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				I

				On the Riv­er Iss

			
			In the shad­ows of the for­est that flanks the crim­son plain by the side of the Lost Sea of Ko­rus in the Val­ley Dor, be­neath the hurtling moons of Mars, speed­ing their me­te­oric way close above the bo­som of the dy­ing plan­et, I crept stealth­ily along the trail of a shad­owy form that hugged the dark­er places with a per­sis­ten­cy that pro­claimed the sin­is­ter na­ture of its er­rand.

			For six long Mar­tian months I had haunt­ed the vicin­i­ty of the hate­ful Tem­ple of the Sun, with­in whose slow-re­volv­ing shaft, far be­neath the sur­face of Mars, my princess lay en­tombed—but whether alive or dead I knew not. Had Phaidor’s slim blade found that beloved heart? Time on­ly would re­veal the truth.

			Six hun­dred and eighty-sev­en Mar­tian days must come and go be­fore the cell’s door would again come op­po­site the tun­nel’s end where last I had seen my ev­er-beau­ti­ful De­jah Tho­ris.

			Half of them had passed, or would on the mor­row, yet vivid in my mem­o­ry, oblit­er­at­ing ev­ery event that had come be­fore or af­ter, there re­mained the last scene be­fore the gust of smoke blind­ed my eyes and the nar­row slit that had giv­en me sight of the in­te­ri­or of her cell closed be­tween me and the Princess of He­li­um for a long Mar­tian year.

			As if it were yes­ter­day, I still saw the beau­ti­ful face of Phaidor, daugh­ter of Matai Shang, dis­tort­ed with jeal­ous rage and ha­tred as she sprang for­ward with raised dag­ger up­on the wom­an I loved.

			I saw the red girl, Thu­via of Ptarth, leap for­ward to pre­vent the hideous deed.

			The smoke from the burn­ing tem­ple had come then to blot out the tragedy, but in my ears rang the sin­gle shriek as the knife fell. Then si­lence, and when the smoke had cleared, the re­volv­ing tem­ple had shut off all sight or sound from the cham­ber in which the three beau­ti­ful wom­en were im­pris­oned.

			Much there had been to oc­cu­py my at­ten­tion since that ter­ri­ble mo­ment; but nev­er for an in­stant had the mem­o­ry of the thing fad­ed, and all the time that I could spare from the nu­mer­ous du­ties that had de­volved up­on me in the re­con­struc­tion of the gov­ern­ment of the First Born since our vic­to­ri­ous fleet and land forces had over­whelmed them, had been spent close to the grim shaft that held the moth­er of my boy, Cartho­ris of He­li­um.

			The race of blacks that for ages had wor­shiped Is­sus, the false de­ity of Mars, had been left in a state of chaos by my re­veal­ment of her as naught more than a wicked old wom­an. In their rage they had torn her to pieces.

			From the high pin­na­cle of their ego­tism the First Born had been plunged to the depths of hu­mil­i­a­tion. Their de­ity was gone, and with her the whole false fab­ric of their re­li­gion. Their vaunt­ed navy had fall­en in de­feat be­fore the su­pe­ri­or ships and fight­ing men of the red men of He­li­um.

			Fierce green war­riors from the ocher sea bot­toms of out­er Mars had rid­den their wild thoats across the sa­cred gar­dens of the Tem­ple of Is­sus, and Tars Tarkas, Jed­dak of Thark, fiercest of them all, had sat up­on the throne of Is­sus and ruled the First Born while the al­lies were de­cid­ing the con­quered na­tion’s fate.

			Al­most unan­i­mous was the re­quest that I as­cend the an­cient throne of the black men, even the First Born them­selves con­cur­ring in it; but I would have none of it. My heart could nev­er be with the race that had heaped in­dig­ni­ties up­on my princess and my son.

			At my sug­ges­tion Xo­dar be­came Jed­dak of the First Born. He had been a da­tor, or prince, un­til Is­sus had de­grad­ed him, so that his fit­ness for the high of­fice be­stowed was un­ques­tioned.

			The peace of the Val­ley Dor thus as­sured, the green war­riors dis­persed to their des­o­late sea bot­toms, while we of He­li­um re­turned to our own coun­try. Here again was a throne of­fered me, since no word had been re­ceived from the miss­ing Jed­dak of He­li­um, Tar­dos Mors, grand­fa­ther of De­jah Tho­ris, or his son, Mors Ka­jak, Jed of He­li­um, her fa­ther.

			Over a year had elapsed since they had set out to ex­plore the north­ern hemi­sphere in search of Cartho­ris, and at last their dis­heart­ened peo­ple had ac­cept­ed as truth the vague ru­mors of their death that had fil­tered in from the frozen re­gion of the pole.

			Once again I re­fused a throne, for I would not be­lieve that the mighty Tar­dos Mors, or his no less re­doubtable son, was dead.

			“Let one of their own blood rule you un­til they re­turn,” I said to the as­sem­bled no­bles of He­li­um, as I ad­dressed them from the Pedestal of Truth be­side the Throne of Right­eous­ness in the Tem­ple of Re­ward, from the very spot where I had stood a year be­fore when Zat Ar­ras pro­nounced the sen­tence of death up­on me.

			As I spoke I stepped for­ward and laid my hand up­on the shoul­der of Cartho­ris where he stood in the front rank of the cir­cle of no­bles about me.

			As one, the no­bles and the peo­ple lift­ed their voic­es in a long cheer of ap­pro­ba­tion. Ten thou­sand swords sprang on high from as many scab­bards, and the glo­ri­ous fight­ing men of an­cient He­li­um hailed Cartho­ris Jed­dak of He­li­um.

			His ten­ure of of­fice was to be for life or un­til his great-grand­fa­ther, or grand­fa­ther, should re­turn. Hav­ing thus sat­is­fac­to­ri­ly ar­ranged this im­por­tant du­ty for He­li­um, I start­ed the fol­low­ing day for the Val­ley Dor that I might re­main close to the Tem­ple of the Sun un­til the fate­ful day that should see the open­ing of the prison cell where my lost love lay buried.

			Hor Vas­tus and Kan­tos Kan, with my oth­er no­ble lieu­tenants, I left with Cartho­ris at He­li­um, that he might have the ben­e­fit of their wis­dom, brav­ery, and loy­al­ty in the per­for­mance of the ar­du­ous du­ties which had de­volved up­on him. On­ly Woola, my Mar­tian hound, ac­com­pa­nied me.

			At my heels tonight the faith­ful beast moved soft­ly in my tracks. As large as a Shet­land pony, with hideous head and fright­ful fangs, he was in­deed an awe­some spec­ta­cle, as he crept af­ter me on his ten short, mus­cu­lar legs; but to me he was the em­bod­i­ment of love and loy­al­ty.

			The fig­ure ahead was that of the black da­tor of the First Born, Thurid, whose undy­ing en­mi­ty I had earned that time I laid him low with my bare hands in the court­yard of the Tem­ple of Is­sus, and bound him with his own har­ness be­fore the no­ble men and wom­en who had but a mo­ment be­fore been ex­tolling his prow­ess.

			Like many of his fel­lows, he had ap­par­ent­ly ac­cept­ed the new or­der of things with good grace, and had sworn feal­ty to Xo­dar, his new ruler; but I knew that he hat­ed me, and I was sure that in his heart he en­vied and hat­ed Xo­dar, so I had kept a watch up­on his com­ings and go­ings, to the end that of late I had be­come con­vinced that he was oc­cu­pied with some man­ner of in­trigue.

			Sev­er­al times I had ob­served him leav­ing the walled city of the First Born af­ter dark, tak­ing his way out in­to the cru­el and hor­ri­ble Val­ley Dor, where no hon­est busi­ness could lead any man.

			Tonight he moved quick­ly along the edge of the for­est un­til well be­yond sight or sound of the city, then he turned across the crim­son sward to­ward the shore of the Lost Sea of Ko­rus.

			The rays of the near­er moon, swing­ing low across the val­ley, touched his jew­el-in­crust­ed har­ness with a thou­sand chang­ing lights and glanced from the glossy ebony of his smooth hide. Twice he turned his head back to­ward the for­est, af­ter the man­ner of one who is up­on an evil er­rand, though he must have felt quite safe from pur­suit.

			I did not dare fol­low him there be­neath the moon­light, since it best suit­ed my plans not to in­ter­rupt his—I wished him to reach his des­ti­na­tion un­sus­pect­ing, that I might learn just where that des­ti­na­tion lay and the busi­ness that await­ed the night prowler there.

			So it was that I re­mained hid­den un­til af­ter Thurid had dis­ap­peared over the edge of the steep bank be­side the sea a quar­ter of a mile away. Then, with Woola fol­low­ing, I has­tened across the open af­ter the black da­tor.

			The qui­et of the tomb lay up­on the mys­te­ri­ous val­ley of death, crouch­ing deep in its warm nest with­in the sunken area at the south pole of the dy­ing plan­et. In the far dis­tance the Gold­en Cliffs raised their mighty bar­ri­er faces far in­to the star­lit heav­ens, the pre­cious met­als and scin­til­lat­ing jew­els that com­posed them sparkling in the bril­liant light of Mars’s two gor­geous moons.

			At my back was the for­est, pruned and trimmed like the sward to park­like sym­me­try by the brows­ing of the ghoul­ish plant men.

			Be­fore me lay the Lost Sea of Ko­rus, while far­ther on I caught the shim­mer­ing rib­bon of Iss, the Riv­er of Mys­tery, where it wound out from be­neath the Gold­en Cliffs to emp­ty in­to Ko­rus, to which for count­less ages had been borne the de­lud­ed and un­hap­py Mar­tians of the out­er world up­on the vol­un­tary pil­grim­age to this false heav­en.

			The plant men, with their blood­suck­ing hands, and the mon­strous white apes that make Dor hideous by day, were hid­den in their lairs for the night.

			There was no longer a Holy Th­ern up­on the bal­cony in the Gold­en Cliffs above the Iss to sum­mon them with weird cry to the vic­tims float­ing down to their maws up­on the cold, broad bo­som of an­cient Iss.

			The navies of He­li­um and the First Born had cleared the fortress­es and the tem­ples of the th­erns when they had re­fused to sur­ren­der and ac­cept the new or­der of things that had swept their false re­li­gion from long-suf­fer­ing Mars.

			In a few iso­lat­ed coun­tries they still re­tained their age-old pow­er; but Matai Shang, their hekkador, Fa­ther of Th­erns, had been driv­en from his tem­ple. Stren­u­ous had been our en­deav­ors to cap­ture him; but with a few of the faith­ful he had es­caped, and was in hid­ing—where we knew not.

			As I came cau­tious­ly to the edge of the low cliff over­look­ing the Lost Sea of Ko­rus I saw Thurid push­ing out up­on the bo­som of the shim­mer­ing wa­ter in a small skiff—one of those strange­ly wrought craft of un­think­able age which the Holy Th­erns, with their or­ga­ni­za­tion of priests and less­er th­erns, were wont to dis­trib­ute along the banks of the Iss, that the long jour­ney of their vic­tims might be fa­cil­i­tat­ed.

			Drawn up on the beach be­low me were a score of sim­i­lar boats, each with its long pole, at one end of which was a pike, at the oth­er a pad­dle. Thurid was hug­ging the shore, and as he passed out of sight round a near­by promon­to­ry I shoved one of the boats in­to the wa­ter and, call­ing Woola in­to it, pushed out from shore.

			The pur­suit of Thurid car­ried me along the edge of the sea to­ward the mouth of the Iss. The far­ther moon lay close to the hori­zon, cast­ing a dense shad­ow be­neath the cliffs that fringed the wa­ter. Thuria, the near­er moon, had set, nor would it rise again for near four hours, so that I was en­sured con­ceal­ing dark­ness for that length of time at least.

			On and on went the black war­rior. Now he was op­po­site the mouth of the Iss. With­out an in­stant’s hes­i­ta­tion he turned up the grim riv­er, pad­dling hard against the strong cur­rent.

			Af­ter him came Woola and I, clos­er now, for the man was too in­tent up­on forc­ing his craft up the riv­er to have any eyes for what might be tran­spir­ing be­hind him. He hugged the shore where the cur­rent was less strong.

			Present­ly he came to the dark cav­ernous por­tal in the face of the Gold­en Cliffs, through which the riv­er poured. On in­to the Sty­gian dark­ness be­yond he urged his craft.

			It seemed hope­less to at­tempt to fol­low him here where I could not see my hand be­fore my face, and I was al­most on the point of giv­ing up the pur­suit and drift­ing back to the mouth of the riv­er, there to await his re­turn, when a sud­den bend showed a faint lu­mi­nos­i­ty ahead.

			My quar­ry was plain­ly vis­i­ble again, and in the in­creas­ing light from the phos­pho­res­cent rock that lay em­bed­ded in great patch­es in the rough­ly arched roof of the cav­ern I had no dif­fi­cul­ty in fol­low­ing him.

			It was my first trip up­on the bo­som of Iss, and the things I saw there will live for­ev­er in my mem­o­ry.

			Ter­ri­ble as they were, they could not have com­menced to ap­prox­i­mate the hor­ri­ble con­di­tions which must have ob­tained be­fore Tars Tarkas, the great green war­rior, Xo­dar, the black da­tor, and I brought the light of truth to the out­er world and stopped the mad rush of mil­lions up­on the vol­un­tary pil­grim­age to what they be­lieved would end in a beau­ti­ful val­ley of peace and hap­pi­ness and love.

			Even now the low is­lands which dot­ted the broad stream were choked with the skele­tons and half de­voured car­cass­es of those who, through fear or a sud­den awak­en­ing to the truth, had halt­ed al­most at the com­ple­tion of their jour­ney.

			In the aw­ful stench of these fright­ful char­nel isles hag­gard ma­ni­acs screamed and gib­bered and fought among the torn rem­nants of their gris­ly feasts; while on those which con­tained but clean-picked bones they bat­tled with one an­oth­er, the weak­er fur­nish­ing sus­te­nance for the stronger; or with claw­like hands clutched at the bloat­ed bod­ies that drift­ed down with the cur­rent.

			Thurid paid not the slight­est at­ten­tion to the scream­ing things that ei­ther men­aced or plead­ed with him as the mood di­rect­ed them—ev­i­dent­ly he was fa­mil­iar with the hor­rid sights that sur­round­ed him. He con­tin­ued up the riv­er for per­haps a mile; and then, cross­ing over to the left bank, drew his craft up on a low ledge that lay al­most on a lev­el with the wa­ter.

			I dared not fol­low across the stream, for he most sure­ly would have seen me. In­stead I stopped close to the op­po­site wall be­neath an over­hang­ing mass of rock that cast a dense shad­ow be­neath it. Here I could watch Thurid with­out dan­ger of dis­cov­ery.

			The black was stand­ing up­on the ledge be­side his boat, look­ing up the riv­er, as though he were await­ing one whom he ex­pect­ed from that di­rec­tion.

			As I lay there be­neath the dark rocks I no­ticed that a strong cur­rent seemed to flow di­rect­ly to­ward the cen­ter of the riv­er, so that it was dif­fi­cult to hold my craft in its po­si­tion. I edged far­ther in­to the shad­ow that I might find a hold up­on the bank; but, though I pro­ceed­ed sev­er­al yards, I touched noth­ing; and then, find­ing that I would soon reach a point from where I could no longer see the black man, I was com­pelled to re­main where I was, hold­ing my po­si­tion as best I could by pad­dling strong­ly against the cur­rent which flowed from be­neath the rocky mass be­hind me.

			I could not imag­ine what might cause this strong lat­er­al flow, for the main chan­nel of the riv­er was plain­ly vis­i­ble to me from where I sat, and I could see the rip­pling junc­tion of it and the mys­te­ri­ous cur­rent which had aroused my cu­rios­i­ty.

			While I was still spec­u­lat­ing up­on the phe­nom­e­non, my at­ten­tion was sud­den­ly riv­et­ed up­on Thurid, who had raised both palms for­ward above his head in the uni­ver­sal salute of Mar­tians, and a mo­ment lat­er his “Kaor!” the Bar­soo­mi­an word of greet­ing, came in low but dis­tinct tones.

			I turned my eyes up the riv­er in the di­rec­tion that his were bent, and present­ly there came with­in my lim­it­ed range of vi­sion a long boat, in which were six men. Five were at the pad­dles, while the sixth sat in the seat of hon­or.

			The white skins, the flow­ing yel­low wigs which cov­ered their bald pates, and the gor­geous di­adems set in cir­clets of gold about their heads marked them as Holy Th­erns.

			As they drew up be­side the ledge up­on which Thurid await­ed them, he in the bow of the boat arose to step ashore, and then I saw that it was none oth­er than Matai Shang, Fa­ther of Th­erns.

			The ev­i­dent cor­dial­i­ty with which the two men ex­changed greet­ings filled me with won­der, for the black and white men of Bar­soom were hered­i­tary en­e­mies—nor ev­er be­fore had I known of two meet­ing oth­er than in bat­tle.

			Ev­i­dent­ly the re­vers­es that had re­cent­ly over­tak­en both peo­ples had re­sult­ed in an al­liance be­tween these two in­di­vid­u­als—at least against the com­mon en­e­my—and now I saw why Thurid had come so of­ten out in­to the Val­ley Dor by night, and that the na­ture of his con­spir­ing might be such as to strike very close to me or to my friends.

			I wished that I might have found a point clos­er to the two men from which to have heard their con­ver­sa­tion; but it was out of the ques­tion now to at­tempt to cross the riv­er, and so I lay qui­et­ly watch­ing them, who would have giv­en so much to have known how close I lay to them, and how eas­i­ly they might have over­come and killed me with their su­pe­ri­or force.

			Sev­er­al times Thurid point­ed across the riv­er in my di­rec­tion, but that his ges­tures had any ref­er­ence to me I did not for a mo­ment be­lieve. Present­ly he and Matai Shang en­tered the lat­ter’s boat, which turned out in­to the riv­er and, swing­ing round, forged steadi­ly across in my di­rec­tion.

			As they ad­vanced I moved my boat far­ther and far­ther in be­neath the over­hang­ing wall, but at last it be­came ev­i­dent that their craft was hold­ing the same course. The five pad­dlers sent the larg­er boat ahead at a speed that taxed my en­er­gies to equal.

			Ev­ery in­stant I ex­pect­ed to feel my prow crash against sol­id rock. The light from the riv­er was no longer vis­i­ble, but ahead I saw the faint tinge of a dis­tant ra­di­ance, and still the wa­ter be­fore me was open.

			At last the truth dawned up­on me—I was fol­low­ing a sub­ter­ranean riv­er which emp­tied in­to the Iss at the very point where I had hid­den.

			The row­ers were now quite close to me. The noise of their own pad­dles drowned the sound of mine, but in an­oth­er in­stant the grow­ing light ahead would re­veal me to them.

			There was no time to be lost. What­ev­er ac­tion I was to take must be tak­en at once. Swing­ing the prow of my boat to­ward the right, I sought the riv­er’s rocky side, and there I lay while Matai Shang and Thurid ap­proached up the cen­ter of the stream, which was much nar­row­er than the Iss.

			As they came near­er I heard the voic­es of Thurid and the Fa­ther of Th­erns raised in ar­gu­ment.

			“I tell you, Th­ern,” the black da­tor was say­ing, “that I wish on­ly vengeance up­on John Carter, Prince of He­li­um. I am lead­ing you in­to no trap. What could I gain by be­tray­ing you to those who have ru­ined my na­tion and my house?”

			“Let us stop here a mo­ment that I may hear your plans,” replied the hekkador, “and then we may pro­ceed with a bet­ter un­der­stand­ing of our du­ties and obli­ga­tions.”

			To the row­ers he is­sued the com­mand that brought their boat in to­ward the bank not a dozen paces be­yond the spot where I lay.

			Had they pulled in be­low me they must sure­ly have seen me against the faint glow of light ahead, but from where they fi­nal­ly came to rest I was as se­cure from de­tec­tion as though miles sep­a­rat­ed us.

			The few words I had al­ready over­heard whet­ted my cu­rios­i­ty, and I was anx­ious to learn what man­ner of vengeance Thurid was plan­ning against me. Nor had I long to wait. I lis­tened in­tent­ly.

			“There are no obli­ga­tions, Fa­ther of Th­erns,” con­tin­ued the First Born. “Thurid, Da­tor of Is­sus, has no price. When the thing has been ac­com­plished I shall be glad if you will see to it that I am well re­ceived, as is be­fit­ting my an­cient lin­eage and no­ble rank, at some court that is yet loy­al to thy an­cient faith, for I can­not re­turn to the Val­ley Dor or else­where with­in the pow­er of the Prince of He­li­um; but even that I do not de­mand—it shall be as your own de­sire in the mat­ter di­rects.”

			“It shall be as you wish, Da­tor,” replied Matai Shang; “nor is that all—pow­er and rich­es shall be yours if you re­store my daugh­ter, Phaidor, to me, and place with­in my pow­er De­jah Tho­ris, Princess of He­li­um.

			“Ah,” he con­tin­ued with a ma­li­cious snarl, “but the Earth man shall suf­fer for the in­dig­ni­ties he has put up­on the holy of holies, nor shall any vile­ness be too vile to in­flict up­on his princess. Would that it were in my pow­er to force him to wit­ness the hu­mil­i­a­tion and degra­da­tion of the red wom­an.”

			“You shall have your way with her be­fore an­oth­er day has passed, Matai Shang,” said Thurid, “if you but say the word.”

			“I have heard of the Tem­ple of the Sun, Da­tor,” replied Matai Shang, “but nev­er have I heard that its pris­on­ers could be re­leased be­fore the al­lot­ted year of their in­car­cer­a­tion had elapsed. How, then, may you ac­com­plish the im­pos­si­ble?”

			“Ac­cess may be had to any cell of the tem­ple at any time,” replied Thurid. “On­ly Is­sus knew this; nor was it ev­er Is­sus’ way to di­vulge more of her se­crets than were nec­es­sary. By chance, af­ter her death, I came up­on an an­cient plan of the tem­ple, and there I found, plain­ly writ, the most minute di­rec­tions for reach­ing the cells at any time.

			“And more I learned—that many men had gone thith­er for Is­sus in the past, al­ways on er­rands of death and tor­ture to the pris­on­ers; but those who thus learned the se­cret way were wont to die mys­te­ri­ous­ly im­me­di­ate­ly they had re­turned and made their re­ports to cru­el Is­sus.”

			“Let us pro­ceed, then,” said Matai Shang at last. “I must trust you, yet at the same time you must trust me, for we are six to your one.”

			“I do not fear,” replied Thurid, “nor need you. Our ha­tred of the com­mon en­e­my is suf­fi­cient bond to in­sure our loy­al­ty to each oth­er, and af­ter we have de­filed the Princess of He­li­um there will be still greater rea­son for the main­te­nance of our al­le­giance—un­less I great­ly mis­take the tem­per of her lord.”

			Matai Shang spoke to the pad­dlers. The boat moved on up the trib­u­tary.

			It was with dif­fi­cul­ty that I re­strained my­self from rush­ing up­on them and slay­ing the two vile plot­ters; but quick­ly I saw the mad rash­ness of such an act, which would cut down the on­ly man who could lead the way to De­jah Tho­ris’ prison be­fore the long Mar­tian year had swung its in­ter­minable cir­cle.

			If he should lead Matai Shang to that hal­lowed spot, then, too, should he lead John Carter, Prince of He­li­um.

			With silent pad­dle I swung slow­ly in­to the wake of the larg­er craft.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Un­der the Moun­tains

			
			As we ad­vanced up the riv­er which winds be­neath the Gold­en Cliffs out of the bow­els of the Moun­tains of Otz to min­gle its dark wa­ters with the grim and mys­te­ri­ous Iss the faint glow which had ap­peared be­fore us grew grad­u­al­ly in­to an all-en­velop­ing ra­di­ance.

			The riv­er widened un­til it pre­sent­ed the as­pect of a large lake whose vault­ed dome, light­ed by glow­ing phos­pho­res­cent rock, was splashed with the vivid rays of the di­a­mond, the sap­phire, the ru­by, and the count­less, name­less jew­els of Bar­soom which lay in­crust­ed in the vir­gin gold which forms the ma­jor por­tion of these mag­nif­i­cent cliffs.

			Be­yond the light­ed cham­ber of the lake was dark­ness—what lay be­hind the dark­ness I could not even guess.

			To have fol­lowed the th­ern boat across the gleam­ing wa­ter would have been to in­vite in­stant de­tec­tion, and so, though I was loath to per­mit Thurid to pass even for an in­stant be­yond my sight, I was forced to wait in the shad­ows un­til the oth­er boat had passed from my sight at the far ex­trem­i­ty of the lake.

			Then I pad­dled out up­on the bril­liant sur­face in the di­rec­tion they had tak­en.

			When, af­ter what seemed an eter­ni­ty, I reached the shad­ows at the up­per end of the lake I found that the riv­er is­sued from a low aper­ture, to pass be­neath which it was nec­es­sary that I com­pel Woola to lie flat in the boat, and I, my­self, must need bend dou­ble be­fore the low roof cleared my head.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly the roof rose again up­on the oth­er side, but no longer was the way bril­liant­ly light­ed. In­stead on­ly a fee­ble glow em­anat­ed from small and scat­tered patch­es of phos­pho­res­cent rock in wall and roof.

			Di­rect­ly be­fore me the riv­er ran in­to this small­er cham­ber through three sep­a­rate arched open­ings.

			Thurid and the th­erns were nowhere to be seen—in­to which of the dark holes had they dis­ap­peared? There was no means by which I might know, and so I chose the cen­ter open­ing as be­ing as like­ly to lead me in the right di­rec­tion as an­oth­er.

			Here the way was through ut­ter dark­ness. The stream was nar­row—so nar­row that in the black­ness I was con­stant­ly bump­ing first one rock wall and then an­oth­er as the riv­er wound hith­er and thith­er along its flinty bed.

			Far ahead I present­ly heard a deep and sullen roar which in­creased in vol­ume as I ad­vanced, and then broke up­on my ears with all the in­ten­si­ty of its mad fury as I swung round a sharp curve in­to a dim­ly light­ed stretch of wa­ter.

			Di­rect­ly be­fore me the riv­er thun­dered down from above in a mighty wa­ter­fall that filled the nar­row gorge from side to side, ris­ing far above me sev­er­al hun­dred feet—as mag­nif­i­cent a spec­ta­cle as I ev­er had seen.

			But the roar—the aw­ful, deaf­en­ing roar of those tum­bling wa­ters penned in the rocky, sub­ter­ranean vault! Had the fall not en­tire­ly blocked my fur­ther pas­sage and shown me that I had fol­lowed the wrong course I be­lieve that I should have fled any­way be­fore the mad­den­ing tu­mult.

			Thurid and the th­erns could not have come this way. By stum­bling up­on the wrong course I had lost the trail, and they had gained so much ahead of me that now I might not be able to find them be­fore it was too late, if, in fact, I could find them at all.

			It had tak­en sev­er­al hours to force my way up to the falls against the strong cur­rent, and oth­er hours would be re­quired for the de­scent, al­though the pace would be much swifter.

			With a sigh I turned the prow of my craft down stream, and with mighty strokes has­tened with reck­less speed through the dark and tor­tu­ous chan­nel un­til once again I came to the cham­ber in­to which flowed the three branch­es of the riv­er.

			Two un­ex­plored chan­nels still re­mained from which to choose; nor was there any means by which I could judge which was the more like­ly to lead me to the plot­ters.

			Nev­er in my life, that I can re­call, have I suf­fered such an agony of in­de­ci­sion. So much de­pend­ed up­on a cor­rect choice; so much de­pend­ed up­on haste.

			The hours that I had al­ready lost might seal the fate of the in­com­pa­ra­ble De­jah Tho­ris were she not al­ready dead—to sac­ri­fice oth­er hours, and maybe days in a fruit­less ex­plo­ration of an­oth­er blind lead would un­ques­tion­ably prove fa­tal.

			Sev­er­al times I es­sayed the right-hand en­trance on­ly to turn back as though warned by some strange in­tu­itive sense that this was not the way. At last, con­vinced by the oft-re­cur­ring phe­nom­e­non, I cast my all up­on the left-hand arch­way; yet it was with a lin­ger­ing doubt that I turned a part­ing look at the sullen wa­ters which rolled, dark and for­bid­ding, from be­neath the grim, low arch­way on the right.

			And as I looked there came bob­bing out up­on the cur­rent from the Sty­gian dark­ness of the in­te­ri­or the shell of one of the great, suc­cu­lent fruits of the so­ra­pus tree.

			I could scarce re­strain a shout of ela­tion as this silent, in­sen­sate mes­sen­ger float­ed past me, on to­ward the Iss and Ko­rus, for it told me that jour­ney­ing Mar­tians were above me on that very stream.

			They had eat­en of this mar­velous fruit which na­ture con­cen­trates with­in the hard shell of the so­ra­pus nut, and hav­ing eat­en had cast the husk over­board. It could have come from no oth­ers than the par­ty I sought.

			Quick­ly I aban­doned all thought of the left-hand pas­sage, and a mo­ment lat­er had turned in­to the right. The stream soon widened, and re­cur­ring ar­eas of phos­pho­res­cent rock light­ed my way.

			I made good time, but was con­vinced that I was near­ly a day be­hind those I was track­ing. Nei­ther Woola nor I had eat­en since the pre­vi­ous day, but in so far as he was con­cerned it mat­tered but lit­tle, since prac­ti­cal­ly all the an­i­mals of the dead sea bot­toms of Mars are able to go for in­cred­i­ble pe­ri­ods with­out nour­ish­ment.

			Nor did I suf­fer. The wa­ter of the riv­er was sweet and cold, for it was un­pol­lut­ed by de­cay­ing bod­ies—like the Iss—and as for food, why the mere thought that I was near­ing my beloved princess raised me above ev­ery ma­te­ri­al want.

			As I pro­ceed­ed, the riv­er be­came nar­row­er and the cur­rent swift and tur­bu­lent—so swift in fact that it was with dif­fi­cul­ty that I forced my craft up­ward at all. I could not have been mak­ing to ex­ceed a hun­dred yards an hour when, at a bend, I was con­front­ed by a se­ries of rapids through which the riv­er foamed and boiled at a ter­rif­ic rate.

			My heart sank with­in me. The so­ra­pus nut­shell had proved a false prophet, and, af­ter all, my in­tu­ition had been cor­rect—it was the left-hand chan­nel that I should have fol­lowed.

			Had I been a wom­an I should have wept. At my right was a great, slow-mov­ing ed­dy that cir­cled far be­neath the cliff’s over­hang­ing side, and to rest my tired mus­cles be­fore turn­ing back I let my boat drift in­to its em­brace.

			I was al­most pros­trat­ed by dis­ap­point­ment. It would mean an­oth­er half-day’s loss of time to re­trace my way and take the on­ly pas­sage that yet re­mained un­ex­plored. What hellish fate had led me to se­lect from three pos­si­ble av­enues the two that were wrong?

			As the lazy cur­rent of the ed­dy car­ried me slow­ly about the pe­riph­ery of the wa­tery cir­cle my boat twice touched the rocky side of the riv­er in the dark re­cess be­neath the cliff. A third time it struck, gen­tly as it had be­fore, but the con­tact re­sult­ed in a dif­fer­ent sound—the sound of wood scrap­ing up­on wood.

			In an in­stant I was on the alert, for there could be no wood with­in that buried riv­er that had not been man brought. Al­most co­in­ci­den­tal­ly with my first ap­pre­hen­sion of the noise, my hand shot out across the boat’s side, and a sec­ond lat­er I felt my fin­gers grip­ping the gun­wale of an­oth­er craft.

			As though turned to stone I sat in tense and rigid si­lence, strain­ing my eyes in­to the ut­ter dark­ness be­fore me in an ef­fort to dis­cov­er if the boat were oc­cu­pied.

			It was en­tire­ly pos­si­ble that there might be men on board it who were still ig­no­rant of my pres­ence, for the boat was scrap­ing gen­tly against the rocks up­on one side, so that the gen­tle touch of my boat up­on the oth­er eas­i­ly could have gone un­no­ticed.

			Peer as I would I could not pen­e­trate the dark­ness, and then I lis­tened in­tent­ly for the sound of breath­ing near me; but ex­cept for the noise of the rapids, the soft scrap­ing of the boats, and the lap­ping of the wa­ter at their sides I could dis­tin­guish no sound. As usu­al, I thought rapid­ly.

			A rope lay coiled in the bot­tom of my own craft. Very soft­ly I gath­ered it up, and mak­ing one end fast to the bronze ring in the prow I stepped gin­ger­ly in­to the boat be­side me. In one hand I grasped the rope, in the oth­er my keen long-sword.

			For a full minute, per­haps, I stood mo­tion­less af­ter en­ter­ing the strange craft. It had rocked a tri­fle be­neath my weight, but it had been the scrap­ing of its side against the side of my own boat that had seemed most like­ly to alarm its oc­cu­pants, if there were any.

			But there was no an­swer­ing sound, and a mo­ment lat­er I had felt from stem to stern and found the boat de­sert­ed.

			Grop­ing with my hands along the face of the rocks to which the craft was moored, I dis­cov­ered a nar­row ledge which I knew must be the av­enue tak­en by those who had come be­fore me. That they could be none oth­er than Thurid and his par­ty I was con­vinced by the size and build of the boat I had found.

			Call­ing to Woola to fol­low me I stepped out up­on the ledge. The great, sav­age brute, ag­ile as a cat, crept af­ter me.

			As he passed through the boat that had been oc­cu­pied by Thurid and the th­erns he emit­ted a sin­gle low growl, and when he came be­side me up­on the ledge and my hand rest­ed up­on his neck I felt his short mane bristling with anger. I think he sensed tele­path­i­cal­ly the re­cent pres­ence of an en­e­my, for I had made no ef­fort to im­part to him the na­ture of our quest or the sta­tus of those we tracked.

			This omis­sion I now made haste to cor­rect, and, af­ter the man­ner of green Mar­tians with their beasts, I let him know par­tial­ly by the weird and un­can­ny telepa­thy of Bar­soom and part­ly by word of mouth that we were up­on the trail of those who had re­cent­ly oc­cu­pied the boat through which we had just passed.

			A soft purr, like that of a great cat, in­di­cat­ed that Woola un­der­stood, and then, with a word to him to fol­low, I turned to the right along the ledge, but scarce­ly had I done so than I felt his mighty fangs tug­ging at my leath­ern har­ness.

			As I turned to dis­cov­er the cause of his act he con­tin­ued to pull me steadi­ly in the op­po­site di­rec­tion, nor would he de­sist un­til I had turned about and in­di­cat­ed that I would fol­low him vol­un­tar­i­ly.

			Nev­er had I known him to be in er­ror in a mat­ter of track­ing, so it was with a feel­ing of en­tire se­cu­ri­ty that I moved cau­tious­ly in the huge beast’s wake. Through Cim­me­ri­an dark­ness he moved along the nar­row ledge be­side the boil­ing rapids.

			As we ad­vanced, the way led from be­neath the over­hang­ing cliffs out in­to a dim light, and then it was that I saw that the trail had been cut from the liv­ing rock, and that it ran up along the riv­er’s side be­yond the rapids.

			For hours we fol­lowed the dark and gloomy riv­er far­ther and far­ther in­to the bow­els of Mars. From the di­rec­tion and dis­tance I knew that we must be well be­neath the Val­ley Dor, and pos­si­bly be­neath the Sea of Omean as well—it could not be much far­ther now to the Tem­ple of the Sun.

			Even as my mind framed the thought, Woola halt­ed sud­den­ly be­fore a nar­row, arched door­way in the cliff by the trail’s side. Quick­ly he crouched back away from the en­trance, at the same time turn­ing his eyes to­ward me.

			Words could not have more plain­ly told me that dan­ger of some sort lay near by, and so I pressed qui­et­ly for­ward to his side, and pass­ing him looked in­to the aper­ture at our right.

			Be­fore me was a fair-sized cham­ber that, from its ap­point­ments, I knew must have at one time been a guard­room. There were racks for weapons, and slight­ly raised plat­forms for the sleep­ing silks and furs of the war­riors, but now its on­ly oc­cu­pants were two of the th­erns who had been of the par­ty with Thurid and Matai Shang.

			The men were in earnest con­ver­sa­tion, and from their tones it was ap­par­ent that they were en­tire­ly un­aware that they had lis­ten­ers.

			“I tell you,” one of them was say­ing, “I do not trust the black one. There was no ne­ces­si­ty for leav­ing us here to guard the way. Against what, pray, should we guard this long-for­got­ten, abysmal path? It was but a ruse to di­vide our num­bers.

			“He will have Matai Shang leave oth­ers else­where on some pre­text or oth­er, and then at last he will fall up­on us with his con­fed­er­ates and slay us all.”

			“I be­lieve you, Lakor,” replied the oth­er, “there can nev­er be aught else than dead­ly ha­tred be­tween th­ern and First Born. And what think you of the ridicu­lous mat­ter of the light? ‘Let the light shine with the in­ten­si­ty of three ra­di­um units for fifty tals, and for one xat let it shine with the in­ten­si­ty of one ra­di­um unit, and then for twen­ty-five tals with nine units.’ Those were his very words, and to think that wise old Matai Shang should lis­ten to such fool­ish­ness.”

			“In­deed, it is sil­ly,” replied Lakor. “It will open noth­ing oth­er than the way to a quick death for us all. He had to make some an­swer when Matai Shang asked him flat­ly what he should do when he came to the Tem­ple of the Sun, and so he made his an­swer quick­ly from his imag­i­na­tion—I would wa­ger a hekkador’s di­a­dem that he could not now re­peat it him­self.”

			“Let us not re­main here longer, Lakor,” spoke the oth­er th­ern. “Per­chance if we has­ten af­ter them we may come in time to res­cue Matai Shang, and wreak our own vengeance up­on the black da­tor. What say you?”

			“Nev­er in a long life,” an­swered Lakor, “have I dis­obeyed a sin­gle com­mand of the Fa­ther of Th­erns. I shall stay here un­til I rot if he does not re­turn to bid me else­where.”

			Lakor’s com­pan­ion shook his head.

			“You are my su­pe­ri­or,” he said; “I can­not do oth­er than you sanc­tion, though I still be­lieve that we are fool­ish to re­main.”

			I, too, thought that they were fool­ish to re­main, for I saw from Woola’s ac­tions that the trail led through the room where the two th­erns held guard. I had no rea­son to har­bor any con­sid­er­able love for this race of self-de­i­fied demons, yet I would have passed them by were it pos­si­ble with­out mo­lest­ing them.

			It was worth try­ing any­way, for a fight might de­lay us con­sid­er­ably, or even put an end en­tire­ly to my search—bet­ter men than I have gone down be­fore fight­ers of mean­er abil­i­ty than that pos­sessed by the fierce th­ern war­riors.

			Sig­nal­ing Woola to heel I stepped sud­den­ly in­to the room be­fore the two men. At sight of me their long-swords flashed from the har­ness at their sides, but I raised my hand in a ges­ture of re­straint.

			“I seek Thurid, the black da­tor,” I said. “My quar­rel is with him, not with you. Let me pass then in peace, for if I mis­take not he is as much your en­e­my as mine, and you can have no cause to pro­tect him.”

			They low­ered their swords and Lakor spoke.

			“I know not whom you may be, with the white skin of a th­ern and the black hair of a red man; but were it on­ly Thurid whose safe­ty were at stake you might pass, and wel­come, in so far as we be con­cerned.

			“Tell us who you be, and what mis­sion calls you to this un­known world be­neath the Val­ley Dor, then maybe we can see our way to let you pass up­on the er­rand which we should like to un­der­take would our or­ders per­mit.”

			I was sur­prised that nei­ther of them had rec­og­nized me, for I thought that I was quite suf­fi­cient­ly well known ei­ther by per­son­al ex­pe­ri­ence or rep­u­ta­tion to ev­ery th­ern up­on Bar­soom as to make my iden­ti­ty im­me­di­ate­ly ap­par­ent in any part of the plan­et. In fact, I was the on­ly white man up­on Mars whose hair was black and whose eyes were gray, with the ex­cep­tion of my son, Cartho­ris.

			To re­veal my iden­ti­ty might be to pre­cip­i­tate an at­tack, for ev­ery th­ern up­on Bar­soom knew that to me they owed the fall of their age-old spir­i­tu­al suprema­cy. On the oth­er hand my rep­u­ta­tion as a fight­ing man might be suf­fi­cient to pass me by these two were their liv­ers not of the right com­plex­ion to wel­come a bat­tle to the death.

			To be quite can­did I did not at­tempt to de­lude my­self with any such sophistry, since I knew well that up­on war­like Mars there are few cow­ards, and that ev­ery man, whether prince, priest, or peas­ant, glo­ries in dead­ly strife. And so I gripped my long-sword the tighter as I replied to Lakor.

			“I be­lieve that you will see the wis­dom of per­mit­ting me to pass un­mo­lest­ed,” I said, “for it would avail you noth­ing to die use­less­ly in the rocky bow­els of Bar­soom mere­ly to pro­tect a hered­i­tary en­e­my, such as Thurid, Da­tor of the First Born.

			“That you shall die should you elect to op­pose me is ev­i­denced by the molder­ing corpses of all the many great Bar­soo­mi­an war­riors who have gone down be­neath this blade—I am John Carter, Prince of He­li­um.”

			For a mo­ment that name seemed to par­a­lyze the two men; but on­ly for a mo­ment, and then the younger of them, with a vile name up­on his lips, rushed to­ward me with ready sword.

			He had been stand­ing a lit­tle be­hind his com­pan­ion, Lakor, dur­ing our par­ley, and now, ere he could en­gage me, the old­er man grasped his har­ness and drew him back.

