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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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A Message From a Far-off World


ABOUT nine months after my wife and I returned from our visit to Sir Malcolm Jerrolds’s camp at the site of the Lost City of Arangkôr in the southern jungles of Cambodia, a journey whose peculiar events I have already described in a book called Lankar of Callisto


, the manuscript whose printed version you now hold in your hands arrived via American Express.


 I recall it was the first week in June of 1971 that I received this package from the other side of the world. Like the other book-length manuscripts in the sequence, it had appeared mysteriously in the jade-lined well in the ruined city, transported by some unknown force from the distant world of Thanator, otherwise known as Callisto, fifth of the moons of the planet Jupiter.


 There was rebellion in Cambodia, and desperate fighting between Communist guerrillas and nationalist forces, and it seemed not unlikely that the flimsy Lon Nol government would fall to the insurgents before very long. But, for the time being, at least, the stouthearted, little British archaeologist had determined to stick it out. His work in the Lost City was not yet finished, his hastily scribbled covering letter stated. He hoped my wife and I were well, and that my curious adventure — described in the book mentioned above — had had no deleterious effects upon my health.


 Opening the package, I found a bundle of rude parchment inscribed in homemade ink by a thaptor-quill pen. It was identical in all respects to those manuscripts I had received earlier from the hands of Captain Jonathan Andrew Dark, the American flyer and soldier-of-fortune who had won a place beside the most beautiful Princess of two worlds as Jandar, Warrior-Prince of Callisto.


 As I have done with the five previous books written by Jon Dark (or Jandar, if you prefer), I have simply edited the manuscript, correcting errors in spelling, grammar, and punctuation where I found them, inserted a brief footnote of explanatory nature into the text where I thought one was needed, and had the manuscript typed into publishable form by my secretary, Miss Elizabeth Seifert.


 Since the receipt of this manuscript, no further word has arrived from that distant planet of wonders and perils whose incredible vistas few earthly eyes have ever seen.


  — LIN CARTER


Hollis, Long Island, New York




Book I — AFTER VICTORY




Chapter 1 — THE ETERNAL FEMININE


 IT is one of the ironies of the human condition that only in the darkest of times do the brightest and noblest traits of man come forth: endurance, courage, self-sacrifice.


 I have seen this proved true in my own experience a thousand times, and I have observed it in the experience of others.


 As, for example, in the adventures which befell Ylana of the Jungle Country and young Tomar after the fall of Kuur ...


 THE citadel of the Mind Wizards had fallen before the assault of the victorious warriors of golden Shondakor, and Tharkol, and seacoast Soraba.


 The mighty armada of flying ships had traversed the known surface of Thanator, had explored the unknown mysteries of the Far Side of the planet, and had found at last the secret city of the Kuurians.


 After a hard and desperate day-long battle, the warriors of the Three Cities had triumphed even over the super-science of the yellow dwarfs and their amazing ability to control the minds of men. One by one the cruel and cunning telepaths had been rooted out and cut down. Those they had taken captive were released, and among these was Tomar of Shondakor, a youthful scion of the House of Valadon.


 The lad had served aboard the sky-ship Jalathadar on her first expedition against Zanadar the City in the Clouds, and had distinguished himself by his keen wits and youthful valor. The villainous Ulthar had disabled the craft, hiding himself so cleverly aboard the former ship of the Sky Pirates that none could find him. It had been Tornar who had stumbled upon the secret of his hiding-place and who had succeeded in slaying the Zanadarian traitor in hand-to-hand combat, thereby saving the vessel and all its crew.


 Thus had the boy first come to the attention of the high lords and royal courtiers of the Golden City, among them Lukor of Ganatol, the peppery and sharp-tongued Swordmaster who had been one of my first friends on the Jungle Moon. Much later, the brave, handsome, serious youth had served during my own ill-fated voyage against Kuur.* Further adventures include our being carried off together by the rapacious bird-men, the Zarkoon, shortly after the fleet had flown over the Edge of the World into the unknown hemisphere.


 [*As recounted in volume five, Mind Wizards of Callisto


. — L.C.]


