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Chapter1
IF YOU will look at any good map of Venus you will see that the land
mass called Anlap lies northwest of the island of Vepaja, from which
Duare and I had just escaped.On Anlap lies Korva, the friendly country
toward which I pointed the nose of our plane.

Of course there is no good map of Venus, at least none that I ever have
seen;becausethe scientists of the southern hemisphere of the planet, the
hemisphere to which Chance carried my rocket ship, have an erroneous
conception of the shape of their world. They believe that Amtor, as they
call it, is shaped like a saucer and floats upon a seaof molten rock. This
seems quite evident to them, for how else might the spewing of lava
from the craters of volcanoes be explained?

They also believe that Karbol (Cold Country) lies at the periphery of
their saucer; whereas it is, as a matter of fact, the Antarctic region sur-
rounding the south pole of Venus. You may readily perceive how this
distorts their conception of actual conditions and is reflected in maps,
which are, to say the least, weird. Where actually the parallels of longit-
ude converge toward the pole, their conception would be that they con-
verged toward the Equator, or the center of their saucer, and that they
were farthest apart at the periphery of the saucer.

It is all very confusing to one who wishes to go placeson the surface of
Amtor and must depend upon an Amtorian map, and it seems quite
silly; but then one must bear in mind the fact that thesepeople have nev-
er seenthe heavens;becauseof the cloud envelopes which enshroud the
planet. They have never seen the Sun, nor the planets, nor all the other
countless suns which star the skies by night. How then might they know
anything of astronomy or even guessthat they lived upon a globe rather
than in a saucer?If you think that they are stupid, just bear in mind that
man inhabited the Earth for countless agesbefore it occurred to anyone
that the Earth was a globe; and that within recent historic times men
were subjected to the inquisition, broken on the rack, drawn and
quartered, burned at the stake for holding to any such iniquitous theory.
Even today there is a religious sect in Illinois which maintains that the
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Earth is flat. And all this in the face of the fact that we have been able to
seeand study the Heavens every clear night since our earliest ancestor
hung by his tail in some primordial forest. What sort of astronomical the-
ories do you suppose we would hold if we had never seenthe Moon, the
Sun, nor any of the Planets and myriad stars and could not know that
they existed?

However erroneous the theory upon which the cartographers evolved
their maps, mine were not entirely useless;though they required consid-
erable mental mathematical gymnastics to translate them into usable in-
formation, even without the aid of the theory of the relativity of distance,
expounded by the great Amtorian scientist, Klufar, some three thousand
years ago, which demonstrates that the actual and the apparent measure-
ments of distance can be reconciled by multiplying each by the square
root of minus one!

So, having a compass, I flew a little north of west with reasonableas-
surance that I should eventually raise Anlap and Korva. But how could I
foresee that a catastrophic meterological phenomenon was soon to
threaten us with immediate extinction and literally hurl us into a series
of situations as potentially lethal as that from which we had fled on
Vepaja?

Duare had been very quiet since we had taken off. I could understand
why, and I could sympathize with her. Her own people, whom she
loved, and her father, whom she worshipped not only as her father but
as her jong, had condemned her to death becauseshe had mated with
the man she loved. They all deplored the stern law of the dynasty as
much as she, but it was an inexorable commandment that not even the
jong himself might evade.

I knew what she was thinking; and I laid my hand on hers, comfort-
ingly. "They will be relieved when morning comes and they discover
that you have escapedÑthey will be relieved and happy."

"I know it," she said.
"Then do not be sad, dear."
"I love my people; I love my country; but I may never return to them.

That is why I am sad, but I cannot be sad for long; becauseI have you,
and I love you more than I love my people or my countryÑmay my an-
cestors forgive me it."

I pressed her hand. We were silent again for a long time. The Eastern
horizon was lighting faintly. A new day was breaking on Venus. I
thought of my friends on Earth, and wondered what they were doing
and if they ever thought of me. Thirty million miles is a great distance,
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but thought travels it instantaneously. I like to think that in the next life
vision and thought will travel hand in hand.

"What are you thinking?" asked Duare.
I told her.
"You must be very lonely sometimes, so far from your own world and

your friends," she said.
"Quite the contrary," I assured her. "I have you; and I have many good

friends in Korva, and an assured position there."
"You will have an assured position in that Heaven of yours of which

you have told me, if Mephis ever gets hold of you," she said.
"I forgot. You do not know all that transpired in Korva," I said.
"You have told me nothing. After all, we haven't been together for

very longÑ"
"And just being together seemed enough, didn't it?" I interrupted.
"Yes, but tell me now."
"Well, Mephis is dead; and Taman is now jong of Korva." I told her the

whole story in detail and of how Taman, having no son, adopted me in
gratitude for my having saved the life of his only daughter, the Princess
Nna.

"So now you are Tanjong of Korva," she said, "and if Taman dies you
will be jong. You have done well, Earthman."

"I am going to do even better," I said.
"Yes! What?"
I drew her to me and kissed her. "That," I said. "I have kissed the sac-

rosanct daughter of an Amtorian jong."
"But you have done that a thousand times. Are all Earthmen as silly?"
"They all would be if they could."
Duare had put her melancholy from her; and we joked and laughed, as

we flew on over the vast Amtorian seatoward Korva. Sometimes Duare
was at the controls, for by now shewas an excellent pilot, and sometimes
I. We often flew low to observe the strange and savagemarine life which
occasionally broke the surface of the seaÑhuge monsters of the deep,
some of which attained the dimensions of an ocean liner. We saw mil-
lions of lessercreatures fleeing before fearsomecarnivorous enemies.We
saw titanic battles between monstrous leviathansÑthe age-old struggle
for survival which must exist upon every planet of the Universe upon
which life exists; the reason, perhaps, why there must always be wars
among nationsÑa cosmic sine qua nonof life.
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It was mid-afternoon. The thing that was to change our lives was
about to happen. The first intimation of it was a sudden lightening of the
sky far ahead. We noticed it simultaneously.

"What is that?" asked Duare.
"It looks as though the Sun were trying to break through the cloud en-

velopes of Amtor," I said. "I pray Heaven that he doesn't succeed."
"It has happened in the past," said Duare. "Of course our people knew

nothing of the Sun of which you tell me. They thought it the all-envelop-
ing fire which rose from the molten massupon which Amtor is supposed
to float. When a break came in our protective cloud envelopes, the flame
struck through, destroying all life beneath the cloud rift."

I was at the controls. I banked sharply and headed north. "I am going
away from there," I said. "The Sun has broken through one of the cloud
envelopes; he may break through the other."
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Chapter2
WE WATCHED the increasing light upon our left. It illumined the whole
sky and the ocean, but it was intensest at one spot. As yet it resembled
only bright sunlight such as we are accustomed to on Earth; then, sud-
denly, it burst through like blinding flame. There had been coincidental
rifts in both cloud envelopes!

Almost instantly the oceancommenced to boil. We could seeit even at
a distance. Vast clouds of steam arose.The heat increased. It was fast be-
coming unendurable.

"The end," said Duare, simply.
"Not yet," I replied, as,with throttle wide, we raced toward the north. I

had chosenflight to the north becausethe rift was a little southwest of us
and the wind was from the west. Had I turned back toward the east, the
wind borne heat would have followed us. In the north lay what hope we
had.

"We have lived," said Duare. "Life can hold nothing better for us than
that which we have enjoyed. I am not afraid to die. Are you, Carson?"

"That is something that I shall never know until it is too late," I said,
smiling down at her, "for while I live I shall never admit the possibility
of death. Somehow, it doesn't seem to be for meÑat least not since
Danus injected the longevity serum into my veins and told me that I
might live a thousand years. You see, I am curious to know if he were
right."

"You are very silly," she said, "but you are also reassuring."
Enormous clouds of steam blotted out everything in the southwest.

They rose to the clouds, dimming the sunlight. I could imagine the dev-
astation in the sea,the myriad of living things destroyed. Already the ef-
fects of the catastrophe were becoming plainly discernible below us. The
fleeter reptiles and fishes were fleeing the holocaustÑand they were flee-
ing north! Instinct or intelligence, or whatever it was, it filled me with re-
newed hope.

The surface of the ocean was alive with them. Mortal enemies raced
side by side. The stronger creatures pushed the weaker aside, the fleeter
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slithered over the tops of the slower. How they had been warned, I can-
not guess; but the flight was on far ahead of us, though our speed was
greater than the swiftest of the creatures racing with us from death.

The air was becoming no hotter; and I had hopes that we should es-
cape unless the cloud rift enlarged and the Sun took in a larger area of
Amtor's surface; and then the wind changed! It blew in a sudden furious
gust from the south, bringing with it stifling heat that was almost suffoc-
ating. Clouds of condensing vapor whirled and swirled about us,
drenching us with moisture and reducing visibility amost to zero.

I rose in an attempt to get above it; but it was seemingly everywhere,
and the wind had becomea gale. But it was driving us north. It was driv-
ing us away from the boiling seaand the consuming heat of the Sun. If
only the cloud rift did not widen we might hope for life.

I glanced down at Duare. Her little jaw was set; and she was staring
grimly ahead, though there was nothing to seebut billowing clouds of
vapor. There hadn't been a whimper out of her. I guessblood will tell all
right, and she was the daughter of a thousand jongs. She must have
sensed my eyes upon her, for she looked up and smiled.

"More things happen to us!" she said.
"If you wished to lead a quiet life, Duare, you picked the wrong man. I

am always having adventures. That's not much to brag about, though.
One of the great anthropologists of my world, who leads expeditions to
remote corners of the Earth and never has any adventures, saysthat hav-
ing them is an indication of inefficiency and stupidity."

"I don't believe him," said Duare. "All the intelligence and efficiency in
the world could have neither foreseen nor averted a rift in the clouds."

"A little more intelligence would probably have kept me from attempt-
ing to fly to Mars, but then I should never have known you. No; on the
whole, I'm rather glad that I am no more intelligent than I am."

"So am I."
The heat was not increasing, but the wind was. It was blowing with

hurricane force, tossing our sturdy anotar about as though it were a
feather. I couldn't do much about it. In such a storm the controls were al-
most useless.I could only hope that I had altitude enough to keep from
being dashed on some mountain, and there was always the danger from
the giant Amtorian forests which lift their heads thousands of feet into
the air to draw moisture from the inner cloud envelope. I could seenoth-
ing beyond the nose of the anotar, and I knew that we must have
covered a great distance with the terrific tail-wind that was driving us
furiously toward the north. We might have passed the sea and be over
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land. Mountains might loom dead ahead, or the mighty boles of a giant
forest. I was not very happy. I like to be able to see.If I can see,I can face
almost anything.

"What did you say?" asked Duare.
"I didn't know that I said anything. I must have been thinking

aloudÑthat I would give almost anything to be able to see."
And then, as though in answer to my wish, a rift opened in the swirl-

ing vapor ahead; and I saw. I almost leaped at the controls becauseof
what I sawÑa rocky escarpment looming high above us and dead ahead.

I fought to bank and turn aside, but the inexorable wind carried us to-
ward our doom. No scream broke from Duare's lips, no faintest echo of
the fear that she must have feltÑmust have, becauseshe is human and
young.

The thing that appalled me most in the split second that I had to think,
was the thought of that beautiful creature being broken and crushed
against that insensatecliff. I thanked God that I would not live to seeit.
At the foot of the escarpment we should lie together through all eternity,
and no one in all the Universe would know our resting place.

We were about to crash when the ship rose vertically scarcely a dozen
yards from the cliff. As the hurricane had toyed with us before, it did
again.

Of course there must have been a terrific up-draft where the roaring
wind struck the face of the escarpment. It was this that saved us, com-
bined with the fact that when I had discovered that I could not maneuver
away from the cliff, I had cut my engine.

Now we rose high above a vast tableland. The vapor, torn to shreds,
floated off in little cloud-like wisps; and once more we could see the
world below us. Once more we breathed.

But we were still far from safe.The tornado had not abated. I glanced
back in the direction of the cloud rift, but now there was no brightness
there. It had closed, and the danger of incineration had passed.

I opened the throttle a little in a rather futile effort to battle the ele-
ments and keep the anotar on an even keel; but we were dependent more
upon our safety belts than upon our engine for salvation, for we were so
tossed about that often our landing gear was above us, and we dangled
helplessly in our belts.

It was a harrowing experience. A down draft would plummet us to-
ward the ground with the velocity of a power dive; and when it seemed
that we must surely crash, the giant hand of the storm would toss us
high aloft.
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How long we were the plaything of the Storm God, I may only guess;
but it was not until almost dawn that the wind abated a little, and once
more we were permitted to have some voice in the direction of our des-
tiny; and even then we must still go where the wind willed, for we could
not fly against it.

For hours we had not spoken. We had made an occasional attempt,
but the howling of the wind had drowned our voices. I could see that
Duare was almost spent from the buffeting and the nervous strain, but
there was nothing that I could do about it. Only rest could revive her,
and there could be no rest until we could land.

A new world lay below us with the coming of the new day. We were
skirting a great ocean,and I could seevast plains, and there were forests
and rivers and, far away, snow-capped mountains. I believed that we
must have beendriven thousands of miles toward the north, for much of
the time the throttle had been wide open, and all the time that terrific
wind had been at our tail.

Where could we be? I felt confident that we had crossed the Equator
and must be in the north temperate zone; but where Korva lay I could
not even guess, and might never know.

10



Chapter3
THE TORNADO died out in a last few fitful gusts. The air was suddenly
calm. It was like the peace of Heaven.

"You must be very tired," said Duare. "Let me take the controls. You
have been fighting that storm for sixteen or seventeen hours, and you
have had no sleep for two days."

"Well, neither have you; and do you realize that we've had neither
food nor water since before we left Vepaja?"

"There's a river down there, and game," said Duare. "I hadn't realized
before how thirsty I wasÑand hungry, too. And so sleepy! I don't know
which I am the most."

"We'll drink and eat, and then we'll sleep," I told her.
I circled around, looking for some sign of human habitation; for it is al-

ways men that must be feared most. Where there are no men, one is
comparatively safe, even in a world of savage beasts.

In the distance I saw what appeared to be a large inland lake, or an
arm of the sea.There were little patches of forest, and the plain was tree
dotted beneath us. I saw herds grazing. I dropped down to select my
quarry, run it down, and shoot it from the ship. Not very sporting; but I
was out for food, not sport.

My plan was excellent, but it did not work. The animals discovered us
long before we were within range, and they took off like bats out of Hell.

"There goes breakfast," I said.
"And lunch and dinner," added Duare, with a rueful smile.
"The water remains. We can at least drink." So I circled to a landing

near a little stream.
The greensward, close cropped by grazing herds, ran to the water's

edge; and after we had drunk, Duare stretched out upon it for a
moment's relaxation and rest. I stood looking around in searchof game,
hoping that something would come out of the near-by forest into which
it had fled, effectively terminating my pursuit of it in the anotar.

It couldn't have been more than a minute or two that I stood there in
futile search for food on the hoof, but when I looked down at Duare she
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was fast asleep. I didn't have the heart to awaken her, for I realized that
she needed sleep even more than she did food; so I sat down beside her
to keep watch while she slept.

It was a lovely spot, quiet and peaceful. Only the purling murmur of
the brook broke the silence. It seemedvery safe, for I could seeto a con-
siderable distance in all directions. The sound of the water soothed my
tired nerves. I half reclined, supporting myself on one elbow so that I
could keep better watch.

I lay there for about five minutes when a most amazing thing
happened. A large fish came out of the stream and sat down beside me.
He regarded me intently for a moment. I could not guess what was
passing in his mind, asa fish has but one expression. He reminded me of
some of the cinema stars I had seen, and I could not repress a laugh.

"What are you laughing at?" demanded the fish. "At me?"
"Certainly not," I assured him. I was not at all surprised that the fish

spoke. It seemed quite natural.
"You are Carson of Venus," he said. It was a statement, not a question.
"How did you know?" I asked.
"Taman told me. He sent me to bring you to Korva. There will be a

great procession as you and your princess ride on a mighty gantor along
the boulevards of Sanara to the palace of the jong."

"That will be very nice," I said; "but in the meantime will you please
tell me who is poking me in the back, and why?"

At that the fish suddenly disappeared. I looked around, and saw a
dozen armed men standing over us. One of them had been prodding me
in the back with a three pronged spear. Duare was sitting up, an expres-
sion of consternation on her face. I sprang to my feet. A dozen spears
menaced me. Two warriors were standing over Duare, their tridents
poised above her heart. I could have drawn my pistol; but I did not dare
use it. Before I could have killed them all, one of us would have been
killed. I could not take the chance, with Duare's life at stake.

As I looked at the warriors, I suddenly realized that there was
something very peculiar and inhuman about them. They had gills, which
their heavy beards did not conceal; and their fingers and toes were
webbed. Then I recalled the fish which had come out of the stream and
talked to meÑI slept, and I was still dreaming! That made me smile.

"What are you smiling about?" demanded one of the warriors, "me?"
"I am laughing at myself," I said. "I am having such an amusing

dream."
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Duare looked at me wide-eyed. "What is the matter with you, Carson?"
she demanded. "What has happened to you?"

"Nothing, except that it was very stupid of me to fall asleep.I wish that
I could wake up."

"You are awake, Carson. Look at me! Tell me that you are all right."
"Do you mean to tell me that you seewhat I see?"I demanded, nod-

ding toward the warriors.
"We both slept, Carson; but now we are awakeÑand we are

prisoners."
"Yes, you are prisoners," said the warrior who had spoken before.

"Come along with us, now."
Duare arose and came and stood close to me. They did not try to pre-

vent her. "Why do you want to make us prisoners?" she asked the warri-
or. "We have done nothing. We were lost in a great storm, and we landed
here for food and water. Let us go our way. You have nothing to fear
from us."

"We must take you to Mypos," replied the warrior. "Tyros will decide
what is to be done with you. I am only a warrior. It is not for me to
decide."

"Who are Mypos and Tyros?" asked Duare.
"Mypos is the king's city, and Tyros is the king." He said jong.
"Do you think he will let us go then?"
"No," said the warrior. "Tyros the Bloody releasesno captives. You will

be slaves.The man may be killed at once, or later, but Tyros will not kill
you."

The men were armed with tridents, swords, and daggers; they had no
firearms. I thought I saw a possibility for Duare's escape. "I can hold
them off with my pistol," I whispered, "while you make a run for the
anotar."

"And then what?" she demanded.
"Perhaps you can find Korva. Fly south for twenty-four hours. You

should be over a great ocean by that time; then fly west."
"And leave you here?"
"I can probably kill them all; then you can land and pick me up."
Duare shook her head. "I shall remain with you."
"What are you whispering about?" demanded the warrior.
"We were wondering if you might let us take our anotar with us," said

Duare.
"What would we do with that thing in Mypos?"
"Maybe Tyros would like to see it, Ulirus," suggested another warrior.
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Ulirus shook his head. "We could never get it through the forest," he
said; then he turned suddenly on me. "How did you get it here?" he
demanded.

"Come and get in it and I'll show you," I told him. If I could only get
him into the anotar, along with Duare, it would be a long time before
Ulirus would see Mypos again; and we would never see it. But Ulirus
was suspicious.

"You can tell me how you did it." he countered.
"We flew it here from a country thousands of miles away," I told him.
"Flew it?" he demanded. "What do you mean?"
"Just what I said. We get in it, and it flies up into the air and takes us

wherever we wish to go."
"Now you are lying to me."
"Let me show you. My mate and I will take it up into the air, and you

can see it with your own eyes."
"No. If you are telling me the truth about the thing, you would never

come back."
Well, finally they did help me shove the anotar among a clump of trees

and fasten it down. I told them their jong would want to see it, and if
they let anything happen to it he'd be very angry. That got them, for they
were evidently terribly afraid of this Tyros the Bloody.

We started off through the forest with warriors in front and behind us.
Ulirus walked beside me. He wasn't a bad sort. He told me, in a whisper,
that he'd like to let us go; but that he was afraid to, as Tyros would be
sure to learn of it; and that would be the end of Ulirus. He was much in-
terested in my blond hair and gray eyes,and asked me many questions
about the country from which I came.

I was equally interested in him and his fellows. They all had beautiful
physiquesÑsmooth-flowing muscles and not an ounce of unnecessary
fat; but their faceswere most peculiar. Their full black beards and their
gills I have already mentioned; these,with their protruding lips and pop
eyes, resulted in a facial pulchritude of something less than zero.

"They look like fish," Duare whispered to me.
Just how piscine these Myposans were we were to learn later.
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Chapter4
WE FOLLOWED A well marked trail through the forest, a typical
Amtorian forest, a forest of exquisite loveliness. The lacquer-like bark of
the trees was of many colors, and the foliage of soft pastel
shadesÑheliotrope, mauve, violet. Flowering parasitic plants added to
the riot of color, flaunting blooms beside which our most gorgeous
Earthly orchids would have appeared as drab as a church mouse at a
Mardi gras.

There are many types of forests on Venus, as there are on Earth; but
this through which we were passing is the most common, while the most
awe inspiring and amazing are those such as cover Vepaja, the tops of
which rise fully five thousand feet above the ground, and whose trees
are of such enormous girth that, as at Kooaad, the palace of a king is
carved within one a thousand feet from its base.

I am an inveterate worshipper of beauty; so that even though Duare
and I were marching to an unknown fate, I could still be thrilled by that
which met my eyeson every side. I could still wonder at and admire the
gaily plumaged birds and insectsand the tiny flying lizards which flitted
from flower to flower in the eternal routine of pollination, but I could
also wonder why Ulirus had not taken my pistol from me.

Perhaps there are few people more gifted with telepathic powers than
I, yet I do not always profit by my knowledge. Had I, I should not then
have thought about my pistol, for while I was wondering why Ulirus
had not taken it from me, he pointed to it and asked me what it was. Of
course it might have been only coincidence.

"It is a charm," I told him, "which protects me from evil."
"Let me have it," he said, holding out a hand.
I shook my head. "I wouldn't do anything like that to you, Ulirus," I

said, "for you have been very decent to my mate and me."
"What do you mean?" he demanded. Several of the other warriors

were looking on interestedly.
"This is my personal charm," I explained; "anyone else touching it

might die." After all it was not exactly a lie. "However, if you would like
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to take the chance, you may." I took the weapon from its holster and
proffered it to him.

He hesitated a moment. The other warriors were watching him. "Some
other time," he said; "we must be getting on to Mypos now."

I glanced at Duare. She was keeping a very straight face; though she
was smiling inwardly, I guessedThus I retained my weapon for the time
being at least; and though the warriors showed no further desire to
handle it, they did not lose interest in it. They kept eyeing it, but I no-
ticed that they were very careful not to brush against it when they were
close to me.

We had marched through the forest for about a mile when we camein-
to the open again, and ahead I saw the body of water that I had seen
from the anotar before I made my fateful landing. On its shore, and per-
haps a mile away, was a city, a walled city.

"That is Mypos," said Ulirus. "It is the largest city in the world."
From where we stood, on slightly higher ground, I had a good view of

Mypos; and should say that it covered perhaps a hundred acres.
However, I didn't dispute Ulirus's claim. If he wished to believe that it
was the largest city in the world, that was all right with me.

We approached a large gate which was well guarded. It was swung
open when Ulirus was recognized. The officer and members of the guard
gathered around us, asking many questions of our captors; and I was de-
lighted that among the first things that they were told was of the magical
charm that I carried, which dealt death to whomever else touched it.

"They curl up like worms and die in horrible convulsions," explained
Ulirus. Ulirus was quite a propagandist, however unintentionally.

Nobody, it seemed, wished to touch it.
"Now," I said, "I wish that you would take us at once to Tyros."
Ulirus and the officer appeared astounded. "Is the man mad?" deman-

ded the latter.
"He is a stranger," said Ulirus. "He does not know Tyros."
"My mate and I," I explained, "are of the royal family of Korva. When

the jong dies, I shall be jong. The jong of any other country should re-
ceive us as befits our rank."

"Not Tyros, " said the officer. "Perhaps you do not know it, but Tyros
is the only real jong in the world. All the others are impostors. You had
better not let Tyros know that you claim to be related to a jong. He
would have you killed immediately."

"What are you going to do with us, then?" I asked.
Ulirus looked at the officer as though for instructions.
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"Take them to the slaves' compound at the palace," he directed; "they
look fit to serve the jong."

So Ulirus marched us off again. We passed along narrow, crooked
streets flanked by one storied houses built of frame or limestone. The
former were of roughly split planks fastened to upright framework, the
latter of carelesslyhewn blocks of limestone. The houseswere ascrooked
as the streets. Evidently they had been built by eye without benefit of
plumb-line. The windows and doors were of all sizesand shapesand all
manner of crookedness.They might have been designed by a modernist
of my world, or by a child of five.

The city lay, as I later learned, on the shore of a great fresh-water lake;
and as we approached the lake front we saw buildings of two stories,
some with towers. The largest of these is the palace of Tyros.

The compound to which we were taken adjoined the palace grounds.
Severalhundred tiny cells bounded an open court, in the center of which
was a pool. Just before we were admitted, Ulirus leaned close to me.

"Do not tell anyone that you are the son of a jong," he whispered.
"But I have already told you and the officer at the gate," I reminded

him.
"We will not tell," he said, "but the slaves might in order to win favor."
I was puzzled. "And why won't you tell?" I asked.
"For one reason, I like you; for another, I hate Tyros. Everyone hates

Tyros."
"Well, I thank you for the warning, Ulirus; but I don't suppose I can

ever do anything to repay you;" then the guard opened the gate and we
were ushered into our prison.

There must have been fully three hundred slaves in the compound,
mostly creatures like ourselves; but there were also a few Myposans. The
latter were common criminals, or people who had aroused the ire of
Tyros the Bloody. The men and women were not segregated from one
another; so Duare and I were not separated.

Someof the other slaves gathered around us, animated by curiosity, a
part of which was aroused by Duare's great beauty and a part by my
blond hair and gray eyes.They had started to question us when the of-
ficer who had admitted us strode into the compound.

"Look out!" whispered one of the slaves. "Here comes Vomer;" then
they drifted away from us.

Vomer walked up to me and eyed first me and then Duare from head
to feet. His bearing was obviously intentionally insulting.
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"What's this I hear," he demanded, "about something that you ride in
that flies through the air like a bird?"

"How should I know what you heard?" I retorted.
One couldn't tell, from their facial expressions,the mental reactions of

these Myposans; because,like true fish, they didn't have any. Vomer's
gills opened and closed rapidly. Perhaps that was a sign of rage or ex-
citement. I didn't know, and I didn't care.He annoyed and disgusted me.
He looked surprisingly like a moon fish, numbers of which I had seen
seined off the Florida Keys.

"Don't speak to me in that tone of voice, slave," shouted Vomer; "don't
you know who I am?"

"No, nor what."
Duare stood close to me. "Don't antagonize him," she whispered; "it

will only go the harder with us."
I realized that she was right. For myself, I did not care; but I must not

jeopardize her safety. "Just what do you wish to know?" I asked in a
more conciliatory tone, though it griped me to do it.

"I want to know if Ulirus spoke the truth," he said. "He told me that
you rode in a great thing that flew through the air like a bird, and the
other warriors with him said the same thing."

"It is true."
"It can't be true," objected Vomer.
I shrugged. "If you know it can't be true, why ask me?"
Vomer looked at me steadily with his fishy eyesfor a moment; then he

turned and strode away.
"You have made an enemy," said Duare.
"They are all our enemies," I said. "I should like to punch his face."
A slave standing near smiled. "So should we all," he said. He was a

nice looking chap, well put up; a human being and not a freak of nature
like the Myposans. I had noticed him before. He had beensurreptitiously
eying me. It was evident that my appearancehad aroused his curiosity.
"My name is Kandar," he said, by way of opening up a conversation with
me. "I am from Japal."

"I am Carson of Venus," I told him. "I am a citizen of Korva."
"I have never heard of such a country, and I have never before seena

man with hair and eyes the color of yours. Are all the men of Korva like
you?"

I tried to explain the matter to him; but of course he couldn't grasp the
fact that there was another world far from Amtor, nor could he readily
accept my statement that Korva lay thousands of miles to the south.
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"In that direction lies the edge of Amtor," he objected, "not more than
four or five hundred kob; and no country could exist beyond that, where
all is fire and molten rock."

So he, too, thought that his world was flat; but at that his was a more
tenable theory than that of the inhabitants of the southern hemisphere.

I questioned him about our captors and the treatment that we might
expect from them.

"Our work ashore is not heavy," he explained, "and we are not treated
so very badly; but at seaÑthat is different. Pray that you are not sent to
sea."

19



Chapter5
THE SLAVES, other than the Myposans, were from various coun-
triesÑmysterious lands with strange names; lands which lay east and
west and north, but none that lay south. That was the terra incognita, the
land of terror into which no one ever ventured.

Nearly all of the slaves had been captured after being shipwrecked on
the shores of the great lake on which the city of Mypos lay, or on the
coast of an ocean which they said lay about ten miles from the city.