			“Hold!” com­mand­ed Lakor. “There will be plen­ty of time to fight if we find it wise to fight at all. There be good rea­sons why ev­ery th­ern up­on Bar­soom should yearn to spill the blood of the blas­phe­mer, the sac­ri­legist; but let us mix wis­dom with our right­eous hate. The Prince of He­li­um is bound up­on an er­rand which we our­selves, but a mo­ment since, were wish­ing that we might un­der­take.

			“Let him go then and slay the black. When he re­turns we shall still be here to bar his way to the out­er world, and thus we shall have rid our­selves of two en­e­mies, nor have in­curred the dis­plea­sure of the Fa­ther of Th­erns.”

			As he spoke I could not but note the crafty glint in his evil eyes, and while I saw the ap­par­ent log­ic of his rea­son­ing I felt, sub­con­scious­ly per­haps, that his words did but veil some sin­is­ter in­tent. The oth­er th­ern turned to­ward him in ev­i­dent sur­prise, but when Lakor had whis­pered a few brief words in­to his ear he, too, drew back and nod­ded ac­qui­es­cence to his su­pe­ri­or’s sug­ges­tion.

			“Pro­ceed, John Carter,” said Lakor; “but know that if Thurid does not lay you low there will be those await­ing your re­turn who will see that you nev­er pass again in­to the sun­light of the up­per world. Go!”

			Dur­ing our con­ver­sa­tion Woola had been growl­ing and bristling close to my side. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly he would look up in­to my face with a low, plead­ing whine, as though beg­ging for the word that would send him head­long at the bare throats be­fore him. He, too, sensed the vil­lainy be­hind the smooth words.

			Be­yond the th­erns sev­er­al door­ways opened off the guard­room, and to­ward the one up­on the ex­treme right Lakor mo­tioned.

			“That way leads to Thurid,” he said.

			But when I would have called Woola to fol­low me there the beast whined and held back, and at last ran quick­ly to the first open­ing at the left, where he stood emit­ting his cough­ing bark, as though urg­ing me to fol­low him up­on the right way.

			I turned a ques­tion­ing look up­on Lakor.

			“The brute is sel­dom wrong,” I said, “and while I do not doubt your su­pe­ri­or knowl­edge, Th­ern, I think that I shall do well to lis­ten to the voice of in­stinct that is backed by love and loy­al­ty.”

			As I spoke I smiled grim­ly that he might know with­out words that I dis­trust­ed him.

			“As you will,” the fel­low replied with a shrug. “In the end it shall be all the same.”

			I turned and fol­lowed Woola in­to the left-hand pas­sage, and though my back was to­ward my en­e­mies, my ears were on the alert; yet I heard no sound of pur­suit. The pas­sage­way was dim­ly light­ed by oc­ca­sion­al ra­di­um bulbs, the uni­ver­sal light­ing medi­um of Bar­soom.

			These same lamps may have been do­ing con­tin­u­ous du­ty in these sub­ter­ranean cham­bers for ages, since they re­quire no at­ten­tion and are so com­pound­ed that they give off but the mi­nut­est of their sub­stance in the gen­er­a­tion of years of lu­mi­nos­i­ty.

			We had pro­ceed­ed for but a short dis­tance when we com­menced to pass the mouths of di­verg­ing cor­ri­dors, but not once did Woola hes­i­tate. It was at the open­ing to one of these cor­ri­dors up­on my right that I present­ly heard a sound that spoke more plain­ly to John Carter, fight­ing man, than could the words of my moth­er tongue—it was the clank of met­al—the met­al of a war­rior’s har­ness—and it came from a lit­tle dis­tance up the cor­ri­dor up­on my right.

			Woola heard it, too, and like a flash he had wheeled and stood fac­ing the threat­ened dan­ger, his mane all abris­tle and all his rows of glis­ten­ing fangs bared by snarling, back­drawn lips. With a ges­ture I si­lenced him, and to­geth­er we drew aside in­to an­oth­er cor­ri­dor a few paces far­ther on.

			Here we wait­ed; nor did we have long to wait, for present­ly we saw the shad­ows of two men fall up­on the floor of the main cor­ri­dor athwart the door­way of our hid­ing place. Very cau­tious­ly they were mov­ing now—the ac­ci­den­tal clank that had alarmed me was not re­peat­ed.

			Present­ly they came op­po­site our sta­tion; nor was I sur­prised to see that the two were Lakor and his com­pan­ion of the guard­room.

			They walked very soft­ly, and in the right hand of each gleamed a keen long-sword. They halt­ed quite close to the en­trance of our re­treat, whis­per­ing to each oth­er.

			“Can it be that we have dis­tanced them al­ready?” said Lakor.

			“Ei­ther that or the beast has led the man up­on a wrong trail,” replied the oth­er, “for the way which we took is by far the short­er to this point—for him who knows it. John Carter would have found it a short road to death had he tak­en it as you sug­gest­ed to him.”

			“Yes,” said Lakor, “no amount of fight­ing abil­i­ty would have saved him from the piv­ot­ed flag­stone. He sure­ly would have stepped up­on it, and by now, if the pit be­neath it has a bot­tom, which Thurid de­nies, he should have been rapid­ly ap­proach­ing it. Curs­es on that calot of his that warned him to­ward the safer av­enue!”

			“There be oth­er dan­gers ahead of him, though,” spoke Lakor’s fel­low, “which he may not so eas­i­ly es­cape—should he suc­ceed in es­cap­ing our two good swords. Con­sid­er, for ex­am­ple, what chance he will have, com­ing un­ex­pect­ed­ly in­to the cham­ber of—”

			I would have giv­en much to have heard the bal­ance of that con­ver­sa­tion that I might have been warned of the per­ils that lay ahead, but fate in­ter­vened, and just at the very in­stant of all oth­er in­stants that I would not have elect­ed to do it, I sneezed.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Tem­ple of the Sun

			
			There was noth­ing for it now oth­er than to fight; nor did I have any ad­van­tage as I sprang, sword in hand, in­to the cor­ri­dor be­fore the two th­erns, for my un­time­ly sneeze had warned them of my pres­ence and they were ready for me.

			There were no words, for they would have been a waste of breath. The very pres­ence of the two pro­claimed their treach­ery. That they were fol­low­ing to fall up­on me un­awares was all too plain, and they, of course, must have known that I un­der­stood their plan.

			In an in­stant I was en­gaged with both, and though I loathe the very name of th­ern, I must in all fair­ness ad­mit that they are mighty swords­men; and these two were no ex­cep­tion, un­less it were that they were even more skilled and fear­less than the av­er­age among their race.

			While it last­ed it was in­deed as joy­ous a con­flict as I ev­er had ex­pe­ri­enced. Twice at least I saved my breast from the mor­tal thrust of pierc­ing steel on­ly by the won­drous agili­ty with which my earth­ly mus­cles en­dow me un­der the con­di­tions of less­er grav­i­ty and air pres­sure up­on Mars.

			Yet even so I came near to tast­ing death that day in the gloomy cor­ri­dor be­neath Mars’s south­ern pole, for Lakor played a trick up­on me that in all my ex­pe­ri­ence of fight­ing up­on two plan­ets I nev­er be­fore had wit­nessed the like of.

			The oth­er th­ern was en­gag­ing me at the time, and I was forc­ing him back—touch­ing him here and there with my point un­til he was bleed­ing from a dozen wounds, yet not be­ing able to pen­e­trate his mar­velous guard to reach a vul­ner­a­ble spot for the brief in­stant that would have been suf­fi­cient to send him to his an­ces­tors.

			It was then that Lakor quick­ly un­slung a belt from his har­ness, and as I stepped back to par­ry a wicked thrust he lashed one end of it about my left an­kle so that it wound there for an in­stant, while he jerked sud­den­ly up­on the oth­er end, throw­ing me heav­i­ly up­on my back.

			Then, like leap­ing pan­thers, they were up­on me; but they had reck­oned with­out Woola, and be­fore ev­er a blade touched me, a roar­ing em­bod­i­ment of a thou­sand demons hur­tled above my pros­trate form and my loy­al Mar­tian calot was up­on them.

			Imag­ine, if you can, a huge griz­zly with ten legs armed with mighty talons and an enor­mous frog­like mouth split­ting his head from ear to ear, ex­pos­ing three rows of long, white tusks. Then en­dow this crea­ture of your imag­i­na­tion with the agili­ty and fe­roc­i­ty of a half-starved Ben­gal tiger and the strength of a span of bulls, and you will have some faint con­cep­tion of Woola in ac­tion.

			Be­fore I could call him off he had crushed Lakor in­to a jel­ly with a sin­gle blow of one mighty paw, and had lit­er­al­ly torn the oth­er th­ern to rib­bons; yet when I spoke to him sharply he cowed sheep­ish­ly as though he had done a thing to de­serve cen­sure and chas­tise­ment.

			Nev­er had I had the heart to pun­ish Woola dur­ing the long years that had passed since that first day up­on Mars when the green jed of the Tharks had placed him on guard over me, and I had won his love and loy­al­ty from the cru­el and love­less mas­ters of his for­mer life, yet I be­lieve he would have sub­mit­ted to any cru­el­ty that I might have in­flict­ed up­on him, so won­drous was his af­fec­tion for me.

			The di­a­dem in the cen­ter of the cir­clet of gold up­on the brow of Lakor pro­claimed him a Holy Th­ern, while his com­pan­ion, not thus adorned, was a less­er th­ern, though from his har­ness I gleaned that he had reached the Ninth Cy­cle, which is but one be­low that of the Holy Th­erns.

			As I stood for a mo­ment look­ing at the grue­some hav­oc Woola had wrought, there re­curred to me the mem­o­ry of that oth­er oc­ca­sion up­on which I had mas­quer­ad­ed in the wig, di­a­dem, and har­ness of Sator Throg, the Holy Th­ern whom Thu­via of Ptarth had slain, and now it oc­curred to me that it might prove of worth to uti­lize Lakor’s trap­pings for the same pur­pose.

			A mo­ment lat­er I had torn his yel­low wig from his bald pate and trans­ferred it and the cir­clet, as well as all his har­ness, to my own per­son.

			Woola did not ap­prove of the meta­mor­pho­sis. He sniffed at me and growled omi­nous­ly, but when I spoke to him and pat­ted his huge head he at length be­came rec­on­ciled to the change, and at my com­mand trot­ted off along the cor­ri­dor in the di­rec­tion we had been go­ing when our progress had been in­ter­rupt­ed by the th­erns.

			We moved cau­tious­ly now, warned by the frag­ment of con­ver­sa­tion I had over­heard. I kept abreast of Woola that we might have the ben­e­fit of all our eyes for what might ap­pear sud­den­ly ahead to men­ace us, and well it was that we were fore­warned.

			At the bot­tom of a flight of nar­row steps the cor­ri­dor turned sharply back up­on it­self, im­me­di­ate­ly mak­ing an­oth­er turn in the orig­i­nal di­rec­tion, so that at that point it formed a per­fect let­ter S, the top leg of which de­bouched sud­den­ly in­to a large cham­ber, il­ly light­ed, and the floor of which was com­plete­ly cov­ered by ven­omous snakes and loath­some rep­tiles.

			To have at­tempt­ed to cross that floor would have been to court in­stant death, and for a mo­ment I was al­most com­plete­ly dis­cour­aged. Then it oc­curred to me that Thurid and Matai Shang with their par­ty must have crossed it, and so there was a way.

			Had it not been for the for­tu­nate ac­ci­dent by which I over­heard even so small a por­tion of the th­erns’ con­ver­sa­tion we should have blun­dered at least a step or two in­to that wrig­gling mass of de­struc­tion, and a sin­gle step would have been all-suf­fi­cient to have sealed our doom.

			These were the on­ly rep­tiles I had ev­er seen up­on Bar­soom, but I knew from their sim­i­lar­i­ty to the fos­silized re­mains of sup­pos­ed­ly ex­tinct species I had seen in the mu­se­ums of He­li­um that they com­prised many of the known pre­his­toric rep­til­ian gen­era, as well as oth­ers undis­cov­ered.

			A more hideous ag­gre­ga­tion of mon­sters had nev­er be­fore as­sailed my vi­sion. It would be fu­tile to at­tempt to de­scribe them to Earth men, since sub­stance is the on­ly thing which they pos­sess in com­mon with any crea­ture of the past or present with which you are fa­mil­iar—even their ven­om is of an un­earth­ly vir­u­lence that, by com­par­i­son, would make the co­bra de capel­lo seem quite as harm­less as an an­gle­worm.

			As they spied me there was a con­cert­ed rush by those near­est the en­trance where we stood, but a line of ra­di­um bulbs in­set along the thresh­old of their cham­ber brought them to a sud­den halt—ev­i­dent­ly they dared not cross that line of light.

			I had been quite sure that they would not ven­ture be­yond the room in which I had dis­cov­ered them, though I had not guessed at what de­terred them. The sim­ple fact that we had found no rep­tiles in the cor­ri­dor through which we had just come was suf­fi­cient as­sur­ance that they did not ven­ture there.

			I drew Woola out of harm’s way, and then be­gan a care­ful sur­vey of as much of the Cham­ber of Rep­tiles as I could see from where I stood. As my eyes be­came ac­cus­tomed to the dim light of its in­te­ri­or I grad­u­al­ly made out a low gallery at the far end of the apart­ment from which opened sev­er­al ex­its.

			Com­ing as close to the thresh­old as I dared, I fol­lowed this gallery with my eyes, dis­cov­er­ing that it cir­cled the room as far as I could see. Then I glanced above me along the up­per edge of the en­trance to which we had come, and there, to my de­light, I saw an end of the gallery not a foot above my head. In an in­stant I had leaped to it and called Woola af­ter me.

			Here there were no rep­tiles—the way was clear to the op­po­site side of the hideous cham­ber—and a mo­ment lat­er Woola and I dropped down to safe­ty in the cor­ri­dor be­yond.

			Not ten min­utes lat­er we came in­to a vast cir­cu­lar apart­ment of white mar­ble, the walls of which were in­laid with gold in the strange hi­ero­glyph­ics of the First Born.

			From the high dome of this mighty apart­ment a huge cir­cu­lar col­umn ex­tend­ed to the floor, and as I watched I saw that it slow­ly re­volved.

			I had reached the base of the Tem­ple of the Sun!

			Some­where above me lay De­jah Tho­ris, and with her were Phaidor, daugh­ter of Matai Shang, and Thu­via of Ptarth. But how to reach them, now that I had found the on­ly vul­ner­a­ble spot in their mighty prison, was still a baf­fling rid­dle.

			Slow­ly I cir­cled the great shaft, look­ing for a means of ingress. Part way around I found a tiny ra­di­um flash torch, and as I ex­am­ined it in mild cu­rios­i­ty as to its pres­ence there in this al­most in­ac­ces­si­ble and un­known spot, I came sud­den­ly up­on the in­signia of the house of Thurid jew­el-in­set in its met­al case.

			I am up­on the right trail, I thought, as I slipped the bauble in­to the pock­et-pouch which hung from my har­ness. Then I con­tin­ued my search for the en­trance, which I knew must be some­where about; nor had I long to search, for al­most im­me­di­ate­ly there­after I came up­on a small door so cun­ning­ly in­laid in the shaft’s base that it might have passed un­no­ticed by a less keen or care­ful ob­serv­er.

			There was the door that would lead me with­in the prison, but where was the means to open it? No but­ton or lock were vis­i­ble. Again and again I went care­ful­ly over ev­ery square inch of its sur­face, but the most that I could find was a tiny pin­hole a lit­tle above and to the right of the door’s cen­ter—a pin­hole that seemed on­ly an ac­ci­dent of man­u­fac­ture or an im­per­fec­tion of ma­te­ri­al.

			In­to this minute aper­ture I at­tempt­ed to peer, but whether it was but a frac­tion of an inch deep or passed com­plete­ly through the door I could not tell—at least no light showed be­yond it. I put my ear to it next and lis­tened, but again my ef­forts brought neg­li­gi­ble re­sults.

			Dur­ing these ex­per­i­ments Woola had been stand­ing at my side gaz­ing in­tent­ly at the door, and as my glance fell up­on him it oc­curred to me to test the cor­rect­ness of my hy­poth­e­sis, that this por­tal had been the means of ingress to the tem­ple used by Thurid, the black da­tor, and Matai Shang, Fa­ther of Th­erns.

			Turn­ing away abrupt­ly, I called to him to fol­low me. For a mo­ment he hes­i­tat­ed, and then leaped af­ter me, whin­ing and tug­ging at my har­ness to draw me back. I walked on, how­ev­er, some dis­tance from the door be­fore I let him have his way, that I might see pre­cise­ly what he would do. Then I per­mit­ted him to lead me wher­ev­er he would.

			Straight back to that baf­fling por­tal he dragged me, again tak­ing up his po­si­tion fac­ing the blank stone, gaz­ing straight at its shin­ing sur­face. For an hour I worked to solve the mys­tery of the com­bi­na­tion that would open the way be­fore me.

			Care­ful­ly I re­called ev­ery cir­cum­stance of my pur­suit of Thurid, and my con­clu­sion was iden­ti­cal with my orig­i­nal be­lief—that Thurid had come this way with­out oth­er as­sis­tance than his own knowl­edge and passed through the door that barred my progress, un­aid­ed from with­in. But how had he ac­com­plished it?

			I re­called the in­ci­dent of the Cham­ber of Mys­tery in the Gold­en Cliffs that time I had freed Thu­via of Ptarth from the dun­geon of the th­erns, and she had tak­en a slen­der, nee­dle-like key from the keyring of her dead jail­er to open the door lead­ing back in­to the Cham­ber of Mys­tery where Tars Tarkas fought for his life with the great banths. Such a tiny key­hole as now de­fied me had opened the way to the in­tri­cate lock in that oth­er door.

			Hasti­ly I dumped the con­tents of my pock­et-pouch up­on the ground be­fore me. Could I but find a slen­der bit of steel I might yet fash­ion a key that would give me ingress to the tem­ple prison.

			As I ex­am­ined the het­ero­ge­neous col­lec­tion of odds and ends that is al­ways to be found in the pock­et-pouch of a Mar­tian war­rior my hand fell up­on the em­bla­zoned ra­di­um flash torch of the black da­tor.

			As I was about to lay the thing aside as of no val­ue in my present predica­ment my eyes chanced up­on a few strange char­ac­ters rough­ly and fresh­ly scratched up­on the soft gold of the case.

			Ca­su­al cu­rios­i­ty prompt­ed me to de­ci­pher them, but what I read car­ried no im­me­di­ate mean­ing to my mind. There were three sets of char­ac­ters, one be­low an­oth­er:

			
				
					
							3
							—
							50 T
					

					
							1
							—
							1 X
					

					
							9
							—
							25 T
					

				
			

			For on­ly an in­stant my cu­rios­i­ty was piqued, and then I re­placed the torch in my pock­et-pouch, but my fin­gers had not un­clasped from it when there rushed to my mem­o­ry the rec­ol­lec­tion of the con­ver­sa­tion be­tween Lakor and his com­pan­ion when the less­er th­ern had quot­ed the words of Thurid and scoffed at them: “And what think you of the ridicu­lous mat­ter of the light? Let the light shine with the in­ten­si­ty of three ra­di­um units for fifty tals”—ah, there was the first line of char­ac­ters up­on the torch’s met­al case—3—50 T; “and for one xat let it shine with the in­ten­si­ty of one ra­di­um unit”—there was the sec­ond line; “and then for twen­ty-five tals with nine units.”

			The for­mu­la was com­plete; but—what did it mean?

			I thought I knew, and, seiz­ing a pow­er­ful mag­ni­fy­ing glass from the lit­ter of my pock­et-pouch, I ap­plied my­self to a care­ful ex­am­i­na­tion of the mar­ble im­me­di­ate­ly about the pin­hole in the door. I could have cried aloud in ex­ul­ta­tion when my scru­ti­ny dis­closed the al­most in­vis­i­ble in­crus­ta­tion of par­ti­cles of car­bonized elec­trons which are thrown off by these Mar­tian torch­es.

			It was ev­i­dent that for count­less ages ra­di­um torch­es had been ap­plied to this pin­hole, and for what pur­pose there could be but a sin­gle an­swer—the mech­a­nism of the lock was ac­tu­at­ed by light rays; and I, John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, held the com­bi­na­tion in my hand—scratched by the hand of my en­e­my up­on his own torch case.

			In a cylin­dri­cal bracelet of gold about my wrist was my Bar­soo­mi­an chronome­ter—a del­i­cate in­stru­ment that records the tals and xats and zodes of Mar­tian time, pre­sent­ing them to view be­neath a strong crys­tal much af­ter the man­ner of an earth­ly odome­ter.

			Tim­ing my op­er­a­tions care­ful­ly, I held the torch to the small aper­ture in the door, reg­u­lat­ing the in­ten­si­ty of the light by means of the thumb-lever up­on the side of the case.

			For fifty tals I let three units of light shine full in the pin­hole, then one unit for one xat, and for twen­ty-five tals nine units. Those last twen­ty-five tals were the long­est twen­ty-five sec­onds of my life. Would the lock click at the end of those seem­ing­ly in­ter­minable in­ter­vals of time?

			Twen­ty-three! Twen­ty-four! Twen­ty-five!

			I shut off the light with a snap. For sev­en tals I wait­ed—there had been no ap­pre­cia­ble ef­fect up­on the lock’s mech­a­nism. Could it be that my the­o­ry was en­tire­ly wrong?

			Hold! Had the ner­vous strain re­sult­ed in a hal­lu­ci­na­tion, or did the door re­al­ly move? Slow­ly the sol­id stone sank noise­less­ly back in­to the wall—there was no hal­lu­ci­na­tion here.

			Back and back it slid for ten feet un­til it had dis­closed at its right a nar­row door­way lead­ing in­to a dark and nar­row cor­ri­dor that par­al­leled the out­er wall. Scarce­ly was the en­trance un­cov­ered than Woola and I had leaped through—then the door slipped qui­et­ly back in­to place.

			Down the cor­ri­dor at some dis­tance I saw the faint re­flec­tion of a light, and to­ward this we made our way. At the point where the light shone was a sharp turn, and a lit­tle dis­tance be­yond this a bril­liant­ly light­ed cham­ber.

			Here we dis­cov­ered a spi­ral stair­way lead­ing up from the cen­ter of the cir­cu­lar room.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly I knew that we had reached the cen­ter of the base of the Tem­ple of the Sun—the spi­ral run­way led up­ward past the in­ner walls of the prison cells. Some­where above me was De­jah Tho­ris, un­less Thurid and Matai Shang had al­ready suc­ceed­ed in steal­ing her.

			We had scarce­ly start­ed up the run­way when Woola sud­den­ly dis­played the wildest ex­cite­ment. He leaped back and forth, snap­ping at my legs and har­ness, un­til I thought that he was mad, and fi­nal­ly when I pushed him from me and start­ed once more to as­cend he grasped my sword arm be­tween his jaws and dragged me back.

			No amount of scold­ing or cuff­ing would suf­fice to make him re­lease me, and I was en­tire­ly at the mer­cy of his brute strength un­less I cared to use my dag­ger up­on him with my left hand; but, mad or no, I had not the heart to run the sharp blade in­to that faith­ful body.

			Down in­to the cham­ber he dragged me, and across it to the side op­po­site that at which we had en­tered. Here was an­oth­er door­way lead­ing in­to a cor­ri­dor which ran di­rect­ly down a steep in­cline. With­out a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion Woola jerked me along this rocky pas­sage.

			Present­ly he stopped and re­leased me, stand­ing be­tween me and the way we had come, look­ing up in­to my face as though to ask if I would now fol­low him vol­un­tar­i­ly or if he must still re­sort to force.

			Look­ing rue­ful­ly at the marks of his great teeth up­on my bare arm I de­cid­ed to do as he seemed to wish me to do. Af­ter all, his strange in­stinct might be more de­pend­able than my faulty hu­man judg­ment.

			And well it was that I had been forced to fol­low him. But a short dis­tance from the cir­cu­lar cham­ber we came sud­den­ly in­to a bril­liant­ly light­ed labyrinth of crys­tal glass par­ti­tioned pas­sages.

			At first I thought it was one vast, un­bro­ken cham­ber, so clear and trans­par­ent were the walls of the wind­ing cor­ri­dors, but af­ter I had near­ly brained my­self a cou­ple of times by at­tempt­ing to pass through sol­id vit­re­ous walls I went more care­ful­ly.

			We had pro­ceed­ed but a few yards along the cor­ri­dor that had giv­en us en­trance to this strange maze when Woola gave mouth to a most fright­ful roar, at the same time dash­ing against the clear par­ti­tion at our left.

			The re­sound­ing echoes of that fear­some cry were still re­ver­ber­at­ing through the sub­ter­ranean cham­bers when I saw the thing that had star­tled it from the faith­ful beast.

			Far in the dis­tance, dim­ly through the many thick­ness­es of in­ter­ven­ing crys­tal, as in a haze that made them seem un­re­al and ghost­ly, I dis­cerned the fig­ures of eight peo­ple—three fe­males and five men.

			At the same in­stant, ev­i­dent­ly star­tled by Woola’s fierce cry, they halt­ed and looked about. Then, of a sud­den, one of them, a wom­an, held her arms out to­ward me, and even at that great dis­tance I could see that her lips moved—it was De­jah Tho­ris, my ev­er beau­ti­ful and ev­er youth­ful Princess of He­li­um.

			With her were Thu­via of Ptarth, Phaidor, daugh­ter of Matai Shang, and Thurid, and the Fa­ther of Th­erns, and the three less­er th­erns that had ac­com­pa­nied them.

			Thurid shook his fist at me, and then two of the th­erns grasped De­jah Tho­ris and Thu­via rough­ly by their arms and hur­ried them on. A mo­ment lat­er they had dis­ap­peared in­to a stone cor­ri­dor be­yond the labyrinth of glass.

			They say that love is blind; but so great a love as that of De­jah Tho­ris that knew me even be­neath the th­ern dis­guise I wore and across the misty vista of that crys­tal maze must in­deed be far from blind.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Se­cret Tow­er

			
			I have no stom­ach to nar­rate the mo­not­o­nous events of the te­dious days that Woola and I spent fer­ret­ing our way across the labyrinth of glass, through the dark and de­vi­ous ways be­yond that led be­neath the Val­ley Dor and Gold­en Cliffs to emerge at last up­on the flank of the Otz Moun­tains just above the Val­ley of Lost Souls—that piti­ful pur­ga­to­ry peo­pled by the poor un­for­tu­nates who dare not con­tin­ue their aban­doned pil­grim­age to Dor, or re­turn to the var­i­ous lands of the out­er world from whence they came.

			Here the trail of De­jah Tho­ris’ ab­duc­tors led along the moun­tains’ base, across steep and rugged ravines, by the side of ap­palling precipices, and some­times out in­to the val­ley, where we found fight­ing aplen­ty with the mem­bers of the var­i­ous tribes that make up the pop­u­la­tion of this vale of hope­less­ness.

			But through it all we came at last to where the way led up a nar­row gorge that grew steep­er and more im­prac­ti­ca­ble at ev­ery step un­til be­fore us loomed a mighty fortress buried be­neath the side of an over­hang­ing cliff.

			Here was the se­cret hid­ing place of Matai Shang, Fa­ther of Th­erns. Here, sur­round­ed by a hand­ful of the faith­ful, the hekkador of the an­cient faith, who had once been served by mil­lions of vas­sals and de­pen­dents, dis­pensed the spir­i­tu­al words among the half dozen na­tions of Bar­soom that still clung tena­cious­ly to their false and dis­cred­it­ed re­li­gion.

			Dark­ness was just fall­ing as we came in sight of the seem­ing­ly im­preg­nable walls of this moun­tain strong­hold, and lest we be seen I drew back with Woola be­hind a jut­ting gran­ite promon­to­ry, in­to a clump of the hardy, pur­ple scrub that thrives up­on the bar­ren sides of Otz.

			Here we lay un­til the quick tran­si­tion from day­light to dark­ness had passed. Then I crept out to ap­proach the fortress walls in search of a way with­in.

			Ei­ther through care­less­ness or over­con­fi­dence in the sup­posed in­ac­ces­si­bil­i­ty of their hid­ing place, the triple-barred gate stood ajar. Be­yond were a hand­ful of guards, laugh­ing and talk­ing over one of their in­com­pre­hen­si­ble Bar­soo­mi­an games.

			I saw that none of the guards­men had been of the par­ty that ac­com­pa­nied Thurid and Matai Shang; and so, re­ly­ing en­tire­ly up­on my dis­guise, I walked bold­ly through the gate­way and up to the th­ern guard.

			The men stopped their game and looked up at me, but there was no sign of sus­pi­cion. Sim­i­lar­ly they looked at Woola, growl­ing at my heel.

			“Kaor!” I said in true Mar­tian greet­ing, and the war­riors arose and salut­ed me. “I have but just found my way hith­er from the Gold­en Cliffs,” I con­tin­ued, “and seek au­di­ence with the hekkador, Matai Shang, Fa­ther of Th­erns. Where may he be found?”

			“Fol­low me,” said one of the guard, and, turn­ing, led me across the out­er court­yard to­ward a sec­ond but­tressed wall.

			Why the ap­par­ent ease with which I seem­ing­ly de­ceived them did not rouse my sus­pi­cions I know not, un­less it was that my mind was still so full of that fleet­ing glimpse of my beloved princess that there was room in it for naught else. Be that as it may, the fact is that I marched buoy­ant­ly be­hind my guide straight in­to the jaws of death.

			Af­ter­ward I learned that th­ern spies had been aware of my com­ing for hours be­fore I reached the hid­den fortress.

			The gate had been pur­pose­ly left ajar to tempt me on. The guards had been schooled well in their part of the con­spir­a­cy; and I, more like a school­boy than a sea­soned war­rior, ran head­long in­to the trap.

			At the far side of the out­er court a nar­row door let in­to the an­gle made by one of the but­tress­es with the wall. Here my guide pro­duced a key and opened the way with­in; then, step­ping back, he mo­tioned me to en­ter.

			“Matai Shang is in the tem­ple court be­yond,” he said; and as Woola and I passed through, the fel­low closed the door quick­ly up­on us.

			The nasty laugh that came to my ears through the heavy plank­ing of the door af­ter the lock clicked was my first in­ti­ma­tion that all was not as it should be.

			I found my­self in a small, cir­cu­lar cham­ber with­in the but­tress. Be­fore me a door opened, pre­sum­ably, up­on the in­ner court be­yond. For a mo­ment I hes­i­tat­ed, all my sus­pi­cions now sud­den­ly, though tardi­ly, aroused; then, with a shrug of my shoul­ders, I opened the door and stepped out in­to the glare of torch­es that light­ed the in­ner court.

			Di­rect­ly op­po­site me a mas­sive tow­er rose to a height of three hun­dred feet. It was of the strange­ly beau­ti­ful mod­ern Bar­soo­mi­an style of ar­chi­tec­ture, its en­tire sur­face hand carved in bold re­lief with in­tri­cate and fan­ci­ful de­signs. Thir­ty feet above the court­yard and over­look­ing it was a broad bal­cony, and there, in­deed, was Matai Shang, and with him were Thurid and Phaidor, Thu­via, and De­jah Tho­ris—the last two heav­i­ly ironed. A hand­ful of th­ern war­riors stood just be­hind the lit­tle par­ty.

			As I en­tered the en­clo­sure the eyes of those in the bal­cony were full up­on me.

			An ug­ly smile dis­tort­ed the cru­el lips of Matai Shang. Thurid hurled a taunt at me and placed a fa­mil­iar hand up­on the shoul­der of my princess. Like a ti­gress she turned up­on him, strik­ing the beast a heavy blow with the man­a­cles up­on her wrist.

			He would have struck back had not Matai Shang in­ter­fered, and then I saw that the two men were not over-friend­ly; for the man­ner of the th­ern was ar­ro­gant and dom­i­neer­ing as he made it plain to the First Born that the Princess of He­li­um was the per­son­al prop­er­ty of the Fa­ther of Th­erns. And Thurid’s bear­ing to­ward the an­cient hekkador sa­vored not at all of lik­ing or re­spect.

			When the al­ter­ca­tion in the bal­cony had sub­sid­ed Matai Shang turned again to me.

			“Earth man,” he cried, “you have earned a more ig­no­ble death than now lies with­in our weak­ened pow­er to in­flict up­on you; but that the death you die tonight may be dou­bly bit­ter, know you that when you have passed, your wid­ow be­comes the wife of Matai Shang, Hekkador of the Holy Th­erns, for a Mar­tian year.

			“At the end of that time, as you know, she shall be dis­card­ed, as is the law among us, but not, as is usu­al, to lead a qui­et and hon­ored life as high priest­ess of some hal­lowed shrine. In­stead, De­jah Tho­ris, Princess of He­li­um, shall be­come the play­thing of my lieu­tenants—per­haps of thy most hat­ed en­e­my, Thurid, the black da­tor.”

			As he ceased speak­ing he await­ed in si­lence ev­i­dent­ly for some out­break of rage up­on my part—some­thing that would have added to the spice of his re­venge. But I did not give him the sat­is­fac­tion that he craved.

			In­stead, I did the one thing of all oth­ers that might rouse his anger and in­crease his ha­tred of me; for I knew that if I died De­jah Tho­ris, too, would find a way to die be­fore they could heap fur­ther tor­tures or in­dig­ni­ties up­on her.

			Of all the holy of holies which the th­ern ven­er­ates and wor­ships none is more revered than the yel­low wig which cov­ers his bald pate, and next there­to comes the cir­clet of gold and the great di­a­dem, whose scin­til­lant rays mark the at­tain­ment of the Tenth Cy­cle.

			And, know­ing this, I re­moved the wig and cir­clet from my head, toss­ing them care­less­ly up­on the flag­ging of the court. Then I wiped my feet up­on the yel­low tress­es; and as a groan of rage arose from the bal­cony I spat full up­on the holy di­a­dem.

			Matai Shang went livid with anger, but up­on the lips of Thurid I could see a grim smile of amuse­ment, for to him these things were not holy; so, lest he should de­rive too much amuse­ment from my act, I cried: “And thus did I with the holies of Is­sus, God­dess of Life Eter­nal, ere I threw Is­sus her­self to the mob that once had wor­shiped her, to be torn to pieces in her own tem­ple.”

			That put an end to Thurid’s grin­ning, for he had been high in the fa­vor of Is­sus.

			“Let us have an end to this blas­phem­ing!” he cried, turn­ing to the Fa­ther of Th­erns.

			Matai Shang rose and, lean­ing over the edge of the bal­cony, gave voice to the weird call that I had heard from the lips of the priests up­on the tiny bal­cony up­on the face of the Gold­en Cliffs over­look­ing the Val­ley Dor, when, in times past, they called the fear­some white apes and the hideous plant men to the feast of vic­tims float­ing down the broad bo­som of the mys­te­ri­ous Iss to­ward the sil­ian-in­fest­ed wa­ters of the Lost Sea of Ko­rus. “Let loose the death!” he cried, and im­me­di­ate­ly a dozen doors in the base of the tow­er swung open, and a dozen grim and ter­ri­ble banths sprang in­to the are­na.

			This was not the first time that I had faced the fe­ro­cious Bar­soo­mi­an li­on, but nev­er had I been pit­ted, sin­gle-hand­ed, against a full dozen of them. Even with the as­sis­tance of the fierce Woola, there could be but a sin­gle out­come to so un­equal a strug­gle.

			For a mo­ment the beasts hes­i­tat­ed be­neath the bril­liant glare of the torch­es; but present­ly their eyes, be­com­ing ac­cus­tomed to the light, fell up­on Woola and me, and with bristling manes and deep-throat­ed roars they ad­vanced, lash­ing their tawny sides with their pow­er­ful tails.

			In the brief in­ter­val of life that was left me I shot a last, part­ing glance to­ward my De­jah Tho­ris. Her beau­ti­ful face was set in an ex­pres­sion of hor­ror; and as my eyes met hers she ex­tend­ed both arms to­ward me as, strug­gling with the guards who now held her, she en­deav­ored to cast her­self from the bal­cony in­to the pit be­neath, that she might share my death with me. Then, as the banths were about to close up­on me, she turned and buried her dear face in her arms.

			Sud­den­ly my at­ten­tion was drawn to­ward Thu­via of Ptarth. The beau­ti­ful girl was lean­ing far over the edge of the bal­cony, her eyes bright with ex­cite­ment.

			In an­oth­er in­stant the banths would be up­on me, but I could not force my gaze from the fea­tures of the red girl, for I knew that her ex­pres­sion meant any­thing but the en­joy­ment of the grim tragedy that would so soon be en­act­ed be­low her; there was some deep­er, hid­den mean­ing which I sought to solve.

			For an in­stant I thought of re­ly­ing on my earth­ly mus­cles and agili­ty to es­cape the banths and reach the bal­cony, which I could eas­i­ly have done, but I could not bring my­self to desert the faith­ful Woola and leave him to die alone be­neath the cru­el fangs of the hun­gry banths; that is not the way up­on Bar­soom, nor was it ev­er the way of John Carter.

			Then the se­cret of Thu­via’s ex­cite­ment be­came ap­par­ent as from her lips there is­sued the purring sound I had heard once be­fore; that time that, with­in the Gold­en Cliffs, she called the fierce banths about her and led them as a shep­herdess might lead her flock of meek and harm­less sheep.

			At the first note of that sooth­ing sound the banths halt­ed in their tracks, and ev­ery fierce head went high as the beasts sought the ori­gin of the fa­mil­iar call. Present­ly they dis­cov­ered the red girl in the bal­cony above them, and, turn­ing, roared out their recog­ni­tion and their greet­ing.

			Guards sprang to drag Thu­via away, but ere they had suc­ceed­ed she had hurled a vol­ley of com­mands at the lis­ten­ing brutes, and as one they turned and marched back in­to their dens.

			“You need not fear them now, John Carter!” cried Thu­via, be­fore they could si­lence her. “Those banths will nev­er harm you now, nor Woola, ei­ther.”

			It was all I cared to know. There was naught to keep me from that bal­cony now, and with a long, run­ning leap I sprang far aloft un­til my hands grasped its low­est sill.

			In an in­stant all was wild con­fu­sion. Matai Shang shrank back. Thurid sprang for­ward with drawn sword to cut me down.

			Again De­jah Tho­ris wield­ed her heavy irons and fought him back. Then Matai Shang grasped her about the waist and dragged her away through a door lead­ing with­in the tow­er.

			For an in­stant Thurid hes­i­tat­ed, and then, as though fear­ing that the Fa­ther of Th­erns would es­cape him with the Princess of He­li­um, he, too, dashed from the bal­cony in their wake.

			Phaidor alone re­tained her pres­ence of mind. Two of the guards she or­dered to bear away Thu­via of Ptarth; the oth­ers she com­mand­ed to re­main and pre­vent me from fol­low­ing. Then she turned to­ward me.

			“John Carter,” she cried, “for the last time I of­fer you the love of Phaidor, daugh­ter of the Holy Hekkador. Ac­cept and your princess shall be re­turned to the court of her grand­fa­ther, and you shall live in peace and hap­pi­ness. Refuse and the fate that my fa­ther has threat­ened shall fall up­on De­jah Tho­ris.

			“You can­not save her now, for by this time they have reached a place where even you may not fol­low. Refuse and naught can save you; for, though the way to the last strong­hold of the Holy Th­erns was made easy for you, the way hence hath been made im­pos­si­ble. What say you?”

			“You knew my an­swer, Phaidor,” I replied, “be­fore ev­er you spoke. Make way,” I cried to the guards, “for John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, would pass!”

			With that I leaped over the low balus­ter that sur­round­ed the bal­cony, and with drawn long-sword faced my en­e­mies.

			There were three of them; but Phaidor must have guessed what the out­come of the bat­tle would be, for she turned and fled from the bal­cony the mo­ment she saw that I would have none of her propo­si­tion.

			The three guards­men did not wait for my at­tack. In­stead, they rushed me—the three of them si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly; and it was that which gave me an ad­van­tage, for they fouled one an­oth­er in the nar­row precincts of the bal­cony, so that the fore­most of them stum­bled full up­on my blade at the first on­slaught.

			The red stain up­on my point roused to its full the old blood-lust of the fight­ing man that has ev­er been so strong with­in my breast, so that my blade flew through the air with a swift­ness and dead­ly ac­cu­ra­cy that threw the two re­main­ing th­erns in­to wild de­spair.

			When at last the sharp steel found the heart of one of them the oth­er turned to flee, and, guess­ing that his steps would lead him along the way tak­en by those I sought, I let him keep ev­er far enough ahead to think that he was safe­ly es­cap­ing my sword.

			Through sev­er­al in­ner cham­bers he raced un­til he came to a spi­ral run­way. Up this he dashed, I in close pur­suit. At the up­per end we came out in­to a small cham­ber, the walls of which were blank ex­cept for a sin­gle win­dow over­look­ing the slopes of Otz and the Val­ley of Lost Souls be­yond.

			Here the fel­low tore fran­ti­cal­ly at what ap­peared to be but a piece of the blank wall op­po­site the sin­gle win­dow. In an in­stant I guessed that it was a se­cret ex­it from the room, and so I paused that he might have an op­por­tu­ni­ty to ne­go­ti­ate it, for I cared noth­ing to take the life of this poor servi­tor—all I craved was a clear road in pur­suit of De­jah Tho­ris, my long-lost princess.

			But, try as he would, the pan­el would yield nei­ther to cun­ning nor force, so that even­tu­al­ly he gave it up and turned to face me.

			“Go thy way, Th­ern,” I said to him, point­ing to­ward the en­trance to the run­way up which we had but just come. “I have no quar­rel with you, nor do I crave your life. Go!”

