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	The Home of Great Fantasy Fiction!

	 


At last! The final, unfinished action-adventure novel by bestselling author J. T. Edson can be enjoyed by his legions of fans worldwide!

	On feeling the dismasted Amazon yacht overturning and themselves being thrown into the hurricane-lashed sea, it seemed to Beryl Snowhill, Charlotte ‘Cha’ Topper and Jill Jervis that nothing could save them from a watery grave.

	Yet they had survived!

	The mysterious aliens known as the Suppliers plucked them from what should have been certain death and transported them to the planet Zillikian. Having been delivered there, equipped and conditioned mentally to be able to use primitive weapons, they were left to their own devices.

	It was fortunate for the Earth women that, in addition to the knowledge they had been given, they had already learned how to protect themselves. Being accepted by the Amazon nations, they became involved in the internal strife as dissidents sought to overthrow Queen Hippolyta. Before the affair was over, they needed all their strength, courage and ability with weapons and at barehanded fighting.

	However, when peace was restored, they had won the right to consider themselves as being Amazons of Zillikian.
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	Names, characters and incidents in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

	You may not copy, store, distribute, transmit, reproduce or otherwise make available this publication (or any part of it) in any form, or by means (electronic, digital, optical, photocopying, recording or otherwise), without the prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorized act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.
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For everybody who, like myself, enjoys a ‘message-free’, action-escapism-adventure story.
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	Publisher’s Note

	WE ARE DELIGHTED to present the unfinished manuscript of what would have been another example of J. T. Edson’s fantasy fiction—The Amazons of Zillikian. For all you Bunduki fans out there, the name of the planet should be familiar enough, but if you’re coming across it for the first time, let us tell you more:

	Zillikian is a counter-Earth planet (i.e. located at the L3 Lagrange point which is opposite the Sun in the same orbit as Earth). The planet is very similar to Earth in climate and wildlife, albeit without the industrialization of humans that Earth has. In the opening to Bunduki, the main protagonists are transported from Earth to Zillikian. It is also revealed that the remainder of the Greystoke clan has gone to live in Pellucidar—the inner world created by Edgar Rice Burroughs in At the Earth’s Core and others. Bunduki and Dawn Drummond-Clayton are appointed by the God-like ‘Suppliers’ to act as the judge and jury for all Zillikian without being sanctioned by the tribes on the planet. 

	I believe the novel you now hold sits between Bunduki and Dawn and Sacrifice to the Quagga God. As in the latter, Beryl Snowhill and her Amazons come to Bunduki’s aid.

	Only nine chapters of this novel exist, and here they are in their entirety, together with endnotes and appendices. Sadly, we have been unable to find any form of synopsis or guide that might have told us how the story would end. However, it is such a rarity, and sure to be valued by J T Edson’s many fans and completists, that we felt it was a privilege to issue it, even in this truncated version.

	The Amazons of Zillikian teases us with the wild adventures J. T. intended to take us on with his trio of battling beauties: Beryl Snowhill and her cousin Charlotte Topper and maid, Jill Jervis. J. T.’s own script to the intended back cover copy is also reproduced here.

	In addition to the back cover copy, J. T. left notes on his ‘Suggestion On The Cover Artwork’ and ‘Second Page Action Copy’. Again, we’ve reproduced these here. This is, so far as we know, everything that exists relating to The Amazons of Zillikian … and we sincerely hope you enjoy what we can now share with you. 

	I can just imagine J. T. smiling down on you, his readers, who are finally getting the chance to read his unfinished adventure-escapism novel.

	Mike Stotter

	Editor

	 


 

	Author’s Notes

	 

	We would like to thank the world’s foremost fictionist-genealogist, Philip José Farmer—author of, among numerous other works, Tarzan Alive, The Definitive Biography Of Lord Greystoke and Doc Savage, His Apocalyptic Life—for his permission to refer to Lady Hazel and Sir John Drummond-Clayton.

	As in the rest of the Bunduki series, we employ the terms of Earth and not those of Zillikian when referring to distances, compass bearings, periods of time and, with a few exceptions, weapons and animals. Furthermore, as we do not conform to the current ‘trendy’ pandering to the exponents of the metric system, distances and weights will be given in miles, yards, feet, inches, pounds and ounces.

	 

	A WARNING!

	 

	If the reader is expecting to find pornographic-type descriptions of the sex life of the Amazons in this book—FORGET IT!

	The story, like all our work, is pure action-escapism-adventure. The only ‘message’ it contains is: ‘Read it, enjoy it and remember our only ‘motivation’ for writing is to keep you buying our work, thereby enabling us to make enough money to continue living in the manner to which we have become accustomed’.