Kandar told me that the lake was about five hundred miles long and
that Mypos lay close to the lower end of it and Japal at the upper end.

"We of Japal,"he said, "trade with several friendly countries which lie
along the coast of the great sea,and we have to passMypos on our voy-
ages. Some times we are wrecked and sometimes a ship of Japal is at-
tacked by the Myposans and captured. Most of the wrecks occur where
the lake empties into the ocean through a narrow channel. Only at high
tide can a ship passthrough the channel from the oceanto the lake, for at
low tide the waters of the lake rush madly into the ocean; and no ship
can make headway against the current. When the tide is high the waters
of the ocean flow into the lake, and then a passage can be made."

Duare and I had a little cubicle to ourselves, and we only hoped that
they would leave us together until I could perfect some plan of escape.
We slaveswere fed twice a dayÑa stew of something that looked a little
like shrimp and which also contained chopped tubers and flour made
from the ground seedsof a plant which grows in profusion with little or
no cultivation.

Kandar said it might not be very palatable, but that it was nutritious
and strength giving. Occasionally meat was added to the stew. "They
want us to be strong," Kandar explained, "so that we can do more work.
We build their ships and their houses and row their galleys; till their
fields, carry their burdens. No Myposan does any work if he has suffi-
cient slaves."

The day following our capture Vomer came into the compound with
some warriors and selected a number of male slaves, whom he ordered
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to accompany him. Kandar and I were among them. We were marched
down to the water front, where I had my first glimpse of Myposan ships.
Someof them were quite large, being over a hundred feet in length. They
were equipped with sails as well as oars. The largest, which lay at an-
chor, sheltered by a rude breakwater, I took to be warships: Thesewere
biremes, with large, flat overhanging decks above the upper bank of
oars, capableof accommodating hundreds of warriors. There was a small
deck house both fore and aft, upon the tops of which were mounted
some sort of engine, the purpose of which I could not determine but
which I was to learn later greatly to my discomfiture and sorrow.

I asked Kandar if the Myposans had any motor driven ships, but he
did not know what I meant. This aroused my curiosity, and further ques-
tioning confirmed my suspicion that we had beencarried far north of the
Equator into what was, to the inhabitants of the southern hemisphere,
the terra incognita of Venus, where an entirely different culture pre-
vailed. Everything here was quite different, there being nothing to com-
pare with the advanced civilization of Vepaja, Korva, or Havatoo, the
countries with which I was most familiar.

There were signs of old age and diseasehere among both the Mypo-
sans and their prisoners, indicating that they knew nothing of the
longevity serum of the south. Their weapons and customs differed
widely. Their language, however, was similar, though not identical with
that of the southern peoples.

Vomer put us to work loading a barge with rock that was to be used to
strengthen the breakwater. He walked among us with a sort of bull
whip, flicking first one and then another on bare legs and bodies. The act
was purely sadistic, as the best workers received as many lashes as the
shirkers. I saw that he had his eyeson me, and that he was slowly work-
ing his way toward me. I wondered if he would dare.

At last he camewithin striking distance of me. "Get to work, slave!" he
growled, and swung his whip hand back for a terrific blow.

I dropped the rock I had lifted; and faced him, my hand upon the butt
of my pistol. Vomer hesitated, his gills fluttering rapidlyÑa sign of rage
or excitement in thesestrange creatures,who have no facial muscleswith
which to register emotion.

The warriors with us, and the other slaves,were watching. Vomer was
on a spot, and I wondered what he would do. His reaction was quite typ-
ical of the petty tyrant and bully. "Get to work!" he blustered, and turned
and struck another slave.
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The warriors were staring at him with fishy eyes. One couldn't tell
what they were thinking, but the second-in-command didn't leave me in
doubt long.

"Give me your whip," he said to Vomer. "If you are afraid to punish
the slave, I am not." The fellow had a most repulsive countenance, look-
ing not at all unlike a sculpin with whiskers. His gills were palpitating,
and I could see that he meant business.

"Who said I was afraid?" demanded Vomer.
"I do," said the warrior.
"I am in command here," blustered Vomer. "I can punish a slave, or

not, as I please. If you are so anxious to punish him, take my whip."
The fellow seized it, and came toward me.
"Hadn't you better tell him about this?" I said to Vomer, tapping my

pistol.
"What about it?" demanded the warrior.
"It kills," I said. "It can kill you before you can strike me."
The fellow's protruding lips formed an O. and he sucked air in noisily

through his teeth. It was a Myposan laugh. When angry, they often re-
verse the operation and blow the air out with a whistling sound. He con-
tinued to advance upon me.

"I don't want to kill you," I said; "but if you attempt to strike me with
that whip, I will."

My only reason for not wishing to kill him was based upon the cer-
tainty of reprisal that might jeopardize Duare's safety. Otherwise, I
should have been glad to kill him and all his kind.

"You'd better use your trident on him," cautioned another warrior.
"I've whipped slaves to death before," boasted the fellow, "and I can

whip this one to death;" then he rushed at me with upraised whip.
I whipped out my pistol, the r-ray pistol that destroys flesh and bone;

and let him have it. There was no smoke, nothing visible; just a sharp,
staccato buzz; then there was a great hole in the center of the fellow's
face; and he sprawled forward, dead.

All about me the slavesstood, wide eyed and terrified; and the gills of
the fish-men opened and closed rapidly. The warrior who had advised
the dead man to use his trident, raised his weapon to hurl it at me; and
he went down too, with a hole in his heart.

I swung around then, so that I was facing them all. They looked at
Vomer, as though awaiting orders. He hesitated. I let the muzzle of my
pistol swing in his direction.
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"Get to work, slaves,"he said, "we have wasted enough time." Both his
voice and his knees shook.

Kandar was working beside me. "One of us must always keep an eye
on him," he said; "otherwise he'll get you when your back is turned. I'll
help you watch."

I thanked him. I felt that I had a friend.
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Chapter6
WHEN WE GOT back to the slaves' compound Kandar told Duare what
had happened. I would have stopped him could I have done so, for the
poor girl had enough to worry about as it was.

"I knew that you had made an enemy of Vomer," she said, "the very
first time he came out to speak to you. This thing had to come. It is just
as well that it is over, so that we may know where we stand."

"If I could get an audience with Tyros," I said, "it is possible that we
might receive better treatmentÑeven our release."

"What makes you think so?" inquired Kandar.
"He is a jong, and it seemsreasonableto believe that he would accord

to people of our station in life the ordinary amenities of decent and civil-
ized society. My mate is the daughter of a jong, and I am the son of one."
I referred to my adoption by Taman, Jong of Korva.

Kandar smiled and shook his head. "You do not know Tyros," he said,
"nor the psychology of the Myposans. They consider themselves a super-
ior race and the rest of us on a par with the beasts. I have even heard
them voice their wonder that we are endowed with speech. It is Tyros'
ambition to conquer the world, carrying the Myposan culture to all be-
nighted racesand at the same time enslaving or destroying them. He is
well aware of the fact that I am the eldest son of the Jong of Japal, yet I
receive no better treatment than the meanest slave. No, my friend, it
would do you no good to have an audience with Tyros, even if you
could obtain one, which, of course, you cannot. The best that you can do
is hope for the impossible."

"And what is that?" asked Duare.
"Escape."
"You think that that is impossible?" I asked.
"Well, let us say improbable," Kandar replied; "for after all nothing is

impossible to the man of imagination and initiative, such as I assume
you to be."

"And may we count on your co-operation?" I asked.
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"Absolutely. I do not intend remaining a slave here indefinitely. Death
would be far preferable."

"You have been here longer than we," I said. "You must have given
much thought to escape. Perhaps you already have a plan."

"I wish I had," he replied, "but you will find it difficult to plan, where
one is not the master of one's simplest acts and where one is constantly
under the watchful eyes of armed warriors and traitorous spies."

"Spies?" asked Duare. "What do you mean?"
"I mean that among the slaves there are always those who will inform

against their fellows in the hope of currying favor with their masters.
You cannot be too careful with whom you discuss even your hopes. You
do not even know that I am not a spy," he added with a smile.

"I'll take a chanceon that," I told him. "I think I am a sufficiently good
judge of human nature to know a man of honor even upon only short
acquaintance."

"Thank you, but don't be too sure," he laughed; which made me all the
surer of him.

I liked Kandar, and so did Duare. He was quite genuineÑthe sort of
fellow you might meet in the officers' club at Schofield or San Diego.
Had he not beencaptured by the Myposans he would one day have been
jong of Japal; and he probably had a family tree the roots of which
reached way back into antiquity, as did those of most of the royal famil-
ies of Amtor with which I am acquainted.

Unlike the Polynesians, whose genealogies were handed down by
word of mouth for hundreds of years and are all mixed up with myth
and legend, these people had a written language; and the records were
true and exact for ages. On my mother's side, I can trace my ancestry
back to Deacon Edmund Rice, who came to Sudbury, Massachusetts
about 1639;and from him to Cole Codoveg, who was King of Briton in
the third century; yet, by comparison with Duare or Kandar or Taman, I
am a parvenu.

These people are extremely proud of their ancestry, yet they can still
accept others at their face value, regardless of their background.

About mid-forenoon of the day following my encounter with Volmer,
he came swaggering into the compound with a number of warriorsÑhis
bodyguard, I called them; for I was quite sure that, hated as he was, he
dared not come alone among the slaves.

In a loud voice he summoned Duare to step forward. Instantly I was
alert and antagonistic. I didn't know what he wanted of Duare; but
whatever it was, I was against it; so I stepped up beside her.
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"I didn't call your name, slave," growled Vomer in the most insulting
tone of voice he could conjure. I said nothing. "Back to your kennel,
slave!" he shouted.

"Not until I know what you want of my mate," I told him.
His gills flapped, and he pursed his hideous lips and blew out air like

a spouting whale. The flapping of the gills by theseMyposans has an al-
most obscene sound, and the blowing of air when they are angry is
equally disgusting. But, disgusting or not, it was quite evident that
Vomer was angry; and I could endure his obnoxious manifestion of an-
ger for the pleasure that it gave me to have made him angry. As you may
have gathered, I did not like Vomer.

He took a step toward me, and then hesitated; then he looked at his
warriors; but they were looking the other way. Evidently they had heard
of or seen the lethal possibilities of the r-ray.

Between his flapping gills and his blowing, he had difficulty in con-
trolling his voice; but he managed to scream, "Carson of Venus, step
forward!"

"I am already here," I said. This he ignored.
"Kandar of Japal,step forward!" he wheezed. He would probably have

liked to bellow; but his gills were still flapping, and he was still blowing
spasmodically, which would, naturally, interfere with bellowing. I had to
laugh.

"What are you laughing at, slave?" It was only a gurgle.
Duare laid a hand upon my arm before I could reply. Shehas far more

sensethan I. I wanted very much to say that I had seenmoon fish seined
off the Florida Keys; but that I had never before seen moon fish with
whiskers; and that I thought them very amusing.

Vomer called a couple of more names,and the slavesstepped forward
and took their placesbeside us; then he told us to fall in and follow him.
The warriors formed before and after us, and we left the slaves' com-
pound and marched out into the narrow streets of the city. Where were
we going! To what new scenes,what new adventures, what new dangers
were we being conducted?
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Chapter7
THE SREETSOF Mypos are narrow and winding. As the Myposans have
neither wheeled vehicles nor beastsof burden, their streets need not be
wide; and the fact that they are narrow and winding would make the
city easier to defend in the event of invasion. A single stalwart Horatius
might hold any one of them against a greatly superior force.

In many places our little party of slaves and warriors were compelled
to move in single file, the pedestrians we met flattening themselves
against the walls of the buildings as we squeezedpast. And so we pro-
gressedto an open plaza near the water front. Here there were a number
of Myposans surrounding a small platform, near which we were halted.
Immediately a number of the Myposans congregated there came among
us and commenced to examine us, and one with a huge beard mounted
the platform. One of those who moved among us attracted his attention
and touched Duare on the shoulder.

The bearded one caught Vomer's eye. "Bring the woman to the plat-
form," he directed.

I waited as Vomer led Duare up the three or four steps to where the
other man stood. What was going to happen? I did not know, but I had
my suspicions.

"What do you know of this woman?" asked the man of Vomer.
The fellow who had touched Duare's shoulder moved forward to the

platform, and the others crowded about him.
"Shewas captured beyond the forest with a man who saysthat she is a

janjong in some country of which no one ever heard," replied Vomer.
"Beyond that I know nothing of her. Shehas behaved well, but the man
is insubordinate and dangerous. He is down there," and he pointed to
me. The man with the large beard fixed his fishy eyes upon me, while
Vomer whispered to him earnestly. They spoke together thus for a mo-
ment, and then Vomer left the platform.

The man standing beside Duare looked down on the little crowd be-
low him. "Who wishes to buy this fine female slave?" he asked.
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So that was it! Well, I had guessedcorrectly; but what was I going to
do about it?

"I will buy her," said the man who had touched Duare.
I could kill many of them with my pistol; but eventually they would

overpower me; and Duare would be, if anything, worse off.
"What will you pay?" demanded the auctioneer.
"One hundred kloovol," replied the man.
A vol has about the samepurchasing power as our fifty-nine cent dol-

lar. Kloo is the prefix forming the plural. So this creature had dared to
appraise Duare, daughter of a thousand jongs, at fifty-nine dollars! I
fingered the butt of my pistol longingly.

"And who will pay more?" asked the auctioneer.
"Yes,who?" grumbled a Myposan standing near me. "Who would dare

bid against Kod, who buys for Tyros?" He spoke in a very low voice to
one who stood near him.

There were no other bids, and Duare was knocked down to Kod. I was
furious. Duare was to be taken away from me; and, worse still, she was
to become the chattel of a heartless tyrant. All my moderate intentions
went by the board. I determined to fight it out, killing as many as I
could, seize Duare and blast my way to the city gates. With any luck at
all I might make it, for the element of surprise in my action would give
me a great advantage.

Vomer and the warriors were pressed pretty closely around me. I had
not noticed it before; but they had been closing in on me; and now, be-
fore I could put my plan into action, they leaped upon me and by weight
of numbers bore me to the ground. It was evidently the fruit of Vomer's
whispered conversation with the auctioneer.

Before I could whip out my pistol they bound my hands behind my
back, and I was helpless. They did not take my weapon from me, and I
knew why. I had said that whoever touched it would die, and they be-
lieved me.

While I was down Vomer kicked me in the ribs, and after they had
jerked me to my feet he struck me in the face. I don't know how much
further he would have gone had not the auctioneer commanded him to
desist.

"Do you want to ruin a valuable piece of property?" he cried. I was
smarting under the indignities that Vomer had heaped upon me, but I
was more concerned about Duare's future. The man, Kod, was leading
her away; and she was looking back at me with a brave little smile.
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"I shall come for you, Duare!" I cried after her. "Somehow, some way I
shall come."

"Silence, slave!" snapped Vomer.
Kandar was standing near me. "Duare is fortunate," he said.
"Why?" I asked.
"She was bought for Tyros," he replied.
"And what is fortunate about that?" I demanded. "It seemsto me to au-

gur a future worse than death for a woman such as Duare."
"You are mistaken. She will serve one of the women of the royal

family."
"Not after Tyros has seen her," I argued.
"Skabra will see her, and Skabra will see that Tyros does not get her."
"Who is Skabra?" I asked.
"Tyros' mate, the Vadjong of MyposÑa she-tharban and a jealous one.

You need have no fear that Duare will fall into the hands of Tyros while
Skabra lives; she is too beautiful. Were she ill-favored, Skabra might let
Tyros have her."

Well, that offered a ray of hope; and I was thankful for even the slight-
est glimmer.

Just then a man came and touched Kandar on the shoulder, and he
went to the slave block. A number of Myposans swarmed around him,
feeling of his muscles, examining his teeth.

The bidding for Kandar was spirited. He brought three hundred fifty
kloovolÑthree and one half times as much as Duare; but then he was a
strong, husky man; and as he was not being bid in by an agent of Tyros,
the bidding was open to all.

After Kandar had been purchased, the man who had bought him
touched me on the shoulder; and it was my turn to go to the block. I
went with my hands bound tightly behind my back.

"Who wishes to buy this fine male slave?" he droned.
No one spoke. There was no bid. The auctioneer waited a moment,

looking first at one potential bidder and then at another.
"He is very strong," he said. "He has fine teeth. I have examined them

myself. He could do a great deal of work for many years. I am sure that
he is quite as intelligent as any members of the lower orders. Who
wishes to buy him?"

Again there was silence. "It is too bad to destroy such a fine slave,"
urged the auctioneer. Almost, he had tears in his eyes.And that was un-
derstandable, since he received a commission on every slave sold, and
every unsold slave was a blot on his escutcheon.
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Suddenly he got quite angry. "Why did you touch him?" he almost
screamed at the man who had laid a hand on my shoulder.

"I didn't touch him for purchase," snapped the fellow; "I only wanted
to see if his flesh was firmÑjust a matter of curiosity."

"Well, you had no business to do it. Now you will have to bid on him.
You know the law of the slave market."

"Oh, all right," said the fellow. "I don't want him, but I'll pay ten kloo-
vol for him."

"Anybody else crave this fine male slave?" inquired the auctioneer.
It seemed that no one did. "Very well," he said, "this fine male slave

has been sold to the agent of Kron for ten kloovol. Take him away!"
So I had been sold for five dollars and ninety cents! That was certainly

a blow to my ego. It is a good thing that I have a sense of the ridiculous.
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Chapter8
WELL, AT LEAST I would not be separated from Kandar; and that was
something, for he had been in Mypos long enough to become more or
less familiar with the city and the manners and customs of its inhabit-
ants. If an opportunity for escapearose he would be invaluable as an
ally.

Yron's agent motioned us to accompany him; and Kandar started to
comply, but I stood still.

"Come, slave!" commanded the agent."What are you standing there
for? Come with me!" He raised a whip he carried, to strike me.

"My wrists are bound," I said.
"What of it?" he demanded."Come along!"
"Not until you free my hands," I told him.
He struck me then with his whip."Get going, slave!" he cried.
"Not until my hands are freed," I said, stubbornly; then he struck me

again; whereupon I lay down.
The fellow became furious, and struck me again and again, but I

would not budge.
"If you want your slave alive," said Kandar,"you will free his hands.

He will never come until you do."
I knew that it was a hell of a way for a five dollar and ninety cent slave

to act, but I felt that by asserting myself at the beginning I might find the
going easier later.

The agent hit me a couple of more blows for good luck; then he
stooped and freed my hands.

"Get up!" he ordered, and as I rose to my feet he swelled visibly, exhal-
ing wind through his teeth."I am a great slave driver," he said;"they al-
ways obey me."

I was glad he was satisfied, and winked at Kandar. Kandar
grinned."Be careful," he cautioned."They make short shrift of slaves who
are recalcitrant, and don't forget that you didn't cost Yron very much. He
could easily afford to do away with you."
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Vomer had been standing around evidently enjoying the whipping I
had received."You shouldn't have freed his hands," he said to Yron's
agent.

"Why?" demanded the fellow.
"Becausenow he can kill you with that thing," he explained, pointing

at my pistol.
"Give it to me!" commanded the agent. I slipped it from its holster and

proffered it to him, muzzle first.
"Don't touch it!" cried Vomer."It will kill you if you touch it."
The man drew back. He was in a quandary.
"You needn't be afraid," I told him,"you would never have touched it,

and as long as you treat Kandar and me well I'll not kill you." I slipped
the weapon back into its holster.

"You've bought something for Yron," said Vomer, venomously. "When
he finds out what, he'll lop off your head."

I suppose the fellow was unhappy, for his gills fluttered. I couldn't tell,
of course, by the expression on his face; as that never changed. Like all
the rest of his kind, he had no facial muscles to reflect his moods.

"Come along, slaves!" he ordered, and led Kandar and me away.
It was not far from the slave market to Yron's house, and we presently

found ourselves in a large patio in the center of which was a pool about
fifty feet wide and a hundred long. There were trees and shrubs and
flowers and an expanseof lawn, all in the soft pastel shadesof Amtorian
verdure. Several slaveswere pruning and trimming and cultivating, and
there were three armed with wooden tridents standing like sentries
about the pool. I noticed that these often glanced up at the sky. Natur-
ally, I looked up also; but I saw nothing. Glancing into the pool, I saw a
few fishes swimming about; but they did not interest meÑthen.

Some one had notified Yron that two new slaves had arrived; and
presently he came out into the patio to inspect us, much as a gentleman
farmer on Earth would inspect a couple of new cows or horses.

There was nothing distinctive about Yron, except that his trappings
and weapons were more ornate than those of common warriors. He
looked us over carefully, felt of our muscles, examined our teeth.

"A fine specimen," he said, indicating me."What did you have to pay
for him?"

"Ten kloovol," said the agent.
"They must have paid you to take this one, then," he said, nodding to-

ward Kandar.
I gave Kandar the laugh, then.
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I think the agent was not very happy then. Casting about for an out, he
said,"I was very fortunate. I got both thesefine male slavesfor three hun-
dred sixty kloovol."

"You mean to tell me you paid three hundred and fifty for that," he
yelled, pointing at Kandar,"when you could buy magnificent specimens
like this for only ten?"

"Nobody wanted this one," said the agent."That is why I got it so
cheap. No one else bid."

"Why?" demanded Yron.
"Becausehe is insubordinate and dangerous. They had to tie his hands

behind his back to keep him from killing people."
Yron's gills fluttered and flapped; and he blew, and he blew, and he

blew, reminding me of the Big Bad Wolf in the Three Little Pigs."So!"he
fairly screamed."So! you bought a dangerous slave that no one else
would have, and you brought him here!"

"The auctioneer made me buy him," pleaded the agent;"but if you
don't want him, I'll kill him and repay you the ten kloovol."

I laid my hand upon the butt of my pistol, and the agent saw the
gesture.

"All right," said Yron."Kill him."
I drew the pistol from its holster, and the agent changed his mind."On

second thought," he said,"I'll buy him from you and then resell him. Per-
haps I can make some profit from him."

"Listen," I said to Yron,"this is all very foolish. If I am well treated and
my friend here is well treated, I will kill no one."

"And you will work for me and obey orders?" demanded Yron.
"As long as we are well treated," I said.
"What is your name?"
"Carson."
"And yours?"
"Kandar."
Yron called to a funny looking little man whose mouth appeared to be

beneath his chin. He looked like a shark. He was a sort of major do-
mo."Carson and Kandar," said Yron,"will go to the ship the next time we
sail; in the meantime keep them around the pool and let them guard the
children; and as for you," he shouted at the agent,"if this Carson causes
any trouble, you'll go to the ship;" then he came and examined me
closely."Where did you come from?" he demanded."I never saw any of
your kind who looked like you. I never saw anyone with yellow hair and
gray eyes before."
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As there was no use trying to explain something to him that he
couldn't possibly understand, I simply told him that I came from a coun-
try far to the south.

"There is no country to the south," he said,"only molten rock and fire;"
so that settled that. Yron, the great noble, walked away and recentered
his house.

The major domo approached us. He seemed to undulate toward us.
Momentarily I expected to seehim roll over on his back and bite some-
body, so sharklike was his appearance. He handed us each a wooden
trident.

"You will remain closeto the pool," he said, "until you are relieved. Let
nothing harm the children. Let no one enter the pool other than Yron or
one of his women. Beconstantly on the lookout for guypals. Never forget
that you are very fortunate to be in the service of so great a man as the
noble Yron;" then he undulated away.

Kandar and I walked over beside the pool where the other three slaves
were patrolling, and one of them instantly recognized Kandar and
greeted him most respectfully."You do not recognize me, of course," he
said."I was a warrior in the bodyguard of Jantor, Jongof Japal,your fath-
er. My name is Artol. I am sorry to seea prince of Japalhere. As I served
your father, I will serve you in whatever way I can."

"We are neither common warrior nor royal prince here," said
Kandar."Let us serve one another."

"Whatever you wish," replied Artol,"but you are still my Prince."
Kandar smiled and shrugged."How came you here?" he asked.
So Artol told his story.
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Chapter9
"WE WERE TWENTY," he said,"twenty warriors of the Jong'sown body-
guard. A great ship with two banks of oars manned by a hundred slaves
and carrying a huge sail for fair winds was fitted out to carry a great
cargo of wares to Torlac, which lies five hundred klookob to the west on
the shores of the Noellat-gerloo.

"We knew that the cargo was valuable becausewe twenty were sent
along to guard itÑtwenty warriors of the Jong'sown bodyguard, picked
men all, from the best warriors of Japal.

"It was to be a long journeyÑtwo hundred klookob down the great
Lake of Japal,five hundred klookob along the coastof the Noellat-gerloo
to Torlac; and then backÑfourteen hundred klookob (3500 miles)
altogether."

(Note: Noellat-gerloo, the name of the ocean,means mighty water. El-
lat is might, and the prefix no is identical with our suffix y; so noellat
means mighty. Gerloois water.)

"But it turned out to be a short journey," said Kandar;"you came only
as far as Mypos."

"On the contrary, my prince, we completed our journey to Torlac; but
not without incident. While we were lying at the lower end of the Lake
of Japal,waiting for the tide that would float us through the channel into
the Noellat-gerloo, we were attacked by a Myposan ship of warÑfifty
oars and a hundred warriors.

"They slipped up upon us at night and swarmed our deck. It was a
great battle, PrinceÑtwenty against a hundred; for our galley slaves
were no good to us, and the sailors of our ship were little better.

"Our officer was killed in the first clash; and I, Artol, took command.
The captain of the ship, terrified, was in hiding; so the command of the
ship as well devolved upon me. We fought as only the jong's bodyguard
knows how to fight, but five to one are heavy odds. And then they
armed their galley slaves and turned them upon us, forcing them to
fight.
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"Still we held our own. The decks were red with blood. As we cut
them down, more threw themselves upon usÑtwo for every one we
killed; and then I saw that the tide had changedÑit was running out of
the lake into the ocean.

"So far we had been able to hold the hatch leading from the fighting
deck to the deck where the galley slaves sat at their oars, and I sent a
good man down there with his orders; then, with my own hands, I
slipped the anchor. I shouted the command to row, and leaped to the
tiller.

"The ship swung around and headed for the ocean, dragging the en-
emy ship with it. It was certain that one of the ships would be wrecked,
and quite probably both. The Myposans ran for their own ship just as
some of their fellows cut her loose from us. We were caught in the swirl-
ing rush of the waters racing from the lake into the ocean.

"I could hear the crack of the whips on the slaves' backs as the galley
mastersurged them to greater effort, for only by tremendous effort could
they give the ship steerage way in that racing torrent.

"I am a soldier and no sailor, but I guided the ship through the channel
in the darkness of night until it floated at last on the bosom of the ocean;
then the captain came out of hiding and took command. Instead of
thanking me for saving his ship, he berated me for slipping the anchor.

"We had words, then; and I told him that when we returned to Japal I
should report to the jong himself that he had hidden all during the battle
when he should have beenon deck defending this ship. That is why I am
here."

"But I do not understand," said Kandar.
"Wait. I am not through. Presently you shall know. When I checkedup

after the fight, I found that only ten of us remained; and five of these
were wounded. Also, we had eleven Myposan prisonersÑeleven who
had been unable to reach the deck of their ship after it had been cut
loose. These were sent down to the galley masters to help man the oars.

"In due time we reached Torlac, unloaded our cargo and took on an-
other for Japal.The return trip was uneventful until after we entered the
Lake of Japal. We lay to at the lower end of the lake so that we should
pass Mypos after dark, as is the custom. Then we rowed slowly and si-
lently up the lake, with no lights showing on the ship.

"It was quite dark. One could not recognize faceson deck. There was a
great deal of movement there I thought, men passing to and fro con-
stantly. We came opposite Mypos. The lights of the city were plainly
discernible.
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"Someone said, 'What is thatÑright there to starboard?' At that, I and
my warriors moved to the starboard rail. I had no more than reached it
than some one seized me around the waist, leaped to the rail with me,
and then into the lake.

"It was a Myposan! You know how these fellows swim, my prince.
Half the time he had me under water, half drowned; but at last he
dragged me ashoreat Mypos, more dead than alive. When I could gather
my breath and my wits I found myself in a slave compound with all my
men. Later I learned the truth.

"The captain, fearful that we would report him to the jong, had liber-
ated the Myposans with the understanding that they would take us pris-
oners. As a matter of fact he had stipulated that they were to drown us,
but the temptation. to take us in as prisoners whom they might sell into
slavery was too much for them. It saved our lives.

"So that, my prince, is how I came to be a slave in Mypos; and I live
only to return to Japal and have the life of the coward and traitor who
sent ten of the jong's bodyguard into slavery."

"Who was this captain?" asked Kandar.
"His name is Gangor."
Kandar nodded."I know much of him," he said, "but nothing good. It

was rumored that he was high in the councils of the party that has long
sought to overthrow the jong, my father."