			For an­swer he sprang up­on me with his sword, and so sud­den­ly, at that, that I was like to have gone down be­fore his first rush. So there was noth­ing for it but to give him what he sought, and that as quick­ly as might be, that I might not be de­layed too long in this cham­ber while Matai Shang and Thurid made way with De­jah Tho­ris and Thu­via of Ptarth.

			The fel­low was a clever swords­man—re­source­ful and ex­treme­ly tricky. In fact, he seemed nev­er to have heard that there ex­ist­ed such a thing as a code of hon­or, for he re­peat­ed­ly out­raged a dozen Bar­soo­mi­an fight­ing cus­toms that an hon­or­able man would rather die than ig­nore.

			He even went so far as to snatch his holy wig from his head and throw it in my face, so as to blind me for a mo­ment while he thrust at my un­pro­tect­ed breast.

			When he thrust, how­ev­er, I was not there, for I had fought with th­erns be­fore; and while none had ev­er re­sort­ed to pre­cise­ly that same ex­pe­di­ent, I knew them to be the least hon­or­able and most treach­er­ous fight­ers up­on Mars, and so was ev­er on the alert for some new and dev­il­ish sub­terfuge when I was en­gaged with one of their race.

			But at length he over­did the thing; for, draw­ing his short-sword, he hurled it, javelin­wise, at my body, at the same in­stant rush­ing up­on me with his long-sword. A sin­gle sweep­ing cir­cle of my own blade caught the fly­ing weapon and hurled it clat­ter­ing against the far wall, and then, as I sidestepped my an­tag­o­nist’s im­petu­ous rush, I let him have my point full in the stom­ach as he hur­tled by.

			Clear to the hilt my weapon passed through his body, and with a fright­ful shriek he sank to the floor, dead.

			Halt­ing on­ly for the brief in­stant that was re­quired to wrench my sword from the car­cass of my late an­tag­o­nist, I sprang across the cham­ber to the blank wall be­yond, through which the th­ern had at­tempt­ed to pass. Here I sought for the se­cret of its lock, but all to no avail.

			In de­spair I tried to force the thing, but the cold, un­yield­ing stone might well have laughed at my fu­tile, puny en­deav­ors. In fact, I could have sworn that I caught the faint sug­ges­tion of taunt­ing laugh­ter from be­yond the baf­fling pan­el.

			In dis­gust I de­sist­ed from my use­less ef­forts and stepped to the cham­ber’s sin­gle win­dow.

			The slopes of Otz and the dis­tant Val­ley of Lost Souls held noth­ing to com­pel my in­ter­est then; but, tow­er­ing far above me, the tow­er’s carved wall riv­et­ed my keen­est at­ten­tion.

			Some­where with­in that mas­sive pile was De­jah Tho­ris. Above me I could see win­dows. There, pos­si­bly, lay the on­ly way by which I could reach her. The risk was great, but not too great when the fate of a world’s most won­drous wom­an was at stake.

			I glanced be­low. A hun­dred feet be­neath lay jagged gran­ite boul­ders at the brink of a fright­ful chasm up­on which the tow­er abut­ted; and if not up­on the boul­ders, then at the chasm’s bot­tom, lay death, should a foot slip but once, or clutch­ing fin­gers loose their hold for the frac­tion of an in­stant.

			But there was no oth­er way and with a shrug, which I must ad­mit was half shud­der, I stepped to the win­dow’s out­er sill and be­gan my per­ilous as­cent.

			To my dis­may I found that, un­like the or­na­men­ta­tion up­on most He­li­umet­ic struc­tures, the edges of the carv­ings were quite gen­er­al­ly round­ed, so that at best my ev­ery hold was most pre­car­i­ous.

			Fifty feet above me com­menced a se­ries of pro­ject­ing cylin­dri­cal stones some six inch­es in di­am­e­ter. These ap­par­ent­ly cir­cled the tow­er at six-foot in­ter­vals, in bands six feet apart; and as each stone cylin­der pro­trud­ed some four or five inch­es be­yond the sur­face of the oth­er or­na­men­ta­tion, they pre­sent­ed a com­par­a­tive­ly easy mode of as­cent could I but reach them.

			La­bo­ri­ous­ly I climbed to­ward them by way of some win­dows which lay be­low them, for I hoped that I might find ingress to the tow­er through one of these, and thence an eas­i­er av­enue along which to pros­e­cute my search.

			At times so slight was my hold up­on the round­ed sur­faces of the carv­ing’s edges that a sneeze, a cough, or even a slight gust of wind would have dis­lodged me and sent me hurtling to the depths be­low.

			But fi­nal­ly I reached a point where my fin­gers could just clutch the sill of the low­est win­dow, and I was on the point of breath­ing a sigh of re­lief when the sound of voic­es came to me from above through the open win­dow.

			“He can nev­er solve the se­cret of that lock.” The voice was Matai Shang’s. “Let us pro­ceed to the hangar above that we may be far to the south be­fore he finds an­oth­er way—should that be pos­si­ble.”

			“All things seem pos­si­ble to that vile calot,” replied an­oth­er voice, which I rec­og­nized as Thurid’s.

			“Then let us haste,” said Matai Shang. “But to be dou­bly sure, I will leave two who shall pa­trol this run­way. Lat­er they may fol­low us up­on an­oth­er fli­er—over­tak­ing us at Kaol.”

			My up­stretched fin­gers nev­er reached the win­dow’s sill. At the first sound of the voic­es I drew back my hand and clung there to my per­ilous perch, flat­tened against the per­pen­dic­u­lar wall, scarce dar­ing to breathe.

			What a hor­ri­ble po­si­tion, in­deed, in which to be dis­cov­ered by Thurid! He had but to lean from the win­dow to push me with his sword’s point in­to eter­ni­ty.

			Present­ly the sound of the voic­es be­came fainter, and once again I took up my haz­ardous as­cent, now more dif­fi­cult, since more cir­cuitous, for I must climb so as to avoid the win­dows.

			Matai Shang’s ref­er­ence to the hangar and the fliers in­di­cat­ed that my des­ti­na­tion lay noth­ing short of the roof of the tow­er, and to­ward this seem­ing­ly dis­tant goal I set my face.

			The most dif­fi­cult and dan­ger­ous part of the jour­ney was ac­com­plished at last, and it was with re­lief that I felt my fin­gers close about the low­est of the stone cylin­ders.

			It is true that these pro­jec­tions were too far apart to make the bal­ance of the as­cent any­thing of a sinecure, but I at least had al­ways with­in my reach a point of safe­ty to which I might cling in case of ac­ci­dent.

			Some ten feet be­low the roof, the wall in­clined slight­ly in­ward pos­si­bly a foot in the last ten feet, and here the climb­ing was in­deed im­mea­sur­ably eas­i­er, so that my fin­gers soon clutched the eaves.

			As I drew my eyes above the lev­el of the tow­er’s top I saw a fli­er all but ready to rise.

			Up­on her deck were Matai Shang, Phaidor, De­jah Tho­ris, Thu­via of Ptarth, and a few th­ern war­riors, while near her was Thurid in the act of clam­ber­ing aboard.

			He was not ten paces from me, fac­ing in the op­po­site di­rec­tion; and what cru­el freak of fate should have caused him to turn about just as my eyes topped the roof’s edge I may not even guess.

			But turn he did; and when his eyes met mine his wicked face light­ed with a ma­lig­nant smile as he leaped to­ward me, where I was has­ten­ing to scram­ble to the se­cure foot­ing of the roof.

			De­jah Tho­ris must have seen me at the same in­stant, for she screamed a use­less warn­ing just as Thurid’s foot, swing­ing in a mighty kick, land­ed full in my face.

			Like a felled ox, I reeled and tum­bled back­ward over the tow­er’s side.

		
	
		
			
				V

				On the Kao­lian Road

			
			If there be a fate that is some­times cru­el to me, there sure­ly is a kind and mer­ci­ful Prov­i­dence which watch­es over me.

			As I top­pled from the tow­er in­to the hor­rid abyss be­low I count­ed my­self al­ready dead; and Thurid must have done like­wise, for he ev­i­dent­ly did not even trou­ble him­self to look af­ter me, but must have turned and mount­ed the wait­ing fli­er at once.

			Ten feet on­ly I fell, and then a loop of my tough, leath­ern har­ness caught up­on one of the cylin­dri­cal stone pro­jec­tions in the tow­er’s sur­face—and held. Even when I had ceased to fall I could not be­lieve the mir­a­cle that had pre­served me from in­stant death, and for a mo­ment I hung there, cold sweat ex­ud­ing from ev­ery pore of my body.

			But when at last I had worked my­self back to a firm po­si­tion I hes­i­tat­ed to as­cend, since I could not know that Thurid was not still await­ing me above.

			Present­ly, how­ev­er, there came to my ears the whirring of the pro­pel­lers of a fli­er, and as each mo­ment the sound grew fainter I re­al­ized that the par­ty had pro­ceed­ed to­ward the south with­out as­sur­ing them­selves as to my fate.

			Cau­tious­ly I re­traced my way to the roof, and I must ad­mit that it was with no pleas­ant sen­sa­tion that I raised my eyes once more above its edge; but, to my re­lief, there was no one in sight, and a mo­ment lat­er I stood safe­ly up­on its broad sur­face.

			To reach the hangar and drag forth the on­ly oth­er fli­er which it con­tained was the work of but an in­stant; and just as the two th­ern war­riors whom Matai Shang had left to pre­vent this very con­tin­gen­cy emerged up­on the roof from the tow­er’s in­te­ri­or, I rose above them with a taunt­ing laugh.

			Then I dived rapid­ly to the in­ner court where I had last seen Woola, and to my im­mense re­lief found the faith­ful beast still there.

			The twelve great banths lay in the door­ways of their lairs, eye­ing him and growl­ing omi­nous­ly, but they had not dis­obeyed Thu­via’s in­junc­tion; and I thanked the fate that had made her their keep­er with­in the Gold­en Cliffs, and en­dowed her with the kind and sym­pa­thet­ic na­ture that had won the loy­al­ty and af­fec­tion of these fierce beasts for her.

			Woola leaped in fran­tic joy when he dis­cov­ered me; and as the fli­er touched the pave­ment of the court for a brief in­stant he bound­ed to the deck be­side me, and in the bear­like man­i­fes­ta­tion of his ex­u­ber­ant hap­pi­ness all but caused me to wreck the ves­sel against the court­yard’s rocky wall.

			Amid the an­gry shout­ing of th­ern guards­men we rose high above the last fortress of the Holy Th­erns, and then raced straight to­ward the north­east and Kaol, the des­ti­na­tion which I had heard from the lips of Matai Shang.

			Far ahead, a tiny speck in the dis­tance, I made out an­oth­er fli­er late in the af­ter­noon. It could be none oth­er than that which bore my lost love and my en­e­mies.

			I had gained con­sid­er­ably on the craft by night; and then, know­ing that they must have sight­ed me and would show no lights af­ter dark, I set my des­ti­na­tion com­pass up­on her—that won­der­ful lit­tle Mar­tian mech­a­nism which, once at­tuned to the ob­ject of des­ti­na­tion, points away to­ward it, ir­re­spec­tive of ev­ery change in its lo­ca­tion.

			All that night we raced through the Bar­soo­mi­an void, pass­ing over low hills and dead sea bot­toms; above long-de­sert­ed cities and pop­u­lous cen­ters of red Mar­tian habi­ta­tion up­on the rib­bon-like lines of cul­ti­vat­ed land which bor­der the globe-en­cir­cling wa­ter­ways, which Earth men call the canals of Mars.

			Dawn showed that I had gained ap­pre­cia­bly up­on the fli­er ahead of me. It was a larg­er craft than mine, and not so swift; but even so, it had cov­ered an im­mense dis­tance since the flight be­gan.

			The change in veg­e­ta­tion be­low showed me that we were rapid­ly near­ing the equa­tor. I was now near enough to my quar­ry to have used my bow gun; but, though I could see that De­jah Tho­ris was not on deck, I feared to fire up­on the craft which bore her.

			Thurid was de­terred by no such scru­ples; and though it must have been dif­fi­cult for him to be­lieve that it was re­al­ly I who fol­lowed them, he could not very well doubt the wit­ness of his own eyes; and so he trained their stern gun up­on me with his own hands, and an in­stant lat­er an ex­plo­sive ra­di­um pro­jec­tile whizzed per­ilous­ly close above my deck.

			The black’s next shot was more ac­cu­rate, strik­ing my fli­er full up­on the prow and ex­plod­ing with the in­stant of con­tact, rip­ping wide open the bow buoy­an­cy tanks and dis­abling the en­gine.

			So quick­ly did my bow drop af­ter the shot that I scarce had time to lash Woola to the deck and buck­le my own har­ness to a gun­wale ring be­fore the craft was hang­ing stern up and mak­ing her last long drop to ground.

			Her stern buoy­an­cy tanks pre­vent­ed her drop­ping with great ra­pid­i­ty; but Thurid was fir­ing rapid­ly now in an at­tempt to burst these al­so, that I might be dashed to death in the swift fall that would in­stant­ly fol­low a suc­cess­ful shot.

			Shot af­ter shot tore past or in­to us, but by a mir­a­cle nei­ther Woola nor I was hit, nor were the af­ter tanks punc­tured. This good for­tune could not last in­def­i­nite­ly, and, as­sured that Thurid would not again leave me alive, I await­ed the burst­ing of the next shell that hit; and then, throw­ing my hands above my head, I let go my hold and crum­pled, limp and in­ert, dan­gling in my har­ness like a corpse.

			The ruse worked, and Thurid fired no more at us. Present­ly I heard the di­min­ish­ing sound of whirring pro­pel­lers and re­al­ized that again I was safe.

			Slow­ly the strick­en fli­er sank to the ground, and when I had freed my­self and Woola from the en­tan­gling wreck­age I found that we were up­on the verge of a nat­u­ral for­est—so rare a thing up­on the bo­som of dy­ing Mars that, out­side of the for­est in the Val­ley Dor be­side the Lost Sea of Ko­rus, I nev­er be­fore had seen its like up­on the plan­et.

			From books and trav­el­ers I had learned some­thing of the lit­tle-known land of Kaol, which lies along the equa­tor al­most half­way round the plan­et to the east of He­li­um.

			It com­pris­es a sunken area of ex­treme trop­i­cal heat, and is in­hab­it­ed by a na­tion of red men vary­ing but lit­tle in man­ners, cus­toms, and ap­pear­ance from the bal­ance of the red men of Bar­soom.

			I knew that they were among those of the out­er world who still clung tena­cious­ly to the dis­cred­it­ed re­li­gion of the Holy Th­erns, and that Matai Shang would find a ready wel­come and safe refuge among them; while John Carter could look for noth­ing bet­ter than an ig­no­ble death at their hands.

			The iso­la­tion of the Kao­lians is ren­dered al­most com­plete by the fact that no wa­ter­way con­nects their land with that of any oth­er na­tion, nor have they any need of a wa­ter­way since the low, swampy land which com­pris­es the en­tire area of their do­main self-wa­ters their abun­dant trop­i­cal crops.

			For great dis­tances in all di­rec­tions rugged hills and arid stretch­es of dead sea bot­tom dis­cour­age in­ter­course with them, and since there is prac­ti­cal­ly no such thing as for­eign com­merce up­on war­like Bar­soom, where each na­tion is suf­fi­cient to it­self, re­al­ly lit­tle has been known rel­a­tive to the court of the Jed­dak of Kaol and the nu­mer­ous strange, but in­ter­est­ing, peo­ple over whom he rules.

			Oc­ca­sion­al hunt­ing par­ties have trav­eled to this out-of-the-way cor­ner of the globe, but the hos­til­i­ty of the na­tives has usu­al­ly brought dis­as­ter up­on them, so that even the sport of hunt­ing the strange and sav­age crea­tures which haunt the jun­gle fast­ness­es of Kaol has of lat­er years proved in­suf­fi­cient lure even to the most in­trepid war­riors.

			It was up­on the verge of the land of the Kaols that I now knew my­self to be, but in what di­rec­tion to search for De­jah Tho­ris, or how far in­to the heart of the great for­est I might have to pen­e­trate I had not the faintest idea.

			But not so Woola.

			Scarce­ly had I dis­en­tan­gled him than he raised his head high in air and com­menced cir­cling about at the edge of the for­est. Present­ly he halt­ed, and, turn­ing to see if I were fol­low­ing, set off straight in­to the maze of trees in the di­rec­tion we had been go­ing be­fore Thurid’s shot had put an end to our fli­er.

			As best I could, I stum­bled af­ter him down a steep de­cliv­i­ty be­gin­ning at the for­est’s edge.

			Im­mense trees reared their mighty heads far above us, their broad fronds com­plete­ly shut­ting off the slight­est glimpse of the sky. It was easy to see why the Kao­lians need­ed no navy; their cities, hid­den in the midst of this tow­er­ing for­est, must be en­tire­ly in­vis­i­ble from above, nor could a land­ing be made by any but the small­est fliers, and then on­ly with the great­est risk of ac­ci­dent.

			How Thurid and Matai Shang were to land I could not imag­ine, though lat­er I was to learn that to the lev­el of the for­est top there ris­es in each city of Kaol a slen­der watch­tow­er which guards the Kao­lians by day and by night against the se­cret ap­proach of a hos­tile fleet. To one of these the hekkador of the Holy Th­erns had no dif­fi­cul­ty in ap­proach­ing, and by its means the par­ty was safe­ly low­ered to the ground.

			As Woola and I ap­proached the bot­tom of the de­cliv­i­ty the ground be­came soft and mushy, so that it was with the great­est dif­fi­cul­ty that we made any head­way what­ev­er.

			Slen­der pur­ple grass­es topped with red and yel­low fern-like fronds grew rankly all about us to the height of sev­er­al feet above my head.

			Myr­i­ad creep­ers hung fes­tooned in grace­ful loops from tree to tree, and among them were sev­er­al va­ri­eties of the Mar­tian “man-flow­er,” whose blooms have eyes and hands with which to see and seize the in­sects which form their di­et.

			The re­pul­sive calot tree was, too, much in ev­i­dence. It is a car­niv­o­rous plant of about the big­ness of a large sage­brush such as dots our west­ern plains. Each branch ends in a set of strong jaws, which have been known to drag down and de­vour large and for­mi­da­ble beasts of prey.

			Both Woola and I had sev­er­al nar­row es­capes from these greedy, ar­bore­ous mon­sters.

			Oc­ca­sion­al ar­eas of firm sod gave us in­ter­vals of rest from the ar­du­ous la­bor of travers­ing this gor­geous, twi­light swamp, and it was up­on one of these that I fi­nal­ly de­cid­ed to make camp for the night which my chronome­ter warned me would soon be up­on us.

			Many va­ri­eties of fruit grew in abun­dance about us; and as Mar­tian calots are om­niv­o­rous, Woola had no dif­fi­cul­ty in mak­ing a square meal af­ter I had brought down the viands for him. Then, hav­ing eat­en, too, I lay down with my back to that of my faith­ful hound, and dropped in­to a deep and dream­less sleep.

			The for­est was shroud­ed in im­pen­e­tra­ble dark­ness when a low growl from Woola awak­ened me. All about us I could hear the stealthy move­ment of great, padded feet, and now and then the wicked gleam of green eyes up­on us. Aris­ing, I drew my long-sword and wait­ed.

			Sud­den­ly a deep-toned, hor­rid roar burst from some sav­age throat al­most at my side. What a fool I had been not to have found safer lodg­ings for my­self and Woola among the branch­es of one of the count­less trees that sur­round­ed us!

			By day­light it would have been com­par­a­tive­ly easy to have hoist­ed Woola aloft in one man­ner or an­oth­er, but now it was too late. There was noth­ing for it but to stand our ground and take our medicine, though, from the hideous rack­et which now as­sailed our ears, and for which that first roar had seemed to be the sig­nal, I judged that we must be in the midst of hun­dreds, per­haps thou­sands, of the fierce, man-eat­ing denizens of the Kao­lian jun­gle.

			All the bal­ance of the night they kept up their in­fer­nal din, but why they did not at­tack us I could not guess, nor am I sure to this day, un­less it is that none of them ev­er ven­ture up­on the patch­es of scar­let sward which dot the swamp.

			When morn­ing broke they were still there, walk­ing about as in a cir­cle, but al­ways just be­yond the edge of the sward. A more ter­ri­fy­ing ag­gre­ga­tion of fierce and blood­thirsty mon­sters it would be dif­fi­cult to imag­ine.

			Singly and in pairs they com­menced wan­der­ing off in­to the jun­gle short­ly af­ter sun­rise, and when the last of them had de­part­ed Woola and I re­sumed our jour­ney.

			Oc­ca­sion­al­ly we caught glimpses of hor­rid beasts all dur­ing the day; but, for­tu­nate­ly, we were nev­er far from a sward is­land, and when they saw us their pur­suit al­ways end­ed at the verge of the sol­id sod.

			To­ward noon we stum­bled up­on a well-con­struct­ed road run­ning in the gen­er­al di­rec­tion we had been pur­su­ing. Ev­ery­thing about this high­way marked it as the work of skilled en­gi­neers, and I was con­fi­dent, from the in­di­ca­tions of an­tiq­ui­ty which it bore, as well as from the very ev­i­dent signs of its be­ing still in ev­ery­day use, that it must lead to one of the prin­ci­pal cities of Kaol.

			Just as we en­tered it from one side a huge mon­ster emerged from the jun­gle up­on the oth­er, and at sight of us charged mad­ly in our di­rec­tion.

			Imag­ine, if you can, a bald-faced hor­net of your earth­ly ex­pe­ri­ence grown to the size of a prize Here­ford bull, and you will have some faint con­cep­tion of the fe­ro­cious ap­pear­ance and awe­some formidabil­i­ty of the winged mon­ster that bore down up­on me.

			Fright­ful jaws in front and mighty, poi­soned sting be­hind made my rel­a­tive­ly puny long-sword seem a piti­ful weapon of de­fense in­deed. Nor could I hope to es­cape the light­ning-like move­ments or hide from those myr­i­ad facet eyes which cov­ered three-fourths of the hideous head, per­mit­ting the crea­ture to see in all di­rec­tions at one and the same time.

			Even my pow­er­ful and fe­ro­cious Woola was as help­less as a kit­ten be­fore that fright­ful thing. But to flee were use­less, even had it ev­er been to my lik­ing to turn my back up­on a dan­ger; so I stood my ground, Woola snarling at my side, my on­ly hope to die as I had al­ways lived—fight­ing.

			The crea­ture was up­on us now, and at the in­stant there seemed to me a sin­gle slight chance for vic­to­ry. If I could but re­move the ter­ri­ble men­ace of cer­tain death hid­den in the poi­son sacs that fed the sting the strug­gle would be less un­equal.

			At the thought I called to Woola to leap up­on the crea­ture’s head and hang there, and as his mighty jaws closed up­on that fiendish face, and glis­ten­ing fangs buried them­selves in the bone and car­ti­lage and low­er part of one of the huge eyes, I dived be­neath the great body as the crea­ture rose, drag­ging Woola from the ground, that it might bring its sting be­neath and pierce the body of the thing hang­ing to its head.

			To put my­self in the path of that poi­son-laden lance was to court in­stant death, but it was the on­ly way; and as the thing shot light­ning-like to­ward me I swung my long-sword in a ter­rif­ic cut that sev­ered the dead­ly mem­ber close to the gor­geous­ly marked body.

			Then, like a bat­ter­ing-ram, one of the pow­er­ful hind legs caught me full in the chest and hurled me, half stunned and whol­ly wind­ed, clear across the broad high­way and in­to the un­der­brush of the jun­gle that fringes it.

			For­tu­nate­ly, I passed be­tween the boles of trees; had I struck one of them I should have been bad­ly in­jured, if not killed, so swift­ly had I been cat­a­pult­ed by that enor­mous hind leg.

			Dazed though I was, I stum­bled to my feet and stag­gered back to Woola’s as­sis­tance, to find his sav­age an­tag­o­nist cir­cling ten feet above the ground, beat­ing mad­ly at the cling­ing calot with all six pow­er­ful legs.

			Even dur­ing my sud­den flight through the air I had not once re­leased my grip up­on my long-sword, and now I ran be­neath the two bat­tling mon­sters, jab­bing the winged ter­ror re­peat­ed­ly with its sharp point.

			The thing might eas­i­ly have risen out of my reach, but ev­i­dent­ly it knew as lit­tle con­cern­ing re­treat in the face of dan­ger as ei­ther Woola or I, for it dropped quick­ly to­ward me, and be­fore I could es­cape had grasped my shoul­der be­tween its pow­er­ful jaws.

			Time and again the now use­less stub of its gi­ant sting struck fu­tile­ly against my body, but the blows alone were al­most as ef­fec­tive as the kick of a horse; so that when I say fu­tile­ly, I re­fer on­ly to the nat­u­ral func­tion of the dis­abled mem­ber—even­tu­al­ly the thing would have ham­mered me to a pulp. Nor was it far from ac­com­plish­ing this when an in­ter­rup­tion oc­curred that put an end for­ev­er to its hos­til­i­ties.

			From where I hung a few feet above the road I could see along the high­way a few hun­dred yards to where it turned to­ward the east, and just as I had about giv­en up all hope of es­cap­ing the per­ilous po­si­tion in which I now was I saw a red war­rior come in­to view from around the bend.

			He was mount­ed on a splen­did thoat, one of the small­er species used by red men, and in his hand was a won­drous long, light lance.

			His mount was walk­ing se­date­ly when I first per­ceived them, but the in­stant that the red man’s eyes fell up­on us a word to the thoat brought the an­i­mal at full charge down up­on us. The long lance of the war­rior dipped to­ward us, and as thoat and rid­er hur­tled be­neath, the point passed through the body of our an­tag­o­nist.

			With a con­vul­sive shud­der the thing stiff­ened, the jaws re­laxed, drop­ping me to the ground, and then, ca­reen­ing once in mid air, the crea­ture plunged head­fore­most to the road, full up­on Woola, who still clung tena­cious­ly to its gory head.

			By the time I had re­gained my feet the red man had turned and rid­den back to us. Woola, find­ing his en­e­my in­ert and life­less, re­leased his hold at my com­mand and wrig­gled from be­neath the body that had cov­ered him, and to­geth­er we faced the war­rior look­ing down up­on us.

			I start­ed to thank the stranger for his time­ly as­sis­tance, but he cut me off peremp­to­ri­ly.

			“Who are you,” he asked, “who dare en­ter the land of Kaol and hunt in the roy­al for­est of the jed­dak?”

			Then, as he not­ed my white skin through the coat­ing of grime and blood that cov­ered me, his eyes went wide and in an al­tered tone he whis­pered: “Can it be that you are a Holy Th­ern?”

			I might have de­ceived the fel­low for a time, as I had de­ceived oth­ers, but I had cast away the yel­low wig and the holy di­a­dem in the pres­ence of Matai Shang, and I knew that it would not be long ere my new ac­quain­tance dis­cov­ered that I was no th­ern at all.

			“I am not a th­ern,” I replied, and then, fling­ing cau­tion to the winds, I said: “I am John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, whose name may not be en­tire­ly un­known to you.”

			If his eyes had gone wide when he thought that I was a Holy Th­ern, they fair­ly popped now that he knew that I was John Carter. I grasped my long-sword more firm­ly as I spoke the words which I was sure would pre­cip­i­tate an at­tack, but to my sur­prise they pre­cip­i­tat­ed noth­ing of the kind.

			“John Carter, Prince of He­li­um,” he re­peat­ed slow­ly, as though he could not quite grasp the truth of the state­ment. “John Carter, the might­i­est war­rior of Bar­soom!”

			And then he dis­mount­ed and placed his hand up­on my shoul­der af­ter the man­ner of most friend­ly greet­ing up­on Mars.

			“It is my du­ty, and it should be my plea­sure, to kill you, John Carter,” he said, “but al­ways in my heart of hearts have I ad­mired your prow­ess and be­lieved in your sin­cer­i­ty the while I have ques­tioned and dis­be­lieved the th­erns and their re­li­gion.

			“It would mean my in­stant death were my heresy to be sus­pect­ed in the court of Ku­lan Tith, but if I may serve you, Prince, you have but to com­mand Torkar Bar, Dwar of the Kao­lian Road.”

			Truth and hon­esty were writ large up­on the war­rior’s no­ble coun­te­nance, so that I could not but have trust­ed him, en­e­my though he should have been. His ti­tle of Cap­tain of the Kao­lian Road ex­plained his time­ly pres­ence in the heart of the sav­age for­est, for ev­ery high­way up­on Bar­soom is pa­trolled by doughty war­riors of the no­ble class, nor is there any ser­vice more hon­or­able than this lone­ly and dan­ger­ous du­ty in the less fre­quent­ed sec­tions of the do­mains of the red men of Bar­soom.

			“Torkar Bar has al­ready placed a great debt of grat­i­tude up­on my shoul­ders,” I replied, point­ing to the car­cass of the crea­ture from whose heart he was drag­ging his long spear.

			The red man smiled.

			“It was for­tu­nate that I came when I did,” he said. “On­ly this poi­soned spear prick­ing the very heart of a sith can kill it quick­ly enough to save its prey. In this sec­tion of Kaol we are all armed with a long sith spear, whose point is smeared with the poi­son of the crea­ture it is in­tend­ed to kill; no oth­er virus acts so quick­ly up­on the beast as its own.

			“Look,” he con­tin­ued, draw­ing his dag­ger and mak­ing an in­ci­sion in the car­cass a foot above the root of the sting, from which he present­ly drew forth two sacs, each of which held ful­ly a gal­lon of the dead­ly liq­uid.

			“Thus we main­tain our sup­ply, though were it not for cer­tain com­mer­cial us­es to which the virus is put, it would scarce­ly be nec­es­sary to add to our present store, since the sith is al­most ex­tinct.

			“On­ly oc­ca­sion­al­ly do we now run up­on one. Of old, how­ev­er, Kaol was over­run with the fright­ful mon­sters that of­ten came in herds of twen­ty or thir­ty, dart­ing down from above in­to our cities and car­ry­ing away wom­en, chil­dren, and even war­riors.”

			As he spoke I had been won­der­ing just how much I might safe­ly tell this man of the mis­sion which brought me to his land, but his next words an­tic­i­pat­ed the broach­ing of the sub­ject on my part, and ren­dered me thank­ful that I had not spo­ken too soon.

			“And now as to your­self, John Carter,” he said, “I shall not ask your busi­ness here, nor do I wish to hear it. I have eyes and ears and or­di­nary in­tel­li­gence, and yes­ter­day morn­ing I saw the par­ty that came to the city of Kaol from the north in a small fli­er. But one thing I ask of you, and that is: the word of John Carter that he con­tem­plates no overt act against ei­ther the na­tion of Kaol or its jed­dak.”

			“You may have my word as to that, Torkar Bar,” I replied.

			“My way leads along the Kao­lian road, away from the city of Kaol,” he con­tin­ued. “I have seen no one—John Carter least of all. Nor have you seen Torkar Bar, nor ev­er heard of him. You un­der­stand?”

			“Per­fect­ly,” I replied.

			He laid his hand up­on my shoul­der.

			“This road leads di­rect­ly in­to the city of Kaol,” he said. “I wish you for­tune,” and vault­ing to the back of his thoat he trot­ted away with­out even a back­ward glance.

			It was af­ter dark when Woola and I spied through the mighty for­est the great wall which sur­rounds the city of Kaol.

			We had tra­versed the en­tire way with­out mishap or ad­ven­ture, and though the few we had met had eyed the great calot won­der­ing­ly, none had pierced the red pig­ment with which I had smooth­ly smeared ev­ery square inch of my body.

			But to tra­verse the sur­round­ing coun­try, and to en­ter the guard­ed city of Ku­lan Tith, Jed­dak of Kaol, were two very dif­fer­ent things. No man en­ters a Mar­tian city with­out giv­ing a very de­tailed and sat­is­fac­to­ry ac­count of him­self, nor did I de­lude my­self with the be­lief that I could for a mo­ment im­pose up­on the acu­men of the of­fi­cers of the guard to whom I should be tak­en the mo­ment I ap­plied at any one of the gates.

			My on­ly hope seemed to lie in en­ter­ing the city sur­rep­ti­tious­ly un­der cov­er of the dark­ness, and once in, trust to my own wits to hide my­self in some crowd­ed quar­ter where de­tec­tion would be less li­able to oc­cur.

			With this idea in view I cir­cled the great wall, keep­ing with­in the fringe of the for­est, which is cut away for a short dis­tance from the wall all about the city, that no en­e­my may uti­lize the trees as a means of ingress.

			Sev­er­al times I at­tempt­ed to scale the bar­ri­er at dif­fer­ent points, but not even my earth­ly mus­cles could over­come that clev­er­ly con­struct­ed ram­part. To a height of thir­ty feet the face of the wall slant­ed out­ward, and then for al­most an equal dis­tance it was per­pen­dic­u­lar, above which it slant­ed in again for some fif­teen feet to the crest.

			And smooth! Pol­ished glass could not be more so. Fi­nal­ly I had to ad­mit that at last I had dis­cov­ered a Bar­soo­mi­an for­ti­fi­ca­tion which I could not ne­go­ti­ate.

			Dis­cour­aged, I with­drew in­to the for­est be­side a broad high­way which en­tered the city from the east, and with Woola be­side me lay down to sleep.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				A Hero in Kaol

			
			It was day­light when I was awak­ened by the sound of stealthy move­ment near by.

			As I opened my eyes Woola, too, moved and, com­ing up to his haunch­es, stared through the in­ter­ven­ing brush to­ward the road, each hair up­on his neck stiffly erect.

			At first I could see noth­ing, but present­ly I caught a glimpse of a bit of smooth and glossy green mov­ing among the scar­let and pur­ple and yel­low of the veg­e­ta­tion.

			Mo­tion­ing Woola to re­main qui­et­ly where he was, I crept for­ward to in­ves­ti­gate, and from be­hind the bole of a great tree I saw a long line of the hideous green war­riors of the dead sea bot­toms hid­ing in the dense jun­gle be­side the road.

			As far as I could see, the silent line of de­struc­tion and death stretched away from the city of Kaol. There could be but one ex­pla­na­tion. The green men were ex­pect­ing an ex­o­dus of a body of red troops from the near­est city gate, and they were ly­ing there in am­bush to leap up­on them.

			I owed no feal­ty to the Jed­dak of Kaol, but he was of the same race of no­ble red men as my own princess, and I would not stand supine­ly by and see his war­riors butchered by the cru­el and heart­less demons of the waste places of Bar­soom.

			Cau­tious­ly I re­traced my steps to where I had left Woola, and warn­ing him to si­lence, sig­naled him to fol­low me. Mak­ing a con­sid­er­able de­tour to avoid the chance of fall­ing in­to the hands of the green men, I came at last to the great wall.

			A hun­dred yards to my right was the gate from which the troops were ev­i­dent­ly ex­pect­ed to is­sue, but to reach it I must pass the flank of the green war­riors with­in easy sight of them, and, fear­ing that my plan to warn the Kao­lians might thus be thwart­ed, I de­cid­ed up­on has­ten­ing to­ward the left, where an­oth­er gate a mile away would give me ingress to the city.

			I knew that the word I brought would prove a splen­did pass­port to Kaol, and I must ad­mit that my cau­tion was due more to my ar­dent de­sire to make my way in­to the city than to avoid a brush with the green men. As much as I en­joy a fight, I can­not al­ways in­dulge my­self, and just now I had more weighty mat­ters to oc­cu­py my time than spilling the blood of strange war­riors.

			Could I but win be­yond the city’s wall, there might be op­por­tu­ni­ty in the con­fu­sion and ex­cite­ment which were sure to fol­low my an­nounce­ment of an in­vad­ing force of green war­riors to find my way with­in the palace of the jed­dak, where I was sure Matai Shang and his par­ty would be quar­tered.

			But scarce­ly had I tak­en a hun­dred steps in the di­rec­tion of the far­ther gate when the sound of march­ing troops, the clank of met­al, and the squeal­ing of thoats just with­in the city ap­prised me of the fact that the Kao­lians were al­ready mov­ing to­ward the oth­er gate.

			There was no time to be lost. In an­oth­er mo­ment the gate would be opened and the head of the col­umn pass out up­on the death-bor­dered high­way.

			Turn­ing back to­ward the fate­ful gate, I ran rapid­ly along the edge of the clear­ing, tak­ing the ground in the mighty leaps that had first made me fa­mous up­on Bar­soom. Thir­ty, fifty, a hun­dred feet at a bound are noth­ing for the mus­cles of an ath­let­ic Earth man up­on Mars.

			As I passed the flank of the wait­ing green men they saw my eyes turned up­on them, and in an in­stant, know­ing that all se­cre­cy was at an end, those near­est me sprang to their feet in an ef­fort to cut me off be­fore I could reach the gate.

			At the same in­stant the mighty por­tal swung wide and the head of the Kao­lian col­umn emerged. A dozen green war­riors had suc­ceed­ed in reach­ing a point be­tween me and the gate, but they had but lit­tle idea who it was they had elect­ed to de­tain.

			I did not slack­en my speed an io­ta as I dashed among them, and as they fell be­fore my blade I could not but re­call the hap­py mem­o­ry of those oth­er bat­tles when Tars Tarkas, Jed­dak of Thark, might­i­est of Mar­tian green men, had stood shoul­der to shoul­der with me through long, hot Mar­tian days, as to­geth­er we hewed down our en­e­mies un­til the pile of corpses about us rose high­er than a tall man’s head.

			When sev­er­al pressed me too close­ly, there be­fore the carved gate­way of Kaol, I leaped above their heads, and fash­ion­ing my tac­tics af­ter those of the hideous plant men of Dor, struck down up­on my en­e­mies’ heads as I passed above them.

			From the city the red war­riors were rush­ing to­ward us, and from the jun­gle the sav­age horde of green men were com­ing to meet them. In a mo­ment I was in the very cen­ter of as fierce and bloody a bat­tle as I had ev­er passed through.

			These Kao­lians are most no­ble fight­ers, nor are the green men of the equa­tor one whit less war­like than their cold, cru­el cousins of the tem­per­ate zone. There were many times when ei­ther side might have with­drawn with­out dis­hon­or and thus end­ed hos­til­i­ties, but from the mad aban­don with which each in­vari­ably re­newed hos­til­i­ties I soon came to be­lieve that what need not have been more than a tri­fling skir­mish would end on­ly with the com­plete ex­ter­mi­na­tion of one force or the oth­er.

			With the joy of bat­tle once roused with­in me, I took keen de­light in the fray, and that my fight­ing was not­ed by the Kao­lians was of­ten ev­i­denced by the shouts of ap­plause di­rect­ed at me.

			If I some­times seem to take too great pride in my fight­ing abil­i­ty, it must be re­mem­bered that fight­ing is my vo­ca­tion. If your vo­ca­tion be shoe­ing hors­es, or paint­ing pic­tures, and you can do one or the oth­er bet­ter than your fel­lows, then you are a fool if you are not proud of your abil­i­ty. And so I am very proud that up­on two plan­ets no greater fight­er has ev­er lived than John Carter, Prince of He­li­um.

			And I out­did my­self that day to im­press the fact up­on the na­tives of Kaol, for I wished to win a way in­to their hearts—and their city. Nor was I to be dis­ap­point­ed in my de­sire.

			All day we fought, un­til the road was red with blood and clogged with corpses. Back and forth along the slip­pery high­way the tide of bat­tle surged, but nev­er once was the gate­way to Kaol re­al­ly in dan­ger.

			There were breath­ing spells when I had a chance to con­verse with the red men be­side whom I fought, and once the jed­dak, Ku­lan Tith him­self, laid his hand up­on my shoul­der and asked my name.

			“I am Dotar So­jat,” I replied, re­call­ing a name giv­en me by the Tharks many years be­fore, from the sur­names of the first two of their war­riors I had killed, which is the cus­tom among them.

			“You are a mighty war­rior, Dotar So­jat,” he replied, “and when this day is done I shall speak with you again in the great au­di­ence cham­ber.”

			And then the fight surged up­on us once more and we were sep­a­rat­ed, but my heart’s de­sire was at­tained, and it was with re­newed vig­or and a joy­ous soul that I laid about me with my long-sword un­til the last of the green men had had enough and had with­drawn to­ward their dis­tant sea bot­tom.

			Not un­til the bat­tle was over did I learn why the red troops had sal­lied forth that day. It seemed that Ku­lan Tith was ex­pect­ing a vis­it from a mighty jed­dak of the north—a pow­er­ful and the on­ly al­ly of the Kao­lians, and it had been his wish to meet his guest a full day’s jour­ney from Kaol.

			But now the march of the wel­com­ing host was de­layed un­til the fol­low­ing morn­ing, when the troops again set out from Kaol. I had not been bid­den to the pres­ence of Ku­lan Tith af­ter the bat­tle, but he had sent an of­fi­cer to find me and es­cort me to com­fort­able quar­ters in that part of the palace set aside for the of­fi­cers of the roy­al guard.

			There, with Woola, I had spent a com­fort­able night, and rose much re­freshed af­ter the ar­du­ous labors of the past few days. Woola had fought with me through the bat­tle of the pre­vi­ous day, true to the in­stincts and train­ing of a Mar­tian war dog, great num­bers of which are of­ten to be found with the sav­age green hordes of the dead sea bot­toms.

			Nei­ther of us had come through the con­flict un­scathed, but the mar­velous, heal­ing salves of Bar­soom had suf­ficed, overnight, to make us as good as new.

			I break­fast­ed with a num­ber of the Kao­lian of­fi­cers, whom I found as cour­te­ous and de­light­ful hosts as even the no­bles of He­li­um, who are renowned for their ease of man­ners and ex­cel­lence of breed­ing. The meal was scarce­ly con­clud­ed when a mes­sen­ger ar­rived from Ku­lan Tith sum­mon­ing me be­fore him.

