped to one side and I could not suppress the tears 
that came to my eyes. Somehow I felt I should have 
been able to save her. 

Tars Tarkas placed his hand on my shoulder. "She is 
gone, John Carter. She was a warrior, for I saw her de-
fending your back when I could not." 

Then I picked up the girl from Badgeworth. "You 
shall yet reach Helium, Brendara." 
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I carried her body towards the Thark caravan now 
close by. By my side walked my loyal companion Tars 
Tarkas. In silence we reached our goal when the Thark 
spoke again. "Look, John Carter, look!" 

As I again looked upon the peaceful face of Bren-
dara, I saw her body begin to vanish before my very 
eyes. Then she was gone. 

"Where has she gone, John Carter? By my ancestors 
she was dead!" Thark spread two arms in bewilderment. 

"I believe her being has returned to Jasoom, Tars Tar-
kas. Whether she is alive there or dead I do not know." 
The mighty Thark placed an arm about my shoulder. 

The caravan halted until all the warriors had re-
turned about a zode later, the Garwoons having fled 
before their might. "Join us my friend, your company 
would be most welcomed." 

"Thanks, Tars Tarkas, but no. I will return to my 
ship and then to Helium. I cannot thank you enough. 
Your presence saved our lives. Kaor, my friend, until 
we meet again." 

"Kaor, John Carter." 
The moons of Barsoom had risen as I rode the Thark 

thoat back towards the ancient city. My wounds had 
been bandaged by the Tharks but I had never felt so 
solemn or depressed in all my days on Barsoom. 
Somehow I felt I had lost part of myself when the girl 
from Jasoom had died. 

My mood changed back and forth rapidly between 
anger and anguish. At times I sought for the Garwoons. 
I would have fought them all to the death, and other 
times I sought solitude in a grief I could not explain. I 
did not meet the green men and pictured them now far 
away, then there rose before me the ancient spires of the 
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dead city and the mountain where my flier lay. It 
seemed that only a few xats had passed when I began to 
climb the rocky slope until I stood beside my flier, but 
still my brooding would not desert me. 

I walked to the edge overlooking the city where I 
had found adventure, but now I cared not. As if on an 
impulse, I looked to the stars now shining brightly as 
Cluros and Thuria were now absent in the night sky. 
Out there was Jasoom. I let my mind flow free. I felt a 
moment of extreme cold and blackness as I crossed the 
great void of space to my home world. 

 Conclusion 
My heart skipped a beat as I opened the door and 

crossed slowly towards the hospital bed, all around lay 
electrical equipment measuring the life force of the pa-
tient, I crossed more slowly now towards the figure 
and felt a great burden lift from my shoulders as I 
again peered into that once smiling face. 

Her eyes opened and were startled at my presence. 
"Who are you?" she whispered. 

I took off the coat that concealed my attire and stood 
before her in my fighting harness. "I am your friend, 
Brendara of Jasoom." 

"John Carter!" she screamed as she tried to rise and I had 
to forcefully restrain her to keep her from injuring herself. 

"So, Brendara of Jasoom, you live after all. Wait un-
til the Thark learns you are still alive." 

"John Carter, I thought you were but a dream and 
those four armed green giants on Mars could not be 
real. Tell me it was a dream. Tell me it was not real." 

"Brendara of Badgeworth, you have crossed the 
blackness of space and lived on Barsoom. There you are 
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remembered with fondness and honour and should you 
ever return, you will have many friends and the city of 
Helium will welcome you as one of her own." 

"Thank you, John Carter, but how did you find me?' 
From my coat lying on her bed I pulled forth a 

newspaper. "It is all here, Brendara, the crash and 
where the survivors went." From outside came the 
sounds of hurrying footfalls. "People have heard your 
scream, Brendara. I must leave but one day we will 
meet again." Then I took out my knife and drove in 
into her bedside table. "Never doubt you have been to 
Barsoom. Kaor, Brendara of Badgeworth" and as I felt 
the cold and blackness of space I heard her last words. 
"Farewell John Carter, I will never forget you." 

High up on the mountain above the ancient city I 
leapt for joy then strode towards my flier. Soon, very 
soon, I would be back in Helium and hold my Princess 
in my arms again. 

Back in a hospital room on Jasoom, Brenda Leigh 
dreamed of the red planet, of four armed green men 
and heroic sword fights as she stood behind one of 
Mars' greatest swordsmen. Even a ghost from the past 
could not vanquish him. She dreamed of scarlet 
swards and massive beasts and above her the moons 
of Mars shining down, then her eyes sparkled as they 
alighted on his bejewelled dagger driven into her side 
table. "One day I will see you again John Carter, one 
day I will return to your Barsoom." 

the end 
 

Indeed Brendara does return to Barsoom in 'Return of the 
Jasoomian' 
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1992 Return of the Jasoomian 

28 April 1992 - 12 August 1992 
The motorway into London seemed devoid of cars at 

this busy time but I guess the inclement weather was a 
contributor to this as heavy rain again lashed our wind-
screen and Andrew slowed the mazda to 90kph. 

"Brenda, are you sure you have to attend the meet-
ing tonight? Can't you sign the papers tomorrow?" 

"It has to be tonight Andrew, all the team members 
must sign or miss out on the games. I've trained very 
hard for the past 2 years, I don't want to miss out now." 

"Fencing! You sure can pick them. Before your acci-
dent you never had held a sword before in your life, 
but at least you know you never went to Mars." 

"Let's not discuss it Andrew." 
"You know Brenda, if Dr Talivar had not admitted 

to putting that knife in your bedside table you'd still be 
going on about your sojourn to Mars." 

"He said it was a prank. I hate him for it but some-
times I still wonder." 

"You're not serious! You're not going to tell me John 
Carter is real." 

"He was once. Did I tell you I searched through the 
civil war records? He was there, a Captain in the Con-
federacy, decorated too." 

"And did you find out how he got to Mars? Really, 
Brenda." 

"The last piece of information I found had him pros-
pecting with a Captain James Powell. Did you know 
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the apaches killed Powell? No trace of John Carter was 
ever found." 

"That's because he went to Mars. I wish you'd forget 
all this, Brenda—" 

"What's that Andrew?" For a moment I saw a dark 
shadow ahead of us. 

The shadow came rapidly closer. "It's a car, Brenda, 
on the wrong side of the motorway." 

I clutched the dashboard as Andrew threw the 
Mazda sideways, the tyres screaming under maximum 
brakes, but the unlit vehicle loomed before us. "Look 
out!" Then there was a shattering crash and my whole 
body was shocked at the impact. I could not see or feel 
anything, but I knew death loomed as our car finally 
came to a halt. I knew this was the end, death was but 
a moment away. 

Time seemed to stand still. A voice echoed through 
my head, calling my name over and over. I felt cold 
and shivered. I tried to reach out. I thought I saw a red 
star before me in a blackened sky, then a warmness 
spread through me, I opened my eyes to look upon the 
scarlet and ochre moss vegetation that could only be 
Mars. I knew it had been real! I knew John Carter 
lived, then blackness again overtook me. 

How long I lay upon the sward I will never know. I 
awoke, above me in the day sky were the moons of 
Mars, Cluros and Thuria. I smiled at them, they were 
old friends. Slowly I stood on shaky feet, dizzy for a 
moment, then the world stood still and I looked down 
at my nakedness. Some things never change. One day, 
yes one day when I was as experienced as John Carter, 
I would travel between the worlds, but with my 
clothes on. 
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First I would need food, perhaps water if I could 
find any on this strange world, then a harness and 
weapons; then Helium wherever it lay, and then John 
Carter. Would he be pleased to see me? Would his 
Princess, his wife, accept me as a friend and not a 
competitor for her husband? My feelings were a mess 
inside of me. I loved John Carter. How much I was not 
sure. 

My tasks lay in front of me. The most daunting was 
to find Helium. It could be anywhere, in any direction. 
I shrugged my shoulders and began to walk towards 
low mountains in the distance. Beneath my naked feet 
the sward of Mars, Barsoom as John Carter called it, 
was soft and pleasant to walk upon. 

"John Carter, I swore I would return one day. I have, 
but I fear I have died the real death. This life is all I 
have now and should I lose it again it will be forever. 
But I shall not lose it again!" 

By the time I reached the low range of mountains 
darkness had come over the world, or my part of it. 
The moons had not risen and the landscape was black 
in all directions with just a paleness of light on the ho-
rizon. Beside a boulder I lay on the sward and it gave 
me some comfort and warmth. It did not take me long 
to fall asleep and I dreamed of a hungry lion, a banth, 
softly hunting the dark landscape looking for prey. 
The lion crouched atop the boulder on its ten sturdy 
legs staring fixedly at me with those green eyes. Sud-
denly it roared and leapt upon me. I covered my face 
and rolled aside coming awake instantly and more 
than thankful that it was only a dream, but I knew it 
could easily happen. I must find a weapon soon before 
this nightmare became a reality. 
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The sun had risen and I looked upon a warm fresh 
new day on my new world. With steady feet and a de-
termined mind I walked cautiously towards a rise be-
yond the range. Before I made the rise I heard voices, 
human voices, raised in anger. I crept silently over the 
sward and peered over the rise. Before me the sward 
sloped down gently to water, a canal which stretched 
to the horizon. Beside the canal stood three red men. 
Without warning one grabbed and pinned the arms of 
one while his companion drove his sword into his vi-
tals. Shocked, I could only watch this assassination on 
Barsoom as his body fell crumpled to the sward. 

Suddenly one of the assassins shouted and pointed 
in my direction. Within moments they were both run-
ning with swords drawn towards my hiding place. 
Quickly I turned and ran between several boulders 
that lay strewn around the base of the low mountain. I 
held my breath as they appeared. I had not returned to 
Barsoom to have my dreams ended here on this barren 
sward when I had the world to see. 

The two separated. As one came my way I crouched to 
the side and behind a large boulder. He was almost oppo-
site me when I leapt the dozen feet separating us. My 
sudden appearance startled him. He cried out and raised 
his blade but he was too late. I bashed his head with a rock 
and he fell sprawling to the ground. But his companion 
had heard and called to him as he approached. 

"What is wrong, Evann Sahl? Do you hear me?" 
I retrieved his fallen long sword, then climbed a 

near boulder. I leapt before the startled assassin. John 
Carter had said great advantages can be won by carry-
ing the fight to the enemy. I hoped he was right. I 
swung my blade at his head. He parried my stroke just 
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in time, a look a surprise and fear on his face. But the 
fearful look soon disappeared when he realised he 
only had one person to kill, and that person was I, a 
naked woman armed only with a sword. 

A smile now showed on his face as he drove me 
back amid a furious assault, for the blade I carried was 
heavier than those I had used on Earth. It took almost 
half a minute to gauge its balance. A new look came up 
his swarthy features, that of lustful triumph, but he 
smiled too soon as I matched every stroke he made. 
Then in a frantic attempt to finish me he suddenly 
froze, his eyes fell to his vitals and his hands clutched 
at my blade driven to the hilt into his mid-section. 
Without a sound he fell dead before me. 

I heard a rush of feet 
on the sward and turned 
just in time as my first 
opponent ran at me from 
behind with his short 
sword drawn back over 
his shoulder. My blade 
whistled sideways 
through the air cutting 
deep across his stomach 
and his death cry pierced 
the still air as his blade 
fell from his lifeless 
fingers. I leaned against a 
boulder for support. My body was shaking. I still lived! I 
had vanquished my enemies and lived and I knew noth-
ing short of death would stop me reaching Helium now. 

I removed the harness of my last attacker, he was 
nearer my size than the other. Now once more I wore 
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the harness of a man, as ill-fitting as it was it covered 
some of my nakedness. I retrieved a short sword and 
knife and placed them in their sheaths in the harness 
and now I surveyed my appearance. Back on Earth I 
would be arrested for being bare breasted but here I 
was fully clothed. Anything more would be out of 
place and draw unwanted attention. 

From my harness I drew forth several food capsules and 
consumed these as I walked down the incline towards the 
red man whom the assassins had slain. As I stood over him 
his eyes opened and I jumped back startled. 

"I heard a fight and a cry of death." 
I bent over him. "Your assassins are dead. They 

cannot hurt you now." 
"I am Valtar Sarn, son of Zail Parass. I must return to our 

farm." He coughed up much blood. "Will you help me?" 
"Yes, of course. How far is your farm—in which di-

rection?" I held him forward, my arm around his neck. 
He raised his arm and pointed. "About twenty haads 

in that—" then his head fell forward. He too was dead. 
"A promise is a promise, Valtar Sarn. I will return 

you to your family though you will not know it." 
I stood quickly as I heard a rustle on the sward. Not 

far away I saw the thoats of the assassins. They were 
not as large as the green mens beasts but otherwise 
similar in appearance. I commanded the nearest to ap-
proach but it seemed to take a long time before it over-
came its fear of me and finally stood by my side, 
though I noticed its flanks shook with fear. I placed 
Valtar's body across its back and used one arm to 
steady him. I commanded the beast forward and 
slowly we traversed the Barsoomian landscape beside 
the red mans' canal of precious water. 
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Hours seem to have passed. How far was twenty 
haads? It seemed a long way. Overhead Cluros shone 
down in the day sky as I trekked on, returning Valtar's 
body to his family. Bordering both sides of the canal 
grew fruit bearing trees. They were laid out in groves. 
Obviously the trees were planted as some kind of crop. 
Further along, in the distance, I saw a strange structure. I 
saw that what had seemed a bird house on a stilt was in 
fact a home atop of tall metal column. The house was at 
least 30 feet from the ground, even a mounted green man 
could not reach it. But now the landscape darkened, the 
sun slowly disappearing over the horizon. I knew I 
would not reach the house until dark, for it still lay per-
haps two miles away and set back a little from the canal. 

The night sky was naked save the myriad of stars 
shining down. The moons of Mars had not yet risen 
when I heard a sound and turned around. It was a low 
humming noise. I commanded the thoat to halt. The 
sound came from above and I turned my gaze sky-
wards. A dark shadow passed close by only a few 
dozen feet above the sward. As it passed, perhaps fifty 
feet away, it blocked out the stars and I saw its shape 
as some kind of ship. Was it a craft from Helium? Was 
John Carter on board? 

The ship was large, but apart from it seeming to be 
bullet shaped I could not make out any distinctive fea-
tures. It soon passed on ahead of me, its engines mak-
ing only a low humming sound. If it had passed me a 
little further away I doubted I would have heard it at 
all. I followed its direction as it, too, seemed to be 
headed towards the house which was the only source 
of light on the Barsoomian landscape. Would it stop 
there or pass on? Soon I would know. 
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As I drew near the house I saw the ship had indeed 
landed beside the balcony, but I felt uneasy, there was 
something unsettling about this nocturnal visit. I com-
manded the thoat to halt and quickly placed Valtar's 
body on the sward. I leapt for the side of the house. Only 
because my leap was instinctive did I make it, my fingers 
clutched the edge and swiftly I pulley myself up and 
over the small single rail that surrounded the balcony. 

The doorway before me was open. From inside 
came a cry of death and the sounds of conflict. With 
my short sword in hand I entered the house and saw 
an appalling sight. Just inside a red woman lay dead in 
a pool of blood in what was a long room. A red man 
fell beside her. His antagonist, a strange creature look-
ing both human and inhuman was withdrawing his 
bloodied blade from his vitals. At a glance I saw two 
other red men fighting to the death against more of 
these strange foes. 

There were six of the things that I knew must have 
come from the ship and as the nearest attacked me, I 
wondered if they were from Barsoom at all. I threw up 
my blade and parried its stroke. Again and again our 
blades clashed. Then another joined it and I found my-
self battling two foes while the red men battled against 
three. In a fierce exchange of swordplay I drew blood 
on the shoulder of one and pierced the chest of the 
other. As he fell the other assailant replaced him and in 
that split second lull I saw another foe and a red man 
fall. now there were but two of us and four of them. I 
threw up my blade in a fierce defence as my two as-
sailants sought to cut me down. 

John Carter's words came to me again. "Surprise 
will often bring success where otherwise lies defeat." 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

73 

They expected to cut me down at any moment, but 
they did not expect me to resist much longer. I redou-
bled my efforts and smashed their blades aside in a 
flurry of swordplay. I attacked them—it was win or 
die and I lunged at them my steel licking at their 
throats. One fell back, his sword arm dripping dark 
blood, then I drove my blade into the mid-section of 
the other. As he died I pushed him into his companion 
and I withdrew my blade. Before he could fend off my 
stroke I ran him through the chest. 

Now one of the two battling my ally turned and 
saw their victory was becoming defeat. He turned and 
ran towards another door further along the balcony. 
My companion cried out and I saw his blade knocked 
from his grasp. I saw death in his eyes and I leapt 
twenty feet across the room and swung my blade at his 
attacker. Forcing his blade back, I lunged mine 
through his vitals. As he fell I rushed after the last in-
truder as my companion cried out "Wait!" But I could 
not stop as I saw him unfasten a securing line and leap 
onto a narrow sidewalk on the ship's side. Beyond lay 
an open door and his escape. In a rush of bloodlust I 
leapt a dozen feet to the sidewalk and slammed my 
blade down towards his surprised features. Only in 
time did he bring up his blade as I crashed mine again 
and again against him. With a thrust I pierced his heart 
or where his heart should have been. 

I turned for a moment. My companion stood alone 
on his balcony. The ship was now thirty feet away and 
increasing speed and height. With all my earthly 
strength I threw the securing line to him and saw him 
grasp it and hurl himself into space. I entered the ship 
which was lit by strange pulsing glows on the walls. I 
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leapt back, a blade cleaved the air where I had been 
but a split second ago. I attacked with all my might 
against the assassin, but he was fresh and I was tiring, 
the blade feeling heavy now in my hand. 

Back and forth we battled through the ship's eerie 
interior. I half expected other foes to appear, but I now 
sensed that this man, this thing, was the last. I also 
found I was being driven back, my strength was drain-
ing quickly from me. As our blades clashed yet again I 
pictured John Carter's face. I would not die yet, not be-
fore I had seen him and Helium. I drew upon some 
hidden reserve of strength to halt my retreat for a mo-
ment and pierced his defence wounding him in the 
shoulder. Then, as his stroke faltered, I slammed my 
blade towards his heart but he blocked the stroke and 
in the next moment I saw my blade fly from my hand. 
Death was a heartbeat away. 

He drew back his blade then his eyes widened. A 
sword appeared through his chest and he fell to the 
floor. Behind him stood the red man, his blade a black 
colour that matched the thing's dark blood. 

"You are astonishing!" He panted from his exertions. 
"You saved my life." 

"You saved mine, that makes us even." 
"I am Ralan Darr." He stooped to one knee before 

me and offered me his sword. 
How I loved this quaint Barsoomian custom. It 

brought back memories of John Carter. I could but 
smile and handed him his blade. "I am Brendara of 
Badgeworth. I come from a world you call Jasoom. 
Forgive me if I do not understand your ways." 

"I am told the great Warlord, John Carter came from 
Jasoom. I am honoured to know you."  
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I felt I was blushing. "What are they?" I indicated 
our fallen foe. 

"I do not know, I have never seen their like before, 
but it seems to be near death." 

Black blood seeped from its lipless mouth. Indeed the 
thing was part man and reptile. It was human in general 
form and wore a harness with one shoulder strap to 
support its sword belt. It was a dark red colour and had 
bristle-like dark hair on top of its head which grew also 
to halfway down its back. It had small ears and elon-
gated green eyes that seemed to have no lids; its nose 
was small and its mouth looked lizard-like and its entire 
body was covered in small scales that reminded me of 
reptiles of Earth. Its body was cool to touch. 

"We must check the ship for others." The search 
proved futile, there were no other creatures on board 
and the ship continued on its pilotless course. 

"The people in your house?" 
"They were my family, these things killed them all and 

would have killed me too if not for your intervention." 
"I am sorry." 
"It cannot be undone but we must find a way to re-

turn there." 
"Have you ever flown a ship, Ralan Darr?" My ques-

tion seemed to unnerve him. 
"I do not fly. I come from a line of farmers. I have no 

need to fly." 
"Then I suggest we are both about to learn some-

thing new." I could hardly suppress a grin when his 
face paled at the thought. 

We looked around us. Our search had revealed the 
ship was made of three compartments; the forward 
area where the pilot sat, the centre section where we 
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stood was the largest, and a rear area which I guessed 
was for sleeping. Each area was separated by curtains 
which seemed like reptile skin. The centre area also 
had some kind of gun on each side which protruded 
through the hull of the ship. Then it spoke. We turned 
around in unison, surprise on our faces, it sounded like 
a hollow piping voice that seemed to hiss at us. Horri-
fied I saw a long black tongue dart from its mouth. 

"We are dead but soon you will all die." It coughed 
up blood amid a hollow mirthless laugh. "We know of 
your world. Soon a thousand ships will arrive and de-
stroy you. Your world will be ours." It laughed again. 

"Ralan Darr, we must reach Helium and warn John 
Carter—" 

Another hollow toneless laugh came from the crea-
ture. "We know of your Helium," its breathing laboured. 
"It will be the first of your dwellings to be destroyed." 

I stood before the nightmare, my naked hands spread 
wide. "Who are you? Why do you want to destroy us?" 

"We are from the first planet!" 
"Mercury." 
"Rasoom" cried Ralan Darr. 
"We come to kill you because we can. Soon you will all 

be dead!" Then it leapt, arms outstretched for my throat. 
I fell backwards with a cry of alarm as those scaly 

hands choked the life from me. Even as I drew my knife 
I heard the swish of a blade. Its hands relaxed their 
death grip and it fell lifeless to the floor. Before me 
stood Ralan Darr, his sword dripping Mercurian blood. 

Quickly he came forward to stop me falling and we 
embraced. "My Princess," he whispered. 

"I am no princess, Ralan Darr, just a simple 
Jasoomian." 
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"You shall always be my Princess," then he kissed 
me on the cheek. 

"Ralan Darr, how far is Helium?" 
"The city is perhaps two thousand haads to the south 

of here. By thoat it would take us many, many days." 
"Then we have no choice. We must get there quickly 

or Barsoom will be lost to this terror." 
"What do you mean, Brendara?" 
"We must fly this ship to Helium and warn John 

Carter of the invasion!" 
"You must be joking! How could we fly it? It is from 

another world." 
"Then the sooner we learn the faster we will get there!" 
The Barsoomian stared wide-eyed. "Do you think 

you can fly this thing?" 
"At the moment, no, but I will soon learn for we 

have no choice." 
We moved forward to the nose of the ship. The nose 

of the ship was transparent and I could see everything 
in front of us. I sat at the controls, or what looked like 
the controls, for they were of no Earthly design. The 
controls seemed part of the ship. There were a dozen 
protuberances about six inches long, but what con-
trolled what was the question as the ship continued on 
what seemed a preset course. I gently moved every 
control in sight. They were slimy but dry to touch. The 
ship moved steadily and unerringly through the night 
sky no matter what I did. The ship refused to respond 
either in speed, height or direction. I had all but given 
up when I saw a small protuberance in the roof just 
above our heads. As I moved it the ship gave a slight 
quiver and slowed to a stop and began to drift gently 
in the breeze. 
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We were about to rejoice when suddenly the night 
sky seemed to explode. A bright circle of light appeared 
close to the ground some two or three miles away. Fas-
cinated, we watched in awe. A dark shape appeared 
within the circle of light, then more and more. 

"There must be dozens of those things." 
"But what are they Brendara?" 
I turned to my companion. "Ships, Ralan Darr. They 

are ships like this one. It is the invasion." Horrified, we 
watched them appear through the light and enter the 
surrounding darkness. 

"What's that?" Ralan Darr pointed to where the 
ships entered the darkness and I felt stunned. 

In the blackness at the extreme edge of the light cast by 
the circle I could see dull grey shapes. "More ships, Ralan 
Darr. There must be hundreds assembling here to attack 
first Helium then other cities until Barsoom is theirs." 

Just as suddenly as it appeared the light vanished, 
casting the landscape into blackness where the ships lay 
almost invisible, even with Cluros' pale glow. The ships 
lay close to the ground in what was a huge depression 
in the dead sea bottom surrounded in the north and 
west by low mountain ranges. The ships were waiting 
in silence for the command to attack. How many more 
ships would come? When would they attack?  

Another glow appeared on the horizon. Thuria be-
gan casting her glow over the eerie scene. The ships 
reminded me of sardines in shallow water, hundreds 
and hundreds of sinister shapes all laying together and 
pointed in the same direction. For some reason, I could 
not help whispering. 

"We must get out of here before we are seen. We 
must reach Helium and warn John Carter." 
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"But we can't fly the ship!" 
"We must!" 
Again I tried the controls and this time the ship re-

sponded. It was trial and error for at least a half hour 
and each minute I prayed we would not be seen. At 
last the bow swung around and pointed in the same 
direction as the invaders and slowly, very slowly, the 
ship began to move forward. After more trial and error 
I at last found the control for our height and lowered 
us closer to the sward and hopefully more invisible to 
our enemies. I increased our speed as the controls be-
came more familiar. 

"We must be careful not to hit a mountain, Bren-
dara. There are many between us and Helium." 

But now, with the two moons in the night sky, the 
hills and valleys were more easily seen, but so was our 
ship. "We must stay low and hope we are not seen, Ra-
lan Darr. You know there must be near a thousand 
ships back there. Does Helium have that many? Can 
John Carter defeat them?" 

"I do not know, Brendara, but we will try." 
I saw a look of anguish on his face. "We will return 

to your family, Ralan Darr, never fear." He smiled a 
little. 

"Brendara, why did this ship attack my family and 
yet the others remain waiting?" 

"I can only guess that they disobeyed orders and at-
tacked on their own." 

Over the darkened sward we sped but our speed 
seemed very slow. As I became more proficient and 
sure of the ship I increased our speed further. I hoped 
that we would not take off into space. 

"Are we going in the right direction, Ralan Darr?" 
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"Yes, Brendara. See below the canal? This is the 
way, for I have been twice to Helium." He seemed 
proud of himself and I could but smile. 

For hours we kept a steady course. At last the sun 
appeared and the blackness turned into day. Though 
Ralan Darr watched for any pursuit, we seemed to 
have escaped attention. 

"Perhaps we should try the guns. We should be far 
enough away from them by now." 

Ralan Darr agreed. It took little time to work out how 
the side guns worked. We aimed them into the black-
ness and pressed every conceivable button or handle we 
could find until what seemed a bolt of energy flew from 
the weapon and disappeared into the blackness. In the 
cockpit I looked for a similar nodule to press. I saw it to 
my right beside the speed control. I pushed it and the 
whole cockpit lit up for a moment, then a bolt of energy 
leapt from the nose of the craft and shot forward at least 
a mile before dissipating into nothingness. 

"Brendara, there is a ship coming up beside us, a 
Rasoomian ship." 

I leaned to the side over the controls and saw the 
bullet shaped craft almost along side and only several 
yards away. 

"What can we do?" 
"You know how the gun works. Aim for the pilot. 

It's our only chance." 
I leaned far back from the controls as the other ship 

pulled alongside. I could see the head of the other pilot 
straining to see who flew our ship to see who had dis-
obeyed orders and left the rendezvous. Then they pulled 
slightly in front of us and I saw alarm on the pilot's face. 
He turned and spoke and gestured to someone behind 
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him whom I could not see, then there was an explosion. 
The other ship's cockpit burst into flames as the bolt of 
energy from Ralan Darr's gun found its target. 

Again and again Ralan Darr fired as I pushed our 
ship ahead at a speed I was not game enough to fly at 
before. They did not answer our fire and I looked back 
as the other ship, a mass of flames that nose-dived into 
the sward. There was then a bigger explosion and dark 
black smoke filled the clear sky. 

Ralan Darr entered the cockpit. "That's the end of them." 
"Yes, thank goodness. How long do you think be-

fore we reach Helium?" 
"At this pace, Brendara, only another zode or two." I 

grinned—how long was a zode? I must find out. "We 
should be there before nightfall at the most." 

I settled back behind the controls. Soon I would see 
John Carter again. The hours, zodes, seemed to pass 
uneventfully. Below us, at times, we passed over red 
men and green with their caravans. They looked at us 
with wonder and with apprehension. 

"There, Brendara, is Helium." 
I stared in awe at the sight of the wondrous walled 

city. Indeed its purple tower rose high into the sky as 
John Carter had once told me. I felt my heart beating in 
my chest and felt the controls shaking in my hands be-
fore I realised we were under attack. The ship lurched 
one way then another. We were both thrown around 
inside the craft. As its speed failed, we slowed to a 
stop. Our ship shook again and we were knocked off 
our feet. Through the transparent nose of the vessel we 
could see the city only a few miles distant. 

"Why do they attack us, Ralan Darr? We mean them 
no harm." 
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"Brendara, they do not attack us. Look!" I saw the 
shape like an attacking shark as it rapidly closed the 
gap between us. "It's another Rasoomian ship, Bren-
dara. We are lost." 

"Never give up hope, Ralan Darr, not while we still 
live. John Carter taught me that. If we must die then so 
we shall, with honour, but I do not intend to die yet for 
I swore one day I would walk the avenues of Helium, 
and I shall." 

"Then I shall come with you, my Princess!" 
I could but smile at him and lightly kissed his cheek. 

A moment later came a thunderous roar. I saw a bolt of 
lightning or energy dart from the other ship. Our craft 
was blasted, knocking us down, and blowing a huge 
hole in our ship's side. We drew our short swords as 
the other ship locked on to ours. 

"They are going to board us, Ralan Darr, otherwise 
they would have destroyed our ship by now." 

Within moments we both knew they would storm 
our craft and I intended to sell my life dearly. Quickly, I 
looked around the ship for some other means of defence 
and noticed for the first time a hatchway in the roof. 

"Quickly, hoist me up while there is time." 
He picked me up about the waist as I opened the 

hatch then pushed. I pulled my way through the aper-
ture and stood upon the top of the Rasoomian ship. 
Quickly I reached down and drew Ralan Darr up beside 
me. At any moment now the invaders would burst into 
our ship. How long would we last—how many men did 
the Rasoomian ship hold? Did they think they could kill 
us within sight of Helium? Perhaps they did not care. 

As they burst through the hold blasted in our ship's 
side, I had one last look towards Helium. My heart 
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skipped a beat, several craft were headed this way. 
Most were only small ships but a larger vessel brought 
up the rear. Too late, I thought, but I said to Ralan 
Darr, "Look Ralan Darr, help is coming! We have but 
to hold them off until John Carter arrives." 

The Barsoomian smiled at my words. "If we must 
die, my Princess, then I would sooner die with you. 
Should we live then all the better." 

"Together then, Ralan Darr." 
I turned towards Helium only a mile or so away, so 

near, yet so far. I gripped my long sword tightly as the 
Rasoomians charged into our ship. Why didn't John 
Carter come? Side by side we stood as they leapt from 
the top of their ship onto ours. Others smashed their 
blades against the hatch beside us. Within moments 
the silence was broken by the sounds of our clashing 
blades. To the right and left I lay about me, weaving 
my long sword against three blades at once. I took one 
in the side and another in the neck, but they were soon 
replaced by more foes. I could not see Ralan Darr, but 
saw his opponents fall before his blade as my own 
leapt to my defence as the reptile men pressed us with 
their might and superior numbers. 

My heart pounded in my chest and perspiration 
streamed over my body as I fought off three more 
blades, taking one in the chest and disarming another. 
The third leapt forward in a flurry of swordplay and I 
ran him through the heart, or where it should have 
been. But more Rasoomians took their place as over a 
dozen sought our lives. At a momentary glance I saw 
Ralan Darr bled from numerous wounds and my own 
arms and legs streamed blood from the many cuts that 
had pierced my defence. Then it happened as I battled 
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two invaders, as I smashed one blade aside the other 
Rasoomian leapt forward. I grazed his chest but he 
was too close; together we fell to the deck of the ship. 

As he tried to raise his sword I drew my knife and 
left handed plunged it into his chest. I could not rise 
with the Rasoomian lying on top of me. At a glance I 
saw Ralan Darr was hard pressed and several of the 
reptile men advanced upon me. This was it. Death 
stood over me. I had come so close to entering Helium, 
but now, I could only smile and await the stroke of fate. 

I felt a presence behind me and heard shouting. I saw a 
blade over my head. Unable to move, I watched its 
downward journey, death was but a moment away. Then 
it swung out and in front of me. Mesmerised I saw the 
blade weave a web of steel in front of me that the sword of 
the Rasoomians could not penetrate. Only once before had 
I seen such swordplay! Then he stepped beside me. 

"John Carter!" 
I saw a smile appear on his face as he swung his 

blade even faster then before as he battled several foes. 
The sounds of clashing blades echoed over the plain as 
four Rasoomians tried to vanquish him. I struggled to 
my feet then I saw Ralan Darr fall, blood covering his 
chest. I leapt to him, stroking my blade with deadly 
precision. In a flurry of strokes that I was sure even 
John Carter would be proud of, I advanced upon them 
and drove back the attackers. 

More shouts. For a moment I turned and saw there 
were now several red men on top of our ship battling 
the reptile men, then John Carter was by my side. 

"Stand back!" he cried. 
Gratefully, I withdrew, my sword arm growing tired 

from its constant use and clashing of blades. As I knelt 
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beside Ralan Darr I watched in awe as John Carter ad-
vanced across the roof of the spaceship, forcing three 
Rasoomians back. His blade struck out and one fell, 
then in a flurry of speed in which John Carter's sword 
whistled through the air, I saw the second reptile man 
fall clutching his vitals, then the last fell as John Carter 
withdrew his blade from the Rasoomian's side. 

Suddenly there was the sound of cheering. Behind 
me, for the first time, I saw the huge ship. Lined along 
the decks were hundreds of cheering red men almost 
beside us. Drifting in the breeze were several small 
ships which must be the fliers I had seen earlier. Just 
then John Carter sheathed his blade and strode across 
the top of the ship towards us. 

"John Carter, Ralan Darr is hurt. Can you help him?" 
"Brendara? Brendara of Badgeworth! It is good to see 

you again." We embraced for a moment. John Carter 
bent over Ralan Darr and inspected his wound. "He will 
be okay, Brendara. The wound is only slight but will 
need bandaging." Slowly Ralan Darr rose to his feet. 

"Tell me what is all this? Ships were reported and 
the sounds of gun fire. We came immediately and 
found you under attack by these strange creatures." 

"John Carter, Helium is to be invaded, then Bar-
soom. There are other ships like these, hundreds of 
them, waiting to attack. You must warn your people. 
You must gather your forces—" 

"Wait, what you say is too important for my ears 
alone; counsel must be held with Helium's leaders 
immediately. Meanwhile I will arrange our forces. 
Quickly then, we must return to Helium." 

At his orders a tow line was placed on the nose of our 
ship and slowly we were towed towards Helium, our two 
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ships locked together in a loving embrace. Another flier 
was sent ahead of us with John Carter's orders to assemble 
a battle-fleet and to arrange an immediate counsel of He-
lium's leaders. We stood atop the vanquished spaceship as 
we were towed towards Helium, the greatest city on Bar-
soom. In wonder I watched our approach. Before me rose 
the lofty scarlet tower rising far into the sky. 

"Almost a mile high," said John Carter. 
Soon after we crossed the great wall. John Carter 

pointed below at a broad avenue. "The Avenue of An-
cestors, Brendara." It ran towards the city's heart. 

In awe I took in my surroundings; tall buildings 
rose before me, many had large ships docked on their 
roofs. There was much activity around them as they 
seemed to be preparing to depart. 

"Part of our navy." Then he pointed at smaller struc-
tures. Some were atop long metal columns like the 
home of Ralan Darr. "Private homes, Brendara. They are 
usually raised at night for protection against assassins, 
but I fear they have already heard of the invasion." 

Then as we neared the city's heart we passed over 
larger homes which would be palaces on Earth, homes 
whose roofs were furnished with couches and cano-
pies and whose gardens were spacious with shrubs, 
marble statues and gravelled paths. 

"The paths are made of semi-precious stones, Bren-
dara. These homes, or perhaps palaces, belong to the 
nobility of Helium." 

As we passed I saw many faces turned towards us. 
John Carter would wave and many called to him from 
the smaller homes, palatial palaces and tall buildings, 
many of the people waved to him. At last the 'Avenue 
of Ancestors' came to an end and our towing ship 
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softly landed with us behind, in a large square which 
fronted a tall building. 

"This is the 'Temple of Reward,' Brendara, where 
heroes are honoured and criminals are punished." 

We re-entered the ship through the roof hatch and then 
opened the outer door. We stepped out onto the square and 
found a throng of cheering red people before us. The men 
wore only their harness; all carried a weapon either a short 
or long sword. The women were as I expected, they too 
wore only a harness, many carried a dagger or short sword, 
all were bare-breasted and beautiful. I felt no shame as I 
stood similarly adorned before them. Suddenly the throng 
parted and a tall well-muscled man approached. He was 
flanked on either side by men of military bearing. 

"John Carter, what was all the noise about?" 
"Tardos Mors, this is Brendara of Jasoom who with 

one other valiantly fought Helium's, indeed Barsoom's, 
enemies over our plain. These are the ships of Rasoom 
here to invade us." 

The man Tardos Mors strode forward and proffered 
his hand as John Carter whispered in my ear. "He is the 
grandfather of Dejah Thoris and Jeddak of Helium." 

"The people of Helium are indebted to you, Bren-
dara. You have come at the right moment." He took 
my hand and led me through the throng towards the 
'Temple of Reward'. "You must tell me everything that 
has happened since your arrival." As I turned around, I 
saw John Carter smiling beside me. 

Food and drink were brought before us as we sat in 
a huge room richly decorated by hanging tapestries 
and lush carpets. Semi-precious stones winked at me 
from the walls. Beside me sat Ralan Darr a bandage 
around his chest. Before us was a large assembly. 
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"These people," said John Carter, "are Jeddaks, 
princes, noblemen and naval officers of Helium and 
other cities. They have been summonsed to hear your 
tale, Brendara." 

"Brendara, already your name and valour are 
known throughout Helium. John Carter has told us of 
your first coming here," but Tardos Mors was inter-
rupted as several guards straighten and he and John 
Carter turned at the approach of new guests. I leapt to 
my feet at the beauty of one and recognition of the 
other. 

The green giant strode through the room drawing 
his long sword and as I learned later, if anyone other 
than he or John Carter had done so they would have 
been set upon by the guards. Stooping to one knee he 
laid his sword before me at my feet. "Tars Tarkas it is a 
pleasure to see you again." I held out my hand, which 
he took instantly. I returned his blade. 

"Once I failed you, Brendara of Jasoom. Accept my 
apology. It shall not happen again." 

"You were not to blame, Tars Tarkas, nor was any-
one. I am honoured by your presence." 

I turned to face the other person. "You must be De-
jah Thoris. John Carter has told me so much about 
you." As our eyes met, we both knew that we could be 
friends and not rivals. 

"My husband has also mentioned you." She spoke 
as a woman who had complete confidence in her man. 
"It is a pleasure to meet a friend who has fought side 
by side with him." We embraced. Never before had I 
seen such beauty, even amid the women of Helium 
who were beautiful. None could match the wife of 
John Carter. 
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Tardos Mors resumed as if he had not been inter-
rupted. "Tell us, Brendara, what has happened to bring 
you here and what do you know of the Rasoomians?" 

Before the hushed assemblage I told my tale, how I 
arrived naked and defenceless, how I met Ralan Darr 
and the Rasoomians, what I had learned about them, 
our dash to Helium and the fight over the plain. Dur-
ing my explanation Ralan Darr nodded his head sev-
eral times to verify my story and once he interrupted 
to add more detail during our fights with the enemy 
when I gladly would have played down my own role. 

"Tardos Mors, John Carter, people of Helium, I feel 
there is little time to spare before a fleet of invading 
ships will arrive. I believe they will be here very soon." 
It was how I felt and John Carter nodded in agreement. 
The entire assemblage rose clapping and it took some 
time to restore order.  

"What can we do? How can we stop them?" were cries 
from the assemblage. These queries were directed at John 
Carter. Now John Carter stood and I saw Tardos Mors nod 
his head. He was the Warlord, he had complete control. 

"Tardos Mors, nobles and people of Helium, our 
battle-fleet is now in readiness. I shall see the com-
manders on board Furious in a half-zode. The fleet will 
depart for rendezvous within the zode. If the Ra-
soomians are looking for a fight they shall have one 
but none shall pass through the gates of Helium while 
a fighting man is still alive. But I advise that every per-
son in Helium who can hold a sword take up a sword 
and prepare for battle for we shall not give up our free-
dom." A crescendo of cheers broke from the crowd. 

"John Carter! As you know the Tharks and Rasvells 
are camped to the east of Helium. I would like your 
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permission to bring them closer. If there is to be 
ground fighting—" 

John Carter raised his hand. From the assemblage 
another green man joined Tars Tarkas and spoke, "I 
agree let us—" 

"Tars Tarkas, Vor Kadus, if it is your wish to join He-
lium then move your people closer, each of you to one 
side of the great plain." They both strode from the room. 

"John Carter!" cried a man in rich robes. "Do you be-
lieve an attack will come soon?" 

John Carter turned towards me. "If Brendara feels 
an attack is imminent then I believe her. I would trust 
her with my life." 

"John Carter, how can we fight so many?" All eyes 
turned again towards the Warlord of Barsoom. 

"To the death!" He raised his blade towards the lofty 
ceiling and before I knew it mine, Ralan Darr's, Dejah 
Thoris' and Tardos Mors' blades were raised side by 
side. A cry of victory rose from the assemblage and 
word spread like wildfire through Helium; a fight was 
imminent against a powerful foe and outside in the 
city people were preparing for war. 

Then John Carter strode from the room. I and others 
stood on a balcony and looked down onto the square 
where hundreds and hundreds of fighting men pre-
pared for war. From the tall building I watched as 
troops filed into the hulls of big battleships and smaller 
cruisers and it seemed only a short time before the ships 
took flight and disappeared, dispersed at the command 
of the Warlord to some predestined location.  

Zodes, yes zodes passed or was it hours, and soon the 
entire fleet was gone save dozens of one-man fliers that 
patrolled the walls and ventured over the plain of He-
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lium. At John Carter's insistence I and Ralan Darr were 
taken into John Carter's palace. I stood on the balcony 
and watched the Martian night and the moon Cluros se-
dately moving across the night sky and wondered what 
the morrow would bring. More waiting or a fight to the 
death? At the sounds of footsteps I turned around. 

"Ralan Darr, your wound is healing," but my 
thoughts were on his lips as the soft moonlight played 
over his handsome features. 

"I am well, Brendara. I have asked John Carter to let me 
join a ship in the fleet, a cruiser returns tomorrow morn-
ing and I shall board her." At the touch of his embrace and 
kiss of his lips I knew my heart was lost. "Forgive me, 
Brendara, you looked so beautiful in the moonlight." 

"So I do not look as good during the day?" I could 
not help myself. 

"No, no, I did not mean it like that!" and he stepped 
back. 

"No, Ralan Darr, you do not escape that easily." 
"Anything, Brendara, I am yours." 
He knelt and laid his sword before me, as he gazed 

up I dropped to kneel before him and watched with 
delight as his widened eyes grew soft as I kissed him. 
Moments later, at the sound of more footsteps, we 
sprang to our feet as John Carter and Dejah Thoris 
stepped onto the balcony. 

"John Carter, Ralan Darr is joining the fleet, I would 
like to join him and fight by his side." 

"You have done enough, Brendara. Already you 
have risked your life. Helium could not risk your life 
further. I would be pleased if you would stay with De-
jah Thoris when the fight begins, for if we are beaten 
your blade will be needed here." I could see his point. 
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The sun had barely risen when a flier landed on the 
Warlord's rooftop hanger. The pilot was quickly 
brought before John Carter. "Brendara was right, word 
has come. A huge fleet of ships approaches the plain 
from the north. I leave immediately. Take care, all of 
you." He quickly embraced his Princess. 

"John Carter," said Ralan Darr, "I must join the fleet." 
"It is too late, do what you can." He was gone. 
I, Ralan Darr, Dejah Thoris and her personal guard 

stepped out onto the balcony. We could see little of the 
plain as Helium's wall lay miles away and the plain 
beyond. A moment later we saw John Carter's flier 
disappear towards the arena of battle and we all 
wished to be with him. A zode later came the first 
sounds of conflict as the huge guns of Helium's fleet 
attacked the enemy. In reply came jagged bolts of en-
ergy, the glow of which we could see in the day sky. 
Had the enemy fleet been surprised? How were the 
red men faring? 

I could stand it no longer. "Ralan Darr, I am joining 
the battle!" I rushed from the room. 

At last I came to the square before the Temple of 
Reward. The mighty battleship was gone but a lone 
guard stood near where the Rasoomian ships lay. At a 
sound behind me I turned to find Ralan Darr, Dejah 
Thoris and her guard Talan Kan. "Where you go, 
Brendara, we will follow" said Ralan Darr. 

We ran to the sentry. "Would you join John Carter 
and fight for Helium, then join us." He smiled. I knew 
he would rather fight than be on guard duty. We en-
tered and secured the undamaged Rasoomian ship, I 
pulled a lever which unlocked the hull from our 
wreck. Steadily we rose into the sky 
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"Ralan Darr, Talan Kan, take the side guns. Dejah 
Thoris, this control fires the nose cannon." And then 
the five of us sought battle. 

I increased speed and our ship leapt forward. I 
veered westward away from the plain. I saw the look 
of perplexity on the faces of my friends. "Trust me." I 
increased speed further. "My worry is that our own 
fleet may fire on us. We must avoid them." They nod-
ded their heads in agreement. Below we passed over 
the great wall of Helium and the sounds of conflict 
grew louder. In the distance we saw a mass of fighting 
ships with guns blazing and a huge pall of black 
smoke was beginning to grow over the battlefield. 

I circled far to the west, every haad taking us further 
from the battle and every haad tearing at our hearts, then 
I turned to the north and then east. Within a half zode we 
approached the scene of conflict from the north, directly 
behind our adversaries. In awe we came upon the bat-
tling navies as great battleships, cruisers and one and 
two man scout ships fought against the alien fleet which 
seemed to comprise large ships like our own and smaller 
craft about half the size. How many ships were there 
fighting over the plain of Helium where John Carter had 
once told me his army and navy had fought the green 
men of Kra Gan many years earlier? The number of ships 
combined seemed uncountable, more than a thousand 
that was certain and steadily this mass of fighting ships 
were slowly crossing the plain towards Helium perhaps 
only four or five miles away. 

"Fire at will!" I cried to my companions and both 
Dejah Thoris and Ralan Darr fired simultaneously at a 
Rasoomian ship close by. We grinned when it burst 
into flames and fell slowly groundwards. 
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Faster now we came upon the alien armada and 
fired into their rear, raking the sterns of several ships. 
We cheered when two began to veer off course then 
one returned fire, blowing a gaping hole in our hull. 
Horrified, I saw our guard fall through the aperture as 
Ralan Darr raced to his gun and fired directly into the 
pilot's cabin of the attacking ship. Suddenly it lurched 
sideways, a mass of flames. To my horror it exploded, 
showering our cabin with debris and shattering part of 
our screen so that smoke poured into our ship. 

As the Rasoomian ship fell away the smoke cleared. 
As I and Dejah Thoris momentarily embraced we were 
both startled and our spirits sunk to despair as a huge 
Helium battleship came into view, I threw the controls 
to the side sending our men flying across the deck as a 
blast of fire from our friends passed overhead. Another 
blast tore through the cabin behind us knocking I and 
the Princess off our feet. If Ralan Darr had been at his 
gun he would have been killed. Luck had saved him as 
my change of course had sent him sprawling, but his 
companion lay lifeless. 

I threw the controls forward and we surged ahead, 
the engines miraculously undamaged. We were for a 
moment out of range of the battleship and beside us 
lay another smaller Rasoomian craft and Ralan Darr 
fired at almost point blank range into her side, the ship 
burst into flame. A moment later the side door opened 
on the flaming ship and three of the lizard men leapt 
out to their deaths but we did not smile. Ahead lay an-
other larger alien vessel, any hopes of surprising this 
ship were dashed as they fired their side gun at us and 
our ship rocked to the vibration of the explosion on 
board. Flames surged through the back of our ship as 
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our speed fell away. Ralan Darr fired repeatedly at the 
attacking ship, hitting it several times. As smoke bil-
lowed from it amidships a new force entered the fray. 
The battleship had caught up to us. I could not speak, 
death lay but a heart-beat away. The battleship's guns 
fired and in disbelief I saw our adversary's craft con-
sumed by flame. It fell rapidly towards the ground and 
exploded on impact. 

The battleship lay beside us its guns menacing us, 
then it passed on, its guns blazing as it fired on another 
Rasoomian ship. The silence broke inside our ship as we 
cheered them on but we stopped suddenly, the battle-
ship seemed to lurch sideways. We saw it fired upon by 
three of the larger Rasoomian vessels. The Helium ship 
returned fire, crushing one of its attackers then was 
pounded by the other two. Flames shot from its stern. 

"Quickly, they need our help!" 
We slowly steered forward towards the frightening 

scene. Dejah Thoris fired at the nearer ship but we 
were at extreme range, our fire only lightly damaging 
the craft. That ship broke away towards us firing as it 
came. Dejah Thoris fired back with Ralan Darr swing-
ing his side gun as far forward as it would go to boost 
the weight of our guns. The cabin of our ship exploded 
into flames and I and Dejah Thoris were hurled back-
wards into the midships at the blast. Ralan Darr, too, 
lay semi-conscious beside us. For a moment we waited 
the coup de grace as our ship sank, then I struggled to 
the hole in our side. I saw our enemy flaming from 
stem to stern. I watched in awe as the ship struck its 
companion then came a horrendous explosion which 
hurled me back inside the ship against the rear wall. 

Within moments our ship would hit the ground, Ralan 
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Darr and Dejah Thoris struggled to open the side hatch. 
"There is no time!" I cried. "We must jump now or die." 

The three of us leapt out of the gaping hole in the 
side of our ship and landed heavily on the sward. We 
covered our eyes as our ship crashed and exploded in 
a fireball that would have incinerated us. Sore and 
blackened, we rose unsteadily to our feet. I thought I 
heard cheering and the three of us looked skywards. 
The battleship landed heavily not far away and from 
her internals burst forth hundreds of fighting men. We 
smiled at each other, the risk had been worthwhile. 

Above us the sky was blackened by smoke and the 
explosions of firing guns were continuous. Hundreds 
of ships lay together in a death embrace, but on the 
sward lay hundreds more, many a charred ruin, but 
from both Barsoomian and Rasoomian there burst 
forth eager troops to battle on the ground. From an 
alien ship nearby surged a hundred Rasoomians to-
wards us, their chilling battle cry piercing above the 
sounds of conflict. As we drew our weapons we heard 
a new cry and watched with thanks as the troops from 
the battleship surged into them and the clashing of 
blades echoed across the plains. 

"Come, our friends need us." 
We three leapt in to the battle, to die or be victori-

ous. Into the ranks of lizard men I swung my blade 
drawing blood on my first strokes. "For Helium!" I 
cried and swung my blade harder at my foes. By my 
side stood my two companions lending their weight to 
my strokes. As our enemies died the cry echoed over 
the plain. "For Helium!" sounded from dozens, then 
hundreds of throats until it became a roar and like a 
wave on the mighty Throxeus that surged over the bat-
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tlefield. Soon we were surrounded by fighting men 
and clashing blades were everywhere. Far ahead I 
thought I saw the green men, but I had little time to 
admire the combatants. It was kill or be killed and a 
moment's indecision would bring death. 

My blade licked out against two of the Rasoomians 
as Dejah Thoris and Ralan Darr fought, at times beside 
me and often at my back. Only a few metres away 
fought other Heliumites, but between them and us was 
a wall of Mercurians. To one side I now saw for an in-
stant, as one of my opponents fell, the tall figures of 
hundreds of green men. Whether they were Tharks or 
Rasvells I could not tell, but they, too, were hard 
pressed. In the distance beyond them I could see more 
and more fighting figures but I could not tell whether 
they were friend or foe. Suddenly there was a huge 
explosion and dozens of startled faces looked sky-
wards. In that instant I ran another Rasoomian 
through the chest then saw a huge battleship shudder 
from stem to stern. Another explosion shook the ship, 
then a third that blew the hull open. Fighting men 
screamed as it came to earth and crashed amid a 
shower of flames and debris on top of countless fight-
ers only a hundred metres away. The heat of it was 
almost overpowering. 

I parried and thrust, drew blood and thrust again, 
again and again. My sword arm ran black with our 
enemies' blood and my sword felt like it weighed a 
ton. Perspiration flooded over my body as we surged 
forward then back and forward again. It seemed we 
were like a wave. When would it come, the stoke of 
death? We battled on, the sounds of conflict deafening 
in my ears. Then my blade stuck in its chest and an 
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arm gripped my wrist. Left-handed I struck out with 
my dagger but another strong hand held that, too. 

"Enough!" cried the powerful voice. 
I tried to focus my eyes on his face but my vision 

blurred and I saw nothing save a green image. 
Drunken-like, I saw a lizard man run towards me, his 
body bloodied, his sword held high. I smiled, death at 
last, then a blurred green body stood between us and a 
powerful sword stroke cut the Rasoomian in two. I 
was lifted into the air and I thought I heard cheering. 
All around us the invaders were throwing down their 
weapons. The red and green men pointed their blades 
to the sky and cried out in victory. 

"Thank you, Tars Tarkas." 
"It is a pleasure, Brendara of Jasoom." 
A half zode later as the Rasoomians were being led 

away across the plain towards Helium. A battle-
scarred cruiser landed beside us and John Carter 
stepped out and ran towards us and embraced his 
Princess. We stood on the deck of the damaged cruiser, 
below lay the ruined and burnt out hulks of both He-
lium and Rasoomian ships. How many men and 
women had fought here on the plain of Helium? John 
Carter had estimated near a hundred thousand. Now 
the Barsoomian survivors, seeing our ship, raised there 
swords up high and cheered to the Warlord, who, 
standing by my side waved down to them. As we 
passed over the great wall and our ship followed the 
Avenue of Ancestors. John Carter once more embraced 
his Princess as Ralan Darr placed his arm about me. 
Below us cheered and waved thousands of Heliumites 
as our ship passed overhead, John Carter would be as 
proud of them as they were of him. 
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The ship landed in the square before the Temple of 
Reward. Together with John Carter, Dejah Thoris, Tars 
Tarkas and Ralan Darr, we entered the tall building. 
Inside Tardos Mors greeted us as the nobles, both red 
and green, seated themselves as they had the last time 
we were here. From a nearby balcony came the distant 
cheering of a victorious people. The mighty portals to 
the room were thrown open and hundreds of Helium's 
people crowded in to listen to the Warlord speak. It 
took some time for the people to quieten before John 
Carter could be heard. 

"People of Helium, today after zodes of battle, the 
invaders from Rasoom have been beaten." A thunder-
ous roar came from the crowd and it was some time 
before he could speak again. "As the Rasoomians ap-
proached from the north in spaceships that we esti-
mate numbered near a thousand, the fleet of Helium 
attacked them from the south, east and west, and later 
I have learned, from behind as well. 

"The green men, the Tharks, massed to the east, the 
Rasvells to the west of the plain with many of our own 
troops. As we knocked their ships from the sky we then 
fought them on the plain. Never has such a battle been 
seen before on Barsoom and the people of Helium were 
victorious." The crowd's applause was deafening. 

"Today many of our people died," and the crowd 
was hushed, "many of our ships were lost. If not for the 
timely arrival of the fleet of Ptarth, Dusor and Gathol 
our victory may have been lost. The battle would then 
have raged in the avenues of our city, but I know ulti-
mately, the victory would still have been ours. 

"When my own ship crashed, I and our men joined 
the ground battle. I was overwhelmed by the cry that 
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echoed over the battlefield, a cry taken up by all our 
forces whether red or green. 'For Helium!' helped bring 
us victory as surely as our blades." John Carter qui-
etened the applause that began. 

"People of Helium, we owe this victory to two peo-
ple without whose courage we may not have survived, 
two people who risked death to warn us of the inva-
sion and the same two people, who, with my wife De-
jah Thoris and others attacked the Rasoomian fleet 
from behind in one of their own ships and caused ter-
rible damage to our attackers. One of these two has 
only recently come to Barsoom from my own home 
world of Jasoom; it is she who instilled bravery in our 
troops with her cry, 'For Helium!', a cry which brought 
us within reach of victory. People of Helium, I give 
you Brendara of Jasoom and Ralan Darr." 

The applause that followed John Carter's speech 
was deafening, it thundered through the Temple of 
Reward and across the square outside. I saw John 
Carter smiling and suddenly I, Ralan Darr and Dejah 
Thoris were lifted high into the air. I found myself held 
on the shoulder of Tars Tarkas, but he could not hear 
my words lost in the cheering of the populace. We 
were all three borne upon the shoulders of the green 
men and taken from the temple out to the square 
where a sea of people waited and cried 'For Helium!' It 
had to be a zode later when we were carried back be-
fore Tardos Mors and again John Carter spoke. 

"Brendara and Ralan Darr, Helium owes you much, 
your reward cannot be measured. Tell us what can the 
people of Helium give you to show our gratitude?" Thou-
sands of faces turned towards us, horrified I saw Ralan 
Darr nod to me and I could have strangled him then. 
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How I wished I was back in battle! Nervously, I rose 
and stood at the podium beside John Carter. "From the 
time John Carter told me of Helium I have always 
wanted to see this place and meet her people. Now that I 
have, I only ask to be a friend, thank you." The applause 
was as spirited now as before, again the Warlord raised 
his hands and silence finally returned to the assemblage. 

John Carter turned to us. "My friends, we, the peo-
ple of Helium, cannot let you go unrewarded." Again 
the crowds cheered. "A palace shall be built for you 
here in Greater Helium. You both are now honourary 
citizens of Helium. You Ralan Darr shall have the rank 
of a Dwar in the navy of Helium, no matter where you 
go or what you do. And you, Brendara of Jasoom, shall 
take the title and privileges of a Princess of Helium." 
Once more the crowds cheered and I felt ashamed to 
take such gifts from these people. 

Then I and Ralan Darr were escorted from the Tem-
ple of Reward to the palace of the Warlord. Dejah 
Thoris and I bathed and prepared for the banquet to 
follow, as did John Carter and Ralan Darr. The banquet 
was lavish and the entertainment lasted until the sun 
rose in the morning, after which I slept for a dozen 
hours. This was the only reward that I wanted. The 
week that followed was like a fairy tale. I and Ralan 
Darr were personally escorted around Helium by John 
Carter, Dejah Thoris and Tars Tarkas. I knew then that 
I would never return to Earth, my life now was here on 
Barsoom, but I hoped with a little less adventure. 

"What are you going to do now, Brendara?" 
"John Carter, I and Ralan Darr have made plans to 

marry, in the meantime we shall return to his farm be-
side the canal, for though I enjoy the city life, I feel I am 
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a country girl at heart. I've had enough fighting now to 
last a lifetime." 

The last few days in Helium seemed to pass quickly as 
we made our plans for our return journey. As we were 
about to leave, John Carter, together with Dejah Thoris 
and Tars Tarkas, escorted us to the roof of their palace. 
"There is no need to travel to your destination overland," 
said John Carter. "Please accept this two man flier as a 
partial wedding gift from us." Then I kissed him on the 
cheek and we said our goodbyes and boarded the ship 
which would take us to our new home. 

"Farewell, Brendara of Jasoom, until we meet again." 
"So long, John Carter, Dejah Thoris, Tars Tarkas! 

You have been wonderful." 
Ralan Darr started the ship's silent motor and we 

rose slowly from the rooftop platform. As we moved 
away from the palace I was staggered to see countless 
people wave and cheer as we passed overhead, then 
we flew over the wall and across the battlefield where 
the wrecks still smouldered. Beyond, across the scarlet 
and ochre sward of the dead sea bottom, lay a small 
farm many haads away. 

the end 
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1992 Pirates of Mars 

21 September 1992 - 6 November 1992 
Chapter 1 

"John Carter, I think there is something you should see." 
"What is it Eram Vlet? I have never seen you look 

this worried before, not even when you took your ship 
into the heart of the Rasoomian fleet." 

"I do not wish to alarm you unnecessarily John 
Carter, it would be much better if you saw for yourself." 

"Lead on Eram" and I followed the Commander of 
the 'Esterious' from my apartment. Before long we 
came to the entrance of my palace in Greater Helium 
where the Commanders cruiser lay. 

"You would never know that your ship had been in 
a life and death battle with the Rasoomians Eram Vlet, 
your ship has been well repaired." 

"Thank you John Carter, I must admit that seeing 
my ship restored has heightened my spirits since the 
battle only two weeks ago, it almost broke my heart to 
see her blackened and holed by the enemy." 

As we went on board the ship a small cheer went up 
from the crew, "my padwar Yolan Tar, John Carter" 
and I shook hands with the handsome red man, "this 
way please" and I followed Eram Vlet as he headed for 
the Commanders cabin on board Esterious. 

As we sat in his cabin I could but feel something 
was wrong, something more serious that I could guess 
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was troubling the Commander, within a few moments 
I felt the ship rise and then we headed in a northerly 
direction, as we crossed the great wall I rose and stood 
by the window and gazed down upon the plain of He-
lium, below the blackened sward had been partially 
cleared of the wrecks from the battle, within another 
month they would all be removed, the ships either re-
paired or scrapped, whatever Rasoomian craft sur-
vived would also be utilised. 

"It is fortunate Eram Vlet that no Rasoomian ships 
survived the battle, I have been told that those that fled 
were destroyed without quarter by our ships and it is 
fitting that those prisoners from Rasoom were sen-
tenced to five years labour with the green men of 
Thark and Rasvell." 

"That is true John Carter but was the sentence se-
vere enough, you said at their trial that after five years 
those surviving prisoners could return to Rasoom, I 
think that is a mistake." 

"Perhaps so Eram Vlet, but if the prisoners can re-
pair one of their ships they can return home and hope-
fully warn their people what will happen to them if 
they ever return here." 

"I hope that you are right John Carter, perhaps your 
way is the best, let us have a toast to peace on Barsoom." 

"Peace Eram Vlet but it will only happen if we fight 
for it" and we raised our glasses. 

For three zodes we travelled north, most of the time 
we talked and I could see that he had calmed down 
from our first meeting, we now had to be some 2,000 
haads north of Helium and I wondered what it was he 
wanted to show me, "come let us go forward, we will 
soon see why I have asked you to be here" and I fol-
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lowed the Commander from his cabin as we headed 
towards the control room. 

In the control room we stood behind the pilot who 
steered the cruiser, Eram Vlet turned to his padwar, 
"go to alert please Yolan Tar" and the crew immedi-
ately went to action stations, "John Carter you have 
heard of the disappearance of the 'Estrella'." 

I turned towards Eram Vlet, "the Estrella was a 
cruiser of the same size as your ship, it disappeared 
five days ago on a routine mission, is that what all this 
mystery is about, you have found the ship?" 

"Look John Carter" and he pointed to our starboard, 
at the sight I did not know what to say but stared al-
most in disbelief." 

The Estrella lay wrecked, fire-blackened and still 
smouldering on the sward, closer we came and now the 
wreck lay only fifty metres away, "the wreck reminds me 
of those still on the plain of Helium Eram Vlet, survivors?" 

"We have not found any John Carter, but you are 
right, the havoc wrought on the Estrella reminded me 
too of the damaged caused by the Rasoomian fleet." 

"You know what I am thinking Eram Vlet?" 
"I did not want to tell you in Helium John Carter, in 

case..." 
"In case panic ensued!" 
"Yes John Carter, I hoped I was wrong in my as-

sumption." 
"No Eram Vlet, I do not think you are wrong, the Ra-

soomians may still be about, how many I do not know, 
perhaps a single ship escaped, or several, or a new fleet 
has arrived, we must return to Helium and alert the re-
mainder of our fleet and our friends as well, if it is the 
Rasoomians they must be destroyed or captured." 
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"You are in command John Carter, but one thing I 
do know is that no Rasoomian ship escaped destruc-
tion that day, those that did try to flee were destroyed." 

"Perhaps you are right Eram Vlet but we will not 
rest until the assassin is destroyed." 

The blinding light was followed by an enormous 
explosion as the control cabin of the Esterious' disinte-
grated around me and I saw Eram Vlet's body thrown 
sideways as I was hurled backwards onto the side of 
the ship. Again and again came those thunderous ex-
plosions and I felt the ship tilt sideways as she fell to-
wards the ground. 

My mind was numb and my body ached, through 
the smoke I saw a huge hole in the side of the ship, 
grasping for support I struggled to the aperture and 
there beyond in the clear sky flew a lone Rasoomian 
ship and I saw in the instant how it was done, the ship 
had hidden behind a low mountain and as we passed it 
quickly surprised us and delivered the coup de grace. 

I looked around me at the troops, most were 
wounded or dead, no others in the control cabin would 
have survived and I thanked my ancestors for my vi-
tality that kept me alive. 

Again they fired, I saw the flash of energy from 
their nose cannon and our ship rocked again at the im-
pact of explosion and I was hurled into the bowels of 
our ship with many of our troops and navy men falling 
beside and on top of me. 

I had only a vague memory of the ship striking the 
ground but there was no explosion or fire, at last the 
ship came to rest on its side and I felt powerless to 
move, my mind seesawing between reality and uncon-
sciousness. 
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When I awoke I lay in blackness, night had descended 
upon Barsoom, how many zodes had I lain here in the 
wrecked hull of the ship, with some difficulty I pushed 
the bodies of the Esterious crew from on top of me, the 
stench of burnt bodies permeated through the air and as 
quickly as I could I made the hole in the ships side, there 
I turned back, there had been other survivors before I 
blacked out, but now there were none, they had been 
killed where they lay and I had only survived because 
other bodies had hidden mine. 

As best I could I went through the darkened ship look-
ing for any other survivors but there were none, but there 
were several gaping holes in the hull and bodies were 
strewn everywhere. I found my way to the rear of the ship 
where a one man flier was kept, to my disappointment the 
ship had been destroyed in the barrage of fire. 

I easily leapt the fifteen feet to the ground, now un-
der the light of Cluros I saw more clearly the damage 
to the ship, the gaping holes, the fire-blackened hull 
from the energy bursts and something else. 

The sward was flattened close by, the ship had 
landed beside ours and I could picture its crew search-
ing through our ship for survivors and then killing 
them. I turned away, only a hundred metres away lay 
the Estrella, her fate had been the same. 

My mind was full of questions, indeed the ship was 
from Rasoom but were the crew also Rasoomians or oth-
erwise, if they were Rasoomians why did they not flee 
back to their home world, why take a risk by attacking 
our ships alone when they would easily be exterminated. 

Some answers came to me, perhaps they could not re-
turn to Rasoom at present, or ever, revenge is bitter-
sweet, perhaps they sought to inflict some further dam-
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age before they did return and perhaps they killed all the 
crews to keep their existence a secret. Well their secret 
was out and I had to return to Helium as fast as possible 
to alert our forces, the assassins had to be stopped. 

I turned about and surveyed the landscape, the vista 
of Barsoom, the endless sward and low ranges lay in all 
directions, save the peaks to the north from which the 
assassins had lain in wait for our ship. From the direction 
Cluros headed across the night sky I gauged that south 
was where I was now looking and Helium lay that way. 

How long had it been since we left Helium until we 
were blasted from the sky, was it two zodes, more per-
haps, then I had a long walk ahead of me, as I started 
my journey I checked to see what provisions I had and 
thanked my ancestors that I had the forbearance to al-
ways carry food and water capsules in my harness. 

Suddenly the silence of the Barsoomian vista was 
broken by the roar closeby of a hunting banth. I pic-
tured the carnivore slinking in the dark shadows and 
coming in my direction, I heard a movement ahead 
and to my right, I withdrew my long sword and stud-
ied the darkness ahead for any sign of life, then Thuria 
appeared in the night sky and with the glow now from 
both moons the sight I saw sent a chill down my spine. 

I turned, to my left, behind me and to my right cir-
cled four of the hunting lions, their green eyes glowed 
in the dark like mysterious jewels and now I could hear 
their ten padded feet on the sward as they drew closer. 

Ahead lay a small ridge, several boulders law strewn 
on its summit, I increased my walking pace and headed 
towards them, the lions to increased their strides, pac-
ing me, knowing that I could not escape them. 

The nearer I got to the ridge the closer the beasts came 
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towards me, now I ran taking strides of 15 and 20 feet at 
a time and the lions snarled as they raced in pursuit. 

As I neared the ridge a strange odour pervaded the 
air, an odour of death. To my left I saw a blackness half 
way up the incline with several boulders strewn near 
it, it was a cave. Within moments I leapt to the en-
trance drawing my long sword but one look at the car-
nivores and I knew I could not halt them, the four of 
them raced towards me roaring hideously. 

I turned and disappeared into the blackness of the 
tunnel as the four beasts came to a halt at the entrance. 
As the lions roared outside savouring the smell of 
death and gaining courage to enter the darkened tun-
nel I made my way slowly along the wall, the odour of 
death almost overpowering. 

Only a few xats had passed when I saw a glow 
ahead from a radium lamp, I turned a corner in the 
tunnel and came upon a wretched sight. 

Rasoomians lay dead in a large chamber before me, 
how many I was not sure, but at least fifty of them, ob-
viously they had survived the battle of the plain and 
somehow had found this cave, but how had they died, 
who now controlled their ship, at the sound I turned 
quickly expecting the leap of a carnivore. 

I lowered my blade, the sound came from my right 
and I saw one of the Rasoomians trying to raise him-
self from the earth. Quickly I rushed to him, he thrust a 
knife towards me, but the blow was slow and feeble 
and I easily grasped his wrist. 

"What has happened here, who did this to you?" 
The Rasoomian's eyes narrowed and I could see the 

death that lurked in them, then came a whispering 
sibilant sound "we asked to be spared, you said you 
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would not harm us, you lied, you killed us" and the 
creature coughed up black blood. 

"Tell me who did this, how many?" 
The silence of the cave was broken by the hissing 

sound made by the Rasoomian as his breath became 
laboured, then I whirled around at the sounds of pad-
ded feet on the earth and I leapt forward with my long 
sword before me as the banth came into the lamplight. 

Even as the lion roared out its challenge I rammed 
my long blade through its chest cutting its cry short, 
but the beast reared up in a roar of rage, with my left 
hand I plunged my short sword again and again into 
its lower chest as the cave reverberated to the dying 
roar of the banth. 

As the beast fell dead I withdrew my long blade, 
from behind it came the savage snarls of the other lions 
as they cautiously entered the lighted chamber, for a 
moment the three beasts stopped and snarled but the 
aroma of death sent their snarls to roars and as they 
advanced I backed towards the lizard man. 

The first of the lions picked up the nearest corpse 
and dragged it back out of sight down the tunnel, to 
either consume it there or take it outside, the second 
lion settled on its haunches and began to devour an-
other Rasoomian while the third eyed me with hate 
and leapt towards me. 

I leapt aside at its charge and drove my short sword 
into its side, the lion roared in pain as it straddled the 
lizard man and swung its head around to follow me, 
then I leapt to the back of the beast and using both 
hands I drove my long sword through its neck, as its 
roars shook the cave I withdrew my blade and drove it 
again into its back, even as the beast fell sideways pin-
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ing my leg beneath it, it struggled to rise and reach me 
with those savage teeth, but again and again I drove 
my blade home until at last the lion lay dead. 

I felt my heart thumping in my chest from my exer-
tions, then came the sounds of crunching bones and I 
turned towards the last banth, it rose, in its jaws the 
remains of a lizard man, then dragging the body it 
passed into the tunnel and out of sight. 

It took several xats to disentangle myself from the 
carcass of the lion and I thanked my ancestors that the 
other beast did not attack while I was near defenceless. 

I pulled the carcass of the lion from the body of the 
Rasoomian which it partially covered then I stooped 
beside the lizard man and raised his head. For a mo-
ment I thought he was dead, but his elongated green 
eyes opened when a semi-transparent lid slid back and 
moved from me to the lion and back again, then came 
that sibilant sound and his narrow forked tongue 
passed over his mouth. 

The Rasoomian was cool to touch, his dark red body 
covered in small reptile-like scales, "you are not like 
those others." 

"I am here to help you, not to hurt you." 
"You cannot help me" and he coughed up a flood of 

black blood, "I am Garzzznor" and he hissed as he 
drew a long breath, "why would you help me when 
we are enemies?" 

"The battle is over Garzzznor, I am not your enemy 
now," and as I held him I felt his life seeping away, 
"who did this to you." 

"They promised to help us" then his eyes widened 
and he drew a long deep hissing breath, "there were 
many ....." then his body spasmed as he gripped my arm 
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in a powerful hold then came a long drawn out sibilant 
sound as the last free Rasoomian died in my arms in 
this unknown cave thousands of haads from anywhere. 

I laid his body on the ground then stood surveying the 
last of the Rasoomian invaders, they did not deserve this 
death, to be led into this cave with promises of help and 
then shot and stabbed to death. Who could have done this 
terrible thing, assassins, maybe but not usually on this 
scale. Who flew the Rasoomian ship now, there was only 
one way to find out and I needed to get to Helium or civi-
lisation as soon as possible, a well armed battleship alert to 
this danger would soon put paid to their schemes. 

Slowly I transversed the tunnel towards the outside 
world, wary in case one of the banths had remained in 
the tunnel, but they did not though the smell of the li-
ons was strong in the air. 

Outside I could see one lion in the distance feeding, 
the other had disappeared, I turned and headed down 
the ridge in the direction I knew that Helium lay, I had 
to get some distance between myself and the cave and 
my gruesome discovery but I vowed then that I would 
search for the perpetrators of this crime and bring 
them, one way or another, to justice. 

All through the night I travelled south, for a time 
Cluros and Thuria shone down their incandescent 
light on the sward but for the last few zodes the night 
sky was naked and the landscape darkened further 
still with their absence. 

As the first rays of the sun rose the sward began to 
drop beneath me into what must have been a deeper 
area of seabed below the once mighty Throxeous, earth 
type ravines appeared with jaggered cliffs and rocky 
outcrops, in places the sward took a hold but for the 
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most part this area seemed devoid of life and seemed 
little more than a barren rock-strewn desert. 

As I stood now beside a mammoth boulder I recol-
lected seeing this area on a Helium map, it was not a large 
area and I should cross it within several zodes, but I new 
that generally this area was avoided for it offered no nour-
ishment for even the green mens thoats, but at least that 
also meant that there may not be any banths here as well. 

My heart skipped a beat, in the distance, only a few haads 
away, I saw a large ship gliding through the Barsoomian 
sky, it was not a naval vessel but a large merchant ship, one 
of many that fly between the larger cities of Barsoom. 

I began to run towards the craft, there was a chance, 
just a slim one that they would see me then Helium 
would only be a few zodes away. 

I had only taken a dozen strides when I heard an 
explosion, in horror I looked towards the ship to see 
the decks streaming smoke and debris falling towards 
the ground. I stopped and searched the skies but there 
seemed to be nothing there, then I saw it, it rose from a 
deep ravine ahead of me and another blast of energy 
streaming from its nose gun and hit the merchant ship 
in the stern blowing a huge hole in the ship, almost 
immediately a small fire broke out and the ship began 
to sink towards the barren desert below. 

Many xats passed as I strove to reach the site where the 
ship had disappeared to behind a large rocky outcrop, at 
last I reached the high point and looked down into a ra-
vine below, there they lay almost in a lovers embrace, the 
merchant ship and the pirate vessel lay side by side and 
plainly could I hear the clash of blades as the merchant 
men fought not only for their cargo but for their lives. 

In silence I leapt down the steep slope gaining thirty 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

114 

feet at a time, and it was but several xats later that I 
gained the bottom and approached the merchant ship 
from the side where I would be invisible to the pirates. 

The ship was named 'Valipar', onboard I heard the 
sounds of continuing conflict, I leapt twenty feet up 
onto the side of the ship where I gained a hold beside 
the blasted hole in its side, within moments I gained 
entry into the ship through its wound and immedi-
ately came the smell of acrid smoke and burnt flesh. 

I passed through the cargo hold, below me I saw 
four figures, one obviously a merchant as his figure 
was portly, behind him and holding onto his harness 
was a young woman, and in deadly ernest did two of 
the attackers assail them. 

Even as I leapt from the walkway above them I saw the 
merchant fall, a sword protruding from his chest, then I 
landed, rolled once and came to my feet beside the fallen 
man and with my long sword whistling through the air. 

The two attackers were taken aback at my sudden ap-
pearance and quickly I dispatched one by driving my blade 
through his heart, the other then regained his form and at-
tacked with vigour as he called to his comrades for support. 

He was a black man, like the one I had just killed, 
First Born they were and now likely to be the first to 
die as I parried and thrust one way then another, 
within moments he bled from a score of wounds and 
as he again cried out for support I ran my blade 
through his vitals but behind him I could see a score of 
black pirates running towards us, quickly I grasped the 
girl, one glance and I could see she was terrified, "this 
way" I cried and backed her in between two huge stor-
age bags which stood at least twelve feet high. 

Within an xat the pirates attacked, but only one at a 
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time could swing his blade with any kind of precision 
at the narrow aperture within which we sheltered. 
How I wanted to get amongst them, I knew I could ac-
count for half of them and still escape, but with the girl 
it would mean her death, I could but defend our prison 
and await the tide of Throxeous. 

He drove his sword arrogantly at our position, I 
swung my blade knocking his aside and pierced his 
chest, as he fell two others scrambled to take his posi-
tion, I sliced one through the arm amidst a scream of 
pain and the other in the side and both fell back 
wounded, another attacked with renewed vitality in 
our narrow corridor and then stared wide-eyed and 
open-mouthed as I withdrew my blade from his vitals. 

As he fell none rushed to take his place, the haughty black 
pirates were now not so keen to match metal with one who 
could take their strokes against such numbers and still live. 

"What goes on here" cried a loud voice and the 
throng of pirates parted to show a tall black man with 
a harness of precious gems and a headband which 
seemed to be made of soft pliable gold. 

He was large of build with long hair to his shoul-
ders but on his features was the same arrogant look, 
and his eyes opened wide with malice when he saw 
his dead and wounded comrades. 

"Why are they still alive?" and he turned to a pirate 
on his right, "you Valter Parin, kill these two and 
quickly so that we can get out of here." 

Well Valter Parin had witnessed the deaths of his 
comrades and knew what to expect before my blade, 
"as you wish dator Ragann Urar" and he rushed for-
ward to the attack. 

I easily parried his blade forcing the black pirate back 
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towards his comrades, but I kept an eye on them in case 
others tried to knife me in the back or slip behind me to 
take the girl, then in a flurry of sword play I sent his blade 
flying and his eyes lit up in terror at imminent death but I 
could not kill him for blood lust was no longer upon me, 
"instead of sending your men to die Ragann Urar why not 
show them how strong you are and try your own steel." 

His eyes narrowed, a growl of menace came from 
his throat, he drew his blade, but as his men drew back 
I saw a different look appear on his face, again of 
haughty arrogance, "if you want to fight red man then 
come out in the open." 

"A fair fight Ragann Urar, between us alone, before 
your men promise the girl will not be harmed whether 
you win or lose!" 

"As you wish red man, come out so that I can kill you." 
I had no choice, I had to trust his word for our posi-

tion was extremely tenuous, "I have you word Ragann 
Urar" and I stepped forward out of the aisle between 
the cargo mounted high either side of us, then black-
ness overtook me. 

Chapter 2 
When I awoke my head ached and I could not still the 

groan that escaped my lips. Groggily I sat up and found my-
self in front of our prison, "so much for your word Ragann 
Urar", I knew they had hit me from behind, then several pi-
rates stood beside me, now they grasped my arms and one 
pulled on my hair forcing my head back, another pirate 
stepped forward, sword drawn to deliver the killing stroke. 

"Not yet Horzaz Uton, we will get some sport from 
him yet" and laughter peeled from a dozen throats. 

Now as my captor released my head they dragged the 
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girl forward before Ragann Urar, she struggled with them 
but with two pirates dragging her she had little hope. 

They threw her at his feet and he kicked her in the 
side, I struggled to be free as she cried out in pain but I 
saw a sword hilt descend towards my head and then a 
bolt of pain crashed through my body. 

I watched powerless and in anger as he laughed, 
then suddenly a knife appeared in her hand and she 
leapt to her feet and struck at his broad chest. 

But though she was quick he stilled her hand before 
the dagger touched his chest, she cried in agony as he 
twisted her hand forcing her to drop the blade, but 
even then he continued to twist her hand until I was 
sure it would break, then he struck her and threw her 
to the ground and laughed like a green man and his 
comrades followed his suit. 

"Take them to the ship and lets get this cargo 
unloaded," and they leapt to do his bidding, we were 
both roughly drawn to our feet and pushed towards 
the Rasoomian ship as other rushed into the Valipar to 
strip her of her cargo. 

They tied us with thoat hide and threw us into the 
rear of the ship where upon they began to pile the 
cargo from the Valipar all around us and I saw that she 
was indeed a rich prize as they loaded large amounts 
of orluk and apt fur as well as precious gems of all de-
scriptions and several large pieces of ersite furniture. 

I looked upon my companion now clearly for the 
first time, she looked about twenty by earthly stan-
dards, her hair was shoulder length and dark, her eyes 
though swelled with tears were a dark blue. I was 
aghast at the bruising on her face and body. 

"I am" but it occurred to me not to give my advan-
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tage away, the pirates as yet did not know who I was, 
"Var Dann, if I had a blade I would lay it at your feet." 

She studied me closer then and a half smile crossed 
her face, "I fear these men will kill me, will kill us both, I 
would accept your offer if I thought it 
could help, but what can you do, what 
can we do, there are many of them." 

"Remember, while we live there is 
hope, never give up the will to live, 
what is your name?" 

"I am Karina Lissa, daughter of 
Maris Kalen who was killed by these 
assassins." She looked away to hide the tears at the 
memory of her father's death. "Do you think we can 
escape them Var Dann, if I could I would kill Ragann 
Urar first." The tears were replaced by anger. 

"If a chance should come then we will take it for I 
will not escape without you Karina Lissa, and you 
have my word that your fathers life will be avenged." 

At that moment one of the First Born entered, "no 
talk you two or I may have to silence you" and he 
laughed as he kicked me in the ribs and I thought 
you're having your time, mine will come. 

How long did we lay there, perhaps its was less 
than a zode, for there was an endless stream of First 
Born bringing in the pillage from the Valipar, then the 
ship trembled a little and I could feel we were rising, 
the First Born did not want to get caught in the open at 
the scene of their crime, how I wished my own ship 
Furious was closeby, that would be a sight to see. 

I tried to gauge the length of time we were in flight 
but it was hard to tell, to me though it seemed only a 
zode or more when movement in the ships hull ceased, 
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we had arrived wherever we were. 
The First Born again appeared in an endless stream 

to empty the ship of their prize and I saw faces now 
that I did not recognise before, the ship was emptied in 
less than a zode then we were raised to our feet and 
made to walk through the now deserted ship towards 
the doorway, at the entry I was amazed at our location, 
for some reason I did not expect to see one of the dead 
cities that abound on Barsoom's dead sea bottoms. 

We were taken from the ship across a large square 
which stood before some ancient Jeddaks palace, I 
turned as the Rasoom vessel rose behind us and dis-
appeared over the tops of lesser buildings. He was no 
fool this Ragann Urar, he kept the ship hidden until he 
wanted to use it otherwise it was too easily seen in the 
square. 

The Jeddaks palace once had three huge spires but 
two of these had collapsed over the ages, now only one 
stood and even it was but half its height, domed roofs 
surrounded the spires but many of these had also 
fallen in, but the whole centre of the palace that stood 
before us seemed to be intact, then we were both 
pulled along by a First Born, up the ramp we were 
pulled into the palace, along numerous corridors until 
at last we were both thrown into a sparsely decorated 
room, at least it wasn't a cell like the last one where I 
was a prisoner with Brendara in another dead city. 

But a cell it was just the same as a guard took up his 
place by the doorway. They had left our hands tied be-
hind us, taking no chances I surmised and I hoped an op-
portunity would soon come for us to escape from here, 
but where could we go, where were we I wondered. 

"I am scared, Var Dann, I've heard the First Born 
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have no respect for red women. I fear that they may 
take more than my life, and I no longer have my dag-
ger." 

"Fear not Karina Lissa, sooner or later I shall gain a 
sword, and while I am alive I shall fight for your life 
and many of the First Born shall go on a pilgrimage 
before us." 

"Will you... Var Dann, if you get the opportunity 
and escape impossible, will you save me from this 
horde, save me from a fate I fear more that death." 

"I will do what has to be done Karina Lissa." She nodded 
her head and I saw she was relieved at my ovowal but I was 
not sure I could fill my end of the bargain. 

Zodes passed and finally food was brought to us, 
"we can't eat with our hands tied" I told the guard but 
he seemed indifferent and left, returning with a com-
panion several xats later the other guard placed a 
sword point at Karina Lissa's stomach, "one move by 
you to escape and the girl will die", then slowly he cut 
the thoat hide from my wrists. 

I massaged my hands thoroughly as circulation re-
turned to them and the guard then cut Karina Lissa's 
bonds and they moved away towards the door, "if you 
come past this table, and the one he indicated was sev-
eral feet from the door, then I will shoot you", and he 
drew his radium pistol. 

There was nothing else to be done and though Karina 
Lissa ate sparingly I could see the need to replenish my 
energy and ate the foot placed before us with renewed 
gusto, much to the surprise of my companion.  

Night came upon us and we slept on the bare floor, 
two guards now stood full time at our door and no 
opportunity arose to overcome them. 
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"Wake up, wake up" and I felt his boot prodding me 
and though I may have grasped it and flung him 
across the room I saw his companion stood over 
Karina Lissa's sleeping form with his sword drawn. 

"The dator wants to speak to you now" and they 
pushed us forward by sword point along the many 
corridors towards the throne room of the ancient Jed-
dak, how many times did I want to turn and seize the 
blade behind me and hurl the black pirate aside but I 
knew my time would come and as I felt the sword 
point cut my flesh I could but smile when I thought 
what I would do sometime in the future. 

We entered the throne room of the so called dator of 
the First born, this room was unlike any other I had 
seen so far in the palace, it was richly decorated with 
carpets and furs of orluk and apt, rich tapestries of 
many colours hung from the high vaulted ceiling 
which disappeared into the dizzying heights above us, 
tables and chairs of the most richly carved ersite were 
placed before the throne where upon sat Ragann Urar. 

In the room stood perhaps twenty of the First Born, 
Ragann Urar sat on one of two thrones before us, the 
other was empty. The dator wore a richly decorated har-
ness bestudded with precious gems, around his shoul-
ders he wore a black cape the hem inlaid with gold. 

"The woman shall sit beside me" and two of the 
First Born grasped her arms and dragged her towards 
the empty throne as two more pointed their blades at 
my chest. 

"Var Dann, help me, please." 
"Have courage Karina Lissa, you still live" and 

laughter broke from the throat of the Jeddak. 
"Kneel before the dator of the First Born red man!" 
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"Var Dann kneels before no man", the Jeddak looked 
to his side and nodded, two of his pirates grasped my 
shoulders and placed a sword point in my back. 

"The dator said kneel red man" and they strove to 
push me to the floor. 

"You may bend me to your will Ragann Urar but 
you shall not break me." 

"Ulsio! you do not speak to the Jeddak like that - 
now you die", and one of my assailants placed his 
blade across my throat. 

Horrified Karina Lissa watched from the throne, "wait, 
I do not have to bend you, you are broken, die then red 
man and your bones will be scattered across the sword." 

"Is this how you treat your followers Ragann Urar" 
and he raised his hand to still the executioner, "I would 
have joined you earlier but we did not meet under the 
best of circumstances." 

"Speak red man, do you expect to join us just to save 
your miserable life!" 

I smiled then, "I am a good swordsman Ragann 
Urar, can you afford to kill me, I can beat anyone here 
or are all your men cowards?" 

"Release him, go on red man." 
"I am Var Dann, a panthan by trade." 
"A panthan then, - what are you doing here in the north?" 
"I was hired to perform a service, but the hirer re-

fused to pay me afterwards and threatened to inform 
the authorities - I killed him and fled until we met - 
though I have done many things I am not a woman kil-
ler, I will kill any man who tries to harm this woman." 

"Strong words for a man about to die, why should a 
red man want to join the First Born, what use do we 
have for you?" 
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"I would join you for profit, what use you say, none 
can beat me in combat." 

"I have seen you fight" and he smiled, "give him a 
blade" and my executioner handed me his sword, "no 
not a sword, a knife" and he handed me his dagger. 

"You shall fight then red man, it will amuse me to 
see you die, you two" and he indicated my execution-
ers "draw you blades" and he signalled us to start. 

"Wait!, if I should win I want the girl, I have already 
fought for her, she is mine, you have no use for a red 
woman," and a look of distain and disgust appeared 
on Karina Lissa's face. 

"As you wish, if you live you will join us and have 
the woman - lose and you forfeit your life and she will 
be mine" and he clapped his hands. 

Two swords against my knife made them formida-
ble opponents and I would have to conceal my 
Jasoomian prowess unless I wanted to fight them all 
here and now, as they separated to surround me I leapt 
towards one and circled around so that my back was 
clear, our blades touched in a ring of steel, he was ar-
rogant and sure, his long sword against my knife but 
within moments I had cut him twice on the arms and 
once on his chest and I drove him back into his com-
panion who tried to step around him to have a swing 
at me, but he could not for I kept one always in front of 
the other, then he forgot any skill he had by trying to 
decapitate me, he swung the blade hard but I ducked 
under it and drove my knife into his chest. 

As he fell his companion leapt forward his sword 
outstretched to pierce my chest but I sidestepped the 
stroke and lunged my blade into his heart and he fell 
lifeless to the floor, the executions lay dead. 
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The twenty pirates in the room shouted their disap-
proval at the deaths of their companions and began to 
move towards me, some drawing their swords, "do 
you keep your word dator of the First Born or is it as 
worthless as these two assassins." 

"Hold, I said you could join us but you must prove 
you worth, one step out of line Var Dann and it will be 
your death" and the others grunted their approval and 
I'm sure they couldn't wait for a failing on my part. 

I stood on the dais and grasped Karina Lissa's arm 
"our bargain Ragann Urar" and I pulled her roughly 
from the throne and the assassins behind her grimaced 
in anger while the woman tried to resist me, but her re-
sistance seem to take some of the heat from the crowd 
and some began to laugh and made rude gestures at us. 

"You will not leave the palace alone Var Dann, nor 
the woman, under pain of death and two others shall 
accompany you everywhere" and he gestured to two 
near the doorway who came and stood beside us, 
"now begone", and we left the throne room with 
Karina Lissa crying out "I don't want to go with him" 
but the dator seemed only to grin a sadistic smile. 

Outside in the corridor we were alone as she strug-
gled with me and the guards were but moments be-
hind us, "have courage Karina Lissa, it was but an act, I 
have killed no one other than the First Born, my sword 
is yours and I shall fight to the death to save your vir-
tue", then the guards were with us. 

"What are you two talking about." 
"Nothing" but I whispered to her "keep struggling." 

She resumed her forced march. 
"Now that I am one of you you might like to return my 

weapons to me, I can't fight without them you know." 
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"The dator did not say your weapons should be re-
turned!" 

"He probably thought he didn't have to tell you that, 
if you ask him he'll probably take your head off" and I 
inwardly smiled at the anguish our guards were going 
through. 

"You two will stay here" and we were ushered back 
into the unfurnished room we were kept as prisoners 
before but several xats later one guard returned with 
my weapons and threw them onto the floor. 

They then stood by our door and I thought our status 
had changed from prisoners to guests, but now though 
we were alive we were also in an awkward predicament, 
how could we escape from the First Born, how could we 
reach Helium and have the First Born brought to justice. 

We stood out of earshot at a balcony window and 
looked out over the buildings of this ancient city, the 
buildings were a gray to white colour with steep roofs 
many of which had fallen in decay over the centuries, I 
held Karina Lissa by each arm above the elbows "resist 
a little but not too much and listen, what I said to you 
before is true, my blade will protect you for as long as I 
live but I do not seek you heart for mine is already 
taken" and a faint smile crossed her face as she strug-
gled just a little, "to live we must act the part and es-
cape we will" and I drew her to me and kissed her 
lightly on the cheek as the guards made rude gestures 
and common remarks. 

The next few days passed slowly, we were allowed 
to roam about the palace but always accompanied by 
our two guards. I wondered momentarily if there were 
any ghosts in the catacombs of this place as was the 
case when I found Brendara in that other city. 
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We had not seen the dator since the fight in the 
throne room and I wondered what he was up to, 
"come" said the guard "you are wanted" and as we 
both made to exit the room the guard stopped Karina 
Lissa, "not you, you are the prize if he doesn't return" 
and I was led away. 

"Have courage Karina Lissa" for I saw the look of 
anxiety on her face. 

"What did you mean by Karina Lissa is the prize if I 
don't return?" 

"Just that red man, if you don't return from this mis-
sion you won't have to worry about her any longer." 

The guards led me outside of the palace. I saw that 
two ships lay in the middle of the square, around both 
were scores of First Born, some were entering the Ra-
soomian ship but others were loading cargo into the 
hold of the second ship which was obviously a mer-
chant ship. "what is happening?" 

"We are about to sail, you had better get onboard" and we 
walked across the square to where the Rasoomian ship lay. 

To one side I saw the dator, he was issuing instruc-
tions to several men who were loading the stolen cargo, 
to be taken no doubt to the warehouses of several cities 
to be sold later as their own, then the dator saw me and 
crossed to where we stood beside the Rasoomian vessel. 

"The time has come to test your metal in a real fight 
Var Dann, but should you use some treachery then Hoe 
Jatt" who stood beside me, "will kill you and the red 
woman shall become the play thing of the First born." 

"I said I wanted to join you." 
"So you did, now is your chance, get onboard" and 

the three of us entered the ship, a few moments later 
we rose from the square and headed slowly west. 
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"You shall stand here" and the dator indicated that I 
would stand to the rear of the centre section of the ship 
which also contained some thirty other troops. 

Towards the front of this compartment, and on ei-
ther side, stood the lethal black energy guns, part of 
the armament which destroyed both the Estrella and 
the Esterious and their crews, but the major weapon 
was the centre gun which could stream a huge bolt of 
energy into another ship if it could bear on it. 

From a side window I saw the ancient city pass be-
low, then we were over the perimeter and the dead sea 
bottom appeared below, how long did we fly, certainly 
it was less than a zode, the landscape below became 
more rugged and broken, the beginning of the desert 
land and it occurred to me that this area must be on a 
main air-route for them to remain in the area and es-
tablish themselves in the dead city. 

My foremost concern was for the safety of Karina 
Lissa, I had to return to save her without giving myself 
away, and how could I do that and not try to destroy 
them, my thoughts were interrupted by the sound of 
the two side guns firing towards the ground below. 

The ship had been flying low when it crossed a ridge 
and flew directly over the centre of a green mens cara-
van, I looked on in amazement as green riders were 
thrown from their giant thoats, zitidars grunted and 
shied away and fully a thousand radium rifles opened 
up and fired at near point blank range into our ship. 

The ship rocked sideways at the assault, several 
thick clear windows shattering at the blast of radium 
rifles and several shots passed through the thick hull 
finding weaknesses not known before and wounding 
several of the black pirates, in return the First Born 
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fired into the ranks of green men with the side energy 
guns killing a dozen green men at a time and scatter-
ing other riders with their blasts. 

Several of the huge zitidars fell before the onslaught 
of the First Born and I felt disgusted at the attack com-
ing from a veritable fortress like this ship and shooting 
at the near defenceless green men who had little to 
protect themselves with, the First Born shouted with 
joy as another zitidar fell and I thought it must be like 
shooting elephants on Jasoom, how could you miss. 