That name meant nothing to me then. It was to mean much, later.
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Chapter10
AS WE THREE talked, the major domo came sinuously toward us, more
shark-like than ever."You stand here and talk, slaves,"he accused,"when
you should be watching for guypals. For this you should be beaten..Se-
parate! Patrol the pool. If a child is harmed you all dieÑmost
unpleasantly."

So we fell to walking around the pool with the other two guards, and
some of us were always looking up at the sky; though for what, I hadn't
the remotest idea.

After the major domo left the patio, I fell in beside Kandar. "What are
guypals?" I asked.

"They are large birds of prey," he saidÑ"really very dangerous. If it
were not for the guards they would come down and carry off the chil-
dren. As it is, guards or no guards, you never can tell when they will
come. If they do, some of us may be killed. They are terrific fighters and
absolutely without fear."

It seemed to me a lot of foolishness, guarding children against birds,
when there weren't any children nor any birds. At least I hadn't seen
any. It would have been much more sensible, I thought, to let us sit
down and rest until the children came out into the patio.

As guypals don't fly at night, we were dismissed assoon as it got dark,
and taken to the slaves' compound, where we were fed a nasty messand
herded into a shed to sleep on filthy grass mats. Yron's slaves evidently
didn't fare any too well.

I wondered about Duare. Was she being well treated? Was she safe?
Would I ever see her again? I fell into a fitful sleep worrying about her.

At dawn the next day, after a vile breakfast, we were taken to the patio
again and told to look out for guypals and guard the children."If the
guypals are as dangerous as you say," I remarked to Kandar,"why do
they give us wooden tridents? What can we do with a piece of wood
against such fierce birds?"
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"All we can do is the best we can," he said."They are afraid to arm us
with metal tridentsÑwe might turn on them. You know, these Mypo-
sans are at heart arrant cowards."

"Well, I hope I see a guypal today," I saidÑ"anything to break the
monotony. I'd even like to seeone of their children Ñit might attract a
guypal or two. Where do they keep these children of theirs, anyway?"

Kandar laughed and pointed into the pool."There," he said. "There are
the children."

I looked into the pool, but saw nothing but the few strange looking
fishes I had occasionally seenthe previous day."I seenothing in there," I
said,"but a few weird looking fishes."

"Those are the children," said Kandar.
I looked at him in surprise for a moment, until I got the idea.
"I see,"I said."We have people like that in my own world; being child-

less, they lavish their affection on dogs and cats. Thesepeople have ad-
opted fishes."

Kandar shook his head."You are quite wrong on both scores," he
said."In the first place these people have no affection to lavish on any-
thing; and, in the second, these aretheir children," and he pointed to the
fishes swimming playfully about the pool.

"You are very amusing," I said.
"I didn't intend being. I am really quite serious. You see,these fishlike

creatures are really the children of Yron and his mate."
"It is incredible," I said.
"But a fact. Human beings, such as we, bring forth young that some-

what resemble themselves. Many of the beasts do likewise. Some
creatures lay eggs in which the embryo develops. The Myposan females
bring fish into the worldÑfish that eventually develop into Myposans.

"If you look closely you will see that the largest of these creatures is
already developing hands and feet. Later it will slough its tail; then it
will become an amphibian and crawl out on land. Slowly its head and
face will change, becoming more human; it will walk erect, and it will
becomea Myposan; but it will still have gills aswell as lungs and be par-
tially amphibious."

I looked closely at one of the darting fishes, and plainly saw rudiment-
ary hands and feet. Somehow it seemed shockingly obscene.

"I owe you an apology," I said to Kandar,"but I really thought that you
were joking. So these are the 'children' we are guarding! The little
darlings. Papa seems quite solicitous about their safety, but he and
Mamma don't pay much attention to them otherwise."
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"The Myposans are absolutely devoid of affection. They have no word
for love. Their protective instinct is strong, howeverÑa purely biological
reaction against racial extinction. They will protect these little monstros-
ities with their lives."

"These are very young, I suppose," I said.
"They are more than a year old. The females come into their pools to

spawn once a year, and give birth to thousands of tiny fishlike
creaturesÑsome say as many as a million. These almost immediately
find their way out into the lake through the subterranean channelswhich
connect all thesepools with the Lake of Japal.Where they go is not defin-
itely known; but probably out into the ocean, where those that survive
remain for a year, of course most of them are devoured by the larger
denizens of the sea.In the caseof Yron's mate only three survived from
last year's spawning."

"These may not even be hers," I suggested.
"Oh, yes they are," Kandar assured me."Some instinct always guides

the little rascals back to the pool in which they were spawned."
"I don't see how anyone can tell," I demurred.
"Instinct again," said Kandar. "These creatures are endowed with a

congenital antipathy for similar creatures devoid of identical genes. If
one of another spawning should blunder into this pool in search of his
own, these creatures would set upon it and either drive it out or kill it.

"The parents, especially the females, have the same instinctive power
of recognition of their own. Myposan slaves have told me that it is not
uncommon for none of a female's own spawning to return, all having
been devoured at sea. If, in such a case, the young of another female
blunders into her pool, she immediately recognizes that it is not hers and
destroys it."

"I presume that is a provision of Nature to prevent inbreeding," I
suggested.

"On the contrary it is a provision of Nature to insure inbreeding," said
Kandar. "The Myposans never mate with offspring outside their own
families. After you have been here a little longer, you will be struck by
the startling family resemblancesand characteristics. You still see that
Yron and his mate look and act alike; and if you ever witness a gathering
of the clan, you will be struck by the remarkable resemblances."

I was about to ask some further question; what, I do not now recall,
when I heard a shrill scream from overhead and the whir of wings.

"The guypals!" cried Artol.
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Chapter11
GUYPALS! They were large birds and ferocious. There must have been a
dozen of them. They dove for us and for the pool. We poked and struck
at them with our wooden tridents, and they zoomed and dove again.

People came running from the house. Yron and his mate were among
them. There was a great deal of noise and a great deal of excitement. The
warriors who came had metal tridents, but these the guypals eluded.
They seemed to know that the wooden weapons wielded by the slaves
could not do much damage.

The Myposans were blowing furiously and flapping their gills. All
were screaming orders and advice. It was bedlam. The noise should have
frightened off almost anything. We were doing pretty well; and keeping
the guypals at a distance, when one of them eluded us and dove straight
for the pool. It looked as though one of Mrs. Yron's little darlings was
about to get his.

You can't get up much enthusiasm about succoring a fish. At least I
can't; but I had a job to do; and it was only natural that, being what I am,
I should do the best I could to acquit myself worthily.

I imagine that I just don't think such things out. I act quite mechanic-
ally. Had I stopped to think, I should have said to myself, "Thesemay be
children to some;but they are just fish to me, and if I savethem they will
grow up to be three more enemies. I shall let them die;" but I said noth-
ing of the kind to myself. I imagine that what crossed my mind and in-
fluenced me was a subconscious reminder that I had been given the job
of protecting these creatures and that nothing else counted. Of course it
all happened in the fraction of a second. The guypal dove for the pool,
and I drew my r-ray pistol and blew a hole through it. It crumpled and
fell into the pool; then I turned the pistol on the others which were circ-
ling about awaiting another opportunity to elude us. Three more
dropped, and the others flew away.

Yron approached me. I thought he was going to expresshis indebted-
ness to me, but he did nothing of the sort. He didn't even thank me for
saving his little darlings.
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"What is that thing?" he demanded.
"A pistol," I replied. "What is a postol?" he asked.
"This," I said.
"And it killed the guypals?" he asked.
"I killed the guypals. Without me the pistol could not kill

themÑunless," I added, "they had touched it."
"Could it kill anything else?" he asked.
"CertainlyÑanything."
"Me?"
"You and all your people," I assured him.
"Give it to me, slave," he demanded.
"Certainly," I said, holding it out toward him, "but if you touch it it

will kill you."
He drew back, and commenced to blow. His gills flapped. "Throw it

away!" he commanded.
He might as well have asked me to cut off my right hand and throw it

away. I was saving that pistol for some future emergency.You may won-
der why I had never used it on these people in a break for freedom. It
was becauseI had never yet found conditions such that I might hope to
escapeand take Duare with me, and I certainly had no intention of try-
ing to escape without her.

I just grinned at Yron and shook my head. "I may need it," I said, "if
the people of Mypos do not treat my mate and me well."

Yron fairly danced up and down. "Throw it away, slave!" he screamed.
"I, Yron, a noble of Mypos and your master, command you."

"And I, Carson of Venus, a prince of Korva, refuse."
You could have heard Yron's gills flap a city block away, and he was

blowing like a whaleÑwhich he didn't at all resemble. I don't know
whether or not fish have high blood pressure; but I am sure Yron didn't,
as otherwise he would have exploded. I think I have never seenany oth-
er creature in the throes of such a terrific rageÑthe more terrific because
of its futility.

"Seize him!" he screamed at several of his warriors who had come to
the pool following the alarm. "Seize him and destroy that thing!"

The warriors had been interested listeners to our altercation. They had
heard me say that whoever touched my pistol would die; so they came
forward warily, each one intent upon permitting some one else to be
first. They were very polite in this respect. There was no rude elbowing
of others aside in order to be the first to seize me.

"That is close enough," I said, pointing the pistol at them.
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They halted in their tracks, looking very uncomfortable.
"Spear him!" commanded Yron.
I pointed the pistol at Yron. "When the first spear is raised, you die," I

told him. The warriors looked questioningly at him.
"Hold!" cried Yron. "Do not spear himÑyet. Wait until I have gone."
"You are not going until you have countermanded that order," I told

him. "I think that perhaps we had better discuss this matter so that there
may be no more misunderstandings; they are always annoying and
sometimes fatal."

"I do not discuss anything with my slaves," replied Yron, haughtily.
I shrugged. "It is all the same to me," I said, "but remember this: If my

mate and my friend Kandar, here, and I are not treated well, you die. I
can kill you any time I wish."

"Your mate? You have no mate here."
"Not here, but in the palaceof Tyros. Shewas purchased for him in the

slave market. You'd better advise him to treat her well. At the sametime
arrange to release us and return us to the place where we were
captured."

"Such insolence!" he cried. "Wait until Tyros hears of this. He will have
you killed."

"Not before I have killed Tyros. Tell him that." I thought I might as
well play up my advantage while I could, for it was evident that he was
already afraid of me.

"How can you reach Tyros in his palace?" he demanded.
"By killing every one who tries to stop meÑcommencing with you," I

said, twirling my pistol around my index finger.
"I don't believe that you could do it; you are just boasting," said Yron.
"I shall prove it," I said, leveling my pistol at him.
At that, he dove into the pool and disappeared. I found it difficult not

to laugh, he cut such an amusing figure in his fright. All the slaves and
warriors were standing around watching meÑat a respectful distance.

I waited for Yron to come to the surface. I was going to give him an-
other scare, but he didn't come up. Five minutes passed, and nothing
happenedÑexcept that the warriors slowly dispersed, going back into
the building. Finally only we slaves remained in the patio.

"Yron must have drowned," I said to Kandar.
"By no means," replied Kandar. "He may be out in the lake by this

time, or in a grotto at the bottom of the pool, or back in his palace."
"But how?" I asked.
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"These people are amphibians," explained Kandar. "They can remain
under water for considerable periods of time. Also, they have underwa-
ter corridors that lead from their pools out into the lake, as well as other
corridors that lead to smaller pools within their palaces; and there are
usually grottos, which are really parts of the pools, far under water,
where they can remain in hiding, breathing through their gills."

Kandar told me a great deal about these Myposans, but nothing that
was later to stand me in better stead than the description of theseunder-
water corridors. He did not like the Myposans, upon whom he looked
with the utmost contempt. He said that they were neither fish nor hu-
man, and their arrogant egotism irked him no end.

"They consider themselves supermen whose destiny it is to rule the
world, forcing what they call their culture on all other peoples Culture!"
he snorted, and then words failed him.

"We have had peoples like that in my own world," I said, "led by such
men as Genghis Kahn and Attila the Hun who wrecked the culture and
civilization of their times and set the world back many centuries; and I
suppose we shall have others."

"And what happened after them?" asked Kandar.
"Civilization struggled slowly from the mire into which they had

plunged it, as I suppose it always will struggle back after eachsuch cata-
strophe; but to what glorious heights it might have attained had they
never lived!"
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Chapter12
THE NEXT DAY dawned like any other day. The intense light of the
Sun, filtering through the two cloud envelopes, imparted a brilliance
comparable to that of an April day in our own northern hemisphere
when the sky is lightly overcast by fleecy clouds; yet, for me, it was to be
no ordinary day. It was to mark a definite, a drastic change in my
fortunes.

With other slaves, I was still guarding the horrid little creaters in the
pool. I day-dreamed of Duare. I lived again the high moments of our
lives together. I planned. I schemedfantastic schemesfor our escape;but,
when all was said, I was still a slave.

The major domo came into the patio with four warriors. They were
garbed differently from those I had seenon the grounds of Yron's palace
or elsewhere. Their trappings were more ornate.

Kandar was patrolling at my side. "Members of the jong's guard," he
said. "I wonder what they are doing here."

We were soon to learn. Led by the major domo, they approached us.
The major domo confronted me. His gills flapped idly; and he blew a
little, as befits one who addresses a low slave.

"Slave," he said, "you will accompany these warriors."
"Why?" I asked.
Then his gills did flap, and he blew angrily. "Because I say so," he

bellowed.
"That is not enough," I said. "I don't like it here, but I don't intend go-

ing some place that may be worse."
"Enough of this," snapped one of the jong's warriors. "Come, slave!

and come alive, or we will take you dead." He came toward me.
I drew my pistol, and the major domo seized the arm of the warrior.

"Careful!" he cautioned. "With that thing he can kill youÑand he will."
"He threatens one of the jong's guard?" demanded the warrior.
"I do," I said. "I threaten them all and I can kill them all. Ask any of

Yron's people if I speak the truth."
"Why hasn't that thing been taken from him?" demanded the warrior.
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"Because whoever touches it dies," said the major domo.
"Tell me where I am going and why," I insisted, "and then perhaps

there will be no reason for killing."
The major domo and the warriors stepped to one side and whispered

together; then the former said to me, "There is no reasonwhy you should
not know. The noble Yron, as a mark of his loyalty and high esteem,has
presented you to our beloved jong."

So!The noble Yron was getting rid of a dangerous and undesirable ali-
en by passing him on to his ruler. The loyal Yron! I had to smile. Had the
German Kaiser presented Trotsky, armed with a bomb, to the Czar of
Russia the acts would have been somewhat analogous.

"Why are you smiling?" demanded the warrior spokesman.
"I am happy, " I said. "I shall be delighted to go to the palace of Tyros,

and I will go willingly on one condition."
"Slaves do not make conditions," growled the warrior.
"I am an exception," I said; "you have never before seen a slave like

me." I twirled my pistol about my finger.
"Well, what do you want now?" demanded the major domo.
"I think that Yron should also present Kandar to his jong. Kandar is a

much more valuable slave than I, and if Yron really wishes to demon-
strate his loyalty and high esteemhe should present a really royal gift to
his jongÑtwo princes instead of one; the Crown Prince of Japal and the
Crown Prince of Korva." Of course I didn't say Crown Prince; I said
Tanjong.

I made this condition not only because I had grown very fond of
Kandar but becauseI felt that he could be very helpful to me in effecting
the rescue of Duare and the eventual escape of all three of us.

"That," said the warrior, "is an excellent suggestion."
"But Yron only mentioned the slave Carson," objected the major domo.
"Should I return to Tyros with only one slave and have to report that

Yron refused to give two, the jong might be very angry with Yron," sug-
gested the warrior.

The major domo was on a spot. So was Yron. "I shall have to consult
my master," said the former.

"We will wait," said the warrior, and the major domo disappeared
within the palace.

"I hope you don't mind going with me," I said to Kandar. "I felt that we
might work together, but I had no opportunity to discuss the matter with
you."
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"I was delighted when you mentioned it," he replied. "I only wish that
Artol might accompany us."

"I wish so, too; but perhaps I have gone as far as is safe. Tyros might
become suspicious if he learned that he had acquired three slaves who
were bound together by ties of friendship and that one of them had
proved highly insubordinate. I have a feeling that Yron has pulled a
boner."

The shark-like major domo cameweaving back into the patio. His gills
were moving gently, and he sucked air in between his teeth as he ad-
dressed the warrior. "The noble Yron is delighted by the opportunity to
present two slaves to the mighty Tyros. He would be delighted to give
three slaves."

"That is noble of him," I said, "and if this warrior of the jong's guard
would like to selectan unusually fine slave I suggest that he have a look
at this one, with whom I have been particularly impressed since I have
been in the palace of Yron," and I indicated Artol.

The major domo glared at me with his fishy eyes,his gills flapped, and
he blew noisily. Artol was one of Yron's best and most valuable slaves.
The warrior looked him over, felt his muscles, examined his teeth.

"An excellent specimen," he said. "I am sure that our jong will be well
pleased with this gift."

Artol was pleased, too, for now he would not have to be separated
from his beloved Tanjong. I was pleased; Kandar was pleased; the jong's
warriors were pleased. The major domo was not pleased, but I was sure
that Yron was glad to get rid of me at any price. Now he could come out
into his patio without fearing for his life. Perhaps I could make Tyros so
anxious to be rid of me that he would give us all our freedom.

The leader of the warriors stood looking at me. He seemedto hesitate.
I guessedthat he was wondering what other demands I might make if he
again attempted to take me away, and hesitated to subject his authority
to any further embarrassing contretemps.

Kandar, Artol, and I were standing together. The other slavesand war-
riors and the major domo were watching the ranking warrior. The situ-
ation was becoming strained and difficult, and I was on the point of re-
lieving it by suggesting that we leave for the palace of Tyros, when a
whir of wings and a shrill whistle attracted our attention upward.

"Guypal!" someonecried; and, sure enough, a huge guypal was diving
straight for the pool.

The warriors with their metal tridents and the slaves with theirs of
wood rushed about frantically, screaming, and raising such a din as
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should have frightened away a battalion of guypals; but it never de-
terred this one. It was diving straight for the center of the pool well out
of reach of the tridents. A dozen were cast at it, and all missed.

What has taken so long to tell happened in a few seconds;and in those
few secondsI whipped out my pistol; and as the guypal touched the sur-
face of the pool, I sent a stream of r-rays through its body. It cut the wa-
ter, staining it red with its blood; and then it floated to the surface, dead.

The warriors looked at me in open mouthed astonishment. The major
domo nodded his head. "You see,"he said to the warriors, "that what I
told you is true. This is a very dangerous man."

"And so Yron is giving him to Tyros! " exclaimed the leader of the
warriors.

"You do not understand," hedged the major domo. "This is Yron's most
valuable slave. All alone he can guard the children against guypals.
Twice now has he proved this. Yron thought that Tyros would be glad to
have such a guard for the royal children."

The warrior grunted. "Perhaps," he said.
"And now," I said to the warrior, "why don't you take us to Tyros?

Why are we hanging around here listening to this little man?"
The major domo was speechless from blowing.
"Very well," said the warrior. "Come, slaves!" and thus at last we star-

ted for the palace of Tyros; Kandar, Artol, and I.
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Chapter13
I THOUGHT that now I should see Duare often, but I was doomed to
disappointment. The palace of Tyros sprawls over many acres;and the
compound where the common slaves are confined is far from the pre-
cincts allotted to royalty, where Duare served, as I learned soon after
arriving.

The slaves' quarters were open sheds forming a quadrangle in the cen-
ter of which was a pool. There was no growing thing within the quad-
rangle, just bare earth, pounded hard by the passage of bare and
sandaled feet. We slept upon mats. The pool was for bathing. Its connec-
tion with the lake was by a conduit too small to permit of escape.Fresh
water was being constantly supplied it from a stream which ran down
from the distant hills; so it was always clean and fresh. The entire com-
pound was kept in immaculate condition, and the food rations of the
royal slaves were far better and more generous than those I had before
seen.Insofar as these matters were concerned, we had little of which to
complain. It was the arrogance and brutality of the guards that made the
lives of many of the slaves miserable.

My reputation and I arrived simultaneously. I could tell it by the way
the guards eyed me and my pistol; and it soon spread to the slaves,with
the result that I was immediately the center of attention. Kandar and Ar-
tol had to tell over and over the story of my encounters with Yron and
his major domo, and so great becamethe laughter that the guards came
among us with their whips and laid onto many a back. I called Kandar
and Artol to my side; and when the guards came slashing in our vicinity
I laid my hand upon the butt of my pistol, and the guards passed us by.

Among the slaves was a Myposan named Plin who was very friendly.
Now, I do not like Myposans; but a friendly Myposan might some time
be a handy thing to have around; so, while I did not particularly cultiv-
ate Plin, neither did I discourage his friendly advances.

He was much interested in my pistol, and asked many questions about
it. He said that he was surprised that I had not been murdered while I
slept; as a slave with such a weapon as mine was a very dangerous
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person for any master to have around. I told him that Kandar, Artol, and
I took turns standing watch every night to prevent just that very thing.

"And it will really kill anybody who touches it?" he asked.
"Certainly," I said.
He shook his head. "Maybe the other things you have told me are true,

but I do not believe that anyone would be killed just by touching it. If
that were true, you would be killed."

"Would you like to touch it and prove your theory?" I asked.
"Certainly," he said. "I am not afraid of it. Let me have it."
I shook my head. "No," I said. "I would not let a friend kill himself."
He grinned. "You are a very smart man," he said.
Well, I thought he was rather smart, too. He was the only Myposan

who had had the brains to pierce my ruse. I was glad that he was my
friend, and I hoped that he would keep his suspicions to himself.

In order to change the subject, which was growing distasteful to me, I
asked him why he was in slavery.

"I was warrior to a noble," he explained, "and one day this noble
caught me making love with one of his concubines; so he sold me into
slavery, and I was purchased by Tyros' agent."

"And you will have to remain a slave the rest of your life?" I asked.
"Not if I am fortunate enough to win the favor of Tyros," he said.

"Then I should be freed and probably be permitted to enter the service of
Tyros as a warrior."

"And you think that this may happen?" I asked.
"Something tells me that it may happen very soon," he replied.
"You have been a slave in the palace of Tyros for some time?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Then perhaps you can give me some information that I should very

much like to have."
"I shall be glad to, if I can," he assured me. "What is it?"
"My mate, Duare, was purchased by Tyros' agent. Have you seenher?

Do you know where she is and how she fares?"
"I have seenher," said Plin. "She is very beautiful, and she fares quite

well. She is serving the Vadjong Skabra, Tyros' queen. That is because
she is so beautiful."

"I don't understand," I said.
"Well, you seeTyros has many concubines, some of which have been

slaves;but none of them is very beautiful. Skabraseesto that. Sheis very
jealous, and Tyros is much afraid of her. Shehas let him have a number
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of ill favored concubines; but when a beautiful woman like your mate
comes along, Skabra takes her for herself."

"So my mate is safe?"
"As long as she serves Skabra, she is safe," he said.
Life in the slave compound of the jong of Mypos was monotonous.

The guards took us out in shifts for odd jobs around the palace grounds.
As a rule they were too bored themselves to even wield their whips on
those who were too helpless or too poor to protect themselves. They left
Kandar, Artol, and me alone becauseof my pistol; and Plin, who was
able to receive money from outside, won immunity and favors by
bribery. He hung around me a great deal, and was always fawning on
me and flattering me. I got rather tired of him.

I chafed under the enforced inaction which offered not the slightest
suggestion of a hope for escape.I wished that they would give me more
work to occupy my time. "Wait until you're sent to the ships," said one of
my fellow slaves; "you'll get work enough there."

The days dragged on. I longed for Duare and for freedom. I com-
menced to concoct fantastic and wholly impractical schemesfor escape.
It became an obsession with me. I didn't discuss them with Kandar or
others; because,fortunately, I realized how silly they were. It was well
that I didn't.

Then, one day, Tyros sent for me. Tyros, the great jong, had sent for a
slave! The compound buzzed with excitement. I had an idea why I was
being thus singly honored. The gossip of the slave compound and the
guardroom had reached the ears of Tyros, and his curiosity had been
aroused to seethe strange slave with yellow hair who had defied nobles
and warriors.

It was curiosity that killed the cat, but I feared it might work with re-
verse English in this instance. However, the summons offered a break in
the monotony of my existence and an opportunity to see Tyros the
Bloody. It would also take me into the palace proper for the first time,
and I had beenanxious to gain some knowledge of it against the day that
I might attempt to take Duare away.

So I was escorted by a strong detachment of warriors to the palace of
the jong of Mypos.
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Chapter14
THE MYPOSANS have little or no senseof the artistic. They seem to be
form and line blind. Their streets are crooked; their houses are crooked.
The only harmony that abounds is that of disharmony. The palace of
Tyros was no exception. The throne room was a shapeless,polyangular
spacesomewhere near the center of the palace. In some placesthe ceiling
was twenty feet high, in others not much more than four. It was suppor-
ted by columns of different sizes, irregularly spaced. It might have been
designed by a drunken surrealist afflicted with a hebephrenic type of de-
mentia praecox; which, of course, is not normal, becausesurrealists are
not always drunk.

The dais upon which Tyros sat on a wooden bench might have been
rolled out of a giant dice box and left where it came to rest. Nobody
could possibly have placed it where it was, for the major portion of the
room was behind it; and Tyros' back was toward the main entrance.

I was led around in front of the dais, where I had my first sight of
Tyros. It was not a pleasant sight. Tyros was very fatÑthe only Myposan
I had seen whose physique was not beautiful. He had pop eyes and a
huge mouth, and his eyeswere so far apart that you could seethem bend
inward to focus. His great gills were terribly inflamed, appearing dis-
eased. On the whole, he was not a pretty sight.

The room was full of nobles and warriors, and among the first that I
saw was Yron. His gills were palpitating and he was blowing softly. I
knew by these signs that he was distraught. When his eyes alighted on
me, his gills flapped angrily.

"How is the noble Yron this morning?" I inquired.
"Silence, slave!" ordered one of my guard.
"But Yron is an old friend of mine," I objected. "I am sure that he is

glad to see me."
Yron just stood there and flapped and blew. I saw some of the nobles

near him sucking air through their teeth; and I guessed that they were
laughing at his discomfiture, for that is as near as they can come to
laughing.
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I saw Vomer there, too. I had almost forgotten him. He stared at me
with his dull, fishy eyes.He hated me, too. In all the room full of people,
I had no friend.

When I was halted below the dais, Tyros focused his eyes upon me.
"Yellow hair!" he commented. "A strange looking creature. Yron says
that he is a very valuable slave. What makes him so valuableÑhis yellow
hair? I have heard many things about you, slave. I have heard that you
are insubordinate and disrespectful and that you carry a weapon that
kills people if you merely point it at them. What foolishness is that?
They've been lying to me, haven't they?"

"Yron probably has," I said. "Did he tell you that I was a valuable
slave?"

"Silence!" cried a noble at my side. "Slaves do not question the great
jong."

Tyros waved the man to silence. "Let him speak. I asked him a ques-
tion. His answer interests me. Yes, slave, Yron said that you were very
valuable."

"Did he tell you what he paid for me?" I asked.
"It was some very large amount. I do not recall that he stated it exactly,

but I know that he gave me the impression that you had cost him quite a
fortune."

"He paid just ten kloovol for me," I said. "I didn't cost him much and
he was afraid of me; those are the reasons that he presented me to you."

"Why was he afraid of you?" demanded Tyros.
"Becausehe knew that I could kill him any time I wished; so he gave

me to you. Perhaps Yron wanted you killed."
All gills were flapping by this time, and there was a great blowing.

Every eye was upon Yron. "He lies," he screamed. "I gave him to you,
Tyros, to guard your children. Twice he saved mine from guypals."

"But he cost you only ten kloovol?" demanded Tyros.
"I got a very good bargain. IÑ"
"But he cost only ten kloovol and you were afraid of him; so you gave

him to me." Tyros was screaming by this time. Suddenly he focused his
popeyes on me, as though struck by a new idea. "How do I know that
that thing can kill anybody?" he demanded .

"The noble Yron has told you so," I reminded him.
"The noble Yron is a liar and the son of a liar," snapped Tyros. "Fetch a

slave!" he shouted at a warrior standing near him.
While he was waiting for the slave to be brought, he returned his at-

tentions to the unhappy Yron. He vilified and insulted him and his
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ancestors back for some ten generations; then he started in on Yron's
wife, her ancestors, and her progeny; nor did he desist until the slave
was brought.

"Stand him up with his back to that pillar," ordered Tyros; then he
turned to me. "Now kill him with that thing, if you can," he said.

"Why should I kill a fellow slave when there are so many of my en-
emies about me?" I demanded.

"Do as I tell you, slave!" ordered Tyros. "I kill only in self-defense," I
said. "I will not kill this man."

"You can't kill him; that is the reason," fumed Tyros. "That thing
wouldn't kill anybody. You are a great liar; and you have frightened oth-
ers with your lies, but you can't frighten Tyros."

