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CONoOr®WNE

_Three Wshes_

Canute raced ahead as John skirted the overgrown pasture. The grass was wai st high and ready for
cutting. There were perpetual rustles within it, |eading the dog a happy chase.

"One man went to mow, " John sang, slightly off-key, "went to nmow t he meadow. One nan and his dog
went to nmow t he nmeadow. "

Canute, thinking he was being called, returned to peer at his master inquiringly. H's brow was
wrinkl ed vertically, one ear was inside out, and there was a bit of dirt on his nose.

"Two nen went to now, went to nmow the nmeadow, " John continued, patting the dog affectionately.
"Two nen, one man, and his dog went to now the neadow. "

Canute heard sonething and shot away into the grass again, tail wagging.
"Three nmen went to mow...."

John was up to twelve nen--and a dog--by the tine he reached the spruce grove. Canute rejoined
him sniffing this new ground as avidly as ever. The | ayered needl es were spongy, the air abruptly
still. John reflected that he nust have been here a thousand tines, and the dog a hundred, yet
there was al ways something to intrigue the human nmind and the cani ne nose.

_Had_ been sonething. John realized that today he was bored with it and had in fact been bored for
some tine wthout being aware of it. Everything in the township was overfaniliar. He knew every
house, every yard, every tree of the surrounding countryside. He stopped beside the |argest tree
Most of its | ower branches had been broken off, |eaving dead spokes or sappy wounds in the trunk.
He would get filthy if he clinmbed it.

So he clinbed it, hoisting hinself by hand and foot. Canute paced worriedly beneath, his spotty
forehead winkling again. The dog did not like to be left alone, even for a few seconds. Though
sl eek and hefty, he was at six nonths still a puppy. He demanded a | ot of attention and usually
got it. He could how soulfully and with considerabl e vol une when negl ect ed.

John paused to peer down. Canute was standi ng agai nst the trunk, his paws agai nst the | owest
spoke, head tilted back appealingly. One black spot inpinged on an eye, making hi m seem | opsi ded,
and his open nouth showed pink and bl ack. He began to whine.
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"Well, cone on up!" John call ed.
Canute watched him tail waggi ng hopefully.
"Up! Up the tree, nutt,"” John said, smling.

The dog fidgeted, making his spots ripple. He whined | ouder and added a yip. Then suddenly he
curved his front paws around the spoke, scranmbled with his hind legs, and pulled hinmself up

"You can do it!" John cried. "Keep clinbing, boy!"
Canute struggl ed upward. As he ascended, he gai ned proficiency, until he was naking fair progress.
John resunmed his own journey. "I'Il race you, pooch!" he called.

At first he outdistanced the dog. Then, as the narrowing trunk and thicker foliage inhibited him
the gap between them shortened. By the tinme there was visibility above the small forest they were
al nost together. John noted with interest that Canute's paws no | onger wapped around the
branches. Instead, his claws dug into the main trunk, retracting when he let go to find higher
purchase. No wonder he could clinmb faster

The tree swayed. "We'd better stop," John gasped. "Top might snap off." He didn't really believe
that, of course... then another gust of w nd touched them and he _did_ believe.

They stopped, clinging to opposite sides of the slender trunk. Fromthis vantage, with head and
tail out of sight, Canute |ooked very much like a | eopard. John wondered fleetingly whether

Dal mati ans had any | eopard bl ood. No--l|eopards were basically cats, he was sure; they coul dn't

i nterbreed w th dogs.

"I didn't know dogs could clinb," he said as an afterthought. "Well, let's go down before we're
|ate for supper."

Canute, always ready for food, needed no coaxing. He backed down, those marvel ous cl aws operating
snoot hly. John had to hurry to keep the pace. It bothered him though. He hadn't_ known that dogs
could clinmb trees.

They dusted thensel ves off at the bottomand trotted on toward hone. Mom was cooki ng supper. G een
beans and chicken, the snell announced before they entered. Every second Tuesday, the sane. He had
menori zed the schedul e | ong ago.

It occurred to himto ask Mom about the tree-clinbing ability of dogs, but he reconsidered

i mredi ately. Three years ago, when he was thirteen, he had had a kitten. The little cat had had a
prehensile tail. John hadn't realized that this was remarkable until he researched cats in the
encycl opedia and found no reference to this characteristic in felines. He had nmentioned this to
Mom just as a matter of passing curiosity, but she had been quite upset. Next morning the cat was
gone, never to return, and questions about its fate were turned asi de. John had becone nore
cautious about his remarks thereafter.

No- - he woul d keep silent about Canute's talent. He liked the big dog too well to have him
di sappear abruptly.

He went up to his roomand started to clean it while Canute chewed contentedly on an ol d shoe.
John was not addicted to neatness, as the entrenched ness attested; he just needed tinme to think
t hi ngs over.

Canute's ability, John realized as he poked the broom under the bed and stirred up curly dust
mce, followed a pattern of sorts--a pattern of little inconsistencies. The Snmiths were an
ordinary famly, Newton was an ordinary town, and the United States was Anerica. But:

Item That kitten's tail had been prehensile--the way a nonkey's tail was supposed to be, not a
cat's.

Item Canute could clinb a tree--catlike.
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Item John had never been out of the township

Item Sone of his school mates had skin that could peel off, like furniture varnish. Underneath it
was tan. John's skin would not peel; it became tan in sunmmer but faded to a pale color in wnter.

Item Hs parents didn't like himto remark on such things.

That was enough for a start. Five itens--was there a consistent franework for these things? A
common expl anation? A ripple of goose pinples went up his arnms and across his shoul ders and on
into the back of his head. He was not cold; that was the way he reacted to discovery. Five itemns--
and suddenly he was certain they were_ I|inked! The connection was really fundamental, affecting
his entire outl ook, maybe his life.

Mom appeared. "Dear, have you witten to Betsy yet?"
Soneone always interrupted hi mwhen he started to _think!_ It never failed.

"Not yet, Mom" he said, glancing at her with frustration. She was verging on fifty and getting
stout; her hair was inclining toward gray. She had a round affectionate face, and her hands were
wrinkled. Would they al so peel if scratched?

"Maybe 1'd better get started, though," he added quickly. "I was just thinking about her." That
was a lie, but he didn't care to adnit the true direction of his thoughts.

"That's good, John," she said. "Supper in fifteen mnutes. Be sure to wash your hands." She left.
John | ooked at Betsy's picture, propped on his cluttered desk
Item He was going steady with a girl he had never net.

Well, now he was committed to that chore. He would have to wite to Betsy Jones. Momwould fret if
he didn't.

He brushed asi de com cs, nagazi nes, and wood carvings to make a space for his typewiter. This was
a battered portable with a broken bell and faded ribbon, but it worked well enough. He had taught
hinmself to type by hunting and pecking with gradually increasing facility. He could now type
slightly faster than he could wite, and that was adequate. H's conposition was limted nore by
the speed of his thoughts than of his two fingers. He rolled through a sheet of paper and typed
the date: August 12, 1960. Then, "Dear Betsy."

About then his mnd went blank. Wat should a sixteen-year-old boy say to a sixteen-year-old girl
he had never seen in his |life? He had witten to her every week for the past six nonths, but that
didn't help. It neant only that he had exhausted the possibilities in routine description and
query. In reply he had her weekly letters describing _her_ house (pretty nuch like his), _her_
town (ditto), _her_ famly, pet (a parakeet), school studies. She had to be as bored with it al
as he. By mutual and unwritten consent they had never discussed romance. This contact had been
arranged by their parents, and neither John nor Betsy could work up any enthusiasmfor it.
Probably the letters were snooped on, anyway.

John touched the keys without depressing them How about: "Dear Betsy--how nany inconsistent itens
can you count? Do your friends have the sanme fake white skin mne do?" Sure--if he really wanted
to convince her he was crazy!

He picked up the picture, less for inspiration than to justify his failure to get on with the

m ssive. She was a rather pretty girl, brown-haired, brown-eyed, cute curved nose, small nouth. In
fact it would have been easy enough to |ike her had she been _here_ instead of there_ and had she
not been forced on him

John liked to nake his own decisions, such as they were. He had precious little opportunity. His
school curriculum had been set by others, his honelife was ordered by his parents, and his sunmer
wanderings were circunscribed by the towship limts. About the only real freedons he had were in
his mnd and heart. Unfortunately he did not have enough information to think really independently
and had little interest in girls. That did not affect the principle. Certainly he was not about to
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get sl oppy about Betsy Jones. Now or ever
"Dear, are you feeling well?" Mominquired.

He junped. She was catlike on those stairs--no sound at all! "It's hard to say anything to a girl
I"ve never net," he said |lanely.

"You will_ neet her, John. \When you graduate."
"But that's a year off!" He made it sound inpatient. Actually he didn't care if it was a century.
"I knowit's hard, dear. But it is for the best."” She left again.

For the best? _Wose_best? Wiy did it have to be this way? Wiy these enpty notions of renote-
control courtship? He glanced at Canute, now snoozing on the rug. It was all part of the nystery--
the girl, the dog, the cat, the fake skin, the subtle supervision. How could he unriddle it all

| et al one overcone it?

He unfol ded Betsy's last letter. She had waxed phil osophic, and he had only skimmed it
disinterestedly upon receipt a couple of days ago. Did Betsy find this charade as frustrating as
he di d? Had she expressed her rebellion by witing high-soundi ng nonsense?

"Dear John," she had witten. "Have you ever wondered what you would do if you had just three

wi shes? Three fairy-tale wi shes, | mean, that you could nmake once and never again, and they could
never be changed afterward. And whatever you phrased as a wi sh would be honored literally, even if
it were only 'l wish I didn't have so nuch homework' or 'I w sh you'd shut up.' And you couldn't

cheat by wishing for a thousand nore wi shes or half a wish at one tine."

Poi ntl ess specul ati on, but now that he considered her remarks at |eisure, they did make sone
sense. He _had_ dreaned about w shes, deciding what he might do with one wi sh or a hundred. He had
decided that if one wish were used to ask for a thousand w shes, each of those would be only one-
thousandth the strength of the first, so nothing could be gained. So he established a standard
format of three medi um potent w shes; no nore and no fewer could be used. Wien he was eight, he
had settled on a toy store, a candy store, and a pet shop. At twelve it had been a spaceship (he
had seen the design in a science-fiction nagazine), a billion dollars in gold coin, and a purebred
Dal mati an puppy.

Actually, it was high tinme he updated that list. Like a last will and testanent, the |atest
edition remained in force until superseded. He wasn't at all certain the wishes of a twelve-year-
ol d boy should be binding on a young man. He no | onger wanted the spaceship, since his interest in
stellar navigation had waned. Gold coin was passé; an unlimted charge account would be better and
far easier to carry around. And the Dal mati an he had now.

He returned to Betsy's letter: "At first | thought noney or naterial possessions would rmake the

i deal wish. But before long | realized that | have all of that sort of thing | need. My fol ks take
care of me, clothe ne, feed ne; | have an allowance to cover other things. A nillion dollars would
not nake me happier, and it might nake me sadder

"Then | thought that all | had to wish for, really, was happiness itself. Nothing el se neans
anything without that, and _with_ it | would be independent of the other things. If wealth were a
legitimate part of happiness, | would autonatically have wealth; if residence in a pal ace were
required, | would have that. Maybe I'd marry a prince. Everything would be taken care of.

"But now | am convinced that shallow, artificial happiness is not the answer, either. You can get
that fromdrugs. If everyone settled for that estate, the world would shortly cone to an end."

John considered that. Betsy was a pretty smart girl. She refused to accept the easy answers. She
knew she want ed happi ness, but she was choosy how she got it. Here was sonething he could coment
on. It tiedin, not too renotely, with his own problem that of the inconsistencies in his
surroundi ngs. In fact, what he had here _was_ a kind of nake-believe happiness that he found enpty
in practice. He didn't want satisfaction in ignhorance. He wanted to know the truth. It m ght be
ugly; it mght even hurt him but....
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"Supper, John," Mom call ed.

The inmportant chain of thought had been broken again! He grasped at the last link, determined to

have the nmeaning. The truth nmight be ugly, painful, but it would be real._ Not a cardboard...
"John?"
"Comi ng, Moml"

Tal k of three wi shes! He wi shed he had a decent chance to _think!_Mrosely, he went downstairs.

2
_Qutside the Zoo_

After supper John washed the dishes. This was not a chore he had to do. He had vol unteered one
eveni ng, surprising and pleasing Mom Then, ashanmed to confess that he had only needed a pretext
to postpone particularly dull homework, he had stayed with it, night after night. This tine it
provided himw th another nindless exercise while he thought things out.

He had been pondering things he couldn't explain. Betsy had witten of the fallacy of artificia
happi ness. The two jibed, alnost. He had drawn a mental parallel between them made them add up to
sonet hing significant... alnost.

Sonet hi ng was wong. He had to find a situation that accounted for a cat with a prehensile tail, a
tree-clinbing dog, and the strange restrictions on his freedom

Betsy's letter-essay suggested that the best wish of all was for information. Well, it didn't say
so in so many words, but it seened to be leading up to that. To know, or to have the nmeans to

di scover, the truth, whatever it might be. And if the truth made the knower niserable, that was
still better than contented ignorance.

He agreed with her. He didn't exactly _like_ her, but he realized that she could be a val uable
ally. By pooling their two sets of information they m ght indeed come at the truth. Maybe that was
why they weren't allowed to neet yet. They might conpare notes and di scover sonething vital. If
their letters were censored... well, it mght be possible to get around that.

He finished the dishes and called Canute for the evening wal k. He still needed thinking tinme. The
only way he could comunicate with Betsy was by letter, censored or not. He could not just put his
suspicions into witing, so what could he do?

Canute stopped to sniff at a tree. John was nonentarily tenpted to tell the dog to clinb it, but
he suppressed the urge. He was |ucky the hidden watchers--the ones that he had | ong ago invented
as a gane but now firnmly believed in--hadn't been alert during that first clinmb, _If_ they had
mssed it; if not, the dog nmight be gone in the norning, like the kitten.... No! He wouldn't |et
anyone take Canute! He would be alert and stop them sonehow, even if he had to fight in the night!

He needed nore informati on before deciding anything. Betsy might help. If he could just wite to
her privately....

A code! One she woul d conprehend, but not the censor. It would have to be a very sinple code, and
that increased the risk. He couldn't work it out on paper in advance, either, because a watcher

m ght see his notes. That made it a real challenge. Every tenth word? She woul d never pick that up
unl ess she were looking for just that type of thing. Forlorn hope. First word in each sentence?
Maybe, but still pretty clunmsy. Either way he'd have to wite a long, wordy letter to put across a
short message--a nessage that woul d probably be wasted.

If he could only give her sone hint--but the censor would pick it up, too! He was still stuck

And when he cane down to it, how could he be sure that Betsy herself was real ? He had never net
her. All he knew of her was her letters and her picture. Coviously _sonmebody_ wote the one and
posed for the other, but that was hardly proof that Betsy-as-he-knew her existed. Maybe his
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correspondent _was_ the censor!

But again: If Betsy were not_real, why should they have taken all the trouble to invent her? He
hadn't wanted to correspond. There were girls in school, sonme fairly attractive, even if their
skins weren't real. There was no point in signing himup with a stranger, particularly not another
imtation.

He had picked up a useful rule of thunb fromhis readings: Accept the sinplest explanation he
could find--for anything. He chuckled. By that token his whol e project was usel ess! The sinpl est
expl anation for Betsy was that his fol ks thought she was a better match for himthan any of the
|l ocal girls, but she lived too far away for imediate visits. For Canute's clinbing, the sinplest
expl anation was that dogs _could_clinb trees, and the encycl opedia hadn't thought this needed
mentioning. For the kitten...

The kitten was harder, because cats were _not_ supposed to have prehensile tails, and his fol ks
_had_ been upset when he nentioned it (upset but not surprised?!), and the cat _had_ di sappeared.
It was pushing coincidence to dismss the connection. It was as though the cat had not been a cat
at all, and once he was on the verge of discovering that...

He felt the chill across his shoulders, up his neck. Not a real cat!_Talk of sinple
expl anat i ons!

Maybe Canute was not a real dog, either. And the kids at school were not real kids. And his fol ks
not real parents. Maybe the whole town of Newton.... But this line of thinking didn't seemto |ead
to any answers.

He woul d query Betsy. Two heads were better than one. She night not answer, or she nmight not exist
as a person, but the effort wouldn't cost himnuch, and it mght bring out something inportant.

Canute was sniffing his way back toward the house. John had to set up his nmessage and his code
before he got there so that he could type without seenming to make nmuch of it.

Let's see... sonething sinple and direct for the nessage. "Let's conpare notes. Sonething is
wrong. Does your dog clinb trees?" But she didn't have a dog. She had a bird. Great show Al

right: "Have you ever been out of town?" Not good, but he was pressed for time. Now how to encode
it. Wiy not every third word? That wouldn't be too conplicated to figure out. Wth an openi ng
hint: "Sonetines | think we'd learn nore just by reading every third word." Yes, that was good. He
was at the doorstep. He'd have to work out the rest extenporaneously.

In his room he began the letter

"Dear Betsy, |'ve been thinking about your recent comments but nust admit they confuse ne.
Sonetimes | think we'd do better just reading every third word. | nean, let's start to conpare
sonme such notes. | think something mght develop. |Is there any wong or right--does any of your--"

Qops! He had started on the dog query instead of the out-of-town query. And the letter wasn't too
bright, generally. This was harder to fit together than he had thought. H's third words, after the
key sentence, were okay: "let's... conpare... notes... sonething... is... wong... does... your"--
but the overall text was ridiculously clunsy. Well, he was stuck with it now

"...does any of your thinking." Stuck again. How could he fit in "dog" w thout being too obvious.
And he didn't even want to ask her about her nonexistent dog! He kept confusing hinmself, trying to
concentrate on three things at once.

He could wite a horrible letter, then make a show of rereading it and tearing it up in disgust.
If he had to. That m ght fool the watchers.

"...does any of your thinking fly bird or moth |like out the strange cage of stuff?" Ugh! This was
getting ridiculous. He had to stop

"Sorry," he typed. "I can't seemto organi ze ny thoughts tonight. Maybe you get the idea." Up to
"does... your... bird... like... strange... stuff?" anyway. That would have to do.

He filled out the letter with routine chaff: how he | ooked forward to neeting her, the recent
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weat her, etc. He had pretty well mangled his code letter; it wasn't as good an idea as it had
seenmed at first, but he was too stubborn to give it up now. He addressed the envel ope, sealed it,
stuck on a postage stanp, and put it in the box at the front door for the mailman to pick up next
day. At least that took care of his weekly nissive!

* k* *

Betsy's reply, a few days later, amazed him She had picked up the ganbit and replied in kind. Her
message, spaced every third word far nore skillfully than his own blundering effort, was this:

"I have known for sonme tine that it wasn't real. Al the pets are alien creatures. You and | are
zoo specinens, due to be nmated next year so as to preserve the species in captivity. | tried to
break out |ast year, so they watch ne closely now | wll help you escape if you agree to rescue
me in return.”

John pondered the letter, so innocent on the surface, so forceful in code. Was she pulling his
| eg? He hadn't really _believed_ this watchers business, had he? Was she | aughi ng her head off
over his gullibility?

Maybe- - but sonehow he didn't think so. Her bluff was too easily called, and what she said jibed
too nicely with his own observations. Al he had asked her was whether her bird acted strangely;
he had not nentioned his suspicion that everything else, including the people, was a nock-up. And
if Betsy were the censor, she certainly wouldn't encourage his suspicions!

She nust be like him with sinmilar experiences and suspicions. Now she proposed to bargain with
him and why not? But there was one nore check he had to nake before he committed hinself.

That night he did sonething he had not done in years: He sneaked out. He sinply waited until the
househol d was asl eep, then got up and wal ked out the front door. He didn't think about the
wat chers.

He heard a noise just as he was closing the door. Canute had heard himand wanted to cone al ong.
If he shut the door, the dog would scratch at it and howl, alerting everybody. He had either to

I et Canute join himor to give up the venture. Also, he suddenly realized that he dared not |eave
the dog al one, tonight or any night. That would be the nmonment Canute disappeared...

"Quiet!" he whispered, opening the door and feeling a narked relief. However alien the dog m ght
be in reality, he was conforting to have along. There was no question about Canute's persona
loyalty. Together they faced the cool, still, dark outside.

They wal ked toward the township limt. John used his flashlight once he was clear of the house. He
had never been beyond the Newton line, but tonight it would be different. Sonething had al ways
happened to stop himbefore--the road would be tenporarily blocked, or a severe stormwould cone
up, or he would neet someone going the other way and be distracted. He had been frustrated but not
suspi ci ous--until now.

Bet sy claimed they were both zoo specinmens. Well, nodern zoos put their animals in superficially
conpati bl e habitats so that the stupid ones night not even be aware of their confinenment. They
wer e supposed to be happier and healthier that way and would breed in captivity. Rage surged
through him Not _this_ animal

Canut e woof ed, thinking John's reaction neant danger. John reached down to pat the speckled
shoul der reassuringly. If Newton were a zoo, Canute was still a friend!

This was too slow. John switched off the flashlight and I et his eyes adapt to the night. There was
sone noongl ow, hazed by clouds. "Lead the way, Canute!" he whispered, beginning to run. "To the
fence!"

Canute | ed. He had done this before, picking out the best trail. John followed wi th confidence,
knowi ng the dog would not betray himinto any rut or bush. The strikingly marked fur was easy to
see, in contrast to the ground. He judged they were making ten or twelve nmiles an hour before he
got wi nded and had to take a wal k- break
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In half an hour they reached the fence that marked the town limt. It was not an auspicious
barrier--just a four-foot-high wire mesh with a double strand of barbed wire along the top. To
keep the cows clear, he had been told. He paced along it, pretty sure the fence was bugged. If he
touched it anywhere, soneone would cone. It would seem accidental, but his exploration would be
halted. He was sure of that. He had to get through wi thout any contact.

He used his flash, casting about in the growi ng-up pasture here. He might construct a stile, but
that would take tinme, and he didn't have a hatchet or any cord or hammer or nails, and he couldn't
afford the noise even if he knew how to assenble it, and he would have real trouble in the dark
He had to get over that fence in a hurry.

He wal ked farther, frustrated. Such sinple things were balking him The flash splashed agai nst a
rock. There was an old stone wall, falling apart. These mmssive but ineffective barriers had been
used, he understood, to fence in sheep, maybe a century ago. Pretty dumb aninmal to be restrai ned
by no nore than this. Anybody could clinb over! Just how stupid did the keepers figure John Smith
was?

He realized that he had cone to accept Betsy's theory, even though he had not verified it yet.
Anyway, here was his stile: He could build a ranpart of rocks.

Hal f an hour later he was dirty and tired, but he had a crude pyranmid as high as the fence. He
could junp over easily fromits top, and so could Canute. Conming back would be nore of a problem
but that was the |l east of his worries at the nonent.

He flung hinself over, landing hard and rolling before he could get righted. "Cone, Canute!" he
called softly. The dog | eaped down with surprising finesse.

They were outside the township of Newton--the presuned limt of his prison. But John coul dn't
detect any difference. He let Canute | ead the way through the sem darkness, away fromthe fence.
He felt | et down. He had been keyed up for sonething spectacular, or at |east a change. If there
were nothing but enpty countryside...

There _had_ to be sonething elsel! Dad had to go sonewhere when he drove off for work. The truck
supplying the local stores had to cone from sonewhere. Newton could not exist in a vacuum It
didn't natter whether it was a legitinate town or a zoo; there was a framework of sone kind

Assured, he noved on, running, wal king, running, followi ng Canute. The forest continued while his
nervousness increased. Had_ he imagined it all, and was he now trekki ng through perfectly
i nnocent, ordinary countryside, naking a fool of hinself?

After twenty minutes he saw a light. Hi s heart pounded, and not just fromthe running. Now he
woul d find out! He warned the dog to silence and approached, ducking behind trees and bushes. It
was a house of sorts. Not like any in Newton. This one was hal f-round, |ike a soap bubble on
water, and it shinmmered: a glowi ng twenty-foot heni sphere with boxes stuck to it.

As he crept closer, he discerned nore detail. The house was not bubbl e-shaped after all--it was
octagonal. Its nain dianeter was about twelve feet, and the four cubes bracing it were about five
feet on a side. The cubes were opaque, but the walls between themwere transparent. He was sure it
was a house because he coul d see peopl e inside.

They were brown people. A brown girl slept on a cushion agai nst one outer panel, her hand touching
the glass. A brown nan, probably her father, sat poring over something on a table. John didn't see
any others, but they could be hidden in the cubicles.

Brown people. If all the artificial skin were peeled away fromthe people of Newton, they m ght be
like this. Betsy's statenent had been confirnmed. O had it? This was not |ike any zoo he had heard
of !

More inportant: this house. It was futuristic. He could tell without further investigation that it
beat anything of 1960 by a century of progress, at least. It hung in the air a yard above the
ground, but nothing held it there. It had internal illumination, but there were no power wires
leading to it. It was tiny, but the evident confort of its visible occupants proved that it wasn't
stuffy. John saw no kitchen or closets or sanitary facilities--and if those things all fit in the
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cubicles, they had to be mighty efficient. This wasn't any setup for his benefit. He had conme in
secret and struck it randomy, follow ng Canute's nose. Mst likely it was typical of the
dwel I'i ngs outsi de of Newton

Brown people in a house of the future. What an item It was exciting, and nore than enough to
think about. Time for himto get honme. He would just about have time to straddle the fence--he
realized belatedly he could prepare a pole to vault over--and |lift Canute past, dismantle his
unwi el dy ranpart, and get into bed before norning. He didn't want to get caught outside the zoo
the way Betsy had been and have his freedomrestricted nore stringently.

And he'd better agree to her ternms! Now he was sure he didn't want to stay in staid Newton, when
the future lay outside. Literally.

3
_A Strange M stake_

The better part of a year passed. John graduated from high school and dutifully wote his weekly
letters to Betsy, making sure they were dull. He whistled as he performed househol d chores and did
not ask awkward questions. He took up gymastics, becom ng quite proficient at running and
junping, and he trained Canute to do sone remarkable tricks. Mom and Dad were very pl eased.

Those dull letters exchanged with Betsy, however, were in increasingly sophisticated code, and
some of Canute's tricks were neaningless within the Newton exi stence. And occasionally John
appl i ed brown makeup and hurdl ed the fence and expl ored the surrounding region. He rai ded an
unoccupi ed floating house and learned by trial, error, and nore error how to handl e nodern
facilities, including the fantastic comunicator. His grades in the Newton school were
indifferent, but had he been graded on the total ampunt he learned in that year, he would have
been the townshi p chanpi on.

The date outside was 2375, and the planet was "Standard." John was apparently the |ast healthy,
sane, young, purebred Caucasi an human male in existence, and Betsy was the |last healthy, etc.
femal e. They were to be mated so that this unique |ine could be continued. The rest of humanity
was Standard: an evenly nelted m xture of the assorted human stocks of the planet earth.

Nei t her John nor Betsy could ascertain why this tinme and place in history had been chosen for this
oasis of the past. Was there sonme prejudice against the purebred Caucasian stock, and had these
two white subjects been kept in seclusion and ignorance so that they would not be ravaged by the
horrors of their ancestry? If so, what had happened to the world they thought they knew?

Yet if the Caucasian heritage was so evil, why had they been kept alive at all, let alone in such
an el aborate setting? The zoos were a good deal nore el egant than seened necessary. But a zoo,
whet her as fancy as a palace or sinple as a manacle on the ankle, was still a zoo. Two things John

and Betsy agreed on: to thwart this nechanically calculated mating plan and to learn the truth
about the vani shed white race. They worked out their escape, refining the details week after week.
Once they were free and safe, and once they knew the full story, they would go their separate
ways.

Then, only two weeks before they were scheduled to neet, Betsy wote in code: "There is a third
zoo." That was all she knew. Her father had a wist TV disguised as an old-tinme watch. He had
forgotten it one night after renoving it for a shower, and she had sneaked into his room and
watched it for half an hour. The picture was three-di nensional, even though barely an inch across;
she had had to put her eye up close to nmake out the detail, and it was |ike | ooking through a

tel escope. She saw routine news and a weather report, and they had flashed naps of the continent
to mark the schedul ed rain regions. Popul ation densities and similar factors were overlaid in
color, but she hadn't had tine to anal yze them She spotted her own area, and it was bl ank. So was
John's Newton. And one nore.

They had no tine to hash it out thoroughly. She night have nisread the maps or misinterpreted the
codi ng of the overlays. Even if she were correct, there could be a separate explanation for the
third bl ank--a supply depot, perhaps. But they could not dismiss the possibility that they were
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not quite alone. They agreed to nodify their program accordingly. They woul d sonehow check out the
third zoo before they split.

* * %

John spent his last night in Newon quietly. He wondered if his parents--actually two bl eached-
white Standards assigned to this task--suspected that he planned to | eave the zoo forever
tomorrow. O course, Mom and Dad were good people, even if they lived a |ie. They were dedi cat ed.
The ot her inhabitants of the Newton zoo coul d peel and scrub and resune their natural skin color
and their normal existence each evening, but Mom and Dad had to nmaintain their roles constantly.
They had done everything they were supposed to and never once let on that it was only a job. It
was not their fault that he had seen through the masquerade that day when he had jokingly ordered
Canute to clinb the tree, and the dog had not been smart enough to reject the directive.