 While prisoners in the hanging cages of the Zarkoon, Tornar and I had first made the acquaintance of Ylana. The jungle Maid was a daughter of a savage tribe which inhabited a hitherto unknown plateau to the east of the Zarkoon country. She had fled from the cave-dwellings of her tribe, she told us, rather than be forced into the arms of a brutal and repulsive warrior who had won her hand in marriage.


 From this adventure we had managed to escape, but a whim of the inscrutable Fates decreed that our paths should soon be sundered. For while I and Tomar were taken captive by the Mind Wizards of Kuur, Ylana was rescued by my friends aboard the Xaxar, which had remained behind to search for Tomar and me. The Jungle Maid had returned with them to Shondakor, and had taken her place aboard the second mighty fleet of sky-ships during the final, triumphant expedition against Kuur.


 And here is what happened to her, an adventure that I heard from her own lips and that I have set down very much in her own words, although with certain attitudes and descriptions and interpolations of my own added.


 WHEN once the warriors descended into the Valley of Kuur amongst the towering Peaks of Harangzar, surging down the long tunnel that led into the subterranean lair of the Mind Wizards, Ylana of the Jungle Country was in the very forefront of them all.


 For this expedition, the Jungle Maid had reverted to the abbreviated costume she had worn in the wild, discarding at last the long and clinging courtly gown my beloved Princess Darloona had arrayed her in during her stay in Shondakor. Now the savage girl went clothed in her native dress — a brief garment of supple hide, the skin of some jungle cat that inhabited her plateau homeland. This scant garment draped around her slim hips, exposing her long, bare, golden legs, and stretched tightly over her small, nubile breasts, leaving her tanned throat and shoulders bare. About her neck was clasped a crude necklace of ivory fangs; a rough bracelet of hammered copper wire coiled about her upper arm. Her mane of untrimmed dark hair streamed down her back, and her small feet were encased in high-laced buskins of soft leather.


 In her fists, the savage girl clenched long knives drawn from the twin scabbards bound with thongs to her upper thighs. With these weapons she was singularly adroit. In the Jungle Country the children of men do not long survive unless they are able to defend themselves against the dangerous predators that make that jungle their lair. And, even though Ylana was the only daughter of Jugrid, the chief of the Cave People, her folk were so close to the naked struggle for survival that she had been schooled in the arts of the hunt and of war, as much as any boy of the clan.


 I shall not repeat here the general account of the battle for Kuur, that furious onslaught of the swordsmen of the Three Cities against the monstrous flesh robots of the Kuurians and the uncanny science-weapons of the yellow dwarflings. For of these things you may read in another place* ... but a savage and desperate conflict it was; the men of Soraba and Tharkol and golden Shondakor fought their way step by step through the subterranean laboratories and chambers of the hidden citadel.


 [* The conquest of Kuur is described in the concluding chapters of the sixth book of this series, Lankar of Callisto


. — L.C.]


 Ever Ylana pressed ahead, and by now the blades of her long knives were red with the gore of Kuurians and their hideous slave monsters. The one overpowering desire in the heart of the savage girl was to find the dungeons wherein were imprisoned the nobles and warriors who had survived the downfall of the first invasion fleet. Among those were Koja the Yathoon, Lankar, my American friend, Princess Zamara, Lukor of Ganatol, and, of course, I, Jandar. But of them all, the one captive foremost in the mind of Ylana was the boy Tomar. As yet she did not know whether the brave youth still lived or had been slain by the Mind Wizards. But she held in her heart a single ray of hope that he had survived the long days of cruel imprisonment in the Pits of Kuur.


 Something had sprung up between the earnest, serious, easily embarrassed young Shondakorian officer and the savage girl during our adventures together after escaping from the Zarkoon bird-men. They were nearly the same age — sixteen or seventeen, I would say, although it has always been difficult for me to tell the ages of the people on this planet — and, although they came from different backgrounds, each had glimpsed in the heart of the other that elusive and indescribable quality that calls a man to a woman across all the world.


 Bluff, burly Ergon joined Ylana in the final search, and little Taran, too, with the mighty form of Bozo the othode at his side. That immense, faithful beast sniffed us out, and the iron strength of Ergon forced open the doors to our cells, and one by one we emerged into the sourceless illumination that pervaded the Pits of Kuur.