The slaughter seemed to on and on, but then we passed 
over the van of the caravan and the guns ceased firing but 
the ship felt strange, the hull seemed now to be vibrating 
and the ship no longer flew serenely but seemed to jolt 
one way then another as we gained more altitude. 

I looked back, the green men were following and though 
I had looked hard at them I could not recognise their metal 
from the distance but an uneasy feeling was upon me. 

The green men were soon lost behind, unable to keep 
up and I thought there must have been near two thou-
sand of them, one of the largest caravans I had ever seen 
and the green men don't forget. It was only their vast 
numbers and weight of their firepower which had done 
any damage to the ship, normally I thought it would be 
impervious to such small arms fire. 

"Over there!" cried the black pirate and everyone on 
that side of the ship stared and smiled, then another 
voice, "it's her all right, right on time" and I saw an-
other ship only a few haads away. 

Another victim I thought as again the guns fired but 
this time the ship was not surprised, the incident with 
the green men had lost dator that advantage as the 
merchant ship fired back and veered away. 
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Our ship increased speed and began to close the distance 
between us and their prey, again the side guns fired, one hit-
ting the vessel astern but she continued on smoke streaming 
behind and I felt I was with them willing them to escape. 

The merchant ship fired several shots in reply from 
a cannon mounted near the stern, but their shots were 
wild and the men untrained, it must come I thought, 
but as the nose cannon fired towards the fleeing ship 
our ship began to roll first one way then the other, the 
energy blast missed the ship narrowly. 

Then I saw the cargo doors on the merchant ship open 
and dozens upon dozens of different size cargoes were 
hurled out to crash on the hard ground below, they were 
doing everything they could to lighten her and escape. 

Then as our craft slowed and steadied the nose gun 
fired again hitting the vessel amidships and sending 
shrapnel into the air and flames licked inside the vessel 
and I knew she was dying. 

A dozen cheering men stood between me and the 
nearest side gun and to my left a further twenty with 
swords raised, I had never felt so helpless before. 

Now as we drew near the merchant ship it began to 
sink towards the stony ground, the black pirates raised 
their sword hilts and cheered loudly, they had 
dragged their prey to the ground and now to the kill. 

Her name stood out 'Ventrinum', I had heard that name 
before, then it came back to me, the Ventrinum and Valipar 
were sister ships and belonged to the Jeddak of Kadabra, this 
air-route must be the main one from the north lands of Okar, 
that's why the First Born stayed here so long. 

Then our ship landed close to the Ventrinum and the 
First born leapt from our ship and raced across the short 
space separating the vessels, they cried out their challenge 
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with swords raised and some with radium rifles blazing. 
All the other troops had now jumped from our ship 

and were running towards the stricken merchant ship, 
"why do you linger red man, there is killing to do, jump 
or I will ..." but before Hoe Jatt could finish I crashed my 
fist onto his jaw then a second to his midsection and 
again to his jaw and he dropped like a stone. 

My actions were automatic, I could not stand by and let 
the crew of the Ventrinum be slain, not while a chance ex-
isted to save them, how would I or Karina Lissa survive I 
was not sure, but now I aimed the energy gun and fired into 
the ground at the very heels of the First Born, the energy 
blast sweeping the stony ground to pieces and blasting the 
troops with stony missiles for which they had no protection. 

Many of the black pirates were blasted into the air 
to land heavily close by the Ventrinum, others were 
thrown sideways and many more ran away from both 
ships, others milled around like thoats before a pryde 
of hungry banths, not knowing which way to turn. 

Again I blasted the open space between our ships, 
hurling up a sandstorm at the troops now hiding be-
side the Ventrinum's hull and they were showered 
with missiles of sand, then to my surprise and delight I 
saw the Ventrinum slowly rise from the ground, they 
were trying to escape but I felt a presence behind and 
close to me, I whirled around grasping the main en-
ergy lead for the gun and ripping it from the weapon 
as a sword hilt crashed onto my head. 

Chapter 3 
I was unconscious for only a few moments when 

my head began to spin and pain surged through me, 
"so you have shown your metal Var Dann, you will 
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have wished you hadn't" and the dator smiled down at 
me as I struggled to my feet. 

Rough hands grabbed me and I felt my weapons 
stripped from my harness then came several crashing 
blows to my head and body but before I fell uncon-
scious again I saw the Ventrinum was now several 
haads away, this was their last chance to escape. 

When I awoke I found my head cradled in Karina 
Lissa's arms and it took several xats before my head 
stopped spinning and when I looked around I found 
we were both back in that unfurnished room again but 
now the two guards stood at the doorway and looked 
menacingly at us. 

"What happened Var Dann, were you hurt, they 
will not tell me anything?" 

"I could not let them destroy the crew of the cargo 
ship, I'm sorry." 

"What for Var Dann, that you are not as evil as these 
others, I am glad that you could not kill as they do." 

"I'm afraid that I did more than hinder them, I ru-
ined their mission to loot and destroy their prey, my 
death is imminent" and then I held her face in my 
hands, "you are to be given to the black pirates." 

"I see, then I shall not escape the fate that has 
haunted me, I release you from your promise of pro-
tection Var Dann, I only wish that I could have fought 
beside you against them, I would ask a boon of you 
then Var Dann." 

"What is it Karina Lissa." 
"I need a dagger, even a small one, I do not want to 

fall into the hands of the First Born, to be their, their 
play-thing, until they tire of me ..." 

"Do not give up hope yet Karina Lissa ....." 
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"I have heard your words of encouragement before 
Var Dann, I wish now that I could believe them, will 
you help me?" 

"Yes I will help you but on one condition." 
"What is it Var Dann?" 
"I will do my best to obtain a dagger for you but you 

must promise not to use it until there is no longer any 
hope of succour, while I am alive stay the dagger from 
your heart, will you promise me that?" 

"As you wish Var Dann, but the moment you are 
dead so too will I" and I held her then and felt her 
body shaking and I wished we were out of here and on 
our return to Helium. 

Helium, would I ever see the city again, and my be-
loved Princess Dejah Thoris and my children, they 
would know I was dead if I did not return but they 
would not know what had happened, it would not be 
so, I must escape from here and take Karina Lissa with 
me, let the First Born come and I will show them what 
swordplay meant for I knew that I would get a blade 
somehow and once gotten I would never give it up 
again until it fell from my lifeless hand. 

"Why are you smiling Var Dann, do you look for-
ward to death?" 

"No Karina Lissa, I look forward to fighting my ene-
mies until death overtakes me." She smiled then. 

"Get me a blade Var Dann and I will fight beside 
you, to the death." 

"You shall have your blade Karina Lissa but death 
had better look out and so too the First Born." 

"You are a strange man Var Dann the panthan, I feel, 
I feel that you should be more than a panthan, there is 
something different about you, I feel your words are not 
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to be taken lightly, that you could be anything you 
want, even Warlord of Barsoom if you wished." 

"Karina Lissa when the time comes you shall know all 
about me but for the moment we must bide our time." 

And bide our time we did, for four days we were 
fed by our captors, we were not allowed from our 
prison, then a commotion outside and then cries of 
gusto from our guards as another party approached 
from down the aisle, then the party entered our prison 
dragging with them the unconscious body of a green 
man, a warrior I would say who had also been beaten 
by the black pirates. 

"Company for you two but not for long, your time is 
almost up, tonight there will be death for some and 
pleasure for others" and he leered at Karina Lissa 
whose composure fell away and she shrank behind me 
and they left laughing and returned down the aisle. 

Now the doors to our prison were locked from 
without and I knew the guards stood outside, ready to 
attack at a moments notice. 

"Why do you frown Var Dann, do you know this 
warrior?" 

"I told you of the dator's attack on the green caravan." 
"Is he one of them?" 
"Yes." 
"But how do you know?" 
"I saw their metal from a long way off but I did not 

recognise it, now close up I know who they are, and 
now that he is here the others may not be far behind" 
and I bent down beside the fallen warrior. 

"Who is he Var Dann, why do you seem so worried, is it 
not better that there may be three of us now against them, 
and if there may be others then help may be at hand?" 
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"Do you not know his metal Karina Lissa?." She 
shook her head. 

"He is of the clan Cosquis Karina Lissa, the Cosquis 
are the most hated of the green warriors on all of Bar-
soom, they have fought the red men for thousands of 
years, they will not compromise, to them the red men, 
indeed the civilised races of Barsoom are their enemy, 
wherever they go they kill and destroy, they are worse 
than the First Born." 

"How do you know so much Var Dann?" 
"I know Karina Lissa, I know that the Cosquis 

joined together with other green hordes under the mu-
tant green Jed Kra Gan and how the Warlord and the 
troops of Helium fought them to a standstill on the 
plain of Helium, how with the help of other troops 
from Ptarth and Dusor they pushed the Cosquis and 
others back, they destroyed Kra Gan and smashed the 
hordes scattering them across the dead sea bottom. I 
had hoped the Cosquis would have been destroyed 
but I have heard from time to time that the horde lived 
on and that they had grown their numbers, I fear 
Karina Lissa that if we were to escape from here we 
would leap from the blades of the First Born into the 
jaws of the hungry banth waiting without." 

As I finished speaking I looked down at the green 
man and I was startled to see his eyes were now open, 
had he heard what I had said. 

He looked at us for an xat or two then groaned as he 
staggered to a sitting position, his green body covered 
in dark bruises where he had been beaten or tortured. 

"We are prisoners like yourself, I've heard that some-
thing will happen tonight, most likely they will try to 
kill us and a worse fate for the woman" and his expres-



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

135 

sionless face turned towards her then back to me, "will 
you join us and fight for your life or be another enemy, 
three have a better chance to live than one?" 

For a moment I thought he had not heard but then he 
spoke with an accent that was purely Cosquis as differ-
ent from the speech of other green men as that of a red 
man and an Okarian, "I am Dakor Zorat, Jed of the Cos-
quis, I do not fight with a red man, I kill red men." 

I moved away then with Karina Lissa, "he is as I ex-
pected, like all Cosquis too stupid to help himself that's 
why they are shunned by all on Barsoom." 

A growl escaped his lips as he struggled to rise to 
his feet, but he could not, not yet anyway, he was too 
exhausted to rise but I knew the anger was there. 

"Look at your race Dakor Zorat, down through the 
centuries the green men have fought the civilised races 
of Barsoom even though without the atmosphere plant 
which is run by the red men the green men would 
have ceased to exist many centuries ago." 

"To this day many of the green hordes have woken 
to this fact, that without the red men they would be 
extinct and many now have stopped warring against 
us and joined us to make this world better to live in, 
but others, many others like yourself fight on with an-
cient hatreds that no longer exist." 

"Years ago the Cosquis joined with the Rasvells and 
others under Kra Gan to destroy Helium, they failed, Kra 
Gan was destroyed and so too many of the green men, 
but should you have been successful you would have 
brought about your own annihilation, you can't see it 
and blindly go on fighting us, one day your race may 
pay the ultimate penalty, what do you think would hap-
pen if the green men took over the world", I turned away 
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in disgust but swung back as he again tried to rise, "even 
the Rasvells have seen the error of centuries and have 
joined the red men, and you, even here in this prison 
with hundreds of First Born ready to kill you, you do not 
have the brains to join with us to fight them, you would 
sooner fight them yourself and die all the quicker!" 

Now he rose to his feet, I knew he was in pain, "the 
Rasvells are cowards, we would kill them all if we 
came across them." 

"Then you are twice the fool you seem, you even 
make war amongst your own race and against those 
who offer you salvation." 

The green warrior stood in silence then and I knew 
it was no use, we had one more enemy to fight and the 
battle seemed hopeless. 

"Dakor Zorat stand up against the centuries of dis-
trust and destruction that you seem to enjoy, stand 
with us against the First Born and I promise you that 
many of the black pirates will travel the sacred river 
before you, would you rather kill a dozen of them be-
fore you die or would you join us and kill twice that 
number and there is a chance, no matter how slim, that 
we may escape yet." 

"You ask a Cosquis to fight with a red man and woman?" 
"I ask you to join us and fight for your life, I will put 

my blade beside yours and kill your enemies and your 
back will be safe with me and I shall turn my back to 
you for the green men I know are proud of their hon-
our and I say that we will fight with you till death 
overtakes us and for this day let us, the red men and 
women of Barsoom and the Cosquis, be friends." 

"What is your answer, friend of foe?" but he would 
not reply and I and Karina Lissa embraced as a brother 
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and sister would do, "should my death seem likely 
then I shall not abandon you to the beasts." She shook 
her head in understanding. 

Where did the zodes go, outside the darkened sky 
looked down upon us, Cluros the larger moon was regent 
of the night sky, how I wished we were both in a flier now 
and headed for Helium but the path lay clear before us, 
"soon Karina Lissa we may venture between the stars." 

"I am ready Var Dann" then the doors swung open 
and a dozen of the First Born entered "this way all of 
you, any tricks and you'll die here and now", and we 
were led down the hallway with one First Born grasp-
ing each of our arms, the darkness lit by radium lamps 
on the walls and carried by those ahead and behind us, 
until at last we came to the square before the Jeddak's 
palace which was also lit by hundreds of radium 
lamps mounted atop tall metal rods. 

Ahead of us sat a dais upon which was seated the dator 
Ragann Urar, in a circle all around us were most likely the 
entire horde of pirates and I estimated there were around 
two hundred of them, to my right again I saw the Ra-
soomian ship with its pilot clearly visible in the transpar-
ent nose cone as he laboured over the controls. 

In the middle of the cleared area lay a sword then the 
dator spoke, "the green man will be first, you were 
caught spying on us, now you will travel the sacred 
river, you can either pick up the blade and fight until you 
die or we will kill you unarmed, the choice is yours." 

The green warrior turned and looked at me and 
then strode into the arena lit by the radium lamps and 
by Cluros above, he did not say a word but the two 
pirates that held me now loosened their grip, they 
wanted to see the death of the green man. 
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"When he is dead Var Dann it will be your turn, af-
ter that the woman shall be mine for a time, I will have 
my pleasure first then these other poor troops will get 
to know her quite well" and he laughed. 

Karina Lissa was standing beside me, she touched 
my arm and I looked into her face now a ghostly 
white, as the crowds roared for the fight to begin I 
slowly removed the dagger from the harness of the 
man in front of me and passed it to Karina Lissa who 
hid it in the folds of the silken material about her har-
ness and I saw a faint smile on her lips. "Remember, 
we still live and while we live there is hope." 

"Bring the woman to me" commanded the dator and 
Karina Lissa was led through the crowd the sit before 
the dais and the dator smiled. 

Now three of the First Born approached the green 
warrior with swords drawn, if he was a good swords-
man he may just be able to hold them off, if not it 
would be a quick and deadly fight and I was thrust 
forward to the inside circle by those near me "take a 
look red man, this is what will happen to you" and I 
looked into the face of Hoe Jatt. 

"I am going to have great pleasure in killing you" 
and he laughed with his comrades and I smiled at him, 
his expression changed and I knew he was taken 
aback, victims seldom smiled at imminent death. 

The green warrior now held the sword in his right 
hand as the three pirates menaced him,  

then there was a clash of blades as two struck out 
and the crowd roared its approval and the dator cried 
out "kill him, kill him." 

Dakor Zorat fended off the two blades with skill 
learned over many years of warfare, he parried and 
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thrust and smashed one blade aside and drove his 
point into the pirates chest and I could have done it no 
better, quickly he recovered his blade to fend off the 
other opponent as the last man worked around his 
back, to strike from behind, to main him so that either 
of them could at their leisure torture and kill him and 
obtain maximum reward for their efforts from the 
grateful dator. 

But Dakor Zorat leapt aside as the blade from behind 
struck out at him and he fought them for a moment side 
by side. Again and again he fended off their strokes but 
now I saw his weakness, the crowd of First Born had in-
timidated him, he fought not to kill them but to defend 
his life, in doing so they would kill him all the sooner. 

Now he bled from several shallow wounds and the 
second opponent fell slashed across the throat then the 
dator ordered two more blades against him and now 
three again assailed him and I saw his strokes were now 
becoming unbalanced, death was but a few xats away. 

As the combatants drew near where I stood I called 
to the green warrior, "what is your reply Dakor Zorat, 
these Ulsio's will tear you down, do you not want to 
give them your best stroke?" and the green man turned 
for at instant, "join me red man" and I grasped the 
blade of the pirate beside me and before they could 
stop me I leapt into the ring and attacked two of the 
three pirates that assailed Dakor Zorat. 

"I swear on my ancestors name that your back will 
be safe with me Dakor Zorat." 

"I cannot make that pledge Var Dann, I do not know 
who my ancestors are nor do I care, but your back is 
safe from my blade." 

"And the woman Dakor Zorat?" 
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"She will not die by my blade unless she wants to 
Var Dann." 

"Good, may we meet again Dakor Zorat" and I struck 
out now harder than before and plunged my blade into 
the heart of the first and the chest of the second, as they 
fell I stood beside the green man and crossed blades 
with his antagonist and stabbed him in his vitals and as 
he fell we stood back to back as the dator leapt from his 
dais and roared "kill them, kill them" and he indicated 
to a dozen of the First Born to take us. 

"If we must die Dakor Zorat then let us send many 
of them before us for my blade is hungry and I will not 
wait to be slaughtered, this way" and I leapt forward at 
the coming blades and closer to the dator's dais. 

I swung my blade faster and faster before me, I 
clashed with several blades at once, pushing them back 
and drawing blood, in a frenzy I wove my blade faster 
still until I cast a net of steel before me that their blades 
could not penetrate, faster and faster my blade clashed 
against theirs and a pirate fell screaming out as death 
took him, more and more began to fall before me and I 
had but a vague feeling of a green giant behind me 
guarding my back and I smiled, never before had a red 
man turned his back on a Cosquis except in death. 

"Kill them, kill them" went up the cry not only from the 
dais but from the throats of dozens of First Born around us. 

"Death, death to the First Born" and two more of 
them fell before my onslaught to be trampled under-
foot by us and their companions alike, their vast num-
bers were now a hindrance to them as they pressed 
forward against those trying to cut us down, they 
pushed the front line onto our blades and they fell be-
fore our might and the square ran red with their blood. 
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Then the green man cried out and I saw him fall, this 
was a far better way too die then what the black pirates 
planned and I knew he must be smiling, surrounded by 
the bodies of the First Born that would precede him. 

But death had not claimed him yet and I stood back 
and straddled his fallen body taking a dozen blades on 
mine at once then a roar went up which drew the 
heads of my antagonists, as some of them turned their 
heads my blade found their hearts and three fell before 
my onslaught. 

But now they were breaking away and my sword 
point found two more of the First Born, then I recog-
nised the cry, the war cry of the green men as they 
charged from all sides of the square on the back of 
their giant thoats, the Cosquis horde had arrived and 
the black pirates fled from us trying to escape. 

I pulled Dakor Zorat to his feet, "your clan has arrived 
just in time" and he picked up his blade "to the dais 
quickly" and I ran with strides of a dozen feet at a time 
towards where the dator still yelled out his commands. 

I saw him then holding Karina Lissa by the arm, 
then he drew his blade but she was quicker, suddenly 
the dagger appeared in her hand and struck at him, 
she struck him high in the left shoulder and I could 
imagine the pain but he struck her down with the hilt 
of the sword and as she lay at his feet he raised his 
blade up to strike her and I leapt as I had never leapt 
before, over a span of near forty feet I crashed into his 
upright body knocking us both from the dais and into 
the wild melee of pirates below. 

All around the dais the First Born battled the Cos-
quis but they were vastly outnumbered, more and 
more green men entered the square, many with the 
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spears held high whereas others held them forward 
and charged into the ranks of black pirates. 

But the dator scrambled to his feet first as several 
pirates and green warriors fought beside me, then the 
dator with several other pirates leap into the Ra-
soomian craft, within moments it began to rise from 
the square where all around it black pirates fought and 
died at the hands of the Cosquis. 

Then as I fought off two black pirates he appeared 
beside me carrying the unconscious form of Karina 
Lissa in two of his arms and wielding two blades in his 
free hands, his body was covered in blood, much of it 
his enemies and some of it his own, "Dakor Zorat pro-
tect Karina Lissa, I must go after the dator." 

"She will be safe Var Dann" and he joined the ranks 
of Cosquis and she seemed safe for the time being, 
then I leapt over the heads of the combatants and with 
a leap of thirty feet I leapt up and grasped the handrail 
beside the door on the hull of the ship and swung my-
self upon the narrow platform. 

Chapter 4 
I entered the open doorway to be confronted by a 

dozen of the First Born, the dator was not amongst 
them, he had to be in the pilots cone, I leapt forward 
drawing my long sword "death to the First Born" and I 
saw them all step back momentarily startled and as the 
ship passed over the dead city lit now by both Cluros 
and Thuria, our blades clashed amid a shower of sparks 
and within an xat one of the pirates fell and yet another 
cried out in pain as I slashed my blade across his chest. 

Xat after xat we fought, my sword arm now covered 
in blood from a wound high up on my shoulder and as 
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I battled five of them I heard a voice cry out "another 
ship over there" and he pointed to my right, in a mo-
ments respite as four of the five fell back and the fifth 
fell dead I saw at a glance a ship only two haads away, 
a familiar ship that I knew to be my own. 

Furious had somehow found us and I leapt my blade 
forward and another pirate fell dead but I felt the ship 
turning, if it could level its nose cannon on Furious it 
may blast the ship from the night sky. 

In a fit of bloodlust I forced my blade forward 
smashing his aside and sending one pirate running 
then I pierced the midsection of another and disarmed 
a third and now I stood where I wanted to be, beside 
the energy gun, with my left hand I found the lever 
that controlled the weapon and as the ship turned fur-
ther to face Furious I fired the gun hoping to alert them 
to the danger, the blast of the side gun shot a stream of 
energy across the void between the ships and passed 
harmlessly overhead, the reply was as I had hope, ac-
curate and deadly. 

Furious had three things the others ships did not, 
she was heavily armed, had a fighting crew and she 
had prior warning, and a stream of radium cannon fire 
streaked from my ship against the hull of the Ra-
soomian vessel. Three explosions came in rapid suc-
cession, one ahead of me and somewhere near the nose 
cone, the second behind me that blew a huge hole in 
the side of the ship and knocking down four pirates 
and the last further aft but doing little damage. 

But now the ship levelled off and I knew the nose 
gun would fire any xat, in the confusion I leapt for-
ward and through the screen of lizard-like material 
that separated the two sections of the ship, there the 
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pilot sat, blood streaming down his head with the da-
tor leaning over him "fire you fool, fire!" and as I 
reached out with my blade he fired the cannon. 

He turned as I drove my blade through his side and 
as the huge bolt of energy streaked across the void and 
struck Furious amidships the dator drew his blade and 
lunged at me "you, you are responsible for all this, you 
shall die now!" 

"That you will find is easier said than done dator" 
and my blade struck his sending sparks flying but I 
was chagrined for I saw the bolt of energy strike and 
the flames that followed as Furious lost headway and 
seemed to wallow in the air. 

In the transparent nose cone of the Rasoomian ship 
and lit now only by Cluros and Thuria above and 
some kind of eerie luminous material that the roof of 
the ship was made of we struck out at each other and 
across the void the crew of Furious stared in wonder at 
the sight never seen before or since as two dark figures 
fought a life and death battle. 

Back and forward we went and I grazed his arm, he 
lunged again and I pierced his side but then I saw a 
look in his eyes and I leapt sideways as a blade cleaved 
the air where I had stood, one of the pirates had entered 
the cabin and behind came others, then the cannons 
roared on Furious and the whole side of the ship seemed 
to blow away sending the crew upon the sacred river 
and I and the dator against the far side of the ship. 

He struggled to his feet as I pushed debris from me 
"die" he cried and lunged his long blade towards me 
but I blocked his stroke and gained my feet then the 
ship lurched sideways, there was no control now over 
the ship and it began to sink groundwards and rocked 
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from one side to the other, as the ship lurched we were 
flung together and I dropped my long blade and drew 
my dagger as he did. 

Flames from the fire in the centre of the ship licked 
through the reptile fabric covering the entrance and 
began to take hold now in the nose cone, as the dator 
lunged I stepped aside and struck him with my left 
fist, he fell back and then in a fierce display of dagger 
play I lunged my blade into his heart and he fell dead 
amid the flames of the stricken ship. 

As the ship lurched again I picked up my long 
sword and struggled across the ship to the gaping hole 
in the far side, flames were coming up the side of the 
ship and the ground was still far below, across the void 
Furious lay a half haad away watching the deaththroes 
of the Rasoomian vessel. 

I saw another large aperture in the transparent roof 
of the nose cone, I leapt up and grasped the sides and 
pulled myself up onto the outer hull of the ship, 
steadying myself I waved both arms towards my ship 
but to them I knew I would appear not only as a red 
man but as a pirate as well and I could not blame them 
if they wished to see me take a death dive like all 
commanders should when their ships are dying. 

The ground was coming up closer now and faster as 
the ship died and the transparent hull where I stood 
was getting hotter as the flames beneath drew closer. 
Soon I would have to jump from the doomed ship but I 
knew that my chance in surviving the fall would be 
almost nil, there had to be another way. 

I waved again and again towards my ship, at last I 
saw the bow swing towards me as Furious came closer 
to inspect this pirate who summonsed them, but I knew 
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they would not come much closer for when this ship hit 
they would not want to be too close to the explosion. 

The whole stern end of the Rasoomian ship was 
now aflame and the bow unexpectedly swung around 
towards Furious as the ship went into a final curved 
death dive but this also brought my ship a little closer 
and now I had no choice at all as I saw the crew of my 
ship begin to panic and I could imagine what they 
were saying for them the ships were getting too close 
together and they could end up in the same fire-ball. 

I ran towards the flaming stern of the ship, shielding 
my face and upper body from the flames I looked for-
ward and a little to the right at Furious as that ship be-
gan to gain altitude, within an xat she would increase 
speed, I ran as fast as I could across the top hull of the 
Rasoomian ship gauging its rocking motion to gain 
maximum pressure on each stride and just before the 
gaping hole in the roof I leapt into the void across a 
distance of sixty feet to land heavily on the deck of Fu-
rious. 

Suddenly many hands seem to grasp me and I 
found a sword aimed for my vitals, "Pastan Nial" have 
you forgotten me already and the red man dropped 
the blade as a smile appeared on his face "John Carter, 
we should have known, no one else could have made 
that leap" and then the rough hands slapped me on the 
back and cheers went up from all the crew. 

Then the pirates ship struck the earth in a fireball of 
yellow and orange flames and the explosion rocked 
Furious from side to side sending several of the crew 
crashing to the deck. 

"Attention" sounded one of the crew as the Com-
mander approached. 
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"Carthoris, my son, am I ever glad to see you again" 
and we embraced. 

"Father I am pleased to find you, we have been 
searching now for many days since the disappearance 
of the Esterious. 

"Carthoris I need a flier fast, is yours intact after the 
fight?" and he called to one of the crew who told us the 
flier was still intact, and together we went to the lower 
deck where the ship lay. 

"It was you who warned us with the blast of energy 
fire wasn't it father." 

"Yes Carthoris, I tried to warn you as best I could." 
"I thought so, I had a feeling about that ship, but 

also when that warning came, I don't know, I thought 
you may be somewhere about." 

"About fifty haads to the east lies a dead city, the 
First Born made it their headquarters but when I left 
they were being overrun by the Cosquis, by now they 
are probably all dead, I must return there as fast as I 
can to pick up a young woman who was a captive with 
me." 

"You have not changed father" he smiled, "if there is 
a woman in trouble I am sure you would not be far 
away" and we both laughed as I boarded the small ship. 

"We are reduced to half speed after the battle father, 
we will make for the city as fast as we can." 

"Go safely my Carthoris and be cautious, the Cos-
quis are still an enemy to the red men." 

"We shall be careful father" and we shook hands 
then as I started the ships silent motor and slowly the 
ship rose from the deck and within a few xats I was 
headed at full speed back towards the dead city and I 
hoped that Karina Lissa was safe and well. 
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It took less than half a zode and as the sun began to 
rise the dead city appeared on the horizon before me, 
were the green men still there, would I be welcomed as 
a friend or an enemy, I would soon know the answer. 
Now I flew low and slow across the outer perimeter 
wall of the city so as not to cause any alarm to the 
green men if they were there and I headed towards the 
square before the Jeddaks palace. 

In the avenues of the dead city I saw the giant thoats 
of the Cosquis, the green men were still there, slower 
still I headed now for the square, below me I could see 
the green warriors as they stared up at me but they did 
not aim or fire their radium rifles but seemed to follow 
me as the square drew nearer. 

In the square below me now I saw hundreds of the 
green men, some ceremony seemed about to take place 
and then I saw them and knew what it was. 

I landed the one man flier before the dais where the 
dator's throne stood but now there sat upon it a large 
green warrior. 

I was surrounded by hundreds of the Cosquis, they 
had no need to draw their blades or raise their radium 
rifles, for I had no chance to escape and I had no inten-
tion of even trying for before the throne on their knees 
stood Karina Lissa and Dakor Zorat and before them a 
tall green warrior with sword already drawn back to 
kill them with one sure stroke through the heart. 

I leapt from the flier "you cannot kill them, they are not 
with the black pirates who fired upon you yesterday." 

Sounds of menacing anger rose from the horde, 
then the warrior upon the throne pointed, "what do 
you know of the First Born and what they did to us?" 

To show fear to a green man is like throwing a ulsio 
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to a banth, they would kill you in an instant, "who is 
the leader of this horde" and I looked past the warrior 
on the throne and felt his anger mounting as he stood. 

"I am Kardus Kur, Jeddak of the Cosquis, who are 
you red man that you beard the banth in his den" and 
he and many others roared with laughter. 

I waited until the gusto had passed, "I am John 
Carter, Prince of Helium and Warlord of Barsoom" and 
I stood with my arms across my chest. 

Then they laughed again, a mirthless laughter that many 
men heard and feared before they died. "Do you not know 
red man that John Carter, our enemy, is a white man, as 
white as any Orovar" and their laughter continued. 

"What you say is true Kardus Kur, but under this 
red dye you will find a white skin, for I am indeed 
John Carter of Jasoom" and now they did not laugh 
and I felt their menacing hatred. 

"If you are John Carter then you are a fool to come 
here for you will not leave alive, your death will not be 
as quick as these other two but slow and painful." 

"I have not come here to fight you and your horde 
Kardus Kur but to ask why you would kill this woman 
and one who is of your own horde though both fought 
the black pirates as you did?" 

"This ulsio tried to prevent us killing this woman, 
we the Cosquis have no friends apart from ourselves, 
all our enemies will die." 

"So you would kill those that would help you, you 
would go through your existence killing your friends 
as well as enemies, it is said that the lowest of the low 
kill indiscriminately therefore the Cosquis must be re-
garded as the ulsio's of Barsoom to be avoided and 
shunned by all others." 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

150 

I heard hundreds of swords drawn from their harnesses 
and cries of "kill, kill" rise from the crowds of green men all 
around me, and one came forward "do not talk to this ulsio 
oh great Kardus Kur, let my blade speak for you" and the 
Jeddak nodded his head and his blade flashed before me. 

In the instant I drew mine and our blades clashed 
amid a shower of sparks, back and forth we fought be-
fore the horde of Cosquis but I was slower now than be-
fore after all my exertions over the last few zodes, he 
laughed as he drew blood on my arm and again on my 
thigh but he roared with pain when I pierced his upper 
chest, he lunged at me and when I could have run him 
through the heart I twisted his blade and sent it flying 
through the air to land before the Jeddaks throne. 
Quickly he began to pull his short sword from his har-
ness but I knew that he would and I leapt forward and 
smashed the hilt of my blade across his forehead and he 
fell bleeding and almost unconscious before Kardus Kur. 

"Why did you not kill him?" 
"I do not kill needlessly, when I fought with you 

against the First Born they were my enemies and I 
killed many of them but you are not my enemies nor 
enemies of the red men." 

"You are a coward, a ulsio, you think by not killing 
him that I will spare you" and his mirthless laughter 
and that of the horde filled the square. 

When the laughter died, "you who claim to be the great-
est Jeddak of the green men since Kra Gan, you know noth-
ing of killing for you do not even know the difference be-
tween your enemies and your friends" and their anger rose. 

"I fought Kra Gan on the plain of Helium and killed 
him" their cries of anger rose, "Kra Gan would have 
killed the civilised races as you would do, then the at-
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mosphere plant would have failed and within a short 
period you would all be dead, you are alive now be-
cause Kra Gan failed to kill the red men, if he had won 
then you would all now be dead, and should you con-
tinue your war with the civilised races and ultimately 
win then you would have won nothing but death." 

"If Dakor Zorat had fought the First Born by himself 
he would be dead now, but because we fought together 
we were stronger and we are both alive now. If the Cos-
quis would join the red men we will all be stronger but 
separately there is little hope. Join with us then Kardus 
Kur! I ask you to throw off the shackles of ancient custom 
and walk with us in peace. What is your answer?" 

The Jeddak of the Cosquis sat silent, hundreds of eyes 
were upon him, then staring ahead he nodded. I turned 
to follow his gaze. To my horror I saw the executioner 
drive his blade into the heart of Dakor Zorat. I leapt for-
ward and up the dais before any green men could stop 
me. I placed my blade at the throat of the Jeddak. 

"If the girl dies so too do you Kardus Kur and so too 
hundreds of your clan!" 

"It does not matter if I die red man but you cannot 
kill any others and your death will follow, a slow and 
agonising death" and the foremost ranks of green men 
began to move forward with their swords drawn. 

"Look again all of you, look yonder" and I pointed at 
Furious now lying silent over a rooftop beside the square, 
her main guns aimed into the square and hundreds of red 
man lining the sides with radium rifles pointed down. 

"What is your answer Kardus Kur, do we decimate 
your clan or do we go in peace?" 

The Jeddak remained silent, "move to the ship Karina 
Lissa, slowly, I will join you." She did as I said, "the 
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choice is still yours Kardus Kur, may we never meet 
again" and I left the dais and sat by Karina Lissa by the 
controls, I started the silent motor and slowly we rose 
into the air and across the square and within a few xats 
we passed over the rooftops and across the city with 
Furious following slowly in our wake. 

Well past the city's boundary we boarded Furious 
and for the first time in many days we stood in my 
cabin aboard the flagship of Helium's fleet. 

"You arrived at the right time Carthoris, without 
your presence I feel the Jeddak may have chosen death 
in which case...." 

"Father, I'm sure you would have handled the situa-
tion as you normally do, but I am pleased to have been 
able to assist you, mother, indeed all Helium will be 
pleased to see you again after your absence" and I 
smiled at my son. 

"I am forgetting myself, Carthoris my son, this is 
Karina Lissa daughter of Maris Kalen who was killed 
by the black pirates who destroyed their ship" and the 
two embraced for a moment. 

"Karina Lissa, that is a pretty name, let me show you 
around the ship, I'm sure you have a story to tell" and 
the two left me to be alone with my thoughts, for a 
moment I smiled after them, after all the death and de-
struction they could walk away as if it had never hap-
pened, but I thought of Dakor Zorat and I felt sorry for 
the Cosquis, they would never turn from the path of 
war, what would the future bring for Barsoom, peace 
and prosperity or war and destruction, hopefully the 
answer would lay far into the future, in another life-
time perhaps, I shrugged my shoulders, nothing more 
could be done. I felt a sense of shame for the Rasoomi-
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ans who had surrendered to the First Born and then 
executed and their ship stolen, it was now history. 

And as Furious gathered more speed, a little more 
than half its normal speed due to the fight, I found my-
self wishing we could go faster for I wished to look into 
the eyes of my Princess again, and to hold her once more. 

the end 
John Carter will return to battle Kardus Kur in another 

adventure 
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1993 Isandora 

1 March 1993 - 29 March 1993 
 
"How long has it been, John 

Carter, since we flew together 
like this, surrounded by a clear 
blue sky and not a living soul 
for hundreds of haads?" 

I looked into her smiling 
face. She seemed even hap-
pier now than when we spent 
the last week with our daugh-
ter Tara in Gathol. "I do not 
remember the last time that 
we flew together alone. We 
have been much too busy of 
late with affairs of Helium, 
even now we were lucky to 
get away to visit Tara, but I 
must admit ..." 

"Yes, John Carter?" 
"I must admit my, Princess, that I have never seen 

you look more beautiful than you do now" and I 
leaned towards her and kissed her on the lips. 

"My Chieftain," she whispered and drew my head 
down again as our two man flier effortlessly cruised 
through the Barsoomian sky on its automatic course 
set for Helium. 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

155 

We embraced each other as we surveyed the land-
scape far below. The ochre moss vegetation spread over 
the dead sea bottom in all directions, there seemed to be 
no life upon the sward but we both knew otherwise. 
The green men could be anywhere below, so too the 
hunting banth. In the distance there rose a mighty 
mountain range where the great white ape may be 
quartered in some derelict structure, but I had no wish 
at the moment to see any of those life-forms. I only 
wished that we could sail on this way for another week. 

"Wouldn't it be wonderful if we could set down 
near the range and enjoy a few peaceful days together 
without the hectic life of Helium, without the continual 
affairs of the city to be managed, without continual in-
spections of the navy and the worry of invaders?" 

"When we return, my Chieftain, what would you do 
with none of these things to occupy your mind? You 
would grow fat and lazy. You know that it would kill 
you as you are a man of action and not meant to live 
the quiet life. But a few days together without inter-
ruptions would be a paradise. You know we cannot be 
late. If we do not arrive on time we will have the entire 
fleet of Helium looking for us." She threw back her 
head and laughed. "I guess we will just have to con-
tend with a few moments like this until we can organ-
ise something else." Again we kissed each other. 

"John Carter, I don't remember that we had to cross 
the mountain range on our journey to Gathol." 

I followed her gaze and suddenly a feeling of dan-
ger came over me. "You are right, my Princess. Our 
cruiser followed a path to the south of the range just as 
we should be doing now." I knew I had been lax in not 
watching our course, I had been too preoccupied 
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thinking of Dejah Thoris by my side and now I noticed 
that strong air currents were blowing us towards the 
mountain range. I released the automatic pilot and 
struggled with the controls as I increased our speed 
and turned towards a more southerly course, but noth-
ing happened and now the wind grew stronger. Our 
flier tilted sideways as it was blown closer and closer 
towards the towering mountain peaks. 

"John Carter, what is wrong?" 
"I do not know, my Princess. The wind is too strong 

for our ship. Hang on tightly, we are heading into the 
mountains." 

As I could not steer the craft nor could I turn into the 
savage winds that now assailed us, I tried to increase our 
altitude and speed, but to no avail. We were completely 
at the mercy of the winds and below us passed the peaks 
of several of the huge rocky mountains. We crossed over 
the outer range and now found ourselves surrounded by 
valleys and huge monoliths, many of which were capped 
with snow. Our little ship was caught like a leaf in a 
mountain stream and blown through a large valley and 
then between towering peaks. 

"Look out, my Princess!" 
Our ship slammed sideways into a mountain with a 

sickening crash. To my dismay I saw my Princess' har-
ness snap and she was hurled from our stricken ship. 
The flier slid some fifty feet down the slope before com-
ing to rest. Quickly, I undid my harness and rushed 
back up the slope to where the still form of Dejah Thoris 
lay. My hands trembled as I made her side and placed 
one arm under her head. I slowly turned her towards 
me. "My Princess," I whispered, but she did not move, 
nor answer, as I cradled her still form to my chest. 
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How long I held her I will never know but I finally 
stirred when the light began to fade and darkness was 
all but upon us. Reluctantly, I gently placed her on the 
ground. Turning, I slowly made my way down the 
slope to our broken ship. From the shattered compart-
ments I drew forth our sleeping furs and nutrition cap-
sules. Finally I gathered up my weapons and placed 
them on my harness. Seeing nothing else that I could 
use, I retraced my steps to the still form of my wife who 
seemed so vulnerable in these forbidding mountains. I 
placed our sleeping furs on the ground and gently laid 
her upon them and pulled them over her. 

"You are safe now, my Princess." 
Then her eyes opened. "Hold me, my Chieftain. I 

thought ... I thought that we would be killed and that I 
may never be able to hold you again." 

Gently I held her. the pain I saw on her face was like 
a dagger in my heart. "Take these, my Princess." I of-
fered her two capsules from my belt, the only pain kill-
ers that Barsoomian science has manufactured. With 
difficulty she swallowed them. 

"Am I dying, John Carter? Is this to be my resting place?" 
"We still live, my Princess. While we live there is 

hope. I shall be eternally by your side." 
She fell asleep then. I watched her grimacing in pain 

throughout the night. I knew her body was broken, but 
how bad I did not know—the morning would tell. I sat 
beside her as the light from Cluros shone down into this 
desolate valley. I clasped my short sword between my 
legs as I placed my head upon my knees. What would 
tomorrow bring? In the distance I could hear the roar of 
a hunting banth and other cries I could not distinguish 
and I could not suppress half a grin. Let my adversaries 
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come. They would not make it past my blade. Then my 
Princess cried out in her sleep and the grin soon faded 
from my face. She had a fitful night and awoke late in 
the morning. Raising her head, I gave her the day's nu-
trition capsules plus another pain killer. 

"It is time to inspect the damage." My half smile 
produced a grin from her. 

In a half whisper she said "I'm afraid I feel as broken 
as our ship must be." She coughed and a spasm of pain 
tore through her body. 

I inspected her gently, probing any discolouration on 
her body for any signs of broken bones. There seemed 
to be quite a lot of bruising, and several times she 
gasped in pain as I gingerly pressed near these areas. 

"What is the verdict, John Carter, will I live?" 
I was glad to see the morning had wrought a change 

in her. She no longer seemed to think she would die, 
but her injuries were still severe and I was not sure she 
could survive. 

"Your legs are broken but I can splint them using 
wreckage from the ship. Can you sit up?" 

"I don't know." She strained to lift her shoulders 
from the sleeping furs and cried out in pain, slumping 
back into them. 

The worst would seem to be true. "Your back may 
be broken." 

As gently as I could I rolled her onto her stomach and. 
though she did not cry out. I knew the pain must have 
been near unbearable. I ran my finger lightly down her 
spine and stopped at a bump just over midway. 

"Looks like you won't be doing any walking for 
awhile. Are you sure you didn't do this on purpose 
just to save walking out of here?" 
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The half smile I got was the only reward I was after. 
Her spirit was still strong, but how were we going to 
get out of here? That was the real question—and could 
she survive and could I live without her. 

"So," she said, "nothing can be done?" 
"Looks like the real thing. No more walking for you 

on this part of our holiday." 
"What can we do, John Carter? I do not want to die here." 
"You shall not die, my Princess, but we have only 

one option." 
"And that is? Do not hide anything from me, my 

Chieftain, tell me what I must do." 
"The ship will never fly again. We will have to walk 

out of here." 
"But I cannot." 
"I know, my Princess, I will carry you." 
"But no one could carry me to Helium, it is too far." 
"Hopefully it will not come to that. We will find 

help along the way." 
"John Carter, I do not know if ..." 
"There is no other way, my Princess. I shall prepare 

the splints." 
I left her and proceeded to our broken ship to retrieve 

the sections I would need. It was two zodes later that I 
had her legs braced, both had been broken below the 
knees. There was little I could do about her back. I folded 
and placed our furs beneath her and as gently as I could I 
raised her from the ground. She passed our almost in-
stantly from the pain, but there was no other way. 

Zode upon zode I carried her up the valley and along 
the most even ground that I could find, for this part of 
the valley was covered in rough ground and I dared not 
stumble. It was many zodes later that I reached the end 
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of the valley and looked down in to the next. Where 
possible, I sought a way to the south east which was the 
way we had been blown into the mountains to start 
with. There seemed to be little progress that I could 
make in that direction, most of the valleys seemed to 
head north and east. Where I could I tried to swing into 
any valley or landfall that seemed to go the way I 
wanted. We entered a sward covered valley and the go-
ing was a lot easier, but my arms were beginning to 
ache. At mid-day I rested and within a half zode I re-
commenced my journey again, not stopping until day's 
end and darkness began to flood the valley. 

My Princess had not resumed consciousness and I 
was glad, for the pain I knew would be unbearable. I 
lay her down on the soft sward and her face looked 
peaceful in her unconsciousness. Above, Thuria shone 
down her soft light upon the darkened landscape. 

"Help me! Help me someone!" came a cry in the dis-
tance. I unsheathed my blade. Though I stared into the 
semi-blackness I could not see anyone. 

"Here! Over here!" I steadied the blade in my hand 
and searched again for the voice. I swung around to 
my right at the sounds of hurried footfalls. "Here! I'm 
over here! Help me! Oh, please help me!" 

Though the voice seemed nearer the intensity was less-
ening, and then I heard something else. The sounds of 
other footfalls—of something heavy—then she came run-
ning out of the darkness towards us. Close by her heels 
came a hunting banth that let out a ferocious roar, which 
seemed to lend wings to her running feet. She leapt past 
me and over the unconscious body of my Princess. 

There was no time. The banth was all but upon me 
as I leapt forward and sideways, driving my long 
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sword into its massive chest. The lion bellowed in rage 
and collapsed for a moment on the sward only yards 
from my Princess' inert form. Behind her, with her 
back against the rocky wall, stood the girl whom the 
beast had chased, a look of fear frozen on her face. 

Then the lion swung its head around and fastened 
those hateful green eyes upon me. I drove my short 
sword into its side and it roared in rage. Blood flew 
from its horrific jaws as it lunged at me, but I leapt 
sideways towards its rear and again I drove my blade 
home into its flank. Its roar now had a rattling edge to it. 
Again it strove to fasten its jaws about me, but I leapt 
onto its broad back as it snapped its fighting fangs at 
me. I drove my blade to the hilt into the back of its neck. 
The beast fell sideways, its ten legs clawing at the air, 
then a last roar died in its throat and the lion was dead. 

"It's not possible!" she screamed, her left hand to her 
forehead. "It chased me for haads, toying with me. No 
one can kill such a creature!" She collapsed beside my 
Princess. I knelt by her side. A glance showed my Prin-
cess was untouched by the escapade. 

I looked at the girl more closely. Her hair was dark, al-
most the colour of my Princess'. Her build was slight and 
her height would have been a little shorter than my wife's. 
She wore a harness with veils of clear silk which fell below 
her knees. She was unarmed and she was white. Soon her 
hysterics faded when she saw the danger had passed, she 
struggled to rise and I lifted her gently to her feet. 

"Are you all right? I am Var Dann, a Panthan. My 
wife, as you can see, is injured. Tell me who are you 
and how do you come to be here pursued by a banth." 

She turned towards my Princess and then to me. I 
saw she was indeed beautiful; her face was finely lined 
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and youthful (perhaps 20 years of age by Earth years). 
Her breath came more naturally. "I am Jalah Rajar of 
Horz. How I came to be here is a long story." 

"We have plenty of time, tell me if you wish." 
"Your wife, how did she injure herself?" 
"We were flying in a small craft and were blown by a 

strong wind into these mountains. Our ship crashed 
and my wife was injured. We have been here only a day 
or so. Do you know a way out of here?" In the distance 
another lion roared and I saw Jalah Rajar shiver for a 
moment. "Come, sit here." I indicated close to my Prin-
cess and offered her my sleeping fur to keep her warm. 

"Thanks." 
We both sat beside my wife, but I kept my sword in 

my hand in case the lion came closer, for if it did there 
was nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, and with Dejah 
Thoris injured it was a case of fight where I was. I of-
fered her some of our nutrition capsules, which she ac-
cepted. Cluros the larger moon rose over the mountain 
peaks adding extra light into this lost valley. 

"What is your story, Jalah Rajar? How did you come 
to be here and without a weapon?" 

"John Carter, John Carter!" My Princess screamed by 
our side, her eyes opened wide and in fright. 

"I am here, my Princess, you are safe. Soon we will be 
away from here and you will be well again." A slight 
smile crossed her face then, but were quickly replaced 
by lines of pain as I cradled her head in my arm. 

"She called you 'John Carter.' Didn't you say your 
name was Var Dann?" 

I saw the look of puzzlement and distrust appear on 
her face. "As I said I am a Panthan. I use many names 
in my profession. The last name I used was John Carter 
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for it is a respectful name, but Var Dann is my real 
name though I have not used it for a long time. As you 
can see my wife is injured, she may not remember my 
real name until she improves." 

"What is wrong with her?" 
"Her legs are broken but I have splint them, but it is 

her back. It, too, is broken. If I can't find her help soon 
it may be too late." 

"I believe you, Var Dann." I saw the distrust leave her 
face. "You have not offered any offence against me, indeed 
you have saved my life. I shall not distrust you again. I 
shall tell you my story, perhaps there is a way out for all of 
us. Have you ever heard of Isandora, Var Dann?" 

"No, go on." 
"You know the library at Horz is the most magnificent 

on Barsoom. There they have thousands upon thousands 
of ancient manuscripts going back almost to the Tree of 
Life itself. the library is so huge that it is housed in sev-
eral ancient buildings and would take many lifetimes to 
examine properly. I and my brother San Hadri have 
spent the last ten years searching through the library." 

"What were you looking for?" 
"There have been rumours for thousands of years 

that when the Orovars were returning to Horz that a 
splinter group broke away. The number of these peo-
ple range from 10,000 to 50,000 depending on whose 
story you believe. Well, I finally found a reference to 
them in one of the ancient manuscripts which said that 
a large group of Orovars led by the Jed Ramou Kan 
were dissatisfied with their way of life and did not 
wish to return to Horz. They wanted to establish their 
own way of life; they left the main party and disap-
peared, seemingly forever." 
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"That's a fine tale but ..." 
"There is more. Years were spent searching for more 

clues in case something else was said." 
"But why, why did you spend all that time searching?" 
"Why? Because I am a descendant from that splinter 

group. I want to know where they went, what hap-
pened to them." 

"And did you." 
"Years passed and finally we found another entry. 

The entry read: 'This day a group of Orovars have come 
from Isandora in the south, claiming to be our lost 
brothers returned to Horz, saying they were tired of 
their lonely existence and wished to remain here with 
their kin. The Jeddak has ruled that they may. Some 
10,000 years has passed since the group originally left.'" 

"So you search for relics at Isandora of your past an-
cestors?" 

"No, Var Dann, I search for the people. One thing 
not mentioned in the ancient tome and kept a closely 
guarded secret for untold millennia, a secret I will 
share with you because you saved my life—a secret so 
important it could change the world—but you must 
not repeat it to anyone." 

"Are you sure you want to tell me, Jalah Rajar?" 
"I trust you Var Dann, also I need your help, for I 

believe the city of Isandora lies not far from here." 
"I can do little to help you, for I must escape from 

these mountains if I am to save the life of my wife." 
"I understand, Var Dann, but I don't think there is any 

escape from here and the city may be our salvation." 
"Go on, Jalah Rajar." 
"The people from Isandora that came to Horz, in-

cluding my ancestor, were not descendants of the 
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original splinter group. They were from the group and 
they were 10,000 years old." 

"But that's not possible, Jalah Rajar. No one can live 
that long." 

"It is true, Var Dann, my ancestor would not lie. 
Somehow, somewhere in Isandora, there is a fountain 
of youth." 

"What else did your ancestor say?" 
"That is all that has been handed down through mil-

lennia, Var Dann. I do not know what mystery lies in 
Isandora but I must find out if the tale is true. I believe 
so. There may be a chance to save the life of your wife, 
for I am sure the fountain of youth would restore her 
broken body." 

"You said there may be no escape from here." 
"I and my brother San Hadri flew a flier around 

these mountains five years ago. It seemed the only 
place that could hide Isandora. We did not find any 
entrance into these hills, and when we tried to land our 
craft in the mountains it was smashed, but we sur-
vived the crash. We had plenty of food and began our 
search of the mountains. For five years we have 
searched, first one valley then the next, gradually 
working our way south as best we could. We have 
scaled the high peaks looking for a way out, but none 
could be found." 

Then she drew forth a map from her harness. "See 
now that this corner of the mountains is the only area 
that we have not searched. Yesterday we ran into a 
horde of green men. There were dozens of them. They 
killed my brother. Seeing death was imminent I fled 
and escaped only because darkness came upon us, then 
last night the banth stalked me and you saved my life." 
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"You mean the green men are perhaps in the valley 
nearby?" 

She looked around furtively. "Yes, Var Dann, but I 
am sure they did not follow me." 

"I can see our predicament is now more precarious 
than before, Jalah Rajar. My wife is dying and you say 
the green men may be in the next valley. We must 
move from here now, but if there is no way out of here 
then we must find Isandora or my wife will die." I 
picked up my Princess, who gasped in pain and fell 
once more into unconsciousness. "Where do you be-
lieve the city may lie, Jalah Rajar?" 

"I do not know, Var Dann. Let us try the valley to 
the right that lies ahead of us." 

At that time dawn began to set upon the mountains. As 
streaks of white light stabbed through the shadows dark-
ness fled and we set forth at a fast pace to gain some dis-
tance between us and the green horde that lay somewhere 
behind us. I carried my Princess as gently as I could. I 
knew it was a release for her to be unconscious and not 
feel the pain, but this could not go on. If we could not find 
Isandora soon then all that I lived for would be lost. What 
would I do without my Princess? She was all that Bar-
soom stood for—without her life would be ... empty. 

Along the side of the valley we walked using what-
ever cover we could find to make ourselves a difficult 
quarry to see. I had a feeling the green men were not 
far behind us. The soft ochre moss beneath my feet 
made it a little easier so that my Princess was not jolted 
by every footstep I made. 

At midday as we crossed a minor ridge into the next 
valley. I glanced back and saw movement behind us. 

"What do you see, Var Dann?" 
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We both gazed behind us. "It can only be the green 
men who attacked you. Come, we must hurry." I in-
creased my speed. 

"I wish I was a man, then I would stay and slay 
those monsters for what they did to my brother." 

"You do not need to be a man to fight the green men, but 
it would be a useless exercise to fight so many with the only 
reward being your death. Come." We crossed down into the 
valley. "We must stay ahead of them at least until dark." 

"Why, Var Dann? What are you going to do?" 
"You'll see." 
I headed down the left side of the valley where I saw 

a break in the mountainous wall. We went through it 
into the next ravine strewn with boulders of all sizes, 
then across the top edge of the boulders near the sum-
mit of the ravine. We made our way, but now the bur-
den I carried was beginning to tell on me. I knew we 
must soon rest, but to let the green horde catch up with 
us would mean death to us all. The zodes passed and 
still they came up behind us in the distance like a green 
wave on the mighty Throxeous, relentless, overpower-
ing, coming to engulf and overwhelm us. 

"There," I pointed, "there is our sanctuary." Behind a 
large boulder lay a cave opening. I had been searching 
for such a hiding place all day and now, with darkness 
not far away, my hopes had been realised.  

"But we can't hide there. They will surely catch us." 
"I'm not going to hide there. You are while I lead 

them away." 
"But that's a suicide choice! Here does not seem safe 

to me, but it is surely worse to go forth hoping to lead 
them away. Stay, Var Dann, stay with me and perhaps 
they will pass by." 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

168 

"And if they don't?" 
Jalah Rajar could not reply. We both knew the an-

swer. My Princess would receive the release from the 
pain she would surely feel when they overpower us. 
They would wait for her to regain consciousness and 
then she would know more pain, if it were possible, and 
that would surely kill her before the green men did. 

The cave opening was low and we had to stoop to en-
ter. I carried my Princess to the rearmost part of the tun-
nel, which was perhaps thirty feet inside the cave, and laid 
her down on her sleeping furs. "Remember, stay here and 
don't make any noise. I will return by morning's light." 

"And if you don't?" 
"While I live I will return, Jalah Rajar." 
"Fear not, Var Dann, for I will not desert your wife, and 

should the green men come," she held up her short sword, 
"I shall see how well they fight, for we will not be taken." 

"Remember, Jalah Rajar, while you live there is 
hope. Never give up hoping even when the odds seem 
insurmountable." 

I turned and strode from the cave and turned back to-
wards where the green men would appear. I ran towards 
the ridge that marked this small valley with strides of a 
dozen feet at a time. I easily made the ridge before the 
green men appeared. They were below me in the valley 
only a half a haad away. I stood for a moment and saw 
their foremost warrior pointing as they hurried towards 
me on foot. I surmised that the terrain was too sloping for 
their thoats which could not be far behind them. I ran 
along the ridge. Glancing back, I saw they were now 
climbing towards where I had first stood. I ran into the 
new valley to lead them as far as possible away from Jalah 
Rajar and the most precious woman in my life. 
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Down the slope I leapt, covering twenty feet at a 
time. The slope beneath my feet was soft and my legs 
would sink in above my ankles. My weapons clanked 
together at my efforts to evade them. But when I 
thought my footing would be solid, the ground beneath 
gave way and I found myself tumbling down the slope 
to the valley floor below. Some moments passed as I lay 
winded from the fall. As I began to rise, I drew my short 
sword, but before it cleared my scabbard a blow to my 
head sent me unconscious to the stony ground. 

I heard voices even before I opened my eyes to the 
darkness that surrounded me. Once more it was night, 
Cluros stood regent in the sky and cast down his lumi-
nous glow upon Barsoom. I struggled to sit, then saw 
dozens of green men squatting in circles around me. 
Again the voice: "He is awake, let the game begin." Their 
mirthless laughter peeled through the Barsoomian night. 

In an instant green hands wound thoat hide about 
my wrists then a warrior beside me drove a kick to-
wards me that I could not avoid. Again and again 
came the hammering blows of feet and fists that struck 
me in the side, the back and mid-section while two 
other warriors held my tied hands in front of me. 

"Enough!" cried a deep voice. "Let the game begin." 
Laughter rolled from dozens of throats. 

"Not yet!" came an even more commanding voice. I 
turned towards a tall green warrior whose bejewelled 
harness spoke of power and command amongst the 
green horde. "Where is the woman, white man? Tell 
me now and your torture will be quicker; refuse and 
you will die a lingering death." 

Now I knew the horde had not found Dejah Thoris 
and Jalah Rajar. That was something. "Who are you that 
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it takes twenty to subdue an Orovar? Are there no warri-
ors amongst you who can defeat me in single combat?" 

"Indeed you must be the stupidest of the white men 
not to know who we are. Have you been asleep all 
your life or perhaps you have been away and just re-
turned to Isandora." The horde laughed mirthlessly. 

"Tell him, o great Jed, tell him before he dies. Perhaps 
the others have hidden him away for all this time so that 
we may watch him squirm before he dies." The green 
warrior shoved me across the clearing between the masses 
of green men towards the Jed who had spoken before. 

"I am Rytor Daryat, Jed of the Pomasse. No white 
man has left these valleys since we came here many 
thousands of years ago. It is our practice to kill the 
whites of Isandora as we have done for ages past. 
None of your kind has been seen outside of the city for 
10,000 years until we caught and killed one of your 
kind yesterday. You shall join him very shortly. Fear 
not for the woman—for we shall have her, too!" More 
laughter flowed across the valley. 

"I am, Var Dann. I have not come to make war with 
the Pomasse. I offer you friendship. Can we not be 
brothers on Barsoom instead of eternal enemies?" 

"I have not asked your name nor do I care to know 
it, your time is finished." He signalled to the green 
warrior who held the other end of my bondage rope. 

"Wait! I am lost in these mountains. Before I die I 
would like to face Isandora. Great Jed grant me this!" 

Their laughter peeled throughout the night for they 
thought I was pleading with them, grovelling before 
them, but I had to know in which direction lay Isan-
dora. Rytor Daryat nodded his head and another war-
rior strode toward me and crashed his sword hilt 
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against my head. I fell, momentarily stunned, to the 
sward then I was pulled to my feet. 

"There," said the warrior, "is Isandora." 
He felled me with a blow to the side then the thoat 

hide rope came taut and I was pulled along the sward 
behind the green warrior atop his beast. Up the middle 
of the valley the green man rode his mount as he 
dragged me several yards behind him. Fortunately for 
me, the valley floor was covered in the moss-like 
sward, but even here there were areas where the moss 
did not grow. He laughed loudly when he espied one 
of these and rode his beast towards them.  

Several times I was dragged across these bare 
patches of earth but I was always forewarned for he 
would laugh the louder when he saw them. But par-
ticularly his cry would reach a high note when he saw 
a large rock that he could crash me into. At these 
sounds I would, when I could, take evasive action to 
avoid what obstacle lay ahead. 

When he laughed and pointed, I saw a larger boulder 
in the moonlight not far away. With Thuria having 
joined Cluros in the night sky, the light cast down into 
the valley was more intense. The boulder stood out be-
fore me as he swung his mount about trying to crash me 
into the rock. I held onto the rope and managed to pass 
the obstacle and jam the rope at the base of the rock, 
whereupon I grasped the rope firmly and strained 
against the load to come. The rider did come, hauled off 
the back of his giant thoat to crash onto the sward. 

I reached into my boot and withdrew a slender 
dagger that I concealed there and cut the bonds that 
held my wrists. Before the green man could rise I leapt 
to him and punched him about the head until he fell 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

172 

unconscious. Behind me I could hear the howls of rage 
as the other green men rushed towards me, most on 
foot. Others tried to gain their mounts as I quickly re-
trieved the green warrior's short sword. With long 
strides I ran up the ridge on the left side of the valley 
to escape the enraged green men behind me. 

Again my feet began to sink in the loose gravel near 
the ridge top but now I was more careful. I knew their 
thoats could not follow here and that the green men 
could not catch me unless I fell. Within moments I 
cleared the top of the ridge and quickly doubled back 
in the direction I had escaped from. With strides of a 
dozen feet or more I gained the shadows of a higher 
peak and made my way down into this valley, ensur-
ing I stayed within the darkness where the moonlight 
could not reach. Within a group of boulders I lay un-
der one that was partially raised underneath. Hidden 
by others, close by I heard the green men of Pomasse 
searching for me, but these warriors did not have any 
calots with them; though several of them searched 
amongst the boulders for me, I remained undetected. 

By early morning I could no longer hear them and sur-
mised they had crossed into other valleys in their search for 
me, but I could stay here no longer. I had to reach the cave 
where my Princess lay before it was discovered. Using the 
high peak as a landmark and staying wherever possible in 
the early morning shadows, I finally located the cave two 
zodes later, where the two women lay hidden. 

At the entrance I peered inside. "It is I, Var Dann." 
But I received no reply. Apprehensively, I entered and 
made my way through the tunnel to the end where I 
had left them and I was chagrined to see that they were 
not there. I searched the cave only by the amount of 
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sunlight penetrating from outside, but there seemed no 
clue as to what had happened to them. Gripping my 
sword tightly, I retraced my steps to the tunnel's mouth. 

There was only one option, to find Isandora—which 
now I knew lay further south of where I was. Seeing 
no green men, I left the cave and warily made my way 
in that direction keeping near cover wherever I could. 

Zodes passed, the sun marched across the sky and the 
moons of Barsoom had again disappeared from view over 
the mountain tops. Often I had to hide now. The green 
men were becoming more numerous and in larger com-
panies until I could not move around at all. From behind a 
huge boulder I watched the horde below me in the sward 
covered valley. Hundreds of them rode in single file, the 
sun flashing off the radium rifles carried over their backs. I 
was surprised that we had made it this far in this moun-
tainous place without running into the green men earlier. 

With the patience of a calot waiting the appearance 
of a ulsio I sat hidden behind the rock waiting the com-
ing of night. How far ahead lay Isandora? What was 
the city like? Where were the two women, and was my 
Princess still alive? I was chagrined, I could only wait 
and bide my time. Slowly, ever so slowly, the land-
scape darkened and the sun disappeared over the 
mountain peaks. For a short time the valley would be 
in near total darkness as the moons of Barsoom had 
not yet risen. Quickly and silently, with my sword 
drawn, I ventured further along the valley ridge look-
ing for answers to the questions that plagued me. 
Come what may, I would fight every green warrior 
between me and Isandora to find my Princess. 

A zode passed, I evaded hundreds of green men as I 
made my way south, keeping where I could to the ex-
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treme limit of sward as it rose up the mountain slopes. 
Cluros began to rise as I silently approached yet another 
ridge, beyond which the next valley would appear. I 
turned for a moment as a troop of several hundred 
green warriors rode by in the valley below. The crest of 
the ridge where I lay was still concealed in darkness but 
not for much longer as the light of Cluros began to seep 
across the mountain tops. I peered over the crest and 
the sight of Isandora took my breath away. 

Isandora was indeed a city, and strikingly beautiful. 
It lay in the centre of the valley below me and 
stretched for several haads along the valley floor. A 
high, fortified wall encircled it, with a tall spire at each 
end of the city. I could not see what colour they were 
in the moonlight. Between the spires lay the city 
proper. From my vantage point above I could see small 
and larger buildings and the nearer towards the centre 
of the city, the taller the buildings became. I could just 
make out one structure that stood out from all the rest, 
with smaller towers and minarets and a tall dome-
shaped roof—it could only be the Jeddak's palace. 

Now I looked more closely at the place and saw it 
more distinctively. The wall built to keep out invaders 
lay ruined in many places. The nearest tower was 
without a roof and the stones used to build it had 
fallen in where the roof had once been. Several of the 
closer buildings, not far from the wall, were also roof-
less with gaping holes in the walls as well. 

I saw movement along the outside of the wall. 
Green men abounded here. I saw that they were also 
inside the city and that Isandora must have been a 
derelict place for centuries. The gates that must have 
been on this side of the wall no longer existed and 
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must have been torn from the wall. A broad avenue, 
where the gates would have been and I imagined once 
lined with trees but now looking forlorn and devoid of 
life, ran towards the city centre. Once it must have 
been a truly beautiful place. 

The most obvious place to start a search for my Prin-
cess and Jalah Rajar was in the city below. If the green 
men had captured them then they would have been 
taken there. The slope of the mountain down to the 
sward and city below was encased in moonlight from 
Cluros and it was with the utmost caution that I slipped 
down the slope using whatever cover I could find. A 
zode later, and still undetected, I reached the base of the 
slope and gazed over the half haad of distance towards 
the once mightily walled city of Isandora. 

Then there rose a terrible cry from behind me in the 
hills. Louder and more savage it seemed to become, then 
several short coughing cries and silence—I did not have 
long to wait to find out the answer. A quarter zode had 
passed when ten green warriors rode towards the hole in 
the city wall which was close to where I lay hidden. 
Along the ground behind one was dragged the carcass of 
a banth and I surmised that they had surprised it on a 
hunting foray and killed it with their long lances. I felt 
sorry for the beast; it could not win against so many. 

When the green men reached the broken part of the 
wall others rushed out towards them to see the carcass of 
the mighty carnivore. Their mirthless laughter rang 
throughout the still and darkened night. At the same time 
I, while trying to stay in whatever moon-shadows existed, 
leapt as fast and far as I could and obtained shelter beside 
the wall of Isandora. The wall rose at least 40 feet, a good 
jump upwards at any time. For a moment I caught my 
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breath and waited in silence in the darkness cast by the 
moon light, then feeling secure and seeing no green men 
about at the moment I leapt upwards, grasping the top of 
the wall. Within an xat I crawled over the top. 

Lying on my stomach I looked into the fortress city be-
low where there milled around dozens of thoats and sev-
eral green warriors at every avenue corner. I had hoped 
they might all congregate in one or two places, but I knew 
that was but a dream. Reality was that it would be a diffi-
cult task to make the Jeddak's palace without being cap-
tured and tortured by the green men. Uppermost in my 
mind was the fate of my Princess. Where was she, was she 
alive or dead? I had to find out and as quickly as I could. 

With the utmost haste and as silent as I could be, I 
moved forward through the shadows of the city to-
wards its heart where the palace lay. Green men con-
stantly patrolled the streets and passed within a few 
feet of me many times, but then I heard a sound that I 
dreaded, the growl of a watchdog of the green men. I 
knew they must be here somewhere and now I had 
found them. Ahead, in the light cast by Cluros and 
Thuria, I saw dozens of calots fighting over the carcass 
of the banth; that was why I had not seen them before 
when I would have expected to see them. Then a growl 
sounded almost beside me. Without moving, I turned 
my head and only a few feet away stood the calot, its 
head cocked a little sideways as it watched me in the 
shadows. Just then another watchdog ran past, in its 
jaws a leg of the banth, then my watcher turned with a 
growl and ran after it. I quickly leapt upwards to a 
small balcony attached to the building I was next to. 

From there I moved silently along the building to the 
next avenue but below there were too many of the green 
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men between my building and the next and as I faced 
this dilemma a strong hand grasped my arm. I whirled 
about with my blade rasping clear of its scabbard. 

 "Friend, Var Dann!" 
I barely stopped my blade in time from running him 

through. I peered into the darkened shadows at my 
companion but I could not see his face. I could only 
make out that he was of the human race. "Who are 
you? Do you know where the women are?" I knew he 
must know for only they knew my assumed name. 

"Come, follow me." He led me through a doorway 
that I had not seen before in the darkness. "Careful, the 
man who owned this house had stairs built," he half 
chuckled to himself. 

Down the darkened narrow stairway I followed him. 
Down and down we went until I was sure that we were 
beneath ground level, and still we went deeper. I saw 
no other doorways in the darkness and followed him by 
the sound of his soft footsteps. I assumed that this 
stairway went down the side of the building and it 
seemed to me to be a hidden stairway, for it was so nar-
row that it was barely wide enough for my shoulders to 
pass by. Ahead I saw a feeble light, then my companion 
threw back a heavy dark tapestry to reveal a dimly lit 
room and I received the shock of my life. 

In the first xat that I entered the room I saw about 
twenty of the white-skinned Orovars. They were all 
men and at a time of advanced age; their faces and 
bodies were lined with age. All of them must have 
been close to the maximum of 1,000 years and I saw 
the faces of most denoted sorrow though a few strug-
gled to smile. To my left I saw my Princess lying on 
several cushions with Jalah Rajah standing beside her. 
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Even before I could move I heard Jalah Rajah cry 
out, "Var Dann!" She rushed towards me. But I 
brushed passed her and knelt by my Princess' side. For 
a moment I thought she was dead, but was relieved 
when I saw her chest rise and fall. Though she was un-
conscious I saw the pallor of her skin was greying; 
death seemed to be standing next to her and was the 
only outcome I could see—then he came forward. 

"I am Ramou Kan, Jeddak of Isandora. I'm told you 
are Var Dann, a Panthan?" 

"That is correct." 
"You are obviously an Orovar like ourselves, from 

Horz?" 
"My lineage is unclear but I have been to Horz. How 

did my wife and Jalah Rajar get here?" I noticed that 
Jalah Rajar stood by my side with her arm through 
mine, but I assumed she was frightened of them and 
felt safer in my company. 

"One of my patrols found them in the Cave of Tral-
lis. We have hidden entrances everywhere and, though 
the green men have searched for centuries, there are 
many they have not found." 

"Is there anything you can do for my wife?" 
"My physician has examined her, Var Dann. She is 

dying, there is nothing we can do." 
"But why can't you use the fountain of youth to re-

store her?" cried Jalah Rajar. 
The Jeddak's eyes widened and the others gasped in 

disbelief. He turned on her then. "What do you know 
of this? How do you know?" 

She shrank back behind me. I moved a little between 
them. "My ..., my ancestor was a descendant from Isandora, 
he said that a fountain of youth was discovered here." 
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The Jeddak's voice softened. "And this ancestor, 
what was his name?" His facial expression showed a 
picture of forgiveness. 

"His name has been lost now for thousands of years but 
his story remains alive. He was with the party of Orovari-
ans that separated from the main force. Under the Jed 
whose name you bear, they built a new city, bigger, 
stronger than Horz ever was, this city. Here they found 
the fountain of youth and it kept him, and the others, alive 
for centuries. But that endless life did not suit him and he 
and others left Isandora some time later. He led them back 
to Horz. There he died, but his descendants lived on and 
passed this story down through the generations." 

Now the old man looked at the floor and shook his 
head. "What you say is true, your ancestor was a great 
man. He was Vanur Darun. I knew him well." 

"But how could you .." I began. 
"Wait, Var Dann, Jalah Rajar, be seated." Two of his 

ancient companions brought chairs to us. "I will tell you 
a story." For a moment he turned away, looking at his 
companions who nodded their heads towards us, then 
he turned and faced us. "When the Orovars were re-
turning to Horz there were many of us who did not 
wish to live there. I and many others, some 200,000 
people, left the main body and headed south. For a long 
time we searched for a place to live and we found these 
mountains that we call the 'Korintheans'. After numer-
ous searches we found an entrance leading within. 

"We settled in this valley, a picturesque and idyllic place, 
and spent over 500 years building our city, Isandora. The 
materials that we used, the ersite and other minerals, we 
gathered from further away in valleys to the north, so that 
the beauty of this place would not be marred. 
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"During the construction, perhaps some 200 years 
after we arrived, our excavations uncovered a huge 
stone, four metres long by some two metres wide. It 
was a beautiful blue colour and seemed to glow like a 
precious jewel when the light touched it. We placed 
the stone within the Jeddak's palace. It became our cus-
tom to touch the stone for good luck and this the peo-
ple of Isandora did every year. 

"You have never seen anything like it, Var Dann! To 
stand before the stone and lean forward placing your 
two hands upon its shining surface—" and here he gave 
a sigh as if remembering that time no matter how long 
ago—"to run your hands over the facets of the rock and 
see the light within change and your hands would tingle. 

"There were no green men here then. Life was idyl-
lic, our wives laid many eggs and many young were 
hatched. Our thoats, too, bred well, and water was 
found far down in one of the many tunnels that we 
built within these mountains. Food was plentiful as 
our crops prospered. But when our time had come, 
when we knew that our allotted time on Barsoom was 
up and those amongst us knew they were a thousand 
years old, we did not age nor die, but looked the same. 

"We believed that the blue stone, the stone we call 
'Uriah', was responsible for our long lives, so we 
touched the stone every day, the people lined up along 
the avenue of Jeddaks to touch the stone and life went 
on. But after the first thousand years, our wives be-
came infertile, they laid their eggs but none ever 
hatched. There were no more young, our numbers be-
came static. Your ancestor Vanur Darun, along with 
20,000 others, left our city after 10,000 years. They said 
that life here without children was unlivable and they 
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left. You say that Horz received them, that is good, and 
even better that you are a descendant. The fertility of 
their women must have returned. 

"But six months after they had gone the first green 
men appeared, only a few at first and we treated them 
as friends, offering them food and water when they 
asked for it. Time went on, another ten thousand years 
passed, we still did not age. Our women were still in-
fertile and our numbers began to decrease. We still 
died from accidents, but many of our number simply 
disappeared and were not seen again." 

"But how could your people disappear?" 
"Bear with me, Var Dann. Often whole patrols vanished 

without trace, thenl one day a survivor returned. He was 
covered in blood and dying. It was the green men, he said, 
they were massing and talked of taking the city, then he 
died. We doubled our patrols. All our people took a turn in 
the armed forces. Our battlements were manned night and 
day and we watched the green hordes increase in numbers 
until war broke out. I will not bore you with too much more, 
Var Dann. Millenniums passed and the green men lived and 
died but their numbers continued to swell as our numbers 
slowly diminished. The green men stormed our walls and 
pulled them down, we fought them in the avenues and the 
city ran red with blood, but their numbers pushed us back 
until we fought in the palace itself." 

"Go on," cried Jalah Rajah, "what happened to the stone?" 
I gave her an angry look but she seemed not to notice. 
"Now we were down to but a few thousand people, Var 

Dann. The city was lost to the green men and we knew the 
palace would soon fall. We took what we could and have 
made our existence in the tunnels and catacombs under and 
around Isandora, but the green men pursue us." 
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"But you are aging now." 
"We have not touched Uriah, Var Dann, for 10,000 

years. Since the blue light faded the stone became 
black as ersite, it would seem its affect on us is now 
wearing off. We, too, are dying and dying quickly." 

"Do you mean the power of the stone is dead?" que-
ried Jalah Rajar. 

He did not respond to her question. 
"But why did you seek eternal life, Ramou Kan, 

when you knew what was happening to your people?" 
"Once we had started, Var Dann, we could not stop. 

We did not wish to die, but death is claiming us now." 
As he stopped speaking one of his number fell to the 
floor. "Look upon him if you wish, Var Dann, see what 
awaits us all. But the woman should not see..." 

But it was already too late. Jalah Rajar now stood over the 
fallen Isandorian, her eyes staring down, her hands to her 
face as she screamed out and cried. I placed my arm around 
her shoulder and led her away for the fallen figure who was 
no longer human but now some obscene skeleton. 

"What is it, Jalah Rajar?" 
"Nothing, Var Dann. I'm sorry, it was just the shock, 

I'm okay now." 
"Your history is very interesting Ramou Kan but I 

must do what I can to save my wife. Can you tell me 
how to escape these mountains?" 

"It would do you no good, Var Dann. Your wife 
would die before you could pass the green men, but 
there may be another way to save her." 

"What! What is it then? Tell me, Ramou Kan, how to 
save her and I will do anything within my power for you." 

"I seek no reward Var Dann, only death which will soon 
come. Would you risk your life for your wife, Var Dann?" 
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"I would risk my life every zode of every day for 
her, Ramou Kan. Tell me the way and I shall not fail, 
for while there is life in my body I will strive to save 
her. While I live I shall not give up hope." 

"Then listen, Var Dann, listen while I finish my story be-
fore I die. When we first found Uriah it was embedded deep 
inside the mountain. Our craftsmen brought the stone into 
the walled city and there they worked on it with implements 
to round off its rough edges and smooth its jaggered surface. 
The stone was finally placed in the throne room of the Jed-
dak's palace where it was mounted on a single pedestal. But 
when it was being set, a corner piece the size of my wrist 
broke off. It was not important then and was placed with 
other precious jewels that I kept in my apartment behind the 
throne room. If you could reclaim that piece, Var Dann, it 
may still have the power to save your wife." 

"Does the piece still exist, Ramou Kan? Do you 
know where it is now?" 

"I have seen it from hiding many times, Var Dann. It 
is now in the bejewelled harness of the green Jeddak 
Yarok Loyar." 

"And he is..." 
"He never leaves the throne room, Var Dann. He is 

surrounded by dozens of his horde." 
"Why have you or others not tried to reclaim it and 

use it yourselves, Ramou Kan?" 
"Var Dann, I would not like to live here alone while 

all those that I loved died around me. In the end the 
green men would claim me." 

"Can you show me the way to the throne room, 
Ramou Kan?" 

"This way, Var Dann." I turned once more towards my 
Princess, she seemed to be sleeping but soon death would 
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claim her unless I could find the jewel. I fell in behind the 
Jeddak of Isandora as he tapped on a wall panel, which 
slid noiselessly aside to reveal a dark passage. Another 
Orovar handed him a radium lamp which pushed the 
darkness in the tunnel away before its yellow light. 

Then she grasped my arm. "I am coming with you, 
Var Dann. Another sword may make all the difference." 

"I think you should stay here, Jalah Rajar." 
"And should you die, Var Dann, what of me then? 

These old people will soon die and your wife also. I 
will then be left alone for the green men to claim. I 
would sooner die fighting with you than here en-
tombed under this perverted place." 

"Come, then." 
We followed Ramou Kan through the tunnel to-

wards the Jeddak's palace. Jalah Rajar held my hand 
tightly as we followed the Jeddak through the narrow 
stonework tunnel. Ahead in the darkness we could see 
the eyes of ulsios as they ran away from the light. Their 
endless screeching sent shivers through Jalah Rajar's 
body as her hand trembled in mine. Zode upon zode 
we travelled until at last Ramou Kan stopped. 

"Here is where the secret panel lies. Beyond is a hall-
way. Turn left, that will lead you to the throne room 
which is only a short distance. I would go with you, 
Var Dann, but my body is weak and death sits on my 
shoulder. I wish you well and hope our curse may 
grant you some happiness." 

"Thank you, Ramou Kan." 
He turned and retrieved another radium lamp hid-

den out of sight and turned the light up. Its glow 
seemed to turn the tunnel into daylight. "I will return 
to my people, Var Dann. You know where we are." 
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"Thank's for everything, Ramou Kan. You have given 
my Princess a chance and I will not forget. With any luck 
I will see you again within a zode or two." He turned 
back down the tunnel and was soon lost to our sight. 

I turned down the radium lamp until the light was 
but a cinder glowing in the darkness and placed it be-
side the doorway. I drew my short sword as did Jalah 
Rajar. I slowly moved the hidden panel aside revealing 
a dimly lit and deserted corridor. Silently we moved 
into the walkway and I slid the panel back, noting 
where it lay along the wall. Sword in hand, we ad-
vanced slowly to the left and made our way along the 
corridor. In the distance I could hear voices, then cries 
of mirthless laughter. The throne room lay just ahead. 
We reached the end of the corridor after some sixty 
steps to this point. Cautiously I peered around the cor-
ner into what was a well lighted and large room. 

There were perhaps a dozen green men sitting on 
sleeping silks around the room. There was food and 
drink in abundance and in the centre of the room lay 
an Orovar on the floor, seemingly lifeless. I could feel a 
powerful presence in the room, and further to my right 
sat the warrior who could only be the Jeddak Yarok 
Loyar. He sat upon an ornately carved throne upon a 
raised dais. He seemed large of stature and had a 
metal band around his forehead; a crimson cloak was 
fastened about his neck from which hung several me-
tallic ornaments. He had jewel encrusted armlets, and 
when he stood up, I saw he was the tallest green man I 
had ever seen—over 15 feet tall. His harness sparkled 
in the lamp light, gems of every colour sparkled, but 
my eyes were for a moment riveted on the largest of 
them all, a blue stone in its centre. He stepped off the 
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dais and around the black Uriah stone which lay just 
below him and still seated on its pedestal. He came 
and stood beside the fallen Orovar and picked him up 
by his harness. I saw the figure move weakly. 

"You are right, Salen Yor, the ulsio has grown old 
and tired and is not fit to be here with us. Hold out 
your blade and watch him die." He drew back the aged 
white man as the warrior called Salen Yor thrust forth 
his long sword and the room was filled with mirthless 
laughter at the death to come. 

I pushed Jalah Rajah back behind me against the 
corridor wall and advanced into the throne room. 
Sheathing my blade and folding my arms across my 
chest, I said, "I'm told the Pomasse are only fit to kill 
ulsios. Why not crawl out of the abyss you have fallen 
into and try fighting someone who can fight back?" 

The Jeddak swung around, as did the other green war-
riors in the room. Amid a rattle of swords they leapt to 
their feet, drawing their weapons. The Jeddak dropped 
the Orovar to the floor and eyed me intently, holding up 
his arm to arrest the advance of his companions. 

"Only the stupidest of ulsios would put his head in the 
jaws of a hungry banth, for there is only one outcome. What 
is your name, ulsio, so that we, and indeed all of the Po-
masse, can laugh at it when we tell it to our descendants?" 

"I am John Carter, Prince of Helium and Warlord of 
Barsoom, the finest swordsman of two worlds. Send 
your warriors against me, Yarok Loyar. I will send 
them on their last pilgrimage." 

He stood for just a moment unsure of himself and I 
could but smile. For that moment he was unnerved but 
he rallied quickly as I knew he would. He signalled four 
warriors towards me, the others he held back. "Bring me 
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the blade of this John Carter, so that I may mount it 
upon the wall and laugh when I look upon it." Then 
they rushed at me, anticipating an easy victory. 

I heard a gasp behind me, then I knew that Jalah Rajar 
was by my side, but I wished she had stayed hidden, 
then my own sword swung free as three blades fell from 
it as Jalah Rajar battled the other. I swung my blade 
faster before me taking not only the three blades but 
many of the other green man's strokes as well, so that he 
too had to defend against my strokes and less did he 
strike at my companion. For a moment my blade swung 
high then before a banth could blink, I ran one warrior 
through the heart and a second fell clutching his side. 
The other two now stopped pressing me and were 
merely content to defend themselves. I advanced upon 
them, smashing their blades aside. One fell over furs that 
were lying on the floor and the other's blade I sent flying 
across the room. Then I advanced upon the fallen green 
man and placed the point of my blade at his throat. 

"Are you such a coward, Yarok Loyar, that you send 
inexperienced warriors to fight for you?" Silence filled 
the room as the other warriors looked to their Jeddak 
for a command which came very quickly as he indi-
cated them to attack. 

There were nine of them as they rushed us. Their 
Jeddak stood now with his four arms crossed over his 
chest and I could almost see the impossible smile on 
his face. I motioned Jalah Rajar behind me and backed 
towards the nearest wall. 

"Leave them to me, this won't take long." 
I knew these words would unsettle them as their 

blades struck with a vengeance. Their numbers giving 
them added strength and a feeling of mastery over us. 
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Before my eyes I recalled hundreds of fights I had had 
with the green men, from Kra Gan of years ago to the 
horde of Kardus Kur. They fought as a pack and there 
seemed not an individual amongst them. I wove my 
sword faster and faster before their started eyes and 
within an xat I had woven a net of steel about us that 
their own blades could not penetrate. I heard Jalah Ra-
jah gasp from behind me when she saw their blades 
striking at her only to be smashed aside amid a cry of 
pain and blood. First one green man fell never to rise 
again, then another stumbled back bleeding from a 
stab in his side. A third fell dead clutching his heart 
and a fourth slipped in his own blood, his sword clat-
tering to the floor with two hands clutching his shoul-
der and two arms trying to drag his body away from 
the fray. From the corner of my eye I saw the Jeddak's 
arms unfold and move towards his sword. 

"Enough!" commanded the Jeddak of the Pomasse. The 
blades slowed and stopped clashing as the green men 
stood back looking shocked and unsure at the encounter. 

The green Jeddak looked at them, many bleeding 
from numerous shallow wounds. He looked upon 
those lying on the floor, some dead, others badly 
wounded, then he set his eyes upon us. Not a stroke 
had touched our bodies. 

"Back I say!" 
The horde moved away to the other side of the 

room, From another entry came dozens more green 
men who had come to investigate the sounds of con-
flict. They saw us, two Orovars backed against the 
wall, and cried out a yell of death and rushed towards 
us with swords drawn. But the Jeddak moved between 
them and us, a powerful and menacing figure. 
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"Leave us!" 
He stared at them, bringing the new arrivals to a 

sudden halt. They looked at their Jeddak and again at 
us. Not one uttered a word as they returned their blades 
to their scabbards and moved back and out of the room. 

"Imbeciles, offspring of ulsios! All of you that you 
cannot take one white man and his female. Must I do it 
myself? Come forward, John Carter. Do not cower 
against the wall in front of Yarok Loyar, for you will 
die soon enough." 

Grasping Jalah Rajar's hand I strode forward between 
the ranks of green men who were now on either side of 
us. My sword pointed down towards the floor as a sign 
of contempt, for I knew they would not strike at us. 

We stood before the Jeddak in the palace of Isandora. 
He stood, an impressive figure towering before us. I 
noted two of his hands rested on his sword hilts. 

"Why do you come here, John Carter? Do you wish 
to die so much that you come before Yarok Loyar Jed-
dak of Jeddaks?" 

"Who but I, John Carter, Warlord of Barsoom, greatest 
swordsman of two worlds, should stand before the great 
Jeddak of Jeddaks" and I could hardly suppress a grin, 
for I too could play the game of chest-beating and banter-
ing that he was now doing. "I come to ask you to grant 
me two boons mighty Jeddak." I could feel the presence 
of the other green men waiting just outside this room. 

"What boons could any white man ask of Yarok 
Loyar and why should I grant you any just because 
you defeated my worst swordsmen?" He threw his 
head back and laughed a long mirthless laugh, but I 
noted his companions did not laugh and this annoyed 
him even more than my presence. 
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I knelt then beside the fallen Orovar who lay near 
death beside us. "See this man? He has grown old and 
has reached the end of his life. So have all the others 
here in Isandora. You have spent your lifetime, and all 
the Jeddaks before you have spent theirs, fighting the 
Orovars. You have wasted your whole existence in 
useless fighting that has brought you nothing ...." 

"Nothing? We have fought these ulsios for thou-
sands of years and now we have defeated them. You 
call that nothing?" he roared with laughter. 

"It is less than nothing. What have you won? You have 
won a city and killed all its inhabitants. You have won a 
dead city that is rotting in decay and when the last of the 
Orovars are dead they will be laughing at you, for you have 
nothing. Now they seek death, all of them have grown old 
and will die within days, and you will have this pestilence-
ridden place to yourselves. There will be no one else to kill 
for they will all be dead. You, who claim to be the Jeddak of 
Jeddaks, have nothing—even less than the ulsios who still 
hunt in this place. You have nothing left to kill. 

"I have fought your kind for many years; from the Jed 
Kra Gan to the horde of Kardus Kur, you are no different 
from they. They sought to kill the civilised races but they 
have failed. They have nothing but what they started 
with and you have nothing. But you have a chance to do 
something that the Pomasse have never done before, you 
have a chance to make something out of your existence 
that your forefathers have never done." 

"And what would this be, white man?" His fingers 
closed slightly around his two sword hilts. 

"You could kill me now, Yarok Loyar, and you may 
laugh about it afterwards with your horde, but you 
have not won anything." 
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His fingers opened a little on his hilts. 
"What has been done cannot be undone, but you 

could make something for your race, here in this valley. 
You could rebuilt what the Orovars started. You could 
turn this decayed place back into a paradise that it once 
was before your people came here. You could hold out 
your hand to the civilised races and receive help from 
them and be known as a real Jeddak of Jeddaks. You 
could leave all this behind you, instead of leaving noth-
ing. I would ask great Jeddak that you allow these people 
the dignity to die, and secondly that you consider what I 
have said and allow us to leave this valley in peace." 

"Why should I listen to you, you who are less than a 
green man?" 

"Because you can rise above your station and be-
come a real Jeddak instead of the leader of a band of 
marauders." Again his fingers tightened on his hilts. 
His warriors looked towards him for some command. 

"You talk much for a white man who would usually 
be screaming in death before me." 

"I have spoken the truth. What is your answer?" I 
raised my own sword point a little higher. 

Slowly and deliberately he unsheathed his two 
blades from their scabbards. I took two steps back, 
pushing Jalah Rajar behind me, and raised my sword 
to a defensive position. 

"Your words are strong. If your sword is as strong 
then I will consider what you have said." He advanced 
towards me, arching his back and spreading his arms 
wide. His companions moved closer with swords raised. 
"Stand back, he is mine!" Those remaining now retreated. 

I motioned Jalah Rajar to the side of the room away from 
any of the horde. "And should I kill you, Yarok Loyar?" 
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For a moment then he halted. "Should you kill me, 
John Carter, then you will be allowed to leave this 
place. But you will never leave this valley!" 

He rushed towards me. I raised my blade and 
fended off his powerful strokes. Back and forth we 
moved around the throne room. With my one blade I 
struck back at his two. Faster and faster I weaved my 
sword until it was but a blur to see, but the Jeddak of 
the Pomasse was strong and quick. He laughed and I 
saw blood on his blade and knew he had wounded 
me, but I could not tell where. I pressed my blade for-
ward and ,quicker than a darseen, I struck him in the 
side. He seemed not to notice and, apart from our 
clashing blades, the room was silent as his warriors 
looked on. I felt his blade crease my shoulder as I 
struck back, striking him in the arm. We clashed again 
and again, and as we did sparks flew from our blades 
and the sound was becoming deafening. 

Around the Uriah stone we separated for a brief 
respite, striking out across the rock at each others 
blade. I saw that he bled from several wounds and I 
had an xat to glance at my own body to discover blood 
cascading down from my left shoulder and leg. Never 
in my life had I fought such an experienced antagonist. 
If I could not retrieve the stone from the belt of the 
Jeddak then my Princess would die. It was either de-
feat Yarok Loyar and we may both live or die before 
him and we both die. For a moment I stepped back 
from the Uriah stone. Sensing triumph, he followed, 
striking strongly with his blade. But now, for the first 
time, came some wild strokes. I knew the time had 
come to make a stand. I stood my ground and my 
blade flashed faster and faster before me. Sparks flew 
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and our blades rasped against each other's. I parried 
his blade and suddenly his short sword flew from his 
hand, clattering on the floor. We stood for but an xat in 
the fiercest exchange of sword play I have ever en-
countered then suddenly we seemed frozen in action 
with my sword through his chest. I withdrew the blade 
in an instant, but already his long sword was falling to 
the floor. He fell to his knees before me without a 
sound. I lowered my blade as Jalah Rajah rushed to my 
side, looking apprehensive as the other green men ap-
proached with swords raised. 

"You promised that we could leave this place. Is 
your word worth anything, Yarok Loyar?" 

He raised one hand to halt them. "My word shall be 
honoured here, John Carter. Why do you not finish 
me? I would have killed you, yet you torture me. Are 
you not brave enough to finish me?" A half laugh 
sounded from his throat. 

"Do you wish to die that much Jeddak of the Po-
masse? When you are gone a new Jeddak shall be cho-
sen and he shall go on as you have, achieving nothing 
and you shall be remembered for nothing." He swayed 
on his knees before me, becoming delirious from his 
wound. "Let the Isandorians live, great Jeddak. Let my 
party leave this valley and be known for something 
worthwhile in your life." 

He grimaced in pain. Death I knew was close by. 
"Granted!" His companions lowered their blades. 
"Now, finish me." 

"Pass me your harness, Jeddak of the Pomasse." 
He struggled to unfasten his belt, then he passed it 

to me. He fell sideways onto the floor. In passing me 
his harness, he knew he had completely surrendered to 
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me. Now he waited the final stroke to end his suffer-
ing. From the harness I withdrew the blue stone. It 
seemed to pulsate lightly and tingled in my hand. I 
passed the stone along his body around the sword 
wound. Perhaps he would live, perhaps not. 

"What are you doing?" cried Jalah Rajar as she tried to 
pull my hand away. "You'll waste it! I'd better hold onto it." 

"Thanks, but no." I slipped the stone into my har-
ness. "Let's go." Slowly I stood up, the green men came 
closer now, but not to attack us, not yet anyway, but to 
see if their Jeddak was dead. 

We turned and I grasped the arm of the Orovar and, 
with Jalah Rajar's help, the three of us turned into the 
outside corridor. As quickly as we could we moved 
along the narrow aisle. There were no green men here, 
but soon, very soon they would be everywhere and 
their Jeddak's word may prove worthless. I counted 
the steps in the semi-darkness. at 60 steps I turned and 
pressured the wall. It took several xats before the panel 
moved. As quickly as we could we entered the dark-
ened tunnel, just as we heard voices coming from fur-
ther along the passageway. I turned up the radium 
lamp we had stored there, then I felt the prick of steel 
in my back. 

"The stone, John Carter or Var Dann, or whatever 
your name is, give me the stone or I will kill you. No 
tricks," came her menacing voice as I slowly turned 
around to face Jalah Rajar. On the ground at our feet lay 
the ancient Orovarian, who was but semi-conscious. 

"You wanted the stone all along." 
"Give it to me or I will kill you. You will not have 

the chance of drawing your blade. One wrong move 
and I will thrust this through your heart." 
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"My wife needs this stone to live. Would you deny 
her the right to live?" 

"I have a right to live, too, John Carter." 
"But you are young, why do you want the stone?" 
"Young, you say! I am a thousand years old, John Carter. 

At any time I shall age and die like these decrepit people in 
this forsaken place, but I have no wish to die yet." 

"You have already lived your lifespan, Jalah Rajar, 
now you wish to live another thousand years or more. 
Would you deny my wife living her only life?" 

"Give me the stone!" 
Slowly I reached into my harness. "Knowing what 

the stone will do to you, you still want to live an end-
less life?" She smiled. I looked at the stone now in the 
palm of my hand, the blue colour had darkened, it was 
turning black. "It may only last you a few hundred 
years Jalah Rajar, already the stone is dying." 

"You fool, you used it on that green monster when it 
could have kept me alive!" 

I could not believe my eyes. She must have seen the 
horror on my face as she looked at her left hand, held 
out for the stone. Lines of age were appearing, but she 
could not see her face. Age lines now covered her fea-
tures and suddenly she had gone from an attractive 
young woman to an old hag. 