"But I can easily prove that it will kill," I said, "without killing this de-
fenseless man."

"How?" demanded the jong.
"By killing you," I told him.
Figuratively, Tyros went straight through the ceiling. His gills flapped

wildly, and he blew so hard that he couldn't speak for a full minute.
"Seizehim!" he cried to the members of his bodyguard. "Seizehim and

take that thing from him."
"Wait!" I ordered, pointing the pistol at him. "If anyone comes nearer

me or threatens me, I'll kill you, Tyros. I can kill every one in this room if
I wish. I do not wish to kill any one unless I am forced to. All I ask is that
you set free my mate, Duare, myself, and my two friends, Kandar and
Artol. If you do that, we will go away; and you will be safe.As long as I
am in Mypos no one is safe. What do you say, Tyros?"

His warriors hesitated, turning toward him. Tyros was on a spot. If he
showed fear of me, he would lose face. If he insisted on his bodyguard
carrying out his orders, he might lose his life. He decided to hedge. He
turned on Yron.

"Traitor!" he screamed. "Assassin! You sent this man here to kill me.
Becausehe has refused to do your bidding, I forgive him what he has
said to me. After all he is only an ignorant creature of a lower order. He
knows no better. But you, knave! You shall die! For high treason I con-
demn you to death, and this man shall be your executioner.

"Send that other slave back to his quarters and place Yron against the
pillar in his place," he ordered; then he turned again to me. "Now let's
see what that thing will do. Kill Yron!"

"I told you once that I kill only in self-defense. If you want some one
killed, come and attack me yourself, or shut up."
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Like most tyrannical despots, Tyros was half mad. He had little or no
control of his temper, and now he was frantic. He fumed and bellowed
and flapped and blew and tore at his beard; but I saw that he feared me,
for he made no move to attack me himself, nor did he order others to do
so.

"Listen," I said. I had to shout to be heard above the racket he was
making. "Free us, as I suggested, and let us go away in peace. If you
don't I may be forced to kill you in order to effect our escape."

"You would be well rid of him at any price," said one of his nobles.
This was all Tyros required to give him a slender out. "If that is the

wish of my people," he said, "I will consider it. In the meantime return
this slave to the slaves' quarters, and let me see no more of him."
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Chapter15
WHEN I returned to the compound, I found that the slave whom I had
refused to kill had spread the story of my encounter with Tyros; and, as
is usually the casewith such a story, it had lost nothing in the telling.
The other slaves looked at me as they might at one who had returned
from the grave; or, what might probably be a better simile, as one on his
way to the death chamber. They crowded around me, asking many ques-
tions; some of them just content to touch one who had bearded the lion
in his den. Plin was loudest in his praise. Kandar seemed worried. He
thought that I had finally sealedmy doom. Artol was genuinely proud of
me. He had the warrior's reactionÑthat what I had done was worth dy-
ing for. Somehow Plin's praise seemedtinged by envy. After all, Plin was
a Myposan.

Kandar, Artol, and I finally detached ourselves from the others and sat
down on the hard packed ground to talk. They were both very grateful
that I had included them in my demand for freedom, but neither of them
thought that there was the slightest chance that Tyros would free us.

"He'll find some way to destroy you," said Kandar. "After all, one man
can't overcome a city full of enemies."

"But how?" asked Artol. "Have you a plan?"
"S-s-s-t!" cautioned Kandar. "Here comes Plin." So Kandar mistrusted

the Myposan. I was not surprised. The fellow was too oily, and his prot-
estations of friendship were overdone.

Kandar, Artol, and I had maintained something of a night watch, one
of us always trying to remain awake; but we must have slipped up that
night, for the next morning my pistol was gone. It had been stolen while
we slept. I discovered my loss almost immediately I awoke; and when I
told the others, Kandar said, "Where is Plin?"

Plin was not in the slaves' compound. We wondered how he had
dared touch the weapon. Either the proffered reward or the threat of
punishment had been too great for him to resist. You see, we did not
doubt that it was Plin.
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I expected to be put to death immediately, but a circumstance inter-
vened to save me temporarily. It was a royal celebration. One of Tyros'
young had developed arms, and legs, and lungs, and was ready to
emerge from the poolÑthe future jong of Mypos. Many slaves were re-
quired in connection with this celebration, and we were all herded into
the great royal patio, covering several acres, in the center of which was
the jong's pool, where the royal monstrosities developed.

The patio was filled with nobles, warriors, women, and slaves. I saw
Plin and approached him, but he went quickly away into that part of the
garden reserved for free men. Sothat had beenPlin's reward! Of course I
could not follow him there. Warriors saw to that.

A palace slave saw the little drama asPlin eluded me and the warriors
roughly turned me back. The fellow smiled at me. "You must be the
slave from whom Plin stole the strange weapon," he hazarded.

"I am," I said. "I wish I knew where it was."
"It is in the pool," he said "Tyros was so afraid of it that, in his terror,

he ordered Plin to throw it into the pool."
Well, at least I knew where my pistol was, but little good it would do

me. It might lie there forever, for it would never corrode. The metal of
which it was fabricated insured that. And, doubtless, no Myposan would
dare retrive it.

There was a great deal of drinking going on, mostly a potent brew that
the Myposans concoct. Tyros was drinking a great deal, and getting
rather drunk. I saw Skabra,his vadjongÑa most brutal looking female. I
did not wonder that Tyros was afraid of her. And I saw Duare, too; but I
could not catch her eye. I could not get close enough to her; and there
were hundreds of people there, constantly milling.

In the afternoon a great cry arose;and every eye was turned upon the
pool, from which a hideous little amphibian emerged. It still had the
head of a fish. Nobles ran forward to catch it; but it eluded them, scam-
pering here and there to avoid capture. Finally, however, it was brought
to bay; and a net was thrown over it; then it was borne away to the royal
nursery, where it would have a private pool and could complete its
development.

By this time Tyros was quite drunk. I saw him approach Duare, and I
saw Skabra rise from her bench and move toward them. I couldn't hear
what Tyros said to Duare, but I saw her little chin go up as she turned
her back on him. Skabra'svoice was raised in angerÑshrill, harshÑand
Tyros, ordinarily afraid of her, screamed back at her, brave with liquor.
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They were calling each other all the unroyal names they could lay their
tongues to. Every eye was upon them.

Suddenly Tyros seized Duare and started to drag her away; then it
was that I started for him. No one paid any attention to me. All were too
interested in the actions of the principals in this royal triangle, for now
Skabra had started in pursuit.

Tyros was running toward the pool, carrying Duare with him. He
reached the edge; and, to my horror, dove in, dragging Duare beneath
the surface with him.
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Chapter16
A WARRIOR tried to bar my way as I ran toward the pool. I swung a
right to his chin, and he went down. A trident whizzed past my head as I
dove, and another cut the water beside me after I had submerged. But no
one followed me. Perhaps they felt that Tyros was safe in his own ele-
ment and needed no protection. Perhaps they didn't carewhat happened
to Tyros, for they all feared and hated him.

The pool was deep, very deep. Ahead of me and below I could seethe
figures of Tyros and Duare going deeper and deeper. Could I reach them
before Duare drowned? Could either of us survive a struggle with the
amphibian king and reach the surface alive? These questions harassed
me, but I swam on.

As I reached the bottom, I saw Tyros slither into a dark hole at the
very bottom of the pool's side wall; and as I followed him, my lungs
seemingly on the verge of bursting, I saw something lying on the floor of
the pool. It was my pistol, lying where Plin had thrown it. I had only to
reach out my hand and pick it up; then I was in a dark corridor fighting
for my life and Duare's.

I thought that corridor would never end, nor did it add any to my
peaceof mind to realize that it might end in a watery cavern from which
there would be no escapefor me or for Duare. My only hope and encour-
agement lay in what Kandar had told me of these pools and passage-
ways. I prayed that this passageway led to another, near-by pool. It did.
Presently I saw light ahead and then above. Almost unconscious from
suffocation, I shot to the surfaceÑjust in time. Another second, I hon-
estly believe, and I should have been dead.

I saw Tyros dragging Duare from the pool. Her body was limp. It was
evident that she was dead. Had I been absolutely certain of that, I could
have shot Tyros then; but I hesitated, and in the brief instant of my inde-
cision he bore her through a doorway and was gone.

I was absolutely exhausted. I tried to climb from the pool only to dis-
cover that I did not have the strength. What I had gone through had
sapped it all. I looked about me as I clung to the edge of the pool. I was
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in a small apartment or court, which the pool almost entirely filled. It
had no roof. Several doors led from it. There was one small window.

My strength came back rapidly, and I dragged myself from the pool
and followed through the doorway which had swallowed Tyros and
Duare. Here I encountered a veritable labyrinth of corridors. Which way
had Tyros gone?Therewas no clew. Every precious moment counted if,
Duare alive, I was to rescue her; or, Duare dead, I was to avenge her. It
was maddening.

Presently I heard a voice, and I followed it. Soon I recognized it. it was
Tyros' drunken voice exhorting, commanding. At last I found him. He
was bending over the lifeless form of Duare demanding that she arise
and follow him. He was telling her that he was tired of carrying her. He
didn't seem to realize that she was dead.

When he saw me and my levelled pistol, he screamed; then he swept
Duare's body up and held it before him as a shield; as he hurled his tri-
dent. It was a poor cast,and missed. I advanced slowly toward him, tak-
ing my time, gloating over my vengeance.

All the time, Tyros was screaming for help. I didn't care how much
help cameÑI could always kill Tyros before they could kill me. I expec-
ted to die in that chamber; and I was content; becauseI would not live
without Duare.

Tyros tried to draw his sword as he saw me coming nearer, but
Duare's body interfered. At last he let it slip to the floor; and, still
screaming, he came toward me. it was then that a door flew open and a
dozen warriors burst into the room.

I let Tyros the Bloody have it first. He collapsed in a heap; then I
turned the weapon upon the advancing warriors. They nearly got me as
a veritable shower of tridents drove through the air at my almost naked
body. it was the very number of them that saved me. They struck one an-
other and their aim was divertedÑjust enough to permit me to dodge
and elude them. After that it was simple. The warriors with their swords
were no match for me. I mowed down ten of them before the remaining
two turned and fled.

At last I was alone with the body of my mate. I turned toward it.
Duare was sitting up, looking at me wonderingly.

"How did you do it, Carson?" she demanded. "However in the world
did you do it?"

"I could do much more than this for you," I said, as I took her in my
arms.
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"What now?" asked Duare presently. "We are trapped. But at least we
shall die together."

"We are not dead yet," I said. "Come with me!"
I led the way to the pool from which we had just emerged. Through

the one small window I could see the great lake scarcely a hundred yards
away. I was certain that a corridor led from this pool to the lake. "Can
you swim another hundred yards under water?" I asked her.

"I can try," she said.
"Wait until I make sure that there is a corridor leading to the lake;"

then I dove into the pool. I found an opening near the bottom of the end
of the pool nearest the lake; so I was reasonably certain that it led into a
corridor that would take us out of the city of Mypos. The only drawback
to the plan was that we should be swimming in the lake right off the
quays of Mypos in broad daylight. It didn't seempossible that we could
escape detection.

As I broke the surface of the pool after locating the corridor, Duare
whispered to me that she heard someone approaching. I listened. Yes, I
could hear them plainlyÑthe sound of sandalled feet and the rattling of
accouterments; then we heard men shouting, and the sounds were very
near.

"Come, Duare!" I called and she dove in.
I led her to the mouth of the tunnel and followed her in. I must have

been wrong in my estimate of the distance to the lake. It was far more
than a hundred yards. I marvelled at Duare's endurance, for I was almost
all in and virtually at my last gasp, had I dared to gasp, when I saw light
shining from above. As one, we shot up to the surface; and as our heads
broke it, almost simultaneously, Duare flashed me a reassuring smile.
Ah, what a girl! In two worlds; yes, even in all the Universe I doubt that
there is like her.

We found ourselves in a small, circular pool in the bottom of a roof-
less,windowless tower. A ledge, a few feet wide, encircled the pool. We
dragged ourselves on to it to rest and plan. We decided to remain where
we were until after dark; then try to reach the lake. If we were followed
into this pool, I could account for our pursuers as fast as they stuck their
heads above the surface. How I thanked Heaven for that pistol!

Well after dark we swam through the remainder of the passagewayto
the lake; and followed the shore line to a point beyond the city. What
hideous terrors of the deep we were fortunate enough to escape,I can
only guess; but we came through all right. More by intuition than any-
thing else, I made our way back to the point at which we had left the
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anotar. Our hearts were in our mouths as we searched for it. The night
was dark. Even the strange Venusian luminance seemedlesserthan usu-
al. At last we gave up, disheartened, and lay down on the soft grass to
rest.

We both must have fallen asleep almost instantly, for the next I re-
member it was daylight. I sat up and looked around. Duare lay asleep
beside me; and a hundred yards away, just inside the forest, was the
anotar!

I shall never forget with what a senseof gratitude to God and with
what relief we felt the ship rise above the menacesof this inhospitable
land.

The only blemish on our happiness was that Kandar and Artol were
still prisoners in Mypos.
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Chapter17
THERE ARE, fortunately, recorded indelibly upon our minds moments
of great happiness that we have enjoyed. Standing out among mine, I am
sure, will be the moment that the anotar rose from the ground that day
and I realized that Duare and I were reunited and that she was safe.

Safe!That word has its nuances.Safety is relative. In relation to her im-
mediate past, Duare was quite safe;but we were still thousands of miles
from Korva, with only a very hazy idea of the direction of our goal.

We had enough concentrated fuel to fly the ship for, probably, some
fifty years; but we would have to make occasional landings for food and
water, and it seemedas though every time we landed something terrible
happened to us. But that is Venus. If you had a forced landing in Kansas
or Maine or Oregon, the only thing you'd have to worry about would be
the landing; but when you set a ship down in Venus, you never know
what you're going to run up against. It might be kloonobargan, the hairy,
man-eating savages;or a tharban, that most frightful of lion-like carni-
vores; or a basto, a huge, omnivorous beast that bears some slight re-
semblance to the American bison; or, perhaps worst of all, ordinary hu-
man beings like yourself, but with a low evaluation of lifeÑthat is, your
life.

But I was not so much troubled by consideration of these possibilities
as I was of the fate of Kandar and Artol. They were splendid fellows, and
I hated to think of their having to remain slaves in Mypos.

Duare had evidently been watching my face, for she said, "What is
troubling you, Carson? You look worried."

"I was thinking of Kandar and Artol," I replied. "We had hoped to es-
cape together."

"Who is Artol?" she asked. "I do not recall a slave by that name."
"I met him after I was taken to Yron's palace," I explained. "He was a

warrior in the bodyguard of Jantor, jong of JapalÑKandar's father, you
know."

"We should help them to escape, if we can," said Duare.
"I can't risk your safety again," I said.
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"They are our friends," she said. "We cannot abandon them without
making an effort to save them." That was like Duare.

"Well," I said, "we might fly over the city and see what can be done
about it. I have a plan. Perhaps it will work, and perhaps it won't. That
will depend more upon Kandar and Artol than on us. Take the controls a
minute."

As she flew the ship, circling back toward Mypos, I found writing ma-
terials in one of the storage compartments; and wrote a note to Kandar. I
showed it to Duare, and after she had read it, she nodded her approval.

"We can do our part easily enough," she said; "I hope they can do
theirs."

I tied the note to a spare bolt, and took the controls. We were now
about a thousand feet above Mypos, and I started a wide spiral down to-
ward the city, aiming at Tyros' palace.

As we got closer, I could seepeople staring up at us from the streets
and from the palace grounds; and I could seeothers scurrying for safety.
Of course none of them had ever seenan aeroplane before, for our anotar
is the only one in VenusÑas far as I know; at least none of them had seen
one except the Mypos warriors who had captured us. Of course they had
told everyone about it, but nobody believed them.

I headed for the slave compound in the palace grounds, flying very
low and looking for Kandar or Artol. At last I recognized them both;
they were standing together, looking up at us. Although I had told
Kandar all about the anotar, he looked now as though he couldn't even
believe his eyes.

As I circled again, some of Tyros' warriors ran into the compound and
commenced to hurl spearsat usÑthe three pronged tridents with which
they are armed. As far as we were concerned they were quite harmless;
but they fell back among themselves; and after one impaled a warrior,
they desisted.

I didn't want the warriors in the compound; because I didn't wish
them to seeme drop the note to Kandar. But how to get rid of them? Fin-
ally I hit upon a plan. The only trouble was that it might chaseKandar
out of the compound, too; but I could only try it.

I zoomed to a thousand feet, and then banked and dove for the com-
pound. You should have seenslaves and warriors scurry for safety! But
Kandar and Artol never moved from their tracks. If the compound had
only been a little longer and there had been no pool in it, I could have
landed and taken off again with Kandar and Artol before the terrified
warriors could have been aware of what I was doing.

64



Duare gave a little gasp as I flattened out and just missed the cornice
of one of the palace buildings by a hair; then I banked again and came
back. This time I dropped the note at Kandar's feet; then I rose and
circled back low over the compound. I saw Kandar pick up the note and
read it. Immediately he raised his left hand above his head. That was the
signal I had written him to give if he would make the attempt to escape
that I had suggested. Before I flew away, I saw him destroy the note.

I rose high and went inland. I wanted the Myposans to think that we
had gone away for good. After we were out of sight of the city, I turned
north and gradually circled back toward the lake on which Mypos is
situated. Still well out of the sight of the city I found a secluded cove,
and made a landing a short distance off shore. Here we waited until after
dark.
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Chapter18
IT WAS VERY peaceful on the waters of that little cove. We were not
even threatened by any of the fearsome creatures which swarm the lakes
and seasof Venus. In fact, none came near us. Our only discomfort was
hunger. We could seefruits and nuts and berries growing on shore, but
we could also see kloonobargan watching us from behind trees and
bushes.Fortunately, we were on a fresh-water lake; so we did not suffer
from thirst; and we were so happy to be together again and so contented
to be temporarily safe that we did not notice the lack of food particularly.

After dark, we took off again, heading for Mypos. The motor of our
anotar is noiseless;so I didn't anticipate being discovered. I took to the
water about a mile above the city and taxied slowly toward it, avoiding
the galleys anchored in the roadstead of the city.

Venus has no moon, and no stars are visible through her solid cloud
blankets. Only a mysterious, eerie light relieves the gloom of the nights;
so that they are not utterly black. One can see faintly for a short distance.

We came at last to a point about a hundred yards off the palace, and
here we waited. The night dragged on. We could seethe ghostly shapes
of ships out beyond us, with here and there a light on them. We could
hear the sounds of men's voices on ship and on shore, and on shore there
were many lights.

"I am afraid they have failed," I said.
"I am afraid so," replied Duare, "but we must not leave before daylight.

They might come yet."
Presently I heard shouts on shore, and very dimly I saw a boat put off.

Then a torch was lighted in it, and I could seethat the boat was full of
warriors. The boat was not coming directly toward us, but was quarter-
ing. I could hear men shouting from the shore: "Not that way! Straight
out!"

"They must have escaped,"said Duare. "Those men are searching for
them."

"And they're coming our way now," I said, for the boat had changed
its course, following the directions from shore.
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I searchedthe surface of the water for some sign of Kandar and Artol,
but I could not see them. The boat was coming straight for us, but not
rapidly. Evidently they were moving cautiously so asnot to overlook the
fugitives in the darkness.

Presently I heard a low whistleÑthe prearranged signal. It seemedto
come from off our port bow. The ship was lying with its nose toward the
shore, and the boat-load of warriors was approaching from slightly to
starboard.

I answered the signal and started the motor. We moved slowly in the
direction from which that low whistle had come. Still I saw no sign of
Kandar or Artol.

Some one in the approaching boat shouted, "There they are!" and at
the same time I saw two heads break the water a few yards from us.
Now I knew why I had not seenthem: they had beenswimming beneath
the surface to avoid discovery, coming up to signal and then going under
again when they heard the answer. Now they were swimming strongly
toward us; but the boat was approaching rapidly, twenty paddles send-
ing it skimming acrossthe water. It looked as though it would reach us
about the same time that Kandar and Artol did.

I shouted to them: "As I pass you, grab the side of the ship and hang
on! I'm going to tow you out until we're away from that boat far enough
to stop and get you on board."

"Come on!" cried Kandar; "we're ready."
I opened the throttle a little and bore down on them. The Myposans

were very close.They must have been surprised to seethe anotar on the
water, but they kept on coming. A man in the bow raised his trident and
called on us to stop.

"Take the controls, Duare," I said. Sheknew what to do. Duare always
does. For a girl who had led the cloistered life she had in the palace of
her father before I came along, she is a marvel of efficiency and initiative.

I turned and faced the boat just as the fellow in the bow cast his tri-
dent. It was a close shave for us: the weapon whizzed between Duare's
head and mine. Two other warriors had risen and were poising their tri-
dents; then I let them have it. The hum of my r-ray pistol sounded no
warning to them, but almost simultaneously three Myposan warriors
crumpled and fellÑtwo of them over the side of the boat into the lake.

Kandar and Artol had seized the side of the ship, and Duare had given
her more throttle. Two more tridents were hurled, but this time they fell
short. We were pulling away rapidly, when Duare saw another boatload
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of warriors ahead of us. The boat had evidently been lowered from one
of the ships in the roadstead.

Thinking quickly, Duare throttled down. "Climb aboard!" she cried to
the two men, and they lost no time in obeying her; then she opened the
throttle wide and bore straight down on the second boat. I heard the
frightened cries of its crew and saw the frantic efforts they were making
to get out of our way, as Duare pulled up the anotar's nose and we rose
gracefully above them.

"Nice work!" I said.
"Beautiful!" said Kandar.
Artol was speechlessfor a moment. It was his first flight. This was the

first plane he had ever seen. " Why don't we fall? he said presently.
Kandar was thrilled. He had heard me talk about the anotar, but I ima-

gine that he had taken all that I said with a grain of salt. Now he could
scarcely believe the testimony of his own senses.

I was planning to return Kandar and Artol to Japal, where Kandar's
father, Cantor, was jong. It lies at the upper end of the Lake of Japal,
about five hundred miles from Mypos; and as we didn't wish to arrive
there before dawn, I determined to make a landing and ride the night
out on the surface.

There was no wind, and the surface of the lake was like glass; so we
made an easy landing and prepared to lie there until morning. We
settled ourselves comfortably in the two cockpits, content to wait out the
night.

I asked Kandar if they had much difficulty in making their escape.
"It was not easy," he said. "As you know, the outlet from the slaves'

pool to the lake is too small to permit the passageof even a small man; so
we had to find some way to reach one of the palace pools.

"After you killed Tyros, things were in a chaotic condition. Skabra,his
wife, proclaimed herself sole ruler; but she is so generally hated that sev-
eral factions sprang up, insisting that their particular candidate be made
jong. There were so many of them that they have, at least temporarily,
defeated their own purpose; and Skabra rules; but the discipline of the
palace guards has been undermined. Naturally, they want to favor him
who may be next jong; and, as they are hoping that it won't be Skabra,
they are not very loyal to her. They spend most of their time holding
secret meetings and scheming; so the interior palace guard is extremely
lax.

"Artol and I decided to take advantage of this; and we also decided
upon a bold move. We knew that the royal pool connected with the lake;
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that much we were positive of; so we agreed that the royal pool was the
one we would use.

"The slaves'compound is usually heavily guarded, but tonight was the
exception. Only one warrior stood at the gate that leads into the palace
grounds. We had no weapons, not even the wooden trident with which
we are furnished when we guard the royal pool. We had nothing but our
bare hands."

"And a tremendous desire to escape," added Artol.
"Yes," admitted Kandar, "that was our most powerful weaponÑthe

will to escape.Well, we worked our way around to the guard, a great
bearded fellow, who had always been extremely cruel to all of us slaves."

"That made it easier," said Artol.
"Whatever the cause,it was not difficult for Artol," said Kandar, grin-

ning. "When we approached closeto him, the guard asked what we were
doing in that part of the compound, and ordered us back to our shelters;
and he supplemented the order with a poke of his trident. That was what
we had expected and hoped for. I seized the trident, and Artol leaped on
the fellow and got him by the throat.

"You have no idea how powerful Artol is, or how quick. The guard
didn't have time to cry out before his wind was shut off; and then he was
down on his back with Artol on top of him, choking the life out of him;
and I had the trident. I knew what to do with it, too.

"We took his sword as well as his trident; and, leaving his body where
it lay, walked out into the palace grounds. This portion of them is not
well lighted, and we came to the wall surrounding the royal pool
without being discovered. Here was another guard. He proved a much
simpler obstacle to overcome; because now we had a sword and a
trident.

"Leaving his corpse resting peacefully on the ground, we entered the
enclosure wherein lies the royal pool. This was well lighted, and there
were several people loitering on the other side of the garden. As we ap-
proached the pool, one of them came toward us. It was Plin."

"The fellow-slave who turned traitor and stole my pistol," I explained
to Duare.

"Oh, by the way, how did you get it back?" asked Kandar.
"Plin threw it into the royal pool," I replied; "and when I dove in after

Tyros and Duare, I found it lying at the bottomÑbut go on, what
happened then?"

"Well," continued Kandar, "Plin screamed for the guard. We didn't
wait any longer then; we both dived into the pool, hoping we could find
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the corridor leading to the lake and not drown before we could swim
through it."

"And we barely made it," said Artol. "I think I did drown a couple of
times before my head finally broke the surface. As it was I was practic-
ally unconscious, and if Kandar hadn't held me up for a couple of
minutes, I'd have been a goner."

"So that's how the search started for you so quickly," I said; "it was
Plin."

Kandar nodded. "Yes," he said, "and my only regret at leaving Mypos
is that I shall now not be able to kill Plin."

"I can take you back," I said.
Kandar grinned. "No thanks, " he said; "I am not that mad at anybody.

Then, too, having such a friend as you outweighs Plin and all my other
enemies. I shall not try to thank you for what you and Duare have done
for usÑnot in words. There are none adequate to express my gratitude."

"I am only a common warrior," said Artol, "and know but few words;
but, after my jong, you have all my loyalty."
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Chapter19
AS DAWN APPROACHED, we took off and headed up the lake toward
Japal. Kandar thought that we had better set the ship down outside the
city, when he and Artol could go to one of the gates and make them-
selves known.

"I'm afraid," he said, "that if they saw this thing flying low over the
city, they might fire on it."

"With what?" I asked. "I thought you told me that you had no fire
arms."

"We haven't," he replied, "but we have engines that throw rocks or
lighted torches for hundreds of feet into the air. They are upon the walls
of the city and the decks of the ships anchored off shore. If one hit your
propeller, you would be brought down."

"We shall land outside the city," I said, and this we did.
Japal is a very much better looking city than Mypos, and larger. There

is a level plain stretching inland from it, and on this plain we landed
about a hundred yards from one of the city gates.We could seethe con-
sternation our appearancecaused the guard at the gate. Severalwarriors
who had beenstanding outside, rushed in and slammed the gatesclosed.
Others jammed the barbican, pointing and gesticulating.

Kandar and Artol dropped to the ground and walked toward the gate.
Presently we could seethem talking to the men in the barbican; then they
turned and started back toward us. Immediately afterward the gates
opened and several warriors rushed out; then Kandar and Artol com-
menced to run, the warriors pursuing them.

I realized that something was radically wrong. The crown prince of a
country doesn't run away from his country's soldiers unless there is
something radically wrong. I saw that the warriors were going to over-
take Kandar and Artol before they could board the anotar, or at least
bring them down with the spears they carried.

Of course I didn't know what the trouble was, but I saw that Kandar
and Artol seemed to be in plenty. I had commenced to feel responsible
for them. I think we always feel responsible for our friends. I know I do.
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So I decided to do something about it. My best weapon, under the cir-
cumstances,was the anotar. I gave her the gun and started toward the
running men, and then I lifted her off the ground a littleÑjust enough to
clear Kandar's and Artol's headsÑand dove straight for the warriors. I
hadn't retracted my landing gear, and it and the pontoons simply
mowed 'em down; then I rose, banked, and landed close to Kandar and
Artol. They clambered into the after cockpit, and we were off. "What
happened?" I asked Kandar.

"There has been a revolution, led by a fellow named Gangor," he
replied. "My father escaped.That is all I know. One of the warriors at the
gate told me that much. He would have told me more if one of Gangor's
officers hadn't come out and tried to arrest us."

"Wasn't it Gangor who arranged for your capture by the Myposans,
Artol?" I asked.

"Yes," he replied. "Now I owe him double vengeance. I wish that I
might have gotten into the city, even though I may never avengewhat he
did to me."

"You may some day," said Kandar.
"No," said Artol sadly; "he has but one life, and I must avenge my jong

first."
"Where to now?" I asked Kandar. "We'll take you any place you'd like

to go before we set out in search of Korva."
"I can think of only one place that my father may have escaped to,"

said Kandar. "Far back in the mountains lives a tribe of savageaborigines
called Timals. My father oncebefriended Yat, their chief, and they are ex-
tremely loyal to him and to all other lapalians; though they refuse to own
allegiance to any sovereign other than their own savage chieftain. I
should like very much to go to the Timal country and seeif my father is
there."