 Ylana had eyes only for Tomar, and came quickly to his side. The boy was pale from his underground imprisonment, and his garment was a mere scrap of rag wound about his loins. The rest of his body was naked, and filthy from the primitive conditions in which he had endured the long weeks of his captivity. But Ylana could see that he was whole and uninjured. A vast relief welled up within her heart, and emotion so filled her that her great, dark, long-lashed eyes were suddenly lustrous with the brilliance of unshed tears.


 Her hand went out, tentatively, to touch him. Then, in the next moment, she turned what had been almost a caress into an impudent poke in the ribs. The eternal perversity of the female heart reasserted itself in a burst of mocking laughter.


 “Wh-what’s so funny?” blurted Tomar, crimsoning.


 “You are!” the girl laughed, although closer to tears of relief than to honest mirth. She cocked a thumb at his dirty face and lean ribs. “You were skinny and bony of knee even before,” she said, grinning impishly. “But look at you now! I can count every rib! Captivity certainly doesn’t agree with you.”


 The boy bit his lower lip in embarrassment. Then a reluctant grin tugged at the corners of his mouth.


 Things, at last, were back to normal, thought Tomar to himself. He could not help but derive a certain comfort from the notion, difficult as it was to stand there, awkward and dirty and almost naked, and face her mischievous grin.




Chapter 2 — FOOTPRINTS IN THE DUST


 ALL about the two youngsters surged the fury of battle, for the attack on Kuur was at its height. The final outcome of the struggle still hung in the balance and only time would tell whether the mad assault on the citadel of the Mind Wizards would result in victory or defeat for the valiant warriors of the Three Cities.


 Wasting but little time greeting my old friends and comrades, I, Jandar, swiftly marshaled the newly freed captives into a fighting force, hoping to take the defenders of Kuur from the rear. Weapons we found aplenty in the guardroom, and in less time than it would take me to describe, we were armed with glittering longswords.


 With my American friend, Lankar, at my side, and the giant othode who had given his heart to the Earthling close behind, I led the assault against the rear of the citadel defenders. Most of the warriors from the further hemisphere were still battling their way down through the tunnels, and it was slow going, for the Mind Wizards had deployed their flesh robots in such a manner as to make the attackers pay dearly for every hall and chamber taken.


 We thrust against the rear of this bastion of living flesh, and at once became far too busy to think about what might be happening to those at our own rear.


 Had it not been so, I would have no tale to tell and this book would never have been written ...


 THE savage girl was armed, as already told, with twin knives, but Tomar bore a heavy-bladed, cutlass-like sword which Ergon had handed him when the cache of weapons had been broken into and distributed among the former captives.


 The sword was not exactly to Tomar’s liking, and thus, for a moment, he hesitated and remained behind, although his every instinct clamored to join the fight. The blade was thick and difficult to wield, and in his hands he feared it would make a clumsy weapon. Noticing his hesitation, and correctly interpreting the cause thereof, Ylana offered him one of her long, thin, stiletto-like knives. This offer the boy declined, not wishing to deprive the Jungle Maid of one-half of her arms. The girl tossed her curls impatiently, then glanced thoughtfully at the further end of the hall.


 “There was a storeroom of weapons at the fore of the cellblock,” she remarked. “Perhaps there will be another such at the rear. It’s worth a try, and it will only take us a moment.”


 Tomar agreed and the two hurried to the far end of the stone-floored corridor. And there, indeed, they found a similar room, long and narrow and high-ceilinged, whose walls were thickly hung with a variety of weapons, including many kinds of swords, dirks, and spears with which they were both unfamiliar.


 “If these are the weapons which the Kuurians stripped from their captives,” the boy observed, as he selected a slim-bladed rapier more fitted to one his size, and swished it back and forth for a moment to try the weight and balance, “then the Mind Wizards must have taken hundreds of prisoners over the years.”


 Ylana repressed a faint shudder of distaste.


 “Our friends are even now battling against the results of their misfortune in being captured by the little yellow men,” she said grimly.