			As I en­tered the roy­al pres­ence the jed­dak rose, and step­ping from the dais which sup­port­ed his mag­nif­i­cent throne, came for­ward to meet me—a mark of dis­tinc­tion that is sel­dom ac­cord­ed to oth­er than a vis­it­ing ruler.

			“Kaor, Dotar So­jat!” he greet­ed me. “I have sum­moned you to re­ceive the grate­ful thanks of the peo­ple of Kaol, for had it not been for your hero­ic brav­ery in dar­ing fate to warn us of the am­bus­cade we must sure­ly have fall­en in­to the well-laid trap. Tell me more of your­self—from what coun­try you come, and what er­rand brings you to the court of Ku­lan Tith.”

			“I am from Has­tor,” I said, for in truth I had a small palace in that south­ern city which lies with­in the far-flung do­min­ions of the He­li­umet­ic na­tion.

			“My pres­ence in the land of Kaol is part­ly due to ac­ci­dent, my fli­er be­ing wrecked up­on the south­ern fringe of your great for­est. It was while seek­ing en­trance to the city of Kaol that I dis­cov­ered the green horde ly­ing in wait for your troops.”

			If Ku­lan Tith won­dered what busi­ness brought me in a fli­er to the very edge of his do­main he was good enough not to press me fur­ther for an ex­pla­na­tion, which I should in­deed have had dif­fi­cul­ty in ren­der­ing.

			Dur­ing my au­di­ence with the jed­dak an­oth­er par­ty en­tered the cham­ber from be­hind me, so that I did not see their faces un­til Ku­lan Tith stepped past me to greet them, com­mand­ing me to fol­low and be pre­sent­ed.

			As I turned to­ward them it was with dif­fi­cul­ty that I con­trolled my fea­tures, for there, lis­ten­ing to Ku­lan Tith’s eu­lo­gis­tic words con­cern­ing me, stood my arch-en­e­mies, Matai Shang and Thurid.

			“Holy Hekkador of the Holy Th­erns,” the jed­dak was say­ing, “show­er thy bless­ings up­on Dotar So­jat, the val­or­ous stranger from dis­tant Has­tor, whose won­drous hero­ism and mar­velous fe­roc­i­ty saved the day for Kaol yes­ter­day.”

			Matai Shang stepped for­ward and laid his hand up­on my shoul­der. No slight­est in­di­ca­tion that he rec­og­nized me showed up­on his coun­te­nance—my dis­guise was ev­i­dent­ly com­plete.

			He spoke kind­ly to me and then pre­sent­ed me to Thurid. The black, too, was ev­i­dent­ly en­tire­ly de­ceived. Then Ku­lan Tith re­galed them, much to my amuse­ment, with de­tails of my achieve­ments up­on the field of bat­tle.

			The thing that seemed to have im­pressed him most was my re­mark­able agili­ty, and time and again he de­scribed the won­drous way in which I had leaped com­plete­ly over an an­tag­o­nist, cleav­ing his skull wide open with my long-sword as I passed above him.

			I thought that I saw Thurid’s eyes widen a bit dur­ing the nar­ra­tive, and sev­er­al times I sur­prised him gaz­ing in­tent­ly in­to my face through nar­rowed lids. Was he com­menc­ing to sus­pect? And then Ku­lan Tith told of the sav­age calot that fought be­side me, and af­ter that I saw sus­pi­cion in the eyes of Matai Shang—or did I but imag­ine it?

			At the close of the au­di­ence Ku­lan Tith an­nounced that he would have me ac­com­pa­ny him up­on the way to meet his roy­al guest, and as I de­part­ed with an of­fi­cer who was to pro­cure prop­er trap­pings and a suit­able mount for me, both Matai Shang and Thurid seemed most sin­cere in pro­fess­ing their plea­sure at hav­ing had an op­por­tu­ni­ty to know me. It was with a sigh of re­lief that I quit­ted the cham­ber, con­vinced that noth­ing more than a guilty con­science had prompt­ed my be­lief that ei­ther of my en­e­mies sus­pect­ed my true iden­ti­ty.

			A half-hour lat­er I rode out of the city gate with the col­umn that ac­com­pa­nied Ku­lan Tith up­on the way to meet his friend and al­ly. Though my eyes and ears had been wide open dur­ing my au­di­ence with the jed­dak and my var­i­ous pas­sages through the palace, I had seen or heard noth­ing of De­jah Tho­ris or Thu­via of Ptarth. That they must be some­where with­in the great ram­bling ed­i­fice I was pos­i­tive, and I should have giv­en much to have found a way to re­main be­hind dur­ing Ku­lan Tith’s ab­sence, that I might search for them.

			To­ward noon we came in touch with the head of the col­umn we had set out to meet.

			It was a gor­geous train that ac­com­pa­nied the vis­it­ing jed­dak, and for miles it stretched along the wide, white road to Kaol. Mount­ed troops, their trap­pings of jew­el and met­al-in­crust­ed leather glis­ten­ing in the sun­light, formed the van­guard of the body, and then came a thou­sand gor­geous char­i­ots drawn by huge zi­ti­dars.

			These low, com­modi­ous wag­ons moved two abreast, and on ei­ther side of them marched sol­id ranks of mount­ed war­riors, for in the char­i­ots were the wom­en and chil­dren of the roy­al court. Up­on the back of each mon­ster zi­ti­dar rode a Mar­tian youth, and the whole scene car­ried me back to my first days up­on Bar­soom, now twen­ty-two years in the past, when I had first be­held the gor­geous spec­ta­cle of a car­a­van of the green horde of Tharks.

			Nev­er be­fore to­day had I seen zi­ti­dars in the ser­vice of red men. These brutes are huge mastodonian an­i­mals that tow­er to an im­mense height even be­side the gi­ant green men and their gi­ant thoats; but when com­pared to the rel­a­tive­ly small red man and his breed of thoats they as­sume Brob­d­ing­na­gian pro­por­tions that are tru­ly ap­palling.

			The beasts were hung with jew­eled trap­pings and sad­dlepads of gay silk, em­broi­dered in fan­ci­ful de­signs with strings of di­a­monds, pearls, ru­bies, emer­alds, and the count­less un­named jew­els of Mars, while from each char­i­ot rose a dozen stan­dards from which stream­ers, flags, and pen­nons flut­tered in the breeze.

			Just in front of the char­i­ots the vis­it­ing jed­dak rode alone up­on a pure white thoat—an­oth­er un­usu­al sight up­on Bar­soom—and af­ter them came in­ter­minable ranks of mount­ed spear­men, ri­fle­men, and swords­men. It was in­deed a most im­pos­ing sight.

			Ex­cept for the clank­ing of ac­cou­trements and the oc­ca­sion­al squeal of an an­gry thoat or the low gut­tural of a zi­ti­dar, the pas­sage of the cav­al­cade was al­most noise­less, for nei­ther thoat nor zi­ti­dar is a hoofed an­i­mal, and the broad tires of the char­i­ots are of an elas­tic com­po­si­tion, which gives forth no sound.

			Now and then the gay laugh­ter of a wom­an or the chat­ter of chil­dren could be heard, for the red Mar­tians are a so­cial, plea­sure-lov­ing peo­ple—in di­rect an­tithe­sis to the cold and mor­bid race of green men.

			The forms and cer­e­mo­ni­als con­nect­ed with the meet­ing of the two jed­daks con­sumed an hour, and then we turned and re­traced our way to­ward the city of Kaol, which the head of the col­umn reached just be­fore dark, though it must have been near­ly morn­ing be­fore the rear guard passed through the gate­way.

			For­tu­nate­ly, I was well up to­ward the head of the col­umn, and af­ter the great ban­quet, which I at­tend­ed with the of­fi­cers of the roy­al guard, I was free to seek re­pose. There was so much ac­tiv­i­ty and bus­tle about the palace all dur­ing the night with the con­stant ar­rival of the no­ble of­fi­cers of the vis­it­ing jed­dak’s ret­inue that I dared not at­tempt to pros­e­cute a search for De­jah Tho­ris, and so, as soon as it was seem­ly for me to do so, I re­turned to my quar­ters.

			As I passed along the cor­ri­dors be­tween the ban­quet hall and the apart­ments that had been al­lot­ted me, I had a sud­den feel­ing that I was un­der sur­veil­lance, and, turn­ing quick­ly in my tracks, caught a glimpse of a fig­ure which dart­ed in­to an open door­way the in­stant I wheeled about.

			Though I ran quick­ly back to the spot where the shad­ow­er had dis­ap­peared I could find no trace of him, yet in the brief glimpse that I had caught I could have sworn that I had seen a white face sur­mount­ed by a mass of yel­low hair.

			The in­ci­dent gave me con­sid­er­able food for spec­u­la­tion, since if I were right in the con­clu­sion in­duced by the cur­so­ry glimpse I had had of the spy, then Matai Shang and Thurid must sus­pect my iden­ti­ty, and if that were true not even the ser­vice I had ren­dered Ku­lan Tith could save me from his re­li­gious fa­nati­cism.

			But nev­er did vague con­jec­ture or fruit­less fears for the fu­ture lie with suf­fi­cient weight up­on my mind to keep me from my rest, and so tonight I threw my­self up­on my sleep­ing silks and furs and passed at once in­to dream­less slum­ber.

			Calots are not per­mit­ted with­in the walls of the palace prop­er, and so I had had to rel­e­gate poor Woola to quar­ters in the sta­bles where the roy­al thoats are kept. He had com­fort­able, even lux­u­ri­ous apart­ments, but I would have giv­en much to have had him with me; and if he had been, the thing which hap­pened that night would not have come to pass.

			I could not have slept over a quar­ter of an hour when I was sud­den­ly awak­ened by the pass­ing of some cold and clam­my thing across my fore­head. In­stant­ly I sprang to my feet, clutch­ing in the di­rec­tion I thought the pres­ence lay. For an in­stant my hand touched against hu­man flesh, and then, as I lunged head­fore­most through the dark­ness to seize my noc­tur­nal vis­i­tor, my foot be­came en­tan­gled in my sleep­ing silks and I fell sprawl­ing to the floor.

			By the time I had re­sumed my feet and found the but­ton which con­trolled the light my call­er had dis­ap­peared. Care­ful search of the room re­vealed noth­ing to ex­plain ei­ther the iden­ti­ty or busi­ness of the per­son who had thus se­cret­ly sought me in the dead of night.

			That the pur­pose might be theft I could not be­lieve, since thieves are prac­ti­cal­ly un­known up­on Bar­soom. As­sas­si­na­tion, how­ev­er, is ram­pant, but even this could not have been the mo­tive of my stealthy friend, for he might eas­i­ly have killed me had he de­sired.

			I had about giv­en up fruit­less con­jec­ture and was on the point of re­turn­ing to sleep when a dozen Kao­lian guards­men en­tered my apart­ment. The of­fi­cer in charge was one of my ge­nial hosts of the morn­ing, but now up­on his face was no sign of friend­ship.

			“Ku­lan Tith com­mands your pres­ence be­fore him,” he said. “Come!”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				New Al­lies

			
			Sur­round­ed by guards­men I marched back along the cor­ri­dors of the palace of Ku­lan Tith, Jed­dak of Kaol, to the great au­di­ence cham­ber in the cen­ter of the mas­sive struc­ture.

			As I en­tered the bril­liant­ly light­ed apart­ment, filled with the no­bles of Kaol and the of­fi­cers of the vis­it­ing jed­dak, all eyes were turned up­on me. Up­on the great dais at the end of the cham­ber stood three thrones, up­on which sat Ku­lan Tith and his two guests, Matai Shang, and the vis­it­ing jed­dak.

			Up the broad cen­ter aisle we marched be­neath dead­ly si­lence, and at the foot of the thrones we halt­ed.

			“Pre­fer thy charge,” said Ku­lan Tith, turn­ing to one who stood among the no­bles at his right; and then Thurid, the black da­tor of the First Born, stepped for­ward and faced me.

			“Most no­ble Jed­dak,” he said, ad­dress­ing Ku­lan Tith, “from the first I sus­pect­ed this stranger with­in thy palace. Your de­scrip­tion of his fiendish prow­ess tal­lied with that of the arch-en­e­my of truth up­on Bar­soom.

			“But that there might be no mis­take I despatched a priest of your own holy cult to make the test that should pierce his dis­guise and re­veal the truth. Be­hold the re­sult!” and Thurid point­ed a rigid fin­ger at my fore­head.

			All eyes fol­lowed the di­rec­tion of that ac­cus­ing dig­it—I alone seemed at a loss to guess what fa­tal sign rest­ed up­on my brow.

			The of­fi­cer be­side me guessed my per­plex­i­ty; and as the brows of Ku­lan Tith dark­ened in a men­ac­ing scowl as his eyes rest­ed up­on me, the no­ble drew a small mir­ror from his pock­et-pouch and held it be­fore my face.

			One glance at the re­flec­tion it gave back to me was suf­fi­cient.

			From my fore­head the hand of the sneak­ing th­ern had reached out through the con­ceal­ing dark­ness of my bed­cham­ber and wiped away a patch of the dis­guis­ing red pig­ment as broad as my palm. Be­neath showed the tanned tex­ture of my own white skin.

			For a mo­ment Thurid ceased speak­ing, to en­hance, I sus­pect, the dra­mat­ic ef­fect of his dis­clo­sure. Then he re­sumed.

			“Here, O Ku­lan Tith,” he cried, “is he who has des­e­crat­ed the tem­ples of the Gods of Mars, who has vi­o­lat­ed the per­sons of the Holy Th­erns them­selves and turned a world against its age-old re­li­gion. Be­fore you, in your pow­er, Jed­dak of Kaol, De­fend­er of the Holies, stands John Carter, Prince of He­li­um!”

			Ku­lan Tith looked to­ward Matai Shang as though for cor­rob­o­ra­tion of these charges. The Holy Th­ern nod­ded his head.

			“It is in­deed the arch-blas­phe­mer,” he said. “Even now he has fol­lowed me to the very heart of thy palace, Ku­lan Tith, for the sole pur­pose of as­sas­si­nat­ing me. He—”

			“He lies!” I cried. “Ku­lan Tith, lis­ten that you may know the truth. Lis­ten while I tell you why John Carter has fol­lowed Matai Shang to the heart of thy palace. Lis­ten to me as well as to them, and then judge if my acts be not more in ac­cord with true Bar­soo­mi­an chival­ry and hon­or than those of these re­venge­ful devo­tees of the spu­ri­ous creeds from whose cru­el bonds I have freed your plan­et.”

			“Si­lence!” roared the jed­dak, leap­ing to his feet and lay­ing his hand up­on the hilt of his sword. “Si­lence, blas­phe­mer! Ku­lan Tith need not per­mit the air of his au­di­ence cham­ber to be de­filed by the here­sies that is­sue from your pol­lut­ed throat to judge you.

			“You stand al­ready self-con­demned. It but re­mains to de­ter­mine the man­ner of your death. Even the ser­vice that you ren­dered the arms of Kaol shall avail you naught; it was but a base sub­terfuge where­by you might win your way in­to my fa­vor and reach the side of this holy man whose life you craved. To the pits with him!” he con­clud­ed, ad­dress­ing the of­fi­cer of my guard.

			Here was a pret­ty pass, in­deed! What chance had I against a whole na­tion? What hope for me of mer­cy at the hands of the fa­nat­i­cal Ku­lan Tith with such ad­vis­ers as Matai Shang and Thurid. The black grinned malev­o­lent­ly in my face.

			“You shall not es­cape this time, Earth man,” he taunt­ed.

			The guards closed to­ward me. A red haze blurred my vi­sion. The fight­ing blood of my Vir­gini­an sires coursed hot through my veins. The lust of bat­tle in all its mad fury was up­on me.

			With a leap I was be­side Thurid, and ere the dev­il­ish smirk had fad­ed from his hand­some face I had caught him full up­on the mouth with my clenched fist; and as the good, old Amer­i­can blow land­ed, the black da­tor shot back a dozen feet, to crum­ple in a heap at the foot of Ku­lan Tith’s throne, spit­ting blood and teeth from his hurt mouth.

			Then I drew my sword and swung round, on guard, to face a na­tion.

			In an in­stant the guards­men were up­on me, but be­fore a blow had been struck a mighty voice rose above the din of shout­ing war­riors, and a gi­ant fig­ure leaped from the dais be­side Ku­lan Tith and, with drawn long-sword, threw him­self be­tween me and my ad­ver­saries.

			It was the vis­it­ing jed­dak.

			“Hold!” he cried. “If you val­ue my friend­ship, Ku­lan Tith, and the age-old peace that has ex­ist­ed be­tween our peo­ples, call off your swords­men; for wher­ev­er or against whom­so­ev­er fights John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, there be­side him and to the death fights Thu­van Di­hn, Jed­dak of Ptarth.”

			The shout­ing ceased and the men­ac­ing points were low­ered as a thou­sand eyes turned first to­ward Thu­van Di­hn in sur­prise and then to­ward Ku­lan Tith in ques­tion. At first the Jed­dak of Kaol went white in rage, but be­fore he spoke he had mas­tered him­self, so that his tone was calm and even as be­fit­ted in­ter­course be­tween two great jed­daks.

			“Thu­van Di­hn,” he said slow­ly, “must have great provo­ca­tion thus to des­e­crate the an­cient cus­toms which in­spire the de­port­ment of a guest with­in the palace of his host. Lest I, too, should for­get my­self as has my roy­al friend, I should pre­fer to re­main silent un­til the Jed­dak of Ptarth has won from me ap­plause for his ac­tion by re­lat­ing the caus­es which pro­voked it.”

			I could see that the Jed­dak of Ptarth was of half a mind to throw his met­al in Ku­lan Tith’s face, but he con­trolled him­self even as well as had his host.

			“None knows bet­ter than Thu­van Di­hn,” he said, “the laws which gov­ern the acts of men in the do­mains of their neigh­bors; but Thu­van Di­hn owes al­le­giance to a high­er law than these—the law of grat­i­tude. Nor to any man up­on Bar­soom does he owe a greater debt of grat­i­tude than to John Carter, Prince of He­li­um.

			“Years ago, Ku­lan Tith,” he con­tin­ued, “up­on the oc­ca­sion of your last vis­it to me, you were great­ly tak­en with the charms and graces of my on­ly daugh­ter, Thu­via. You saw how I adored her, and lat­er you learned that, in­spired by some un­fath­omable whim, she had tak­en the last, long, vol­un­tary pil­grim­age up­on the cold bo­som of the mys­te­ri­ous Iss, leav­ing me des­o­late.

			“Some months ago I first heard of the ex­pe­di­tion which John Carter had led against Is­sus and the Holy Th­erns. Faint ru­mors of the atroc­i­ties re­port­ed to have been com­mit­ted by the th­erns up­on those who for count­less ages have float­ed down the mighty Iss came to my ears.

			“I heard that thou­sands of pris­on­ers had been re­leased, few of whom dared to re­turn to their own coun­tries ow­ing to the man­date of ter­ri­ble death which rests against all who re­turn from the Val­ley Dor.

			“For a time I could not be­lieve the here­sies which I heard, and I prayed that my daugh­ter Thu­via might have died be­fore she ev­er com­mit­ted the sac­ri­lege of re­turn­ing to the out­er world. But then my fa­ther’s love as­sert­ed it­self, and I vowed that I would pre­fer eter­nal damna­tion to fur­ther sep­a­ra­tion from her if she could be found.

			“So I sent emis­saries to He­li­um, and to the court of Xo­dar, Jed­dak of the First Born, and to him who now rules those of the th­ern na­tion that have re­nounced their re­li­gion; and from each and all I heard the same sto­ry of un­speak­able cru­el­ties and atroc­i­ties per­pe­trat­ed up­on the poor de­fense­less vic­tims of their re­li­gion by the Holy Th­erns.

			“Many there were who had seen or known my daugh­ter, and from th­erns who had been close to Matai Shang I learned of the in­dig­ni­ties that he per­son­al­ly heaped up­on her; and I was glad when I came here to find that Matai Shang was al­so your guest, for I should have sought him out had it tak­en a life­time.

			“More, too, I heard, and that of the chival­rous kind­ness that John Carter had ac­cord­ed my daugh­ter. They told me how he fought for her and res­cued her, and how he spurned es­cape from the sav­age Warhoons of the south, send­ing her to safe­ty up­on his own thoat and re­main­ing up­on foot to meet the green war­riors.

			“Can you won­der, Ku­lan Tith, that I am will­ing to jeop­ar­dize my life, the peace of my na­tion, or even your friend­ship, which I prize more than aught else, to cham­pi­on the Prince of He­li­um?”

			For a mo­ment Ku­lan Tith was silent. I could see by the ex­pres­sion of his face that he was sore per­plexed. Then he spoke.

			“Thu­van Di­hn,” he said, and his tone was friend­ly though sad, “who am I to judge my fel­low-man? In my eyes the Fa­ther of Th­erns is still holy, and the re­li­gion which he teach­es the on­ly true re­li­gion, but were I faced by the same prob­lem that has vexed you I doubt not that I should feel and act pre­cise­ly as you have.

			“In so far as the Prince of He­li­um is con­cerned I may act, but be­tween you and Matai Shang my on­ly of­fice can be one of con­cil­i­a­tion. The Prince of He­li­um shall be es­cort­ed in safe­ty to the bound­ary of my do­main ere the sun has set again, where he shall be free to go whith­er he will; but up­on pain of death must he nev­er again en­ter the land of Kaol.

			“If there be a quar­rel be­tween you and the Fa­ther of Th­erns, I need not ask that the set­tle­ment of it be de­ferred un­til both have passed be­yond the lim­its of my pow­er. Are you sat­is­fied, Thu­van Di­hn?”

			The Jed­dak of Ptarth nod­ded his as­sent, but the ug­ly scowl that he bent up­on Matai Shang har­bored ill for that pasty-faced godling.

			“The Prince of He­li­um is far from sat­is­fied,” I cried, break­ing rude­ly in up­on the be­gin­nings of peace, for I had no stom­ach for peace at the price that had been named.

			“I have es­caped death in a dozen forms to fol­low Matai Shang and over­take him, and I do not in­tend to be led, like a de­crepit thoat to the slaugh­ter, from the goal that I have won by the prow­ess of my sword arm and the might of my mus­cles.

			“Nor will Thu­van Di­hn, Jed­dak of Ptarth, be sat­is­fied when he has heard me through. Do you know why I have fol­lowed Matai Shang and Thurid, the black da­tor, from the forests of the Val­ley Dor across half a world through al­most in­sur­mount­able dif­fi­cul­ties?

			“Think you that John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, would stoop to as­sas­si­na­tion? Can Ku­lan Tith be such a fool as to be­lieve that lie, whis­pered in his ear by the Holy Th­ern or Da­tor Thurid?

			“I do not fol­low Matai Shang to kill him, though the God of mine own plan­et knows that my hands itch to be at his throat. I fol­low him, Thu­van Di­hn, be­cause with him are two pris­on­ers—my wife, De­jah Tho­ris, Princess of He­li­um, and your daugh­ter, Thu­via of Ptarth.

			“Now think you that I shall per­mit my­self to be led be­yond the walls of Kaol un­less the moth­er of my son ac­com­pa­nies me, and thy daugh­ter be re­stored?”

			Thu­van Di­hn turned up­on Ku­lan Tith. Rage flamed in his keen eyes; but by the mas­ter­ful­ness of his self-con­trol he kept his tones lev­el as he spoke.

			“Knew you this thing, Ku­lan Tith?” he asked. “Knew you that my daugh­ter lay a pris­on­er in your palace?”

			“He could not know it,” in­ter­rupt­ed Matai Shang, white with what I am sure was more fear than rage. “He could not know it, for it is a lie.”

			I would have had his life for that up­on the spot, but even as I sprang to­ward him Thu­van Di­hn laid a heavy hand up­on my shoul­der.

			“Wait,” he said to me, and then to Ku­lan Tith. “It is not a lie. This much have I learned of the Prince of He­li­um—he does not lie. An­swer me, Ku­lan Tith—I have asked you a ques­tion.”

			“Three wom­en came with the Fa­ther of Th­erns,” replied Ku­lan Tith. “Phaidor, his daugh­ter, and two who were re­port­ed to be her slaves. If these be Thu­via of Ptarth and De­jah Tho­ris of He­li­um I did not know it—I have seen nei­ther. But if they be, then shall they be re­turned to you on the mor­row.”

			As he spoke he looked straight at Matai Shang, not as a devo­tee should look at a high priest, but as a ruler of men looks at one to whom he is­sues a com­mand.

			It must have been plain to the Fa­ther of Th­erns, as it was to me, that the re­cent dis­clo­sures of his true char­ac­ter had done much al­ready to weak­en the faith of Ku­lan Tith, and that it would re­quire but lit­tle more to turn the pow­er­ful jed­dak in­to an avowed en­e­my; but so strong are the seeds of su­per­sti­tion that even the great Kao­lian still hes­i­tat­ed to cut the fi­nal strand that bound him to his an­cient re­li­gion.

			Matai Shang was wise enough to seem to ac­cept the man­date of his fol­low­er, and promised to bring the two slave wom­en to the au­di­ence cham­ber on the mor­row.

			“It is al­most morn­ing now,” he said, “and I should dis­like to break in up­on the slum­ber of my daugh­ter, or I would have them fetched at once that you might see that the Prince of He­li­um is mis­tak­en,” and he em­pha­sized the last word in an ef­fort to af­front me so sub­tle­ly that I could not take open of­fense.

			I was about to ob­ject to any de­lay, and de­mand that the Princess of He­li­um be brought to me forth­with, when Thu­van Di­hn made such in­sis­tence seem un­nec­es­sary.

			“I should like to see my daugh­ter at once,” he said, “but if Ku­lan Tith will give me his as­sur­ance that none will be per­mit­ted to leave the palace this night, and that no harm shall be­fall ei­ther De­jah Tho­ris or Thu­via of Ptarth be­tween now and the mo­ment they are brought in­to our pres­ence in this cham­ber at day­light I shall not in­sist.”

			“None shall leave the palace tonight,” replied the Jed­dak of Kaol, “and Matai Shang will give us as­sur­ance that no harm will come to the two wom­en?”

			The th­ern as­sent­ed with a nod. A few mo­ments lat­er Ku­lan Tith in­di­cat­ed that the au­di­ence was at an end, and at Thu­van Di­hn’s in­vi­ta­tion I ac­com­pa­nied the Jed­dak of Ptarth to his own apart­ments, where we sat un­til day­light, while he lis­tened to the ac­count of my ex­pe­ri­ences up­on his plan­et and to all that had be­fall­en his daugh­ter dur­ing the time that we had been to­geth­er.

			I found the fa­ther of Thu­via a man af­ter my own heart, and that night saw the be­gin­ning of a friend­ship which has grown un­til it is sec­ond on­ly to that which ob­tains be­tween Tars Tarkas, the green Jed­dak of Thark, and my­self.

			The first burst of Mars’s sud­den dawn brought mes­sen­gers from Ku­lan Tith, sum­mon­ing us to the au­di­ence cham­ber where Thu­van Di­hn was to re­ceive his daugh­ter af­ter years of sep­a­ra­tion, and I was to be re­unit­ed with the glo­ri­ous daugh­ter of He­li­um af­ter an al­most un­bro­ken sep­a­ra­tion of twelve years.

			My heart pound­ed with­in my bo­som un­til I looked about me in em­bar­rass­ment, so sure was I that all with­in the room must hear. My arms ached to en­fold once more the di­vine form of her whose eter­nal youth and undy­ing beau­ty were but out­ward man­i­fes­ta­tions of a per­fect soul.

			At last the mes­sen­ger despatched to fetch Matai Shang re­turned. I craned my neck to catch the first glimpse of those who should be fol­low­ing, but the mes­sen­ger was alone.

			Halt­ing be­fore the throne he ad­dressed his jed­dak in a voice that was plain­ly au­di­ble to all with­in the cham­ber.

			“O Ku­lan Tith, Might­i­est of Jed­daks,” he cried, af­ter the fash­ion of the court, “your mes­sen­ger re­turns alone, for when he reached the apart­ments of the Fa­ther of Th­erns he found them emp­ty, as were those oc­cu­pied by his suite.”

			Ku­lan Tith went white.

			A low groan burst from the lips of Thu­van Di­hn who stood next me, not hav­ing as­cend­ed the throne which await­ed him be­side his host. For a mo­ment the si­lence of death reigned in the great au­di­ence cham­ber of Ku­lan Tith, Jed­dak of Kaol. It was he who broke the spell.

			Ris­ing from his throne he stepped down from the dais to the side of Thu­van Di­hn. Tears dimmed his eyes as he placed both his hands up­on the shoul­ders of his friend.

			“O Thu­van Di­hn,” he cried, “that this should have hap­pened in the palace of thy best friend! With my own hands would I have wrung the neck of Matai Shang had I guessed what was in his foul heart. Last night my life­long faith was weak­ened—this morn­ing it has been shat­tered; but too late, too late.

			“To wrest your daugh­ter and the wife of this roy­al war­rior from the clutch­es of these arch­fiends you have but to com­mand the re­sources of a mighty na­tion, for all Kaol is at your dis­pos­al. What may be done? Say the word!”

			“First,” I sug­gest­ed, “let us find those of your peo­ple who be re­spon­si­ble for the es­cape of Matai Shang and his fol­low­ers. With­out as­sis­tance on the part of the palace guard this thing could not have come to pass. Seek the guilty, and from them force an ex­pla­na­tion of the man­ner of their go­ing and the di­rec­tion they have tak­en.”

			Be­fore Ku­lan Tith could is­sue the com­mands that would ini­ti­ate the in­ves­ti­ga­tion a hand­some young of­fi­cer stepped for­ward and ad­dressed his jed­dak.

			“O Ku­lan Tith, Might­i­est of Jed­daks,” he said, “I alone be re­spon­si­ble for this griev­ous er­ror. Last night it was I who com­mand­ed the palace guard. I was on du­ty in oth­er parts of the palace dur­ing the au­di­ence of the ear­ly morn­ing, and knew noth­ing of what tran­spired then, so that when the Fa­ther of Th­erns sum­moned me and ex­plained that it was your wish that his par­ty be has­tened from the city be­cause of the pres­ence here of a dead­ly en­e­my who sought the Holy Hekkador’s life I did on­ly what a life­time of train­ing has taught me was the prop­er thing to do—I obeyed him whom I be­lieved to be the ruler of us all, might­i­er even than thou, might­i­est of jed­daks.

			“Let the con­se­quences and the pun­ish­ment fall on me alone, for I alone am guilty. Those oth­ers of the palace guard who as­sist­ed in the flight did so un­der my in­struc­tions.”

			Ku­lan Tith looked first at me and then at Thu­van Di­hn, as though to ask our judg­ment up­on the man, but the er­ror was so ev­i­dent­ly ex­cus­able that nei­ther of us had any mind to see the young of­fi­cer suf­fer for a mis­take that any might read­i­ly have made.

			“How left they,” asked Thu­van Di­hn, “and what di­rec­tion did they take?”

			“They left as they came,” replied the of­fi­cer, “up­on their own fli­er. For some time af­ter they had de­part­ed I watched the ves­sel’s lights, which van­ished fi­nal­ly due north.”

			“Where north could Matai Shang find an asy­lum?” asked Thu­van Di­hn of Ku­lan Tith.

			For some mo­ments the Jed­dak of Kaol stood with bowed head, ap­par­ent­ly deep in thought. Then a sud­den light bright­ened his coun­te­nance.

			“I have it!” he cried. “On­ly yes­ter­day Matai Shang let drop a hint of his des­ti­na­tion, telling me of a race of peo­ple un­like our­selves who dwell far to the north. They, he said, had al­ways been known to the Holy Th­erns and were de­vout and faith­ful fol­low­ers of the an­cient cult. Among them would he find a per­pet­u­al haven of refuge, where no ‘ly­ing heretics’ might seek him out. It is there that Matai Shang has gone.”

			“And in all Kaol there be no fli­er where­in to fol­low,” I cried.

			“Nor near­er than Ptarth,” replied Thu­van Di­hn.

			“Wait!” I ex­claimed, “be­yond the south­ern fringe of this great for­est lies the wreck of the th­ern fli­er which brought me that far up­on my way. If you will loan me men to fetch it, and ar­ti­fi­cers to as­sist me, I can re­pair it in two days, Ku­lan Tith.”

			I had been more than half sus­pi­cious of the seem­ing sin­cer­i­ty of the Kao­lian jed­dak’s sud­den apos­ta­sy, but the alacrity with which he em­braced my sug­ges­tion, and the despatch with which a force of of­fi­cers and men were placed at my dis­pos­al en­tire­ly re­moved the last ves­tige of my doubts.

			Two days lat­er the fli­er rest­ed up­on the top of the watch­tow­er, ready to de­part. Thu­van Di­hn and Ku­lan Tith had of­fered me the en­tire re­sources of two na­tions—mil­lions of fight­ing men were at my dis­pos­al; but my fli­er could hold but one oth­er than my­self and Woola.

			As I stepped aboard her, Thu­van Di­hn took his place be­side me. I cast a look of ques­tion­ing sur­prise up­on him. He turned to the high­est of his own of­fi­cers who had ac­com­pa­nied him to Kaol.

			“To you I en­trust the re­turn of my ret­inue to Ptarth,” he said. “There my son rules ably in my ab­sence. The Prince of He­li­um shall not go alone in­to the land of his en­e­mies. I have spo­ken. Farewell!”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Through the Car­rion Caves

			
			Straight to­ward the north, day and night, our des­ti­na­tion com­pass led us af­ter the flee­ing fli­er up­on which it had re­mained set since I first at­tuned it af­ter leav­ing the th­ern fortress.

			Ear­ly in the sec­ond night we no­ticed the air be­com­ing per­cep­ti­bly cold­er, and from the dis­tance we had come from the equa­tor were as­sured that we were rapid­ly ap­proach­ing the north arc­tic re­gion.

			My knowl­edge of the ef­forts that had been made by count­less ex­pe­di­tions to ex­plore that un­known land bade me to cau­tion, for nev­er had fli­er re­turned who had passed to any con­sid­er­able dis­tance be­yond the mighty ice-bar­ri­er that fringes the south­ern hem of the frigid zone.

			What be­came of them none knew—on­ly that they passed for­ev­er out of the sight of man in­to that grim and mys­te­ri­ous coun­try of the pole.

			The dis­tance from the bar­ri­er to the pole was no more than a swift fli­er should cov­er in a few hours, and so it was as­sumed that some fright­ful catas­tro­phe await­ed those who reached the “for­bid­den land,” as it had come to be called by the Mar­tians of the out­er world.

			Thus it was that I went more slow­ly as we ap­proached the bar­ri­er, for it was my in­ten­tion to move cau­tious­ly by day over the ice-pack that I might dis­cov­er, be­fore I had run in­to a trap, if there re­al­ly lay an in­hab­it­ed coun­try at the north pole, for there on­ly could I imag­ine a spot where Matai Shang might feel se­cure from John Carter, Prince of He­li­um.

			We were fly­ing at a snail’s pace but a few feet above the ground—lit­er­al­ly feel­ing our way along through the dark­ness, for both moons had set, and the night was black with the clouds that are to be found on­ly at Mars’s two ex­trem­i­ties.

			Sud­den­ly a tow­er­ing wall of white rose di­rect­ly in our path, and though I threw the helm hard over, and re­versed our en­gine, I was too late to avoid col­li­sion. With a sick­en­ing crash we struck the high loom­ing ob­sta­cle three-quar­ters on.

			The fli­er reeled half over; the en­gine stopped; as one, the patched buoy­an­cy tanks burst, and we plunged, head­fore­most, to the ground twen­ty feet be­neath.

			For­tu­nate­ly none of us was in­jured, and when we had dis­en­tan­gled our­selves from the wreck­age, and the less­er moon had burst again from be­low the hori­zon, we found that we were at the foot of a mighty ice-bar­ri­er, from which out­cropped great patch­es of the gran­ite hills which hold it from en­croach­ing far­ther to­ward the south.

			What fate! With the jour­ney all but com­plet­ed to be thus wrecked up­on the wrong side of that pre­cip­i­tous and un­scal­able wall of rock and ice!

			I looked at Thu­van Di­hn. He but shook his head de­ject­ed­ly.

			The bal­ance of the night we spent shiv­er­ing in our in­ad­e­quate sleep­ing silks and furs up­on the snow that lies at the foot of the ice-bar­ri­er.

			With day­light my bat­tered spir­its re­gained some­thing of their ac­cus­tomed hope­ful­ness, though I must ad­mit that there was lit­tle enough for them to feed up­on.

			“What shall we do?” asked Thu­van Di­hn. “How may we pass that which is im­pass­able?”

			“First we must dis­prove its im­pass­abil­i­ty,” I replied. “Nor shall I ad­mit that it is im­pass­able be­fore I have fol­lowed its en­tire cir­cle and stand again up­on this spot, de­feat­ed. The soon­er we start, the bet­ter, for I see no oth­er way, and it will take us more than a month to trav­el the weary, frigid miles that lie be­fore us.”

			For five days of cold and suf­fer­ing and pri­va­tion we tra­versed the rough and frozen way which lies at the foot of the ice-bar­ri­er. Fierce, fur-bear­ing crea­tures at­tacked us by day­light and by dark. Nev­er for a mo­ment were we safe from the sud­den charge of some huge de­mon of the north.

			The apt was our most con­sis­tent and dan­ger­ous foe.

			It is a huge, white-furred crea­ture with six limbs, four of which, short and heavy, car­ry it swift­ly over the snow and ice; while the oth­er two, grow­ing for­ward from its shoul­ders on ei­ther side of its long, pow­er­ful neck, ter­mi­nate in white, hair­less hands, with which it seizes and holds its prey.

			Its head and mouth are more sim­i­lar in ap­pear­ance to those of a hip­popota­mus than to any oth­er earth­ly an­i­mal, ex­cept that from the sides of the low­er jaw­bone two mighty horns curve slight­ly down­ward to­ward the front.

			Its two huge eyes in­spired my great­est cu­rios­i­ty. They ex­tend in two vast, oval patch­es from the cen­ter of the top of the cra­ni­um down ei­ther side of the head to be­low the roots of the horns, so that these weapons re­al­ly grow out from the low­er part of the eyes, which are com­posed of sev­er­al thou­sand ocel­li each.

			This eye struc­ture seemed re­mark­able in a beast whose haunts were up­on a glar­ing field of ice and snow, and though I found up­on minute ex­am­i­na­tion of sev­er­al that we killed that each ocel­lus is fur­nished with its own lid, and that the an­i­mal can at will close as many of the facets of his huge eyes as he choos­es, yet I was pos­i­tive that na­ture had thus equipped him be­cause much of his life was to be spent in dark, sub­ter­ranean re­cess­es.

			Short­ly af­ter this we came up­on the hugest apt that we had seen. The crea­ture stood ful­ly eight feet at the shoul­der, and was so sleek and clean and glossy that I could have sworn that he had but re­cent­ly been groomed.

			He stood head-on eye­ing us as we ap­proached him, for we had found it a waste of time to at­tempt to es­cape the per­pet­u­al bes­tial rage which seems to pos­sess these de­mon crea­tures, who rove the dis­mal north at­tack­ing ev­ery liv­ing thing that comes with­in the scope of their farsee­ing eyes.

			Even when their bel­lies are full and they can eat no more, they kill pure­ly for the plea­sure which they de­rive from tak­ing life, and so when this par­tic­u­lar apt failed to charge us, and in­stead wheeled and trot­ted away as we neared him, I should have been great­ly sur­prised had I not chanced to glimpse the sheen of a gold­en col­lar about its neck.

			Thu­van Di­hn saw it, too, and it car­ried the same mes­sage of hope to us both. On­ly man could have placed that col­lar there, and as no race of Mar­tians of which we knew aught ev­er had at­tempt­ed to do­mes­ti­cate the fe­ro­cious apt, he must be­long to a peo­ple of the north of whose very ex­is­tence we were ig­no­rant—pos­si­bly to the fa­bled yel­low men of Bar­soom; that once pow­er­ful race which was sup­posed to be ex­tinct, though some­times, by the­o­rists, thought still to ex­ist in the frozen north.

			Si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly we start­ed up­on the trail of the great beast. Woola was quick­ly made to un­der­stand our de­sires, so that it was un­nec­es­sary to at­tempt to keep in sight of the an­i­mal whose swift flight over the rough ground soon put him be­yond our vi­sion.

			For the bet­ter part of two hours the trail par­al­leled the bar­ri­er, and then sud­den­ly turned to­ward it through the rough­est and seem­ing­ly most im­pass­able coun­try I ev­er had be­held.

			Enor­mous gran­ite boul­ders blocked the way on ev­ery hand; deep rifts in the ice threat­ened to en­gulf us at the least mis­step; and from the north a slight breeze waft­ed to our nos­trils an un­speak­able stench that al­most choked us.

			For an­oth­er two hours we were oc­cu­pied in travers­ing a few hun­dred yards to the foot of the bar­ri­er.

			Then, turn­ing about the cor­ner of a wall-like out­crop­ping of gran­ite, we came up­on a smooth area of two or three acres be­fore the base of the tow­er­ing pile of ice and rock that had baf­fled us for days, and be­fore us be­held the dark and cav­ernous mouth of a cave.

			From this re­pelling por­tal the hor­rid stench was em­a­nat­ing, and as Thu­van Di­hn es­pied the place he halt­ed with an ex­cla­ma­tion of pro­found as­ton­ish­ment.

			“By all my an­ces­tors!” he ejac­u­lat­ed. “That I should have lived to wit­ness the re­al­i­ty of the fa­bled Car­rion Caves! If these in­deed be they, we have found a way be­yond the ice-bar­ri­er.