The flight was uneventful. We passed over some wonderful game
country and several mountain ranges, until we finally came to the Timal
country, a high plateau surrounded by jagged peaksÑa most inaccess-
ible country and one easily defended against invasion.

Kandar pointed out a village in a canyon which opened out onto the
plateau, and I dropped down and circled above it. The people stood in
the single street looking up at us. They showed neither panic nor fear.
There was something peculiar in their appearance,yet they seemedto be
human beings. At first I couldn't make out what it was; but as we
dropped lower, I saw that they had short tails and horns. They were
armed with spearsand knives, and some of the males were menacing us
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with the former when Kandar caught sight of his father and called to
him.

"My brother, Doran, is here, too," Kandar told me. "He is standing be-
side my father."

"Ask your father if it's safe to land," I said.
He did so and received a negative answer. "Yat saysyou may come in-

to the village, but not the strangers," Jantor shouted up to us.
"But I can't come in unless we are permitted to land the anotar," said

Kandar. "Tell Yat that these people are friendly. One is Artol, a former
member of your Guard; the others are Carson of Venus and his mate,
Duare of Vepaja. They rescued me from Gangor. Persuade Yat to let
them land."

We saw Jantor turn then and speak to a large savage, but the latter
kept shaking his head; then Jantor called to us again as we circled low
above the village. "Yat saysthat strangers are not allowed in TimalÑonly
I and the members of my familyÑand he doesn't like the looks of that
ship that sails in the air. He says that it is not natural and that the people
who ride in it cannot be naturalÑthey might bring misfortune to his
people. I can understand how he feels, for this is the first time that I ever
saw human beings flying. Are you sure this Carson of Venus and his
mate are human?"

"They are just as human as you or I," said Kandar. "Tell Yat that he
really ought to let the ship land so that he can examine it. No one in
Amtor ever saw such a thing before."

Well, eventually Yat gave permission for us to land; and I came down
close to the village and taxied up to the end of the single street. I know
that those ignorant savages must have been frightened as the anotar
rolled toward them, but not one of them turned a hair or moved away a
step. I stopped a few yards from Jantor and Yat, and immediately we
were surrounded by bucks with couched spears.For a moment it looked
serious. The Timals are a ferocious looking people. Their faces are
hideously tattooed in many colors, and their horns only add to the fero-
city of their appearance.

Yat strode boldly to the side of the ship and looked up at Duare and
me. Jantor and Doran accompanied him. Kandar introduced us, and the
old Timal chief examined us most carefully. Finally he turned to Jantor.
"He is a man, even asyou," he said, indicating me. "Do you wish us to be
friends with him and his woman?"

"It would please me," said Jantor; "becausethey are the friends of my
son."
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Yat looked up at me. "Do you wish to be friends of the Timals and
come among us in peace?" he asked.

"Yes," I replied.
"Then you may descendfrom that strange creature," he said. "You may

remain here as long asyou wish, the friends of Yat and his people. I have
spoken, and my people have heard."

We climbed down, glad to stretch our legs again. The Timals gathered
around, but at a respectful distance, and inspected us and the ship. They
had much better manners than civilized people of the great cities of
Earth, who, under like circumstances, would probably have torn our
ship to pieces for souvenirs and stripped our clothes from us.

"They have received you in friendship," said Jantor, "and now you will
find them kind and hospitable. They are a proud people who hold their
honor most sacred. As long as you merit their friendship, they will be
loyal to you; should you not merit it, they will destroy you."

"We shall try to merit it," I assured him.
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Chapter20
OLD YAT WAS tremendously interested in the anotar. He walked all
around it, occasionally poking it with a finger. "It is not alive," he re-
marked to Jantor, "yet it flies like a bird."

"Would you like to get in it and see how I control it?" I asked.
For reply he crawled into the forward cockpit. I got in beside him and

explained the controls to him. He asked several questions, and they were
all intelligent questions. I could seethat, despite horns and tail, Yat was a
high type of reasoning human being.

"Would you like to go up in it?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Then tell your people to move away and not to come out on this level

ground until I have taken off."
He did as I asked, and I came about and taxied down the valley onto

the little plain. The wind was blowing right down the canyon; so my
take-off was up hill, and we were going pretty fast practically up to the
village before I left the ground. We skimmed over the heads of the
watching Timals, and then I banked and climbed. I glanced at Yat. He
showed no sign of nervousness; but just sat there as unconcerned as a
frozen goldfish, looking all around at the scenery and peeking over the
side of the cockpit at the panorama of landscape below.

"How do you like it?" I asked.
"Fine," he said.
"Tell me when you want to go back to your village."
"Go there," he said, and pointed.
I flew through a pass in the mountains as he had directed. Ahead and

far below stretched a broad valley.
"Go there," he said, and pointed again. "Now, lower," he directed a

moment later; and presently I saw a village beneath us. "Go low above
that village."

I flew low above a thatched village. Women and children screamed
and ran into their huts. A few warriors stood their ground and hurled
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spearsat us. Yat leaned far over the side as I circled back at his request.
This time I heard a warrior cry: "It is Yat, the Timal!"

Yat looked ashappy asa gopher with a carrot. "Go home now," he dir-
ected. "Those were the enemies of my people," he said, after a while.
"Now they will know what a great man is Yat, the Timal."

All the Timals of Yat's village were waiting when we returned. "I was
sure glad to seeyou coming back," said Kandar. "Thesefellows were get-
ting nervous. Some of them thought that you had stolen Yat."

Warriors gathered around their chief. "I have seena new world," said
Yat. "Like a bird I flew over the village of the Valley People. They saw
me and knew me. Now they will know what great people the Timals
are."

"You flew over the village of the Valley People!" exclaimed a warrior.
"Why, that is two long marches away."

"I flew very fast," said Yat.
"I should like to fly in this bird ship," said a sub-chief, and then a

dozen others voiced the same wish.
"No," said Yat; "that is for chiefs only."
He had now done something that no one else in his world had ever

done. It set him apart from other men. It made him even a greater chief-
tain than he had been before.

We learned to like these Timals very much. They were very courteous
to Duare, the women especially going out of their way to be kind to her.
One would never have expected it in such primitive savages.

We rested there for a few days; and then I flew Jantor, Kandar, and
Doran back to Japal to reconnoiter. As the anotar does not carry more
than four comfortably, I left Duare and Artol behind. I knew that she
would be safewith the Timals; and, anyway, I expected to be back before
dark.

We circled low over Japal, causing quite a commotion in the streets.
Jantor hoped that in some way he might get in touch with some of his
friends and learn what was going on in the city. There was always the
chanceof a counterrevolution that would place him back on the throne;
but either his friends were all dead or imprisoned or afraid to try to com-
municate with him, for he never saw one whom he could trust.

As we prepared to leave and return to Timal, I circled far out over the
lake, gaining considerable altitude; and from this vantage point Jantor
discovered a fleet of ships far down the lake.

"If it's not asking too much," he said to me, "I'd like to fly down there
and see who that is."
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I headed for the fleet, and presently we were circling above itÑfifty
ships of war packed with fighting men. Most of them were biremes, and
there were several penteconters,open galleys with decks fore and aft and
propelled by fifty oars as well as sails. Some of the biremes had a hun-
dred oars on eachside and carried several hundred warriors as well. All
had their sails set, and were taking advantage of a gentle breeze.

"The Myposan war fleet," said Jantor, "and it's headed for Japal."
"Gangor is going to have his hands full," remarked Kandar.
"We must warn him," said Jantor.
"But he is your enemy," expostulated Doran.
"Japal is my country," replied Jantor. "No matter who is jong there it is

my duty to warn him."
On the way back to Japal,Jantor wrote a message.We dropped down

low over the palace grounds, Jantor making the sign of peaceby raising
his right hand. Almost immediately people commenced to come from
the palace, and presently Jantor recognized Gangor and called to him.

"I have an important message for you," he said, and dropped the
weighted note over the side. A warrior caught it before it reached the
ground and took it to Gangor.

The fellow read it carefully and then motioned us to come lower,
which I did, circling close above them.

"I appreciate your warning, Jantor," said Gangor when we were within
easy ear shot. "I wish you would land. We shall need your help and ad-
vice in defending the city. I promise that you will not be harmed."

I looked at Jantor; so did Kandar and Doran. We waited for his curt re-
fusal of the invitation.

"It is my duty," he said to us. "My country is in danger."
"Don't do it," counselled Kandar. "Gangor is not to be trusted."
"He would not dare harm me after making that promise," said Jantor;

"too many warriors heard him, and they are not all dishonorable men."
"All those with him are traitors like himself," said Doran.
"My duty lies there," insisted Jantor. "Will you take me down, please?"
"If you insist, I'll land you outside the city," I said; "it is your right to

risk your life at the hands of a scoundrel like Gangor; but I will not risk
my ship and the safety of my mate."

I circled low above them again, and Kandar exacted a new promise
from Gangor that his father would not be harmed and that he would be
permitted to leave the city whenever he chose. Gangor agreed vol-
ublyÑfar too volubly, I thought.
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"Bring that thing that you fly in right down here in the palace
grounds," he said; "I'll have them cleared."

"Never mind," I said, "I shall land outside the inland gate."
"Very well," said Gangor, "and I myself will come out to meet you, Jan-

tor, and escort you into the city."
"And don't bring too many warriors with you," I cautioned him, "and

don't come within trident range of my ship. I shall take off immediately
after the jong has disembarked."

"Bring Kandar and Doran with you, Jantor," invited Gangor. "They
will both be welcome; and I promise again that you shall all be perfectly
safe the moment that you step foot within the walls of Japal."

"I shall feel better now that Doran and I are going along with you,"
said Kandar, as we rose and headed for the plain beyond the city.

"You are not going to accompany me," said Jantor. "You do not trust
Gangor. Possibly you are right. If I die, the future of our country lies
with you and DoranÑthe future of our dynasty. You must both live to
bring men-children into the world. If all three of us placed ourselves in
Gangor's power simultaneously, the temptation might prove too much
for him to resist. I think that I alone shall be safeenough. Neither of you
may accompany me."

"Come now, sir," exclaimed Kandar, "you must let us go with you."
"Yes," said Doran, "you must. We are your sons; what will the people

of Japal think of us if we let our father go alone into the hands of his
greatest enemy?"

"You shall not accompany me," said Jantor, with finality. "It is a com-
mand," and that ended the matter.

I set the ship down three or four hundred yards from the inland gate,
and presently Gangor came out of the city and approached us with a
dozen warriors. They halted at plenty of distance from the ship; and Jan-
tor, who had already dropped to the ground, advanced toward them.

"I wish we had never come here," said Kandar. "I can't help but feel
that our father has made a grave mistake in trusting Gangor."

"He seemsquite sure that Gangor will live up to his promise," I said.
"You heard him ask me to wait and witness the battle and then come for
him when it was over."

"Yes," said Doran, "but I don't share his faith. Gangor has always been
notorious for his perfidy, but no one paid much attention to it becausehe
was only captain of a merchant ship at the height of his fortunes. Who
could have dreamed that he was to make himself jong of Japal!"
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Chapter21
I COULDN'T HELP but have a great deal of respect for Jantor. He was
doing a very courageous,albeit a very temerarious, thing. I watched him
as he walked toward his enemies. His step was firm, his head high. He
was every inch a jong.

I had taken off immediately he left us, and was circling about rather
low. Jantor had approached to within a few steps of Gangor, when the
latter suddenly raised his short, heavy spear and plunged it through the
jong's heart.

Kandar and Doran cried out in horror. I opened the throttle and dove
straight for the wretch; and as he saw me coming, he and his warriors
turned and fled for the city. Low behind them, I turned my pistol on
them. Several fell, but Gangor reached the city gate in safety.

Without a word I rose and flew over the city and out across the lake.
For some time neither Kandar nor Doran spoke. Their faceswere drawn
and tense. My heart ached for them. Finally Kandar asked me where I
was going.

"I am going to tell the Myposan fleet that Japalhas beenwarned and is
ready to annihilate them."

"Why?" he asked.
"It was your father's wish to save the city. Some day you will be jong

there. Do you want it conquered by the fishmen?"
"You are right," he said.
It was late in the afternoon that I dropped down low over the leading

Myposan galley, the largest of the biremes. They had evidently seen us
from a distance, as the deck was crowded with warriors, all staring at us.

"Be careful," cautioned Kandar. "They are preparing a rock thrower. If
they hit us, we're through."

I gave the peacesign then, and called down to them that I had a mes-
sagefor their commander. A big fellow whom I recalled having seen in
Tyros' palace answered the peace sign and motioned for me to come
closer.

"Tell them to take the rock out of that catapult," I shouted.
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He nodded and gave the necessaryorder; and after they had unloaded
the thing, I dropped down quite low. The anotar is quite maneuverable
and can fly at very low speeds;so I had no difficulty in carrying on at
least a broken conversation with the ship

"Who commands the fleet?" I asked.
"Skabra, the vadjong," he replied.
"Do you know who I am?"
"Yes; the slave who killed Tyros," he replied.
"I should like to talk with Skabra, if she is not too mad at me," I said.
The fellow grinned. Their faces are hideous enough in repose; but

when they grin, they are something to frighten grown-ups with. Their
fish mouths spread across their faces, forcing their gills open. Their
countless, sharp fish like teeth are exposed behind their huge beards.

"Skabra is not angry," he said.
"Which is her ship?" I asked.
"This," he said.
"Well, tell her that Carson of Venus wishes to speak to her. Tell her I

have very important news for her."
Justas I finished the sentencethe old girl cameon deck. God! but she's

the beauty. She looks like a bloated cod fish.
"What do you want?" she demanded. "Do you want to murder me,

too?"
"No," I shouted. "You were kind to my mate. I would not harm you. I

have important news for you, but I can't talk this way. Get in a small
boat and row off a little way. I'll come down and land on the water and
talk with you."

"You must take me for a fool," she said. "I'd be at your mercy."
I had to keep circling the ship and shouting a few words at a time. It

was no way in which to carry on a conversation.
"Very well," I said. "The word I have for you is very important, and I

have given my word that I shall not harm you in any way. However, do
as you see fit. I'll stand by a few minutes."

I could seethem talking excitedly on the deck for a few minutes, and
then I saw a boat being lowered with Skabra in it; so I camedown a short
distance from the ship and waited. Presently they came alongside. The
old girl greeted me pleasantly. Shedidn't seemto harbor any ill will be-
causeI had killed her mate, nor was I surprised at that. You seeI'd not
only rid her of a most obnoxious husband; but I'd put her on the throne,
where she'd rule until the horrid little amphibian monstrosity that was
her son grew to maturity.
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"The first thing I'd like to know," she said, "is how you escapedfrom
Mypos."

I shook my head. "I might be a prisoner there again some time; so I'll
keep that secret to myself."

"Perhaps you're wise," she said; "but if you do come again, you'll be
treated well, as long as I'm vadjong. Now what is the important news
you have for me?"

"Japal knows that your fleet is coming, and the city is fully prepared. I
advise you to turn back."

"Why are you doing this?" she asked.
"For two reasons:You were kind to my mate, and the sons of Jantor

are my friends. I do not wish to see Mypos and Japal at war."
Shenodded. "I understand," she said, "but nevertheless I shall keep on

and attack Japal. We need more slaves. Many of our galleys are under-
manned. The creatures die like flies at the oars."

We talked a little longer; and then, finding that I could not persuade
her to give up her plan, I taxied away and took off. As we approached
Japal,we saw that the fleet was fully manned; but remaining close to the
city. Kandar wanted to wait and learn the outcome of the battle. It was
now late in the afternoon; so there was little likelihood that the engage-
ment would take place before morning, as the biremes would move up
slowly so asnot to exhaust the men at the oars; they would need all their
strength and energy for maneuvering during battle.

"They'll probably come up to within about a kob," Kandar said, "and
lie to until dawn; thus the slaveswill be well rested." A kob is two and a
half of our Earthly miles.

I didn't like the idea very well, as I was anxious to return to Duare and
get started on our searchfor Korva; but it meant so much to Kandar that
I agreed to wait. He knew where there was a cove a short distance along
the coast, and we flew there and anchored.

At dawn Kandar awakened me. "The Myposan fleet is moving in," he
said. "I can hear the creaking of their oars."

I listened. Very faintly I could hear the complaining of the wooden
oars against the wooden rowlocks. Even a greased oar is not entirely si-
lent. We took off and headed for Japal,and almost immediately we saw
the Myposan fleet coming in in three lines of fifteen or sixteen ships each.
The fleet of Japal, still lay close below the city wall.

When the first line of the Myposan fleet was within a hundred yards
of the enemy fleet the engagement started. A ball of fire rose from the
deck of one of the Japal ships, described a graceful arc, and landed on
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the deck of a Myposan bireme. The burning brand had been shot from a
catapult. Immediately the engagement became general. Fire balls and
rocks were hurled from both sides. Many fell into the water, but many
found their marks. Three ships were on fire, and I could seemen hauling
buckets of water from the lake to fight the flames.

Still the Myposan fleet moved in. "They are going to grapple and
board," said Doran.

Soon I saw why the Japal fleet hugged the shore, for now the batteries
on the wall of the city opened up. Thesewere heavier than the catapults
of the ships; they threw larger fire balls and heavier rocks. The pente-
conters had moved up now between the big ships of the Myposans. They
were much faster and more maneuverable. Their principal purpose, as
far as I could see, was to harass the enemy by coming alongside and
hurling short spears through the ports where the rowers sat chained to
their benches.Disable enough oarsmen, and you have disabled the ship.
A rock from a shore catapult dropped directly into the center of one of
these penteconters, killing two or three men instantly and crashing
through the bottom of the ship, which immediately commenced to fill
and sink. The survivors, leaping overboard, were speared from the deck
of the Japal ship they had been attacking. I could hear the dying men
screaming and cursing.

"That was a good shot," said Kandar.
By now, four of the attacking ships were burning, their crews taking to

small boats, of which there were not half enough, while the slaves
burned in their chains. Their screams were horrifying.

Other Myposan ships came alongside those of Japal, and there was
hand-to-hand fighting on decks slippery with blood. It was a grewsome
sight, but fascinating. I dropped lower to get a better view, as the smoke
from the burning ships was cutting down the visibility.

I dropped too low. A rock from a catapult struck my propeller, smash-
ing it. Now, I was, indeed, in a bad fix.
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Chapter22
MY FIRST THOUGHT, when I saw that my ship had been hit, was of
Duare. Here I was, over a battle between two peoples who were my en-
emies. What chance had I of ever returning to Timal? What was to be-
come of Duare? I cursed myself for my crass stupidity as I glided to a
landing. I just had altitude enough to permit me to land about a mile
along the shore from Japal. I hoped that in the heat and excitement of
battle no one on the walls of the city had seen the accident or noticed
where I had gone.

I had come down close beside a forest, and I immediately got Kandar
and Doran to help me push the anotar into concealment among the trees.
As I looked back toward the city, I saw that smoke from burning ships
hid much of it from my view; and I hoped that it had also hidden my
landing from the city.

Kandar and Doran were most sympathetic. They said that the fault
was all theirs. That if I had not been trying to help them, the accident
would never have happened.

I told them that there was no use crying over spilled milk, and that
what we had to do now was find some tools and some wood to make a
new propeller. I removed what was left of the old oneÑone blade and
the stub of the other.

As I was explaining to Kandar the tools I should need and the kind of
wood, he became very much interested; and asked me many questions
about the construction of a propeller, how to determine the correct pitch,
and so forth. You would have thought that he was going to make one
himself.

Getting the right wood was a simple matter. The same kind of trees
from the wood of which I had made this propeller grew in the forest
where we were, but getting tools was an entirely different matter.

"There are plenty in Japal," said Kandar. "We must find some way to
get them. Doran and I have hundreds of friends in the city, if we could
only reach them."

83



They racked their brains for some plan, but the whole thing looked ut-
terly hopeless. Finally Doran hit upon something which at least con-
tained the kernel of successÑbut a very small kernel.

"I know a man who makes knives," he said. "I know him very well, for
he has done a lot of work for me. I also know that he is honest and loyal.
He lives close to the wall, not far from the inland gate. if we could reach
his house, we could get knives."

"But how can we reach his house?" demanded Kandar.
"By climbing the wall," said Doran.
Kandar laughed. "At its lowest point the wall is one ted high," he said.

"I can't jump that high." A ted is 13.2 Earth feet.
"No one has to jump," explained Doran. "You stand on Carson's

shoulders; I climb up and stand on yoursÑI am already over the wall."
"Supposeyou got caught," I said. "Gangor would have you killedÑno,

I won't let you take that risk."
"There's practically no risk," said Doran. "We will do it after dark.

Everyone will be tired after the battle; and anyway, the watch is never
very good."

"How will you get back?" asked Kandar.
"My friend's house stands against the wall. The roof is only a vulat be-

low the top of the wall. I shall go down through the door in his roof, get
tools, come up, andÑthere you are!"

"It sounds simple," said Kandar.
"I think the risk is too great," I said.
"We shall do it," said Doran.
That night we approached the city after dark, Doran leading us to a

point which he was sure was just outside the knife-maker's house. It was
not far from the inland gateÑtoo close,I thought, if the sentries kept any
kind of watch at all.

Everything went splendidly. Kandar climbed on to my shoulders, and
Doran scrambled up on to his. There we were, just like that, when a gruff
voice behind us said, "Come down. You are prisoners. We are the
guard."

I was holding onto Kandar's legs to support him, and before I could
draw my pistol I was seized from behind. Kandar and Doran lost their
balanceand fell on top of me and half a dozen warriors. Most of us went
down, but the fellow who had seized me never lost his hold.

When we had disentangled ourselves and gotten to our feet, I found
that I had been disarmed. One of the warriors was displaying my pistol
proudly.
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"I saw him use this this morning," he said. "If I hadn't recognized him
when I did and gotten it away from him he'd have killed us all."

"Be careful of it," I cautioned him; "it is apt to kill you."
"I shall be careful of it," he said, "and I shall keep it always. I shall be

proud to show it to my children."
"Your children will never see it," said another. "Gangor will take it

away from you."
We had been walking toward the inland gate while they were talking,

and now we were admitted. Again I was a prisoner, but I thanked
Heaven that Duare was not one also.

They shoved us into a room off the guardroom in the barbican, and let
us there until morning. None of the warriors seemedto have recognized
either Kandar or Doran, and I was hopeful that no one would.

Doran, who was quick witted, had told a cock-and-bull story about
our having been out hunting; and, not getting back before the gates
closed, we were trying to get into the city and go to our homes.

One member of the guard asked, "Why were you hunting when there
was a battle?"

"A battle!" exclaimed Doran. "What battle? We have been gone for two
days."

"The Myposans came in many ships," explained the fellow; "and there
was a great battle, but we drove them off. We took many prisoners, but
they got none."

"Fine," said Kandar. "I am sorry that we were not here."
About the middle of the morning an officer cameand said that Gangor

wanted to see the man who flew around in the airÑthe one who had
killed so many of his warriors.

"That is I," I said, stepping forward.
"Who are these others?" he demanded.
"I don't know," I said. "They were returning from a hunting trip when I

met them last night, and they asked me to help them get over the wall
and into the city."

It seemedstrange to me that an officer should not know either Kandar
or Doran; but the former explained to me later that Gangor had evid-
ently commissioned a lot of low born fellows, mostly sailors from ships
he had sailed on; so it was not strange that they were not recognized.

"Well," said the officer, "I might as well take you all along; Gangor
would probably like to see your friends, too."
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The moment that we were ushered into Gangor's presence he recog-
nized Kandar and Doran. "Ah!" he exclaimed, "the traitors. I saw you
fighting against my ships yesterday."

"You saw nothing of the kind," I said.
"Shut up!" snapped Gangor." You were fools to try to come into Japal.

Why were you coming in? A-ha! I know. You were coming to assassinate
me. For that you shall die. I condemn you all to death. Take them away.
Later I shall decide how they shall die."
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Chapter23
WE WERE TAKEN to a dungeon below the palace of the jong, into
which Gangor had moved. It was a most unsanitary and unpleasant
place. They chained us to the wall; our jailer, who did it, being unneces-
sarily rough with us. He wore the keys to the dungeon and our padlocks
on a chain about his neck. He took the chain off to use the key when he
fettered us; and he struck us eachseveral times with it, just to satisfy his
lust for cruelty. There could have been no other reason;as we offered no
resistance, nor did we even speak to him. If I ever had murder in my
heart, it was then; and for a long time I planned how I might kill him. It
was then that an idea came to me.

After the fellow had left us, I noticed how dejected Doran appeared;
and I told him to cheerup, that we had to die sometime. I didn't feel very
cheerful myself. I kept thinking of Duare. She would never know what
had happened to me; but shewould guessthat I was dead, for shewould
know that only death would keep me from returning to her.

"How can I be cheerful?" said Doran, "when it was my silly plan that
brought us here to die."

"It is no more your fault than ours," said Kandar. "We had to take a
chance. It was merely a misfortune, not a fault, which caused it to fail."

"I shall never forgive myself," insisted Doran.
We remained in that dungeon for a couple of weeks. A slave brought

us food once a day; we saw no one else; and then, at last, our jailer re-
turned. He was quite alone. I backed close to the wall as he came in.

"I just came to tell you," he said, "that you are to die the first thing in
the morning. Your heads are to be cut off."

"It is that homely head of yours that should be cut off," I said. "What
are you, anyway, a Myposan?"

I saw Kandar and Doran looking at me in astonishment.
"Shut up!" growled the jailer, "or I'll give you another taste of the

chain."
"Get out of here!" I yelled at him. "You stink. Go take a bath before you

come down here again among your betters."
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The fellow was so mad that he couldn't speak;but he camefor me, as I
knew he wouldÑhe came with his chain swinging. It was what I had
plannedÑit was happening just as I had hoped it would; and when he
came within reach of me, I seized his throat in both my hands. He tried
to screamfor help; but I had his wind choked off, and he couldn't. But he
was beating me all the time with his chain. I pushed him over closer to
Kandar.

"Grab his chain," I said, "before he beats me to death."
Kandar got hold of it and held on, while I choked the brute. I thought

of the blows that he had struck us so wantonly, and I gave his neck an
extra twist. I have killed many men in selfdefense or in line of duty;
some I have been glad to kill, but usually it has made me sad to think
that I must take a human life. Not so now, I enjoyed every second of it
until his corpse hung limp in my grasp.

I snatched the chain from about its neck and let it slip to the floor; then
I unlocked my padlock and freed myself. Quickly, I did the same for
Kandar and Doran.

"At first," said Doran, "I couldn't understand why you wanted to en-
rage that fellow and get another beating for nothing, but the moment he
stepped toward you I guessedwhat you had in mind. It was a very clev-
er trick."

"Yes," I said, "but what now?"
"Maybe this is where we come in?" said Kandar. "We were both born

and raised in this palace.We know more about it than the jong, our fath-
er, did."

"More than anyone in Japal,"added Doran. "You know how little boys
are. We explored every corner of the place."

"And you know a way out?" I asked.
"Yes," said Kandar, "but there's a hitch."
"What is it?" I asked.
"There is a secret passageleading from the palace out into the city. It

ends in a building near the wall. In the cellar of that building another
passage starts that leads outside the city."

"But where's the hitch?" I repeated.
"The hitch is," he said, "that the secretpassagestarts in the jong's own

sleeping apartments, and the chances are that Gangor occupies them
now."

"We'll have to wait until he is away," said Doran.
"Can we get to them without being apprehended?" I asked.
"We can try," said Kandar. "I think it can be done after dark."
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"It is after dark now," I said.
"So we start," said Doran.
"And may our luck hold," added Kandar.
Kandar led the way along a dark corridor and up a flight of stairs at

the top of which he cautiously opened a door and looked into the room
beyond.

"All right," he whispered, "come on."
He led us into the palace kitchen, and through that and several pan-

tries into a huge state diningroom. The jongs of Japal lived well. We fol-
lowed Kandar to the end of the room farthest from the main entrance,
and here he showed us a little door hidden behind hangings.

"Where the jong used to escape when he became bored," he explained.
Beyond the door was a narrow corridor. "Go quietly," cautioned

Kandor. "This corridor leads to the jong's sleeping apartments. We'll
have a look in them and see if Gangor is there."

We crept along noiselessly through the dark little corridor until
Kandar halted at a door. We pressed close behind him as he opened it a
crack. The room beyond was in darkness.

"Gangor is probably drinking with some of his cronies," whispered
Kandar, "and hasn't retired yet. We are in luck. Come on, follow me; but
still go quietly."

We crept across that dark room, Doran touching Kandar to keep in
contact and follow him, and I touching Doran. It seemed a perfectly
enormous room to me, and traversing it that way in total darkness, I
somehow lost my balance just enough to causeme to throw one foot out
to regain my equilibrium. Well, I threw it in the wrong place at the
wrong time. It hit a table or something and knocked it over. The thing
fell with a crash that would have awakened the dead; and instantly there
was a cry, and a light went on.