Did Mom and Dad approve of what they were doing? He doubted it. If there had been a certain
coldness, it had not been directed at him Things had al ways been harnoni ous but not that close;

t hough he certainly bore themno ennmity, he was not strongly attached. Wuld they be puni shed for
letting himescape? The question struck himw th greater m sgiving than seemed warranted, and he
was surprised to find his eyes noist. He was suddenly aware that Mom and Dad were nore inportant
to himthan he had realized. They nust love hima little, just as he | oved Canute, and the feeling
was reciprocal. It did not matter, on the personal level, that they were not his true parents and
Canute not a true dog. The rel ati onshi ps were nore binding than the facts.

He woul d have to | eave a note to exonerate them He went to the typewiter, then caught hinself
and passed by it to the closet, pretending to check his suit for the forthconm ng occasion. The
wat chers could be watching. If he nade a note, sonmeone would see it too soon, and the whole thing
woul d be ruined. Twenty-fourth-century technol ogy could keep hi munder perpetual observation

wi t hout any direct "bugs," he was quite certain now H s nocturnal excursions had escaped notice
only because there had seemed to be no reason to watch himsleeping every night. He had kept them
to a minimum though, refusing to push his luck unnecessarily.

Mom and Dad woul d just have to take their chances. He regretted it, but there was no other way.

* * *

The tel ephone rang. Mom pounced on it imredi ately, though she had never been the nervous type.
"Hello," she said and listened for a noment. "Were?" Another pause, then: "Thank you," gravely.

"She's cone," Dad said, touching his little noustache, and Mom nodded. Oddly, they both seened as
much on edge as John hinsel f.

"At the bus station," Mdimsaid. "She--she's alone."

"Il go pick her up," John volunteered, knowi ng that this was what they wanted. Some kind of
m st ake had been nmade in the delivery, and they were enbarrassed and nonpl ussed.

Bet sy was supposed to arrive on the train with a chaperon. That way the Standards woul d be sure
she remai ned under control and that nothing was given away. But she had turned up on the bus and
al one. Had she thunbed her nose at the system by giving her chaperon the slip? No wonder Mym and
Dad were covertly shaking! What if she had escaped entirely? They wanted tinme to recover fromthe
shock--and to baw out soneone on the phone.

John rode his bicycle, though he realized that this would not do to bring her back. Well, the two
of them coul d wal k--and anyway, he would not bring her to the house.

This confusion of arrival actually played into his hands. He would need no ruse to get out from
under the supervision of the elders. He and Betsy could put their escape plan into effect at once.
But he was upset, too. What fool stunt had Betsy pulled? Their plan required everything to be
absolutely routine until it was tinme for the big break; it was inportant that the Standards have
no hint of what was planned. Betsy's rash behavior could have alerted the watchers and destroyed
any chance to fl ee!

He pedal ed faster, knowi ng that he was overreacting. Once nore he felt renorse at what this would
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do to his fol ks--and hers. They were initation parents, but they were good, Kkind people. But it
had to be done (if it could be done!) if he and Betsy were not to be lifelong zoo speci nens.

The bus station was hardly nore than a notch in the wall behind the five-and-dinme store. There
were only two buses a day--one on Sundays--and they sel dom had nore than one or two passengers.
The driver sold the tickets; there was no proper office. It was just a partial shelter against
rain or sun and an unconfortable place to wait. Betsy woul d not be pl eased.

He wheel ed around the corner of Miin and Third, nmaking the one-block jog north to Birch, where the
bus alley diverged. It was dark here, after the bright sunshine, but he followed Canute's white
network confidently. In a nmonment the bus shelter |ooned, and he saw a dark figure standi ng agai nst
the wall. Canute woof ed.

John's eyes were adjusting to the shadow. At first he saw little nore than a white robe. Then he
made out trenmendous yell ow ear pendants, each |like a quarter slice of honeydew nelon. Then he | ost
control of the bicycle and crashed ignoniniously to the pavenent.

"Hune?" she call ed.
John fought back the pain of a skinned knee as he extricated hinself fromthe w eckage. "Betsy?"

It could hardly be Betsy. This was a deeply brown-skinned girl--black, really--as far from
Standard tan as he was. She wore a floor-length robe, scarf-tied hair, and huge earrings. She cane
to stand beside himsolicitously, her dark hands cl aspi ng each ot her

John straightened. "Is that--are those real gol d?" he asked her, his eyes conpelled by the yell ow.
Each pendant was a good six inches |ong.

"Yes," she said, as though that were obvious. "You are not Hunmgé."
"I'"'m John. And you're not Betsy."

"I amAla." She also had a delicate gold ring set in her nose, and a thin black braid of hair
dropped across her forehead.

They | ooked at each other, a white boy and a black girl. "I think there has been a m stake," John
said at last, "and not just a little one."

"You were to take a foreign bride? An Arab?"
"An _Arab?_ No, an Anerican."

"I was sent to Humé of Bornu." She made a face, "Bornu!"_

"Very bad," he agreed diplomatically, not knowi ng where Bornu was supposed to be. "Look--sonething
is wong, but we can't talk here. Someone night--overhear." Already he was certain that quick
privacy was crucial. This opened up a whol e new di mension to the zoo-escape probl en

She | ooked at hi m nore thoroughly, and he was inpressed by her bearing. She was just about his own
age and very pretty. "You are not of Bornu or anywhere in the Sudan, yet--" Here she stopped
abruptly.

"Yet not Standard?" he asked softly.

She seened not to hear him She | ooked down, her great golden earrings shifting forward. "You have
a beautiful dog."

Canute's ears perked. He nmoved up to sniff her hand, tail half-waggi ng.
"Wal k beside me," John said. "We'lIl try to bluff it through. Don't | ook at any other people."

They noved at a noderate pace out of the bus alley and northward along Third Street, ignoring the
t ownspeopl e they passed, and the natives of Newon ignored them though he knew there woul d be
amazed di scussion afterward. By acting boldly he hoped to carry it off, to make it seem as though
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he were _supposed_ to be walking with a black girl.

Third terminated in a parklike dead end. They bypassed the barrier and advanced i nto open country.
Once anong the trees, they changed directi on and began a wi de arc westward.

"We can be seen here, but not heard, | think," John said at last. "I've checked out the region as
well as | could."”

"They cannot hear us fromthe city unless we shout," she said. "Please tell ne now Were is this
remar kabl e pl ace, and who are you? | have never been told of a city like this, and the people are
all jinn-white."

"They aren't really white. They're Standards--brown people with white covering. Hal fway between
you and ne."

" Taur egs?"
"Standards. People of the twenty-fourth century."”

She turned her head with the glow of gold to stare at himin amazenent. "What do you nean, John of
the strange city?"

Suddenly he realized that she didn't know about the Standards. He had assuned from her reactions
that she did, but now he saw that he had msinterpreted them She thought all this was real

Thi s devel opnent conplicated things even nore. Cbviously Ala was fromthat third zoo, sent to him
by mistake. What a blunder! But at any time the Standard authorities would untangle their m x-up
and act to correct it. Whatever he had to say to this girl he would have to say quickly--and she
had no idea of the situation! Yet she was a potential ally. He m ght never have a chance to talk
wi th anot her purebred specinen, other than Betsy. This was his opportunity to establish a rapport
bet ween zoos--one that might help to free themall. He had to take advantage of this incredible
break. He had to get through to her!

Sonet hi ng nagged the back of his mnd but wouldn't jell. Be nethodical, he told hinself. Haste
makes waste, or whatever. Do this properly, avoid further confusion, save crucial tine.

"What is the date? The year?" he asked her. Once that common ground had been established, he could
show her how it failed to jibe with other facts.

"The twentieth day of Zu'l kadah, nine hundred seventy-six," she said.

"Ni net een seventy-six! That's fifteen years ahead of nme!" he exclained. It had not occurred to him
that his date might fail to match hers! It was the world of the Standards he expected to differ
fromthe world of the purebreds.

"Ni ne hundred seventy-six," she said clearly. "Are you nocking me with your talk of a thousand
years hence?"

John hesitated, appalled at the tine chasmthat he suddenly found between them A thousand years!
How coul d he discuss twenty-fourth-century concepts--or even the twentieth century's--with this
girl fromthe Dark Ages? But he had to try, for he night have no nore than a thousand seconds to
make intellectual contact. "That nonth--Zul whatchinms...."

"Zu' |l kadah. Next month | take the hajj, bareheaded and wearing just two pieces of cloth, as
prescribed," Al a answered.

"Where--where do you |ive?"
"Mopti. But after the hajj | will go to Jenne, to the university."

University--it was the lone famliar termin a linguistic norass. "Mopti? Is that a city? I n what
state, what country?"

She gl anced at hi mas though he were babbling. "In the | akes region, of course. On the Niger, in
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Songhai . "
He caught hold of another word. "The Niger? Isn't that a river in Africa?"

Agai n that perplexed glance. "Yes, of course. Songhai is the greatest enpire in Africa, and the
ri chest under Allah. Surely you know t hat ?"

Al'lah! "You're not Christian?"

"An infidel? You _are_ nocking ne!" She was angry now, and prettily so. "Tribal gods are one
thing, but--" She stopped wal ki ng and faced about, her ear decorations sw nging out grandly. "I
shoul d not have wal ked with you. | must go back and find out what happened to the proper caravan
| was to travel to Bornu, to Kanem to see Humé. How | cane to this heathen place | cannot say. |
supposed you were a Peul slave nessenger, or even a bonded Moroccan, because of your strange
pallor. | see now that you are no honest tribesman of Africa, but a foreigner, perhaps even a
Portuguese slaver. | will not soil ny hands on you." She concluded her speech and started back
toward the town.

John dived to block her path. "Ala, I'mnot nocking you! I'mtrying to--look, |I'ma white-skinned
Christian American who lives al nost a thousand years after you. Supposedly. You can see |I'm
different and nmy whole town is different. Howis it possible that we two are together now?"

She was silent for a nonent, and he hoped she was realizing that on the face of it their neeting
was i nmpossible in the real world. Once she saw that, she would be ready to listen to his
expl anation and to verify it for herself.

"l see you are different,"
me go."

she said at last. "I do not see you living a thousand years hence. Let

He had not been touching her, but now he put his hand on her armjust below the white sleeve. He
felt the imediate tension of her small, firmnuscle. "I'm _not_living a thousand years |ater
That's the point. W can't coexist in the--the franework the Standards have given us--so we're
actual ly--"

"The pal m|eaf despises the hippo,"” she said.

Amazed, John let his hand drop. She brushed by him wal king swiftly away. John was jolted back to
action. It was as though her nysterious remark had cast a spell over him nonentarily--but he
couldn't let her go. Not yet.

Again he got in front of her and barred the way. "Haven't you seen the Standards? Tan peopl e,
under that white-painted surface, that shellac. Under the black, for you, | guess. They contro
us. They--"

"The pal m | eaf despises the hippo," she repeated, staring regally past him
"Ch, dry up!" he exclained. "I'mtrying to help you!"
She | ooked uncertain. "Dry it?"

"Dry your damm palmleaf! Bake it under the sun all day, for all | care! If you won't listen, you
won't listen.”

He stood aside, but she did not move. "I will listen, John," she said softly, and she al nost

smil ed.

John swal | owed hi s anger and anmazenent and plunged in. "You are a purebred African. | ama
purebred Anerican. You were raised in an African village. | was raised in an Anerican village. But
you never saw any other villages, did you, and neither did |I." He paused to take a breath,

wat chi ng her face for reaction. He was guessi ng about her background, but her failure to object
confirmed his belief. She _had_ been raised in a zoo.

"You never saw those other villages because there _were_ none," he continued. "They taught you
geography, but it was all in texts, or whatever you use in Songhai. You never actually went
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anywhere. When you wanted to go, they made excuses, but they never let you out. They told you you
woul d travel when you got ol der, or when you finished your education, or when you married. Al ways
sonetime in the future. They kept you cl ose because they couldn't_ show you any real places."

She nodded slow y, her massive earrings flashing in the sunlight once nore.

"And then they sent you to the man they had sel ected for you--Huné. Only soneone slipped up, and
you arrived at the Anerican exhibit, and probabl y"--he paused, just now naking the connection--
"probably right now Humé is talking with Betsy. The white girl. Because we are the only purebreds
inthe world, and it's _not_ earth. It's another planet, and everyone else is of mxed race. The
peopl e you know in your village--scratch their arns, and there's brown skin underneath, nuch
lighter than yours. You' ve seen that, haven't you?"

"Yes," she rmurnured.

"And there are no ani mals. Except pets. You know what a dog is?" But of course she did; she had
conplinented Canute. When she nodded, he continued: "You know what a dog can do--and what it
_can't_ do?"

She nodded agai n.
"Well, watch this. Canute!"

Canute, sniffing around sone |arge roots, lifted his head and bounded over with his tail waggi ng
briskly. He was well over fifty pounds now-a | ot of dog. John pointed to the nearest tree.
"dinb!"

The dog hesitated, then clinbed.

"Well, that's ny case,"” John said. "We're all zoo specinens. |If we continue the way the Standards--
t he brown-ski nned peopl e--want us to, we'll make fine exhibits. And nmaybe if we purebreds have
children of our own soneday, the Standards will take themaway to be raised in other exhibits,

just as we have been raised. Must be pretty interesting, watching a freak person in his natura
habitat. A real noneynmaker."

"They don't use noney," Al a said.

"You know what | nean. They can see us sonehow, all the tinme. They--
she had said. "You knew You know about the Standards!"

He stopped, realizing what

"Who did you think spoke to your keepers?"

"Who--" He had a monment's confusion. "That's it! That was what was naggi ng ne! That phone cal
sayi ng you were at the bus station! You couldn't have done that unless--"

"I had the coachman do it," she admtted. "I did not know how to use your speaking tube. 'Inform
the man |'mhere,' | said, and so he spoke and then went away in his hollow dragon. He was a
St andard. "

A white-painted Standard or a bl ack-painted Standard? he wondered, but deci ded not to get
entangl ed in such details now "Wy didn't you just tell nme at once, if you knew?"

"l did not trust you. Your aspect is alarmngly pale, you know. "

John was furious. "All this time you made nme waste! They'll discover their nistake anytine."
She shrugged. "If Allah wills. Wat can we do, John?"

"W can escape! Betsy and | have--but why should | trust you, either?"

She faced about again and resuned wal king in their original direction as though nothing were
wrong. John, ashaned of his outburst, had to fall in beside her. "I give you ny secret: three
nunbers, " she said, |ooking straight ahead.
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"Look, I'msorry I....
"Can you renenber then?"

So she woul dn't |et him apol ogi ze! "Nunbers! Wat good are they?"

"They are called coordinates." That word was obviously alien to her. "Of ny village and two
others. Wen you escape, seek themout. That is all | can do for you; | know no nore."

Coor di nates of other zoos! This was invaluable information. "I'msorry,
were right to be cautious. Let ne wite down your figures."

he said urgently. "You

"No. They can see us. They could read your paper. You nust renenber the nunbers, as | do."
He nodded soberly. "1'll menorize them"

"0544071364," she said. "377--"

"Hey! | can't renenber all that!"”

"You nust. 3777767256. 0000150055. Those are the three. Mne is the third."

"But those aren't coordinates! They're just nunbers! | can't nake head or tail of them"

"Where | live it is hot," she said. "Pal mtrees, elephants--we _do_ have an el ephant--"

"What's that got to do with--" Then he nade the connection. "You nust |ive near the equator. And
your nunber is full of zeroes. Maybe...."

"Do you renenber themall now?"

"No. Gve ne the first slowy. I'll try to fix it in nmy mnd. Then the other two. I'Il figure out
what they nean later."

She repeated the nunbers, and he concentrated as though cramming for the years's nost inportant
exam -as perhaps he was. The second figure was easi er because of the row of sevens, and the third
was no trouble at all. Maybe he was getting the hang of it. "I think I have them" he said at |ast
and hoped it was true.

By then they had circled to the main road. "It goes nowhere," John said. "I followed it one night.
Runs into a forest and peters out into nothing. Yet Dad drives to work that way every norning."

"Drives to work?"

"Qops--you didn't have cars in nine hundred seventy-six! It--it's like riding an el ephant, only
it's metal. A nmetal elephant you sit inside."

She | aughed. "The Standards don't use netal elephants, either."

"No. They have floating balls. But what did you nake of the bus, if you don't know about driving?"
"Bus?"

"You were at the bus station. You nust've conme in a bus, and you saw the driver drive away."

"Ch, you nean the holl ow dragon!" she considered. "I left on the el ephant. Then"--she faltered--"
must have slept.”

"So you don't really know how you got here? It figures."

"Perhaps on one of their floating balls."

"Probably. | have an identity key that will make one of themoperate for ne. If you ever see one
of those balls com ng down on your village, get over to it quickly; it'll mean |I've escaped and
figured out your location. I'mnot fooling--the Standards never fly those balls in sight of a
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zoo." Then he had a disturbing second thought. "You _do_ want to escape?"
"I want to take ny hajj, John, ny pilgrinmge to Mecca, next nmonth."
"Ch, sure. After that, | nmean. And your--you know - Hung?"

"I do not know Humé," she said disdainfully. "But | may not be at my village. The university of
Jenne...."

She was avoiding his question, refusing to commit herself, but she _had_ given himthe
coordi nates. "I may conme anyway. |If this foul-up that introduced us doesn't change everything."

"I"'mglad it happened,"” Al a said.
John | ooked at her, surprised and gratified. "Yes! So am]l."

They were in sight of Newton now, but it didn't natter.

4
_Escape from Newt on_

Mom was gently shaking hi mawake. "John, it's breakfast tine, and you aren't up yet! The eggs w |
get cold."

He sat up dazedly. _Wat had happened?_
Mom was wat ching himwith concern. "Do you feel all right, dear? You were talking in your sleep."

John rubbed his eyes. Canute was there, tail wagging. Everything was in order except his own head.
The di zzi ness passed reluctantly, and chaotic i mages danced behind his eyeballs. "Guess | was
dreami ng, Mom" and for a noment he believed it. Then he caught hinself repeating "0544071364" and
knew that the black girl with the gol den ornaments had been no fantasy. Sonehow t he Standards had
erased that day and started over

He nmust have been drugged. That woul d account for his unusual confusion upon waki ng and the
fleeting nightmare visions. He usually woke cl earheaded.

John pl ayed al ong. The ruse night have worked if he had not |ong since known about the Standards.
He woul d have shaken off the nmenmory of Ala, her Mdslemreligion, her thousand-year antiquity,
along with the irrel evant notions. She woul d, indeed, have become a dream But he _did_ know about
the Standards, and so did she. And now he had another mmjor piece of the puzzle. Black purebreds
as well as white purebreds! Each one in his or her own zoo...

One other thing: The Standards certainly could not have overheard yesterday's conversation, or
they woul d have known that he knew about them and was plotting to escape. And they woul d never
have tried this sinplistic stunt or given himhis chance to join with Betsy! So he had been right:
They coul d see but not hear outside the devel oped town. That was good to verify, and it gave him
renewed confidence.

But he could do nothing at the nmonment. |If he gave hinself away, it could lead to trouble for al
the purebreds--hinself and Betsy, Ala and Huné. He had to act natural now. Once he was free--if he
got free, if his plan with Betsy worked. ..

He snapped his fingers as he trotted down the stairs. He _could_ do something now He could figure
out that coordinates system so he woul d know exactly where to find Alal But he was unable to
concentrate, for Mom and Dad kept himoccupied with one preparatory chore or another all norning.

* k* *

This time they took no chances. Betsy arrived in an autonobile with her folks. John could tell at
a glance that she was real, whereas her parents were painted Standards like his own. There were
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many telltale traces apart fromthe skin, once he knew what to | ook for. The contour of the head
was subtly different, the spacing of the features, the shape of the nose, the thickness of lips
and brows--the Standards were certainly of a distinct race, regardl ess of their color

"Come, John; nustn't be bashful,"” Dad said with forced hearti ness.

"1'"'mnot, "'
epi sode?

John said, doing his best to _|ook_ bashful. Wwo was fooling whom after yesterday's

The ol der fol ks got out on either side of the car and cane forward to shake hands with Mom and
Dad. John hardly | ooked at them his attention was on Betsy--as it was supposed to be, but not for
the reason the el ders thought.

Bet sy bore a certain resenblance to her picture, but the portrait had obviously been retouched,
and she was ol der now, seventeen. He was sure she saw himthe sane way. For a noment he had a
really unconfortabl e doubt: Wuld this carefully nurtured girl actually risk a safe, easy life to
become a fugitive with hinf? Could he trust her?

"How do you do?" Betsy said, startling himinto a foolish smle

John hel d out his hand, changed his mnd, then reversed agai n and shook hands clunsily. "Uh, fine,
how are you?" This was unexpectedly awkward, and he was, after all, bashful. He had made pl ans--
_they_ had made plans--with cool assurance. Now it all seemed ridicul ous.

The four parents were beam ng. Now John felt guilty, too. It was all so realistic, and he was sure
these particular Standards neant well, by their own definitions. What he contenplated was a
tremendous betrayal to people who had invested at |least fifteen years of their lives in this....

"Way don't you show ne around, John?" Betsy hinted softly.

He nodded dunbly, furious with her for nudging himlike that and with hinself for losing his grip
Yest erday he had been in command! (Was_ it a dream then?) She took his arm and he realized he
shoul d have proffered it. They wal ked away fromthe house. He felt those eight parental eyes on
his back. What a freeze artist he turned out to be in the crunch! If Betsy hadn't taken over
they'd still be standing beside the car trying to think of something worth saying.

He and Betsy were together now. They had been building up to this noment for a year, both openly
and in code. The program of the Standards had themvisiting together for a week, then separating
for a nonth before nmeeting again in college: to nmake sure the speci nens were conpatible, he

t hought angrily.

The code plan was for themto take an innocent prelimnary wal k, evincing proper adol escent
shyness, and vault the Newton township fence in a sudden coordinated action. Properly executed,
this would catch the secret observers by surprise and nake tinme to set up the second phase.

"Down there is Newton," he said.
"The town," she said solemly. "How nice."
He felt the heat in his face. _Sarcastic mnx! _

Canut e pushed against the front door and bounded after them tail waggi ng. He caught up to them
and frisked about, his paws scattering pebbles in his eagerness.

"CGet away!" Betsy exclainmed as the dog nosed her dress. "Get away fromme, you dirty aninal!"
"That's Canute," John said, irritated at her attitude. "He always comes al ong."
"He al ways cones al ong," she nimcked, brushing a snudge of dirt from her shoe.

Canute, sensing her hostility, becane chastened. He dog-trotted on the side away from her, tai
near his |egs. John was furious.

They got away fromthe adults and passed the copse of spruce trees. "You knew about Canute!" he
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said in alow, terse voice. "l've trained him-"

"Wt can't take a _dog!"_ she whi spered back. "You never said he'd--cone along." She neant al ong on
t he escape but of course could not refer to that openly.

"Well, he's coming,"” John said with deternination
"Well, he's coming!" she mimcked again.

John was so angry he could not talk. He had had no idea a girl could be this obnoxious. It hadn't
shown in her letters at all

They cut through a section of the copse, then across the pasture toward the town Iimt, seemngly
aimessly. Perhaps it was_ ainless, he thought miserably. If Betsy was this difficult already,
what woul d she be |i ke when the going got rough? He might be better off to nake the break al one.
Except that he had prom sed, and he couldn't risk leaving her behind to give away all their
secrets.

Two things were certain: He was not going to stay in the zoo, and he wasn't going to desert
Canut e.

"This is the township line," he said aloud. "Up farther there's a path back toward Newton. W can
go back that way." He suspected that the supervisors could see and hear in the vicinity of the
fence, by day at least, and this would put them off guard. They would figure they could relax for
ten or fifteen mnutes. That was part of the plan

Hal fway to the path he detoured silently into a patch of forest while Betsy wal ked strai ght ahead,
chatting innocently about the weather. He brought out two poles. He handed one to her. |If she were
serious, this was the crisis point. If not....

Wthout waiting he ran at the fence, jammed his pole into the ground, and vaulted neatly over. He
could have hurdled it without a pole, since he had practiced high junmping in the past year, but
this was safer. He [ anded, kept his feet, and ran for the cover of a tree.

“...but | do admit it's cooler under the trees, here," Betsy was saying, but she was running as he
| ooked back. "Shade and a little breeze, and who needs air conditioning?" She vaulted over as
easily as he, her dress spreading out |ike a parachute as she dropped. Her pole fell next to his
on the inside. In a noment she joined himat the tree.

"Watch," he whi spered, not certain whether he was pleased or frustrated at the certainty of her
conmi tnment. She was smart and athletic, obviously, but her personality...

Canute canme up and caught the first pole in his teeth, dragging it away fromthe fence. He tugged
it back into the forest, out of sight. Then he returned for the second. John didn't say anything.
He was sure this had made his point: Canute's presence was justified. It had never occurred to him
before that she night challenge the dog's right to nake the escape with them

Canute energed fromthe trees again, charged the fence, and | eaped easily over it. Betsy didn't
conment .

They had perhaps ten mnutes before probable discovery. Mire if they were |ucky, less if unlucky.
And a few nore mnutes for the pursuit to devel op actively. In that tine they had to acconplish
t he second phase of their escape.

John led the way to a forest cache. He scraped away | eaves and dirt to reveal a package. He haul ed
it out, shook it off, and opened it. Inside were clothes of nbdern Standard type, cosnetic paste
and spray, and an ID key. He was no |onger shy or awkward, now that the escape was in progress. He
had worked hard to assenbl e these supplies and knew exactly what to do with them So did Betsy.
They had di scussed this thoroughly by code correspondence.

"Hurry," he said. "I'Il spray you, and you spray nme. It has to be all over, because they'l
probably check." He began to undress.

"I"'mnot stripping in front of any boy!" she said.
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John expl oded with exasperation. "Do you want to escape, or don't you?"

She | ooked at himcoldly. "If you were snmart, you'd have cone prepared. | have already sprayed
mysel f where it doesn't show " She pushed back one sleeve to show hi mwhere her white skin turned
brown. "All | need is the paste for nmy face and hands."

She was right, but it didn't make her any easier to get along with. She had taken a terrible
chance, wearing Standard brown while traveling with her folks! "All right. You go behind a tree
and change, Mss Mdest. |I'Il change here."

She sorted quickly through the clothes and lifted the fem nine set. Standards didn't actually
differentiate the style for the sexes--it was part of their absol ute-nondiscrinination culture--
but physical differences required nodifications. Thus his brown tunic was |arger and wi der, hers
shaped for femi nine contours. She took the paste and left.

John, though he wouldn't adnmit it to her, was relieved. He hadn't wanted to strip before a girl
but had feared she would ridicule himif he hesitated--exactly as he had ridiculed her. O tried
to.

He threw off his clothes and turned the spray on hinself. The brown nist bathed himin cloud, then
di ssipated as the coloration settled on his body. In a nonent he was Standard, skin-deep. The
nmoderns used this tan-brown makeup to conceal trifling variations in skin shade; some were
natural |y darker than the established ideal, and sone |lighter, so sone were considered aesthetic
deviants. It was very inportant, it seened, not to be a deviant, even marginally. It was good dye;
it would last for several days w thout retouching and would not harmthe skin. He had stolen the
can and other supplies by rifling an open-air dispensary. He wasn't proud of that particul ar
foray, but he had had to have the goods.

Later he had found the functioning identity key. Apparently sone Standard had | ost it and had
forgotten to have the account closed out, or perhaps there had been a bureaucratic oversight. John
had used the ID to obtain several randomitenms and had watched for any consequence, but nothing
had happened. Maybe no check was made unless a large bill was run up. He had been very sparing,
anyway, saving it for an energency. Now he strung its cord around his neck, for it might be his
nost val uabl e possession in the next few hours. Finally he put on his tunic and slippers.

Bet sy emerged. She was conpletely Standard now. Even her hair was darker and shorter--she nust
have cut it just now, sonehow. And she had done sonething to make her face seemfuller. He had to
give her credit: She had obviously practiced this changeover thoroughly.

"Aren't you done yet?" she denanded.

"You have the paste," he pointed out. He would not have had tine to use it yet, but it was a
perfectly decent excuse. The paste had to be used on hands and face, because it was nore
substantial and better able to wthstand wear and weat heri ng.

She handed himthe jar. "We'll have to hide our old clothes," she said.
"No. Watch." He bundl ed themtogether and tied themtight. "Canute!"
Canut e jumped up, tail waggi ng.

"Hide this." He proffered the package.

The dog sniffed the bundle, snorting a bit to discover Betsy's scent, then took it in his nouth,
tossed it about to get a better grip, and ran off into the forest. Betsy was silent.

John sneared the paste over his face and neck and chafed it into his hands. It was inpossible to
overstain, so he just had to be certain that he didn't miss a spot.

"Don't forget your hair," Betsy said.

"I haven't." But he _had._ He rubbed the paste over his scalp and worked it around, then reconbed
his hair.
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They had no Standard chrononeter, and their watches had had to go in the bundle. The antique
ti mepi eces woul d have been an instant giveaway. But John didn't need to | ook at a watch to know
that their safe nmargin had been exhausted. Fromthis noment they both were Standards--or el se.

He kicked | eaves over the hole where the cache had been. "Let's go. We can't hurry, and we can't
go in a straight line, because--"

"Stop telling me things | already know," she snapped. "Do you think |I'm stupid?"