"No! No!" 
She grabbed for the stone as I grasped her sword 

arm about the wrist. She struggled as I had never felt a 
woman struggle before, She had strength that I did not 
know she possessed and she pushed me backwards 
onto the tunnel floor. I struggled with her and as I 
matched her power I felt her stiffen suddenly and cry 
out in pain. She turned her head, looking behind her. I 
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saw the Orovar kneeling there, and saw the dagger in 
her back. She fell dead onto the floor beside me. 

I bent over the aged man. "She tried to kill you. You 
saved my life." 

"Thanks for your help." 
I bent over the girl and I wondered if the stone would 

have helped her after all or would it have been too late. 
"Come, my friend, it is time to leave." I helped the old 
man to his feet and clasped him about the waist. We 
moved forward as I held out the lamp in my other hand. 

Sometime later we came to the secret entry and as I lay 
the lamp upon the floor so that I could move the panel I 
heard my friend whisper. "It is too late for me, John 
Carter." I laid him on the floor, my arm under his head. "I 
have lived many lifetimes, now I must leave at last, but I 
thank my ancestors that we have met, for I shall remem-
ber you in the next world." Then the old man's breath 
rasped and he died. I laid him upon the floor and I looked 
away. I did not want to see him degenerate before my 
eyes. With a heavy heart I moved the panel and stepped 
into the lighted room. I placed the lamp upon the floor as 
Ramou Kan, Jeddak of Isandora approached me. 

"I did not expect to see you alive again, Var Dann. 
Your wife is almost gone." 

I rushed to her side. She lay on sleeping silks and 
furs as I had left her, though now she looked more 
peaceful. Her body was a grayer hue and I quickly 
took out the blue stone, which now had a dull lustre 
and barely tingled in my hand. 

"Quickly, Var Dann, allow me." I gave the stone to 
Ramou Kan who instantly moved it back and forth 
down the centre of her chest. "The stone is almost black, 
Var Dann. I hope there is enough power to save her." 
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I could but look on helplessly. Then he moved the 
stone in circles, first around her heart then expanded 
the circles to enclose her naked chest and down to her 
harness and lastly he placed the stone upon her fore-
head and moved it across her temple. He continued for 
half a zode until at last he stopped. 

"The stone is dead, Var Dann. Nothing more can be 
done." 

"Will she live, Ramou Kan?" 
"We will have to wait to see." 
As I sat with him, with our backs against the wall, I 

looked around the room. Four more of the Orovars lay in 
death upon the floor. Soon they would all be dead. I re-
lated to him what had happened in the throne room of the 
green Jeddak. Zodes passed—how long did we sit there? 
How often did I rise to hold the hand of my Princess? time 
seemed to stand still and nothing seemed to happen. 

"It is a good sign, Var Dann. She has not died yet, 
maybe there is hope." 

Was it night or day outside? How long had we been 
here? I fell into a fitful sleep. I dreamed that I flew a 
large flier. On its foredeck lay an open coffin in which 
my Princess lay. Behind our ship flew thousands of 
others to pay their last respects to the Princess of He-
lium. There was our son and daughter, our grand-
daughter, and friends from afar. Below on the sward 
travelled dozens of green men caravans and I could 
hear my Princess talking: "You could have saved me, 
John Carter, but you saved the green man instead." 

"I didn't know I could save only one life, I did what 
I had to do!" 

"You could have saved me, John Carter, you could 
..." and the flier seemed to rock from side to side as if 
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buffeted by strong winds. "Wake up, John Carter. 
Wake up." I felt someone shaking me. 

I sprang to wakefulness and peered into the open eyes 
of Dejah Thoris. I leapt to my feet and embraced her and 
felt her warm body. After many moments I gently held 
her away and looked at her, at her youthful figure, her 
smiling face; not a trace remained of her grey colour and 
there were no lines of pain creased across her temple. 

"You look magnificent! How do you feel?" 
"I feel wonderful, John Carter, but how did we get 

here? I do not remember anything except we were in 
our ship returning to Helium." 

"When we return to Helium I will tell you what has hap-
pened." I embraced her again and smiled at Ramou Kan. It 
was many xats later that we finally parted once more. 

"Var Dann, I and the others would like to look upon 
Isandora once more before we die. Others have died 
since you left us." 

I saw he was right. My Princess followed my gaze 
and she gave a startled cry at the horror that lay around 
us. "It is a long story, my Princess, but these people are 
our friends." She buried her face against my shoulder. 

"We are going out into Isandora. It is better to die 
fighting than to wait the death that stalks us, but it 
may be safer for you and your Princess to stay here 
where you will be safe." 

"We cannot spend the rest of our lives in hiding, Ra-
mou Kan, afraid to go out in case the green men attack. 
We will accompany you, and if we need to fight then 
there will be another sword for the green men to take." 

"Two swords, John Carter." She put her hand on the 
hilt of her short sword. 

"Come, my friends." 
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Ramou Kan, last white Jeddak of Isandora, led his 
people up the ancient stairs towards the city above. He 
stopped ahead and moved a panel in the wall slightly. 
Seeing no green men, he opened the doorway and we 
entered into the room of one of the city's buildings. 

There were fifteen of us. Ramou Kan did not hesi-
tate to open the door to the sunlight outside and one 
after another we walked into the city. Our presence did 
not go unnoticed for long, within 30 xats we were sur-
rounded by green men. Some were mounted on their 
large thoats and others were on foot, and at the feet of 
several snarled their savage calots. 

"So," came the voice to my right. I noticed the green 
man on his thoat and recognised Rytor Daryat, "not 
only can we finish our entertainment but we can kill 
these other ulsios as well", and he leapt from his 
mount and strode several paces to stand in front of me. 

"If you draw your blade Rytor Daryat you will die 
where you stand." The green Jed turned to his warriors 
and filled the air with his mirthless laughter. It took 
but a moment for the others to follow suit. But I knew 
what was coming as he half turned towards me and 
drew his blade. Before the weapon could clear his 
scabbard I leapt forward and stuck him in the mid-
section, and before his startled troops could react, I 
struck his jaw and he fell unconscious before me. 
"When John Carter gives his word he keeps it! Who 
now among you would like to die first?" 

Then one of the green warriors atop his thoat lowered 
his lance, his intent was clear, I drew my blade. "Come 
down then, warrior, and draw your sword as well, for 
you shall never hold another again in this lifetime." 

He had been challenged. He could not use the lance 
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now in front of his companions who would look upon 
him as being a coward, nor did he want to draw his 
blade in case my boast was true. Instead he backed his 
thoat a few steps and looked skywards. He had to be 
one of the smartest green men I had ever met. Just then 
came a commotion from the rear, and further towards 
the city's centre the sound came closer. I knew it to be 
the sound of moving thoats. They soon came into 
view, dozens more green men, but now the ranks of 
warriors surrounding us gave way. He sat atop his 
mount looking down at us, a truly heroic and powerful 
figure. It was Yarok Loyar, Jeddak of the Pomasse. 

He leapt from the back of his mount and strode 
forward. A green man who was too slow to get out of 
his way was smashed aside by one powerful stroke of 
his arm which sent the poor warrior sprawling. The 
horde surrounding us made no sound instead of the 
laughter I had expected. 

"I see you still live, Yarok Loyar, Jeddak of the Pomasse." 
"How and why I am alive I do not know, John 

Carter, Warlord of Barsoom. That you spared my life I 
am certain and perhaps there is much in what you 
have told me." He took me aside so that the other 
green warriors could not hear. "You are a brave war-
rior and I believe your words have substance, but for 
me to try to reverse thousands of years of conflict with 
the other races of Barsoom will only bring about my 
doom. My people hate yours and live only for conflict, 
but I shall do what I can for you." 

Then Ramou Kan came forward. "We are all dying, 
great Jeddak, can you not let us die in peace?" 

The Jeddak of the Pomasse looked at the Jeddak of 
Isandora for but a moment, then returned and 
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mounted his giant thoat. "Hear me warriors of the Po-
masse, these people are all dying. They would wel-
come a sudden death, but we shall not oblige them! 
We will let them suffer and laugh at their fate. We will 
watch them die until there are none left." 

Jed Rytor Daryat rose to his feet, one hand to his 
jaw. "But what of these two, great Jeddak? They are not 
old looking like these others. They should die now!" 
He fingered his long sword. 

"These two, the man and woman" and he indicated 
us, "will soon grow old and die. They, too, would rel-
ish a quick death. Would you kill them now to end 
their suffering or should we let them suffer and die 
slowly?" The chorus of replies were "Let them suffer!" 

It was all I could do not to smile and to look crestfallen. 
Silently, I congratulated the Jeddak for his statesmanship. 

"I disagree, great Jeddak. This one," and he turned 
towards me, "should die now." He drew his blade and 
rushed towards me, sword raised over his head. I 
drew my own blade in less than an eyeblink, but the 
green Jed suddenly faltered as the tip of a long sword, 
thrown by Yarok Loyar, appeared through the middle 
of his chest. The Jed fell to his knees before me and 
then fell sideways, dead before he hit the ground. A 
glance around saw that the other green warriors were 
restless, but none made a move towards us. None 
wanted to catch the eye of their Jeddak. 

"Let no others defy my orders or they too will die. 
These two will suffer more than the others for they will 
be tortured slowly until their age kills them." The war-
riors laughed a slow careful laugh while Dejah Thoris 
looked hesitantly towards me and I tightened my grip 
on my sword hilt. 
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Then the Jeddak rode his mount forward and whis-
pered: "Walk ahead of me down the avenue towards 
the broken wall if you wish to live." I relaxed my grip 
on my blade and I and my Princess fell in ahead of him. 

"Farewell, Ramou Kan." 
"Farewell, Var Dann, or John Carter, whoever you are." 
We walked away. There appeared dozens more 

Orovars from broken buildings and other hiding 
places. They had come to join their Jeddak. As we pro-
gressed further along the avenue, with the green Jed-
dak behind us, more and more Orovars came out of 
hiding. They would either die together or live for a 
short time in peace. I could see the green men were 
uneasy but none drew their weapons. We soon passed 
out of sight as we neared the extremity of the city. We 
were a haad from the city outskirts when another giant 
thoat appeared beside us. "You can both mount the 
beast, John Carter. It is easier to ride than walk." 

"Where are we going, Yarok Loyar?" 
"Your wish was to leave this place, John Carter. I shall 

take you to the only known way out of these mountains. 
After that I hope that we do not meet again." 

We mounted the beast. I smiled at the green man, 
but of course his features were impassive. No human 
could tell what he was feeling. It took us a further ten 
days of travelling before we reached a small ridge 
which led into a long narrow valley with high cliffs ei-
ther side. Beyond lay the vista of open sward. During 
this time I and Yarok Loyar said very little to each 
other during the day. It was only in the evenings, 
when we camped, that he seemed more at ease. We 
had to trust each other even more since one of us al-
ways took guard duty in case the banths attacked, for 
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they seemed to follow us at a distance, probably be-
cause we were in small numbers and not a large 
group. The carnivores, however, did not attack us. 
During the nights that we camped I told him of our 
palace in Greater Helium, of the red, yellow and black 
men he did not know existed. I told him of the atmos-
phere plant that kept his horde alive; and of the green 
hordes that I had encountered over the years, many 
being warlike and others, like the Tharks who held out 
their hand in friendship to the dominant red men and 
hoped to change the very world to ensure everyone's 
existence. 

To me he seemed caught between the wild thoat of 
certainty and the mad zitidar of fact. For the first time, 
after eons of battling the Orovars, he was not sure if his 
race should follow its primeval instincts. To actually as-
sist the civilised races—perhaps that step was too far for 
his horde at this time but I could only hope that one day 
the Pomasse might hold out their hand in friendship. 

We dismounted from our thoat. "I do not know 
what will happen now, John Carter. When I return I 
only hope the white ones are all dead. But do you go in 
peace now—and never return here." 

"The Jeddak of the Pomasse is an honourable war-
rior. It is a pity we shall not meet again. Goodbye, 
Yarok Loyar." 

He turned his mount and rode back towards Isan-
dora. We turned and entered the last valley between us 
and freedom. Two zodes later we stood with our backs 
to the Korintheans. The wide dead sea bottom, with its 
ochre moss vegetation, was spread before us. Another 
dozen haads away to the east we also saw another 
small range of hills. 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

204 

"How soon do you think it will be before we are 
found, my Chieftain?" 

"If we are not found by tomorrow morning, my 
Princess, I will be very much surprised. I am sure the 
whole fleet of Helium and Gathol and countless other 
cities have been searching for us." 

"Then perhaps we should make haste to make those 
hills before we are found too soon." For a moment I 
wondered what she was smiling at. "You know, my 
Chieftain, the sun will set in a few zodes. We should 
reach those ranges before dark. You have a long story 
to tell me about Isandora and ..." 

But I did not let her finish. I swept her into my arms 
and kissed her on the lips. "The story of Isandora will 
have to wait, my Princess. There are more important 
things on my mind at the moment." I clasped her 
around the waist and together we walked across the 
dead sea bottom towards those lonely, isolated, and 
very much desired peaks in the distance. 

the end 
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1993 The Red Sword of Mars 

19 May 1993 to 23 Jun 1993 
Chapter 1 

We lay in each other's embrace upon our sleeping 
silks and furs upon the scarlet and ochre moss sward 
amidst the isolated peaks that were only a few haads 
from the Korintheans. How long ago it seemed now 
that my Princess, Dejah Thoris, lay dying in that in-
credible place of Isandora. Yet we both survived the 
presence of the Pomasse horde to once again enjoy 
each other's company. The darkness around us began 
to lighten as the sun's rays crept over the peaks. Al-
most simultaneously Cluros appeared to fill the naked 
sky with its presence. 

"What are you thinking about, my Chieftain?" 
"Only you, my Princess." I embraced her lips once 

again. "I have never felt so contented. Perhaps almost 
losing you has made me realise what an empty world 
this would be without you." 

"And if I had died, my Chieftain, what would you 
have done?" 

"I am not sure, my Princess. If such a thing had 
happened I may have returned to Jasoom, at least for a 
time, but as you know my nephew is no longer alive 
and I have no other kin there." 

"Promise me, my Chieftain, that should I die you 
will always remain here on Barsoom. Our world needs 
you. Without your presence here I am sure that only 
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war would follow, for I feel deeply that with you there 
is a chance for peace amongst our different people. 
Even more important, your own kin here would need 
your help. Never desert us, my Chieftain." 

"I could never leave Barsoom, my Princess, not for-
ever anyway, but let us not re-live such thoughts. We 
are together again and that's all that matters." We rose 
to our feet. I embraced her as above us Cluros rose 
higher in the morning sky as the last of the night fled 
from the sun's approach. 

"Look there, my Chieftain," a rueful smile played on 
her features, "it would seem we are about to be rescued." 

Indeed, approaching from the east, I could see a 
ship coming in our direction. Hastily we folded our 
silks and furs, and with a sprightly step we ran down 
the moss-like incline towards the open sward between 
us and the Korintheans. As the ship drew nearer they 
saw us and veered in our direction. The ship was not a 
naval craft but seemed to be a merchant ship. 

"A merchantman, my Princess, probably plying trade 
between Helium and Gathol or maybe even Kobol." 

"It does not matter where they are headed, John 
Carter. We have had a precious evening together and 
we must make sure we have many more." She looked 
so beautiful as she smiled towards me. 

As the ship drew nearer I felt apprehensive for the 
first time. The hull was battered and in disrepair and I 
wondered what sort of life the ship had had. As it 
came closer I saw that the sides of the ship were holed 
by gun fire. I pushed my Princess gently behind me. 

"What is wrong, John Carter?" 
"I am not sure, my Princess, but we shall soon see. It 

may be wise not to reveal our identity at this time." 
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The ship landed heavily on the crimson sward sev-
eral metres from where we stood. A hatch near ground 
level was thrown open and several men with swords 
drawn leapt to the sward. As they advanced upon us 
my own blade rasped from its scabbard. They were a 
mixture of races. Four of them were red men, plus 
there was a first born and an Orovar, and behind them 
came a green warrior. As they advanced I and my 
Princess slowly stepped backwards, but there was no-
where to go, for we were well away from the moun-
tains now and out upon the plain. 

"What a beauty, Tage Lasal! What a price she'll bring 
at Natvandur. Bring the man if you can take him alive," 
said the tall red man who seemed to lead the group. 

"We mean you no harm, why do you trouble us?" 
He seemed to take no heed of my words and indicated 
to his companions to spread out and surround us. 

"This will be easy, Rior Sargo, like a banth taking a ulsio." 
The group roared with laughter as, my Princess 

took up a position behind me. Her sword was drawn 
and we both assumed a defensive position. I again 
spoke to their leader. "Should you seek to attack us, 
then many of you will go before us on your last pil-
grimage." They seemed not to care, and why should 
they with the odds seven to one? 

Their blades flashed in the sunlight as I parried four 
swords at once. To the right and left I swung my blade 
in ever widening circles as theirs smashed against mine 
hoping to break my defence. Behind me I could hear my 
Princess' blade taking the strokes of the others. There 
was no time to lose. Faster and faster I swung my blade 
to the right and left, up high and down low, as the four 
strove to cut me down. Faster than a darseen I struck 
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out and a red man fell back, blood cascading down his 
bare chest. Again and again came the ring of steel as our 
blades clashed when in an xat I sent his blade flying 
through the air and before his startled gaze I withdrew 
my sword from his heart. Even as he fell I parried the 
other two, a red man and the First Born, without seem-
ing to still my blade. The two now glanced at each 
other, fear showing on their faces. Before they could 
utilise any plan, I thrust my blade through the neck of 
the black man as the other turned to flee. 

"Var Dann, help me!" I swung around and saw that the 
green man and the one called Rior Sargo had captured my 
Princess and were dragging her into the ship. Within that 
same xat I saw Rior Sargo strike her on the forehead with 
the hilt of his blade. She slumped unconscious as the 
green man threw her to others waiting inside the hull. 

I covered the several metres separating me from the 
ship in less than an xat, cutting down the fleeing red 
man with one sweep of my blade. He fell lifeless to the 
sward, but even so Rior Sargo leapt to the doorway as 
the green man tried to enter only a moment behind 
him. I raised my blade and made to follow. The red 
man turned, fear showing on his face, and pushed the 
green warrior backwards towards me. We both 
crashed heavily to the sward. 

The green man pinned my sword arm and buffeted 
my body with powerful blows of his fists, his own 
blade lay only a short distance away. He had lost it 
when pushed by his companion, but then drew a knife 
from his harness. Before he could use it I raised my 
legs into his midsection and threw him over my head. 
His grip on my sword arm was broken and he landed 
heavily behind me. I leapt to my feet in the instant and 
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our blades clashed. It was my long sword against his 
knife and if his features could show expression I knew 
what I would read on his face as he backed away. 

But at the sound of motors, I whirled about. The ship 
was rising fast from the sward and was already twenty 
feet above me, I had to leap now if I was to save my Prin-
cess, but at the sounds of hurried footfalls I swung back as 
my assailant rushed in, his knife held high to plunge into 
my naked back. Quicker than a darseen I ran my blade 
through his chest, he staggered another step forward then 
fell to the sward as I looked above me at the departing 
ship carrying my Princess to a fate I could not guess. 

The ship headed in a northerly direction parallel to 
the Korintheans and was soon but a speck in the sky. I 
looked around me at the fallen foes. There were six of 
them–my Princess had killed one of her enemies before 
they had taken her. I saw that her broken sword lay 
beside the body of her adversary. As I looked at her 
broken blade I saw her assailant move then groan in 
pain. I placed my arm about his neck and lifted him to 
a half sitting position. I drew my own blade and held 
the point at his throat. 

"Where is Natvandur? Tell me and I will let you 
live." I pressed firmly on my blade until blood flowed 
from his throat. 

He coughed several times and each time blood flecked 
about his lips and teeth. "You cannot kill me, I am al-
ready dead." He coughed then his eyes locked onto mine. 
"You will never find Natvandur or see the woman 
again." He laughed then, a hollow mirthless laugh, then 
he spasmed before me and fell lifeless to the sward. 

I rose from where I knelt, surrounded by the 
corpses of my adversaries. There was only one thing to 
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do, but first I searched through the harnesses of my 
foes for any food capsules. Finding several, enough to 
keep me alive at least for a time since my own supply 
was nearing exhaustion, I set out in pursuit of the ship, 
setting a pace that I could endure for many zodes. 

The ship had long since disappeared, all I could do 
was head in the direction I had last seen it. Across the 
dead sea bottom of Barsoom I raced, my feet making lit-
tle sound upon the ochre moss sward. Haad after haad 
fell behind me as I ran on, stopping only every few zodes 
for a few moments respite. As I ran I tried to remember 
all that I had learned about Natvandur over the years. 

As long as I have been on Barsoom I have heard sto-
ries of Natvandur, tales or terror and horror, of people 
being sold as slaves and never seen again; tales of 
death where people had been torn apart by hungry 
banths or trampled to death by giant thoats. This in-
formation had come from mysterious and cryptic 
sources from underworld figures like the Guild of As-
sassins or from dying people on the streets of several 
Barsoomian cities, but though I had sent the navies of 
Helium and many other cities searching for Natvan-
dur, the place had never been found. A place of the ac-
cursed, it was said, a place to shun; a place where you 
would die–and my Princess was being taken there! 
Somehow I would find it and when I did they would 
remember that John Carter had been there. 

The light began to dim. I looked skywards, the sun 
was setting and the sky was darkening and as the fire 
died from the sky it was slowly lit with myriads of 
stars, for the moons of Barsoom had not yet risen. The 
night sky bristled with stars like diamonds around the 
neck of a Jasoomian Princess. 
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For a dozen zodes I followed the direction of the 
ship of Rior Sargo. How I longed to get my blade near 
his throat, but for now I stopped and sat upon the 
ochre moss sward. To my left still lay the Korintheans, 
the sward lay in all other directions interrupted only 
by the unevenness of the dead sea bottom as it rose 
here and there to create small ridges and higher hill-
ocks. In the distance ahead still higher peaks rose but 
nothing akin to mountains. 

From my harness I withdrew a small quantity of nu-
trition capsules which I consumed. I had no sleeping 
silks or furs, they had been abandoned at the fight 
scene. I lay down upon the naked sward to rest for 
only a zode then I resumed my quest. How far was 
Natvandur and in what direction did it lay? What did 
the place look like? These questions, amongst many 
others, plagued me so that I seem to have little rest be-
fore I rose and again picked up a gait that would eat 
up the haads until I found my quarry. 

The moons of Barsoom shone down from above 
spreading a ghost-like light upon the landscape 
through which I ran, lighting up the ridges before me 
and the deeper gullies that appeared at regular inter-
vals. I easily leapt over them, some as wide as thirty 
feet, others that were of greater width I easily con-
quered in only three or four long steps. Easily I ran 
across the dead sea bottom of what was once a living 
ocean in the days of Barsoom's glorious past. I felt the 
breeze against my naked chest and felt that I was the 
only person on this world, for I did not see any other 
living thing; but out there somewhere lay the great 
white ape, green men and the banth. I could come 
across any of them over the next rise before me. and I 
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longed to meet any of them to appease the anger that I 
felt. But I hoped that the kidnappers of my wife did 
not recognise her for there are many who would wish 
to harm the wife of the Warlord. I thanked my ances-
tors that she had seen this danger and called upon me 
for help using my alias name of Var Dann. 

The morning light began to creep into the dark sky 
as the stars slowly faded away. Lighter and lighter the 
sky became as the sun slowly rose and began to march 
across the sky. Ridges and gullies, hillocks and small 
monoliths appeared and were soon behind me. The 
Korintheans were long past now and I ran on in a sea 
of ochre moss sward. Somewhere ahead of me I knew 
Dusar lay, somewhere to my right would be Invak and 
Onvak, but where precisely I did not know. 

Where were the fleets of ships that I knew would be 
searching for us? The whole navy of Helium and of 
many other cities I knew would be out searching since 
we disappeared so long ago. Had they all given up and 
returned to their home ports. Surely not! I shook these 
negative thoughts from my mind. The ships of the 
fleets of Barsoom were many but the world was a huge 
place. I surmised that the leaders of the fleets would 
assume that we could be anywhere and would be 
searching as best they could. Sometime I knew I would 
see the searchers and I was reminded of the days so 
long ago when I learned the true destination of Kra 
Gan. Then, as now, I was alone on the open sward, 
searching the skies for a ship to succour me, but as I 
looked above no such ship appeared and I ran on. 

I watched as Cluros moved sedately across the day 
sky, followed by his mad mate Thuria, who eventually 
caught him and passed, on continuing the eternal 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

213 

game. Then Thuria was gone and Cluros too began to 
pass over the horizon and the sun disappeared from 
the sky. I stopped yet again as another day passed and 
the naked stars shone down before me. 

Where was Natvandur? I knew I could be headed in the 
opposite direction from where it lay but there was nothing 
else I could do. Once the fleet arrived I could send them in all 
directions and there would be no rest until that accursed 
place was found and I had Rior Sargo in my grasp. 

As I lay upon the sward I felt the fatigue of zodes of 
running. My legs ached, my shoulder muscles were 
stiffening, I knew that this time I would need to rest 
longer to continue my journey. The moment my head 
hit the soft ochre moss I fell into oblivion. 

I awoke with a start. Gun fire sounded from close 
by. I leapt to my feet, the moons had not yet risen, and 
the sky was a dark void lit only by the myriad of stars. 
I ran toward the sound which had now changed to the 
clashing strokes of blades and a scream of human ter-
ror. Cluros began to rise as I neared the source of con-
flict. In a natural depression I could see three tall fig-
ures–green men. They had someone surrounded and, 
even as I ran in near silence, I heard the death cry of 
one of their victims. I leapt the last thirty feet to land 
squarely beside the remaining combatant. 

My blade licked out, drawing the strokes of all three 
of the green warriors as they fell back a step at my 
sudden appearance. I had but an instant to glance at 
their victims; a red man lay on his stomach unmoving, 
probably dead. Beside him lay the only survivor, the 
woman whose place I had taken. She too was covered 
in blood and was crawling the last metre to the man's 
side. In that glimpse I saw to the side two large car-
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riages drawn by six thoats apiece. I knew in the instant 
that these people where farmers of some sort, but I had 
no further time to reflect as the three green men ad-
vanced upon me. The savage strokes of their blades 
were expected to overwhelm me by their superior 
numbers, but little did they realise that they faced the 
finest fighting man on two worlds.  

Easily I parried their blades and within an xat I 
lunged my point into the chest of one and sent an-
other's sword flying through the air. The third green 
man smashed his blade at mine and though several 
sparks flew, he suddenly collapsed before me as I 
withdrew my sword from his abdomen. The last of 
them now unsheathed his short sword and dagger as I 
had sent his long blade flying. He attacked with re-
newed vigour, but then grunted with pain as my point 
pierced his upper left shoulder. Before he could renew 
his attack I leapt up and crashed my hilt upon his fore-
head sending him unconscious to the sward. 

"Help him, help my son, please!" came a barely au-
dible cry from behind me. 

I whirled about. She lay next to the man. I rushed to 
her side. She was covered in blood and I knew that her 
life was short. She turned towards me with tears 
streaming down her red face. "Save him, please! They 
have him—they will kill ...." She raised her hand and 
pointed into the blackness now lightening further as 
Cluros now fully appeared in the night sky. She fell 
forward upon the body of her companion. 

For a moment I checked them for signs of life but they 
were both dead. I stood and sheathed my blade as I 
looked towards Cluros, the regent of the sky. The waste of 
human life always saddened me; they had died for no 
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reason other than having been attacked by green maraud-
ers upon the open sward. I moved forward across the 
dead sea bottom in the direction indicated by the woman. 
Who was in danger? Were there more green men? 

I knew I must do what I could. 
Haad after haad fell behind me and I saw nothing. 

Had the woman been delirious and sent me on a 
search for the trest, that ancient winged monster from 
the past that no longer existed? 

The sward seemed devoid of life. I strained my ears 
to search for any sound but the ochre moss-like vegeta-
tion of the dead sea bottom gave off little noise. After a 
half zode I began to slow to a gait that I could endure 
for a long time. Then I thought I heard something, some 
sound upon the breeze that caressed my bare chest and 
I increased my speed veering a little to the right. 

I heard the mirthless laughter of green men. I 
slowed my speed and went forward in a crouch. A 
small hillock rose in front of me and from its apex I 
looked upon a scene that I shall remember all my days, 
a scene that brought my fighting blood to the fore as I 
bared my long sword. Close below me were seven 
green warriors, but one was obviously an enemy–and 
a young enemy at that for he stood only two metres 
tall. The others who towered over him seemed not to 
care, they had him in a circle like the Apaches of 
Jasoom. They threw him across the circle to their com-
panions, who struck him with their fists as others 
landed kicks that would fell a thoat. Where was the 
son of the farmers? Had they killed him already? 

Mirthless laughter rose about me as the six green 
warriors tortured the green youth, then one grasped 
the helpless figure and began to tie long strands of 
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thoat hide about his wrists. Another of their number 
turned towards one of their beasts close by and I had 
memories of the torture they had inflicted upon me 
near Isandora. They were going to drag him to his 
death. I cared not now whether the green men saw me 
as I leapt down upon them with a stride of near twenty 
feet. They saw me when I was almost upon them and 
the first threw up his blade. A mirthless laugh began 
from his throat– here was another prey for him to tor-
ture–but I was not a ulsio threatening a banth, I was 
the banth threatening the ulsio. 

My blade flashed passed his guard and into his vitals 
and then I assailed the other four, as the sixth warrior 
rushed to aid them. To my right and left I wove my 
sword in a web that their four blades could not pene-
trate. Faster and faster I wove my blade and every time 
they tried to penetrate my defence they were hurled 
back. I advanced upon them, the fighting lust full upon 
me, as I drove my blade through the heart of one and 
cut the arm of another. The third fell as my blade sliced 
across his chest and he clutched at his bleeding body. 

Now it was one to one and I saw the other green man 
come to a halt. His eyes darted towards the green youth 
lying like a discarded rag-doll upon the sward and I read 
his thoughts. As he ran towards him I assailed my oppo-
nent with strokes that would have long killed a lesser 
man, but this green warrior was not as hasty as the others. 
He did not attack at all, but fought defensively. I swung a 
curved stroke and hooked his blade in mine. With my 
Jasoomian strength I hurled his blade into the night, but at 
that instant I saw the other warrior had almost reached 
the youth, his sword raised up high for the killing stroke. 
The man in front of me saw my eyes move. He turned and 
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began running. I hurled my long sword into the chest of 
the other warrior even as his blade began its downward 
journey towards the green youth. He fell dead across the 
youth as I rasped my short sword from its scabbard. 

"Stop, or you are dead!" The green man froze no 
more than two dozen feet away. 

"Drop your weapons if you wish to remain alive." He 
drew forth his short sword, dagger and pistol and dropped 
them on the sward. "Sit down brave green warrior, or 
should I help you?" He sat without a word. I threw the 
corpse of the warrior from the fallen body of the young 
green man and stooped beside him. He was alive, his face 
impassive. "Are you hurt?" He could did not answer. 

Many xats passed before I determined that he was 
not hurt severely, mostly bruised. Slowly I pulled him 
to his feet. He seemed unaffected by my presence. I 
sensed that he was not part of the same clan as these 
others as he wore the harness of a red man that did not 
show what his metal was or what horde he belonged 
to. Often green men were known to kill others in their 
clan during a personal feud, but obviously he was an 
enemy to them. Slowly his breath returned to normal. 

"Have you seen a red youth that these green men 
may have taken from the farmers some way back?" 

"There was no red youth with the farmers. These 
green men attacked us without provocation. My par-
ents, who you call the farmers, ordered me to leave 
them and run to save myself. I did not want to but my 
father drew his pistol and ordered me away." 

Chapter 2 
"You are the son of the farmers!" I was truly amazed 

at his words. 
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"I am not of their blood but I am their son. My par-
ents, are they ..." 

"I am sorry, they are both dead. I tried to save them 
but I arrived too late." 

"And the green ones?" 
"They are dead." 
"That is good." 
I wondered what his feelings were. Did he have any 

at all? "I am Var Dann, a panthan, tell me who you are. 
How did you come to be with them." 

For a moment he seemed hesitant to reply and I 
thought he may avoid the question. "You have saved 
my life and tried to help my family so I shall tell you." 
He looked at the green man standing not far away then 
turned to face me again. "I am Had Lor. They found a 
green mens' hatchery hidden in the hills. All the eggs 
had been broken, another horde probably, then I 
hatched from an overlooked egg. They say they had to 
chase me for haads across the sward before that caught 
me, but they raised me as their own and named me. I 
helped raise our crops of usa fruits and the breeding of 
thoats. 

"When at times green men called I hid from them. 
Often we had to drive them off using our radium rifles 
from our home, but now I am half grown and they 
took me with them to make their delivery of fruits and 
beasts. I believe they did not want to leave me alone in 
case the green men returned. We were attacked and 
our thoats were driven off. I was forced to flee. If you 
had not come along I would now be dead." 

"You tell a strange story, Had Lor. I have never 
heard of a green man being raised by red men. I am 
sorry I could not save your foster parents." 
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"I have heard a little of panthans, Var Dann. I've 
heard you sell your sword for money and that pan-
thans would do anything for a price. I find this hard to 
believe of you." 

"That is my trade, Had Lor." 
"I would like to repay my debt to you. May I assist 

you on whatever mission you are on?" 
"I seek no help, Had Lor; however, I am searching 

for a friend taken by kidnappers to the city of Natvan-
dur, which I believe is somewhere in this area. Have 
you heard of it?" 

"You shall never find Natvandur!" cried a voice. 
I turned to my left to see that the green man had re-

trieved his blade and was now almost behind Had Lor 
with the sword swung back over his head to strike the 
youth from behind. Had Lor only had time to turn his 
head as a mirthless laugh began to break from the green 
man's throat, but he didn't have time to finish the death 
stroke. Even as his blade began its downward journey I 
leapt forward a dozen feet and rammed my blade 
through his vitals. He fell dead beside his intended victim. 

"Again you have saved my life–but how could you 
leap so far so fast?" 

"It is a panthan trick, Had Lor. Do you know where 
Natvandur is?" 

"I am sorry, Var Dann. Many times strangers have 
come to our farm and asked for the same place but we 
could not tell them. Afterwards they would destroy 
our crops and take our thoats, but we never knew 
where the place was and only had a vague idea of 
what happened there." 

"It was probably just as well that you didn't know, 
they may have killed you if you had." 
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"It is a strange thing, Var Dann, often in the night, 
especially before the moons had risen, we would see 
strange ships heading northwards. Perhaps they were 
going to Natvandur." 

"Thanks, Had Lor. Now I must resume my journey. 
Are you going to return to your farm?" 

"No, Var Dann, I am coming with you. I cannot re-
turn when my debt is unpaid." He fell in beside me. 

"As you wish, Had Lor, but if you join me your own 
life may be in danger." 

"It does not matter, Var Dann." 
In the distance we heard the roars of hunting 

banths. The lions had no need to hunt tonight, their 
prey was already vanquished. 

"You might as well make yourself useful, Had Lor." 
I handed him some of my red dye that I always car-
ried. "Put this where I can't reach." I began to apply the 
dye to my face and body. 

"Why do you do this, Var Dann?" 
"It is a part of a panthan's disguise." 
He assisted me until my entire body was coloured 

red, to anyone I would appear a native red man. The 
twin moons of Barsoom had disappeared over the hori-
zon when we caught two of the green men's giant 
thoats. Dawn, I knew, was only a short time away. 
Then, from behind us, I heard the almost silent opera-
tion of a motor. Together we looked up. Almost directly 
above us we saw a large ship on a bearing that took it a 
little to the north and east of us; its hull momentarily 
blocked out the stars as it passed over. It was soon lost 
ahead of us. Quickly now we rode our beasts in the di-
rection taken by the ship as the blackness overhead be-
gan to lighten as the suns rays appeared on the horizon. 
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All that day we rode the giant thoats of the green 
men, stopping only once near midday to consume a few 
of the nutrition capsules that I had left. We continued 
on until the sun began to set. In the twilight of sunset 
and darkness we saw to our right another ship, smaller 
this time than the previous one. It heartened me for I 
knew we must be going in the right direction. 

The landscape began to change and the graceful 
lines of the ochre moss of the dead sea bottom began to 
get disjointed with ridges. Small hillocks appeared and 
then gave way to higher peaks and valleys. Was Nat-
vandur hidden in one of these hidden valleys, if so 
how long would it take to find, and more importantly, 
was my princess still alive? 

Cluros rose sedately in the starlit sky casting down 
shadows from the nearby peaks. "Quickly into the 
shadow ahead." 

Had Lor commanded his mount to follow me, for 
purely by accident I had seen a small ship approaching 
from the west. I let the ship pass overhead and as soon 
as it did we followed below as quickly as the giant 
thoats would go before finally, the ship disappeared 
over a high ridge. We rode our mounts to the top of 
the ridge and sat astride our beasts within the moon 
shadow of a small peak. Before me I saw a long and 
wide valley, one side rose slowly like an ancient wave 
of Throxeus, but the other was a steep-sided cliff that 
rose many hundreds of feet into the air. Built immedi-
ately beneath this cliff stood the remnants of one of 
Barsoom's long dead cities and I knew that this was 
Natvandur, the ancient city of deception, of slavery, 
where one's life was worthless and no code of honour 
could possibly exist. 
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The city appeared white in the moonlight. A large dark 
spire rose at this end, close to the ruined wall which sur-
rounded the place. Beyond the wall lay low buildings, and 
the nearer these buildings got to the centre of the city, the 
higher they rose; one, two, three, and four stories. Several 
of these buildings were raised on the usual tall columns, 
but many others lay upon the ground which marked the 
decay of the place, much like Isandora. 

In the centre stood the Jeddak's palace with three 
large domed roofs. From where we sat I could see that 
two had fallen in disrepair but the other one seemed 
complete. But my surprise at Natvandur was that it 
was not a dead place like Isandora, populated by green 
men. The place was alive with people, for I could see 
their movements and they were not green warriors. 
Concealed radium lamps glowed weakly at different 
places about the city and I guessed that the light could 
not be seen from above and beyond the city. Further 
up the valley I could see several ships of different 
sizes. From all appearances they looked like merchant 
ships but there were also small fliers. They all lay close 
to the cliff wall where they would be inconspicuous to 
ships passing in the night. 

"The woman I seek must be in the city, Had Lor, but 
you do not have to accompany me ..." 

"Var Dann, I no longer have a family, either red or 
green. Let me help you?" 

"So be it, but we need a plan." 
For a half zode we discussed various ways of enter-

ing the city. Finally we agreed on what we hoped was 
the best course of action and set out towards the bro-
ken wall nearest us where I could see several men 
were in position. 
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"What is this?" cried a bearded red man as he and 
three others, one of them a First Born, approached us 
as I lead Had Lor towards them. I had my companion's 
arms tied behind his back and a long line of thoat hide 
tied around his neck. The red man stood before me 
blocking my path. "What is the password?" 

"Password? You ask for a password when I risked 
my life to bring this slave to the auction block?" 

"No one enters without one," he sneered and turned 
to his companions, who likewise began to laugh. I 
could have taken them then but it was not my inten-
tion to alert them to any danger. 

"Do you know that I had to kill three green men to 
capture this ulsio, then after I had caught him six more 
attacked me and I had to kill them as well—and do 
you know what?" 

"What?" asked the surely red man who so far had 
done all the talking. 

"All I could think of during the fight was that I had 
forgotten the password and that if I lived and got to 
this gate some captain of the guard," he swelled his 
chest at these words, "would no doubt turn me away 
or run me through." 

"How do you know of this place?" His tone now 
was more acceptable and I noted he did not ask for my 
name. I thought they probably did not want to know 
who came here. 

"I am a panthan. I have travelled the cities of Bar-
soom and in every corner I heard a name of a place, 
people whose names you know and whose names I 
will not repeat, gave me cryptic directions how to get 
here. I am here to sell a slave and sample the wares of 
your fair city." 
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"Be gone then and don't cause any trouble, or death 
is all that you'll find here." 

He put his boot to me, amid the gusto of his com-
panions, and we entered into Natvandur. We walked 
through the peoples' area of the city, where the build-
ings were but one story high; many lay on the ground 
while a few stood atop their long poles. Inside we 
could see the dull glow of radium lamps and at the 
doors of many the poorer citizens of the place were 
trying to sell wares ranging from spice and glittering 
gems to orluk furs. From other doorways stood glam-
orous women who sold a different kind of merchan-
dise with their faces and particularly their eyes painted 
in vibrant colours. 

Music came from further towards the city's centre, 
now we were in the area of tradesmen and lower no-
bility, the buildings were now two and three storied 
and from below I could see the radium lamps glowing 
but I noticed that all the doorways and windows were 
also partially covered by dark material to cut down the 
escaping light, very little would be seen from above 
should a navy ship pass over unexpectently. 

The music became louder as musicians danced 
through the streets and now the people became more 
prevalent as we passed many going in all directions 
and they paid us no heed and I could see why. 

For many of them dragged slaves behind them of 
every description, be they red men or white, green or 
black, women too were dragged along by unscrupu-
lous types who plied their long swords to bare flesh at 
any provocation. 

"You" cried a voice behind me and I swung around 
my hand on my hilt, "I could do with two more slaves, 
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take them!" for this red man seem to command several 
men who were escorting four slaves, two were red 
men, one an Orovar woman and the last a mature 
green warrior. 

And now I knew, the only difference here between a 
free man and a slave was who ever was the strongest 
was the free man and I rasped free my blade as three 
Orovars thrust their blades before me for an easy victory. 

I pushed Had Lor behind me as my own blade 
danced a metallic tune in front and the three blades fell 
from mine like a banth smiting a ulsio. 

I wove my blade before me as theirs fell back, 
within an xat I pierced the heart of one, disarmed a 
second and matched steel with the third for but a mo-
ment before he too fell to the rock hard ground clutch-
ing his side, "to me, to me" cried the red man "kill this 
ulsio now and take the green one!" and the five red 
men rushed forward. 

If they thought I would run giving them an easy kill 
and an easy slave they were mistaken for as they swung 
their blades towards me I leapt forward to meet them and 
swung my blade in a wide arc to take their five at once. 

To the right and left, high and low, I wove my blade 
in a net of steel that the swords of my antagonists could 
not penetrate. Faster went my blade and faster still, one 
of my adversaries fell back clutching his throat, then a 
second fell blood covering his chest, and the remaining 
three redoubled their strokes at the cries of their supe-
rior "kill him curse you or I'll have you all flogged." 

I felt a blade crease my side but before the blade 
could escape to strike again I lunged after it piercing 
my opponent in his vitals and even as he fell I ran an-
other through the heart and as the last tried to back 
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away and flee I stepped forward after him and ran him 
through the shoulder, he dropped his blade and fled. 

I turned towards their leader, his sword was half 
drawn from his scabbard, he turned and I was amazed, 
the throng of populace barely took an interest in our con-
flict, only enough to get out of the way of our swinging 
blades and they carried on regardless of our presence, as 
I stepped towards him he thrust his blade back, turned 
and ran and was soon swallowed up in the moving mass 
of unsavoury people that inhabited Natvandur. 

Quickly I turned to Had Lor and cut the thoat hide 
that bound him and handed him my short sword, I 
turned and found myself confronted by the four slaves 
of my adversary. 

They had retrieved the arms of my opponents and 
now stood before me, I half drew my blade, "kaor" said 
a red man, "you have saved us from the ulsio who 
sought to enslave us" and he and the others offered me 
their blades "ask" said the red man "and your words 
are our command" and the throng of people weaved 
around us seemingly unconcerned at our presence. 

"This way." I led the party further up the avenue to-
wards an eating house named 'Pleasure Enz', we en-
tered through the doorway and up a slight ramp, inside 
were many tables and a multitude of the races of Bar-
soom, in one corner was an unoccupied table and I indi-
cated it to the others, within moments we were seated. 

I looked at this motley crew of desperate people and 
raised my hand to still the conversation that had just 
begun as a black girl wearing only a string of colourful 
stones about her waist and loins came to our table. 

"What would you drink? What would you have?" 
She winked at me and the others indicating several 
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more dark girls at the top of the ramp that led up-
wards to the rooms above. 

"A drink for all!" I tossed a coin which she caught 
with ease, as I knew she would. She turned and disap-
peared amongst the patrons of the place as I turned 
towards the faces around our table. 

"You are all free to go if you can escape from here, I 
ask nothing of you." 

The nearest red man spoke, "all of us have been taken 
against our will to fates worse than death, indeed every 
person here is in bondage to some unknown Jeddak, we 
are but the lowest on the scale. If we try to escape now we 
will be killed though that would be a better fate than we 
expected before, the man that ran from your blade will 
have alerted the guards at the gate, they will search for us, 
we have seen your skill with the sword, you could escape 
we know, take us with you, we implore you" and they 
looked around nervously, then they looked at me with the 
eyes of desperate men and women and then the dark girl 
returned and placed our drinks before us and brushing 
her naked thighs against my arm but at the shake of my 
head she took on a disgusted look and within an xat was 
plying her trade at another nearby table. 

"I am Var Dann ..." 
"Please master swordsman, no real names here, for if we 

ever escaped they would track us down and kill anyone 
who knows us" and I smiled for I knew he spoke the truth. 

In whispered tones I again addressed them, "my name 
does not matter, Var Dann will do, you can take any 
name you like" and the tension seemed to ease a little. 

"Call me Pan" said their spokesman. 
"Sarr" said the second red man. 
"Lita" whispered the Orovarian girl. 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

228 

"Moru" replied the green man whose harness I did 
not recognise. 

"They will seek you in a group, separate when you 
leave here, stay out of sight if possible and attract no 
attention" and they nodded their heads. 

"When do we leave?" whispered Sarr. 
"When I have found what I came for." 
"What do you seek Var Dann" said the green man. 
"I am looking for a red woman, she is dark haired 

and taken prisoner only a few days ago, she was cap-
tured by another red man named Rior Sargo who at-
tacked us south of here, when I find her I will leave, 
then I will return and destroy this place." 

"If we help you, will you take us with you" whis-
pered Sarr. 

"If I can I will take you with me, whether you help 
me of not" and their expressions softened though I 
could see they were still afraid. 

"An auction is held every day Var Dann, she may 
already have been sold." 

"Where are they held Pan?" 
"Before the Jeddaks palace, but be careful, if you ask 

too many question you will end up on the auction 
stand if they do not kill you first." 

Chapter 3 
"You said there is an unknown Jeddak here?" 
Pan looked around, the room was filled with pa-

trons and loud voices, "he is always at the auction, you 
will see him, he wears a hood over his face, no one 
looks at him, no ones wants to be noticed." 

"Wait here" and I left the group and spoke to the red 
man who seemed to run the establishment, their anxi-
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ety seemed to leave them when I returned a few mo-
ments later. 

"I now have a room at the end of the corridor upstairs, 
number 10, I suggest we meet there at this time each 
evening ...." suddenly there were louder voices towards 
the doorway, a dozen men in patchwork uniforms were 
entering led by my bearded friend from the entrance 
way and they seemed to be searching for someone." 

"Guards" whispered Pan but before we could move 
another commotion broke out at the table only a dozen 
feet from ours, an Orovar suddenly stood up and 
slammed his blade through the chest of the dark girl 
who had previously served us, then another at the ta-
ble drew his blade and within an xat came the sounds 
of their clashing blades. 

"Had Lor" I whispered, "go with Moru" and I ushered 
them all away and they separated going in all directions 
but avoiding the guards who now were caught up in the 
sword play as I walked slowly to the ramp and made my 
way upstairs towards the room I had rented. 

The guards did not challenge any of us and I safely 
made the ramp top when one of the dark comely women 
standing there by the rail held out her hand, "come 
stranger my room is close by." I delved into my harness 
for a coin and pressed it into her black hand. 

Her smile of satisfaction was one of the most sincere 
moments I had encountered here, "my room is at the 
end" I told her and led her that way as the other 
women cast gloomy looks upon us. 

Whereas the dark girl on the floor below had worn 
beads about her hips and groin this dark girl wore 
square pieces of coloured metal that only just hid her 
sexuality, about her shoulders she also wore a clear 
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silken wrap that hid nothing, I closed the door and she 
placed her arms around my neck, "you are an attrac-
tive woman but I have something different in mind" 
and I led her to a couch, where she sat and looked 
most perplexed. 

From the bedroom I brought a sleeping silk, this I 
tore into several pieces as she watched with interest, 
from my harness I brought forth a special solution 
which I had her rub on the parts of my body I could 
not reach, this amused her to no end. 

"Another coin for you if you do not tell what you 
are about to see, you see it can be a secret between us." 
She readily nodded her head and licked her lips and I 
wondered how much delight she had brought to nu-
merous passers by. 

Within a quarter zode and with her help I had re-
moved all the red dye from my body, for I knew the 
guards were looking for me, but foremost they sought 
a red man not a white one. 

As the last of the dye was rubbed away she at last 
stopped a low pitch giggle she had developed and I guess 
I could not blame her, this was not what she had in mind. 

"Are you sure there is nothing else I can do for you?" 
"You're a lovely girl ...." 
"Varna." 
"You're a lovely girl Varna, but not at the moment." 

She gathered her silken wrap about her shoulders and 
departed. 

Within an xat I stepped through the window and 
climbed down into a deserted alley beside the eating 
house, at the end of the alley the throng of people 
seemed endless and I joined them heading towards the 
Jeddaks ancient palace. 
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The people in the avenues were different from most 
found in any city on Barsoom, where every city had its 
thieves, assassins and go-getters, they seemed to be 
very prevalent here, though many laughed I was sure 
it was because of someone elses displeasure and the 
eyes that were cast around were not those of helpful 
strangers but of carnivores on the prowl and I hoped 
the freed slaves would survive in this torrid place. 

I saw them coming and turned my back so that I 
could look upon the wares being sold in the open market 
before a ruined building, a dozen green men sauntered 
past and I knew they were Cosquis by their metal, from 
the other direction I noticed another party of green war-
riors, only eight in the group and when the passed each 
other they all rattled their swords and for the first time I 
saw the city's lowlife take on an anxious look, for the 
other party of warriors were Warhoons, renowned like 
the Cosquis for their ferocity and hatred of the civilised 
races, and of all the people they most likely wanted dead, 
I was surely the best candidate. But they passed each 
other, the city's denizens parting to make room for them. 

Then the Jeddaks palace loomed in front of me, be-
fore it stood a large platform where no doubt captives 
were paraded before the population for sale, never to 
be seen again. The worst outcome would be being 
bought by the green men who no doubt bought their 
captives only when they could not capture those they 
wanted to kill, to be bought by them meant death by 
the worse means, and that would be a slow torture and 
I felt my hand tightening on my blade. 

I grasped the arm of a rogue selling fine silks and 
cloaks to my right as he yelled his wears to passers by, 
"when is the next sale?!" 
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He was about to profane me until he espied my blade 
half way from its scabbard, "tomorrow night of course", and 
he pulled his arm away and yelled "buy your furs here, the 
finest on Barsoom." I could but smile, they were probably 
stolen from a Jeddaks palace, possibly even my own. 

Everywhere stood groups of armed men, rogues at 
first glance but I gauged them to be part of the estab-
lished army that protected this place and they seemed 
ever alert, watching everyone so I did not linger any 
longer than needed, I turned and began to make my 
way back towards the Pleasure Enz. 

I had only taken two dozen steps when two red 
men appeared before me from a narrow alley with 
swords drawn.  

"Your money or your life and then your money" laughed 
the thief to my right to his accomplice and the passers by 
veered around us so as not to become involved. 

"No money but your life if you leave now" and I 
smiled at the two. 

"Why you" cried the same man as before but before 
they could push their blades forward I withdrew my 
short sword, even faster than a darseen can run, and 
smashed their blades aside, then in a fierce and close 
display of swordsmanship I ran one of the thieves 
through the heart and the vocal one through the side 
and they both fell before me and barely a glance was 
given in our direction by the inhabitants of this place. 

Then I heard a sharp whistle and for a moment I 
thought the troops would be upon me, but as I glanced 
around I saw everyone frozen to the spot for an xat, 
then pandemonium as people began to run in all direc-
tions, I had to find out what was happening and 
grasped a youth who was running near me. 
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He struggled in my grip and tried to draw his 
sword but I locked my arm around his throat, "what is 
happening, where is everyone going?" and I eased my 
hold slightly so that he could reply. 

"Let me go, don't you know it is death to be seen in 
the daylight" and he struggled more violently until I 
released him and all about me the hordes of people 
were diminishing and in the distance I could see the 
troops coming wielding their blades up high and 
threatening those who did not hurry fast enough. 

At a pace equal to those still running I headed for the 
Pleasure Enz, I looked back and I could see ships rising 
from near the cliff wall, the ships that had lain there 
throughout the night were now departing and for a mo-
ment I watched them heading away as the sky lightened, 
they did not want to be seen on the ground during the 
day, within a quarter zode I made the eating house. 

Inside the place bristled with people, drinks flowed 
and food was being carried to numerous tables, dozens 
of people were ensuring the windows were covered 
with dark material and then the doors were slammed 
shut and locked with a long wooden bar. 

Within moments someone was hammering to be let in 
but none moved to open the door, within a few xats came 
the swish of a blade, the hammering stopped and through 
a sliver of a gap between the materials over a window I 
saw a body being dragged away by two guards. 

"You" cried the bartender and I turned towards him, 
"your room rent has trebled, pay now" and he and two 
henchmen fingered their blades "or you'll be thrown 
outside." 

I knew was not the time to draw any attention to myself. I 
threw several coins onto the bar top. "You tried to trick Olar 
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Matif, I should charge you double again for all those people 
sharing your room, now get away before I lose my temper" 
and I guessed the others had returned to my room earlier 
than expected, I turned and headed for the ramp that led 
above but a large black man barred my way. 

"I'm told that Varna isn't good enough for you" and 
he fingered his blade as I looked above at the rows of 
girls by the rail, Varna turned away, this man then 
must be her employer. 

"I seek no trouble, as a matter of fact I was just about 
to ask for Varna." 

"Then hurry up, I've a meal to order and you're pay-
ing for it" and he pushed me towards the ramp and 
laughed aloud but it seemed that no one else took any 
interest as I climbed the ramp trying desperately to 
suppress a grin that I was sure was showing, he did 
not know how close to death he had come. 

At the top of the ramp Varna ran forward and encir-
cled my arm in hers but I steered her away from her room 
and led her towards my own, at the door she stopped, "I 
am sorry, the ulsio wanted to know why I did not have as 
much money as the others, I told him you only wanted to 
talk, he hit me and said I had stolen his money." 

I turned her face towards me, and a purple bruise 
showed on her dark countenance, "it's okay Varna" 
and I felt a rage mounting within me, the next time I 
and her employer met it would be with blades. 

I swung the door open and we entered, instantly my 
hand went to my hilt for there were not five people in 
the room as I had anticipated but a dozen which now 
included three women. 

Pan came forward as I let my grip relax on my sword 
hilt, "Sarr is dead, we could not leave these people to the 
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death that awaits them, we had to free them" and he 
shrugged his shoulders and I knew the situation was 
getting out of hand and very quickly at that. 

"Varna, here's how you can earn some decent money" 
and I delved again into my harness for the coins I sought, 
"slip downstairs and get one of the girls to deliver food 
for 6 people to our door" for I thought that ordering for 
12 would invite trouble, I did not know if the owner 
knew how many people where in my room. 

"We have some money also Var Dann, taken from 
those slave devils we killed." 

"Give it all to Varna" and he handed over the coins 
and I saw her eyes light up. 

"Do not tell your employer how you really came by 
this money, just say that you earned it the usual way, 
you had better return here after you order the food so 
that there will be less suspicion." She left in a hurry to 
do my bidding. 

We ate and Varna ordered more food for us, 
throughout the day we watched through a slitted cur-
tain at the troops hiding down below in the avenues 
and alleys, anyone they caught outdoors was killed, 
then I saw them melt into the shadows and I looked 
upwards, a small ship moved sedately across the city, 
it was a two man flier bearing the markings of the 
navy of Helium. 

How could I warn them that this place was Natvan-
dur, that I and, my Princess were here, I looked about 
the room for some means of alerting them and as the 
sun shone through the crack in the curtain and grabbed 
the food tray from the floor, "Pan, hold the curtains back 
just a little and I aimed the shiny side of the tray at the 
flier and directed the sunlight in that direction. 
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I hoped that they would see the light reflection and 
that those troops hidden below would not and I flashed 
a special code towards the ship, two short flashes fol-
lowed by a break then three short flashes, I did not have 
time to repeat the message for the flier was out soon out 
of sight and over the tops of other buildings. 

Cautiously I peered through the curtains and 
looked below, several of the troops were pointing at 
our window, it was time to move. 

"Did you send a message Var Dann" and I turned to Pan. 
"In my travels I have learned many codes used by the 

navies of different cities, I sent only one word 'danger', 
if they saw the message then help may be at hand." 

This was a half truth, for the code I had used was in 
the manual of all Helium code books, the two quick 
flashes signalled danger and the three following short 
flashes identified myself as Warlord. 

"Quickly we must move, they will be coming." 
"Where too Var Dann, they will catch and kill us" 

cried Lita and I turned towards Varna who understood 
my meaning within the blink of an eye. 

"My room quickly", with haste we followed her to her 
room which was but a short distance away and I was 
pleased that the other girls were no longer in evidence, 
obviously earning the way for their employer below. 

"I suggest that four or five of you mingle with the 
patrons below, especially the women" and without 
question the three women and two men left the room 
to join the throng of people below. I hoped they would 
remain safe there. 

Moments later, from outside, came the sound of 
running footfalls and I knew the soldiers were on the 
ramp outside and making for our room, "quickly line 
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up here, you are waiting for your time with Varna" 
and several of them smiled but Had Lor and Moru had 
better wait outside the door, "you are waiting for your 
friends here to leave." 

"And you Var Dann, won't they be looking for you?" 
"I'm sure they are Pan, I and Varna will be behind 

the curtain" at which the girl smiled openly, "tell them 
she has a rich noble with her and we will trust to luck" 
and I and Varna left them and sat on the bed behind 
the curtain while outside came the sound of loud 
voices as the soldiers demanded entry into each room. 

They crashed their hilts on our door and through a 
slit in the curtain I saw Pan let them in, there were five 
guards and I grasped my hilt as Varna drew a blond 
wig from under her bed and placed it on my head and 
followed with her arms about my neck. I grinned at the 
situation should, my Princess walk into the room. 

"What are you all doing here?" the guard demanded. 
"Waiting our turn with the girl of course, anyone 

can see that" was Pan's reply. 
"Watch yourself friend or you will end up on the 

slave block, have you seen the man called Var Dann 
who is using room 10 at the end of the hall?" and I 
heard the mumbled replies of no from several of my 
accomplices. 

"Who is with the girl now?" ordered the guard who 
had spoken before. 

"Some rich noble no doubt" replied Pan, he has been 
in there for a half zode, perhaps you could hurry him 
along, we don't have all day." 

I was sure the guards would now leave but again I 
was not surprised when I heard the curtain part but I 
had my back now to the guard as Varna placed a long 
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lingering kiss upon my lips and I heard the curtain 
drawn back again as the guard cried "hurry up, others 
are waiting" and I heard them storm from the room and 
the sound of their footfalls decreased as they moved 
further along the hall to search the remaining rooms. 

We joined the others outside and I could see the grins 
on their faces, they seemed to appreciate the wig that I 
wore and I turned to Varna, "you have saved my life 
Varna and probably all our lives, we owe you much." 

"Take me with you when you leave Var Dann, that 
is all I ask." 

"I can take you from here if our ancestors are willing 
Varna, but I cannot take you with me, for I am here to 
search for my wife who was stolen from me and 
placed on the auction block, when I have found her I 
will leave, I will take you and the others if that is what 
you wish." 

"I will leave with you Var Dann, if you can take me." 
She smiled a wry smile "if I cannot go with you at least 
I will leave here." 

Suddenly there was a loud bang on Varna's door, 
"open the door Varna, it is time to pay your dues" and 
he followed this with sniggering laughter. 

"It is Ligur Memsh" whispered Varna. 
"The First Born, let him in Pan" and the red man 

unlocked the door as I stood to one side and the black 
man swaggered into the room. 

"I heard you had lots of guests Varna" and he smiled 
at us appreciatingly, "you will have earned a tidy sum, 
time to pay what is due" and he sniggered towards us. 

"I think it's time you got your dues" and I stepped 
forward and crashed my fist upon his jaw at which he 
fell back against the side wall where he attempted to 
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draw his blade as his blood rushed from between his 
clenched teeth. 

His eyes opened wide as he tried to place my face as 
he struggled to bring his blade into play and I threw 
my wig at him and recognition filtered quickly into his 
mind, "you!, helppp ..." but he got no further as again I 
struck him in the midsection then again to the chest 
and jaw, he slumped unconscious to the floor. 

"What are we going to do now Var Dann" cried Pan 
and the others looked anxious at this development. 

"We have beaded the banth in his den my friends, 
now there is no turning back, we must leave here to-
night, it will be escape or death" and I drew my short 
sword, "what do you say." 

They all drew forth a blade and in one voice, includ-
ing Varna's, they cried in a voice that would not be 
heard downstairs, "escape." 

"A zode past sun down the auction will begin Var 
Dann, if your wife is the beauty you say she will al-
ready have been sold, for beauties are sold almost im-
mediately. I am sure that the faceless one would have 
bought her, for his wealth seems mighty." 

"Tell me about him Pan." 
"No one dares ask any questions here Var Dann, it 

would mean death, but I know that he must be a Jed at 
least for he has many retainers, and he buys the best." 

"How does he get here?" 
"His is the biggest ship of all that come, that is all 

that I have heard since I have been here." 
Again the door banged, "where is Ligur Memsh" 

came the drunken voice, "he owes me much money, 
come out Ligur or I will come in" at which he pro-
ceeded to try to crash the door in. 
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With a nod of my head Pan opened the door and 
the drunken red man fell into the room, within mo-
ments Pan and two others subdued, tied and gagged 
him and he was placed beside the man he sought, his 
stunned eyes trying to understand his misfortune. 

I glanced out the window, darkness was approach-
ing and Cluros shone alone in the sky, "we must leave 
before more visitors arrive, I am heading for the auc-
tion block, I suggest we meet there, as soon as I have 
my wife we will leave" and they agreed. 

"I suggest we leave in two and threes, taking the 
others downstairs as we go" and as they moved to-
wards the door Varna grasped my arm." 

"I cannot leave Var Dann, I would be stopped before 
I reached the doorway, I.., I have not been outside 
since my capture two years ago" and her shoulders 
slumped forward as tears swelled in her eyes. 

"Take the others Pan, I will look after Varna" and 
they left the room to head downstairs amongst the pa-
trons and then out into the darkening surroundings. 

I picked Varna up in my arms and stood beside the 
window, "I cannot climb Var Dann, I do not wish to die" 
and though I could feel her body trembling I stepped 
out through the window, the alley below seemed de-
serted, no guards were evident, the sky was darkening 
quickly and the next building was twenty feet away. 

"Trust me Varna and close your eyes" and I leapt 
into space landing heavily with my burden on the 
lower building roof opposite and I smiled at the sur-
prise on her face. 

"How did you? it is not possible." 
"We all have secrets Varna but I fear mine will be 

out shortly, quickly, come this way" and I led her to-
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wards the rooftop door which I easily forced, down a 
darkened ramp we made our way to the alley below. 

"Do not leave me Var Dann, let me come with you" 
and I could not desert her, I handed her my short 
sword which she accepted eagerly. I hoped that she 
could use it, together we joined the growing throng of 
people who had begun to appear and who seem to be 
headed in all directions. 

We kept to the side of the avenue as the people of 
this place bustled past, there were many guards also 
going in various directions and through the crowd 
came the buyers and sellers of the slave trade, a dozen 
green men dragged four red men through the avenue 
by thoat hide tied around their wrists, either to be sold 
or traded for silks, furs or food, and yet other green men 
ahead of us eyed them with disdain, had they come for 
captives to torture and kill upon the open sward 
amongst the mirthless laughter of their kind, my hand 
rested firmly on my hilt as we moved forward. 

Before us now loomed the Jeddaks palace with 
hundreds of people standing before the auction block, 
already the green men had their four captives on the 
stand and stood over them like banths defending their 
prey as they seemed to snarl at the spectators and buy-
ers before them. 

"Stay here, I see someone I know" and as she stood 
unobtrusively beside the building I made my way 
forward and to one side of the auction block where the 
familiar man stood. 

I moved up behind him "do not make a sound my 
friend or this knife will strike faster than a darseen" 
and I dragged him around slowly and forced him to 
walk with me towards a nearby alley. 
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"Who are you? what do you want?" 
"Don't you recognise me Rior Sargo, you attacked 

me and my wife and brought her to this place to be 
sold on the auction block" and I watched as recognition 
came upon him. 

"You are the one we couldn't take?" 
"Yes Rior Sargo, and now you are going to tell me 

where my wife is." 
"I don't know, I.., I sold dozens of women, how can I 

remember one." 
"Tell me where she is Rior Sargo, or I will leave you 

here in the gutter for the ulsios to eat and for the green 
mens calots to fight over your corpse" and I watched as 
his eyes searched for succour but there was none and I 
pushed my dagger further into his side until I felt his 
flesh give way and he cried out in pain. 

"She is in the dungeons beneath the palace." 
"You will take me there or you will die here." 
"I can't, he would kill me." 
"Who would kill you, who has bought my wife Rior 

Sargo?" 
"I do not know his name." 
"Don't you?" for I did not believe him. 
"He wears a covering over his face, he is very pow-

erful, he has many followers, he would kill us both if 
we tried to free her." 

"Then pray to Issus that we succeed Rior Sargo or I 
will kill you first" and grasping him around the shoul-
der I forced him out of the alley and back towards 
where Varna waited. 

"Here is my friend Varna, the man who stole my 
wife and who is going to help me free her" and I saw 
her dark skin pale before me, "what is it Varna, what's 
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wrong?" but it was too late, within an xat her dagger 
flashed and Rior Sargo gasped and collapsed at my 
side as I grasped the knife hand of Varna. 

I looked at her trying to comprehend what she had 
done, "he is the one who took me years ago, so long ago 
Var Dann, one dark night when neither of the moons 
were in the sky, I worked late and was rushing to meet 
my man, my Chieftain, he and others set upon us both, 
they killed him and brought me here, he sold me to the 
pleasure house where I only lived to dream of this mo-
ment." She released her grip upon the blade as Rior 
Sargo slumped, unnoticed in the throng, to the ground. 

"Well Varna, there's an old Barsoomian proverb that 
says 'never fight a banth with a long sword when you 
can use a dagger instead', though given a choice I 
would take the long sword every time." 

"What does the saying mean Var Dann?" 
"It means Varna that by using a knife instead of a 

sword you have made the fight twice as hard for your-
self, and since you have killed Rior Sargo it will now 
be more difficult for me to save my wife." 

"I am sorry Var Dann, I could not help myself, tell 
me how I can help you." 

"Come with me, we'll watch the show for awhile" 
and together we moved forward through the throng 
towards the auction block but quickly I had to move to 
the side, a large group of green men thrust through the 
milling populace, and at their head only a dozen metres 
away was Kardus Kur, Jeddak of the horde of Cosquis. 

"What is it Var Dann?" asked Varna looking worried. 
"Another foe that is all, what is one more amongst the 

thousands that are here, come" and we followed at a discreet 
distance behind the opening made by the Cosquis horde. 
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We watched the bartering as Kardus Kur and his clan 
bought the four red men from the other green horde, they 
proffered stolen money and the promise of six thoats tied 
at the main broken entrance and took the four red men. 

The green men did not refuse the offer from the 
Cosquis, they knew better, their clan was one I was not 
familiar with and could only be a lesser one than the 
dreaded Cosquis, whether the thoats were there or not 
they would not refuse the offer, and when this barter-
ing was concluded, I noticed now for the first time, a 
man at the back of the throng whose head was com-
pletely covered by dark material leaving only a space 
for his eyes and mouth, he was circled by guards with 
drawn swords, the man I wanted. 

The Cosquis departed dragging the unfortunate red 
men with them, there was nothing I could do to stop 
them and I knew that they were going to their deaths. 
The throng parted before the tall green warriors, and 
they were soon lost in the populace, one day I knew I 
would settle with Kardus Kur. 

Other men brought forth their stolen wares of price-
less silks and furs, others ornate ersite furniture and yet 
others precious jewellery, the bidding for such things 
was fast and furious and no sooner was an object 
bought than it was taken immediately and lost in the 
crowd and now at last two dark women and one white 
were dragged upon the stage, here was, my chance. 

The auctioneer who was a fat, balding red man, bellowed 
over the din and spoke of the good value the women were, 
he moved around them pulling on their hair and striking 
their near naked bodies with the flat of his short sword, then 
with his two companions they forced the women to the floor 
and the pain was plainly visible on their faces, but the crowd 
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cheered and I gripped my hilt all the stronger until I knew 
my knuckles were white. 

He came forward then and spoke to the auctioneer and 
pointed to the white women and one of the dark ones, the 
auctioneer nodded his head and cried "sold" then as the 
guards of the hooded man leapt to the stage and dragged 
the two more attractive women away the auctioneer bel-
lowed about the fine points of the remaining girl. 

"Quickly, we will follow them" and we moved 
through the crowd after the men who led the women 
away towards the Jeddaks palace, in doing so we 
passed not far from the hooded man who now raised 
his hand to buy the next precious object of jewellery 
held up upon the stage, and on his right hand I saw a 
ring with a silver serpent engraved, the ring of a no-
bleman, the ring of a Jed that I had seen but once be-
fore and I knew who this man was. 

But now the three men dragged the two women up 
the ancient ramp and past four guards then into the 
Jeddaks palace. "Now is our chance, Varna." 

"But we can't go in there! We will be killed on top of 
the ramp." 

"Trust me and follow my lead, Varna." Then I 
placed her short sword back into my scabbard, "I want 
you to behave like those slave girls, struggle as much 
as you can while I drag you forward." I grasped her 
arm and she pulled back and screamed. I dragged her 
forward while the city's inhabitants ignored her strug-
gles, she was just another victim and who cared. 

Up the ancient ramp I dragged her and below I saw 
that the sales continued unabated, the whole area taking 
on an eerie atmosphere with the half hidden radium 
lamps giving just enough light to see by, but as I looked 
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over the scene I felt my senses tingle, I looked skyward, 
Cluros was gone, the night sky was naked save the glit-
tering star-lights, but then I saw it, a dark silent shadow 
passed the extremity of the city, then another larger 
blackness appeared where there were stars before. Were 
these ships friends or foes, were they the succour that 
the city's slaves needed or were they but more banths 
seeking to ravage the captured inhabitants. 

"What do you want!" cried the nearest of the four 
guards as I dragged Varna towards them. 

"Those fools have taken one of the wrong women, 
when the master finds out it will be your neck under 
his blade" and his eyes opened wide at my suggestion 
while his companions took a backward step. 

"If I can make the substitution with this she-banth you 
may all keep your necks, quickly show me the way." 

"Follow me" cried the nearest guard and I dragged 
Varna after him, through the once mighty portals into 
a grand lofty hallway the floor of which was laid with 
ersite which was of a lighter hue, more to a grey than 
black, ancient tattered tapestries fell from the ceiling 
some forty feet to the floor but above me I could not 
see where they began, the ceiling itself was lost in 
darkness and the tapestries themselves had turned a 
dull grey over the hundreds of centuries. 

Our footsteps echoed through the grand hallway, gi-
ant columns rose on either side on which at one time 
other portals would have barred our way, but they had 
now disappeared with time and we entered the majestic 
throne room of a line of Jeddaks which I didn't know 
existed and one which probably no one ever would. 

The ornately carved throne sat upon a raised round 
dais, it seemed to be of a golden colour and had a high 
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raised back with long arm-rests, there were many in-
dentations in the golden metal, once I imaged it had 
been inlaid with hundreds upon hundreds of precious 
gems, but now they were all gone. 

"This way" cried the guard and he led us to the left 
of the throne, behind a column lay an open doorway, 
the door of which had disappeared a long time ago, 
but now Varna did not resist and I merely led her after 
the guard, down a ramp we went, the walls were lit 
here and there with radium lamps which cast our 
shadows upon the wall, and down we went towards 
the catacombs of the ancient Jeddaks palace. 

Now I silently unsheathed my short sword and 
handed it to Varna with a gesture for her to place the 
blade behind her back and up ahead we were overtak-
ing the three men with their two captives. 

"Wait" cried our guard "you have the wrong woman" and 
the three ahead stopped and turned around mystified. 

"What's this you say, and who are these others" and the 
guard began to draw his long sword but mine and Varna's 
were already free of our scabbards and now glinted in the 
lamp light and I was amused to see our guard turn around 
with surprise at the danger he had brought into the palace. 

There was little room in this corridor, we were not 
yet in the catacombs and as our guard tried to drag his 
short sword free I leapt forward and struck him across 
the forehead with my sword hilt and as he fell two of 
the three lunged their blades at me for a quick and sud-
den victory but I took both their swords on the back-
stroke of my blade and forced them back towards 
where the lone guard stood beside the two women who 
looked terrified and slightly bowed as if trying to avoid 
the sword strokes which were only a few metres away. 
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The sound of our clashing blades echoed and rever-
berated throughout the stillness of the corridor as one 
red man swung his blade at my head and the other 
lunged for my abdomen, but the first was too slow and 
I swung under his stroke and lunged my point into his 
chest and almost on the same stroke I withdrew my 
blade and parried the sword aimed for my midsection, 
I smashed his blade aside which struck the wall of the 
corridor then faster than a darseen I stabbed him 
through the heart and even as he fell I leapt over his 
crumpling body to threaten the remaining adversary. 

The last guard grasped the black woman about the 
throat and used her as a shield as he slowly stepped 
backwards, his long sword threatening my advance 
but before he could take any further action I ran for-
ward and leapt high into the air, for the ceiling in the 
tunnel was high, he watched my leap with an open 
mouth as did his captive, then I was over his head and 
swung my blade knocking his sword from his hand, 
then I landed behind him and as he swung around and 
I smashed my hilt upon the side of his head and he fell 
to one knee before me, then I grasped him by the hair 
and pulled his head back and pressed my sword point 
at his throat "take me to where you hold the women 
prisoners or you will die here and now" and I thrust 
my point hard into his throat until his blood flowed. 

"No, no" he cried, "I will take you" and I pushed him 
onto the stone floor as the three women now stood to-
gether only a short distance away and I saw that Varna 
was watching the other two closely. 

"You are all free to go if you wish." 
"I once saw a man do the same thing you just did 

Var Dann" said Varna, "it was many years ago, I had 
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forgotten what he looked like, but now you remind me 
of him, he too had a wife." 

I pulled the guard to his feet, "I must go now Varna, if 
you wish you can wait outside the palace, I will find you ..." 

"No Var Dann, I will not desert you now, I am with 
you, without you, I, all of us." She indicated the other 
two women and the others from the inn with a sweep of 
her arm, "will die here, with you we have a chance to es-
cape." She picked up the blades of the first two guards 
and hurled them at the two women, "fight with us or you 
will die, what is your answer?" and they hurriedly 
picked up the blades that fell at their feet and with the 
points held high they came and stood beside our captive 
and as he looked about with a crease of dissatisfaction on 
his brow the dark girl struck him solidly in the throat 
with her clenched fist which sent him again to the floor, 
his hands clutching his swollen throat as he tried to re-
gain his breath and I had to restrain her as she was about 
to run her blade through his chest. 

"Come then we have little time" and I dragged him 
to his feet and pushed him ahead of us with the point 
of my blade in his back, "one false move and you are 
dead, now lead us to the captives" and we again took 
up our journey along the dimly lit corridor and deeper 
and deeper we went into the catacombs beneath the 
ancient Jeddaks palace. 

Chapter 4 
For another quarter zode we went in silence then 

somewhere ahead came the sound of muffled voices. 
We saw brighter lights and I drove my point harder 
into the back of our adversary, "no tricks or death, the 
choice is yours" and I prodded him ahead until we 
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came to a turn in the corridor, ahead the corridor con-
tinued on into the darkness, unlit by any radium 
lamps, to our right a ramp led down a dozen feet into a 
large and well lit room and the sight that I saw made 
my heart pound in my breast and my anger rose in the 
instant as I brought my hilt down savagely upon the 
head of our erstwhile leader for the sight before me 
was an abomination, a dozen beautiful woman were 
lined up to my right, guarded by several men of mixed 
races, they screamed and struggled to escape their fate 
only to be put down brutally by their guards, before 
them stood their executioner, a tall green warrior with 
a long braided whip, before him stood, my Princess, 
tied by the wrists to metal circlets in the stone wall, al-
ready the cruel whip had marked her red body, further 
to my left lay the bodies of three women, one red and 
two black, seemingly dead, their bodies torn and cov-
ered in blood at the hands of the green man, further 
now to my right stood a wooden throne and seated 
upon it sat a man with a black hood upon his head and 
a mirthless laugh broke from his throat, even as our 
leader fell I leapt out into the void some thirty feet to 
land squarely behind a green man wielding the long 
whip. As the whip snaked back to strike my Princess, 
he turned in surprise and a snarl died on his lips as I 
ran him through the chest. 

Uproar broke out in the catacombs as first the 
guards behind the hooded mans throne joined with 
those herding the untouched women and rushed to-
wards me, the women screamed all the louder and fled 
from them to cower against the far wall and now to my 
right, running down the ramp, came my own troops, 
three women the lives of one already changed and two 
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who were about to enter into this world before them, 
the world of torture and the whip. 

They ran down the ramp brandishing their swords 
and four of the guards broke away to halt them as sev-
eral more bore down upon me. One glance was all I had 
time for. I saw my Princess slumped forward against 
the wall. Her head was now turned my way and I saw 
through the pain she suffered the faintest hint of a smile 
and the whisper on her lips that perhaps only I heard 
"John Carter, my beloved!" I leapt forward with a sav-
agery which seemed to break new bounds as my long 
sword whistled in an arc over my head and struck my 
first opponent in the neck. As he fell I swung my blade 
faster before me and a second adversary fell clutching 
his vitals, then faster and faster went my blade until I 
wove a net of steel before me and I advanced upon my 
enemies deflecting their blades as they sought to piece 
my defence but within three xats another fell before me 
then another clutched at the stump of his arm as his 
blade and hand flew across the room. 

I stepped forward and to one side, I wove my blade to 
my right and left, up high and down low and the clashing 
and intensity of our blades became deafening as I fought 
now six adversaries and to my right my companions were 
hard pressed. Already one of the women lay dead and 
Varna and the white woman fought the four assailants 
gallantly but their end would not be far away. In another 
fierce exchange of swordplay I leapt over the heads of my 
combatants and landed beside my companions and a 
grim smile played on my features. "Make way, for when 
John Carter strikes death will surely follow!" 

I saw the determination wane on the fighting faces before 
me now that they knew who they were battling. Within a xat 
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I lunged my blade through the chest of one and the side of 
another, then as the third backed away I forced his compan-
ion into him. As they both sprawled onto the hard stone 
floor I leapt to them and struck one on the side of the head 
with my hilt and as the other struggled to raise his blade I 
struck him in the arm with my blade. He screamed in pain 
as I leapt up as my other six opponents came forward but 
now they were hesitant and a few looked towards the man 
on the throne for his directions and from the corner of my 
eye I saw him stand and draw his blade. 

Then Varna and the white woman gathered up the 
four blades laying before them and hurled them over the 
heads of my adversaries towards the cowering women 
"fight damn you or do you want to die here?" cried 
Varna. I saw the four blades picked up and the women 
bunched together to attack our enemies from behind. 

I saw, for only a xat, Varna dash in behind me and 
then the fight was on again but now our adversaries 
were less sure of themselves and none came forward to 
press an attack against me. "Surrender now and you may 
live. Fight on and you will die!" Though one of the 
women prisoners fell dead, so too did one of my enemies 
as I retrieved my blade from his heart and then before us 
the remaining five backed away as he came forward. 

"So, John Carter, you have come to this little known 
place to die, and the woman, Dejah Thoris your Prin-
cess no doubt. I will have great pleasure with her be-
fore she travels the river Issus to join you." 

"There is no need to wear a mask here Salor Danar, 
Jed of Raxar. You shared a table with me only a short 
time ago at our defence conference, but you will share 
no more now." He tore the hood from his features re-
vealing his long dark hair and pointed chin. 
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"How did you know who I was, Warlord?" 
"Your ring is unique, Salor Danar. You sell your stolen 

goods here. This is where you obtain your enjoyment, dis-
figuring beautiful women, women who can't fight back. 
Well, things have changed and this is where you end." 

"You are wrong John Carter, this is where you will 
die, but no one will ever find your bones" and he leapt 
forward his blade stinging me on my left arm as I 
threw up my own sword to defend his stroke and then 
our ring of steel was almost continuous as we slashed 
and parried, feigned and attacked, around the room 
we fought for he was a good swordsman, but already 
he bled from several minor wounds I had inflicted 
upon him and my own body streamed blood from 
many minor scratches then I tripped over a fallen body 
and found myself almost surrounded by his five re-
maining guards "kill him" cried Salor Danar and a 
blade appeared above me aimed for my heart. 

From nowhere the blade was thrown and the man 
who tried to kill me cried out in death and fell back 
upon his companions and a glance showed me the 
smiling face of Dejah Thoris who now stood proudly 
once again as she rushed forward with a long sword 
and drew Salor Danar's blade. 

Faster than a darseen I leapt twenty feet into the air 
to escape their blades landing beside the captive 
women destined for the whipping block and in that xat 
I turned to them "well ladies it's a nice day for a fight 
and best of all, we're winning" then I grinned towards 
them and saw their courage rise and their four blades 
leapt forward with my own against the six before us 
and on the other side struck, my Princess, Varna and 
her companion. 
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Now it was live or die and those women who were 
not armed now grabbed at fallen weapons and joined 
us and before our onslaught the troops of Salor Danar 
began to fall as I took one in the heart and a second 
through the chest, then a woman fell and another ad-
versary clutched at his shoulder, then came the clatter-
ing of weapons as the remaining three guards dropped 
their swords then Salor Danar ran towards the far wall 
grasping a woman in his path around the throat and 
dragging her back with him against the wall. 

"Leave her Salor Danar, put up your blade and fight 
like the ulsio you are." 

"You have not won John Carter, you will never leave 
here alive" then he pressed the wall behind him and a 
panel flew open and even as I began to move towards 
him he thrust his blade through the woman's back and 
threw her forward as he leapt into the hidden opening 
and as it closed I could hear his mirthless laughter until 
it suddenly was cut off as the entrance closed. 

For many xats I searched the wall for the hidden 
spring that would release the door but to no avail "I'm 
sure he has damaged the lock, we cannot follow him" 
and I turned as Dejah Thoris ran into my arms. 

"My Princess." 
"My Chieftain" she whispered with her head upon 

my chest. 
We stood together for but a few moments then I 

slowly pulled her away and could not believe my eyes. 
"What is it John Carter?" 
"The marks of the whip on your back have disap-

peared!" 
"How, John Carter? Before, I felt that I might die, 

but now I feel as if the whip never touched me!" 
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"It could only be the blue stone, my Princess. Some 
of its power must still linger in your body for you seem 
to have recovered completely ..." 

"John Carter, listen!" cried Varna. 
I could hear voices not to far away and the chink of 

arms. I grasped the nearest guard. "Find the secret 
panel, or would you rather leave your body here for 
the ulsios to fight over?" I saw his red complexion pale. 

"Here." He ran to the wall and pressed a hidden 
mechanism. The panel flew open as a dozen or more 
soldiers appeared above us coming from the same 
tunnel that we had come by. 

"Quickly into the tunnel!" and with the help of Dejah 
Thoris and Varna we gathered the women and raced 
them down the tunnel, which was lit intermittently by 
radium lamps, but there was no time to close the door 
and as the survivors rushed ahead I took up a rear 
guard and my blade rang out against two, but this tun-
nel was not very wide nor as high as the one we had 
entered by, there was little room to swing a blade and I 
stabbed at them as they forced their entry, the first man 
fell clutching his chest while the second, stepping over 
his body, fell beyond him with a cry of pain as his blade 
fell and he clutched at his side, and we raced on. 

We were pursued by the shouts and running feet of 
our adversaries, there were a dozen of us and I hoped 
that the guard ahead of us was not leading us into a 
trap, but little did I have to fear for I did not know that 
Varna had her sword pressed deeply into his back and 
had whispered "we die, you die" into his ear. 

We made good progress and only once more did I 
have to fall back and send another adversary on his 
last pilgrimage, it was hard to tell how much time 
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went by, a half zode, more, less then suddenly we 
were out into an laneway as Varna stood beside the 
secret panel a sword pressed into the guard's side. 

Quickly we closed the aperture but to my ears came the 
clashing of blades, many blades, and the screaming of multi-
tudes of people, in the instant I swung my hilt upon the 
guard's head and gathering my company we went forward 
towards the end of the laneway which fronted onto the main 
avenue leading to the square before the Jeddaks palace. 

Suddenly more than a dozen men, some red, others 
black and white, sprang from the shadows to our left 
with their swords drawn, in the forefront was Salor 
Danar, "so you thought to escape John Carter, you were 
wrong, this place might fall but I shall set up another 
Natvandur elsewhere" and the laneway rang with his 
toneless laughter, "kill them, kill them all" and the Jed of 
Raxar moved to one side to let his horde pass and I saw 
that as they advanced he came with them but on the far 
side but I had no time to surmise his intentions, the situa-
tion was grave, how could all these women, Varna and, 
my Princess survive the onslaught of these panthans. 

"Back against the wall" and I spread my arms wide 
to usher them back as our adversaries approached. 
Now I stood in the centre, my Princess to my right and 
Varna to my left, the women, meant to be the play-
things of the jed, his torture victims, stood behind us, 
those with swords held them ready and then they 
hurled themselves upon us. 

I swung my blade taking the strokes of six at once and 
when I could I strove to my right and left to take some of 
the strokes aimed for my companions, before me an 
Orovar fell clutching his heart, beside him another cried 
out in pain as blood flowed down his sword arm, all 
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about me I wove a net of steel, trying at every opportu-
nity to include my companions behind my web and from 
behind I heard a cry of pain and another of death as the 
blades of the assassins reached into the defences of those 
noble women behind us who sought to fight for their 
lives than submit to Salor Danar's cruel torture. 

Another cry came from my right, from the broad 
avenue already filled with fighting men, more pan-
thans were coming to the aid of Salor Danar and I re-
doubled my efforts to defeat my opponents as another 
fell dead before me and I slashed the throat of yet an-
other then suddenly the number of blades that I kept at 
bay decreased and I saw our new enemy was not an 
enemy at all but Pan, Lita, Had Lor and two others 
from our hideaway at the Pleasure Enz. 

Now I stepped forward and smashed aside my oppo-
nents blades and in a fierce flurry of sword play I ran one 
through the shoulder, another through the side and cut a 
third deeply on the forearm, then the fourth turned to 
run and I slammed my hilt upon his head and as he 
crashed to the ground I turned for an instant. My Prin-
cess bled from several wounds and I drove my blade into 
her assailants side, Varna was hardpressed by two foes 
and though a reasonable swordswoman she was but an 
xat from death, I leapt a dozen feet and landed squarely 
on the backs of her antagonists knocking both to the 
ground, before they could rise I struck one on the head 
with my hilt and Varna drove her blade into the second. 

"You are wounded!" cried my Princess who rushed 
to my side. For the first time I saw the blood that cov-
ered my body from a score of minor wounds. 

"I will live, my Princess," and I looked around for 
Salor Danar and saw him enter a building further 
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down the laneway, where was he going, another quick 
look and I saw that our friends were also hard pressed 
and I leapt in to stand beside Pan and Had Lor and 
lent my steel to theirs and we forced their adversaries 
back and amid a fierce exchange of sword play I ran 
one opponent through his vitals and a second through 
the side where upon the other four opponents threw 
down their blades and begged for mercy but some in-
stinct warned me and I turned around and looked up 
abruptly, there above us stood the Jed Salor Danar on 
the deck of a one man flier and already he was placing 
his radium rifle to his shoulder, faster than a striking 
banth I drew back and hurled my long sword, forty 
feet it flew through the air and struck solidly in the 
chest of the red Jed, with a cry of death he fell from his 
ship to land beside us on the solid ground. 

"Towards the avenue and no tricks if you value your 
life" and I waved my blade at our adversaries and the 
sound of fighting blades continued ahead of us where 
the main avenue lay and we herded our opponents be-
fore us, but at the corner the sight was breathtaking, in 
every direction troops of Helium and sister cities fought 
side by side against the army of the red Jed, the avenue 
was littered with bodies of friend and foe alike. 

We stood for a moment looking across the avenue at 
the square, where the slaves were sold, now lay hundreds 
of corpses and the place reminded me of Zodanga of years 
ago. "Look!" cried Varna and she pointed. Dawn was 
breaking, several large cruisers stood motionless and from 
their internals hung hundreds of long ropes made of 
strong silks and thoat hide, down these ladders slid hun-
dreds of troops to join the melee below, then a cry went 
up from a throat near us. "John Carter! It is John Carter! 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

259 

The Warlord is here!" The troops began to cheer, their con-
fidence soared and they pressed their attack even harder. 
Within only a few xats came the sounds of falling blades. 
The army of the red Jed began to surrender. 

Through the carnage I, my Princess, and our little 
troop, worked our way to the centre stage where only 
a short time ago slaves were sold to any buyer to do 
with as he wished. 

I turned as a man came running through the mass of 
bodies below us, pushing our adversaries from his 
path, and when he turned towards us I yelled for joy 
"Carthoris!" He smiled as he leapt upon the stage and I 
saw his body was marked with the legacies of war, for 
blood cascaded down his arm and about his thighs and 
shoulders, "Carthoris, it is good to see you again, but 
you are injured." 

"Not as badly as you, father." I, too, was covered in 
blood but much of it was my enemies'. We embraced. 

"Mother, I am relieved that you are safe and well." 
The two embraced each other. "Mother, I'm sure you 
and father should never go anywhere alone together, 
you get into far too much trouble. Please take a battle-
ship with you next time!" I and, my Princess could 
barely suppress our pleasure at his remark. 

"Did you receive my signal then, Carthoris?" 
"Yes, father, your signal was passed to me three 

zodes after you sent it, our main fleet was off Hastor in 
our search for you both, we got here as fast as possible 
and timed our arrival for darkness, I'm sure another 
legend will grow around your exploits here, discover-
ing the fabled Natvandur." 

"This legend you talk about my son should be di-
rected to these other people, without whose help we 
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may not have survived" and I noticed that Varna's 
head was bowed and slowly she began to walk away 
towards the far side of the slave stage, "Varna! This is 
my son, Carthoris." I indicated to Carthoris to follow 
me and we walked up to the dark girl. 

"Varna, your name will be remembered in the his-
tory books of the great cities of Barsoom, your deeds 
will be greatly rewarded", and then I saw the tears in 
her eyes. "What is wrong?" I took her aside as my Prin-
cess joined us, a look of concern on her face. 

"I knew you could not be a panthan, Var Dann, but 
for you to be John Carter?" She looked away. 

"It does not matter who I am, Varna. You saved my 
life, the lives of many of us, why do you shun us now?" 

"I ... I am not worthy to be seen with you," she whis-
pered. "You know my calling, what they made me do. 
If you had not come along I would still be in the Pleas-
ure Enz, I am ashamed." 

"You have endured much. It's time you started a 
new life. Let us help you!" 

"I .., I'm not sure I can now, John Carter. I have not 
been free for such a long time." 

"Then raise you blade." Puzzled she did so and we 
touched our hilts together "Swear—'to a new life'!" and 
at last a faint smile crept over her face. 

"To a new life!" 
And, as my Princess joined us, "Perhaps not all de-

tails of your role need to be told, Varna." I was almost 
hurled off balance as she embraced me, wrapping her 
long dark arms about my neck and I could feel the 
tears on my shoulder. 

"Thank you!" she whispered. My Princess joined us 
and placed her arm about my waist and then there 
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rose up a cheer from below the slave stage, we turned 
and thousands of blades were raised high into the air 
and from the throats of those war weary troops they 
shouted my name over and over and I stepped for-
ward and addressed them when the cheering abated. 

"Friends, soldiers, free people of Natvandur, I give 
you the real heroes of this campaign, I give you my 
wife, the Princess Dejah Thoris, who endured much at 
the hands of the slavers," and they cheered, "I give you 
Varna, who, with my Princess, fought by our sides for 
freedom." Before they could cheer I added "And I give 
you these other brave people." I motioned them for-
ward. "They also fought by our side in the name of 
freedom." The applause from the troops and liberated 
people was overwhelming. 

"Where do you go to now, Pan?" I shook hands with 
my fighting companion. 

"I am Farran Pann, John Carter, I do not need an 
alias any longer. With your permission I shall leave 
immediately for Amhor where my wife and children 
live, no doubt they will think I am long dead." 

"You have a lot to live for Farran Pann, bear with 
me a moment longer" and he stepped back but I could 
see he was distressed. 

"And what about you Had Lor, what are your plans 
now?" 

"I will return to my family's farm John Carter, per-
haps I can make something of it, perhaps I can redeem 
some of the atrocities the green men have perpetrated 
here" and I nodded my head in agreement with his 
feelings. 

"And you Varna, what are you plans?" 
And she smiled now a genuine smile of relief. "I am no 
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longer ashamed, John Carter, for Varna Loris will be re-
born. Somewhere I will find a new beginning, a new life." 

"Then start that life in Helium, Varna Loris. Will 
you accompany us there?" 

"I will, John Carter, I will." 
"Then let us get underway. Carthoris, can you direct 

us to Furious? There are a lot of people to be taken 
home." My son came forward and placed his arm 
about my shoulder. 

"Father, you may have Furious, but the battleships 
Thorista and Cateran shall accompany you, just to make 
sure that you do not disappear again." 

With my Princess and others of our small party we 
left the slave stage and passed through the cheering 
ranks of our troops led by our son Carthoris. We made 
our way towards the broken wall of the city where just 
beyond I could see a line of fine fighting ships. 

the end 
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1994 Kardus Kur of Mars 

1 November 1993 to 3 January 1994 
Chapter 1 

"And the Jed Lor Astarg of Lesser Helium was 
placed in control of Natvandur with a strong detach-
ment of troops from Helium and Ptarth and it now 
seems that the people of that place prefer to trade 
openly with their wares, except for the slaves, and they 
will probably fare even better now than under the rule 
of the red Jed." 

"Thank you John Carter, I am pleased to be able to 
write your adventures for the future generations of 
Barsoom." 

"I would think you would be tiring of these stories 
by now Toran Sarn." 

"No John Carter, I, indeed all Barsoomians, would 
never tire of hearing of your exploits", and the master 
historian smiled as he departed, under his arm he car-
ried the large tome in which he had written this latest 
adventure, an adventure I would as soon forget. 

"Warlord" and I turned as the Dwar Varn Tel en-
tered the chamber and nodded his head towards me, a 
gesture of respect which I would acknowledge before 
he could continue. 

"Yes Varn Tel?" 
"The Commander of the fleet, Taros Marne, sends 

this urgent report" and the Dwar approached and held 
forth several sheets of paper. 
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"Tell me Varn Tel, do you know what the report 
says?" and he seemed a little taken aback at my question. 

"Yes Warlord, for I have written it exactly as the 
Commander related it to me." 

"Varn Tel, when we are alone I would prefer that 
you addressed me as John Carter" and I barely sup-
pressed a smile as his eyes widened. 

"Yess, Warlorrd, I mean John Carter." 
Then I took the report from him as he stood to atten-

tion before me, "now tell me in your own words what 
the Commander is relating to me." 