There was Gangor right in front of us sitting up on. his sleeping couch,
screaming for the guard. On a table at the side of the couch lay my pistol.
Gangor had taken it away from the warrior of the guard all right. It
would have been better for him had he not.

As I leaped forward and snatched it from the table, a dozen warriors
burst into the apartment. "This way!" Kandar shouted to me, and the
three of us backed away toward the secretentrance to the corridor lead-
ing from the palace. At least I thought that that was where he was lead-
ing us, but he wasn't. As he told me later, he had not wished to reveal
the secret to Gangor and his warriors.
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I menaced the advancing guardsmen with my pistol. "Stand back!" I
ordered. "Don't come closer, or I'll kill you!"

"Kill them!" screamed Gangor. "Kill them all!"
A warrior rushed me. I pressed the triggerÑbut nothing happened.

For the first time since I had had it, my r-ray pistol failed meÑfailed me
when it was a question of life or death and even more; a question as to
whether I was ever to return to Duare again.

But, unarmed as I was, there were other weapons at hand. Maybe they
had not been designed as instruments of death, but they were to serve
their purpose. I seized a bench and hurled it into the face of the advan-
cing warrior. He went down; and immediately Kandar and Doran
grasped the possibilities of the furnishings of the apartment, and seized
upon the nearest things at hand.

Behind them a cluster of spearshad been arranged upon the wall as a
decoration. I saw them and dragged them down. Now we were armed!
But the odds were against usÑtwelve against three; or rather eleven
now, for the man I had hit with the bench lay where he had fallen, and
Gangor only sat on his couch screaming for more guardsmen. I saw
Kandar working his way toward him; and so Doran and I moved with
him, keeping our backs against the wall.

Fencing with spears is quite an interesting experience; while thus en-
gaged, one does not doze, I can assure you. It happened that the spear
which had fallen to me was light and rather long, a fact which gave me
an advantage that I was not long in realizing and seizing upon. I found
that while I could not parry well with one hand, I could jab quite effect-
ively; so, picking up a light table to use as a shield, I succeededso well
that I jabbed an antagonist in the heart after parrying his thrust with my
table.

Doran and Kandar had each killed a man, and now the remainder of
them seemed less keen to push the assault. Kandar had worked around
until he was closebeside Gangor's couch; and ashe jerked his spear from
the heart of a dead guardsman, he wheeled and drove it through
Gangor's body.

Gangor did not die immediately. He lay sprawled across his couch
vomiting blood; and between paraoxysms, screaming in agony. Jantor,
jong of Japal, had been avenged.

Now more warriors were pushing into the chamber; and it looked
pretty bad for us three, when there burst upon our ears the sound of
gongs and trumpets. As if by magic, the fighting stopped, as we all
listened.
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Chapter24
BENEATH THE SOUND of the gongs and trumpets, we could hear men
shouting.

"It is the call to arms!" cried a warrior. "The city has been attacked."
"The Myposans have returned," said another. "Who will lead us? We

have no jong."
"You have a jong," I cried. "Follow Kandar! He is your jong."
They hesitated for a moment; then a warrior said, "Kandar is jong. I

will follow him. Who will come with me?"
Kandar, taking advantage of their indecision, started for the door; and

Doran and I followed him. "Come!" commanded Kandar. "To the streets.
To the defense of Japal!" Like sheep they followed him.

When we arrived in the palace grounds and the warriors there saw
Kandar and Doran leading some of their fellows, they cheered; then
Kandar took command, leading a strong party out into the city streets
where fighting was in progress. It was then that I saw that it was not My-
posans who had attacked Japal, but strange, repulsive looking warriors
of a sickly greenish hue and entirely hairlessÑno hair on their heads,no
whiskers, no eye- brows, no eyelashesÑand right on the tops of their
heads was a little knob of flesh. They fought with swords and long-
handled hooks, holding the latter in their left hands. With these hooks
they would catch an antagonist and draw him close;then cut or thrust at
him with the sword. Oftentimes, the hook was enough if the point
caught at the base of the brain. They were nasty weapons.

If my pistol had been serviceable they wouldn't have worried me
much, but with only a spear I felt very much at a disadvantage. I had
had no time to examine the pistol since I had recovered it, but now I
stopped before getting into the thick of the fight and went over it care-
fully. Evidently some one had been tampering with it, probably in an ef-
fort to discover how it worked; and I was much relieved to seethat they
had merely changed an adjustment. In a few secondsI had remedied the
trouble; and when I looked up I saw that I was just in time, or almost just
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in time. I wasn't quite sure which, for a big green devil was reaching for
me with his hook.

I was in a most disadvantageous position, as I had rested my spear in
the hollow of my left elbow with the butt on the ground while I worked
on my pistol; and the hook had already passedover my shoulder to take
me in the back of the neck. It was just a matter of a split second before I
should be gaffed.

I did what was probably the best thing, but I did it quite mechanic-
allyÑthere was no time for conscious reasoning. I sprang toward my
antagonist. Had I sprung away, the hook would have impaled me; but
by springing toward him I confused him. At the same time I struck his
sword aside with my left arm and sent a stream of r-rays through his
heart. It was a close call.

Kandar and Doran were in the thick of the fight a little ahead of me.
Kandar was closer, and he was hotly engaged with one of the invaders.
He, too, had nothing but a spear; and I hurried to his aid. He had so far
successfully knocked the gaff to one side every time his antagonist
reached for him with it; and then he would have to parry a sword thrust;
so he never got a chance to bring his spear into play as an offensive
weapon. He was always on the defensive, and no duel or war was ever
won that way.

I reached him just as a second enemy attacked him. The r-rays hissed
from the muzzle of my gun, and both Kandar's antagonists went down;
then I started right through the ranks of the enemy, spraying r-rays to
the right and left and ahead, cutting a path wide enough to drive a com-
bine through. I was having a glorious time. I felt as though I were win-
ning a war all by myself.

Suddenly I realized that the invaders were fleeing before me and on
both sides. I looked back. I could seenothing but thesehideous warriors.
They had closed in behind me, and I was being carried along with them.
Presently I was tripped; and as I fell, I was seized on either side, my pis-
tol was snatched from my hand, and I was hustled along with the de-
feated army.

Down the main street of Japal they dragged me and out through the
inland gate, nor did their retreat end there; for Japal's fighting men fol-
lowed them far out onto the plain, constantly harassing their rear. It was
almost dark when they abandoned the pursuit and turned back toward
the city. It was then that I becameconvinced that Kandar did not know I
had been made prisoner. Had he, I am sure that he would never have
given up the pursuit until I had been rescued.
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A warrior on each side had been dragging me along up to the time;
but now that the pursuit had ceased a halt was called; and while the
creatures rested, a rope was tied about my neck; and when the march
was resumed, I was led along like a cow to the slaughter.

I saw my pistol tucked into the loincloth of a warrior; and I kept my
eyeson the fellow, hoping that I might find an opportunity to retrieve it.
I knew that only asa forlorn hope could I use it if I had it; for my captors
were so numerous that, though I might have killed many of them, even-
tually they would have overwhelmed me.

I was terribly depressed.Ill fortune seemedto dog my footsteps. Right
on the threshold of freedom that would have permitted me to rejoin
Duare immediately, my rash impetuosity had plunged me into a predic-
ament which was probably as fraught with danger as any I had ever en-
countered. Why should I have tried to fight a battle practically single-
handed? I don't know. Probably I am overconfident in my own prowess,
but I have reason to be. I have come through some mighty trying experi-
ences and escaped hundreds of dangers.

Where were thesestrange, silent creatures taking me? What fate lay in
store for me? I had not heard them speak a word since I had seenthem. I
wondered if they were alalus, lacking vocal organs.

One of them approached me as we resumed the march. He wore three
gold armlets, and the haft of his gaff was circled by three golden rings.
"What is your name?" he demanded in the universal language of Amtor.

So they were not alalus. "Carson of Venus," I replied.
"From what country come you?"
"The United States of America."
"I never heard of it," he said. "How far is it from Brokol?"
"I never heard of Brokol," I replied. "Where is that?"
He looked disgusted. "Everyone has heard of Brokol," he said. "It is the

greatest empire in Amtor. It lies forty kob from here on the other side of
those mountains." That would be a hundred miles. I not only had to get
myself captured, but now I had to walk a hundred miles!

"Then my country is ten million four hundred thousand kobs from
Brokol," I said, doing some lightning mental calculating.

"There is nothing that far away from anything," he said, petulantly.
"You are lying to me, and that will make it worse for you."

"I am not lying," I said. "That is the nearest my country ever gets to
Brokol; sometimes it is farther away than that."

"You are the greatest liar I have ever heard of," he said. "How many
people live in your country?"
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"If I tell you, you won't believe me."
"Tell me anyway. It is probably a little country. Do you know how

many people live in Brokol?"
"I'm afraid I could never guess."
"You are very right that you could never guessÑthere are fifty thou-

sand people living in Brokol!" I guess he expected me to faint.
"Indeed?" I said.
"Yes, fifty thousand; and I am not lying to you. Now how many live in

your little country? Tell me the truth."
"Somewhere around a hundred and thirty million."
"I told you to tell me the truth. There are not that many people in all

Amtor."
"My country is not on Amtor."
I thought he was going to explode, he becameso angry. "Are you try-

ing to make a fool of me?" he demanded, turning a dark green.
"Not at all," I assured him. "There is no reason why I should lie to you.

My country is in another world. If Amtor were not surrounded by
clouds, you could see it at night shining like a tiny ball of fire."

"I said you were the greatest liar I had ever heard of," he said. "I now
say that you are the greatest liar any one ever heard of; you are the
greatest liar in the world."

I do not like to be called a liar, but what was I to do about it? Anyway,
there was something of awe and respect in the way he said it that made
it sound more like a compliment than an insult.

"I don't seewhy you should doubt me," I said. "The chancesare that
you have never heard of Vepaja, or Havatoo, or Korva, yet they are
countries which really exist."

"Where are they?" he demanded.
"Right on Amtor," I said.
"If you can lead us to countries we have never heard of, you will prob-

ably not be sacrificed to Loto-El-Ho-Ganja; but you had better not lie to
her or to Duma."

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja, literally translated into English, means most high
more than woman. None of the various peoples of Amtor with whom I
had come in contact had any religion, but this name and his mention of
sacrifice in connection with it suggested that she might be a goddess.

"Is Loto-El-Ho-Ganja your vadjong?" I asked. Vadjong means queen.
"No," he said, "she is not a woman; she is more than a woman. Shewas

not born of woman, nor did she ever hang from any plant."
"Does she look like a woman?" I asked.
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"Yes," he replied, "but her beauty is so transcendent that mortal wo-
men appear as beasts by comparison."

"And Duma?" I asked. "Who is Duma?"
"Our jongÑthe richest and most powerful jong in Amtor. You will

probably seehim when we reach Brokol, and maybe Loto-El-Ho-Ganja,
too. I think they will wish to see such a great liar, one whose hair and
eyes, even, are lies."

"What do you mean by that?" I demanded.
"I mean that there can be no such thing as a man with yellow hair and

gray eyes; therefore they must be a lie."
"Your powers of reasoning are amazing," I said.
He nodded in agreement, and then said, "I have talked enough," and

walked away.
If these Brokols have anything to recommend them, it is their lack of

garrulity. They talk when they have something to say; otherwise they re-
main silent, in which they differ greatly from most of my own species.I
am always amazed, if not always amused, by the burst of feminine
gabble which follows the lowering of a theater curtain for an intermis-
sion. There can't be that much important conversation in a lifetime.
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Chapter25
I MUST SAY that after my conversation with this chap, whose name I
later learned was Ka-at (Ka'-at), I was really curious to reach Brokol and
see a woman so beautiful that she made other women appear as beasts. If
it hadn't been for my concern over Duare, I'd have looked forward to it
as another rare adventure. One must die eventually, even though he has
been inoculated with the longevity serum as have I; so if he has no one
dependent upon him, he might as well crowd all of the adventure and
experience into his life that he can, even though he at times risks that life.

During the long marches to Brokol no one spoke to me again. They
communicated with me and among themselves largely by signs. I some-
times wondered that their vocal cords did not atrophy. I had much time
to think; and of course most of my thoughts revolved about Duare, but I
also thought of the strange suggestions Ka-at had placed in my mind. I
wondered what he meant when he said that Loto-El-Ho-Ganja had never
hung from any plant. Why should anyone wish to hang from a plant? I
am quite sure that the horse thieves they used to lynch in the days of our
old West would not have chosen to hang from a tree or from anything
else.

The Brokols carried nothing but their spears, swords, and a little bag
of food; for we lived off the country as we went; so they covered quite a
little ground every day. During the morning of the fifth day we climbed
through a mountain pass, and from the summit I saw a city lying on a
well watered tableland below.

The party halted at the summit; and, looking down upon the city,
bowed three times from the waist. We were standing pretty close togeth-
er, and the opportunity I had been awaiting came becauseof that. I was
behind and touching the warrior who carried my pistol. As he bowed, I
brushed against him; and when he straightened up, he did not have my
pistolÑit was hidden in my loincloth.

I didn't know when the opportunity to use it might come. I knew that I
couldn't shoot my way out of a city full of enemies,but as a last resort I
could sell my life dearly. Anyway, I was glad to have my weapon back

96



again; somehow it gives me a feeling of security and superiorty that I
don't have without it; and that is strange; becausebefore I cameto Venus
I never carried a weapon of any description.

The bowing at the summit of the pass, I learned later, was something
of a religious ritual, Brokol being considered by them a holy city. In it
was located the principal temple of Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. Here came the
people of the lesser villages to worship and make offerings.

We continued the march immediately, and were soon at one of the
gatesof Brokol. I shall not bore you with the details of our entry into the
city, but I may say that it was not a triumphal entry for Ka-at. He had
been defeated, and he brought back no spoils and only a single prisoner.
Ka-at was a yorkokor, or commander of a thousand men. Yorkokor
means, literally, a thousand daggers;and is a military title corresponding
with our colonel. The three gold armlets that he wore and the three
golden rings which encircled the haft of his gaff were the insignia of his
office.

I was taken to an open square or plaza in a poor part of the city and
locked in a cage.There were a number of thesecages,but only one other
had an occupant. He was a human being like myself, and his cage was
next to mine. We were not exactly on exhibit; but the plaza was not en-
closed, and many Brokols came and gawped at us. Someof them poked
us with sticks, and others threw stonesat us. For the most part, however,
they just looked and commentedÑa word or a short phrase. They were
not given to loquacity.

One looked at me and said to his companion, "What is it?"
The other just shook his head.
"Yellow hair," said the first.
"Gray eyes," said the second.
They were running on terribly, for Brokols.
"You talk too much," the man in the next cage yelled at them.
One of them threw a rock at him, and then they both walked away.
"They hate to have anyone say they talk too much," confided my

neighbor.
I nodded. I was suddenly sick at heart, as though I felt a premonition

of tragedy. Somehow I connected it with Duare, and I didn't feel much
like talking.

The fellow in the next cageshook his head sadly. "You don't look like a
Brokol," he said, "but you talk like one. It is too bad. When I saw you
coming I thought that I was going to have some one to talk with. I have
been afraid that I was going to forget how to talk."
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"I am sorry," I said. "I shall be glad to talk with you."
He brightened up. "My name is Jonda," he said.
"Mine is Carson."
"I am from Tonglap. Where are you from?"
"From Korva," I said. There was no use going through the futile ex-

planation of where the United Statesof America was. No one on Venus
could have understood it.

"I never heard of Korva," he said. "Tonglap is far away in that direc-
tion." He pointed toward the north. "I am a vookor in the army of
Tonglap." Vookor really means one dagger, but is the title of an officer
who commands one hundred men, a, captain. Tonglap means big land.

The days dragged heavily, and I becamemuch depressed.Here I was
in a cagein a strange land, a prisoner of queer, half human creatures;my
ship lay disabled at Japal;and Duare was far away in Timal. How long, I
wondered, would those savagepeople remain friendly to her. I began to
lose hope, for it seemed impossible that she and I ever would be re-
united, that we should ever reach Korva.

Jonda had told me that at any moment one of us might be chosenas a
human sacrifice to Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. "From remarks I have overheard,"
he said, "I think she either drinks the blood of the victim or bathes in it."

"I understand that she is very beautiful," I said. "Have you ever seen
her?"

"No, and I don't want to. I understand that it isn't good for one'shealth
to have Loto-El-Ho-Ganja take an interest in one. Let us hope that she
never hears of us."

After a couple of weeks Jonda and I were taken from our cagesand
put to work cleaning up an oval field which had tiers of benches built
around it. The benches were raised, the lower tier being some ten feet
above the ground; so that the whole thing resembled a Spanish bull ring
more than it did anything else.There were two main gatesand a number
of small doors in the wooden paling surrounding it.

I remarked to Jonda that it seemed strange to me that we didn't see
more slaves in the city. As far as I knew, there were only the two of us.

"I've never seenany others," he replied. "Duma, the jong, sent out that
expedition under Ka-at to gather slaves; but he didn't do very well. He
may have had his head lopped off for it by this time."

"Shut up!" snapped one of the warriors that were guarding us. "You
talk too much. Work, don't talk."
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While we were working, half a dozen warriors entered the arena and
approached our guard. "The jong has sent for these two," said their
leader.

One of our guard nodded. No words wasted there.
They conducted us to the palace grounds and through what appeared

to be a well kept orchard of small fruit trees. I could seewhat appeared
to be some kind of fruit hanging from the branches,but only one or two
to a tree. There were many guards about.

When we had come closer to the orchard, I was amazed to see that
what I had thought was fruit were diminutive Brokols dangling in the air
by stems attached to the tops of their heads. This suddenly explained
many things, among them the knob on the tops of the heads of all the
Brokols I had seenand Ka-at's statement that Loto-El-Ho-Ganja had nev-
er hung from a plant.

The little Brokols were perfectly formed. Most of them hung quietly,
swaying in the breeze,with their eyes shut; but a few were very active,
wriggling their arms and legs and making complaining sounds. It all re-
minded me of the first stirrings of a new born babe, yet there was
something almost obsceneabout it. They were of all sizes,from those but
an inch long to some that were fully fifteen inches in length.

Jonda pointed to one of these, and remarked, "Pretty nearly ripe and
about to fall off."

"Shut up!" snapped one of our guard. That was practically the extent of
the conversations we ever had widh our captors.
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Chapter26
WE WERE TAKEN into the presenceof the jong, where we were told to
bow four times. It is remarkable that from the depth of the African forest
to the Court of Versailles, on Earth or Venus, there is a similarity in the
trappings and the ritual surrounding kings.

The throne room of Duma was as elaborate as the culture and means
of the Brokols could make it. There were battle scenespainted on the
walls; there were dyed fabrics hanging at the windows and doorways;
swords and spears and the heads of animals adorned the walls.

Duma sat upon a carved bench on a dais strewn with furs. He was a
large man, as hairless and hideous as his subjects; and he was loaded
with bracelets,armlets, and anklets of gold. A Brokol woman, the first I
had seen,sat on a lower bench beside him. She,too, was weighted down
with golden ornaments. She was Dua, the vadjong. This I learned later,
as also that the jongs of Brokol were always named Duma; and the vad-
jongs, Dua.

"Which is the slave from Japal?"asked Duma, and then, "I see,it must
be the one with yellow hair and gray eyes.Ka-at did not lie. Did you tell
Ka-at that you came from a country ten million four hundred thousand
kobs from Brokol, fellow?"

"Yes," I said.
"And did you tell him that there were a hundred and thirty million

people in your country?"
"Correct."
"Ka-at did not lie," he repeated.
"Nor did I," I said.
"Shut up! " said Duma; "you talk too much. Could you lead an expedi-

tion to that country for the purpose of obtaining loot and slaves?"
"Of course not," I replied; "we could never reach it. Even I may never

return to it."
"You are, even asKa-at said, the greatest liar in the world," said Duma;

then he turned his eyesupon Jonda. "And you," he said; "where are you
from?"
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"From Tonglap."
"How many people are there there?"
"I never counted them," replied Jonda, "but I may say that there are

fully ten times as many as there are in Brokol."
"Another liar," said Duma. "Brokol is the largest country in the world.

Can you lead my warriors to Tonglap, so that they may take prisoners
and loot?"

"I can but I won't," said Jonda. "I am no traitor."
"Shut up!" said Duma. "You talk too much." He spoke to an officer.

"Take this one who is from Tonglap and put him back in his cage.Loto-
El-Ho-Ganja wished to seethe other one. Shehas never seena man with
yellow hair and gray eyes.Shedid not believe Ka-at any more than I did.
She said, also, that she would be amused to hear the greatest liar in
Amtor."

They led Jonda away, and then several men with plumes fastened to
their heads surrounded me. They carried golden gaffs and very heavy
short-swords with ornate hilts. Their leader looked at Duma, who nod-
ded; and I was led from the throne room.

"When you enter the presenceof Loto-El-Ho-Ganja, bow seven times,"
the leader instructed me, "and do not speak unless you are spoken to;
then only answer questions. Ask none and make no gratuitous observa-
tions of your own."

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja has a throne room of her own in a temple that
stands not far from the palace. As we approached it, I saw hundreds of
people bringing offerings. Of course I could not seeeverything that they
brought; but there were foods and ornaments and textiles. It evidently
paid well to head the church of Brokol, as it does to head most churches
and cults. Even in our own Christian countries it has not always proved
unprofitable to emulate the simple ways of Christ and spread his humble
teachings.

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja sat on a gorgeous golden throne that made Duma's
bench look like a milkmaid's stool. Shewas surrounded by a number of
men garbed like those who escorted me. They were her priests.

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja was not a bad looking girl. Shewas no Brokol, but a
human being like me. She had jet black hair and eyes and a cream
colored skin with just a tinge of olive, through which glowed a faint pink
upon her cheeks.I'd say that if she were not beautiful, she was definitely
arresting and interesting; and she looked alert and intelligent.

After I had bowed seven times she sat looking at me in silence for a
long time. "What is your name?"sheasked after a while. Shehad a lovely

101



contralto voice. Listening to it, I could not imagine her drinking human
blood or taking a bath in it.

"I am Carson kum Amtor, Tanjong kum Korva," I replied; which, in
English, would be Carson of Venus, Prince of Korva.

"And where is Korva?"
"It is a country far to the south."
"How far?"
"I do not know exactlyÑseveral thousand kobs, however."
"Did you not tell Ka-at that your country lay ten million four hundred

thousand kobs from Brokol?" she demanded. "Were you lying then or
now?"

"I was not lying at all. The world from which I originally came is not
Korva, and that other world is ten million four hundred thousand kobs
from Brokol."

"By what name is it known?" she asked.
"The United States of America."
Shewrinkled her brows in thought at that; and a strange, puzzled ex-

pression came into her eyes. She seemed to be straining to bring some
forgotten memory from the deepest recessesof her mind, but presently
she shook her head wearily.

"The United States of America," she repeated. "Would you tell me
something about your country? I cannot see what you could expect to
gain by lying to me."

"I shall be glad to tell you anything you wish to know," I replied, "and
I can assure you that I shall not lie to you."

She arose from her throne and stepped down from the dais. "Come
with me," shesaid, and then sheturned to one of her priests. "I would ex-
amine this man alone. You may all leave."

"But, Loto-El-Ho-Ganja," objected the man, "it would be dangerous to
leave you alone with this man. He is an enemy."

She drew herself up to her full height. "I am Loto-El-Ho-Ganja," she
said. "I know all things. I have looked into this man's eyes;I have looked
into his soul, and I know that he will not attempt to harm me."

The fellow still hesitated. "Such a thing has never been done," he said.
"You heard my command, Ro-ton," shesaid sharply. "Do you, my high

priest, dare question my authority?"
He moved away at that, and the others followed him. Loto-El-Ho-

Ganja led me across the room toward a small door. The throne room of
this goddess, if that was what she was, was even more elaborate than
that of Duma, the jong; but its wall decorations were gruesomeÑrows of
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human skulls with crossedbonesbeneath them; doubtless the skulls and
bones of human sacrifices.

The small room to which she led me was furnished with a desk, sever-
al benches,and a couch. The benchesand the couch were covered with
furs and cushions. Loto-El-Ho-Ganja seated herself on a bench behind
the desk. "Sit down," she said, and I seated myself on a bench opposite
her.

Sheasked me about the samequestions that Duma had, and I gave her
the same answers that I had given him; then she asked me to explain
how there could be another world so far from Venus, and I gave her a
very sketchy explanation of the solar system.

"Sun, planets, moons," she said musingly, "moons and stars."
I had not mentioned stars. I wondered how she could have known the

word.
"Before they brought me before you," I said, "I was told to speak only

when I was spoken to, and to ask you no questions. "
"You would like to ask me some questions?"
"Yes."
"You may," she said. "Ro-ton and the lesserpriests would be shocked,"

she added, with a shrug and a smile.
"How did you know about stars?" I asked.
She looked surprised. "Stars! What do I know about stars? I am Loto-

El-Ho-Ganja. That answers your question. I know many things. Some-
times I do not know how I know them. I do not know how I knew about
stars. In the back of my mind are a million memories, but most of them
are only vague and fragmentary. I try very hard to piece them together
or to build them into recognizable wholes," she sighed, "but I never can."

"Of course you are not a Brokol," I said. "Tell me how you came to be
here, a living goddess among alien people."

"I do not know," she said. "That is one of the things I can never recall.
Once I found myself sitting on the temple throne. I did not even know
the language of thesepeople. They had to teach me it. While I was learn-
ing it, I learned that I was a goddess; and that I came from the fires that
surround Amtor. My full title is Loto-El-Hotanja Kum O Raj, " (literally
Most High More Than Woman Of The Fire; or, for short, Fire Goddess)
"but that is too long and is only used on state occasionsand in rituals.
Ro-ton and a few of the others I permit to call me just Loto in private."
She pronounced it lo'to, and as it means Most High, it was still
something of a title. "You," she added graciously, "may call me Loto
while we are alone."
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I felt that I was getting on pretty well, to be permitted to call a goddess
by her first name. I hoped that she was going to like me so well that she
wouldn't care to drink my blood, or even bathe in it.

"I shall call you Carson," she said. "Like so many other things that I
cannot understand, I seemedto be drawn to you, from the moment I first
saw you, by some mysterious bonds of propinquity. I think it was when
you said 'United States of America.' That name seemed to strike a re-
sponsive chord within me. Why, I do not know. United Statesof Amer-
ica!" Shewhispered the words softly and slowly, almost caressingly; and
there was that strange far-away look in her eyes.
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Chapter27
LOTO AND I were getting on famously when there came a scratching at
the door. "Enter!" said The Fire Goddess.

The door was opened, and Ro-ton stood scowling on the threshold.
"I thought I told you we were to be left alone," said the goddess with

some asperity.
"I come from Duma," said Ro-ton. "He wishes to offer a sacrifice to

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja," and he looked straight at me with a very nasty ex-
pression on his green face.

"If he insists, I shall accept his sacrifice," said Loto; "but I shall reserve
the right to selectthe victim," and she looked so meaningly at Ro-ton that
he turned a dark green, which faded almost immediately to a sickly
greenish white. "It will probably be one of those who disobey me."

Ro-ton faded from the scene,closing the door after him; while Loto
tapped her sandalled toe upon the floor. "He aggravatesme so," shesaid.
"Whenever I demonstrate any liking for a person, he runs immediately to
Duma and gets him to select that person as an offering. One of these
days I am going to lose patience and selectRo-ton myself. That would be
a great honor for Ro-ton, but I don't think he'd enjoy it."

"Is it true," I asked, "that you drink the blood of the sacrifical
offerings?"

Her eyesflashed angrily. "You are presumptious!" sheexclaimed. "You
have taken advantage of my kindness to you to ask me to divulge one of
the most sacred secrets of the temple. "

I stood up. "I am sorry," I said. "Now I suppose I must go. "
"Sit down!" she snapped. "I am the one to decide when you are to go.

Have you no manners?"
"I have never before had the honor of being entertained by a goddess,"

I said; "so I do not know just how to act."
"You are not being entertained by a goddess," she said. "You are enter-

taining one. Goddesses do not entertain any one, especially slaves."
"I hope that I amentertaining you, Most High," I said.
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"You are. Now tell me more about The United Statesof America. Has
it many cities?"

"Thousands."
"Any as large as Brokol?"
"Most of them are larger. One has nearly seven million people. "
"What is that city called?" she asked.
"New York."
"New York," she repeated. "New York. It seemsjust as though I had

heard that name before."
Again we were interrupted by scratching on the door. It was a priest to

announce that Duma, the jong, was coming to the temple to pay his re-
spects to Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. Loto flushed angrily, but she said, "We will
receive him. Summon the priests to the holy chamber." When the priest
was gone, she turned again to me. "I cannot leave you here alone," she
said; "so you will have to come with me."