They nmeandered away fromthe region of the fence. At any nonent the Standards' spy-beam -or

what ever it was--mght pick themup. They were ganbling on the chance that it was keyed into the
unpai nted whiteness of their skins or the cut of their clothing, not to anything internal. Maybe a
blip showed on a screen, locating them and a human operator checked when anythi ng | ooked odd.
This escape would tell the story; if they got away, John's guesses were correct.

It woul d | ook odd when no blip appeared anywhere on the Newton township screen, but the operator
woul dn't know what had happened. Not right away. And when he scanned in earnest, all he would find
woul d be painted whites inside, and maybe a couple of misplaced Standard tourists outside. He
hoped.

There was a noise in the woods--a kind of pounding and crashing, as of a large animal coning
toward them Betsy gripped his armnervously, for they were weaponless. But it was only Canute,
returning fromhis clothes-hiding mssion. Wth that realization the noise seenmed to dimnish; it
had been the nystery that nmade it | oud!

As the dog bounded into sight, John had a horrible thought. It would be difficult for a scanner to
pi ck out John's true-white skin fromanong fal se-white skins in the zoo. _But suppose it was
oriented to the dog?_ There was only one such aninmal in Newton, so this would be easy to identify,
and Canute was never far fromhis master

Now John heard the roar of a notor, coming fromthe same direction Canute had been

"They're following the dog!" Betsy whispered, catching on in the sane instant. "That darned
ani mal !'"

5
_Gondog__

"Strangers!" John shouted at Canute. Had he subconsciously anticipated this problen? "Play
strangers!”

"Your dunb, stupid, traitorous dog!" Betsy said, beginning to cry in frustration. " 'Well, he's
com ng!"' you said, and now | ook at what--"

"Shut up!" he whispered fiercely, unable to explain his plan.

She glared at hi mbut obeyed. Canute stopped about fifty feet away and sat down. He seened to be
payi ng no further attention.

A jeep crashed through the forest. It caught up to them quickly and stopped. A whitewashed
Standard got out while a second stayed in the vehicle with the notor running.

"Bluff," John whispered to Betsy, |lips hardly noving. Then, to the man: "W are you, Stan?"

This was one of the useful minor things he had | earned in the past year. Al people were
Standards, but it had not always been so. "Standard" was | ess a description than a designati on of
courtesy, and "Stan" was the politest title for a stranger

The man seened surprised. Perhaps he had thought he had run down his quarry and now mi ght be
ni st aken.
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"Dear," Betsy said, taking John's arm "They're not Standards!" She pulled himback as though
frightened--a very sinple role to assune in the circunstances. "Look at the color. Wite!"

"Don't insult him" John whispered with enough force to carry. "He may have been ill."
"Maybe it's contagious!" she whi spered back, retreating farther

The Standard paused in perplexity. John could guess the nan's thoughts: Here he had foll owed the
dog to the zoo specinens and found instead two Standards... maybe. Should he explain his unusua
coloration or check their 1D s! A nmistake could be awkward, either way.

"Do you own that... animal ?" the Standard finally asked.

"Om?" John asked in return, putting confusion into his voice. That wasn't difficult, either. He
saw the trap, for there was no ownership of anything in this society, and there were no pets.

"Over there," the nan said, pointing to Canute. The dog naintained his distance.

"That vicious creature?" Betsy put in with nore enthusiasmthan strictly necessary. "It cane
chasing after us with all those ugly spots and jagged teeth...."

"What _is_ it?" John asked apprehensively.

The man | ooked at Canute again. "Bring himhere," he said to his conpanion. The other man turned
off the motor, got out of the vehicle, and approached the dog. Canute growl ed and retreated. The
man nmade a gesture, and the dog yel ped. John saw with a pang that the man had some ki nd of weapon.
Not a gun--but sonething. Canute yel ped again and ran fromthe man. John kept his face frozen
knowi ng that this was a crucial test. If he gave hinself away...

Anot her gesture, and the dog stopped short. It was as though he were being herded by an invisible
goad. Tail between | egs, Canute slunk toward John and Betsy. He | ooked appealingly at John

"Don't bring that strange aninmal here!" John cried, accenting "strange." Canute could pretend not
to know his master, when playing this ganme, but he could hardly understand what was goi ng on now.
He wanted protection and confort, and these were the last things John could provide, |est he
betray their whol e escape.

Canute struggled with conflicting inpulses while all four people waited tensely. Then the man with
the goad--it was a little sphere with buttons, held in one hand--nudged the dog cl oser to John
Canute | ooked at John and grow ed.

Bless himl He was playing it out, refusing to admt that he knew his naster. Canute had cone
through, and now there was no i medi ate evi dence that these were the escapees.

"It's attacking!" Betsy cried. "Horrible thing!"

Canute growl ed at her, too, this tine with nore authority. She retreated.

"Al'l right, Eogan," the first man said. "It doesn't know them"

The other put away his inplenent, and Canute ran away.

"Sorry, Stans,
clear."

the man said. "This is restricted property. Citizens are advised to remain well

"W were only taking a wal k," John said, offended. "W |ost our way. Then that--animal cane. And
you, with your--no of fense--renmarkable coloration, in a vehicle that nmust be three centuries old.
It is--alarnming."

"Alarm ng!" Betsy echoed tremul ously.

"A m sunderstandi ng, Stans. W are on a special mssion requiring this costune, offensive as it
may be to your sensitivities. You should depart the area pronptly."
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"W shall certainly do so," John said. "If you can direct us...."

Betsy took his armagain. "W had no idea...."

"Proceed sout hwest, and you will intersect the perineter shortly," the man said tersely. "I would

summon a taxi for you, but no such vehicles are pernitted here."

John proffered the arm Betsy had al ready taken, and they wal ked hastily away. Then John halted.
" Sout hwest ?"

Bet sy caught on at the sanme tine. "What nonsense is this?" she demanded. "Do they _want_us |ost?"
"Your pardon, Stans," the nman called after them "I gave you an obsol ete designation. My error."

Error, hah! John thought. It had been a parting trap, to | earn whether they understood twentieth-
century directions.

The man pointed out the correct route. Fortunately they had not been goi ng southwest, owing to the
di stractions of the nonent. That had been mi ghty cl ose!

"After that gondog," the first Standard said as the two nen clinbed back into their jeep. "I hate
this inefficient, atnosphere-polluting contraption! If only we were allowed to use contenporary
equi pnent here...." The jeep started up and roared away.

Gondog? Canute? Was that what they called the tree-clinbing dog? The men had carefully avoided
identifying it until they were sure they were addressing Standards. Gondog.

"Funny zoo," Betsy murmured.

Funny, indeed! If the perineter guard was this curt with spectators, it couldn't be nuch of a
show. He had at times been uncertain of the zoo notion, and this magnified his doubt.

"They may keep watching us," he said, and she was silent.

John was roughly familiar with the region, of course, and knew that the Standard's advi ce had been
correct: Southwest was the nearest perimeter of the larger zoo environs. So he guided Betsy

sout hwest, follow ng the second, gestured, instructions. He didn't know what systemthe Standards
normal ly used to orient maps, but it wasn't American. North and south applied only to the zoo
itself....

They wal ked for fifteen nminutes as rapidly as the terrain pernmitted, then canme to a break in the
forest. Now they had to deviate; John silently guided her northwest, hurrying. If the spy-beam
were on them now. ...

They came to one of the glossy octagonal buildings with stuck-on cubes. This one was enpty. John
had scouted it carefully and discovered that it was occupied only in winter, but it remai ned
functional the year round. They wal ked up as though they owned it, and John put his IDto the
entrance panel. The panel becane foggy--real fog, not just fog color--and he clinbed through
hefting hinmself up to the floating floor |level inside. Then he held the ID in place and reached
down to assist Betsy. The door panel becane solid as soon as he renoved the |ID key.

"Qops, alnost forgot," John said. He ID d outside again, put his fingers to his nouth, and nade a
piercing whistle. A nost inmediately he heard Canute's answering bark. In nonments the dog came
racing into sight, greyhound lines with spots. H's tongue was out, he was panting heavily, and his
fur was streaked, but he seened all right. John held the door perneable while Canute |eaped

t hr ough.

"Ch, no!" Betsy cried with dismay. "They'|ll follow that aninmal to us again!"

John hugged the big dog to himwhile Canute licked his face between tail wags. "They'd have caught
us already if he hadn't led thema fal se chase," John said. "Good dog! You did great! |'m proud of
you. Punch for a taxi, Betsy. By the tine they catch up, we'll be gone. Yeah, you're ny dog,
Canute!"
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"Second fiddle to a dog!" Betsy nuttered. "If he was fenmale, |'d know what to call him" She poked
experinmentally at the house's conmuni cations console. There was a hum "Taxi, this address,
i medi ately. "

"Your ID, please,"” a voice said.
"Here," John said quickly, passing over his key. Betsy touched it to the appropriate panel

St andard communi cations were efficient. A sphere dropped fromthe sky within seconds and touched
the house, tangent at the door panel. John used the ID again and passed with Canute directly into
the vehicle. Betsy hastened to join them

"I't worked!" she exclained, gratified. "I really called a taxi!"
"You just get us to that third zoo you saw. |I'I|l see about the dog."
"See what? He's already here, unfortunately."

"They called hima gondog. Maybe | can find out sonething."

"Ch." She located the taxi's comuni cator, then paused. "Wat do | tell it? | saw that spot on the
map, but | don't know howto locate it. | can't tell this buggy to fly north...."

"Um" John had supposed they would pilot the craft nanually, but one glance at the control section
showed himthat it was nothing |like anything he was acquainted with. They couldn't afford tine to
practice--not while the Standard pursuit was near. "Try this. 3777767256."

"What ?"

"It's a coordinate. Ala gave it to ne."

"Who?"

Suddenly he realized that he had never had a chance to tell her about the black girl or to inquire
whet her Betsy had nmet Hunme. "VYesterday--look, it's conplicated, and we're in a hurry--1 net a
girl.

Betsy stared at him "You, too? | wasn't going to tell you right away, but--"
"You nmet a black man!"

"Black? _Yellow _ Hs name was Yao Pei, and he lived--_lives_in Northern China, eighth century
A D"

"Chi nese! M ne was African!"
"And there's at | east one other purebred there," Betsy continued. "A girl naned Meilan."

"This thing is nore conplicated than we thought,"” John said soberly. "W've got to compare notes--
but, Betsy, there just isn't tine now They may be on our tail already. W have to find those
others quickly, or we may never have another chance."

"You' re one hundred percent right, for once. Gve nme that number, slowy--or better, speak it into
the conmuni cator here. Maybe the taxi will take us there."

John agreed. "Taxi, take us to coordinate 3777767256, and step on the gas."

A voice replied, different fromthe one at the house. They both junped, and Canute perked up his
ears. "Step on the gas is not a programmed destination. Please clarify."

"Do all their radios tal k back?" Betsy inquired.

"What | mean is, hurry!" John said. "To that |ocation. The nunber." Wuld the taxi do it?
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The gl obe sail ed upward, sending John stunbling and Betsy grabbing at handhol ds. The first hold

she found was Canute's tail, and both parties were outraged. Then the taxi shot over the
| andscape.
Boy, girl, and dog picked thenselves up. "Wen it hurries, it _hurries!"_ John exclainmed. "W nust

be doing two hundred miles an hour!"

"Ri dicul ous," Betsy said. Then she reconsidered. "At least!"

John peered out and down. For the first tine he saw the Newton township in its entirety and the
lay of the Iand about it. Now he could conpare his zoo to the reality that |ay beyond. There was
no discernible difference. It was _all_ field and forest. Newton was no oasis; it was typical, so
far as the terrain went. He tried to conceal his disappointnent; he had been al nost sure that
there would be a substantial and striking change once the Newton environs had been |eft conpletely
behi nd.

"You were seeing about the dog?" Betsy rem nded hi m snidely.

"Ri ght away," he said, nettled again. She was certainly running true to form Here they had

i mportant business to acconplish and astoni shing experiences to conpare, but she couldn't stop
needl i ng hi m about Canute! The white-col ored Standards of Newton had never been like this, he
reflected. He had sonetines railed, privately, at their lassitude; he wanted to see sone spirit,
sonme human ani mation. Now he was faced with plenty of both--in Betsy--and didn't nuch like it.

He faced the communicator. "Information," he said, as though he were using a tel ephone. He
suspected that Betsy would have had greater confidence with this sort of project, but it was his
baby. He _did_ want to know the truth about his dog, if the truth was to be had.

"Wel |, go ahead," she told him "You asked for information."

He had expected sone acknow edgrment. But of course this was the twenty-fourth century. There woul d
be no inefficient lags. "Gondog," he said. "Wat is a gondog?"

"Synopsis," Betsy said quickly. "Otherwi se you may get hours of--"
"Synopsis. For the layman."

"CGondog, " a pleasant voice said. "Colloquial designation for sapient pseudo-nmammalian species of
GO 'M I1l. Vestigial technol ogy, conpetent adaptation of form pacifistic tenperanent." The voice
stopped. John sat stunned for a nonent.

"Did you hear that?" Betsy denanded, shocked.

"A complete alien!"™ John said. "A creature that changes its shape--"
"No. The other. "It said 'sapient.' _Sapient!"

" So?"

"Dumy! That neans intelligent! Human | evel, or better."

Intelligent! John | ooked at Canute, appalled. Had his faithful canine conpanion been fully aware
all al ong? How could they hope to nake their escape with this creature watching?

"He's a spy!" Betsy said fiercely. "I knewit!"

"He can't be," John said, defending Canute, though he felt sickly uncertain. "He's al ways been
| oyal ."

"Loyal to _whon?_ A zoo specinen? We'll never get away with himalong. Get rid of him™"
"Kill Canute? |'d shoot nyself first,"” he said, believing it.

"I didn't tell you to kill_him | said get rid of him Dunp himout, turn himloose--just so he
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can't spy on us anynore."

John | ooked at Canute again. The dog--the gondog--just sat there and wagged his tai
guestioni ngly.

"Maybe it's just another trap,” John said. "They used that word where we could hear it so we'd
think he's a spy and get rid of him and then we'd be on our own, and they could catch us."

"Do you believe that?" she denanded derisively.

John avoided a direct answer. "If he's intelligent," he said slowy, "he knows everything already.
W can't afford to et himgo--and it would be illegal to kill him even if we had the guts for
it. If he's not intelligent, we don't _have_ to get rid of him So...."

"Casuistry. If he's sapient, we can't afford to keep himwith us. If he isn't, we don't need him"

John knew he was grasping at a straw but could not help hinself. "W don't _know_ he's a
gondog. ..."

"He's either that or sonething else just as bad. Certainly not a real dog. Ask the machine--you'l
see. "

"What is a dog?" he asked information. "Synopsis."

"Dog: colloquial designation for extinct nmanmalian cani ne species of Sol Ill. Forner donesticant
of man. Quadrupedal --"

"Extinct," Betsy interrupted, and the infornmation narration cut off as she spoke. "So this one
_has_ to be sonething el se. And you can bet it doesn't look like a dog or act like it inits
native state. _Now_ are you satisfied?"

"No. | can't believe Canute would betray ne. Us. | don't care what he is biologically, he's ny
dog. "

"He's an alien spy, but he's your dog. Geat!"
"A gondog nade into a real dog. Information: Wuld he betray his naster?"

"Data insufficient,” the voice said.

"If he had been taken as a puppy or whatever it was and taught to be a dog, and he associated with
one person like that for a year and a half--a real dog would never do anything to hurt that
person. Wuld a gondog?”

"Data insufficient."

John contained his frustration, knowi ng Betsy would snirk if she saw himexpress it. "Wat do you
need to know?"

"Protein content of gondog's diet. Diversity ratio of training. Preconditioning. Planetary
envi ronnent. Pedigree."

Bet sy becane interested. "Gondogs nmust be nore special than we thought."”

John was nervous now. He did not |ook at Canute. "He ate a lot of table scraps. He was supposed to
stick to dog food, but he likes everything, and |I'm softhearted.”

_"Softheaded," Betsy nuttered.

"l guess it was a high-protein diet. Wiy is that inportant?"

"Sapi ence of the species is directly affected by early diet."

"As with human beings, too," Betsy said. "And probably all living things. That neans he's snmarter

than he's supposed to be. Because you fed himwong."
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"I like_ himsmart!" John snapped. "Diversity ratio of training--1 didn't train himnuch at
first. W were just pals. Then later | showed himhow to do all kinds of tricks, |ike junping
fences, hiding things, playing 'stranger'--1 guess it was pretty diverse. And he |earned awfully
quickly. | even used to read himstories, just for the fun of it, and di scuss ny homework."

"That means you gave hima good education," Betsy said. "You really set out to dedog him you
know. "

He ignored her. "I don't know about preconditioning. | guess he was told to act |ike a dog. He was
a week or two old when | got him-pure white, no spots at all. There can't have been nmuch el se, at
that age--1 nean, how nuch can a week-old _anything learn? But he always did _|ook_ 1like a dog. |

guess his pedigree is normal --a gondog is a gondog, isn't it? And the planetary environnent is
earthlike."

"So woul d this gondog betray his master?" Betsy asked.

"Qualified answer," the comrunicator said. "Assum ng unnodified purebred stock, ad hoc
conditioning with proper reinforcenent, diverse but informal training--gondog would be capabl e of
willfully betraying his associates but would be unlikely to do so without extrenme provocation
Probability eighty-four percent."

"Probability of _not_ betraying is eighty-four percent?" John asked tensely.
"Correct."

Bet sy crowded John away fromthe comuni cator. "How smart would it be?"

"Ei ghty percent of human norm fifteen percent margin of error.”

"So Canute has an |.Q between sixty-eight and ninety-two!" she exclainmed. "And it may be even
more if sone of those assunptions are wong." She turned to John. "He may have been given super-
potent food, you know. Wiy would they leave a thing like that to chance? He nay be as smart as we
arel"

"I doubt it," John said cautiously. "He's smart, but not that smart."

"You _hope! He could be snmart enough to conceal his snartness fromyou. How would you know?"
That stunped him "Well, if heis, he's still loyal. Wiat's wong with being that smart?"

"As if we hadn't just gone through all that! He night nake a very bad eneny."

"So that's_what you're driving at! Did you ever stop to consider that he might also nake a very
good friend?"

_"Your_ friend, not mne."

John stared at her. "You're jealous of a _dog!"_

"Don't be ridiculous!" But her flush gave her away.

"Why didn't you bring _your_ pet?" he asked.

"Carry a birdcage along on a jail break?" she demanded witheringly.

"I thought parakeets could be trained to stay close w thout being caged.
"Mne _was_--inside. Qutside it would have flown away."

"Oh." He felt awkward. "I'msorry." Then: "Was it a real bird?"

"I don't think so. Not an earth bird, anyway. Let's not talk about it.

"Well | ook--you can make friends with Canute. It isn't as though--"
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"Forget it," she said sharply.

For a while they rode in silence, watching the nonotonously green | andscape passing bel ow. John
estimated that they had cone over a thousand mles already, for the taxi had accelerated to super-
jet-plane velocity and maintained it. He had yet to see a city or even a town the size of New on.
There were no roads and few fields. Only occasi onal shapes--octagons?--that night have been
factory buil dings except for their conplete |ack of snbke or access. Apartnent houses, maybe--he
had picked up nmentions of these. G ant conpl exes of octagonal residences with shared sanitary and
culinary facilities. Wiy the Standards should prefer to live in such constricted warrens, when al
this unused countryside was avail able...

"I"'msorry," Betsy said. "Try asking information at what age a gondog natures."
John shrugged and i nquired.

"Ei ghteen years," information replied

"Ei ghteen years!" John was astonished. "That's about the sane as _us!" _

"Not surprising, if it is as intelligent as we are," Betsy said. "You can't mature in a year and
know everythi ng soneone el se has |learned in ten or fifteen."

"But then Canute is still a puppy--his mnd would be |like that of an ei ghteen-nmonth-old hunan
baby. Even if he's going to be as smart as us, that's a |long way off."

She nodded. "So call hima dog."

John was i mensely relieved. "I'mforgetting what | started out to do!" he exclained. "W have to
change Canute so they can't spot himanynore."

"If the scan is visual."
"It is for _us._ When we changed clothing and color, they didn't know us."
"We're _human. _ An aninmal mght have a bug inplanted. Sonething to honme in on."

"So we're human. We could still be bugged the same way. Wiy should they bug the dog when it's _us_
they want in the zoo?"

She spread her hands in overel aborate bafflement. "Ask information."

But at that point they felt a shift in course. They were coning down--to the coordi nate of the
third zoo? They exchanged gl ances, but neither cared to suggest what they mnight encounter there.

6

_The Walled City of Wi _

John spotted it first. "That's no Arerican town! It's a walled city!"

Bet sy | ooked. "That's Wei!" she exclained. "Pei's city! Wat a coincidence!"

"One chance in five," John pointed out. "Really, one chance in two, since we're obviously not
headi ng for your place or mine or Ala's. So it was really an even bet that we'd strike pay dirt--
if the coordi nates neant anything." He | ooked again. "And | guess they did."

"Ch, shut up. Your reasoning is ludicrous." But she renai ned pl eased. John decided that Yao Pe
and his residence nust have made a strong i npression on her, and he felt a tinge of jeal ousy.

"Way don't you call himby his first name?" he inquired.

"Pei _is_ his first name. His given nane, | nmean. The surname cones first, in China."
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John contenpl ated the massive brick ranparts, the tall corner towers, and the handsone tiered
roofs of the enclosed buildings. This city was fornidable and beautiful. No wonder it had
i mpressed her.

For a nonent he was afraid the taxi would | and outside the wall, because they were comng in very
| ow. The barrier was a good twenty-five feet tall, surrounded by a noat, and alnobst as thick as it
was high, to judge fromthe depth of the main gate. The top was crenel |l ated, providing excellent
cover for riflenen--no, _archers,_he corrected hinsel f--and the great gates seenmed i npervious.
But they passed over and dropped at last into a central park. No need to stormthe bastion

But why hadn't the Standards installed sone kind of electronic warning system to prevent twenty-
fourth-century taxis fromstraying onto these secret prenises? Had John been running the show. ...

John and Betsy | ooked at each other again, and he realized that he was running a show of his own--
and had planned no better for it. "W can't just walk in," Betsy whispered, as though her voice
could betray them "I don't know my way around. | never really saw the city like this. | was
unconsci ous or sonet hing when I--"

"I know. "
"And we're stained brown, not yellow"

That was anot her awkward detail. "How do we tell who is real? This is nuch larger than Newt on!
There nust be a thousand people here!"

“I'I'l recogni ze Pei."

"Sure. And all the nen of this Oiental nmetropolis will just parade by the taxi so you can pick
hi mout!"

"You don't have to be sarcastic!"

She was a fine one to talk! "Sorry," he said, not sorry.
"They're conming," she said, peering out. "The Chinese."

Cat al yzed by that pressure, John cane to a decision. "Canute can find the real ones. I'Il run
interference. You take the taxi up out of danger until we're ready."

"I don't know how to operate it!" she wail ed.

John knew what she meant but had no tine for synpathy. "Don't get hysterical. You don't have to
operate it. Just tell it any coordinates, then tell it these ones when it's tinme to cone back."

"l can't renmenber the nunber!”

"Here." He grabbed for a pencil to scribble the nunber--and cane up against the enpty cloth of his
tunic. For an instant he was baffled; then: "Information will renenber it! Just ask!"

"How do | know when it's tinme?"

The man shapes were com ng quite near, and she _was_ becom ng hysterical. He realized she was
maki ng excuses to avoid going by herself.

"Quess!" he shouted. "G ve Canute sonmething to snell--sonmething Pei touched. _Hurry!"

Hands shaki ng, she obeyed. She brought out a tiny object froma little purse she had sal vaged from
her other clothing. "Cowie shell," she said, holding it stiffly down for Canute. "They use them
for noney...."

"Canute! Find that person!"”

The dog sniffed, woofed, and wagged his tail
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"Let's go!" John cried. He held the key before him and | eaped through the door, Canute beside him
Too | ate. The yell owcol ored Standards were already there: two men in ground-1ength, belled robes.

"Who are you?" one denanded. "Don't you know no spheres are allowed in the enclave? Suppose _they_
saw it?"

"Go find!'" John whispered to Canute, slapping himon the flank. The dog bounded off.
"Hey!" one of the challengers cried. "Wat's that?"

Then the taxi lifted.

As the two nen stared in dismay, John slipped away.

"Hey!" the man cried again. "You, Stan!"

John ran. That was the idea: As long as they were chasing him _ Canute could search the city

wi t hout undue interference. O course, John had to keep fromgetting caught hinself, and then he
woul d have to bring the two Chinese purebreds to the park, unobserved, and hope Betsy tined it
properly--if she didn't |ose her nerve entirely.

"Stop!" the man called. "You're not painted! If _they_see you...."

John swerved between bushes, jogged down a flowery footpath, half-crossed and hal f-hurdl ed a snal
decorative bridge, and ran into the city proper. The pursuers fell behind.

Suspi ci ous, John sl owed and | ooked back--and saw t hem wal ki ng nonchal antly.

O course! They did not dare raise a |oud hue and cry, because that would call attention to the
"Standard" running loose in the city. If the two true Chinese took note, the whole zoo project
woul d be in peril, particularly after the m x-up that had al ready introduced the Chinese boy to
white American Betsy. On the other hand, the pursuers would be unlikely to give up, and nore would
undoubtedly close in as the word quietly spread. They m ght use that sane knockout weapon that had
put himaway when he was with Ala. (Was that only yesterday?) And they were faniliar with the
city, whereas he was not. So he'd better |ose hinself quickly.

John sprinted down the street, turned a corner, and al nbost crashed into a roadside fruit stand.
Oranges, bananas, pineapples, assorted nelons, and others he didn't recogni ze--he was hungry! But
he didn't have any nobney, or even cowie shells.

"Papaws--thirty cash," the vendor began, then did a double take. "Standard! Get out of here,
before--"

"I"'man inspector,"” John said wi thout preneditation

Confused, the vendor |et him pass. John turned another corner, dodged down a narrow alley, turned
again, and canme up against the city wall. This place--Wi, Betsy had called it--1ooked | arge only
because it was strange. It was actually only a few hundred yards across.

A sentry paced along the top of the wall. John ducked back out of sight, stifling his |oud-seem ng
panting, but found that he had nowhere to go. The street had no close offshoots, and the houses
here were |ike blank screens: inpassive and forbidding. No porches, no wi ndows. Even their front
gates were shielded by smaller walls.

But he heard people com ng behind him By now there were a nunber, and they had a pretty good idea
where he was. John ran back toward the wall, hunching | ow so as to avoid discovery by the soldiers
there, and found what he had prayed for: a space where the slanting wall surface parted fromthe
vertical house surface. He scranbled in.

By this time Canute should have | ocated the real Chinese, Yao Pei and his femal e counterpart.
Maybe the dog was already on his way back, to pick up John's own trail. Al he had to do was hide
and wait and | et Canute sniff himout. But _where?_ He couldn't get into any of these form dable
resi dences, and even if he could, it would only rai se another shocked cry fromthe owner
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One slipper turned against a piece of rubble in the crevice. John junped and caught hinsel f by
spreadi ng his arnms against the walls on both sides. If he got a foot jammed here...

He intersected another street. H's hands were filthy, and his tunic was badly srmudged, but
neat ness was not hi ng conpared to his giveaway col or and cl ot hi ng. Should he wal k down this bl ock
hopi ng that he woul d not be spotted? No--that would be begging for trouble he couldn't afford.

As he hesitated, a man energed froma house a short distance along the street. He wore the usua
sandal s and robe and appeared to be middl e-aged. For a nonment John was tempted to charge up and
hijack him taking his clothing for canouflage, but he realized al nbst at once that he couldn't do
it. He had neither training nor tenperament to attack a man--particularly an innocent bystander

He heard a noise behind him back on the other street. Prodded by that, he ran toward the man

"Friend!" John cried, inprovising as the other turned to face him "I got put down in the wong
zoo--er, place! | need sone paint, sone proper clothing. Before _they_ see ne!"
The man | ooked di sgusted. _"Another_mistake! This is ridiculous.” Then he had a second thought.

"Whi ch encl ave uses Standards as such?"

Qops! "1 nmean | was supposed to be processed for the Caucasian one. But somehow. .."

"l understand. Cone inside, quickly. I'll give you a period costune and sone paste for your face
and hands. Then you can be a traveling bard just leaving the city. _They_ nmay never even see you
And if they do--well, we do get quite a turnover in the | esser personnel here. Your face doesn't

have to be famliar.'

John followed himin, gratified that his problem had been solved so readily. "I--1 really don't
know anyt hi ng about _this_ enclave. What is it? Wiere--_when_is it?" He did know a bit from what
Bet sy had sai d--just enough so he would know if the nman tried to | ead himon

"M ddl e Kingdom Twenty-eighth year of Hslan T ung. We're supposed to be about a day's hard ride
from Changan, the T ang capital. O course there isn't any, but _they_ don't know that."

_Don't bet on it, buster! "Mddle Kingdon? I'mtrained in twentieth-century American geography."
He hoped the man woul dn't catch on how literally he neant that. "Can you transpose to--to the
Gregori an cal endar ?"

"Gregorian? |I'mnot sure. Wen does it start?"

"Birth of Jesus Christ, approximtely. My enclave is dated about nineteen sixty--about two
thousand years after that.”

"Ah. Christianity! That hasn't penetrated here significantly yet. Let's see--your sage |lived
during the Han dynasty--sonewhere around the reign of Wang Mang, | believe. But Christ was in one
of the barbarian Wstern states. The Roman? O was that Mihanmad?"