"Yes John Carter, the Commander Taros Marne in-
forms you that more green warriors have been sighted 
about a twelve hundred haads to the north of Helium, 
and travelling slowly south, it was a very large cara-
van, our scout ship could not make out their metal for 
when he ventured close he was fired upon." 

"Can you estimate how many may have been in the 
caravan." 

"The estimate is about a hundred thousand warriors 
John Carter." 

"Thank you Varn Tel." 
"There is more John Carter" and I looked with in-

quiring eyes towards him. 
"More you say?" 
"Two more caravans have been seen, one to the west of 

Helium and travelling north-east, not as large as the first 
one but certainly in excess of fifty thousand warriors, the 
other is to the north and east of Helium and heading west, 
our scout ship had to make a hasty retreat when he was 
fired upon but this caravan was much smaller than the 
other two, perhaps some twenty thousand warriors, nei-
ther of these caravans could be identified." 
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"Any more good news Varn Tel?" and I saw he was 
now perspiring and he looked away from me. 

"I'm sorry, no Warlord, I mean John Carter, that is 
all the Commander wishes to relate to you" and I saw 
his sword hand was trembling. 

"Be at ease Varn Tel, the days have past when the 
messenger was fed to a banth for bringing bad news" 
and I saw him relax a little and a hint of a smile ap-
peared on his face. 

"What does all this suggest to you Varn Tel?" 
"I'm sorry?" and I saw he was perplexed. 
"What do you think the green men are about Varn 

Tel?" and he knew he could not escape answering me 
and I was hard-pressed to suppress a smile at his ap-
parent torture. 

"It would seem to me Warlord, I mean John Carter, 
that going by their apparent direction." 

"Yes." 
"They could be meeting together" and the perspira-

tion poured down his face as his eyes stared ahead to 
avoid my gaze. 

"Well done Varn Tel, you can tell your Commander 
just that for me," and he swung around to face me, his 
eyes open very wide "be at ease I will also forward to 
him with all haste a written confirmation from me," and 
he relaxed a little as I nodded to my scribe who was tak-
ing down my verbal response, "but also tell him to keep 
a close eye on the activity of the green men, should any 
large number of them cross into the danger zone I am to 
be advised immediately, he will know what to do, 
thank you" and the Dwar headed for the door as fast as 
he could go without running and if he had turned he 
would have seen the smile on my face. 
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The danger zone, a circle around Helium with a ra-
dius of one thousand haads, yes the Commander 
would advise me immediately if large numbers of 
green warriors came within the zone for then heavy 
units of Helium's fleet would have to stop them and 
make them parley to discover their intentions. 

Not since the days of Kra Gan would large numbers 
of green warriors come unannounced at Helium's 
doorstep. Was it just coincidence that the green men 
were on converging tacts or was there something hap-
pening, the fleet was well commandered by Taros 
Marne, time would tell. 

And for a moment I dreamed of the future of Bar-
soom, the years would pass, the decades, the centuries, 
one day the green men may come again in war and 
what would happen then, if I was not here, I could not 
forecast the future even for myself, what would befall 
the red race and the others should a large scale war 
break out. Helium's navy was mighty, with the help of 
others like Ptarth and Gathol surely any hostilities 
could be overcome, I threw such thoughts aside, the 
future would have to take care of itself. 

Wearily I rose from my chair where I had received 
guests for the last eight zodes, outside it would be 
night already, where had the day gone, how I longed 
to be in the arms of my Princess and I could barely be-
lieve that we had only been back from Natvandur 
three weeks ago. 

"Goodnight Jad Namor" and my scribe rose from his 
seat and it pleased me to see him smile. 

"Goodnight, John Carter." He stood very stiff for a 
moment then returned to his words so that the Com-
mander could be advised of my wishes at the earliest 
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opportunity. I stepped through the doorway and my 
guard immediately came to attention. As I walked by, 
"Goodnight, Cer Reis." 

"Goodnight, Warlord." 
I headed down the ramp 

past more guards at the lower 
level who all saluted with 
quickness as I approached. 

Now I stood at the doorway, 
the avenue outside was lit by 
dozens of radium lamps and I 
looked skywards to see a myr-
iad of stars shinning down 
upon Helium and neither of the 
moons had yet risen and I 
always thought the sky looked 
naked without them. 

I stepped out onto the 
avenue where three guards im-

mediately came to attention, then as I stood I heard two 
more guards to my right, so far unseen, come to attention 
as well, but I knew where they had been, yano was a 
common game in the armed forces and it alleviated the 
boredom of sentry duty, as long as it was kept in hand. 

The freshness of the night seemed to waken me from 
my weariness and a new spring seem to gather in my step 
and I began to enjoy this walk between the Warlord's offi-
cial palace and my own some little distance away. 

Overhead I saw a one man flier patrolling above the 
avenue, he soon passed out of sight for apart from my-
self there was only one other person on the opposite 
side and walking in the same direction as myself, oth-
erwise the avenue seemed devoid of life. 
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Radium lamps shone a welcoming light at every in-
tersection and ahead in the distance I could see my 
own palace and I knew that my Princess would be 
waiting for me before she would retire for the evening. 

As I approached the last intersection that I would 
cross the stillness of the night was suddenly and 
rudely broken by the scream of a woman down the 
avenue to my right. As I ran towards the sound, draw-
ing my short sword, I noticed that my shadow on the 
opposite side of the avenue had disappeared, any help 
from that quarter did not exist and I ran on alone. 

A large tree loomed ahead, its base covered in dark 
shadow where the radium lamps could not reach, on 
the edge of the darkness and where the light began I 
could see a figure, a woman, struggling with a tall man, 
in his hand a long sword, she screamed again as she 
sought to escape from his grasp and I leapt into the fray. 

As I leapt a dozen feet away he turned towards me, 
a smile on his red face, in the same instant he threw the 
woman backwards into the darkness under the three 
and I saw the lighter shadow of outstretched arms 
grasp her then a thud and groan as if someone had hit 
her, but it was too late that I realised the trap as I 
landed beside the assailant and our blades clashed 
amid a shower of sparks. 

But no sooner had we begun to fight then he stepped 
backwards and I saw shadows moving behind me from 
the darkness and three green men and four more red 
men stepped up behind me with swords drawn. 

I swung about sweeping my blade in a wide arc 
about me, to encase and trap their blades as they sur-
rounded me, but though I had walked into their trap 
as easily as does a red man stalked by hunting banths, 
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I still lived and I would send each and everyone of 
them on their last pilgrimage before me. 

I struck out in a savage attack and defence, drawing 
blood on the arm of a green man and taking a red man 
in the shoulder, I swung my blade taking all theirs at 
once and another red man cried out and clutched his 
arm and then suddenly they all stepped back and sev-
eral pairs of eyes looked skyward and I saw a shadow 
falling from the edge of my vision and as I glanced up 
I saw the flier, the patrol flier above me, and a heavy 
thoat hide net engulfed me. 

I fell to one knee under the weight of the net as I 
struggled to cut into it with my short sword, then I 
heard the woman scream, a sword hilt came rushing 
towards my head and then, oblivion. 

Chapter 2 
When I awoke I felt the ground was moving and my 

head ached, it took me a few xats before I realised that it 
was not the ground that was moving, I was in fact lying 
across the body of a large beast and from the smell it could 
only be a thoat and from the size, a green man's thoat. 

I tried to move but found I was securely tied hand 
and foot to the beast and the blackness that surrounded 
me was from a blindfold across my eyes and the gag in 
my mouth made my whole situation almost unbearable, 
here I was, John Carter, the finest swordsman on two 
worlds, easily trapped and now lying bound and blind-
folded across a green man's thoat. 

But only for a moment was I dejected, it had taken 
eight men to trap me and with the help of a patrol flier 
from Helium's own navy, the whole plot reeked of the 
Guild for I knew that many people would wish me 
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dead and for a many different reasons, since there was 
nothing I could do at present I made the most of my 
captured position and sought what rest I could, for 
when I reached journeys end I felt I would need all the 
strength that I possessed if I was to return to Helium 
and my Princess. 

I was sure that many zodes went by, my mount 
never stopped to rest but continued on some predes-
tined course, on and on we went and I, in total dark-
ness, until at long last the beast was brought to a halt. 

Rough hands seized me and threw me to the 
ground whereupon the gag and blindfold were re-
moved and it took me several xats before I could focus 
on those about me, but even before I could see them I 
could hear the peel of mirthless laughter than came 
from several throats. 

Lying on the sward I looked about me, the sky was 
darkening, night was only a short time away, there 
were five green men, three were sitting to my right and 
two were standing beside me, all were mature adults 
and all bore the metal of Cosquis. 

Then I heard a sob of distress and turned further to 
my right, a woman lay several metres away from the 
sitting green men and beside a small boulder, her hands 
were tied behind her back and I was sure she was the 
same woman whose distress had led to my capture. 

I tried to flex my arms but they were still bound be-
hind my back, then the nearest warrior smashed his 
arm across my face and I fell sideways onto the sward. 

"See Gotan Gar, the great John Carter, Warlord of 
Barsoom, lying like a ulsio on the sward" and his 
laughter filled the air and I saw one of the sitting war-
riors rise and approach me and I prepared myself as 
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best I could for what was coming and thankfully it 
came quickly, a solid kick towards my chest, but I 
turned away at the last moment and caught the blow 
on my shoulder, then he came after me and as best as I 
could I protected my face and stomach as he kicked 
again and again at my head and chest and twice more 
towards my upper waist. 

Mirthless laughter filled the air as now all of them 
came at me and lay into me with kicks and punches un-
til I could feel myself growing dizzy with pain and 
flashes of light appeared behind my eyes, at last a dis-
tant voice echoed "enough for now" and the blows 
ceased but then to my ears came the sounds of the 
woman screaming and as I turned my head towards her 
I saw they were torturing her with the same treatment 
and I could taste the blood in my mouth from the tor-
ture I had endured, I tried to speak, to berate them, to 
stop them torturing the woman, but no words would 
come, I did not have the strength, there would be an-
other time and I lay still trying to conserve my energy. 

At last the cries of the woman ceased and the green 
men then seemed to tire of the sport, then one grasped 
her inert form and carried her in my direction and threw 
her seemingly lifeless form to the sward beside me and 
another peel of laughter rolled from his green throat. 

Then the five Cosquis sat together, two facing us 
and three with their backs towards us as they con-
sumed their food which at a guess was dried thoat 
meat and as the sky darkened completely I studied the 
inert figure beside me. 

She was a red woman, perhaps early twenties by 
Jasoomian standards, her hair was shoulder length and 
dark and she was slim of build. She was still alive for I 
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could see her naked chest moving, how was she in-
volved in this affair, how long would the Cosquis allow 
her to live and for that matter how long did they intend 
to keep me alive not that I had any intention of dying yet. 

At last I felt my strength returning and slowly I 
rolled to a sitting position beside the unconscious 
woman, then one of the green men who was facing me 
rose to his feet and began to approach us and I foresaw 
what he intended. 

"Are the Cosquis so brave that they can only fight a 
tied captive, and so brave that it takes all of them to do 
it?" and he suddenly stopped before me and I could 
picture the insult racing through his mind as he drew 
his leg back for the blow I expected. 

Now all of the Cosquis rose and were turned to-
wards me, "and are the Cosquis, the bravest and most 
noble of the green hordes, fit only to fight those who 
cannot fight back, the torturers of defenceless women, 
when this becomes known you will be the laughing 
stock of the green race."  

It was a lie of course, many of the green hordes 
acted in the same way as they did, but I hoped there 
may be some doubt in their minds. 

Then more mirthless laughter broke out from their 
throats, "ulsio" cried the nearest warrior and he made 
to deliver a kick to my head. 

"Wait" and the four warriors turned towards the one 
named Gotan Gar. 

"Are there none of you brave enough to fight me 
with a blade in my hand, are you all only bold enough 
to fight men and women who can't fight back" and I 
threw one last barb at them "free me, give me a blade 
and I will send each one of you on your last pilgrim-
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age" and a roar of anger burst from the throats of four 
of them as they advanced swords drawn, but it was 
the silent one who spoke. 

"I am Gotan Gar, Jed of the Cosquis, my Jeddak told 
me to be wary of you John Carter, Warlord of Barsoom, 
he said not to listen to anything you had to say or to un-
tie you for any reason, either you are a fool to tempt 
death or you are as good with a blade as I have heard." 

"Give the fool a blade" cried a green man standing 
over me, "let me untie him and we shall see who dies 
red man" and he made to untie my hands. 

Then the Jed Gotan Gar withdrew his blade, "step 
back Dor Sun or I shall kill you" and the green man 
turned around to face his Jed, his hand upon his hilt 
and I tried not to smile at their discomfort. 

"Away all of you, none of you are to go near either 
of them until I say so" and as the other three stepped 
away I could feel the tension evaporate as the one 
named Dor Sun joined his fellows and moved away. 

"Where are you taking me Gotan Gar and what role 
does the woman play in all this?" 

"Where you are going John Carter you shall never 
return from, the woman was but a ulsio we used to 
trap you, our Jeddak may have other plans for her." 

"So you are taking me to Kardus Kur?" 
"That much I will tell you John Carter but nothing 

else, save your sword arm will not help you this time" 
and he turned and walked away finding a place near 
the boulder where he lay down and I noticed the other 
four kept to themselves, whatever our fate it would be 
better to escape as soon as possible than to go before 
Kardus Kur, if what the Jed said was true. 

But what the Jed did not know was that the green man 
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Dor Sun had loosened an outer knot on my bonds and I 
slowly and silently worked on loosening them all the more. 

A zode passed, four of the green men slept upon 
their sleeping silks and furs, the fifth stood guard and 
wondered about our camp site, overhead in the night 
sky Cluros and Thuria shone down there light upon 
the dying world and then my companion beside me 
groaned as she regained consciousness. 

"Shhh, you are safe for the moment, I am John Carter, tell 
me who are you, how did you get mixed up in all this?" 

Slowly her eyes opened, for a moment she did not 
seem to see me, then her eyes fixed upon me, "I am Nadea 
Visa" and he voice came in slow gasps, she had suffered 
her beating far worse than I, then her eyes seemed to daze 
and slowly her vision focused on me again. 

"I was taken from the avenue a long time ago and 
held in some dark place." She took several long breaths 
as I watched our guard, who seemed not to notice or 
perhaps not to care whether we conversed or not. "They 
took me and told me to scream or they would kill me." 
Tears swelled in her eyes. "Then you came. I am sorry I 
have caused your capture. Forgive me, John Carter!" 

"I do not blame you Nadea Visa, if not you the 
Guild would have used some other way to entrap me." 

"Where are they taking us John Carter, why do they 
not kill us now" and her brows creased. 

I saw no point in alarming her further at present, 
indeed I did not know where we were headed, "I do 
not know our fate Nadea Visa, but since the green men 
have not killed us yet then there is hope that we may 
escape, while we live there is hope" and I watched as 
her eyes closed and she fell into a deep sleep, the only 
escape from the pain the Cosquis had inflicted upon 
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her, while I continued to work on the knots of the thoat 
hide that bound my wrists. 

Cluros and Thuria had now long disappeared from 
the night sky leaving countless stars to shine down 
upon the darkened world and at last the last knot loos-
ened and I pulled my hands slowly free of my bonds. 

To my extreme right stood a guard while closer and 
more in front of me slept the remaining four green 
men atop their sleeping silks and furs, I watched as the 
guard slowly turned to scan the darkened sward, in 
the distance a banth roared, answered further to my 
left by its hunting mate some distance away, as his vi-
sion turned in my direction I let my head slump for-
ward but I watched him through half closed eyes. 

Time seemed to stand still as I waited for the guard 
to make another move and at long last he again turned 
to face the sound of the hunting banth and I leapt 
twenty feet to land beside the nearest of the sleeping 
figures. 

I saw the guard turn as I landed "stop him" but al-
ready I had a short sword half drawn from the warri-
ors scabbard. Even as they came awake and saw me 
beside them I rasped the blade free, in a bound I re-
turned to my fallen comrade and stood over her, my 
blade held high as the green men rose and advanced 
swords drawn towards me. 

Then their four blades struck mine and within an 
xat the guard joined them and five blades fell about me 
as I wove a net a steel about us. The clash of blades 
sounded deafening in the semi-darkness, then as the 
sun began to rise I lunged forward and pierced the 
chest of one and the others slashed and parried all the 
harder as they sought to cut me down. 
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Faster I wove my blade until a net of steel sur-
rounded us and another green warrior fell clutching 
his vitals, then a third fell as I withdrew my blade from 
his side, then I struck at the remaining warrior forcing 
him back and amid a shower of sparks I lunged past 
his blade and took him high up in the chest, he fell to 
one knee then forward face down upon the sward. 

"John Carter" and I turned quickly towards her to 
find Gotan Gar knelt by her side, in the melee he had 
stolen past my guard, and now he held her about the 
waist with his two left arms while in one right hand he 
held his long sword across her throat, in his other arm 
he held his short sword. 

Chapter 3 
"Surrender John Carter or the woman will die." 
"If she dies Gotan Gar, then you too will die." 
"It matters not to me John Carter whether I die by 

your hand or by my Jeddak's but if you value the life 
of this woman then surrender now." 

"Why would your Jeddak kill you Gotan Gar?" 
"If I do not return with you alive John Carter it will 

be my death, if you were to escape now then I am al-
ready dead, throw down you blade and the woman 
will live" and I could see he was not afraid to die and I 
dropped my blade upon the sward. 

Gotan Gar rose and took long strands of thoat hide 
from his harness pouch "take these woman and tie him 
well, should you escape John Carter then I will kill this 
woman, do we understand each other." 

"I understand you Gotan Gar" and Nadea Visa tied 
my hands behind my back. 

"I am sorry John Carter, he came from nowhere..." 
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"We still live Nadea Visa, we shall yet escape" and 
the green man approached and checked the knots tied 
by my companion and grunted approval. 

"The tales I have heard of your prowess with a 
blade were not overstated John Carter, you would 
have killed us all given half a chance, but your blade 
will not help you where you are going." 

"And where are you taking us Gotan Gar?" 
"In a few days time you will see John Carter" and he 

turned as he mentally commanded his thoat to ap-
proach then he turned and placed Nadea Visa upon 
the back of the thoat and then mounted himself, "you 
will walk John Carter, that way" and he pointed ahead 
in what I surmise was a northerly direction and with 
the greenman behind I led the way across the ochre 
moss sward to some unknown fate. 

"Wait" and I stopped as he rode up beside me, leaning 
over he placed several sleeping furs upon my back, "walk 
on" and I again took up my enforced march but only a 
zode passed before I realised why this had been done. 

From the south-west came a lone scout ship, most 
probably searching for me, the flier saw us and changed 
course towards us as Gotan Gar once more rode up be-
side me, "hold out your hands" and he cut my bonds 
with his sword, "wave to him John Carter but do not let 
him see you face, my knife is poised in the side of the 
woman, you will not be able to save her." 

And so I waved to the flier with my arm across my 
face so that he could not see me clearly and from the 
corner of my eye I saw the green man waving also 
along with Nadea Visa, the flier passed on on a fruit-
less quest, but Gotan Gar did not retie my hands and 
we walked on towards his destination. 
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The sun began to set, slowly darkness was descending 
upon us when the green man called a halt to our march 
and he and Nadea Visa dismounted from the thoat. 

"John Carter, I have also heard that you are a man of 
your word, that when you give it you will never break it?" 

"That is true Gotan Gar." 
"I can tie you up again John Carter, it would be most 

unpleasant for you, but if you give me your word that 
you will not try to escape then I shall leave you untied, 
do you give me your word." 

"I cannot tell you that I will not try to escape Gotan Gar." 
"Then you leave me no choice" and once again 

Nadea Visa tied my hands then the green man brought 
several pieces of dried thoat meat and gave these to 
Nadea Visa "for you both" and he sat upon the sward 
several yards away as the red woman placed a piece of 
the tough meat in my mouth. 

"The woman will not be tied John Carter, but should 
she try to free you then I will kill her, should she es-
cape she will not get far" and far away came the 
sounds of the hunting lions. 

Later Gotan Gar produced a small pouch of water, obvi-
ously taken from a canal "one mouthful only" and he stood 
over us to make sure the precious liquid was not wasted and 
in the distance the cries of hunting banths seemed closer, 
then first Cluros rose higher in the night sky then Thuria ap-
peared brightening the landscape even further. 

Try as I might I could not loosen the hide that 
bound me and though my hands began to throb from 
the tightness of the hide I tried to get what sleep I 
could but the night seemed long and continually I was 
woken by the sounds of the hunting banths seemingly 
coming closer and closer. 
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"John Carter" whispered Nadea Visa "I am afraid" 
and from the darkness I could see several pairs of 
green eyes watching us and I saw that Gotan Gar stood 
with his long sword drawn, but as the sky lightened 
the eyes began to recede and by dawns first light the 
banths had disappeared. 

Now Gotan Gar untied my hands and our journey 
began again, once more I wore the sleeping silks upon 
my shoulders while Nadea Visa rode in front of the 
green man, from the west a cruiser with Helium mark-
ings came towards us and as before I held my arm 
across my eyes and waved them on and I saw the 
other two waved as well and the cruiser flew by about 
half a haad in front of us. 

I felt a sense of foreboding as the sun began to set, 
soon we would be close to our destination where the 
chance of escape would be more remote, there had to 
be something I could do and as I turned slowly and 
watched my captor I saw the dying sun glint off the 
knife he held against Nadea Visa's side, to escape 
would mean her death. 

With darkness I was again tied and the banths re-
turned, had they been stalking us throughout the day 
to return at night where they could come in closer hid-
den by the darkness. 

Only a zode or two had passed when the sounds of 
the lions came from close by, together we stood and 
before us appeared several pairs of eyes, Gotan Gar 
stood close by us his two swords at the ready and the 
banths came closer until we could clearly see their ten 
legged form in the light cast by Cluros. 

"If the lions attack Gotan Gar none of us will reach 
your destination, free me and we may yet have a 
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chance", to the right and left the lions approached, their 
cries thundered over the sward and the green man 
turned about in all directions as four of the carnivores 
approached knowing their prey could not escape. 

"A blade Gotan Gar or death" and the green man 
swung again to face me. 

"Your word John Carter, should I free you now you will 
not try to escape and you will return your blade to me." 

"Do you want to die Gotan Gar?" 
"Your word John Carter or we will all die here" and 

he held forth his knife to cut my bonds if I agreed and 
the banths drew closer as Nadea Visa began to scream. 

"Agreed" and Gotan Gar cut my bonds with his 
blade and handed me his short sword, "the knife for 
Nadea Visa" and he handed her the dagger and as the 
banths leapt towards us I grasped Nadea Visa's arm 
and thrust her between us as we now stood back to 
back again the fangs of death. 

The banth leapt for me and I, grasping Nadea Visa, 
threw myself sideways and lunged my blade into its 
side, then the second beast was upon us and I leapt 
high into the air, my arm about the waist of my com-
panion and I struck my blade into the neck of the lion 
and it roared out savagely as it landed. 

Behind us Gotan Gar slashed and lunged at the two 
beasts that roared before him as they raked out their 
savage paws upon his green hide and lunged continu-
ally with their savage jaws. 

Now the two wounded lions turned upon us and I 
lashed the first with my blade half severing one of its 
ten legs and by my side Nadea Visa stabbed her small 
blade into the shoulder of the same beast and it roared 
out in anger, for now it was kill or be killed and I 
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lunged my blade into the throat of the nearest beast as 
the second leapt for us. 

There was little time, I threw Nadea Visa sideways 
and leapt into the night sky as the beast landed where 
we had stood, it turned sideways towards the red girl 
who fell paralysed on the sward and before it could 
savage her I landed by its side and thrust my blade to 
the hilt into its chest. 

The beast roared out in pain and blood flew from its 
frothy jaws as I withdrew my blade and struck it again 
in the neck, then grasping my companion I leapt aside 
with her as the first banth, covered in blood, menaced 
us from behind, but to my dismay I saw that Gotan 
Gar was down and the two banths stood over his 
fallen body. 

The path to escape lay open but such was not the 
path that I could follow while a friend, or enemy 
needed succour, with a glance I saw the lions we had 
fought did not pursue us and I pushed Nadea Visa to 
the sward, "do not move or make a sound" and though 
she looked terrified and held out her hand to me I 
leapt from her with a spring which would take me 
near thirty feet to land on the back of the nearest banth. 

Upon the beasts back I struck at the animal beside it 
cleaving a great gash upon its neck and even before it 
swung towards me I lunged my blade deep into the 
back of the neck of the animal under me and both 
roared out in anger. 

As the beast beside me roared and leapt towards me 
I rammed my blade into its jaws where it wedged fast 
and its cry took on a harsher note as its blood flew in 
all directions, then I leapt defenceless from the back of 
my mount to land beside the fallen green warrior and 
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took up his long sword, with long swinging strokes of 
the blade I leapt forward between the two lions and 
hacked into their bodies with every swing of the blade 
shearing off huge pieces of flesh and then with roars 
which sounded more like screams the two beasts fled 
from my onslaught, I turned to find Nadea Visa rush 
into my arms and the battlefield was deserted save the 
body of my erstwhile adversary. 

"Come Nadea Visa" and with my arm about her 
shaking shoulders we went to stand beside Gotan Gar 
and a startled cry came from the red girls lips as we 
saw his terrible injuries and she shrank back behind 
me so as not to see them. 

He lay on his back, his face expressionless as all 
green men, his mouth moved but no sound came forth. 
His upper right arm was torn off at the shoulder, his 
lower left arm was torn apart from the elbow, his right 
leg bore ghastly teeth marks and a huge piece of flesh 
was torn from his right thigh; his chest was covered in 
blood and blood seeped from his mouth and I could 
see the pain and death in his wide open eyes. 

Nadea Visa hid behind me, "John Carter, it's horri-
ble" and as I turned towards her she turned away and 
wretched violently. 

As she fell to the sward I stood beside the fallen 
green man, his body trembled though it was broken, 
his eyes locked onto mine as I drew his long sword 
forward and placed its point upon his chest, "would 
your companions laugh at you now Gotan Gar, would 
they watch you die slowly, may your ancestors receive 
you" and I drove the blade through his heart as Nadea 
Visa screamed and the green man trembled violently 
for an xat and then lay still in death. 
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For a moment I thought she had screamed at the 
death of Gotan Gar but she ran to me "look John 
Carter" and I saw dozens of green men atop their 
thoats close with us from all sides, many with their 
lances pointed down at us and others with their 
swords drawn, one look at their metal and I saw that 
they too were Cosquis. 

Chapter 4 
"So John Carter, we are just in time to stop your escape, 

we found the corpses of the warriors you no doubt slew, 
and now we find you killing our Jed Gotan Gar, our su-
preme Jeddak will make your death a very slow one." 

"If you look at your Jed you will see that it was a 
banth that attacked him, I did but end his suffering." 

"I do not see a banth John Carter, Warlord of Bar-
soom, I saw you killing our Jed, your fate before was a 
slow death, but now it will be a terrible, slow death" 
and he laughed aloud, a long mirthless laugh which 
was taken up by the horde with him. 

I waited for the laughter to die, "perhaps there are 
some among you who are not blind and deaf, for you 
would have heard the roars of the banths from many 
haads away and you will but find one sword stroke on 
the body of your Jed." 

Before he could respond, "are the once mighty Cos-
quis now led by a fool who cannot see or hear" and I 
smiled but now they did not laugh and their apparent 
leader leapt down from his thoat with his sword drawn. 

"You dare to call Manon Sargot, Jed of Cosquis, a 
fool" and he raised his blade and began to walk to-
wards me before he remembered who I was, then he 
abruptly came to a halt. 
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"Not only are you a fool, Manon Sargot, but a cow-
ard as well~" Grunts of protest came from his horde 
which surrounded us. All eyes were upon the Jed of 
the Cosquis. 

"I would not take the pleasure of destroying you 
from our Jeddak, he alone has just saved your life oh 
great Warlord" and a forced laugh came from his green 
throat but his companions did not join him. 

"Throw down your blade John Carter and you and the 
woman will not be harmed" and if he could glare at me I 
new he would be now, but I remembered the beating we 
had both taken, another of the same might kill Nadea Visa 
and I too might not be as lucky a second time around. 

"You have us captive Manon Sargot but you shall 
not take my blade" and I knew he could order his 
companions forward to take it, but they might not 
obey his order in which case that would be the end of 
him, instead he took up his rifle and aimed it at me but 
again he recognised his folly as I purposely looked 
around at the faces of his horde, unperturbed by this 
show of force, for he knew and I knew, as did his 
whole horde, that he could not shoot me in front of 
them, it would be his death to do so, for to shoot a man 
with a blade is one of the most dishonourable deeds a 
man can do, no matter what colour his skin. 

Amid this confusion I could read the thoughts of 
many of the green men, they had for the moment let 
their guard down so that I knew what was going to 
happen next. 

A riderless thoat entered into the encirclement, "you 
two will mount the beast, we begin our journey now" and 
the Jed turned and swept his gaze over the horde that ac-
companied him, this order they would support, he knew 
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it and they knew it, if I refused then the battle would be-
gin and though I felt I could account for many of them, 
there were too many for one person as I counted thirty in 
their number, I grasped Nadea Visa about the waist and 
lifted her to our mount whereby I followed and sat behind 
her and surrounded by the Cosquis we again took up our 
forced journey but this time I kept the blade of Gotan Gar. 

Throughout the night, the next day and following 
night, we rode without respite, eating while we rode 
and though I scanned the sky for any ship in the area I 
did not see any. 

Throughout the night we rode on in silence with 
Nadea Visa's head resting on my chest and I wondered 
if she would come out of this alive, for my own life I 
was not as worried, I had lived a life of adventure 
where death was at every turn, and now with the odds 
so firmly in the favour of my enemies death seemed to 
have the upper hand, but still I was alive and there 
was always a chance to bead the banth in its den. 

As the suns rays streaked over the jaggered horizon 
I thought there was something different about it and as 
the daylight increased and with Cluros almost directly 
overhead I realised what the difference was, ahead 
were not the peaks of some mountain range, they were 
buildings of some city and I felt that journeys end was 
near and wondered just what lay in store for us if that 
place was to be our destination. 

"We will wait here until the Jeddak summons us" and 
the Jed indicated that we should dismount and we were 
both glad to do so, and from our troop he despatched a 
lone rider towards the dead city in the distance. 

As we set foot upon the sward there came the rus-
tling of numerous swords from their scabbards and I 
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turned to Nadea Visa with a smile and did not look 
upon our captors and she whispered to me "why do 
you smile John Carter, are you not afraid of death?" 

"You can only die once Nadea Visa, but take a slow 
look around you, see how nervous these brave green 
men are, though they outnumber us thirty to two they 
are the ones who are afraid, no matter what happens 
now remember, you will die all the quicker if you face 
them then if you show them fear" and I was pleased to 
see some confidence return to her features. 

Now I looked again towards the dead city ahead of 
us, something was familiar about this place, I was sure 
I had been here once before.  

The city itself was a ruin for it must have been very an-
cient, it sat on a slope before a deep depression in the dead 
sea bottom but to the right of it and perhaps only a few 
haads away there rose the peaks of small ridges and be-
hind them taller mountain peaks and now I remembered. 

Karasz, the dead city was Karasz. And I tried to re-
member its history, how long ago was it said that the 
place was destroyed by marauding green hordes, per-
haps some twenty thousand years ago but there was 
another story to this place and I tried to remember 
what Toran Sarn had once told me. 

"What is it John Carter?" 
"I was just trying to remember something Nadea Visa 

but it escapes me for the moment" and the sun journeyed 
across the sky and the day was nearly done when the 
rider Manon Sargot had despatched to the city returned. 

"Mount up John Carter, justice is at hand" and we 
followed him towards the city, our troop making little 
noise upon the ochre moss sward and the green men 
sat in silence as if we all went to our doom. 
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I and Nadea Visa upon one thoat were surrounded 
by a dozen green men on either side of us as we made 
our way towards Karasz, escape, always uppermost in 
my mind, was impossible. 

The Jed Manon Sargot brought our troop to a halt when 
we were still about three haads from the city and here we 
dismounted, "we will wait here" and he commanded his 
troops to encircle us but at a distance, he took no chances. 

As the sun began to disappear over the horizon I 
saw other green men appear on the rise in front of us 
and behind, and they steadily came down the incline 
of the depression which was several haads in distance 
and Nadea Visa drew closer and I put my arm about 
her shoulder to give her encouragement. 

Now the sun was gone and Barsoom was enveloped 
in darkness but still I could sense movement about us 
on the sward "what is happening John Carter" and I 
could feel her shaking beside me. 

"I do not know Nadea Visa" and we stood together in the 
darkness surrounded by our hosts, then Cluros appeared 
over the rise behind us and a gasp came from the red girl. 

"Look John Carter, there is no hope for us now" and 
with the light cast over us by Cluros we could see that 
the slopes of this natural amphitheatre were alive with 
the movement of green men and still more hordes ap-
proached, more and more of them seemed to come from 
nowhere, from beyond the ridge of the depression to the 
front and behind us, they all came down towards us. 

In a whispered voice she said "there must be thou-
sands of them John Carter, hundreds of thousands" 
and I felt her shoulders droop in despair. 

"Nadea Visa." She looked up at me with terrified eyes, 
"we still live and while we live there is always hope." 
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The green men in front of us stopped no more than 
two dozen metres away, and still more green men 
came up behind them and behind us still more green 
warriors were coming and I knew that there had to be 
close to a million green men before us, how many 
hordes were here, was this a prelude to another inva-
sion of Helium, were the green men preparing another 
attempt to conquer Barsoom? 

But now my thoughts were interrupted as a host of 
green warriors approached from the dead city and as 
they drew nearer I could see that six warriors in the 
front carried a high backed throne and seated upon the 
throne was a large green man, as they drew closer I 
saw that he was Kardus Kur, Jeddak of the Cosquis. 

Chapter 5 
Even seated he was an imposing figure, his height I 

knew was near fifteen feet, he was broad and well 
muscled, about his neck he wore a cape of crimson 
inlaid with precious red stones, on his wrists he wore 
long silver armlets and his harness too was a silver 
colour which carried his long handled swords and pis-
tol, customised to suit his broad hands. He looked just 
as I remembered seeing him in Natvandur and the city 
of the pirates where I saw him for the first time. 

Four other green warriors carried a box-like struc-
ture which they placed in front of the Jeddak, then the 
six warriors placed the Jeddak and the throne upon 
this dais then they all stood in two rows behind him 
and the Jeddak of the Cosquis turned towards us. 

"So John Carter, Warlord of Barsoom, we meet 
again" and from this throat came a cry of mirthless 
laughter which was soon picked up by the thousands 
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upon thousands of green men seated before us in the 
amphitheatre. 

The sounds of laughter from hundreds of thousands 
of green throats was an eerie experience and one I was 
sure no red man or any of the civilised race had ever 
experienced and I could feel Nadea Visa shaking un-
controllably beside me and I grasped her all the tighter. 

It was many xats before the tone of laughter dimin-
ished and the audience was silent. 

"So Kardus Kur, do you have enough green men 
now to protect you" and I smiled at him. 

From the throats of the hundreds of thousands there 
came forth no more laughter but cries of disbelief and 
the rattling of many swords as hundreds upon hun-
dreds of green men rose to their feet holding their 
swords up high and clashing their blades together and 
the sound of ringing steel echoed across the darkened 
dead sea bottom and I saw that Nadea Visa had buried 
her head in my chest. 

"Face them Nadea Visa, face them and smile and see 
their anger, see how just two of us have beaded the banth 
in its den, see their rattling of blades, we have annoyed 
them and they are growing uncertain of us." She raised 
up her head of dark hair, for a moment she looked 
closely at me, then she turned and faced the horde, the 
biggest horde of green men I have ever seen assembled. 
She smiled at them and her shaking ceased, for she knew 
like I did that death was but a heartbeat away. 

"Enough" cried Kardus Kur and it took many xats 
before the blades fell silent and the standing giants re-
sumed their sitting position before us, but now they sat 
less rigid and continually there was movement in the 
ranks of the green men. 
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"You have been brought here to die John Carter, yet 
you go out of your way to insult us, your death will be 
the slowest and most painful ever endured by any cap-
tive", and from the ranks of green warriors burst forth 
more of their mirthless laughter but it lacked the vol-
ume to the Jeddak's earlier words, but I knew that the 
green men knew only one way of torture, that was 
slow and terrible, no matter what we said our fate 
could be no worse. 

"I have not come here to die Kardus Kur, send your 
best swordsmen against me and I will send them all on 
their last pilgrimage, or are your finest warriors afraid 
to face one armed red man?" and the tide of green men 
rose to their feet yelling out their anger and rattling 
their blades and I could image the hundreds of thou-
sands of curses levelled at me and I was sure they all 
wanted to test my metal. 

"Enough" cried Kardus Kur, but it took many xats 
before the multitudes took on a resemblance of silence, 
but it was not the silence of discipline for often now 
came the rattling of blades and the murmur of voices 
from the semi-darkness. 

Then as Thuria joined Cluros in the night sky and 
added her light to that of her mate and lightening up 
the landscape even further the darkened outlines of the 
green men took on sharper lines and increased the se-
verity of our situation. 

"Manon Sargot, why is the woman here?" and the 
Jed came forward his glance towards us and the horde 
showing his apparent nervousness. 

"She was with him when we captured them great Jeddak, 
I thought another captive would bring you much pleasure" 
but I could feel Kardus Kur wasn't in a pleasing mood. 
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"We have no need for her now, kill her!" and Manon 
Sargot drew his short sword and stepped forward. 

I thrust Nadea Visa behind me and drew my own 
blade, "before you can kill her Manon Sargot, you must 
kill me", but he could not stop, he knew it and I knew 
it, he must come on, he could not disobey his Jeddak, 
he raised up his blade and rushed forward and I 
stepped forward to meet him. 

Our blades clashed amid a shower of sparks in the 
amphitheatre before the dead city of Karasz, overhead 
the two moons of Barsoom looked down upon us and 
all around us the hundreds of thousands of green men 
rose to their feet and cried out in anger and encour-
agement and I was sure all raised their two blades high 
in the air and clashed them together, the sound of the 
green men was deafening and I could not hear our 
own blades clash but saw only the sparks that flew 
from them. 

To the right and left I parried his blade, up high and 
down low, I blocked every stroke that he thrust towards 
me, then before he could recover to the defensive, I thrust 
my blade into his vitals and the green Jed of the Cosquis 
fell to his knees then slumped to the sward before me and 
Nadea Visa rushed to my side. I waited for the sea of 
green men to come rushing upon us like the gigantic 
wave rising upon Throxeus and dashing itself upon some 
rocky shore, and in that moment I grasped the short 
sword of my fallen foe and handed it to my companion. 

I could not speak to her for the cries of anger was 
deafening, then the Jeddak of the Cosquis leapt from 
his throne to the sward where Manon Sargot lay and 
held his four arms high and the movement towards us 
ceased and it took a full half zode before the raging sea 
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of green men fell silent, but it was a silence full of an-
ger that could explode at any moment. 

Kardus Kur turned again towards us, his four arms 
folded across his chest. I knew that he, too. was a fight-
ing man. He was not afraid of death. Only a moment 
ago he had his back to us, but if I had killed him then 
our demise would have been all the quicker. 

"John Carter, the woman shall share your fate, a fate fit 
for the most cowardly of ulsios." A roar came from the 
crowded slopes. When the cries abated he spoke again. 

"John Carter, you are charged with persecution of 
the green race, what have you to say?" 

I had to be twice as careful now. Already the hordes 
were becoming restless. But for some reason the Jed-
dak wanted this charade to continue, perhaps for his 
own sadistic satisfaction. Who could tell with a green 
man? I did not want to let him regain the upper hand. 

"I have committed no crime against the green men!" 
A roar of anger rose from the crowd and again came 

the sounds of rattling swords but before many could 
rise to their feet the Jeddak turned, slowly facing each 
direction separately, with his hands raised. The multi-
tudes quietened. 

"Bring on the victim" and the quietened hordes be-
came silent and I could now hear my own breathing as 
another six green men appeared from behind his 
throne carrying a long object draped with orluk furs, 
this they brought before Kardus Kur and set it down 
between us and as Nadea Visa looked puzzled to-
wards me I could but shake my head. 

The Jeddak turned towards the multitudes of green 
men, not a man moved, not a sound prevailed, he 
turned and removed the orluk fur from the object and 
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my eyes opened in stunned disbelief. 
Suddenly the hordes of green men rose and chanted 

out his name. It was like a roar of thunder, unheard of 
on Barsoom for millennia. It came from the throats of 
hundreds of thousands of green men. Kardus Kur 
turned towards me in triumph but I hardly noticed. I 
stared fascinated for a moment as I looked upon the 
corpse encased in some clear, hard resinous material. I 
saw the massive wound on his shoulder and neck 
where Sarja, the calot of Lars Lomak, had locked his 
jaws in a death embrace. I saw where my own blade 
had entered his chest. I saw the left hand was missing. 
I had severed it after he drew the knife. 

The green men called out his name and I looked 
upon the entombed body of Kra Gan, once the supreme 
Jeddak of the green men. I remembered that after the 
battle his body could not be found. Somehow it had 
disappeared, to be forever a figure to lure the hordes to 
vanquish Barsoom. How long had it been? Ten years—
fifteen? Sickened with revulsion I turned away. 

"Who is it, John Carter? what is happening?" Nadea 
Visa looked shaken as she tried to comprehend what 
was occurring. 

"The corpse is that of Kra Gan of the Rasvells who 
rose up in the hordes many years ago to conquer He-
lium. I killed him on the plain and the green race has 
kept his corpse as a reminder of their lost goal." 

It was a half zode before the hordes quietened and 
Kardus Kur spoke, "I see you remember Kra Gan, the 
mighty Jeddak of the green men, once a Jed of the Ras-
vells, who are now cowardly allies of the red men, he 
rose to become our leader and you killed him John 
Carter, how do you plead?" 
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I turned and faced the multitude before me, "Kra 
Gan led the green men in a battle they could not win, 
even luring away the fleet of Helium he could not take 
the city, he was a fool and those that followed him were 
but mindless thoats", and the hordes began to roar and 
rattle their blades and I pressed on regardless, "I fought 
and killed him on the plain of Helium as you would kill 
a thief taking your sleeping furs" and the roar of anger 
that came from the throats of the green men was so loud 
and intense that I expected them to fall upon us within 
the xat and kill us, but Kardus Kur raised his four arms 
and it took some time but finally he quietened them. 

"You are charged with killing the Jeddak Kra Gan, the 
sentence is death!" but even as the hordes began to cheer 
I stepped forward, raising my blade above my head. 

"I have killed a ulsio who would have brought 
death to you all, the outcome is that you are all alive 
now, had Kra Gan won you would all now be dead, 
your sentence Kardus Kur means nothing" and I con-
tinued on as the hordes appeared stunned by my 
words. "Should Kra Gan have won the great atmos-
phere plant would soon have failed, all life on Barsoom 
would now be extinct, you owe you life to his death" 
but the rattle of blades and angry voices did not come, 
instead to my surprise came but a murmur of uncer-
tain voices and Kardus Kur turned from me and ad-
dressed them. 

"He lies, we would have forced the red men to operate 
the plant as we will after your death John Carter when 
we will easily vanquish Helium and one by one the cities 
of Barsoom will fall before our onslaught" but if Kardus 
Kur expected applause it did not come, the hordes did 
not rise to their feet but sat in silence and I spoke again. 
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"Why do you green men continue on with a war 
with the civilised races that can only bring about your 
own destruction? Do you seek death so much that you 
would hold out your arms and embrace it, for if you 
continue to fight the red men then you are fighting life 
itself for should you ever win the war then you bring 
about your own death." 

"Kardus Kur tells you that he will make the red men 
operate the atmosphere plant, that is a lie, the red men 
will never work for green masters as you well know. 
Many of the green men that I know are noble people, 
the Tharks and the Rasvells that your leader, and per-
haps you, despise, have learned the ways of the red 
men and seek not to die as you do but to live and help 
the cause of keeping this world alive, but from the dead 
sea bottom there ever comes the green men to destroy 
all that has been built over millennia, like ulsios fighting 
over a carcass, when they are done there will be nothing 
left. If you green men continue to fight then you will 
cause a war that no one will win and one in which eve-
ryone, including yourselves will die." I lowered my 
blade as Kardus Kur turned furiously upon me. 

"You have been found guilty of the death of Kra Gan 
John Carter, you are sentenced to death!" and I knew that 
Kardus Kur knew that his position was very precarious, 
he knew he had lost control of the hordes and my death 
was the only way he might reclaim his lost ground. 

"And would you fight me to the death Kardus Kur 
or would you send other warriors to die before you" 
and thousands of heads turned to hear his reply, not a 
sound could be heard in the amphitheatre and the Jed-
dak of the Cosquis knew the world hung in the bal-
ance, if he could defeat me then it was going to be war, 
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if he could not it would be his death and the alliances 
forged between the hordes would be broken. 

As Nadea Visa clung to my arm I swept my gaze 
over the metal of the green warriors nearest to me, 
there were Garwoons, one of the most warlike of the 
green race, further to my right I saw Wohrans and fur-
ther still sat Aanthels and other warriors whose metal I 
could not see clearly; behind me sat the largest horde, 
the Cosquis, and there would have been others too that 
I could not identify even if I could see their metal. 

"I would not like to deprive my warriors the oppor-
tunity of killing you John Carter" and he turned in a cir-
cle, his four arms held high, his right hand holding his 
long sword, and he spoke to the hordes before him, 
"warriors" and he knew he had their attention now, "I 
will give you all a chance to be able to kill this ulsio, this 
man who has long thwarted our plans to conquer Bar-
soom" and he turned towards me and I knew if he 
could smile it would be now, but his face remained im-
passive for no green man can smile even if they wished. 

"John Carter, you may take the woman and go, you 
will have one zode head start and then the hordes will 
come after you and when you are found you will be de-
stroyed", and the hordes rose to their feet and roared 
their approval and they clashed their blades together and 
the Jeddak Kardus Kur swung his arms around wildly to 
regain their attention "and for the warrior who kills John 
Carter, that warrior will stand by my side as we conquer 
Barsoom" and the roar that rose was like a mighty wave 
crashing down upon the shore of Throxeus untold mil-
lennia ago, and above the two moons of Barsoom looked 
down upon this momentous occasion, the death knell of 
a world if Kardus Kur had his way. 
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And as Kardus Kur lowered his blade and turned to 
face us "what can we do John Carter, where can we go 
to escape them?" 

Chapter 6 
I looked around for a moment at the sea of green 

men now standing and the echo of hundreds of thou-
sands of blades clashing together rang across the dead 
sea bottom, then I placed my blade in its scabbard, and 
as I spoke the din of blades quietened for a moment, 
"and if you cannot kill us by dawn Kardus Kur then all 
Barsoom will learn that you and the hordes gathered 
here are nothing but calots without fangs, to be 
laughed at and booted around the sward whenever 
found" then in the stoney silence I grasped Nadea 
Visa's arm, there was only one place to go and I turned 
away from Kardus Kur and strode forward and the 
green men before us gave way, though many I knew 
wanted to lower their blades and attack us but they 
dared not, and we cut a swathe through their ranks as 
if they were not there, like a banth attacking unarmed 
men, within a quarter zode we were through their 
ranks and together we rushed forward towards the 
only destination that may save us and behind us came 
a roar of anger and the smiting of blades and I knew 
we had let loose the banth amongst the thoats. 

There was no time to lose and I picked up Nadea 
Visa and flung her over my shoulder as I raced forward 
at a speed that only a mounted green man could over-
come, with strides of fifteen feet I surged ahead of our 
pursuers towards the dull grey wall looming before us. 

At the ruined wall I placed Nadea Visa upon the ground, 
"John Carter, we cannot go there, we will be trapped." 
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"Where would you go, Nadea Visa? Out upon the open 
sward of the dead sea bottom where there is nothing but 
vastness? Where the green men will easily overtake us on 
their thoats and with their calots hunting us down like 
beasts of prey? No, Nadea Visa! Karasz offers our only 
salvation and perhaps that of Barsoom as well." And 
though she could not understand, she clung to my arm for 
support as we entered into the darkened city through the 
ruined wall before us. 

Toran Sarn's words rang through my mind, 'twenty 
thousand years ago the green hordes had laid siege to Karasz, it 
took them one hundred and twenty years to destroy the city, they 
had killed everyone and pulled the city down to ruin'. I remem-
bered more, one man had escaped the massacre, one man, 
and that man had been the Jeddak of Karasz. 

Dron Hadis had been the Jeddak of Karasz, he had 
died four months later at the hands of the Guild of As-
sassins but the rumours had been spread and had 
come down to Toran Sarn that, while the city was un-
der siege, the Jeddak had had an escape route built, 
but he alone had escaped. I assumed he had killed any-
one else escaping with him. 

The mighty wall of blocks still stood in places some 
fifty feet high, a huge structure to keep out the hordes 
but it had not prevailed, huge gaps were torn through 
it with large blocks of stone strewn everywhere and 
with some difficulty we skirted around them as we 
sought egress into the city itself. 

Many of the smaller buildings about us had been 
pulled off their security poles leaving the poles standing 
like a forest a dead trees, without branches or leaves, 
but amid the wreckage there did lay many poles which 
showed the tenacity of the green horde and I pictured 
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several zitidars straining to pull down the buildings and 
others, no doubt, were pulled from there pedestal by 
hundreds and hundreds of thoats. Taller buildings of 
two stories came next, most were without roofs and 
with parts of their external walls pulled down, as we 
progressed further three storied and taller structures 
came into view, they could not be pulled down but 
most lay in ruin with gaping holes in the walls. 

"I do not like this place John Carter, it reeks of 
death" and I knew she was right, the place seemed ee-
rie and silent as the moons above us shone down their 
light upon the dead city. 

"Do not be afraid Nadea Visa, this place may yet be 
our salvation ....", suddenly she grasped my arm and 
turned to face where we had come from. 

"What is that sound John Carter?" and I strained my 
ears for it reminded me of a wave breaking on beach 
on Jasoom, what sound the mighty Throxeus would 
have made. 

"The green men are approaching Nadea Visa, they 
will soon be at the wall" and I pictured hundreds of 
thousands of the hordes, many atop their thoats, racing 
for Karasz to claim the reward their Jeddak promised, 
and it was not the moons of Barsoom they saw in the 
sky but dazzling stars that would bring them great-
ness, and Barsoom. 

"Then we are, dead, John Carter." She turned her head. 
"We still live, Nadea Visa! While we live there is 

hope. Quickly this way." 
"Where, John Carter? Where can we hide from so 

many green men? They will surely find us. I could not 
stand to be tortured again." She looked at me with tears 
swelling in her eyes. Her body began to shake. 
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I held her face in my hands. "The green men will 
never torture you again, Nadea Visa. You have my 
promise. But now—we must move! Together we made 
our way through the dead city of Karasz. 

"Where are we going?" 
"Soon you will see." As quickly as we could we 

made our way along the avenues littered with the de-
bri of centuries towards the goal I sought. 

Half a zode later we entered the centre of Karasz. I 
stopped, turning about. In the distance I could hear the 
calots of the green hordes, hot on our trail. "Here, 
Nadea Visa, here is where we will escape from Karasz." 

We were standing before the Jeddak's palace. 
"The Jeddak Dron Hadis built himself an escape 

route when the green men lay siege to the city eons 
ago. We have but to find it!" I could not suppress a 
grin. For a moment she looked solemn and frightened, 
then slowly, very slowly, a smile began to appear on 
her face, and a laugh from her mouth. 

"Is that all we have to do to escape the green men 
John Carter? Discover the escape route of some ancient 
Jeddak, one that is probably hidden so well that no one 
else ever found it to escape from here?" 

"Would you rather fight the green men, Nadia Visa or use 
your time seeking escape, for a way surely exists here?" 

She could not reply. 
"Come, I for one will not surrender to the green men 

when there is a door to freedom within reach." 
Together we ran up the ramp towards the entrance 

to the palace where the stone columns had been pulled 
down along with much of the roof and architecture and 
which now blocked most of the entry. 

But there were areas of egress where spaces were 
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formed between fallen columns and huge pieces of ersite 
and I grasped her arm and pulled her forward towards a 
likely place to enter, "the green men will not be able to 
enter the palace John Carter, we will be safe inside" and I 
did not have the heart to tell her that they would bring 
up their zitidars and pull the rubble from the entrance 
and with their calots they would indeed enter the palace 
of Dron Hadis, but that would take time and time was 
what we needed and as the sounds of the threatening 
hordes grew louder we ducked our heads and with some 
difficulty we entered into the Jeddak's palace. 

For some time we threaded our way through the rub-
ble of eons, mostly fallen stone blocks and slabs of ersite, 
as I tried to envisage how the palace was laid out, at last 
we came to the end of the destruction and passed the last 
of the fallen blocks, before us a radium lamp shone from 
a farther wall casting forth its dull red glow and barely 
lighting up the large room which we now entered. 

We stood for a moment in each others embrace, not a 
lovers embrace, for I did not wish my Princess to be here 
now, but rather an embrace by which we could both gain 
some strength from one another, and as we looked about 
we could both feel the silence and eerie atmosphere cre-
ated in this dead palace and I could almost picture the 
green men bursting forth with swords drawn to kill the 
last of the red men of Karasz amid their cries of victory 
and those of despair of their victims. 

"John Carter, I've heard that you can travel at will to 
Jasoom or anywhere in the universe, leave me here 
and save yourself, I will be contented here, the green 
men cannot torture me here" but she was wrong. 

"Nadea Visa, it is true that I can travel to other worlds 
and I could do so now, but I cannot take you with me, 
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though once I was able to bring two Jasoomians to Bar-
soom I have not been able to since, I will not leave you 
here alone to face certain death, I will be by your side to 
meet whatever fate has in store for us, let there be no 
more talk of my deserting you for it will never happen." 
She seemed to take some heart from my words. 

"Thank you John Carter, look!" To one side, under 
some of the smaller pieces of rubble, lay a short sword. I 
bent down and retrieved the blade, as if it had been there 
all this time, just waiting to be used again. 

"Its edge is centuries dulled, Nadea Visa, but a blade 
is a blade! Perhaps it will save our lives yet." I placed it 
in my harness. 

"Where do we go now?" She looked to one side. 
Against the far wall I saw a long ramp rising to apart-
ments above. Nadea Visa began to walk towards it. 

"Not that way, Nadea Visa." She turned, with a 
puzzled look upon her face. 

Chapter 7 
"Wouldn't the escape route lay above us, John 

Carter, in the Jeddak's own private quarters? It must be 
above us somewhere. We have but to search for his 
quarters and we will be free?" 

"The green men made the same mistake thousands 
of years ago. That is how Jeddak Dron Hadis escaped." 

"Where then. John Carter, if not above us? That only 
leaves the catacombs below and a Jeddak would ... 
never— Why are you smiling, John Carter?" 

"Because you have answered your own question, Nadea 
Visa. The escape route could only be in the catacombs below 
us, the last place the green men would go, and when they 
did they would no longer looking for the Jeddak, assuming 
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he was already dead somewhere else in the city." 
"But why wouldn't they find it then John Carter?" 
"They would have gone into the catacombs Nadea 

Visa, only to kill whatever prisoners were kept there." 
"That's horrible John Carter." 
"That's war, come we must search for a way into the 

catacombs" and I took the radium lamp from the wall 
and together we went forward casting the dull red glow 
of the lamp ahead of us into the eerie, silent blackness. 

Suddenly Nadea Visa grasped my arm tightly. 
"What's that noise?" In the far distance I could hear a 
dull thudding sound. 

"Ulsios, Nadea Visa. The place is probably full of them." 
As if to confirm my words we saw ahead of us doz-

ens of eyes shinning in the blackness just beyond the 
glow of our lamp. I felt her grip on my arm tighten. 

My words were a lie. The sound could only be one 
thing: zitidars pulling the rubble from the entrance to 
the palace, to make way for the green horde. I hoped 
my words gave my companion some respite from the 
fears that assailed her. 

Through an ancient doorway on our left, its wooden 
door long since disintegrated to dust, we passed into a 
narrow corridor which we traversed for perhaps a quar-
ter zode, many other apertures appeared along the corri-
dor all of which we entered to find bare rooms of various 
sizes, all furnishings had long since disappeared leaving 
only high vaulted ceilings disappearing into blackness. 
And though we searched for the quarters of the cata-
comb guards my other concern was to enter all these 
rooms so that our scent would be left there for the green 
mens calots which would soon be on our trail, I hoped 
our excursions would at least slow them down. 
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A narrow entry appeared on our left and we entered into 
this small room, on the other side was another entry and I 
shone our lamp-light down the ramp before us "this may be 
it Nadea Visa, we will have to go down to find out." 

"I am with you, John Carter, for there is no choice 
other than to be left in total darkness and my only com-
panions the ulsios of this place. I do not want to be left 
alone here." Taking her hand, we descended the ramp 
into the blackness, casting our eerie red glow ahead of us. 

Down we went into the catacombs of Karasz. The 
corridor seemed to be endless. Above us the ceiling 
was lost in blackness and the feeble glow of our lamp 
could not push back the darkness. The temperature 
seem cooled as we descended lower and lower. 

An entry appeared on our right, and further ahead 
on our left, was another. "I do not think that Dron 
Hadis would have his secret escape route here." 

"Why, John Carter? Surely if he had it in one of these 
cells it would be one that was close and easy to reach." 

"Too many people would pass here. No it would be 
further ahead. We will have to look carefully, though." I 
knew that was an understatement, but I cast the glow of 
our lamp into each cell as we passed. There was nothing 
but iron rings, green with age, fastened to the far walls. 

"Why are there no bones? Surely there should—" 
Her voice trailed off, the thought chilling. 

"I do not know." We moved on. But I did know. The 
green men would have torn the prisoners from the 
walls to feed their calots, or else the hunting banths 
which were said to infest this place after the green men 
left would have taken whatever was left. 

Another quarter zode passed, then we came to a 
stop, the corridor ahead divided to the right and left 
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and casting the glow of our lamp down both corridors 
we could see many cells on both sides of the wall. 

"We have our work cut out for us, John Carter." 
I grinned. Nadea Visa's features had changed from a 

worried frown to one of grim humour. She fully under-
stood the magnitude of our task, and yet, could still smile. 

"On Jasoom we would toss a coin to decide which 
way to go. I have no coin. Would you like to choose?" 

"No. But I will follow you to the end of Barsoom." 
Going by the grin on her face I could tell she meant it. I 
tried to picture the green men coming to this point. 

"We will go to the right, for though there are many 
cells each side of the corridor, it at least runs in the 
general direction of the mountains where I'm sure our 
destination lies." I drew my long sword and was about 
to mark the bottom of the wall so that we could find 
our way back, where a green man might not see it. I 
stared, almost in disbelief. 

"What is it? Are you ill?" 
I could but grin. 
"I am not ill, look." She bent down and we examined 

the base of the wall. She turned toward me with a look of 
puzzlement. "Someone has already marked the wall. I 
can think of only one who might do thus." 

"You mean the Jeddak?" 
"I may be wrong, but I believe Jeddak Dron Hadis 

marked the wall that would lead him to freedom." 
A smile burst across the face of the red girl 
"Come, before the green men arrive." 
We strode into the semi-darkness illuminated only by 

the feeble red glow of our radium lamp. If I was wrong it 
didn't matter as one way was as good as another at the 
moment. 
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We entered each dungeon on this corridor, all of 
them briefly illuminated by our lamp. "What do you 
seek, John Carter? Do you think the entrance may be in 
one of these cells?" 

"Perhaps, but  I also seek to leave our scent in as 
many places as possible for the calots of the green men. 
That will slow them down." Indeed every cell was like 
a silent tomb, only the manacles on the walls were left, 
all wooden furniture, if any, had long since decayed 
and any evidence of an occupant was also long gone, 
being either despatched by the green men of perhaps 
eaten alive by the ulsios of this place until not even a 
fragment of bone remained. 

On and on we went down the corridor, the ceiling 
of which was lost in the darkness above our heads, and 
behind us, and up ahead, out of the range of our light, 
we could hear the scuttling of ulsios, and the further 
we entered into their dark subterranean world the 
more noise they seemed to make. I envisaged that in 
the darkness their numbers were growing and perhaps 
it was not just the green men hunting us, the ulsios 
might try to steal the glory from them. 

Ahead the tunnel divided again, into three forks. I 
held the lamp low to the base of the wall. On the right 
fork the mark was hard to find, but it was there! Nadea 
Visa grasped my arm as we straightened up. Her eyes 
were wide as we both turned at the sound. 

"I am afraid, John Carter." 
For a moment I held her about the shoulder. We 

peered into the blackness behind us, beyond the lamp-
light. Hundreds of glisteninig eyes looked back, eyes that 
were low to the ground and seemed to dance in the 
darkness. The screeching and skittering, which had been 
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with us for some time,  increased in intensity. 
Beside the wall lay a piece of fallen stonework the 

size of my fist. I picked up the missile and hurled it 
into the blackness. The screeching exploded in volume 
as the eyes darted in panic. The rock blasted amongst 
them, and one or two of those pairs of eyes ceased to 
glimmer. Grasping Nadea Visa's hand, we rushed 
down the tunnel as a frenzy of slavering jaws dis-
patched and consumed an unknown number of fel-
lows my rock had injured or killed. I knew the rats 
would not be contained for long. Soon, very soon, it 
would be fight or die. 

Again the corridor divided. The ancient wall mark 
was quickly found. Behind us there rose a horrendous 
noise. The ulsios were coming, and nothing would 
stop them. I felt Nadea Visa tremble as she drew her 
short sword. 

"This way—" I led her into the first dungeon to our 
right, placing the ancient lamp beside the open barred 
doorway, "stay behind the lamp." I saw that she was 
ready, her sword free but her hand shaking. 

I had but an xat. "Remember, we still live and while 
we live there is hope." Facing the doorway I began to 
weave my blade. A huge blurred mass of seething ro-
dents rushed toward the opening. 

Faster, faster I wove my blade until it was but a blur 
to see. I had to use all the strength that I possessed to 
keep the blade turning for it seemed to me that at every 
point along the web of steel my blade encountered an 
object, and at every impact there was a thudding noise 
and a spray of blood as a hairless body was cut in two. 

My sword arm ached at the shoulder and down my 
arm to my wrist, I felt that I was covered in some 
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warm liquid that ever cascaded down my body from 
my head to my feet. I found I had to keep my eyes 
closed almost from the outset for I had no use in seeing 
at these close quarters. 

My arm ached and ached as my blade wove an im-
penetrable net before me and because of the sound of 
blade and dying ulsio I could no longer hear the 
screams of Nadea Visa behind me. 

How long did I stand behind the open door in the 
dark catacombs of Karasz wielding my blade against 
our unhuman enemy I will never know. Finally I heard 
a voice above the carnage. "Stop, John Carter! Stop!" 

My blade slowed. The tip lowered to the pile of dead 
bodies. For a moment I used it as a crutch as I wiped my 
eyes with my left hand and gasped for breath. I was ap-
palled at the sight before me. My body was covered in 
rodent blood, and my feet were covered to my knees 
with the shredded bodies of ulsios. Beyond the doorway, 
in the corridor only a yard or so away, lay a pile of their 
remains as high as my waist, the radium lamp was al-
most completely covered by their carcasses, only a very 
dull glow emanated from near the top, I turned towards 
Nadea Visa behind me and saw she too was covered in 
ulsio blood and there were carcasses half way to her 
knees, but what astounded me the most was the grim 
smile on her features for she stood with her head up high 
and her blade pointed towards the stone floor. 

I laughed. "I missed a few, Nadea Visa." 
I could not maintain a stolid appearance as a grin crept 

over my face. Her own features burst into a laugh which 
echoed throughout this terrible place. I extradited myself 
from the remains and rescued the radium lamp. Grasping 
her hand we gained the corridor outside to be met with 
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silence. Not a sound was made by any of the ulsios that 
fled, nor could we see their eyes in the darkness. 

"Do you think they will be back, John Carter?" 
"Doubtful. There is a feasting laid out for them. The 

green men will reach us before the Ulsios return to 
hunt. Come let us continue on." 

We moved along the corridor with our lamp casting 
its dull red glow ahead of us. We wiped what we 
could of the ulsio blood from our bodies with our 
hands. What we wouldn't have given for a bath in the 
Sea of Korus at this time. 

Zodes seemed to pass, all sense of time was dis-
torted in this continuous darkness. In reality perhaps 
only a zode or more had passed. 

The green men would by now have gained entry into 
the palace. With their calot watchdogs they would soon 
be on our trail. I pictured that they could not be far be-
hind us. How many would there be? The only satisfac-
tion was that they could not all come into the palace to-
gether and the corridor was only wide enough for three 
people. I knew that when my strength fully returned 
that I should be able to hold them off for some time, that 
is, unless they set their calots upon us. In which case our 
demise would be a lot quicker. With a shrug we contin-
ued on and then we took another turn in the trail and 
found a blank wall before us. 

"Have we taken a wrong turn?" 
"No, this is where the trail leads." I set the radium 

lamp down beside the wall and ran my hands over the 
rough dark surface. Though I probed and pushed upon 
any and every protrudence nothing happened. I was 
sure that this was simply a dead end, but if that was so 
then where was the escape route? Even before I realised 
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it I found myself picking up the lamp and heading back 
down the corridor from where we had come. I was not 
sure what I was looking for. 

I entered the last prison cell and stood for a moment 
in the open doorway. We had both entered here before 
to leave our scent for the calots, but now I ventured 
further into the dark and silent room and our lamp 
slowly pushed back the blackness. The room was 
much larger than I had expected to see—, then it 
winked at me from the edge of the lamp light, a small 
but bright blue shimmer of light. 

"What is it? it looks like—" 

Chapter 8 
"A saphire, dropped by someone removing a vast 

treasure, at least I hope that is the case." 
"Why?" She looked perplexed. 
"If a treasure trove was brought through these dun-

geons, then we have found the Jeddak's escape route." 
Understanding illuminated her face. She looked 

about, hoping to see a doorway miraculously appear, 
but none did. She turned back to me, but before either 
of us could speak, we were both startled by a distant 
sound. Her eyes widened and fear crept back into them. 

"Calots!" I said. "The watchdogs of the hordes are on 
our trail and not far behind us." I grasped the lamp and 
held it before me against the farther wall.  "{ress every 
rough edge. We must find the entrance before the green 
men arrive!" We moved our hands over the face of the 
wall, pushing and pulling on every protrudence. 

Time seemed to stand still. The growls of the calots 
drew closer and louder with every xat as we furiously 
moved our hands over the wall to no avail. 
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"Quickly, let us try this wall!" 
We rushed to the wall opposite the doorway amid 

the growls of the calots which sounded deafening in 
the confined space of the prison room. 

At last the wall moved beneath my hand! A section 
hinged on a hidden spring, first moved inwards, then 
out. I pulled it open from the wall. Before us lay a nar-
row tunnel leading into blackness. I quickly scooped 
up our lamp and grasped Nadea Visa's hand. I pulled 
her into the aperture. We had to stoop low for the ceil-
ing was less than her height, a full head lower than 
mine. Once inside I turned, the light revealed a large 
ring on the inside of the door. I pulled it closed behind 
us as a thunderous growl emanated from outside. A 
calot rushed through the doorway of the dungeon and 
leapt for me, but the beast was too late. I closed the 
door, which immediately shut out the sound of the 
animal. We were in total silence. 

"Quickly!" I took the lead, holding forth the lamp. 
We moved through the tunnel which was too narrow 
for two people to stand side by side. We had only trav-
elled a few dozen yards when I gasped and stopped. 

I could not see Nadea Visa behind me as the light 
seeped out only ahead of us, my own body stopping 
the light from falling behind, I grasped my companion 
and in the confined space I leaned back so that she 
could see ahead and her shaking hand relaxed and a 
similar gasp escaped her own lips. 

"It is beautiful! I have never seen the like of this be-
fore!" Neither had I, for up ahead lay a trail of jewels of 
every colour known to Barsoomians, a long slender 
trail of glittering colours that disappeared into the 
blackness ahead. 
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"Take what you can carry, Nadea Visa for after we 
have escaped the hordes you may find them some rec-
ompense for your troubles." 

The girl stooped as we walked and picked up baubles 
of every colour and placed them in her harness until the 
pouches were filled. 

We lost little time while picking up some of the Jeddak's 
playthings, I knew the green men would now be searching 
the room for the entrance. Knowing their cunning in-
teloigence they would soon solve the door's mystery, The 
green warriors, on four limbs with two free, might have less 
difficulty in following us than we, who had to duck and 
waddle through the corridor. They would at least set their 
calots upon us and those beasts could swiftly catch us. I con-
stantly listened for their savage growls which would tell me 
they were again on our trail. 

In this dark tunnel the world seemed to close in upon 
us. Our light barely cut the blackness ahead of us, but we 
moved on as quickly as possible. Then, only a few yards 
ahead, a large object blocked our path. On top of it sev-
eral pairs of eyes watched our progress. 

As we approached the eyes darted away, "Ulsios!" 
I felt her shake for a moment, then our light played 

upon the structure to disclose a large metal chest, I pulled 
back the lid and held up our lamp. It seemed that the stars 
had been snatched from above and placed in the chest. 

It was full of precious jewels and objects of beauty—
a jewel encrusted short sword and dagger, exquisite 
drinking cups inlaid with baubles, a Jeddak's ransom! 

"I guess Dron Hadis expected to return and claim 
these, but the Guild got to him first." 

We squeezed passed the chest and moved on, passing 
three more of similar size but there was nothing to tell of 
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those who had carried them here. Perhaps the ulsios had 
devoured their remains over the eons. Then, as feared, 
the tunnel reverberated to the distant echoes of growling 
beasts. The calots were on our trail and racing after us. 

We ran as never before and it seemed to me that the 
floor of the tunnel was rising. The sounds of the calots 
drew nearer. Suddenly ahead a stream of light ap-
peared and we raced towards it as fast as we could. 
The light increased, becoming larger and more 
rounded. I knew the end of the tunnel was in sight, but 
the calots were now right behind us and would soon 
be upon us. 

"Make for the entrance, Nadea Visa." 
I swung her past me while I retained the lamp in one 

hand and drew my short sword in the other. I momen-
tarily watched as she ran on, the tunnel now illumi-
nated by the subdued outside light which I guessed to 
be one of the moons of Barsoom. Then the first beast 
appeared and leapt for me with a savage roar. 

There was no room to swing a weapon. My only de-
fence was to lunge my blade deep into the open frog-
like jaws of the calot and before those horrific jaws 
could close I placed my right foot on the bottom jaw 
and grasped the upper with my left hand as I plunged 
my blade again and again into its savage maw. 

The calot roared hideously as it struggled to clamp 
those horrific teeth upon me and it was only my 
Jasoomian strength that saved me. At last, after several 
deep strokes of my sword, the beast fell silent and died 
before me. 

I leapt back from the carcass of the calot, the other 
beasts that were behind it were struggling to pass its 
body which now blocked more than half the tunnel, I 
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turned and sped towards the distant entrance as the 
beasts sought to follow me. 

I could hear them struggling and then came a sav-
age roar as I neared the entrance, I guessed the beasts 
had passed the carcass. I could plainly hear the rushed 
sounds of their many legs. 

I made the entrance where Nadea Visa stood rigid 
and I soon saw why, below lay a drop of perhaps a 
hundred metres, we could not go that way. In less than 
a tal I saw that Karasz lay before us and that Cluros, 
the lone moon in the sky, was even now dying over the 
horizon behind the city. Above the ledge the slope was 
steep but before the girl could say a word I grasped her 
about the waist and leapt upwards towards a rocky 
outcrop some five or six yards above. No sooner did I 
leap than a calot rushed out of the tunnel with a roar 
and plunged over the precipice amid a long drawn out 
snarl as we alighted unharmed on the small ledge. 

More calots appeared below and roared savagely 
up at us, but they could not follow. I could see that the 
drop below unnerved them as their roaring took on a 
less savage ring until within a few xats they completely 
stopped as they began to lose interest. 

I looked about. We could only go one way, and that 
was up. 

"Climb onto my back, Nadea Visa." 
Though alarmed she did as I asked and did not say 

a word. I turned my head towards her as she clasped 
her feet about my waist, her eyes were closed, perhaps 
just as well, I leapt upwards gaining another five yards 
to another ledge. I set the red girl down. 

"We should be able to gain the ridge from here." 
We both scrambled upwards as the light further di-
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minished about us. Making the summit, I turned to-
wards Karasz, to see Cluros all but disappeared over the 
horizon. Above us the stars shone like jewels in the night. 

"Quickly, this way." 
We raced along the top of the ridge to a spot I had 

seen perhaps a haad away that showed a chance of 
reaching the base of the range. When we reached the 
place I could just see in the darkness, the slope was still 
steep but it was our only chance. 

"You are not thinking of going down there?" 
"Barsoom's only hope of succour lies in my getting 

down there. You need not come. Hide yourself here 
until dawn. The green men may abandon the search." 

"But surely we should try and cross the mountains. I 
know we could do it. We could escape that way." 

"Yes, but that would not solve the problem. Kardus 
Kur would say that he had killed us and the hordes 
would be unleashed upon Barsoom in a wave that may 
be unstoppable. Perhaps Barsoom's future still lies in 
that direction, but if I can I must try to avert it. Trust 
me, Nadea Visa. We still live." 

And though she trembled a little she held out her 
hand. "I am with you until the end, John Carter." She 
smiled as I took her hand. 

We steadily made our way down the steep slope 
which contained many rocky outcrops and stunted 
trees no taller than three yards, and from the looks of 
them I thought they must be usa trees, remnants of the 
crops that would have been grown between Karasz 
and the mountains. 

Zodes passed before we reached a point behind a 
large boulder near the base of the mountain range, be-
fore us lay an area perhaps a haad wide between us and 
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the city, but in that area we could see movement in the 
darkness. We both knew the hordes were everywhere, 
looking to take our lives as quickly as possible. 

With our thoughts guarded and our bodies still 
covered in the dried blood of the ulsios, which I hoped 
would camouflage our scent to some degree and make 
it harder for the calots to locate us, in a crouch we both 
steadily made our way into no man's land, hiding 
where possible behind the remnants of the usa grove 
that originally must have flourished here. All that re-
mained were stunted trees here and there but even 
these trees, poor specimens that they were, were a 
source of food for the green horde, for I could make 
out the stunted fruits in the dark that they bore. 

There were many voices in the darkness but also many 
beasts of the green horde. Their thoats had been left here 
while they were in the amphitheatre. We now moved 
among them. As we passed I commanded them to ap-
proach. Many did not but others did, confused in the night 
by my mental commands and the fact that they could not 
smell us as humans since we were covered in ulsio blood. 
The beasts milled around and we passed between them. 
Avoiding the sounds of voices, we steered away from the 
green men until we reached the outside wall of Karasz. 

Using telepathy I commanded two thoats to move be-
side us, with us between them, then commanded them to 
move down the path. I could see the puzzlement on 
Nadea Visa's face and motioned her to silence, any un-
protected thoughts now could lead to our downfall. 

Over the mountains behind us came the first rays of 
dawn. Darkened figures around us began to take on 
vague outlines, those of beasts and green men, but stead-
ily our thoats moved between them on the course I had 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

317 

ordered them to take, then at last we reached the extrem-
ity of the thoats. Beyond lay the open moss covered sward 
of the dead sea bottom as sun's rays streaked into the 
brightening sky. We had to move and it had to be now. 

I grasped Nadea Visa about the waist and threw her 
upwards to the back of the giant thoat and quickly fol-
lowed. With urgency I urged our beast on down the 
path towards my goal. For a time we were unob-
served, but as we neared the edge of the thoat herd 
many heads turned in our direction. There were cries 
of anger and many also of war-like joy from numerous 
green throats. We had been found at last. 

Chapter 9 
Ahead about three or four haads lay my goal, nearer 

and nearer we came to it and behind us dawn was 
breaking as the city's outline appeared against the grey-
ing sky. Behind us also came hundreds of green men 
mounted on thoats with others running behind them. 

Beside the throne stood a green warrior protecting 
the Barsoomian remains of Kra Gan. He looked to-
wards us. his mouth agape and his arms by his side. 
As we drew almost alongside he began to draw his 
long sword but I commanded my mount to halt as I 
leapt from its back onto the green warrior, knocking 
him to the ground. I pummeted him with my fists until 
he fell back unconscious. I found Nadea Visa by my 
side. Only a few tats behind her came the hordes of 
green men bent on our destruction. 

I grasped Nadea Visa's arm and drew her alongside the 
throne of the Jeddak Dron Hadis which had borne Kardus 
Kur. I turned the throne to face the oncoming horde. I sat 
upon the throne and placed the point of my long sword 
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into the sward. Breast heaving, the red girl came close, 
eyes wide. "What?" she asked. I waved her silent. 

As the horde drew up, with their swords drawn back 
to cut us down, I raised my right arm towards them and 
cried: "You are too late! Strike us down and your Jeddak 
will have you tied behind your own thoat and dragged 
across the sward! Your corpses will be left to rot where 
they lay for the banths to devour!" 

The blades, now confused, lowered to waist height 
amid a clamour of uproar and disapproval. 

"Look about you mighty warriors! It is already 
dawn, as agreed by your Jeddak Kardus Kur! If you 
could not kill us by dawn then you are beaten. It is 
dawn, and we are free to go!" 

A roar of denial choked rapidly as many turned to 
see the reactions of their companions. Some had grud-
ing respect. Others obeyed orders, but a few, if they 
could have caught us alone, would have killed us. 
Such was the importance of our deaths. 

"Look at yourselves mighty warriors. You seek to 
join together and vanquish the civilised people of Bar-
soom. You seek to become the rulers of the world, but 
yet you cannot vanquish two of the red race. What hope 
have you now to go to war? You would soon be de-
feated—" I let that ring out. 

I saw them become restless and uncertain. Many 
fidgeted with their blades. 

"Go your own ways, green men of Barsoom! Go in 
peace! Should you travel the path of war against the red 
men then you will bring about your own destruction." 

Their heads turned toward the city as a huge proces-
sion of mounted green men came appeared. I knew 
Kardus Kur had come. 
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"Look, John Carter!" 
I saw the airship at the same time as many of the green 

warriors. The craft came closer until it stopped almost 
above our heads. Rushing to the deck guns were a dozen 
red men, for it was a Helium naval cruiser. In spite of the 
danger, surrounded by thousands of green warriors, they 
had come to sacrifice themselves to help us. How I wished 
that they had not, for I recognised the ship as the Varhan 
and her commander was Talus Lar, a close friend. 

Then I saw the commander join his men on deck 
"John Carter! Are you all right?" 

"Yes, Commander. Please have your men stand away 
from your guns." 

I saw the surprise appear on his face for a moment. 
Then, as only a true commander could, he followed my 
orders. His crew stood back from their deck guns. 

What hope did they have? His ship was an older 
cruiser, less protected than newer craft, but in his bid to 
save us there would be thousands of guns fired upon 
him and, though of a smaller calibre than his weapons, 
they would overwhelm his ship. I pictured it falling to 
the sward flaming from stem to stern. I could not let 
that happen. The final victory must be ours. 

The green men took little notice of the cruiser above 
us, it could not escape from their midst and they could 
smite it down at their will, for I also notice now for the 
first time, just atop the ridge before us, there lay several 
radium canons, probably looted from the Estrella and 
Esterious. Then the Jeddak drew closer and they began 
to cheer and raise their blades over their heads, and then 
they clashed them together, the sound almost deafening 
in its intensity and at the head of the column rode Kar-
dus Kur who stopped before us and dismounted. 
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"You have lost, Kardus Kur, Jeddak of the green 
men. Show these warriors that your words are not idle 
thoughts, that your words have value like precious 
stones, or would you kill us now in front of them and 
show them that your words are of no value? If that is 
the case, what would be the fate of the warrior 
amongst them who may have killed us? Would you 
kill him too?" I waited for his response, and so too did 
the hordes before us. 

Kardus Kur rested his two hands upon the hilts of his 
blades, the situation for him was precarious, I knew he 
wanted to kill us both so that he could weld the hordes 
together and ride against the civilised men, to send Bar-
soom on the path of a war which no one could possibly 
win, but he saw himself as a Warlord amid all the green 
clans in a world where the red, white, black and yellow 
races did not exist, or were the slaves of his people. He 
would never believe that it could not be so, but he had 
lost favour now. I waited for his response. 

And when it came it was so quick! Nadea Visa was 
behind me when she screamed. I turned from facing 
the green Jeddak, I turned half around to see the green 
man's blade already lunging for my unprotected back. 
The red girl leapt between us. There was no time to 
draw a blade. 

I grasped her shoulder and with all my strength and 
speed I pulled us both sideways to avoid the murder-
ous stroke. Still—the blade grazed my side drawing 
blood as I leapt upwards and crashed my fist upon his 
jaw sending him backwards to the sward. Before he 
could rise I struck him again and again until he fell un-
conscious before me. 

I knew that Kurdus Kur had somehow signalled him 
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to kill me in a cowardly attack. The warrior would die, 
of course, for such a crime was punishable by death. He 
was a sacrifice so the Jeddak would not be blamed 
and—with us both dead—a world wide war would en-
sue. This I realised in less than a tal. Simultaneously two 
more green men stepped forward, drawing their blades 
as my own rasped from its scabbard. 

Our blades clashed, but they had lost the element of 
surprise. I parried them both then I slid my blade effort-
lessly under the guard of one and pierced his vitals then 
as he fell I redoubled my strokes against the second. 
Within two more tals I ran him through the chest. As he 
fell I swung around before more assassins appeared. 

"Well, Kardus Kur, how many more cowardly at-
tacks from your brave warriors must I endure before 
you will fight me? How many more must die before 
you have the courage to raise a blade?" 

I swung around eyeing the ranks of green men. 
"How many more are there amongst you who would 
do their Jeddak's bidding by stabbing me in the back? 
You are all the lowest of ulsios and not fit to hold a 
blade!" A deathly silence filled the air as I again turned 
to face the Jeddak. A silence so complete you could 
have heard the swish of a darseen's tail had one 
crossed the sward. 

Then it seemed to echo over the countryside, some-
how obscene, that which could not now be avoided. 
Kardus Kur, Jeddak of the Cosquis, leader of the green 
hordes, drew both his blades and stepped towards me. 
But when I thought his last card had been played I was 
wrong. With a speed akin to a charging banth he 
scooped up Nadea Visa where she lay upon the sward 
between us and held her above his head with his upper 
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arms, a gasp from a thousand throats issued from the 
ranks of green men. This was not the time or place to 
inflict pain upon the woman. I knew they had expected 
more from their supreme Jeddak. 

I had advanced barely a yard towards him when he 
suddenly flung the red woman towards me. I tried to leap 
to one side, but his move had surprised me. I was not fast 
enough and Nadea Visa crashed into me in mid scream. I 
knew Kardus Kur would be right behind her, coming at 
me like a hungry banth smelling an easy victory. 

Even before we hit the ground I was turning and 
twisting my body so that when we did hit the sward I 
was already rolling free of our twisted embrace. I felt 
the swish of a blade and saw the green giant before 
me. His blade embedded itself in the sward, missing 
me by a mere inch, then came his short sword from the 
side, but now I thrust out my own blade, deflecting his 
away. As fast as I could I rolled several yards away 
and sprang to my feet. The Jeddak advanced with his 
long sword already swinging towards me. 

Our blades clashed amid a shower of sparks. I 
drove both his blades back and attacked with a resolve 
I had seldom felt before. Faster, ever faster, I wove my 
sword before me. Again and again our blades clashed. 
Again and again sparks flew. The sound of our conflict 
was deafening in the crowded amphitheatre. 

To the right and left I lay my blade, but he countered 
all my strokes, he had not risen to become Jeddak of an-
other clan by stupidity and assassination. He was one of 
the best swordsmen I had ever encountered. And he 
was cautious, too. Though he stood his ground, he did 
not advance upon me. Now he began to move back-
wards and a little to one side as I pressed my attack 
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drawing blood on his right shoulder and left side, then I 
felt my left arm sting and knew without looking he had 
wounded me. Our blades clashed more and more as I 
wove a net of steel about me, one that I knew he could 
not penetrate. The fifteen foot giant stepped back again 
and I almost fell into his trap. 

I saw a blur beside me, another green man sprang 
forward, his sword descending and I was for a mo-
ment vulnerable to his move. Then she was there be-
side me, the red girl, my companion, and drew his 
stroke away. And thus the four of us fought side by 
side to only one outcome, life or death. 

Then the other green man faltered and fell and in 
that fraction of an second I saw another warrior with-
drawing his blade from the green man's back. When I 
expected him to join his Jeddak he did not but stood 
away, as did Nadea Visa. The two of us battled on. 

My right thigh ached, another wound. Then I pierced 
his left side, he barely faltered, not a sound came from 
his throat, he could not show pain before these multi-
tudes. Then I struck out again and again and at last I sent 
his short sword flying across the sward and now blade to 
blade we fought. I feigned and dropped my sword low, 
he struck out grazing my left shoulder and I lunged for-
ward hitting his right side then sliced upwards catching 
his lower left arm on my return stroke and blood flew 
across the battleground as a grunt escaped his lips. 

The clashing of our blades echoed throughout the 
amphitheatre, faster and faster we struck at each other, 
he was one of the strongest and best swordsmen I have 
ever fought. Then as our long swords were trapped 
together for a moment he suddenly drew his dagger in 
his lower right hand and lunged it towards me. In less 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

324 

than a heart-beat I drew left-handed the ancient short 
sword we had found in the city, and caught the knife 
on the hilt of the blade. We struggled together as I 
lunged it past his guard and deep into his side, then 
before he could recover I struck him on the jaw with 
the hilt of my long sword, then again I struck him to 
the jaw. The green giant staggered backwards as I re-
leased my blade and struck him again and again in the 
midsection. The Jeddak fell backwards to the sward. 
Taking the ancient blade in hand, I held it at his throat. 

"You are beaten, Kardus Kur! The fight is ended!" 
I stood away from the Jeddak and cast his blade 

across the battleground. Nadea Visa ran up beside me, 
her sword at the ready. 

"Lower your blade, Nadea Visa, it will not be needed 
again today." She looked at me with eyes still in a fit of 
bloodlust. Slowly she lowered the weapon as I swung 
around to find the green hordes were now all standing, 
not a word did they utter. 

We turned in a circle watching the thousands of green 
men about us. Several xats passed and none moved, 
then, slowly, they began to leave from the back ranks. 
For half a zode we stood thus as the ranks of green men 
melted about us, until finally, the last of the green warri-
ors left the amphitheatre. We stood alone beside our 
fallen adversary Kardus Kur, and the coffin of his prede-
cessor Kra Gan. The ancient cruiser landed beside us. 

Talus Lar, the Commander of the Varhan, together with a 
dozen of his crew rushed towards us, his face showing the 
excitement he felt. "John Carter!" He grasped my hand. "You 
have done the impossible. No one else could have turned 
back the hordes. Helium, indeed all of Barsoom, owes you a 
debt of gratitude that can never be repaid." 
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"Talus Lar, all I seek now is to leave this place, but 
before I do—" I walked up to Kardus Kur, I saw the 
Jeddak still lived. "You will never again lead the 
hordes, Kardus Kur. Go in peace." 

I knew that was impossible, the hordes would shun 
him now, his hatred for the red man, for the civilised 
races would only increase. Perhaps this was my worst 
mistake. Perhaps I should have killed him. 

The green giant rose unsteadily to his feet, blood 
flowed across his body from the numerous wounds I had 
inflicted upon him. A lone thoat appeared and ap-
proached him. The giant struggled atop his mount. We 
stood thus, eyeing one another for a moment. 

"My time will come, John Carter." Slumped forward over 
his beast, the green man slowly rode away to a lonely fate. 

I turned and approached the coffin of my old adver-
sary, Kra Gan. I raised my blade and brought it down 
with all my strength and shattered the resinous mate-
rial, and my blade. The coffin now lay open while the 
red men looked on in puzzlement. 

"Who is it, John Carter?" 
"Talus Lar, you were not there when Kra Gan at-

tacked Helium several years ago. The green men kept 
his corpse as a reminder of their unfilled destiny. We 
will let the banths rid us of his remains." 

I turned towards Nadea Visa, "Come," and placed 
my arm about her shoulder and led her towards the 
ship. "I'm sure you have seen enough adventure for 
awhile." The red girl stopped and drew up close to me. 

"Thank you, John Carter." I looked a little puzzled 
towards her as she kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you 
for my life." 

"Nadea Visa, the pleasure is all mine." Her smile 
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was infectious. 
On board the cruiser I saw that something troubled 

the Commander. I took him aside from his men. "What 
worries you, Talus Lar?" 

"I felt so helpless, John Carter. I feel that we should 
have been able to do something to help you. I—I feel 
ashamed that we could not aid you." 

"I think the more of you and your men for obeying 
my order and not firing on the hordes. To have tried to 
help us would have only meant your deaths and 
probably our own. To follow my order under these cir-
cumstances was the bravest move you could make." 

"Thank you, John Carter." 
A little while later we both stood in the bow of the 

Varhan as the ship turned towards Helium. A catastro-
phe had been averted, at least for a time. I knew that 
when the hordes massed again, like a mighty wave 
upon Throxeus, would there be someone to turn them 
back? Especially now that they had heavier weapons 
to fight our ships with. But now there was nothing I 
could do. I shrugged my shoulders. Come what may 
the future would take care of itself. 

Then I drew the ancient short sword from my har-
ness. The blade had lain for thousands of years, a sign 
of defeat for the people of Karasz, the only thing that 
was left of their existence. In the end it was this blade 
that brought Kardus Kur to his knees and defeated the 
green men, I returned the weapon to my scabbard. 

"Would you join me for a stroll about the deck, 
Nadea Visa?" 

"I'd love to, John Carter." 

the end 
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1994 The Madre of Mars 

11 August 1994 - 11 September 1994 
Chapter 1 

We watched the dead city of Karasz gradually di-
minish in size as we stood on the starboard side near 
the bow of the Varhan as the old cruiser swung around 
and turned towards Helium. I stood with my arm 
about the naked shoulder of my companion Nadea 
Visa, not as lovers but as close friends, for how could 
anyone survive such an adventure, risking their very 
lives for another, without becoming close friends? 

In silence we looked upon the vista of Barsoom. Ex-
tending in all directions was a sea of scarlet and ochre 
moss vegetation that stretched to the horizon like the 
mighty sea that was there before it—the great 
Throxeus. For a moment I pictured us, or rather I and 
my incomparable Princess Dejah Thoris, upon the bow 
of a great ship floating upon the vast sea that stretched 
to infinity. Above us, alone in the day sky was Cluros, 
the greater moon of Barsoom, that would look down 
upon us as we embraced—such things were dreams 
made of. 

"Would you join me for a stroll about the deck, 
Nadea Visa?" 

"I'd love to, John Carter." The red girl smiled and 
looked so beautiful with the rays of the early morning 
sun basking her features in golden sunshine, and only 
a short time ago she could have been lying dead upon 
the sward at the hands of the green men. 
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Together we turned and began to walk along the 
deck. In the distance I could still make out the ruined 
city and thought what a story I would have for Toran 
Sarn on our return. 

"Why are you smiling, John Carter?" 
"I was just thinking of my scribe, how much work he will 

have to record this adventure, Nadea Visa. And don't think 
you will escape your fate." She looked at me with bewilder-
ment on her face and an unasked question on her lips. 

"Tardos Mors will want to hear your story in the 
Temple of Reward. Before long all Helium will be talk-
ing about you." 

"No, John Carter, I seek no reward, no recognition. I 
could not have survived without your help. You did it 
all, I did nothing." 

I could not suppress a smile. "Nadea Visa, without 
your help neither of us would be here enjoying this 
wonderful scene. I shall personally see that you receive 
the reward you deserve." I was more than pleased to 
see her look of distress turn to a grin. 

"Look out, John Carter!" 
From a doorway near us I saw Talus Lar, Com-

mander of the Varhan rushing towards us. His short 
sword was half-drawn from its scabbard and I heard 
the sounds of hurried footfalls behind us. I turned in 
dismay, drawing my own short sword faster than a 
banth can kill its prey, but I knew I was too late. He 
came on with a speed as quick as a darseen, his long 
blade already held back behind his shoulder and be-
ginning its downward journey of death towards my 
unprotected head. 

I was thrown aside into the railing by Talus Lar, 
who raised up his left arm for protection. He freed his 
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blade as the assassin's sword severed his arm, spraying 
blood over us and the grey deck. Talus Lar screamed 
in pain as he collapsed to the deck, but the assassin 
had lost the element of surprise, though he tried to 
raise his fallen blade to run me through. 

Even as Nadea Visa screamed, I noticed she had a keen 
dagger in her hand. My blade rasped free and struck aside 
the assassin's sword. His face contorted in fury as he 
slashed again, a blow I easily parried. We stood for only a 
few tals on the side deck of the old cruiser before the 
sounds of our clashing blades again echoed loudly over 
the stillness and silence of the dead sea bottom below. 

I parried his mis-timed strokes. He apparently was 
better at striking from behind than from the front. A 
second later I ran him through the shoulder. He 
grunted with pain as I then drew blood on his left arm 
and leg. Desperate, he turned from sure death to grasp 
Nadea Visa about the throat, using her body as a 
shield for his escape. The assassin staggered, shocked, 
his sword falling to the deck because deep in his chest 
stood the blade of the red woman, who had the look of 
a fighting warrior on her face. 

The assassin fell in a crumpled heap as the Varhan's 
crew rushed along the deck towards us. I gently I 
nudged Nadea Visa behind me, raising my blade to the 
defensive, for the assassin had been one of the ship's 
crew and I could not know how many more might be 
amongst them. 

"Take this." I pressed my short sword into the red 
girl's hand. Drawing my long sword, I knelt beside Talus 
Lar, whose blood was pooling on the ship's deck I 
clasped my hand over the cleanly severed stump and 
applied pressure to slow the blood loss. Nadea Visa 
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stood with legs braced slightly apart, in a defensive posi-
tion between us and the oncoming troops of the Varhan. 

The dark haired officer took in the scene with a sin-
gle glance. "Assist the Warlord," the tall man com-
manded two of the men. I did not release my pressure 
on Talus Lar's arm until one man took my place with 
barely any loss of blood. A third man came forward to 
help carry the wounded man below. 

The officer addressed the crew. "Everyone, resume bat-
tle stations." Almost instantly the starboard deck was de-
serted, save the three of us, and the body of the assassin. 

"Warlord, I am Yon Gar, second in command of the 
Varhan. What has happened? How may I be of service 
to you?" 

The man saluted me and, on bended knee, offered 
the hilt of his blade to Nadea Visa, whose stern face 
now broadened with the hint of a smile. 

I saw his eyes widen in astonishment as I explained, 
then added: "Your Commander intervened and saved 
my life. You must do all you can to save his." 

"I will," He stammered. "One of the crew?" He re-
peated, looking at the dead man's face. 

The officer was young, and perhaps too inexperi-
enced to take control of the ship. I imagined he be-
lieved that assassins did not exist. "The Guild of assas-
sins are everywhere, Yon Gar, even on ships in He-
lium's navy. Let us see to Talus Lar, for now. In the 
meantime you are the Commander of the Varhan." 

I offered a salute, which embarrassed the young of-
ficer. "That is not necessary, sir. This man was new to 
the crew. I did not know him at all, but I would stake 
my life on the rest, they are good and true men. Sir? 
Your permission to see to Talus Lar?" 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

331 

"We will accompany you." 
We found Talus Lar resting in the side cabin, his 

shoulder bandaged with clean dressings, He was un-
conscious, his features ashen. I could see that nothing 
more could be done and that only time would tell. 