We went out into the throne room. It was what she called the holy
chamber. Loto told me to stand over at one side; then she took her place
on the throne. Priests were arriving. Ro-ton came. They made a barbar-
ous spectacle in that skull decorated room, with their green skins and
their plumes of office.

Soon I heard the sound of drums, first at a distance; then drawing
nearer; and presently Duma entered, preceded by drummers and fol-
lowed by fully a hundred officers. They stopped before the dais and
bowed seventimes; then Duma mounted the dais and sat on a low bench
next to Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. Every one elsein the room remained standing.
You could have heard a pin drop, it was so quiet.

They went through a sort of stupid ritual for a while, Duma standing
up every few secondsand bowing seven times. When that was over they
commenced their conversation. I could hear every word.

"Ro-ton tells me that you have refused my sacrifice," said Duma. "That
is something that has never before happened."

"I did not refuse it," replied Loto. "I simply said that I would select the
victim."

"That is the same as refusing it," said Duma. "I wish to select my own
offering."

"You may," said Loto, "but I have the right to refuse any offering that is
not acceptable.You seem to forget that I am Loto-El-Ho-Ganja Kum O
Raj."

"And you seem to forget that I am the jong of Brokol," snapped Duma.
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"To a goddess,a jong is only another mortal," said Loto, icily. "Now, if
you have no further matters to discuss, I permit you to withdraw."

I could seethat Duma was furious. He turned dark green, and he fairly
glared at Loto. "A jong has warriors," he said, angrily. "He can enforce
his wishes."

"You threaten me?" demanded Loto.
"I demand that I be permitted to select my own offering." Duma was

fairly shouting now.
"I told you that you might name your selection," said Loto.
"Very well," said Duma. "It is the slave, Carson, with whom you have

been closeted alone for hours, defying the traditions of the temple."
"I decline your offering," said Loto.
Duma leaped to his feet. "Take that slave back to his cage,"he shouted.

"I'll attend to this woman later. Now I declare that she is no goddess,but
that I, Duma, am a god. Let those who acceptme as their god bow seven
times."

That was the last I heard, as several warriors had seized me and
hustled me out of the holy chamber.

They took me back to my cageand locked me in. Jondawas still in the
adjoining cage;and when I told him what had happened, he said that I
didn't have long to live now. "That's what comes of getting mixed up
with goddesses and jongs," he added.

"They were going to kill me anyway," I reminded him. "At least this
way nobody's going to drink my blood."

"Maybe Duma will," he suggested."You say he's god now. If that is so,
he can select you for his first sacrifice."

"I wonder if the people will stand for his ousting Loto-El-Ho-Ganja," I
said.

"If a jong has plenty of warriors, his people will stand for anything,"
said Jonda.

"Loto-El-Ho-Ganja seemedall-powerful to me," I said. "The high priest
and the jong did her homage and stepped around for her until Duma lost
his temper."

"Look!" exclaimed Jonda, pointing. "Who is that they're bringing? I've
never seen a human woman here before."

I looked and was shocked. "It is Loto-El-Ho-Ganja," I said.
"So Duma is a god now!" said Jonda.
Two warriors were escorting Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. They were not rough

with her. Perhaps they felt that she might still be a goddess regardless of
what Duma had proclaimed, and one doesn't willingly offend a goddess.

107



They were coming toward our cages;and presently they stopped in
front of mine, unlocked the door, and pushed Loto in with me.
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Chapter28
I HAVE HAD many strange experiencesin my adventurous life, but be-
ing locked up in a cage over night with a goddess was a new one. Loto
appeared dazed. I imagine the shock of her fall from Olympus was terrif-
ic. "What happened?" I asked.

"This is the end," she said. "Thank God, this is the end. I feel it."
She spoke in Amtorian, all but one word: God. That shespokein Eng-

lish! There is no word for God in Amtorian. Most High More than Wo-
man of The Fire is the nearestapproach to the name of a deity that I have
ever heard here. Where did she learn that one English word? I asked her;
but she only looked more dazed than ever, and said that she did not
know. "Why is it the end, Loto?" I asked.

"He has condemned me to death," she said, and then she laughed. "I,
who cannot die, am condemned to death. But he has condemned you,
tooÑyou and this other prisonerÑand you can die. I wish that I might
save you."

"You tried to, Loto," I reminded her. "Why did you do that? It has cost
you your life."

"I liked you," she said. "I was drawn to you by some power I do not
understand."

We three, Loto, Jonda,and I, condemned to death, talked together long
into the night. They told me strange, almost unbelievable things about
thesegreen Brokol people. They told me that their blood was not red; but
white, like the sap of some plants, and that they ate no meat, though they
drank the blood of warm blooded animals.

I asked about the tiny Brokols I had seenhanging from trees,and they
told me that the Brokol females laid small, nut-like eggs which were
planted in the ground. These grew into trees; and, in a matter of years,
bore the fruit I had seenhanging. When the little Brokols were ripe, they
dropped from the trees,wild, untamed creatures that had to be captured
and disciplined.

Each family usually had its own orchard of Brokol trees, the one I had
seen,belonging to the royal family. Guypals, the great birds with which I
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had become familiar at Mypos, accounted for many little ripening
Brokols, which accounted for the armed warriors guarding the royal
orchard. Here was a race of people who not only had family trees, but
family orchards.

When a woman planted an egg, she stuck a little marker in the ground
beside it to identify it, just as our home gardeners place markers every
spring in their gardens so that they will know which are beetsand which
tomatoes when they come up.

Becauseof guypals and insect pests the infant mortality of the Brokols
is appallingly high, not one in a thousand reaching maturity. However,
as the Brokols are polygamous and both the ground and the females ex-
tremely fertile, there is little danger that race suicide will exterminate
them. I might mention that no dogs are allowed in the orchards.

During a lapse in the conversation, Loto suddenly exclaimed, "I did
not drink human blood. While I was Loto-El-Ho-Ganja Kum O Raj, I
could not tell you; but now that I have been deposed I am free to speak."

"Somehow, I could not believe that you did," I told her, "but I am glad
to hear it from your own lips."

"No," she said, "it was Ro-ton, Duma, and a few of the more favored
priests who got the blood to drink. It was only their craving for blood
which ever induced them to sacrifice a human slave, as these were con-
sidered very valuable as workers. Most of the offerings were Brokols
who had incurred the displeasure of Duma or Ro-ton, but they did not
drink the blood of these. I did not even kill the victim; Ro-ton did that. I
merely presided and repeated a chant; but the priests let the people think
that I drank the blood, in order to impress them. It seemsthat the com-
mon people must be afraid of their goddess in order to be held under
control."

"You and Carson speak of strange creatures of which I have never
heard," said Jonda, the godless one.

"Let us talk of something else then," said Loto. "I should like to hear
more about The United States of America, of New YorkÑNew
YorkÑNew YorkÑ" She whispered the name slowly, drawing it out;
and her eyes were dreamy and introspective. Suddenly she exclaimed,
"Betty! Betty ! Betty! I'm getting it!" She was terribly excited.
"CallÑcallÑBetty call. I almost have it! Oh, God, I almost have it! Brook-
lyn! Now I have it! Brooklyn!" Then she swooned.

I tried to revive her, but shedidn't respond; so I had to let her lie there.
I knew that she would regain consciousness eventually.
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What she had said mystified me. What could she know about Brook-
lyn? I had mentioned New York, but never Brooklyn; yet I could not be
mistakenÑshe had said Brooklyn plainly. And what did she mean by
call, and who was Betty? When shecameto, I intended to get an explana-
tion, if I could. Could it be that there was another American on Venus,
whom she had seenand talked with? If I had reached the Shepherd Star,
another might have done so. Perhaps he had been a prisoner here,
maybe an offering with whom she had talked before he died. I must find
out! But what good it would do me, other than to satisfy my curiosity, I
did not know; for was I not to die on the morrow?

Thinking these thoughts, I fell asleep.
It was morning when I awoke. I was alone. Loto was not in the cage,

and the door was still securely locked!
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Chapter29
I AWOKE Jonda,but he could give me no information. He was as much
mystified as I. Something tells me that I shall never seeLoto again and
that I shall carry this unsolved mystery to the grave with me.

Shortly before noon Brokols commenced filing past our cages.They
were going toward the "bull ring" that Jonda and I had once cleaned.
Many of them stopped and looked at us, commenting, usually in a most
uncomplimentary manner, upon our looks and antecedents.

Presently they came for usÑa couple of dozen warriors. I wanted to
use my pistol, but I decided to wait until we got in the arena and I could
wreak greater havoc.

The warriors were much concerned and not a little upset by the ab-
senceof Loto. They saw that the lock of the door had not been tampered
with. When they asked me how she had escaped,I could only say that I
did not know. They took us to the arena, which was crowded with
Brokols. It was very quiet, nothing like a Spanish bull ring or an Americ-
an baseball game when they have a large audience. There was little con-
versation, no cheering, no shouting. When Duma entered with his family
and entourage, the place was as quiet as a tomb.

Jonda and I were standing in the center of the arena with our guards,
one of whom left us and went and spoke with Duma. Presently he re-
turned and said that Duma wished me to come to him. Half the guards
accompanied me.

"What becameof the woman?" demanded Duma, overlooking the fact
that I had not bowed to him either four times or once.

"That is a stupid question to ask me," I told him.
Duma turned the color of a green lime.
"You must know," I continued, "that if I did know, I wouldn't tell you.

I don't know, but if I told you that, you would not believe me. No, I don't
know; but I can guess."

"What do you guess?" he asked.
"I guess that you can't hold a goddess behind bars," I said, "and I also

guess that she has gone to arrange punishment for you and Ro-ton for
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the way you have treated her. You were very stupid to treat the Most
High More Than Woman of the Fire the way you did." "It was Ro-ton's
fault," said Duma.

Ro-ton was there and he looked very uncomfortable, and when Duma
said again, "It was all Ro-ton's fault," he couldn't contain himself.

"You wanted to be the Most High More Than Man of the Fire," he blur-
ted. "That was your idea, not mine. If she comesback, she'll know whose
fault it was."

"Goddesses always do," I said. "You can never fool 'em."
"Take him away!" snapped Duma. "I do not like him."
"I think I hear her coming now," I said, looking up in the air.
Immediately Duma, Ro-ton, and all those around them looked up. It

was a very tense moment, but no Loto-El-Ho-Ganja Kum O Raj ap-
peared. However, I had upset their nervous equilibrium; which was all
that I hoped to do; though it wouldn't have surprised me much if a girl
who could have disappeared so completely and mysteriously as Loto
had the night before had suddenly materialized carrying a flaming
sword. However, she didn't; and I was hauled back to the center of the
arena.

Jonda bowed to me seven times. Jonda had a senseof humor, but the
Brokols hadn't. There was a hissing noise, as though thousands of people
had gasped simultaneously; and I guess that is exactly what happened;
then the silence was deathly.

Duma shouted something that I could not understand, drums were
beaten, and the warriors left us alone in the center of the arena.

"We are about to die," said Jonda. "Let's give a good account of
ourselves."

Two warriors came out and handed us each a spear, or gaff, and a
sword. "See that you put on a good show," said one of them.

"You are going to seeone of the best shows ever put on in this arena," I
told him.

When the warriors had retired to places of safety, one of the small
doors in the arena wall was opened and six nobargans came out. The
nobargans are hairy, manlike cannibals. They have no clothing nor orna-
ments; hut they fight with slings, with which they hurl stones;and with
the crudest kind of bows and arrows.

The derivation of the word nobargan may interest you. Broadly, it
means a savage;literally, it means hairy men. In the singular it is nobar-
gan. Ganis man; bar is hair. No is a contraction of not, meaning with; and
is used asa prefix with the samevalue that the suffix y has in English. So
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nobarmeans hairy and no-bargan, hairy man. The prefix kloo forms the
plural (hairy men) savages.I have preferred throughout this narrative to
use the English form of plural as a rule, as the Amtorian is quite awk-
ward; in this case, kloonobargan.

The nobargans came toward us, growling like wild beasts,from which
they are not far removed. If they were proficient with their slings and
bows, our gaffs and swords would offer no defense.We'd never be able
to get close enough to use them.

I threw down my gaff and drew my pistol, carrying the sword in my
left hand to use to fend off the missiles of the savages.Jonda wanted to
barge ahead and get to closequarters, but I told him to waitÑthat I had a
surprise for him, the nobargans, and the Brokols; so he dropped back at
my side.

The savages were circling to surround us as I raised my pistol and
dropped the first one; then all I had to do was pan, as the photographers
say. One by one the creatures went down. Some missile flew by our
heads; and three of the beast-men had time to charge us, but I dropped
them all before they reached us.

Utter silence followed, and endured for a moment; then I heard Duma
raving like a madman. He had been cheated out of the sport he had ex-
pected. There had been no contest, and we had not been killed. He
ordered warriors to come and take my pistol from me.

They came, but with no marked enthusiasm. I told them to stay back
or I would kill them as I had killed the nobargans. Duma screamed at
them to obey him. Of course there was nothing else for them to do; so
they came on, and I dropped them just as I had the savages.

The Brokol audience sat in absolute silence. They are the quietest
people! But Duma was not quiet. He fairly jumped up and down in his
rage. He would have torn his hair, had he had any. Finally he ordered
every armed man in the audience to enter the arena and get me, offering
a splendid reward.

"Good work!" said Jonda. "Keep it up. After you have killed all the in-
habitants of Brokol, we can go home."

"I can't kill them all," I said. "There are too many of them coming now.
We'll be taken, but at a good price."

Thousands of armed men were jumping over the barrier and coming
toward us. I can't say they were hurrying much. Everyone seemedto be
quite willing to let some one elsewin the reward; but they were coming,
nevertheless.
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As they were closing in on us, I heard a familiar sound above me. But
it could not be true! I looked up; and there, far overhead, circled an aero-
plane. It could not be true, but it was. As far as I could seeit, I could re-
cognize that ship. It was the anotarÑmy anotar: Who had repaired it?
Who was flying it? Who elsecould it be but Duare, the only person in all
this world who could fly an aeroplane.

"Look!" I cried, pointing up. "Shecomes!Loto-El-Ho-Ganja Kum O Raj
comes for vengeance!"

Everybody looked up. Then they turned and looked at Duma and Ro-
ton. I looked at them, too. They were beating it out of that arena asfast as
they could go. I'll bet they're running yet.

The anotar was circling low now, and I was waving wildly to attract
the attention of Duare, or whoever was in it. Presently Duare leaned out
and waved.

I called to the Brokols to fall back out of the way or be killed by the
bird ship coming with a new Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. I thought they might no-
tice too soon that Duare was not the original Loto. They made room in a
hurry, scrambling out of the arena and leaving the stadium as fast as
they could go.

Duare landed in the arenaÑa beautiful landingÑand a moment later I
had her in my arms. I would have done the same thing had we been on
the corner of 42nd and Broadway.

Doran was in the ship with her, and a moment later Jondawas in and I
was at the controls with Duare at my side. We were both so full of ques-
tions that we almost burst, but eventually I learned that one of Kandar's
first acts after he becamejong of Japalwas to send a strong body of war-
riors to Timal to bring Duare and Artol back to his court. He also, follow-
ing my instructions, had had a new propeller made for the anotar.
Knowing that I had been captured by the Brokols, they knew where to
look for me; though they had little hope of reaching me in time.

We were flying at a couple of thousand feet altitude when I looked
back at Jonda. He was gazing around and down, wideeyed with
excitement.

"What do you think of it?" I asked him.
"I don't believe it," he said. "I think Ka-at was rightÑyou are the

greatest liar in the world." 1

2

1.Not that it has any bearing on this story, but just as an example of a remarkable co-
incidence, I want to reproduce here a news item that appeared in the daily press
recently.
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2.Brooklyn, Sept. 24. Special Correspondence. The body of Betty Callwell, who
disappeared twenty-five years ago, was found in the alley back of her former home
here early this morning. The preservation of the body was remarkable, as Miss Call-
well must have been dead for twenty-five years. Friends who viewed the body insist
that it did not look a day older than when she disappeared. The police fear foul play
and are investigating.
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Chapter30
WHEN I WAS young I used to dream of living an adventurous life, and
it may be that these youthful dreams more or less shape one's later life.
Perhaps that is why I took up flying when I was old enough. it may ac-
count for the rocket ship I built for a trip to MarsÑa trip that ended on
Venus!

I had desired adventures; but recently I had had little else than misad-
ventures, and I must admit that I was getting pretty well fed up on them;
so, when Duare and Doran arrived in the nick of time over the arena in
Brokol, while Jonda and I were facing the impossibility of withstanding
the assault of several thousand warriors armed with swords and gaffs,
and bore us off in the anotar, I made up my mind then and there that we
were to have no more adventures or misadventures, but were heading
south in our search for Korva just as quickly as possible.

Under ordinary circumstances I should have been glad to take Jonda
to Tonglap, his homeland; but I was not going to risk Duare's safety any
further; so, when Doran told Jonda that he would be welcome in Japal
until he could find the means to return to Tonglap, I was more than
pleased,since Japalwas in the general direction we would have to travel
to get to Korva, and Tonglap was not.

We were given a royal welcome in Japal, the anotar was stocked with
food and water; and as quickly as we decently could, we bade our
friends good-by and took off.

Duare and I had discussed our course and had come to the conclusion
that if we flew in a southwesterly direction we would come pretty close
to hitting the land massknown as Anlap, or Birdland, on which Korva is
situated. This course took us down the length of the Lake of Japal for
about five hundred miles and then out over a noellat gerloo, or mighty
water, which is Amtorian for ocean.

"Isn't it restful!" sighed Duare.
"After what we've been through, almost anything would be restful," I

replied. "This is almost too restful and too good to be true."
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"I thought that I should never see you again, Carson. They told me
some of the horrible customs of the BrokolsÑtheir drinking of human
blood and all that. I was nearly frantic before I was able to take off in the
anotar to search for you. Won't it be wonderful to get back to Korva,
where we are loved?"

"And, for the first time since we met, have peace and security. My
dear, if it's humanly possible, I think I shall never leave Korva again."

"Won't Taman and Jahara be amazed and delighted to see us again!
Oh, Carson, I can hardly wait to get back."

"It's a long flight," I told her, "and after we reach Korva, we may have a
long search before we can locate SanaraÑit's a very little city in a very
big country."

The oceanacrosswhich we were flying proved to be enormous, and it
was a very lonely ocean.We saw a few ships at the lower end of the Lake
of Japal and a few more close to the coast on the ocean;but after these,
we saw nothingÑjust a vast expanse of gray sea, a sea that was never
blue, for it had no blue sky to reflect; only the gray clouds that envelop
Venus.

Amtorian shipping seldom sails out of sight of land, for all maps are
wildly inaccurate; becauseof their belief that Amtor is a saucer shaped
world floating on a seaof Molten rock with what is really the nearer Pole
as the periphery, or outer edge, of the saucerand the Equator at the cen-
ter. You can readily seehow this would distort everything. Then, too, the
mariners have no celestial bodies to guide them. If they get out of sight
of land, they are sunk, figuratively; and very likely to be sunk literally.

Duare and I were much better off, as I had built a compassin Havatoo;
and I had roughly corrected the Amtorian maps from my knowledge of
the true shape of the planet. Of course, my maps were pitifully inad-
equate; but at least had some claim to verity.

We were getting pretty tired of that ocean,when Duare sighted land. I
had been confident that Japal lay in the northern hemisphere; and from
the distance we had travelled since leaving it, I was certain that we had
crossed the Equator and were in the southern hemisphere, where Korva
lies. Perhaps this was Korva that we were approaching! The thought
filled us both with elation.

It was really a lovely land, although a barren rock would have looked
lovely to us after the monotony of that long ocean crossing, during
which we had seennothing but water for a full week. As we neared the
land, I dropped down for a closer view. A great river wound down a
broad valley to empty into the seaalmost directly beneath us. The valley

118



was carpeted with the pale violet grass of Amtor, starred with blue and
purple flowers. Little patches of forest dotted the valley. We could see
their glossy, lacquer-like boles of red and azure and white, and their
weird foliage of heliotrope, lavender, and violet moving to a gentle
breeze.

There is something strangely beautiful about an Amtorian landscape,
beautiful and unreal. Perhaps it is the soft, pastel shades, that make it
look more like a work of art than a creation of Nature. Like a gorgeous
sunset on Earth, it is something that could never be reproduced by man.
I sometimes think that man's inability to reproduce the beauties of
Nature has led to the abominable atrocities called modern art.

"Oh, how I'd like to get down there among those flowers!" exclaimed
Duare.

"And get captured or killed by some of the weird creatures that roam
your fantastic planet," I retorted. "No, young lady! As long as our food,
our water, and our fuel hold out, we stay right up in the air, where we're
safe, until we find the city of Sanara. "

"So my planet is fantastic, is it?" demanded Duare, coming to the de-
fenseof her world like the Travel Bureau of Honolulu or the Los Angeles
Chamber of Commerce. "I suppose your planet is perfect, with its
crooked politicians, its constants warring religious sects, its gangsters,
and its funny clothes."

I laughed and kissed her. "I should never have told you so much," I
said.

"From what you have told me, I gather that the best thing about your
planet isn't there any more," she said.

"What's that?" I asked.
"You." So I kissed her again.
"Look!" I exclaimed presently; "there's a city!"
Sure enough, several miles up the river and close to it, there lay a city.
"It can't be Sanara, can it?" asked Duare, hopefully.
I shook my head. "No; it is not Sanara.The river near Sanararuns due

east; this one runs due south. Furthermore, this city doesn't resemble
Sanara in any respect."

"Let's have a closer look at it," suggested Duare.
I couldn't seeany harm in that; so I headed for the city. It reminded me

a little of Havatoo, except that it was entirely circular, while Havatoo is a
half circle. There was a large central plaza, with avenues radiating from
it like the spokes of a wheel; and there were other avenues forming
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concentric circles spacedequidistant from one another between the cent-
ral plaza and the high outer wall of the city.

"It looks like two Havatoos stuck together," observed Duare.
"I wish it were Havatoo," I said.
"Why?" demanded Duare. "We just escaped from that city with our

lives. I don't ever care to seeit again. The very idea! I, the daughter of a
thousand jongs, was not good enough to live in Havatoo; so they were
going to destroy me!"

"That was a bit stupid," I admitted.
I dropped down close over the city. Everything about it was

roundÑthe central plaza was round, the buildings were all round, the
whole city was round; and many of the buildings were capped with
spheres.

Now people were running into the streets and the great central plaza
and out upon their roofs, looking up at us. Many of them waved to us,
and we replied.

"What an interesting city," said Duare. "I'd like to visit it. The people
look very friendly, too."

"My dear," I replied, "you are becoming a veritable glutton for
disaster."

"I wouldn't go down there for the world," said Duare. "I just said I'd
like to visit it." Just then my propeller flew off.
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Chapter31
THE PROPELLERwas the one that Kandar had made and fitted to the
engine while I was a prisoner in Brokol. Evidently, he hadn't fitted it
properly.

"I think you are going to get your wish, Duare," I said. "We haven't
enough elevation to clear the city; so I guess I'll have to bring her down
in that plaza."

As I spiralled to a landing, the people fled from the plaza giving me
plenty of room; but the moment the anotar cameto a stop, they swarmed
out again forming a circle about it. They danced around the anotar,
singing and laughing. Others, behind them, had gathered handfuls of
flowers with which they showered us. The songs they sang were songs
of welcome. Such a reception of strangers in an Amtorian city was
without parallel in my experience; it was remarkable; it was amazing.
And it certainly reassured us.

Presently three of them approached us; and the dancing and singing
stopped, as the others gathered around to listen. All were smiling. Some-
how they reminded me of the acrobats I used to see on the old
vaudeville circuits, with their set smilesÑmugging, I think it was called.

One of the three bowed and said, "Welcome to Voo-ad, if you come in
peace." Voo-ad means First City.

"We landed becauseof an accident to our anotar," I replied; "but we
come in peace and we are appreciative of your friendly reception. "

"My name is Ata-voo-med-ro," he said. I say "he" becauseI couldn't
tell whether the speaker was a man or a woman. Like all the others, he
looked like both or neither; and as ata-voo-med-ro means A-One million
three it gave me no clew to the speaker's sex.

"My mate is Duare of Vepaja," I replied, "and I am Carson of Venus."
"You are both very welcome here," he said, "and I hope that you will

descend from that strange creature which flies through the air like a bird
and come with me to pay your respects to Vik-vik-vik, our jong."

Just then I saw one of the people pick up my propeller and run off
with it. I called Ata-voo-med-ro's attention to this, and asked him to have
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the prop brought back to me. It had fallen into a bed of flowers; so I
hoped it had not been greatly injured.

"You shall have it when you need it," he assure me.
Duare and I climbed down from the anotar, and accompanied Ata-

voo-med-ro and his two companions acrossthe plaza toward one of the
larger buildings which face it. A large crowd followed us to the door of
this building, which proved to be the jong's palace.

There were neither old people nor children in the crowd, and they all
looked more or lessalikeÑplump and rather soft looking. Although they
wore weaponsÑa sword and daggerÑthey did not look like a race of
fighters. Eachof them wore a single, skirt-like garment, which I later dis-
covered is not a garment at all; just a number of long pouches or pockets
strapped about their waists and falling almost to their knees,but they are
so close together that they resemble a pleated skirt. Running down the
exact center of their face and body, both front and back, is a well defined
reddish line that looks like a birth-mark.

As you know, the two halves of our facesand bodies are not identical.
In these people the lack of identicalness is more marked, though not to
the extent of being a deformity. Perhaps the fine red line bisecting their
faces adds to the apparent difference between the two halves.

We were ushered into the presence of Vik-vik-vik, which in English
means 999. He smiled at us most benignly, and said, "The Vooyorgans
welcome you to Voo-ad," or, the First People welcome you to the First
City.

He asked us many questions about the countries from which we came,
and told us that we were to consider ourselves his guestsduring our stay
in Voo-ad. I told him that I should like very much to make the necessary
repairs on our anotar and depart asquickly aspossible, if he would have
the propeller returned to me.

"You see,we have been away from home for a long time; and we are
anxious to return."

"I can very well understand that," he replied, "but we shall all be very
much disappointed if you do not remain with us at least a couple of
days. This portion of Anlap is almost a wilderness, and we have no
neighbors who are friendly and very few visitors; so you can see that
you would be doing us a great favor if you would remain a short
timeÑwe hear so little of the outside world of Amtor."

"We are really in Anlap?" I asked; "then perhaps you can tell us the
general direction of Korva."
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"I have heard of Korva," he replied, "but I do not know where it lies.
Now pleasetell me that you will remain at least two days, as I wish to ar-
range a banquet and entertainment for you before you depart."

Under the circumstancesthe only decent thing we could do, in view of
his generous hospitality, was to remain; so we told him it would be a
pleasure to accept his invitation. He seemed genuinely pleased, and
directed Ata-voo-med-ro to show us about the city and see that we
wanted for nothing which might enhance the pleasure of our visit in
Voo-ad.

Across from the jong's palace was a very large buildingÑit must have
been fully two hundred feet in diameterÑthat attracted our immediate
attention when we left the palace with Ata-voo-med-ro. The building
was an enormous dome at least a hundred feet high. It dwarfed
everything around it. Naturally, it intrigued our curiosity; and I asked
Ata-voo-med-ro what it was.

"You shall seeit before you leave Voo-ad," he replied. "I shall leave it
until the very last, as the supreme moment of your visit to our city. I can
guarantee that you will find it extremely interesting."

He led us about the city, showing us the shops, the flowers and shrub-
bery that grow in profusion, and calling our attention to the carvings on
the buildings. He also took us into an art shop where the work of the
best artists of Voo-ad was on exhibition. Thesepeople show remarkable
aptitude in reproducing natural objects with almost photographic fidel-
ity, but there was not the slightest indication of creative genius in any of
the work we saw.

While all the people looked and dressedmuch alike, we saw many do-
ing menial work; and I asked Ata-voo-med-ro if there were different
castes among them.

"Oh, yes," he replied; "all the kloo-meds and above are servants; voo-
meds who have no du are in the next higher class;they are the artisans;
then come the voo-meds with a duÑthat is the classI am in. We are just
below the nobles, who run from voo-yor-yorko to voo-med; royalty is al-
ways under yorko. There are other caste divisions, but it is all rather
complicated and I am sure would not interest you."

Perhaps the above has not interested you; but in English it is a little
more interesting, as it gives some meaning to their strange numerical
names. What he said was that all the 2,000,000'sand above were ser-
vants; the 1,000,000'swith no prefix letter (du) were in the artisan class;
then came his class, the 1,000,000'swith a letter; the nobles run from
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100,000to 1,000,000;and royalty is always under 1000.Vik-vik-vik's 999
is always the jong's name or number.

These high numbers do not mean that there are that many people in
Voo-ad; it is merely a naming system, and just another indication to me
of their total lack of creative genius.