"No. Muhanmmad was about six hundred years later, in Arabia." John paused, just now renenbering an
obscure bit of lore he had picked up fromhis historical studies. _The Mdslens started their
dating with Muhammad! _ Fromthe time he left Mecca, rather than his actual birth. John had been
required to nmenorize that date: A D. 622. Now he was thankful for that chore. That neant that the
date of Ala's enclave was six hundred years |later than he had supposed. Between A.D. 1500 and
1600.

"So this nmust be about seven hundred fifty by the Christian scale,” the man said. "Seven hundred

forty, perhaps.”
"And your 'M ddl e Kingdom neans China? Not ancient Egypt?"

“"Naturally. Many cultures had 'm ddl e ki ngdons,' but the T ang dynasty is the nost civilized place
and tine in all earth's history," the man said with a certain pride. "Pre-Standard, of course."”

"OfF course." So this was what China was |ike twelve hundred years ago. T ang dynasty--John
renenbered it only faintly fromhis classroom!|essons. Fanous for painting, or sonething. "Wat do
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you do here?"

"I'"'ma civil-service exanminer. | adnmnister the hsiu ts'ai and send the results in to the enperor
every year, and every three years the chu jen. Those are rough tests, too. Mst applicants are
elimnated by the hsiu, and only one in fifteen passes the chu. O course it isn't real, except
for him"_

"You actually tested the purebreds?"

"The true Mongolian, yes. Yao Pei, that is. The girl isn't eligible. | supervise all the tests.
The records have to be genuine, you see, just in case. Keeps ne busy, but | rather like it. It's a
meani ngful task, in its quirky way, and that's inportant. A nan needs neani ng, you know?"

"Yes." Did this nmean there was no nmeaning in conventional Standard existence? Very interesting.

As they tal ked, John was being fitted with full Chinese apparel. "What's your job to be, in your
own encl ave?" the man inquired.

"Well, | haven't started yet, of course," John said, scranbling nmentally for a suitabl e answer.
"But |'m supposed to be a--an auto nmechanic. Transferred in for the bus station." That should hold
him since there were no cars or buses--or, indeed, any machines at all--in ancient China. No

i nternal conbustion engi nes, anyway, and probably very few in the Standards' hone territory,
either. Not when they had such advanced equi pnent as the flying taxi-spheres. So chances were that
this civil-service exam ner wouldn't know enough to ask penetrating questi ons.

He was right. The man conceal ed his ignorance by fetching a jar of yell ow paste. John hoped it
woul d go on over the brown paste he had used not so |long ago. "The real one--did _he_pass the
tests?"

"Yes, strangely enough. Yao Pei is astonishingly know edgeabl e, considering that he's had what we
assunme is a typical period schooling. | sealed himinto his cell nyself, so | know he spent the
full three days as prescribed, without food. To himit was real, you see. | gave himobscure
topics fromthe literature of Confucius, but he conposed fully satisfactory poens--al nost perfect
styling. Amazing."

"You sealed himinto a cell? For a literature_test?" John didn't have to pretend astoni shrment.
Meanwhi | e he studied hinself in the bronze mirror. He | ooked Chinese.

"That's the way it's done. In the real Mddle Kingdomthe aspirants sonetinmes died fromthe
strain. But it was the only route to status and the official posts. So we duplicate it faithfully.
I nyself feel that is has its nerits, for you can be sure that no weak man passes. But of course

it also leads to intellectual arrogance and narrowness of thought. | amcertain that this was the
root of the downfall of T ang and all subsequent M ddl e Kingdoms. In fact"--the nman brought
hi nsel f up short. "I'm waxi ng phil osophi cal again! Mist curb that."

John had been rather interested in that phil osophy, as it seened to apply to a certain degree to
his own schooling. He had not had to take his exans in |ocked cells without food, but he _had_ had
to parrot a fair anount of unoriginal lecture material. "Curb it? Why?"

The man | aughed, a little nervously. "Wy, indeed!" Then he changed the subject. "Wen Pei passed
the hsiu, | rejoiced, but when he later nastered the chu jen, | began to fear. And |I only hope he
does not pass the last one, the chin shih."

Suddenly John's attention flagged. Was that a scratching at the front gate? Canute mnmust have
arrived!

"Thank you very much," he told the man. "1'd better go before ny ignorance of this culture calls
attention to me. If you will direct ne to the gate...." Yes--it _was_ Canute.

"Yes, that's best. The perimeter guard will pick you up once you | eave the encl ave, and you can

expl ai n what happened. It was bad enough before, when that Caucasian girl |anded here! None of us
knew what to do. The program was al nbst hopel essly foul ed up, so she visited the Pei for a couple
of hours until--" He broke off and shook his head. "But so far today Pei hasn't said anything, so
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maybe it's all right, though he's dangerously clever. These blunders certainly have to stop!"

"They certainly do!" John agreed heartily. He tried to think of a way to get nore information on

the purpose of the enclaves fromthis hel pful man, but there wasn't tine. "I really appreciate
your help. 1I'lIl find ny own way out."
"Ch, I'lIl start you on your way. | can point out your first turn, so you can"--he paused as

Canute's whine grew | ouder--"sonmething's out there!"

"You nust be nistaken," John said quickly. Then, so as to cover any ot her sounds the dog night
make, he had to keep talking. "I really should go by nyself. Suppose _they happened to be in the
area and saw a stranger talking to the civil-service exam ner? _They_ could get suspicious."

""" msure _they're_ not near here,
to show you--"

the man protested. "And it will be rmuch nore efficient for me

"I"'mso glad you understand," John said, reaching the door at last. "Make a left turn at the next
i ntersection and--"

"Aright turn--at the second intersection, not the first. Then straight on to the main gate. But--

"Thank you once nore. Good-bye." John stepped quickly out, closing the door in the man's face.

" Good- bye?" The muffled voice cane. "I don't--"

"Sorry; that's a Caucasi an encl ave expression.
whi spered fiercely at him

Canute was there, tail wagging. "Hi de!" John

The man forced open the door. "I must show you...."

John stood in his way, blocking the running dog fromview "Ch, was | in your way? |I'msorry." He
nmoved to get in the man's way again, as though accidentally.

Sonewhat flushed even through the yellow coloration, the exam ner finally nade his way out the
door, but Canute was gone.

"I must say, you have a natural aptitude for barbarism" the nman observed, alnost |osing his
Oriental presence. "Your facial contours, too, resenble the Caucasian. You are an excellent
sel ection for that enclave."

John was aware of the man's sarcasm but he could hardly blame him He listened with un-Caucasi an
pati ence to the exaniner's concluding remarks and finally went his way al one. Wat a tangle!

The dog reappeared at John's whistle and | ed himback into the city, disappearing whenever they
encount ered ot her people. No one recognized John as the Standard intruder, perhaps because of
those un-Standard facial contours of his. At last they stopped at an attractive house with yell ow
wal I's and a red roof.

"Here? Both of thenf"

Canut e wagged his tail

"How do we get in? Wthout alerting the natives, | nean.'
but should pick up the gist fromthe tone.

The dog woul d not understand his words

Canute trotted around to a hidden section of the sidewall. He dug his claws into the sunbaked
brick and began to clinb.

"Hey! | can't follow you there!"

The gondog went on clinbing. The wall was about twelve feet high on the outside. Canute
di sappeared under the extended red eaves while John waited in frustration bel ow He had thought
t he dog under st ood--and now t hi s!
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Then Canute's nose reappeared. There was sonet hing between his teeth. A tug and haul and a | ength
of rope dropped down.

"Good boy!" John caught the end, jerked it to be sure it was anchored, and haul ed hinself up the
wall. He threw a | eg over the top and scraped his torso under the roof. The brick did not actually
support the roof, he saw, nor was it the whole wall. There was a ramred-earth filler inside and
then a wooden framework. Beans rising fromthis nmet the ceiling. The perch up here was not
confortable, but it would do.

The rope was securely knotted around one of the wooden uprights. John was sure Canute coul d not
have done that. Wo, then?

Canute craw ed along a beamfor a few feet, to where the rising roof left a |larger space. It was
dark and distressingly hot here. Then he shifted over to a dark square well--a ventilation shaft?--
and clinbed down into it. Cautiously, John followed. He could tell by the sounds Canute nade that
the hole was not deep, and he was able to drop down with only a slight thunp. This |anding nust be
on an upper story. One side of this space was wood, but another was cloth. A large blanket or rug
hung down, and specks of light showed through it like stars. Canute sniffed the air for a noment,
then pushed past the edge of the curtain.

John's eyes had just adjusted to the darkness, and now the return to |light was painful. But he
squinted and foll owed the dog fromone roomto another. He was aware of painted wooden walls and
ornate tapestries and el egant scul ptures and banboo furniture and knew that this was the house of
a wealthy man. An official, probably. Then there was a courtyard, neatly laid out, with unfamliar
flowers around the edges. He wondered fl eetingly whether they coul d be poppies--opi um poppi es.

"Who are you?"

John jumped, though the tone was quiet. Before himwas a Chinese youth about his own age but nore
sl ender. John parried with his own question: "Are you Yao Pei ?"

"I am" The other |ooked coldly at him waiting for an expl anation
"I'm-1"mJohn Smith. [I--"
"Show me your hand."

Surprised, John held out one hand. Pei took it and rubbed sonething on the palm The yellow faded,
showi ng the brown of Standard di sguise. Pei |ooked down at it, then at John, not deigning to
speak.

"Rub sone nore," John said quickly.

I n anot her noment the brown gave way to the pink-white, and no further rubbing would change it.
"So the dog did not betray ne," Pei rmurnured.

"That was your secret entrance he sniffed out?" Suddenly it made sense. If Pei were as smart as
reputed, he would have his own exit--and Canute, following the snell, would naturally have found
it. A hidden rope!

"Do not speak," Pei said. He left the room gesturing John to remain.

So Pei had nmade the connection to Betsy! He had to know that there was only one Caucasi an boy
avai | abl e and what John's purpose had to be, and he would certainly be aware that he was wat ched
much of the tine.

Pei returned with a girl. She was | ovely--a delicate Oriental aristocrat, poised and serene. She
wore a garnment of bright silk, enbroidered with a portrait of a silver unicorn. Iridescent
feathers decorated her copious black hair. A jeweled sash fit closely around her slender waist.
Her feet were tiny.

"Meilan, go with this man," Pei said.
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She only nodded.

John | ooked at Pei, wanting to ask his plan, if any. Pei gestured toward Canute.

"Stay," John nurrmured to the dog. "Lead him"

Canut e | ooked unhappy, but he obeyed.

Mei |l an took John's armand guided himfirmy through the house. They saw no one, though John was
sure others were near. Sonehow Pei had arranged it so that there was no suspicion. Betsy nust
really have briefed him They went down narrow steps and out the front gate. So the house was not
on two levels; its main floor was raised.

Qut si de, John thought it was his turn to guide her, but she would not follow his | ead. She
insisted silently that they go north, away fromthe park. Wen they were out of sight of the
yel |l ow buil ding and al one on the street, Meilan reached up to renove her pretty feathers. Then she
undi d her wai st clasp and opened her silk dress. It cane off suspiciously easily--and underneath
was a rough gray shawl. From somewhere she produced a pair of clunmsy sandals and put these on her
mniature feet in lieu of her fancy slippers. She conbed out her hair and tied it in a crude knot.

She had converted into a peasant girl in less than a minute! John marveled that this outfit should
have been conceal ed under the fetching, tight-waisted party dress. She nust have been fighting for
br eat h!

Now she let himlead. In fact, she bowed her head as though she had just been beaten and i nsisted
on staying behind him nullifying his attenpts at courtesy. He felt as if he were | eading a sl ave.
She was so servile and di shevel ed!

They wal ked at a npderate pace toward the park, ignoring the occasional people they passed.
Probably most of the city was concerned with the Standard intruder spotted earlier, he thought,
and coul d not be bothered with unrecognized bit players. The city woul d be bot hered tonorrow,

t hough, when it discovered its prizes gone!

But they would have to wait at the park, for Yao Pei had not arrived with Canute, and Betsy had
not brought the taxi back. John becane increasingly nervous as he realized how critical the

el ement of timng was and how dependent they were on sheer luck. If Betsy arrived before Pei, or
if the Standards figured it out and intercepted them...

John gl anced at the peasant Meilan. Betsy m ght have briefed Pei, but how well had Pei briefed
Meil an? Or had she picked up sonmething fromthe boy she nust have net, if this foul -up had been
consistent? That would be--well, if white John had net black Ala, and white Betsy had nmet yell ow
Pei, yellow Meilan would have had to neet the last, Ala's intended--black Humé. Humé of Kanem
What had passed between then?

"A Standard taxi will conme--there,
park. "You understand?"

he murnured, flicking his finger toward the interior of the

Her expression was enigmatic, but before she answered, a farmer turned a corner with his donkey.
The animal hauled a rickety cart |oaded with dead fish and |ive scraggly ducks. The snell was
potent, for the fish were not fresh, and the birds had obvi ously been caged without sanitary
nmeasures for sone tine.

"You | ook Iike a person of quality!" the peasant man excl ai ned, bearing toward John. "Fine fresh
fish caught just this week, excellent geese!"

"No, thanks," John nmuttered, trying to avoid him The man's face and arnms were sneared with dirty
grease, as though he had been wallow ng in his merchandi se.

"Behold this spectacular bird!" the farnmer cried, jerking open a cage and hauling forth a
bedraggl ed duck by the feet. "I trapped himjust this norning on ny own fields. Yours for only one
tiao. A fantastic bargain!”

"Thank you, no," John repeated, w shing the man would go away. Betsy's taxi could arrive at any
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time, and there would be no chance for secrecy if they had conpany. They could wait for Pei only
i f unobserved.

"You drive a hard bargain, master!" the farner bellowed. Even his breath stank of fish. "But ||
| et you have himfor only two thousand cash."

Meilan made a stifled sound, and John realized he was bei ng bil ked--assum ng he intended to buy at
all. He didn't know how nmuch a tiao was, or two thousand cash, but either was probably far nore
than the bird was worth. "I don't want any," he said with sone force. "Go away."

The farmer stared at himfroma round, snudged countenance. "Do you want nme to | ose face?" he
demanded in return, not budging. "Do you despise nmy fair merchandise? | shall have to conplain to
the prefect!™

Mei |l an covered part of her face with one hand. Ch-oh. Transl ated, that nmeant the Standards would
| earn sonet hing was up. John remenbered that "face" was very inportant to the Chinese. Everything
had to be done in such a way as to preserve the appearance of self-respect. He would have to play
t he gane, even though he knew it _was_ nerely a gane.

"I did not nean to di sparage your nerchandi se," John said carefully. "I amnerely out for a walk
and do not need a duck. | did not wish to waste your valuable tinme." The valuable tine of a fake
peasant !

The farmer considered. "All right. Let's be friends. Have supper with ne." He lifted a dirty bag
fromthe cart and went to sit on the grass at the edge of the park. "Cone--join ne. | have
excel l ent stewed rice, banboo shoots, fermented bean curd, pig gizzard, and plenty of cold tea.
Al'l growmn fromthe finest natural fertilizer--men's own."

John's appetite left him "I, uh...."
"You don't want to be friends? The prefect....”

Brother! The farner's filth-encrusted hands were al ready dumnping out the conestibles--all mxed
together. Not only was it an unappetizing neal, it nmeant he was not going to get rid of this
nui sance at all soon

Meil an's shoul ders were shaking, and her face was averted. John couldn't blanme her for being
upset. To have this happen _now _ Seeing no alternative, John joined the farner on the ground. He
succeeded in refusing the banmboo shoots but not the bean curd. This was an al nost cakeli ke nass--
and, surprisingly, it did not taste bad.

Meil an continued to avert her face, but she nibbled daintily at a bamboo shoot. John watched t he
interior of the park nervously, hoping the taxi would not cone. Yet.

"Ah," the farmer sighed happily. "This remnds me of the feast of Hsu Chen-Chun Ching-Chih after
he bested the dragon, the spiritual alligator.”

"Who?" John asked wi t hout thinking.

"Hsu Chen- Chun Chi ng- Chi h, whose ordi nary name was Sun. You do not know of hinf"

Shoul d he say yes or no? John decided on the truth. "No. |I mean, yes, | do not know of him"
"Wonderful! | shall tell you the entire story!"

Meil an made a strangl ed sound. John cast about desperately for some pretext to prevent the
threatened narrative, but the farmer had al ready started.

"Sun was a native of Honan, born in the tinme of the Three Kingdoms, sonme five hundred years ago.
Ah, there was a marvel ous, romantic tinme!"

"Yes, |I'msure," John said inpatiently. How could he get rid of this |oquacious peasant? The whol e
escape was in peril.
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"What a man! Sun, whose full nanme was--"
"Get on with the story!" John said, nuscles twitching.

"Wth pleasure, since you ask. During the great drought he had only to touch a fragment of tile,
and it becane gold and brought wealth to the suffering people. By his magic talisnans he cured
sickness. During the dynastic troubles of San Kuo--"

"\What about the dragon?”

"Way hurry the tale? It is not yet even dusk."

"I'"'meager to know the outcone," John said despairingly. Were were Yao Pei and Canute?

"Very well. Seldom have | had so attentive an audience. In the Lu Shan Muntai ns south of Chiu-
Ching was a dragon, the spiritual alligator. He transformed hinself into a young man naned Shen
Lang and married Chia-yu, the daughter of the chief judge of T an Chou. In the winter he |lived
with her, but in the spring and sunmer he returned to the country to roamin the rivers and | akes
as a dragon. One day Sun net Lang and recogni zed himas a dragon and knew at once that--" John

| ooked up as the farmer paused. Sol diers were coming! Three of them-and he could tell by their
attitude that they were | ooking for someone. And here he was with Meilan, snared by a storytelling
farner! It was too late to hide.

"Have you seen _then?" the |ead sol dier denanded.

"Why, vyes," the farner cried, though the question had been directed at John

The troopers gathered round, bows at hand, arrows bristling from quivers, swords naked. John's
heart sank. The weapons might be primtive, but they were plenty adequate for the occasion

"Here?" a soldier demanded. "How | ong ago?"

"At the yellow house this very norning," the farner said proudly. "I saw her_ arrive, and | tried
to sell her a live goose, but"--he paused, seenming to think of sonmething--"here, let nme show you
my wares. Look at this exquisite bird! Only one tiao, because | so respect nmen of the sword. And
fish too--just snmell that aroma!"

The soldiers had already snell ed. Noses winkled, they retreated.

Mei l an was choking. John permtted hinmself a smle. This was a silver lining he had not
antici pated. No one would bother themwhile this peasant had nerchandi se to peddl e.

But what had held up Yao Pei and Canute? This was getting nore serious as tinme passed. |f Betsy
came now. . ..

"That he was the cause of all the floods that had been devastating Kiangsi Province recently," the
farmer said, picking up exactly where he had left off. "Sun decided to get rid of Lang so that the
| and woul d prosper again. But the dragon was aware of this. He changed hinself into a yell ow ox
and fled. Sun transformed into a black ox and pursued him The yell ow ox becane tired and junped
down a well to hide, but the black ox saw himand junped in, too. Seeing this, the yell ow ox
junped out again and escaped to T' an Chou where he resunmed human formand lived with his lovely
wife."

"Way didn't Sun follow hinP" John denmanded, irritated at both the intermnable tale and its
i nconsi stency of detail. "If _I_ chased a yellow ox like that and had himtrapped in a well, I'd
keep ny eye on himbetter than that!"

Meil an seenmed to be on the verge of tears as the farner remarked to John, "Perhaps you have better
eyes than Sun. You woul d not be fool ed by any disguise."

"Ch, go on with the story!"

Sun, perceiving that Lang had gone, clinbed out of the well, returned to town, and assumed human
form He located Lang's house and stood outside, addressing himin a severe tone of voice.
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' Dragon, how dare you use a borrowed form pretending to be a man?' But there was only the sound
of Lang's children scurrying about the house in fright."

"His children!" John exclainmed. "How could he have children if he was really a dragon?"
The farmer gave hima know edgeabl e | ook. "Dragons are quite virile creatures, in any form"
"That isn't--1 nean, genetically--"

At that point the taxi appeared in the sky, heading for a landing in the park. Betsy was
returning, and Yao Pei and Canute were still missing! To make it worse, the farmer sawit, too--
and the three soldiers were running back toward the park. It would be inpossible to wait.

"Canute!" John cried despairingly. "Canute! Conme here!"

Dead fish flew up as the dog appeared, charging through the farmer's cart. Canute had been waiting
for the call all the tine!

"Into that craft!" John shouted at Meilan. "You, too, Canute." They all ran headlong for it as it
| anded.

For a sick nmorment John was afraid he'd left his IDin his Standard clothes, but he hadn't. He had
hung on to it automatically, and the exam ner who had hel ped hi mhad not questioned it. After all
all Standards had ID s.

He hel d the key before himand Meilan and Canute struck the door al nbst together. The panel fogged
to let themthrough, and they sprawmed in a pile on the taxi floor. "Take it up!" John cried.

Accel eration sent them sprawl i ng again. John banged his face against the wall and was oblivious to
his surroundings tenporarily. About the tine he decided that his nose was bent but not broken
sonet hing el se registered. There was one person too many in the taxi.

He sat up and | ooked about nore alertly, and then gaped. "Wat are _you_ doi ng here?"
The tal kative peasant-farner smled. "So you woul d know a yel | ow ox?"
"Yao Pei!"

Then they all |aughed while Canute licked the snell of fish fromhis fur. He had been buried under
the livestock in the cart, where absolutely no one would care to |ook....

7
_Chase_
"Where to?" Betsy inquired.

"The encl ave 0544071364," John said. "That should be where we'll find Humé, and Al a should be with
him"

"Well, feed it in. You know | can't remenber those nunbers just like that." She turned to Meil an
"You nust be--"

"Yes," Meilan said. "Is there a basin of water?"

"There's a Standard sanitary cubicle. | just figured out howto use it nyself. Let ne show you."
The two girls stepped into the cubicle and sealed it off, |eaving John alone with Pei

John took care of the destination and waited for the taxi to adjust course and steady down. "It
may be a while,” he said. "Now, you sly chaneleon, _finish that story !"

Pei smiled, unperturbed. "Sun cried again: 'Come out, or | shall surely send soldiers in to kil
you!' And he summoned spiritual soldiers to surround the house. Then Lang transformed back into
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the spiritual alligator and canme out defiantly, thinking himself invulnerable to attack. But the
imortal soldiers harassed him and he flew away and was never seen again. Then Sun made Lang's
two sons conme out. He took a mouthful of water and spurted it on them and both becane young
dragons who also fled. Finally Sun told Chia-yu to vacate the prenises. He cast a spell on the
house and it sank beneath the earth, leaving a | ake where it had been. After that Hsu Chen-Chun
Chi ng- Chi h, known as Sun, assenbled the nenbers of his famly, all forty-two of them and they all
ascended to heaven. Even the dogs and the chickens went along. Sun was then a hundred and thirteen
years old. After that a tenple was erected in honor of him"

"But what about the feast?" John denmanded. "You said he feasted! That's what reni nded you of the
story, you clained. But he didn't feast--he went to heaven!"

"So did we," Pei said blandly.

The girls cane out. Meilan was nuch inproved, now | ooking |like neither aristocrat nor peasant
girl, but very pretty.

"I"mstarving!" Betsy said. "Can we put down somewhere for a neal ?"
Yao Pei reached into his rags. Slowy he brought out a |Iong-dead fish. "Build a fire," he said.

Canute snorted. Betsy | ooked annoyed, then reversed herself and |aughed. "But | am hungry. If only-

-" She stopped. "Wat's that?"
John caught a notion fromthe edge of his vision. "Ch-oh. Qur luck's run out."
Anot her sphere was following them and it was gaining.

"Well, you couldn't expect to raid another enclave in a nodern antigrav taxi without attracting
attention," Betsy said, but her voice shook a little.

"The advantage lies with us," Pei said. "W should be able to out maneuver them™

"I don't see that," John said. "This is an ordinary taxi, as far as we know. That may be a police-
sphere, with nore power. And they'll be skilled at handling it. And others may intercept us. W
may have to drop to the ground and take our chances in a hostile terrain. They have the advant age,
any way you figure it."

"You m sunderstand. W can out maneuver them because we have less to | ose than they do. W can take
ri sks they cannot--and they will not press us very hard."

"Maybe conmmon sense is different in the Mddl e Kingdom _Wy_ won't they press us hard? _Wiy_ can
we take risks they can't?"

"Consi der the investnent they have in us. Wthout us the enclaves are neani ngl ess. Al npbst twenty
years of tine, and all those properties and personnel, wasted, if we should die."

"Diel" Betsy exclaimed, shocked.
"All that effort and expense wasted," Pei repeated. "So they will be exceedingly careful."
"But if--why should we risk our _lives?" Betsy denanded, shaken again

Pei turned on her the same cal m gaze he had used on John in the park. "Qur lives in captivity are
not val uabl e, are they?"

The ot her three paused. John saw that none of them had thought of it precisely that way. Escape
had been nore of a gane, w thout anything really serious--such as life itself--at stake.

"So what we are risking is very little," Pei continued. "W want to be free. Living in captivity
may not be worse than death, but it is not a great deal _better._ W would be well advised to put
our entire resources into the effort for what we desire and believe in, and they know that. They
know that if they press us too hard, we may tunble and perish. Then they will have | ost
everything. But if we escape, they can always hope to find us again later."
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"That does make nmcabre sense,
do it."

John said. "So you think we can get away--if we have the nerve to

Pei nodded.
The other craft was closing the gap. There could be only a few nminutes before it caught up
_"Do_ we have the nerve?" Betsy asked in a small voice.

"We'd better decide in a hurry, or they'll nab us while we're debating it,"'
don't we vote?"

John pointed out. "Wy

"Vot e?" That was Meil an, |ooking perplexed.

"That means each person says what he chooses, and the najority decides it."
"Strange system " Pei remarked, "but | choose to escape.”

"So do I," John said. "What about you girls?"

Betsy hesitated only nmonentarily. "Yes."

They | ooked at Meilan. "I would prefer to recover the others," she said.
"The ot hers?" John repeat ed.
"The people in the other enclave that we were going to fetch. Hung."

So she _had_ nmet Humg! "I didn't nmean to desert them " John said. "Certainly we should pick them
up. That's where we're headed now, but we'll have to |ose that police cruiser first." Pei and
Bet sy nodded.

"Then, yes."
"Hang on!" John cried. "I'mputting this buggy on manual, and | don't exactly know what |'m
doi ng!"

The manual control was a ball set in a magnetic clasp. Wen activated, it hovered within the
little cage, touching nowhere. It was transparent with a gray opaque spot on top. Inside it he
could see another shell, translucent red. Inside that was a third shell, translucent yellow and
so on. Sonehow he was able to see the color of each level nerely by concentrating on it. That
woul d have been a very neat trick by the standards of twentieth-century earth. Here it was just a
fixture.

When he switched over, the taxi stopped. Just like that. It hovered in place, and the pursuing
ship gained at an alarnming rate. Hastily, John put one finger on the surface of the ball and
juggled it. The taxi rocked violently in the air. John grabbed for a handrail. The others | aughed;
they were already hangi ng on

"There would be three primary axes of rotation," Pei said, hauling hinmself near. "Test each one
cautiously."

"Gotcha. | can push the spot forward or backward or to either side, or | can spin the bal
around." He put his finger on it and nudged the gray spot ever so slightly forward. The taxi
descended sl owy.

John pulled the spot back toward him with a little nore confidence. This tinme the taxi rose, with
fair acceleration. He saw that the inner spheres remained in place, and now a dark-red spot showed
on top of the translucent red sphere, uncovered by the gray one.

"Vertical control,"” Pei said. He sounded cal m

"And _hurry!" Betsy said, not calmy at all. "Another thirty seconds, and they've got us!"
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John let the spot center, then nudged it to the left, rolling the ball sideways in place. This
time the taxi noved left, speeding up as he turned farther. Now yell ow showed at the top, fromthe
next shell down; the red had stayed under the noving gray.

"Hori zontal ," Pei said.

John held the spot over and pulled it toward him As he did so, the red one cane into view, and
the taxi rose at an angle.

"Vectors!" John cried. "The spots show each force acting on the vehicle! We're noving |left and up
so the resultant is a slant. Terrific!"

"Now rotate," Pei suggested.
"Ten seconds," Betsy cried, watching the pursuit. "Nine, eight, seven...."

John let the ball go, then spun it clockw se. The taxi shot backward, sending themall tunbling
again, but this tine John hung on. He saw the pursuing sphere pass themthirty feet bel ow,
surprised by this | ate maneuver

"All right, crew |'ve got the systemnow Latch on to the furniture, 'cause we're going to dive!"
He turned the ball forward until it was upside down.

They were weightless as the taxi dropped. Then he spun the ball countercl ockwi se, and the sphere
raced forward at the | ower |evel.

"They're on nmanual, too,
again."

Betsy cried, still watching. "They're | ooping around to cone at us

"Wth a second craft,"” Pei said.

John held the ball spun half around to maintain speed, noting that a green spot showed on its
side. Green was forward velocity! He pulled back to show the red dot, lifting the vehicle, then
turned right to expose the yellow. Now he was going forward and up and left, all at a good clip

"They are enclosing us," Pei said.