Nadea Visa asked, "Will he live, John Carter?" 
I turned towards the attending surgeon who was 

packing his kit, the smell of antiseptics and medicine 
strong in the cabin. He merely shrugged without 
comment then left. I placed an arm about the girl's 
waist, leading Nadea Visa outside, followed by the 
Varhan's new Commander. 

The three of us had barely made the outside deck 
when there was a crash of thunder and the Varhan 
rocked and shook as a thoat under the claws of a hun-
gry banth. Yon Gar was thrown to the deck. Nadea 
Visa grasped the rail for support. 

"What the—?" cried Yon Gar. He scrambled erect as 
the deck took on an even keel once more. 

"That was gun fire, Yon Gar." I swept my gaze in all di-
rections. At that moment came another thunderous roar. 
Again the ship was blasted, throwing us all to the deck. 
The Varhan shook and trembled. The Varhan slewed to a 
stop, its deck rising and falling as if in a swell upon the 
waters of ancient Throxeus. The body of the assassin 
rolled across the walkway and disappeared over the side. 

"Look out!" I shoved my companions to one side as 
the foremast above the lookout platform came crashing 
down beside us. 

"Where are they? Warlord, I see no other ship." 
"I do not know, Yon Gar." 
Nothing was visible. I leapt twenty-five feet to grasp 

the lookout platform. Using my momentum, I swung 
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up and over onto the observation deck where the ob-
server lay unconscious. I swept my gaze to the stern, 
towards the aft mast where I could see the observer 
anxious and puzzled. The sky was naked to the hori-
zon. The scarlet and ochre moss of the dead sea bottom 
stretched unbroken before me. In the far distance I 
could see remnants of the massed green hordes, but 
they were not the cause of this danger. Karasz lay far 
astern as we wallowed in the air. I felt the ship listing 
to starboard, slowly sinking towards the moss-like 
sward below. 

I picked up the eye-scope of the observer and swept 
it along the sward on the starboard side. The moss-like 
vegetation and low mounds and ridges swept closer 
into view. Back and forth I scanned the dead sea bot-
tom—then I found what I had been searching for and 
had but moments to act. 

I grasped the observer's hailer. "Starboard cannons! 
Bear 40 degrees, elevation 100, fire!" 

The guns of the Varhan blasted forth and the ship 
shook at the vibration. So quickly had the gunners re-
sponded that I never felt more proud. Even through 
the Rasoomian invasion the gun crews of Helium were 
no quicker than these. 

Peering through the eye-scope, I saw two cannons 
fire but instants after ours. Our shells struck all about 
them. I was elated, for there were a dozen green men 
about the looted guns of the Estrella and Esterious—
then their shells hit us. The bow of the Varhan ex-
ploded, knocking a dozen crewmen off their feet. Two 
screamed as they fell overboard towards the sward be-
low. I grimly clung to the support rail. I heard the at-
mospheric shriek as the second shell approached. A 
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moment later I was relieved when the shell passed 
harmlessly below our keel. 

I spoke into the hailer. "Same coordinates: Fire!"  
Our shells blanketed the low ridge where the green 

men had lain in ambush. As the explosive debris cleared I 
saw two zitidars hauling the cannons away on sleds. The 
zitidars raced away. For the moment we were out of dan-
ger. I heard Yon Gar's shouts directing the crew to save 
the crippled Varhan. I swept the eye-scope over the sward 
below and another figure leapt into view—one that I in-
stantly recognised—one who had been an enemy. 

It was Kardus Kur, slumped forward over his thoat. 
His body rolled to one side then the other with each 
stride of his beast. For a moment I was not sure if I had 
done the right thing when I fought him. Should I have 
killed him and ended his hatred of the civilised races? 
He would only try and try again to destroy what had 
taken eons to build, but that doubt lasted less than an 
instant. I knew that when the battle was done if I had 
not killed him during the fierce melee of swordplay 
then I would not injure him afterwards. 

I was about to lower the eye-scope when I saw three 
riders approach to the right of the defeated green Jed-
dak of the Cosquis. They were green warriors racing 
their beasts to overtake Kardus Kur. To the left I saw 
two others, they were blacks of the First Born. 

My left hand fingered the hilt of my short sword as 
two of the green warriors overhauled the once proud 
Jeddak. From either side they came up from behind. 
Kardus Kur turned and saw them and attempted to 
draw his knife, but one rider slammed a sword hilt 
onto the jeddak's head and Kardus Kur slumped for-
ward, unconscious. The six riders disappeared into the 
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vast expanse of dead sea bottom while I stood cha-
grined. Kardus Kur was my enemy, but he did not de-
serve the death I was sure they would deal out, for I 
could see no other purpose in taking him. 

I lowered the eye-scope and looked below. Flames 
were shooting from the starboard side while the crew 
fought them with buckets of powder-like soil and heavy 
fabrics. I leapt to the deck below, rolling as I landed, 
coming to my feet before Yon Gar and Nadea Visa. 

"I am sorry, John Carter." 
"Why are you sorry, Yon Gar?" 
"I have failed you. I froze during the battle. I could 

not direct my crew to any action. I am ashamed that 
you, the Warlord of Barsoom, should have to take 
command of this ship." 

"We all have to learn, Yon Gar. There is nothing to 
forgive or regret. Take control of your ship, for the fires 
still rage." A grin crept over the man's face as he ran 
along the open deck yelling orders to his crew. 

"No man could do what you have done, John 
Carter." I looked a little puzzled towards the red girl 
from Helium. 

"How so, Nadea Visa." 
"You could have destroyed him with a word, ruined 

him utterly, yet you were kind. I am beginning to 
know you, John Carter, and to know why all Helium 
loves you." 

"Come, enough of that." A glance around showed 
the fires were under control and the ship was about to 
land on the sward. "You had better hold onto the rail-
ing." We both grasped the burnished rail as the ship 
landed heavily, almost knocking us off our feet. Sev-
eral crewmen were hurled from the deck to the moss-
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like scarlet and ochre sward some thirty feet below, 
their screams cut off suddenly as they died, for at such 
a height they could not survive. 

"We will let the new Commander control his ship. 
Let us see how fares Talus Lar." 

The surgeon stood by Talus Lar's shattered body. Once 
more the smell of medicines was near overpowering. "He 
is still unconscious, John Carter. Probably just as well, for 
the pain when it comes will be something terrible." 

"He seems a little better?" 
"Some colour has returned to his face," the surgeon 

smiled, if you could call that expression a smile. The 
man seemed as expressionless as a green warrior. "I 
believe that he will live, John Carter." 

"Then I will see him again at the Temple of Reward, 
thank you." I nodded to the surgeon. "We will be in the 
Commander's cabin should Yon Gar come looking for 
us." Nadea Visa and I stepped into the main ante-room 
by the corridor just as Yon Gar entered. 

He saluted. "The fires are out. Two bulkheads col-
lapsed and the Eighth Ray has escaped. The ship lists 
to starboard. Thirty crewmen are dead." 

Yon Gar paused, frowning. "Repairs are being 
made. When completed the remaining Eighth Ray will 
be redistributed throughout the ship. We will once 
more be on an even keel, but we cannot make the same 
altitude as before." 

"How long will all this take Yon Gar?" 
"Perhaps three to four days, the damage was extensive." 
Every large ship in Helium's navy carried a scout 

ship. The newer ships carried the vessel internally and 
was launched through the bottom of the ship. The 
Varhan, as an elderly Heliumetic cruiser which carried 
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the scout ship on the deck between the fore and aft 
masts. "Is the scout available?" I asked. 

Yon Gar summoned a crewman. "What is the status 
of the scout?" 

As the man rushed out to determine the request, he 
nearly collided with another, who drew near to whisper 
to Yon Gar. I surmised that a new problem had arisen. 
Yon Gar offered his respects. "I must take your leave, sir." 

Nadea Visa's voice contained a confused tone. 
"What are you going to do?" 

I turned towards the girl from Helium. "When I 
used the eye-scope I saw more than green men at-
tempting to destroy this ship." 

"What else did you see?" A frown creased her forehead. 
"Kardus Kur was pursued by three green men and two 

First Born. They overpowered him and took him away." 
"What does it matter?" she quickly said. "Isn't Bar-

soom a better place without him?" 
"Probably, but I am curious, even as regards an enemy. 

What I saw convinces me I cannot turn my back, even on 
a man such as Kardus Kur. Once, in Natvandur, Kardus 
Kur took four red men to their deaths. I could not help 
them now or ever, but the green Jeddak, though disagree-
able and a foe, appeared to be in need of succour–if for no 
other reason that it was my blade that destroyed him. The 
dynamics of green barbarians and First Born working to-
gether in Kardus Kur's capture intrigued me." 

"What will they do to him?" 
"They will kill him, after awhile." 
"And me, John Carter—what of me? What chance 

do I have of reaching Helium without you?" 
"The green men have gone, Nadea Visa. Most likely 

they will not return now that they have Kardus Kur. 
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You will be safe on the Varhan and when repairs are 
made, will return to Helium." 

"It would not matter what ship, John Carter. I 
would be safer with you than surrounded by half a 
million men." 

Before I could respond Yon Gar returned. The report 
was short. "The scout ship has not been damaged." 

"Thank you, Yon Gar." 
Seeing my intent by expression and arched eye-

brow, the commander replied, "I shall order it made 
ready." Yon Gar turned and issued an order to the 
dwar outside. Meanwhile, Nadea Visa leaned near and 
said, "I must leave, John Carter. Perhaps I will see you 
again in Helium." 

Perplexed by the girl's words and immediate departure, I 
frowned. "Do you have a map of this area, Yon Gar?" 

Stepping toward a shallow drawer close by, Yon 
Gar produced a large map. Once spread upon a table, 
his finger pointed to a location. "We are here. What is 
your intention?" 

I told Yon Gar what he needed to know. "I will be 
head north by northwest. In five days we will meet 
again near Helium." 

Yon Gar scowled as he noted where my finger hov-
ered over the map. "That is the area where we met the 
Thorista two days ago." 

This was news! "The Thorista is near?" 
"Under the command of Dor Targon. We exchanged 

hails." 
The battleship Thorista was named after my Prin-

cess. Her crew won decorations at the 'Battle for He-
lium' against the Rasoomians. Loyal to a man, and 
nearby! If only I could find her. 
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"Tell me, Yon Gar, what are these marks on the map 
to the north?" 

"That triangle is Pantalus Peak, this line marks Ka-
gor Chasm, it is very deep and perhaps a 100 haads 
long, it is said the light never reaches the bottom, and 
this square marks Alavaturi, a 200 foot high cliff in the 
lowest part of the dead sea bottom." 

"Thanks for your help Yon Gar, I will keep an eye 
out for the Thorista." I held out my hand to the young 
Commander who eagerly proffered his own. 

"Anything I can do for you Warlord, will be done" 
and we left the cabin together and headed for the flier 
on the deck above. 

Were these landmarks significant, they were three 
hundred haads from here in an area of Barsoom where 
the green men abounded, but at least they were in the 
general direction taken by the abductors of Kardus 
Kur, to find him seemed an impossible task. 

I could not suppress a wide grin when I saw the 
scout ship, there was one identical to it in Helium's 
museum of antiquities. The craft was a brown colour 
and with a long compartment for storing supplies, 
weapons, silks and furs. It was wider than modern fli-
ers and could easily hold four people at a comfortable 
speed, but modern craft were sleeker and faster mak-
ing this anachronism obsolete. 

I stepped into the scout ship, I was disappointed at 
the absence of Nadea Visa, there were things I wanted 
to say to her, women, they were a constant mystery. I 
fastened the harness about my waist and moved the 
ancient controls, it was several xats before the craft be-
gan to rise, "farewell Yon Gar, may your return to He-
lium now be uneventful." I nosed the sluggish craft to 
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starboard and passed over the cruisers superstructure 
and out over the open sward of the dead sea bottom 

Chapter 2 
I shook my head in disgust, the craft was slower than 

I thought, the hum of its near silent motor struggling to 
propel it and I was glad that I was alone, any more peo-
ple on board and it probably would not fly at all. 

But I felt a little sad for Yon Gar and his first command, 
for when he reached Helium his ship no doubt would be 
scrapped, the Varhan deserved a more fitting fate. 

The noon day sun beat down upon the flier's deck 
as I searched in all directions for the green men, was 
there something sinister about this affair, for I felt un-
easy, or was it just retribution on the green Jeddak. 

I swept my gaze skywards, the Varhan was long 
gone, Karasz too had disappeared zodes ago as if it 
had never existed. Cluros too had even deserted me 
leaving a naked sky, how long before Thuria would 
appear, I cast my gaze once more below me, the seabed 
and ochre moss-like sward of the dead sea bottom 
stretched barren in all directions, I checked my com-
pass, still I headed north and now I veered towards the 
west towards the first landmark, Pantalus Peak. 

In the distance I could now see the spire of rock that 
marked the peak and I guessed one zode and I would 
be there, then from the corner of my eye I saw move-
ment ahead and to the left of me. Closer I came, the in-
distinct figure was dark against the moss-like sward, it 
was a lone rider, a black man atop his thoat. 

Closer I came, too close, he turned and fired at me, 
but even before I could turn away I saw the trap, an-
other dark figure also fired his radium rifle from be-
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side me, its shell exploding against the hull of my flier 
and the ship rocked violently as a gaping hole ap-
peared and the eighth ray escaped, the ship rolled over 
and continued to roll and I was thankful for my har-
ness, I was sure I heard a scream as my ship crashed 
into the sward below. 

I hung upside down beneath the ship, blackness 
and light seesawed through my mind, I heard voices 
and laughter then remember falling and being dragged 
by rough hands then merciful oblivion. 

When I awoke I saw the sky was darkening, Thuria 
was now regent of the sky, I tried to move my hands to 
rub my throbbing forehead but found they were tied 
behind my back. 

"He's awake Ryvor Sar" and a heavy foot struck me in 
the side, "he is not so brave now." I felt the blow coming 
and rolled slightly when it struck, "why could that fool 
green man not kill him." He struck me a blow to the head, 
"it is so easy." I saw the black man draw his short sword. 

"No Palen Dern, think of our reward if we take him 
to the Madre." 

"The Madre!, but we cannot go there?" 
"Tarjen Lorst, Jeddak of the Aanthels will pay any-

thing to get his hands on John Carter. He has warriors at 
the Kagor Chasm, they will take him and pay us well." 

"But this ulsio has already cost us a fortune, Tarjen 
Lorst had promised to make us a dator when the plan 
succeeded, now he may take our heads." 

"What plan?, what is all this about," and they both 
turned towards me as the first man drew back his foot 
to strike me again, but his companion put his arm 
across the others chest to stop his advance. 

The man called Ryvor Sar stooped over me and 
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placed a tether about my neck, "just to make sure you 
don't run away, John Carter." He yanked me to my 
feet, "forwards and no tricks, it makes no difference to 
me if you die here and now or later." He pushed me 
towards the lone peak in the distance and behind me I 
could hear them arguing as their thoats followed them 
upon their command. 

"I need time to think." 
"It is too dangerous Ryvor Sar, let us kill him now 

and be gone from here." 
Zodes passed, the sky was a rich black full of spar-

kling diamonds as the stars shone down upon us as we 
trekked northwards, Cluros had returned to join Thuria 
to shine their light upon the vast open landscape, a gen-
tly breeze blew across the sward, in the distance a came 
the roar of a hunting banth, to the east came an answer-
ing cry and if not for the rope about my arms and neck I 
could well have enjoyed the peaceful interlude. 

"To the right" called the First Born named Ryvor 
Sar, "follow the trail and no tricks," then he turned to 
his companion "wait here for half a zode, make sure 
we are not followed,." He commanded the thoats to 
graze on the sward closeby, and we continued on 
along the narrow path barely visible in the moonlight 
that seemed to circumnavigate Pantalus Peak. 

Half a zode had passed "there, to your left, go in." I 
felt the point of his blade in my back as I passed inside 
of a cave, further in and around a corner came the dull 
glow of a radium lamp, then I felt his hands on my 
shoulder as he shoved me towards the back wall, "the 
great Warlord of Barsoom,." He laughed, a mirthless 
laugh that would have done a green man proud, 
"where are your armies now, John Carter, you may 
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have beaten that fool Kardus Kur but you will not beat 
Ryvor Sar." He aimed a kick at my stomach which 
grazed me as I turned towards the wall. 

"You are very brave Ryvor Sar, to attempt to torture 
a man who is bound, any green horde would welcome 
you within their ranks." 

"Say what you like Jasoomian, your time has come," 
and while he spoke I continued to work on the thoat 
hide about my wrists, but this Ryvor Sar was no fool, 
the hide was tied tight and no matter what I did I 
could not loosen them. 

"What has Tarjen Lorst to do with all this, when did 
the First Born decide to work for green masters?" 

"You want to know why you are to die, John Carter, 
you want to know what you have done, it would 
please me to see you die in ignorance." 

"Tell me Ryvor Sar, tell me how I have whitened the 
faces of the First Born that they now grovel at the feet 
of the green hordes," and as expected he lunged for me 
with a roar of rage cursing from his throat. 

But I was ready, faster than a darseen I kicked him 
in the stomach and as he doubled over I kicked him on 
the jaw sending him backwards and his hand sought 
his short sword. But even as he fell to the rock hard 
ground I was at his side and stomped my foot upon 
his throat and the black man spasmed on the ground 
as his strength left him and his tortured throat sought 
Barsoom's artificial air. 

At the sound of running footfalls I turned about, it was 
Palen Dern, he stopped ten feet away with his short sword 
drawn, he looked from me to his companion, his forehead 
creased as he tried to understand what had happened 
here, and when he spoke it was like a man possessed, 
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"you die now, John Carter" and very slowly he advanced, 
his sword held out in front of him as I backed against the 
wall, the light of the radium lamp throwing his shadow 
against and enlarged upon both side walls. 

I balanced myself, any defence against his attack was 
almost non-existent, but if he relaxed for less than an 
xat, I could take him, I had to if I wanted to see my 
Princess ever again, closer he came, eight feet away, I 
moved sideways, not for an instant did my eyes leave 
his, his blade moved back for a moment, a smile creased 
his face, it had to be now and then a sword appeared 
through his chest, we both stared at it mesmerised, 
blood flew from the wound and Palen Dern fell lifeless 
to the floor and I stared in disbelief at the figure who 
stood behind where the black man had been. 

"Nadea Visa!, how did you get here" and a smile 
appeared on her face as the radium lamp, behind and 
above her, caressed her near naked body as she 
stooped and wiped her blade on the body of the First 
Born and returned it to its scabbard. 

Drawing her knife she cut my bonds "it is a pleasure 
to see you again, John Carter, and this time to be more 
useful to you, I could not see you go alone, I stowed 
away on your flier," and under the light of the lamp 
she drew her face up to mine and kissed me on the 
mouth, a lingering kiss. 

"Fear not, John Carter, I know you heart has long 
been stolen, it was but a moment of weakness, in this 
forbidding place, under the glow of the radium lamp, a 
girl can forget herself, for a moment." 

"You have saved my life Nadea Visa, for that I thank 
you." I smiled at her, a warm smile for she would be a fit 
mate for anyone that she chose, "come, since you have 
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despatched one adversary I'd better make sure that you 
don't accidently kill the other one." I turned and tied the 
hands of Ryvor Sar as he lay unconscious on the ground. 

"What is happening, John Carter, why are these men 
trying to kill you?" 

"It has something to do with Kardus Kur and Tarjen 
Lorst, Jeddak of the Aanthels, apart from that I don't 
know, but our friend will tell us when he wakes up." 

"You seem so sure." 
"I am, come." I led the red girl back through the 

short tunnel to the cave entrance, outside of the cave 
any depression left us, outside the world was bright 
and full of stars, Thuria had gone, only Cluros re-
mained in the night sky and we sat with our backs 
against the rock while we waited for dawn and an-
other day or until Ryvor Sar awakened. 

"What are you thinking, John Carter?" 
And I turned to her, "I was just thinking Nadea 

Visa, that the most beautiful sight we could see in the 
morning would be the battleship Thorista hoving into 
view" and my smile was infectious and our minds took 
on a lighter note as I dreamed I lay in the arms of my 
Princess and that all this was behind us." 

As dawn broke, sending rays of golden sunshine 
over the scarlet and ochre moss sward of the dead sea 
bottom surrounding us, a groan emanated from inside 
the cave and brought us back to reality. 

Together we entered the cave on Pantalus Peak, we 
turned into the main cave as the sunshine crept along 
the roof of the tunnel above us, "it is time for you to 
talk Ryvor Sar, what is all this about, what has hap-
pened to Kardus Kur?" 

"You can set the banths on me, John Carter, I will 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

345 

never tell you." 
"I may do just that Ryvor Sar, but first." I grasped him 

under the arms and drew him to his feet, "walk" and 
with one arm high up on his shoulder I escorted him 
down the path towards the base of the peak and I all but 
smiled when I saw the troubled look upon his features. 

I saw that Nadea Visa was about to ask me a ques-
tion, I nodded my head to her and she refrained. 

The base of Pantalus Peak was cloaked in stunted 
usa bushes, small rocks and several large boulders, we 
stopped as I commanded the First Born's thoats, graz-
ing nearby to approach. 

Within a quarter zode the two beasts stood at our side, 
"I'll tell you nothing", but he watched fascinated as I drew 
forth a long rope of strong thoat hide from my harness and 
tied it around his wrists, the other end I fastened about the 
neck of the nearest thoat, the black man looked impassive 
but his eyes showed concern, I hoped my plan would work. 

"Nadea Visa, will you do what I ask without ques-
tion?" and the red girl turned to me. 

"Ask, John Carter and I shall do it." 
"Then mount this thoat and take Ryvor Sar for a ride 

across the sward, straight out there." I pointed ahead 
into the vastness of the dead sea bottom, "do not look 
back for I will be riding behind you." 

"As you say, John Carter" for we both new that ini-
tially being dragged behind the beast did little harm, 
but the way the green men did it, swinging a prisoner 
side to side, aiming for rocky outcrops, brought almost 
instant death to any enemy. 

The slight grin on the black man's face denoted his con-
tempt for this staged torture, he knew it would not harm 
him, but he did not know my plan, but he soon would. 
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"Mount up and let's ride" and the red girl com-
manded her beast forward dragging the black man be-
hind, first on his stomach then on his back, he seemed to 
enjoy the punishment, then I rode up beside our adver-
sary as we tore dead ahead across the scarlet and ochre 
moss sward, his grinning features stared at me riding 
beside him but I noted the grin disappeared as I com-
manded my beast closer until I was but a foot away 
from the First Born and the eight silent hooves of the 
thoat stamped the moss down beside his dragged body. 

Closer I commanded my beast towards Ryvor Sar, 
the moss-like sward flew up into his face at the pound-
ing of the thoats eight stamping hooves, his eyes were 
open wide now in near terror at the closeness of death, 
then clasping the thoat's bare neck I pulled it to the right 
and backwards commanding the beast to leap to the 
right and as the thoat leapt over the black man I heard 
his scream of terror and I noticed that Nadea Visa did 
not look back but I thought I also saw half a smile on 
her face as she looked out to the side, "stop Nadea Visa" 
and we came to a halt with the black man's body 
twisted sideways and encircled by the thoat hide rope. 

I leapt from my mount to the side of Ryvor Sar and 
held up his head which was covered in the stain of 
crushed moss and dampened earth, "tell me what I 
have done Ryvor Sar, tell me what is going to happen 
to Kardus Kur, tell me about Tarjen Lorst or I will 
swap mounts with Nadea Visa and leave you crushed 
body to rot upon the sward." I hoped that he would 
take my threat seriously, though in my heart I knew I 
could not let the red girl leap her thoat across his body, 
and if this failed there was but one avenue left to me. 

He coughed the scarlet and ochre moss from his 
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mouth, "you win, John Carter, I'll tell you." I dragged 
him to his feet, my arms about his neck. 

"Tell me then before I change my mind!" 
"You should be dead, John Carter, it was planned that 

way, no one knew that you could defeat Kardus Kur and the 
hordes. You were to be dead, Kardus Kur would have been 
killed after Helium was conquered and Tarjen Lorst Jeddak 
of the Aanthels would now be the ruler of Barsoom." 

"Then Kardus Kur was set up?" 
"Tarjen Lorst drew the hordes together to join with 

the Cosquis, the First Born supported him with funds 
and the salvage of the radium canons from your ships. 
The Cosquis were the largest horde, they were needed 
to be up front for the others to follow." 

"I've heard of Tarjen Lorst, said to be a brave war-
rior, but not smart enough to engineer all this, whose 
orders is he following?" 

"I do not know and that's the truth, he is the only 
one the First Born have had anything to do with, he 
was the only one to accept the help we offered." 

"And so you would rule side by side with the green 
men, are you that much of a fool that you could not see 
that they would turn against you?" 

"I follow my orders, John Carter." I could see his 
confidence was returning, I had to pressure him fur-
ther before it was too late. 

"What of Kardus Kur, where is he now?" He looked 
about as if to see that we were alone, and in the dis-
tance, not far away, a banth roared, enough to unsettle 
him and the thoats became restless. 

"He was to be taken to the Madre, after that I do not 
know" then he smiled "but I can guess, he will not 
leave there alive." 
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"Where is the Madre, what is it?!" 
"The Madre, why it's the green mens name for..." 

then the lion roared, the thoats suddenly took flight, 
racing away across the sward, the smell of the lion 
permeated through the air, and it came towards us, on 
ten powerful legs, its green eyes staring hatedly at us 
and it began to charge. 

One hand I released from his shaking throat and I 
began to draw my short sword, I turned once more to 
him, "the Madre, where is it" but his eyes were bulging 
and he was shaking with ague and Nadea Visa came 
and stood beside us, her long sword drawn and a look 
of apprehension on her features. 

"Where man, where is it!" but he broke from my 
grasp and ran after the panicked thoats, the lion saw 
his movement and turned after him, a thunderous roar 
coming from its throat. 

"John Carter!" cried Nadea Visa 
I drew and fired my radium pistol at the hunting 

banth even as it leapt upon the helpless man, again 
and again I fired, the thud of the bullets and the explo-
sions seeming obscene to our ears, but even as the 
lion's roar died in its throat I knew it was too late. As 
Nadea Visa made to move towards him I stopped her 
with a hand to her shoulder, "it is too late." She buried 
her head in my chest. 

"It's horrible!" 
"Come, let us leave here" 
"Are we returning to Helium, John Carter?" 
"No, we are going to Kagor Chasm." 
"But why?" 
"Because that is the middle of Aanthel territory and 

I'm sure we will find the answer there to where the 
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Madre is" and together we headed to the north west, and 
on foot for the thoats were nowhere to be seen, though I 
commanded them to appear I knew they were lost to us. 

Chapter 3 
"What if he hadn't talked, John Carter, what would 

you have done?" 
"I would have found another way." I smiled at her 

and she did not question me further, how could I tell 
her that I would have staked him out for the lion, but 
without the banth killing him, it was too cruel but the 
fate of Kardus Kur lay in the balance, everything had 
to be done to find him. 

We trekked for zodes across the vastness of the scar-
let and ochre moss vegetation of the dead sea bottom 
that had once been the mighty Throxeus, our only other 
companion was Cluros in the sky above us and he 
would soon be leaving us and I wondered how soon his 
mate would appear to continue the endless game, 
"look" and Nadea Visa pointed to the north of us were I 
could see movement near the horizon, "what is it?" 

"Zitidars Nadea Visa, where there are zitidars there 
are green men, quickly" and we ran forward to an area 
where the moss-like vegetation seemed more luxuriant 
than elsewhere, where it seemed all the thicker to hide 
us, "lie down and keep still" and together we lay on 
top of the sward keeping as low as possible and ever 
nearer came the green horde. 

They passed a few hundred yards from us as we 
peered at them through the long fibres of the scarlet 
sward and I was sure they would have seen us if they 
had been looking for us, but they passed on, on our 
knees we watched the caravan cut across the trail ahead 
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of us and disappear from view, a narrow escape, or was 
it, an idea was forming and one I felt to be acted upon. 

As I drew forth three small bundles of thoat hide I 
saw the look upon her face, "shouldn't we be moving, 
John Carter, what do you have there?" 

"A plan Nadea Visa, with your help I'm sure we can 
find out where the Madre is." 

"Why are you smiling like that?" 
"Because Nadea Visa, it is time for you to change 

your appearance." I saw surprise on her face. 
"But how...." I opened the pouches placing them on 

the sward where I mixed some of the sticky mass of 
each together, for when the red, white and orange res-
ins were mixed they created a new colour. 

"It is time for you to become a First Born Nadea Visa 
and I gently rubbed some of the black stain on her arm 
and I could not suppress the grin at the consternation 
on her features." 

"Is this really necessary, John Carter?" 
"It is, I am going to be your prisoner, you are a lover of 

Ryvor Sar who was killed by a banth, you captured me and 
by Ryvor Sar's instructions you are taking me to the Madre." 

"But what if Tarjen Lorst is not at the Madre, if he is 
nearby he will kill you." 

"That's a chance I will have to take, but I believe he 
will be there, something is in the air, I can feel it, your 
task is to find where the Madre is." She shook her head 
in wonderment at the plan. 

"Is that all I have to do, John Carter, take us both through 
the green hordes, find where the Madre is and get us there 
alive, and then what, escape with Kardus Kur?" 

"That's all Nadea Visa, it's like finding the escape route 
from Karasz all over again" and now we both smiled as I 
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applied the black resin to her back and she anointed the 
front of her body, it was not very many xats later that she 
stood before me, a black woman of the First Born. 

I threw my weapons to the sward, for they were no 
longer of any use to me, "tie my hands behind my 
back, but not too tight, and place the rope about my 
neck, then you may lead us to Kagor Chasm which 
should not be far away." She did as I asked. Within a 
short time we were underway, ahead adventure or 
death, come what may. 

But we had not gone very far when into view from the 
south came another party of green men, not a caravan like 
the first for they seemed only to be about forty in number, 
but I smiled when they saw us and headed to intercept us, 
I could also see that Nadea Visa was apprehensive. 

"Smile Nadea Visa, if death comes than we can do 
nothing, so tempt fate, be bold, you must show them you 
are not afraid" and a half grin appeared on her features. 

They rode up to us and surrounded us, their spears 
pointed towards us denoting that we were an enemy. 

"What is the meaning of this!" Nadea Visa chal-
lenged the leading green man. 

"I am Dtar Lerr, Jed of the Aanthels, you are both 
our prisoners, you will soon wish that you were not." 
He made to indicate to two warriors beside him to 
subdue us when she spoke again. 

"If you do not want your body to be dragged behind 
a thoat and left to rot on the sward for the banths to 
devour, then I suggest you tell your Jeddak, Tarjen 
Lorst, that I have arrived with, John Carter, Warlord of 
Barsoom, and together we will travel to the Madre, 
furthermore I suggest that you provide an escort for us 
with half your warriors behind and those remaining 
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spread to the side and front, the choice Dtar Lerr, be-
tween your life and death, is yours!" 

It was all I could do to suppress a grin, not only had 
the girl from Helium bearded the banth in his den but 
she was forcing him to retreat as well, for what else 
could the Jed do, I was most interested to see. Would 
he challenge her further to try and regain lost face be-
fore his warriors, would he tempt fate or did he al-
ready see himself tied behind a thoat as he was 
dragged across the sward. 

"I recognise, John Carter, I saw him at Karasz, but 
who are you black woman that you challenge Dtar 
Lerr, how do you know the Jeddak Tarjen Lorst." He 
sat higher on his thoat, the ulsio was out of his burrow, 
the lion was surrounded on the plain, he had set his 
course but I noticed now his warriors were not so anx-
ious as before, several were raising their spears half-
way, a few looking elsewhere raised them totally. 

"I will tell you only once, then your Jeddak can de-
cide your fate, I am Nadea Visa, friend and companion 
of Ryvor Sar who captured, John Carter for your Jed-
dak to take to the Madre. , John Carter killed Ryvor Sar 
and his other companion but I struck him from behind 
and captured him, you know of our alliance, take us to 
your Jeddak and suffer your fate!." I was totally over-
whelmed by her outburst, I could have done no better 
myself and considered, hiding a grin, that Nadea Visa 
could well become a leading figure in Helium's social 
and political world. 

The green Jed sat expressionless atop his mount but I 
could almost feel the emotions running through him, to 
take us as prisoners could be an insult to the First Born, 
their allies in this conspiracy, to free us meant losing 
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face with his warriors, he had to decide if we were tell-
ing the truth or sending a toothless banth amongst the 
thoats, his own life was held in the balance. 

"We shall escort you to Kagor Chasm, there you will be 
reunited with your people." He indicated to his warriors 
that some were to fall in behind us, others to each side and 
he stamped the end of his spear into the ground, "you will 
ride with us." He indicated to two warriors to come for-
ward, I was almost thrown onto its back, while Nadea 
Visa leapt up with regal dignity behind the green man, the 
Jed had regained some lost ground. 

For zodes we rode on towards the Chasm sur-
rounded by our green enemies, not another word was 
said and I could feel the tension in the air, far ahead of 
us and at the front rode Dtar Lerr, in a position where 
he no longer had to converse with us and I was sure 
the warriors we were riding with had no intention of 
getting any closer to him. 

We stopped as the sun set and I leapt down from 
my mount, "you will sit beside me, John Carter, if you 
try to escape you will wish that I had killed you ear-
lier" and with a frown I sat beside Nadea Visa. 

They sat all around us in small groups, trying not to 
let their eyes fall on us and far away sat Dtar Lerr who 
it seems ceased to acknowledge that we existed, at 
least for the moment, and that in itself was a bonus to 
us though he didn't know it. 

Nadea Visa took several food capsules from her har-
ness and we soon swallowed them, we did not converse 
for that was too dangerous, instead we lay upon the 
ochre moss sward without our sleeping silks and furs 
and looked towards the heavens, both Cluros and Thu-
ria were in the night sky casting their light upon the 
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sleeping world, in the distance came the far off roar of a 
hunting banth, but the lion was not a menace to us to-
night with so many green warriors here. 

The morning sun found us again atop our thoats be-
hind our green masters, headed westwards towards the 
Chasm, overhead the blue sky was empty, there were 
no moons in sight, nothing to witness our presence. 

We came over a low rise in the dead sea bottom and 
for the first time I saw Kagor Chasm, it reminded me 
of Jasoom's Grand Canyon though nowhere near as 
wide. It stretched to the horizon in both directions, 
said to be a hundred haads long, but it was only some 
two hundred feet wide though it seemed wider at its 
bottom which was far below us. 

Hundreds of green men were camped to our left be-
side what seemed the only path down into the chasm, 
one in which the green men charged travellers, no doubt, 
a very high fee to use, but we passed by them untouched 
with many looking towards us and the low sound of 
mirthless laughter, some obviously thought we were to 
be their entertainment, and they could still be right. 

The path down the side of the chasm was narrow 
and rocky in many places, in single file we followed 
the Jed to the bottom which took some two zones to 
accomplish, then we emerged in the canyon of Kagor, 
all around us were camped the horde of Aanthels, 
many eyeing us with hatred. We finally halted beside a 
structure made of thoat hide, from within came two 
First Born, "what have you here Dtar Lerr?" 

The green Jed turned to us, "the woman says she is 
with you, the other is, John Carter who she says she is 
taking to the Madre" and we all waited for the black 
man's response. 
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"I do not know her but indeed he is, John Carter, da-
tor Mor Kadros and your Jeddak will now be at the 
Madre and will be very pleased to have him" and as he 
turned towards his companion I saw the Jed begin to 
raise his short sword, it seemed the black man had 
signed our death warrant. 

"It is well that these two ulsios do not know me, oth-
erwise our dator would have them killed immediately" 
and all eyes turned towards Nadea Visa while I did my 
best to scowl and the Jed's hand stilled on his blade. 

"What do you mean" began the black man but he 
was interrupted by the dark girl. 

"You fool, I am dator Mor Kadros' favourite spy, 
amongst other things." She let those words linger, "sent 
to watch Ryvor Sar and his fool companion, they stum-
bled onto, John Carter and could not take him, I took him 
by trickery, for you well know that no man can beat him 
in a fair sword fight, now I will take him to the Madre, he 
will no doubt be a gift to the great Jeddak Tarjen Lorst, so 
delay us no longer and, if I were you, I would forget we 
met for the dator will have your head if you mention you 
have seen me." She folded her arms across her naked 
chest and turned towards Dtar Lerr. 

It was obvious the Jed was trying to trick us, but had 
failed, the First Born stood with open mouths and wide 
eyes at her outburst, they looked at each other then low-
ered their eyes and turned away, the Jed let his sword 
slip back into its sheath, once again we had survived. 

"It is a great pity that I should have to tell my dator 
and your Jeddak that we were delayed by your in-
competence Dtar Lerr, little known Jed of Aanthels." I 
saw him start a little at her words, impassive though 
he was, he was shaken. 
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"Come." He signalled to his troop, "we will be at the 
Madre tomorrow, we will hasten." I could barely sup-
press a grin as we passed through the green mens camp 
then ascended a path on the opposite side, where three 
zodes later, we climbed out of the chasm, and there 
stretched before us was a trail of crushed ochre moss 
that led into the distance, the trail left by Tarjen Lorst 
and his companions which led the way to the Madre. 

But now we moved at a faster pace, at times our 
mounts racing along as the Jed gambled with his life, 
his doubts now were gone, now the stakes in this game 
were getting higher for if we all arrived at the Madre 
then our bluff would be over and I was sure our lives 
would be in great peril there, but right or wrong Dtar 
Lerr was a dead man. 

The remainder of the day we sped across the sward, 
night would soon overtake us, we would have to es-
cape from the Jed before we reached our goal, but then 
a ship appeared on the horizon, closer it came on a 
converging course that would pass several haads in 
front of us, the Jed continued on, closer and more dis-
tinct it came, now taking a familiar shape, it was the 
battleship Thorista and I could imagine the number of 
eye-scopes upon us, suddenly it changed course and 
sped towards us and the Jed turned his mount, draw-
ing his blade, he raced back towards us. I knew what 
was coming. 

"Nadea Visa!." I broke the bonds that held me and 
before my rider could turn I threw him from our mount 
grasping his short sword as he fell and at a glance I saw 
Nadea Visa smash her hilt upon her riders head. 

"Kill, John Carter, he must not be rescued" shouted 
the Jed and as many of his warriors began to rasp their 
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blades from their scabbards the port guns of the 
Thorista blazed and the sward erupted around us in a 
battlefield with explosions surrounding us, then I 
clashed blades with Dtar Lerr as he sought to kill me. 

Down came his blade which I parried to one side 
then I swung at him, but quickly he recovered and our 
blades clashed again and again amid a shower of 
sparks as our thoats cried out stamping their eight legs 
and snorting heavily as they crashed into each other. 

Behind me I could hear other blades clashing and I 
knew Nadia Visa was fighting for her life as again our 
blades threw sparks into the air as the cannons of the 
Thorista erupted again tearing the sward apart around 
us and throwing a dozen green men to the ground. 

To the right and left I threw my blade atop my mount 
which was now rearing on its back four legs as was the 
thoat of the Jed, then my beast fell and I was thrown to 
the sward and he came at me then in desperation, to kill 
or be killed, he raced his mount at me, then I heard a cry 
"No", then Nadea Visa's thoat came crashing into the 
Jed's sending both crashing to the scarlet sward. 

Even as her beast was falling I leapt towards her 
with a speed that would put a darseen to shame, as the 
giant thoat crashed sideways I leapt forward and 
grasped her shoulders tearing her from the back of the 
great beast and we landed safely and as I placed her 
feet upon the ground I pushed her behind me and put 
up my blade as he came on his blade sweeping side-
ways to cut me in half. 

With all my strength I smashed my blade down hit-
ting his long sword mid way and smashing his in two 
as my own blade followed through biting deeply into 
the earth, then I saw a blur, his short sword was stab-
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bing towards me and was suddenly struck aside by a 
dark hand, then I swung my blade up with strength I 
did not know I possessed and the point of my blade hit 
him in the lower ribs and travelled up his body biting 
deeply into him and exiting past his shoulder spraying 
his blood over us in a shower as he collapsed to his 
knees before us then fell forward onto the sward even 
as I grasped Nadea Visa's hand and dragged her be-
hind me as I turned to face our adversaries. 

But I had no need, all around the sward lay the bod-
ies of many of the green men, killed by both broad-
sides from the Thorista, those not killed stumbled about 
in circles, some seemingly blinded others clutching 
torn bodies, turning about I saw the battleship had 
landed and anxious troops were running towards us 
led by my old friend Dor Targon. 

"John Carter I am very pleased to see you." I smiled 
towards him and shook his proffered while Nadea 
Visa clung to my side and I saw she was unhurt. 

"I am more than pleased to see you Commander Dor 
Targon, your arrival could not have been timed better" then I 
turned to the black girl and raised her to her feet before me. 

"Nadea Visa, you saved my life." I saw there were 
tears in her eyes but she said nothing and I saw she 
was shaking and I placed my arms about her, "Com-
mander this is Nadea Visa, one of the bravest women 
you will ever meet" and the Commander knelt before 
her and offered her his blade. 

"My ship is at your disposal Nadea Visa, no further 
harm will come to you." She returned his blade though 
she remained silent. 

"Let us return to your ship Commander for there is 
much to do" and we were soon aboard what seemed 
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an invincible sanctuary, one of Helium's newest battle-
ships where we sought seclusion for a short time. 

In an empty cabin I held the girl from Helium, 
"what is it Nadea Visa", but she continued to tremble 
and it seemed a long time before she spoke. 

"I thought you were about to be killed, I could not 
let that happen, Helium needs you, Barsoom needs 
you, I need you." I felt a great fondness for the red girl, 
the survivor of Karasz. 

Chapter 4 
In her cabin, lit by a radium lamp, I held her face in 

my hands and spoke to her gently, "Nadea Visa, there 
are many things I could give you, but I cannot give 
you love, that alone is for my Princess, the mother of 
my children, the person I love, ask anything else and I 
will do all in my power." She buried her head onto my 
chest. 

"Then hold me, John Carter and let me dream my 
own dreams." I held her and felt her tears running 
down my chest. 

How much time passed I do not know, gently I 
lifted her and placed her on a narrow bunk and kissed 
her high on the cheek, hesitantly I left her and sought 
the Commander's cabin. 

"John Carter, Warlord." He saluted me as I entered 
his room. 

"Dor Targon, do you have a map of this area." He 
drew out a large map, similar to the one on board the 
Varhan. 

"Can you show me where we are?" 
"About here, John Carter." He indicated on the map 

where we were, from there I drew a line back to the 
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chasm then forward and the line lead to Alavaturi as I 
suspected it would. 

"Have you ever heard of the Madre Commander?" 
"No, John Carter, is it important?" 
"It is a green mans name for a meeting place that I 

must go to, and if my reckoning is correct, it is the cliff 
of Alavaturi. Have you seen a party of green men 
heading that way yesterday?" 

"I have seen many green men moving across the 
sward in our search for you, John Carter, I'm sure 
some would have been headed that way." 

"How long will it take to get to Alavaturi?" 
"We can be there in 1½ zodes, John Carter, but it 

will be dark then." 
"That's fine, then set a course, Commander, for 

Alavaturi, but do not approach too close. We must not 
be seen. I will use your flier to land." 

"The flier? But I thought you would take the troops 
with you ..." 

"No, Commander, I will go alone ..." 
"Alone?" I turned to find Nadea Visa in the doorway. 
"Alone. You have risked your life enough already, 

Nadea Visa ..." 
"No, John Carter, we began this adventure together, 

we must finish it together." I saw she was determined. 
"And if I had you kept here?" 
"Then I would kill whoever tried!" She let her hand 

fall to her garment where her hidden dagger lay. I 
knew she would use it. 

"John Carter I must protest, take three hundred 
troops ...." 

"And leave the ship undermanned? Two people may 
succeed where many may fail. We will leave the flier five 
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haads from the cliff. I would like you to return at noon 
but be careful, for I do not know what to expect there." 

"But why are you going there?" 
"A man's life is in danger, also I sense something 

else, some other danger. I must go." 
"As you will, John Carter." 
"Come Nadea Visa" and we went outside to the port 

railing where darkness had already enveloped the land 
and thousands of stars shone in the sky above which 
seemed naked without the presence of one of the moons. 

I lay my hand on her waist and she quickly turned 
to me placing her hand on mine "do not try to take my 
knife, John Carter, if you do then I will leap over the 
rail." I moved my hand, my scheme uncovered. 

"Nadea Visa, I do not want to see you hurt." 
"I am coming, John Carter." I studied her set features 

by the starlights and a terrible thought came to me, she 
did not wish to return from Alavaturi, death was what 
she sought. I felt a great burden on my shoulders. 

"Come with me then, but promise me that you will 
stand by me, let no dagger find your heart, even an 
enemies, for though the dawn may seem dark to you 
remember tomorrow is another day. We do not know 
what we will find at Alavaturi but the dawn may be 
brighter than you think, promise me your dagger is 
only for an enemy." I gripped her right wrist tightly 
until I thought I might break it. 

"I, I promise." 
Cluros had risen when we left the Thorista, our flier 

making no sound in the night sky. The battleship dis-
appeared behind us as we flew high above the sward 
so as not to be seen by any enemies below, less than 
half a zode later we saw the cliff of Alavaturi, was it to 
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be the Madre, if not I did not know where to go next. 
During our journey the red girl had said nothing and I 
hoped we were not becoming enemies. 

Before the light of Cluros I landed the ship several 
haads from the cliff which we could see in the distance, 
then on foot we set out for our destination, walking 
silently side by side on the soft moss-like sward, far 
away a banth roared and was answered by another 
further away on our right. 

"Nadea Visa, no matter what you think, or feel, I am 
your friend and shall be by your side whenever 
needed." I placed my hand on her shoulder but she said 
nothing, nor did she look at me and I was wishing that I 
had had her restrained and kept aboard the Thorista. 

Before us loomed the high cliff, I could see no 
movement or evidence of occupation, we moved closer 
with drawn swords until we could touch the dark rock 
surface, but I had a feeling, just like in Zarras, that we 
were not alone, "John Carter" she whispered for the 
first time since we left the battleship, "I, I am afraid, 
there is something evil here." 

Together we went forward, along the base of the 
cliff, before us in the darkness loomed a huge cavern, 
but something on the other side of the cave entrance 
attracted me, "this way." I led her silently across the 
opening until we stood on the far side, for I could see 
something grey in the blackness. 

It was netting, then my hand touched something 
cold and metallic, it was a ship, hidden at the cliff base 
behind a screen, invisible in the dark and no doubt as 
invisible during the day, then he spoke. 

"Do not move or I shall shoot." 
"I carry only a sword in my hand, would you be 
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branded a coward, for that you shall be if you shoot." 
"That old fashioned code of honour does not exist 

here, drop your blades or I shall shoot." 
"You have much to learn my friend, if you live long 

enough," and together we dropped our swords. 
"Knives too" He ordered and reluctantly we obeyed 

and now I saw his dark shape in the blackness and 
others behind him, "walk into the cavern" and there 
was nothing else to be done. 

Within moments he pressed his pistol into my back, 
"no tricks or you both shall die" while his companion 
did the same to Nadea Visa. 

We passed through large dark tapestries into a dully 
lit interior and I saw the fabric rose high into the dark-
ness and that our captors were black men. 

"Straight ahead, the dator will want to see you 
later." I knew even before we were captured, that we 
had found the Madre. 

Down a long tunnel they took us, now deep inside 
the cliff, its walls lit intermittently by radium lamps, 
until we came to several barred rooms, the dungeons. 

They pushed us both into a cell that already held 
five red men, three were sitting on the floor while the 
two standing eyed us with silent menace, in the next 
cell a green man lay on the hard floor on his stomach, 
his face hidden from me, but I knew who it was as 
they pushed us inside our prison, "the dator will take 
the woman, lucky man" said one of our captors. 

"We could always beat him" said his companion "at 
least she's a First Born not like the last." I felt Nadea 
Visa shiver beside me. 

"Do you want to die, she's not worth being killed 
for" and both departed with laughter on their lips. 
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"Stay by me." I grasped her about the waist as two 
on the floor rose and joined their companions, the 
largest of them stepped before me. 

"Tygor, Havern, take the woman." He smiled at me 
while his two offsiders licked their lips and made to 
grasp Nadea Visa. 

"No!" cried the black girl. 
"Remember Karasz!." I struck the big man on the jaw with 

my right fist then with my left, he fell back as his accomplice 
rushed forward and I struck him with my fist to his throat 
and he fell like a stunned thoat in the jaws of a banth. 

I whirled about as he screamed, Nadea Visa's hid-
den blade deep in his chest but the other red man now 
grasped her hair but she struck him hard with her el-
bow and I smashed my fist into his face and he fell un-
conscious to the floor as the girl retrieved her blade 
and the big man came at me again. 

I grasped his outstretched arms and hurled him into 
our prison bars, as he turned I struck him once, then 
twice to the jaw and midsection and he fell to the floor 
in a crumpled heap. 

"I do not believe it, John Carter, together we de-
feated four of them, I will never again doubt that we 
can escape from here." I was elated that she seemed to 
be her old self once again. 

"John Carter, did you say, John Carter is here" and 
we both turned towards the fifth man who now turned 
towards us and struggled to his feet only to fall back to 
the hard floor of our cell. 

We both knelt beside the red man and I saw that he 
was badly beaten and I wondered whether the green 
men had had their sport with him or if his companions 
had beaten him. 
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But I also notice two more things, firstly he wore a har-
ness with the insignia of the navy of Helium and sec-
ondly, his face was blackened as if he had been in an ex-
plosion, his eyes were shut, glued shut, he appeared blind. 

"I am, John Carter, who are you, how did you get 
here?" 

"I am Hador Tael of Helium's naval ship Estrella, I 
recognise your voice Warlord, I am, at your service." 
He tried to salute and I saw a slight grin appear on his 
blackened and peeling face. 

"What happened to you?" 
"Our ship, attacked, burning, I could not see, I 

crawled upon the sward, green men found me and 
brought me here." 

"I have seen your ship, you are the only survivor, 
your attackers are dead,." I saw him relax and he 
seemed to crumple to the ground, Nadea Visa grasped 
him quickly and he seemed to take notice now of her 
presence for the first time. 

"This is Nadea Visa, my companion." He seemed 
speechless as the red girl, still wearing her black dye, 
returned her small dagger to the folds of her garment. 

"I will stay with him, John Carter." She sat next to him and 
placed his head upon her shoulder as I rose to my feet, es-
caping out of here was getting more difficult by the moment, 
now there were two people to rescue beside ourselves. 

The bodies of the four red men still lay unmoving, one 
would never rise and I turned and walked to the adjoin-
ing cell where the green man lay now facing me and I saw 
he too was badly beaten, his green body bearing numer-
ous black bruises, "well Kardus Kur, we meet again." 

"So, John Carter" came a rasping reply, "they caught 
you too, now your death is assured and I can die with 
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part of my destiny fulfilled." 
"You're wrong Kardus Kur, I came here of my own 

free will, to rescue you, to save you from yourself and 
the falsehood you believe in being the Warlord of Bar-
soom, but like you I am now a prisoner. 

"Why should you come here to rescue me, John 
Carter, I need no rescuing, I failed in killing you, but 
now you will die, I welcome death, another will take 
my place and a new Warlord is assured, a green War-
lord." He slumped back to the floor a mirthless laugh 
coming faintly from his throat. 

"You are a fool Kardus Kur, you have been used like 
a calot playing with a ulsio, it did not matter whether 
you killed me or not, even if you had and then led the 
hordes through the gates of Helium you would have 
been killed by your own warriors, not the Cosquis, but 
your allies in this hopeless war." 

He rose partly from the floor, "you lie, John Carter, I 
am here because I failed and for no other reason and it 
gladdens me to see you die with me." 

"I will not die with you Kardus Kur, I am going to 
fight for my life, even Nadea Visa who you wanted 
killed in the amphitheatre at Karasz has come to help 
save you, she of all people would surely hate you, yet she 
is here to risk her own life for you. It was planned all 
along that you should lead the Cosquis and your allies 
through the gates of Helium, should you fail then you 
would be killed or end up here to be slaughtered, an-
other would take your place, and if he failed, then an-
other until Helium was vanquished, then he too would 
be killed and another put in his place, until every city on 
Barsoom was captured and there peoples killed, even 
then the so-called Warlord would have been killed so 
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that another, yes Kardus Kur, another whom we do not 
know can sit upon the throne and be called Warlord of 
Barsoom. You are but a pawn in the game of leadership, 
but win or lose you could only lose, you never had a 
chance like a thoat in the jaws of a banth, even now you 
are too stupid to realise that the shackles that bind you to 
your heritage are your doom, look around you for once 
great Jeddak and open your eyes, what do you see, red 
men, civilised men, trying to build a better life and a bet-
ter place to live, look at yourself and your kind, forever 
killing and destroying and leaving nothing, you thought 
the Tharks and the Rasvells were weak that they should 
join the civilised race but you are wrong, they are the 
ones that will lead the green men into the future while 
your kind will lead your own into oblivion." 

"You lie, John Carter." He rose from the floor and I 
could almost feel his hatred. 

"Your hatred is ill-focused Kardus Kur, the red men 
are not your enemies but the man who directed your 
course, your destiny, is the one you should hate, for 
you have wasted your entire life fighting someone el-
ses cause and all along he and his accomplices laughed 
at you" and then I heard the sounds of approaching 
footsteps and I turned away from the green man "wake 
up from your eternal sleep Kardus Kur, look around 
you, see what is happening." I joined Nadea Visa as 
several of the First Born came to the door of our prison. 

Chapter 5 
They watched us for several xats, but in particular 

they watched Nadea Visa, "you, white man, what has 
happened here" for the four red men still lay uncon-
scious on the floor. 
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I indicated the sleeping men, "they tried to attack us, 
they learned an important lesson" and the dark men 
looked at each other. 

One who was taller than the others and wearing an 
cloak about his shoulders spoke to two of the others 
and I guessed he was someone of importance, "she is 
as you said, I will pass some time with her" and the 
two began to enter our prison as Nadea Visa turned 
horrified towards me. 

"Stand aside white man, the dator commands but I 
barred their way and stood between them and Nadea Visa. 

"I see no dator here. I will not stand aside, I suggest 
you leave while you still can", and the two eyed one an-
other in disbelief and drew their short swords. 

"Stand aside or we will kill you where you stand." 
"I think not, your real master, not some unknown 

dator, will have your head if you kill me and deprive 
him of his entertainment." I stood my ground, my 
arms folded across my chest and I noticed that Nadea 
Visa's hand rested on her garment, her knife ready to 
leap to her defence, and the two black men turned to-
wards their master for his advice. 

Within moments he came and stood beside them, 
along with the rest of his companions "stand aside or I 
shall have you whipped" commanded the one who it 
seemed was the dator. 

"Who are you to order me to do anything?" I 
thought his dark face seemed even blacker after my 
remarks. 

"I am dator Mor Kadros, what is your name before I 
have you flogged?" 

"I am, John Carter, a Prince of Helium and Warlord 
of Barsoom, get out of this cell before I throw all of you 
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out" and their eyes widened at my name and many 
hands flew to their hilts. 

"Let us kill him dator" cried one of them. 
"Yes dator, it will take only an xat" said another, but 

I noticed that nome came forward to try. 
"I am very pleased to see you, John Carter, I had not 

recognised you, but now with both you and this green 
fool here my task has been made much easier, for neither 
of you will leave here alive, the Jeddak of Jeddaks will be 
more than pleased with me for capturing you and your 
death will provide the greatest entertainment ever seen 
here." He turned and indicated to the others and they 
departed, locking the prison door behind them. 

"Well Nadea Visa, on Jasoom they would say the 
fats in the fire now." 

"What does that mean, John Carter?" 
"On Barsoom it means the banth is among the thoats." 
"Oh, I see, but what of Hador Tael, he cannot fight." 
"Do not fear, we shall fight for the three of us" and 

then over the next zode the three red men regained con-
sciousness and staggered to the far side of our cell, but 
away from the green giant who now stood beside the 
bars, and did I imagine it, did he seem to stand more 
erect now as he gripped the bars, who could tell what 
he was thinking or feeling, did he feel anything at all. 

"You men have tried being our enemies, if you want any 
chance of escaping from here alive then I suggest you join us, 
for together we stand a chance, if you stand apart by your-
selves you will surely die, while I, Nadea Visa and Hador 
Tael will not give up without a fight, what is your decision, 
join us and stand a chance of living, or stand alone and die!" 

Many xats passed as they talked together in muffled 
tones that I could not understand though I noticed that 
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Kardus Kur listened intently, then the big man came 
forward, "we will join you." 

"That's good but you three can stay over there", did I 
see a look of disappointment cross his face for a moment, 
I was not sure, but my instincts were not to trust them. 

"But we are together" said the big man. 
"Nevertheless, you and your friends will remain 

where you are." He returned to his companions. 
Time seemed to pass slowly as I and Nadea Visa sat 

beside Hador Tael, between us and Kardus Kur stood 
the three red men, who knew what they were thinking, 
beyond in the next cell was the green Jeddak, he stood 
expressionless at the bars watching us, there was nothing 
more that I could say to him, perhaps this rescue mission 
had been a waste of time, but finding Hador Tael had 
made it all seem worthwhile, near our cell door lay the 
body of the red man, unmoved by our captives. 

It seemed that many zodes had passed when we could 
hear them approaching once more, but this time there were 
none of the First Born, only green men came to our prison 
and unlocked our cell, "come, the great Jeddak Tarjen Lorst 
has ordered your deaths" and brandishing their short 
swords they stood menacing us. The three red men were the 
first to move as we helped our companion to his feet but 
then there came the sounds of mirthless laughter from the 
cell beside us, Kardus Kur had his four arms on his hips and 
his laugh reverberated throughout the dungeons. 

"Quiet" commanded the green warrior "show respect 
for our great Jeddak or you will die slowly, slower than 
these other ulsios", but the laughter continued for many 
xats until we approached our prison door. 

"Tarjen Lorst could not be a Jeddak even if he were 
the last green warrior on Barsoom, he is nothing, lower 
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even that a ulsio" and the green warriors rattled their 
blades at the words of Kardus Kur and I smiled, he 
seemed to have regained some of his fighting spirit, 
per chance he might even fight for his life. 

Five of the green men entered his cell, the leading 
warrior made to push the Jeddak towards the door but 
Kardus Kur swung his fist around and sent him crash-
ing to the floor while the other four drew their blades 
and menaced him but none made to injure him and I 
thought they were under great restraint not to, his 
death must be very important to someone. 

We were marched down the corridor the way we 
had come in until we reached the huge cavern, as we 
did the tapestries were drawn back allowing the natu-
ral light in and I was amazed. 

When we were first brought through the cavern it was 
almost in pitch blackness save one radium lamp around 
the bend of the tunnel, but now the walls were lit with 
many lamps and the natural sunshine also lightened up 
the darkened interior for up against the wall on my left 
were rows of seats, carved out of the solid rock and seated 
upon those seats were perhaps a hundred green men. At a 
glance I saw that they were warriors of importance, our 
deaths were for the hierarchy of green men to see and I 
noted the metal of those closest to us, for there were Gar-
woons, Warhoons, Varkas, Sorvens, Luuges and Tavars, 
but the Aanthels made up the vast majority, to the back of 
the group I saw several Cosquis, a small representation 
only from the vast horde to see their Jeddak put to death. 

To my right were other seats, like the first, carved 
out of the living rock, seated there were perhaps fifty 
of the First Born with their leader dator Mor Kadros 
seated closest to us, then something caught my eye, I 
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swung around to face the wall behind me, a ramp rose 
up the left hand wall to a raised platform, there upon 
the platform stood a high-backed throne made of some 
yellow metal inlaid with precious gems that shone like 
the stars in the heavens, then two green men ap-
proached, the first bearing the metal of a Jed, the other 
obviously a Jeddak wearing a crimson cloak. 

"Out of the way ulsios" cried the foremost warrior and 
he struck two of the red prisoners aside "make way for 
the great Jeddak Tarjen Lorst." He struck the third red 
man aside, then the Jeddak laid his hand on the warriors 
shoulder as he was almost upon us and he stood aside. 

"So, John Carter, I saw you defeat that ulsio Kardus 
Kur." I noted that the Jeddak of the Cosquis was eye-
ing him intently, "you may have found him easy to 
vanquish but you shall not leave here alive, come I will 
show you something before you die." He led me to-
wards the entrance, but he was no fool for I was sur-
rounded by ten green warriors. 

"You have me at a disadvantage, there is only one 
Jeddak here and he is a prisoner." I caught a glimpse of 
Kardus Kur watching us. 

"I am Tarjen Lorst, Jeddak of the Aanthels as you well 
know, John Carter, but it will do you no good to chide 
me, I am not a fool like your companion who will soon 
join you in death" and before we had gone five yards the 
dator Mor Kadros and several of his men joined us. 

We passed through where the tapestries had hung and 
walked outside of the cavern, "see, John Carter, there is no 
hope of you being rescued or escaping this time" and to my 
right where he was looking I saw not just one ship of the 
First Born but two cleverly concealed behind dark netting so 
that they were almost invisible, I looked towards the sky, 
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midday was not far away, how would the Thorista fare 
against these unknown adversaries, for the ships seemed to 
be of cruiser size, I hoped that I could alert her to the danger, 
but that was impossible, I knew the Thorista was on her 
own and could soon fly to her doom. 

"Are you looking for a ship, John Carter." I turned 
towards the dator, "it would do no good, see those cave 
openings above." I looked up the cliff face to see several 
fairly large openings, "inside each one is a radium can-
non, any ship that comes close to the cliff will be blown 
away" and a smirk appeared on his face while the green 
warriors muffled a mirthless laugh in front of their Jed-
dak and I was led back inside the cavern. 

"You will stand here" said the Jed who had accompa-
nied the party outside the cliff and I found myself stand-
ing beside Kardus Kur while Nadea Visa and Hador Tael 
were now standing with the three red men, we like them 
were surrounded by a dozen green warriors and I saw to 
my astonishment that the Jeddak did not mount the 
ramp to take the throne above but sat on the opposite 
corner to the dator, his green warriors and the other 
hordes behind him, then came a strange sound, I turned 
as did we all as a green warrior blew a note through a 
large shell-like instrument and he came from high above 
us towards the bejewelled throne and all about me the 
green men and the First Born stood at his approach. 

On each side he was flanked by a green warrior mak-
ing it difficult to see him for a moment, the two lesser 
green men wore cloaks of white and stood at each side 
of the throne, now I could see the other clearly as he 
stood in front of them and the Jeddaks throne. 

He was stooped forward otherwise he would have 
been the tallest green warrior I had ever seen, he 
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seemed to be very old for his tusks were of extraordi-
nary length, twice that of normal green man, however 
one tusk was half broken and jagged, making it seem 
the normal length of any warrior present, but it was his 
appearance that shocked me for he was not a green 
colour but more to a pale blue as if to denote his great 
age, to me it seemed he must be a thousand years old 
or perhaps more. A cape of golden colour lay about his 
shoulders, his swords at this distance of near thirty feet 
seemed ornate and old, for they seemed to be curved 
blades and not straight as is the fashion. His harness 
was bejewelled and I could not decipher the ornate 
scrollwork on it, then he sat upon the throne. 

"Well Kardus Kur, meet the man who has ordered 
your death." He turned towards me. 

"You were a fool to come here, your death is also as-
sured." 

"I came because I thought your life was worth saving, 
but now I can see I have wasted my time, but Kardus 
Kur, I still live, unlike you I have not come here to die ..." 

"Who is it that talks without leave before the Jeddak 
of Jeddaks" came the deep resonant voice and I turned 
again towards the ancient man upon the throne who 
seemed to glare down at us. 

"I am, John Carter, a Prince of Helium, Warlord of Bar-
soom, I see no Jeddak of Jeddaks, who would you be to ad-
dress me unannounced!" and there were muffled sounds of 
consternation and whispered voices for but an xat then si-
lence filled the chamber as the ancient one glared towards 
me while I folded my arms across my chest. 

"I am Zargot Yor, Jeddak of Jeddaks, leader of the 
green men of Barsoom." He swept his gaze upon all 
before him "it is my destiny to rule Barsoom and place 
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the green men in their rightful place as the dominant 
people on this world, I have seen a great many years 
pass, I have seen the red men sweep our race aside and 
assume our rightful place, but that will happen no 
more for soon we will invade their cities, one by one 
they will fall and Barsoom will be ours as it should be." 

"And those that lead your warriors into battle great 
Jeddak, will you kill them too like Kardus Kur, those 
that do your bidding will you kill them also, how 
many of those in this chamber will you allow to live if 
you succeed in vanquishing the red men, how many 
here will be shown the blade of death for helping you 
to rule this world, if you treat them as you would Kar-
dus Kur then they have but a short time to live" and 
again came the sounds of whispered voices about us. 

"It is the red men that will be killed, John Carter, I 
have heard of your history, your are not of this world 
and I now give you a choice, join the green men of Bar-
soom in ridding us of this pestilence and you can sit by 
my throne, or join the red men and die here before the 
zode is done, what do you say Prince of Helium?" 

"You are a fool, Zargot Yor." I could hear the sudden 
rattling of blades and cries of startled warriors. 
"Though not of this world I am just as much a red man 
as any who was hatched here. I will not join you in 
your conquest of death, you seek to kill or enslave the 
civilised races. You know that the red men run the at-
mosphere plant that supplies the oxygen to this world. 
You know it will fail if you try to annihilate the red 
race. Do you seek death so much that you would wel-
come it with open arms?" 

 I turned to those in the chamber. "The red men will 
not operate the plant should you succeed in your plan, 
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should you win then you have only won death ..." 
"That is a lie, John Carter, the red men will keep the 

plant operating or we will kill them, they will choose 
life rather than death for they are weak unlike the 
green men who would choose death if they failed." I 
turned towards the First Born, their allies in this cause, 
to see some of them move uncomfortably in their seats. 

"And your friends here—the First Born—where do 
they fit into your great plan?" 

"They are our allies and will not be killed when the 
cities have fallen. They shall have their pick, after us, of 
the spoils of war and they shall be safe." I saw the jaw 
of dator open wide, I assumed, in disbelief. 

"Great Jeddak I would remind you of your promise 
to our leader! The First Born will have first choice of 
the spoils of war...." 

"The First Born will take what is left!" As if an after-
thought: "There will be more than plenty for everyone 
including the hordes present here." 

So now I knew it all. It was just for conquest and 
loot, to be the leader and ensure that there were no 
others to steal the throne. I was disgusted. It seemed 
that the wars of Jasoom were about to begin once 
again. It could only lead to the death of the world. 

I turned to the men that surrounded the walls of the 
chamber. "Would you listen to this Jeddak who prom-
ises you only death while he takes leadership and pil-
lage from a dying world? One in which even he will 
bring about his own death and the destruction of all 
the hordes that have evolved on this world since mil-
lenniums past? I implore you to turn away from the 
path you have taken! Turn towards the red men and 
help raise this world from the oblivion that your leader 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

377 

seeks. Give your race a chance to live, not die!" 
"Hold him!" thundered out the rising voice of the 

Jeddak. Two green warriors leapt to my side, clasping 
their hands about my arms. "You will watch the others 
die, and then your time will come! You will die a slow 
death, John Carter. You will cry out for us to kill you, 
but your life will linger on until you crawl up the ramp 
before my throne and beg for death. Only then will Ill 
end your miserable life!" 

His mirthless laughter filled the chamber, where-
upon the other green men joined in and the noise in-
side the cavern was deafening. I saw the First Born 
were not laughing but their time would come. For the 
first time I felt they knew what their future would be. 
It too would end on the blade of the green hordes. 

As the laughter died Kardus Kur turned and ad-
dressed the Jeddak of Jeddaks. "Then it is true. I 
thought I was fighting for the green men of Barsoom to 
liberate us from the slavery and oppression of the red 
men—the so-called civilised races. I was seeking free-
dom for my own horde and any others that would join 
me, but I was used like a calot playing with a ulsio! 
You have used everyone here so that you could be-
come the Warlord of Barsoom. I now know what John 
Carter says is true. The red men will never be slaves to 
the green. Should you seek to become the ruler of this 
world then you will be the ruler of a dead world sur-
rounded by the dead bodies of your followers." He too 
stood with his four arms folded across his chest. Then, 
for the first time, he moved and stood beside me, an 
act for which I was totally unprepared. The chamber 
burst into an uproar with the clashing of blades and 
roars of disapproval from the followers of Zargot Yor. 
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"Come with me, John Carter. You shall see what no 
red or white man has ever seen before." He then ad-
dressed his two offsiders. "Take him," he pointed to-
wards me, "and four others," pointing to four green 
men. The six of them escorted me up the ramp with 
their swords drawn until I stood before Zargot Yor, 
Jeddak of Jeddaks who towered above me and the other 
warriors. 

"Come!" 
I followed him down a high roofed tunnel, the walls 

of which were lit by several radium lamps. There were 
two green men on either side of me and two behind 
both of whom had their sword points at my back. Es-
cape for the moment was impossible. 

We passed several chambers where, no doubt, Zargot 
Yor and his followers lived. These we paid no heed. On 
we went until up ahead I saw reflections of light coming 
from both walls of the tunnel, then we came to a halt. 

"Before you, John Carter, you will see that which 
none other than green men have ever seen. Behold the 
lineage of Jeddaks that stretches back to the very Tree 
of Life itself." 

I was totally awed by the sight before me. There 
stood the bodies of many green warriors, each en-
tombed in a hard, clear resinous substance, as was Kra 
Gan, in its own resting place hollowed out of the ersite 
walls. They stood two yards apart on both sides of the 
tunnel. 

I approached the nearest figure. My guards rattled 
their blades but Zargot Yor held up one hand and they 
did not interfere. I looked at the remains of the Jeddak. 
He stood in his fighting harness, his ornate long sword 
held in his right upper hand and pointing towards the 
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ground. His lower right hand held an equally ornate 
dagger and his crimson cloak lay about his shoulders. 

I moved to the next figure who stood in a similar 
stance though his features and body were battle 
scarred. I crossed to the other side and saw now a dif-
ference. The swords of this figure were more ancient, 
the blades shorter with a slight curve. This warrior's 
death wounds were evident, a wound in his chest 
gaped though someone had tried to repair it. 

"They stretch back, John Carter, through millennium, 
back to the Tree of Life when it was that the green man 
first freed himself and stood upon Barsoom. He was a 
proud warrior and the first to be entombed here. He set 
free the black man, the white and the yellow as they wrig-
gled on the branches, a mistake we have regretted ever 
since." 

"I have heard your version of Barsoomian history 
before, Zargot Yor, but where are your Jeddaras, the 
mates of these great brave warriors? Where are their 
mothers entombed?" He stood stunned for a moment. 

"You do not know nor care. Your race think so little 
of your real heritage that you and everyone of your 
kind do not know your own parents, nor do you know 
your own children. You place your eggs in a common 
incubator such as wild beasts might and you raise 
them like a herd of thoats with no knowledge of who 
they really are." The group stood silent. 

"Your lineage back to the Tree of Life, and your ver-
sion of history, may be impressive, but it is that of a 
wild beast with no knowledge of its sires. It is a com-
plete waste of time and a tribute to your own destruc-
tion." The six warriors roared with rage and rattled 
their blades. The Jeddak of Jeddaks turned and strode 
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back towards the entrance, his features impassive. I 
was pushed from behind by my captors. I had one last 
look back down the tunnel of time, the locations of the 
warriors mirroring the red glow of the radium lamps 
that stretched into the distance. One day, I thought, I 
should return here. 

Within a short time we were again before the assem-
blage. Zargot Yor was seated on his high-backed throne 
as I was pushed down the ramp amid the cries of anger 
from the hordes, to stand once more beside Kardus Kur. 

The Jeddak of Jeddaks rose to his feet raising his four 
arms and the chamber quietened, "Enough!" He said in 
a steady voice, "Tarjen Lorst, let the torture begin." The 
Jeddak of the Aanthels rose, motioning several warriors 
to come forward. He addressed the assemblage. 

"Mighty Jeddak of Jeddaks, Jeddaks of the hordes 
present, Jeds and First Born." 

I could not suppress a grin when I noticed that the 
dator was not mentioned and that his followers came 
last. It was to be expected. I saw their uneasiness at the 
introduction. "The four red men and the woman shall 
die first, followed by the traitor Kardus Kur, then lastly 
for our pleasure will be the torture of John Carter, 
whose death shall place our mighty ruler upon the 
throne of Barsoom." 

The blades rattled with roars of approval as the 
warriors indicated by Tarjen Lorst moved forward, 
pushing their victims into the centre of the chamber. 
Hador Tael stumbled while Nadea Visa placed her 
hand on her hidden dagger as she turned towards me, 
He came forward with his long sword raised and the 
large red man fell to his knees before him. I could wait 
no longer. 
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Chapter 6 
I pushed three of the green men beside me into each 

other as I dragged free a short sword from the scab-
bard of one of the falling warriors. "We still live!" I 
leapt over the heads of two other warriors to land be-
side my companions. 

I stood now facing the oncoming warrior with only 
my blade between us and death. With my left hand I 
pushed Nadea Visa behind me. Beside me the red man 
began to beg for his life. For a moment I saw a look of 
disgust on the red girl's face as she drew forth her hid-
den weapon, which seemed pitifully inadequate under 
the circumstances, a slender blade about six inches long 
and shaped like a Jasoomian fish bone with only a knob 
on its hilt which rested in her palm. The other three red 
men stood unarmed behind us amid the consternation 
and uproar within the chamber. 

The green warrior was uncertain, he tried to step 
aside so that he could maim and torture the red man 
beside me but as his blade descended I swung mine 
across his and deflected the terrible stroke, he had no 
choice now, he had to fight me. Up came his blade. I 
parried it aside and ran my point through his chest. As 
he fell I smashed his blade from his dying fingers and 
with my point I flipped it through the air towards the 
red girl, who caught it and quickly sheathed her dagger. 

"Kill them!" cried the Jeddak of Jeddaks. Before any-
one could move I saw four green men thrown aside like 
red men before a great white ape. Kardus Kur strode for-
ward, a sword in each of his upper arms. He stood be-
side me, handing one blade to the large red man who 
struggled to stand from his kneeling position. No sooner 
did he have the blade than he ran towards the cavern en-
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trance to be confronted by two green men. Within two 
tals he was struck down dead. 

"Well, John Carter, we still live!" A mirthless laugh 
burst from his throat as I turned to Nadea Visa with a 
broad grin on my face. She too was smiling, with her 
left arm supporting Hador Tael. 

"We still live, John Carter, I truly believe it." I positioned 
myself beside the red man with Nadea Visa on his right. 

"Would you lend your blade to that of my compan-
ion Kardus Kur?" He turned and stood beside the red 
girl in her black paint as the Jeddak Tarjen Lorst yelled 
commands to the hordes to kill us. But the Jeddaks did 
not come forward. They turned and ordered their Jeds 
to attack us. There was much confusion within their 
ranks. Behind us the First Born looked to their dator 
who stood impassive but looking towards the cavern 
entrance. Now a dozen green men confronted us from 
both sides and the battle began. 

I threw up my blade and parried four swords at once. 
Faster and faster I weaved my sword until it became a 
blur to see. I wove an impenetrable web of steel about 
me that the blades of the green men could not penetrate. 
Through their defences I took one in the heart, another in 
the chest, a third in the arm and a fourth in the side and 
shoulder, but they were quickly replaced by more warri-
ors as they sought to cut us down. 

As we fought we slowly worked our way towards 
the entrance of the cavern which was our only chance 
of escape. In a brief respite I saw that Kardus Kur was 
taking three blades at once, Nadea Visa battled one 
green man, Hador Tael too was striking out with a 
blade, but one of our prison companions lay dead 
while the second was hard pressed holding off two 
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blades, I gauged his life would fall within a few sec-
onds and then it happened. 

The cavern echoed to loud explosions of radium 
cannon fire. It could only be the arrival of the Thorista, 
for the sounds of conflict were the guns of the First 
Born! Had Commander Dor Targon been surprised? 
Was the battleship already a blazing wreck? Then came 
a thunderous reply that shook the cavern as large pieces 
of rock fell from the ceiling high above us. A cloud of 
dust descended upon us. Thorista had struck back. 

Two green men turned momentarily towards the en-
trance. Quicker than a darseen I pierced the chest of one 
and the shoulder of another, then the guns of the First 
Born crashed out. In that moment, as fresh dust rose about 
us, I turned and clasped Hador Tael around the elbow. 

"Now, Nadea Visa!" 
We ran towards the entrance, which seemed a tap-

estry of dust which disorientated the green men be-
tween us and freedom. Behind us Kardus Kur fought 
off those seeking to stop us. I noticed the First Born 
were watching their dator. Would they join the green 
men? Then came another massive broadside from the 
Thorista that shook the cavern loosening further pieces 
of ersite that crashed down from above and the sides 
of the cavern. I saw now that the dator was also run-
ning towards the entrance, his men following him in 
panic while the green men staggered in the dust 
thrown up. We made the entrance almost unhindered 
to see an appalling sight. 

The Thorista was aflame in several places. How she 
had managed the last broadside was a miracle, but 
now she was falling away from the Madre and slowly 
sinking towards the sward. To her credit I saw one 
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ship of the First born also aflame and the cliff face was 
marked by her heavy gun fire, but even now the sec-
ond ship was rising from the bottom of the cliff to stalk 
and kill the battleship now close to her deaththroes. 

"Look, John Carter!" I turned to where Nadea Visa 
was pointing. Coming from the opposite direction came 
an amazing sight, listing to starboard some 30 degrees, 
her starboard guns elevated to compensate for the list-
ing, it was the Varhan. She quickly passed over our 
heads and I saw Yon Gar and Commander Talus Lar 
saluting us from the sloping deck. She engaged the ris-
ing ship of the First born with a broadside from her an-
cient cannons, shattering the hull of the enemy, but still 
the ship of the First born replied in kind, smashing her 
shot into the already crippled Varhan, causing a large 
fire to break out near her battered bow. 

Again the guns of the Varhan exploded, crushing 
the First Born's ship with a loud finality. The cruiser 
exploded in flames and crashed back to the sward 
showering debris in all directions. We were forced to 
seek shelter within the entrance of the cavern. 

Then Nadea Visa grasped my arm amid the explosions 
of the First Born's guns still hidden in the cliff caves. We 
were horrified to see the Varhan shudder under the im-
pact and new fires broke out along her entire length. 

"No, John Carter, no!" The red girl hid her face. 
"Wait, Nadea Visa, look!" My heart felt it had stopped 

as the Varhan drifted to windward. 
The battleship Thorista still smouldered, but with her 

fires were under control. She came between the cruiser 
and the cliff and blasted the hidden guns there. The cliff 
exploded in dust and debris. The Thorista struggled 
alongside the doomed Varhan, dozens upon dozens of 
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survivors leapt aboard the battleship which soon parted 
from the wreck. To my surprise I watched as the cruiser 
turned about, blazing from stem to stern and headed di-
rectly for the cliff where the hidden guns lay, behind her 
but keeping her distance came the Thorista. Who was 
steering the cruiser I could not guess. A glimpse about us 
revealed the First Born and many green men were flee-
ing in all directions. 

"Nadea Visa, take Hador Tael to safety, well away 
from the cliff." I pointed to an area devoid of the rushing 
population and to the side of the Madre. 

"But what of you?" 
I saw him then, as he tried to leave the cavern. It was Tar-

jen Lorst, Jeddak of the Aanthels. 
"I have something to do." I leapt forward. The Jed-

dak saw me and turned back inside the cavern. I could 
not see Kardus Kur anywhere. 

I turned to my left. The Varhan was about to strike 
the cliff. I hurried inside followed within two xats by a 
huge explosion that sent vibrations through the cavern 
dislodging huge slabs of ersite and lesser rock from the 
roof and walls, turning the interior once more into a 
dust storm. 

Before me I saw the tall blurred form of Tarjen Lorst. His 
blade cleaved the air towards me as I raised my own and 
struck his aside. "You should have died in Karasz, John 
Carter, you have destroyed our plans and even the Madre 
but you will die amongst the ruins and the green men will 
rise again." He struck at me with increasing ferocity. 

"The hordes will never rise while I live, Tarjen 
Lorst." I parried his blade and wounded him on the 
right shoulder. 

"Then die!" His mirthless laughter filled the cham-
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ber as we parried and stroked at each other. Back and 
forth we fought across the debris strewn floor until he 
suddenly froze before me, my blade embedded in his 
vitals. The Jeddak of the Aanthels fell to his knees then 
collapsed dead onto the floor. 

I could hear the sounds of clashing blades, and the 
movement of the earth about me. I slowly made my 
way through the dust towards the Jeddak's throne. The 
sounds of conflict became louder the nearer I got. I 
looked up through the dust and saw two dead green 
figures and Kardus Kur in mortal combat with the 
Jeddak of Jeddaks, the man who deemed him to die. 

Above the clashing of their blades came the rum-
bling of the earth, more and more pieces of rock were 
falling and it was only a matter of xats before the 
whole roof of the cavern fell in but I could not desert 
Kardus Kur. I leapt to the raised platform several paces 
behind him as he battled on, facing his nemesis. 

Then in a fierce exchange of sword play in which 
their blades were little more than a blur to see I saw 
the Jeddak of the Cosquis drive his blade through the 
ancient chest of Zargot Yor, the Jeddak of Jeddaks and 
even as he fell the roof above us groaned and began to 
fall. Kardus Kur looked up, waiting for death to claim 
him, but I leapt towards him, sending us both off the 
platform to the floor a dozen feet below. We landed 
heavily and the world seem to be coming down 
around us. I saw that the Jeddak was dazed and 
grasped his arm. I dragged him with all my strength 
towards the entrance seemingly so far away. 

I had gone but a dozen yards when I was enveloped in 
a solid cloud of dust through which I could not tell in 
what direction the entrance lay. All about us hung a great 
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grey cloud, then I felt a hand on my arm and a voice from 
nowhere. 

"This way, John Carter, this way." I knew it was Nadea 
Visa who led us both from the cave of death. 

The grey cloud lightened and then through it I could 
see again. Life still existed around us. The Thorista lay 
upon the sward fifty yards away. On her deck men 
were putting out many of the small fires that raged 
there, while at least a hundred strode towards me. In 
the lead were Commander Dor Targon and Yon Gar. 

"John Carter! I am very pleased to see you again." I 
shook hands with the Commander of the Thorista. 

"Commander, I am equally as pleased to see you 
and Yon Gar." I shook hands with Yon Gar. 

"Tell me, Yon Gar, how is it that you are here?" 
"When I told Commander Talus Lar that you were 

heading in this direction he ordered that we follow 
and search for you. We met up with the Thorista this 
morning and organised this plan in case you were cor-
rect, that Alavaturi was in fact the Madre." 

"And where is Commander Talus Lar?" They both 
looked at each other. 

"He flew the Varhan into the cliff where the guns lay, 
John Carter. He said it was his duty to you." 

"He did more than his duty. You all have. I and 
Nadea Visa, and Hador Tael thank you for your timely 
arrival which most likely saved our lives." 

"Who is the green man, John Carter? An enemy 
whom you have captured to stand trial in Helium?" 

Kardus Kur rose to his feet beside us. 
"No, he is not an enemy, only a prisoner of the green 

men whom they intended to torture and kill." 
I walked Kardus Kur away from the others. "You are a 
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fool, John Carter, you should have let me die." 
"Kardus Kur, your life was important to me. So are 

the lives of everyone I come across on Barsoom. Think 
about giving life for a change and not death." 

The Jeddak stood speechless for a moment. Who 
knew what he was thinking? Then he turned and 
walked away across the sward while I rejoined Nadea 
Visa. 

"John Carter, I have been a fool, please forgive me." 
"Nadea Visa, we are all allowed to be a fool sometime, 

but I think no less of you." The red girl with her black dye 
rose up on her toes and kissed me on the cheek. 

"Thank you, John Carter." She turned and placed 
her hand about the arm of Hador Tael and led him to-
wards the battleship. "You will have to see the physi-
cian before we reach Helium." 

"Dor Targon, how soon before we can depart?" 
"It will be several zodes, John Carter, the ship has 

sustained much damage, but we shall depart as soon 
as possible." 

"Thank you, Commander." I turned to Yon Gar. "I 
want you to report to me five days after we reach He-
lium." I saw he was perplexed. 

"Warlord?" 
"Yes, Yon Gar. You may know that there is a new 

cruiser soon to be commissioned and you are to be her 
second in command." A smile broke out across his face. 

"Tell me, John Carter, what is the name of the new ship?" 
"As you know it is my privilege to choose a name 

for any new naval ship. This one shall be the Talus Lar." 
I saw a tear in the young man's eye. 

"Thank you, John Carter." 
Together we boarded the Thorista. 
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It was evening before the battleship could sail. As 
we lifted and turned towards Helium, I stood at the 
upper deck rail. Cluros was alone in the night sky, 
casting down his light upon the landscape. The colours 
of the scarlet and ochre moss sward had long since 
turned to black and grey. The remains of the Madre 
became distant and nondescript as it shrank from my 
view. Many men had died there, but once more the 
hordes were scattered and it would be quite some time 
before another Jeddak of Jeddaks would emerge. What 
became of Kardus Kur? Would he at last turn from the 
path of war to one of peace? Would I ever see him 
again? Not as an enemy, I hoped. The First Born had 
scattered like thoats being chased by a banth. It would 
be some time before another alliance could be forged. 

At the sound of voices I turned around, my hand 
upon my hilt. "Kaor, Nadea Visa, Yon Gar, Hador 
Tael." I noticed she had each by the arm and the young 
prisoner of the green men seemed much improved 
from his beatings and had patches covering his eyes. 

"Kaor, John Carter," they replied in unison. 
Nadea Visa smiled. "Once again, John Carter, I have 

survived, with your help." She drew her short sword as 
did the others. Three blades were raised up high and 
crossed together. "To John Carter, Warlord of Barsoom!" 

I drew my blade and touched theirs. "To those who 
died today so that Barsoom remains free of war." Our 
blades clashed together. 

"Three words shall go down in Helium's history 
whenever our freedom is challenged, 'remember the 
Varhan'." I imaged the mighty cruiser firing her can-
nons at the hidden guns of the Madre–the Varhan 
would never be forgotten. 
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I turned to Hador Tael. "What did the physician say 
about your eyes, Hador Tael?" 

The young red man smiled. "He is hopeful that I 
will see again in a few days, John Carter. I pray to my 
ancestors that he is correct." 

The rays of morning sunshine never looked so beau-
tiful before as the sun rose over the horizon to splash 
the landscape in vivid colours of scarlet and ochre as it 
touched the dead sea bottom. We four stood near the 
bow of the Thorista, looking toward Helium, which lay 
only a few hundred haads away. Ahead of us ap-
peared a small flier on a course to pass perhaps a 
dozen haads across our bow. Seeing us, the flier 
changed direction and sped towards us. When it was 
only a haad away the vessel rapidly changed course 
and sped full speed towards Helium. 

Nadea Visa asked, "What do you make of that, John 
Carter?" 

"The flier is a Helium craft. My guess is she espied 
my flag flying from the mast above us and is returning 
to Helium as fast as possible to alert the Jeddak I am 
returning." 

"We should expect company then?" 
"We shall see." 
And see we did, for before another zode passed a 

cloud seemed to appear on the horizon, a great grey 
cloud that grew larger and larger as we approached. 

"John Carter!" cried Nadea Visa, trembling. 
I smiled at my companion as the grey cloud re-

solved into hundreds of ships coming from Helium. 
Ships of every description from large battleships and 
cruisers, two-man and single man fliers, merchant 
ships—the sky around was congested by vessels from 
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Helium. In the forefront of that awesome host I saw 
my own ship, the cruiser Furious, and behind her came 
the battleship Cateran that I had last seen at Natvan-
dur. But then I saw something onboard my ship that 
took my breath away for there was my princess. Dejah 
Thoris stood by the rail near the bow of Furious, her 
arms held out to the ether to welcome my return. 

As the Furious approached, I could wait no longer. I 
placed my foot upon the rail and told my companions: 
"I shall see you all in Helium." 

I leapt across the gap of twenty-five feet to land on 
the bow of Furious. Dejah Thoris rushed into my arms. 
Such a moment I would treasure for the rest of my life 
as I drew her face to mine and kissed her. I would 
gladly fight all the green men and First Born on Bar-
soom for the love of such a woman . 

"My Chieftain!" the daughter of ten thousand jed-
daks whispered. 

"My Princess!" I kissed her again as thousands of 
Heliumites on nearby vessels waved and cheered. 

The bow of Furious turned slowly, and we headed 
for Helium. 

the end. 
Banth - large many-legged carnivore often called a lion 
Calot - dog-like animal of the green men, size of a Shetland pony 
Darseen - lizard-type reptile, very fast 
Thoat - horse-type animal both giraffe size and horse size 
Ulsio - many-legged rat, size of an earth dog 
Green Men - race of 15 foot tall, four armed green giants 
First Born - race of black men, usually untrustworthy and most 

times an enemy of the red men 
Cluros - large moon 
Thuria - small moon 
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Throxeous - once a mighty ocean, now dried up, non-existent 
Barsoom - Mars 
Jasoom - Earth 
Jeddak - King 
Jed - Lieutenant 
Helium - City of red men 
Zarras - dead city 
Karasz - dead city 
Warlord - supreme King or ruler 
Varhan - old cruiser 
Thorista - battleship 
Cateran - battleship 
Flier one - or two man scout ships 
John Carter - came from Earth, now Warlord of Mars, resides in 

Helium, city of red men, married to Dejah Thoris, a Prin-
cess 

Nadea Visa - red girl from Helium, captured with John Carter by 
green men 
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1996 Assassins of Mars 

16 October 1995 - 11 December 1995 
Edited & revised through to 15 January 1996 
Chapter 1 

Furious passed over the Great Plain of Helium with 
the fire-blackened battleship Thorista following close 
astern, below us the scarlet and ochre moss sward 
seemed like a carpet of colour that stretched east and 
west until broken by the low mountain ranges; beside 
us and behind sailed hundreds of smaller vessels, on 
their decks stood waving and cheering Heliumites and 
some that were not red men but Orovars and yellow 
men from the frozen north, I looked into the face of my 
Princess and saw she was smiling and I too could not 
suppress a grin. 

"They have all heard that you have been found, 
welcome home my Chieftain" and once more, as we 
passed over the great wall of the city, I kissed my Prin-
cess amid the cheers of the populace. 

Below us ran the Avenue of Ancestors to the very 
heart of Greater Helium, to the Temple of Reward and 
the Jeddak's palace. The avenue was a mass of cheer-
ing people with hands raised high and waiving to-
wards us, and from the roof tops of the larger build-
ings and apartments there appeared smiling faces and 
raised hands, never had I been so proud to be a Bar-
soomian and the sight reminded me of that other time 
when we had returned victorious after the defeat of the 
Rasoomian fleet over the Great Plain. 
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Before the Temple of Reward our cruiser came to 
rest, behind us the Thorista moved away to a naval 
dock so that repairs could immediately be started on 
her damaged superstructure and so that the wounded 
could be cared for and I knew that Hador Tael, the 
only survivor of the Estrella, was in good hands. 

"See there my Princess." She turned to follow where 
I pointed towards the battered battleship, "see those 
three people at the stern, the two men either side of the 
red woman?" She looked at me puzzled. "You shall 
meet them later for without their help I may not have 
been able to return" and we waved to them and they 
waved back to us and I could almost hear the laughter 
coming from their joyous features. 

"I look forward to meeting them my Chieftain, but 
most importantly" and I looked into her eyes, moist with 
teardrops, "we must have some time together, for I have 
missed you so." She buried her head into my chest. 

I stroked her dark hair "we shall have time together 
my Princess, be sure of that" and then he approached, 
the Jeddak of Greater Helium, Tardos Mors, the grand-
father of my Princess. 

"Kaor John Carter" and he proffered his hand in the 
Jasoomian custom which was becoming prevalent here, "we 
have searched everywhere for you, the ships of Helium have 
been from Okar to the Lost Sea of Korus the moment we 
learnt of your disappearance, it is a great pleasure to see you 
standing here, I am sure you have an adventure to tell us?" 

I smiled at the grandfather of Dejah Thoris "I am not 
sure you would call it an adventure, more a simple 
case of kidnapping and an altercation with the green 
men and the First Born", and his eyebrows rose in sur-
prise and he grinned back at me. 
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"You must come to my palace this evening, I wish to 
hear about this un-adventure you have had." 

"I would like to bring some friends whom I am sure 
you will be pleased to meet." 

"I would be honoured John Carter" and the Jeddak 
smiled as he turned and made his way from our ship, 
flanked on either side by several of his personal 
guards, ever on the lookout for assassins. 

We also left Furious, following some distance behind the 
Jeddak "well it seems I will have a story to tell after all." 

"I would not miss it for the world, my Chieftain. I am 
sure your friends can relate just what you have been do-
ing should you gloss over your own role." She smiled. 

"Then we had better bring Toran Sarn along, I don't 
want to have to tell this story a second time." 

"No, I'm sure you won't." Her face was quite seri-
ous. "This will probably be the only time I will learn 
how much danger you have been in." She turned to-
wards me though we were surrounded by the popu-
lace of Helium, "I know you have faced death, more 
likely a hundred times since I last saw you." Her voice 
became husky. "I love you, my Chieftain! No matter 
where you go, come back to me." 

"While I live, my Princess, nothing will prevent me 
from being at your side." I drew her away from the 
crowding people to a two man flier moored close to a 
naval officer. 

"May we borrow your ship, dwar?" 
"I would be honoured, Warlord." We boarded his craft. 
"Could you do me a favour?" 
"Anything. Warlord!" He stood rigidly to attention. 
"Go to the Thorista. There you will find three people, 

two men and a woman, one of the men is blinded and 
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wears a band about his eyes, they are Yon Gar, Hador 
Tael and the woman Nadea Visa, ask them, at my re-
quest, would they come to my palace two zodes after 
sun down." 

"I go now, Warlord" and he departed in a hurry. 
"I have not seen a man so nervous before, my Chief-

tain. Do you get this reaction from all our naval 
forces?" She smiled. 

"It seems I will have to take you in hand." 
"Yes, my darling." She pretended to cower before 

me as our ship rose above ground level and we pro-
ceeded towards our palace some distance away. 

I gazed at the metropolis that was Greater Helium, 
here in its centre tall buildings rose skywards, but 
none as tall as the Jeddak's palace, unlike the roof tops 
on Jasoom, which were deserts of gloom, the roof tops 
here were covered in greenery, it was as if there was an 
oasis on top of each building, save those that kept 
spaces clear for their fliers, though many of these were 
moored to balconies beside the buildings. 

Below, the main avenues were paved in large stones 
of different colours, the Avenue of Ancestors was 
tinged with red and gold, the Avenue of the Warlord 
was gold and grey, it was an amazing sight, below us 
the walkways, called footpaths on Jasoom, were 
crowded with people, so too were the transparent 
transport tubes which followed the avenues but some 
forty sofads high in the air, they too were crowed with 
people, many of whom it would seem had come to see 
my safe return, and now most were returning to their 
places of work or business, or just back to their homes.  

Below us I saw the Avenue of the Warlord, which ran 
towards our own palace, there below grew the tree where 
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the kidnappers had lain in wait for me on that fateful night 
and I could see them still as they leapt out of the shadows, it 
was there I had seen Nadea Visa for the first time. 

"What are you thinking about John Carter." She 
looked at me with a puzzled look upon her face. 

"Memories my Princess, but you shall hear all about 
them shortly" and then we landed the flier upon the 
roof of our palace where a guard rushed up to meet us 
and secured the craft as we alighted. 

"Who are you and where is Hanten Larr?" for this 
man was a stranger to me. 

"I am Jobus Ra Warlord, Hanten Larr has taken ill, I 
am his replacement" and he stood to attention before 
me while my Princess clung to my arm a look of puz-
zlement on her face. 