 Tomar gave her a questioning glance, then realized what the girl referred to. “The giant men ...” he murmured, a slight grimace of disgust on his features.


 “Monsters would be a better name for them,” the girl said. “Some of them have four arms, and none of them are easy to kill!”


 Tomar nodded with distaste. “The Mind Wizards made them out of parts of their captives,” the boy said grimly. “They were cut apart and sewn together again, parts of one being added onto the bodies of others. It’s horrible ... we thought that was probably how we were going to end up, too, once the little fiends were finished gathering information from our memories ...”


 “How did they do that?” the girl inquired.


 “They can listen to your thoughts just like you can listen to my voice,” the boy replied. “And they can also dig deeper into your mind and explore all of your memories. I don’t quite understand it, myself, but that’s the way they are.”


 The girl shivered. “They don’t sound — human,” she said faintly. Then she added, “Come to think of it, they don’t exactly look human, either!”


 By this, Ylana probably referred to the dwarfish size and wrinkled, hairless skin of the Kuurians, which was of a distinct lemon-yellow hue. No race remotely resembling the Kuurians had hitherto been known. Nor, for that matter, had a blond, white-skinned race such as the jungle savages of Ylana’s own tribe. Their antecedents remained unknown, and this occurred to Tomar, but he thought it tactless to comment upon it in the presence of the Jungle Maid, and therefore held his tongue.


 “What’s this?” inquired the girl curiously, pointing to a hairline crack in the stone wall at the farther end of the long, narrow storeroom.


 “Looks like a door of some kind, cut into the rock,” said Tomar, studying it. After a little tugging and poking, the boy discovered the trick to opening it. Peering within, he saw nothing of interest, merely a bare, stone-walled cubicle the size of a closet, empty of everything save for dust, which had settled thickly upon the floor like a feathery carpet.


 He shrugged. “An unused storage space, I guess. Let’s go, Ylana, or the fight will be over before we get a chance to blood our weapons.”


“Mine are blooded already,” the girl grinned, displaying her two knives, which were scummed with scarlet from hilt to point. “But I’m willing to give you a chance to display your prowess — if any!”


 The boy flushed, but said nothing. He was accustomed by now to the girl’s teasing, and could but rarely think of a good rejoinder. He knew she was merely creating mischief, for during their earlier adventures together there had been enough fighting.


 Closing the stone slab that concealed the unused cubicle, he left the storeroom and the two went to join their friends in the fight for freedom.


 “There’s one Mind Wizard I’d dearly love to meet up with,” the boy said grimly, as they engaged battle at one end of a row of warriors.


 “Who’s that?”


 “Zhu Kor,” Tomar said. “He was the creature who interrogated me and some of the others in my cell...”


 The girl parried a sword stroke skillfully, and sank her other knife to its hilt in the bowels of her opponent, who fell gasping. “Did he ... torture you?” she asked in a faint whisper.


 Tomar shook his head as his sword slashed air then enemy flesh.


 “Not torture, exactly,” the boy said slowly. “But to have someone else pawing through your mind, fondling your memories, digging into secret places ... well ... it isn’t fun, exactly.”


 Remembering the experience, he paled, then set his jaw resolutely, and redoubled his efforts to down opponents. He fought furiously, his blade weaving a shimmering curtain of steel before him. It was as if he fought Zhu Kor, instead of merely lumbering flesh robots.


 Ylana asked no further questions. A mind-probe, she guessed, must be a distasteful violation of the most private places of the mind, a sort of mental rape. The thought that this evil thing had been done to the boy who now fought at her side, and whom she knew to be brave and manly and chivalrous, enraged her. She bent to her work, and felt a glow of inward satisfaction when her flickering knives pierced the guard of the creature she fought, and slit its throat from ear to ear. It was almost as if she were helping to revenge the things done to the boy for whom she felt a certain fondness she was not always willing to admit, even in the depths of her own heart.


 Thereafter they were, both of them, much too busy for further words.


 LATER, when the major resistance had been broken, Princess Zamara of Tharkol took charge of the warriors engaged in clearing the Pits. Several of her officers had fought by her side during the pitched battle, and to these she gave her orders. Among the young men was a member of a minor house of the Tharkolian nobility named Kadar, who had shared a cell with Tomar. This lieutenant was only a year or two older than Tomar himself.