John saw. Two nore spheres had arrived, and probably nore were on the way. Each craft was now
about a hundred yards distant fromthe taxi.

"I can sling this ball about a bit,"
two of the others. But a swarm-"

John said. "It would be rough on us, but | night shake one or

"That does affect the probabilities," Pei adnmitted.
"Want me to drop down and hide in the bush?"

"They'd run us down before we got far," Betsy said. "Look!"

A fifth gl obe was hovering directly above them matching ascent and velocity.
"And there," Meilan said.

The sixth gl obe was bel ow.

"We aren't going anywhere,” John said. "That's engl obenent."

As they watched, bands of |ight began to devel op: four glow ng streaks, emerging fromeach craft
and touching the adjacent ones. The beans |inked themall in a double pyramd, with the taxi
centered where the bases net. Eight glowing triangles fenced in the fugitives.

"What are they doi ng?" Betsy asked, worried but intrigued.

"Building a birdcage," Pei said. "I suspect the walls are nore substantial than they appear."
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"A cage of light!" John nused. He was too fascinated to be frightened. "Well, let's give it a
tryt"

He accelerated the taxi toward the open center of one of the huge triangles of force. Light
sparkl ed as they touched the geonetric plane. The taxi shuddered and sl owed, bathed in the gl ow
Its power remmined on, but a greater power brought it to a stop

"The beans are only where it shows--in a direct |ine between ships," Betsy said. "At the corners,
or whatever."

John reversed and brought the taxi back to the center of the cage. "The net nust be everywhere,
though. W're trapped, all right. Not even any chance for heroics."

"If I may suggest,” Meilan said. "There is a gane played by the boys of ny province--"
"A ganme!" Betsy cried disdainfully. "W need a cannon!"

But John renenbered Meilan's cleverness in converting fromone costunme to another. She was a sharp
girl, and her notion could be worthwhile. "Wat gane?"

"They woul d mount and ride toward each other, guiding their horses aside at the very last instant.
The first to swerve was--"

"Chicken!" John cried. "lI've heard of that with cars!"
"I do not know of cars, but a chicken is a bird," Pei said. "And we are now a caged bird, but--"

"Not that kind," John said excitedly. "What they did was pack two cars--horses, in your case--ful
of kids and charge 'em down the hi ghway at each other head-on. Sonetinmes neither one would swerve
and then it made headlines; but usually...."

Pei | ooked at the spheres surrounding them "A test of courage. | begin to understand, foolish as
it seems to ne."

"It's a gane we can play, all right!" John said. "You explained why before--and this tine it
_isn't_ foolish. O ose your eyes, folks!"

He oriented the taxi and zoonmed it forward, directly toward one of the englobing craft.
"Hey! You'll crash!" Betsy screaned.

"That's the idea," John said, but he was beginning to sweat. He continued to nobve at increasing
speed, centering directly on the selected target. "Conmi ng at you, Standards!”

The ot her gl obe swelled alarmngly as they rushed toward it. Then Betsy cried out incoherently and
ran at John, but Pei intercepted her and held her back. Meilan still did not nove or speak. They
closed to fifty feet, traveling at what John judged to be alnbst a hundred miles per hour. Betsy
began to scream piercingly, as they snashed into the--She finished her screamon a note of
surprise. They had passed through wi thout colliding.

Pei smiled grimMy. "They were, as you say, chicken."

The ot her sphere had dodged out of the way in that last fraction of a second. The network of force
had been disrupted at that point, and the taxi had broken out of the cage. The bird would not be
trapped |i ke that again!

"Now wi || you let ne go?" Betsy asked Pei

"I'f I must," he said, smling.
"Know any nore ganmes |like that?" John asked Meilan. She only sniled.

The six spheres had been foiled, but they had not given up. They were now follow ng about a nile
behi nd, keeping pace but not gaining. John was not pushing the taxi to its limt, so he was sure
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the pursuit was deliberately hol di ng back.

"They do not wish to play again," Pei said. "But we cannot proceed to that other enclave so |ong
as they are watching us."

"We have to | ose them sonehow, " Betsy agreed.
"I have heard that ships can |ose each other in fog," Pei said. "Especially in a storm"
John followed his gaze. "That's just a cloud formation. Hardly a storm"

"Stornml " Betsy said, turning to this newtopic with enthusiasm "Let ne turn on the weat her
report."

In a noment she had the taxi's conmmuni cati ons screen on. She experinmented with its controls,
searching for weather.

John felt sonething at his hand. It was Canute's nose. "Yeah, we've been ignoring you," he said,
patting the long head. "Dog or gondog, you're still ny pal. I'msure glad you weren't lost in
Chi na!"

"Here we are!" Betsy cried happily. "A continuous weather report. And | ook--they have a |arge
storm schedul ed! If we can locate it...."

"Wrth a try," John agreed, though he had strong private doubts. A civilization with technol ogy
t hi s advanced shoul d have no trouble tracing a taxi in a storm

"And | can read the coordinates!" Betsy said, elated. "Except they have only five digits apiece.
Must be a different grid."

"Ask information," John said. "W don't have to figure out coordi nates when we have that."
"Take us into the nearest rainstorm" Betsy told the conmmunicator

The taxi shifted back to automati ¢ and changed course. The six follow ng gl obes matched the change
but did not close in again.

Pei's gaze was fixed on the conmunicator. "That spirit in the nmachine," he murnured to John. "It
can understand what we say?"

"Yes. | think it's like a computer, with a big bank of information. It can answer questions and--"
"I't was constructed and given |life by the Standards?"
"Of course.™

"Should it not serve its masters, then?"

"You don't understand. It's a _machine._It--" Then John caught Pei's neaning. _The Standards
could be listening in on everything._

"Betsy," John called. "Turn it off." He gestured toward the comruni cat or

"Turn it off? W _need_ that." Then she, too, caught on. "Quch! W're prine fools, all of us!" She
fiddled with the knobs. "I hope that does it. Can't be certain, so--"

"So keep it low and sinple,” John said. "I think we need a change in plans.”

"We could land in the stormand all junp ship," Betsy whispered. "And send it on to sonmewhere

el se. They might followit."

"We need the vehicle," John pointed out. "W don't have a chance of finding Songhai or whatever
without it."

"We can't keep it," Betsy said. "By this tine they nust have traced that ID, and they'll know
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every time you use it, maybe. W _have_to take our chances on the ground."”

"Maybe that's what they_ think. W might drop ourselves right into a trap on the ground. At | east
they can't catch us here."

"Perhaps we could do both,"” Pei said. "W could drop sonebody to check the enclave while the
others went on. Then we coul d rendezvous at a set tine and place and see which course | ooked
better."

"Yes!" John agreed. "In fact, we could set down at a dozen places, and they m ght not know where
we got off, or if we did at all. W can fool themyet!"
"But who checks the encl ave?" Betsy asked. _"I'd_ nmuch rather stay with the taxi."

There was a pause. Evidently they all felt the same way.

"1 have Canute,
should do it."

John said finally. "He would be a big help on a ground m ssion, so | suppose

Nobody argued with him

"Well, let's firmup the plan," Betsy said, visibly relieved. "W drop you, |oop around, conme back-
-but if we do it too soon, you won't have a chance to fetch them and if we cone too late...."

"Sane problemwe had before,” John said. "I'mnot anxious to tine it that finely again, though
guess it wasn't as close as | thought, since Pei was there all the tinme."

"There are two coordinates left,"” Meilan said. "Humé told ne about the nunbers yesterday. W
shoul d check them both."

"1 know which one is Ala's," John said, "but she won't be there; she'll be with Humé. So there's
no point in--"

"But we can't assunme the _other_ coordinate is Humé's," Pei said. "It mght be Meilan's or--"
"No," Meilan said. "It is Hung's."

"That's an interesting confusion," Pei said. "W do know where we're going, but perhaps the
St andards don't. They may know we have coordinates. If we set down first at the wong one...."

"It'1l act as a diversion! Canute and | did that before, and it seened to work."
"Per haps you should go to Ala's enclave, then," Pei said. "I will go to Huné's."

So Pei was volunteering, too, when it counted. John was both di sappointed and relieved. He had
wanted to find Ala hinself, but he didn't want to undertake another tense search so soon after the
| ast. "Good enough. Let's break out the paste and spray so we can convert to Standard in a pinch--

"I don't think they'll be fooled that way again," Betsy said. "And you already have two | ayers of
color on you. It mght start peeling or sonething."

"l suppose so. Al right; let's make this | ook good. Drop nme about five mles north of the
enclave, so | seemto be sneaking in. Cone back a couple of hours later five mles south of it;
that's when we don't want Standards watching."

"You'll need nore than two hours, then," Betsy said. "You can't go ten mles on foot _and_ search
the enclave in that tinme."

"Make it four hours, then. And--what tinme of day is it? At night we could make a quick light...."

"W won't know the tinme until we get there," Betsy said. "It might be hal fway round the planet on
the dark side."

"And Humé's enclave m ght be another hal f-planet from that! This is getting conplicated!"
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"Perhaps we nust revise our plan again," Pei said. "W rnust be certain of our two renaining
pur ebreds. "

John sighed. "Yes. Drop me at Hun®'s. Then if you can't check the other enclave in time, cone
back. Qur timng nmust be right."

"W will set down again five--is it mles?--south,” Pei said. "O at dusk, whichever cones later."

"l can estinmate the mles,"” Betsy said. "It won't be exact either tinme, but if he makes a light--
are there flashlights here?"

They checked. There were none.

Now the taxi was entering the stormregion. Wnd and rain buffeted it, and the pursuing craft were
soon hi dden.

"I hope this is half as difficult for themas it is for us!" John said. "I'll look for a light in
the enclave. |If nothing else, I'll nmake a fire. Sonehow. "
"Suppose it doesn't work?" Betsy asked. "I nean, if you can't find them or you can't nmake a

light, or the Standards catch on...

"If there's any trouble, don't even try to pick ne up. No sense in having us _all_ caught. | can
try to trek overland to another rendezvous. Unh--we'd better decide on one."

"Way not an enpty enclave?" Meilan said. "They would not [ ook for us there."

The others paused. "You're right!" John said. "They'd be sure we'd stay well away fromthe zoos!
We could hide there indefinitely."

"But which one?" Betsy asked.

"Let me recommend ny own," Pei said. "It is well protected, | know where the supplies are stored,
and we all know where it is."

They exchanged gl ances. "I guess it's agreed," John said. "Ckay, let's put down sonmewhere al ong
here in this rain, so the Standards think we're getting out, then bounce over partway and do it
again, and finally pass near Humé's enclave and drop nme and Canute. By that time the Standards
shoul d be thoroughly confused. They can't make a thorough search of every place we stop--1 hope."

They gave the taxi the coordinates again but put it on manual twice to nmake the decoy | andi ngs.
The six follow ng spheres seenmed lost in the stormbut reappeared in place as the taxi emerged
fromit.

"That's good, | think," John said. "Means they're | ocked on the taxi, nothing else." He checked
hi msel f over nervously. "I'd better take sone spray and paste along, even if it doesn't take well
after so many layers. So | can mix in with the natives. The painted ones."

"Better |leave your ID " Betsy said. "W can't operate the taxi very long without it--can't even
get _out_ of it!--and you won't need it in the enclave."

John turned it over a little sadly. He was no Standard, but he felt a bit naked without it.
"Somebody better practice with the manual controls," he said. "It will confuse the Standards about
our target area, and it's good stuff to know "

"Yes. Let ne try," Betsy said. She switched to nmanual, and they clung to the rails while the taxi
did its dance. John felt sinultaneously seasick and hungry, to his surprise.

After that they took turns, swooping the vehicle around with greater enthusiasm while the six
pursuers matched them maneuver for naneuver w th di smaying accuracy. But they canme nearer to the
assigned coordinate, for one of the taxi's registers was evidently a distance-fromtarget

i ndi cator, and the figure was di m nishing. Mles, yards--they could not know what units were being
shown, but when the nunber was down to zero, they would be there.

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Piers%20Anthony%20-%20Race%20Against%20Time%20(v3.0).txt (44 of 86) [7/2/03 2:08:00 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20A nthony/Piers%20A nthony%20-%20Race%20A gai nst%20Time%20(v3.0).txt

"Funny--they don't seemto use eights or nines,
wat ching the pursuit to verify that.

Bet sy remarked. But the rest were too busy

"There it is!"™ Meilan cried suddenly, pointing.
Sure enough, there was a group of white squares that could be buil di ngs.

"But we aren't there yet!" Betsy said. "According to the distance nunbers, there's still a way to
go."

"Maybe t he speedoneter is out of whack," John said, his voice sharpened by tension. "That's an
African encl ave--see, sone are round grass huts. So just drop nme north of this one, on nmanual. And
make sure you can find this place again!"

Pei took control and guided the taxi down. Trees looned. "Don't |and," John cried. "Just hover a
few feet up, as though you're just changing direction; I'Il junp. Get ready with that ID Betsy."

Pei's handling seemed clunsy; then John realized that the wobbles were deliberate, so the
St andards woul d think the near approach to the ground was accidental. "Tinme!" Pei announced,
bringing the taxi to a halt in mdair. Betsy poked the ID at the door, dissolving it.

"Conme on, Canute!" John cried.

Canute cane chargi ng. Meilan happened to be standing between the dog and the door. She stunbled as
he banged agai nst her |eg. She grabbed automatically at himfor support, falling toward the door.

"Look out!" John cried, but the available space was small, and he was al ready dropping hinsel f.
Canute's nmonmentum carried both dog and girl into the door panel and through. Al three fell in a
rough tangl e and struck the ground hard. John spit the dog's soft black ear out of his mouth and
lurched to his feet while Meilan rolled lithely aside.

The six craft were too close. There was no chance to put Meilan aboard again. Betsy and Pei mnust
have realized this, for the taxi shot away.

Meilan was along on this mssion, perforce. "Hide!"™ John cried.

8
_The Enpty Encl ave_

John dived under the nearest bush and saw Meilan doing the sane. Canute had al ready di sappeared
They waited while the six craft passed. None | anded; none hovered.

"I't worked!" John said at last. "They think we're all still in the taxi!"
"Un" Meilan murnured frominside the brush

He got up and dusted off his bruises, then went to help her. "Sorry you got caught in this. Are
you hurt?"

"No," she said, |ooking after the departed spheres.
"Well, you'll have to come with ne, | guess. Here--you can use the brown paste if you like."
"l prefer to remain as | am"

He shrugged. "Ckay. How are you at wal king? W have five mles to go if Pei figured it right. The
faster, the better."

"W of the Mddle Kingdom are phil osophi c about hardships."

He wasn't certain whether she was joking, so he started wal king. Canute led the way at a stiff
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pace, even for John, and he was in excellent physical condition. Meilan fell behind, but not far
behi nd, and did not conpl ain.

It must have been less than five nmiles, for in half an hour they were at the barrier fence of the
enclave. It was not wire. It was a palisade--a fence of strong wooden stakes, each sharpened into
a spearlike point at the top. Every so often there was a taller stake with a human skull nounted
on the apex.

“I'f I were an African, | think | would be terrified," John said appreciatively. "As it is, |I'm
none too confident."

"I't is no worse than what the northern nomads do,
she neant that.

Mei |l an sai d. Again, John was not certain how

He cast about for a suitable pole but found none. "I could probably hurdle this," he expl ai ned.
"I't's no nore than five feet high in places, because of the lay of the ground. And Canute can get
over, too. But you...."

"I'f you lift me," she said matter-of-factly. "A lady is not supposed to know such arts, but | was
never a lady--not after | knew about the Standards."

"But we don't dare touch that fence. It may be--"
"Yes. | will not touch it."

Wth msgiving he bent and laced his fingers together, letting her put one tiny foot in this
stirrup and hoi st herself up. She did not wei gh nuch.

"Now you heave as | junp," she said

He heaved; she junped. He watched amazed as she sailed up and over the palisade, flipped about in
the air, and by the sound of it |anded on her feet cleanly. This was no delicate Chinese fl ower!

John chose his spot, nade a practice rush, then ran back and up to hurdle the stakes. "Cone,
Canute!" he called as he | anded, and the dog foll owed.

I nsi de, they advanced cautiously. The |land here was grassy and open. The soil was reddi sh and
spotted with |ight-green bushes, patches of forest, and rolling fields. The air was hot; John was
sweating, and he could see that Meilan was unconfortable. Canute ran ahead, enjoying it.

But where were the peopl e? There should be Africans laboring in these fields, and el ephants....
John stopped to investigate a cultivated field. "MIlet, | think," he said. Meilan didn't conment.

In due course they came to a town. Now they had to duck behind any cover avail able, alert against
di scovery. Their yellow skins would be an instant giveaway. It was nervous, tedious work.

Near the fringes were round huts with clay walls and roofs forned fromlarge | eaves. The three
sneaked between these, but still neither saw nor heard anyone el se. Canute sniffed the air and
found it fascinating but showed no al arm

"Where _are_ they?" John whi spered.

Farther in, the houses becane square, with flat roofs. These were larger and in better condition.
In the center the buildings becane quite |large and considerably nore ornate. Some | ooked like
storehouses, sone like forts, and sone |ike pal aces, but all were nade of clay.

There was no doubt of it now. The town was deserted. There were no people and no ani mal s.

"I think we're in the wong encl ave,
noment she went to join Humé."

John said. "This nust be Ala's--and they closed it down the

"She is inportant to you," Meilan said.
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Surprised, he denied it. "I sinply wanted to find her and Hum& and get them out of here."”
Meilan half smiled and dropped her eyes.

"Well, we have a couple of hours to kill,'
keep the food?"

he said. "Nothing we can do here. Wonder where they

"I will look," Meilan said. She stepped into a towering nosque. Woden spokes projected fromit in
lines at several |evels, showi ng where the flooring supports were for the upper stories. Overall,
the building was like a giant cactus, topped by a tall mnaret. It seened ungainly at first but
was al so inpressive and a little frightening, this artifact of a foreign religion

John started to follow her, then decided to hasten the search by choosi ng anot her building. He
doubted that the fancy structure would have rmuch inside that was edible, but if there were a
granary. ...

Sonet hi ng caught his eye as he wal ked down the unpaved street. A nmotion in the sky. A travel-
sphere! "Hide! Hide, Canute!" he cried as he dived for the nearest doorway. |If the Standards were
com ng back, he and Meilan were in trouble!

He couldn't go to warn her, for the sphere was in a position to see nost of the street. He peeked
out and saw it hovering above the town. That was the giveaway, for it would never have cone |ike
that if the enclave were still in use--unless all pretenses were being dropped. This certainly
wasn't the taxi. Had the Standards caught on? Wuld they descend and nake a ground search? Had the
ot hers been caught, so that now only he and Meilan were free?

Canute | ooked up at himin perplexity, aware of his alarm but not conprehending its reason. John
patted the furry head with enpty reassurance. He had to do sonething! Frantically he ran into the
mai n section of the building, |ooking for sone sheltered exit so that he could make his way to
Meilan. If she stepped out into that street now....

He was in a palace. The walls outside mght be of drab clay, but the bricks had been dried hard
and well fitted, and there were patterned mats hanging i nside. The effect was el egant, and he
wi shed he had time to properly adnmire the colorful designs. But the thought of that omninously
hovering sphere. ..

He passed from chanber to chanber, each seeming nore |uxurious than the | ast but none | eadi ng
outside. Then he burst into a great sunken courtyard, alnost tumbling down the steps leading to
it. Canute began a sniff-circuit.

John peered up cautiously to see whether the sphere was still there. All he saw was the plaited
mat of the slanted overhanging roofs and the nural -1i ke decorations around the court. The sphere,
if it remained, was hidden by the building. He could not afford to assune that it had gone. In
fact, it might be conmi ng down for a | andi ng.

He sidled around under the overhang until he found another entrance to the nmain structure.
"Canute!" he called. "Find the back door. The _back_ door."

The dog put his black nose to the floor and snuffled off. John foll owed. Again he passed through
vacant, tapestried chanbers. It was anmazi ng how t horoughly the place had been cl eaned out, since
only yesterday Ala had |ived here! This norning, perhaps. But of course they could have started
di smantling the sections she wouldn't be seeing, in the |last few days, renoving the furniture and
ot her accouternents.

Whi ch house, he wondered, had been hers? None of the round or square ones | ooked confortable from
the outside. Perhaps it was a different story fromthe inside, as the exotic tapestries here
inplied. A girl that wore massive gold earrings could hardly live in a hovel...

Abruptly he was outside. Canute had found the exit. John scuttled for cover again, hoping he had
not been seen. He entered another building, ran through its gaunt clay chanbers, and finally
encountered the clay-covered palisade encl osing the back of the nosque. Was Meilan still inside?

Panting, he ducked through a gateway, slunk along inside the wall, and entered. This interior was
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dark and cool. He groped ahead. Canute made a little _woof!_ of greeting.
"John! Did you find food?"

He junped, though he had known by the dog's reaction that she was near. "There's a sphere outsi de!
They' re | ooking for us!"”

She did not seemunduly alarnmed. "If they were sure of our presence, they would be checking the
bui |l di ngs. Perhaps they are nmerely naking sure the village is in good condition while vacant."

This was a sensible analysis, but John was not in a mood to admit it, after his struggle to get to
her in time. "We'd better scram”

She denurred. "I have found a bow and pestle. We can prepare sone of that millet in the field,
per haps. "

"We can't prepare anything if they catch us!" he excl ai ned.

"W should not go outside while they are watching. If we can find grain inside....

She was right, of course. If the sphere cane down, they could run; if it didn't, they wouldn't
_have_ to run. And they could not go far while it watched. So it nmade sense to continue | ooking
for food.

They maneuvered into another building, then a third. There was no grain. "They really cleaned this
pl ace out," John said. "The personnel nust've taken off the nonment school got out. But they didn't
destroy anything. Maybe they expect to reactivate it when Al a conmes back fromher visit, or after
her hajj."

"I wonder now," she said, "whether the reason it was so easy to enter here was that they wanted us
in the enclave--any encl ave."

_"Wanted_ us here...." John considered. "Now | _really_ want to get out!"
"Yes."

John realized that he rather liked this girl. She wasn't sarcastic the way Betsy was, but that was
only part of it. She was different. Smart and decisive in her own way but ten tines as subtle.
"You didn't fall out of the taxi by accident," he said.

"I thought you woul d need hel p."
"l _have_ hel p. Canute."
"An excellent aninal."

Meani ng that an ani mal couldn't prevent himfrom doing sonething stupid? O neaning that she |iked
Canute? He couldn't tell

They peeked cautiously out and into the sky. The sphere was gone.

"Now s our chance! Let's get out of here and over the fence. W can wait on the other side unti
it's tine for rendezvous."

Meilan agreed silently. Eyes nore on the sky than on the ground, they left Ala's village of Mpti
in the great enmpire of Songhai, 976, or in the 1500s, Christian cal endar.

Canute woof ed as they neared the fence. They hid and waited but saw nothing. "False alarm" John
whi spered, though the dog renai ned nervous. "A snake, maybe."

"Possibly," Meilan nmurnmured noncommttally.

They nmoved up to the fence, and he boosted her over as before. Then he and Canute hurdled it. A
mniature travel -sphere floated into sight just outside the palisade.
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"Run!" John cri ed.

Meil an and Canute took off in opposite directions. John turned to go at right angles to their

pat hs. He found hinsel f headed back into the fence, spun about as the sphere bore down, and put
his foot into a hole. He fell headl ong, pain shooting through that ankle. He tried to get up but
col l apsed as the weight fell on his hurt foot. He cursed his own inconpetence, but he had never
bef ore been exposed to real pain, and his reflexes prevented himfromusing that foot. By the tine
he oriented hinself the sphere was before him

A beam of light came out fromit, and somehow John | ost control over his muscles. It was as though
the nerves had been di sconnected, naking himhelpless. He fell a third tinme. The sphere did not
wait for him It flew after Meilan, weaving in and out between the trees with inpressive facility.
John tried to call out, to warn her, but his voice would not performany nore than his nuscles. He
was still breathing, and his heart was still beating, but he could do nothing on a voluntary
basis. She hardly needed the warning, anyway.

It nade no difference. He heard her cry as the sphere caught up. Then silence. He knew t he

out cone. He had not anticipated this nullifying beamthat rendered hi munconsci ous fromthe neck
down, though he should have. The web of force that the Standards had placed around the fleeing
taxi had suggested what type of technol ogy they possessed.

The invisible hold on himloosened gradually. Hs arnms and | egs prickled as though awakeni ng from
circulatory restriction. The pain returned to his ankle. Evidently sensation as well as contro
had been inhibited. He struggled to sit up, and slowy his body responded. It was |ike sw nm ng

t hrough nol asses (not that he had ever done such a thing!). He had to exert an infinite force to
acconplish an infinitesiml notion, but the job did get done.

He | ooked at his ankle. The skin was unbroken, and he couldn't be sure whether there was swelling,
but he could not put weight on it. Something inside had been wenched. Neverthel ess he scranbl ed,
on hands and knees, trying to hide hinself before the sphere returned. He m ght get away while
Canute |l ed the Standards a nerry chase, or he mght distract the sphere | ong enough to all ow
Meilan to recover and hide. Certainly he couldn't give up now

It was not to be. The sphere returned, stunning himagain, and this time he | ost consciousness
conpl etely.

9
_Captives_

John woke in lather. He struggled through the foam gasping for breath and blinking away the
sting. This was involuntary, as he was neither suffocating nor hurting; the stuff around him
merely seened as though it should have sone such effect.

In due course the bubbles receded, leaving himin a warmglow ng tank or stall. He saw that his
skin was white again. The foam had washed away the cosnetics! He had, then, no secrets fromhis
captors. They knew who he was and what he had tried to do, and they had stopped him He did not
even have Canute for conpany.

Canute! That was his one trunp card! The dog nust have escaped and woul d seek hi mout. Al nost
i Mmedi ately his flush of enthusiasm di ni nished, seeming to ebb with the bubbles. How could a dog
get in here? If Canute approached, the Standards woul d beam hi m down, and that woul d be that.

When the gl ow had dried him a section of the wall became bright. He recogni zed one of the

wal kt hrough panels. He had no ID anynore, but these things didn't _have_to be attuned to that, he
was sure. He stood up, wincing as his weight hit his foot--but found that the pain was slight. He
was hardly | ane.

The conpartment was octagonal, and now he saw that a panel had opened in one of the walls to show
a dry Standard tunic and footwear together with underclothing. John took the outfit and put it on
preferring this to going naked. Strange, he thought. They had washed hi mwhite but were dressing

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Piers%20Anthony%20-%20Race%20Against%20Time%20(v3.0).txt (49 of 86) [7/2/03 2:08:00 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Piers¥%20A nthony%20-%20Race%20A gainst%20Time%20(v3.0).txt
hi m Standard. That didn't seem as though they were going to return himto New on.

Now he touched the door panel and found it open. He passed through it into a confortable
apartnment. Meilan was waiting for him Canute was with her

Nunbly John surveyed the scene. This was a conplete Standard residence, with a sleep converter
communi cator, and sundry furniture. The nain roomwas about twelve feet across and octagonal, with
a plaque high on one wall bearing the nunmber 32, the nunber of the apartnent. O the eight short
wal | s he knew that four would abut the walls of similar conpartnments in one of the Standard
beehi ve conpl exes he had observed during their long flights in the taxi--unless this happened to
be an isolated unit, like the one he had spied near his own encl ave.

"I am pleased to see you," Meilan said, maintaining her T ang reserve. She wore a tunic, too, and
| ooked better in it than she had in her peasant rags. Then: "You're white!"

"l got scrubbed. This is mnmy natural color, you know That's the bathroom| was in--sanitary
cubicle, in Standardese. A square with the corners |opped off by cupboards, so it cones out
octagonal, like this room Have you been here | ong?"

"About an hour. They brought ne in through there.
his right.

She gestured to the wall a quarter circle to

"That figures. That's the hall door, then. That's open for only an hour, if what | picked up in ny
pre-escape explorations is accurate. Then the dining room then the supply closet, or naybe the
other way around. | think it just keeps going around |like that. You have to tine yourself, if you
know what | mean."

She | ooked perpl exed. "But why?"

"Because four apartments share each utility. The Standards don't waste anything, not even space or
time, though they seemto have a whole planet to exploit. Each famly lives in a unit like this,
with eight in a row and eight rows. And eight floors. That's what | understand, anyway. Just a big
bl ock of five hundred and twel ve octagonal chanbers, and | don't know how nmany square spaces

bet ween them Cranped but efficient, | guess. And miles between the buildings--mles of wlderness
forest. And no roads. You saw that, too."

"Al'l these huts shoved together?"

"Pretty much. Cctagons don't fit together exactly. There's |eftover space. That's why they have
the little cubicles, though sone of themturn into octagons by the tinme all the fixtures are
installed. It would nmake sense if the Standards had a | arge popul ati on--buil ding things close and
tight, | nean--but they don't. They |let hundreds of square niles go to waste for every one they
use. Which is a paradox, because they're so efficient otherw se."

"I don't like it," she said. "I'd rather live in Songhai."

John laughed, feeling at ease and inportant as he explained things to her. "Doesn't bother ne. Not
that part, anyway. Al the conforts cone right here to your room Were | get sensitive is about
my nmental _ freedom | don't mind living in a small room | _do_ mind being told what to do."

"l have al ways been told what to do," she murnured. "I did not mind."
"Then why were you so happy to | eave?"

"They were not ny people.”

That nuch he understood conpletely.