But he seemed nervous and I felt more than a little 
apprehensive, perhaps it was the ordeal that I had 
been through, I was becoming suspicious of everyone, 
expecting a sword to suddenly appear against me, he 
had every right to feel nervous in the presence of the 
Warlord, especially if he was new to guard duty here, 
but still my body tingled slightly, a warning of im-
pending danger. 

"Thank you Jobus Ra" and as he turned away I 
thought I saw the corner of his mouth rise in a sneer, 
but perhaps I was seeing things, the last few days had 
put me on the defensive. "Come my Princess" and we 
turned towards the ramp which led down towards our 
living quarters. 

Dejah Thoris was silent beside me as we walked 
down the ramp, the equivalent of three flights of stairs 
on Jasoom, before us stood a second guard on duty be-
side the entry door to our living quarters, another man 
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I did not recognise, but he quickly threw up a salute 
"Warlord" and opened the door for us. 

"Thank you, you're new here?" 
"Yes Warlord, this is my first day at this posting" 

and I nodded my head as we entered our apartment, 
but the feeling of danger felt even more real than be-
fore and as I placed my hand upon my short sword hilt 
I saw my Princess do the same and though she had a 
questioned look upon her face she said nothing. 

Inside the radium lamps lit our living quarters, to 
my right a lounge chair and small table, to my left sev-
eral single chairs, on the floor between lay the fur of an 
Orluk, a door to the right led to our bedroom, the door 
to the left to a formal dining area, from both rooms 
there was access to a balcony which overlooked the 
centre of the business district of Helium. 

My Princess was about to speak but I raised a finger 
to silence her and drew my blade, still uncertain she did 
the same, there was something in the air, some scent I 
could not recognise but I knew it was foreign here, I 
picked up the Orluk fur and threw it past the doorway 
to our bedroom, from inside a blade whistled down and 
sank into the fur before it could fall to the floor. 

Faster than a darseen I stepped before the doorway 
and slammed my blade down on the assailants sword 
arm which he had had no time to raise, he cried out in 
pain as I half severed his arm, he fell back into the 
room clutching his sword arm and his red features 
took on a ghastly white hue, then from the far door-
way came a cry of anger and he ran towards us, an-
other red man, his sword arm drawn back over his 
head, his long sword already beginning its downward 
journey; at the same time another cry rose from behind 
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us and I saw our two guards rush in, but not to defend 
us but to ensure we did not escape. It was a trap. 

There was but a moment and I thrust my Princess 
into our bedroom while I took the doorway, his sword 
whistled down, I stepped aside and before he could 
bring up his blade I ran him through the heart, even as 
he fell our two guards rushed in swinging their blades 
but I stood my ground, I had not survived the amphi-
theatre at Karasz and the cavern of the Madre to die in 
my own doorway, before the eyes of my Princess. Fu-
rious I stepped forward and took their two blades at 
once and smashed them aside, to my right and left I 
lay my short sword, on a high arc and a low until my 
blade weaved a web of steel before our assailants eyes 
that their own blades could not penetrate. 

Again and again I crashed my blade onto theirs and 
though they were both skilled I knew they relied upon 
their other two comrades to support them but one lay 
dead before me and the other useless to them, within 
another xat I sent the blade of one flying across the 
room and drove my point through his shoulder, as he 
fell I doubled my efforts against my lone antagonist 
who now sweated profusely, but I continued to drive 
him back toward the open doorway where they had 
entered and for but a moment he looked beside him to 
see how far freedom lay but at that moment I ran my 
point under his blade and through his chest and Jobus 
Ra fell soundlessly before me "too late John Carter!" 
and I whirled around at the cry. 

Beside our bedroom doorway stood the assassin, his 
features still a ghastly white colour, his sword arm 
hanging uselessly by his side with his blood cascading 
down upon the floor, in his left hand he held his radium 
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pistol pointed to his left where my Princess stood, dis-
armed, "get up Has Dor" he screamed at his companion 
who I wounded in the shoulder, the red man struggled 
to his feet, sweat cascading down his paling features. 

"We shall win after all Has Dor, think of it, the two 
of us killed John Carter and I, I shall take his Princess" 
and I watched as Has Dor struggled to raise his blade 
and swayed drunken-like on his feet. 

I saw the movement my Princess made, it was un-
noticeable to Has Dor and the assassin with the pistol, 
"this is a real pleasure John Carter" and he swung the 
pistol towards me, but before he could fire my Princess 
moved, she moved with a speed that would have put a 
darseen to shame, she rammed her hidden dagger into 
his heart as I leapt aside and his pistol fired harmlessly 
into the floor as he fell dead before us. 

At my Princess' side I swung around to face our op-
ponent, my sword arm raised, "drop the blade Has Dor 
or you will never leave this room alive." 

He turned his head sideways as he swayed before us 
"never John Carter, you must kill me, the Guild will kill 
me otherwise" and he struggled forward his blade half 
raised in defiance. I stepped towards him smashing his 
blade aside and crashed my hilt upon his head, the dark 
haired red man slumped to the floor unconscious and I 
turned and strode into the arms of my Princess. 

Chapter 2 
"Well you did organise an unusual welcome for me, 

just when I was beginning to think I had had enough 
adventure for awhile." She smiled towards me. 

"You can make so light of such an ugly scene my 
Chieftain, one moment we could have been killed, but 
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here we are alive and it is as if you had but taken a 
stroll down the Avenue of Ancestors." 

"Without you my Princess we could both have been 
killed" and before she could answer I kissed her on the lips. 

"But you would have found a way of...." and I 
kissed her again as I picked her up off the reddening 
floor and carried her out to the fresh air of our balcony, 
behind us they lay in death, assassins of the Guild, 
they had tried to kill me often ever since my arrival 
here on Barsoom, I had hoped they would have given 
up, but it seems they could barely wait for my return. 

I pulled down a blue and green hanging that lay be-
side our balcony window, it was a hidden alarm which 
sounded a gong in the Commander of the guards 
room far below us, "we have but a few moments" she 
said and we embraced again and I held her until the 
guards rushed into our rooms. 

"John Carter" cried the Commander of the palace 
guards as he deployed a dozen of his troops about the 
room "at your service" and he looked amazed at the 
carnage in our room. 

"Commander Uar Desan these four are members of 
the Guild, they sought to kill us, take care of them and 
especially the one who is still alive." 

"That we shall do John Carter" and he spoke to his 
men, several checked the bodies for life and then 
picked up the corpses and carried them away, two 
more picked up Has Dor while four others moved 
through our rooms searching for any others who may 
have hidden away and at his orders another two raced 
out of our room to gather cleaning cloths to mop up 
the reddening pools on our floor and still more guards 
appeared outside our doorway and took up station 
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there, one I recognised as my old friend Hanten Larr. 
We both moved to the entrance to our rooftop, 

where the assassins had entered behind us "kaor Han-
ten Larr, I have not seen you for some time, have you 
been avoiding us?" and I inwardly smiled as the guard 
tried not to look at his commander. 

"At your orders Warlord I have been to Natvandur these 
last few months, securing the city for free trade and he 
turned and grinned towards us as I slapped him on the back. 

"Yes now I remember and I'm sure you did a good 
job there, perhaps now you could resume your normal 
duties and keep the assassins from our door." 

"Yes Warlord" and as we turned away I winked at 
him and saw the makings of another grin on his face as 
he drew to attention to maintain his post by our door-
way and I hoped his game of jetan had not improved 
for we had had many fine evenings at game. 

"Your rooms here are clear John Carter, I will have all 
lower floors searched and a new patrol located on all 
floors and a further two guards will secure the rooftop." 

"Thank you Commander Uar Desan" and I said no 
more as they departed for we both knew that no place 
could be fully protected against the Guild but for such 
numbers as this attack was unusual, he also knew that 
should such a major attack occur again he would be 
Commanding troops near the ice barrier for Tandos 
Mors would not tolerate this happening again. 

"Come my Princess." 
"Where to my Chieftain?" 
"We need to get away from here for awhile, let us go 

into the city for I know a fine eating house....." 
"Do you now, and who have you taken to this fine place?" 
"Why my Princess, only you" and we both laughed 
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as we headed towards the interior escalating tube which 
sped us down to floor level in almost no time at all. 

"What of the Guild my Chieftain?" 
"They will know all of our movements, but I expect 

their plans will be in disarray after this latest failure, but 
we should make it harder for them" and as we walked 
out of our palace towards the avenue outside I called to 
two guards near the entrance way, "come would you 
join us for a stroll" and they both smiled as they fell in 
behind us and as we walked towards the entrance to a 
higher tube I saw my Princess was glancing behind her 
more than once, could our newest troops be assassins 
too, even my own nerves were a little unhinged from 
forces that were unseen, from cowards who would at-
tack from the back without disclosing their colours. 
"Should we walk behind them, my Princess." She at last 
grinned back though occasionally I saw her glance be-
hind, such is the life of the Warlord and his Princess I 
thought and I had not felt so vulnerable before and I 
wished that my enemies were out in front of me like the 
green men at the amphitheatre of Karasz where they 
could be counted instead of hidden in dark shadows 
with a blade ready to plunge into my back. 

The bright radium lamps outside flashed the name 
'Helium by Night' and we entered the inn which 
would be a restaurant on Jasoom, at the door we 
passed two First Born of immense size to keep out any 
undesirables, inside the patrons wore their finest har-
nesses, the men wore medallions that shone in the 
lamp light, the women wore filmy transparent material 
about their shoulders and harnesses that seem to give 
the room a look of old Roman days from Jasoom's past, 
the proprietor Serin Lowa rushed in our direction "it is 
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always an honour when you come here Warlord, Prin-
cess" and he did a little bow before us in spite of the 
fact he knew that we did not like it, but he smiled and 
showed us to a corner table while our two guards 
stood only a short distance away. 

Around us I noted Jeds of not only Greater and 
Lesser Helium but from other cities as well, and there 
were two green men present, Jeddaks no doubt from 
their garish ornaments and I tried to make out their 
metal, one looked familiar to me, I remembered a voice 
when I, Brendara and Tars Tarkas stood together 
against the horde "they are Garwoons" and I was 
shocked to see their presence here. 

But their mood was genteel, 
music filled the air and two 
dancing girls weaved around the 
floor between the tables dancing 
an ancient love dance, one with a 
long flowing deep blue veil that 
fell from her shoulders to her 
knees, the other with a golden veil 
that she held in both hands and 
strung out behind her shoulders. 
About the place the ladies, 
Princesses and other high nobility 
wore their most precious gems that sparkled in the ra-
dium lamp light, their laughter filled the air, I turned 
again, the two Garwoons were gone, perhaps I imag-
ined it. 

Around us now couples were taking to the dance 
floor "my Chieftain would you honour me to dance" 
and I let my doubts fade away as I rose and took my 
Princess' hand and together we made our way to the 
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dance floor where we joined those before us doing an-
other slow love dance of fertility, I shook my head, 
there had been too much adventure, too many ene-
mies. I let myself relax for the first time since my kid-
napping. 

I held her with my two hands about her waist, she 
her hands about my neck and we wove too and fro 
across the floor with other couples, I saw to my right 
our palace guards had taken a stance some distance 
away and seemed unperturbed as we danced among 
the nobility of Helium. Some of the women wore crea-
tions that covered their shoulders and were tied at 
their sides, others a circlet of material about their 
throats leaving their breasts bare and yet others wore 
small peaked crowns of jewels with gems attached to 
sheer fabric about the waist of their harnesses. 

Others joined us on the floor and my Princess 
looked into my eyes as my light grasp upon her waist 
became much firmer, I looked around us, the Jeds and 
Princesses had slowly been pushed aside, beside and 
around us now were others, women who wore no jew-
ellery, warriors who did not wear their best harnesses 
or blades, but well worn fighting thoat hide, my senses 
tingled like they had when I was in the dead city of 
Zarras, with a swirl I danced my Princess to the corner 
of the room, I heard the blade rasping free of its scab-
bard and faster than a charging banth I swung her be-
hind me and drew my long sword and about me, ten 
dancing men were drawing their blades and advanc-
ing upon us with great rapidity with yells, curses and 
oaths flying from their lips. 

Pandemonium reigned in the Helium by Night, as 
the first woman screamed I lay my blade about us tak-
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ing five at once while behind them the other five assas-
sins tried to close as well, but with our backs against 
the corner they could not all swing a blade and as 
never before I swung my long sword in great forceful 
arcs which crashed theirs aside amid showers of 
sparks and the clashing of our blades was deafening in 
the space around us. 

I forced my blade against the weight of the five, slic-
ing one opponent across the neck and almost severing 
the blade arm of another, their cries of pain were lost in 
the wild shouts and screams from the patrons of the He-
lium by Night as they sought escape. Another I lunged 
in the chest and as he fell his place was taken by another 
determined blade, again I crashed my blade forcing one 
back and as my sword returned from the high arc I 
crashed my blade against three others and then onto his 
unprotected head, with a groan he fell to the floor. 

Six blades lay before me, in a fraction of a tal I saw 
our two guards rushing in behind our assailants, their 
blades drawn, then a green figure came up behind 
them, a long sword raised sideways and as I forced the 
blades aside again I felt my arm and side sting where 
their blades had grazed past my defences, then I took 
another in the chest and another across the wrist sever-
ing his hand, my Princess' blade flashed out from be-
side me now and another assassin fell clutching his 
chest wound, at that moment I saw the green man 
swing his blade at their unprotected backs, our guards 
cried out in pain and fell forward and as three blades 
clashed against mine I saw him begin to come towards 
us but in a tal he stopped, turned and with speed he 
rushed from the room as I sliced my blade into the vi-
tals of another adversary. 
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Now my Princess stood beside me, her blade snaking 
out at the assassin to my left, but he could not change his 
attack from me to her for I engaged both him and his 
companion and as she rammed her blade into his vitals I 
crashed mine through the heart of the last assassin and 
together we stood amid the carnage, around us the dead 
and dying, further away lay overturned tables and broken 
tableware caused by the patrons fleeing the establishment. 

"You are hurt." She indicated the blood upon my 
arms and side. 

"Scratches that's all my Princess, these others have fared a 
little worse" and I smiled and caught the grin on her face. 

"Come." She led me to an overturned table, where-
upon she destroyed the cloth upon it and used it to 
wipe the blood from my scratches, for they were not 
that deep, however one larger gash she wrapped a piece 
of cloth about to stem any further flow of my blood. 

From outside came whistles and shouts as patrol 
guards rushed into the place, "Warlord, Princess, you 
are both safe?" and I saw the young guard was genu-
inely overjoyed at our still being alive. 

"There were two green men here, see if you can find 
them, though I doubt that you will, I and my Princess 
will return to our palace, we have had enough excite-
ment for today" and as we left he spoke quickly to an-
other with him and a dozen of the patrol fell in behind 
us to guard us but I really didn't care at this stage, my 
sword arm was tired, I felt I had aged at least 50 years 
in the last few zodes but we still lived. 

The return walk to our palace was quiet and benefi-
cial, we both needed the walk along the avenues to re-
fresh our tired bodies, along the way countless people 
raised their hands in salute and many kindly words 
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were spoken towards us, the assassins were for the 
moment absent. 

In our palace I poured my Princess a sagen, a blue 
drink from the frozen north land of Okar, renowned for 
its purity of ice water and sweetness of its mineral con-
tent from where its gets its pale blue colour, "what is 
happening my Chieftain, we have been attacked before 
but not like this, it's as if we are at war with the Guild?" 

"I'm not sure my Princess, have their been any at-
tacks on you in my absence?" 

"None, the first was here upon your return." She 
looked questioningly towards me. 

"It would seem the Guild has a new interest in us or 
me, one in which they seek to destroy us, but I have a 
feeling that something big is happening, until the inci-
dent at Karasz and the Madre the Guild made only 
sporadic attempts against us, but now these latest 
events are much more determined, I have a feeling 
they are linked together." 

"But what happened at those places, you have not said?!." 
"Come, we will call upon your grandfather and to-

gether I will tell you all that has transpired...." then there 
were loud voices at our door and Hanten Larr entered 
followed by Yon Gar who rushed around him towards 
us, but Hanten Larr forestalled him by holding out his 
arm in front of him with his left hand upon his knife hilt. 

"She is taken John Carter, she is gone!." 
"What do you mean Yon Gar, who is gone?" 
"Nadea Visa John Carter, she has been taken." 

Chapter 3 
I grasped his arm, "tell us what you know" and I 

saws tears swelling in his eyes for he obviously loved 
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her very much. 
"We received your message and I escorted her to her 

apartment while Hador Tael was taken in the care of a phy-
sician, we agreed I would return in two zodes and together 
we would join you here, but when I returned I found the 
caretaker dead, her apartment a ruin and she was gone." 

"At least it would seem she is not dead else you 
would have found her body there." 

"But why John Carter, what is going on, why has 
this happened after we have been through so much...." 

"That is why, whatever is happening it must be because 
of Karasz and the Madre, I'm sure of it" and I turned to-
wards my Princess "my Princess you have not met Yon 
Gar, without his bravery I might not be here." She came 
forward and kissed him lightly on the cheek. 

"I am proud to know you. I am sure I will soon hear 
your story." She smiled at me in her eagerness to 
know. 

"Come, let us go to see Tardos Mors" and we de-
parted, Hanten Larr coming with us as our escort. 

Less than half a zode later we entered the private 
apartment of Tardos Mors, Jeddak of Greater Helium 
and grandfather of my Princess Dejah Thoris. 

"Tardos Mors, may I present Yon Gar, a fine fighting 
man of the cruiser Varhan who is soon to take up a posi-
tion in his new ship the Talus Lar, without his help I may 
not be here now" and the two of them shook hands. 

"I am more than pleased to meet any friend of John 
Carter" and Yon Gar beamed with delight, "please be 
seated my friends" and we sat upon cushions on the 
floor before the Jeddak of Helium "and tell us all John 
Carter about your, un-adventure and I've heard ex-
citement has followed you to your own palace let alone 
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the Helium by Night." 
I stood now before the assemblage, my Princess, 

Yon Gar and Tardos Mors, by the doorway stood Han-
ten Larr beside the Jeddak's own private guard, only 
Nadea Visa and Hador Tael were missing, but at least 
he was safe, or was he. 

"I feel we should send support to Hador Tael, he will 
be with the physician at the naval hospital, before he too 
comes under the scrutiny of the Guild" and immediately 
Tardos Mors summonsed his personal guard and gave 
him instructions, quickly he departed and I hoped in 
good time, and then my wife and her grandfather looked 
towards me, with a shrug of my shoulders I began the 
tale of my kidnapping and Kardus Kur at Karasz. 

"You mean" said Tardos Mors "that you stood be-
fore almost half a million green men, all who wanted 
to see you dead, and you not only survived but saved 
Barsoom as well!." 

"I wouldn't go that far, I was perhaps luckier than 
usual and the green men a little over ambitious" but 
the three of them smiled and nodded their heads, al-
most in unison, "we understand very well what you 
accomplished John Carter and I, speaking on behalf of 
the people of Helium thank you for your act of cour-
age, it was then that you returned here?" 

"Not quite, because he lost face with the hordes Kar-
dus Kur was sentenced to death, I sought to save him...." 

"But why John Carter, why not let the hordes kill 
him and save us the trouble for he would only lead 
more of his kind against us?" 

"You are wrong Tardos Mors, I was sure that I could 
reach him and turn him from his path of destruction, 
for he would make a good ally and the more green 
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men on our side the better chance the civilised races 
have to survive, I found Kardus Kur at the Madre, a 
place we call Alavaturi, it was a place of secrecy for the 
green men and the First Born, Kardus Kur became a 
prisoner there along with Hador Tael, again I spoke to 
the green Jeddak and in the end he joined us to fight 
them and escape, and it was he who killed the green 
Jeddak of Jeddaks who sought to rule Barsoom, with-
out his help we may not have escaped, without his 
help the First Born may have joined the green men, but 
they did not and a catastrophe was averted." 

"And your part John Carter" said Tardos Mors and 
my Princess looked inquiringly towards me. 

"I but did what I could." 
"I am sure you did John Carter, so much so that I 

will have to have a talk with Yon Gar here to find out 
the fuller story" and he winked at the survivor of the 
Varhan who grinned back at him. 

"I am sure great Jeddak that I can give you a much 
fuller story, for Nadea Visa has confided much to me 
of the events that John Carter has barely mentioned." 

"Thank you Yon Gar, I have heard that the friend 
you speak of is missing and that you John Carter and 
my granddaughter have been under assault from the 
Guild" and he looked enquiringly at us. 

"That is true Tardos Mors, since my return we have 
been attacked twice by the Guild who seem determined 
to kill us, so far they have failed, but I believe they are 
after me alone, and the taking of Nadea Visa points to a 
connection with Kardus Kur and the Madre. 

"What do you intend my Chieftain, how can we 
deal with the Guild." 

"My Princess" and I looked towards the others, "I 
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would like you to stay here with your grandfather 
while I and Yon Gar look into a little matter which 
may bring us closer to the truth of this mystery." 

"Do you wish to enlighten us as to what you intend 
John Carter?" 

"No Tardos Mors, who knows if the walls have ears, 
but I would like to depart for the sooner we do the 
sooner Nadea Visa will be with us" and I helped my 
Princess to stand and embraced her. 

"We still live my husband, I know you will return." 
"Nothing will keep us apart my Princess, not the 

Guild, not the green hordes nor the First Born, I will 
return to you when I am able and when this business 
has been concluded, never doubt that I will return" 
and I turned to my guard "Hanten Larr, return to my 
palace and ensure the Guild do not take it over in our 
absence" and the young guardsman smiled as he de-
parted, then with Yon Gar, we left the room of the Jed-
dak and were soon in the avenue outside. 

Tardos Mors' personal guard came running up to us 
on the sidewalk, "John Carter, the physician is dead, 
Hador Tael has disappeared", it was the last piece of 
the question, it had to be the Madre, and what of Kar-
dus Kur, was he dead or had he been taken too. 

"My guess Yon Gar is that the Guild hoped to kill 
myself and my Princess, but also believing that they 
might fail they have kidnapped the others instead of 
killing them so as to have sport with them and to kill 
them at their leisure." 

"But how can we stop them, how can we find them?" 
"I have one idea, come with me" and we strode 

along the sidewalk until we found a patrol flier, "may I 
borrow your flier dwar?" 
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"It would be a pleasure Warlord" and he saluted in 
respect of my title. 

Within an xat we were soon soaring above the 
population and headed for the far western corner of 
the city "where do we go John Carter?" 

"You will see" and I landed the flier in a part of the 
city reserved for my friends the Tharks, I knew our 
presence would quickly be reported to their Jeddak and 
within moments a tall green warrior strode towards us. 

"John Carter, it is a pleasure to meet with you again" 
and we shook hands, a Jasoomian custom much ap-
preciated here in Helium "remember the last time we 
met? when we fought against the Rasoomians, that 
was a fight to be in, a fight to tell on the open sward for 
many years to come." 

"Tars Tarkas this is Yon Gar of Helium's navy, he 
has helped me in a small adventure of minor impor-
tance" and they too shook hands. 

"Minor importance" and the Thark laughed, a long 
mirthless laugh and I could see the startled look upon 
Yon Gar's face. 

"Tars Tarkas, I need your help" and suddenly the 
laughter stopped and he leaned forward. 

"My help, come" and we followed the green giant inside a 
tall building beside the square we landed our flier upon. 

Inside the building I heard them coming "down!, 
down!" but it was a useless futile command as my calot 
Woola leapt upon me followed close behind by the ca-
lot of Tars Tarkas. I was knocked against the wall of 
the building by my watchdog which I had loaned to 
the Thark to look after at the time I and my Princess 
had attended the defence conference at Gathol. So 
much had happened since then that we had not had 
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the time to retrieve our faithful friend to us and Tars 
Tarkas had continued looking after him in our absence. 

At last Woola sat on his haunchess, his frog-like 
mouth whimpering before us as I stroked him, "how can 
I help you John Carter, name it and it shall be done?" 

"I need to have someone talk, to tell me what I need 
to know and quickly, the lives of my friends hangs in 
the balance, but I have not the time to force the answer 
I need, will you help me old friend?" 

"It shall be done for I know how to get the truth you 
seek, just lead me to whoever it is." 

"Come then, you too Woola " and the calot nudged 
my legs almost knocking me over and Tars Tarkas led 
his own calot Zata, they followed us out of the build-
ing and towards our destination. 

Outside day had turned to night, the radium lamps 
of Helium lit up the avenues and beyond in the dark 
sky the two moons shone down upon us, Cluros and 
Thuria and I found it hard to believe that all this had 
happened in the same day in which we had returned 
from the Madre. 

In less than a zode we arrived at the Helium by 
Night and Tars Tarkas and the two calots started down 
a darkened alley which ran beside the building, "bring 
him to me John Carter and the answer shall be yours" 
and I and Yon Gar entered the building still guarded 
by the two enormous First Born. 

How could the assassins gain entry to the Helium by 
Night, if the front door was so well guarded then surely 
the back also, I moved towards the plumpish proprietor 
Serin Lowa, "I need to speak to you in private" and I jig-
gled the coins in my harness purse "it is a bet I have 
with my friend here that I know you can resolve for us." 
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He was hesitant for a moment and I could see he was 
becoming nervous, but to refuse the Warlord of Bar-
soom was something he was not yet game to do. 

"Of course Warlord, perhaps through the back here" 
and he headed towards secluded rooms in the rear of 
the building. 

"Through here I think" and I made my way to the 
side door which led to the alley alongside, he cast a 
glance towards the First Born who were watching the 
proceedings with interest and who now slowly began 
to follow us. I held the door open. 

The proprietor stepped through the doorway and 
stopped outside, I followed and then Yon Gar, the alley 
was empty but I could smell the presence of the calots 
and knew Tars Tarkas was close by, "Yon Gar, watch 
our friend" and I waited for the First Born to appear. 

Yon Gar held his short sword at the throat of Serin 
Lowa and cautioned him to silence, as the first of the black 
men came through the doorway I struck him solidly on 
the head with the hilt of my short sword and as he fell I 
aimed my point at the heart of his companion, "join us", 
his hand fell towards his pistol and his eyes darted side-
ways in the darkness lit only by the moons of Barsoom, 
"do you wish to die so soon" and he slowly moved his 
hand away to his side, then the green giant emerged from 
the shadows and by his side was Zata the calot. 

I removed the pistol from the black man's harness 
and gave it to Yon Gar, "if he moves shoot him" and I 
saw the look of astonishment on the young naval offi-
cers face, for such a thing as shooting a man, even 
though a possible assassin, was not in Barsoom's code 
of honour, especially since he did not have a pistol as 
well, "you do not have to kill him!" but I could see he 
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was concerned and I turned to the First Born. 
"Drop you blades upon the ground" and he reluc-

tantly did so. "Now you have a choice, you can resist 
and I will set my calot upon you or you can watch the 
proceedings, quietly, decide" and I held my blade at 
his throat, "Woola" and the calot rushed forward to my 
feet and I indicated the black man "watch" and the 
beast moved forward and sat in front of the First Born. 

"I will watch" and I could see he had no calot friends. 
"Watch him Yon Gar, if he tries to escape, delay him 

so that Woola can feast upon him" and from the corner 
of my eye I saw the First Born tremble and I was glad 
he could not see the grin on my face. 

"Now to business" and I grasped Serin Lowa by his 
harness at his shoulders, "tell me what you know of 
the assassins and where they have taken my friends or 
I shall feed you to the calots" but he shoved his head 
forward and I could see the resistance in him. 

"I know nothing of what you say Warlord, I am but 
a humble Inn proprietor and know nothing of assas-
sins or your friends." 

"So be it, they could not have entered your place with-
out your knowledge, I have offered you a chance now it 
is gone, now you will deal with the green man" and for a 
moment I saw uncertainty in his eyes, "Tars Tarkas he is 
yours" and the green giant stepped forward. 

He grasped the red man by the throat and held him 
in the air, he coughed and choked but I knew it would 
take more than that to loosen his tongue, and then I 
saw something which I have never seen before in all 
my time on Barsoom, "Zata open!" cried the green man 
and the calot opened his maw to its widest extremity. 

Then it was that Tars Tarkas thrust the head of Serin 
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Lowa into the open jaws of the calot, "close" cried the 
giant and the beast closed those terrible jaws about the 
neck of the red man who looked into the jaws of death 
and his scream rose up inside him and though muffled 
by the huge expanses of calot flesh about his head I 
and the others could plainly hear it, a terrible cry from 
the very soul of the red man. 

"Open!" cried Tars Tarkas and the great maw 
opened wide and he hauled the red man from its em-
brace and he collapsed onto the ground. 

I turned him onto his back and raised him by his harness, 
his face was a ghastly white colour as he drew in large 
breaths of air, "talk! or will I bring forward the calot again." 

"No!, no!," and his breath came heavily, "I will tell" 
and as I set him upon the ground, almost as fast as a 
darseen he produced a slender dagger, hidden in his 
harness, and lunged it towards my heart, "die!" he 
screamed. 

Woola growled menacingly, Zata glared and read-
ied to pounce, Tars Tarkas began to move forward, but 
faster than all I smashed his arm down with my fist 
and struck him a solid blow to the jaw, then another to 
the midsection and a third to the face and he fell al-
most senseless to the stone floor. 

"Fetch!" cried Tars Tarkas and Zata rushed forward 
and picked the red man up by his shoulder and stared 
into his fearful eyes "no! no!." 

"Speak! or the calot can have you." 
"No!" cried the black man "you know the code, 

speak and you will die!" 
"If you do not speak you will die now, decide - Tars 

Tarkas! how long will it take for your calot to crush his 
bones to pieces?" 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

418 

"But a moment John Carter, shall I give the com-
mand" and a low mirthless laugh sprang from his lips. 

"Kadon!, that's all I know." 
"Is that the truth, or shall the calot take you - Tars 

Tarkas..." 
"The truth I swear, let me live" and he began to cry 

before us." 
"You are a dead man" proclaimed his dark companion. 
"Up at him Woola" and my faithful friend leapt for-

ward as the First Born screamed and both fell through 
the open doorway and I winked at Tars Tarkas. 

"Enough Zata, come" and the calot dropped the 
ghastly coloured red man to the ground and bounded 
to his masters side and together with Woola we de-
parted down the alley way towards the avenue 
brightly lit before us. 

Tars Tarkas turned to me "truely John Carter, some 
of your people must think we are barbarians, did he 
really think that Zata would bite his head off, perhaps 
in the olden days, but now we are civilised" and I 
could but smile.  

"He does not know you as well as I Tars Tarkas" 
and a low mirthless laugh escaped his lips. 

A dozen paces from the avenue "Go on ahead, I will 
meet you at my palace and take Woola" I leapt up over 
twenty feet landing on the low roof on the opposite 
side of the alley and as my friends turned the corner I 
silently ran back towards our assassins as the black 
man, sweating profusely and his body shaking from 
my calot's attack, came through the doorway, picked 
up his fallen blades and walked up to the proprietor 
who still lay as if dead upon the ground. 

Close by I watched them "you have done well Serin 
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Lowa, Marek Zur will be satisfied" and as the red man 
turned to face him, the First Born, with his short sword 
still in his hand, ran him through the heart and the 
proprietor fell back dead, the black man wiping his 
blade upon the red man's harness. For a moment he 
looked around the alley way then with a shrug of his 
shoulders he retraced his steps towards the Helium by 
Night and helped his companion to his feet, both were 
soon out of sight. 

Chapter 4 
For half a zode I waited and wondered, it was a trap 

after all, I had sensed it, but the Valley of Kadon was 
my only clue and if I was to save my friends then I 
must go there, forewarned was forearmed and I si-
lently made my way towards the front of the alley and 
leapt to the ground, soon I joined the passers-by in the 
avenue as I made my way back towards my own pal-
ace, through my mind raced many possibilities of suc-
cour and the probability of death and above me Cluros 
shone down alone in the starlit sky, Thuria having 
since disappeared, racing ahead of her mate and ever 
trying to catch him. 

"You said so yourself John Carter, it is a trap." 
"Yes but I must go there Tars Tarkas otherwise my 

friends will die." 
"Take the fleet of Helium with you John Carter then 

we will be rid of the assassins forever." 
"A grand thought Yon Gar but it would not work, 

firstly Helium would be at the mercy of other enemies but 
taking the fleet there would not help, they would only dis-
appear and the deaths of my friends would be assured." 

"Then what can you do" and I turned to face Tars 
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Tarkas. 
"I shall take my flier to the Valley of Kadon, after 

that it will be a case of bearding the banth in its den" 
and my two friends stood silent in thought, each want-
ing to help but seeing no way to offer it. 

"Where is this Valley of Kadon" asked Yon Gar 
"It lies some 500 haads to the south and west of 

here, some distance before the cities of Lothar and 
Aaanthor in the land of Torquas. It is a large sprawling 
valley dotted with ancient dead cities and crag-faced 
mountains, it is said that the great white ape abounds 
there, it is also a place populated by many green 
hordes, most warlike to the red men and a logical place 
for the assassins to hold any prisoners." 

"This is what we shall do, Yon Gar you shall join my 
cruiser Furious, I will give you a letter to her com-
mander, you will go ahead to the outskirts of Kadon, 
but do not enter the valley for I am sure they will be 
watching, patrol around the outskirts, give me one day 
then take up an air search for me from the south, with 
any luck you never know. Take with you the battle-
ships Cateran, Thuvaria and Taravan, have each enter 
the valley from a different direction and pray to our 
ancestors that success may be ours." 

"And I John Carter?" 
"Old friend would you join the Cateran, I will advise 

her commander as well" and they both stood silent as I 
made out the notes I wished carried to the warships. A 
short time later I gave each the note to be carried with 
my signature and the seal of the Warlord, "the next 
time we meet will be somewhere in Kadon, we still live 
my friends" and each shook hands with me and de-
parted and after they had left I made my way to the 
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dungeons beneath the palace of Tardos Mors. 
Here the Commander of the garrison that guarded 

prisoners sent here from all over Helium bade me to 
enter his office, "Warlord, I am Bar Ten, Commander 
of the palace guard and prisoners of the Jeddak, how 
may I serve you" and he stood rigid to attention. 

"I wish to see the assassin sent here from my quar-
ters earlier today, his name I believe is Has Dor." 

"I remember him Warlord, this way" and he turned 
towards two guards close by "you two, come along, we 
wish to see the prisoner Has Dor brought in today from 
the Warlord's palace" and the two took with them a ra-
dium lamp from the wall and walked ahead of us, down 
musty ramps we went further and further below the pal-
ace of the Jeddak, along dim corridors where on either 
side lay dungeons, some with doors open wide, others 
with doors closed and most likely inhabitated as well, 
from around us constantly came the moans of the pris-
oners, a place I would only like to visit for a short time. 

At last ahead of us the two guards stopped, before 
them lay a door partly ajar, the Commander bade them 
to enter and I could see he was perplexed as to why 
the door should be ajar, "Commander Bar Ten" as he 
raced back to us, then stood at attention, "the prisoner 
Has Dor is dead." 

"What" cried the Commander and we both rushed in 
to the damp and dark dungeon, lit only by the radium 
lamp carried by the first guard, before our eyes lay the 
corpse of Has Dor, a sword still imbedded in his chest." 

"Warlord, I..." stammered the Commander. 
"Never mind Commander, it seems the Guild are 

quick to silence their own" and we retraced our steps to 
his office and within moments I headed again for the 
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quarters of the Jeddak and my Princess far above me. 
Within a short time I stood before the Jeddak of 

Greater Helium and his granddaughter, my wife. 
"Tardos Mors, you have heard my plan, I thought it 

best to get the battleships under way as soon as possi-
ble, should you consider that any other ships can be 
released then send them to Kadon, if not we will fight 
without them." 

"I know what you say is for the best John Carter and 
that any of your friends are worthy of being a Jeddak, I 
wish I could go with you" and I saw a glint in his eye 
for that is what he wished the most, "but I am not such 
a fool and my presence may only add further danger 
to your life, may your ancestors be with you" and we 
shook hands whereupon I took my Princess in my 
arms and walked with her to a balcony which over-
looked the square before the Jeddak's palace. 

"I know you must go, you would have it no other 
way, but you have only just returned from such an ad-
venture that no ordinary man could have survived, can 
we have no peace, no togetherness, I sought only to 
have you for myself for a short time to find this has 
been taken from me, there is an empty space in my 
heart John Carter that only you can fill, but the space 
grows wider with your absence, return to me my Chief-
tain and return quickly for my need for you grows un-
bearable, if you have not returned within three days I 
will come in search of you" and when I made to reply 
she put her finger to my lips, "I will come if you are not 
here in three days" and we embraced. 

"I shall return my Princess, with my friends, there is 
no other choice, but before I leave I think a little make-
up is necessary" and I pulled out the red dye resin 
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from my harness and with the assistance of my Prin-
cess we soon painted my body the copper red colour of 
the Heliumites, then I kissed her gently and departed 
for my palace and through my mind I tried to recall all 
that I knew of the Valley of the Kadon but most of all I 
knew that my friends needed me and needed me now 
for they were in worse danger than ever before. 

At my palace my guard saluted as I drew near, 
"Hanten Larr find a relief and report to Furious, you 
will find my friend Yon Gar aboard, stay with him and 
keep him safe from harm, and keep you sword ready" 
and I saw he smiled broadly, guard duty was not for 
him, adventure was what he dreamed of, to do or to 
die, his chance had come and I stepped into my two 
man flier, "I will see you in the Valley of Kadon Han-
ten Larr" and I boarded an unmarked scout ship and 
started its silent motor then steadily rose from the 
hanger atop our palace, within xats I sped across He-
lium towards the perimeter whereupon a patrol ship 
drew alongside. 

"Name, purpose and destination" said the patrol-
man and inwardly I smiled for he did not pearce my 
disguise. 

"I am Var Dann, a panthan." 
"And what war are you heading for today" and he 

grinned slightly. 
"Any war my friend, even you could hire me for a 

thousand tanpi a day." 
"You jest, a thousand tanpi a day, no one would pay that." 
"I could name you a few people who would...." 
"That's not my business" and he looked a little shaken, 

"be gone, get out of here, all you panthans are the same, 
out to make a quick tanpi while honest soldiers guard 
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your friends and family" and now with a grin I moved 
my flier forward and I was soon away over the high wall 
and heading in a south westerly direction across the 
dead sea bottom, the dark ochre moss-like vegetation 
stretching to the horizon in all directions. 

The first rays of dawn began to emerge over the land-
scape bathing the moss-like vegetation in wonderous col-
ours of ochre and scarlet, if only my Princess was beside 
me for it would seem that we were the only two people on 
Barsoom and the world would be ours, instead, at least 
she was safe behind in Helium, while I sped on alone to 
try to beard the assassins in their den and if I should fail 
then my friends would die and a sense of grim determina-
tion came over me, they could not die, they would not, not 
while I lived and breathed and could swing a sword in 
my hand and I looked ahead with eagerness to be at my 
enemy and have him before my blade. 

For three zodes I flew across the dead sea bottom, 
ahead lay a low line of hills which I knew marked the 
north western boundary of the Valley of Kadon, within 
a day the four warships would follow and take up their 
search, for now it was up to me to find my enemies. 

To the south I swung my ship over the low hills, be-
low and to my left stretched the immense valley, bro-
ken here and there by higher hills and small moun-
tains, into view almost immediately came one of the 
long dead cities and I tried to recall what Toran Sarn 
had said about this place, 'it is dotted with ancient 
dead cities, believed once inhabited by Orovars, now 
by great white apes and green men, a place to avoid' 
and he had said something else too, how in previous 
times a Jeddak of Helium had tried to have the valley 
mapped, but many ships had gone missing and the 
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project was abandoned and I wondered what might 
have happened to them as I neared the city. 

Its high wall rose close to some sixty feet in height, 
once built to keep out invaders, now in many places it 
lay broken with its rubble strewn a great distance either 
side of its once majestic stance. Here at least the inhabi-
tants had not left their city to follow the receeding ocean, 
they did not have that luxury, they had been devasted by 
invaders, men from another city, perhaps green men, I 
swung my flier over the wall and slowly scanned the 
buildings and the rubble-strewn avenues below. 

Many of the buildings were marked by radium can-
non fire, almost all the outlying houses were at ground 
level, did they surrender rather than fight to the death. 

I flew over the business district, many of the low build-
ings were without roofs, further ahead I could see the taller 
structures and that which must be the Jeddak's palace. 

The palace was the tallest building but it was also 
the most devastated, any towers that it surely had, had 
been estroyed, only the outer ornate walls stood, the 
interior was nothing but rubble and fire blackened. 

I searched for some sign of the assassins, green men 
or white apes, but nothing moved below me and I 
could spy no thoats of any horde. 

I flew now at a lower level which courted danger 
for the unwarry, but it would be a lot easier if the as-
sassins came to me rather than I search them out which 
may take many teeans, as I passed by a burnt out 
building on my right he suddenly appeared, long 
spear in his hand, a green man. 

Chapter 5 
Even as I swung my flier forward and away I knew 
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it was too late, in less than a tal he threw the spear 
which crashed into the side of my ship which instantly 
turned over as the eighth ray escaped and my craft 
plumetted towards the ground. 

I struggled with the controls and brought the ship 
up sideways before it crashed upon the avenue below 
and as I struggled to free myself from my harness I 
heard hurried footfalls and many voices and as I 
looked behind me I saw his sword hilt descending to-
wards my head, then blackness. 

I awoke with pain surging through my head and dif-
ferent coloured stars seemed be shining before my eyes, 
and then I saw six green men standing around me and 
by their metal they were Garwoons, there were also two 
calots at the feet of those nearest to me, eyeing me with 
intense interest, beside them and to my right stood a red 
man with a sadistic grin on his face as he was stooped 
forward, his arms resting on the hilt of his long sword 
the point of which lay imbedded in the ground. 

"Who are you!?, what are you doing here!?" 
I struggled to my feet amid the growls of the calots and 

the rattle of green mens blades, "I am Var Dann, a panthan." 
"And what would a panthan be doing here in the Valley 

of Kadon?, no one lives here, there is no wealth for the cities 
has been picked over for eons" and he smiled broadly as his 
right hand fidgeted with the hilt of his blade. 

"I was on my way to Lothar and decided to rest 
here" and I braced myself for his answer which came 
less than a tal later when I saw the blur of green 
movement by my side as his fist struck the side of my 
head sending me sideways into another green hand. 

"Why do we waist time with this ulsio Yal Mar" said 
the green man and he drew his long sword "he is not 
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John Carter, kill him now before the Warlord comes" 
and I was thankful that they had not seen through my 
red man's disguise but the other green men backed up 
their comrade and one made to run me through. 

But Yal Mar held up his hand before him, "no, there 
is something wrong here, perhaps the Warlord sent you 
to spy on us, perhaps not, tie his arms, I will take him to 
Yadur" and the green man sheathed his blade and 
within moments my arms were tied behind me with 
thoat hide and my weapons taken by other green men. 

"Follow me panthan and don't try to escape for any 
such move would be futile, I would not be able to save 
you twice for the Garwoons are a touchy race", little 
did he know that I did not seek escape for the moment 
and was more than happy to accompany him if he 
would lead me to my friends and I followed in silence 
as he led me towards a four man flier hidden in a ru-
ined courtyard nearby where we were quickly joined 
by another red man. 

"We will take him to Yadur" and they strapped me 
into the flier. 

"We should blind fold him so that he cannot see 
where we are going" said the second red man.  

"There is no need" and he laughed aloud, "he will 
never return from there" and within a few tals the flier 
was soon airborne and heading almost directly south. 

From my vantage point on the port side of the flier I 
could see the dead city dwindle in the distance behind 
us, beside us the ochre and scarlet moss stretched into 
the distance where it was broken by low ridges, above 
me the moons of Barsoom were half way across the sky, 
Thuria having already passed her mate would reach the 
horizon first thereupon she would try to catch him 
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again and continue the endless game, but within an-
other zode the sun would set, this day would soon be 
done and I hoped I would soon find my friends as I si-
lently prepared myself for the action I knew which lay 
ahead of me if any of us were to return to Helium. 

Haads passed below us, the ruins of a small township 
appeared for a few moments as we passed to one side of 
it, but only the walls of a few single storied buildings re-
mained, overrun eons ago most likely by green men. 

Ahead the scarlet vista continued but our ship now 
turned to port in an easterly direction as it made towards 
a higher ridge and a narrow gap which appeared in the 
broken rocky slopes, within half a zode we passed 
through the opening and before me lay another ancient 
and ruined city but though obviously of great age, for the 
buildings were almost white and crumbling looking from 
the air, it was in better shape than the first I had visited. 

The wall surrounding this unknown place rose al-
most, by my estimate, one hundred feet in height, it 
was broken only in two places and these gaps were 
narrow, as we flew over the wall I saw that it was 
manned in several places by red men, this then had to 
be Yadur but in contrast as we flew over the wall I saw 
that almost all the smaller and medium sized buildings 
still stood on their long poles, these people had not 
surrendered to any attacking forces and were mostly 
likely overcome only by starvation, for the buildings 
themselves were ruined in age and warfare. 

Over the larger buildings we flew, red men stood on 
guard at the corners of many of the ornate ruined 
buildings then it loomed ahead of us, the Jeddak's pal-
ace, and though of extreme age, for huge sections of 
the roof had fallen in as well as any spires it may have 
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had, one section to the left remained intact, into the 
very palace the flier went and as we landed in what 
may have once been an interior garden area I saw 
many movements of people rush towards our ship, 
one was a red man the rest were green men. 

I was unstrapped from the fliers deck by two green 
men, they were as I expected Garwoons. I was soon 
hurled to the ground, "who is this ulsio" queried one of 
the green men to Yal Mar, "why is he not dead?" but 
the red man who was with them intervened. 

"That is for the High One to decide, take him to the 
others" and for a moment the green man held his ground, 
his lower right hand resting on the short sword hilt. 

"Didn't you hear what I said or would you like an au-
dience with him!" and the green man took his hand away. 

"As you say Marek Zur, take him!" cried the green 
warrior to two others with him "take the ulsio to the 
burrow with the others and make sure he doesn't es-
cape, for soon we will watch the greatest game of all" 
His mirthless laughter rang throughout the ancient 
building as Yal Mar strode off to one side and disap-
peared through a doorway. 

A green warrior grasped me under my left shoulder 
and dragged me along, my hands still tied behind me, off 
to the right he dragged me from the open area through an 
archway and down a long ramp which led into blackness 
which was broken ahead by the feeble glow of a dying 
radium lamp and dark shadows cast from the glow of a 
hand held lamp carried by one of the green men behind. 

He dragged me beyond the dull glow of the lamp, 
further and deeper down the passage until ahead I 
could hear the scurrying of ulsios and see their eyes in 
the darkness, the blackness ahead was forced back by 
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the lamp of the green man. 
The grey outline of a door appeared to my right, "in 

there ulsio" and his mirthless laughter filled the corri-
dor as the door was opened and I was thrown inside. 
In the semi-darkness I lay upon the cold damp floor 
for only a few tals before the green man pressed his 
knife lightly into my chest "do not try to escape!" and I 
knew what he meant, another warrior cut the thoat 
hide that bound my arms, then together they placed 
chains around my wrists and strung me against the 
wall, in the gloom of the dungeon I saw around me the 
dark ghostly outlines of other prisoners. Within the xat 
the green men departed, their laughter diminishing as 
they went down the corridor and I was left seemingly 
alone with the ghosts in the dungeon. 

But they were not ghosts, I could hear their breath-
ing and as my eyes became more accustomed to the 
dark I could at last see their vague outlines before me 
and I spoke to them. 

"I am Var Dann, a panthan, who else is in this 
prison with me?" 

Through the blackness I could see, on the opposite 
wall, the outline of a green man, he too was chained 
but by his four arms, in the gloom I could not tell his 
metal nor recognise his features, then he spoke, "I am a 
fool, it does not matter who I am, tonight we will all 
die" and he said it with finality and I knew by his voice 
that he was Kardus Kur. 

Beside him, on his left, hung the outline of a woman 
and I knew she must be Nadea Visa though I could not 
dissern her features "your.. voice, for a.. moment I 
thought.. John Cart...er was here" and my heart felt 
heavy as I replied for I could not tell them yet who I 
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was, I needed every advantage and I hoped they 
would not recognise me in the light through my red 
man's disguise for I did not know if any of the Guild 
lurked within earshot of the cell door. 

"I am sorry, I am only a panthan, but I heard some 
words once that may hearten you, said by someone 
you may know, 'we are all allowed to be a fool some-
time'", and a gasp escaped the lips of the red girl. 

"Can it be...!"  
"I am Var Dann, I wish I could help you, perhaps 

you have been to Pantalus Peak, I'm told its beautiful 
there, in the evening." 

"It is!, it is!, lead the way Var Dann, we will follow" 
and now I knew that she recognised me and I grinned 
in the darkness though I knew they could not see. 

"And you green man, can I offer you arguement that 
may turn you from the path of war, can one of the 
Cosquis have learnt so little in these last days that he 
gives up all hope?" 

In a stronger voice he replied "lead the way Var Dann, 
we will follow" and I knew he now recognised me and I 
felt a strong bond within the confines of this dark dun-
geon. I looked to my right, another form lay chained 
against the wall only two metres from me, it had to be 
Hador Tael of the Estrella, but he did not reply. 

"What has happened to you all" and it was Kardus 
Kur who replied. 

"They have toyed with us like a calot with a ulsio, I do not 
mind, but I have learnt many things of late but most of all it 
is cowardly to punish a woman who cannot fight back" then 
he became silent and seemed to me to be deep in thought. 

From his words then they had been beaten, most 
likely beaten badly and my heart went out to them, I 
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knew I had caused their sorrow, their ill-treatment, but 
there was no other way, the conspiracy to conquor 
Barsoom had to be stopped. 

"And the other man next to me?" 
She spoke again "he is Hador Tael, he is, was... very 

badly beaten" and at her words a cloud seemed to en-
velope me, I had not done enough and I strained on 
the chains that held me. 

"He spoke against the Guild... the Warlord will 
come... he said, and.. they all but killed... him" 

Then from outside came the sounds of footfalls and 
the dull glow of a radium lamp, the cell door groaned 
on its hinges and swung inwards into our narrow dark 
prison, three red men approached me, one was the man 
named Marek Zur, he placed a blade against my throat 
while the other two unchained me "the High One 
wishes to see you, you can come quietly or dead, it 
makes no difference" and as he held the radium lamp 
closer for the others to see it cast a dull glow upon my 
face and a gasp escaped the lips of Nadea Visa and now 
I could see them all more clearly for the first time and I 
winked towards the red girl and the green Jeddak. 

I looked towards Hador Tael, but he remained 
seemingly unconscious, hanging from the chains by 
his arms and a grim determination remained with me. 

One led the way outside, the two others behind 
pushed me forward in the narrow confines of the out-
side tunnel, its ceiling lost in the blackness that sur-
rounded the dull glow of the radium lamp. 

For some three xats or more we proceeded along 
this gloomy corridor, one I was sure that prisoners 
rarely saw twice, then we commenced to climb up the 
ramp to the ruined palace above where the two guards 
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behind closed with me, each taking my arm by the al-
bow as we entered into the outside dark air. 

Evening had come, only Cluros remained in the 
night sky amid a sparkle of starlights, strewn about at 
irregular intervals were lamps the light of which soon 
dissipated in the blackness, we again crossed the open 
ground where our ship had landed and we followed the 
steps of Marek Zur through the far doorway where we 
entered into a long and wide chamber which we fol-
lowed for several more xats. How I wished that we 
were all free and out on the open sward, the peril of the 
banths would be a lesser evil than what lay ahead here. 

Ahead I could see a stronger light and I could hear 
the murmur of many voices raised in laughter and 
gaeity, within half a xat I was pushed through an open 
doorway, guarded by two stern-faced red men, into an 
unbelievable sight. 

Chapter 6 
The room was filled with people, mostly red men and 

women wearing their best stolen jewellry, but there were 
also yellow men from the frozen north and to my right a 
small enclave of First Born and smaller still to my left a 
dozen or more Orovars, they all turned towards me at 
my entrance and for a tal the room became almost silent 
then again burst forth into laughter and merriment, they 
reminded me of the red Tarans of Paron on Trisurn. 

The room itself seemed to be a banquet hall, for 
against the side walls I could see tables of food, roasted 
thoat fillets and other choice pieces, hard to find birds 
eggs and all manner of fruits, serving youths brought 
dishes of drinks on broad platters, it was a feast per-
haps found only in a Jeddaks palace. 
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Underfoot were the finest orluk furs from the frozen 
north, on the walls hung the most exquisite tapestries, 
some depicting the honouring of Jeddaks, others battle 
scenes, most assuredly stolen from palaces all over 
Barsoom. Higher still the ceiling vaulted into blackness 
where no stars could be seen. I had no doubts that this 
building had been restored in secret as the headquar-
ters of the Guild of Assassins, but what was the occa-
sion for this apparent great celebration, I thought I al-
ready knew the answer. 

A loud voice boomed above the din of the populace 
"bring him forward" and I was pushed through the 
crowd and as they parted, these men and women of the 
assassins guild, they all seemed to laugh at what I was 
sure was my soon expected demise, as they flaunted 
before me the stolen wares of the nations of Barsoom, 
then he appeared before me upon a raised dais. 

He sat in a high-backed ornate guilded throne, he was 
a red man with long dark hair that fell to his shoulders, a 
band of golden material about his forehead, two straps 
ran from his shoulders to support his harness, imbedded 
in the straps and harness were glittering gems no doubt 
stolen from the nobility of Barsoom, he was armed with a 
long and short sword, the hilts of both ornately carved 
with a single large emerald coloured gem, from his left 
wrist was secured a silver chain some six sofads in 
length, this was attached to the right wrist of a slender 
girl who sat below him and to his left. 

For only a tal did I have time to study her, at first 
glance it seemed that she was his slave but there was 
something different about her, her dark hair fell down 
her back almost to her waist, she wore a transparent 
white garment that fell about her shoulders and was 
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attached to her harness, her legs were bare, her harness 
did not support any weapons of any kind which 
seemed to reinforce my first impression of her being 
his slave, but the most striking aspect about her was 
her eyes, there was a cunning alertness to them, one of 
superiority and haughtiness and they were emerald in 
colour, the same as a hunting banth. 

"Kneel before the High One" demanded Marek Zur 
and he tried to force my shoulders down but before he 
could direct any real force I swung my right arm up 
and caught him in the throat, as the other two guards 
struck me in the chest and face with their fists Marek 
Zur doubled up in pain and sank to the floor. 

"Enough!" cried the man called High One, "bring 
him forward" and the two remaining guards, with pis-
tols drawn grasped my arms to drag me towards the 
dais, I struggled with them and threw one aside. 

"I need no help from assassins" and the two red men 
looked towards their master for his command. 

"Let him come" and they stood away but only about 
two sofads, their pistols still trained on me. 

He rose from the high throne chair, "members of the 
Guild, we wait the coming of the great Warlord, John 
Carter, for he will come to rescue his friends!" and 
laughter broke out across the room "and when he does 
he will die!" and the crowds of thieves and killers be-
gan to clap their hands in appreciation of the sport to 
come, "as you know John Carter has been a ulsio 
amongst us for a long time, often have we tried to rid 
ourselves of him but to no avail, and now while we 
wait his coming who should fall into our midst but this 
man" and he smiled a sadistic smile towards me as the 
crowds waited, "this man is not John Carter, he is but a 
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lowly panthan, a man who would sell his blade to 
anyone and kill even his own mother, a person whom 
we have used in the past but not fit to join us at our 
celebration to come" and the room filled with jeers and 
roars of anger of "kill, kill" and I thought I was back at 
the amphetheatre of Karasz once more, and the High 
One of the Guild seemed satisfied, but I was, for a 
moment, startled by the stare of the woman by his feet, 
for she had not moved and again he sat in the high 
throne. She was trying to look inside of me, I was sure 
and I was more than careful to guard my thoughts. 

"I am Var Dann, a lowly panthan, I but search for a mas-
ter to sell my blade to, why have I been brought here?" 

And the one called High One answered "you were a 
fool to come to the Valley of Kadon, let alone come to 
the dead city of Yadur, none may come here and live, 
but you shall provide us with entertainment, take him 
to the arena" and the audience broke into loud cheer-
ing as my three guards began to pull me to my left 
across the front of the crowd and I saw the High One 
with a look of triumph on his face, but the woman's 
face followed me with much interest as I was forcefully 
taken from the room and through another doorway. 

I was taken down a ramp and along another pas-
sage, but this time the corridor was relatively short and 
well lit, ahead I disserned stronger lights and I was led 
out into a sunken arena, unarmed I folded my arms 
across my chest and surveyed this new prison, around 
the arena were many crumbling stone seats of a vast 
age, the floor was earthen and surrounded by glowing 
radium lamps atop high poles, massive pillars rose 
skywards towards the naked stars, at one time I as-
sumed this place had been roofed, but now it lay open 
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to the elements. 
From all sides the Guild filtered into the seats and 

before me sat the High One on another high backed 
throne and his slave girl sat on a stone step below him, 
the High One rose to his feet and addressed the now 
crowding amphetheatre, "before we kill the others we 
will first amuse ourselves with this panthan" and as 
the crowds roared he nodded to a red man on his left 
who stepped forward and cast a short sword at my 
feet, inwardly I smiled, they would never have thrown 
me a blade if they knew I was John Carter.  

"You shall fight panthan, to the death, if you defeat 
your opponent then you shall fight two, then four, un-
til you die" and the crowds screamed for my blood as 
he resumed his seat, and now I smiled at the irony, I 
was to amuse them until John Carter arrived so that 
they could kill him, but I was already here, and should 
I be killed then they would be cheated, unless they dis-
covered my real identity.  

The High One nodded his head, again to the left, 
and Marek Zur came forward, his long sword drawn, 
he came with a rush, trying I guess to frighten me, 
perhaps he thought I would drop my blade and plead 
for my life, he swung his blade from a high arc above 
his head, I stepped aside, as his blade whistled past I 
stabbed him with my point, through his heart, the red 
man fell dead upon the ground. 

It had happened so quick the crowds of thieves and 
murderers looked stunned, they looked at each other, 
they had barely settled in their seats for this great fight, 
and their man was dead, they began to shout that I had 
cheated them, the High One turned towards his slave 
girl, I thought he might harm her but he did not, he 
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seemed to be talking to her telepathically but I could 
not read their thoughts, then he signalled and two red 
men came forth, but they seemed to swagger, it was 
two against one, their comrade had been foolhearty 
but they would easily overpower me. 

When fifteen sofads away they separated, one came 
from my right, the other from my left, both wore a look 
or arrogance and confidence upon their faces, "do not 
kill him Tibor Gal, let us cut him a little and give our 
comrades something to laugh at" and Tibor Gal 
laughed loudly, then he swung his blade. 

I lunged my point through his arm and he screamed 
in pain, in half a tal I turned and deflected the blade of 
my other opponent and when I could easily have run 
him through I merely pushed his blade around, toying 
with him as he meant to do with me. 

I pushed his blade to the right and left and allowed 
him to strike at me but I easily caught his blade and 
pushed his away, I stepped back several paces allow-
ing him to move forward, the look upon his face 
turned from one of anger and dismay to one of near 
joy as he thought he had my mettle. 

Again and again our blades struck, perspiration be-
gan to pour down his face, his whole body began to 
lather into sweat, his face reddened darker than his 
skin colour, he looked to his companion for help and 
tried to manouvre me towards him as his partner knelt 
on both knees hugging his bloodied arm. 

He tried to make eye contact with his wounded 
friend and I saw from the corner of my eye that he had 
risen to one knee, his sword held in his left hand, I al-
lowed my assailant to work me in that direction, the 
crowds hushed to near silence at my expected death. 
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My opponent now struck at me with savage strokes, as 
hard as he could push his blade, slowly I stepped back 
passing up many opportunities in which I could have 
killed him, I saw his eyes open wide, he was about to 
cry out to his companion to strike at me from behind, 
when I leapt to his right and with renewed vigour I 
forced him back with a flurry of strokes until he fell 
upon his companion, his arms and legs sprawling 
amid a cry of alarm, but I did not press them but stood 
with my arms folded, the two before me rose from the 
ground and made to leave the arena, I glanced towards 
the High One to see him giving orders to others near 
him, but more disconcerting, his slave's eyes were 
fixed upon me with great intensity, she spoke some 
words to him which I could not hear but I could not 
watch them any longer as four red man came forth, the 
two thought they would help them but they screamed 
as they were stabbed through the chest, killed within 
moments, then the four advanced upon me. 

But now the crowds of assassins leaned forward, 
they had expected to see me killed by now, perhaps 
they thought, here was some amusement at last, again 
the slave talked to the High One and he now leaned 
forward, his elbows on his knees, watching intently 
now as she was, the four advanced, I turned and 
smiled, "who wishes to die first" and I tossed my blade 
from my right hand to my left and back again and now 
the four advanced more slowly and I knew my cha-
rade was almost over. 

I could not defend myself against four with using 
the skills of John Carter, so be it. 

"Come my friends, if any of you are still standing 
within two xats then you should thank your ancestors" 
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and I leapt at them and they seemed for a moment 
taken aback, then our blades struck together, the four 
of theirs fell from my own as I weaved a web of steel 
about me, they tried to surround me but I moved with 
a speed faster than a darseen, my blade moved 
quicker, in great lightning arcs from high to low, from 
right to left, in a circle I fought continually spinning 
and striking at their blades, I struck one in the chest, 
another in the thigh, a third in his vitals and the last 
through the shoulder, within two xats they all lay dead 
of dying upon the ground of the arena of Yadur, the 
city of the assassins and I knew my secret was out. 

The High One and his slave girl stood, the man with 
a smile on his face, the other with a slight grin which 
quickly disappeared. He addressed the assemblage "ei-
ther you are the greatest panthan who ever wielded a 
blade Var Dann or are you John Carter Warlord of Bar-
soom under that red skin of yours, which is it!" and the 
crowds were silent, waiting for my response. 

I stood with my arms folded across my chest, my 
blade driven into the ground before me, "I am who I am, 
perhaps you would like to step down here and try your 
blade against mine" but he only smiled at this retort. 

He then turned to his slave girl, they spoke briefly, 
then he turned and spoke to another red man who 
quickly departed leaving me wondering what they 
would decide upon next. 

I surveyed the assemblage who surrounded me "who 
amongst you would like to try their steel against mine" 
but I only received murmurs of disagreement, "are there 
no brave men or women amongst you?, are you all ul-
sios, only good for stabbing people in the back and hid-
ding in dark shadows" and now the murmurs became 
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more intense as voices were raised against me. 
"Kill him!" came the cry "kill him!." 
"No wonder the people of Barsoom hold you all in 

such contempt, there is not a real person amongst you, 
even the green hordes have more honour than you" 
and I smiled as the Garwoons present turned from me 
to watch their companions. 

"There is no future for any of you, save the blade of 
the executioner, change you ways, leave the Guild and 
seek out an honourable life, join the red man of Barsoom 
to enhance our existence, not pull it down into oblivion." 

"Silence!" cried the High One, and he gave more or-
ders and to my right eight men of the Guild lined up 
with their swords already drawn, there were two First 
Born, two red men, a yellow man, an Orovar and two 
Garwoons, all were eager to try their blades against me 
and I knew there spirits were bolsted by there weight 
of numbers and I could but smile, each of the races on 
Barsoom would now have a chance to kill their most 
hated enemy, me, but now from the stands came 
murmurs of discontent, were some of the assassins 
waivering. 

The High One seemed to be waiting and I soon 
found out why as all heads turned towards the arena 
entrance to my right as my friends appeared. 

They came into the radium lamp light shading their 
eyes, they were not chained or fetted but each had a 
sword in their back, Kardus Kur was the first to ap-
pear, impassive and expressionless as all green men 
and it did my heart good to see him in the light again, 
away from the dank dark dungeon of imprisonment.  

Next came Nadea Visa and I was more than pleased 
to see a fleeting grin appear on her strained face and 
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then the blind Hador Tael stumbled into view, pushed 
from behind by a red man, he fell sprawling to the 
ground, Nadea Visa turned to help him and the red 
man made to push her also but she quickly stood aside 
and threw him forward onto the ground; Kardus Kur I 
saw was held by another's blade, the red man rose in a 
rage and drew back his blade to thrust through her 
midsection, they were perhaps thirty sofads away, I 
hurled my blade through the chest of her erstwhile 
executioner amid the cries of dismay from the audi-
ence and then I quickly retrieved another sword from 
one of my fallen adversaries as the other guards 
looked to their leader for his instructions. 

"Bring them before me!" he cried in a rage. The girl 
by his side seemed perturbed at his manner, but my 
friends were forced before him. I stood some distance 
apart and the other eight were the opposite side of 
gilded throne. 

To them all he screamed: "Who is the man behind 
you? Is he John Carter!" None of them turned their 
heads. Kardus Kur folded his four arms across his 
chest while Nadea Visa clasped Hador Tael by the arm 
to support him. 

"Tell me!" he cried "or you will all die!" He did not 
know that such a threat was useless. After all that we 
had edured, we knew we were expected to die. 

"Why have we been brought here, we have done 
nothing to you!" cried Nadea Visa and the man called 
the High One smiled and I thought I saw some 
thought communication between him and the slave 
girl as he turned towards her, but it was well guarded 
and I could not read them. 

He straightened up and addressed his companions 
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in this sordid business, the strain going from his face, 
he knew who I was and his speech was well rehearsed 
"you were but a tool, the Guild arranged for your kid-
napping in Helium so that John Carter could be cap-
tured and taken to Karasz where he was to be killed by 
this traitor" and I saw Kardus Kur stiffen slightly, "but 
he failed, at the Madre the green men and the First 
Born failed again to kill him and commence war on 
Barsoom, but now this time we shall succeed." 

"But why do you wish to kill John Carter, he has 
done nothing to harm anyone, he has helped more 
than anyone else to bring peace to this world?" 

"It is not peace that we want, but war" and he 
laughed heartily and cheers rose from the populace 
within the amphetheatre. 

"Why do you want war on Barsoom, millions will die, 
including the Guild" and he turned towards me and for 
just a moment I caught a thought from the slave girl, 'do 
not tell him' but he seemed to ignore this mental message. 

"You would like to know panthan, what the Guild 
intends, tell me, what is your name!?" 

Chapter 7 
"I am John Carter, a Prince of Helium and Warlord 

of Barsoom, tell me High One what the Guild intends 
before you meet your death" and I saw my barb go 
home as a whiteness suffused his face and a new rage 
was brewing withim him as the Guild members about 
us cried out in support of their leader with a new en-
ergy "kill him, kill him" rose near to a crescendo. 

Above the din I could barely hear his words "so you 
were right" and he turned to his flock "hear me!" and the 
din subsided, "at last we have the great John Carter be-
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fore us!" and the crowd now hushed, now we will see 
our hated enemy die and Barsoom will be ours" and the 
applause exploded from the stands and reminded me of 
the amphetheatre of Karasz where I and Nadea Visa 
were surrounded by green men. I thought, given a 
choice, I would rather be in Karasz than here, for the 
green men were more honourable than any of the Guild. 

And he turned again torwards me, his arms folded 
across his chest, a grim smile on his face. I looked to 
his slave, her face was now impassive, almost unsure 
of the proceedings, then he adressed me, "the Guild 
formed an alliance with many of the green hordes and 
the First Born, they will pillage the world but the Guild 
will be spared, we will attack from the inside while the 
others from without and our prize, our prize will be 
Helium!" he stood now, preaching to his followers 
who cheered at his words "our own city run by the 
Guild with all its treasures waiting for us" and the 
room expended in yells and clapping. "But we were 
betrayed, Zargot Yor, Jeddak of Jeddaks was killed at 
the Madre and the First Born fled, the cowardly calots 
that they are, but we shall rise again and Helium will 
be ours and John Carter will die!" and the air vibrated 
to the applause of the Guild. 

"You are a fool!" and the audience quitened in disbe-
lief at my words "worse still you are a fool leading ul-
sios to their deaths, the green men and First Born 
would turn upon you, no one in Helium would have 
been spared, then the hordes would turn on the First 
Born, then upon each other until death would be the 
only reward for your stupidity" and the room was 
crushed to the savage yells of defiance as swords were 
drawn and the crowd began to shout for our blood. 
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Few now could hear his words above the din "kill the 
ulsios!, feed their remains to the banths!" and as many 
of the Guild in the stands began to move towards us the 
eight assassins nearer to us began to advance with their 
swords drawn and we were but four with one weapon. 

Before us two of my previous adversaries lay dead 
and within a tal I retrieved their blades, long and short 
swords, and threw them to my companions as I rushed 
to their side, "well Kardus Kur we meet again, would 
you join me in battle?" 

The green giant turned the blade in his hand and 
looked at our adversaries, a low laugh rumbled from his 
throat "I would enjoy standing by you side again" and as I 
raised my blade the dark-haired girl smiled towards me. 

"I wish you were not here John Carter, but......" 
"Never fear Nadea Visa" and the grin on here face 

widened, but could we do it a third time, "behind me 
Kardus Kur" and he took up the position with his back 
to me while I pulled Nadea Visa to my right side and 
Hador Tael to my left, but he stumbled beside me and I 
could see he was lucky to be able to stand, I would 
have to keep my blade in front of him and Nadea Visa 
as well, and as the nearest eight were about to strike I 
swung quickly to Nadea Visa and winked, almost in 
unison we cried "we still live!" and then their blades 
struck amid a shower of sparks and a clash of steel. 

To the right and left I swung my blade with deadly 
intent, from an arc high above my right shoulder down 
to my left ankle then up to my left shoulder and down 
again, then I broke the cycle and swung from left to 
right and right to left and again and again, faster and 
faster I swung my blade until it was but a blur to see as I 
wove a net of steel about me and those beside me; five 
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blades fell against mine as I was assailed by the assas-
sins of Barsoom, the sound of our clashing blades ech-
oed throughout the amphetheatre, almost as one sound 
as I continually struck five blades at once, then amongst 
the metallic rings came the first cries of pain and death 
as first I ran one opponent through the chest, a second 
through heart and a third through the side, a fourth fell 
back his sword arm cascading with blood and now the 
fifth stood back seeing his comrades dead or dying 
about him and I turned at the sounds of blades clashing 
behind me as Kardus Kur fought his last man, his other 
two opponents lying dead before his red blade. 

"John Carter!" and Nadea Visa pointed to Hador Tael 
who lay on the ground beside me and I was oblivious to 
the blood that flowed from numerous wounds upon my 
body, for a moment I knelt beside him and Nadea Visa 
was startled by my features "no!, it cannot be, not after 
all we have been through." She would have burst into 
tears but for the scores of blades that now ran towards 
us and I saw that Kardus Kur was also bleeding from 
numerous wounds, how long could we survive this on-
slaught as the hosts of assassins raised their blades to 
strike at us, their number too many to count. 

"Enough!", I pushed Nadea Visa behind me, between 
myself and Kardus Kur, then as their blades fell I wove a 
net of steel such as I have never woven before, it seemed 
my blade was at fifty different places at the same time 
and the ring of steel was one continuous sound as a host 
of blades fell against mine and mingled with the clash of 
our blades came the sounds of the wounded and the dy-
ing as they fell before me and the sound of our conflict 
seemed to heighten in volume and the ground of the 
amphetheatre seemed to shake about us until I saw one 
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stone column fall amid a shower of debris, then as the 
assassins turned to see what was happening I struck 
them with a vengence and four of their number fell be-
fore me and in that brief respite I saw a sight that we 
would all remember for the rest of our days upon Bar-
soom, there above us, lit by the towering radium lamps 
and seemingly encircled by Cluros, lay the battleship 
Cateran and then her port guns, pointed down at there 
lowest angle, blazed again, the crowds of assassins in the 
stands disintergrated before us and yet other guns 
aboard the battleship blazed on her starboard side at 
which I knew could only be at another vessel, Cateran 
was under assault by ships of the Guild. 

As dozens of assassins in the arena made to engage us 
in a fight to the death many now turned unsure of what to 
do, in that brief respite I saw that Kardus Kur was down 
on one knee, Nadea Visa was bloodied in the side but 
both were still alive, then above us another dark shape 
appeared to join Cateran, it was my own ship Furious, and 
then came an amazing site, from the sides of both ships 
fell hundreds of thoat hide ropes and down these rope 
came hundreds of battle-trained troops of Helium, but 
from the ranks of assassins their pleasure of killing us out-
right by sword play had now changed as dozen drew 
their radium pistols and rifles and fired upon the troops 
above us, but at the sounds of gun fire the troops of He-
lium drew their own weapons and replied in kind, firing 
into the dense crowds of assassins and the screams of ter-
ror and death filled the arena then they were down on the 
ground and within xats the troops fought through the 
ranks of the Guild to our side, first and foremost came a 
familiar figure, he was Tardos Mors, Jeddak of Helium 
and as he took up a stance beside me there came a familiar 
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cry "John Carter!" and I saw my Princess, sword in hand, 
rush to my side with the widest of grins on her face that I 
have ever seen, behind her came other familiar forms, that 
of Tars Tarkas and Hanten Larr, had all my dearest 
friends come to our rescue? 

I turned then to Nadea Visa "just like old times" and 
I saw a grin on her face which matched my own. 

"We still live!" she replied and then came the sounds 
of thunderous guns above us as both ships fired on 
unseen foes then a thick thoat hide rope struck my 
shoulder and I saw Yon Gar scramble down, his short 
sword between his teeth to land beside me. 

Then the assassins, seeing death at every turn, again 
turned and swept towards us and in the open arena of the 
ancient dead city of Yadur over a thousand blades struck 
in a terrific clash of weaponry, beside me on my left stood 
Tardos Mors Jeddak of Greater Helium, on my right my 
Princess Dejah Thoris, next to her stood Nadea Visa, at 
our backs were Yon Gar of the Varhan, then the wounded 
Kardus Kur Jeddak of the Cosquis then Tars Tarkas Jed-
dak of the Tharks and Hanten Larr and our blades struck 
out before us against the assassins of Barsoom. 

The Guild struck at our circle and we smote them 
back, the great amphetheatre ringing to the sound of 
our conflict as first I ran one enemy through the heart 
and then a tal later, another through his vitals and all 
along our circle the assassins of Barsoom tasted our 
steel and fell dead or dying before our onslaught. 

Never in all my years upon Barsoom did I feel as 
proud as I did at this time, for I was accompanied by 
some of Barsoom's finest and most loyal swordsmen 
and before us our most hated hidden enemy at last out 
in the open where he could be found and destroyed 
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and I saw our forces smash back the assassins as the 
lines of killers faultered 'this is I thought such a battle 
that Toran Sarn should see and write about himself' 
then I felt a presence behind me and took the briefest 
glance as I held back two blades and he smiled back, it 
was the old historian himself, as he swung from a rope 
into our midst, his long sword in his hand trying his 
best to add his weight of steel to our own, but he was 
not a swordsman being deadlier with his pen than any 
weapon and within another five tals I ran both my an-
tagonists through their vitals. 

More cannons boomed above us and more of our 
troops swung down the long ropes to join us, for the as-
sassins it was kill or die for there would be no quarter for 
them, then I saw the High One and his slave girl and 
guards turn towards the wall behind the throne, the wall 
swung inwards and they entered the darkness beyond, 
with the crushing weight of my blade I smashed three 
opponents aside "this way" I called to my companions 
and during the short lull in fighting about us I leapt over 
the heads of a dozen assassins to land before the closing 
aperature, at a glance behind I saw that my friends and 
our troops were rushing after me, then I turned and sped 
into the darkness as the wall closed behind me. 

I leapt through the doorway, the light from the out-
side radium lamps lighting the tunnel before me just 
before the doorway closed, I heard the swish of a blade 
that crashed onto mine which I held above my heard, 
for I had expected that someone may wait in case they 
were followed, I brought my blade about in a short but 
deadly swing and drove my point into the chest of my 
hidden opponent, then as my eyes grew more accus-
tomed to the darkness I saw he was one of the two 
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guards, now I could just see the way ahead, lit a long 
way off by another lamp. I ran after the most impor-
tant villain on Barsoom. 

For several xats I pursued the sounds of footfalls 
ahead of me, but my strides were many times theirs 
and I caught them as they entered a derelict building, 
its roof long gone, before them I saw a four man flier 
obviously hidden here in case of emergencies and the 
High One and his slave were almost upon it. 

Their remaining guard barred my way but he was ill 
at ease and nervous, he made a side swing at me which 
I easily avoided then I ran him through the shoulder 
and he fell to his knees before me clutching his wound, 
obviously he expected me to kill him, instead I leapt 
over him and within five paces I had caught upto the 
High One as he tried to board the ship, his slave stood 
beside the craft and I saw the chain was broken. 

I grasped his harness and flung him backwards from 
the ship, he landed heavily and rose slowly looking at 
the woman and drawing his long sword, "your reign of 
the assassins is finished High One, surrender or die!" 

"I will never be taken John Carter" and under the 
light of Cluros he leapt towards me his blade swining in 
short arcs in front of his face, I easily parried his blade 
but he was determined, I hoped only to subdue him so 
that he could face his crimes and receive the punish-
ment which he deserved and though we crashed our 
blades together, with sparkes flying, I could find no 
easy way through his defence, then a movement out of 
the corner of my eye put me momentarily off balance, it 
was the slave girl and she had a slender knife in her 
hand as she moved closer to us, at that moment the 
High One leapt forward, with a movement borne of 
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desperation I moved sideways, taking the blade lightly 
in my left shoulder but before he could retrieve the 
weapon I ran him through the heart, the High One, 
clutching his chest fell dead before me. 

"Well done John Carter" and I whirled around to 
find the slave girl standing by the ship, a radium pistol 
in her hand and pointed directly at my chest. 

"You are free now, I will not harm you, you can re-
turn to your home...." 

"You are a fool John Carter, did you think that this 
was the High One of the Guild, he was but a ulsio that 
I commanded." 

"You!" 
"Yes John Carter, I, Zora Adur am the High One of 

the Guild, it served a purpose to use this other fool as 
leader, in case of assassins you know." She laughed 
loudly "his two guards were mine, should he have 
made any move to kill me, they would have struck 
first, but now the game is up and it is time for you to 
die John Carter, at least your death is assured, you 
think you have destroyed us, you are wrong, I will re-
build the Guild even stronger than before and one day 
soon we will rule Barsoom, but now." She tightened 
her finger on the trigger of the radium pistol. 

Suddenly a shot was fired, she screamed as the pistol 
fell from her hand, I turned to see my Princess, gun in 
hand running towards us, I turned again towards Zora 
Adur but she was running now towards the far wall, I 
saw no escape for her there, but as she reached the wall 
it opened and she ran through into the semi-darkness. 

In three strides I covered the 30 sofads in less than 2 
tals, the doorway lay open, beyond I could hear her 
hurried footfalls in the darkness, I knew I could reach 
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her in a few tals but as I made to enter a hand fell upon 
my arm, I half turned, expecting an enemy I raised my 
blade "do not follow her my Chieftain" and I lowered 
my sword as I looked into the eyes of my Princess "you 
have done much this day and we could not let you do 
it alone, but by my ancestors, do not follow her, not 
this time" and I relaxed as I turned and embraced her 
to see tears in her eyes and gently I kissed my Princess 
upon the lips and as we turned I raised my blade at the 
approach of hurried footsteps. 

"Kaor Yon Gar!." 
"Kaor John Carter, come quickly" and I saw the an-

guish on his face as we hurried after him, back through 
the dimly lit corridor, back into the arena I saw the 
fighting was finished. I saw Nadea Visa and the two 
green men knelt beside Hador Tael. 

I knelt beside the red girl, Hador Tael clasped my 
arm and I saw the sword wound in his chest. 

He was a deathly white colour "I go to join my an-
cestors John Carter, but two of my wishes have been 
granted... my sight has returned and I fought at the 
side of the Warlord, I shall remember your face... and 
another's" and he smiled at Nadea Visa, "forever...." 
and with my arm about his shoulder his head fell back, 
he was dead, and though I had known him for only a 
short time I knew I had lost a friend and as I stood 
Nadea Visa embraced me as her tears flowed and then 
Yon Gar placed his arm about her and she turned and 
buried her head into his chest as my Princess placed 
her arm about my waist as Tardos Mors approached. 

He looked solemnly towards Hador Tael "victory 
cannot be won without loss, I am truely sorry for your 
friend" and we shook hands. 
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"I am more than pleased to see you Tardos Mors, 
but how in your ancestors name did you get here 
when you did" and I turned towards my friends "how 
did you all get here" and around us the troops led the 
surviving assassins away but many would not leave 
for they too lay dead as well as a number of our troops. 

"You should thank my granddaughter, this was all 
her idea" and I turned towards my princess who stood 
smiling beside me. 

"First look up my Chieftain and I followed her gaze, 
above me I could not believe my eyes for there were 
now many ships where before there had been but two 
and I recognised the battleships Thuvaria and Taravan 
but there were other craft, merchant ships and fliers of 
all sizes, I was amazed. 

"My Chieftain, for too long have you alone carried the 
burden of defending Helium and others from war and de-
struction, I was returning to our palace to be by your side 
when I ran into Yon Gar, he told me your plans and I con-
vinced him that we should offer you more help, my grandfa-
ther substituted your orders to the fleet so that Yon Gar 
would follow directly behind you with eyescopes to follow 
you at a great distance, behind him came another flier to 
watch where he went, and behind him came the battleships 
of Helium, and many of our cities able-bodied fighting men 
in one, two and four man fliers, along with merchant ships 
of all types who offered their assistance" 

"You were followed to this place and we searched 
for you in Furious and Cateran and discovered you in 
the arena here. 

"You have done well my Princess, you all have, I, 
Nadea Visa and Kardus Kur, thank you for coming to our 
rescue" and my Princess turned to the red girl behind me, 
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for her face was still covered in tears, and embraced her. 
"What has happened cannot be undone, your friend 

is dead but he died valiantly defending right from 
wrong, look beyond his death and see your friends are 
still here, and still need you" and just for a moment a 
grin appeared on her face and she and turned and 
hugged my Princess. 

"My Princess, this is Kardus Kur." She stood for a 
moment with a puzzled look on her face. 

"Tell me Kardus Kur, are not the Cosquis" for she 
knew his metal, "an enemy of the red men?" She held 
out her hand in the Jasoomian custom. 

"Once I was an enemy of your husband, once I tried 
to kill him" and I heard the rattle of blades closeby and 
saw that even Tardos Mors had raised his blade in his 
sheath but when I smiled at them the blades were re-
laxed, "but I have learnt much in these last days, much 
that I would not have believed possible before" and be-
fore the assemblage he stooped to one knee before her 
and placed his blade at her feet "it could be said that I 
have been a fool" and he turned towards me "your hus-
band has said so, often. I am inclined now to believe 
him. Never again shall the blade of Kardus Kur be 
raised against the red men, before such a thing should 
occur I" and he turned his sword towards himself "shall 
fall upon my own blade" and my Princess stooped to 
one knee and took hold of his long sword in both 
hands, the green giant relinquished the weapon. 

"I accept your avowal of friendship Kardus Kur, in 
this world friends can be hard to come by, yours would 
be most welcome." She handed his blade back to him 
and then the cheering began, from the troops and peo-
ple of Helium who had come to our rescue and such a 
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moment was to be remembered for my lifetime. 
With my arm about her waist I and my Princess de-

parted the den of the assassins to where our cruiser lay 
some short distance away, the body of Hador Tael was 
borne by Yon Gar and Kardus Kur. 

"Would you return to Helium with us Kardus Kur, 
you would be well received there?" 

"I cannot John Carter" and he offered his hand in 
friendship in the Jasoomian way, which I took eagerly 
"I shall return to my people and perhaps I can atone 
for my past misdeeds if I can lead them from the path 
of war to one of reconciliation." 

"But they might kill you." 
"This is true, but I must try, may your ancestors be 

with you" and the green giant turned and departed, 
would I ever see him again. 

Our ship rose into the air above the dead city and it 
was then I realised that there had been another great 
fight above the city, for below us lay the wreckage of half 
a dozen ships manned by assassins, either to slow to es-
cape or too foolish in attacking the fleet above them. 

We stood on the bow of Furious, I and my Princess, 
beside her Nadea Visa who had lived yet again against 
insurmountable odds, what a story she would have for 
her children and I smiled for Yon Gar stood beside her, 
an arm comforting her at this, still a sad moment, be-
side them but to one side stood Tars Tarkas talking to 
my scribe and I felt a great weight had been lifted from 
us, even though Zora Adur had escaped her flock of 
assassins was deciminated and it would take a long 
time for them to regain such lost ground, ahead lay 
Helium and behind us the three great battleships hove 
into a straight line flanked on either side by many of 
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Helium's merchant ships and other fliers. 
Our return journey was uneventful, only fools 

would attack such a convoy as ours and before long 
we crossed over the great wall of Helium and Furious 
landed in the square before the Temple of Reward. 

Crowds of people from all walks of life were there to 
greet us and I was thankful that we had all returned 
safe, that is except for Hador Tael, and though the peo-
ple were more than pleased to see me and my Princess 
returned to them I must confess that I was rather de-
spondent at the death of my comrade, and then Tardos 
Mors raised his arms and the crowds became hushed. 

"People of Helium, you know only too well the deeds 
performed by John Carter since his arrival here on Bar-
soom, many many times he has risked his own life for 
the well being of others and Barsoom in general, I have 
no need to recount his adventures to you all, but in re-
cent times John Carter has risked his life even more so 
than in the past, and for our benefit. With the unwitting 
help of a green horde he vanquished the sleepers in 
their alien city, sleepers who would have sought to de-
stroy the peoples of Barsoom" and the crowds cheered 
at his words while my Princess clasped my arm all the 
tighter, as he spoke they again quietened. 

"I am sure all here today remember very well the 
challenge of Kra Gan and his hordes as they battered on 
the very gates of Helium, with John Carter's wisdom 
and bravery they were defeated; so too were those vil-
lains who kidnapped my granddaughter, our Princess 
Dejah Thoris, John Carter with another Jasoomian John 
Clayton undertook a perilous adventure to return her to 
us, and death to our enemies" and the cheering began 
again but now with a chant of my name and at last I be-
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gan to take more note of what mygrandfather-in-law 
was saying, "remember my people when he returned 
the ancient sword of the Karn to the people of Horz and 
opened up the Valley of Karramar to those survivors 
who were trapped there for eons, at last now they have 
come home" and he pointed towards myself and my 
Princess and I found myself and Dejah Thoris lifted into 
the air to the shoulder of Tars Tarkas while the crowds 
of people cheered even louder. 

"Very recently John Carter rescued another 
Jasoomian from the green men. It was Brendara who 
alerted us to the menace of the Rasoomians, with John 
Carter's expertise in warfare and her help we van-
quished our enemies yet again" and he held his hand 
up in the air to sever their cries even before they began, 
"you may not know that he saved the life of our Prin-
cess in the Korinthean Mountains when their flier 
crashed there and again his ingenuity and blade ended 
the secret slave horror of Natvandur" and again he 
raised his arm so that he could continue to talk. 

"But even more recent and not known is that John 
Carter was kidnapped by the green hordes and taken 
to the ancient dead city of Karasz where he was to be 
killed and war would follow against not just us but all 
the races upon Barsoom, John Carter's blade and his 
statesmanship not only saved his life and that of 
Nadea Visa" and he indicated the dark-haired girl be-
side me "but he saved all our lives as well and without 
our assistance; at Alavaturi the green men tried once 
more to claim his life and lead the hordes into war, but 
with some help this time he bearded the banth in its 
den and destroyed alliances that were made and scat-
tered our enemies across the dead sea bottom. But still 
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our enemies were not satisfied and the Guild lured 
John Carter to a meeting where he was to be killed and 
the alliances he broke could yet be forged again, but 
this time we would not let him fight alone for us, for 
the first time we have been able to repay John Carter 
for some of the help he has given us, we have been 
able to fight by his side and the Guild are all but de-
stroyed, people of Helium, I give you John Carter, 
Warlord of Barsoom!" and the cheering was almost 
deafening as I and my Princess were carried around 
the great square and I must admist that some of the 
sadness over Hador Tael's death left me, for I had 
heard it said before that there is no gain without loss 
and it makes one appreciate the gain all the more. 

At last the people of Helium quietened as my friend 
Tars Tarkas placed us on the ramp outside of the Temple 
of Reward, "my friends, I would fight my way across 
Barsoom, to the frozen north and back again if that could 
ensure your freedom from all forms of tierany, I did not 
think that I could become even closer to you than I was 
before, but with events of the last few teeans and with 
help from many people I have come to love you more 
that I could believe possible" and as they cheered I could 
not suppress a grin "I would like to thank you all, for you 
are my family, I would like to thank" and I turned to the 
red girl "Nadea Visa, for without her help I might not be 
here today, other invaluable help came from many other 
people, to name a few, Yon Gar and Talus Lar from the 
Varhan" and the crowds cheered, "a green man whom 
you do not know but may meet one day, Kardus Kur", 
and as they quietened "another friend who is not here 
today, who laid his life beside ours and paid the ultimate 
price, Hador Tael, long may he be remembered, and 
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those that you know so well, my Princess Dejah Thoris 
and her grandfather, the Jeddak Tardos Mors and many 
others whose names we do not know, who paid the ul-
timate price for our freedom" and it was as if I had raised 
the roof from the building as the crowd swelled and 
valocalised until we were all but deaf. 

We had paid a high price for such freedom, even one 
life lost was one too many, but new friendships had 
been made, new allies would appear where others had 
been taken, life on Barsoom would go on and as I 
hugged my Princess I was perhaps the happiest man on 
two worlds, as I raised my blade to the moons of Bar-
soom which appeared overhead "Barsoom!" and the cry 
was taken up by thousands of throats, "Barsoom!" and I 
closed the book which Toran Sarn had just completed 
and placed it again on the shelf along with my other 
adventures, such was life on Barsoom. 

Conclusion 
And I took the hand of my Princess, we walked 

over the Orluk fur, where our lives almost ended, and 
we walked out onto our balcony, behind us I closed 
the hangings to extinguish all inside lights, above us 
Thuria and Cluros shone down from the night sky, the 
stars appearing indistinct with the light of the moons 
upon the world, but below us was an even more beau-
tiful sight, the lights of Helium by night were magnifi-
cient, a sight that made our existence worthwhile, for 
they bathed the otherwise blackness in shades of yel-
low, amber and red; in the reflection of light from 
moon, stars and city I turned to my Princess, her beau-
tiful features were enhanced even further if possible by 
the lights that flooded over her features; and as I drew 
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her towards me she stood on tiptoe, under these magi-
cal lights of Barsoom I kissed her gently on the mouth 
and as her arms enfolded around my neck I forgot all 
the teeans of adventure that had passed as if we two 
alone were the only people on Barsoom, "my Princess." 

"My Chieftain." 

the end  
CAST OF CHARACTERS 

Jobus Ra - Red man, member of the Guild of Assassins, killed by 
John Carter at the Warlord's palace when the assassins 
tried to assassinate him. 

Has Dor - Red man, member of the Guild of Assassins, wounded 
by John Carter at the Warlord's palace and killed by Guild 
members in the dungeons of the Jeddak's palace. 

Uan Desan - Commander of the Guards at John Carter's palace. 
Serin Lowa - Proprietor of the 'Helium by Night' inn - in league 

with the Guild of Assassins to lure John Carter to Yadur. 
Helium by Night - Restaurant in downtown Greater Helium, the 

place where the Guild tried to assassinate John Carter. 
Sagen - A blue drink from the frozen north land of Okar, re-

nowned for its purity of ice water and its sweetness of 
mineral content. 

Hador Tael - Survivor of the Estrella and the Madre - died at 
Yadur. 

Nadea Visa - Survivor of Karasz and the Madre, taken to the Val-
ley of Kadon and fought again with John Carter at the an-
cient dead city of Yadur. 

Dejah Thoris - Along with her grandfather - undertook to rescue 
John Carter from the Valley of Kadon. 

Tardos Mors - With his granddaughter and others went to the res-
cue of John Carter in the Valley of Kadon. 

Hanten Larr - Palace guardsman and friend of John Carter, went 
to his rescue at Kadon. 

Zata - Calot of Tars Tarkas 
Woola - Calot of John Carter 
Yadur - Ancient dead city in the Valley of Kadon, headquarters of 
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the Guild of Assassins where John Carter and his rescuers 
deciminated the Guild. 

Bar Ten - Commander of the Garrison that guards prisoners in the 
dungeons of the Jeddak's palace. 

Yal Mar - Red man, member of the Guild of Assassins, captured 
John Carter in the Valley of Kadon. 

High One - Leader of the Guild of Assassins 
Tibor Gal - Red man, member of the Guild of Assassins, killed by 

his own Guild when he failed to kill John Carter in the 
arena. 

Marek Zur - Red man, member of the Guild of Assassins, killed by 
John Carter in the arena at Yadur. 

Zora Adur - Red woman, secret leader of the Guild of Assassins, 
escaped the destruction of the Guild at Yadur in the Val-
ley of Kadon. 

Cateran - Battleship of Helium, sent to rescue John Carter in the 
Valley of Kadon. 

Thuvaria - Battleship of Helium, sent to rescue John Carter in the 
Valley of Kadon. 

Taravan - Battleship of Helium, sent to rescue John Carter in the 
Valley of Kadon. 

Furious - Cruiser of John Carter, went to his rescue in the Valley of 
Kadon. 

Var Dann - Alias of John Carter 
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1999 Outcast of Mars 

10 June 1999 – 20 July 1999 
Chapter 1 

 "Is that the last document for my signature Jad Namor?" 
"Yes Warlord" and my scribe placed the bundle of 

papers into his throat hide satchel "You will need these 
for your journey Warlord" and he handed a smaller 
bundle to me. 

"How long before I must depart Jad Namor?" 
"Less than a half zode Warlord" and I quickly pe-

rused the papers which I would need to read in more 
detail while on route to Thyber Den. I could not un-
derstand why such a desolate place had been picked 
for this meeting, Thyber Den was an arid region far to 
the north east of Helium, some 8,000 haads away, but 
the Jeddak, Bas Loman of Zytor, wished to speak to me 
in isolation and his cryptic message of several padans 
ago revealed nothing of his intent, only of its urgency. 
But do not come alone his note had said, perhaps he 
had not heard that the Guild was decimated, did he 
fear that I would be assassinated. 

"Tell me Jad Namor" and the dark haired scribe 
turned his weathered features towards me, a question-
ing look upon his features, "Did I not ask for Thorista to 
be included in the flotilla? And I see that the Talus Lar 
is also on the list, I thought she was away on training 
exercises?" 
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"The Commander Taros Marne reported that 
Thorista was being repaired, something about leaking 
buoyancy tanks Warlord, he substituted Taravan in 
her place, but the Commander of Thorista Dor Targon 
has taken command of Taravan due to the illness of 
Taravan's Commander. I believe Talus Lar was re-
called to accompany you." 

"What happened to the Commander of Taravan?" 
"I do not know Sire, I only heard he was ill and 

could not command the vessel." 
"Thank you Jad Namor" and as he prepared to leave 

I looked over the names of the ships and their officers 
who would make up this flotilla of vessels headed to 
Thyber Den. "I see Yon Gar is second in command of 
Talus Lar, it will be good to see him again, and the 
Saragon will make up the fourth ship." 

"Warlord?" 
I smiled at my scribe, I had forgotten that he was 

still here, "just talking to myself Jad Namor, have a 
good evening." 