			“The an­cient chron­i­cles of the first his­to­ri­ans of Bar­soom—so an­cient that we have for ages con­sid­ered them mythol­o­gy—record the pass­ing of the yel­low men from the rav­ages of the green hordes that over­ran Bar­soom as the dry­ing up of the great oceans drove the dom­i­nant races from their strongholds.

			“They tell of the wan­der­ings of the rem­nants of this once pow­er­ful race, ha­rassed at ev­ery step, un­til at last they found a way through the ice-bar­ri­er of the north to a fer­tile val­ley at the pole.

			“At the open­ing to the sub­ter­ranean pas­sage that led to their haven of refuge a mighty bat­tle was fought in which the yel­low men were vic­to­ri­ous, and with­in the caves that gave ingress to their new home they piled the bod­ies of the dead, both yel­low and green, that the stench might warn away their en­e­mies from fur­ther pur­suit.

			“And ev­er since that long-gone day have the dead of this fa­bled land been car­ried to the Car­rion Caves, that in death and de­cay they might serve their coun­try and warn away in­vad­ing en­e­mies. Here, too, is brought, so the fa­ble runs, all the waste stuff of the na­tion—ev­ery­thing that is sub­ject to rot, and that can add to the foul stench that as­sails our nos­trils.

			“And death lurks at ev­ery step among rot­ting dead, for here the fierce apts lair, adding to the pu­trid ac­cu­mu­la­tion with the frag­ments of their own prey which they can­not de­vour. It is a hor­rid av­enue to our goal, but it is the on­ly one.”

			“You are sure, then, that we have found the way to the land of the yel­low men?” I cried.

			“As sure as may be,” he replied; “hav­ing on­ly an­cient leg­end to sup­port my be­lief. But see how close­ly, so far, each de­tail tal­lies with the world-old sto­ry of the he­gi­ra of the yel­low race. Yes, I am sure that we have dis­cov­ered the way to their an­cient hid­ing place.”

			“If it be true, and let us pray that such may be the case,” I said, “then here may we solve the mys­tery of the dis­ap­pear­ance of Tar­dos Mors, Jed­dak of He­li­um, and Mors Ka­jak, his son, for no oth­er spot up­on Bar­soom has re­mained un­ex­plored by the many ex­pe­di­tions and the count­less spies that have been search­ing for them for near­ly two years. The last word that came from them was that they sought Cartho­ris, my own brave son, be­yond the ice-bar­ri­er.”

			As we talked we had been ap­proach­ing the en­trance to the cave, and as we crossed the thresh­old I ceased to won­der that the an­cient green en­e­mies of the yel­low men had been halt­ed by the hor­rors of that aw­ful way.

			The bones of dead men lay man high up­on the broad floor of the first cave, and over all was a pu­trid mush of de­cay­ing flesh, through which the apts had beat­en a hideous trail to­ward the en­trance to the sec­ond cave be­yond.

			The roof of this first apart­ment was low, like all that we tra­versed sub­se­quent­ly, so that the foul odors were con­fined and con­densed to such an ex­tent that they seemed to pos­sess tan­gi­ble sub­stance. One was al­most tempt­ed to draw his short-sword and hew his way through in search of pure air be­yond.

			“Can man breathe this pol­lut­ed air and live?” asked Thu­van Di­hn, chok­ing.

			“Not for long, I imag­ine,” I replied; “so let us make haste. I will go first, and you bring up the rear, with Woola be­tween. Come,” and with the words I dashed for­ward, across the fetid mass of pu­tre­fac­tion.

			It was not un­til we had passed through sev­en caves of dif­fer­ent sizes and vary­ing but lit­tle in the pow­er and qual­i­ty of their stench­es that we met with any phys­i­cal op­po­si­tion. Then, with­in the eighth cave, we came up­on a lair of apts.

			A full score of the mighty beasts were dis­posed about the cham­ber. Some were sleep­ing, while oth­ers tore at the fresh-killed car­cass­es of new-brought prey, or fought among them­selves in their love­mak­ing.

			Here in the dim light of their sub­ter­ranean home the val­ue of their great eyes was ap­par­ent, for these in­ner caves are shroud­ed in per­pet­u­al gloom that is but lit­tle less than ut­ter dark­ness.

			To at­tempt to pass through the midst of that fierce herd seemed, even to me, the height of fol­ly, and so I pro­posed to Thu­van Di­hn that he re­turn to the out­er world with Woola, that the two might find their way to civ­i­liza­tion and come again with a suf­fi­cient force to over­come not on­ly the apts, but any fur­ther ob­sta­cles that might lie be­tween us and our goal.

			“In the mean­time,” I con­tin­ued, “I may dis­cov­er some means of win­ning my way alone to the land of the yel­low men, but if I am un­suc­cess­ful one life on­ly will have been sac­ri­ficed. Should we all go on and per­ish, there will be none to guide a suc­cor­ing par­ty to De­jah Tho­ris and your daugh­ter.”

			“I shall not re­turn and leave you here alone, John Carter,” replied Thu­van Di­hn. “Whether you go on to vic­to­ry or death, the Jed­dak of Ptarth re­mains at your side. I have spo­ken.”

			I knew from his tone that it were use­less to at­tempt to ar­gue the ques­tion, and so I com­pro­mised by send­ing Woola back with a hasti­ly penned note en­closed in a small met­al case and fas­tened about his neck. I com­mand­ed the faith­ful crea­ture to seek Cartho­ris at He­li­um, and though half a world and count­less dan­gers lay be­tween I knew that if the thing could be done Woola would do it.

			Equipped as he was by na­ture with mar­velous speed and en­durance, and with fright­ful fe­roc­i­ty that made him a match for any sin­gle en­e­my of the way, his keen in­tel­li­gence and won­drous in­stinct should eas­i­ly fur­nish all else that was need­ed for the suc­cess­ful ac­com­plish­ment of his mis­sion.

			It was with ev­i­dent re­luc­tance that the great beast turned to leave me in com­pli­ance with my com­mand, and ere he had gone I could not re­sist the in­cli­na­tion to throw my arms about his great neck in a part­ing hug. He rubbed his cheek against mine in a fi­nal ca­ress, and a mo­ment lat­er was speed­ing through the Car­rion Caves to­ward the out­er world.

			In my note to Cartho­ris I had giv­en ex­plic­it di­rec­tions for lo­cat­ing the Car­rion Caves, im­press­ing up­on him the ne­ces­si­ty for mak­ing en­trance to the coun­try be­yond through this av­enue, and not to at­tempt un­der any cir­cum­stances to cross the ice-bar­ri­er with a fleet. I told him that what lay be­yond the eighth cave I could not even guess; but I was sure that some­where up­on the oth­er side of the ice-bar­ri­er his moth­er lay in the pow­er of Matai Shang, and that pos­si­bly his grand­fa­ther and great-grand­fa­ther as well, if they lived.

			Fur­ther, I ad­vised him to call up­on Ku­lan Tith and the son of Thu­van Di­hn for war­riors and ships that the ex­pe­di­tion might be suf­fi­cient­ly strong to in­sure suc­cess at the first blow.

			“And,” I con­clud­ed, “if there be time bring Tars Tarkas with you, for if I live un­til you reach me I can think of few greater plea­sures than to fight once more, shoul­der to shoul­der, with my old friend.”

			When Woola had left us Thu­van Di­hn and I, hid­ing in the sev­enth cave, dis­cussed and dis­card­ed many plans for cross­ing the eighth cham­ber. From where we stood we saw that the fight­ing among the apts was grow­ing less, and that many that had been feed­ing had ceased and lain down to sleep.

			Present­ly it be­came ap­par­ent that in a short time all the fe­ro­cious mon­sters might be peace­ful­ly slum­ber­ing, and thus a haz­ardous op­por­tu­ni­ty be pre­sent­ed to us to cross through their lair.

			One by one the re­main­ing brutes stretched them­selves up­on the bub­bling de­com­po­si­tion that cov­ered the mass of bones up­on the floor of their den, un­til but a sin­gle apt re­mained awake. This huge fel­low roamed rest­less­ly about, nos­ing among his com­pan­ions and the ab­hor­rent lit­ter of the cave.

			Oc­ca­sion­al­ly he would stop to peer in­tent­ly to­ward first one of the ex­its from the cham­ber and then the oth­er. His whole de­meanor was as of one who acts as sen­try.

			We were at last forced to the be­lief that he would not sleep while the oth­er oc­cu­pants of the lair slept, and so cast about in our minds for some scheme where­by we might trick him. Fi­nal­ly I sug­gest­ed a plan to Thu­van Di­hn, and as it seemed as good as any that we had dis­cussed we de­cid­ed to put it to the test.

			To this end Thu­van Di­hn placed him­self close against the cave’s wall, be­side the en­trance to the eighth cham­ber, while I de­lib­er­ate­ly showed my­self to the guardian apt as he looked to­ward our re­treat. Then I sprang to the op­po­site side of the en­trance, flat­ten­ing my body close to the wall.

			With­out a sound the great beast moved rapid­ly to­ward the sev­enth cave to see what man­ner of in­trud­er had thus rash­ly pen­e­trat­ed so far with­in the precincts of his habi­ta­tion.

			As he poked his head through the nar­row aper­ture that con­nects the two caves a heavy long-sword was await­ing him up­on ei­ther hand, and be­fore he had an op­por­tu­ni­ty to emit even a sin­gle growl his sev­ered head rolled at our feet.

			Quick­ly we glanced in­to the eighth cham­ber—not an apt had moved. Crawl­ing over the car­cass of the huge beast that blocked the door­way Thu­van Di­hn and I cau­tious­ly en­tered the for­bid­ding and dan­ger­ous den.

			Like snails we wound our silent and care­ful way among the huge, re­cum­bent forms. The on­ly sound above our breath­ing was the suck­ing noise of our feet as we lift­ed them from the ooze of de­cay­ing flesh through which we crept.

			Half­way across the cham­ber and one of the mighty beasts di­rect­ly be­fore me moved rest­less­ly at the very in­stant that my foot was poised above his head, over which I must step.

			Breath­less­ly I wait­ed, bal­anc­ing up­on one foot, for I did not dare move a mus­cle. In my right hand was my keen short-sword, the point hov­er­ing an inch above the thick fur be­neath which beat the sav­age heart.

			Fi­nal­ly the apt re­laxed, sigh­ing, as with the pass­ing of a bad dream, and re­sumed the reg­u­lar res­pi­ra­tion of deep slum­ber. I plant­ed my raised foot be­yond the fierce head and an in­stant lat­er had stepped over the beast.

			Thu­van Di­hn fol­lowed di­rect­ly af­ter me, and an­oth­er mo­ment found us at the fur­ther door, un­de­tect­ed.

			The Car­rion Caves con­sist of a se­ries of twen­ty-sev­en con­nect­ing cham­bers, and present the ap­pear­ance of hav­ing been erod­ed by run­ning wa­ter in some far-gone age when a mighty riv­er found its way to the south through this sin­gle breach in the bar­ri­er of rock and ice that hems the coun­try of the pole.

			Thu­van Di­hn and I tra­versed the re­main­ing nine­teen cav­erns with­out ad­ven­ture or mishap.

			We were af­ter­ward to learn that but once a month is it pos­si­ble to find all the apts of the Car­rion Caves in a sin­gle cham­ber.

			At oth­er times they roam singly or in pairs in and out of the caves, so that it would have been prac­ti­cal­ly im­pos­si­ble for two men to have passed through the en­tire twen­ty-sev­en cham­bers with­out en­coun­ter­ing an apt in near­ly ev­ery one of them. Once a month they sleep for a full day, and it was our good for­tune to stum­ble by ac­ci­dent up­on one of these oc­ca­sions.

			Be­yond the last cave we emerged in­to a des­o­late coun­try of snow and ice, but found a well-marked trail lead­ing north. The way was boul­der-strewn, as had been that south of the bar­ri­er, so that we could see but a short dis­tance ahead of us at any time.

			Af­ter a cou­ple of hours we passed round a huge boul­der to come to a steep de­cliv­i­ty lead­ing down in­to a val­ley.

			Di­rect­ly be­fore us we saw a half dozen men—fierce, black-beard­ed fel­lows, with skins the col­or of a ripe lemon.

			“The yel­low men of Bar­soom!” ejac­u­lat­ed Thu­van Di­hn, as though even now that he saw them he found it scarce pos­si­ble to be­lieve that the very race we ex­pect­ed to find hid­den in this re­mote and in­ac­ces­si­ble land did re­al­ly ex­ist.

			We with­drew be­hind an ad­ja­cent boul­der to watch the ac­tions of the lit­tle par­ty, which stood hud­dled at the foot of an­oth­er huge rock, their backs to­ward us.

			One of them was peer­ing round the edge of the gran­ite mass as though watch­ing one who ap­proached from the op­po­site side.

			Present­ly the ob­ject of his scru­ti­ny came with­in the range of my vi­sion and I saw that it was an­oth­er yel­low man. All were clothed in mag­nif­i­cent furs—the six in the black and yel­low striped hide of the or­luk, while he who ap­proached alone was re­splen­dent in the pure white skin of an apt.

			The yel­low men were armed with two swords, and a short javelin was slung across the back of each, while from their left arms hung cu­p­like shields no larg­er than a din­ner plate, the con­cave sides of which turned out­ward to­ward an an­tag­o­nist.

			They seemed puny and fu­tile im­ple­ments of safe­ty against an even or­di­nary swords­man, but I was lat­er to see the pur­pose of them and with what won­drous dex­ter­i­ty the yel­low men ma­nip­u­late them.

			One of the swords which each of the war­riors car­ried caught my im­me­di­ate at­ten­tion. I call it a sword, but re­al­ly it was a sharp-edged blade with a com­plete hook at the far end.

			The oth­er sword was of about the same length as the hooked in­stru­ment, and some­where be­tween that of my long-sword and my short-sword. It was straight and two-edged. In ad­di­tion to the weapons I have enu­mer­at­ed each man car­ried a dag­ger in his har­ness.

			As the white-furred one ap­proached, the six grasped their swords more firm­ly—the hooked in­stru­ment in the left hand, the straight sword in the right, while above the left wrist the small shield was held rigid up­on a met­al bracelet.

			As the lone war­rior came op­po­site them the six rushed out up­on him with fiendish yells that re­sem­bled noth­ing more close­ly than the sav­age war cry of the Apach­es of the South­west.

			In­stant­ly the at­tacked drew both his swords, and as the six fell up­on him I wit­nessed as pret­ty fight­ing as one might care to see.

			With their sharp hooks the com­bat­ants at­tempt­ed to take hold of an ad­ver­sary, but like light­ning the cup­shaped shield would spring be­fore the dart­ing weapon and in­to its hol­low the hook would plunge.

			Once the lone war­rior caught an an­tag­o­nist in the side with his hook, and draw­ing him close ran his sword through him.

			But the odds were too un­equal, and, though he who fought alone was by far the best and bravest of them all, I saw that it was but a ques­tion of time be­fore the re­main­ing five would find an open­ing through his mar­velous guard and bring him down.

			Now my sym­pa­thies have ev­er been with the weak­er side of an ar­gu­ment, and though I knew noth­ing of the cause of the trou­ble I could not stand idly by and see a brave man butchered by su­pe­ri­or num­bers.

			As a mat­ter of fact I pre­sume I gave lit­tle at­ten­tion to seek­ing an ex­cuse, for I love a good fight too well to need any oth­er rea­son for join­ing in when one is afoot.

			So it was that be­fore Thu­van Di­hn knew what I was about he saw me stand­ing by the side of the white-clad yel­low man, bat­tling like mad with his five ad­ver­saries.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				With the Yel­low Men

			
			Thu­van Di­hn was not long in join­ing me; and, though we found the hooked weapon a strange and sav­age thing with which to deal, the three of us soon despatched the five black-beard­ed war­riors who op­posed us.

			When the bat­tle was over our new ac­quain­tance turned to me, and re­mov­ing the shield from his wrist, held it out. I did not know the sig­nif­i­cance of his act, but judged that it was but a form of ex­press­ing his grat­i­tude to me.

			I af­ter­ward learned that it sym­bol­ized the of­fer­ing of a man’s life in re­turn for some great fa­vor done him; and my act of re­fus­ing, which I had im­me­di­ate­ly done, was what was ex­pect­ed of me.

			“Then ac­cept from Talu, Prince of Mar­enti­na,” said the yel­low man, “this to­ken of my grat­i­tude,” and reach­ing be­neath one of his wide sleeves he with­drew a bracelet and placed it up­on my arm. He then went through the same cer­e­mo­ny with Thu­van Di­hn.

			Next he asked our names, and from what land we hailed. He seemed quite fa­mil­iar with the ge­og­ra­phy of the out­er­world, and when I said I was from He­li­um he raised his brows.

			“Ah,” he said, “you seek your ruler and his com­pa­ny?”

			“Know you of them?” I asked.

			“But lit­tle more than that they were cap­tured by my un­cle, Salen­sus Oll, Jed­dak of Jed­daks, Ruler of Okar, land of the yel­low men of Bar­soom. As to their fate I know noth­ing, for I am at war with my un­cle, who would crush my pow­er in the prin­ci­pal­i­ty of Mar­enti­na.

			“These from whom you have just saved me are war­riors he has sent out to find and slay me, for they know that of­ten I come alone to hunt and kill the sa­cred apt which Salen­sus Oll so much reveres. It is part­ly be­cause I hate his re­li­gion that Salen­sus Oll hates me; but most­ly does he fear my grow­ing pow­er and the great fac­tion which has arisen through­out Okar that would be glad to see me ruler of Okar and Jed­dak of Jed­daks in his place.

			“He is a cru­el and tyran­nous mas­ter whom all hate, and were it not for the great fear they have of him I could raise an army overnight that would wipe out the few that might re­main loy­al to him. My own peo­ple are faith­ful to me, and the lit­tle val­ley of Mar­enti­na has paid no trib­ute to the court of Salen­sus Oll for a year.

			“Nor can he force us, for a dozen men may hold the nar­row way to Mar­enti­na against a mil­lion. But now, as to thine own af­fairs. How may I aid you? My palace is at your dis­pos­al, if you wish to hon­or me by com­ing to Mar­enti­na.”

			“When our work is done we shall be glad to ac­cept your in­vi­ta­tion,” I replied. “But now you can as­sist us most by di­rect­ing us to the court of Salen­sus Oll, and sug­gest­ing some means by which we may gain ad­mis­sion to the city and the palace, or what­ev­er oth­er place we find our friends to be con­fined.”

			Talu gazed rue­ful­ly at our smooth faces and at Thu­van Di­hn’s red skin and my white one.

			“First you must come to Mar­enti­na,” he said, “for a great change must be wrought in your ap­pear­ance be­fore you can hope to en­ter any city in Okar. You must have yel­low faces and black beards, and your ap­par­el and trap­pings must be those least like­ly to arouse sus­pi­cion. In my palace is one who can make you ap­pear as tru­ly yel­low men as does Salen­sus Oll him­self.”

			His coun­sel seemed wise; and as there was ap­par­ent­ly no oth­er way to in­sure a suc­cess­ful en­try to Kadabra, the cap­i­tal city of Okar, we set out with Talu, Prince of Mar­enti­na, for his lit­tle, rock­bound coun­try.

			The way was over some of the worst trav­el­ing I have ev­er seen, and I do not won­der that in this land where there are nei­ther thoats nor fliers that Mar­enti­na is in lit­tle fear of in­va­sion; but at last we reached our des­ti­na­tion, the first view of which I had from a slight el­e­va­tion a half-mile from the city.

			Nes­tled in a deep val­ley lay a city of Mar­tian con­crete, whose ev­ery street and plaza and open space was roofed with glass. All about lay snow and ice, but there was none up­on the round­ed, dome­like, crys­tal cov­er­ing that en­veloped the whole city.

			Then I saw how these peo­ple com­bat­ed the rig­ors of the arc­tic, and lived in lux­u­ry and com­fort in the midst of a land of per­pet­u­al ice. Their cities were ver­i­ta­ble hot­hous­es, and when I had come with­in this one my re­spect and ad­mi­ra­tion for the sci­en­tif­ic and en­gi­neer­ing skill of this buried na­tion was un­bound­ed.

			The mo­ment we en­tered the city Talu threw off his out­er gar­ments of fur, as did we, and I saw that his ap­par­el dif­fered but lit­tle from that of the red races of Bar­soom. Ex­cept for his leath­ern har­ness, cov­ered thick with jew­els and met­al, he was naked, nor could one have com­fort­ably worn ap­par­el in that warm and hu­mid at­mos­phere.

			For three days we re­mained the guests of Prince Talu, and dur­ing that time he show­ered up­on us ev­ery at­ten­tion and cour­tesy with­in his pow­er. He showed us all that was of in­ter­est in his great city.

			The Mar­enti­na at­mos­phere plant will main­tain life in­def­i­nite­ly in the cities of the north pole af­ter all life up­on the bal­ance of dy­ing Mars is ex­tinct through the fail­ure of the air sup­ply, should the great cen­tral plant again cease func­tion­ing as it did up­on that mem­o­rable oc­ca­sion that gave me the op­por­tu­ni­ty of restor­ing life and hap­pi­ness to the strange world that I had al­ready learned to love so well.

			He showed us the heat­ing sys­tem that stores the sun’s rays in great reser­voirs be­neath the city, and how lit­tle is nec­es­sary to main­tain the per­pet­u­al sum­mer heat of the glo­ri­ous gar­den spot with­in this arc­tic par­adise.

			Broad av­enues of sod sewn with the seed of the ocher veg­e­ta­tion of the dead sea bot­toms car­ried the noise­less traf­fic of light and airy ground fliers that are the on­ly form of ar­ti­fi­cial trans­porta­tion used north of the gi­gan­tic ice-bar­ri­er.

			The broad tires of these unique fliers are but rub­ber-like gas bags filled with the eighth Bar­soo­mi­an ray, or ray of propul­sion—that re­mark­able dis­cov­ery of the Mar­tians that has made pos­si­ble the great fleets of mighty air­ships that ren­der the red man of the out­er world supreme. It is this ray which pro­pels the in­her­ent or re­flect­ed light of the plan­et off in­to space, and when con­fined gives to the Mar­tian craft their airy buoy­an­cy.

			The ground fliers of Mar­enti­na con­tain just suf­fi­cient buoy­an­cy in their au­to­mo­bile-like wheels to give the cars trac­tion for steer­ing pur­pos­es; and though the hind wheels are geared to the en­gine, and aid in driv­ing the ma­chine, the bulk of this work is car­ried by a small pro­pel­ler at the stern.

			I know of no more de­light­ful sen­sa­tion than that of rid­ing in one of these lux­u­ri­ous­ly ap­point­ed cars which skim, light and airy as feath­ers, along the soft, mossy av­enues of Mar­enti­na. They move with ab­so­lute noise­less­ness be­tween bor­ders of crim­son sward and be­neath arch­ing trees gor­geous with the won­drous blooms that mark so many of the high­ly cul­ti­vat­ed va­ri­eties of Bar­soo­mi­an veg­e­ta­tion.

			By the end of the third day the court bar­ber—I can think of no oth­er earth­ly ap­pel­la­tion by which to de­scribe him—had wrought so re­mark­able a trans­for­ma­tion in both Thu­van Di­hn and my­self that our own wives would nev­er have known us. Our skins were of the same lemon col­or as his own, and great, black beards and mus­tach­es had been deft­ly af­fixed to our smooth faces. The trap­pings of war­riors of Okar aid­ed in the de­cep­tion; and for wear be­yond the hot­house cities we each had suits of the black- and yel­low-striped or­luk.

			Talu gave us care­ful di­rec­tions for the jour­ney to Kadabra, the cap­i­tal city of the Okar na­tion, which is the racial name of the yel­low men. This good friend even ac­com­pa­nied us part way, and then, promis­ing to aid us in any way that he found pos­si­ble, bade us adieu.

			On part­ing he slipped up­on my fin­ger a cu­ri­ous­ly wrought ring set with a dead-black, lus­ter­less stone, which ap­peared more like a bit of bi­tu­mi­nous coal than the price­less Bar­soo­mi­an gem which in re­al­i­ty it is.

			“There had been but three oth­ers cut from the moth­er stone,” he said, “which is in my pos­ses­sion. These three are worn by no­bles high in my con­fi­dence, all of whom have been sent on se­cret mis­sions to the court of Salen­sus Oll.

			“Should you come with­in fifty feet of any of these three you will feel a rapid, prick­ing sen­sa­tion in the fin­ger up­on which you wear this ring. He who wears one of its mates will ex­pe­ri­ence the same feel­ing; it is caused by an elec­tri­cal ac­tion that takes place the mo­ment two of these gems cut from the same moth­er stone come with­in the ra­dius of each oth­er’s pow­er. By it you will know that a friend is at hand up­on whom you may de­pend for as­sis­tance in time of need.

			“Should an­oth­er wear­er of one of these gems call up­on you for aid do not de­ny him, and should death threat­en you swal­low the ring rather than let it fall in­to the hands of en­e­mies. Guard it with your life, John Carter, for some day it may mean more than life to you.”

			With this part­ing ad­mo­ni­tion our good friend turned back to­ward Mar­enti­na, and we set our faces in the di­rec­tion of the city of Kadabra and the court of Salen­sus Oll, Jed­dak of Jed­daks.

			That very evening we came with­in sight of the walled and glass-roofed city of Kadabra. It lies in a low de­pres­sion near the pole, sur­round­ed by rocky, snow-clad hills. From the pass through which we en­tered the val­ley we had a splen­did view of this great city of the north. Its crys­tal domes sparkled in the bril­liant sun­light gleam­ing above the frost-cov­ered out­er wall that cir­cles the en­tire one hun­dred miles of its cir­cum­fer­ence.

			At reg­u­lar in­ter­vals great gates give en­trance to the city; but even at the dis­tance from which we looked up­on the mas­sive pile we could see that all were closed, and, in ac­cor­dance with Talu’s sug­ges­tion, we de­ferred at­tempt­ing to en­ter the city un­til the fol­low­ing morn­ing.

			As he had said, we found nu­mer­ous caves in the hill­sides about us, and in­to one of these we crept for the night. Our warm or­luk skins kept us per­fect­ly com­fort­able, and it was on­ly af­ter a most re­fresh­ing sleep that we awoke short­ly af­ter day­light on the fol­low­ing morn­ing.

			Al­ready the city was astir, and from sev­er­al of the gates we saw par­ties of yel­low men emerg­ing. Fol­low­ing close­ly each de­tail of the in­struc­tions giv­en us by our good friend of Mar­enti­na, we re­mained con­cealed for sev­er­al hours un­til one par­ty of some half dozen war­riors had passed along the trail be­low our hid­ing place and en­tered the hills by way of the pass along which we had come the pre­vi­ous evening.

			Af­ter giv­ing them time to get well out of sight of our cave, Thu­van Di­hn and I crept out and fol­lowed them, over­tak­ing them when they were well in­to the hills.

			When we had come al­most to them I called aloud to their lead­er, when the whole par­ty halt­ed and turned to­ward us. The cru­cial test had come. Could we but de­ceive these men the rest would be com­par­a­tive­ly easy.

			“Kaor!” I cried as I came clos­er to them.

			“Kaor!” re­spond­ed the of­fi­cer in charge of the par­ty.

			“We be from Il­lall,” I con­tin­ued, giv­ing the name of the most re­mote city of Okar, which has lit­tle or no in­ter­course with Kadabra. “On­ly yes­ter­day we ar­rived, and this morn­ing the cap­tain of the gate told us that you were set­ting out to hunt or­luks, which is a sport we do not find in our own neigh­bor­hood. We have has­tened af­ter you to pray that you al­low us to ac­com­pa­ny you.”

			The of­fi­cer was en­tire­ly de­ceived, and gra­cious­ly per­mit­ted us to go with them for the day. The chance guess that they were bound up­on an or­luk hunt proved cor­rect, and Talu had said that the chances were ten to one that such would be the mis­sion of any par­ty leav­ing Kadabra by the pass through which we en­tered the val­ley, since that way leads di­rect­ly to the vast plains fre­quent­ed by this ele­phan­tine beast of prey.

			In so far as the hunt was con­cerned, the day was a fail­ure, for we did not see a sin­gle or­luk; but this proved more than for­tu­nate for us, since the yel­low men were so cha­grined by their mis­for­tune that they would not en­ter the city by the same gate by which they had left it in the morn­ing, as it seemed that they had made great boasts to the cap­tain of that gate about their skill at this dan­ger­ous sport.

			We, there­fore, ap­proached Kadabra at a point sev­er­al miles from that at which the par­ty had quit­ted it in the morn­ing, and so were re­lieved of the dan­ger of em­bar­rass­ing ques­tions and ex­pla­na­tions on the part of the gate cap­tain, whom we had said had di­rect­ed us to this par­tic­u­lar hunt­ing par­ty.

			We had come quite close to the city when my at­ten­tion was at­tract­ed to­ward a tall, black shaft that reared its head sev­er­al hun­dred feet in­to the air from what ap­peared to be a tan­gled mass of junk or wreck­age, now par­tial­ly snow-cov­ered.

			I did not dare ven­ture an in­quiry for fear of arous­ing sus­pi­cion by ev­i­dent ig­no­rance of some­thing which as a yel­low man I should have known; but be­fore we reached the city gate I was to learn the pur­pose of that grim shaft and the mean­ing of the mighty ac­cu­mu­la­tion be­neath it.

			We had come al­most to the gate when one of the par­ty called to his fel­lows, at the same time point­ing to­ward the dis­tant south­ern hori­zon. Fol­low­ing the di­rec­tion he in­di­cat­ed, my eyes de­scried the hull of a large fli­er ap­proach­ing rapid­ly from above the crest of the en­cir­cling hills.

			“Still oth­er fools who would solve the mys­ter­ies of the for­bid­den north,” said the of­fi­cer, half to him­self. “Will they nev­er cease their fa­tal cu­rios­i­ty?”

			“Let us hope not,” an­swered one of the war­riors, “for then what should we do for slaves and sport?”

			“True; but what stupid beasts they are to con­tin­ue to come to a re­gion from whence none of them ev­er has re­turned.”

			“Let us tar­ry and watch the end of this one,” sug­gest­ed one of the men.

			The of­fi­cer looked to­ward the city.

			“The watch has seen him,” he said; “we may re­main, for we may be need­ed.”

			I looked to­ward the city and saw sev­er­al hun­dred war­riors is­su­ing from the near­est gate. They moved leisure­ly, as though there were no need for haste—nor was there, as I was present­ly to learn.

			Then I turned my eyes once more to­ward the fli­er. She was mov­ing rapid­ly to­ward the city, and when she had come close enough I was sur­prised to see that her pro­pel­lers were idle.

			Straight for that grim shaft she bore. At the last minute I saw the great blades move to re­verse her, yet on she came as though drawn by some mighty, ir­re­sistible pow­er.

			In­tense ex­cite­ment pre­vailed up­on her deck, where men were run­ning hith­er and thith­er, man­ning the guns and pre­par­ing to launch the small, one-man fliers, a fleet of which is part of the equip­ment of ev­ery Mar­tian war ves­sel. Clos­er and clos­er to the black shaft the ship sped. In an­oth­er in­stant she must strike, and then I saw the fa­mil­iar sig­nal flown that sends the less­er boats in a great flock from the deck of the moth­er ship.

			In­stant­ly a hun­dred tiny fliers rose from her deck, like a swarm of huge drag­on flies; but scarce­ly were they clear of the bat­tle­ship than the nose of each turned to­ward the shaft, and they, too, rushed on at fright­ful speed to­ward the same now seem­ing­ly in­evitable end that men­aced the larg­er ves­sel.

			A mo­ment lat­er the col­li­sion came. Men were hurled in ev­ery di­rec­tion from the ship’s deck, while she, bent and crum­pled, took the last, long plunge to the scrap-heap at the shaft’s base.

			With her fell a show­er of her own tiny fliers, for each of them had come in vi­o­lent col­li­sion with the sol­id shaft.

			I no­ticed that the wrecked fliers scraped down the shaft’s side, and that their fall was not as rapid as might have been ex­pect­ed; and then sud­den­ly the se­cret of the shaft burst up­on me, and with it an ex­pla­na­tion of the cause that pre­vent­ed a fli­er that passed too far across the ice-bar­ri­er ev­er re­turn­ing.

			The shaft was a mighty mag­net, and when once a ves­sel came with­in the ra­dius of its pow­er­ful at­trac­tion for the alu­minum steel that en­ters so large­ly in­to the con­struc­tion of all Bar­soo­mi­an craft, no pow­er on earth could pre­vent such an end as we had just wit­nessed.

			I af­ter­ward learned that the shaft rests di­rect­ly over the mag­net­ic pole of Mars, but whether this adds in any way to its in­cal­cu­la­ble pow­er of at­trac­tion I do not know. I am a fight­ing man, not a sci­en­tist.

			Here, at last, was an ex­pla­na­tion of the long ab­sence of Tar­dos Mors and Mors Ka­jak. These valiant and in­trepid war­riors had dared the mys­ter­ies and dan­gers of the frozen north to search for Cartho­ris, whose long ab­sence had bowed in grief the head of his beau­ti­ful moth­er, De­jah Tho­ris, Princess of He­li­um.

			The mo­ment that the last of the fliers came to rest at the base of the shaft the black-beard­ed, yel­low war­riors swarmed over the mass of wreck­age up­on which they lay, mak­ing pris­on­ers of those who were un­in­jured and oc­ca­sion­al­ly despatch­ing with a sword-thrust one of the wound­ed who seemed prone to re­sent their taunts and in­sults.

			A few of the un­in­jured red men bat­tled brave­ly against their cru­el foes, but for the most part they seemed too over­whelmed by the hor­ror of the catas­tro­phe that had be­fall­en them to do more than sub­mit supine­ly to the gold­en chains with which they were man­a­cled.

			When the last of the pris­on­ers had been con­fined, the par­ty re­turned to the city, at the gate of which we met a pack of fierce, gold-col­lared apts, each of which marched be­tween two war­riors, who held them with strong chains of the same met­al as their col­lars.

			Just be­yond the gate the at­ten­dants loos­ened the whole ter­ri­ble herd, and as they bound­ed off to­ward the grim, black shaft I did not need to ask to know their mis­sion. Had there not been those with­in the cru­el city of Kadabra who need­ed suc­cor far worse than the poor un­for­tu­nate dead and dy­ing out there in the cold up­on the bent and bro­ken car­cass­es of a thou­sand fliers I could not have re­strained my de­sire to has­ten back and do bat­tle with those hor­rid crea­tures that had been despatched to rend and de­vour them.

			As it was I could but fol­low the yel­low war­riors, with bowed head, and give thanks for the chance that had giv­en Thu­van Di­hn and me such easy ingress to the cap­i­tal of Salen­sus Oll.

			Once with­in the gates, we had no dif­fi­cul­ty in elud­ing our friends of the morn­ing, and present­ly found our­selves in a Mar­tian hostel­ry.

		
	
		
			
				X

				In Du­rance

			
			The pub­lic hous­es of Bar­soom, I have found, vary but lit­tle. There is no pri­va­cy for oth­er than mar­ried cou­ples.

			Men with­out their wives are es­cort­ed to a large cham­ber, the floor of which is usu­al­ly of white mar­ble or heavy glass, kept scrupu­lous­ly clean. Here are many small, raised plat­forms for the guest’s sleep­ing silks and furs, and if he have none of his own clean, fresh ones are fur­nished at a nom­i­nal charge.

			Once a man’s be­long­ings have been de­posit­ed up­on one of these plat­forms he is a guest of the house, and that plat­form his own un­til he leaves. No one will dis­turb or mo­lest his be­long­ings, as there are no thieves up­on Mars.

			As as­sas­si­na­tion is the one thing to be feared, the pro­pri­etors of the hostel­ries fur­nish armed guards, who pace back and forth through the sleep­ing-rooms day and night. The num­ber of guards and gor­geous­ness of their trap­pings quite usu­al­ly de­note the sta­tus of the ho­tel.

			No meals are served in these hous­es, but gen­er­al­ly a pub­lic eat­ing place ad­joins them. Baths are con­nect­ed with the sleep­ing cham­bers, and each guest is re­quired to bathe dai­ly or de­part from the ho­tel.

			Usu­al­ly on a sec­ond or third floor there is a large sleep­ing-room for sin­gle wom­en guests, but its ap­point­ments do not vary ma­te­ri­al­ly from the cham­ber oc­cu­pied by men. The guards who watch the wom­en re­main in the cor­ri­dor out­side the sleep­ing cham­ber, while fe­male slaves pace back and forth among the sleep­ers with­in, ready to no­ti­fy the war­riors should their pres­ence be re­quired.

			I was sur­prised to note that all the guards with the ho­tel at which we stopped were red men, and on in­quir­ing of one of them I learned that they were slaves pur­chased by the pro­pri­etors of the ho­tels from the gov­ern­ment. The man whose post was past my sleep­ing plat­form had been com­man­der of the navy of a great Mar­tian na­tion; but fate had car­ried his flag­ship across the ice-bar­ri­er with­in the ra­dius of pow­er of the mag­net­ic shaft, and now for many te­dious years he had been a slave of the yel­low men.

			He told me that princes, jeds, and even jed­daks of the out­er world, were among the me­nials who served the yel­low race; but when I asked him if he had heard of the fate of Mors Ka­jak or Tar­dos Mors he shook his head, say­ing that he nev­er had heard of their be­ing pris­on­ers here, though he was very fa­mil­iar with the rep­u­ta­tions and fame they bore in the out­er world.

			Nei­ther had he heard any ru­mor of the com­ing of the Fa­ther of Th­erns and the black da­tor of the First Born, but he has­tened to ex­plain that he knew lit­tle of what took place with­in the palace. I could see that he won­dered not a lit­tle that a yel­low man should be so in­quis­i­tive about cer­tain red pris­on­ers from be­yond the ice-bar­ri­er, and that I should be so ig­no­rant of cus­toms and con­di­tions among my own race.

			In fact, I had for­got­ten my dis­guise up­on dis­cov­er­ing a red man pac­ing be­fore my sleep­ing plat­form; but his grow­ing ex­pres­sion of sur­prise warned me in time, for I had no mind to re­veal my iden­ti­ty to any un­less some good could come of it, and I did not see how this poor fel­low could serve me yet, though I had it in my mind that lat­er I might be the means of serv­ing him and all the oth­er thou­sands of pris­on­ers who do the bid­ding of their stern mas­ters in Kadabra.

			Thu­van Di­hn and I dis­cussed our plans as we sat to­geth­er among our sleep­ing silks and furs that night in the midst of the hun­dreds of yel­low men who oc­cu­pied the apart­ment with us. We spoke in low whis­pers, but, as that is on­ly what cour­tesy de­mands in a pub­lic sleep­ing place, we roused no sus­pi­cion.

			At last, de­ter­min­ing that all must be but idle spec­u­la­tion un­til af­ter we had had a chance to ex­plore the city and at­tempt to put in­to ex­e­cu­tion the plan Talu had sug­gest­ed, we bade each oth­er good night and turned to sleep.

			Af­ter break­fast­ing the fol­low­ing morn­ing we set out to see Kadabra, and as, through the gen­eros­i­ty of the prince of Mar­enti­na, we were well sup­plied with the funds cur­rent in Okar we pur­chased a hand­some ground fli­er. Hav­ing learned to drive them while in Mar­enti­na, we spent a de­light­ful and prof­itable day ex­plor­ing the city, and late in the af­ter­noon at the hour Talu told us we would find gov­ern­ment of­fi­cials in their of­fices, we stopped be­fore a mag­nif­i­cent build­ing on the plaza op­po­site the roy­al grounds and the palace.

			Here we walked bold­ly in past the armed guard at the door, to be met by a red slave with­in who asked our wish­es.

			“Tell So­rav, your mas­ter, that two war­riors from Il­lall wish to take ser­vice in the palace guard,” I said.

			So­rav, Talu had told us, was the com­man­der of the forces of the palace, and as men from the fur­ther cities of Okar—and es­pe­cial­ly Il­lall—were less like­ly to be taint­ed with the germ of in­trigue which had for years in­fect­ed the house­hold of Salen­sus Oll, he was sure that we would be wel­comed and few ques­tions asked us.

			He had primed us with such gen­er­al in­for­ma­tion as he thought would be nec­es­sary for us to pass muster be­fore So­rav, af­ter which we would have to un­der­go a fur­ther ex­am­i­na­tion be­fore Salen­sus Oll that he might de­ter­mine our phys­i­cal fit­ness and our abil­i­ty as war­riors.

			The lit­tle ex­pe­ri­ence we had had with the strange hooked sword of the yel­low man and his cu­p­like shield made it seem rather un­like­ly that ei­ther of us could pass this fi­nal test, but there was the chance that we might be quar­tered in the palace of Salen­sus Oll for sev­er­al days af­ter be­ing ac­cept­ed by So­rav be­fore the Jed­dak of Jed­daks would find time to put us to the fi­nal test.

			Af­ter a wait of sev­er­al min­utes in an an­techam­ber we were sum­moned in­to the pri­vate of­fice of So­rav, where we were cour­te­ous­ly greet­ed by this fe­ro­cious-ap­pear­ing, black-beard­ed of­fi­cer. He asked us our names and sta­tions in our own city, and hav­ing re­ceived replies that were ev­i­dent­ly sat­is­fac­to­ry to him, he put cer­tain ques­tions to us that Talu had fore­seen and pre­pared us for.

			The in­ter­view could not have last­ed over ten min­utes when So­rav sum­moned an aid whom he in­struct­ed to record us prop­er­ly, and then es­cort us to the quar­ters in the palace which are set aside for as­pi­rants to mem­ber­ship in the palace guard.