The bat hroom door slid shut. At the same tinme the door to the right slid open. "Mealtime--for an
hour," he said. "If we want it."

"I amnot hungry. But | will be before it conmes round again."

"Well, I'mfam shed. We don't know how long they' Il keep us here. Maybe only another hour. Maybe
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days. In either case | want to fill my stomach. Cone on."

They stepped into the dining conpartnent. "l've never had a chance to do it before, but | think I
know how to work this," he said. "You press one of these buttons, like this, then stand back
and...."

A bowl of sonething that | ooked |ike hot porridge rose up through the counter as the surface
became fuzzy. There was no eating utensil. He |ooked at it dubiously. "I don't know how you get a
spoon. Maybe sonething else...."

Mei |l an reached inside her tunic and brought out a pair of chopsticks. She took the steani ng bow
and lifted out a gob. She touched it to her tongue. She snil ed.

John was tenpted to order another for hinself, but he did not know how to use chopsticks, even if
he had any. He punched another button at random hoping for sonmething he could eat wi thout an

i mpl enent. He was lucky. It looked |like a slice of neat |loaf, and the taste was not too far off.
He used his fingers.

Canute woofed. "Sorry, man's best friend. | forgot you. | guess you don't get too nuch choice, but
it seens to be good food. |I'Il get you another |ike nine."

So they ate and, once they found the buttons, drank. "I wonder how Pei and Betsy are doi ng?"

John said. "They nust be pretty hungry by nowif they're still in the taxi."

"Pei had a fish," Meilan said, snmling nmonentarily.

They continued in silence. John found that he had to believe that the others had escaped, for they
were the only renai ning hope. Surely they woul d have been brought here, if captured, since he and
Mei l an and Canute had been put together. So the fact that the others hadn't shown....

But that didn't help the captives directly. If he and Meilan could escape, then they could rejoin
the purebreds. John was sure Meilan wanted to escape, too, but he could not confer with her
openly. He was sure they were being spied on. In fact, that m ght be the reason they had been put
together: so the Standards could watch and |isten and | earn enough to pinpoint the |ocation and
pl ans of the other two. Any plan he and Meilan m ght make woul d be bal ked before it got started,
and though their captivity had been gentle enough so far, any m sbehavi or coul d change that
radically. And he couldn't even clinb or run well. Not with his tender ankle.

But it was a challenge of a sort: How could they plan anything, |et alone execute it, under
constant observati on? Suddenly he had an inspiration

* * %

When the diner closed and the supply room opened, John wasted no tine. "I'd like a typewiter," he
said to the communi cat or

"Pl ease define," the machi ne voice said. John defined.

"There is no such instrunent in stock."

He was not surprised. Probably his own typewiter, back at the Caucasian encl ave, had been
specifically reconstituted from ancient specifications for his benefit. He had suspected that
typewiters were no |onger used by man. In fact, it was possible that witing_was no | onger used
by man. Why should it be, when communicators could talk intelligently and vi ewscreens brought a
conprehensive slate of prograns to every octagonal cubbyhol e? He and Betsy might be the only
literate people on the planet. And Pei and Meilan--only they would wite Chinese, not English.

Then anot her realization struck himfull-blown. English, Chinese, and whatever |anguage they spoke
in Songhai. Different |anguages entirely, with no conmon root for at |east ten thousand years. He
shoul d not be able to understand Meilan or Ala at all, for he knew only his own | anguage. But he
_did_ understand them and they understood him and each other. _They all spoke the same |anguage_-
-_Standard.
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Actually, it made sense. It would have made the zoo-keeping chore terrifically conplicated if
every bit player of every enclave had to learn a foreign | anguage and speak it w thout accent. And
how were the zoo specinmens to know the difference? He _thought_he spoke English, and Meil an
probably thought she spoke Chi nese, and so on

But the Newton library of books--had they all been witten just for hinf? That seemed overly
conplicated, too. Some of themwere very old books, with special bindings--hard to forge in a
hurry. Yet they nmatched his | anguage. The phonic rules, the haphazard spelling that defied al

| ogi c--that had to be the product of linguistic evolution, not a nodern invention. So the
Standards _did_ have a witten language. O did the Standards actually speak English? That woul d
account for the books matching. But then how about Meilan's witten | anguage? Chi nese synbols were
nothing like the Western al phabet.

Well, he would find out, for his escape plan depended on the witten word. \Watever |anguage the
St andar ds spoke, nost of themwere probably illiterate. Few people ever |earned nore than they had
to.

"So you don't have a typewiter," he said to the conmmuni cator, feigning disappointment. "Then how
about a keyboard with letters and nunbers, set up the same way? It could be plugged into your nmain
circuit, and you could transcribe it for me. Know what | nean?"

"This is possible, if you do not wish to dictate verbally in the normal fashion."

"l _don't_ wish. | need ny typing practice, and now s an excellent tinme to get it, instead of
twiddling my thunbs. Soneday | nay get ny real typewiter back."

Did that inply that the things of the enclave were nore real than those of the outside world? He'd
have to watch that sort of thinking!

A few mnutes later there was a _thunk! _in the supply room A keyboard unit was there. It | ooked
i ke an addi ng machine, since it had no roller or paper or internal keys, but it would do. John
lifted it out and carried it to the table. Meilan was sitting with hands fol ded, unmoving. "Wy
don't you lie down if you're tired?" he asked her, knowi ng she would deny being tired.

"I amnot resting. | amcontenplating | Ching."

"Who?"

"I Ching. This is a--a philosophy. You would think of it as a book."
"Witten in Chinese?"

"I'n the word-synbols of the Mddle Kingdom But | do not need to read it, for | know the
hexagrans. "

Di stracted for the nmonment, John questioned her further. "If you know what's in it, why are you
worryi ng about it?"

"There are many intriguing riddles within the hexagrams and many illumnating interpretations."”
"That's neat, |'msure. But what's it _about?"
"About life. It offers sage advice for every situation. It is a very satisfying manuscript."

That sounded like religion, and he decided to steer clear of that subject for the tine being. "Wy
don't you order a game or sonething, to pass the tine?" he asked her. "W don't know how | ong
we'll be here, and anything we want we have to order now or wait for the next cycle. Conme to think
of it, | should get a bone for Canute.”

"I doubt they have Wi-ki," she said.

"Your philosophy book? |I neant, well, |ike a paper-and-pencil gane." And to the comruni cator: "One
rawhi de bone, please."
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"Wei-ki, not I Ching," she said, sniling.

"Pl ease define,"” the comruni cator said at the sane tine.

"It's a bone-shaped object formed froma section of rawhide for a dog to chewon. It's very stiff
and tastes of--well, rawhide. Animal skin."

"It is forbidden to take animal |ife unnecessarily," the commruni cator said.

"Ch." He'd forgotten that aspect of Standard society. "Well, an imtation, then. Just so it's
tasty and chewy."

"One nonent, please.”
In that noment he returned to Meilan. "Then what is Wi-ki? A map of Pei's city?"

She sniled again. "It is the gane of enclosing. Very old, very good. But | would need a board
ei ght een squares on a side and two hundred pips of each color...."

"Coul dn't you make your own board with paper and pencil ?"

"Penci | ?"

"You don't know what a _pencil__ is?" he asked, anazed. "To wite with, to draw "
"Ah. A brush.”

"And mekeshift pieces. There nust be _sonething."_

She | ooked at him a tiny furrow between her eyes. "As you say."

There was another _thunk! as Canute's delicacy arrived. It was a sinulated bone forned from
simul ated rawhi de, but the dog was well satisfied. He busied hinself in an obtuse corner, chew ng
and chewi ng.

Mei | an began expl aining to the comuni cator what supplies she needed to nake a Wi -ki set. John
doodl ed on the typing board. THE QU CK BROM FOX JUMPS OVER THE LAZY DOG, he typed

He didn't need to see it on paper--in fact, didn't want to. Then: COVMJUNI CATOR PLEASE PRI NT THE
FOREGO NG MESSAGE

A slip of paper enmerged froma slot inthe wall. He pulled it free. He was afraid it would not be
intelligible, but it was neatly and correctly printed exactly as he had typed it. Good enough

He paused to watch Meilan lifting out her supplies. "Here--1'Il set up a table for you," he said.
He shoved it against the wall by the paper slot and drew the chair up so that it faced away from
him As she took her place, directing another perplexed glance at him he anbled back to his typer
and sat down for nore practice.

COMMUNI CATOR:  PLEASE PRI NT THE FOREGO NG MESSAGE | N M DDLE Kl NGDOM SYMBOLS. Then: | GNORE THE
FOLLOAN NG UNTIL | ADDRESS YOU SPECI FI CALLY AGAI N. And he proceeded to type random sent ences.

"I have set up the gane," Meilan said after a tine, "but | have no one with whomto play."
Had she received his devious nmessage? "Is it conplicated?"
"For the novice, very. Far easier for a fox to | eap over a sleeping hound."

_Yes! "Then I'd be no good. | can't even win at checkers." And he typed: COVMUNI CATOR PLEASE
PRI NT THE FOLLOW NG MESSAGE | N M DDLE KI NGDOM SYMBCOLS

" Checker s?"

"An Anerican gane. Like chess only less so."
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MElI LAN, WE HAVE TO KEEP THE STANDARDS DI STRACTED. THEY CAN SURELY SEE AND HEAR US, BUT | DON T
THI NK THEY REALI ZE WHAT WE' RE REALLY DO NG PLAY A MOCK GAME

"Il try to play it by myself, then," she said.

"Sorry | couldn't help.” THEY MAY TH NK THEY' RE OQUTSMARTI NG US, BUT THEY WON' T LEAVE US TOGETHER
FOREVER. MY GUESS |'S WE' LL BE HELD UNTIL THEY CAPTURE BETSY AND PEI AND MAKE SURE HUVE AND ALA ARE
CONFI NED. THEN THEY' LL SEE TO I T THAT WE NEVER ESCAPE AGAIN. | THI NK WE' D BETTER GET OQUT WH LE WE
CAN. |F VEE CAN. VWE CAN MAKE PLANS THI' S WAY.

"I don't know whether this will work," she said. "It is not a good game when | know what the ot her
side plans."

"I't's the same with checkers.” | FIGURED OUT HOW WE COULD TALK. CAN YQU FI GURE QUT HOW TO GET OUT
CF HERE? LET ME KNOW SOVEHOW

John stopped, stretched his fingers, stood up, and wal ked away fromthe typer as though bored with
his practice. He was afraid to overdo it; too much typi ng woul d nmake the watchers suspi ci ous, and
alittle suspicion was a nost dangerous thing.

"Those coordinate figures--have you discovered their basis?" Milan inquired, not |ooking up

"Coordi nates? No. W didn't need to know their framework once we found the taxi could follow them
directly." Way had she brought _that_ up?

"I like intellectual puzzles. My tutor used to give ne difficult riddles to solve. | would like to
attenpt sonething like that."

"Ch. Sure." It certainly was no secret now about those figures, since they had used themto spot
the encl aves. John took a spare sheet of her paper (it was pseudo-paper, too; the feel was subtly
different) and borrowed her brush to wite them out:

0544071364

3777767256

0000150055

"Each number we tried took us to a separate place on the globe," he said. "W couldn't have given
the taxi any other information, because we didn't have any to give. But they can't be the kind of
coordi nates _|I_ know, because they are single nunbers, not pairs. You need neridians of |ongitude
and | atitude, so you can count off north or south and east or west. But since these obviously
work, it nust be a pretty good system"”

He wasn't certain she understood rmuch of this, since she had been educated in the fashion of
ei ghth-century China, but she seened interested. "Wiat is distinctive about these nunbers?" she
asked musingly.

"Distinctive? Far as | know, they're just nunbers.”

"Few nunbers are 'just nunbers,’ she said, licking her lips as though tasting something
intriguing. "Every nunber is unique, and every set of nunbers, too. W nust discover in what ways
these are special.”

John began to react inpatiently, since this type of discussion would hardly enable themto escape.
Then he thought of two things: first, that if they did escape, they would need to know how to find
their way to the rendezvous wi thout benefit of taxis or other Standard devices, which neant they
had to understand the coordinate systemin detail. Second, this discussion could be Meilan's cover
for sone nore direct notions on escape nethods. The two of themhad to seem occupied so that the
St andards woul d be lull ed.

"Well, they're all ten digits. So | suppose it nmeans that any spot on the planet can be identified
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by a nunber just this large--zero to nine billion. For what that's worth."

"Yes. And they are nmintained at ten digits even when they nust be filled in with initial zeroes,
so their uniformity is no coincidence. So we have one factor--but there nust be others."

"You sound like a math teacher! | didn't know the Chinese even used the decimal system™
She sniled. "Perhaps the original T ang Jen did not."

"T" ang Jen?"

"Men of T' ang--our description of ourselves. Just as you call yourselves Anerican.”

"Ch." Was she gently rem nding himthat his use of the words "China" and "Chi nese" was
obj ecti onabl e? Better watch that.

He studi ed the nunbers. Now that they had been witten out, he saw another thing. "They run to
repetition. The last two do, anyway. Four sevens in a row, four zeroes in a row |s that
signi ficant?"

"Perhaps. |Is there anything el se?"
"That's about it. There isn't anything nore to fasten on. If we had ten nunbers or a hundred...."

"Your comment about the differing systems," she said thoughtfully. "You and | appear to understand
the nunbers the same way--but can we be sure the Standards do? Suppose their digits have different
meani ng?"

"Brother! If their five neans our three, we'll never get it straight!"
"I was thinking of differing sets. Have you noticed that there is no digit higher than seven?"

Startled, he | ooked again. "You're right! Betsy noticed that, too, in the taxi. Every nunber from
one to seven, but no eight or nine. Qut of thirty nunbers, you d expect at |east one of those.
That coul d be coincidence or...."

"Or an octal system”
"Cctal ?"

"Based on eight nunerals, not ten. Zero through seven. That may be the significance of the
bunchi ng of zeroes and sevens, for they would be at the extrenes. You are not famliar with this?"

"Never heard of it," he said sheepishly. "My barbarian education is showing its seans."

She | aughed. "It was not my education that spoke. | noticed that the Standard apartments are
octagonal . Possibly, then, their nunbers are, too."

She had phrased it delicately, but it struck himthat Milan was uncomonly sharp. "But how do you
wite eight, nine, or ten? In octal?"

"The sane as in deciml. Eight becones one zero; nine is one one; ten is one two. Wien you add a
zero, you are multiplying by eight instead of ten. One hundred in octal would be sixty-four in
deci nal --ei ght squared instead often squared. And so on."

"1"l'l be darned,"” he said, "You nmen of T ang do too know what you're doing. Uh, girls of T ang, I
mean. "

"If it _is_ octal,’
the row of zeroes."”

she said, absorbed in the problem "the row of sevens would be very close to

"Say, yes! 7777 would be just one digit bel ow 10000. Except that there's a three starting off that
second figure and no one leading off the other. So it nust be just bel ow 40000 instead."

"That is what interests nme. It is as though these nunbers ought to be very close, but are not,
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because of their beginnings and the renainder of the digits. It really is not close at all, and we
may be m staken."

"I'"'mnot so sure." John studied the three |ong nunbers, his head al nost touching hers. "Look--the
| ead-of f digits are all |ow-under four--while the end ones are all higher. Do you think that
means anyt hi ng?" Then before she could reply, he had another flash. "W ve forgotten that these
are _coordinates! _They have to be double nunbers--to show vertical and horizontal. Easting and
northing, latitude and |ongitude, or whatever. Wiy not two nunbers of five each!"™ H's words
tunbl ed over thensel ves as they al nost raced ahead of his thoughts. "Four is the nmiddle of the
octal system isn't it, just as five is the mddl e of the decinmal. So four might be the dividing
point. Al the |ongitudes could be nunbered bel ow four and all the latitudes above it. And zero
could be both your starting point and your finishing point, because we are dealing with a

gl obe...."

Meilan's enthusiasmwas nore restrained. "Wy keep the |longitudes [ow and the |atitudes high?
There is no need--"

"To tell them apart! These nunbers are all junbled together. If one digit were left out
accidentally, the whole thing could be fouled up. But if you _know_ the |ow ones have to be--"

She waved her hand as though shooing flies away. "All right. It is a mghty leap froma thin
observation, but let's consider it. W now have three pairs of five-digit nunbers." She wote them
out :

05440--71364

37777--67256

00001- - 50055

"See!" he exclainmed, pointing. "37777 and 00001--just one digit either side of the base line.
Those points are cl ose together!"

"Not according to the other coordinates in each pair,"
scrap of paper.

she protested. Her brush doodl ed on anot her

"And they _are_ cl ose, because we thought we were coning down in Hun®'s encl ave, and instead we
hit Ala's!" Then her objection registered. "Oh-oh."

"They could be very close in longitude but far apart in latitude," Meilan said. "Those second
figures are 17201 units apart."

Chast ened, he considered. "Depends on how nuch territory each nunber covers. Maybe we coul d work
it out on a nodel globe." He | ooked about but saw nothing that would do. He had | ost his inpetus,
however; seventeen thousand units had to be | arge, however they transl ated.

Mei | an had been naki ng what appeared to be casual doodles on her sheet of paper as they tal ked.
Now she folded it, then folded it again, her hands working busily. Soon she had an intricately
fashi oned paper ball--not crunpled but snmoboth. "WII this do?"

John took it with | ess enthusiasmthan he m ght have had and sketched light |ines around it,
careful not to crush or penetrate the paper with the brush. He circled the sphere conpletely, then
circled it again at right angles. "Like quartering an orange," he remarked and realized that he
coul d have ordered an orange fromsupply or (in case that counted as food and so had to wait for
the kitchen conpartment) a ball or even a globe itself. "But our globe has a hole at the north
pole. ™

"Look inside. You nmight see sonething interesting."
"Li ke maybe the nolten core of the earth!" Laughing, he put his eye to the hole.

I nside, on the opposite side of the ball, was her sketch of his typer. "Ask it," she nurnured
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al nost i naudi bly.
He | ooked up. "What?"
"But you have made only two lines on the surface,"” she said.

He had thought of them as four but decided they were indeed only two, each circling the gl obe
conpletely. So he nade two nore circles converging at the same point. "North and south pole."

She | ooked at him startled by a nmenory. "Once | heard--1 thought it was nonsense--sonethi ng about
the west pole."

"The _west_ pole!"

"The north and west poles. |I'msure, now The two of them | listened at ni ght when the Standards
thought | slept, and heard--that is all | renenber."

"How can there be a _west_ pole!" he demanded.
She sniled and pointed to the paper globe. "Here."
"On the _equator?_ That's ridicul ous!”

She took the gl obe and brush and began to fill in the westing nmeridians. Two of the circles
duplicated those al ready established: the equator and one of the four great circles. The other two
cut obliquely across these.

“I'n here," Meilan said, tapping the globe, "is the answer. If you ask."

At that nonent the supply cubicle closed off, and the hall cubicle opened, startling them For an
i nstant he thought they m ght escape through it but quickly saw that it was an enpty shaft wth
slick walls. They had to have the elevator, and there seened to be none.

Meilan went up and looked in. "There is a barrier,” she said, tapping it. So there was, a
transparent panel. The Standards had not overl ooked so obvious a weakness in their prison. O
maybe it was the regular protection against falling into the shaft, which could be fogged with an
I D key.

John returned to the globe and studied the effect of Meilan's added lines, mldly fascinated. The
i nterlocking networks were regular in thenselves but fornmed irregular shapes. Sone were triangl es,
some trapezoids. A nunber of angles were right--ninety degrees--but nore were acute and sone
obtuse. "I would get seasick using these coordinates," he remarked. Yet it nade a kind of sense,
for no north or south, east or west, had to be differentiated. These two sets would do the job.
"If the planet nmatches earth in size," Milan said, "each of those lines sets off an eighth of
it."

"How do you know so much?" he demanded with surprised admration. "Back in your tinme people didn't
even know the world was round, and here you are tal ki ng about planets!"”

"I listened nore than was proper," she adnitted derurely.

"And | never even caught on to the Standards until last year!" He returned to the problemof the
gl obe. "An eighth of it for each line, you say. That would be three thousand niles, about. But
those are only the major divisions. Qur coordinates have five digits. They nust divide it up--how
smal |l would that be, in the octal systen? | can't visualize it."

"Let nme nemke an abacus." She arranged her gane tokens in several colums, like a series of dotted
_i_'s. Each shaft consisted of five pips, with the single-pip dot a couple of spaces above. She
had ni ne such colums. Then she began noving the pips back and forth, so that some of the dots
came down to join part of the stenms, and the col ums becane new formati ons of three and three, two
and four, or even a solid six. John did not speak, for she was obviously concentrati ng.

"Down to | ess than one of your miles," she said at |ast.
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"Then that's it! Those five-digit pairs can pinpoint any spot on the planet within a mle." He
turned the nodel about, marking in nunbers. "And look! If a point is on that zero line, it has to
be at the west pole, the way I've marked it, because that's the only place you can get an
intersection."”

"That should not be so," she said. "They woul d not nake wasteful coordinates."

He shrugged. "Let's plot our three coordinates and see how it works. How rmuch do you want to bet
that Humé and Ala are only a couple of niles apart?”

It worked--except for one thing. There were two | ocations for every coordinate. They were directly
opposi te each other, across the globe, twelve thousand miles apart, traveling around the outside--
as was necessary for human purposes. They coul d discover no way to tell which one was correct--
assumi ng that their |aboriously worked-out systemwas in order.

John sighed. Wll, it had been only a gane. Or _had_ it?

Mei | an seened di sappointed, too. It was as though she had expected nmore fromhim The way she had
tapped the globe, telling himrhetorically that the answer was in it. Actually there was only her
sketch of his typer inside. Meanwhile the hall door gaped tenptingly, proffering illusory escape,
and val uabl e tine was passing.

H s eye fell on the typer, the real one, and abruptly he knew what she had been trying to suggest
to him Subtly, so that the Standards would not catch on. So subtly that he had m ssed her cues
hi msel f, and yet so obvious that he had been blind not to have realized it instantly. No wonder
Mei | an had been di sappointed with him Escape was ridicul ously sinpl e--maybe.

10
_Rescue and Reuni on_

COVWUNI CATOR: PLEASE ANSVER THE FOLLOW NG THECRETI CAL QUESTION I N T' ANG SYMBCLS. HOW CAN TWD
PUREBRED PECPLE AND A GOVDOG ESCAPE CONFI NEMENT | N A TYPI CAL STANDARD APARTMENT?

Meilan read the answer. Her shoul ders began shaki ng. John rushed over to her, uncertain whether
she was | aughing, crying, or choking. It seemed to be all three. He started to ask her about the
communi cator's nessage, then caught hinmself. It would be folly to discuss it out |oud; that was
the whol e point in using the typer and synbols. But what was so enotional about the matter?

After a nmonment she stood up, pulled open the drawer in the table they had been using, put her hand
i nside, and renoved sonething. Nonchal antly she passed it into his hand. It was an |ID key.

John | ooked at the desk with dismay. The key had been there all the time! They had never thought
to look. Now they had only to take it and phase open the hall barrier and ride right out of the
bui | di ng. ...

Mei l an held him back gently, shaking her head no.

No? But then he understood. Naturally there would be an alarm of sonme sort the noment they entered
the hall. The Standards mnight have forgotten to clean out the drawer, but they were not _that _
carel ess. But what, then, was the comrunicator's plan?

"Tell it to execute," she nurnured, nodding toward the typer. "Then sleep for an hour."
Baffl ed, he went to the typer. COVMINI CATOR PLEASE EXECUTE YOUR PLAN.
Not hi ng happened.

He drew down a bunk from one of the nonopening walls and |ay down, feigning sleep. He had al nost
m ssed his cue before, not realizing that Meilan was trying to suggest that he type his query on
the communi cator. This tine he neant to play out the game without a hitch, even though it made no
present sense to him

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Piers%20Anthony%20-%20Race%20Against%20Time%20(v3.0).txt (58 of 86) [7/2/03 2:08:01 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20A nthony/Piers%20A nthony%20-%20Race%20A gai nst%20Time%20(v3.0).txt

Meilan | ay down on anot her bunk. He was sure she wasn't really asleep, either. For an hour they
lay silently. The hall closed, and the bat hroom opened again, but they "slept" through this, too.
Canute had no trouble: H's snooze was genui ne.

VWhen the hour was over (it had seened |ike two!), Meilan got up and cane to wake him "The
| avatory will be closed soon," she said with nmaidenly hesitation

Still ignorant of the meaning of all this, he entered the bathroomw th Canute. But as they tried
to leave a few mnutes later, Milan stopped him Silently she guided John back into the main
section, where he had regai ned consci ousness anid the foam She had himlie down on the rough
slanted floor. She |lay down, too, and Canute was happy to join the fun. There was barely room for
themall.

There was a warning |ight together with a tone as the bathroom hour neared its end. (Actually, he
wasn't sure how close to an hour it was, but it was easiest to call it that.) They had about two
m nutes to vacate, but they did not nove. As tinme ran out, he caught on. How sinple!

The apertures shifted. The wall to the right of their original entrance opened. The bat hroom was
now facing onto a new apartnent. Meilan led himinto it. John saw that this was nunber twenty-two--
ei ghteen in decimal reckoning. They were still in the heart of the building but out of view of the
moni tors--with | uck.

"Now we wait an hour," Meilan murnured.
"Wn't they miss us in thirty-two?"
"The conmunicator is projecting a solid inmage of us sleeping. They won't know we're gone."

So that was what happened after he typed EXECUTE! A canera had phot ographed a posed sequence for
pl ayback after they left. Very neat.

"Suppose the owner of this apartment cones back and finds us?"

"I't is unoccupied, and we shall use the hall before any other person can come. The commruni cat or
knows about such things. It says there is no alarmin this hall, so we can just wal k out. There
will be a taxi waiting above."

John shook his head. "This is too sinple. There's a catch."

She | ooked at her paper. M ddl e Kingdom synbols were printed in tight vertical rows on it. "It
says it will nodify the plan if anything happens.”

"Renenber what Pei said--the nachine should serve its master. How do we know it's on _our_ side?"
She shrugged. "W asked for advice. It gave it."

John wasn't satisfied, but there did not seemto be nmuch of a choice, particularly at this point.
Either they followed the printed instructions or they didn't. They had to trust the comuni cator
and assunme that if it were not exactly on their side, it was at least indifferent. A machine did
not care who operated it, and this was a type of conputer

Yet what about Pei and Betsy? If they had been captured, there would be nowhere for himand Meil an
to go. If the others renmained free, how could they be found? In fact, this whole easy escape
smacked of a Standard device to |ocate the other escapees. The Standards had tried watching the
prisoners, and it hadn't worked, so now there was this. The noment the purebreds rejoined, the

jaws of the trap would clanp on themall. But it would not be safe to voice his suspicions to
Meil an. He could never foil the Standards that way, for if he were correct, they would still be
I'i stening.

He borrowed Meilan's brush and checked to see whether it retained any fluid. He discovered that it
was actually a kind of pen, feeding ink into the bristles without dripping. He turned over his
coordi nates sheet and began sketchi ng octagons.
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By the time the hall to nunber twenty-two opened John had a pretty good idea of the layout of the
building. Their thirty-two was surrounded by twenty-one, twenty-two, forty-one, and forty-two in
the octal system This twenty-two was surrounded by twelve, thirteen, thirty-two, and thirty-
three. And they were on the fourth floor; he had spotted a plaque identifying it. Now, if he could
just discover the coordinates of this building--the true coordi nates, not what the Standard
communi cator might tell them...

But the elevator had arrived. It occurred to John that a power failure in a residence like this
woul d be a very serious matter: no light, no food, and no escape. Probably no air, either, for
| ong.

That got himto wondering just what the power source was. Electricity could account for the
appurtenances, but where and how was it generated? He had seen no snokestacks or power |ines. And
the taxi--nothing he knew of could explain its operation. It had no propeller and no jets, yet it
flew

Mei | an nudged him and he saw that the el evator was beginning to nove on. They phased through the
panel with the new I D and junped aboard. Evidently the Standards gave no person nore than his
share of tine for anything!

Then John acted. He touched the button that put the el evator on manual control, overriding its
prior directive. Then he guided it down, not up. Meilan stared at himbut did not speak

They halted at the basenment. John's hand was shaki ng as he phased through the gate, but they were
in luck: The chanber beyond was enmpty. A long, level hall stretched away in both directions.

"Find a way out!" John told Canute.

The dog dashed down one hall, sniffing at cross passages. They foll owed him passing el evator
doors every few feet. John realized that every one of the twenty or nore shafts opened at this
| evel, serving over five hundred apartnents. It was possible to get to any roomin the building
fromhere, but by the sanme token it was possible for anyone to discover themhere. _Hurry, he
t hought .

Then Canute turned off, and there was a flight of conventional stairs. They clinbed these and
found thensel ves at street |evel.

But of course there was no street. There was only a forest.

* * %

"You had reason?" Meilan inquired once they were out of sight of the building. There was no
sarcasmin her voice, just the question. There would have been a real scene with Betsy, but Meilan
was smarter and nore obliging. Fortunately.

John expl ai ned why he had broken up the conmunicator's plan. "Maybe it was honest, and maybe it
was a trap," he finished. "But this way, we _did_ escape."

"They could watch us as well anmpbng the trees as in a sphere."

"l don't think so. This isn't an enclave. | think they were overconfident, sure that their plan
was wor ki ng. Wien we changed course, we dropped out of the net. They may not know what happened."