"Warlord" and he departed, Hanten Larr, my guard, 
opening the door for him while I again turned my atten-
tion to the ships and crew who would accompany me on 
this mysterious journey, something seemed ill placed. I 
could not put my finger on it, Taros Marne, Commander 
of Helium's airfleet had determined the placement of the 
ships, the leading vessel was Tarlus Lar, she was a new 
cruiser, barely worked up to speed, followed by Saragon, 
one of the oldest cruisers in the fleet, then came my own 
ship, Furious followed by the battleship Taravan, taking the 
place of Thorista. I thought Thorista was in good shape, 
perhaps she was damaged in the Kadon valley where the 
assassins were destroyed, but I could not recall. 
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"Warlord, your scribe Toran Sarn wishes to speak 
with you." 

"Show him in Hanten Larr" and he turned and with-
drew, a moment later my scribe rushed in. 

"John Carter, you promised me a zode of your time 
to recount your adventure with the assassins, we were 
just up to the point of the dungeons in Yadur, and he 
turned the pages on the large volume he carried, "and 
you were pushed into the gloomy dungeon?" 

"I am sorry Soran Tarn, I did promise you some time, 
but I'm afraid it will have to wait, I must leave now on a 
short journey, when I return I will complete the tale for 
you" and I turned picking up my long sword, short 
sword, dagger and pistol and placed them in my har-
ness, for I rarely wore them in my office. 

"John Carter, the Princess Dejah Thoris." She swept 
into the room, a picture of beauty and grace, her long 
dark hair falling behind her shoulders, her jewelled har-
ness shinning in the radium lamp light, her eyes spar-
kling like the gems 
floating upon Throxeus 
and the sheer transparent 
attire cris-crossed over 
and beneath her naked 
breasts to fall from her 
waist down to her right 
ankle leaving her left leg 
exposed to her harness. 

"A journey you say 
Warlord, where do you go, 
do you expect adventure?" 

"Soran Tarn be gone, we 
will talk on my return." 
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"John Carter, you said last night this would be a 
short trip, but I could not stay away." 

"Where do you go?" 
"Good bye Soran Tarn" and at last my scribe de-

parted, almost pushed out through the door way by 
Hanten Larr who smiled at my author of adventures. 

"There is no danger my Chieftain?" 
"None my Princess, for do I not take four warships 

with me, even the assassins at their peak of power 
would not attack four ships, I will be as safe as being in 
this office, do not be concerned" and I took her in my 
arms and before my guard, who turned away with a 
grin, I kissed my incomparable Princess Dejah Thoris. 

"Which ships accompany you my husband?" 
"Talus Lar?" 
"She is a new ship, barely trained, go on." 
"The Saragon is?" 
"An old ship, now the oldest since the Varhan was 

destroyed at the Madre, and.." 
"The battleship Taravan is worth a dozen ships." 
"Taravan, wasn't there a mutiny on board her when 

we were in Natvandur?" 
"That has all been resolved my Princess?" 
"Didn't her Commander take the long dive?" 
"The Officer of your Guard Warlord" and Hanten 

Larr stood aside as four of my own officers from Furi-
ous entered the room and stood at attention, smiles 
upon their faces. I was glad for Hanten Larr's interrup-
tion which saved me from further interrogation from 
my Princess and one last time I kissed her upon the 
lips. 

"At your leisure Warlord" 
"Thank you Annton Say." 
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"John Carter" and I sent a questioning glance at 
Hanten Larr "may I accompany you?" 

"You know I would be pleased to have you Hanten 
Larr, I promise to take you next time, I would prefer 
that you looked after my Princess in my absence" and 
this brought a grin to his features. 

"Thank you Warlord." 
"Remember John Carter, do not try to escape from me, 

I will follow you to the ends of Barsoom" and I saw how 
badly she was smiling, but a glance at the others and I 
saw that they had no difficulty at all, and we departed. 

At the door way I turned, "fear not my Princess, I 
will return as I always have, for I have not yet com-
pleted my last adventure for Toran Sarn, he would 
never forgive me if I left it unfinished." 

And as we proceeded down the hallway I thought I 
heard her say "nor will I." 

Within an xat we came to the landing platform, an-
other guard saluted as we boarded the ten man barge 
which would carry us to my cruiser, Furious. 

Within only a few tals we soon departed the landing 
and headed out over the city towards the naval dock-
yard, I stood at the railing which skirted the barge, 
down below upon the thoroughfares many of the peo-
ple looked towards us, many waved while others I 
could hear cheering and I waved to the people of He-
lium, how proud I was of them, to be one of them.  

Our ship passed over the spires of lesser palaces and 
tall office buildings, the latter of which the roofs were 
covered in greenery and flags of all kinds, while below at 
ground level grew more trees and shrubs, with pictur-
esque waterfalls and fountains cascading in multitudes 
of colours creating the atmosphere of serenity, while the 
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avenues were checkered in colours of gold and red, 
white and gray, and in many gardens stood statues of 
heroes of Helium and Jeddaks of by gone eras. 

Now we passed over a small residential area, no less 
impressive than the city proper except in its scale, and 
more people, upon the avenues and thoroughfares, stood 
and waved when they realised it was the Warlord's barge 
above them and I could but grin and wave back to them. 

At last, up ahead, lay my cruiser Furious, tethered by 
strong thoat hide ropes to the docking mounts, near the 
entry stood my officers and commander who all saluted 
as my barge drew along side. My ship was alone as I 
knew she would be, the others having left independently 
of each other some zodes ago, would meet up with us 
some fifty haads north of Helium for our journey. 

"Warlord!" 
"At ease Sar Lassor, it is good to see you again" and 

I saluted him and my other officers then waved to 
those crew members whom I could see. I smiled at the 
grins this brought to their faces. 

"This way Warlord" and I followed Commander Sar 
Lassor towards the bridge of Furious, and the dark 
haired Commander turned as we walked "I think you 
will find that everything is in order Warlord, with your 
permission we will depart?" 

"As you will Commander" and I entered the bridge 
as he quickly passed on his orders, even before he en-
tered I felt the ship getting under way. 

"The other Commanders have been issued their orders 
Warlord and we will meet up with them in half a zode" 

"Very good Commander, when do you expect to 
reach our destination" and for a moment he consulted 
with his second in command Marek Tor. 
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"At first light tomorrow Warlord." 
"Good, I think we can dispense with formalities for 

awhile Sar Lassor." 
"Thank you John Carter" and we both began to relax 

as Marek Tor brought forth a glass of Sagen "your 
health John Carter." 

"Thanks Sar Lassor, but I don't think my health is in 
any peril at the moment" and we both smiled. 

For awhile we discussed the running of his ship, my 
ship now for several ords, when up ahead we saw the 
Talus Lar and Saragon on a converging course to join 
our company, within five xats, on the horizon, we saw 
Taravan waiting for us, and as we passed she drew in 
behind my ship and with Talus Lar leading and Sara-
gon behind her, followed by ourselves then Taravan 
we gathered speed, the sky was already darkening, 
there was only some 20 xats of light left before dark-
ness would envelope us and I looked to the heavens, 
above and in front of us lay Cluros, the large moon of 
Barsoom, but he was nearing the horizon and I knew 
this night there would be no moons in the sky to cast 
their incandescent light upon the landscape below us, 
the carpet of scarlet moss would soon be dark sea of 
blackness. 

"Let us retire to the lounge John Carter, Marek Tor 
will control the ship as he has done successfully many 
times, and of course your sons's automatic pilot will 
keep us on our course" and I nodded in agreement and 
we both entered the lounge behind the ship's bridge. 

It was only some five xats later that Marek Tor 
knocked and entered the room and saluted us, "Com-
mander, Warlord, a ship follows us on the port side?" 

"Yes?" 
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And Marek Tor turned to Sar Lassor, "Commander, 
the ship appeared and has been on a parallel course 
since our flotilla joined, I sent her the usual signal 
'stand away', but she ignored our warning, your per-
mission to dispatch Talus Lar to intercept her?" 

"Granted, but signal Talus Lar to rejoin us as soon as 
possible" and Marek Tor saluted and departed. "It will 
be good experience for a new ship and crew. I expect 
they will find a merchant ship trying to stay near us for 
protection against phantom pirates" and the Com-
mander smiled though I was not so sure. 

"John Carter may I ask you a question?" 
"Certainly Sar Lassor, what would you like to 

know?" and we again retired to our seating and out-
side the light became duller as darkness approached. 

"A question many would like to know the answer, 
how is it that your ship, this ship, is named Furious, it is 
not of Barsoomian origin, there must be a story to tell?" 

"A story, yes, I guess there is. Do you remember the 
story of the Jasoomian John Clayton whom I brought 
to Barsoom many ords ago to help me rescue my Prin-
cess when she was kidnapped and taken to the Arab-
lace Mountains of the Land of Death?" 

"Yes, all Barsoomians are familiar with the story." 
"John Clayton once told me a story, an adventure he 

had on Jasoom some ords previously, someone tried to 
kill him and his wife Jane, he went after the assassin 
and found himself protecting a woman and sur-
rounded by enemies, the two of them fought for their 
lives in darkness, lit only by the leaping flames of a 
huge fire, they fought a furious battle against insur-
mountable odds, and survived, so when this ship was 
christened I named her Furious, so that if ever she must 
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come to battle against unsurpassable odds, like John 
Clayton, she would fight as according to her name, 
and perhaps survive where she should have perished" 
and the Commander's eyebrows rose with a fleeting 
glimpse of surprise upon his features. 

"Thank you John Carter, that is an interesting story, 
one padan you must tell me the whole tale" and I 
smiled, until now only my Princess had heard the 
story, for indeed it was she who gave me the name 
upon hearing the story, 'you must call her Furious, for 
one padan that name may save your life' and though 
my heart had been set upon naming my ship 'Dejah 
Thoris' my Princess' wishes were fulfilled. 

"Thank you for your company Sar Lassor, I shall 
leave you to run the ship" and I turned and entered the 
bridge area, I made to turn along the corridor which 
lead to my own cabin, but some instinct made me turn 
back. I looked outside, our ship was surrounded by 
blackness, how long had I and the Commander been 
conversing, it did not seem that long. 

"Captain Marek Tor?" and the tall slim second in 
command of Furious turned towards me. 

"Warlord?" 
"What of the ship that was shadowing us" but be-

fore he could reply the Commander entered the bridge 
and I saw with raised eyebrows. 

"Has Talus Lar returned?" 
"Warlord, Commander" and he stood to attention 

"at the approach of Talus Lar the ship turned away, 
Talus Lar followed and has not returned. 

"How long ago did our ship disappear?" 
"Warlord, three zodes ago." 
"You do not think that is an overly long time Captain?" 
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"Commander, she may have stopped the other ves-
sel, have boarded her, searched her, it takes time." 

"That may be true, but I suggest you keep lookouts 
posted to watch for her return, I want to see her Com-
mander as soon as possible" and Sar Lassor dismissed 
the matter and stood smiling while his Captain seemed 
uncomfortable, I nodded, nothing more could be 
gained by remaining on the bridge, but something 
worried me, I was not sure what it was. I resumed my 
journey to my cabin. Upon entering I turned up the 
radium lamp which had been glowing weekly by the 
doorway, a coldness was upon me, I looked down, my 
right hand lay upon the hilt of my short sword and I 
could not remember how long it had been there, I 
walked to the port side window, what was the myste-
rious ship? Where was the Talus Lar, a foreboding felt 
heavy in the air and I remembered what I had said to 
my Princess 'I will return as I always have', but now I 
was not so sure that it would be so easy after all. 

Chapter 2 
Zodes passed and I could not sleep, I threw off my 

sleeping furs and again turned up the radium lamp in 
my cabin, it would not be very long till dawn when we 
would reach Thyber Den, then I would see what the 
Jeddak Bas Loman of Zytor wanted to tell me. What 
was so urgent and confidential that it could only be 
told in this far off deserted place. And I remembered 
what my Princess had indicated, 'a new ship, an old 
ship and a ship of traitors'. 

I gathered my weapons, my long and short swords, 
my dagger and pistol, my hands tingled as if expecting 
some sort of action, I left my cabin and returned to the 
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bridge. Sar Lassor and Marek Tor stood beside the 
helmsman deep in soft conversation and though I stood 
there a moment at the doorway I could not pierce their 
thoughts, upon entering they both turned towards me, 
a smile I thought springing belatedly to their features. 

"Is there anything to report" and I looked question-
ingly at both of them, both of whom had served me 
upon this ship when the Rasoomians had invaded He-
lium, both had fought by my side in deadly combat, 
both were my friends and companions, both now felt 
like strangers to me. 

"Talus Lar has not returned John Carter otherwise 
all is well. She could just be delayed and may make 
contact with us at first light in about a zode's time, we 
may find she has but a boring tale to tell us of pursuing 
a frightened merchant vessel" and both smiled to each 
other, even the helmsman face grinned for a moment. 

"I understand Marek Tor" and I turned and left the 
bridge, but I did not want to return to my cabin, in-
stead I walked silently down the ramp to the main 
deck below for a few xats lost in thought, until a hand 
came out of the blackness and grasped my wrist. 

I swung around, my dagger silently sliding from its 
sheath, "it is I, Annton Say" and he dragged me from 
the walkway into the darker blackness behind the 
bridge superstructure. 

"What is it!?" and I kept my voice low as if I were in 
a conspiracy. 

"Something is wrong Warlord" and though he could 
not see me in the dark I peered questioningly at him 
and waited for him to continue. "Many of the crew are 
strangers, I noticed only a few before I picked you up 
at the palace, but on my return I wandered about the 
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ship, there are many faces I do not know. I spoke to 
Marek Tor, he said that many of the crew were ill and 
were replaced at the last xat, but I did not like his man-
ner, I smell a ulsio and thought I should warn you." 

"How many of these strangers are there?" 
"Perhaps a quarter of the crew Warlord, but there is 

more." 
"More. Go on." 
"I also reported to Marek Tor that I saw flashes of 

radium cannon fire far to the west, just a faint glow for 
a tal or two, it could be nothing else." 

"And." 
"Warlord, it came from the direction that the Talus Lar 

had gone to intercept the strange vessel" and my eyes wid-
ened in the dark. "Marek Tor said I had imagined it and 
should not repeat my illusion to others, he laughed and pat-
ted my back and waved me away, I thought he may have 
mentioned it to you, for I know I did not imagine it." 

"He said nothing to me, but he knew of my anxiety 
over the Talus Lar. Thank you Annton Say, I must con-
sider your words most carefully." 

"One last thing Warlord." 
"Yes." 
"Taravan has disappeared." 
"What!." 
"I checked on her when I was seeking out how many 

strangers were on board, she was there two zodes ago, but 
when I looked again after my inspection she was gone." 

"Are you sure Annton Say, do you know what you 
are saying!." 

"Warlord, five xats ago when I looked, Taravan was 
gone, I thought her location light may have gone out, 
but she is not there, that is the truth." 
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"I believe you Annton Say, who was officer of the 
stern watch?" 

"One of the strangers Warlord, I did not speak to him." 
"I must see for myself while I consider the ramifica-

tions of your words, meet me back here in five xats." 
"Is that you Warlord!", I turned as Marek Tor came 

almost silently down the ramp, his short sword drawn. 
"It is I" and I gave no explanation to him. 
"Are you alright, I thought I heard voices" and he 

peered around in the gloom looking for another body, 
but he could not see Annton Say who had stepped 
back further into the blackness. 

"I was but going over my speech for tomorrow 
which I must give to the Jeddak Bas Loman, but come 
it is too cool out here" and I took his sword arm and 
turned him on the ramp and he could not refuse me as 
I lead him back towards the bridge, only once did he 
turn to look back. 

"If I can give you any help Warlord." 
"No, I shall be fine Marek Tor, but thank you for 

your interest" and I left him at the doorway to the 
bridge while I continued on down the corridor to my 
own private cabin, I did not turn, I knew he would 
have a look of concern on his face. 

I locked the door behind me and turned down the 
radium lamp until it cast only a faint glow in the main 
room, barely illuminating the thoat hide couch and 
formal area, then I strode to the window, silently I 
opened it, the main deck lay twenty sofads below, 
without hesitation I easily leapt the distance alighting 
softly and noiselessly, from here I was hidden from the 
bridge, quickly, silently, I made my way aft, when I 
did see a crewman I slipped into some darkened 
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shadow and found myself studying the features of 
those who passed me, not one did I recognise. 

It did not take me long to find a position near the 
stern of my ship where I could view our wake without 
intrusions, and though I studied the blackness with 
great intent I saw no location lights on the bow of Ta-
ravan, indeed I did not see her shape behind us at all 
even though the night was black and moonless and I 
wondered whether the message from the Jeddak Bas 
Loman had come at a prearranged time when it was 
known there would be no moons in Barsoom's sky. 

Warily I returned unhindered along the deck until I 
was almost opposite my own window some twenty 
sofads above, at the sound of voices I slipped into the 
darkest blackness of a narrow opening which lay be-
hind the bridge, this same aperture would take me 
through to the port side of the ship, the same place I 
would meet Annton Say. 

The two passed me with muffled voices, my Com-
mander and Captain together, only for a moment did I 
hear their words "?come the dawn it will be done?" 
and my plans were set. 

Silently I slipped through the opening where I saw 
the outline of Annton Say on the port side, "you were 
right, this is what you must do" and he moved closer 
so that I could whisper in his ear without detection, 
whatever was going to happen at dawn was not far 
away and Annton Say had a lot to do. 

"I understand" and he departed, his hand upon his 
short sword, within a tal he had disappeared into the 
darkness while I again traversed the narrow corridor, 
on the far side I watched and waited, in the quietness 
and solitude of the deck I leapt up to my cabin win-
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dow, within a tal I was inside and closed it behind me 
just as a knock came to my door. 

"John Carter it is I Sar Lassor." 
"Just a moment" and I unlocked the door. 
"Is all well Warlord, you seemed preoccupied earlier?" 
"All is well Sar Lassor, Talus Lar has not returned?" 
 "No John Carter, but I expect she will appear 

when daylight arrives." 
"All else is well then Sar Lassor?" 
"All goes as planned John Carter, I am sorry to have 

bothered you." 
"Any time Sar Lassor" and I closed the door behind 

him. A ship of traitors but my Princess spoke of the 
wrong ship, or did she, it now seemed there were two 
ships of them. 

Talus Lar and Taravan were gone, leaving only Fu-
rious and her traitors and the old cruiser Saragon, what 
lay ahead at dawn, very soon I would see. I opened the 
door and returned to the bridge where I found Marek 
Tor and the helmsman in meaningful but quiet discus-
sion and I could have done with the help that Hanten 
Larr had offered. 

With my hand upon my short sword hilt I entered 
the bridge, ahead of the ship lay the stern location 
lamp of Saragon surrounded by blackness, but even as I 
looked the darkness took on a grayer color, then the 
huddled conversation ceased as they realised that 
someone was with them, Marek Tor turned and saw 
me, his face took on an anxious look. 

"Warlord, I did not expect you so soon." 
"I'm sure you didn't Captain, is there anything to re-

port" and I waited for his reply, outside I heard footfalls of 
a dozen men, I turned, Annton Say and several hand-
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picked men, whose features I recognised, stood framed in 
the doorway, I turned again to Furious' second in com-
mand and raised my eyebrows waiting for his answer. 

 "All is quiet Warlord", but his hand lowered to 
the hilt of his short short and his face took on an ashen 
color, and outside the darkness ebbed like the tide of 
long gone Throxeus. "Is something wrong?" 

"Marek Tor I place you under arrest, you will surrender 
your weapons to the Officer of the Guard immediately." 

"What goes on here", I turned to see Sar Lassor com-
ing from the corridor which lead to my cabin and the 
visitors quarters. 

"Sar Lassor you along with these other two are 
placed under arrest, Annton Say take his weapons" but 
before my Lieutenant could move the Commander, as 
fast as a darseen, whirled about and raced back into 
the corridor he had come from, locking the door be-
hind him, instantly Marek Tor and the helmsman leapt 
towards the door on the starboard side of the ship, but 
as fast as they were I was quicker, seeing their move-
ment I leapt the fifteen sofads to the far doorway 
drawing my short sword. Noiselessly I alighted and 
spun around, within a tal Marek Tor's blade flashed 
before me, he tried to cleave me with the one down-
ward stroke which I easily parried aside, but he was 
quick and desperate, to remain on the bridge would 
mean his capture and his accomplice turned behind 
him to fend off Annton Say and his fellow crewmen 
who had now crossed the room. 

Our blades clashed together as did his companion 
fighting behind him, to the right and left I swung my 
blade and drew blood on his right shoulder and his 
sword arm, again and again he struck at me but I 
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weaved about swinging my head and body to the right 
and left as his blade drew near, there was nowhere to 
move and I did not attempt to give him ground, now 
he was perspiring, harder and harder he struck at me 
but to no effect, better swordsmen than he had tried 
many times to vanquish me, and had failed. Death, he 
saw death before him and leapt at me to secure his 
freedom, he grimaced in pain, faltered, dropped his 
blade and fell dead to the floor as I withdrew my 
sword from his vitals, at the same time his companion 
threw down his blade in surrender, blood flowing 
from his sword arm and side, even as I moved towards 
him, stepping over the body of his accomplice, Annton 
Say spoke, "look! Warlord, look!." 

Chapter 3 
Dawn had stolen upon us during our short melee, 

the sky paling and brightening as the stars faded, Thu-
ria began to appear ahead of us, but we were all look-
ing to starboard at the sight that made our hearts 
freeze, there they were in all their blackness, like silent 
messengers of death, two battleships and a cruiser lay 
less than a haad away on a parallel course, this was the 
surprise intended for us, and a surprise it was. 

"Surrender John Carter", I turned as did my fellow 
crew, Sar Lassor again stood at the doorway, sword in 
hand, a smile upon his features where before was 
panic and alarm. 

"If you surrender John Carter your crew will be spared, 
they seek only you as a prisoner, the others can go free." 

"Tell me Sar Lassor, what of Talus Lar and Tara-
van?" since you know more than anyone else and the 
smirk seemed to widen on his countenance. 
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"Talus Lar was lured away John Carter, even now 
the ship may be destroyed, unless they ran away, and 
Taravan should now be returning to Helium." 

"And what was offered to Dor Targon her Com-
mander?" 

"A suitable reward." 
"And the real Commander of Taravan?" 
"Poisoned John Carter, though still alive when we 

left Helium" and he replaced his sword in his scabbard 
a look now of triumph on his features. 

"And Saragon?" 
"Saragon is an old ship John Carter, she may last a 

dozen xats should you try to fight." 
"Take him!" and my men leapt to him which sur-

prised him before he could again draw his blade. 
"Capturing me will not help you John Carter, I have 

many men aboard this ship, all of them manning the heavy 
radium cannons, you cannot fight for your freedom, you 
have lost!" and a gleam of triumph shone from his face. 

"Tell him Annton Say" and he turned towards my 
Lieutenant, still a smirk upon his features. 

"Your men have been arrested Sar Lassor, all are in 
the brig and cannot help you." 

"It does not matter" and he turned again towards 
me "release me otherwise I will have this ship and all 
in her destroyed" and he stood his ground, determined 
and arrogant. 

"How much did they pay you Sar Lassor that you 
would betray me and your fellow crewmen?" 

"More than you can imagine John Carter, a palace, 
servants, command of a battleship, money. I have kept 
my part of the bargain, they will keep theirs" and he 
smiled towards us. 
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"You are a fool Sar Lassor, you will not leave this 
ship alive to collect your reward" and he struggled vio-
lently though held by three crewmen. 

"By the powers invested in me as Warlord under the Ar-
ticles of War in which this ship now finds itself, I find you 
guilty of treason against myself and all upon this ship whom 
you have placed in mortal danger, the penalty is death" take 
him to the forward capstan and tie him tightly there, he shall 
witness our destiny, and take this other one as well" and the 
helmsman was quickly dragged from the floor where he 
had fallen and both were forced from the bridge. 

"Annton Say, Officer of the Guard, I now empower 
you to take command of this vessel until otherwise in-
structed, what say you?" and he saluted me 

"As you wish Warlord" and he turned behind him 
"Tanor Res, take control of the helm" and he rushed 
forward to do so. 

"Warlord, a craft approaches from the first battle-
ship under a white flag." 

I turned and watched as the barge approached, 
upon her deck stood several dark-skinned figures but 
their features were indistinct at the distance. 

"Prepare a Guard of Honor for our guests" and 
Annton Say spoke to one of his men who quickly dis-
appeared from the bridge. 

But as the barge drew nearer I saw now another 
figure emerge upon the deck, a woman of red skin 
whose identity was still unknown, then the ship drew 
alongside and was hidden from my view.. 

"They have a nerve Warlord, we could hold them as 
hostages." 

"No Commander, they know I will honor a flag of 
truce, they will be free to go when we have heard their 
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demands, when they arrive show them to my cabin, 
you shall accompany them" and I departed down the 
corridor to my own rooms, there I placed my weapons 
upon a side table, they would not be needed yet, soon 
came the sounds of footfalls without and into my cabin 
came four people, the first I instantly recognised as 
Mors Kadros, dator of the First Born who had deserted 
his green allies at the Madre, then his guard whom I 
did not know, followed by a swirl of transparent gold 
coloured silks of the raven-haired red woman. 

"You smile John Carter, you may remember your 
victory at Yadur but now it is our turn." 

"Zora Adur, once leader of the Guild, it is always a 
pleasure to meet you, though when we last met you 
were running in another direction" and this jibe 
brought a redder hue to her features. 

"You should consider yourself lucky John Carter, 
that you did not follow me, for you would have died a 
terrible death. The tunnel I passed through was lined 
with poisoned barbs of which only I knew their 
whereabouts." She smiled, then Commander Annton 
Say entered and closed the door behind them. 

"Well dator Mors Kadros, I see you also have 
stopped running, can I be of assistance to you?" and his 
guard's hand flew to his hilt as a hiss escaped his lips 
but the First Born placed his hand on the other's sword. 

"Enough John Carter, the time then was not right, 
but now I have come to make you an offer." 

"Before you do dator, Commander, would you pour us a 
sagen" and as he crossed the room to my cabinet my three 
visitors stood now stony-faced and a little undecided. 

Zora Adur made to speak but I help up my hand, 
"let us be civilized my friends" and Annton Say re-
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turned with five small glasses of sagen, that wonderful 
blue mineral water from the far frozen north, which he 
handed to me then my guests, but within the instant 
the guard threw his onto the floor where I looked with 
a frown, then at the dator, "a toast my friends to past 
friendship" and now with a smile upon the lips of Zora 
Adur and the dator, the four of us, apart from the 
guard, took a slow sip of the sweet drink. 

"Now dator, you have something to say, I'm sure it 
will be most interesting." 

"You have a choice John Carter, surrender and all oth-
ers here and aboard Saragon will be allowed to depart, or, 
should you choose to fight, then all of you will be de-
stroyed." Then he and the others turned to depart, "you 
have half a zode to answer, come to my ship Darkan in 
your flier, or we will open fire" and they made to depart. 

"And where will you take me great dator of the First 
Born?" 

"You will have a chance to plead for your life before 
the Court of Barsoom" and he smiled though his guard 
still scowled. 

"And who will preside over this court and for what 
reason." 

"Oh, no one in particular, myself, Zora Adur here 
and the new Jeddak of the Cosquis, Los Talos." 

"And on what charge am I to stand trial? Your case 
of 'Crimes Against the Green Race' has been heard, 
what other then?" but now he leered as did the others. 

"A case of destruction and murder at Yadur, some 
3,000 inhabitants killed at your command" and he 
seemed to smirk at this remark. 

"Assassins you mean, but no matter, I had hoped 
they were all killed once and for all" at which Zora 
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Adur scowled and tried to raise her dagger, but the da-
tor and Annton Say moved to stop her and she desisted. 

I could not refrain from sending another barb at the 
dator, "I thought Kardus Kur had returned as Jeddak 
of the Cosquis?" 

"You will have to ask Los Talos" and he smiled as 
one who knew more but would not say. 

"Perhaps I will", then they departed, his guard being 
the last to leave. 

"Surrender or stay, it makes no difference to me 
great Warlord, you will soon be dead" and he laughed 
as he strode after the others. 

"Did I say something to offend him Commander?" 
"Warlord, this is most serious?" 
"Fear not Commander, I am well aware of the grav-

ity of the matter." 
"Warlord!, you cannot even consider?" 
But I put my hand up to silence my new Commander 

"I do not believe for a tal that they would not try to de-
stroy Furious and Saragon if I were to surrender Annton 
Say, they would but prefer to see me die than to be deliv-
ered dead into their hands, that is their way." 

"Then we will fight!?" 
"Yes Commander, we will fight." 
 "I cannot summon Rolis Baran the Commander of 

Saragon so you must send him a hidden signal. Use a 
signal lamp on the port side so that our enemies cannot 
see, send 'Immediate - prepare for battle in secrecy. In 
five xats turn to starboard, engage enemy between first 
two ships'" and my new Commander raced to pass on 
the signal and to prepare our own ship.  

Five xats was not much time for life for many of the 
crew of Furious and Saragon, but there was no choice, 
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even in the jaws of a banth it was possible to snatch 
victory from defeat and I hoped that now my ship 
would have as much a chance of life as did Tarzan of 
the Apes when he broke from that village of savages 
many ords ago, even as he fought to save himself and 
another, so too would Furious endeavour to destroy 
and yet save ourselves and bring Saragon away from 
destruction, never before had two cruisers defeated 
such a superior force, but then. I could not refrain from 
a grin, John Carter had not been in the fight. 

Again I entered the bridge, "their flier has just re-
turned to their ship Warlord." 

"Thank you Tanor Res, in two xats time I will give 
the order to turn to starboard, you must give me full 
power and head directly for the gap between the two 
battleships, even if this ship is aflame and dying you 
must place our ship there then swing around to port 
where we will help Saragon, after that we will battle 
the last battleship, any questions?" and Furious' new 
helmsman smiled at my grin. 

"It will be done Warlord." 
"Thank you Tanor Res." 
At that moment Annton Say returned "the message 

has been sent Warlord." 
"Good then listen to me, tell your cannon masters to 

swing forward all the guns on the port side, the enemy 
will not see them, when we turn to starboard the port 
guns are to fire immediately on the first battleship, as soon 
as the starboard guns can be brought to bare they are to 
fire on the last battleship, Tanor Res will give us maxi-
mum speed, when we pass through the gap all guns must 
fire on the two ships and if they are still surviving we will 
swing to port and at close range we will destroy Mors 
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Kadros' ship Darkan, after that it will be easy" any ques-
tions and my new Commander stood before us open-
mouthed, then a grin began to spread across his face. 

"Warlord" and he ran to pass on my orders as our 
ship continued on a steady course towards Thyber 
Den, to our starboard lay the black shapes of death. 

"How does time go Tanor Res?" 
"One xat remaining Warlord" and I looked ahead, 

almost below us now lay a large valley covered in 
greenery and enclosed by steep mountains on either 
side, one end lay open but guarded by another mono-
lith, a serene place and further ahead lay the desert 
lands of Thyber Den. 

"Do you know the name of the valley below us?" 
and the helmsman ran his finger along the chart which 
lay before him. 

"The valley is called Kaserene, Warlord." 
"Then remember its name Tanor Res when you 

speak of this battle to your children, for this encounter 
will be remembered as 'The Battle of Kaserene'." 

"Yes Warlord", then a few tals passed, ahead the 
dawn sky had cleared to a fine padan, I had not no-
ticed Cluros begin to appear on the horizon. 

"Turn to starboard if you would Tanor Res" and the 
ship responded immediately to his touch and swung 
about and surged forward under maximum speed and I 
was forced to hold on to the control panel or be thrown 
aside, ahead I saw Saragon turning with us, and to my 
ears came the sounds of the starboard cannons being run 
out then the blast of our port guns which sent a shock 
wave through the ship which hammered the stillness 
and silence of the morning into a cacophony of sound 
upon which only death and destruction could follow. 
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Chapter 4 
Battle of Kaserene 

To Thyber Den 
Cruiser Saris 
Battleship Darkan 
Battleship Saragon 
Furious 
Then Darkan replied in kind with a thunderous roar 

of her huge radium cannons, but then our own star-
board guns fired upon the last ship in the line which 
herself reponded just a tal later, then an eerie silence 
which lasted but a tal or two followed, then disaster, 
mayhem and death. 

The bridge about me exploded in flame, Tanor Res 
was thrown from the helm to land beside me on the 
floor, the ship trembled and seesawed from one side to 
the other. Stunned for a tal I looked upon the dese-
crated body of Tanor Res, his right arm blown away 
and but a stump of his right leg remaining, I looked 
down at my own flesh, covered in blood, but as I 
wiped it away I saw that it must be from Tanor Res, for 
though scratched and bruised I was still whole and 
struggled to my feet. 

Again I heard our guns fire, again and again they 
hurled death abroad as I peered through the smoke 
and flame from the bridge upon the forward deck of 
my ship, I was agast for there raged a blazing inferno 
and the deck covered in smoke and shattered debris. 

The ship began to turn and I swung about to gain the 
controls, but to my amazement I was too late, there ly-
ing across the console lay Tanor Res, his body a bloody 
mangled disaster, with one arm he held the helm and 
brought the ship back on course, I saluted him and he 
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nodded his reply, his face contorted in agony, faster 
than a darseen I rushed through the doorway of the 
bridge and leapt to the deck below where lay an up-
ended radium cannon, it's crew lying dead around it. 
With Jasoomian strength I righted the weapon and 
aligned it with the last ship of the line and pressed the 
firing button. The shell streaked away and I nodded my 
head with satisfaction as it struck the upper deck ex-
ploding in flames. Another radium shell fell automati-
cally into the breech of my cannon, all around me I saw 
my valiant crew, some were rushing towards the fires 
with cannisters of foam, others firing their guns, and 
suddenly, the flames that surged about me flared up for 
an instant then died, smothered by foam and the dam-
age I thought to be fatal appeared now less dramatic, 
and as I had hoped, by turning head on to our enemy 
we had showed the smallest possible target for them to 
hit but our targets were much larger. 

Before my eyes the smoke cleared, the guns of Dar-
kan thundered out with many of the radium shells 
screaming overhead, but my ship rocked to those that 
struck. Darkan lay to our port side, my eyes widened, 
she was aflame for nearly half her length starting at the 
stern, even as I sighted the cannon other shells from 
Furious struck her and I saw the mighty ship lunch 
sideways, then I fired again, I watched in awe as the 
shell sped across the rapidly dwindling space, a flash 
of whiteness against the blue morning sky, it took but 
half a tal then the bridge of Darkan exploded and dark 
bodies were hurled into space. 

A cry rose up behind me, becoming louder and 
louder "remember the Varhan!" echoed through the 
ship, and more shells struck us as my gun seemed to 
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bounce before my eyes and I was hurled backwards. 
Again the fires raged and smoke stalked the ship like 
an engulfing swamp, but now no one came to still 
them and Furious took on a lean to port. 

I rushed to the rail and peered through the smoke, 
where was the last ship, for an instant the cloud 
cleared, there she lay to starboard, aflame at the bow 
with hundreds trying to quelch them and luckily I 
thought, many were away from their guns. 

"Warlord are you alright?" 
"Yes Annton Say, but quickly, we must ready the 

guns, within quarter of an xat we will cross the gap, 
both sides must be ready, you take control of this side, 
I will go to starboard, it is now or never." For a tal I 
peered throught the haze and heat and my heart was 
heavy, there lay Saragon, falling away to port, her 
structure aflame from stem to stern, I could but shake 
my head, then I rushed across the debris flamed en-
gulfed deck to the other side, there I saw less than half 
the guns remained, the rest upended, dead men lay 
everywhere, many being consumed by flames. 

Through the smoke and flames towered the super-
structures of the two battleships, Darkan to my left and 
the other to my right, their guns now silent as we be-
gan to pass between them, out of danger for a moment.  

"Fire!" I cried to my remaining crew and the can-
nons of Furious blazed one after another from both 
sides with gaps between where a gun was upended 
and its crew dead. 

Darkan shuddered at our onslaught and I heard ex-
plosions more powerful than ours coming from her tor-
tured hull, but our ship did not turn to port and I sur-
mised that Tanor Res was dead, but he had kept our 
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course true and I thanked my ancestors that he had 
done so, then it happened, it took but a tal, Darkan ex-
ploded with us a mere hundred sofads away, the blast 
engulfed Furious and shattered her like a banth leaping 
on a crippled thoat, men screamed in death and I was 
hurled across the deck against the twisted superstruc-
ture, but around me flames seered everything within 
reach and cannons burst from their shackles and fell 
skywards on the tilted and tortured deck, within an-
other tal huge cracks appeared in the deck and the ship, 
my ship, began to break apart and I marvelled that I 
was still alive, but as the flames leapt for me the rem-
nants of my ship rapidly began to sink groundwards 
and I saw a vision of my Princess before me and I re-
membered my words to her, that I would return.  

Dazed I looked around, not another living soul could 
I see, only fire, smoke and death, then I saw, still se-
cured in its mooring, lay just one of a hundred air cush-
ions held on each side of the ship, as fast as I could, my 
hands and body covered in the black and blood of my 
dying ship, I tore it free from its security which alone 
had trapped it when all the others had perished or bro-
ken free. Weekly I grappled the cushion, shaped like a 
bubble it contained the eighth ray, on its sides were 
hand holds and stirrups for my feet, then came an ex-
plosion which sent me reeling backwards into the abyss 
which sent me falling groundwards, above me the fires 
engulfed my ship and Furious blew apart with one huge 
explosion the force of which reached me though I 
drifted away below her falling shape.  

Pieces of her structure showered me as if I were in 
rain upon an ancient Jasoom and my air bubble 
punchered in several places as the eighth ray escaped 
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and I began to plummet towards the ground below 
and death seemed but a tal away. 

I felt solid objects breaking under me, more and more 
broke as leaves and branches we thrust before me as I turned 
my body into a round ball shape to save my limbs from be-
ing broken. More and more solid became the branches that 
burst beneath me, and as I became more battered and 
bruised I felt my speed diminishing, then I stopped and 
found myself flat on my back upon the ground, just to one 
side now of the tree that had saved my life. 

I could not move but stared upwards as if watching 
an opera on Jasoom, there above me, perhaps now a 
haad away, lay the other battleship, her decks aflame, 
her bow pointing higher and higher into the padan 
sky, then slowly, as if in a pantomime, she began to 
slide backwards, down and down she went by the 
stern, from her decks leapt hundreds of figures, to be 
dashed to death on the ground below, then she fell 
faster and faster and then was hidden by the trees 
some distance away, but the explosion rocked the 
ground I lay upon and I saw flames shoot high into the 
sky, then slowly blackness overtook me. 

My mind snapped back to consciousness, I was be-
ing prodded by what felt like a cold blade, " he stirs 
Abon Zat, the high one will indeed be pleased that we 
have found him so soon. 

"Yes Zortel, you were right that we should come 
this way, the dator will reward us greatly" then I felt a 
kick in my side. 

"Get up calot!, the dator commands your presence" 
and I opened my eyes. 

Luck again was favoring me for the one called Zor-
tel was none other than my new friend who would not 
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share my sagen aboard Furious, I smiled but also found 
that I could not rise and I wondered, fleetingly, if my 
back was broken.  

"Forgive me old friend for I cannot rise, I guess I'm a 
little weary from having your fleet destroyed" and I 
could see his black face suffice to a darker hue, again 
he went to kick me but the one called Abon Zat 
stopped him and took him aside so that I could not 
hear their whisperings, but I could move my eyes and I 
looked about me and saw there were but six of the 
First Born within range of my vision, but be there one 
or a hundred, I still could not rise and for the first time 
in my life I was at the mercy of my enemies. 

Though the blue sky above me was serene, no 
longer were their ships at war dealing out death and 
destruction, that had come and gone, but now a new 
tempest brewed. "I say let us kill him now, say he tried 
to fight and we killed him!." 

"And how Zortel would we explain his crushed body, 
the dator would kill us, for he alone wishes to kill this 
calot of Helium, or at least be there when he is killed." 

"No Zortel, you will get our flier and bring it here, then 
we will take him back to the ship" and though I could see 
that Zortel did not like that idea, and though he stood 
stormy-faced for a First Born, he stood down his attack." 

"It will take me two zodes to where our flier lies hid-
den, he glanced skywards, it will be dark then, I will 
return in the morning otherwise I might not find you." 

"Good thinking Zortel" and the man Abon Zat 
smiled, a sinister smile which I felt was normal for all 
the First Born, and then I realised that I had lain here 
most of the padan if evening was only two zodes away. 
I felt a numbness subsiding from my fingertips. 
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"Ra Tan, take his weapons, he will have no use for 
them" and the black pirate stood over me, a look of 
contempt on his face as he removed my weapons and 
threw them aside. Then they retreated, Abon Zat to my 
right and his subordinates to my left where they were 
in a huddle and chattered together and thinking I 
could not hear, for their whisperings were only just 
audible and I knew that Abon Zat could not hear them, 
one remark took my interest 'wait until he returns, not 
before' and I wondered what lay ahead and who was 
going to return, other than Zortel. 

Now I could just feel my arms and feet and a new hope 
began to rise within me, perhaps by morning I might after 
all teach these First Born a thing or two, and as a grin be-
gan to appear across my face it was instantly replaced by a 
frown. Something moved in the tree above me, something 
that looked brown against the grey shadows, something 
that was indistinctive but large in shape as it was hard to 
see in the gloom, and after awhile I looked away to see 
where my enemies lay, they had moved little from before, 
and when I looked again to the tree above me, nothing 
was there, a trick perhaps of my imagination. 

Darkness swept across our campsite exposing a night 
sky full of sparkling diamonds, their only companion 
being Thuria whose mate Cluros had long since disap-
peared, she alone was now regent of the sky. The black 
pirates built a small fire and huddled around it for com-
fort, then two things happened, a sound, I heard a faint 
sound behind me, then another, even quieter than the 
first, from above me, and now I could raise my head 
and though my arms and legs ached, I could move 
them also and my Virginian spirit began to soar and I 
espied my weapons only 20 sofads away. 
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To my right Abon Zat prepared his sleeping silks 
and furs when the one called Ra Tan called out to him 
"Abon Zat we have found something." 

"What is it you have found?" 
"We cannot tell, it looks like a precious stone em-

bedded in the ground" and a mild oath escaped Abon 
Zat's lips as he turned and walked over to the group. 

"Where is this precious stone??" 
By the light of Thuria I saw the glint of red flame re-

flected off the sword that was thrust through the vitals of 
Abon Zat and as his body fell Zortel walked into the mid-
dle of the campsite as I sought to rise, but I could make no 
further than my elbows with the pain of my back sending 
stars cascading through my head like exploding comets. 

The black pirate turned to face the others "we will 
say that John Carter killed him and Zora Adur will pay 
us well for bringing her the body of the Warlord" and 
he turned towards me, his blade red to the hilt and not 
all of it reflection from the fire, and with a leer on his 
face he walked towards me and death seemed but a 
heartbeat away. 

He stood over me, his sword raised in front of him, 
the tip pointed towards my chest, two hands he held 
upon the hilt as a grim smile played over his features 
illuminated by the fire to his right. "Farewell John 
Carter!" and his face grimaced at the effort as he began 
to thrust the sword towards my heart. 

With an effort of incredible strength I thrust my 
body to my right, too slow I knew to avoid the stroke 
of death, then from out of the blackness above de-
scended a human-like shape that landed squarely 
upon the shoulders of Zortel knocking him sideways 
and senseless, for he did not rise.  
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Then the figure stood for a tal facing me, then turned 
towards the black pirates who had not moved, "You 
will not kill the warrior who fell from the sky" then with 
a roar they came on, swords drawn towards my protec-
tor who now drew a short sword and faced their rush 
as I struggled in pain to rise to my feet but fell back ex-
hausted at the effort and before me they came on, four 
foes against this slim figure, this jungle Goddess who 
had leapt from the dense foliage of the tree to save me. 

She leapt at them swinging her blade from side to 
side and sparks flew amid the clash of their blades, 
faster and faster she swung, her blade a blur to see, in a 
tal her sword was up high, then low, then swinging 
from right to left. One antagonist fell clutching his 
heart, a second fell back with a cry of pain and the 
other two pressed her the harder forcing her back to-
wards me, trying to entangle her and to kill her but af-
ter only two steps backwards she stopped and held her 
ground, right and left she swung, the sound of their 
blades echoed in the still night, back and forth her 
body swayed, faster she swung, faster and faster until 
another of the First Born cried out clutching his chest 
and fell to the ground.  

There was something about her style that seemed 
familiar, it came to me in a tal, she fenced very much 
like myself, I could not have fought them any different.  

Then she advanced upon the last who now struck 
out only defensively, but too late she saw the trick, one 
of her fallen foes grasped her ankle and pulled her over 
grasping her sword arm as she struck the ground and 
trapped her blade, I struggled to my knees and with 
sweat poring down my body I pushed myself to my feet 
but my weapons were too far away, the nearest of my 
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adversaries weapons lay closer and I sought to retrieve 
a blade only ten sofads away, but before I could move 
further she leapt from the ground and backed towards 
me as now her last opponent moved towards us. 

"You will die now she calot, then John Carter, you 
have done me a service for I would have killed these 
others anyhow, and now the reward is all mine" and 
he came on swinging his sword sideways in wide arcs 
and a mirthless laughter coming from his throat. 

Chapter 5 
Just in front of me she stopped and drew a dagger 

from the back of her harness, "Tirra kill!" and the hairs 
on the back of my neck began to stand on end, it rose 
from the darkest shadows behind the tree it had hidden 
in, it had lain there all this time undetected and now 
came forward in a rush with a terrifying roar that froze 
our assailant in his tracks, it came on ten legs with a 
tawny yellow hide, its bright green eyes reflected the 
dying embers of the fire, the banth leapt up and seized 
the black pirate in its jaws, the man too paralysed to 
swing his blade, and clearly came the sounds of crush-
ing bones and a piercing scream of death. 

"Down Tirra" and the carnivore dropped the re-
mains of the First Born and padded its way to her and 
for a moment I forgot my injuries for I had never been 
so surprised before in my life. 

"You saved my life, you have my thanks and grati-
tude, what is your name?" 

"I am Anjela Sasha, warrior who fell from the sky, 
how are you called?" 

"I am John Carter of Helium?", suddenly my legs gave 
way and I fell to my knees, in the firelight I now saw that 
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my body seemed to take on a reddish purple hue and 
that I was badly bruised but fortunate not to have broken 
any bones or worse, but it seemed the worse for now was 
over, I turned and saw to my surprise that Zortel was 
gone, having disappeared in the melee. 

"Tirra come" and the great beast stood before me, its 
green eyes surveying me, with relish I thought, "we must 
away from here great warrior for the jungle swarms with 
black men, grab Tirra's maine, she will carry you." 

"I will need my weapons" and I pointed to where 
they lay, as fast as a darseen she retrieved them and 
placed them in my harness and before I could say an-
other word this lithe girl half lifted me onto the back of 
her banth and within a tal the great beast set off into 
the darkness with her beside us and I thought Toran 
Sarn would never believe this. 

The beast made no sound as we passed through the 
greenery with the jungle girl beside us and at times the 
lion would come to a stop and I knew she could smell the 
black pirates before us and then we would take a different 
course, the carnivore it seemed knew which way to go. 

At times the light of Thuria shone through the 
greenery and I took advantage of the extra light to look 
upon this strange girl who leapt from trees and fought 
like a demon, she was slim and seemed in the dull 
light to be of a red color, her hair was completely hid-
den under a silver skull cap, a gold colored necklace 
hung around her neck and fell between her petite 
breasts, at the end of the necklace hung a small round 
object which though familiar I could not place it, 
around her waist lay what appeared to be a thoat hide 
harness inlaid with silver studs and under the harness 
a simple thoat hide loincloth which fell between her 
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legs front and back, on her feet were rude sandals with 
laces crisscrossed almost to her knees, of her weapons I 
could but see the short sword which swung in its scab-
bard and I knew she had a slender dagger hidden 
somewhere at the back of her harness. 

How long did we travel I do not know, but Thuria 
had now ventured far across the night sky when we 
finally stopped in some leafy glade where Anjela Sasha 
at last pulled me slowly from the back of her carnivore, 
with some help she assisted me to the ground under a 
large and dense fern tree and I was glad to be rid of the 
beast at last and the young girl sat beside me as I 
watched the lion disappear into the greenery not far 
from us. 

"Never before have I seen anyone descend from the 
sky as you did, you seemed to float, then I saw you fall 
into the tree, yes great you must be. I saw your ships 
great warrior, large they seemed, I thought you were 
with those others, but then you fired on them who 
were more in number and bigger still. I saw your two 
ships destroyed but also the two largest ones died as 
well, you alone have survived from your two ships." 

"But another ship survived?" 
"Yes, one that you fought was also damaged but 

landed not far from where you were captured, from 
inside it came these black ones whose like I have never 
seen before, I watched them when they found you to 
see what they would do, but they would kill you 
though you could not fight them." 

"Do you know how many of these black men there are?" 
"I saw many come from their ship" and I considered 

this for a moment, they would hunt me in this valley of 
trees, I would have to escape. 
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"Is there a way out of this valley Anjela Sasha, other 
than through the narrow valley that I saw from above, 
perhaps over the mountains?" 

"You cannot climb the cliffs great warrior John 
Carter, the only way out is through the Narrows of the 
Dying." 

And by this I assumed she meant the entrance to the 
valley which would be many haads ahead. "Tell me 
Anjela Sasha, where do you come from, how is it that 
you are here in this valley, and how is it that the hunt-
ing lion has become your friend?" 

"You ask many questions great John Carter, I think 
too many for a stranger, but tell me, is John Carter a 
common name in your land?" 

"No, I don't believe it is." 
"No, it could not be possible, are you then the great 

John Carter, the Warlord of Barsoom." She peered at 
me with eyes widened. 

"Yes I am that John Carter." 
"I thought you were another, and that the name must 

be common, I did not think that you, who I have heard of 
for 20 ords would come here, I am sorry Warlord. You 
asked where I come from, I have lived here all my life, I 
was hatched in this valley of regret. The lion I have 
raised from a cub" and I felt that there was something she 
was not telling me when a low growl came from Tirra 
and I could hear faint noises to the right of us. 

"The black ones are near, we must remain here until 
they go." She whispered strange words to her pet 
which became silent, and thus we remained there until 
dawn broke, or rather I missed the dawn for I must 
have fallen asleep, for when I awoke she lay beside me 
and when I tried to rise she stirred "fear not John 
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Carter, Tirra will tell us if danger is near." She smiled, 
one of the most refreshing smiles I have seen, other 
than my Princess', and now I noticed that already the 
sun was up and dawn had passed us by. 

I tried to rise and though painful I gained my feet in 
but a few xats and slowly walked about our hideaway 
and though the spirit was willing the body was not 
quite there, but returning swiftly. "Tell me Anjela Sa-
sha, where did you learn to fight with a sword the way 
you do, for your style is much like my own?" 

"Well it might be great John Carter" but she smiled 
and said no more on the subject. 

"I must escape from this valley Anjela Sasha, and 
gather my own troops to fight the First Born, you have 
saved me more than once and I thank you, but I can 
endanger you no more, if you show me the way to, 
what did you call it, the 'Narrows of the Dying' I will 
escape from my pursuers" and I drew my short sword, 
and though painful I moved the blade to and fro, soon 
I would be my old self again, but not yet. 

"You cannot reach the Narrows without us, the dark 
ones, the First Born you call them, are everywhere, 
come there is a place we can go to" and in a whisper she 
called to the carnivore and I thought for a moment the 
great beast was gone, but through the foliage came that 
tawny shape of death and destruction, "come." She 
pointed ahead and the beast lumbered off and disap-
peared and I fell in beside the red woman of Kaserene. 

"Where do we go Anjela Sasha, and tell me why do 
you wear a cap on your head?" 

"We go to the City of Dying great John Carter, and 
great you are of what I know of you" and I wondered 
what she knew of me, how could she know anything if 
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she had been in this valley all her life, "ask me no more 
questions great John Carter, but of the cap I but say that 
I must wear it forever." She now seemed burdened by 
some great fear about something I did not know. 

For a zode we moved slowly and silently through 
the thinning foliage, the carnivore I had not seen since 
the beast left us, "do not move John Carter, here!, he is 
here!" and I saw the black pirate step through the 
greenery to one side of us, followed quickly by three 
others, and the first with his pistol drawn. 

"Mors Kadros will reward us greatly, you! tie them 
up" and the last of the black pirates came towards us 
carrying a length of thoat hide rope. 

"Not so fast my dark friend" and I drew my short 
sword, and so too did Anjela Sasha, at which the first 
who had espied us fired his radium pistol at my feet. 
But I could not be intimidated by such a move "would 
you kill us then with your pistol while we have but 
swords drawn, if you are going to do so then do it 
now, you will be branded a coward forever and eve-
rywhere you go people of all colors and nations will 
look for you to kill you." 

"You don't know what you're talking about, I will be 
famous, I Bar Kno will go down in history as killing 
John Carter!" and he grinned at his comrades. 

"Think again Bar Kno, these men will be our wit-
nesses, these men will tell the dator and he too will be 
called a coward, for you are under his orders, the dator 
himself will kill you, no Bar Kno, if you shoot us you 
will have to shoot your own men as well, you can leave 
no witnesses" and now the three looked towards him, 
two put their hands upon their own pistols, ready to 
draw if necessary, and the one with the rope stood back. 
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"Are you afraid Bar Kno, look at me, I am barely 
able to walk, my body is covered in bruises, I will be 
lucky to wield my blade, now is the best chance you 
will ever have" and the three stood back as Bas Kno 
fidgeted, then I saw a shape, a tawny shape appear in 
the greenery behind the three onlookers, "well Bas 
Kno" and he drew his blade and rushed at me. 

I moved forward, stiff for a moment, our blades 
clashed and he drove mine back drawing blood on my 
shoulder and a gleam of triumph appeared in his eyes, 
again he nicked my sword arm, and like the mighty 
Throxeus my pain rolled away. I forced him back at-
tacking his blade at all levels from the tip to his hilt, 
each time he raised it to try to force his way my blade 
was waiting. Back, back I drove him and within two 
tals I drew blood on his left arm then ran him through 
his right shoulder, he fell to one knee waiting for the 
coup de grace, instead I rammed my hilt upon his head 
and even as he fell I could hear other voices raised in 
agitation coming from around us. 

"Tirra!" and the carnivore answered her call with a 
savage roar and leapt upon the three who had begun 
to draw their radium pistols. The nearest black pirate 
fell beneath her claws while the other two knocked to 
the ground scrambled to their feet and ran towards the 
voices of their comrades. 

But now the voices seemed to come from all sides, 
faster than a darseen Anjela Sasha drew her necklace over 
her head and ran to Tirra only several sofads away, "take 
to Torven Lur." She placed the medallion and chain in the 
beast's bloody jaws and pointed, without hesitation the 
great carnivore leapt into the foliage and was gone and 
the voices about us grew in intensity as we rushed for-
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ward by a different route from our tawny friend, but we 
had gone only fifty sofads when some forty First Born ap-
peared in front of us, turning back we found another large 
number behind us and through the mass of assailants 
strode Mors Kadros and beside him the dark-haired Zora 
Adur, once leader of the Guild of Assassins. 

"Put down your weapons or you will be shot where 
you stand", and John Carter you know I will order it. 

"It seems Anjela Sasha, for the moment, the banth is 
dragged down by uslios" and the smile disappeared 
from the dator's face. 

"Your weapons! Or you can die now and save us a 
lot of trouble." 

Chapter 6 
I smiled at my companion, "perhaps another time. I 

see you both survived Darkan's destruction, how many 
others survived with you?" and we dropped our weap-
ons to the ground, whereupon Mors Kadros strode to 
me, I knew what he would do, especially surrounded 
by his men, but I was not one to suffer indignity lightly, 
slower than a darseen he drew his right arm back over 
his left shoulder than attempted a forceful punch with 
the back of his hand, a matter of face and to bolster up 
his pride, but I suddenly stepped back from the blow 
which partially unbalanced him and before he could 
regain his balance I landed a solid punch to his jaw 
which sent him crashing to the ground at which Zora 
Adur, who was not far behind him, came forward 
sword drawn, but clearly on her face was the slightest 
grin of satisfaction which belied her words. 

"I've no compunction about killing you John Carter, 
no more tricks. Who is this, this person, you have 
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found." She let her eyes draw slowly over Anjela Sa-
sha's form in the most degrading way she could with a 
sneer on her face. 

I waited for the explosion as I was sure if my Princess 
was here and spoken to the same way, would occur, but 
women could be a wonder, Anjela Sasha merely stood 
her ground "a woman who threatens with a sword is no 
woman at all." She bore a smile of satisfaction. I saw the 
blood thicken in the red woman's face, "perhaps you 
should meet my pet one padan" 

"Why slave, what sort of pet could you possible have 
other than a ulsio!" and a grin split Zora Adur's face. 

"Oh yes just a ulsio of course" and the jungle girl seemed 
indifferent now to the leader of the assassins barbs. 

"What do you hide under your cap jungle girl" and 
before Anjela Sasha could react the leader of the assassins 
reached forward and tore the skull cap from her head. 

"No!" and the jungle girl tore her face away, cover-
ing her eyes with her hands as masses of red hair, the 
color of a raging fire, fell to her shoulders and a look of 
triumph appeared on the face of Zora Adur. 

I took the jungle girl by the shoulders and she hid her face 
in my chest "what is it Anjela Sasha? Why do you cry?" 

"Because I am cursed and not deemed to live if my 
hair is shown." 

"Why, who told you that?" but now Mors Kadros rose 
from the ground, his face an ugly black and red color. 

"You die now John Carter" and he went to draw his 
radium pistol but Zora Adur placed her hand on his arm. 

"Not now dator, tonight when Cluros is high above 
us we will have our revenge" and he released his hold 
upon the pistol and his face took on a sadistic look. 

"What of Los Talos?" 
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"He will be too late." She smiled one of her sly 
smiles, at which the dator summonsed two of his men. 

"Tie their hands and a loose rope about their ankles, 
just long enough so they can walk but not run" and 
they rushed to do his bidding and as they did so An-
jela Sasha never took her eyes from the ground, where 
was the proud and masterly fighter now. 

There was no time to talk further with the jungle 
girl as we were bound, then surrounded by the black 
pirates we began our forced march through the jungle, 
back in the direction we had come from and I pre-
sumed towards their cruiser damaged by Saragon. 

For several zodes we walked, ahead ranged some twenty 
of the First Born, behind them the dator and Zora Adur, then 
us surrounded by perhaps sixty or seventy troops. 

It was darkening by the time we stopped and I re-
membered the assassins words 'when Cluros was high 
in the night sky', come what may I still lived. 

Two tent structures were raised for the dator and 
the assassin, it seemed they did not trust each other 
and we were cast aside in a clearing but watched by 
several of the black pirates whose lives were at stake 
should we escape. 

"Tell me Anjela Sasha, who told you you were 
cursed, was it Torven Lur, the name you mentioned 
this morning?" 

"Yes, he is my father." 
"Then he lied to you, I have known many women 

with hair the color of a raging fire, none were outcasts 
nor cursed." 

"I, I do not understand." 
"Nor do I Anjela Sasha. I once knew a man by the 

name of Torven Lur, he served in my ship and fought 
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by my side against Kra Gan and his green hordes, but 
that was many ords ago." 

"John Carter, there is something I should tell you?" but 
she never got to finish her words as Mors Kadros and 
Zora Adur approached, and above I saw now that Clu-
ros the larger moon was high in the night sky and the 
shadows of the trees around us moved in the breeze like 
waves upon the mighty Throxeus in some bygone era. 

"Bring them both here!" cried the dator and several 
of his loyal troops rushed to do his bidding and I and 
the jungle girl were pulled to our feet and thrust to our 
knees before him and his companion. 

"John Carter" and a grim smile played on his fea-
tures, "you are charged with the destruction of the 
Guild of Assassins, how do you plead?" 

"Plead, if I was in the court of the Jeddak of Helium 
I would be praised for the destruction of ulsios such as 
those and any of their accomplices" and his grin 
started to shrink upon his face, "I would as soon run 
my blade through a ulsio as an assassin and those that 
support them" and Zora Adur stood now stony-faced, 
"and I accept your praise and loyalty in their destruc-
tion" and the dator almost choked upon my words. 

"What praise and loyalty, what are you talking about?" 
"Why, your absence of course, I don't remember see-

ing you or any of the First Born at Yadur when these 
ulsios were destroyed" and I smiled and waited for the 
explosion to come, and come it did when he signalled 
to a black pirate beside him who came forward and 
swung his fist to my jaw sending me backwards under 
the moonlight. 

And the dator screamed "John Carter you are 
hereby sentenced to death" and the strained smile re-
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turned to his face "and this woman, this animal that 
you have found?" 

"Let me Mors Kadros" smiled Zora Adur and he 
nodded his head as his hand rested on his dagger. 

"Cursed forest slave, daughter of a ulsio, I hereby 
give you to the First Born to do with as they want, 
you." She indicated the pirate who had struck me, 
"take her to my sleeping quarters and have with her, 
and after you all the rest can take their turn" and he 
came forward with a leer and dragged Anjela Sasha 
towards the tent as I leapt to my feet and struggled 
with my bonds for it could never be, not while I lived 
would she or any other woman have to suffer her fate. 

At the entrance to her sleeping quarters Anjela Sa-
sha turned, "I still live John Carter" and though the pi-
rate struggled to pull her within she gripped the tent 
pole securely "fear not John Carter, I will return." She 
let go of the pole and was pulled inside and Zora Adur 
laughed, a cold hideous laugh that I would long re-
member and I strained as never before but this time 
my Jasoomian strength was not enough, then a shrill 
scream pierced the air and the dator smiled. 

"Now it is your turn John Carter, prepare to die" and 
he drew forth his dagger and held it up to Cluros "I da-
tor Mors Kadros and Zora Adur of the Guild of Assas-
sins, do hereby condemn John Carter to death, so be it?" 

But before he could turn towards me she burst forth 
from the assassins tent, a long sword in one hand and 
a short sword in the other, faster than a darseen she 
sped towards me and the dator and his companion fell 
back bewilded thus giving her precious tals to gain my 
side and with precision and strength she cut the bonds 
holding my hands behind me and slashed the rope 
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binding my legs as the dator cried out "kill them!, kill 
them both!" then she pressed the sword into my hand. 
I, with Anjela Sasha beside me, stood before them as 
the black pirates rushed in to obey his commands. 

But before they could press us the dator drew his 
blade and slashed at me "die John Carter! die!." 

"Not yet dator" and I struck his sword with strength 
and determination, the pain of my fall a distant memory. 
Again and again we clashed our blades as the First Born 
encircled us, and now the jungle girl stood at my back, a 
reminder of another time when I fought the Garwoons 
with Brendara and I hoped for a different outcome. 

I swung my blade up high then low, I drew blood on his 
arm and shoulder, again and again our blades clashed while 
some of the First Born attacked Anjela Sasha and now others 
stood side by side with the dator and swung their blades to 
join his and the sound of our striking blades sounded like a 
corruption in the silence of the moonlight. 

I fended off the strokes of the black pirates but at-
tacked the dator as he swung and stabbed at me, then 
he drew his blade up high, to try to cleve me in two, but 
his eyes bulged as I withdrew my sword from his vitals 
and Mors Kadros, dator of the First Born, fell dead be-
fore me, and in that tal when the other First Born with-
drew their blades at the sight of their fallen leader and 
in less than a tal, Zora Adur struck, stabbing her blade 
towards my unprotected chest, but faster still was An-
jela Sasha who caught her sword on her own and 
turned it aside, but before she could attack the assassin 
the black pirates pressed her all the harder and Zora 
Adur fell back and then came the wild melee. 

They fell on us like the assassins in the arena of 
Yadur, a seemingly endless tide of fighting humanity. 
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Up went my blade as I swung it before me taking six 
blades at once, up high then low across the face of my 
enemies down to waist level, then in an arc up to my 
left and across to my right, up and back and all along 
the arc their blades clashed as first I struck one in the 
hand, another in the throat, a third in the shoulder, a 
fourth in the side and the fifth across the stomach and 
as they fell more poured in to take their place and my 
blade moved faster than before, ever faster, back, up, 
down, again and again, faster and faster and as they 
fell others rushed in and behind me I knew that Anjela 
Sasha still lived, for once she fell I knew I could not 
survive against these multitudes and my blade was 
running red with the blood of our enemies and a grim 
smile touched my lips, if this was to be my death then 
so be it, the price for it would be high, but I would not 
relent and I deemed to see my Princess yet again as I 
smashed five blades away and another black pirate 
cried out in death. 

Then came the sound of other blades striking and 
above all the roar of a hunting lion, the number of as-
sailants facing me lessened, only three blades now at-
tacked me and I saw in the background, like waves 
moving upon the once mighty Throxeus, other strange 
figures had appeared and were encircling and attacking 
the First Born on all fronts. Then I espied a break in the 
melee and pushing the three blades away with one 
massive sweep I turned and saw Anjela Sasha was 
fighting two black pirates, "this way" I grasped her 
about the waist then leapt thirty sofads with her to land 
before a tall tree not far from the tent of Zora Adur. 

As we alighted I saw a look of surprise on the jungle 
girl's face "I have heard that you can do unbelievable 
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feats, now I believe it" and I wondered how she knew 
it in this isolated valley. 

The sounds of conflict began to die as the black pi-
rates either surrendered or died, "too late John Carter" 
and we both whirled around facing the blackness of 
the forest, she stepped into the moonlight and Zora 
Adur held a pistol in her hand. 

"Die John Carter!" and her pistol exploded and 
death raced towards me. 

Chapter 7 
"No!" cried Anjela Sasha and even as the assassin 

fired she leapt before me into the path of the messen-
ger of death. 

I grasped her as she fell, blood covering my hands 
and arms, then before the leader of the assassins could 
fire again there came a terrifying roar, within a tal a 
tawny shape came rushing towards her, three times 
she fired her radium pistol at the beast but it did not 
faulter and leapt at her, her scream of death drowned 
out by the raging roar of the carnivore which would 
never rise from her dead body. 

Gently I lay the girl to the ground as I held her head 
and shoulders, this could not happen, once Brendara 
had died for me but had returned, this girl, this jungle 
woman would not return if death claimed her. I stared 
in dismay at the wound in her side and her blood flow-
ing from beneath my hand now held fast against her 
wound. 

He came rushing towards us "Anjellica! Anjellica!", 
he startled at my presence and I his as he knelt before 
us, for I recognised him if not his torn body, for he had 
but one arm, red with our enemies blood and as those 
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other figures came closer I was appalled, all were ei-
ther one armed, one legged with a crutch, or bandaged 
about the head denoting a sightless eye, these apparent 
remnants of war had come to our aide and the closer 
they came the more I recognised. 

"Kaor Torven Lur, your daughter has your features" and 
we both looked at the jungle girl. "She saved my life as you 
and these others have done, let us save hers" and Torven Lur 
stood back with tears streaming down his face. 

"Save her Warlord, I beg of you." 
"Quickly now, a fire. Make one there" and fifty fig-

ures leapt to follow my order and within fifty tals a 
blaze licked into life and was soon an inferno. 

"Your dagger Torven Lur, we must be quick" and he 
held forth his knife "place it in the flames." 

"I need silks and furs" and a dozen broken shapes 
raced to the tents and returned within fifteen tals with 
the best our enemies had to offer, "place them here on 
the ground" and I lay the dying girl upon them 
"Torven Lur, hold the wound" and as he did so I 
turned the dagger and brought it back glowing with 
heat and I knew it must be done quickly yet I hated the 
idea of touching her flesh with the terrible blade. I 
knelt beside them as the other broken figures formed a 
circle, our adversaries I no longer contemplated. 

For half a tal I glanced at her unconscious features, 
her bare chest still rising giving her life then I bent 
forward, "now" and her father removed his blood cov-
ered hand, I searched the wound for the killing metal 
and slowly pierced her body with the reddened blade, 
thankfully she remained unconscious and did not con-
vulse at the touch of the burning steel. 

I labored for what seemed an eternity, but could 
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have only been three or four xats when I removed the 
bullet, and closed the wound, bandaging it with other 
silks and I thanked my ancestors that she still breathed 
for her death may have consumed me to a heartache 
from which I might not recover. 

But her death could still be a reality, "cover her." She 
was instantly covered with other silks and furs which 
were also placed under her head to cushion her, "that's 
all I can do, now we wait." 

"What goes on here Torven Lur? I last saw you 
twenty ords ago when you fought by my side against 
Kra Gan and his hordes, and many other faces here are 
familiar, is everyone crippled or maimed?" 

"Yes Warlord, we are all victims of war, outcasts if 
you like, for what could we do, where could we go. 
But this place, this Valley of Kaserene was a secret 
place. We did not know of it until approached by a 
seer who said we would be welcomed here and here 
we came in ones and twos, sworn to secrecy, we have a 
small town here, we raise our own crops and breed our 
own beasts and for a long time there has been no war." 

"But you are here." 
"Tirra brought my daughter's necklace, a sign of 

trouble and we followed the beast, we did not know 
you were here Warlord" and he dropped his eyes. 

"What does he care, he is whole, what has he done for us, 
nothing!" and these cripples laid there anger before me. 

"You are right, I did not know of your plight, in 
fighting the enemy these many ords I did not think of 
our own victims, but I do care, and there will be 
changes when I return to helium, that is, if I ever re-
turn" and the angry looks subsided. 

"What do you mean John Carter?" 
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"Did you see the air battle?" 
"Yes, from far away, for our settlement is near the 

Narrows of the Dying." 
"It was a trap by the First Born, the Guild of Assassins 

and the green men to kill me and they almost succeeded. 
One of my ships was lured away, another disappeared 
under treasonous circumstances, my own ship Furious 
and the Saragon were destroyed with all hands except 
myself, for I could do no more" and the men whispered 
the names of the destroyed ships for many knew men 
who had sailed in them and their words grew angrier. 

The First Born have a damaged ship not far from 
here, I need to know if you'll help me take her" and a 
hush went over the group. 

A burly red man with one leg came forward "even if 
we wanted to help you and avenge our friends, how 
could we?, look at us, we are but cripples." 

"Yes, you are cripples, maimed and outcasts because 
of war, but you are not defeated, look around you at 
what you have done here, you have defeated the en-
emy, join me and crush them." 

"I will join you John Carter if you think we have a 
chance." 

"Thanks Torven Lur, what of you others, would you 
fight or die here defeated by war?" 

"This is unfair John Carter, we are crippled, you are 
not!" replied the burly man. 

"Yes I am not crippled yet, but I will stand with you 
and take the same chance as you, what do you say!" 
and dozens of voices responded with their approval, 
and the burly man nodded his head. 

"I Lak Vant will join you" and the cheers rose higher and 
when the outcasts quietened "what do you want us to do." 
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"First, ask our prisoners where their ship lies, second, we 
will move before dawn" and Lak Vant, the burly man, 
smiled and with others went to get the information I sought. 

"Lak Vant will not fail you John Carter" and Torven 
Lur turned towards his daughter "will she live?" 

"We will know before dawn, she told me of a cruse 
because her hair was the color of a raging fire" and 
now he stood, head bent low. 

"You know there is no curse, I lied to her." 
"But why?" 
"To keep her here, she is young, this valley has nothing 

for her, no interest, her mother is dead, she is all I have." 
"So you told her she was cursed because of her red 

hair, just to keep her here?" 
"Yes, and now I may have killed her." 
"Let's hope not" and then Lak Vant returned. 
"Their ship is about another three zodes up the valley" 

and he pointed in the direction we had been travelling. 
"Let us rest, we will start out two zodes before dawn." 
"And Angellica, my daughter?" 
"I think she prefers Anjela, if she lives she will come 

with us, perhaps you should build a stretcher" and he 
smiled and turned away to his task while I looked over 
the jungle girl, so serene 'live I thought and I will take 
you to the palaces of Helium to be cheered by her peo-
ple', then I lay down beside her and sought sleep. 

I seem to only lay there for an xat when I was 
woken "it is time Warlord, two zodes before dawn." 

"Thanks Torven Lur" and I turned to the jungle girl 
who thankfully was still breathing and all around the 
men assembled, our adversaries bundled in a line and 
tied together "let us raise her to the stretcher" and gen-
tly he and I raised her and her eyes opened. 
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"Father, John Carter, what has happened, where is Tirra?" 
"You were shot by Zora Adur and saved my life, but 

Tirra killed her and also died, nothing could be done" 
and tears came to her eyes. 

"How do you feel?" She looked at the silks and furs 
covering her body. 

"I feel tired, weak, but as a famous person once said, 
I still live" and her father and I both smiled. 

"We march to take the ship of the First Born, so you 
are not rid of me yet" and I indicated to four of the 
half-blinded warriors to carry her and within an xat we 
were under way. 

Dawn seem to come quickly and we continued up 
the valley, on all sides we were surrounded by thin-
ning threes where we had less and less cover. Another 
zode passed and when I began to think our enemies 
had lied to us, there she lay up ahead, less than a haad 
away, the cruiser damaged by Saragon. 

Her superstructure was damaged and blackened 
around the bow and midway area near her bridge, 
then suddenly one of her guns in the undamaged area 
fired, the shell whistled over our heads and exploded 
amongst the trees behind us, we were seen. 

Within a quarter xat the ship began to rise, "what 
now John Carter?" 

"I do not know yet Torven Lur." 
The ship, the Saris, for now I could see her name, 

rose higher and higher, then swung around in our di-
rection, another gun fired, this time the shell fell short, 
"quickly, towards those far trees" and our party of 
about one hundred men which included our prisoners, 
turned and sped in the direction I indicated, then a fur-
ther gun fired followed by an explosion, but it did not 
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fall near us, nor could I feel its impact, I stopped and 
turned around and was amazed at the sight that sent 
my heart racing, "stop!, look!" and they turned to see 
what was happening. 

There coming up behind us was Saris but on her 
port side was the Talus Lar, and what a sight she was, 
a sight I shall long remember, she too was fire black-
ened, some two thirds her length starting from her 
bow, her bridge was half blasted away, there were 
great holes in her superstructure and she listed to port 
some ten degrees and yet she came on. 

She fired again and I noted with some misgivings 
that she fired from only three guns, I watched the 
shells, two struck Saris behind her bridge, the third 
whistling overhead, Saris seemed to sway with the 
impact, then she fired back. 

Four of Saris' guns fired from her port side, two 
missing Talus Lar but the other two struck, one on the 
main superstructure below the main deck and the 
other forward on the bow, Talus Lar seemed to trem-
ble in mid air, but she managed to fire again, with two 
shells hitting Saris, one under the bridge and the other 
in the ships centre on the main deck, Saris began to 
drift to starboard and I believed under emergency 
power but not before firing again on Helium's newest 
warship with three shells fired I turned my attention 
again to Talus Lar, the first shell sailed safely over-
head, the second struck near the stern and the last was 
forward of the bridge, Talus Lar begin to sink slowly, 
she was dying. 

I watched in awe, a glance showed Saris disappear-
ing over the tree tops, smoke billowing from her su-
perstructure, Talus Lar was coming to ground, head-
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ing directly for a large grove of trees less than half a 
haad away, I began to run and from behind me I heard 
others following, in less than an xat Talus Lar hit the 
first trees, smashing them aside, then on she came de-
stroying more of the forest giants, but she did not ex-
plode, somehow she came to rest on the ground, the 
trees softening her impact but from her tortured frame 
billowed smoke and the glare of fire. 

Chapter 8 
Easily I made her side, her main deck lay some forty 

sofads above me, I turned, the outcasts were coming, "we 
must help them!" and I leapt with all my might upwards 
to alight on the deck where smoke billowed like clouds, 
bodies lie strewn where they had fallen, I turned and 
leapt again towards the wreckage of the bridge entering 
through the twisted metal, most of the console remained 
intact, there I saw the lever which let down the main en-
try into the ships hull, with all my Jasoomian strength I 
strained on it to move it, and at last it gave grudgingly 
and I heard the grating of metal as the entry lowered, I 
raced out of the empty bridge to the side rail, down be-
low the first of the outcasts had arrived "come up quickly 
we must get the fires out!" and as soon as I saw them en-
tering, these poor wretched remnants of war, I again 
turned and saw movement on the floor of the bridge. 

Quickly I re-entered, and rushed to the moving fig-
ure, "Yon Gar!." 

"John Carter" and he coughed uncontrollably in the 
smokey atmosphere. 

"You are alright, I will look to the fires" and I left him 
lying half sprawled on the floor as I raced outside and 
leapt to the main deck below, where on the sides of the 
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superstructure I gathered three foam canisters together, 
handing two to the first of my new band to appear, the 
three of us raced wildly around the deck spraying the 
foam on the many fires raging uncontrolled, and as 
more outcasts gained the deck they needed no instruc-
tions on what to do as many took what foam canisters 
remained and after a zode we finally had the flames de-
feated but as the smoke cleared we saw an appalling 
sight as more and more crew of the Talus Lar were 
found dead upon her decks, only forty survivors out of 
her complement of four hundred did we find alive. 

"We do not have time to look after these valiant men 
Torven Lur, cover them as best you can, look to the 
ship while I see to her commander. I returned heavy-
hearted to the wrecked bridge. 

There I found Yon Gar leaning against the control 
panel for support, "how are you now Yon Gar?" 

The Captain of the Talus Lar smiled, "I still live John 
Carter." 

"Tell me what happened." 
"It was a trap, the merchant vessel was a disguised 

cruiser, she put up a white flag when we hailed her, 
then at close range she fired on us, destroying many of 
our guns and killing half our crew, but our Commander 
Olan Pnnar would not surrender and we fought back 
with every gun that still fired. After half a zode the 
other ship burst into flames and blew up upon hitting 
the ground but we barely survived and with a crew of 
about fifty we turned around to try and warn you, we 
returned slowly to our original course and only sighted 
this other ship when she rose from the forest, I watched 
through eyescopes to see what they were firing at, then 
I saw you running, and you know the rest." 
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"You have done well Yon Gar." 
"Not well enough Warlord, not nearly well enough." 
"We were trapped like you, my ship and Saragon 

destroyed, Taravan disappeared as if arranged, you 
saved us today, you have done very well." 

"Your new crew are examining the ship?" 
"She will never fly again John Carter, look at her, 

she is destroyed." 
"You give up too easily Yon Gar, come we shall see" 

and he followed me from the bridge, once below I saw 
him look around in amazement at his new crew, his 
eyes open wide, many questions yet unasked on his 
lips. "These men will serve you well Yon Gar, here 
meet your new Captain" and I hailed Torven Lur who 
was coming towards us. 

"I am sorry John Carter, I have failed you, I relin-
quish command of Tal?" 

"Torven Lur, meet your new Commander, Yon Gar, 
formerly the Captain of Talus Lar" and the father of 
Anjela Sasha smiled and held out his one arm. I could 
but smile at Yon Gar's momentary discomfort as they 
shook hands, "tell me what shape is the ship in?" 

"She is holed badly in many places John Carter, the 
eighth and ninth rays are slowly seeping away, but if 
we set to it immediately we might be able to get her in 
the sky again." 

"How long do you think?" 
"At least the rest of today and tonight John Carter." 
"Then set to it as quickly as possible Torven Lur, be-

fore Saris returns and destroys us on the ground, I 
would sooner fight her in the sky" and the one armed 
man smiled, saluted and strode away calling for people 
he knew to assist him, and at that moment Lak Vant 
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appeared from a lower deck, "Lak Vant" and he quickly 
came forward, "this is Yon Gar, Commander of the Ta-
lus Lar" and they shook hands, can you please arrange a 
burial detail for those valiant crew members who have 
died in this conspiracy, we have only until dawn." 

"I would be honored John Carter" and he quickly 
disappeared calling to several other outcasts, "let us 
examine the guests quarters behind the bridge, if they 
still exist" and Yon Gar, though puzzled, followed me 
back to the bridge and beyond down the corridor to-
wards the apartments there. 

The nearest compartment, next to the bridge, was the 
Commander's, it was completely destroyed. The next 
was also a shambles, and the third and last was but half 
ruined "this will do nicely" and Yon Gar looked taken 
aback. I assumed he thought I wanted it for my own 
"come and meet your new guest" and he followed 
closely as we went to the lowest gun deck where we 
found the stretcher empty, but a figure standing by the 
rail, "Yon Gar, Commander of the Talus Lar, meet An-
jela Sasha, daughter of Torven Lur, who twice saved my 
life" and his eyes popped at sight of her radiant but tor-
tured beauty, the two shook hands. 

"When you two are ready Yon Gar will show you 
your quarters Anjela Sasha, meanwhile I will check on 
how the repairs are coming." 

Zode upon zode the new crew, with the remnants of 
the old, hammered and banged on the hull while oth-
ers examined her guns and controls and I prayed again 
to my ancestors that Saris would not return while we 
were almost defenseless. 

But night came, Saris had not appeared and I sum-
mised she too would be under repair. 
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Now under the moons of Barsoom, Cluros and Thu-
ria, work continued until at last Torven Lur reported 
"we have closed the biggest holes John Carter and will 
continue to work on the smaller ones, but by and large, 
she should fly, at least for awhile." 

"Thanks Torven Lur, what of our guns?" 
"With our depleted company we can only man ten 

of them." 
"Good, let us get this ship back in the sky" and he 

followed me back to the bridge. 
"Yon Gar, take her up" and the new Commander 

pushed on the controls, the ship quivered and shook, 
and slowly she rose from the forest where she lay. 
Higher and higher we went, slowly now we moved 
forward showing no lights and lookouts posted on 
four sides of the ship. 

"Continue at this pace Commander, we head for the 
'Narrows of the Dying'" and I turned to Torven Lur 
"why is the valley entrance thus named?" 

"It was said there was a great battle there many ords 
ago between green men and the first settlers here, there 
were many deaths" and I nodded in sympathy. 

"What will the morning bring John Carter?" and I turned 
from the windows in the jungle girl's compartment. 

"Battle I would think, many more fine men will die 
because of me." 

"You are hard on yourself John Carter, these men. I, 
we fight for what we believe, it is about freedom" and I 
smiled at her. 

"And how are you feeling now?" 
"Almost ready to fight John Carter." 
"Good, for you may have to in the morning" and I left 

her to get some more rest while I returned to the bridge. 
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"Well Yon Gar, is all in readiness?" 
"Yes John Carter" and he grinned "half the crew are 

getting what sleep they can before the dawn, perhaps 
you should do the same." 

"I think I will" and I threw several silks and furs 
which I had taken from Anjela Sasha's compartment to 
the floor and taking off my weapons, which I rarely 
did unless I considered myself secure, I lay down to 
sleep, but though sleep did not come, dawn seem to 
come all the quicker. 

Dawn began to break and I found Lak Vant at the 
helm who turned to me as I approached him, "down 
there Warlord is the entrance to the valley" and I 
peered into the lightening gloom. 

Below I saw movement, there were many shapes 
moving into the narrow entrance and as the sun's rays 
grew stronger I saw them to be green men, "Los Talos 
and his Cosquis, summonsed by Saris no doubt to 
hunt us down." 

"Look Warlord!" then I saw directly on our port 
side, the fire blackened Saris coming out of the gloom, 
and before I could give a word her guns fired and Ta-
lus Lar was shaken awake by her onslaught. 

Our ship shook and swayed from side to side and Yon 
Gar yelled into the speaking tube "enemy to port, fire!." 

I felt the six guns on the port side open up, the force 
of their blast putting a shudder through the ship, I 
watched through the eyescope, only three of the radium 
shells hit, one on the bow, one to the lower front deck 
and the last towards the stern, then Saris fired again,  

Five shots she fired this time and the shrill cry of 
their travel lasted but a tal, a whistle of destruction as 
at least four of the shells must have hit us, Talus Lar 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

522 

rocked violently from side to side, smoke billowed 
across the two lower decks, and fire burst forth at a 
dozen different points along the ship, and death 
stalked us as never before. 

"Quickly Lak Vant, swing the ship around so that 
we can fire from our starboard guns, I will go to the 
lower deck and direct their fire" and I glanced at Yon 
Gar to see him calmly talking into the mouthpiece. 

"Lower deck prepare starboard guns to fire as we 
come about" and he winked at me, perhaps for the last 
time. I leapt to the main deck below which was com-
manded by Torven Lur, then down a ramp to the 
lower deck where I saw that our four guns were ready. 

Talus Lar turned towards our enemy, Saris fired again, 
but now we were bow on towards them, a much smaller 
target and five shots went wide, not one hit the Talus Lar. 

"Ready men, take careful aim" and as our ship lev-
elled out "fire!" and I watched as never before as the 
four shells streaked towards Saris, three were hits, all 
just behind and below the bridge, Saris lifted in the air 
as if she were being raised on a swell on the mighty 
Throxeus, then she fell back into an imaginary trough, 
the men cheered, but Saris fired two shells back hitting 
our deck in the ship's centre, three of our guns were 
hurled backwards from there ports, death, fire and 
smoke reigned supreme aboard the Talus Lar. 

Only one gun remained in place, its master lying in 
a crumpled heap against the superstructure, I leapt to 
it, raised and sighted the weapon upon what was left 
of Saris' bridge, I pressed the button, there was no blast 
but a click of defeat. 

Then I saw the tube which the radium shells passed 
through into the cannon, it had broken loose and lay a 
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dozen sofads away, I leapt to the tube, but even with 
my Jasoomian strength I could barely move it, then 
through the smoke, the fire and death, came a sight I 
shall long remember. She came looking like a fire God-
dess, her hair seemed to be aflame, Anjela Sasha, her 
side bandaged from her bullet wound, grasped the shell 
tube and with strength that belied her form, at last to-
gether we brought it to the cannon's side and thrust it 
into the aperture and the shell passed into the breech. 

"I grinned at the jungle girl, sighted again and fired, 
but as I did so the ship lurched downwards and my 
shell meant for the bridge fell squarely beneath it level 
with the main deck, in horror I watched the mid-
section of the ship being engulfed in flames and then 
one explosion followed closely by another, Saris before 
our eyes broke in two with one gun still firing from 
near the bow, the shot went wild and Saris began to 
fall towards the ground hitting it within ten tals, then 
came an enormous explosion the shock wave of which 
seemed to throw us sideways across the sky. 

Then came another explosion, but this time it was 
our own ship, "quickly now" and I sped along the lower 
deck looking for further foam canisters, but all too quick 
I realized that many had already been used, and those 
that weren't were most likely moved since the last battle 
only yesterday, then came another smaller explosion 
and Talus Lar began to sink towards the ground, "back, 
we must go back to the bridge" and I grabbed the jungle 
girl's hand in a grip that a banth could not break. 

Now on the upper deck I grasped Anjela Sasha 
about the waist and leapt the twenty sofads to the 
bridge above, we alighted on the outside walkway and 
I rushed inside to find Lak Vant wrestling with the 
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helm and Yon Gar lying over the control panel strug-
gling with a red lever. 

"John Carter, if I can move this lever I can seal off 
the eighth ray to secure parts of the ship, it may save 
us yet, but it won't budge." 

"Let me try" and even as I took the lever I heard an 
outside explosion and a shell whistled overhead, Yong 
Gar rushed to the shattered window. 

"The green men have a cannon inside the entrance." 
"Well Yon Gar, from the paws of a calot to the jaws 

of a banth." I now stuggled with the lever which 
seemed frozen in place, then the cannon fired again as 
Talus Lar continued to descend. 

Now I pushed as never before, the muscles on my 
arms stood out like steel bands, then grudgingly it 
moved and further grating sounds could be heard in-
side the ship as compartment after compartment were 
sealed, then Yon Gar pressed a button on the far side of 
the console "the emergency supply of the eighth ray, I 
hope my ancestors are watching" and the ship's descent 
slowed and finally stopped near one hundred sofads 
above the ground, then came another blast, Talus Lar 
shook slightly and I looked questioningly at Yon Gar, 
we both rushed to the window and through eyescopes I 
could see the cannon of the green men blow up on the 
ground. I turned around, I could not see the jungle girl 
anywhere. The advance of the green horde waivered, at 
its head the Cosquis met with an army of outcasts, per-
haps five thousand strong, then the cannon boomed 
again and another shell exploded near the apex of the 
Cosquis advance and though the green men were twice 
the number of the outcasts they turned atop their giant 
thoats and on masse deserted the Narrows of the Dying. 
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I leapt to the deck below and there I found Anjela 
Sasha standing by a smoking cannon "John Carter 
look!" cried one of the crew and the jungle girl and I 
rushed to the railing to see two ships approaching, still 
some dozen haads away. 

In my hands I still carried the eyescope and as I 
trained them on the newcomers my heart grew cold, 
for the nearer cruiser, for certainly they were both 
cruisers, bore the flag of Bas Loman, Jeddak of Zytor. 

The leading ship fired a ranging shot which fell 
short of us, I knew now there was no escape, the Talus 
Lar could not fight, it was surrender or die. 

Then from the far side of our ship came an answer-
ing reply, not one gun but many, the crash of cannon 
so loud that we were almost deafened, then she ap-
peared half a haad in front of us and heading directly 
towards the enemy, it was Taravan. 

Such a sight was one I wanted badly to see, but I 
wished to be aboard another battleship and firing 
upon her. But seeing her now my anger swayed and I 
watched her in awe as all her forward guns fired a 
tremendous blast which surrounded the leading 
cruiser forcing her to turn away or be destroyed and it 
was with a sense of relief that I saw the two ships turn 
away while Taravan changed course, slowed and 
stopped between us and our foes, what did she intend, 
did she want to be the one to destroy us. 

We stood on the bridge and watched the barge 
draw alongside, within an xat came the sounds of foot-
falls then as they stepped through the doorway I 
placed my hand on my hilt. 

"Warlord, I am acting Commander Laran Vasar, I am 
sorry we are so late," and he held out his hand which I ig-



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

526 

nored. "Warlord, our ship under Commander Dor Targon 
deserted you, we were told it was your secret orders" and 
he stole to the port window, "we were some hundred 
haads from Helium when the real reason was discovered." 

"Continue Laran Vasar." 
"The Commander, Captain, Helmsman and fully 

two hundred of the crew were paid by persons un-
known to desert and leave you to be killed by others. 
The remaining ships officers and loyal crew took con-
trol of the ship but not after some twenty zodes of 
fighting. We came as soon as we could, I am sorry we 
could not come sooner" and I truly felt sorry for him. 

"And the ringleaders, Dor Targon.." 
"All dead Warlord. When they saw that we would 

regain control they took the long dive." 
"There will be an inquiry back at Helium." 
"Yes Warlord, but I , we, could not join with traitors." 
"Thank you Commander Laran Vasar." 
"Where are your other ships Warlord?" 
"You will learn that story back in Helium." 
"Does the Warlord have any possessions to transfer 

to Taravan?" 
"Transfer, not likely. Commander Laran Vasar, you 

may return to your ship where you will follow us back 
to Helium. Do you understand?" 

"Yes Warlord" and he quickly departed. 
"John Carter" cried a voice outside on the bridge 

walkway "come quickly." 
"What is it?" and he rushed onto the bridge, it is 

Torven Lur" and the jungle girl looked at me and ran 
after the crewman with me behind her. 

He led us to the main deck on the port side, there by 
an upended cannon lay Torven Lur, badly burnt and 
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hurt. Anjela Sasha burst into tears as she knelt beside 
him, afraid to touch him for fear of hurting him and I 
knelt beside her. 

"I am dying my daughter, forgive me for trying to 
keep you in Kaserene." 

"Oh, father!" She lowered her head. 
"John Carter, promise me you will take care of her, 

take her away from here?" then his body shook and his 
eyes pleaded. 

"You know I will, without you and your people?" but 
his eyes remained fixed as he died and the jungle girl 
turned towards me and buried her head in my chest as I 
held her and slowly took her away to the side rail. 

Talus Lar's bow turned back the way we had come, 
back up the Valley of Kaserene. She moved slowly and 
I could imagine the chargrin of Taravan's commander 
as they tried to stay behind us. 

I looked back at the ship, she still smouldered and 
smoked from red hot metal but somehow the crew of 
maimed warriors had put the flames out. A memory 
stirred, I pictured John Clayton and the woman Genene, 
surrounded by savages, their back against the flames, 
they had both survived, but Furious had done what she 
could, she and her entire crew had died and somehow I 
and Anjela Sasha had survived from the encirclement of 
our enemies. Thus we still stood by the rail even after 
we passed out of the valley, and as darkness fell Thuria 
the smaller moon shone down upon us illuminating the 
face and figure of Anjela Sasha, the jungle girl. I smiled 
down at her, this outcast of Barsoom. 

The End 
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Cast of Characters and Names Used for 'Outcast of Mars' 
Abon Zat - leader of the First Born who found John Carter after 

the battle 
Anjela Sasha - red woman from the Valley of Kaserene, also called 

jungle girl 
Annton Say - Officer of the Guard on Furious 
Bar Kno - First Born who tried his sword against John Carter 
Bas Loman - Jeddak of Zytor 
Darkan - battleship of dator Mors Kadros, destroyed at the 'Battle 

of Kaserene' 
Dor Targon - was Commander of the battleship Thorista, now 

Commander of Taravan 
Furious - cruiser of John Carter, destroyed at the 'Battle of 

Kaserene' 
Hanten Larr - palace guard 
Jad Namor - official scribe of John Carter 
Kalender - name of town created by the outcasts in Kaserene 
Kardus Kur - green man and once Jeddak of the Cosquis horde 
Lak Vant - one legged outcast of Kaserene 
Laran Vasar - acting Commander of the battleship Taravan 
Los Talos - green man, Jeddak of the Cosquis 
Marek Tor - Captain of Furious, red man and traitor 
Mors Kadros - dator of the First Born and in partnership with 

Zora Adur, kied at Kaserene 
Narrows of the Dying - entrance to the Valley of Kaserene 
Olan Pnnar - Commander of the cruiser Talus Lar 
Ra Tan - one of the First Born who found John Carter after the bat-

tle 
Rolis Baran - Commander of the cruiser Saragon 
Sar Lassor - Commander of John Carter's cruiser Furious, red man 

and traitor 
Saragon - old cruiser in Helium's airfleet, destroyed at the 'Battle of 

Kaserene' 
Saris - cruiser in dator Mors Kadros airfleet, destroyed at the sec-

ond 'Battle of Kaserene' 
Talus Lar - new cruiser in Helium's airfleet, took on legend status 

after the 'Battle of Kaserene' 
Tanor Res - new helmsman on Furious 
Taravan - battleship replacing Thorista in Helium's airfleet 
Taros Marne - overall Commander of Helium's airfleet 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

529 

Thorista - battlehip in for repair in Helium's airfleet 
Thyber Den - place John Carter was to meet Jeddak Bas Loman 

some 8,000 haads north east of Helium 
Tirra - tame banth of Anjela Sasha 
Toran Sarn - personal scribe of John Carter 
Torven Lur - one armed outcast of Kaserene, father of Anjela Sa-

sha, died during the second 'Battle of Kaserene' 
Valley of Kaserene - location of the what was called 'The Battle of 

Kaserene', some 8,000 haads north east of Helium 
Yon Gar - Captain of the cruiser Talus Lar, became Commander 

on the death of Olan Pnnar, fought at the second 'Battle of 
Kaserene' 

Zora Adur - red woman, leader of the Guild of Assassins, killed at 
Kaserene 

Zortel - bodyguard of Mors Kadros First Born 
Zytor - city state ruled over by Bas Loman to the north of Helium 
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1999 Karan of the Moon 

23 December 1998 to 15 January 1999 
Written at the request of Jim Thompson for the 2000 

ECOF. Dedicated to Jim Thompson and Phantomologist Bob 
Griffin 

Beginning of the End 
I rushed into our living room carrying the device, 

"Donai, at long last it is finished." For a moment I did 
not see her, she stood looking out our front window 
into the thoroughfare that ran along our terrace, she 
turned with a look of puzzlement upon her face which 
just as soon turned into a smile.  

"Finished? You mean after all these kelds you have 
finished? I don't believe it." 

I embraced her, or tried to, for between us lay our 
unborn child, for Donai was well advanced in her 
pregnancy, we both knew the birth was not far away. 
"It is true my beloved and if the Jemadar supports me 
it will mean great changes in the way we live." 