			The aid took us to his own of­fice first, where he mea­sured and weighed and pho­tographed us si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly with a ma­chine in­ge­nious­ly de­vised for that pur­pose, five copies be­ing in­stant­ly re­pro­duced in five dif­fer­ent of­fices of the gov­ern­ment, two of which are lo­cat­ed in oth­er cities miles dis­tant. Then he led us through the palace grounds to the main guard­room of the palace, there turn­ing us over to the of­fi­cer in charge.

			This in­di­vid­u­al again ques­tioned us briefly, and fi­nal­ly despatched a sol­dier to guide us to our quar­ters. These we found lo­cat­ed up­on the sec­ond floor of the palace in a semide­tached tow­er at the rear of the ed­i­fice.

			When we asked our guide why we were quar­tered so far from the guard­room he replied that the cus­tom of the old­er mem­bers of the guard of pick­ing quar­rels with as­pi­rants to try their met­al had re­sult­ed in so many deaths that it was found dif­fi­cult to main­tain the guard at its full strength while this cus­tom pre­vailed. Salen­sus Oll had, there­fore, set apart these quar­ters for as­pi­rants, and here they were se­cure­ly locked against the dan­ger of at­tack by mem­bers of the guard.

			This un­wel­come in­for­ma­tion put a sud­den check to all our well-laid plans, for it meant that we should vir­tu­al­ly be pris­on­ers in the palace of Salen­sus Oll un­til the time that he should see fit to give us the fi­nal ex­am­i­na­tion for ef­fi­cien­cy.

			As it was this in­ter­val up­on which we had banked to ac­com­plish so much in our search for De­jah Tho­ris and Thu­via of Ptarth, our cha­grin was un­bound­ed when we heard the great lock click be­hind our guide as he had quit­ted us af­ter ush­er­ing us in­to the cham­bers we were to oc­cu­py.

			With a wry face I turned to Thu­van Di­hn. My com­pan­ion but shook his head dis­con­so­late­ly and walked to one of the win­dows up­on the far side of the apart­ment.

			Scarce­ly had he gazed be­yond them than he called to me in a tone of sup­pressed ex­cite­ment and sur­prise. In an in­stant I was by his side.

			“Look!” said Thu­van Di­hn, point­ing to­ward the court­yard be­low.

			As my eyes fol­lowed the di­rec­tion in­di­cat­ed I saw two wom­en pac­ing back and forth in an en­closed gar­den.

			At the same mo­ment I rec­og­nized them—they were De­jah Tho­ris and Thu­via of Ptarth!

			There were they whom I had trailed from one pole to an­oth­er, the length of a world. On­ly ten feet of space and a few met­al bars sep­a­rat­ed me from them.

			With a cry I at­tract­ed their at­ten­tion, and as De­jah Tho­ris looked up full in­to my eyes I made the sign of love that the men of Bar­soom make to their wom­en.

			To my as­ton­ish­ment and hor­ror her head went high, and as a look of ut­ter con­tempt touched her fine­ly chis­eled fea­tures she turned her back full up­on me. My body is cov­ered with the scars of a thou­sand con­flicts, but nev­er in all my long life have I suf­fered such an­guish from a wound, for this time the steel of a wom­an’s look had en­tered my heart.

			With a groan I turned away and buried my face in my arms. I heard Thu­van Di­hn call aloud to Thu­via, but an in­stant lat­er his ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise be­to­kened that he, too, had been re­pulsed by his own daugh­ter.

			“They will not even lis­ten,” he cried to me. “They have put their hands over their ears and walked to the far­ther end of the gar­den. Ev­er heard you of such mad work, John Carter? The two must be be­witched.”

			Present­ly I mus­tered the courage to re­turn to the win­dow, for even though she spurned me I loved her, and could not keep my eyes from feast­ing up­on her di­vine face and fig­ure, but when she saw me look­ing she again turned away.

			I was at my wit’s end to ac­count for her strange ac­tions, and that Thu­via, too, had turned against her fa­ther seemed in­cred­i­ble. Could it be that my in­com­pa­ra­ble princess still clung to the hideous faith from which I had res­cued her world? Could it be that she looked up­on me with loathing and con­tempt be­cause I had re­turned from the Val­ley Dor, or be­cause I had des­e­crat­ed the tem­ples and per­sons of the Holy Th­erns?

			To naught else could I as­cribe her strange de­port­ment, yet it seemed far from pos­si­ble that such could be the case, for the love of De­jah Tho­ris for John Carter had been a great and won­drous love—far above racial dis­tinc­tions, creed, or re­li­gion.

			As I gazed rue­ful­ly at the back of her haughty, roy­al head a gate at the op­po­site end of the gar­den opened and a man en­tered. As he did so he turned and slipped some­thing in­to the hand of the yel­low guards­man be­yond the gate, nor was the dis­tance too great that I might not see that mon­ey had passed be­tween them.

			In­stant­ly I knew that this new­com­er had bribed his way with­in the gar­den. Then he turned in the di­rec­tion of the two wom­en, and I saw that he was none oth­er than Thurid, the black da­tor of the First Born.

			He ap­proached quite close to them be­fore he spoke, and as they turned at the sound of his voice I saw De­jah Tho­ris shrink from him.

			There was a nasty leer up­on his face as he stepped close to her and spoke again. I could not hear his words, but her an­swer came clear­ly.

			“The grand­daugh­ter of Tar­dos Mors can al­ways die,” she said, “but she could nev­er live at the price you name.”

			Then I saw the black scoundrel go up­on his knees be­side her, fair­ly grov­el­ing in the dirt, plead­ing with her. On­ly part of what he said came to me, for though he was ev­i­dent­ly la­bor­ing un­der the stress of pas­sion and ex­cite­ment, it was equal­ly ap­par­ent that he did not dare raise his voice for fear of de­tec­tion.

			“I would save you from Matai Shang,” I heard him say. “You know the fate that awaits you at his hands. Would you not choose me rather than the oth­er?”

			“I would choose nei­ther,” replied De­jah Tho­ris, “even were I free to choose, as you know well I am not.”

			“You are free!” he cried. “John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, is dead.”

			“I know bet­ter than that; but even were he dead, and I must needs choose an­oth­er mate, it should be a plant man or a great white ape in pref­er­ence to ei­ther Matai Shang or you, black calot,” she an­swered with a sneer of con­tempt.

			Of a sud­den the vi­cious beast lost all con­trol of him­self, as with a vile oath he leaped at the slen­der wom­an, grip­ping her ten­der throat in his brute clutch. Thu­via screamed and sprang to aid her fel­low-pris­on­er, and at the same in­stant I, too, went mad, and tear­ing at the bars that spanned my win­dow I ripped them from their sock­ets as they had been but cop­per wire.

			Hurl­ing my­self through the aper­ture I reached the gar­den, but a hun­dred feet from where the black was chok­ing the life from my De­jah Tho­ris, and with a sin­gle great bound I was up­on him. I spoke no word as I tore his de­fil­ing fin­gers from that beau­ti­ful throat, nor did I ut­ter a sound as I hurled him twen­ty feet from me.

			Foam­ing with rage, Thurid re­gained his feet and charged me like a mad bull.

			“Yel­low man,” he shrieked, “you knew not up­on whom you had laid your vile hands, but ere I am done with you, you will know well what it means to of­fend the per­son of a First Born.”

			Then he was up­on me, reach­ing for my throat, and pre­cise­ly as I had done that day in the court­yard of the Tem­ple of Is­sus I did here in the gar­den of the palace of Salen­sus Oll. I ducked be­neath his out­stretched arms, and as he lunged past me I plant­ed a ter­rif­ic right up­on the side of his jaw.

			Just as he had done up­on that oth­er oc­ca­sion he did now. Like a top he spun round, his knees gave be­neath him, and he crum­pled to the ground at my feet. Then I heard a voice be­hind me.

			It was the deep voice of au­thor­i­ty that marks the ruler of men, and when I turned to face the re­splen­dent fig­ure of a gi­ant yel­low man I did not need to ask to know that it was Salen­sus Oll. At his right stood Matai Shang, and be­hind them a score of guards­men.

			“Who are you,” he cried, “and what means this in­tru­sion with­in the precincts of the wom­en’s gar­den? I do not re­call your face. How came you here?”

			But for his last words I should have for­got­ten my dis­guise en­tire­ly and told him out­right that I was John Carter, Prince of He­li­um; but his ques­tion re­called me to my­self. I point­ed to the dis­lodged bars of the win­dow above.

			“I am an as­pi­rant to mem­ber­ship in the palace guard,” I said, “and from yon­der win­dow in the tow­er where I was con­fined await­ing the fi­nal test for fit­ness I saw this brute at­tack the—this wom­an. I could not stand idly by, O Jed­dak, and see this thing done with­in the very palace grounds, and yet feel that I was fit to serve and guard your roy­al per­son.”

			I had ev­i­dent­ly made an im­pres­sion up­on the ruler of Okar by my fair words, and when he had turned to De­jah Tho­ris and Thu­via of Ptarth, and both had cor­rob­o­rat­ed my state­ments it be­gan to look pret­ty dark for Thurid.

			I saw the ug­ly gleam in Matai Shang’s evil eyes as De­jah Tho­ris nar­rat­ed all that had passed be­tween Thurid and her­self, and when she came to that part which dealt with my in­ter­fer­ence with the da­tor of the First Born her grat­i­tude was quite ap­par­ent, though I could see by her eyes that some­thing puz­zled her strange­ly.

			I did not won­der at her at­ti­tude to­ward me while oth­ers were present; but that she should have de­nied me while she and Thu­via were the on­ly oc­cu­pants of the gar­den still cut me sore­ly.

			As the ex­am­i­na­tion pro­ceed­ed I cast a glance at Thurid and star­tled him look­ing wide-eyed and won­der­ing­ly at me, and then of a sud­den he laughed full in my face.

			A mo­ment lat­er Salen­sus Oll turned to­ward the black.

			“What have you to say in ex­pla­na­tion of these charges?” he asked in a deep and ter­ri­ble voice. “Dare you as­pire to one whom the Fa­ther of Th­erns has cho­sen—one who might even be a fit mate for the Jed­dak of Jed­daks him­self?”

			And then the black-beard­ed tyrant turned and cast a sud­den greedy look up­on De­jah Tho­ris, as though with the words a new thought and a new de­sire had sprung up with­in his mind and breast.

			Thurid had been about to re­ply and, with a ma­li­cious grin up­on his face, was point­ing an ac­cus­ing fin­ger at me, when Salen­sus Oll’s words and the ex­pres­sion of his face cut him short.

			A cun­ning look crept in­to his eyes, and I knew from the ex­pres­sion of his face that his next words were not the ones he had in­tend­ed to speak.

			“O Might­i­est of Jed­daks,” he said, “the man and the wom­en do not speak the truth. The fel­low had come in­to the gar­den to as­sist them to es­cape. I was be­yond and over­heard their con­ver­sa­tion, and when I en­tered, the wom­an screamed and the man sprang up­on me and would have killed me.

			“What know you of this man? He is a stranger to you, and I dare say that you will find him an en­e­my and a spy. Let him be put on tri­al, Salen­sus Oll, rather than your friend and guest, Thurid, Da­tor of the First Born.”

			Salen­sus Oll looked puz­zled. He turned again and looked up­on De­jah Tho­ris, and then Thurid stepped quite close to him and whis­pered some­thing in his ear—what, I know not.

			Present­ly the yel­low ruler turned to one of his of­fi­cers.

			“See that this man be se­cure­ly con­fined un­til we have time to go deep­er in­to this af­fair,” he com­mand­ed, “and as bars alone seem in­ad­e­quate to re­strain him, let chains be added.”

			Then he turned and left the gar­den, tak­ing De­jah Tho­ris with him—his hand up­on her shoul­der. Thurid and Matai Shang went al­so, and as they reached the gate­way the black turned and laughed again aloud in my face.

			What could be the mean­ing of his sud­den change to­ward me? Could he sus­pect my true iden­ti­ty? It must be that, and the thing that had be­trayed me was the trick and blow that had laid him low for the sec­ond time.

			As the guards dragged me away my heart was very sad and bit­ter in­deed, for now to the two re­lent­less en­e­mies that had hound­ed her for so long an­oth­er and a more pow­er­ful one had been added, for I would have been but a fool had I not rec­og­nized the sud­den love for De­jah Tho­ris that had just been born in the ter­ri­ble breast of Salen­sus Oll, Jed­dak of Jed­daks, ruler of Okar.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Pit of Plen­ty

			
			I did not lan­guish long with­in the prison of Salen­sus Oll. Dur­ing the short time that I lay there, fet­tered with chains of gold, I of­ten won­dered as to the fate of Thu­van Di­hn, Jed­dak of Ptarth.

			My brave com­pan­ion had fol­lowed me in­to the gar­den as I at­tacked Thurid, and when Salen­sus Oll had left with De­jah Tho­ris and the oth­ers, leav­ing Thu­via of Ptarth be­hind, he, too, had re­mained in the gar­den with his daugh­ter, ap­par­ent­ly un­no­ticed, for he was ap­par­eled sim­i­lar­ly to the guards.

			The last I had seen of him he stood wait­ing for the war­riors who es­cort­ed me to close the gate be­hind them, that he might be alone with Thu­via. Could it be pos­si­ble that they had es­caped? I doubt­ed it, and yet with all my heart I hoped that it might be true.

			The third day of my in­car­cer­a­tion brought a dozen war­riors to es­cort me to the au­di­ence cham­ber, where Salen­sus Oll him­self was to try me. A great num­ber of no­bles crowd­ed the room, and among them I saw Thurid, but Matai Shang was not there.

			De­jah Tho­ris, as ra­di­ant­ly beau­ti­ful as ev­er, sat up­on a small throne be­side Salen­sus Oll. The ex­pres­sion of sad hope­less­ness up­on her dear face cut deep in­to my heart.

			Her po­si­tion be­side the Jed­dak of Jed­daks bod­ed ill for her and me, and on the in­stant that I saw her there, there sprang to my mind the firm in­ten­tion nev­er to leave that cham­ber alive if I must leave her in the clutch­es of this pow­er­ful tyrant.

			I had killed bet­ter men than Salen­sus Oll, and killed them with my bare hands, and now I swore to my­self that I should kill him if I found that the on­ly way to save the Princess of He­li­um. That it would mean al­most in­stant death for me I cared not, ex­cept that it would re­move me from fur­ther ef­forts in be­half of De­jah Tho­ris, and for this rea­son alone I would have cho­sen an­oth­er way, for even though I should kill Salen­sus Oll that act would not re­store my beloved wife to her own peo­ple. I de­ter­mined to wait the fi­nal out­come of the tri­al, that I might learn all that I could of the Okar­i­an ruler’s in­ten­tions, and then act ac­cord­ing­ly.

			Scarce­ly had I come be­fore him than Salen­sus Oll sum­moned Thurid al­so.

			“Da­tor Thurid,” he said, “you have made a strange re­quest of me; but, in ac­cor­dance with your wish­es and your prom­ise that it will re­sult on­ly to my in­ter­ests, I have de­cid­ed to ac­cede.

			“You tell me that a cer­tain an­nounce­ment will be the means of con­vict­ing this pris­on­er and, at the same time, open the way to the grat­i­fi­ca­tion of my dear­est wish.”

			Thurid nod­ded.

			“Then shall I make the an­nounce­ment here be­fore all my no­bles,” con­tin­ued Salen­sus Oll. “For a year no queen has sat up­on the throne be­side me, and now it suits me to take to wife one who is re­put­ed the most beau­ti­ful wom­an up­on Bar­soom. A state­ment which none may truth­ful­ly de­ny.

			“No­bles of Okar, un­sheathe your swords and do homage to De­jah Tho­ris, Princess of He­li­um and fu­ture Queen of Okar, for at the end of the al­lot­ted ten days she shall be­come the wife of Salen­sus Oll.”

			As the no­bles drew their blades and lift­ed them on high, in ac­cor­dance with the an­cient cus­tom of Okar when a jed­dak an­nounces his in­ten­tion to wed, De­jah Tho­ris sprang to her feet and, rais­ing her hand aloft, cried in a loud voice that they de­sist.

			“I may not be the wife of Salen­sus Oll,” she plead­ed, “for al­ready I be a wife and moth­er. John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, still lives. I know it to be true, for I over­heard Matai Shang tell his daugh­ter Phaidor that he had seen him in Kaor, at the court of Ku­lan Tith, Jed­dak. A jed­dak does not wed a mar­ried wom­an, nor will Salen­sus Oll thus vi­o­late the bonds of mat­ri­mo­ny.”

			Salen­sus Oll turned up­on Thurid with an ug­ly look.

			“Is this the sur­prise you held in store for me?” he cried. “You as­sured me that no ob­sta­cle which might not be eas­i­ly over­come stood be­tween me and this wom­an, and now I find that the one in­su­per­a­ble ob­sta­cle in­ter­venes. What mean you, man? What have you to say?”

			“And should I de­liv­er John Carter in­to your hands, Salen­sus Oll, would you not feel that I had more than sat­is­fied the prom­ise that I made you?” an­swered Thurid.

			“Talk not like a fool,” cried the en­raged jed­dak. “I am no child to be thus played with.”

			“I am talk­ing on­ly as a man who knows,” replied Thurid. “Knows that he can do all that he claims.”

			“Then turn John Carter over to me with­in ten days or your­self suf­fer the end that I should mete out to him were he in my pow­er!” snapped the Jed­dak of Jed­daks, with an ug­ly scowl.

			“You need not wait ten days, Salen­sus Oll,” replied Thurid; and then, turn­ing sud­den­ly up­on me as he ex­tend­ed a point­ing fin­ger, he cried: “There stands John Carter, Prince of He­li­um!”

			“Fool!” shrieked Salen­sus Oll. “Fool! John Carter is a white man. This fel­low be as yel­low as my­self. John Carter’s face is smooth—Matai Shang has de­scribed him to me. This pris­on­er has a beard and mus­tache as large and black as any in Okar. Quick, guards­men, to the pits with the black ma­ni­ac who wish­es to throw his life away for a poor joke up­on your ruler!”

			“Hold!” cried Thurid, and spring­ing for­ward be­fore I could guess his in­ten­tion, he had grasped my beard and ripped the whole false fab­ric from my face and head, re­veal­ing my smooth, tanned skin be­neath and my close-cropped black hair.

			In­stant­ly pan­de­mo­ni­um reigned in the au­di­ence cham­ber of Salen­sus Oll. War­riors pressed for­ward with drawn blades, think­ing that I might be con­tem­plat­ing the as­sas­si­na­tion of the Jed­dak of Jed­daks; while oth­ers, out of cu­rios­i­ty to see one whose name was fa­mil­iar from pole to pole, crowd­ed be­hind their fel­lows.

			As my iden­ti­ty was re­vealed I saw De­jah Tho­ris spring to her feet—amaze­ment writ large up­on her face—and then through that jam of armed men she forced her way be­fore any could pre­vent. A mo­ment on­ly and she was be­fore me with out­stretched arms and eyes filled with the light of her great love.

			“John Carter! John Carter!” she cried as I fold­ed her to my breast, and then of a sud­den I knew why she had de­nied me in the gar­den be­neath the tow­er.

			What a fool I had been! Ex­pect­ing that she would pen­e­trate the mar­velous dis­guise that had been wrought for me by the bar­ber of Mar­enti­na! She had not known me, that was all; and when she saw the sign of love from a stranger she was of­fend­ed and righ­teous­ly in­dig­nant. In­deed, but I had been a fool.

			“And it was you,” she cried, “who spoke to me from the tow­er! How could I dream that my beloved Vir­gini­an lay be­hind that fierce beard and that yel­low skin?”

			She had been wont to call me her Vir­gini­an as a term of en­dear­ment, for she knew that I loved the sound of that beau­ti­ful name, made a thou­sand times more beau­ti­ful and hal­lowed by her dear lips, and as I heard it again af­ter all those long years my eyes be­came dimmed with tears and my voice choked with emo­tion.

			But an in­stant did I crush that dear form to me ere Salen­sus Oll, trem­bling with rage and jeal­ousy, shoul­dered his way to us.

			“Seize the man,” he cried to his war­riors, and a hun­dred ruth­less hands tore us apart.

			Well it was for the no­bles of the court of Okar that John Carter had been dis­armed. As it was, a dozen of them felt the weight of my clenched fists, and I had fought my way half up the steps be­fore the throne to which Salen­sus Oll had car­ried De­jah Tho­ris ere ev­er they could stop me.

			Then I went down, fight­ing, be­neath a half-hun­dred war­riors; but be­fore they had bat­tered me in­to un­con­scious­ness I heard that from the lips of De­jah Tho­ris that made all my suf­fer­ing well worth while.

			Stand­ing there be­side the great tyrant, who clutched her by the arm, she point­ed to where I fought alone against such aw­ful odds.

			“Think you, Salen­sus Oll, that the wife of such as he is,” she cried, “would ev­er dis­hon­or his mem­o­ry, were he a thou­sand times dead, by mat­ing with a less­er mor­tal? Lives there up­on any world such an­oth­er as John Carter, Prince of He­li­um? Lives there an­oth­er man who could fight his way back and forth across a war­like plan­et, fac­ing sav­age beasts and hordes of sav­age men, for the love of a wom­an?

			“I, De­jah Tho­ris, Princess of He­li­um, am his. He fought for me and won me. If you be a brave man you will hon­or the brav­ery that is his, and you will not kill him. Make him a slave if you will, Salen­sus Oll; but spare his life. I would rather be a slave with such as he than be Queen of Okar.”

			“Nei­ther slave nor queen dic­tates to Salen­sus Oll,” replied the Jed­dak of Jed­daks. “John Carter shall die a nat­u­ral death in the Pit of Plen­ty, and the day he dies De­jah Tho­ris shall be­come my queen.”

			I did not hear her re­ply, for it was then that a blow up­on my head brought un­con­scious­ness, and when I re­cov­ered my sens­es on­ly a hand­ful of guards­men re­mained in the au­di­ence cham­ber with me. As I opened my eyes they goad­ed me with the points of their swords and bade me rise.

			Then they led me through long cor­ri­dors to a court far to­ward the cen­ter of the palace.

			In the cen­ter of the court was a deep pit, near the edge of which stood half a dozen oth­er guards­men, await­ing me. One of them car­ried a long rope in his hands, which he com­menced to make ready as we ap­proached.

			We had come to with­in fifty feet of these men when I felt a sud­den strange and rapid prick­ing sen­sa­tion in one of my fin­gers.

			For a mo­ment I was non­plussed by the odd feel­ing, and then there came to me rec­ol­lec­tion of that which in the stress of my ad­ven­ture I had en­tire­ly for­got­ten—the gift ring of Prince Talu of Mar­enti­na.

			In­stant­ly I looked to­ward the group we were near­ing, at the same time rais­ing my left hand to my fore­head, that the ring might be vis­i­ble to one who sought it. Si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly one of the wait­ing war­riors raised his left hand, os­ten­si­bly to brush back his hair, and up­on one of his fin­gers I saw the du­pli­cate of my own ring.

			A quick look of in­tel­li­gence passed be­tween us, af­ter which I kept my eyes turned away from the war­rior and did not look at him again, for fear that I might arouse the sus­pi­cion of the Okar­i­ans. When we reached the edge of the pit I saw that it was very deep, and present­ly I re­al­ized I was soon to judge just how far it ex­tend­ed be­low the sur­face of the court, for he who held the rope passed it about my body in such a way that it could be re­leased from above at any time; and then, as all the war­riors grasped it, he pushed me for­ward, and I fell in­to the yawn­ing abyss.

			Af­ter the first jerk as I reached the end of the rope that had been paid out to let me fall be­low the pit’s edge they low­ered me quick­ly but smooth­ly. The mo­ment be­fore the plunge, while two or three of the men had been as­sist­ing in ad­just­ing the rope about me, one of them had brought his mouth close to my cheek, and in the brief in­ter­val be­fore I was cast in­to the for­bid­ding hole he breathed a sin­gle word in­to my ear:

			“Courage!”

			The pit, which my imag­i­na­tion had pic­tured as bot­tom­less, proved to be not more than a hun­dred feet in depth; but as its walls were smooth­ly pol­ished it might as well have been a thou­sand feet, for I could nev­er hope to es­cape with­out out­side as­sis­tance.

			For a day I was left in dark­ness; and then, quite sud­den­ly, a bril­liant light il­lu­mined my strange cell. I was rea­son­ably hun­gry and thirsty by this time, not hav­ing tast­ed food or drink since the day pri­or to my in­car­cer­a­tion.

			To my amaze­ment I found the sides of the pit, that I had thought smooth, lined with shelves, up­on which were the most de­li­cious viands and liq­uid re­fresh­ments that Okar af­ford­ed.

			With an ex­cla­ma­tion of de­light I sprang for­ward to par­take of some of the wel­come food, but ere ev­er I reached it the light was ex­tin­guished, and, though I groped my way about the cham­ber, my hands came in con­tact with noth­ing be­side the smooth, hard wall that I had felt on my first ex­am­i­na­tion of my prison.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly the pangs of hunger and thirst be­gan to as­sail me. Where be­fore I had had but a mild crav­ing for food and drink, I now ac­tu­al­ly suf­fered for want of it, and all be­cause of the tan­ta­liz­ing sight that I had had of food al­most with­in my grasp.

			Once more dark­ness and si­lence en­veloped me, a si­lence that was bro­ken on­ly by a sin­gle mock­ing laugh.

			For an­oth­er day noth­ing oc­curred to break the monotony of my im­pris­on­ment or re­lieve the suf­fer­ing su­perin­duced by hunger and thirst. Slow­ly the pangs be­came less keen, as suf­fer­ing dead­ened the ac­tiv­i­ty of cer­tain nerves; and then the light flashed on once again, and be­fore me stood an ar­ray of new and tempt­ing dish­es, with great bot­tles of clear wa­ter and flagons of re­fresh­ing wine, up­on the out­side of which the cold sweat of con­den­sa­tion stood.

			Again, with the hunger mad­ness of a wild beast, I sprang for­ward to seize those tempt­ing dish­es; but, as be­fore, the light went out and I came to a sud­den stop against a hard wall.

			Then the mock­ing laugh rang out for a sec­ond time.

			The Pit of Plen­ty!

			Ah, what a cru­el mind must have de­vised this ex­quis­ite, hellish tor­ture! Day af­ter day was the thing re­peat­ed, un­til I was on the verge of mad­ness; and then, as I had done in the pits of the Warhoons, I took a new, firm hold up­on my rea­son and forced it back in­to the chan­nels of san­i­ty.

			By sheer willpow­er I re­gained con­trol over my tot­ter­ing men­tal­i­ty, and so suc­cess­ful was I that the next time that the light came I sat quite still and looked in­dif­fer­ent­ly at the fresh and tempt­ing food al­most with­in my reach. Glad I was that I had done so, for it gave me an op­por­tu­ni­ty to solve the seem­ing mys­tery of those van­ish­ing ban­quets.

			As I made no move to reach the food, the tor­tur­ers left the light turned on in the hope that at last I could re­frain no longer from giv­ing them the de­li­cious thrill of en­joy­ment that my for­mer fu­tile ef­forts to ob­tain it had caused.

			And as I sat scru­ti­niz­ing the laden shelves I present­ly saw how the thing was ac­com­plished, and so sim­ple was it that I won­dered I had not guessed it be­fore. The wall of my prison was of clear­est glass—be­hind the glass were the tan­ta­liz­ing viands.

			Af­ter near­ly an hour the light went out, but this time there was no mock­ing laugh­ter—at least not up­on the part of my tor­men­tors; but I, to be at quits with them, gave a low laugh that none might mis­take for the cack­le of a ma­ni­ac.

			Nine days passed, and I was weak from hunger and thirst, but no longer suf­fer­ing—I was past that. Then, down through the dark­ness above, a lit­tle par­cel fell to the floor at my side.

			In­dif­fer­ent­ly I groped for it, think­ing it but some new in­ven­tion of my jail­ers to add to my suf­fer­ings.

			At last I found it—a tiny pack­age wrapped in pa­per, at the end of a strong and slen­der cord. As I opened it a few lozenges fell to the floor. As I gath­ered them up, feel­ing of them and smelling of them, I dis­cov­ered that they were tablets of con­cen­trat­ed food such as are quite com­mon in all parts of Bar­soom.

			Poi­son! I thought.

			Well, what of it? Why not end my mis­ery now rather than drag out a few more wretch­ed days in this dark pit? Slow­ly I raised one of the lit­tle pel­lets to my lips.

			“Good­bye, my De­jah Tho­ris!” I breathed. “I have lived for you and fought for you, and now my next dear­est wish is to be re­al­ized, for I shall die for you,” and, tak­ing the morsel in my mouth, I de­voured it.

			One by one I ate them all, nor ev­er did any­thing taste bet­ter than those tiny bits of nour­ish­ment, with­in which I knew must lie the seeds of death—pos­si­bly of some hideous, tor­tur­ing death.

			As I sat qui­et­ly up­on the floor of my prison, wait­ing for the end, my fin­gers by ac­ci­dent came in con­tact with the bit of pa­per in which the things had been wrapped; and as I idly played with it, my mind roam­ing far back in­to the past, that I might live again for a few brief mo­ments be­fore I died some of the many hap­py mo­ments of a long and hap­py life, I be­came aware of strange pro­tu­ber­ances up­on the smooth sur­face of the parch­ment-like sub­stance in my hands.

			For a time they car­ried no spe­cial sig­nif­i­cance to my mind—I mere­ly was mild­ly won­drous that they were there; but at last they seemed to take form, and then I re­al­ized that there was but a sin­gle line of them, like writ­ing.

			Now, more in­ter­est­ed­ly, my fin­gers traced and re­traced them. There were four sep­a­rate and dis­tinct com­bi­na­tions of raised lines. Could it be that these were four words, and that they were in­tend­ed to car­ry a mes­sage to me?

			The more I thought of it the more ex­cit­ed I be­came, un­til my fin­gers raced mad­ly back and forth over those be­wil­der­ing lit­tle hills and val­leys up­on that bit of pa­per.

			But I could make noth­ing of them, and at last I de­cid­ed that my very haste was pre­vent­ing me from solv­ing the mys­tery. Then I took it more slow­ly. Again and again my fore­fin­ger traced the first of those four com­bi­na­tions.

			Mar­tian writ­ing is rather dif­fi­cult to ex­plain to an Earth man—it is some­thing of a cross be­tween short­hand and pic­ture-writ­ing, and is an en­tire­ly dif­fer­ent lan­guage from the spo­ken lan­guage of Mars.

			Up­on Bar­soom there is but a sin­gle oral lan­guage.

			It is spo­ken to­day by ev­ery race and na­tion, just as it was at the be­gin­ning of hu­man life up­on Bar­soom. It has grown with the growth of the plan­et’s learn­ing and sci­en­tif­ic achieve­ments, but so in­ge­nious a thing it is that new words to ex­press new thoughts or de­scribe new con­di­tions or dis­cov­er­ies form them­selves—no oth­er word could ex­plain the thing that a new word is re­quired for oth­er than the word that nat­u­ral­ly falls to it, and so, no mat­ter how far re­moved two na­tions or races, their spo­ken lan­guages are iden­ti­cal.

			Not so their writ­ten lan­guages, how­ev­er. No two na­tions have the same writ­ten lan­guage, and of­ten cities of the same na­tion have a writ­ten lan­guage that dif­fers great­ly from that of the na­tion to which they be­long.

			Thus it was that the signs up­on the pa­per, if in re­al­i­ty they were words, baf­fled me for some time; but at last I made out the first one.

			It was “courage,” and it was writ­ten in the let­ters of Mar­enti­na.

			Courage!

			That was the word the yel­low guards­man had whis­pered in my ear as I stood up­on the verge of the Pit of Plen­ty.

			The mes­sage must be from him, and he I knew was a friend.

			With re­newed hope I bent my ev­ery en­er­gy to the de­ci­pher­ing of the bal­ance of the mes­sage, and at last suc­cess re­ward­ed my en­deav­or—I had read the four words:

			“Courage! Fol­low the rope.”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				“Fol­low the Rope”

			
			What could it mean?

			“Fol­low the rope.” What rope?

			Present­ly I re­called the cord that had been at­tached to the par­cel when it fell at my side, and af­ter a lit­tle grop­ing my hand came in con­tact with it again. It de­pend­ed from above, and when I pulled up­on it I dis­cov­ered that it was rigid­ly fas­tened, pos­si­bly at the pit’s mouth.

			Up­on ex­am­i­na­tion I found that the cord, though small, was am­ply able to sus­tain the weight of sev­er­al men. Then I made an­oth­er dis­cov­ery—there was a sec­ond mes­sage knot­ted in the rope at about the height of my head. This I de­ci­phered more eas­i­ly, now that the key was mine.

			“Bring the rope with you. Be­yond the knots lies dan­ger.”

			That was all there was to this mes­sage. It was ev­i­dent­ly hasti­ly formed—an af­ter­thought.

			I did not pause longer than to learn the con­tents of the sec­ond mes­sage, and, though I was none too sure of the mean­ing of the fi­nal ad­mo­ni­tion, “Be­yond the knots lies dan­ger,” yet I was sure that here be­fore me lay an av­enue of es­cape, and that the soon­er I took ad­van­tage of it the more like­ly was I to win to lib­er­ty.

			At least, I could be but lit­tle worse off than I had been in the Pit of Plen­ty.

			I was to find, how­ev­er, ere I was well out of that damnable hole that I might have been very much worse off had I been com­pelled to re­main there an­oth­er two min­utes.

			It had tak­en me about that length of time to as­cend some fifty feet above the bot­tom when a noise above at­tract­ed my at­ten­tion. To my cha­grin I saw that the cov­er­ing of the pit was be­ing re­moved far above me, and in the light of the court­yard be­yond I saw a num­ber of yel­low war­riors.

			Could it be that I was la­bo­ri­ous­ly work­ing my way in­to some new trap? Were the mes­sages spu­ri­ous, af­ter all? And then, just as my hope and courage had ebbed to their low­est, I saw two things.

			One was the body of a huge, strug­gling, snarling apt be­ing low­ered over the side of the pit to­ward me, and the oth­er was an aper­ture in the side of the shaft—an aper­ture larg­er than a man’s body, in­to which my rope led.

			Just as I scram­bled in­to the dark hole be­fore me the apt passed me, reach­ing out with his mighty hands to clutch me, and snap­ping, growl­ing, and roar­ing in a most fright­ful man­ner.

			Plain­ly now I saw the end for which Salen­sus Oll had des­tined me. Af­ter first tor­tur­ing me with star­va­tion he had caused this fierce beast to be low­ered in­to my prison to fin­ish the work that the jed­dak’s hellish imag­i­na­tion had con­ceived.

			And then an­oth­er truth flashed up­on me—I had lived nine days of the al­lot­ted ten which must in­ter­vene be­fore Salen­sus Oll could make De­jah Tho­ris his queen. The pur­pose of the apt was to in­sure my death be­fore the tenth day.

			I al­most laughed aloud as I thought how Salen­sus Oll’s mea­sure of safe­ty was to aid in de­feat­ing the very end he sought, for when they dis­cov­ered that the apt was alone in the Pit of Plen­ty they could not know but that he had com­plete­ly de­voured me, and so no sus­pi­cion of my es­cape would cause a search to be made for me.

			Coil­ing the rope that had car­ried me thus far up­on my strange jour­ney, I sought for the oth­er end, but found that as I fol­lowed it for­ward it ex­tend­ed al­ways be­fore me. So this was the mean­ing of the words: “Fol­low the rope.”

			The tun­nel through which I crawled was low and dark. I had fol­lowed it for sev­er­al hun­dred yards when I felt a knot be­neath my fin­gers. “Be­yond the knots lies dan­ger.”

			Now I went with the ut­most cau­tion, and a mo­ment lat­er a sharp turn in the tun­nel brought me to an open­ing in­to a large, bril­liant­ly light­ed cham­ber.

			The trend of the tun­nel I had been travers­ing had been slight­ly up­ward, and from this I judged that the cham­ber in­to which I now found my­self look­ing must be ei­ther on the first floor of the palace or di­rect­ly be­neath the first floor.

			Up­on the op­po­site wall were many strange in­stru­ments and de­vices, and in the cen­ter of the room stood a long ta­ble, at which two men were seat­ed in earnest con­ver­sa­tion.

			He who faced me was a yel­low man—a lit­tle, wiz­ened-up, pasty-faced old fel­low with great eyes that showed the white round the en­tire cir­cum­fer­ence of the iris.

			His com­pan­ion was a black man, and I did not need to see his face to know that it was Thurid, for there was no oth­er of the First Born north of the ice-bar­ri­er.

			Thurid was speak­ing as I came with­in hear­ing of the men’s voic­es.

			“Solan,” he was say­ing, “there is no risk and the re­ward is great. You know that you hate Salen­sus Oll and that noth­ing would please you more than to thwart him in some cher­ished plan. There be noth­ing that he more cher­ish­es to­day than the idea of wed­ding the beau­ti­ful Princess of He­li­um; but I, too, want her, and with your help I may win her.

			“You need not more than step from this room for an in­stant when I give you the sig­nal. I will do the rest, and then, when I am gone, you may come and throw the great switch back in­to its place, and all will be as be­fore. I need but an hour’s start to be safe be­yond the dev­il­ish pow­er that you con­trol in this hid­den cham­ber be­neath the palace of your mas­ter. See how easy,” and with the words the black da­tor rose from his seat and, cross­ing the room, laid his hand up­on a large, bur­nished lever that pro­trud­ed from the op­po­site wall.

			“No! No!” cried the lit­tle old man, spring­ing af­ter him, with a wild shriek. “Not that one! Not that one! That con­trols the sun­ray tanks, and should you pull it too far down, all Kadabra would be con­sumed by heat be­fore I could re­place it. Come away! Come away! You know not with what mighty pow­ers you play. This is the lever that you seek. Note well the sym­bol in­laid in white up­on its ebon sur­face.”

			Thurid ap­proached and ex­am­ined the han­dle of the lever.

			“Ah, a mag­net,” he said. “I will re­mem­ber. It is set­tled then I take it,” he con­tin­ued.

			The old man hes­i­tat­ed. A look of com­bined greed and ap­pre­hen­sion over­spread his none too beau­ti­ful fea­tures.

			“Dou­ble the fig­ure,” he said. “Even that were all too small an amount for the ser­vice you ask. Why, I risk my life by even en­ter­tain­ing you here with­in the for­bid­den precincts of my sta­tion. Should Salen­sus Oll learn of it he would have me thrown to the apts be­fore the day was done.”

			“He dare not do that, and you know it full well, Solan,” con­tra­dict­ed the black. “Too great a pow­er of life and death you hold over the peo­ple of Kadabra for Salen­sus Oll ev­er to risk threat­en­ing you with death. Be­fore ev­er his min­ions could lay their hands up­on you, you might seize this very lever from which you have just warned me and wipe out the en­tire city.”

			“And my­self in­to the bar­gain,” said Solan, with a shud­der.

			“But if you were to die, any­way, you would find the nerve to do it,” replied Thurid.

			“Yes,” mut­tered Solan, “I have of­ten thought up­on that very thing. Well, First Born, is your red princess worth the price I ask for my ser­vices, or will you go with­out her and see her in the arms of Salen­sus Oll to­mor­row night?”

			“Take your price, yel­low man,” replied Thurid, with an oath. “Half now and the bal­ance when you have ful­filled your con­tract.”

			With that the da­tor threw a well-filled mon­ey-pouch up­on the ta­ble.

			Solan opened the pouch and with trem­bling fin­gers count­ed its con­tents. His weird eyes as­sumed a greedy ex­pres­sion, and his un­kempt beard and mus­tache twitched with the mus­cles of his mouth and chin. It was quite ev­i­dent from his very man­ner­ism that Thurid had keen­ly guessed the man’s weak­ness—even the claw­like, clutch­ing move­ment of the fin­gers be­to­kened the avari­cious­ness of the miser.

			Hav­ing sat­is­fied him­self that the amount was cor­rect, Solan re­placed the mon­ey in the pouch and rose from the ta­ble.

			“Now,” he said, “are you quite sure that you know the way to your des­ti­na­tion? You must trav­el quick­ly to cov­er the ground to the cave and from thence be­yond the Great Pow­er, all with­in a brief hour, for no more dare I spare you.”

			“Let me re­peat it to you,” said Thurid, “that you may see if I be let­ter-per­fect.”

			“Pro­ceed,” replied Solan.

			“Through yon­der door,” he com­menced, point­ing to a door at the far end of the apart­ment, “I fol­low a cor­ri­dor, pass­ing three di­verg­ing cor­ri­dors up­on my right; then in­to the fourth right-hand cor­ri­dor straight to where three cor­ri­dors meet; here again I fol­low to the right, hug­ging the left wall close­ly to avoid the pit.

			“At the end of this cor­ri­dor I shall come to a spi­ral run­way, which I must fol­low down in­stead of up; af­ter that the way is along but a sin­gle branch­less cor­ri­dor. Am I right?”

			“Quite right, Da­tor,” an­swered Solan; “and now be­gone. Al­ready have you tempt­ed fate too long with­in this for­bid­den place.”

			“Tonight, or to­mor­row, then, you may ex­pect the sig­nal,” said Thurid, ris­ing to go.

			“Tonight, or to­mor­row,” re­peat­ed Solan, and as the door closed be­hind his guest the old man con­tin­ued to mut­ter as he turned back to the ta­ble, where he again dumped the con­tents of the mon­ey-pouch, run­ning his fin­gers through the heap of shin­ing met­al; pil­ing the coins in­to lit­tle tow­ers; count­ing, re­count­ing, and fondling the wealth the while he mut­tered on and on in a croon­ing un­der­tone.

			Present­ly his fin­gers ceased their play; his eyes popped wider than ev­er as they fas­tened up­on the door through which Thurid had dis­ap­peared. The croon changed to a queru­lous mut­ter­ing, and fi­nal­ly to an ug­ly growl.