She considered for a nonment. "l| agree,"” she said, surprising and pleasing him He had expected
nmore of an argunent

"Now we have to figure out where our friends are and how to reach them | didn't plan beyond this
point. In fact, | wasn't sure there really was forest |land out here; it mght have been
artificial."

Canut e woof ed.

"Ch-oh," John said. "That's his 'chase' warning. Soneone's after us."
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Now t hey could hear the hum of a ground-sphere. "Perhaps a routine mission?" Milan asked
hopef ul | y.

The hum grew | ouder. They had had one encounter with a ground-sphere and its paral yzing beans. It
woul d be foolish to risk that again.

"What can we do?" Meilan whi spered.

John | ooked about but saw nothing but trees. If the sphere were following them it would find them
anywhere they ran. His ankle twi nged reniniscently; no sense hurting it again by |udicrous
heroi cs. Their position was hopel ess.

"Ask your | Ching," he said, taking his bitterness out on her.

To his amazenment and di sgust, she concurred. "Yes. We should have done that before we started.
will consult | Ching."

John judged by the sounds that the pursuit was within a quarter nile, and he knew the snal
spheres could nove at at least thirty mles per hour. That neant about thirty seconds unti
capture. He did not want it to end so ludicrously. "Meilan, | was joking--not that it makes any
di fference."

"But | have no yarrow sticks!" she cried, oblivious to his words. "I know the hexagrans, but the
sel ection nust be random”

"Flip a coin,
hel pl essl y!

he said with resignation. To have cone so close to escape, and now to wait so

"l have none!" she cried.

He saw that she was really upset. Probably it was transference fromthe tension of the chase--
bei ng enoti onal about sonething i nconsequential. Sonmetines it had happened to him too. "I have a
penny--an Anerican coin," he said and presented it to her

She snatched it fromhim "I will call the head divided," she said. "The building undivided."

"What are you tal king about?" The pursuit hum was |ouder, but evidently he had overestimated the
sphere's speed.

Meilan ignored him "One throw per line. It is not proper, but we have too little tine.
the coin to the ground. "Six, divided."

She spun

She scraped a place bare of |eaves, then drew a broken Iine in the dirt. She threw the coin again
"Si x, divided."

"Still heads. Wiere do you get this 'six' business?"

She drew a second broken line parallel to the first, above it. She threw again. "Six, divided."

The hum of the sphere was becomng so | oud he was sure the thing would burst upon themin an
instant. In fact, it sounded |ike several spheres this tine.

"Si x, divided," she announced again, drawing a fourth pair of |ines above the others. "Six,
di vided. And six, divided."

"Broken record," he nuttered. "You can't be flipping properly; it always cones up heads."

But her figure was conplete: two colums of parallel lines.
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"That is--let nme think--that is the khwan hexagram The earth nother--the synbol of subm ssion.”

The spheres still had not cone into sight. Now John was sure this was deliberate. By the sounds,
he and Meilan were being encircled. There was no possi bl e escape. "Subm ssion, yes," he murnured.
"I't's right about that. W have no choice. But still I'd Iike to"

"The superior man nust not take the initiative," she said firmy. "That is the nessage of | Ching.
VW nust wait."

"Fat | ot of good that advice does us now | don't need any Ching to tell ne we're sunk. Wiat do we
do after we're caught and | ocked up? Does it tell you that?"

"I Ching tells everything. I will nake another hexagram For you, Smith John, so that you wl]l
know what you must do--when that tine cones."

John started to make a sarcastic reply but caught hinmself. She wasn't joking! She believed in this
I Ching and in her distraction had even put his nane backward in Chinese fashion. "Al right. But
be careful how you flip that coin. It's no good if it isn't random is it?"

"I did say random but it is not. The circunstance of the supplicant guides the hexagram
otherwi se the advice |I Ching offers would not be valid. But it is not for me to influence the turn
of the coin." She flipped it again, nore carefully. "This is the first nine, undivided." She drew
a single long line and flipped again. "The second six, divided."

After that there were two nore tails: nines, undivided. John watched with growi ng interest, but at
the sane tinme he was increasingly nagged by the silence around them The spheres had encircled
them and stopped. What did it mean?

Finally a head and a tail: six, divided, and nine, undivided. He was catching on to the system
The finished diagramdiffered fromthe first:

"Li," Meilan said. "The hexagram of clinging, brightness, fire, Iight. The synbol of adherence and
intelligence."

"Intelligence." John knewit was foolish to be flattered by the verdict of a series of coin flips,
but he was. "Wat does it say to do?"

"The intelligent man will adhere strictly to what is correct.”
"But what is correct?" he cried. "To wait here, doing nothing? To--to take no initiative?"
"Perhaps. | Ching does not foretell the future. It guides one to proper attitudes and decisions."

"Maybe so. But we're about to be taken prisoner again. The Standards are all around us, probably
listening right now And this tine we won't get away. You can bet on that. W have to act _now --
if we're ever going to."

She was adamant. "I Ching is never m staken. W mnust take no initiative. W nust adhere to what is
correct."”

"Make anot her hexagram | want a recount." But he knew it was already way too late to do anyt hi ng,
even if he had anything in nind to do. Watever tinme they m ght have had, had been frittered away
by this supernatural inanity.

G avely, Meilan lifted the coin.
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"Let me do that," he said, taking it fromher. Better this than nothing!
Hs first flip was tails. "First nine, undivided," he said, drawing a single |ine.

As he prepared for the second throw, he saw them uniformed Standards converging. Sone carried
obj ects that might be weapons. John pretended not to be aware of them Meilan had said no
initiative; okay, he would take none. He warned Canute with a quick gesture.

He flipped. "Second six, divided." He drewit.

The Standards cane to stand in a |loose circle around the three of them The visitors did not
speak.

John flipped again. "Third six, divided." Wren't the Standards going to _do_ anything?

"Fourth six, divided. Fifth nine, undivided. Sixth nine, undivided." He conpl eted the hexagram

"Yi," Meilan said. "The synbol of increase, of addition. This man will overcone the greatest
difficulties and gain advantage."

John stood up. "That," he said with ironic satisfaction, "is nore like it."
"Come with us, please,"” one of the Standards said.
The ganes were over. John and Meilan wal ked with the Standards, and Canute followed docilely.

There was a noi se |ike thunder cracking overhead, and a sudden stiff wi nd struck them "Thunder
and wi nd, too!" Meilan cried, her face animated. "That is part of yi!"

Then the Standards fell away on either side. John and Meilan and Canute were the only ones to
remai n standi ng. A sphere descended suddenly.

"Don't just gawk! Junp in!"

It was Betsy. Rescue was at hand.

11
_Querrilla Tactics_

For a nonent it was another scranble, as John and Meilan clinbed into the taxi and hung on while
acceleration tore at their bodies. John kept one hand at Canute's collar, preventing the dog from
sliding back out the fogged door while the craft ascended. Then things steadied. John sat up and
saw Al a

He lurched to his feet, crossed the small floor, and kissed her. He turned to face Betsy and
Mei l an. They were no nore anazed than he.

"Just what have you been up to?" Betsy denanded.

John had no answer. \What he chiefly renmenbered about Ala was her gol den ornament. And one ot her
thing: "Wat did you nmean--The pal m| eaf despises the hippo' ?"

She sniled. "It was a spell to ward off attack."
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"A spell. Do you believe in magic?"
"I do. And it had its effect until you used the counterspell."”
"l did no such thing!"
Ala only sniled again.

Meilan said: "l have already net Humé, and of course John and Betsy and Pei. But not Al a, except
by reputation.”

Al a nodded. "Humé told ne of you. | think he prefers the Mddle Kingdomto Songhai

Humé, who had been expertly guiding the taxi until now, turned to face John. "Just as Al a prefers
Anerica to Kanenf Bornu." He was bl ack and handsonme and large. "Did Meilan inportune you also with
her infidel book?"

"Did she! W were casting hexagrans while the Standards stood and watched over our shoul ders. And
you know -those | Chings were right! First one said to stand pat. Second said to do what was
correct. Third said we would win out. And then you rescued us, so it all cane true,
coincidentally.™

"Coi ncidental ly!" Betsy exclainmed indignantly. "Wy didn't you follow the original plan? W were
wai ting to pick you up on the rooftop. Then you didn't show, and we thought we'd been tricked."

_"You_ were waiting? The conmuni cator arranged that?"

"W received a cryptic nessage. It seened to be fromyou. From Meilan, rather, because it was in
Chi nese synbols only Pei could read. So we took a chance and cane. Then you--"

"So the | Ching was right again!" John said, bermused. "It was ny initiative that nessed it up. |
thought it was a trap. | guess | did the wong thing."

"You generally do," Betsy said.

"I't does not matter," Humé said. "It is nore inportant that we deci de what to do now. "

"Humé knocked out those Standards with their own rays," Betsy said warmy. "He knows all about
weapons. "

"We nust decide," Hune said, "or be captive again."
"l think not," Pei said.
"Listen to him" Betsy said. "He's a scholar."

John noticed that there was no sarcasmin her voice when she spoke of Yao Pei. She was i npressed
with him all right.

"I do not believe the Standards tried very hard to nake us captive," Pei said. "They may believe
that we will return to our own enclaves if given leisure to do so."

"Return!" John excl ai med. "Wy?"

"Because the enclaves are famliar, and the Standard world is not. W can have everythi ng we need
i nsi de, whereas outside we are conparative savages."

"Better a savage than a zoo speci nen!" John sai d.
Pei shrugged.

"You know," Betsy said thoughtfully, "ny parakeet seened to be happiest in the cage. Qutside it
could bang into wi ndowpanes or |land on a hot pot. Once it tried to take a bath in a cup of cocoa."”

"We are not parakeets," Hung said.
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"Can we really have everything we need?" Ala inquired, glancing at John

Nobody answered. On the physical |evel the answer was yes. On the enotional |evel, involving
personal concepts of freedom self-respect, and romance, it was no.

"We cannot fly along forever," Hun® said. "W do not know how to find our way by ourselves."

"We can find our way," John said. "Meilan and | worked out the Standard coordi nates system pretty

much. "
"Excellent! But we still nust act together. W should choose a | eader.”
"Yes," John said. "Wo?"

There was an awkward sil ence.
Ala was first to tackle the problem "It should be a nale.”
Meil an agreed i mmedi ately. Betsy hesitated, then nodded. "But which one?"

John wanted to be the | eader, but he was also afraid of the responsibility. H's hands were
sweating. Neither Hum& nor Pei |ooked any nore at ease. How was this diverse group to nmake the
choi ce?

"Since the | adi es have renounced the position," Pei said, "perhaps they should nake the
sel ection.”

John exchanged gl ances with Humgé, startled by the sinplicity of this suggestion. The three girls
| ooked at each other, just as surprised. "Wll, why not?" Betsy demanded as though soneone were
debating it. Her forwardness contrasted with the reticence of the others.

The taxi was crowded with the six of them and Canute, and there was no place for the girls to talk
privately. Betsy pulled the others down so that their heads were together. There was an ani nated
whi spering, and twice all three girls tittered.

At length they stood up. "We decided to do this scientifically,’
straws." She held up her fist, showing three bits of ribbon. "The |ong one gets it.
John, proffering the display.

Bet sy announced. "You'll draw
" She cane at

"Hurry up, John," Betsy said.

Irritated, he yanked out a length of yellow ribbon. It was about three inches |ong. Was that |ong
or short? Did he _want_ it |long--or short?

Hunmé was next. Smiling, he took a piece of black ribbon. It seened to be about the sane | ength as
John's. Pei accepted a white ribbon, having no choice. It was twice the |length of the others.

"Very well," Pei said, assum ng command as though the issue had never been in doubt. "Hungé, you
are conpetent in weapons and logistics and nmilitary tactics. Do you al so know how to handl e an
interplanetary craft?"

"I studied to be a warrior," Humé said. "I can lead a party safely over rough ground, avoiding
anbushes, and | can navigate snmall boats--or boatlike vehicles such as this one--but | did not
know what a planet was until you told ne sone hours ago. A mlitary man | earns not to operate
out side his conpetence."

Pei nodded. "John, you have a general education, but your period is the nost nodern of our three
Coul d you handl e such a craft?"

"l used to dream of being a spaceship captain,” John admitted. "I read about _Sputnik_ and the
orbital flights and really went wild. And of course |'ve |iked science fiction right along.
St andard technol ogy--well, it would be suicidal to ness with one of their spaceships. You' d need a

super conputer just to set course, and | don't know anything about conputers.”
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"Whul d they resenbl e the communi cators we have used?"

John's mouth fell open. "Yes! If a spaceship were keyed in to one of those units, it could do
anyt hing! You'd still have to watch for acceleration and free fall and incorrect orbit...."

"Yes," Pei said. "I shall be our leader--until we prepare to enter space. Then John--"
"Space!" Betsy exclained. "Wat--"

"Wl assune conmand, for he conprehends those problens best," Pei continued without a break
"When we arrive at earth--"

"Earth!"
"Not knowi ng what we will find, Hunm® will be our |eader, for we may have to fight."

He paused now, but no one had any argunent. Pei had evol ved a beautiful conprom se and an
anbitious plan, and they all knewit.

Pei reached out and took Meilan's brush. As he spoke, he nade M ddl e Ki ngdom doodl es on the fl oor
"Consi der a hypothetical case, a contest in which one side has many peopl e, nuch equi pnent, and
copious information. The other side has few people, poor equipnment, and |limted know edge. Yet it
nmust do battle no matter how small its resources. How would it best set about it?"

"Hi de and strike," Humgé said. "When Kanem was new...."

"Yes, guerrilla warfare," John agreed.

Pei nodded, continuing to wite on the floor. "The Hsiung-nu and T u Chieh--the barbarian horse-

nonads of the western and northern reaches--have enployed simlar tactics with excellent success.
But |et us suppose the case is nore exaggerated. Perhaps only five or six individuals against an
entire planet--and what they say to each other is overheard by the spies of the other side. How

m ght the smaller group prevail ?"

John | ooked at the conmmunicator, startled. Now he saw what Pei was driving at--maybe. O course
the Standards could still be listening! They wouldn't try to close in on the taxi again, but they
didn't have to. Every time the purebreds seenmed to have escaped a trap, they found a | arger one,
its jaws closing inexorably. They could not plan anything effective in range of that ever-present
St andard ear.

"The smaller group might do best to surrender,"’
anot her tinme."

Huné said, "and hope for a better opportunity at

Pei nodded no. "Yes."

_What ?_ They had already agreed _not_ to surrender! And Pei's expression indicated he was ready to
fight, yet his words were the opposite.

"Sonmetines it is possible to use a man's own power against him" Pei went on
"Judo, " John said. "He charges; you duck and throw himover your back. But | don't see how-"

"You are correct, of course," Pei said, tapping the conmuni cator panel meaningfully. "Wen the
di sparity between opposing forces is too great, there can be no contest. The smaller group can
only hurt itself by resisting."

Pei had sonething in mnd, obviously, and not what he was saying. He was speaking for the benefit
of the eavesdroppers, |leading themastray. Yet the chance of success was_ pretty snmall, in the
I ong run.

"Maybe the Standards are just waiting for us to cone to our senses,
"Less risky."

John sai d, playing along now.
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Meilan came to him "The witing on the floor--Pei has a plan," she whispered. "Wat you called
guerrilla. But not on land, not physical. On the conmunicator, in a | andscape we cannot see. Yet
we can hide in it by making fal se pictures with words--all together--while we go to the spaceship
Each nust deci de what to say, wi thout them know ng."

Then John understood. Mdern civilization could not exist wthout conmunications, and Pei had
grasped that fromthe perspective of his nmany-centuries renoval fromthe contenporary scene. If
they coul d sonehow obstruct the Standard conmuni cati ons network, there would be chaos, and in that
anarchy they very well mght take over a spaceship and escape. But how? Overall strategy was one
thing; the mundane details were another

"Pei trusts you know nmagi ¢ words. How to use the strength of their comuni cati ons system agai nst
them" Meil an whi spered.

Brother! Now it was up to himagain! How _coul d_ they change anythi ng? Nothing a person m ght say
over the phone would knock out the instrunent itself! Machines weren't enotional; they did not
make judgnents; they didn't react. Not _that_ way. About all a person could do was tie up the |line
so that no one else could call the nunber, making people mad.

John snapped his fingers. O course! "Call in false reports of our whereabouts,” he whispered to
Meilan. "And other 'false pictures.' Many of themcan be true statenments but irrel evant.
Irrelevancy still takes up tinme and channels. Just so the airways are flooded with reports that

the authorities have to pay attention to, so that when the real_report cones in, it can't be
di stingui shed fromthe others. Meanwhile don't use the communicator for our own journey; keep it
on manual . Do we have coordi nates for a space port?"

"Humé has many coordinates. | do not know how he found them" she said as she noved back toward
Pei .

Rout i ne conversation continued for a few m nutes, and the whisperings continued. Then there was a
silence. John saw Betsy naking notes and did the sane hinmsel f. They each needed an arsenal of
i rrel evancy.

Finally Pei |ooked around. The others nodded.

"Attention," Pei said as he signaled Hunmé to change course on manual. "T' u Chieh raiding parties
have been sighted on the border. Please address nme to the chief of operations.™

There was nonentary static as a connection was nade. "Please repeat the nessage,”" a nman's voice
sai d.

Pei smiled grinmy. "The Huns are invading! Notify the prefect! Al troops nust be massed for
action!"

"Your message is not clear. Who_ is--"

"Huns. Aliens. The barbarian eneny. It is alnpost too late!"

"Aliens! One nonent while | connect you with the Departnment of Extraplanetary Affairs.”

John had an inspiration. "Conmunicator! How many calls can you handl e sinul taneously?"

"Four channels are available on this unit."

"Good. Nunber them one through four. W shall call off the nunbers of the ones we wi sh to use."

Bet sy caught on at once. "Channel Two. Attention, all units within the range of this broadcast.
There is a dangerous | eakage in your primary power supply. Please shut it down until the condition
can be corrected. Thank you."

"Channel Three," Ala said. "The pal mleaf despises the hippo."

"Channel Three, your nessage is unclear," a nmale voice said. "To whomis it addressed?"
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"To those who wish to know how to kill the Zin."
"The Zin? Is that an animal? Killing is not permtted...."
"I will narrate the history, since you inquire."
"A sinple definition will suffice. The bands are crowded...."

"The river spirit of the great N ger bend was called Zin-kibaru, and he had nuch nagi c and nusic
and rul ed over the fishes and aninmals of the water. But there was al so a nman naned Faran whose
rice fields were beside the river, and every night Zin-kibaru played his nusic there and brought
the fish to eat Faran's rice. One day Faran went fishing...."

"The airways are very busy. Please define your termnore concisely."

John had been ready to start in on Channel Four but couldn't help listening to this peculiar tale.
The art of storytelling had been nore advanced in bygone centuries!

"...and only caught two hi ppopotanuses. He was angered by this tiny catch--hardly enough to feed
his mother and hinmself for supper--and decided to go fight Zin-kibaru, the water dragon. They mnet
on an island, and Faran demanded Zin's nusic. 'W shall fight for it," Zin said, "but if I wn, I
will take your canoe.' Faran was little and fat, while Zin was tall and thin. But Faran was

wi nni ng when Zin uttered this spell: 'The pal m|eaf despises the hippo.' Faran fell and lost his
canoe. "

Suddenly John nmade a connection. That was the spell Ala had used on him

"So Faran went home, ashanmed. 'You are stupid,' said his mother. 'You did not use the
counterspell.' Then Faran took another canoe and went after Zin-kibaru again. Faran was w nning,
and the Zin fled. When Faran caught up, Zin-kibaru said, 'The pal m|eaf despises the hippo.' But
Faran replied, 'If the sun strikes it, what happens to the palmleaf? And the Zin fell to the
ground. So Faran conquered the dragon and gai ned nuch power."

John couldn't pause to savor the information. "Channel Four," he said. "Relay this nmessage to the
coast guard through a random channel. As follows: Party of six purebreds observed at coordinates
2121056789, |eaving a stolen taxi. Emergency."

Mei l an nudged him "Oh-oh," he said. "Correction, Channel Four: Last two digits are one two." He
had forgotten the octal system-a gi veawnay!

"Channel Two," Betsy said. "Uh, route that through a random system" She had caught on to John's
idea: If the call really went through a randomy selected line, it would be difficult or

i mpossible to trace. "Ofice of the President: A nalfunction has been traced to your persona
comuni cations set. You are in danger fromradiation. Please shut down your set inmediately and
sunmon a repair crew. "

Humé was guiding the taxi on nmanual, and there was no sign of pursuit. Was this verbal snoke
screen working? They woul dn't know until they |landed. It was quite a group effort, though! John
listened to the babel of voices for a nonent. Pei was telling Channel One another M ddl e Ki ngdom
tale, evidently taking his cue fromA a. Meilan was on Channel Two now, explaining the psychol ogy
of I Ching and instructing the party at the other end in finding a hexagram Betsy had noved over
to Channel Three.

"Route this nessage randomy to all astrononers," Betsy was saying. "Think of a number. Add
fifteen. Subtract four. Delete the nunber you started with. Miultiply the result by twd. The nunber
you now have is twenty-two. Renenber it, and spread the word."

"That won't work," John warned her. "Renmenber, their nunbering systemis octal."
"I't is? Communicator, what is my correct answer, then?"

"Twenty-two," the voice replied.

John was taken aback. "But it _can't_ be. Not unless...."
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Pei broke off fromhis narration. "Twenty-two in octal would be read eighteen in decimal," he
said. "She's not dealing with the nunbers she supposes, but the device remains effective."

Bet sy said nothing, not wanting to contradict Pei. John was confused, too. How could they tel
what systemthe Standards used if the figures seenmed the same?

Well, back to work

"Channel Four: Route this nmessage randomly to all taxi supervisors, |abeled _Urgent!_ 'Peter Piper
pi cked a peck of pickled peppers.' " He ran through the rest of it. Then: "Request an inmredi ate
response fromall taxi passengers, and make note how many answer the question correctly. Turn in
the data to the head of the farm bureau for analysis."

Yes, they were guerrillas of conmunications, hiding behind a barrage of nonsense! It shoul dn't
work; it _couldn't_ work; but Hun® kept piloting, and there was no chall enge fromthe Standards.

"One man went to mow! " John sang joyfully, "went to now the nmeadow One nman and his dog...." For
he spied a conplex that very nmuch resenbl ed a space port, and they were gliding toward what had to
be a spaceship angl ed for takeoff.

12
_Spacej ack_
"Keep broadcasting!" Pei warned as the taxi angled in.

Hunmé knew what he was doing. The taxi never touched ground. It halted just short of the ship and
eased in toward the main lock. Then it touched, and the ports of vehicle and ship phased together

"Move in and take over, Captain,"” Pei said, grinning.

More nervous than he would adnmit, John used his ID to open the panel. He stepped through. Canute
pl unged t hrough beside him and suddenly John felt better. Any danger was di m ni shed by the
presence of the dog.

The ship was much | arger than the taxi, but no space was wasted in hallways or antechanbers. He
stood in the main travel conpartment, fromthe ook of it. Two Standards reclined in stress
couches, listening to a conmuni cati ons broadcast. They were absorbed with the nessage and did not
notice John inmediately.

"...the eyes, the head, the hands, the feet, and all the other nenbers," a fenale voice was
saying. "Then the Creator set themall in a beautiful garden, where each nmight live in confort, so
long as they were liberal in alnmsgiving and showed hospitality to all strangers.™

Ch, no! It was one of Ala's stories!

"This is a take-over," John announced | oudly. The two heads turned as he funbled for a better
word. "A piracy. A liberation." Everything sounded ridiculous! "I'massum ng conmand of this
ship."

"Ch, a spacejack," the fenal e Standard said. "Everything happens at once! First the comnetwork is
swanped with gi bberish so we can't get takeoff clearance, and now this!"

"Yes. A spacejack," John said. The word was new to him but it seemed to fit the situation nicely.

"...disguised as a leper and visited the garden. 'Ch, Eyes,' he cried. 'l amdying of this
| oat hsone di sease and must have a bed for the night.' But the Eyes were repul sed by his aspect,
and drove himaway. So he went to the Head, and said..."

"Does it have to be right now?" the male Standard demanded with irritation. "W are just starting
an orbital vacation. W'd have been gone by now if we'd had our clearance for a nonrisk ascent."
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"I't has to be now," John said. "This vicious beast is inpatient." Canute growl ed obligingly.

"...to the Stomach, who was the only one to remenber the conmand of his Creator. Stonmach gave the
| eper food and | odging and treated himkindly..."

The wonman sighed. "Very well. Sign the regular form"

"Sign the forn?" John wasn't certain they realized that he neant to steal their ship, not just
borrow it.

"The regul ar spacejack rel ease,” she said. "For the reconpense. Put your ID here." She | ooked at
hi mas though about to remark on his pale color, but courtesy restrained her

Was this legitimte? Wuld they really give up the ship at the touch of an I D? Was spacej acki ng
this common? John hesitated.

"...comanded to attend at his court. 'Why have you di sobeyed ny instructions? the Creator said.
" You were supposed to show kindness to all strangers, but when | disguised nyself and cane anong
you..."' "

But what could this ID card do except give away his location? By the tinme the Standards canme in
force, the ship would be in orbit.

John touched the IDto the small metallic panel she held out, aware that a uni que magnetic inprint
had been made. He was now officially a pirate.

The man stood up. "Good luck," he said. "She's a good vessel."

"...to the Eyes he sent blindness; to the Head, headaches; to the Hands, paralysis; to the Feet,
rheumati sm only the Stonach escaped. But the Stonmach was very stupid, and pl eaded to be all owed
to share the burdens of his brethren. So the Creator..."

"Mght | inquire," the woman said as though she knew this was none of her business, "where you
mean to voyage?"

Agai n, John hesitated.

"...decreed that all other nmenbers of the body should be forever subservient to the Stomach. The
Head should think of its confort, the Eyes nust constantly watch for its benefit, the Hands nust
procure and prepare its food, the Feet nust carry it whithersoever it needed to go..."

But again, why not? "Stonach,"” John said. "I mean, earth.”
The Standards exchanged gl ances, then shrugged.
John stuck his head back through the phased port. "All ours!"

Al a | ooked at him smling. "And that is why the Stonmach suffers pain and is exposed to nany
dangers, but still is the nost favored part of the body," she said.

* * *

Takeof f was automatic once the order had been given. They abruptly shut down the guerrilla
barrage, demanded a no-risk ascent, and got it. That nmeant their route was clear; no other ships
woul d cross their coordinates and el evation until they were through

John sat in the pilot's seat and watched the gauges intently. Al registered in their safe ranges,
as he understood them This was no nore difficult than giving the taxi a coordinate..
fortunately.

There was no bl ast of vapors as the ship took off. It nerely | aunched snmoothly into the sky at an
angl e. They watched the viewscreen, fascinated, as the ground dropped away to reveal w der and
wi der expanses of field and forest. This world of Standard was beautiful and unspoil ed, whatever
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el se it was not. Bands of cloud cane between the ship and the land. It was as though they were
sailing through floating islands. Then the cloud cover becane conplete, and the world was
featurel ess

There was a | ot of atnmposphere to traverse. The ship continued to accelerate. The first tine John
| ooked at the air-passage gauge it registered six hundred knots. Next time it was up to thirteen
hundred, and he realized they had passed through the sonic barrier wi thout even a shudder. Then
two thousand and on up, steadily and snoothly.

Apparently this was the way of it: an angling up, circling the planet, spiraling out until fully
spaceborne. Perhaps it would level off when it achieved a full orbit. This didn't strike John as
the nost efficient node of takeoff, but it certainly was easy on the passengers.

"What is your power source?" he asked the conmuni cator

"Total conversion," the ship's voice replied.

"Total conversion of _what_to _what?"_

"Of matter to energy."

That didn't help nuch. "How long will it take to get to earth?"
"Variable."

John pondered how best to get the informati on he wanted w t hout displaying his ignorance. O
course it was only a machine, but he still had his pride. There could be a thousand factors
affecting their prospective journey--the relative notions of the two planets, the choice of
trajectories, considerations of fuel consunption and timng (although this total conversion
inplied imtless fuel). No sinple schedul e was possi bl e.

But he would have to tell the others sonething. He was the pilot and the present |eader of the
group; he had to evince confidence. "Can the journey be arranged to finish in--um let ne see--in
two weeks? Wthout harmto ship or passengers or undue danger?"

"It can.”
"Good enough. Execute."
That was it. They were on their way to earth.

John was pleased with hinmself. Mich |ater he would learn that he had little reason to be. He had
asked the wrong questions, letting his pride keep himignorant of the nost rel evant fact.

* * %

The ship, which had seenmed so large at first, becane nore confining with every passing hour. There
were only two stateroons, each designed for two people. The cooking and sanitary facilities were
smal |l and hardly private. There was no way to get away fromthe crowd for any length of tine. John
decreed that at least two of themshould be on duty at all times. That made the sl eeping
accommodations sufficient. Actually, one roomm ght do for that, since each person slept only a
third of the time. The other stateroom could be reserved for waking activities, and the main
travel compartnent woul d be open to everyone all the tine.