"But what does this device you have made do, you 
have never told me, it seems just the other day that 
you said it was impossible to complete." 

"I must show the Emperor first my love, then you 
shall see, but yes, I had little hope of completing the ex-
periment, but I thought the Earthman Ju-lan may have 
some knowledge and I approached him, he seemed 
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preoccupied with his own problems, which I feel con-
cerned our Jemadav, but he was quite happy to assist 
me, I think it took his mind of what was worrying him." 

"Be careful my love, isn't he a supporter of Ko-tah?" 
"No, I don't think he is, his position is neutral…." 
"And?" 
"He knew a lot about different gases, we spoke often 

and I was able at last to isolate the components I needed." 
"Then it is truly finished, oh Karan we will be as one 

family as soon as our child is born. You are not going 
to begin on something else?" 

"No, if Sagroth supports me, and I believe he will, I 
know I will receive another commission to begin mass 
production of the unit, it will bring great changes to 
our lives, but first I must see our Jemadar" and again 
came that puzzled look upon her face. "What is wrong 
Donai, you don't seem pleased." 

"Look outside Karan, something is wrong, I, I don't 
want you to leave." 

I peered out through the window, people walking 
along the terrace seemed anxious, some were running, "do 
not worry Donai, perhaps a cloud storm is approaching, 
but I mush see the Jemadar, I will not be long" and I kissed 
her on the lips as a half smile returned to her features. 

I slung the device upon my back fastening one strap 
around my waist and stepped onto the thoroughfare, Donai 
was certainly right, people looked apprehensive, I stopped 
the first person passing me, "tell me, is something wrong?" 

He looked at me warily, "you are a friend of the 
Earthman, so you are a friend of Ko-tah. The Javadar 
has gone to see our Sagroth, that is all" and he passed 
me by. Ko-tah was not my friend, he assumed that be-
cause I spoke with Ju-lan that we were both friends of 
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Ko-tah, but I had been a palace guardsman of the Je-
madar before spending the last three kelds upon my 
project, and the Earthman, I knew he was impartial, he 
neither supported Ko-tah nor the king but remained 
neutral. Ko-tah had seen Sagroth many times, why was 
this time so different, I shrugged my shoulders and con-
tinued on towards the upper terraces and the palace. 

Ahead I saw my old palace guard friend at the east 
gate "Griffin my friend, I've come to see the Emperor, I 
do not have an appointment but I am sure he will see 
me, it is quite important", then I noticed how appre-
hensive he was, "is something wrong?" 

"Ko-tah and several of his supporters have gone to 
see the king." 

"So." 
"You are a supporter of the Jemadar, there may be 

trouble, pass through but be careful." 
"Thank you my friend" and I passed through the 

gate, soon I was walking down the corridor towards 
the throne room, I stopped for an instant, from ahead 
came the sounds of conflict, the sounds of clashing 
blades, my hand flew to the hilt of my blade and I ran 
towards that shocking cacophony of sounds. 

The doors to the kings throne room were open, I 
rushed inside with my sword drawn and witnessed a 
terrible sight, there before me were several of Ko-tah's 
men, their blades red as they stood over the body of 
Sagroth the Jemadar of Laythe. Close by, fighting off 
his last opponent was Ju-lan. Between the Emperor's 
desk and the assassins stood the Princess Nah-ee-lah 
"come Julian, quick! or we too, are lost", the Earthman 
leapt to the desk and both fled through the doorway 
behind the throne, I could but grin, they had escaped. 
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"Stop them" cried one of the assassins but the Prin-
cess slammed the door in their faces. (Tandem 1975 
Page 152). 

 "In the name of Nah-ee-lah, Princess of Laythe, 
death to the assassins of Ko-tah," then they turned as 
one and rushed towards me. 

I stepped back through the doorway into the corri-
dor outside, now only two at a time could come at me 
for to fight a dozen in the throne room as folly. "Kill 
him" cried the first of Ko-tah's men as he lunged his 
blade at me, as quick as the wrath of a Jemadar I ran 
him through the shoulder then parried his companions 
sword as others behind yelled abuse and tried to force 
their way into the corridor. 

The wounded assassin clutching his bloodied 
shoulder was pushed forward, thrusting his sword 
first he made to grapple with me, I ran him through 
the heart, as he fell I kicked his body back into the 
doorway as I parried his companions sword aside and 
ran him through the chest. As he fell those behind 
surged forward, the first meeting my blade in his 
throat and the next I stabbed in his sword arm, his 
piercing cry adding to the roars of anger behind him. 

The next thrust him aside and leapt forward pushing 
me momentarily back, before the doorway we fought, 
we parried, slashed and thrust at each other, he was a 
keen swordsman and a sadistic grin appeared on his 
face as he drew blood on the side of my arm, then I saw 
an opening and stabbed him to the hilt through his 
chest and behind me I heard the rush of running feet. 

My blade was caught within him, the assassins of 
Ko-tah began to pour through the doorway and I heard 
a voice behind me, death seemed a heart-beat away. 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

534 

In desperation I grasped the blade still in the hand 
of my dead antagonist as he fell to the floor, I 
wrenched it free and leapt sideways "save some for us 
Karan" and I turned in amazement, "Griffin, Griffin my 
friend" and he and six others rushed in front of me to 
tackle Ko-tah's men as other guards loyal to the dead 
Jemadar appeared further down the corridor and ran 
towards us calling out "save the Jemadar!." 

I joined my dear friend and his comrades, "the Je-
madar is dead, death to the assassins" and we slew 
them without pity or remorse, without quarter and 
with grim determination. 

As the last assassin fell I saw that we had lost four 
good men and shook my head "how is it Griffin that 
you arrive just in time?" 

"I received word from Javadar Ju-lan to gather what 
loyal followers of the Jemadar I could find and report 
to the throne room. I find that you are here first and 
killing all our adversaries." 

I could but smile "I'm sure there will be more my 
friend, but come, let us do as requested" and with our 
remaining forces we entered the throne room where 
the body of Sagroth lay were he had fallen. 

For a moment we stood around his fallen body, sud-
denly Ju-lan and the Princess and many other loyal fol-
lowers appeared from behind the throne and simulta-
neously Ko-tah and several of his followers appeared 
at the entrance we had just vacated. Ju-lan cried "The 
Jemadar Sagroth is dead. Behold Nah-ee-lah, the Je-
madav of Laythe!." And the loyal followers rushed for-
ward to seize Ko-tah who quickly fled the scene less he 
be captured and put to death, a death he richly de-
served. 
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But Ko-tah did not desert the throne room for very 
long, he soon returned with a great many warriors but 
not before the loyal guard had near filled the throne 
room, and now numbered near a thousand, I and Grif-
fin surged forward together at the forefront of the 
fighting, our blades slashing forward, to the right and 
left, leaving an assassin lying dead or dying before us. 
For though we numbered but a thousand Ko-tah's men 
could but come at us in small numbers, to pass 
through the entrance to the throne room, and we killed 
them as they came, but we too lost men, slowly but in-
creasingly our numbers grew less and in the mean 
time fresh food was brought to us, to sustain our fight, 
through the door behind the throne. How long could 
the fight last, we could not replace our fallen friends, 
our comrades, sooner or later we must be worn down 
by their repeated attacks. 

Then we heard a deep-toned sound, the sound of 
human voices, the voices of a great mob sweeping to-
ward us slowly and relentlessly. 

Closer and closer it approached the palace and rose ter-
race by terrace, toward the pinnacle of Laythe. The fight-
ing at the entrance to the throne room had almost ceased. 

Then came clear and vocal words from the multi-
tude as they neared the entrance to the throne room 
"Sagroth is no more! Rule, Ko-tah, Jemadar of Laythe!." 

I turned towards my good friend, my fighting compan-
ion "we are lost my friend" and then the Princess spoke. 

"Let the will of the people be done" cried Nah-ee-lah. 
"It is the will of fools betrayed by a scoundrel" cried 

the commander of the guard, "while there beats a single 
heart beneath the tunic of a guardsman of the Jemadav, 
we shall fight for Nah-ee-lah, Empress of Laythe." 
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"And we are with you!" cried Griffin and I and those 
that remained of the one thousand warriors who had 
defended the throne room. 

Ko-tah and his followers, now augmented by the 
rabble pushed their way into the throne room, I and 
the other guardsmen were pushed back, our blades 
struck out as we parried, cut, stabbed and swung at 
their superior numbers, "for Nah-ee-lah"I cried with 
my sword reddened to the hilt, the cry taken up im-
mediately by those who remained to defend the Prin-
cess of Laythe, and for a moment we moved forward 
and as the mob fell back I glanced behind to see Ko-tah 
and others advancing towards Nah-ee-lah and Ju-lan, 
then as the Earthman engaged the Javadar, the mob 
whom we had for a moment held back, and in that 
moment I had even then, with my erstwhile friend 
Griffin, began to move to assist our Empress, the mob 
surged forward and we were forced to turn back 
against the surging tide to defend our lives, but in an-
other moment there was a piercing shriek, all fighting 
froze, I turned, Ko-tah lay dead at the front of the 
throne he had betrayed, above him stood Ju-lan with 
the Princess behind him. 

A New Enemy 
Suddenly there was a terrific detonation, which was 

once described to me by Ju-lan could only be an explo-
sion, hereto unknown on Va-nah. The very palace 
shook and rocked, then there rose from without the 
sounds of terrified shrieks and screams of the people, 
again and again the palace shook, the people who but 
a moment earlier had been our mortal enemies now 
turned and fled from the throne room. 
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They fought amongst themselves to escape, like 
wild Va-gas they turned upon each other and fought 
with swords, daggers and fists so that they could reach 
the outer world first, and to what end I thought, but to 
die all the sooner. 

I turned, Ju-lan and Nah-ee-lah stood beside the 
throne, "Nah-ee-lah!" I cried and those who remained 
of her guard took up the call, "Nah-ee-lah!, Nah-ee-
lah!" She smiled towards us, us her loyal guards, our 
swords running red with the blood of her enemies. 

The throne room was now empty of the enemy but 
still there were more and more explosions and at the 
Princesses' request I, and those of the guard who re-
mained left to secure the palace gates against the re-
turn of our enemies. 

From the palace gates I pointed out the missiles to 
Griffin, we saw the explosions that followed, we saw 
the smoke and flames coming from many portions of 
the city, we saw the people running in all directions to 
escape, but their only escape was death, a death which 
they greatly deserved. 

 "We must return to the Princess, and quickly." I, 
Griffin and those few who remained soon caught up to 
Nah-ee-lah and Ju-lan on the roof of the palace. "Look," 
pointed Griffin, "on the plateau, Kalkars!" 

Then our commander approached with one of Ko-
tah's captains who brought the conditions for the sur-
render of Laythe and now for the first time I heard the 
name of Or-tis and heard the terrible conditions at-
tached to the surrender, that our Princess should wed 
this other Earthman to save the city, I and the other 
guards were shocked but at Nah-ee-lah's response a 
grim smile played on all our features. 
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The commander of the guard accompanied the mes-
senger to the gate with the Princess' refusal and soon re-
turned, we heard Ju-lan's plans to save Laythe. Nah-ee-lah 
said to our commander "go into the city, gather every Lay-
thean who can carry a sword, a dagger, or a lance, their 
Jemadav will address them" and he quickly departed. 

But then Ju-lan pointed towards ladders being car-
ried towards the lowest terrace, hundreds of ladders 
and at his bidding those of us remaining left and ran to 
intercept them and gather what people we could to re-
pulse them, but even as we made the lower terrace I 
saw at least a thousand Kalkars had clambered to the 
terrace while still other thousands ascended behind 
them, we were too late. 

"For Nah-ee-lah!" I cried and again came her name 
now from thousands of throats as the people of Laythe 
surged behind us, not as an enemy now, but as com-
panions and warriors united against a common foe. 

Up we raised our blades and we ran at them like a 
charging Va-gas, to the right and left I lay about me, 
my blade striking a Kalkar at every turn, forward I 
stabbed and another fell, slash, cut, stab, more of them 
fell and beside me stood my loyal friend Griffin who 
cried "death to the Kalkars!" and now his cry was taken 
up and so we fought with renewed energy, "death to 
the Kalkars!" echoed across the lower terrace and their 
blood flowed like Va-gas at their kill. 

Then the unthinkable happened, to the right of us 
came another small explosion, then another, where be-
fore there had been fighting Laytheans, now there 
were none, more explosions followed, more of our 
people disappeared, blown apart by these sinister 
weapons of Or-tis. 
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Now the Kalkars advanced, not only on this lower 
level but above us too, more explosions and I knew as 
our people turned and fled, that all was lost. 

"We must save the Princess" I called to Griffin as we 
were pushed back along the terrace, all around us our 
people were dying, and even those who fled were 
stabbed in the back. "This way" and we fought a defen-
sive battle letting the Kalkars drive us back along the 
terrace towards a doorway that I knew would return 
us to the palace. 

Like a flying toad I struck my antagonist across the 
face and his companion through the neck and as my 
friend drove his blade into his enemies vitals we turned 
as one and within a heart-beat we were in the corridor 
Griffin closing and locking the door behind us. 

But even as we began to ascend the corridor the 
door cracked and groaned at the weight of enemies 
behind it and Griffin turned and put his weight upon 
it, "go Karan, save our Princess" and he grinned. 

I froze for a moment, my friend would die here, my 
Princess above me, somewhere in the palace, also 
faced death, so too my dear Donai. I saw no way to re-
turn to her. "Go!" cried Griffin, I clasped his hand for a 
moment, the door groaned, "fear not for me my friend, 
even should I die I shall become a Phantom and strike 
at them, now be gone" and he turned from me to put 
even more weight to the door. 

I turned and raced along the corridor as it spiraled 
upwards leaving behind my friend, my erstwhile 
companion of many kelds, to a warrior's death. I knew 
his death would come at a high price. 

Behind me I heard the crash of the door and the clash 
of blades, then distance muffled the sounds of conflict, 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

540 

of life and death. I raced on, on my left a door opened, a 
Kalkar stepped into the corridor, I was on top of him 
before he knew it and ran him through, but others now 
appeared through the aperture and with shouts of rage 
they pursued me, but ahead lay the door to the corridor 
outside of the throne room, I smashed it aside and 
within moments entered the empty throne room. 

In dismay I saw the body of Nah-ee-lah's mother, 
the Jemadav lying across the Emperor's body, I 
stopped momentarily and four Kalkars raced into the 
room. At their entrance I leapt forward towards the 
throne and the door beyond, I could not make it as 
they raced to cut me off and I swung my blade as 
never before, to save my Princess I must defeat them. 

I crashed my blade into the first, pushing him back-
wards into and over the throne of the Jemadar, he and 
the throne crashed sideways to the floor as I stabbed his 
companion through the chest, even as he fell I struck at 
the other two as they sought to strike me down, but I 
parried their blades aside as we struck at each other, 
there was no time, I could not afford for them to delay 
me, for more help to reach them, as the first Kalkar rose 
from the floor, bruised and unsteady from his fall over 
the throne, I ran the third through his upper shoulder 
and slashed his companion across his middle. As the 
third dropped his weapon to clutch his shoulder I ran 
him through the heart, the fourth fell back holding his 
stomach then fell to the floor as the first unsteady Kal-
kar ran at me, his sword outstretched before him. Easily 
I ducked aside from the stabbing stroke and ran my 
blade through his side, killing him instantly. 

For a moment I was puzzled, something about the 
fallen throne looked odd, before I knew what I was do-
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ing I rushed to it, the back of the throne's fabric lay 
open, cut as the enemy had fallen over it, protruding 
from the cloth was a parchment of paper, I know not 
why but I scooped it up and raced for the door as more 
footfalls could be heard in the corridor outside. 

I slammed the door behind me and raced for the 
rooftop where last I had seen my Princess and Ju-lan. 

At last I flung aside the last door to the upper ter-
race, my Princess and Ju-lan were not there, I did not 
know whether to be thankful or not, then some move-
ment above me caught my eye, I glanced skywards in 
amazement, there above me on imperial wings were 
my Princess Nah-ee-lah and Ju-lan having just taken 
flight from the pinnacle of the tower. 

I was about to cry out to them when they entered the 
cloud of smoke that had risen from the fires that were de-
stroying Laythe, within a moment they had disappeared, 
lost forever in the cloud mass. In which direction they may 
have gone I could not tell, but some inner feeling told me I 
would not see either of them again, but a grim smile played 
across my face, they had cheated Ko-tah, Or-tis and the Kal-
kars, they would survive and that was all that counted. 

"Hurry!, hurry!" came a nearby voice, the Kalkars 
would be too late to stop the Princess escaping. I had 
no intention of dying just yet, my duty to my Princess 
was done, now it was live or die and I must see if my 
Donai still lived. 

I leapt to the wall of the upper terrace as the Kalkars 
burst through another doorway to my right, leading 
them was the Earthman Or-tis, his face livid with rage 
when he saw me and no Princess. 

"Kill him!" cried Or-tis as I turned the two control 
dials that lay upon my chest harness, the first, like the 
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wings, controlled a buoyancy tank, instantly I became 
lighter, the second control filtered two gases together 
and provided a means of propulsion, immediately I 
surged forward into space at a furious pace, the direc-
tion of which was governed by how I moved my body, 
the device worked perfectly as I knew it would, how 
all of Laythe would have benefited. 

I was now well away from the upper terrace and inclined 
my body forward at full speed, as I sped down towards the 
lower terraces, the Kalkars above hurled their spears after 
me and others threw those small explosive devices, but they 
had no effect, I was now well out of their range. 

I flew past the terraces and each time I looked upon 
them I saw death and more death, the Kalkars hunted the 
Laytheans as if they were wild Va-gas, they killed them, 
men, women and children, with sword, dagger, spear and 
explosions, I turned my head away, disgusted and nause-
ated at the sights that befell me, worse was to come. 

I now made the 
lower terrace, bedlam 
and pandemonium 
reigned supreme as 
Laytheans fled and 
fought against the 
superior Kalkars, but 
now I cared not, as I 
flew above them I drew 

my sword and swung it as a passing Kalkar, who was 
about to stab a woman in the back, I swung my blade 
in a short vicious arc, severing his head as his body 
continued forward for a moment and fell. 

I chopped my blade at another splitting his skull and 
two more I ran through the neck, but now they noticed 
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me and several cast their javelins, one narrowly missing 
me, but I increased my speed again for up ahead, in the 
wild melee, lay my house and my dear wife. 

I saw my apartment ahead and flew straight to the 
very door before which stood three Kalkars who were 
dragging a woman before them, she was my Donai, she 
was still alive as the bloodbath lay all around her. As the 
Kalkar drew his sword "let us see the baby" he laughed 
"open her" cried a second as I fell amongst them. 

My rage was unequaled on all Va nah, I slammed 
my dagger into the neck of the first who was about to 
stab her with his sword, the second I slammed my 
sword through the middle of his chest and before the 
third could react, I plunged my knife into his heart. It 
took me a moment to retrieve my blade from the chest 
of my enemy then Donai fell into my arms, "Karan!, 
Karan!, I knew you would come" as as death stalked all 
around us I gathered her up in my arms and again 
turned the dials of the controls, as other Kalkars 
rushed towards us I saw one hurl his explosive device, 
but we surged upwards and it exploded beneath us. 

Higher we went, higher and higher, as Donai buried 
her face into my shoulder I looked upon Laythe for the 
last time and was more horrified than ever. For the 
first time now I saw our people leaping into the crater, 
not in ones or twos, but in their thousands, men, 
women and children, they leapt to their deaths to es-
cape the death the Kalkars would inflict upon them. 

I flew over the huge crater as we slowly rose into 
the smoke clouds which lay over Laythe, soon they 
engulfed us and I turned in a new direction away from 
the doomed city. Where would we go I did not know, 
perhaps in the same direction of our Princess. I smiled, 
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it did not matter, we also had cheated the Kalkars, and 
as the cloud thinned and disappeared, I looked below, 
there rose up mountainous country and further away 
the lavender plains before the sea and a cool breeze 
blew around us, we were safe. 

Laytheans Without a Home 
I had now flown for far less than an ola, a near by 

mountain seemed a logical place to land for my arms 
were tired from carrying Donai and the fatigue of bat-
tle was becoming increasingly a burden upon me. For 
a short time I flew around the tree lined summit, then 
espying a natural cave I landed before it setting my 
wife down upon the soft foliage of green grasses. 

"I could not look after you took me from the Kal-
kars, I heard the cries of death even as we flew without 
wings, tell me Karan, how fares our great city?" 

I turned towards Laythe, at this distance we could 
not see our home, but there lingered in the sky a dark 
black cloud of death above where Laythe was "all are 
dead there in our fair home, only we, the Princess Nah-
ee-lah and Ju-lan have survived" and I told her what I 
had seen when I reentered the upper terrace and saw 
them flying away, she cried beside me for our lost 
people and it was some time before she became quite. 

"Rest Donai, our child needs your strength." 
"But what will become of us Karan?, where shall we go?" 
"To escape the Kalkars I would take you to the ends 

of Va-nah, but for the moment we just need to get fur-
ther away from them, perhaps to one of the islands off 
the coast, a place where they cannot reach us" and as 
her eyes closed I lay her upon the grass before the cave 
with the soft Va-gas belt from my waist to rest her 
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head upon, then I rose and walked towards the bushes 
near by where soft yellow berries hung in profusion, at 
least food was at hand.  

But as I held out my hand to pick a particularly 
large clump of berries from the bush a premonition of 
danger came upon me, I leapt to one side as a javelin 
thrust into the ground where I had stood, I whirled 
around and froze, taking in the situation at a glance, 
there at the entrance to the cave stood a Va-gas, an-
other spear already in his hand, between him and I lay 
Donai, but in the instant she too became aware of the 
danger, the sound of the cast spear, the smell of his 
hide and a premonition of death. 

As she screamed he turned his eyes upon her and 
began to change the angle of his spear, sadistic pleas-
ure appeared on his face as he rushed forward to stab 
and trample her, faster than a flying toad I retrieved 
his thrown spear, I drew it back as he covered those 
first few steps, and as his arm flew back and his eyes 
opened wide as he readied his cast, I threw his javelin 
into his breast with savage ferocity. 

He screamed in pain, his other forearm raising from the 
ground as he fell sideways, already I leapt over Donai, 
with my sword drawn back I lunged it forward through 
his neck almost severing his head, within moments he lay 
dead his blood staining the grass before his lair. 

I turned back as Donai fell into my arms, I saw the 
horror on her face, death had again been so near "we 
cannot stay here, we must move on." 

"Where will we be safe, oh Karan I am afraid." 
"We have escaped death twice, surely this was our 

last time" and I bent down to retrieve my Va-gas belt, as 
I did so I noticed the parchment lying on the ground 
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and I remembered I had put it in my belt as I was leav-
ing the throne room. Quickly I looked about, where 
there was one Va-gas there would be more, we had but 
a moment, quickly I unfolded the parchment, at first I 
was puzzled, then turning it the correct way I saw that 
it was a map and that Laythe lay in its center, but to one 
side of the mountains lay another name, Lyse, what did 
it mean. Hastily I folded the map and placed it back in 
my belt, then turning back I slashed a piece of flesh 
from the Va-gas with my sword, "no need for us to go 
hungry." I placed the flowing meat in a pouch of my 
harness, "come Donai" and as she held out her arms I 
activated the buoyancy tank, then she placed her arms 
around my neck and I turned the other dial, slowly now 
we rose into the sky, higher and higher until we were 
well above the mountain and safe from any enemy, and 
not too soon, within moments some twenty Va-gas 
poured into the little clearing before the cave, all would 
have been lost if we had stayed longer. 

Without warning we began to drop closer to the 
ground, the Va-gas below pointed and raced towards 
us, "what is happening Karan!" but I did not answer as 
I clasped the dial and turned it again and again. Still 
we were dropping as we continued in our foreword 
movement. The Va-gas were drawing closer when at 
last our rate of descent stopped, but now we were 
within spear cast should they catch up to us. Again 
and again I turned the dial but no more speed or 
height could I get from the propulsion device and our 
only salvation lay in the ground beneath us, for it was 
rocky in parts and becoming more arid and broken as 
we went, with any luck they would not overtake us. 

But now I was not so confident that the device 
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would last as long as I had hoped, and obviously car-
rying two people instead of one was draining its 
power away, how much longer would it last before the 
Va-gas would catch up to us, and then…. 

We leaned forward to gain as much speed as possi-
ble and for a long time the unit performed magnifi-
cently though it would not let us rise any higher than 
we were, with the Va-gas no longer in sight we landed 
amongst some stunted greenery and where, seeing no 
danger apparent, we stayed long enough to consume 
some of our Va-gas meat. 

"Where do we head Karan? Where shall we go?". I 
showed her the parchment that had come from the 
Emperor's throne. 

"Lyse could be anything from a natural area of some 
significance to possibly another city, we cannot turn 
back towards the coast for the Va-gas would soon inter-
cept us. We must take a chance for I fear the device may 
soon fail, it was never designed to carry the two of us." 

"And if there is nothing at this Lyse?" 
"Would we be worse of staying here, we know the 

Va-gas are not far behind us, we will at least put more 
distance between us." 

"I'm sorry Karan, it's just all we have been through, I 
should be grateful to be alive, our child still has a 
chance to live, in Laythe we would already be dead, but 
you saved us." She drew down my neck and kissed me, 
then she startled and pain surged through her face. 

"What is it Donai." 
"Our child" she gasped "is not far away." 
"Then we must hasten" and I helped her to rise. 
"But you must be tired, we should both rest" and 

though she was right, after all that had transpired I 
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was becoming dreadfully tired, I knew we could not 
wait any longer, within moments we were again in the 
sky heading for the unknown, be it life or death. 

Time seemed to pass slowly and I saw that Donai slept 
in my arms as I guided us forward towards mystery, then 
I too must have drowsed for I felt her shaking me and 
waking I saw that we had dropped still further and now 
we barely cleared the tree tops, "look Karan look." 

And even at this low height I could see the columns 
in the distance and perhaps our low height saved us 
for they could not see us, Kalkars, thousands of them 
were advancing slowly across the rugged terrain and 
heading in the same direction as ourselves and I saw 
that they had Va-gas pulling large long round objects 
and I knew immediately what they were, for Ju-lan 
had told me of them and I had seen there use at Lay-
the, the Va-gas pulled cannon behind them to reek 
more destruction upon Va-nah. 

"What is it" 
"Kalkars and their vehicles of destruction" 
"But why would they be here?" 
"I can only guess, they seek to kill more of our peo-

ple, and if Lyse is a city I hope we reach it before them" 
and we both looked ahead towards the horizon, there 
seemed to be nothing but trees and low mountains be-
fore us but still we were going at twice the pace of the 
columns of the enemy. 

Again we were forced to land so that we could eat, we 
both took turns then to sleep a little, but not for long with 
the Kalkars and Va-gas behind us, then we flew again 
until we were tired and landed yet again, and again. 

Now we took to the skies once more, behind us we 
could see no sign of our hated enemies, half an ola 
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later Donai cried "what is that" and we both peered 
ahead, low on the horizon there seemed to be a tall ob-
ject, "it's a tower! it must by Lyse", then the propulsion 
device began to emit a low whistling sound and then 
dropped slowly towards the ground beneath us. 

I landed heavily on my feet so that Donai would not be 
injured, then set her down upon the ground, I threw the 
now useless propulsion unit away, it was of no further use 
to us "come we must hurry" and together we made to-
wards the mysterious Lyse whose tower beckoned to us, 
and behind us came the enemies of the world. 

We had gone little distance when Donai stumbled, I 
knew she could not make the distance and picked her up 
again "leave me Karan, you cannot make it with me, if yon-
der there is a city then come back for me otherwise we will 
never reach them in time to warn them of the danger." 

"Never, we go together or stay together, but come we 
can make it" and not waiting for her response I set off at a 
fast pace towards what we hoped would be our salvation. 

I had to stop many times to rest and indeed Donai 
struggled with pain in those last ola's, at last we 
cleared the last of the greenery, and climbing a sub-
stantial rise we looked down into a vast depression, in 
its centre was a huge city, it was Lyse at last. 

Lyse 
At this distance it was hard to see any major differ-

ences between the two cities, save that Lyse had a high 
wall surrounding it, without hesitation I picked up my 
Donai and surged forward down the slope towards the 
towered and tiered city. We were now halfway there 
when massive gates opened and a dozen Lyseans rode 
forth on the back of their tame Va-gas. 
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I was stunned at the similarities and the differences 
between Lyse and Laythe, for certainly the city was a 
tiered structure rising some eight different levels, all 
along the terraces that I could just make out were 
many places of lush green, similar to Laythe, they had 
trees and gardens, evenly spaced there rose high tow-
ers, some red and others yellow, the whole city was 
round like the mouth of a crater and outside rose up a 
great wall of defense. 

I stopped as the mounted guards surrounded us, 
they were similar in color though their harnesses were 
of different design, large straps ran from each shoulder 
to their belts which supported sword and dagger, and 
each carried a spear, they also wore a helmet with a 
long white feather which protected their ears and neck 
and each carried a small rounded shield of a dark 
color, "greetings men of Lyse we….." Then blackness 
surrounded me and in the far distance I could hear 
Donai screaming. 

I had only been stunned at the blow for I awoke as I 
was being dragged through the gates behind the lead-
ing Va-gas, I turned to see that Donai was being car-
ried by the rider behind me and I turned again to-
wards my captor and we entered the city of Lyse. 

Within moments he cast the line binding me to the 
ground, slowly I rose surrounded by the vast beauty of 
the place, for like Laythe I was surrounded by green-
ery and waterfalls which fell from the top terrace and 
flowed down through many pieces of intricate archi-
tecture to the bottom terrace where it spread into small 
pools which joined many other waterfalls and from 
there the water disappeared to be raised again to the 
heights and continue on. 
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From each balcony of each tier and from the avenues 
that ran along each one, hundreds and thousands of 
people were lined along the carved stonework exterior to 
peer at us, many with looks of astonishment on the faces. 

"This way" cried my captor who pulled the line tying 
my hands together, I turned behind me to see Donai 
lowered from the back of the Va-gas, "take her to section 
ten" and at least they handled her with more respect and 
if they hadn't I would have killed the one dragging her. 

"I am a friend, why do you treat me as an enemy?" 
and he turned, without warning he struck me in the 
midsection, winding me and I felt others grasping my 
arms and dragging me after him 

"Karan!, Karan!" cried Donai, I turned and saw her 
dragged away and I made to go with her but I had no 
chance with the two holding me, then from behind me "take 
this" and the U-ga guard who led me struck me with the hilt 
of his sword and though my head spun with pain I contin-
ued to struggle and if I could have reached him I would 
have killed him, but within moments came blackness. 

I awoke with a headache that surged through my 
brain like waves on the ocean shore. As the pain di-
minished I looked about me, I was alone in a window-
less room, lit on one side by luminous crystals. I was 
disarmed, angry and would soon be quite dead when 
the Kalkars arrived, unless I could escape. But how, 
how could I escape, save my Donai and our child and 
flee from this place we had hopes of saving. 

Suddenly the door swung in, two guards, with dag-
gers drawn entered the room with food and drink 
upon a filthy tray, I could feel the grin trying to spread 
across my face as the first guard threw the ancient Va-
gas meat on to the floor and the vessel of water shat-



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

552 

tered beside it, the guard turned to his companion, a 
sneering smile upon his features, a witty comment on 
his tongue, and a knife in his hand. 

What hope did I have against this opposition, I had 
plenty, for was I not a palace guardsman of the Jemadar of 
Laythe, trained in the art of warfare, even before he could 
utter his insults, while his face was partially turned, I 
struck with the speed of a flying toad, his companion saw 
but could not move, he was too slow. I struck the first a 
savage blow to the back of the head knocking him sense-
less and into his accomplice who struggled to raise his 
blade, but his companion was falling onto him, pinning 
him as he fell, then I struck him between the eyes and his 
knife arm fell as now I held the other blade at his throat, 
"one sound and it will be your last" and he stared, his eyes 
opened to their widest, and he dropped his weapon. 

I retrieved a sword from his harness, "strip him" and 
he did so expecting death at any moment. "If you make 
one sound, death!, If you try to run, death! Do we un-
derstand one another?" and he nodded his head, his 
arms and body shaking with ague as I donned his 
partners fighting harness. 

"Where is the woman who was with me?" 
"She is in location ten" 
"Where is that? Where are we?" 
"Ten is on level three, we are on the lowest level." 
Oh my Donai, how I wanted to save you, to desert 

this place, but I could not, I had to try once more to 
save them, or die. 

"The Jemadar, he is on the highest level?" 
"Yes, but why do you want to know" and I noticed 

the new belligerent tone of his voice and before he 
could react I struck him savagely on the side of the head 
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with the hilt of my dagger, then again across his fore-
head, and as his blood flowed he fell to his knees before 
me, his arms hanging limp by his side and I placed the 
knife against his throat and began to kill him. 

A voice seemed to come from far away, 'no, no, he is 
not the enemy' and I stopped even as I had started. 

How could I make him understand that I was not 
the enemy, the real enemy was coming, coming in 
thousands and dragging huge cannons behind them, 
to destroy Lyse even as they had Laythe. 

"Your name!, quickly!." 
"Javar" came his subdued reply. 
"Javar, what if you took a chance that may promote 

you to the highest rank in the palace guard, what if your 
name was to be whispered along the terraces for a thou-
sand kelds and honors upon honors were bestowed 
upon you, what would you do that may save the life of 
your Jemadar and everyone in Lyse" and I saw his 
shoulders straighten, "I am not your enemy. I have come 
to save you from annihilation, if you had not provoked 
me and treated me with contempt I would even now be 
talking to your Emperor seeking your salvation." 

"What do you want of me?" 
"Take me to your Jemadar" and I saw him startle, he 

was afraid, "I mean him no harm, before I speak to him I 
will return your weapons to you, I will face him un-
armed." At this another look came into his eyes, "but if 
you take me again to prison or death, then I pity you 
Javar, for you alone will have killed all your people, all 
those you love, even those you hate, all will despise you 
though they will not know you killed them, you! will 
know when the Kalkars breach your wall and destroy this 
beautiful place as they did my own far city of Laythe." 
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"Laythe! it is mentioned in ancient writings, a sister city of 
Lyse, believed by some to have existed once, but that was a 
thousand kelds ago, Laythe is but a dream, you try to trick 
me, you plan to kill the Emperor, you are an assassin!." And I 
saw all was lost, I could not achieve my goal alone. 

"Kill me then" and I handed him his dagger, "kill me 
now before the Kalkars come, for my death will be a 
release, yours, yours will be a journey of torture and 
abomination, but worst still will be the deaths of your 
women and children, impaled on their long spears, 
blown to bits with their unconquerable new weapon 
for which there is only one salvation." 

"What is that?" 
"Me, I am the only one who can save you. Decide, 

decide now for the Kalkars come closer, kill me or take 
me to your Jemadar!." 

Then I saw the dagger shake, then lower, "come 
then, we must hurry, but I will keep the knife." 

"My friend, you can take the sword too and every 
other weapon you can find but we must hasten, is 
there some secret way where we will not be stopped, 
we cannot afford to be held, this is life and death for 
your people", he grunted in reply. 

"Come" and I followed him outside, closing and lock-
ing the door behind us. We traversed many passages, 
always rising as we steadily climbed the terraces, often 
we passed other guards but they seemed not to notice us, 
at times we walked beside cascading waters and many 
flowering plants and statues of past Emperors. I could 
imagine it all exploding into multitudes of pieces, smoke 
everywhere, and death, for as we crossed over each ter-
race I saw more and more people going about their ac-
tivities and like Laythe, domestic and stupid Va-gas 
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grazed upon patches of greenery not knowing that they 
would soon provide their masters with their flesh. 

At last we approached double high vaulted doors 
which were intricately carved with ancient writings, two 
guards stood to attention, "we must see the Jemadar." 

"We?!" and one guard looked to the other. 
"Why would the Emperor wish to see you Javar, you are 

but a lowly guard of no rank and who is this with you, 
someone who should graze with the Va-gas" and he com-
menced to laugh as did his companion, but both stopped 
instantly when we both held a blade to their throats. 

"Come, we will enter" and I drove my captive before me, 
through the doors into the chamber of the Emperor of Lyse. 

The room was long, its flooring made of red stone-
work, heavy hangings draped from its high dark ceil-
ing, wooden tables to my right were strewn with 
parchments, on the left others held food of all descrip-
tions, a dozen people stood in a line only a short dis-
tance away, but further still a man spoke to the Emperor 
who sat on his gilded thrown, all turned towards us as I 
threw my captive to the floor taking his sword as he fell. 

He sat upon the throne, a figure as imposing as the 
statues we had passed earlier, tall he would have been, 
had he stood, bearded with a full head of hair and 
robes of crimson about his shoulders and a circlet of 
gold around his forehead. 

"I seek the Emperor of Lyse and would ask him, 
would he save his city and his people if he knew disas-
ter was almost upon him." 

The silence in the room of the Jemadar was almost 
deafening. 

"Who are you that you come in here as an assassin 
and make statements that would insult all here, per-
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haps you are the stupidist of Va-gas whose owner 
searches for you even now and would add you to the 
stewing pot" and the Emperor laughed, followed by 
the others in the throne room, but I did not laugh. 

"Hear me before you die" and the laughter just 
started stopped and many hands went for their blades. 
"Fear not, I seek not your life, but to save not only yours 
but all in this fair city of Lyse, hear me then decide." 

"Go on!" commanded the Jemadar. 
"I am Karan, a palace guardsman from the city of 

Laythe, attacked by the Kalkars less than a Ula ago, 
and utterly destroyed, every man, woman and child in 
their thousands and hundreds of thousands, killed, 
save myself, my wife who you now hold in some filthy 
prison cell and two others who also escaped. I have 
come to warn you that unless you act now doom will 
overwhelm you, your beautiful city shall be destroyed, 
everyone one here, wives and daughters, your sons, 
your friends, all will be killed, murdered by the Kal-
kars." 

"You are mad" cried the Emperor "seize him" he 
commanded to Javar and my new friend seemed un-
easy, but he did not respond, but stood beside me, per-
haps after all he thought he had made the wrong deci-
sion and should have killed me in my prison room. 

"I'll have you both fed to the wild Va-gas, you think 
I could believe such a tale, Laythe is but a dream, it 
does not and never did exist and the Kalkars have tried 
to take the city for so many kelds that we have forgot-
ten, you are both fools, guards!, guards!" and several 
rushed in behind us, their swords at our backs. 

"Would you answer one question, or are you 
afraid?" and his eyes bore into mine like hot daggers. 
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"Bring them forward" and the guards behind pushed us 
until those before us stood aside and I and Javar stood before 
the Emperor of Lyse and I felt a little sorry for Javar whose 
head was bowed, but it was now or never, life or death. 

"Ask!, then you die." 
"I would rather die at your hands now, then be here 

when the Kalkars arrive, for your death will be terrible", 
but now his face had reddened as if he would explode. 

"Ask!" 
"Where do you think I come from, I am not of Lyse" 

and he looked at his scribe. 
"Hotan?" 
"I do not know him sire." 
"Who knows this man, someone must. You guard, 

your name?" 
"Javar, sire." 
"Who is he?" 
"I know not sire, he and a woman were captured 

outside the city some four ola ago." 
"Outside?" 
"Outside sire." 
"No one is allowed outside, save the troops of the 

Emperor, the Kalkars would take them. If you came 
from Lathe are you telling me you walked here?" 

"No sire, we flew, not using wings but a device I in-
vented." 

"This is madness" and I saw he was about conclude 
our discussion, the end of Lyse hung in the balance. 

"I can prove it, out beyond the rim of the crater, not far 
from the gate we entered, you will find the flying device" 
and now I saw doubt in his eyes for the first time. 

"You Javar, bring this, this device here, if you can 
find it" and he sat back as if triumphant. 
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"Your chance now Javar, greatness hangs in the balance, 
so to all of Lyse, beyond the rim, where the trees start you 
will find it" and he and several other guards hurried away. 

"Food for all while we wait, you name, Karan, you said?" 
"Yes sire, but you have me at a disadvantage, I have 

only just arrived and do not know you", at this he startled, 
perhaps it was my sincerity, and he nodded to his scribe. 

"The Emperor Tarmesh" and I bowed lightly before 
him, but I did not move, my sword point touching the 
floor and still a blade pressed in my back. 

Salvation or Doom 
At least a half ola had passed, I and the Jemadar 

Tarmesh eyed each other, not another word to each 
other did we say, then they burst through the door and 
Javar rushed unbidden to the Emperor, in his hands 
my flying device and I saw his eyes startle for only a 
brief moment. 

"This but shows you have been foolish in leaving 
the city when we know the Kalkars abound, it proves 
nothing." 

"Then perhaps this will change your mind" and also 
unbidden, with a sword still pressed against my back, I 
stepped closer and handed him the parchment map 
from my harness. 

"What's this now, another trick?" and he motioned 
his Hotan to take it from me. 

As he studied the map, "it is ancient, it is a map of 
the two cities, perhaps back in the days when we 
thought trade existed with our legendary neighbor." 

"Enough!" and he seized the map, studying it for a 
moment or two, "out all of you!", then they began to drag 
me away, "leave him and bring his companion here!." 
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A guard stepped forward, fidgeting as he spoke, 
"sire, we cannot bring the woman here" and I thought 
they had killed her, "she is in childbirth as we speak" 
and I swung around towards the Emperor. 

"Go to her!" he commanded. 
"This way!" cried Javar. I raced after him, pushing 

the other guards and guests aside, through the door, 
along seemingly endless corridors that steadily wound 
downwards, until at last, "Here!" I raced inside push-
ing the heavy door aside. Inside a guard rushed at me, 
with one punch to the jaw I left him lying on the floor, 
then I saw my Donai with a baby in her arms. 

"Karan, oh Karan, it is a boy." 
And as I moved to her side he burst into the room, 

the guard I had struck senseless in my own prison "kill 
him!, kill them both!" and he rushed sword drawn to-
wards us, without warning a spear protruded through 
his chest, he fell dead at my feet and the Emperor 
strode into the room. 

"You best choose an officer to stay with you, to ward 
off those who still consider you an escaped prisoner." 

"I choose Javar, sire." 
"He is not an officer" and I smiled, a moment later 

so too did the Emperor, "so be it" and he drew a blue 
ribbon from his harness, apparently officer identifica-
tion "officer class one Javar" and he pinned it on Javar's 
left shoulder strap, then walked over to my dear love 
who lay propped up on the dirty floor. "Our hospital-
ity is lacking" and he turned to Javar, "see she is moved 
to my imperial quarters as soon as possible", then I 
stooped low and kissed her. 

"Tell me woman, you escaped from Laythe" and I 
saw a look of horror appear in Donai's eyes and con-
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cern in the Jemadar's. "Forgive me, some part of me 
still doubts your husband's words." 

"Whatever he told you great Jemadar is a lie, it was 
worse, much worse than he would even admit" and 
the Emperor looked visibly shaken at her words. 

"Come, we must talk" and he turned to another guard, 
"bring my imperial commanders to me now!" and he 
turned and I followed him back to the throne room. 

It was only a short time before a dozen distin-
guished fighting men assembled before him, almost all 
looking at me with mistrust or even hatred. 

"Listen to him and speak when I tell you, begin 
Karan of Laythe, what doom comes our way", and all 
eyes turned towards me. 

I walked over and picked up my flying harness of 
cylinders, "sire, loyal commanders of the Emperor's 
guard and troops, using this flying device I could see 
vast distances." I ignored the unbelieving look in their 
eyes. "I, we, saw thousands, many thousands of Kalkars 
coming in this direction, fresh troops not involved in the 
destruction of my own city of Laythe. With them they 
had six large cannon, pulled along by captured or do-
mestic Va-gas." I saw the look of non comprehension on 
their features. "These cannon fire an explosive shell that 
will not only destroy your fortified wall, but will burst 
within your city, destroying all and everything in its 
path, Lyse will cease to exist!." 

Then the murmur broke into voice "impossible!, 
madness! insane!." 

"Quiet!" commanded the Emperor. 
"And when they have breached your wall and set 

your city aflame, the Kalkars will enter and use small 
round balls that they will throw, these too will kill 
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dozens of your most loyal soldiers at one time, they 
will spare no one" and they turned to their Emperor, 
dumbfounded. 

The Emperor turned to me, "how do we fight them, 
tell us what we must do" and he leaned forward on his 
elbows and his commanders strained their ears with-
out further sound. 

"We have little time, tell me each of you, what forces 
you command" and one at a time they told me of their 
troops and what arms they possessed. 

"This then is what you must do, you must arm 
every man, woman and older child, you must fight for 
your lives, and this is how you shall do it" and all in-
cluding the Emperor closed in around me to hear my 
plan, a plan that would bring salvation or death. 

And as they departed to organise their men and to 
gather the people of the city I turned to Tarmesh, "a 
scientist, who is your most learned." 

"That would be Egard." 
"I must see him immediately" then Javar and Donai 

and our son entered the throne room. 
"Javar, take him to Egard, quickly, I will look after 

your family" and he took the child from Javar and car-
ried him to his throne. 

"I know the gases you mean" cried Egard and together 
we refuelled the empty cylinders of my flying device and 
I and Javar soon returned to the Jemadar's throne room. 

"Have you chosen your best commander to organise 
your troops sire." 

"Yes, you." 
"Sire, I...." 
"Come, I shall lead them and you shall organise how 

it is to be done" then he took my lovely Donai's hand 
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and placed her upon the throne handing her our son. 
Two olas had now past since the commanders departed 
and now they returned bowing before their Emperor. 

"All is ready, sire." 
"Not me you fools, report to Karan, everything he says 

you will do, without question, should I fall you will con-
tinue to follow him until our enemy is defeated or dead!." 

I kissed our son, then Donai. 
"Return to me my beloved for the Kalkars shall 

never take me or our child" and I knew she would use 
the dagger in her belt. 

"Stay the knife from your heart until the Kalkars 
break down the door, only then will you know I am 
dead and cannot help you" then with the commanders 
and their Emperor we strode from the room as I ad-
justed the device upon my back and it was not long 
before thousands, tens of thousands of Lyseans poured 
through several gates in organised columns and de-
ployed towards the area allotted to them, those left be-
hind readied their own blades and prepared to live or 
die and the gates were locked. 

Steadily I rose into the air and headed back in the 
direction we had come from, soon the army of Lyse 
became like specks of dust upon the plain, then disap-
peared, for awhile there was nothing, then dark dots 
appeared ahead of me and I rose as high as possible 
into the clear sky, soon I was well above them, the le-
gions of Kalkars, appearing unstopable and pulling 
their killing machines with them, then I turned, so high 
they could not see me, and flew back to our own lines. 

One last time I visited each commander and again 
heard the orders I had given, then lastly I alighted be-
side the Emperor astride his champion Va-gas, a long 
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lance in his hand, a visor covering his head which he 
raised when I appeared. 

"They come as I said they would, in one ola they 
will be here, the nature of the land will force them this 
way as I have already said." I smiled as I clasped his 
hand "grant you the speed of a flying toad that will 
strike our enemy to death." 

"Farewell Karan of Laythe" and he doffed his helmet as 
I again rose into the air to alight on the slope of a near 
mountain where I would wait until the enemy was closer. 

The Fight for Lyse 
The Kalkars I learned had used this route before, 

their arrogant temperament chose the straightest path 
though the Lyseans had repelled them many times 
from their fortified city. The valley though wide did 
narrow enough to slow their advance, it had a steady 
gradient that would slow the cannons of death, and on 
both sides hills rose concealing small valleys that could 
and did hide not just an army but almost every able 
bodied person of Lyse, for only the aged, inferm and 
very young remained behind. 

A dust cloud approached, I rose one last time into the 
sky, they marched forward, hundreds and hundreds of 
rows containing vast numbers that could not be counted. 

They past the first row of hills and continued on, 
but when the last of the horde had passed I swooped 
down low and signalled our troops, silently, grim and 
determined, some one hundred thousand, riding Va-
gas and carrying long lances, struck at their rear in a 
wedge shape that forced the Kalkars apart and at the 
same time I signalled those on the left flank to attack 
and near another hundred thousand advanced throw-



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

564 

ing their spears before them, then I sped across the 
masses to signal the right flank, but now I was seen 
and hundreds threw their javelins at me and they 
cared not who they hit when they came back to the 
ground, wounding and killing their own troops. 

But then one threw a small explosive ball, it did not 
reach me but the force of the explosion stunned me, 
inflicting numerous wounds upon me and for a mo-
ment I lay stunned, my flying device carrying me 
semi-conscious over the heads of the tyrants and the 
right flank, seeing my plight, surged forward from 
nowhere two hundred thousand strong into the side of 
the barbarians before they knew it and then the Em-
peror charged from the front with another hundred 
thousand men followed by every able bodied woman 
and child who could bear arms from Lyse.  

They were perhaps the most vulnerable, for the 
leaders saw them and hurled their explosive balls of 
death, the fight was on, there were more than a million 
people fighting beneath me when my senses returned. 

The Kalkars were encircled for the first time in their 
history, surrounded by the dense population of Lyse, 
they could not use their cannon which were now use-
less to them and very few explosive balls could they 
throw due to their packed numbers and the fighting 
where they met was unequalled in Va-nah's history, it 
was live or die and no quarter was given by either side 
and the clash of blades was one of thunder though no 
clouds showed in the vast clear sky. 

How many Kalkars were there, I surmised some 
three hundred thousand, more than enough with their 
cannon to destroy the city and all within, but that 
chance was gone, they were now outnumbered three 
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to one and though they were superior in the art of war 
they did not have the determination of their victims 
who sought to kill them no matter what, then below 
me I saw our front line wavering, and there at the fore 
atop his bleeding Va-gas was the Emperor, his blade 
slashing to the right and left, then before my eyes I saw 
him fall from his mount and even as he hit the ground 
I dived in a perilous descent, as he was about to be 
stabbed to death I crashed bodily into the Kalkar war-
rior and as he rose stunned from the impact I speared 
him through the heart with my sword. 

The Emperor rose and side by side we stood our 
ground, our blades but a blur to see as we smote at the 
killers of our race, to the right and left in a never end-
ing assault on our adversaries and before our on-
slaught they appeared and fell never to rise again until 
my body was covered in blood from head to foot and 
still they came now with startled looks upon their 
faces, the look of death. 

He fell beside me, the Jemadar of Lyse fell to his 
knees as my blade leapt before him as he clutched his 
chest and I diverted the killing stroke and smote his 
enemies to their own hearts until my arm was numb 
and I knew I could fight no more, then I found myself 
thrust aside as new and eager troops surged past me to 
get at the enemy and I turned to the Emperor who lay 
dying beside me and a roar went up all around us, 
what it meant I did not know until the sounds of clash-
ing blades had ceased and now I could only hear the 
cries of the victorious people of Lyse. I bent over their 
ruler, happy for them but sorrowful as well. 

The Emperor motioned me closer and from around 
his neck he took a chain upon which lay a round me-
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dallion bearing the symbol of a crown, "take it Karan 
of Laythe..." and he fell back dead before me, I looked 
about, Javar stood beside me with a look of astonish-
ment on his face and fell to one knee before me, and 
those near by followed suit until the roar of the victori-
ous died away and everyone, man, woman and child 
also fell to their knees, many including myself wonder-
ing why, then they stood and cheered and cheered, the 
fight for Lyse was over. 

Slowly I took to the air and flew over the battlefield, 
not a Kalkar nor their mounts survived, hundreds of 
thousands lay dead, and of our own number killed, 
they were too many to count. Weary and despondent I 
returned to Javar, "make sure you bring the cannon 
back with you, and as many of the black throwing 
balls as well, leave the bodies of the Kalkars for the Va-
gas" and before he could reply I flew into the air and 
headed back to the city. 

How strange I thought, seeing all this death yet the 
city remained intact, not a scratch upon it. I rose over the 
wall to the cheering of those who could not fight and I 
landed on the upper terrace as my dear wife ran to me. 

"I watched and prayed for your return though I 
could see nothing from here, it is over then?" 

"Yes dear one, not a Kalkar lives, and many of our 
own have died, including the Jemadar" and still de-
pressed I took her around the waist and we returned to 
the throne room where my love administered to my 
wounds which though numerous were of no concern to 
me after witnessing the vast battle for the life of Lyse. 

I must have passed out for when I awoke I found 
myself upon the throne where Donai had cleaned the 
blood from me and tended my wounds, but before me 
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stood quietly more than a hundred nobles and high 
ranking troops, their rank and station denoted by their 
dress and medals and I was startled at their presence. 

The Jemadar's scribe Hotan came forward, "I am the 
scribe and guardian of the Emperors of Lyse, I have 
heard of your great deeds and the death of our Je-
madar and the defeat of our enemy, tell me how is it 
that you wear the seal of the Emperor Tarmesh, the last 
of the great rulers of Lyse?" 

"I do not know what you mean." 
"But we do" and a hundred heads turned around as 

Javar and several other commanders advanced 
through a side doorway. 

"The Emperor himself gave you his seal as he lay dying"  
"That is correct, I too saw the Jemadar give the Lay-

thean the seal" confirmed another commander. I 
looked down at the medallion around my neck, then 
Hotan came forward, "the Emperor Tarmesh had no 
heirs and chose you on the battlefield", he fell to one 
knee before me and the hundred or more quickly fol-
lowed suit as I stared with my mouth open. 

"I can't accept this..." 
"It is done" cried Hotan, "the Jemadar Karan of Lyse, 

we await your commands" and silence prevailed in the 
throne room as I fell back into the throne shocked at 
the turn of events. 

Throwing off my confusion from the battle, I turned 
to Javar, "commander Javar, did you bring the cannon 
back with you?" and I winked at him, a smile lighting 
up his face. 

"Yes sire." 
"Then my first command" as a grin broke across my 

face, "raise them to the perimeter wall, instead of de-



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

568 

stroying us they shall protect us and keep the Kalkars 
at bay, with any luck we will endure where the laythe-
ans failed" and the room broke into cheering which 
spread throughout the city and I turned to Donai and 
saw tears in her eyes, together we sought sanctuary 
away from the populace. 

"Karan, we have not named our son, what shall we 
call him?" 

"When I spoke once with Ju-lan, he told me of a 
great statesman of Earth, one respected even more 
than their own Emperors." 

"Let us take his name for our son Karan. How was 
he called?" 

"It was a strange name, but if you wish it dear then 
so shall it be, his name was Jim Thompson." 

The End 
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1999 Dark of the Moon 

1 March 1999 to 7 March 1999 
End of the Beginning 

"Javar, have you raised the cannon to the perimeter 
wall?" 

"Yes sire." 
"When we are alone Javar, please call me Karan" 

and I winked at him then a broad smile broke across 
his features. 

"As you wish, Karan of Laythe." 
"And the explosive black balls?" 
"We have gathered hundreds of them Karan, but 

what do you intend?" then there came a knock at the 
door, a guard entered. 

"Egard and others to see you sire." 
"Let them enter" and the scientist followed by sev-

eral others entered the throne room. 
"As you wished sire, I have brought the most elite of 

scientific minds in Lyse with me." 
"Please be seated, you too Javar" and the assemblage 

took up chairs around the long table to one side of my 
throne room and then all turned their puzzled faces 
towards me. 

"A short time ago we won a great victory over the 
Kalkars" and many grinned. 

"Well done, they'll not return now" but they soon 
stopped their comments when they saw I had not fin-
ished. 
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"You are wrong. The Kalkars will return, not today, 
maybe not tomorrow, but they will return and if we 
are not ready for them then we will perish." 

"But we have their cannon, their explosive balls…." 
"They will make more!." 
"When I spoke with Ju-lan about my propulsion de-

vice he told me many things about his world, the Earth 
as he called it, a place where they have huge flying 
machines, similar to the craft that brought him here, 
how they wared on one another and dropped their 
deadly explosives from those machines on to cities like 
ours, and destroyed them, utterly." 

"But they have no such machines" but Egard 
stopped as I turned towards him. 

"They don't have them yet, but Or-tis is of the Earth, 
he like you is a scientist, he will build them, and he 
knows how" and they looked towards each other, their 
happiness of victory gone and replaced by fear and 
consternation. 

"What can we do" all eyes turned on Egard, then to me. 
"One day the machines, ships they are called, will 

come, we will be ready for them, we will not suffer the 
fate of the Laytheans, we will destroy the Kalkars even 
as we did but a short time ago." 

"In this room we have the most scientific minds in 
our city, it is with you that our salvation will lie. 
Firstly, you must study the cannon and the explosive 
balls, I want a report from you as soon as possible on 
how these devices of destruction work, then I want 
you to manufacture them, I do not want the same can-
non, I want better and more powerful ones, but re-
member, they must be able to have a high elevation, 
they must be able to turn a full circle, and the explosive 
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balls, I want every fighting person in Lyse to have six 
of them" and I turned away for a moment as the im-
pact of what I had said sunk into their minds. 

"To save ourselves fellow Lyseans, we must em-
brace the worst attributes of war, for if we do not, then 
we will be destroyed, but yet I am sorrowful to where 
this will lead us, from a relatively peaceful people to 
warmongers like the Kalkars, whether one day we can 
return to what we once were, I do not know." 

"Egard, I place you in charge, anything you want, 
see my Commander, Javar will supply you with any-
thing you require, and one more thing" and the ques-
tioning faces turned upwards, "I want every Lysean to 
have a propulsion unit like this one" and I placed mine 
on the table. "Should the worst befall us, we must be 
able to save some of our race" and Egard leaned for-
ward and took the unit. 

"You ask a great deal, it will all take time, quite 
some time." 

"Egard, fellow Lyseans, do your best, I do not know 
when the Kalkars will return, but return they will and we 
must defeat them," and as they rose and began to leave 
the table, they had a lot of thinking to do, a lot of study-
ing, planning and consulting. "One more thing" and they 
turned as one "while you are building the biggest cannon 
I want you to also make the smallest, a weapon that one 
person can carry, a cannon that fires a small projectile, 
thank you" and they filed out of the throne room. 

"What will become of us Karan?" and I turned to see 
my Donai carrying our son whom we affectionately 
named Jim T. 

"I thought we would be safe now, but I heard what 
you said, we seem worse off than ever" and tears 
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formed in the corners of her eyes and I brushed them 
from her cheeks. 

"I had not told you before to save you worrying, but 
the things Ju-lan told me, of how it had been on Earth, 
came as a warning to me, if I ignore my concerns we 
may all end up like our countrymen and I refuse to let 
that happen to you or our son, we must plan for the 
worst." She fell into my arms. 

With my palace guards I inspected our defences and 
sought any weakness that the Kalkars could exploit to 
gain access into the city and here and there I had walls 
raised, doors reinforced and placid pools of water 
deepened so that a man could not walk through them. 

It seemed but a short time when more propulsion 
units were made and as this was done they were 
passed to a new and special regiment of troops whose 
patrol area was once the perimeter wall soon found 
themselves flying in groups of ten in never ending but 
expansive circles, first around the city wall then as they 
perfected the use of the unit they soon patrolled well 
out into the unknown lands beyond our vision, ever 
watching for the menace of the Kalkars. As more and 
more units were manufactured so the patrol numbers 
increased and still they flew further and further from 
Lyse, but at the first sight of danger a signal would be 
given that would soon pass back to me. 

But I knew this Or-tis to be a resourceful man, how 
long before he built his own flying devices, how long 
before his ships would appear, how long before his 
armies would return. 

Slower still came the production of the large and 
small cannons. Experiment after experiment failed un-
til at last Egard produced a massive projectile and 
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huge cannons took their place on heavily reinforced 
parts of the outer wall. 

Slowly too did our scientific men produce an arms 
length cannon or gun as Ju-lan had once called it, that 
fired a small evil looking piece of metal, metal that could 
kill a man from a long way off and I felt sickened at our 
efforts, had we become more animalistic than the Kal-
kars, were we soon to embrace the Va-gas as comrades. 

And though we watched and our patrols searched 
ever far and wide we did not see the Kalkar hordes but 
still we gathered our arms together until every person 
in Lyse had a gun and everyone several throwing 
black balls of death. 

30 Kelds Towards Life or Death 
"How long must this go on Jemadar Karan" and I 

turned to face Hotan and to me he seemed to have 
aged with grey streaks in his hair. "Do we not have 
enough of these weapons of death, we have not seen 
the Kalkars for 30 kelds, surely they will not come 
now" and at the sound of approaching foot steps I 
turned to see my grown son, Jim T approach. 

How like his mother he looked and her memory brought 
despair to my heart though she had been dead now some 
five kelds. He saluted me, placing his right hand across his 
heart, then we clasped hands by the wrists. 

"Nothing to report father, the only beings outside of 
Lyse are Va-gas" and he looked disappointed, for he now 
was Commander of the patrols, reporting directly to me. 

"Once Hotan, and my son, I would have said there 
would be nothing to stop us building up our weapons, 
for you did not see the death of Laythe, the horror, the 
flames, the multitudes jumping to their deaths in the 
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crater, but now perhaps you are right, perhaps it is 
time to stop and rest, perhaps the Kalkars or Or-tis will 
never come, for I grow tired of the anticipation and 
soon I will seek my own ending. 

"Do not speak like that father, your kelds will be 
many to come, I ask a boon." 

"Speak Jim T, what boon would you ask?" 
"Though our patrols have flown far and wide and not 

sighted our enemy, we have never gone as far as Laythe, 
I would like your permission to take a small force there" 
and he stood back waiting for my denial, for he and all in 
Lyse knew how I felt about my home place. 

"You win, take a small force but be careful." 
"Thank you father" and he smiled as he turned and 

departed. 
"A fine son Jemadar Karan." 
"Yes, if I can only keep him alive" and my scribe 

made to depart, "if he returns with no further news of 
the Kalkars, then you may suspend our weapons 
building" and I turned and walked to the balcony. 

I poised by the rail and surveyed the city of Lyse, the 
apartments and busy thoroughfares, the gardens and cas-
cading waterfalls, all seemed so peaceful, but there atop the 
perimeter wall they pointed outside, the messengers of 
death, the cannon we had manufactured and improved on 
the original Or-tis design, they stood waiting, perhaps the 
Kalkars would never come, but how could I take the chance. 

Time passed slowly, Javar, Commander of the army 
entered, "What news of my son Javar?" 

"Nothing Jemadar Karan, he and his patrol should 
have returned by now…" 

"Then send out another patrol as far as Laythe, find 
them, find my son!." 
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"A second patrol has already departed sire, with or-
ders to hasten." 

"Thank you Javar, I've a feeling all is not well, dou-
ble our patrols, send them further afield, something is 
going on I'm sure of it." 

"Yes sire" and placing his hand over his heart he 
departed leaving me to my thoughts. 

Time passed even more slowly than before and 
again Javar entered my throne room. 

"Where is my son Javar?" 
"The second patrol has not returned sire, nor two 

others sweeping far to the north." 
"That's forty men who have disappeared…" then a 

crash of sound as my guard entered unannounced. 
"Sire, your son, the Va-gas have him" and I rushed 

from the throne to confront him. 
"How do you know?" 
"At the main gate, a Va-gas with your son, he asks a 

parley with you or Jim Thompson will die" and I stood 
back a moment, my hand on the hilt of my long blade. 

"Come then, take me to him." 
"Sire, surely you will not talk to him." 
"Javar, Va-gas are almost like us, I will talk to him" 

and we three rushed from the room. 
Twenty guards menaced a lone Va-gas who stood almost 

within the entrance of the perimeter wall gate, he seemed 
not to care about them or the weapons they carried as the 
sunlight glanced off the shinning barrels of their long guns. 

"Wait here" I told Javar and the guards and as I ad-
vanced towards him he slowly retreated, he was an aged 
Va-gas, his beard grey and white and full of grass and 
prickles, his flanks were scarred from the many battles he 
had fought and warily he held his hand on his lance. 
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Beyond him, back from the entrance, I saw my son, he 
was tied hand and foot, a gag in his mouth, holding him 
were two more Va-gas, their lances held against his throat. 

"I am Jemadar Karan of Lyse, you have my son, 
what do you intend? Or do you seek death since your 
years are many?" 

"I am Rolff, leader of the Karvuls, your son's life for 
a hundred of the shinning weapons that spit the un-
seen death and ten of your slave Va-gas. Decide now, 
does your son live or die?" 

"If my son dies then all of you die." 
"So be it" and he turned from me towards my son 

and lowered his lance, he began to move towards him. 
"Do you seek to end your life so soon that you 

would rush forward to your demise?" 
He stopped, but the other two had now raised their 

lances to thrusting height. 
"Come Rolff, let us parley" and he turned towards 

me while my guards fidgeted with their weapons. 
"One hundred of the shinning death and ten of your 

slaves and the U-ga is yours, decide!." 
"There is more to decide" and a puzzled look came 

upon him. 
"Decide!." 
"You and I have seen many kelds, do the younger 

Karvuls seek to dominate you" and his eyes glared, 
"what if I offered you a chance to rule until age defeats 
you, what if I offered you power the others in your clan 
and race could not match, what if now was your chance 
not just your future but your clan's as well. Decide!." 

For some time we both stood surveying one another, I 
could almost hear his mind working, "free my son and come 
with me, no harm will befall you, you have my word." 
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He turned to his companions "free him", but they seemed 
not to understand and menaced my son with their weapons. 
Rolff strode towards them, when only twenty paces away he 
hurled his spear at the nearest Va-gas striking him in the 
neck, almost immediately his companion fell upon him and 
began to devour him even though he was still alive, and so 
too did Rolff join in the feast as if he could not stop himself 
while my son lay in the dust. 

"Hold your fire" I whispered to my guards. I ad-
vanced towards my son. At a dozen paces away I saw 
he was wounded, blood smeared his shoulder and Rolff 
eyed me with uncertainty, his hand on his short sword. 

"Your decision Rolff" and I moved to my son's side. 
Quickly I removed his bonds and gag then motioned 
some of my guards to help me, as they did so Rolff stood 
and moved from his prey, his hand fidgeting with his 
blade, but none sought to harm him and he relaxed a little. 

"Help me" and Javar and another assisted me in 
raising Jim T to his feet, with one of us on either side 
we began to carry him towards the gates, I turned to-
wards the Va-gas "come, you will not be harmed" and 
he followed, his beard reddened with the blood of his 
companion. 

"Wait father, the Kalkars come" and I and Javar 
stopped and looked at each other, "thousands father, 
hundreds of thousands…" and he fell forward uncon-
scious. 

 "He is wakening" and the physician stood back, his 
hands covered in my son's blood and the projectile he 
had dug out on the table. 

His eyes opened wide "they come…" 
"Tell me what happened" and I, Javar and several of 

the lesser Commanders waited, waited to hear our fate. 
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"We reached Laythe father, but it was not wholly de-
stroyed though there were many blackened buildings, 
and there they were, ships you called them father, per-
haps a hundred of them that seemed finished, with many 
other hundreds still being built. We flew away, trying to 
stay high and unseen, but they too have your propulsion 
unit, they chased us, shot at us, I alone though wounded 
escaped, but I had lost much blood, the Va-gas followed 
me. I saw them, thousands of Kalkars were marching to-
wards Lyse, with many cannon and flying men. Then the 
Va-gas had me, they were about to kill me when I told 
them I was the son of the Jemadar of Lyse, they would be 
rewarded if they brought me here, you had to know fa-
ther" and he fell back depleted. 

"So that is why our patrols are missing, shot down 
by the Kalkars." 

"It would seem so Javar" and we left my son to the 
physician while we returned to the throne room where 
so long ago I had appeared before the Emperor Tar-
mesh with tidings of foreboding. 

For some time we conversed but in effect there was 
little to be said, I had expected this for 30 kelds, all 
preparations had been made, now our strength was to 
be tested again. 

"You all know what you have to do" and each nod-
ded and departed, "bring the Va-gas here." 

"Here, the throne room?" 
"Yes Javar, here" and though puzzled he departed 

and soon returned with Rolff who gazed about in 
wonderment and greed. 

"You have heard Rolff, the Kalkars are coming?" 
"Rolff heard, there will be much feasting, Rolff's 

people not go hungry for long time." 
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"And after the feeding" but the Va-gas did not look 
beyond the sight of unlimited flesh. 

"Do you remember the great battle here some 30 
kelds ago?" 

"Rolff only young then but he remember, good time, 
much feasting." 

"And after the feasting, what happened then" and 
the beast man seemed to look back upon the past. 

"Much hunger, much fighting between Va-gas." 
"And so it will be again, even after this next battle. 

Join with us Rolff and when the hungry times come we 
will provide for you and your clan." 

"What do for this?" 
"Join us in battle against the Kalkars, for they are 

enemies to all, and after join us to keep them away." 
"Not live here inside walls?" 
"No Rolff, you and your people will be free." 
"And your Va-gas slaves." 
"You will be fed if you help us. Decide Rolff for the 

Kalkars are near." 
"Rolff talk to elders, we see" and he turned and departed. 
"Javar, is all in readiness?" 
"Yes Jemadar Karan, all are ready as you have 

planned these last 30 kelds, without you sire we would 
not be here today." 

"Sometimes Javar, I feel we may have all been better off 
not surviving the Kalkars all those kelds ago" but then I saw 
how alarmed he appeared and I grinned at him, "but we are 
want to fight for our survival, and fight we shall", suddenly a 
guard burst in and with a quick salute towards me. 

"Jemadar Karan, Commander Javar they come!." 
And with some amusement Javar said "and how 

many are coming Taro?" and his reply shocked me. 
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"The sky and the horizon is black with their num-
ber" and his look was one of fear and death. 

"If you must die Taro, take a Kalkar with you, for I 
certainly will" and his features relaxed, a little. 

"Come then, it is war" and Javar and I walked to my 
balcony which overlooked the perimeter wall and out 
over the lavender plain. I saw that Taro had not exag-
gerated, the sky was like a blackened thundercloud 
and the horizon but a mirror color. How many Kalkars 
were there, perhaps close to a million. 

"Look Javar, see those silver streaks" and he peered 
at the blackness, "ships, Javar, there are their ships!." 

 "They must be the first target" and without a word 
Javar saluted and departed. Then I gripped my hilt, 
but those days were gone, I strode into my chamber, 
from the wall I took the long gun that fired ten projec-
tiles, one after another. This was the new way of war 
and I returned to my balcony. 

Beneath me and on the thoroughfares the entire 
population of the city stood waiting, Javar turned to 
me and the inhabitants burst into cheer, I was uplifted, 
but soon many would be dead. At the approaching 
footsteps I turned, "Jim T, you should be resting" for 
fresh blood flowed on his shoulder. 

"No father, we fight or die together" and I turned 
back, the black cloud of death swept towards us and I 
nodded to Javar, a war begun. 

The Inexorables 
The cannons of Lyse burst into thunderous life as 

never before, the ground, buildings and walls shook with 
the effort as fire flashed from the darkened mussels. 
Again and again they roared into life as they sought the 
silver streaks in the blackness of death, then from the 
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confines of the city rose up three hundred thousand in-
habitants into the sky bearing weapons of all kinds, from 
the long gun to short guns that fired explosive projectiles, 
and yet others had guns that fired the round black balls 
of death. Up and over the city walls they flew to fight the 
enemy of Lyse and behind them another half million 
people gathered their arms and sought to follow them as 
our cannon fired up high for the last time before our own 
troops would block their view. 

The clouds of black and silver burst into colors of yel-
low, gray and red, silver ships exploded and crashed to 
the ground and thousands of flying Kalkars were set 
aflame, but before our troops could reach them their 
own shells exploded around us for the first time. 

Where hundreds of people stood there was nothing 
but smoke and flame, buildings exploded and caught 
fire, huge sections of the perimeter wall exploded and 
disappeared, and yet our ground troops waited for my 
next signal, the kelds of training were a blessing, even 
with bombs exploding around them, and at times 
amongst them, they waited.  

I looked beyond the wall, the Kalkars in their black 
garb and headwear charged across the plain, then 
suddenly the ground before them opened and thou-
sands fell into the hidden pits that were dug kelds ago 
around the city, and at the bottom of the pits pro-
truded lance like spikes to impale and kill. 

Over the moat of death they came, treading on the 
bodies of their companions, with the city so near they 
shook their weapons of glinting metal and surged for-
ward, then the ground around them exploded with 
hidden black balls, perfected to detonate when stood 
upon, and thousands more Kalkars perished. 
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Then our guns roared fire and death as they aimed di-
rectly in front of them, for our troops were yet to advance, 
the ground shook with the might and power and where 
there were waves of enemies there were suddenly none. 
All around the city our cannons blazed as the enemy 
sought to fight us on all fronts, then more of their own 
guns fired and Lyse trembled, shook and buildings fell. 

Thousands of Lyseans perished when whole walk-
ways and thoroughfares disappeared, more smoke 
filled the city until I could see nothing and the fires 
raged as if it was Laythe reborn to die again. 

I looked down, I could no longer see my generals 
and within an instant I donned my flying unit and 
leapt from my balcony, down I went through fire and 
smoke, I looked to my right and left but no Kalkars did 
I see but glorious Lyseans waiting for my signal, now I 
pointed indicating attack and with the movement of 
my hand thousands upon thousands of Lyseans 
poured from a dozen gates out of the city, forth they 
went with shinning long guns, explosive balls and 
glinting blades, out they went onto the lavender plain 
to embrace the enemy as I landed by the main gate, 
here three regiments set forth, one to the left, another 
the right to divide the hundreds of thousands before 
this entrance, they would force the untouched center to 
divide left and right, then the last regiment, com-
manded by myself would shatter them. 

"Forward!, death to the Kalkars" and we surged 
forth atop thousands of Va-gas. 

"To the death!" and I turned, horrified to find my 
son behind me, his shoulder a mass of blood and a 
grim smile on his face and I could but nod my head to 
him, then we thundered across the plain into the mass 
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of fighting Kalkars and Lyseans and I could only see 
my fellow Laytheans before me, this time with a 
chance to fight and not die. 

I fired again and again with the long gun and each 
time a Kalkar fell and I did not notice the striking 
metal hitting my own body, so close now I threw the 
weapon aside and drew my long blade and slashed at 
them to the right and left, cleaving one through the 
skull and another through the chest, then as my Va-gas 
fell I leapt to the ground thrusting my blade before me 
into a Va-gas mount and as the enemy fell I lunged 
him through the heart. 

His blade flashed beside me, my son, Jim Thomp-
son, stood with me on my right and Javar on my left as 
they ran at us, a solid wall of black clad Kalkars atop 
their snorting wide-eyed and terrified Va-gas, but be-
hind us surged an unbroken mass of fighting Lyseans 
each one fighting to the death as I knew they would 
and suddenly the Kalkar mounts stopped before us, 
our blades flashed and blood flowed in torrents to 
redden the trampled lavender plain. 

Above us the fight was just as destroying as flying 
Kalkars and Lyseans fired upon each other amid ex-
plosions of thrown black balls and slashing blades 
while around them great ships burst into flames amid 
the cries of death of their occupants as ship upon ship 
crashed to the ground killing all those in them and 
those below as well. 

I slashed before me, to the right and left amid the cries 
of my foes as one fell his head severed and another 
screamed as I hacked his arm off at the shoulder, but 
why was I tiring, my blade was getting heavier and 
heavier, an instant passed and I saw Javar, my friend of 
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30 kelds lying beside me covered in blood, my son cried 
as the Kalkar drew his blade back from Jim T's side, I saw 
the look of victory in his eyes, but as he was about to 
thrust the death blow I lunged my own blade to the hilt 
into his throat, his blood splattering upon me like a cas-
cading fountain, I saw my son struggling to rise, I could 
not withdraw my blade and swung up my long knife 
against another Kalkar blade and as I parried his sword I 
suddenly felt relaxed, I looked down at his blade driven 
into my chest, he smiled, I saw my son rise up, his red-
dened blade raised high over his head, my enemies eyes 
turned, triumphancy turned to despair, Jim's blade fell 
with savage ferocity cleaving through our enemies neck 
until it stopped midway through his chest. 

Jim Thompson 
I am Jemadar Jim Thompson, son of Karan of Laythe, 

we drove the kalkars from Lyse that day, we would 
perhaps all have died but for my father's early prepara-
tions and the timely arrival of Rolff and his Va-gas 
horde who drove into the side of our enemies with their 
long lances, we roared in triumph as the Kalkars fled 
leaving a battlefield strewn with their dead, and ours. 

Though wounded I carried my father's body back to 
Lyse and he was laid beside my mother in the Tomb of 
Honor, and the Va-gas, well they took all the Kalkars 
they wanted, their feast would last a long time. 

I married Lynn-dah whom I had courted for many 
kelds and she bore us a son, "how shall we call him?" 

"Shall we name him after your famous father, it 
would be a great honor and name to bear?" 

"No my love, there is another who sacrificed himself 
to save my father, indirectly he saved Lyse by doing so." 



Tangor's Pastiche and Fan Fiction 
http://www.erblist.com 

585 

"How was he called?" 
"His name was Griffin." 
"Then that shall be our son's name" and we embraced. 
The kelds that followed saw many changes, the city 

of Lyse was rebuilt, the cascading waters, pools, falls 
and fountains brought back a sense of tranquility, the 
apartments too were rebuilt and so to the perimeter 
wall, but the mood of the people had changed after the 
battle termed 'war of the world', their hate for the Kal-
kars evaporated, no longer did they wish to fight, the 
next time, should there be a next time, the people 
would flee, there would be no more deaths of the 
magnitude recently suffered. 

And to make their point all new weapons, those long 
shinning guns and explosive balls, along with all the 
cannon on the perimeter wall, save one, were destroyed 
and buried deep in a huge pit not far from the recently 
covered Kalkar trap. Only this was maintained, too give 
the people more time to escape to a predetermined is-
land far off the coast, should invasion occur again. And 
lastly, the minefield was painstakingly destroyed with 
all explosives made harmless and buried in the great 
pit, and why was one cannon kept, it became the honor 
of the Jemadar to fire the cannon once a keld on the an-
niversary of my father's death, the day of the 'war of the 
world', so that we would never forget. 

30 Kelds to Destiny 
I am Jemadar Griffin, the Emperor Jim Thompson 

has joined his father the great Jemadar Karan, I have 
ruled now for 10 kelds and an everlasting peace exists 
between us and our neighboring Va-gas who assist us 
in plantings of much of our produce and we work to-
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gether in searching for our great enemy, the Kalkars, 
but they have not been seen since the day of death 
called the 'war of the world' fought 30 kelds ago, and 
nor has any Lysean ventured again as far as Laythe.  

Standing on the perimeter wall I placed my hand on 
our last cannon, it was hard to imagine another time when 
this weapon, and others, were fired in anger at an enemy, 
an enemy I had never seen and hoped never to meet. 

At the sound of running feet I turned, "what is it 
Commander Jon, is there some urgency?" 

"Jemadar a scout patrolling to the far north has just 
returned, a black cloud approaches." 

"What do you mean, a black cloud?" 
"That is what he said, and only a short time later 

another patrol to the east reported the same thing, I 
came to tell you as soon as I could." 

"A black cloud, our history tells us of such a thing 
when the Kalkars brought the 'war of the world' to us 
and death reigned here in Lyse." 

"There is no time to waste, sound the alarm, let the 
Lyseans gather their prizes and prepare their propul-
sion units, it may be that destiny has returned and the 
day of dread is at hand." 

Beside the cannon lay the last of the live projectiles, 
something within me would not go without a fight, I 
loaded the weapon, a weapon I had been taught to use 
in my youth, now 30 kelds gone, by my father the 
great Jim Thompson who had returned peace to Lyse. 

Now on the horizon I could see the darkness approach, 
it seemed like a cloud but it was not, slowly it came closer 
and I knew it to be ships as described by my father. 

The alarm bell echoed behind me, I turned, hun-
dreds of thousands of faces turned to me, people who 
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carried their most prized possessions, and food, they 
waited for my command to desert Lyse forever. 

I watched the ships come closer, there were thousands of 
them, now I could just make out their individual shapes, but 
something was wrong, they did not fly directly towards us, 
but their course would allow them to pass to the east at what 
was once the extreme range of our guns. 

The people waited in silence, "look there" cried 
Commander Jon, "one ship has broken away!." 

He was right, one of the two leading ships had 
turned towards us like a silent black death. Now the 
great armada seemed to slow and stop, the one ship 
came on towards us, a flash, it had fired at us, a great 
murmur spread across the city, I turned the cannon, 
idly I sighted the oncoming menace, it was just within 
the range of the gun, its blast was about to strike when 
I fired, a grim smile on my face. 

The enemies blast exploded against the perimeter wall 
knocking me and Commander Jon off our feet and the 
people prepared to flee, I saw flames sprout from its tail 
section which quickly exploded and the ship began to fall, 
trailing smoke, towards the lavender plain far below it. 

Fire spread over its long gray finned shape and I 
saw black figured Kalkars, for they could be no other, 
leap to their deaths. Then the ship struck the ground 
not far from the city and other figures leapt from in-
side, within moments the ship exploded in one huge 
blast and I turned my eyes skyward while Com-
mander Jon returned to the bell to ring it one last time, 
the third ring would begin the evacuation. 

The ships above had not moved, in their thousands 
they hovered as if they were waiting on a decision, 
then slowly they moved forward and continued on 
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their course, to pass clear of us towards what, where 
could they be taking their misery and death. 

Across the plain I saw several Va-gas rushing to-
wards four figures struggling to stand not far from the 
crushed ship, "open the gate" and I leapt down to my 
Va-gas below and sped across the lavender grasses not 
waiting for my troops who struggled with their mounts. 

The Va-gas reached them first and I saw one impaled 
on a long lance and a second slashed with a blade, two 
others ran in opposite directions and I dashed towards 
the nearer and smaller of the two, but of equal distance 
away came the Va-gas with his lance pointed forward, I 
raced the harder towards my destiny. 

We were but a very short distance from the fleeing 
Kalkar when I crashed my mount into the Va-gas and I 
was catapulted to the ground. I was up in an instant, 
my own mount running away screaming, the Kalkar 
stood close by, a broken sword in his hand, the Va-gas 
roared in rage and lunged at me with his blade. 

Back and forth we lunged and swung, the only 
blades swinging on this new battlefield. Up, down, 
sideways, we parried and thrust each wounding the 
other and soon we were both bleeding profusely. 

Behind him I saw two Va-gas carrying their victims 
bodies away, in another instant I saw the third Kalkar 
lying upon the ground, his enemy standing astride his 
corpse, and as we moved around, the clash of our blades 
seemed deafening, then I saw the last Kalkar now behind 
the grunting Va-gas, then unexpectedly he ran forward 
and thrust his broken blade into the beasts side, the Va-
gas roared in pain and swung around smashing his 
blade against this new enemy, and thereby opened up 
his front, I leapt in stabbing him cleanly through the 
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heart, and he fell dead upon the Kalkar though he thrust 
out his broken blade and tried to step aside. 

My own troops surrounded us and I saw the other 
Va-gas were gone, above the blackened cloud of ships 
was diminishing in size as they passed by Lyse heading 
into mystery. 

As my own guards dismounted and Commander 
Jon went to assist and free the Kalkar I raised my hand, 
this enemy had nearly cost me my life. I wasn't sure 
why, I grasped his arm while others pulled on the Va-
gas corpse and I pulled him free. 

As I pulled the Kalkar from beneath the body of the 
Va-gas my eyes widened, his headpiece of gray and 
black dragged free exposing long locks of golden hair. 

He, she, struggled to a sitting position, her hair fell about 
her face as I stood in a half crouch beside her, "are you al-
right?" and the Kalkar turned towards me and putting her 
hands to her face she swept her hair back and I looked upon 
two of the most beautiful emerald eyes I had ever seen. 

"What does a U-ga care of a Kalkar? I seek nothing 
from you." 

"You are an enemy no longer, go in peace if you 
wish" and I stood back as she rose unsteadily to her 
feet. She turned, began to walk away, stumbled then 
stopped. She looked around at the faces of her enemies 
who still encircled us, none showed distain or hatred, 
none a sword or weapon drawn. 

To her right, some little distance away lay the ruins 
of her ship, blackened and fire burnt, further away 
stood the mountains where the Kalkars were defeated 
in the battle called 'the battle for Lyse', to her left lay 
more of the lavender plain where the 'war of the 
world' had been fought, so many memories. 
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The Lysean guard who had surrounded us now 
parted, beyond lay the direction the ships had come from, 
the same direction as Laythe. She moved forward, stum-
bled and fell. I ran to her side and saw now her swollen 
ankle and she grimaced in pain as I helped her to sit "why 
do you not kill me, I am your enemy as you are mine?" 

"Yes, when you come to kill us, you are the enemy 
and once we would have fought you." 

"Did I not attack you? Kill me!" She handed me her 
half sword. 

"You are not an enemy if you can't fight back" and I re-
turned her blade to its scabbard. "You cannot reach your 
home with your injured ankle, let our physician tend to it, 
then you may go" and I stood up and held out my hand, 
she looked about, hesitant and bewildered, then some-
thing akin to a smile broke, only for an instant, across her 
face, she took my hand and I raised her to her feet. 

"If you would allow me." She nodded her consent as 
I picked her up in two arms and slowly walked with 
her back to the main gate of Lyse, followed by my 
guards who stayed a goodly distance behind. 

At the gate I paused, some 30 kelds ago my father 
and grandfather had ridden forth ahead of the army of 
fighting Lyseans to kill and destroy as many Kalkars as 
possible, now, I their descendant was bringing the first 
Kalkar ever into our city, I grinned, so be it. 

We crossed between the perimeter wall and the city, 
surrounded by part of the gardens which the people had 
now returned to cultivate instead of deserting and fleeing 
the city. Vegetables grew in profusion as they did further 
in the centre of the city. She looked in awe around her. 

"Where are you guns, your cannons!" and I stopped 
and set her down as she spoke "that you destroyed our 
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army of a million people and fifty ships with some 30 
kelds ago? My father in the leading ship refused to 
come any closer to here in case you destroyed half his 
fleet, he was afraid. Only I broke away to fight you 
hoping others would follow." She turned her face to-
wards me, "but they did not follow, even my father de-
serted me, he was afraid of your guns." 

"Cannons, yes we have one" and I pointed it out to 
her, though clearly it was easily seen. 

"You have one cannon!. With one cannon you de-
stroyed my ship and frightened away the biggest ar-
mada of ships ever seen on Va-nah? I don't believe you." 

"You shall see, I tell you the truth." I saw a look of dis-
tain and malice appear in her eyes, but I did not care. 

"If our fleet had attacked you…." 
"You would have won with no guns fired from here, 

except the one that I fire, all the people living here 
would have sought to flee for their lives" and a flicker 
of disgust appeared for a moment across her face. 

"You think we are cowards, but you are wrong, We are 
sick of war, sick of the fighting. We seek only peace, we are 
prepared to leave here to obtain it. And should your people 
pursue us, we will spread out over all Va-nah to escape you, 
never again will we be drawn into another war with you." 

"How are you called" and her emerald eyes showed 
a different interest this time. 

"I am Griffin" and I reached down again to pick her 
up "and what is your name valiant warrior that you 
choose single handed to attack us." 

"I, I am Tee-nah of Ikar" came the proud reply. 
Tee-nah of Ikar 
"Behold before you Tee-nah of Ikar lies the city of Lyse" 

and I set her down before the grand arch which led inside 
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the city and she stood now on shaky feet, before her wa-
ters cascaded from the top terrace and pooled on all levels 
to fall again to the lowest level where we stood, here deli-
cate fountains spread the water into wonderous shapes 
and raised it up again to the top level to fall once more. 

Intricate carvings of fauna, flora and spiral designs 
were etched along all the walkways along which the 
thoroughfares were supported and along the sides of 
the buildings which rose to make up the seven tiers. 

Beautiful gardens were placed on all levels, some 
held lavender grasses where grazed our domesticated 
Va-gas, others small trees, shrubs and flowers, but 
peering down from all the terraces and thoroughfares 
were hundreds of thousands of faces, some pointing at 
her for the benefit of their children, but not a voice was 
raised in anger and the people continued on their way. 

"It cannot be!." 
"Is something the matter?" 
"Your city, why it looks so similar to my own of 

Ikar, but where yours is alive and unspoilt, Ikar is in 
ruin and decadence." She placed an arm about my 
neck.  "Can we?" She motioned us forward and inside 
as I again picked her up, but her expression was one of 
puzzlement as a frown creased her features. 

Higher we went as I helped her now to walk, keep-
ing the weight off her damaged ankle, we passed 
many people and guards, all saluted with their hand 
across their heart and I reciprocated. 

"Why do they all do that?" 
"It is a form of greeting." 
"Who is your Jemadar?" 
"You will see." She stopped me at the mid level and 

we gazed below. 
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She faced me, "I was told this was a city of warriors 
and war, that it was an ugly place, that you were our 
mortal enemies, but I find a place of beauty where 
people are carefree, something is wrong." 

"Perhaps you were not told the truth" and then 
Commander Jon appeared. 

"Jemadar, the Council awaits you." 
"You, you are the Jemadar?" 
"I'm afraid so, Commander Jon would you summon 

the physician to see to her injury, and you Tee-nah of 
Ikar, would you join me at the meeting, you may find 
it of interest?" 

I picked her up again and we climbed a spiral ramp 
which took us to my throne room by the quickest route. 
Two guards stood at the door and quickly stepped aside, 
looks of astonishment at the sight of a Kalkar in their Je-
madar's arms, and we strode into the room where many 
kelds earlier Karan of Laythe had come to save us. 

A dozen principal leaders stood and saluted then 
sat before a long narrow table, the same one where the 
Emperor Karan had addressed his scientists. 

"Sit here" and I placed her on the golden high-backed 
throne and motioned the physician to inspect her ankle 
and her emerald eyes were open to widest I had yet seen. 

"Leaders of Lyse, disaster approached us yet again 
and you know this time we were so sick of war we 
were prepared to flee, though one of the Kalkar ships 
had an accident the others avoided contact with us, 
this time we do not have to leave our beloved city." 

"But isn't this Kalkar one of those who tried to attack us?" 
"Her ship crashed after my warning shot, that is all." 
"Wait!, let me answer" and all heads turned towards 

her as the physician inspected her swollen foot. "It is 
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true, I did attack you, I hoped my efforts would have 
tempted others to follow me, if I could, I would have 
destroyed this place, this place of wonder and beauty." 

"But why?!" asked one of the nobles. 
"I was taught that all U-gas were enemies, that you 

had attacked my own city of Ikar with cannon and 
bombs and brought it into its present ruin, but now I see 
that you are not destroyers and that you have no weap-
ons of destruction and I don't know what to say. If you 
allow me to return Ikar perhaps I can convince them to 
cease our endless war", and many nodded in agreement. 

"What does the Emperor say?" 
"I say her ship had an accident, she is our guest and 

may return to her city when she can travel"" 
"Then it is over?" 
"Yes Councillors, the battle was over before it had begun." 
"But tell us" another asked, "where are your ships going?" 
"To the Earth, the Kalkars go on a peaceful mission there." 
The Earth, the place of Ju-lan, Or-tis could not re-

turn, instead he was sending his Kalkars in vast num-
bers, I could only shake my head, not wanting to be-
lieve and nor did the Councillors as they filed outside, 
I turned to the physician. 

"Sprained my Jemadar, a dozen sleeps and she can 
travel" then he rose and left us as her eyes studied the 
throne she sat upon. 

"Do you believe the Kalkars go to the Earth on a 
peaceful mission?" 

"The grandson of Or-tis would not lie to me, he goes 
to make contact with the Earth people and to spread 
good will, do you doubt his word?" 

"I hope that is true" but I saw doubt appear fleet-
ingly in her eyes. 
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"Tell me Jemadar Griffin, how is it that your throne 
is identical to the one in Ikar?" She looked at me ques-
tioningly. 

"The same? Tell me Tee-nah, how far away and in 
what direction lies Ikar?" 

"Why, by Va-gas travel, perhaps a dozen sleeps, and 
it lies almost directly north of the gate we entered" and 
I was shocked. 

"What is it, have I said something wrong." She 
grasped my hand, "what is it." 

"Tell me about Ikar." 
"Why it is as I said, it was once a beautiful city, simi-

lar in many ways to your own, though I know not 
why, once it had waterfalls and gardens and terraced 
buildings, but U-gas, Lyseans I'm told, brought cannon 
and bombs and destroyed much of it, but the Kalkars 
survived, the could not or would not rebuilt, saying it 
was a reminder of our enemies" 

"And did they tell you the story of the crater in the 
centre of the city." 

"Crater, how do you know of it, I have not said…." 
"Because Tee-nah, your city of Ikar was never built 

by the Kalkars, it was a U-ga city called Laythe. The 
Laytheans had no guns, no cannon, it was the Kalkars 
who destroyed the city, they attacked it when its Je-
madav refused to surrender and marry Or-tis, that was 
the condition of the surrender. Or-tis destroyed Laythe 
with his own cannon, most of its inhabitants died by 
jumping to their deaths into the crater rather than die 
at the hands of the Kalkars invaders." 

"Lies!, you lie!." and her face was suffused with anger. 
"Then how is it that the two thrones are the same, they are 

the same because Laythe and Lyse were once sister cities un-
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til cut off a thousand kelds ago by the Kalkars, and you 
know from your teachings that no U-ga has entered Ikar, yet 
I know of the crater because my grandfather, Karan of Lay-
the, escaped from the destruction there with his wife many 
kelds ago" and I stood back ashamed at my outburst, my 
shoulders drooping, I had said too much. 

In a whisper she said "surely it cannot be" and her 
eyes searched mine for a hint of a lie, but there was 
none and as her eyes dropped I saw tears swelling in 
them and I knelt before her. 

"Forgive me." 
"Forgive you." She held my chin up "do you know 

who I am? I am Tee-nah, daughter of the Jemadar of 
Ikar, grandaughter of Or-tis." She wept before me as I 
placed an arm about her shoulders and I knew not 
what to think but that my ancestor Karan must surely 
be cursing me now. 

And so I carried her sleeping exhausted form to my 
quarters and placed her upon my bed, there I left her 
while I stood on my balcony, the same balcony that my 
father and his father had stood upon cursing the Kal-
kars, and from here had gone to war against them. 

How long was I there I do not know until a hand star-
tled me, I turned to see her before me, her emerald eyes 
reddened from tears. "How you must hate me, I will go 
as soon as I can, perhaps you could loan me a Va-gas…" 

Then I held her and my doubts vanished "I don't 
want you to go." 

"Don't want…" and then I kissed her. 
"This can never be, we are enemies…." 
"No longer." She kissed me as we embraced. 
"But we must do something about your clothes" and 

for the first time she laughed. 
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We were married one keld later and it was not diffi-
cult to convince Tee-nah not to return to Ikar, for if she 
did I said I would go with her, "but they would kill 
you" and I knew she was right "then I will never return 
for Lyse is now my home forever." 

"Yes, my Princess." 
And thereafter our son was born, "how shall we name 

him Griffin, perhaps after your father? Your grandfather?", 
then she smiled "perhaps after my father or grandfather?" 

I could but grin, "I'm sure your ancestors have many 
fine qualities, but maybe we might be going to far to 
name our son Or-tis." Wait here a moment" and I went 
to retrieve my grandfather's diary and returned with it 
to my lovely wife upon our balcony, "I saw a name my 
grandfather mentioned, he had heard the name from Ju-
lan the Earthman" and I flicked through the pages, "here 
it is, 'one of Americas leading literary gentlemen whose 
words are followed by most of the known world'." 

"What does that mean?, who is he?" 
"I'm not sure, but obviously a man well respected, 

perhaps an advisor to kings and Emperors," and at this 
she smiled. 

"Yes I'm sure I will like it!" She looked at me ques-
tioningly. "What is it?" 

I pointed to the name on the page written in the 
words of my grandfather. 

She picked up the diary and smiled "Edgar Rice 
Burroughs!" 

The end 
8,615 
 