 Spotting his friend and former cellmate at the flank of the line, Kadar went over to where Tomar was resting and suggested he check out the cellblock and adjacent storerooms to make certain none of the Kuurians or their slaves were hidden in any of them.


 “I’ll go with him,” said the tanned, dark-haired girl who sprawled wearily nearby. Kadar nodded, clapped Tomar on one bare shoulder in comradely salute, passed on down the line, and had no cause until much later to recall the brief exchange.


 Tomar and Ylana had cleaned the gore off their blades, and the boy had taken up a baldric and empty scabbard from the fallen. Sheathing his rapier therein, he set off on the search with the Jungle Maid at his side.


 They were weary from hours of battle, and both were hungry, but they had drunk deep of the water-bottles that the Shondakorians had shared with the captives, passing the canteens down the line. Tomar was somewhat depleted from the privations he had endured during the long weeks of his captivity, but to have a sword in his hand again and an enemy to face is a marvelous stimulant to a former prisoner, he had discovered.


 The two searched through all of the cells without finding anyone hidden, and explored each of the guardrooms, storerooms, and other chambers in the sector to which they had been assigned.


 “This is a waste of time,” Ylana complained as they completed their tour of the cellblock. “Far rather would I be on the upper level with Prince Jandar. At least there might be some fighting to do up there!”


 “We have not yet looked at the weapon room at the end of the row, you know, the one where I got my sword.”


 “We’ve already checked it once,” Ylana complained pettishly. “Why bother doing it again? We left it empty, you may remember!”


 “Yes, but we also left it unlocked,” Tomar reminded her.


 The girl tossed back her hair defiantly.


 “Well, I’m not going to waste time searching a room I’ve already searched once,” she snapped. “You may fool around down here all you like, but I’m going up where there may still be some fighting! Are you coming or aren’t you?”


 “I’ll see you later,” Tomar said. “I promised Kadar I would search thoroughly ...”


 The dark-haired girl sneered, eyes mirroring scorn.


 “Oh, very well, then, I’ll waste time with you,” she grumbled. “But do hurry up, boy, or there won’t be any killing left to do!”


 Tomar flushed at the tone of her voice, but set his jaw stubbornly. His sense of duty refused to allow him the easy way out. Trying to ignore her pointed silence, and the mockery in her face, the youth looked over the weapons storeroom and found it as empty as Ylana had said it would be.


 “Satisfied now?” she challenged.


 He flushed. “There is still the little stone room at the back,” said he, embarrassedly.


 “Oh, in the name of the Red Moon!” she stormed, stamping her little, buskin-shod foot impatiently. “You simply hope that if you loiter long enough down here, you won’t have to risk your skin against the last few surviving enemies! Go ahead, then, look your fill — but I’m going!”


 She turned on her heel, but at the door she paused, glancing back to see if he was following.


 He was not. Tomar had pried open the stone slab that served the little closet for a door, and was peering within. Suddenly he called her name. The urgency in his voice made her still the smart retort that rose to her lips. Knife in hand, the Jungle Maid came to peer over his shoulder where he crouched by the door, keeping low so that what little light there was from the dim ceiling fixture could illuminate the dusty cubicle.


 “What is it?” the girl snapped. “There’s no one here ...”


 “But there was, and not long since,” the boy replied in low tones. “Look...!”


 She followed his pointing finger with her eyes, and suddenly she gasped.


 “Footprints!” she breathed. For there before her, clearly visible, the marks of a sandaled foot could be seen in the thick dust that mantled the stone floor.


 “Yes,” he said tensely. “And do you notice anything curious about them, beyond the simple fact that they are there at all?”


 She considered the view, then her eyes widened.


 “There are only footprints going into the cubicle,” she breathed faintly, excitement in her huge eyes. “There are none leading out!”


 The boy nodded. “Yes, and they end right there ...”


 He pointed again and again she looked.

OEBPS/Images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





OEBPS/Images/9781473220676_FC.jpg
LIN ‘
CARTER

CALLISTO 7