	J.T. EDSON

	 


 

	Back Cover Copy

	 

	On feeling the dismasted Amazon yacht overturning and themselves being thrown into the hurricane-lashed sea, it seemed to Beryl Snowhill, Charlotte ‘Cha’ Topper and Jill Jervis that nothing could save them from a watery grave.

	Yet they had survived!

	The mysterious aliens known as the Suppliers plucked them from what should have been certain death and transported them to the planet Zillikian. Having been delivered there, equipped and conditioned mentally to be able to use primitive weapons, they were left to their own devices.

	It was fortunate for the Earth women that, in addition to the knowledge they had been given, they had already learned how to protect themselves. Being accepted by the Amazon nations, they become involved in the internal strife as dissidents sought to overthrow Queen Hippolyta. Before the affair was over, they needed all their strength, courage and ability with weapons and at bare handed fighting.

	However, when peace was restored, they had won the right to consider themselves as being Amazons of Zillikian.

	 


 

	Proposed Second Page Action Copy

	 

	Having accepted there was no other choice, Cha acted swiftly!

	Drawing her bow, the brunette noticed from the corner of her eye that Jill was duplicating her movements. However, she dare not wait to question the intentions of the maid. Making sure there was none of the foliage in the way to deflect the arrow, she released the string. In spite or only very recently having come into possession of the weapon, she found the mental conditioning; given by the Suppliers caused her to know it as well as she had those with which she had carried out her archery on Earth. As the shaft was being thrust forward across her right forefinger, her instincts suggested she had held true on her ‘sight position’.

	Sure enough, the arrow sped away to take Late Comer in the left shoulder an instant before her right hand began its forward movement to throw the tanat!

	 


 

	J.T.’S Suggestion for the Cover Artwork

	 

	Have the background set on what could be the plains of Africa, except that not all the animals shown should be from that continent. For example, a tiger, North American bison, or some of the plans species of Asia, could be included.

	In the foreground are the three heroines.

	On the right, Charlotte Topper is the tallest. She is beautiful, well built, with boyishly cut short brunette hair. Wears a scarlet halter top, leaving midriff bare, brief denim shorts, flat heeled sandals with cross-straps up to the thighs. (This is the footwear for all three). Has a choker type necklace of silver discs, wide silver bracelets on each wrist and bicep. Belt of square segments of brass, with wooden hilted ‘gladius’ type sword on the right and modern type hunting knife on the left in sheaths. Is holding a Grecian type bow in right hand and is drawing it with the left, being left-handed. The arrows in the quiver on her back extend over the right shoulder.

	Beryl Snowhill is in the centre. Blonde, in pageboy style, beautiful, slightly older and shorter than Charlotte, but equally curvaceous. Wears white silk halter, black ‘wet look’ leather shorts, has similar jewellery but in gold. Belt is made from round gold and silver discs, with an ivory handled sword and knife in reverse positions to those of the brunette. Holds a battle axe in right hand, Grecian type shield on left arm.

	Jill Jervis is the smallest, slightly more buxom of the other two, with rusty-red hair and good looking. Has blue halter, denim shorts. Silver choker, but bracelets only on left arm. Has brass square belt, but only a wooden handled sword. She too is drawing a Grecian type bow ready to loose its arrow. Position of her hands are opposite to those of Charlotte and arrows in quiver show over her left shoulder.

	 


Chapter One – Where On Earth Are We?

	 

	THE FIRST THING to strike Beryl Snowhill when cohesive thought returned to her was a comforting sensation of steadiness, silence and tranquillity!

	After forty-eight hours, during which the Amazon yacht had been pitched and tossed violently on the enormous waves raised by the hurricane, this gave her a feeling of relief.

	No longer was the wind flogging the sails to shreds and finally, unless Beryl’s memory was playing her false, snapping the mast to leave the yacht at the mercy of the elements. Instead of tearing at her, it had now diminished until there was nothing more than a cooling breeze which passed over her in a way which was soothingly refreshing rather than punishing. Nevertheless, for all the improvements produced by the vastly changed weather, she found herself wishing she was not plagued by the sensation of extreme hunger. It exceeded having gone without solid food since the commencement of the hurricane and felt as if her whole digestive system had been stripped of its entire contents.

	Suddenly, other thoughts began to divert Beryl from the considerations aroused by her unusual hunger.

	Firstly, the surface upon which she was lying, face down and with her eyes closed, had neither the comparative comfort of her bunk nor the unyielding smooth hardness of the planks forming the deck of the Amazon yacht!

	Secondly, she could feel the warmth of the sun and caress of the breeze on her bare back and legs.

	Yet, as far as she could recollect, she had not removed the sou’-wester, oilskins and sea boots donned as protection against the raging elements!

	Thirdly, while she could hear the sound of the waves, it was far removed from the roaring crash which had beaten at the Amazon yacht for the past two days.