Duare and I spent two very dull days in Voo-ad, and in the afternoon
of the secondday we were summoned to attend the banquet being given
by the jong. The table, built in the form of a hollow ring with people sit-
ting on both sides of it, was in a circular room. There were about two
hundred guests, all apparently of the same sex; for all were similarly
garbed and looked more or less alike. They had plenty of hair on their
heads, but none on their faces.There was a great deal of chattering and
laughter, and those perpetual, frozen smiles when they were not laugh-
ing. I overheard a great deal of the conversation which elicited laughter,
but could find nothing to laugh at.

Duare, who sat between Vik-vik-vik and me, remarked that some art-
icle of food shewas eating was delicious, whereat Vik-vik-vik and others
within hearing broke into laughter. It didn't make sense. I like to see
people happy, but I also like to feel that it is because they have
something to be happy about.

The food was really delicious, as were the wines; and the guests ate
and drank what seemed to Duare and me enormous amounts. They
seemed to derive far more pleasure and gratification from eating and
drinking than the act warranted; some even swooned with rapture. I
found it rather disgusting, and heartily wished that the banquet was
over, so that Duare and I might take our leave. We both wanted a good
night's rest, as we expected to leave the next day; and I still had the pro-
peller to adjustÑafter it was returned to me. I asked the jong if he had
arranged to have it returned to me immediately.

"You shall have it in plenty of time before you leave," he replied, with
that kindly smile of his.

"We should like to leave as early tomorrow as possible," I said, glan-
cing at Duare.

I was immediately concerned by her appearance;there was a startled,
almost frightened look in her eyes."Something is happening to me, Car-
son," she said.

I started to rise. A strange sensation pervaded me. I could not move. I
was paralyzed from the neck down!
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Chapter32
I LOOKED around at the others at the table; they were still laughing and
chatteringÑand they were moving their arms and bodies. They were not
paralyzedÑonly Duare and I. I looked at Vikvik-vik; he was staring at us
intently.

"Here is a very choice fruit," he said, offering me something that
looked like a cross between an avocado and a banana.

Of course I could not raise a hand to take it; then he offered it to
Duare, who was equally helpless. Vik-vik-vik waited a moment, and
then he threw the soft fruit in her face.

"So you spurn my hospitality!" he cried, and then he broke into loud
laughter, attracting the attention of all the guests to us. "Even so," he con-
tinued; "even though you refuse to accept what I offer, you shall still be
my guests. You shall be my guests forever!" At that, everybody laughed
uproariously. "What a notable addition you two will make to our collec-
tion in the Museum of Natural History. I think we have no pairs whatso-
ever in the upper categories, and we certainly have no male with gray
eyes and yellow hair."

"We have no female in this category, my jong," said Ata-voo-med-ro.
"Right you are," assented Vik-vik-vik. "We have a female nobargan,

but I presume we may scarcely maintain that she is of the same species
as this woman."

"What is the meaning of all this?" I demanded. "What have you done
to us?"

"The results of what we have done should, I think be quite obvious to
you," replied Vik-vik-vik, still laughing.

"You have trapped us by pretended friendliness, so that you may kill
us. I have known of many treacherous and despicable acts, but this
would bring a blush of shame to even a nobargan."

"You are mistaken," replied the jong; "we have no intention of killing
you; as specimens, you are far too valuable. In the interests of science
and education you will be preserved forever, serving a much better
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purpose than you could be continuing your silly, carnal lives." He turned
to Ata-voo-med-ro. "Have them taken away," he ordered.

Two stretchers were brought; and we were carried out of the banquet
hall by eight of the 2,000,000caste,four to a stretcher. Out of the palace
they carried us and across the plaza to the enormous dome I have
already describedÑthe building that Ata-voo-med-ro had told us would
be left until the very last, as the supreme moment of our visit to Voo-ad.
When I thought of the fiendish hypocrisy of the creature, I could have
gnashed my teethÑwhich was about all there was left for me to do.

Inside, the dome was one enormous room with platforms, arranged in
concentric circles, upon which were specimens of many of the larger
beasts and reptiles of Amtor, supported by props or scaffolding; while
from the wall hung perhaps a couple of hundred human beings and
nobargans in ingeniously devised slings which distributed their weight
equally to all parts of their bodies.

Similar slings were adjusted to Duare and me, and we were hung
upon the wall side by side in spacesbeside which lettered plaques had
already been affixed giving our names, the countries from which we
came, our species, sex, and such other information as had evidently
seemedto the Vooyorgans either educational or interesting. All this had
been attended to while we were being entertained as honored guests!

The other specimenswho were in a position to seeus had watched our
arrival and our "mounting" with interest. Others were quite evidently
asleep, their chins resting upon their breasts. So we could sleep! Well,
that would be something in the nature of a reprieve from the hideous
fate which had overtaken us.

A group of Vooyorgans who had been in the building had gathered to
watch us being hung in position; they read the placards describing us,
and commented freely. They were most interested in Duare, who was
possibly the first specimen of a female of our breed they had ever seen.I
noticed one in particular who said nothing, but stood gazing at her as
though entranced by her beauty. Watching him, I was suddenly im-
pressedby the fact that the reddish median line was missing and that the
two halves of his face were practically identical. This creature was, I pre-
sumed, what biologists term a sport. It differed, too, in other ways: it was
not continuously smiling or laughing, nor did it keep up the incessant
chatter of its fellows. (I find it difficult not to refer to these creatures as
males. They all looked so exactly alike that it was impossible to determ-
ine which were men and which women, but the fact that they all carried
swords and daggers has influenced me to refer to them as males.)
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They had left us our weapons; and I noticed that all the other exhibits
in sight still wore theirs except that their spears, if they had any, were
fastened to the wall beside them. These weapons, of course, enhanced
the educational value of the specimens; and it was quite safe to leave
them with creatures who were paralyzed from the neck down.

Vooyorgans were constantly entering the building and strolling
through the aisle to examine the exhibits. Sometimes they stopped to
speak with a specimen; but as they usually poked fun at the poor help-
less things, they were generally met with silence.

As darkness fell, the building was artificially illuminated; and great
crowds of Vooyorgans came to look at us. They often stopped before us
and laughed at us, making uncomplimentary and insulting remarks.
Thesewere the samepeople who had danced around us a couple of days
before, showering us with flowers, welcoming us to their city.

After a couple of hours, the building was cleared and the lights
dimmed; only a few guards remained. They were of the 1,000,000caste,
with letter, which includes what one might term the white collar class
and the soldiersÑif any, of these plump, soft creatures could claim that
honorable title.

Although the lights had been dimmed, it was still quite light enough
to seequite plainly near the outer wall of the building, where we were
hanging; as only the center lights had been completely extinguished.

About twenty guards had been left in the huge building; no likelihood
that any of us would riot or escape;one can't do either successfully while
animated only from the larynx up.

Several of them were discussing us and congratulating Voo-ad upon
having acquired such valuable additions to her Museum of Natural
History.

"I have always wanted to seea woman," said one. "Theseother speci-
mens are always talking about their women. They differ somewhat from
the males, don't they? Now, this one has an entirely different figure and
a far more delicate face than the male; it also has much more hair on its
headÑmore like we Vooyorgans."

"The gray eyes and yellow hair of the male make him an outstanding
exhibit," said another. My eyesare a gray-blue, and sometimes look gray
and at others blue. I guess it is hard to tell which color they really are,
but my hair is not yellow; although Amtorians usually describe it as
such, they having no word for blond.

One member of the guard standing in front of us was very quiet; it
neither laughed nor gabbled. Suddenly it commenced to shiver, as
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though with ague; then it reeled drunkenly and fell to the floor, where it
writhed as though in an epileptic fit, which I thought was what ailed it.

"Dan-voo-med is about to divide," remarked one of its fellows. A
couple of others glanced at D-1,000,000and sauntered off unconcernedly.
"You'd better get a couple of stretchers," the first speaker called after
them.

A companion looked down at Dan-voo-med, writhing, groaning, and
struggling on the floor. "It is about time," it said. "Dan-voo-med was
commencing to worry; od feared that od might be one of those unfortu-
nate oneswho die before they reproduce their kind." (Od is a neuter pro-
noun analogous to it .)

The creature's struggles were now becoming violent; its groans and
screamsfilled the vast chamber, echoing and re-echoing from the domed
ceiling; and then, to my horror, I saw that the creature was splitting apart
along the reddish median line I have describedÑright down the center
of its head and body.

With a last, violent convulsion, the two halves rolled apart. There was
no blood. Each half was protected by a thin, palpitating membrane,
through which the internal organs were clearly observable. Almost im-
mediately two stretchers were brought and the two halves were placed
upon them and carried away. That both were still alive was evident, as I
saw their limbs move.

Poor Duare was as white as a ghost, and almost nauseated by the re-
volting thing that we had witnessed. "Oh, Carson!" shecried; "what man-
ner of horrid creatures are these?"

Before I could reply, a voice from my other side exclaimed, "Carson!
Carson Napier! Is it really you?"
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Chapter33
I TURNED to look. The voice came from a man hanging on the wall be-
side me. I recognized him immediately. "Ero Shan!" I cried.

"And Duare is here, too," he said; "my poor friends! When did they
bring you here?"

"This afternoon," I told him.
"I have been asleep,"he said; "I try to sleep as much as I can; it is one

way of passing away a lifetime hanging on a wall;" he laughed, a little
wryly. "But what ill luck brings you here?"

I told him briefly, and then asked how he had ever come to leave beau-
tiful Havatoo and get into such a predicament as this.

"After you and Duare escaped from Havatoo," he commenced, "the
Sanjong (rulers of Havatoo) commissioned me to attempt to build an
aeroplane from your plans. I discovered that some of the essential fea-
tures you must have carried in your head, for they were not on your
drawings."

"That is too bad," I said; "they were not on the drawings that I left in
Havatoo; becauseI had become accustomed to keeping the final draw-
ings in the anotar after it had neared completion. I really don't know
why I did so."

Well, I finally achieved an anotar that would fly," he continued;
"though I nearly killed myself half a dozen times in the attempt. Someof
the best minds in Havatoo were working with me, and finally we de-
signed and built a plane that would really fly. I was never so delighted
with anything in my life; I wanted to be up all the time, and I kept going
farther and farther from Havatoo. I flew Nalte to Andoo to seeher par-
ents and her people, and what a sensation the anotar was there!"

"Oh, tell us about Nalte," exclaimed Duare. "How is she?"
"She was well and happy the last time I saw her," said Ero Shan; "I

hope she still is."
"Possibly well; but not happy, with you gone," said Duare.
"And to think that we shall never see one another again," he said,

sadly; "but then," he exclaimed more brightly, "I have you two now;
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what is your misfortune is my good luck; though I'd forfeit it to have you
safely out of here."

"Go on with your story," I urged; "tell us how you got into this fixÑan
exhibit in a museum of natural history!"

"Well, I had flown some distance from Havatoo one day into an unex-
plored district to the southwest, when I ran into the worst storm I have
ever encountered in my life; it was of a violence that beggarsdescription
and was accompanied by clouds of hot steam."

"The samestorm that drove us north to Mypos," I suggested."The Sun
broke through rifts in the cloud envelopes, causing terrific winds; and
making the ocean boil."

"It must have been the samestorm," agreed Ero Shan."Anyway, it car-
ried me acrossa seato this land; and when I was closeto Voo-ad, my en-
gine quit; and I had to come down. People came running from the cityÑ"

"And danced around you and threw flowers at you," I interrupted.
Ero Shan laughed. "And fooled me completely. Did Vik-vik-vik give a

banquet for you?" he asked.
"This afternoon," I said. "We seem to come to grief wherever we

goÑeven in beautiful Havatoo."
"I must tell you, " said Ero Shan; "after you two escaped,the Sanjong

reviewed their findings on Duare and discovered that they had erred in
condemning her to death. You are both now free to return to Havatoo."

"That is splendid!" I exclaimed, laughing. "Won't you please tell Vik-
vik-vik?"

"At least," said Duare, "if we can retain our senseof humor we shall
not be entirely miserableÑif I could only forget the horrible thing we
just witnessed while you were asleep."

"What was that?" asked Ero Shan.
"One of thesecreatures had an epileptic fit, and fell apart," I explained.

"Have you ever seen anything like that?"
"Often," he said.
"The halves seemed to be still alive when they carried them away,"

said Duare.
"They were," Ero Shan told her. "You see,these creatures are amoebic

neuters; and their dividing is the physiological phenomenon of repro-
duction. There are neither males nor females among them; but more or
less periodically, usually after enjoying an orgy of eating and drinking,
they divide into two parts, like the amoeba and other of the Rhizopada.
Each of these parts grows another half during a period of several
months, and the processcontinues. Eventually, the older halves wear out
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and die; sometimes immediately after the division and sometimes while
still attached, in which casethe dead half merely falls away, and the re-
maining half is carted off to make itself whole. I understand that this di-
vision occurs about nine times during the life of a half.

"They are without sentiments of love, friendship, or any of the finer
characteristics of normal human beings; and becausethey cannot create
their kind, they have no creative genius in art or letters; they can copy
beautifully, but are without imagination, except of the lowest order.

"Their reception of you was typical. Being weaklings, averseto physic-
al combat, they use hypocrisy as a weapon. Their singing, their dancing,
their flower throwing are all instruments of deception; while they were
feting you, they were having your placards lettered; duplicity is their
outstanding characteristic."

"Is there no escape?" asked Duare.
"There is a man near me who comes from a city called Amlot, some-

where in Anlap, who tells me he has beenhere fully a hundred years and
that in all that time no one has escaped."

"Oh, why couldn't they have killed us!" exclaimed Duare; "it would
have been much kinder."

"The Vooyorgans are not kind," Ero Shan reminded her.
We slept. A new day came, bringing its string of sightseers. The

creature that had shown an interest in Duare came early, and stood star-
ing at herÑwhether in admiration or dislike, I could not tell. Unlike the
others, it did not smile. Finally it came close and touched her leg.

"Get away from there!" I shouted.
It shrank back, startled; then it looked at me, and said, "I would not

harm the woman."
"Who are you, anyway?" I demanded, "and why are you hanging

around my mate? She is not for you; no woman is for you."
The creature sighed; it really looked unhappy. "I am Vik-yor," it said.

"I am not like my fellows. I am different. I do not know why. I do not en-
joy what they enjoyÑeating and drinking until they fall apart. I shall
never fall apart; I shall never divide; I am no good to myself nor to any-
one else. If I could be always with such as she, I would be happy."

After a while Vik-yor went away. His name, or number, indicated that
he was of the royal caste. "How did he happen?" I asked Ero Shan.

"He is a sport," he explained; "they occur occasionally, especially in the
older, or royal caste.This one may have been part of a division of Vik-
vik-vik; when it grew its other half, it was identical with the original half,
and there was no line of demarcation between the two halvesÑno line of
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cleavage. I suppose that, like the first amoebaewhich must have had a
tendency to develop into some higher form of life, these creatures show
the sametendency by not dividing; possibly it is a step toward a form of
human being like ourselves."

"It will take several million years and nothing short of a miracle," said
Duare.

"The fact that he is so definitely attracted to you," said Ero Shan,
"would indicate that he is groping for something better and nobler than
just being an amoeba.Why don't you encouragehim a little?ÑI mean be
kind to him. A friend here might be a very valuable asset."

Duare shuddered. "They are all so repulsive to me," she said. "I am al-
ways expecting them to fall apart."

"Vik-yor can't fall apart," Ero Shan reminded her.
"Well, that is at least something in his favor. Perhaps I'll try what you

suggest,Ero Shan.It can't do any harm. I might even try being what Car-
son calls a vamp and make Vik-yor fall in love with me," she said,
laughing.

"I think he already has," I said.
"Jealous?" demanded Duare.
"Of an amoeba? Scarcely."
"I think he is a male amoeba," teasedDuare; "he has already learned to

paw."
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Chapter34
WELL, Vik-yor kept coming to the museum every day; and now we all
tried to be decent to him. His devotion to Duare was almost doglike, and
she quite startled me by encouraging him. It didn't seem possible that
Duare of Vepaja, the daughter of a thousand jongs, who had been
brought up to consider herself as near a goddess as the Vepajans know,
could try to arouse the love of such a creature as Vik-yor.

I joked about it. "If I were only an amoeba," I said, "you would not
have scorned my love for so long as you did; you would have sought
after me and made love to me yourself."

"Don't be horrid," said Duare; "to win our freedom, I would make love
to a Myposan."

"Do you think you are going to win our freedom?" I asked.
"I am going to try," she said.
"But what good would freedom do three people paralyzed from the

neck down?"
"There is freedom in death," she said.
"You mean you are going to try to get Vik-yor to kill us?" I demanded.
"As a last resort," she replied; "wouldn't that be better than life

here?Ñthe man from Amlot has been here a hundred years!"
"But Vik-yor would never kill you," said Ero Shan.
"He wouldn't know he was killing me."
"How do you plan on doing it?" I asked.
"I am going to teach Vik-yor how to use your r-ray pistol," she ex-

plained, "and tell him that if he will put it against our hearts and squeeze
the trigger, we'll all join him outside and run away, as that will liberate
our other selves from the flesh that now holds them."

"What makes you think he wants to run away with you?" I demanded.
"I have learned much about men since I left my father's palace in

Vepaja."
"But Vik-yor is not a man," I argued.
"He's getting there," said Duare with a twinkle in her eye.
"He's just a damn rhizopod," I growled; "and I don't like him."
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The next day, when he came around, Duare really went to work on
him. "I should think you would be bored to death here in Voo-ad," she
said; "you are so different from all the others."

Vik-yor really smiled. "Do you think I am?" he asked.
"Certainly I do," cooed Duare. "You should be out in the world where

there are things to seeand things to doÑwhere there are life and action
and beautiful women,"

"The most beautiful woman in the world is here," said Vik-yor, getting
bold. "Oh, Duare, you are the most beautiful thing I ever saw!"

"And paralyzed from the neck down," said Duare. "Now, if I were not
paralyzed and we were set free, we could all go out into the world in our
anotar and have a wonderful time."

"Do you mean that you would take me?" he asked.
"Of course," said Duare.
"Could I be with you always?" he demanded. It was a good thing for

Vik-yor that I was paralyzed.
"You could be with me as much as possible," said Duare.
Vik-yor looked at her for a long timeÑone of those devouring, pos-

sessivelooks that send husbands to the upper dresserdrawer looking for
the family gun.

Vik-yor came close to Duare. "I can free you," he whispered, but I
heard him.

"How?" demanded the practical Duare.
"There is an antidote for the poison that paralyzed you," explained

Vik-yor. "It is necessarythat this be kept on hand; for sometimes, when
they have drunk too much wine, our own people make a mistake and
drink the poison intended for a potential exhibit. A single drop on the
tongue, neutralizes the poison in the nerve centers."

"When will you bring it?" asked Duare, "and how can you give it to us
and free us without the guards knowing?"

"I shall come at night and bring poisoned wine to the guards,"
explained Vik-yor; "then I can free you, and we can escape from the city."

"We shall be very grateful," said Duare, "and we will take you with
us."

"I shall free only you," said Vik-yor; "theseothers mean nothing to me;
and I do not wish your mate along, anyway."

For an amoeba, Vik-yor seemed to be doing quite well along evolu-
tionary lines; he was by now at least a louse. What the future held for
him, I could not predictÑunless I becamerid of my paralysis; then, I was
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sure, my prophetic powers would approach the miraculous. So it didn't
want me along!

To that proposition of Vik-yor, Duare shook her head. "I will not go
without Carson of Venus and Ero Shan," she said.

"I will not free them," replied Vik-yor; "I do not like him;" he nodded
in my direction. "He does not like me. I think he would like-to kill me,
and I am afraid of him."

"Would you kill Vik-yor, if you were free, Carson?" "Not if he behaves
himself," I replied.

"You see!"said Duare; "Carson says that he will not kill you if you be-
have yourself."

"I will not free him," replied Vik-yor, stubbornly. Evidently he didn't
intend to behave himself.

"Very well," said Duare, "there is nothing more to be said on the sub-
ject; but if you will not do that much for me, you needn't come and talk
to me any more. Please go away."

Vik-yor hung around for a while trying to get Duare to talk to him; but
she wouldn't say a word, and finally he walked away and left the
building.

"That is that," I said; "our little schemehas failed; the triangle is disrup-
ted; your boy friend has gone off in a huff, and you will not see him
again."

"You don't know your amoebae," retorted Duare; "it will be back."
"I have a plan, Duare," I said. "It would be better for one of us to es-

cape, than for all of us to remain here forever. You have that opportun-
ity, and there is no reasonwhy Ero Shanand I should keep you from tak-
ing advantage of it."

"Never!" said Duare. "I will never go without you and Ero Shan."
"Listen," I said; "let Vik-yor free you; then take my r-ray pistol. I think

you know enough about the construction of the anotar to replace the
propeller with Vik-yor's help. If you can't get away without him, you can
always use the pistol on him if you find it necessary.Fly to Sanara;I am
positive it lies almost due south of us. Once there, I am sure that Taman
will send an expedition to rescue Ero Shan and me."

"That is the best plan yet," said Ero Shan.
"I don't like the idea of going off and leaving you two," demurred

Duare.
"It is our only chance," I told her; "but if Vik-yor doesn't come back,

we'll not have even this chance."

135



"Vik-yor will come back," said Duare. It's amazing how well women
know malesÑeven male amoebaeÑfor Vik-yor did come back. It was a
couple of days before he cameÑtwo days of agonizing uncertainty. I
could almost have hugged him when I saw him sidling in our direction.
He was pretending to be deeply interested in some other exhibits. I don't
know why I keep calling it he; but I suppose that when you know
something has fallen in love with your wife, you just naturally don't
think of it as it.

Anyway, it finally reached us. Paying no attention to Ero Shan or me,
it hesitated before Duare. "Oh, you're back, Vik-yor!" she exclaimed; "I
am so glad to seeyou. You've changed your mind, haven't you? You're
going to let us all go away with you, out into that beautiful world I have
told you about."

"No," said Vik-yor. "I will take you, but not the others; and if you will
not come willingly, I intend to poison these two at the same time that I
poison the guards; then you'll have to come with me alone, or be killed;
for when Vik-vik-vik discovers that the effects of the poison have worn
off, he will have you destroyed."

"Go with him, Duare," I said; "never mind us."
Vik-yor looked at me in surprise. "Maybe I have been mistaken in

you," it said.
"You certainly have," Duare assured it. "Carson is a very nice person,

and we really should have him along in casewe get into trouble; he's an
excellent swordsman."

"No!" snapped Vik-yor. "I know why you want him along; you like
him better than you do me. That is why I was going to poison him any-
way before we left, but now I may change my mind."

"You'd better," exclaimed Duare, vehemently, "for if you harm him in
any way, I'll kill you! Do you understand that? I'll go with you, but only
on condition that no harm comes to Carson of Venus or Ero Shan."

"Very well," agreed Vik-yor. "I want you to like me; so I'll do all that I
can to please youÑexcept take these two with us."

"Is the anotar all right?" she asked him. "Have the people damaged it
in any way?"

"It is all right," replied Vik-yor; "it stands in the plaza just where you
left it."

"And the part that fell offÑdo you know where that is?"
"Yes,and I can get it any time I wish; all I have to do is take poisoned

wine to the home of the one who found it."
"When will you come for me?" asked Duare.
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"Tonight," replied Vik-yor.
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Chapter35
"YOUR BOY FRIEND is the de' Medici of the amoebae,"I remarked after
Vik-yor had left us.

"It is horrible!" exclaimed Duare. "I shall feel like a murderess myself."
"You will be an accessory before the fact," I twitted her, "and so,

equally guilty."
"Please don't joke about it," she begged.
"I am sorry," I said, "but to me these creatures are not human; poison-

ing them would be the sameto me as spraying oil on a stagnant pond to
kill off mosquito larvae."

"Yes," added Ero Shan; "don't let it depress you; think of what they
have done to us; they deserve no consideration nor pity from us."

"I suppose you are right," admitted Duare; "but, right or wrong, I'm
going through with it."

The remainder of that day dragged on like a bad dream in clay up to
his knees.When no sightseersor guards were near us, we went over our
plans again and again. I urged on Duare the advisability of attempting to
make at least a crude map of the country she would cover while search-
ing for Sanara.Shecould estimate distances rather closely by the ground
speed of the anotar, and her compass would give her direction at all
times. By noting all outstanding landmarks on her map, she would be
able to turn over to Taman some very valuable data for the rescue
expedition.

Of course we had no idea of the distance to Sanara.Anlap, the land
mass on which it was located, might be a relatively small island, or it
might be a continent; I was inclined to think that it was the latter; Sanara
might be three thousand or five thousand miles from Voo-ad. Even were
it close, it might take Duare a long time to find it; you can't land any old
place on Amtor and ask directions, even when there is any one to ask.
Duare would have to find Sanaraand recognize it before she would dare
land. She might be a year finding it; she might never find it. As she
would have to come down occasionally for food and water, there would
always be the risk of her being captured or killed Ñand then there was
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Vik-yor! I certainly was going to be in for a lot of worryingÑmaybe for
years; maybe for the rest of my lifeÑworry and vain regret.

At long last night fell. More hours passed,and Vik-yor did not come.
Only the guards remained in the museumÑthe guards and the living
dead. A basto bellowed. How the dickens they ever got some of the big
beaststhey had on exhibit, I'll never know. A basto stands fully six feet
tall at the shoulder and weighs twelve hundred pounds or more. Singing
and dancing around one of them and throwing flowers at it wouldn't get
you anything but a goring; then it would eat you.

The bellowing of the basto started off the rest of the lower animals, in-
cluding the nobargans, which growl and roar like beasts. We were
treated to a diapason of savage discord for fully an hour; then they
stopped as unaccountably as they had started.

"Your boy friend must have got cold feet," I remarked to Duare.
"Why would cold feet keep him from coming?" she wanted to know.
"I keep forgetting that you're not from the land of the free and the

home of the brave."
"Where's that?" asked Ero Shan.
"It is bounded on the north by Canada, on the south by the Rio

Grande, on the east by the Atlantic Ocean, and on the west by the
Pacific."

"That must be in deepest Strabol," said Ero Shan, "for I never heard of
one of those places."

"Here comes Vik-yor!" exclaimed Duare, excitedly.
"Your gigolo comes!" I said, rather nastily I'm afraid.
"What is a gigolo?" asked Duare.
"A form of life lower than an amoeba."
"I am afraid that you do not like Vik-yor, my darling," said Duare.
"I am glad that there was a comma in your voice at the right place," I

said.
"Don't be silly," said Duare.
I am inclined to believe that every one as much in love as I am with

Duare waxes silly occasionally. Of course, I knew that Duare loved me; I
knew that I could trust her to the ends of the worldÑbut! That is a funny
thing about loveÑthat but. The thought that that pussy, amoebic neuter
was in love with her, or as nearly so as the thing could understand love,
and that it was going to be with her for an indefinite time, while I hung
on a wall, dead from the neck down, got my goat. If you are a man and if
you are in love, you will know just how I felt.
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Vik-yor was carrying a jug. Knowing what was in the jug would have
given me a strange sensation, if I could have felt any sensations;but I did
fell disgust for the sneaking thing that would take the life of its own
fellows.

He came up to Duare. "Is it all arranged?" she askedÑ"the anotar? the
propeller?"

"Yes," it replied; "and we are very fortunate, for tonight Vik-vik-vik is
giving a banquet; and every one will be so drunk that we can get away
without being detected."

"You have the antidote?"
It withdrew a small vial from one of its pocket pouches and held it up

to her. "This is it."
"Give me some right away," begged Duare.
"Not yet; I must remove the guards first;" then he raised the jug to his

lips and pretended to drink.
One of the guards drew near. "Oh," said the guard, "you are Vik-yor! I

thought some one had come in that was not permitted after closing
hours. We are always glad to see royalty interested in the exhibits."

"Would you like some wine?" asked Vik-yor.
"Yes; very much," replied the guard.
"Call all your fellows, then," said Vik-yor, "and we will all drink

together."
Pretty soon, all the guards were gathered there, drinking out of Vik-

yor's jug. It was a horrible experienceÑhanging there watching whole-
sale murder being done. I had to easemy conscienceby thinking how
they had used similar duplicity to lure us to a fate even worse than
death; and that, anyway, they were being given a pleasant ending; for
soon they were all as drunk as hoot owls and laughing, dancing, and
singing; then, one by one, they toppled over, dead. There were twenty of
them, and they all died practically at our feet.

Vik-yor was proud as a peacock."Don't you think I'm clever?" it asked
Duare. "They never guessedthat I was poisoning them; even Vik-vik-vik
could do no better."

"You are quite remarkable," said Duare; "now give me the antidote."
Vik-yor fished down first into one pouch and then into another. "What

did I do with it?" the creature kept repeating.
Duare was getting more and more frightened and nervous. "Didn't

you bring it?" she demanded. "Or was that something else you showed
me?"

"I had it," said Vik-yor. "What in the world did I do with it?"
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