			Then the old man rose from the ta­ble, shak­ing his fist at the closed door. Now he raised his voice, and his words came dis­tinct­ly.

			“Fool!” he mut­tered. “Think you that for your hap­pi­ness Solan will give up his life? If you es­caped, Salen­sus Oll would know that on­ly through my con­nivance could you have suc­ceed­ed. Then would he send for me. What would you have me do? Re­duce the city and my­self to ash­es? No, fool, there is a bet­ter way—a bet­ter way for Solan to keep thy mon­ey and be re­venged up­on Salen­sus Oll.”

			He laughed in a nasty, cack­ling note.

			“Poor fool! You may throw the great switch that will give you the free­dom of the air of Okar, and then, in fatu­ous se­cu­ri­ty, go on with thy red princess to the free­dom of—death. When you have passed be­yond this cham­ber in your flight, what can pre­vent Solan re­plac­ing the switch as it was be­fore your vile hand touched it? Noth­ing; and then the Guardian of the North will claim you and your wom­an, and Salen­sus Oll, when he sees your dead bod­ies, will nev­er dream that the hand of Solan had aught to do with the thing.”

			Then his voice dropped once more in­to mut­ter­ings that I could not trans­late, but I had heard enough to cause me to guess a great deal more, and I thanked the kind Prov­i­dence that had led me to this cham­ber at a time so filled with im­por­tance to De­jah Tho­ris and my­self as this.

			But how to pass the old man now! The cord, al­most in­vis­i­ble up­on the floor, stretched straight across the apart­ment to a door up­on the far side.

			There was no oth­er way of which I knew, nor could I af­ford to ig­nore the ad­vice to “fol­low the rope.” I must cross this room, but how­ev­er I should ac­com­plish it un­de­tect­ed with that old man in the very cen­ter of it baf­fled me.

			Of course I might have sprung in up­on him and with my bare hands si­lenced him for­ev­er, but I had heard enough to con­vince me that with him alive the knowl­edge that I had gained might serve me at some fu­ture mo­ment, while should I kill him and an­oth­er be sta­tioned in his place Thurid would not come hith­er with De­jah Tho­ris, as was quite ev­i­dent­ly his in­ten­tion.

			As I stood in the dark shad­ow of the tun­nel’s end rack­ing my brain for a fea­si­ble plan the while I watched, cat­like, the old man’s ev­ery move, he took up the mon­ey-pouch and crossed to one end of the apart­ment, where, bend­ing to his knees, he fum­bled with a pan­el in the wall.

			In­stant­ly I guessed that here was the hid­ing place in which he hoard­ed his wealth, and while he bent there, his back to­ward me, I en­tered the cham­ber up­on tip­toe, and with the ut­most stealth es­sayed to reach the op­po­site side be­fore he should com­plete his task and turn again to­ward the room’s cen­ter.

			Scarce­ly thir­ty steps, all told, must I take, and yet it seemed to my over­wrought imag­i­na­tion that that far­ther wall was miles away; but at last I reached it, nor once had I tak­en my eyes from the back of the old miser’s head.

			He did not turn un­til my hand was up­on the but­ton that con­trolled the door through which my way led, and then he turned away from me as I passed through and gen­tly closed the door.

			For an in­stant I paused, my ear close to the pan­el, to learn if he had sus­pect­ed aught, but as no sound of pur­suit came from with­in I wheeled and made my way along the new cor­ri­dor, fol­low­ing the rope, which I coiled and brought with me as I ad­vanced.

			But a short dis­tance far­ther on I came to the rope’s end at a point where five cor­ri­dors met. What was I to do? Which way should I turn? I was non­plussed.

			A care­ful ex­am­i­na­tion of the end of the rope re­vealed the fact that it had been clean­ly cut with some sharp in­stru­ment. This fact and the words that had cau­tioned me that dan­ger lay be­yond the knots con­vinced me that the rope had been sev­ered since my friend had placed it as my guide, for I had but passed a sin­gle knot, where­as there had ev­i­dent­ly been two or more in the en­tire length of the cord.

			Now, in­deed, was I in a pret­ty fix, for nei­ther did I know which av­enue to fol­low nor when dan­ger lay di­rect­ly in my path; but there was noth­ing else to be done than fol­low one of the cor­ri­dors, for I could gain noth­ing by re­main­ing where I was.

			So I chose the cen­tral open­ing, and passed on in­to its gloomy depths with a prayer up­on my lips.

			The floor of the tun­nel rose rapid­ly as I ad­vanced, and a mo­ment lat­er the way came to an abrupt end be­fore a heavy door.

			I could hear noth­ing be­yond, and, with my ac­cus­tomed rash­ness, pushed the por­tal wide to step in­to a room filled with yel­low war­riors.

			The first to see me opened his eyes wide in as­ton­ish­ment, and at the same in­stant I felt the tin­gling sen­sa­tion in my fin­ger that de­not­ed the pres­ence of a friend of the ring.

			Then oth­ers saw me, and there was a con­cert­ed rush to lay hands up­on me, for these were all mem­bers of the palace guard—men fa­mil­iar with my face.

			The first to reach me was the wear­er of the mate to my strange ring, and as he came close he whis­pered: “Sur­ren­der to me!” then in a loud voice shout­ed: “You are my pris­on­er, white man,” and men­aced me with his two weapons.

			And so John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, meek­ly sur­ren­dered to a sin­gle an­tag­o­nist. The oth­ers now swarmed about us, ask­ing many ques­tions, but I would not talk to them, and fi­nal­ly my cap­tor an­nounced that he would lead me back to my cell.

			An of­fi­cer or­dered sev­er­al oth­er war­riors to ac­com­pa­ny him, and a mo­ment lat­er we were re­trac­ing the way I had just come. My friend walked close be­side me, ask­ing many sil­ly ques­tions about the coun­try from which I had come, un­til fi­nal­ly his fel­lows paid no fur­ther at­ten­tion to him or his gab­bling.

			Grad­u­al­ly, as he spoke, he low­ered his voice, so that present­ly he was able to con­verse with me in a low tone with­out at­tract­ing at­ten­tion. His ruse was a clever one, and showed that Talu had not mis­judged the man’s fit­ness for the dan­ger­ous du­ty up­on which he was de­tailed.

			When he had ful­ly as­sured him­self that the oth­er guards­men were not lis­ten­ing, he asked me why I had not fol­lowed the rope, and when I told him that it had end­ed at the five cor­ri­dors he said that it must have been cut by some­one in need of a piece of rope, for he was sure that “the stupid Kadabrans would nev­er have guessed its pur­pose.”

			Be­fore we had reached the spot from which the five cor­ri­dors di­verge my Mar­en­tini­an friend had man­aged to drop to the rear of the lit­tle col­umn with me, and when we came in sight of the branch­ing ways he whis­pered:

			“Run up the first up­on the right. It leads to the watch­tow­er up­on the south wall. I will di­rect the pur­suit up the next cor­ri­dor,” and with that he gave me a great shove in­to the dark mouth of the tun­nel, at the same time cry­ing out in sim­u­lat­ed pain and alarm as he threw him­self up­on the floor as though I had felled him with a blow.

			From be­hind the voic­es of the ex­cit­ed guards­men came re­ver­ber­at­ing along the cor­ri­dor, sud­den­ly grow­ing fainter as Talu’s spy led them up the wrong pas­sage­way in fan­cied pur­suit.

			As I ran for my life through the dark gal­leries be­neath the palace of Salen­sus Oll I must in­deed have pre­sent­ed a re­mark­able ap­pear­ance had there been any to note it, for though death loomed large about me, my face was split by a broad grin as I thought of the re­source­ful­ness of the name­less hero of Mar­enti­na to whom I owed my life.

			Of such stuff are the men of my beloved He­li­um, and when I meet an­oth­er of their kind, of what­ev­er race or col­or, my heart goes out to him as it did now to my new friend who had risked his life for me sim­ply be­cause I wore the mate to the ring his ruler had put up­on his fin­ger.

			The cor­ri­dor along which I ran led al­most straight for a con­sid­er­able dis­tance, ter­mi­nat­ing at the foot of a spi­ral run­way, up which I pro­ceed­ed to emerge present­ly in­to a cir­cu­lar cham­ber up­on the first floor of a tow­er.

			In this apart­ment a dozen red slaves were em­ployed pol­ish­ing or re­pair­ing the weapons of the yel­low men. The walls of the room were lined with racks in which were hun­dreds of straight and hooked swords, javelins, and dag­gers. It was ev­i­dent­ly an ar­mory. There were but three war­riors guard­ing the work­ers.

			My eyes took in the en­tire scene at a glance. Here were weapons in plen­ty! Here were sinewy red war­riors to wield them!

			And here now was John Carter, Prince of He­li­um, in need both of weapons and war­riors!

			As I stepped in­to the apart­ment, guards and pris­on­ers saw me si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly.

			Close to the en­trance where I stood was a rack of straight swords, and as my hand closed up­on the hilt of one of them my eyes fell up­on the faces of two of the pris­on­ers who worked side by side.

			One of the guards start­ed to­ward me. “Who are you?” he de­mand­ed. “What do you here?”

			“I come for Tar­dos Mors, Jed­dak of He­li­um, and his son, Mors Ka­jak,” I cried, point­ing to the two red pris­on­ers, who had now sprung to their feet, wide-eyed in as­ton­ished recog­ni­tion.

			“Rise, red men! Be­fore we die let us leave a memo­ri­al in the palace of Okar’s tyrant that will stand for­ev­er in the an­nals of Kadabra to the hon­or and glo­ry of He­li­um,” for I had seen that all the pris­on­ers there were men of Tar­dos Mors’s navy.

			Then the first guards­man was up­on me and the fight was on, but scarce did we en­gage ere, to my hor­ror, I saw that the red slaves were shack­led to the floor.
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			The guards­men paid not the slight­est at­ten­tion to their wards, for the red men could not move over two feet from the great rings to which they were pad­locked, though each had seized a weapon up­on which he had been en­gaged when I en­tered the room, and stood ready to join me could they have but done so.

			The yel­low men de­vot­ed all their at­ten­tion to me, nor were they long in dis­cov­er­ing that the three of them were none too many to de­fend the ar­mory against John Carter. Would that I had had my own good long-sword in my hand that day; but, as it was, I ren­dered a sat­is­fac­to­ry ac­count of my­self with the un­fa­mil­iar weapon of the yel­low man.

			At first I had a time of it dodg­ing their vil­lain­ous hook-swords, but af­ter a minute or two I had suc­ceed­ed in wrest­ing a sec­ond straight sword from one of the racks along the wall, and there­after, us­ing it to par­ry the hooks of my an­tag­o­nists, I felt more even­ly equipped.

			The three of them were on me at once, and but for a lucky cir­cum­stance my end might have come quick­ly. The fore­most guards­man made a vi­cious lunge for my side with his hook af­ter the three of them had backed me against the wall, but as I sidestepped and raised my arm his weapon but grazed my side, pass­ing in­to a rack of javelins, where it be­came en­tan­gled.

			Be­fore he could re­lease it I had run him through, and then, fall­ing back up­on the tac­tics that have saved me a hun­dred times in tight pinch­es, I rushed the two re­main­ing war­riors, forc­ing them back with a per­fect tor­rent of cuts and thrusts, weav­ing my sword in and out about their guards un­til I had the fear of death up­on them.

			Then one of them com­menced call­ing for help, but it was too late to save them.

			They were as put­ty in my hands now, and I backed them about the ar­mory as I would un­til I had them where I want­ed them—with­in reach of the swords of the shack­led slaves. In an in­stant both lay dead up­on the floor. But their cries had not been en­tire­ly fruit­less, for now I heard an­swer­ing shouts and the foot­falls of many men run­ning and the clank of ac­cou­trements and the com­mands of of­fi­cers.

			“The door! Quick, John Carter, bar the door!” cried Tar­dos Mors.

			Al­ready the guard was in sight, charg­ing across the open court that was vis­i­ble through the door­way.

			A dozen sec­onds would bring them in­to the tow­er. A sin­gle leap car­ried me to the heavy por­tal. With a re­sound­ing bang I slammed it shut.

			“The bar!” shout­ed Tar­dos Mors.

			I tried to slip the huge fas­ten­ing in­to place, but it de­fied my ev­ery at­tempt.

			“Raise it a lit­tle to re­lease the catch,” cried one of the red men.

			I could hear the yel­low war­riors leap­ing along the flag­ging just be­yond the door. I raised the bar and shot it to the right just as the fore­most of the guards­men threw him­self against the op­po­site side of the mas­sive pan­els.

			The bar­ri­er held—I had been in time, but by the frac­tion of a sec­ond on­ly.

			Now I turned my at­ten­tion to the pris­on­ers. To Tar­dos Mors I went first, ask­ing where the keys might be which would un­fas­ten their fet­ters.

			“The of­fi­cer of the guard has them,” replied the Jed­dak of He­li­um, “and he is among those with­out who seek en­trance. You will have to force them.”

			Most of the pris­on­ers were al­ready hack­ing at their bonds with the swords in their hands. The yel­low men were bat­ter­ing at the door with javelins and ax­es.

			I turned my at­ten­tion to the chains that held Tar­dos Mors. Again and again I cut deep in­to the met­al with my sharp blade, but ev­er faster and faster fell the tor­rent of blows up­on the por­tal.

			At last a link part­ed be­neath my ef­forts, and a mo­ment lat­er Tar­dos Mors was free, though a few inch­es of trail­ing chain still dan­gled from his an­kle.

			A splin­ter of wood fall­ing in­ward from the door an­nounced the head­way that our en­e­mies were mak­ing to­ward us.

			The mighty pan­els trem­bled and bent be­neath the fu­ri­ous on­slaught of the en­raged yel­low men.

			What with the bat­ter­ing up­on the door and the hack­ing of the red men at their chains the din with­in the ar­mory was ap­palling. No soon­er was Tar­dos Mors free than he turned his at­ten­tion to an­oth­er of the pris­on­ers, while I set to work to lib­er­ate Mors Ka­jak.

			We must work fast if we would have all those fet­ters cut be­fore the door gave way. Now a pan­el crashed in­ward up­on the floor, and Mors Ka­jak sprang to the open­ing to de­fend the way un­til we should have time to re­lease the oth­ers.

			With javelins snatched from the wall he wrought hav­oc among the fore­most of the Okar­i­ans while we bat­tled with the in­sen­sate met­al that stood be­tween our fel­lows and free­dom.

			At length all but one of the pris­on­ers were freed, and then the door fell with a mighty crash be­fore a hasti­ly im­pro­vised bat­ter­ing-ram, and the yel­low horde was up­on us.

			“To the up­per cham­bers!” shout­ed the red man who was still fet­tered to the floor. “To the up­per cham­bers! There you may de­fend the tow­er against all Kadabra. Do not de­lay be­cause of me, who could pray for no bet­ter death than in the ser­vice of Tar­dos Mors and the Prince of He­li­um.”

			But I would have sac­ri­ficed the life of ev­ery man of us rather than desert a sin­gle red man, much less the li­on­heart­ed hero who begged us to leave him.

			“Cut his chains,” I cried to two of the red men, “while the bal­ance of us hold off the foe.”

			There were ten of us now to do bat­tle with the Okar­i­an guard, and I war­rant that that an­cient watch­tow­er nev­er looked down up­on a more hot­ly con­test­ed bat­tle than took place that day with­in its own grim walls.

			The first in­rush­ing wave of yel­low war­riors re­coiled from the slash­ing blades of ten of He­li­um’s vet­er­an fight­ing men. A dozen Okar­i­an corpses blocked the door­way, but over the grue­some bar­ri­er a score more of their fel­lows dashed, shout­ing their hoarse and hideous war-cry.

			Up­on the bloody mound we met them, hand to hand, stab­bing where the quar­ters were too close to cut, thrust­ing when we could push a foe­man to arm’s length; and min­gled with the wild cry of the Okar­i­an there rose and fell the glo­ri­ous words: “For He­li­um! For He­li­um!” that for count­less ages have spurred on the bravest of the brave to those deeds of val­or that have sent the fame of He­li­um’s he­roes broad­cast through­out the length and breadth of a world.

			Now were the fet­ters struck from the last of the red men, and thir­teen strong we met each new charge of the sol­diers of Salen­sus Oll. Scarce one of us but bled from a score of wounds, yet none had fall­en.

			From with­out we saw hun­dreds of guards­men pour­ing in­to the court­yard, and along the low­er cor­ri­dor from which I had found my way to the ar­mory we could hear the clank of met­al and the shout­ing of men.

			In a mo­ment we should be at­tacked from two sides, and with all our prow­ess we could not hope to with­stand the un­equal odds which would thus di­vide our at­ten­tion and our small num­bers.

			“To the up­per cham­bers!” cried Tar­dos Mors, and a mo­ment lat­er we fell back to­ward the run­way that led to the floors above.

			Here an­oth­er bloody bat­tle was waged with the force of yel­low men who charged in­to the ar­mory as we fell back from the door­way. Here we lost our first man, a no­ble fel­low whom we could ill spare; but at length all had backed in­to the run­way ex­cept my­self, who re­mained to hold back the Okar­i­ans un­til the oth­ers were safe above.

			In the mouth of the nar­row spi­ral but a sin­gle war­rior could at­tack me at a time, so that I had lit­tle dif­fi­cul­ty in hold­ing them all back for the brief mo­ment that was nec­es­sary. Then, back­ing slow­ly be­fore them, I com­menced the as­cent of the spi­ral.

			All the long way to the tow­er’s top the guards­men pressed me close­ly. When one went down be­fore my sword an­oth­er scram­bled over the dead man to take his place; and thus, tak­ing an aw­ful toll with each few feet gained, I came to the spa­cious glass-walled watch­tow­er of Kadabra.

			Here my com­pan­ions clus­tered ready to take my place, and for a mo­ment’s respite I stepped to one side while they held the en­e­my off.

			From the lofty perch a view could be had for miles in ev­ery di­rec­tion. To­ward the south stretched the rugged, ice-clad waste to the edge of the mighty bar­ri­er. To­ward the east and west, and dim­ly to­ward the north I de­scried oth­er Okar­i­an cities, while in the im­me­di­ate fore­ground, just be­yond the walls of Kadabra, the grim guardian shaft reared its somber head.

			Then I cast my eyes down in­to the streets of Kadabra, from which a sud­den tu­mult had arisen, and there I saw a bat­tle rag­ing, and be­yond the city’s walls I saw armed men march­ing in great col­umns to­ward a near­by gate.

			Ea­ger­ly I pressed for­ward against the glass wall of the ob­ser­va­to­ry, scarce dar­ing to cred­it the tes­ti­mo­ny of my own eyes. But at last I could doubt no longer, and with a shout of joy that rose strange­ly in the midst of the curs­ing and groan­ing of the bat­tling men at the en­trance to the cham­ber, I called to Tar­dos Mors.

			As he joined me I point­ed down in­to the streets of Kadabra and to the ad­vanc­ing col­umns be­yond, above which float­ed brave­ly in the arc­tic air the flags and ban­ners of He­li­um.

			An in­stant lat­er ev­ery red man in the lofty cham­ber had seen the in­spir­ing sight, and such a shout of thanks­giv­ing arose as I war­rant nev­er be­fore echoed through that age-old pile of stone.

			But still we must fight on, for though our troops had en­tered Kadabra, the city was yet far from ca­pit­u­la­tion, nor had the palace been even as­sault­ed. Turn and turn about we held the top of the run­way while the oth­ers feast­ed their eyes up­on the sight of our valiant coun­try­men bat­tling far be­neath us.

			Now they have rushed the palace gate! Great bat­ter­ing-rams are dashed against its for­mi­da­ble sur­face. Now they are re­pulsed by a dead­ly show­er of javelins from the wall’s top!

			Once again they charge, but a sor­tie by a large force of Okar­i­ans from an in­ter­sect­ing av­enue crum­ples the head of the col­umn, and the men of He­li­um go down, fight­ing, be­neath an over­whelm­ing force.

			The palace gate flies open and a force of the jed­dak’s own guard, picked men from the flow­er of the Okar­i­an army, sal­lies forth to shat­ter the bro­ken reg­i­ments. For a mo­ment it looks as though noth­ing could avert de­feat, and then I see a no­ble fig­ure up­on a mighty thoat—not the tiny thoat of the red man, but one of his huge cousins of the dead sea bot­toms.

			The war­rior hews his way to the front, and be­hind him ral­ly the dis­or­ga­nized sol­diers of He­li­um. As he rais­es his head aloft to fling a chal­lenge at the men up­on the palace walls I see his face, and my heart swells in pride and hap­pi­ness as the red war­riors leap to the side of their lead­er and win back the ground that they had but just lost—the face of him up­on the mighty thoat is the face of my son—Cartho­ris of He­li­um.

			At his side fights a huge Mar­tian war-hound, nor did I need a sec­ond look to know that it was Woola—my faith­ful Woola who had thus well per­formed his ar­du­ous task and brought the suc­cor­ing le­gions in the nick of time.

			“In the nick of time?”

			Who yet might say that they were not too late to save, but sure­ly they could avenge! And such ret­ri­bu­tion as that un­con­quered army would deal out to the hate­ful Okar­i­ans! I sighed to think that I might not be alive to wit­ness it.

			Again I turned to the win­dows. The red men had not yet forced the out­er palace wall, but they were fight­ing nobly against the best that Okar af­ford­ed—valiant war­riors who con­test­ed ev­ery inch of the way.

			Now my at­ten­tion was caught by a new el­e­ment with­out the city wall—a great body of mount­ed war­riors loom­ing large above the red men. They were the huge green al­lies of He­li­um—the sav­age hordes from the dead sea bot­toms of the far south.

			In grim and ter­ri­ble si­lence they sped on to­ward the gate, the padded hoofs of their fright­ful mounts giv­ing forth no sound. In­to the doomed city they charged, and as they wheeled across the wide plaza be­fore the palace of the Jed­dak of Jed­daks I saw, rid­ing at their head, the mighty fig­ure of their mighty lead­er—Tars Tarkas, Jed­dak of Thark.

			My wish, then, was to be grat­i­fied, for I was to see my old friend bat­tling once again, and though not shoul­der to shoul­der with him, I, too, would be fight­ing in the same cause here in the high tow­er of Okar.

			Nor did it seem that our foes would ev­er cease their stub­born at­tacks, for still they came, though the way to our cham­ber was of­ten clogged with the bod­ies of their dead. At times they would pause long enough to drag back the im­ped­ing corpses, and then fresh war­riors would forge up­ward to taste the cup of death.

			I had been tak­ing my turn with the oth­ers in de­fend­ing the ap­proach to our lofty re­treat when Mors Ka­jak, who had been watch­ing the bat­tle in the street be­low, called aloud in sud­den ex­cite­ment. There was a note of ap­pre­hen­sion in his voice that brought me to his side the in­stant that I could turn my place over to an­oth­er, and as I reached him he point­ed far out across the waste of snow and ice to­ward the south­ern hori­zon.

			“Alas!” he cried, “that I should be forced to wit­ness cru­el fate be­tray them with­out pow­er to warn or aid; but they be past ei­ther now.”

			As I looked in the di­rec­tion he in­di­cat­ed I saw the cause of his per­tur­ba­tion. A mighty fleet of fliers was ap­proach­ing ma­jes­ti­cal­ly to­ward Kadabra from the di­rec­tion of the ice-bar­ri­er. On and on they came with ev­er in­creas­ing ve­loc­i­ty.

			“The grim shaft that they call the Guardian of the North is beck­on­ing to them,” said Mors Ka­jak sad­ly, “just as it beck­oned to Tar­dos Mors and his great fleet; see where they lie, crum­pled and bro­ken, a grim and ter­ri­ble mon­u­ment to the mighty force of de­struc­tion which naught can re­sist.”

			I, too, saw; but some­thing else I saw that Mors Ka­jak did not; in my mind’s eye I saw a buried cham­ber whose walls were lined with strange in­stru­ments and de­vices.

			In the cen­ter of the cham­ber was a long ta­ble, and be­fore it sat a lit­tle, pop-eyed old man count­ing his mon­ey; but, plainest of all, I saw up­on the wall a great switch with a small mag­net in­laid with­in the sur­face of its black han­dle.

			Then I glanced out at the fast-ap­proach­ing fleet. In five min­utes that mighty ar­ma­da of the skies would be bent and worth­less scrap, ly­ing at the base of the shaft be­yond the city’s wall, and yel­low hordes would be loosed from an­oth­er gate to rush out up­on the few sur­vivors stum­bling blind­ly down through the mass of wreck­age; then the apts would come. I shud­dered at the thought, for I could vivid­ly pic­ture the whole hor­ri­ble scene.

			Quick have I al­ways been to de­cide and act. The im­pulse that moves me and the do­ing of the thing seem si­mul­ta­ne­ous; for if my mind goes through the te­dious for­mal­i­ty of rea­son­ing, it must be a sub­con­scious act of which I am not ob­jec­tive­ly aware. Psy­chol­o­gists tell me that, as the sub­con­scious does not rea­son, too close a scru­ti­ny of my men­tal ac­tiv­i­ties might prove any­thing but flat­ter­ing; but be that as it may, I have of­ten won suc­cess while the thinker would have been still at the end­less task of com­par­ing var­i­ous judg­ments.

			And now celer­i­ty of ac­tion was the prime es­sen­tial to the suc­cess of the thing that I had de­cid­ed up­on.

			Grasp­ing my sword more firm­ly in my hand, I called to the red man at the open­ing to the run­way to stand aside.

			“Way for the Prince of He­li­um!” I shout­ed; and be­fore the as­ton­ished yel­low man whose mis­for­tune it was to be at the fight­ing end of the line at that par­tic­u­lar mo­ment could gath­er his wits to­geth­er my sword had de­cap­i­tat­ed him, and I was rush­ing like a mad bull down up­on those be­hind him.

			“Way for the Prince of He­li­um!” I shout­ed as I cut a path through the as­ton­ished guards­men of Salen­sus Oll.

			Hew­ing to right and left, I beat my way down that war­rior-choked spi­ral un­til, near the bot­tom, those be­low, think­ing that an army was de­scend­ing up­on them, turned and fled.

			The ar­mory at the first floor was va­cant when I en­tered it, the last of the Okar­i­ans hav­ing fled in­to the court­yard, so none saw me con­tin­ue down the spi­ral to­ward the cor­ri­dor be­neath.

			Here I ran as rapid­ly as my legs would car­ry me to­ward the five cor­ners, and there plunged in­to the pas­sage­way that led to the sta­tion of the old miser.

			With­out the for­mal­i­ty of a knock, I burst in­to the room. There sat the old man at his ta­ble; but as he saw me he sprang to his feet, draw­ing his sword.

			With scarce more than a glance to­ward him I leaped for the great switch; but, quick as I was, that wiry old fel­low was there be­fore me.

			How he did it I shall nev­er know, nor does it seem cred­i­ble that any Mar­tian-born crea­ture could ap­prox­i­mate the mar­velous speed of my earth­ly mus­cles.

			Like a tiger he turned up­on me, and I was quick to see why Solan had been cho­sen for this im­por­tant du­ty.

			Nev­er in all my life have I seen such won­drous swords­man­ship and such un­can­ny agili­ty as that an­cient bag of bones dis­played. He was in forty places at the same time, and be­fore I had half a chance to awak­en to my dan­ger he was like to have made a mon­key of me, and a dead mon­key at that.

			It is strange how new and un­ex­pect­ed con­di­tions bring out unguessed abil­i­ty to meet them.

			That day in the buried cham­ber be­neath the palace of Salen­sus Oll I learned what swords­man­ship meant, and to what heights of sword mas­tery I could achieve when pit­ted against such a wiz­ard of the blade as Solan.

			For a time he liked to have best­ed me; but present­ly the la­tent pos­si­bil­i­ties that must have been ly­ing dor­mant with­in me for a life­time came to the fore, and I fought as I had nev­er dreamed a hu­man be­ing could fight.

			That that du­el-roy­al should have tak­en place in the dark re­cess­es of a cel­lar, with­out a sin­gle ap­pre­cia­tive eye to wit­ness it has al­ways seemed to me al­most a world calami­ty—at least from the view­point Bar­soo­mi­an, where bloody strife is the first and great­est con­sid­er­a­tion of in­di­vid­u­als, na­tions, and races.

			I was fight­ing to reach the switch, Solan to pre­vent me; and, though we stood not three feet from it, I could not win an inch to­ward it, for he forced me back an inch for the first five min­utes of our bat­tle.

			I knew that if I were to throw it in time to save the on­com­ing fleet it must be done in the next few sec­onds, and so I tried my old rush­ing tac­tics; but I might as well have rushed a brick wall for all that Solan gave way.

			In fact, I came near to im­pal­ing my­self up­on his point for my pains; but right was on my side, and I think that that must give a man greater con­fi­dence than though he knew him­self to be bat­tling in a wicked cause.

			At least, I did not want in con­fi­dence; and when I next rushed Solan it was to one side with im­plic­it con­fi­dence that he must turn to meet my new line of at­tack, and turn he did, so that now we fought with our sides to­wards the cov­et­ed goal—the great switch stood with­in my reach up­on my right hand.

			To un­cov­er my breast for an in­stant would have been to court sud­den death, but I saw no oth­er way than to chance it, if by so do­ing I might res­cue that on­com­ing, suc­cor­ing fleet; and so, in the face of a wicked sword-thrust, I reached out my point and caught the great switch a sud­den blow that re­leased it from its seat­ing.

			So sur­prised and hor­ri­fied was Solan that he for­got to fin­ish his thrust; in­stead, he wheeled to­ward the switch with a loud shriek—a shriek which was his last, for be­fore his hand could touch the lever it sought, my sword’s point had passed through his heart.
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			But Solan’s last loud cry had not been with­out ef­fect, for a mo­ment lat­er a dozen guards­men burst in­to the cham­ber, though not be­fore I had so bent and de­mol­ished the great switch that it could not be again used to turn the pow­er­ful cur­rent in­to the mighty mag­net of de­struc­tion it con­trolled.

			The re­sult of the sud­den com­ing of the guards­men had been to com­pel me to seek seclu­sion in the first pas­sage­way that I could find, and that to my dis­ap­point­ment proved to be not the one with which I was fa­mil­iar, but an­oth­er up­on its left.

			They must have ei­ther heard or guessed which way I went, for I had pro­ceed­ed but a short dis­tance when I heard the sound of pur­suit. I had no mind to stop and fight these men here when there was fight­ing aplen­ty else­where in the city of Kadabra—fight­ing that could be of much more avail to me and mine than use­less life-tak­ing far be­low the palace.

			But the fel­lows were press­ing me; and as I did not know the way at all, I soon saw that they would over­take me un­less I found a place to con­ceal my­self un­til they had passed, which would then give me an op­por­tu­ni­ty to re­turn the way I had come and re­gain the tow­er, or pos­si­bly find a way to reach the city streets.

			The pas­sage­way had risen rapid­ly since leav­ing the apart­ment of the switch, and now ran lev­el and well light­ed straight in­to the dis­tance as far as I could see. The mo­ment that my pur­suers reached this straight stretch I would be in plain sight of them, with no chance to es­cape from the cor­ri­dor un­de­tect­ed.

			Present­ly I saw a se­ries of doors open­ing from ei­ther side of the cor­ri­dor, and as they all looked alike to me I tried the first one that I reached. It opened in­to a small cham­ber, lux­u­ri­ous­ly fur­nished, and was ev­i­dent­ly an an­techam­ber off some of­fice or au­di­ence cham­ber of the palace.

			On the far side was a heav­i­ly cur­tained door­way be­yond which I heard the hum of voic­es. In­stant­ly I crossed the small cham­ber, and, part­ing the cur­tains, looked with­in the larg­er apart­ment.

			Be­fore me were a par­ty of per­haps fifty gor­geous­ly clad no­bles of the court, stand­ing be­fore a throne up­on which sat Salen­sus Oll. The Jed­dak of Jed­daks was ad­dress­ing them.

			“The al­lot­ted hour has come,” he was say­ing as I en­tered the apart­ment; “and though the en­e­mies of Okar be with­in her gates, naught may stay the will of Salen­sus Oll. The great cer­e­mo­ny must be omit­ted that no sin­gle man may be kept from his place in the de­fens­es oth­er than the fifty that cus­tom de­mands shall wit­ness the cre­ation of a new queen in Okar.

			“In a mo­ment the thing shall have been done and we may re­turn to the bat­tle, while she who is now the Princess of He­li­um looks down from the queen’s tow­er up­on the an­ni­hi­la­tion of her for­mer coun­try­men and wit­ness­es the great­ness which is her hus­band’s.”

			Then, turn­ing to a courtier, he is­sued some com­mand in a low voice.

			The ad­dressed has­tened to a small door at the far end of the cham­ber and, swing­ing it wide, cried: “Way for De­jah Tho­ris, fu­ture Queen of Okar!”

			Im­me­di­ate­ly two guards­men ap­peared drag­ging the un­will­ing bride to­ward the al­tar. Her hands were still man­a­cled be­hind her, ev­i­dent­ly to pre­vent sui­cide.

			Her di­sheveled hair and pant­ing bo­som be­to­kened that, chained though she was, still had she fought against the thing that they would do to her.

			At sight of her Salen­sus Oll rose and drew his sword, and the sword of each of the fifty no­bles was raised on high to form an arch, be­neath which the poor, beau­ti­ful crea­ture was dragged to­ward her doom.

			A grim smile forced it­self to my lips as I thought of the rude awak­en­ing that lay in store for the ruler of Okar, and my itch­ing fin­gers fon­dled the hilt of my bloody sword.

			As I watched the pro­ces­sion that moved slow­ly to­ward the throne—a pro­ces­sion which con­sist­ed of but a hand­ful of priests, who fol­lowed De­jah Tho­ris and the two guards­men—I caught a fleet­ing glimpse of a black face peer­ing from be­hind the draperies that cov­ered the wall back of the dais up­on which stood Salen­sus Oll await­ing his bride.

			Now the guards­men were forc­ing the Princess of He­li­um up the few steps to the side of the tyrant of Okar, and I had no eyes and no thoughts for aught else. A priest opened a book and, rais­ing his hand, com­menced to drone out a singsong rit­u­al. Salen­sus Oll reached for the hand of his bride.

			I had in­tend­ed wait­ing un­til some cir­cum­stance should give me a rea­son­able hope of suc­cess; for, even though the en­tire cer­e­mo­ny should be com­plet­ed, there could be no valid mar­riage while I lived. What I was most con­cerned in, of course, was the res­cu­ing of De­jah Tho­ris—I wished to take her from the palace of Salen­sus Oll, if such a thing were pos­si­ble; but whether it were ac­com­plished be­fore or af­ter the mock mar­riage was a mat­ter of sec­ondary im­port.

			When, how­ev­er, I saw the vile hand of Salen­sus Oll reach out for the hand of my beloved princess I could re­strain my­self no longer, and be­fore the no­bles of Okar knew that aught had hap­pened I had leaped through their thin line and was up­on the dais be­side De­jah Tho­ris and Salen­sus Oll.

			With the flat of my sword I struck down his pol­lut­ing hand; and grasp­ing De­jah Tho­ris round the waist, I swung her be­hind me as, with my back against the draperies of the dais, I faced the tyrant of the north and his room­ful of no­ble war­riors.

			The Jed­dak of Jed­daks was a great moun­tain of a man—a coarse, bru­tal beast of a man—and as he tow­ered above me there, his fierce black whiskers and mus­tache bristling in rage, I can well imag­ine that a less sea­soned war­rior might have trem­bled be­fore him.

			With a snarl he sprang to­ward me with naked sword, but whether Salen­sus Oll was a good swords­man or a poor I nev­er learned; for with De­jah Tho­ris at my back I was no longer hu­man—I was a su­per­man, and no man could have with­stood me then.

			With a sin­gle, low: “For the Princess of He­li­um!” I ran my blade straight through the rot­ten heart of Okar’s rot­ten ruler, and be­fore the white, drawn faces of his no­bles Salen­sus Oll rolled, grin­ning in hor­ri­ble death, to the foot of the steps be­low his mar­riage throne.

			For a mo­ment tense si­lence reigned in the nup­tial-room. Then the fifty no­bles rushed up­on me. Fu­ri­ous­ly we fought, but the ad­van­tage was mine, for I stood up­on a raised plat­form above them, and I fought for the most glo­ri­ous wom­an of a glo­ri­ous race, and I fought for a great love and for the moth­er of my boy.

			And from be­hind my shoul­der, in the sil­very ca­dence of that dear voice, rose the brave bat­tle an­them of He­li­um which the na­tion’s wom­en sing as their men march out to vic­to­ry.

			That alone was enough to in­spire me to vic­to­ry over even greater odds, and I ver­i­ly be­lieve that I should have best­ed the en­tire room­ful of yel­low war­riors that day in the nup­tial cham­ber of the palace at Kadabra had not in­ter­rup­tion come to my aid.

			Fast and fu­ri­ous was the fight­ing as the no­bles of Salen­sus Oll sprang, time and again, up the steps be­fore the throne on­ly to fall back be­fore a sword hand that seemed to have gained a new wiz­ardry from its ex­pe­ri­ence with the cun­ning Solan.

			Two were press­ing me so close­ly that I could not turn when I heard a move­ment be­hind me, and not­ed that the sound of the bat­tle an­them had ceased. Was De­jah Tho­ris pre­par­ing to take her place be­side me?

			Hero­ic daugh­ter of a hero­ic world! It would not be un­like her to have seized a sword and fought at my side, for, though the wom­en of Mars are not trained in the arts of war, the spir­it is theirs, and they have been known to do that very thing up­on count­less oc­ca­sions.

			But she did not come, and glad I was, for it would have dou­bled my bur­den in pro­tect­ing her be­fore I should have been able to force her back again out of harm’s way. She must be con­tem­plat­ing some cun­ning strat­e­gy, I thought, and so I fought on se­cure in the be­lief that my di­vine princess stood close be­hind me.

			For half an hour at least I must have fought there against the no­bles of Okar ere ev­er a one placed a foot up­on the dais where I stood, and then of a sud­den all that re­mained of them formed be­low me for a last, mad, des­per­ate charge; but even as they ad­vanced the door at the far end of the cham­ber swung wide and a wild-eyed mes­sen­ger sprang in­to the room.

			“The Jed­dak of Jed­daks!” he cried. “Where is the Jed­dak of Jed­daks? The city has fall­en be­fore the hordes from be­yond the bar­ri­er, and but now the great gate of the palace it­self has been forced and the war­riors of the south are pour­ing in­to its sa­cred precincts.

			“Where is Salen­sus Oll? He alone may re­vive the flag­ging courage of our war­riors. He alone may save the day for Okar. Where is Salen­sus Oll?”

			The no­bles stepped back from about the dead body of their ruler, and one of them point­ed to the grin­ning corpse.

			The mes­sen­ger stag­gered back in hor­ror as though from a blow in the face.

			“Then fly, no­bles of Okar!” he cried, “for naught can save you. Hark! They come!”

			As he spoke we heard the deep roar of an­gry men from the cor­ri­dor with­out, and the clank of met­al and the clang of swords.

			With­out an­oth­er glance to­ward me, who had stood a spec­ta­tor of the trag­ic scene, the no­bles wheeled and fled from the apart­ment through an­oth­er ex­it.

			Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly a force of yel­low war­riors ap­peared in the door­way through which the mes­sen­ger had come. They were back­ing to­ward the apart­ment, stub­born­ly re­sist­ing the ad­vance of a hand­ful of red men who faced them and forced them slow­ly but in­evitably back.

			Above the heads of the con­tes­tants I could see from my el­e­vat­ed sta­tion up­on the dais the face of my old friend Kan­tos Kan. He was lead­ing the lit­tle par­ty that had won its way in­to the very heart of the palace of Salen­sus Oll.

			In an in­stant I saw that by at­tack­ing the Okar­i­ans from the rear I could so quick­ly dis­or­ga­nize them that their fur­ther re­sis­tance would be short-lived, and with this idea in mind I sprang from the dais, cast­ing a word of ex­pla­na­tion to De­jah Tho­ris over my shoul­der, though I did not turn to look at her.

			With my­self ev­er be­tween her en­e­mies and her­self, and with Kan­tos Kan and his war­riors win­ning to the apart­ment, there could be no dan­ger to De­jah Tho­ris stand­ing there alone be­side the throne.

			I want­ed the men of He­li­um to see me and to know that their beloved princess was here, too, for I knew that this knowl­edge would in­spire them to even greater deeds of val­or than they had per­formed in the past, though great in­deed must have been those which won for them a way in­to the al­most im­preg­nable palace of the tyrant of the north.

			As I crossed the cham­ber to at­tack the Kadabrans from the rear a small door­way at my left opened, and, to my sur­prise, re­vealed the fig­ures of Matai Shang, Fa­ther of Th­erns and Phaidor, his daugh­ter, peer­ing in­to the room.

			A quick glance about they took. Their eyes rest­ed for a mo­ment, wide in hor­ror, up­on the dead body of Salen­sus Oll, up­on the blood that crim­soned the floor, up­on the corpses of the no­bles who had fall­en thick be­fore the throne, up­on me, and up­on the bat­tling war­riors at the oth­er door.

			They did not es­say to en­ter the apart­ment, but scanned its ev­ery cor­ner from where they stood, and then, when their eyes had sought its en­tire area, a look of fierce rage over­spread the fea­tures of Matai Shang, and a cold and cun­ning smile touched the lips of Phaidor.

			Then they were gone, but not be­fore a taunt­ing laugh was thrown di­rect­ly in my face by the wom­an.

			I did not un­der­stand then the mean­ing of Matai Shang’s rage or Phaidor’s plea­sure, but I knew that nei­ther bod­ed good for me.