	Instead, there was only the soothing swish such as a gentle tide would make coming to its pacific end upon the level beach of a sandy shore.

	Slowly, Beryl raised her head and forced open the gummy lids of her eyes. And closed them immediately.

	After a few seconds, having shaken her head in an attempt to clear it and telling herself that all her other senses suggested her eyes had been playing tricks, she opened them again.

	Her first impression was correct!

	In some way—she could not imagine—Beryl found she was no longer aboard the Amazon yacht in which she, her cousin, Charlotte Topper and their maid-companion, Jill Jervis had been competing in a race from Malindi, Kenya to Madagascar.

	The impression of lying on sand was correct.

	She really had seen the side of a sand dune rising a few feet in front of her! Before Beryl could resume the examination of her surroundings, or think of doing anything else, she became aware of movements on either side of her.

	Looking to the left, the discovery made by Beryl intensified rather than lessened the mystery.

	While delighted to find her cousin was alive and apparently uninjured, Beryl was also amazed by the sight which met her gaze.

	Five foot nine in height, Charlotte Topper, known to her friends as ‘Cha’,—pronounced ‘Shah’—looked to be in her early twenties and had brunette hair cut in a short urchin crop. She was very beautiful, exuding a strength of will and intelligence which did nothing to mar her features. Tanned to a rich golden bronze, her physical development was a magnificent example of feminine pulchritude. Nor were the contours of her thirty-nine, twenty-five, thirty-seven inch figure dependent upon artificial aids to create their curvaceous shape. Even lying supine and stirring as if just waking up, that was all too obvious.

	The attire Cha had consisted of a scanty scarlet sharkskin halter, which left her midriff bare and had a most extreme décolleté, a pair of denim shorts justifying the designation and flat heeled black sandals with cross straps extending to just below her knees. There was a choker-type necklace of silver discs around her throat and a two inch wide bracelet of the same material about each wrist and bicep. A belt made from square segments of brass encircled her trim waist. It supported a wooden hilted sword like a Roman gladius in a sheath on its right side and at the left hung a Randall Model 2 ‘Fighting Stiletto’ knife with a concave rosewood handle and a spear point blade eight inches in length.

	There was much about Cha’s appearance to puzzle Beryl. She had seen her cousin wearing the halter, shorts and knife more than once, although never the latter with the first two. However, the sandals, jewellery, belt and sword were new to her and definitely had not been on the Amazon yacht. What was more, during the hurricane, the brunette too had been wearing much more substantial and suitable raiment.

	‘Wh … Where are w … Christ! Where did this come from?’

	The words, spoken with a Leicestershire accent, caused Beryl to look in the other direction and brought Cha into a sitting position.

	Another source of relief and surprise was awaiting inspection by the former!

	Kneeling up and feeling at her left side as if unwilling to believe the evidence of her eyes, Jill Jervis was just as skimpily arrayed as Cha, in a blue cotton halter, just as brief denim shorts and had identical footwear. She was now wearing a similar choker, but only her left arm was decorated by bracelets at wrist and bicep, Showing amazement, she was reaching across to touch the wooden hilt of the sword sheathed at the left side of the metal disc belt about her waist.

	The puzzlement was fully justified.

	Although Jill owned the shorts and halter, neither they nor the other items had been in her possession when she went aboard the Amazon yacht!

	In her early thirties; as far as appearances went, Jill was only five foot two inches in height. Pretty, with reddish-brown hair done in a flip style, she lacked the commanding air of her companions. At one hundred and fourteen pounds, her dimensions of thirty-six, twenty-four, thirty-four inches gave her a sturdily curvaceous build. Nor, as in the case or the other two, did the firm muscles which showed beneath her tanned skin cause any loss of femininity. Rather they suggested a health and strength of a high order, without in any way being detrimental to her feminine attributes.

	Starting to roll over, so as to sit up and examine her surroundings, Beryl ascertained that she too had been equipped with a metal disc belt carrying a knife and sword. Coming to her feet swiftly and standing with feet spread apart, she began to investigate other things about her person which were called to her attention by her sense of touch.

	Lacking some four inches of her cousin’s height, Beryl was nevertheless proportionately just a trifle better endowed physically. She conveyed the impression of being about forty years of age and in exceptionally fine physical condition. Done in a neck length pageboy fashion, her platinum blonde hair had survived the rigours of the hurricane and its aftermath—whatever that had been—without disturbance to its locks and the same applied to her companions. Her face was very beautiful. Even more than Cha’s, it bore the indefinable aura of a person with a natural flair for leadership and an inborn gift for commanding respect. Even while displaying puzzlement over their present inexplicable circumstances, she had the appearance of being a woman upon whom
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