			A mo­ment lat­er I was up­on the backs of the yel­low men, and as the red men of He­li­um saw me above the shoul­ders of their an­tag­o­nists a great shout rang through the cor­ri­dor, and for a mo­ment drowned the noise of bat­tle.

			“For the Prince of He­li­um!” they cried. “For the Prince of He­li­um!” and, like hun­gry li­ons up­on their prey, they fell once more up­on the weak­en­ing war­riors of the north.

			The yel­low men, cor­nered be­tween two en­e­mies, fought with the des­per­a­tion that ut­ter hope­less­ness of­ten in­duces. Fought as I should have fought had I been in their stead, with the de­ter­mi­na­tion to take as many of my en­e­mies with me when I died as lay with­in the pow­er of my sword arm.

			It was a glo­ri­ous bat­tle, but the end seemed in­evitable, when present­ly from down the cor­ri­dor be­hind the red men came a great body of reen­forc­ing yel­low war­riors.

			Now were the ta­bles turned, and it was the men of He­li­um who seemed doomed to be ground be­tween two mill­stones. All were com­pelled to turn to meet this new as­sault by a great­ly su­pe­ri­or force, so that to me was left the rem­nants of the yel­low men with­in the throne room.

			They kept me busy, too; so busy that I be­gan to won­der if in­deed I should ev­er be done with them. Slow­ly they pressed me back in­to the room, and when they had all passed in af­ter me, one of them closed and bolt­ed the door, ef­fec­tu­al­ly bar­ring the way against the men of Kan­tos Kan.

			It was a clever move, for it put me at the mer­cy of a dozen men with­in a cham­ber from which as­sis­tance was locked out, and it gave the red men in the cor­ri­dor be­yond no av­enue of es­cape should their new an­tag­o­nists press them too close­ly.

			But I have faced heav­ier odds my­self than were pit­ted against me that day, and I knew that Kan­tos Kan had bat­tled his way from a hun­dred more dan­ger­ous traps than that in which he now was. So it was with no feel­ings of de­spair that I turned my at­ten­tion to the busi­ness of the mo­ment.

			Con­stant­ly my thoughts re­vert­ed to De­jah Tho­ris, and I longed for the mo­ment when, the fight­ing done, I could fold her in my arms, and hear once more the words of love which had been de­nied me for so many years.

			Dur­ing the fight­ing in the cham­ber I had not even a sin­gle chance to so much as steal a glance at her where she stood be­hind me be­side the throne of the dead ruler. I won­dered why she no longer urged me on with the strains of the mar­tial hymn of He­li­um; but I did not need more than the knowl­edge that I was bat­tling for her to bring out the best that is in me.

			It would be weari­some to nar­rate the de­tails of that bloody strug­gle; of how we fought from the door­way, the full length of the room to the very foot of the throne be­fore the last of my an­tag­o­nists fell with my blade pierc­ing his heart.

			And then, with a glad cry, I turned with out­stretched arms to seize my princess, and as my lips smoth­ered hers to reap the re­ward that would be thrice am­ple pay­ment for the bloody en­coun­ters through which I had passed for her dear sake from the south pole to the north.

			The glad cry died, frozen up­on my lips; my arms dropped limp and life­less to my sides; as one who reels be­neath the bur­den of a mor­tal wound I stag­gered up the steps be­fore the throne.

			De­jah Tho­ris was gone.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Re­wards

			
			With the re­al­iza­tion that De­jah Tho­ris was no longer with­in the throne room came the be­lat­ed rec­ol­lec­tion of the dark face that I had glimpsed peer­ing from be­hind the draperies that backed the throne of Salen­sus Oll at the mo­ment that I had first come so un­ex­pect­ed­ly up­on the strange scene be­ing en­act­ed with­in the cham­ber.

			Why had the sight of that evil coun­te­nance not warned me to greater cau­tion? Why had I per­mit­ted the rapid de­vel­op­ment of new sit­u­a­tions to ef­face the rec­ol­lec­tion of that men­ac­ing dan­ger? But, alas, vain re­gret would not erase the calami­ty that had be­fall­en.

			Once again had De­jah Tho­ris fall­en in­to the clutch­es of that arch­fiend, Thurid, the black da­tor of the First Born. Again was all my ar­du­ous la­bor gone for naught. Now I re­al­ized the cause of the rage that had been writ so large up­on the fea­tures of Matai Shang and the cru­el plea­sure that I had seen up­on the face of Phaidor.

			They had known or guessed the truth, and the hekkador of the Holy Th­erns, who had ev­i­dent­ly come to the cham­ber in the hope of thwart­ing Salen­sus Oll in his con­tem­plat­ed per­fidy against the high priest who cov­et­ed De­jah Tho­ris for him­self, re­al­ized that Thurid had stolen the prize from be­neath his very nose.

			Phaidor’s plea­sure had been due to her re­al­iza­tion of what this last cru­el blow would mean to me, as well as to a par­tial sat­is­fac­tion of her jeal­ous ha­tred for the Princess of He­li­um.

			My first thought was to look be­yond the draperies at the back of the throne, for there it was that I had seen Thurid. With a sin­gle jerk I tore the price­less stuff from its fas­ten­ings, and there be­fore me was re­vealed a nar­row door­way be­hind the throne.

			No ques­tion en­tered my mind but that here lay the open­ing of the av­enue of es­cape which Thurid had fol­lowed, and had there been it would have been dis­si­pat­ed by the sight of a tiny, jew­eled or­na­ment which lay a few steps with­in the cor­ri­dor be­yond.

			As I snatched up the bauble I saw that it bore the de­vice of the Princess of He­li­um, and then press­ing it to my lips I dashed mad­ly along the wind­ing way that led gen­tly down­ward to­ward the low­er gal­leries of the palace.

			I had fol­lowed but a short dis­tance when I came up­on the room in which Solan for­mer­ly had held sway. His dead body still lay where I had left it, nor was there any sign that an­oth­er had passed through the room since I had been there; but I knew that two had done so—Thurid, the black da­tor, and De­jah Tho­ris.

			For a mo­ment I paused un­cer­tain as to which of the sev­er­al ex­its from the apart­ment would lead me up­on the right path. I tried to rec­ol­lect the di­rec­tions which I had heard Thurid re­peat to Solan, and at last, slow­ly, as though through a heavy fog, the mem­o­ry of the words of the First Born came to me:

			“Fol­low a cor­ri­dor, pass­ing three di­verg­ing cor­ri­dors up­on the right; then in­to the fourth right-hand cor­ri­dor to where three cor­ri­dors meet; here again fol­low to the right, hug­ging the left wall close­ly to avoid the pit. At the end of this cor­ri­dor I shall come to a spi­ral run­way which I must fol­low down in­stead of up; af­ter that the way is along but a sin­gle branch­less cor­ri­dor.”

			And I re­called the ex­it at which he had point­ed as he spoke.

			It did not take me long to start up­on that un­known way, nor did I go with cau­tion, al­though I knew that there might be grave dan­gers be­fore me.

			Part of the way was black as sin, but for the most it was fair­ly well light­ed. The stretch where I must hug the left wall to avoid the pits was dark­est of them all, and I was near­ly over the edge of the abyss be­fore I knew that I was near the dan­ger spot. A nar­row ledge, scarce a foot wide, was all that had been left to car­ry the ini­ti­at­ed past that fright­ful cav­i­ty in­to which the un­know­ing must sure­ly have top­pled at the first step. But at last I had won safe­ly be­yond it, and then a fee­ble light made the bal­ance of the way plain, un­til, at the end of the last cor­ri­dor, I came sud­den­ly out in­to the glare of day up­on a field of snow and ice.

			Clad for the warm at­mos­phere of the hot­house city of Kadabra, the sud­den change to arc­tic frigid­i­ty was any­thing but pleas­ant; but the worst of it was that I knew I could not en­dure the bit­ter cold, al­most naked as I was, and that I would per­ish be­fore ev­er I could over­take Thurid and De­jah Tho­ris.

			To be thus blocked by na­ture, who had had all the arts and wiles of cun­ning man pit­ted against him, seemed a cru­el fate, and as I stag­gered back in­to the warmth of the tun­nel’s end I was as near hope­less­ness as I ev­er have been.

			I had by no means giv­en up my in­ten­tion of con­tin­u­ing the pur­suit, for if needs be I would go ahead though I per­ished ere ev­er I reached my goal, but if there were a safer way it were well worth the de­lay to at­tempt to dis­cov­er it, that I might come again to the side of De­jah Tho­ris in fit con­di­tion to do bat­tle for her.

			Scarce had I re­turned to the tun­nel than I stum­bled over a por­tion of a fur gar­ment that seemed fas­tened to the floor of the cor­ri­dor close to the wall. In the dark­ness I could not see what held it, but by grop­ing with my hands I dis­cov­ered that it was wedged be­neath the bot­tom of a closed door.

			Push­ing the por­tal aside, I found my­self up­on the thresh­old of a small cham­ber, the walls of which were lined with hooks from which de­pend­ed suits of the com­plete out­door ap­par­el of the yel­low men.

			Sit­u­at­ed as it was at the mouth of a tun­nel lead­ing from the palace, it was quite ev­i­dent that this was the dress­ing-room used by the no­bles leav­ing and en­ter­ing the hot­house city, and that Thurid, hav­ing knowl­edge of it, had stopped here to out­fit him­self and De­jah Tho­ris be­fore ven­tur­ing in­to the bit­ter cold of the arc­tic world be­yond.

			In his haste he had dropped sev­er­al gar­ments up­on the floor, and the tell­tale fur that had fall­en part­ly with­in the cor­ri­dor had proved the means of guid­ing me to the very spot he would least have wished me to have knowl­edge of.

			It re­quired but the mat­ter of a few sec­onds to don the nec­es­sary or­luk-skin cloth­ing, with the heavy, fur-lined boots that are so es­sen­tial a part of the gar­men­ture of one who would suc­cess­ful­ly con­tend with the frozen trails and the icy winds of the bleak north­land.

			Once more I stepped be­yond the tun­nel’s mouth to find the fresh tracks of Thurid and De­jah Tho­ris in the new-fall­en snow. Now, at last, was my task an easy one, for though the go­ing was rough in the ex­treme, I was no longer vexed by doubts as to the di­rec­tion I should fol­low, or ha­rassed by dark­ness or hid­den dan­gers.

			Through a snow-cov­ered canyon the way led up to­ward the sum­mit of low hills. Be­yond these it dipped again in­to an­oth­er canyon, on­ly to rise a quar­ter-mile far­ther on to­ward a pass which skirt­ed the flank of a rocky hill.

			I could see by the signs of those who had gone be­fore that when De­jah Tho­ris had walked she had been con­tin­u­al­ly hold­ing back, and that the black man had been com­pelled to drag her. For oth­er stretch­es on­ly his foot­prints were vis­i­ble, deep and close to­geth­er in the heavy snow, and I knew from these signs that then he had been forced to car­ry her, and I could well imag­ine that she had fought him fierce­ly ev­ery step of the way.

			As I came round the jut­ting promon­to­ry of the hill’s shoul­der I saw that which quick­ened my puls­es and set my heart to beat­ing high, for with­in a tiny basin be­tween the crest of this hill and the next stood four peo­ple be­fore the mouth of a great cave, and be­side them up­on the gleam­ing snow rest­ed a fli­er which had ev­i­dent­ly but just been dragged from its hid­ing place.

			The four were De­jah Tho­ris, Phaidor, Thurid, and Matai Shang. The two men were en­gaged in a heat­ed ar­gu­ment—the Fa­ther of Th­erns threat­en­ing, while the black scoffed at him as he went about the work at which he was en­gaged.

			As I crept to­ward them cau­tious­ly that I might come as near as pos­si­ble be­fore be­ing dis­cov­ered, I saw that fi­nal­ly the men ap­peared to have reached some sort of a com­pro­mise, for with Phaidor’s as­sis­tance they both set about drag­ging the re­sist­ing De­jah Tho­ris to the fli­er’s deck.

			Here they made her fast, and then both again de­scend­ed to the ground to com­plete the prepa­ra­tions for de­par­ture. Phaidor en­tered the small cab­in up­on the ves­sel’s deck.

			I had come to with­in a quar­ter of a mile of them when Matai Shang es­pied me. I saw him seize Thurid by the shoul­der, wheel­ing him around in my di­rec­tion as he point­ed to where I was now plain­ly vis­i­ble, for the mo­ment that I knew I had been per­ceived I cast aside ev­ery at­tempt at stealth and broke in­to a mad race for the fli­er.

			The two re­dou­bled their ef­forts at the pro­pel­ler at which they were work­ing, and which very ev­i­dent­ly was be­ing re­placed af­ter hav­ing been re­moved for some pur­pose of re­pair.

			They had the thing com­plet­ed be­fore I had cov­ered half the dis­tance that lay be­tween me and them, and then both made a rush for the board­ing-lad­der.

			Thurid was the first to reach it, and with the agili­ty of a mon­key clam­bered swift­ly to the boat’s deck, where a touch of the but­ton con­trol­ling the buoy­an­cy tanks sent the craft slow­ly up­ward, though not with the speed that marks the well-con­di­tioned fli­er.

			I was still some hun­dred yards away as I saw them ris­ing from my grasp.

			Back by the city of Kadabra lay a great fleet of mighty fliers—the ships of He­li­um and Ptarth that I had saved from de­struc­tion ear­li­er in the day; but be­fore ev­er I could reach them Thurid could eas­i­ly make good his es­cape.

			As I ran I saw Matai Shang clam­ber­ing up the sway­ing, swing­ing lad­der to­ward the deck, while above him leaned the evil face of the First Born. A trail­ing rope from the ves­sel’s stern put new hope in me, for if I could but reach it be­fore it whipped too high above my head there was yet a chance to gain the deck by its slen­der aid.

			That there was some­thing rad­i­cal­ly wrong with the fli­er was ev­i­dent from its lack of buoy­an­cy, and the fur­ther fact that though Thurid had turned twice to the start­ing lever the boat still hung mo­tion­less in the air, ex­cept for a slight drift­ing with a low breeze from the north.

			Now Matai Shang was close to the gun­wale. A long, claw-like hand was reach­ing up to grasp the met­al rail.

			Thurid leaned far­ther down to­ward his co-con­spir­a­tor.

			Sud­den­ly a raised dag­ger gleamed in the up­flung hand of the black. Down it drove to­ward the white face of the Fa­ther of Th­erns. With a loud shriek of fear the Holy Hekkador grasped fran­ti­cal­ly at that men­ac­ing arm.

			I was al­most to the trail­ing rope by now. The craft was still ris­ing slow­ly, the while it drift­ed from me. Then I stum­bled on the icy way, strik­ing my head up­on a rock as I fell sprawl­ing but an arm’s length from the rope, the end of which was now just leav­ing the ground.

			With the blow up­on my head came un­con­scious­ness.

			It could not have been more than a few sec­onds that I lay sense­less there up­on the north­ern ice, while all that was dear­est to me drift­ed far­ther from my reach in the clutch­es of that black fiend, for when I opened my eyes Thurid and Matai Shang yet bat­tled at the lad­der’s top, and the fli­er drift­ed but a hun­dred yards far­ther to the south—but the end of the trail­ing rope was now a good thir­ty feet above the ground.

			Goad­ed to mad­ness by the cru­el mis­for­tune that had tripped me when suc­cess was al­most with­in my grasp, I tore fran­ti­cal­ly across the in­ter­ven­ing space, and just be­neath the rope’s dan­gling end I put my earth­ly mus­cles to the supreme test.

			With a mighty, cat­like bound I sprang up­ward to­ward that slen­der strand—the on­ly av­enue which yet re­mained that could car­ry me to my van­ish­ing love.

			A foot above its low­est end my fin­gers closed. Tight­ly as I clung I felt the rope slip­ping, slip­ping through my grasp. I tried to raise my free hand to take a sec­ond hold above my first, but the change of po­si­tion that re­sult­ed caused me to slip more rapid­ly to­ward the end of the rope.

			Slow­ly I felt the tan­ta­liz­ing thing es­cap­ing me. In a mo­ment all that I had gained would be lost—then my fin­gers reached a knot at the very end of the rope and slipped no more.

			With a prayer of grat­i­tude up­on my lips I scram­bled up­ward to­ward the boat’s deck. I could not see Thurid and Matai Shang now, but I heard the sounds of con­flict and thus knew that they still fought—the th­ern for his life and the black for the in­creased buoy­an­cy that re­lief from the weight of even a sin­gle body would give the craft.

			Should Matai Shang die be­fore I reached the deck my chances of ev­er reach­ing it would be slen­der in­deed, for the black da­tor need but cut the rope above me to be freed from me for­ev­er, for the ves­sel had drift­ed across the brink of a chasm in­to whose yawn­ing depths my body would drop to be crushed to a shape­less pulp should Thurid reach the rope now.

			At last my hand closed up­on the ship’s rail and that very in­stant a hor­rid shriek rang out be­low me that sent my blood cold and turned my hor­ri­fied eyes down­ward to a shriek­ing, hurtling, twist­ing thing that shot down­ward in­to the aw­ful chasm be­neath me.

			It was Matai Shang, Holy Hekkador, Fa­ther of Th­erns, gone to his last ac­count­ing.

			Then my head came above the deck and I saw Thurid, dag­ger in hand, leap­ing to­ward me. He was op­po­site the for­ward end of the cab­in, while I was at­tempt­ing to clam­ber aboard near the ves­sel’s stern. But a few paces lay be­tween us. No pow­er on earth could raise me to that deck be­fore the in­fu­ri­at­ed black would be up­on me.

			My end had come. I knew it; but had there been a doubt in my mind the nasty leer of tri­umph up­on that wicked face would have con­vinced me. Be­yond Thurid I could see my De­jah Tho­ris, wide-eyed and hor­ri­fied, strug­gling at her bonds. That she should be forced to wit­ness my aw­ful death made my bit­ter fate seem dou­bly cru­el.

			I ceased my ef­forts to climb across the gun­wale. In­stead I took a firm grasp up­on the rail with my left hand and drew my dag­ger.

			I should at least die as I had lived—fight­ing.

			As Thurid came op­po­site the cab­in’s door­way a new el­e­ment pro­ject­ed it­self in­to the grim tragedy of the air that was be­ing en­act­ed up­on the deck of Matai Shang’s dis­abled fli­er.

			It was Phaidor.

			With flushed face and di­sheveled hair, and eyes that be­trayed the re­cent pres­ence of mor­tal tears—above which this proud god­dess had al­ways held her­self—she leaped to the deck di­rect­ly be­fore me.

			In her hand was a long, slim dag­ger. I cast a last look up­on my beloved princess, smil­ing, as men should who are about to die. Then I turned my face up to­ward Phaidor—wait­ing for the blow.

			Nev­er have I seen that beau­ti­ful face more beau­ti­ful than it was at that mo­ment. It seemed in­cred­i­ble that one so love­ly could yet har­bor with­in her fair bo­som a heart so cru­el and re­lent­less, and to­day there was a new ex­pres­sion in her won­drous eyes that I nev­er be­fore had seen there—an un­fa­mil­iar soft­ness, and a look of suf­fer­ing.

			Thurid was be­side her now—push­ing past to reach me first, and then what hap­pened hap­pened so quick­ly that it was all over be­fore I could re­al­ize the truth of it.

			Phaidor’s slim hand shot out to close up­on the black’s dag­ger wrist. Her right hand went high with its gleam­ing blade.

			“That for Matai Shang!” she cried, and she buried her blade deep in the da­tor’s breast. “That for the wrong you would have done De­jah Tho­ris!” and again the sharp steel sank in­to the bloody flesh.

			“And that, and that, and that!” she shrieked, “for John Carter, Prince of He­li­um,” and with each word her sharp point pierced the vile heart of the great vil­lain. Then, with a vin­dic­tive shove she cast the car­cass of the First Born from the deck to fall in aw­ful si­lence af­ter the body of his vic­tim.

			I had been so par­a­lyzed by sur­prise that I had made no move to reach the deck dur­ing the awe-in­spir­ing scene which I had just wit­nessed, and now I was to be still fur­ther amazed by her next act, for Phaidor ex­tend­ed her hand to me and as­sist­ed me to the deck, where I stood gaz­ing at her in un­con­cealed and stu­pe­fied won­der­ment.

			A wan smile touched her lips—it was not the cru­el and haughty smile of the god­dess with which I was fa­mil­iar. “You won­der, John Carter,” she said, “what strange thing has wrought this change in me? I will tell you. It is love—love of you,” and when I dark­ened my brows in dis­ap­proval of her words she raised an ap­peal­ing hand.

			“Wait,” she said. “It is a dif­fer­ent love from mine—it is the love of your princess, De­jah Tho­ris, for you that has taught me what true love may be—what it should be, and how far from re­al love was my self­ish and jeal­ous pas­sion for you.

			“Now I am dif­fer­ent. Now could I love as De­jah Tho­ris loves, and so my on­ly hap­pi­ness can be to know that you and she are once more unit­ed, for in her alone can you find true hap­pi­ness.

			“But I am un­hap­py be­cause of the wicked­ness that I have wrought. I have many sins to ex­pi­ate, and though I be death­less, life is all too short for the atone­ment.

			“But there is an­oth­er way, and if Phaidor, daugh­ter of the Holy Hekkador of the Holy Th­erns, has sinned she has this day al­ready made par­tial repa­ra­tion, and lest you doubt the sin­cer­i­ty of her protes­ta­tions and her avow­al of a new love that em­braces De­jah Tho­ris al­so, she will prove her sin­cer­i­ty in the on­ly way that lies open—hav­ing saved you for an­oth­er, Phaidor leaves you to her em­braces.”

			With her last word she turned and leaped from the ves­sel’s deck in­to the abyss be­low.

			With a cry of hor­ror I sprang for­ward in a vain at­tempt to save the life that for two years I would so glad­ly have seen ex­tin­guished. I was too late.

			With tear-dimmed eyes I turned away that I might not see the aw­ful sight be­neath.

			A mo­ment lat­er I had struck the bonds from De­jah Tho­ris, and as her dear arms went about my neck and her per­fect lips pressed to mine I for­got the hor­rors that I had wit­nessed and the suf­fer­ing that I had en­dured in the rap­ture of my re­ward.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				The New Ruler

			
			The fli­er up­on whose deck De­jah Tho­ris and I found our­selves af­ter twelve long years of sep­a­ra­tion proved en­tire­ly use­less. Her buoy­an­cy tanks leaked bad­ly. Her en­gine would not start. We were help­less there in mid air above the arc­tic ice.

			The craft had drift­ed across the chasm which held the corpses of Matai Shang, Thurid, and Phaidor, and now hung above a low hill. Open­ing the buoy­an­cy es­cape valves I per­mit­ted her to come slow­ly to the ground, and as she touched, De­jah Tho­ris and I stepped from her deck and, hand in hand, turned back across the frozen waste to­ward the city of Kadabra.

			Through the tun­nel that had led me in pur­suit of them we passed, walk­ing slow­ly, for we had much to say to each oth­er.

			She told me of that last ter­ri­ble mo­ment months be­fore when the door of her prison cell with­in the Tem­ple of the Sun was slow­ly clos­ing be­tween us. Of how Phaidor had sprung up­on her with up­lift­ed dag­ger, and of Thu­via’s shriek as she had re­al­ized the foul in­ten­tion of the th­ern god­dess.

			It had been that cry that had rung in my ears all the long, weary months that I had been left in cru­el doubt as to my princess’ fate; for I had not known that Thu­via had wrest­ed the blade from the daugh­ter of Matai Shang be­fore it had touched ei­ther De­jah Tho­ris or her­self.

			She told me, too, of the aw­ful eter­ni­ty of her im­pris­on­ment. Of the cru­el ha­tred of Phaidor, and the ten­der love of Thu­via, and of how even when de­spair was the dark­est those two red girls had clung to the same hope and be­lief—that John Carter would find a way to re­lease them.

			Present­ly we came to the cham­ber of Solan. I had been pro­ceed­ing with­out thought of cau­tion, for I was sure that the city and the palace were both in the hands of my friends by this time.

			And so it was that I bolt­ed in­to the cham­ber full in­to the midst of a dozen no­bles of the court of Salen­sus Oll. They were pass­ing through on their way to the out­side world along the cor­ri­dors we had just tra­versed.

			At sight of us they halt­ed in their tracks, and then an ug­ly smile over­spread the fea­tures of their lead­er.

			“The au­thor of all our mis­for­tunes!” he cried, point­ing at me. “We shall have the sat­is­fac­tion of a par­tial vengeance at least when we leave be­hind us here the dead and mu­ti­lat­ed corpses of the Prince and Princess of He­li­um.

			“When they find them,” he went on, jerk­ing his thumb up­ward to­ward the palace above, “they will re­al­ize that the vengeance of the yel­low man costs his en­e­mies dear. Pre­pare to die, John Carter, but that your end may be the more bit­ter, know that I may change my in­ten­tion as to met­ing a mer­ci­ful death to your princess—pos­si­bly she shall be pre­served as a play­thing for my no­bles.”

			I stood close to the in­stru­ment-cov­ered wall—De­jah Tho­ris at my side. She looked up at me won­der­ing­ly as the war­riors ad­vanced up­on us with drawn swords, for mine still hung with­in its scab­bard at my side, and there was a smile up­on my lips.

			The yel­low no­bles, too, looked in sur­prise, and then as I made no move to draw they hes­i­tat­ed, fear­ing a ruse; but their lead­er urged them on. When they had come al­most with­in sword’s reach of me I raised my hand and laid it up­on the pol­ished sur­face of a great lever, and then, still smil­ing grim­ly, I looked my en­e­mies full in the face.

			As one they came to a sud­den stop, cast­ing af­fright­ed glances at me and at one an­oth­er.

			“Stop!” shrieked their lead­er. “You dream not what you do!”

			“Right you are,” I replied. “John Carter does not dream. He knows—knows that should one of you take an­oth­er step to­ward De­jah Tho­ris, Princess of He­li­um, I pull this lever wide, and she and I shall die to­geth­er; but we shall not die alone.”

			The no­bles shrank back, whis­per­ing to­geth­er for a few mo­ments. At last their lead­er turned to me.

			“Go your way, John Carter,” he said, “and we shall go ours.”

			“Pris­on­ers do not go their own way,” I an­swered, “and you are pris­on­ers—pris­on­ers of the Prince of He­li­um.”

			Be­fore they could make an­swer a door up­on the op­po­site side of the apart­ment opened and a score of yel­low men poured in­to the apart­ment. For an in­stant the no­bles looked re­lieved, and then as their eyes fell up­on the lead­er of the new par­ty their faces fell, for he was Talu, rebel Prince of Mar­enti­na, and they knew that they could look for nei­ther aid nor mer­cy at his hands.

			“Well done, John Carter,” he cried. “You turn their own mighty pow­er against them. For­tu­nate for Okar is it that you were here to pre­vent their es­cape, for these be the great­est vil­lains north of the ice-bar­ri­er, and this one”—point­ing to the lead­er of the par­ty—“would have made him­self Jed­dak of Jed­daks in the place of the dead Salen­sus Oll. Then in­deed would we have had a more vil­lain­ous ruler than the hat­ed tyrant who fell be­fore your sword.”

			The Okar­i­an no­bles now sub­mit­ted to ar­rest, since noth­ing but death faced them should they re­sist, and, es­cort­ed by the war­riors of Talu, we made our way to the great au­di­ence cham­ber that had been Salen­sus Oll’s. Here was a vast con­course of war­riors.

			Red men from He­li­um and Ptarth, yel­low men of the north, rub­bing el­bows with the blacks of the First Born who had come un­der my friend Xo­dar to help in the search for me and my princess. There were sav­age, green war­riors from the dead sea bot­toms of the south, and a hand­ful of white-skinned th­erns who had re­nounced their re­li­gion and sworn al­le­giance to Xo­dar.

			There was Tar­dos Mors and Mors Ka­jak, and tall and mighty in his gor­geous war­rior trap­pings, Cartho­ris, my son. These three fell up­on De­jah Tho­ris as we en­tered the apart­ment, and though the lives and train­ing of roy­al Mar­tians tend not to­ward vul­gar demon­stra­tion, I thought that they would suf­fo­cate her with their em­braces.

			And there were Tars Tarkas, Jed­dak of Thark, and Kan­tos Kan, my old-time friends, and leap­ing and tear­ing at my har­ness in the ex­u­ber­ance of his great love was dear old Woola—fran­tic mad with hap­pi­ness.

			Long and loud was the cheer­ing that burst forth at sight of us; deaf­en­ing was the din of ring­ing met­al as the vet­er­an war­riors of ev­ery Mar­tian clime clashed their blades to­geth­er on high in to­ken of suc­cess and vic­to­ry, but as I passed among the throng of salut­ing no­bles and war­riors, jeds and jed­daks, my heart still was heavy, for there were two faces miss­ing that I would have giv­en much to have seen there—Thu­van Di­hn and Thu­via of Ptarth were not to be found in the great cham­ber.

			I made in­quiries con­cern­ing them among men of ev­ery na­tion, and at last from one of the yel­low pris­on­ers of war I learned that they had been ap­pre­hend­ed by an of­fi­cer of the palace as they sought to reach the Pit of Plen­ty while I lay im­pris­oned there.

			I did not need to ask to know what had sent them thith­er—the coura­geous jed­dak and his loy­al daugh­ter. My in­former said that they lay now in one of the many buried dun­geons of the palace where they had been placed pend­ing a de­ci­sion as to their fate by the tyrant of the north.

			A mo­ment lat­er search­ing par­ties were scour­ing the an­cient pile in search of them, and my cup of hap­pi­ness was full when I saw them be­ing es­cort­ed in­to the room by a cheer­ing guard of hon­or.

			Thu­via’s first act was to rush to the side of De­jah Tho­ris, and I need­ed no bet­ter proof of the love these two bore for each oth­er than the sin­cer­i­ty with which they em­braced.

			Look­ing down up­on that crowd­ed cham­ber stood the silent and emp­ty throne of Okar.

			Of all the strange scenes it must have wit­nessed since that long-dead age that had first seen a Jed­dak of Jed­daks take his seat up­on it, none might com­pare with that up­on which it now looked down, and as I pon­dered the past and fu­ture of that long-buried race of black-beard­ed yel­low men I thought that I saw a brighter and more use­ful ex­is­tence for them among the great fam­i­ly of friend­ly na­tions that now stretched from the south pole al­most to their very doors.

			Twen­ty-two years be­fore I had been cast, naked and a stranger, in­to this strange and sav­age world. The hand of ev­ery race and na­tion was raised in con­tin­u­al strife and war­ring against the men of ev­ery oth­er land and col­or. To­day, by the might of my sword and the loy­al­ty of the friends my sword had made for me, black man and white, red man and green rubbed shoul­ders in peace and good-fel­low­ship. All the na­tions of Bar­soom were not yet as one, but a great stride for­ward to­ward that goal had been tak­en, and now if I could but ce­ment the fierce yel­low race in­to this sol­i­dar­i­ty of na­tions I should feel that I had round­ed out a great life­work, and re­paid to Mars at least a por­tion of the im­mense debt of grat­i­tude I owed her for hav­ing giv­en me my De­jah Tho­ris.

			And as I thought, I saw but one way, and a sin­gle man who could in­sure the suc­cess of my hopes. As is ev­er the way with me, I act­ed then as I al­ways act—with­out de­lib­er­a­tion and with­out con­sul­ta­tion.

			Those who do not like my plans and my ways of pro­mot­ing them have al­ways their swords at their sides where­with to back up their dis­ap­proval; but now there seemed to be no dis­sent­ing voice, as, grasp­ing Talu by the arm, I sprang to the throne that had once been Salen­sus Oll’s.

			“War­riors of Bar­soom,” I cried, “Kadabra has fall­en, and with her the hate­ful tyrant of the north; but the in­tegri­ty of Okar must be pre­served. The red men are ruled by red jed­daks, the green war­riors of the an­cient seas ac­knowl­edge none but a green ruler, the First Born of the south pole take their law from black Xo­dar; nor would it be to the in­ter­ests of ei­ther yel­low or red man were a red jed­dak to sit up­on the throne of Okar.

			“There be but one war­rior best fit­ted for the an­cient and mighty ti­tle of Jed­dak of Jed­daks of the North. Men of Okar, raise your swords to your new ruler—Talu, the rebel prince of Mar­enti­na!”

			And then a great cry of re­joic­ing rose among the free men of Mar­enti­na and the Kadabran pris­on­ers, for all had thought that the red men would re­tain that which they had tak­en by force of arms, for such had been the way up­on Bar­soom, and that they should be ruled hence­forth by an alien Jed­dak.

			The vic­to­ri­ous war­riors who had fol­lowed Cartho­ris joined in the mad demon­stra­tion, and amidst the wild con­fu­sion and the tu­mult and the cheer­ing, De­jah Tho­ris and I passed out in­to the gor­geous gar­den of the jed­daks that graces the in­ner court­yard of the palace of Kadabra.

			At our heels walked Woola, and up­on a carved seat of won­drous beau­ty be­neath a bow­er of pur­ple blooms we saw two who had pre­ced­ed us—Thu­via of Ptarth and Cartho­ris of He­li­um.

			The hand­some head of the hand­some youth was bent low above the beau­ti­ful face of his com­pan­ion. I looked at De­jah Tho­ris, smil­ing, and as I drew her close to me I whis­pered: “Why not?”

			In­deed, why not? What mat­ter ages in this world of per­pet­u­al youth?

			We re­mained at Kadabra, the guests of Talu, un­til af­ter his for­mal in­duc­tion in­to of­fice, and then, up­on the great fleet which I had been so for­tu­nate to pre­serve from de­struc­tion, we sailed south across the ice-bar­ri­er; but not be­fore we had wit­nessed the to­tal de­mo­li­tion of the grim Guardian of the North un­der or­ders of the new Jed­dak of Jed­daks.

			“Hence­forth,” he said, as the work was com­plet­ed, “the fleets of the red men and the black are free to come and go across the ice-bar­ri­er as over their own lands.

			“The Car­rion Caves shall be cleansed, that the green men may find an easy way to the land of the yel­low, and the hunt­ing of the sa­cred apt shall be the sport of my no­bles un­til no sin­gle spec­i­men of that hideous crea­ture roams the frozen north.”

			We bade our yel­low friends farewell with re­al re­gret, as we set sail for Ptarth. There we re­mained, the guest of Thu­van Di­hn, for a month; and I could see that Cartho­ris would have re­mained for­ev­er had he not been a Prince of He­li­um.

			Above the mighty forests of Kaol we hov­ered un­til word from Ku­lan Tith brought us to his sin­gle land­ing-tow­er, where all day and half a night the ves­sels dis­em­barked their crews. At the city of Kaol we vis­it­ed, ce­ment­ing the new ties that had been formed be­tween Kaol and He­li­um, and then one long-to-be-re­mem­bered day we sight­ed the tall, thin tow­ers of the twin cities of He­li­um.

			The peo­ple had long been pre­par­ing for our com­ing. The sky was gor­geous with gai­ly trimmed fliers. Ev­ery roof with­in both cities was spread with cost­ly silks and ta­pes­tries.

			Gold and jew­els were scat­tered over roof and street and plaza, so that the two cities seemed ablaze with the fires of the hearts of the mag­nif­i­cent stones and bur­nished met­al that re­flect­ed the bril­liant sun­light, chang­ing it in­to count­less glo­ri­ous hues.

			At last, af­ter twelve years, the roy­al fam­i­ly of He­li­um was re­unit­ed in their own mighty city, sur­round­ed by joy-mad mil­lions be­fore the palace gates. Wom­en and chil­dren and mighty war­riors wept in grat­i­tude for the fate that had re­stored their beloved Tar­dos Mors and the di­vine princess whom the whole na­tion idol­ized. Nor did any of us who had been up­on that ex­pe­di­tion of in­de­scrib­able dan­ger and glo­ry lack for plau­dits.

			That night a mes­sen­ger came to me as I sat with De­jah Tho­ris and Cartho­ris up­on the roof of my city palace, where we had long since caused a love­ly gar­den to be made that we three might find seclu­sion and qui­et hap­pi­ness among our­selves, far from the pomp and cer­e­mo­ny of court, to sum­mon us to the Tem­ple of Re­ward—“where one is to be judged this night,” the sum­mons con­clud­ed.

			I racked my brain to try and de­ter­mine what im­por­tant case there might be pend­ing which could call the roy­al fam­i­ly from their palaces on the eve of their re­turn to He­li­um af­ter years of ab­sence; but when the jed­dak sum­mons no man de­lays.

			As our fli­er touched the land­ing stage at the tem­ple’s top we saw count­less oth­er craft ar­riv­ing and de­part­ing. In the streets be­low a great mul­ti­tude surged to­ward the great gates of the tem­ple.

			Slow­ly there came to me the rec­ol­lec­tion of the de­ferred doom that await­ed me since that time I had been tried here in the Tem­ple by Zat Ar­ras for the sin of re­turn­ing from the Val­ley Dor and the Lost Sea of Ko­rus.

			Could it be pos­si­ble that the strict sense of jus­tice which dom­i­nates the men of Mars had caused them to over­look the great good that had come out of my heresy? Could they ig­nore the fact that to me, and me alone, was due the res­cue of Cartho­ris, of De­jah Tho­ris, of Mors Ka­jak, of Tar­dos Mors?

			I could not be­lieve it, and yet for what oth­er pur­pose could I have been sum­moned to the Tem­ple of Re­ward im­me­di­ate­ly up­on the re­turn of Tar­dos Mors to his throne?

			My first sur­prise as I en­tered the tem­ple and ap­proached the Throne of Right­eous­ness was to note the men who sat there as judges. There was Ku­lan Tith, Jed­dak of Kaol, whom we had but just left with­in his own palace a few days since; there was Thu­van Di­hn, Jed­dak of Ptarth—how came he to He­li­um as soon as we?

			There was Tars Tarkas, Jed­dak of Thark, and Xo­dar, Jed­dak of the First Born; there was Talu, Jed­dak of Jed­daks of the North, whom I could have sworn was still in his ice­bound hot­house city be­yond the north­ern bar­ri­er, and among them sat Tar­dos Mors and Mors Ka­jak, with enough less­er jeds and jed­daks to make up the thir­ty-one who must sit in judg­ment up­on their fel­low-man.

			A right roy­al tri­bunal in­deed, and such a one, I war­rant, as nev­er be­fore sat to­geth­er dur­ing all the his­to­ry of an­cient Mars.

			As I en­tered, si­lence fell up­on the great con­course of peo­ple that packed the au­di­to­ri­um. Then Tar­dos Mors arose.

			“John Carter,” he said in his deep, mar­tial voice, “take your place up­on the Pedestal of Truth, for you are to be tried by a fair and im­par­tial tri­bunal of your fel­low-men.”

			With lev­el eye and high-held head I did as he bade, and as I glanced about that cir­cle of faces that a mo­ment be­fore I could have sworn con­tained the best friends I had up­on Bar­soom, I saw no sin­gle friend­ly glance—on­ly stern, un­com­pro­mis­ing judges, there to do their du­ty.

			A clerk rose and from a great book read a long list of the more no­table deeds that I had thought to my cred­it, cov­er­ing a long pe­ri­od of twen­ty-two years since first I had stepped the ocher sea bot­tom be­side the in­cu­ba­tor of the Tharks. With the oth­ers he read of all that I had done with­in the cir­cle of the Otz Moun­tains where the Holy Th­erns and the First Born had held sway.

			It is the way up­on Bar­soom to re­cite a man’s virtues with his sins when he is come to tri­al, and so I was not sur­prised that all that was to my cred­it should be read there to my judges—who knew it all by heart—even down to the present mo­ment. When the read­ing had ceased Tar­dos Mors arose.

			“Most right­eous judges,” he ex­claimed, “you have heard re­cit­ed all that is known of John Carter, Prince of He­li­um—the good with the bad. What is your judg­ment?”

			Then Tars Tarkas came slow­ly to his feet, un­fold­ing all his mighty, tow­er­ing height un­til he loomed, a green-bronze stat­ue, far above us all. He turned a bale­ful eye up­on me—he, Tars Tarkas, with whom I had fought through count­less bat­tles; whom I loved as a broth­er.

			I could have wept had I not been so mad with rage that I al­most whipped my sword out and had at them all up­on the spot.

			“Judges,” he said, “there can be but one ver­dict. No longer may John Carter be Prince of He­li­um”—he paused—“but in­stead let him be Jed­dak of Jed­daks, War­lord of Bar­soom!”

			As the thir­ty-one judges sprang to their feet with drawn and up­raised swords in unan­i­mous con­cur­rence in the ver­dict, the storm broke through­out the length and breadth and height of that mighty build­ing un­til I thought the roof would fall from the thun­der of the mad shout­ing.

			Now, at last, I saw the grim hu­mor of the method they had adopt­ed to do me this great hon­or, but that there was any hoax in the re­al­i­ty of the ti­tle they had con­ferred up­on me was read­i­ly dis­proved by the sin­cer­i­ty of the con­grat­u­la­tions that were heaped up­on me by the judges first and then the no­bles.

			Present­ly fifty of the might­i­est no­bles of the great­est courts of Mars marched down the broad Aisle of Hope bear­ing a splen­did car up­on their shoul­ders, and as the peo­ple saw who sat with­in, the cheers that had rung out for me paled in­to in­signif­i­cance be­side those which thun­dered through the vast ed­i­fice now, for she whom the no­bles car­ried was De­jah Tho­ris, beloved Princess of He­li­um.

			Straight to the Throne of Right­eous­ness they bore her, and there Tar­dos Mors as­sist­ed her from the car, lead­ing her for­ward to my side.

			“Let a world’s most beau­ti­ful wom­an share the hon­or of her hus­band,” he said.

			Be­fore them all I drew my wife close to me and kissed her up­on the lips.
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