"Humé and Pei sleep first," he said. "In eight hours Betsy and Meilan get the room After
that...." He paused as the others chuckled, realizing that he boxed hinmself into the third shift
sleeping with Ala, but there was no way to nake it conme out even. "I'Il sleep in the pilot's

chair," he said finally.
"Anot her nust pilot while you sleep," Pei pointed out. "Perhaps you can use the second room"

John nodded, disgruntled but seeing no better alternative. He was not being an effective |eader if
Pei had to bail himout like that, and he smarted. But that was the |east of the problens he was
to face. They had two weeks of close confinement to endure. It was amazi ng how rapi dly purebred
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conmpany palled. Personality conflicts began to develop in the first few hours of enforced
i dl eness.

Bet sy and Meilan did not get along. Wiile Hunmé and Pei slept and John piloted (or pretended to,
since he did not dare neddle with the ship's automatic progranm) and Al a occupi ed hersel f weaving
some ki nd of basket in the spare stateroom the two other girls sat in the main compartnent and
chatted. At first John thought it was innocent conversation, but gradually their voices sharpened,
and the subtle rancor of it becane obvious. They seened to be jeal ous of each other, though he
wasn't certain why.

Betsy was a smart, pretty, outspoken, positive Western girl, usually the first to voice an opinion
and the nost resentful of masculine prerogatives. Meilan was, despite her normally quiet denmeanor
and subdued expressi on, sonewhat nore feninine and considerably nore intelligent, however. Good
reason for jeal ousy, actually!

O course there was Pei. Betsy |liked him-that was obvious. But he was Chinese, and Meilan was the
one intended for him according to the Standard Pl an. Mre jeal ousy!

"Why don't you girls see about sonmething to eat?" John suggested, mainly to break it up

And that was disaster, for the nechanisns of the food di spenser were nysterious and the tastes of
the two girls differed strongly. Betsy wanted to order hanburgers on rye. Meilan was di snayed.
"The ground body of a cow? This is not food to eat! Such animals are for work, not butchery.”

"Ch?" Betsy said with nock sweetness. "What _do_ you eat, in the civilized Mddl e Ki ngdon"
"Fish, fow, fruit, rice, sonetimes pigs, and tea to drink."

"Fruit, rice, and tea! What a lovely neal!" Betsy said sarcastically. "Wy don't we ask Al a what
she want s?"

"OF course."

They called Ala in. "How would you like a nice fat slice of pig?" Betsy asked her
Al'a was shocked. "Swine? It is forbidden!"

"They like it in China."

Then John saw the snare. Betsy was playing one culture off against another. He was furious, but
t hought he'd better stay out of it.

They finally settled on coffee, bean curd and mel on.

After internediate hours the first shift ended. Huné and Pei reappeared, and Betsy and Meil an
retired without coming to hair-pulling, much to John's relief. Ala continued her basket-weaving in
the other room

The conpani onshi p of the nen was nore congenial, at first. Hunm® was giving sonme gruesone but
interesting detail on techniques of jungle conbat when Ala joined themin the nmain conpartnent.
She was nude.

John woul d have been anmused at the horrified reaction of the other nmales, if he had not been so
shocked hinmself. It was not that Ala was bad | ooki ng. She wasn't.

No one spoke, however. John realized that they were waiting for him It was his place, as Captain,
to handl e the problem "Put on sone clothing," he nuttered, his tongue thick

Al a | ooked at him "Wy? It is not cold.”
He found he had no sensible reason to give her. "Grls are supposed to be dressed, that's all."

"Not in Songhai. Not unmarried girls, in the heat of the day," she said.
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"Songhai is primtive," Humé said. "No good Mosl em worman exposes hersel f. At Kanem we woul d never
tolerate--"

"Ch, who cares about Kanem " she cried. "You hypocrites, you try to suppress the tribal gods!"
"We're _civilized!" Humé shouted back. "There is no god but Allah, and Muhanmad is--"

"Songhai was anci ent before Mihanmad ever existed," she said. "The kings of Mali and Songhai and
Kanem only converted for political expedience. They never believed."

"Co and get clothed!" Hun® said, furious. "A woman has no place talking of politics and religion."
"Hi ppo!" she said, |eaving.

John turned on Humé. "It was _my_ job to send her back. |'m | eader now "

Humé shrugged nassive shoul ders and faced himwi th an assuned bl andness. "Wy did you not do so,
t hen?"

"Because you butted in!'" But he realized as he spoke that he was being irrational. He was jeal ous
of Humé the sanme way Betsy was jeal ous of Meilan. Wien he was a third party he coul d be objective;
when he was the second party his enptions got in the way. He resented Hung's authority over Al a.

"I had understood that you both were Mbslem" Pei renarked to Hung.

"The royal houses are devout. The villages, the countryside--" Humé shrugged again. "Belief is
slow to change, and there are many primtives. Even the king does not attenpt to hold conpletely
to Mbslemcustom It isn't expedient."

"So she really believes in nature gods and things?" John asked, intrigued now.

"No," Ala said, reentering fully robed. "Wen a spirit grows too violent, | can tell himthe wood
he is made of. But |'mnot sanctinoni ous about Allah, either."

"Well, we all have different religions, | guess," John said. "I'mChristian, and so is Betsy."
"Meilan and | are Confucian," Pei said. "Though she is also a Buddhist, while | am Taoist."
"You belong to _two_ religions?" John asked, anazed.

"Certainly. They are conplenentary, not exclusive."

"That's ridiculous. You can't worship two gods!"

"Way not ?"

"It just isn't--you _can't, that's all!" But he felt his noral footing eroding. These new
concepts were disquieting.

"What is there to prevent ne? Though of course Confucius is not a god. The principle remains."
"There is no god but Allah," Humé put in.

"No!" John excl ai ned.

_"No?"_ Humé stood up, |ooking very much the warrior

"W nust have religious tolerance," Pei said quickly.

"Why?" Humé demanded. "It only leads to a shanel ess exposure."

Al a | ooked angry now.

"W can't argue like this,
stick together."

John said. "W have an inportant mssion to acconplish. W have to
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Humé sat down slowy. "That is right. | would not care to begin ny hajj in blood."

* * k%

The respite was brief. Half and hour later Betsy burst into the nain conpartment in a Standard
nightie, hair flouncing. She pointed an accusing finger at John. "Your dammed aninal! Do you know
what he's done?"

Oh-oh. John could snell it now.
"Right on ny dress!" she said indignantly.

John coul d understand her feelings, but had to defend Canute. "W're cooped up on a spaceship. He
can't just go outside. So he | ooked for sone newspaper, and if your tunic happened to be fol ded
into a square--"

“I'f I catch him" she said, "I"'"lIl rub his ugly nose in it!"

"Stay away fromhinm" John said, alarned. "He knows you don't like him He's not vicious, but if
you touch him-"

"Well, keep himout of ny roonl Who's going to clean it up?"

"I will," John said. "He's nmy dog. | won't punish him though, because | know he was trying to do
the right thing."

"Wait till he does it on _your_ clothing!"

But John didn't have to clean it up. Huné had already taken care of the matter. Then Al a produced
t he basket she had been nmeking. "It is for Canute," she said, "for he has no place to sl eep except
the floor."

"Ch. Thanks," John said, nonplussed. "But |I'mnot sure--I nean, he never slept in a basket before.

He's a big dog--"
"Canute!" she call ed.

Tai | waggi ng uncertainly, Canute approached. Humé canme and lifted himinto the basket. Canute was,
as John said, a big dog; he weighed well over fifty pounds and did not |ike to be picked up. But
he put up with this without protest, sniffed the basket frominside, turned around a couple of
tinmes, and settled down, the last six inches of his tail still wagging.

Canute had a honme of his own, now.

* * %

John did not sleep well. He had supposed that everything would run smoothly once they got
spaceborne and overcane the problenms of escape from Standard. |nstead, the purebred group seened
to be fragnenting. Every nenber was an individual with his own culture and his own interests, and
these did not nesh neatly with each other. In the enclaves there had been little real friction
and he realized now that this was because the supporting cast of Standards had been playing parts.
In this sense their present group was better, because people had to live real |ives and have real
i nteractions before they could get into real argunents. That didn't nake those differences

pl easant! John felt a cold ripple of anger whenever he thought of Humé's overbearing attitude. It
was to this primtive that John would have to turn over the | eadership of the group once they

| anded on earth. That galled himincreasingly. How could an African native know anythi ng about
twentieth-century or twenty-fourth-century probl ens? What woul d becone of the purebreds?

Then there was Ala. He liked Ala, for no reason he could pin down, and this nade himnore

consci ous of the differences between their cultures. She wore gold earrings that no American girl
could afford, yet lived in sone nud-brick hovel. John was sure he would not tolerate life in
Songhai for nore than a few days and that Al a would not appreciate Anerican life, either--apart
fromthe fact that both of their existences were artificial. They would all have to cone to terns
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with Standard--or wth whatever planet earth had becone.

The sl eepi ng schedul e degenerated, and John didn't try to correct it. One stateroom becane the
boys' bedroom anytinme; the other, the girls'. Anybody could be up or down at any given nonent.
The ship noved on.

* * %

Then pursuit devel oped. John had been meking a routine check, questioning the ship's conmunicator
about various matters, and |l earned of this al nost by accident.

John alerted the others that they were being followed. "Another spacecraft,"” he explained, "is

traveling a simlar course to ours, and gaining. It could be coincidence."
"After we spacejacked this ship? Ha-ha!" Betsy said sourly.
"Change course and see," Humé said. "If it still follows...."

"That woul d del ay our approach to earth," John pointed out. "And if it _is_after us, we would be
ti pping our hand. Right nowit is gaining slowmy. It could speed up."

"Do we have any weapons?" Pei asked.

"No," Humé said. "I have been |looking. This is a pleasure craft. There is nothing that will strike
t hrough space."

"Why don't we just run?" Betsy said. "Maybe we can get to earth before it catches us."

"Not if it is armed,” Humé said grimy. "The deer never escapes the lion, once narked for the
kill."

They | ooked at John. He was the captain.

Canut e passed through the room heading for his water dish.
"That dog!" Betsy exclained. "They're zeroing in on himagain!"
"Ch, don't start that," John said, disgusted.

"He's been the cause of trouble all along. A spy in our mdst, one way or another. W should put
hi m out the port."”

"Afine animal like this?" Hun® demanded, surprising John. "He is a nenber of our group. He is no
spy. "

"How do you know?" Betsy asked, displeased.

Humé put his hand out, snapping his fingers. "I know aninmals. Here, Canute!”

The dog canme to him tail wagging. Huné patted the white head.

Ala turned to John. "What is your decision about the ship?"

"Nothing. We'll ignore it and see what happens.” John waited for argunent, but there was none.

* * %

It turned out to be a false alarm The other ship was not at all close by terrestrial definitions,
and intine it deviated fromthe coincidental course and went its way w thout ever coning closer
than a hundred thousand niles. John's policy had been vindicated, but he felt little relief.

Bet sy and Meilan got al ong worse than ever, and neither associated with Ala apart from necessary
routine. Pei kept to hinself, except for frequent conversations with Betsy; obviously there was a
rather close relationship formng there that also irritated Meilan. And Hun®. ..
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Humé pl ayed with Canute. He defended the dog against Betsy's conplaints and took over both feeding
and cl eanup chores. He would strip to a kind of loincloth and ronp with the dog for hours at a
time. Canute woul d bound over the stress couches (strewi ng dog hairs, Betsy said) of the trave
conmpartnent while Huné dived after him Just as Humé cane close, the dog woul d dodge aside, and
the friendly chase woul d begin again. Sonetimes they reversed it, the dog chasing the nman

John hid his jealousy. Once he had played with Canute |ike that. Now the dog treated himwith a
certain indifference. Sonmetimes he felt like killing Hung.

* k* *

The nmood changed one day out fromearth. As the planet appeared on the screen and the ship began
the enormous spiral of the approach, the tension seemed to lift fromeach of them and their

di fferences becane | ess inportant. They did not talk about earth directly but cane at it
obl i quel y.

"Are we really so different?" Ala asked. "Do we have to quarrel about our basic beliefs?"
_No! _John wanted to cry.

In a noment John, Meilan, and Ala were all talking at once. Then just as suddenly they stopped,
excited and enbarrassed.

"W have slightly different physical characteristics," John said, realizing it hinself as he
spoke. "Wiite, yellow, black--it's only color, a trifling distinction. W're all human beings."

"Can it be," Meilan murnured, "that the Standards are _not_ hunan bei ngs? Wiy have they separated
us fromthensel ves?"

"And from each other," John said. "They tried to stop us fromgetting together."
"Except for a small mstake...." Al a said.

_"Was_ it a mistake?" Meilan inquired. "Or was it nerely an intrigue, nmeant to seema nistake, to
tantal i ze our curiosity?"

"And was our escape too easy?" John said, picking up the theme. "Did they want_us to find each
other, to nake a break for it, fighting off just enough pursuit to convince us that _this_ tine it
was real...?"

"And are they watching and listening now, to | earn how well we dance on the string?" A a
continued, "Are we still in the enclave...?"

John | ooked at the two girls. "I think we'd better call in Pei and Hunmé and Betsy. W may have
sone harsh decisions to nake."

13
_Monunent Earth_

"The answer is easy," Humé said. "Destroy the communicator. It is nothing but a spirit ear
listening to everything we say. Use the manual controls to land on earth.”

"We'd crash,” John said i mediately. "Wthout the communi cator we'd be a derelict. It is not just
an ear; it seenms to govern the whole ship.”

"W are not entirely helpless,"” Pei said. "W have tried to run, and perhaps we have only del uded
ourselves. Perhaps it is time to negotiate.”

"You nmean we should offer to stop running if they stop chasing?" John asked. "Just agree to be
ni ce, contented zoo speci nens?"

"I doubt we were ever in that category. They could readily have drugged us or put us in rea
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cages. W may be uni que but not as exhibits."
_"Ask," Hunmé said, irritated by this inaction
"Comuni cat or--what is our status?"

There was no hesitation. "Mnunental," the nmachine replied.

They had heard it clearly, but what did it mean? That they were very inportant? That didn't help.

"Pl ease explain,"” John said nervously.
"It will be better for you to conplete your mssion. Then you will understand."

"But our missionis to escape to earth!"

"Precisely."
"It bal ked!" Betsy said, amazed. "I thought it was just an answering service."
John spread his hands, baffled. "I guess they aren't going to stop us. For what that's worth."

"Or _tell us, either," Betsy added.

"I't could be reverse psychol ogy,
that we _won't_ go."

John said. "Letting us think they want_ us to go to earth so

"So let's _go!"_ Betsy said.
No one di sagreed.

* k* *

Earth | ooked just like Standard: cloudy. The ship spiraled down, taking its predeternined tine,
and they waited with what patience and tension their separate natures provided. As they got down
in the atnosphere, the viewscreen becane foggy, fromeither the clouds or sone type of
interference, and they had to trust to the programentirely. John was perversely gratified: They
certainly would_have crashed on manual

At |ast the ship touched down.

"Let's nove out," Hunmé said. It irked John that the African had not waited for any offer or
cerenony. He had sinply assumed comrand.

But the port would not phase open. "Don suits," the comunicator said.
"Suits? This is earth!" John said.
There was no answer.

"Survey visually," Humé said, and John obeyed, though the order rankl ed.

The screen now showed a snoky plain, barren of building or tree. "Looks as if there had just been
a forest fire," John said, "or a volcanic eruption. Al burned out."

"Where _are_ we, on earth?" Betsy asked the comruni cator
"Monunment Washi ngton Anerica, |anding zone."

_"Monunent _ Anerica? As in--well--gravestone? Is it dead?"
"Yes."

She | ooked at the bleak inmage again silently. John had sone notion of her thoughts, for he shared
them _This_ was their heritage?
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Humé energed fromthe supply room bearing an arnful of paraphernalia. He handed a linp outfit to
each of them John donned his suit listlessly. The drive had gone out of him He was sickly
certain that all they would find outside was nore devastation. No wonder the Standards weren't
worried! Where could the captives go when all that was outside the enclaves, away from Standard
was this?

The suit inflated, sealing itself about him It was not at all heavy, and it flexed jointlessly as
he noved, offering no substantial resistance. The others seened |ike nmannequins--fat of |inb and
body, bul bous of head, yet obviously human. Their inflated hel net pieces were opaque on top and
transl ucent around the sides, so as to protect the head fromglare; but each face was fully

vi si bl e.

Canute canme up, tail waggi ng hopefully. He didn't want to be left behind! "Sorry, dogleg," John
said. "No suit for you."

Tail down, the dog went to Humé. Hunmé hesitated, then returned to the storage room John thought
he was goi ng for one of the pseudo-bones as consol ation, but he enmerged with another suit. It was
an animal suit! It was quadrupedal and adjustable, with a bellowslike torso and straps to secure
it about feet, tail, and head. It | ooked as though it could be adapted to fit al nost any cani ne or
feline in Canute's approxi mate wei ght range. Humé had taken the trouble to check out the ship's
supplies carefully and so had been prepared.

Canute was not entirely pleased with the outfit. For one thing it prevented him from scratching
hinself or nipping at fancied fleas. But he tolerated it as just one nore of the strange

requi renents of human association. He gave a nuffled woof! _inside his egg-shaped hel net and
wagged hi s padded tail

Only when all suits were tight would the port phase open. There didn't seemto be any nmechani sm
for interpersonal conmunications, so they had to shout loudly in their separate enclosures in
order to be heard, and then their words were badly nuffl ed.

They filed out. John held his breath as the dust swirled around him but his air remai ned pure.
Heat ri ppl es showed wherever he | ooked, but his body was confortable. This suit, |ike other
St andard equi pnment, was nore sophisticated than it seened fromthe outside

Hunmé touched his helnet to each of the others in turn and shouted instructions. To John he said:
"Rear guard. Watch behind us."

John nodded, still sullen. He woul d have preferred to argue but knew he was being i mmature. Humé
_was_ their | eader now, by compn agreenent, and a rear guard _was_ necessary, and sonmebody _did_
have to do it. The others were watching the sides and the ground and the sky while Humé | ed the
way.

Canute tried to sniff the ground, but his helmet frustrated that, so he contented hinself with
circling the group constantly. Had Humé given the dog instructions, too?

They trekked about half a nmile, and the barrens were unchanged. It was getting boring. The
communi cat or had spoken truly: Earth was dead. They could walk until they died and find not hing
but desert.

John stared right at it for five or six seconds before it registered. The back side of one of the
rubbl e-rocks they had passed was flat, and a nmetal plaque was set in it. Gvilization! John
started to run toward the marker but renenbered his assignment. He had to warn the others in case
the thing were booby-trapped!

"Hune!" he yelled, but no one heard. He ran to Meilan, who was watching the left, took her arm
and poi nted. She nodded and went to the next in |line, gesturing. Then Canute canme around on
another circuit, herding the people together as though they were sheep. "Fetch Hunmé!" John yell ed,
and the dog bounded off.

Soon they were all looking at it froma respectable distance. Hun® gestured to the others to wait
while he circled the stone. He scooped up a rock and hurled it with inpressive force and accuracy
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so that it bounced off the plaque. Wen not hi ng happened, he approached it and studied the
witing. Finally he waved the others in.

The plaque was in English--as it should be, for the Anerican sector, John realized. Probably
what ever nonunents they had in China or Africa were in synbols or Arabic. Only John and Betsy
could read this one. It said: Confort Station._ That was all

Betsy's | aughter resounded tinnily. She stepped up to the stone and felt along the top with her
suited hand. There was a button just above the plaque, and she pressed it.

The ground quivered, then becanme fluid. John junped away as his feet sank in, and the others did
the sane. "Deadfall!" Humé cried thinly, and Canute yel ped.

They had been standi ng on a shaped, opaque ground panel. Now its pseudo-sand had phased out, and a
pit gaped. But it was not a trap. A ranp |ed downward under the nmarker, and an archway showed. It
was just another Standard device: an entrance to the confort station

Humé exchanged gl ances with the others, then shrugged and | ed the way down. The panel phased

cl osed above them and a gentle illumnation devel oped fromthe floor. At the bottomthere was a
second curtain that phased open as they approached. Beyond that was a Standard octagona
residential and refreshnment chanber.

They renoved their helnets, letting their suits deflate. The suits had not been tiring, but the
continual buffeting by the blow ng dust and the roughness of the terrain had taken their natura
toll

"W never |left Standard,"” Ala said at | ast.

The ot hers nodded, knowi ng what she neant. Wat use was it to travel fromone world to another
when not hi ng was changed? They were still unable to operate w thout draw ng on Standard
arrangenents.

"So do we give up now?" Betsy asked bitterly. "That's what the conmuni cator neant, isn't it? That
we' d discover our own futility...."

She trailed off as John gestured toward the speaker vent of the confort station's apparatus. They

still could not hold a private conversation--if that made any difference now.
"I doubt it," Pei said, answering Betsy's second question. "It classified us as 'nonunental,' and
that is still not clear. W have not yet found what we cane for."

"Does it exist--what we canme for?" Milan asked.

"If this is a typical standard unit...." John began.

"I't's not_typical," Betsy said. "All the cubicles are open at once. No rotation."

She was right. It was probably the only conmpartment in the area, and outside was nothing but
desert.

"Well, you're the leader," John told Humé.
Hunmé | ooked nervous. "I ama warrior. This--this is not war as | knowit."

Sonehow this went far to dispel John's dislike of him Hunm® was aware of his own limtations. He
knew when to call it quits.

"Communi cator," Meilan asked suddenly, "what are we here to | earn?"
"You are here to appreciate your tenporal and cultural franmework."
"In this desert? What _is_ our framework?"

"The nonunent of earth."
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"It's still talking riddles!" Betsy exclained angrily.
Meil an was unperturbed. "Earth is dead. W are living. How can we be part of this nmonunent?"

"You are sanple mani festations of the history and culture of Honp sapiens --the aninate portion
of the nonunent."”

"Thus we are nonunental ," Pei nurnured.

"The history of man," Betsy said, thoughtful now "Hi s devel opnent, his wars, his manners,
religions, and races. Through all time. That's an interesting kind of monunent.”

"Race against time," John said. "That's what we are--three sanple races, each set in an
appropriate place and time. Very clever contrast of settings.”

"How did earth die?" Milan asked the communi cat or
"The nonunents illustrate.”

Pei smiled. "You need to be nore specific in your phrasing. Cbviously it isn't going to tell you
the entire history of a world in one instant, especially since that seenms to be the job the
monunents are equi pped to do. This is nmerely the--confort station.™

"How did T ang di e?" she asked, undaunt ed.

"The nmonunents illustrate.”

"Where can we find the T ang nonunent ?"

The conmuni cator gave a series of digits--a |long series.

"The coordi nate of the nonunent at Wei," Pei said. "That one alone. The real Wi, not the nock-up
on Standard."

"Data insufficient."

It was Meilan's turn to smile. "The coordinate of the nmonument where the M ddle Kingdomcity of
Wei once stood."

The conmuni cator gave it.
"But this is _earth!"_ Betsy protested. "What's it doing with Standard coordi nat es?"

"Whay not ?" John asked her. "They can apply their systemto one planet as easily as to another
W use feet and niles wherever we are."

"How do we reach the Wei nonunent?" Meilan asked it.
"Sumon a conveyance. "
"I prefer to learn of Songhai," Al a said.

Humé finally reasserted his | eadership. "W shall take turns. W shall return to our ship and
travel to each monunment in turn. First Wi, then--"

"Mopti," Ala put in.
"And finally--"
"Newt on, " John sai d.

"After we have seen our nonunents and | earned what we can fromthem we shall decide what to do,"
Humé sai d.
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* * *

Pei and Meilan went out to see their nonunent alone. The renmining four stayed in the ship and
pl ayed tournanent tick tack toe. No one had the nerve to conjecture about the report that m ght
emanate fromthe M ddl e Ki ngdom

Two hours later the two returned. Pei |ooked shaken, and Meilan had been crying. John rem nded
hinsel f that the Chinese enpires had been ravaged repeatedly by civil wars, changes of dynasty,
and foreign conquests, though the essential culture always reasserted itself in a few decades or
centuries. To Pei and Meilan that history was the future, real and personal. Had they seen W
razed by the Mongol s? The popul ace ravaged by the British, the Japanese? O were worse things
buried within that vast history he hardly conprehended? _\Wat had they seen?_

"Mopti," Humé said quietly.

The ship lifted, slanted, dropped. Again the dust and cl ouds conceal ed any view they night have
had.

Humé and Al a departed. Neither Pei nor Meilan seened inclined to socialize yet, so John pl ayed
cryptics with Betsy: Each would invent a sinple letter-transposition, apply it to sone famliar
quot ation, and give the coded nessage to the other to solve. Both were having trouble, because it
was hard to concentrate.

Meilan cried silently for a tine, and Pei put his arm about her shoulders in the first open
di splay of affection either had shown. Betsy, aware of it, kept her eyes fixed on the code
sentence. John coul d understand her mixed jeal ousy and conpassion. Those two had shared a
traumati c experience that brought themtogether.

John solved his riddle first. "Thucydides!" he cried. " 'To fanous nen all the earth is a
sepul cher."' "

"Yes!" Meilan exclainmed and cried sone nore. Both John and Betsy were taken aback. The quotation
di d have an unconfortabl e rel evance!

Finally Humé and Ala returned. Hum® was angry, his large hands clenching and uncl enching, but he
was not shattered. Al a | ooked once at John, lips tight, and turned away.

_The slave trade! _ He knew at once that she had seen it and that anything that m ght have been
bet ween t hem was over. Wiy hadn't he realized before that this would happen? He coul d have warned
her. Humé, the warrior, understood the realities of war, conquest, and exploitation; Ala did not.
She was a citizen of civilized Songhai

But nowit was the white man's turn. "John, I'mafraid," Betsy whispered, taking his hand in a way
she had not done before. He nodded, dry-nouthed, but they had to go.

14
_Deci sion_

Newt on Monunent: just a short trek through the desert. It was an enpty, transparent octagon-
floored structure fifty feet on a side. John and Betsy entered by phasing directly through the
entrance wall and doffed their suits. Qutside the perpetual dust stormraged visibly but silently;
inside it was pleasant.

"Now what ?" Betsy nused, | ooking about.
"There nust be a starting button somewhere.™
Near the door panel they discovered a button marked _I|nauguration of sequence. John depressed it.

"Wel come, Stans," the comrunicator voice said. "This is Mnunent Anerica, l|ocation north-central
nunber fifteen. This structure conmenorates the significant history of the ground covered by this
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structure.”
Bet sy | ooked perpl exed. "How s that agai n?"

"It's the history of a hundred feet square!" John exclainmed, intrigued. "The area, | nean. You
know - anyt hi ng that happened _right here.” _

"Ch? What about the rest of Anerica? Hi story doesn't happen just in one place, you know, even when
that one place is Newton."

"Quess we'd better play along and find out." But he was dubious hinself. As far as he knew, New on
had no significant history--not where world events were concerned. It was strictly backwater. Yet
here was the nonument.

The voice was silent, and they had nothing to contenplate but a | evel floor and the brown swir
out si de.

"There's a line on the floor," Betsy said. "Alnost a path. Do you suppose...?"

As she wal ked along it, the voice resuned, causing her to stop. "Circa forty-five thousand B.S. E. --
Before Standard Era--the first man passed this site. A single _Hono sapi ens neanderthal ensis, _
probably garbed and arned as you see...."

Here a man appeared, startling them He wal ked through the wall and into the center of the
chanber, glancing occasionally to left and right. He was stocky and hirsute, barely five feet

tall, with a flat-vaulted head and pronounced brow ridges and no apparent chin, yet in a hat and a
suit he could have nmixed with the popul ace of nodern Newton. He wore |leather, the fur side in, and
carried a wooden spear, a w cked-1ooking stone hand ax, and an assortnment of flint inplenments. One
of these fell fromhis crude belt when his attention was distracted by a flying hawk and renai ned
lost in the ground cover: the sole evidence of his passage.

"No further visitations occurred at this tine," the voice said. "Settlenent of this heni sphere was
erratic and | argely unsuccessful, perhaps because of linted technol ogy and unfavorable climatic
conditions."

Betsy started to say sonething as the voice stopped but deci ded on action instead. She noved a
little farther along the line, and the commentary continued.

"Circa fifteen thousand B.S.E. _Honp sapiens_ appeared in force, admtted to the continent by a
tenporary contraction of the Laurentide ice sheet and the Rocky Muntain sheet before the rise in
ocean | evel blocked the Bering corridor. In this region nastodons were hunted."

There was a rousing presentation of that portion of a nmastodon chase that occurred on the

i mredi ate site. John was fascinated, never having realized that el ephants once lived wild in
Anerica. But Betsy, inpatient to get to nore recent events, began wal king slowy along the |ine.
The scene vani shed in mid-hunt, and a new | ecture began. But Betsy did not stop

John followed, since there was nothing el se to do unless he wanted to nake an issue of it. He
could always run the sequence through again later, if it cane to that. So he was treated to
tantalizing glinpses of the various hunting and food-gathering cultures of this region, each
fragment sonme hundreds or thousands of years after the |ast.

This site was apparently astride the major north-south corridor between the retreating ice sheets,
and tribes migrating fromAsia through Al aska had to pass here before debouching into the nain
continent. Thus there was fairly constant turnoil until the ice age passed. Around 10,000 B.S. E.
the culture was nomadi c, the hunters bringing down seeni ngly inexhaustible American bison. By
circa 7000 the plain grew dry and hot, the large gane left, and only the gatherers were able to
make a bare living. The clinate aneliorated by 4000, bringing the bison back. By 2000 a village of
pottery-nmaki ng, burial-nmound-buil ding Amerinds occupied the site, doing sone Iimted farning

In 1600 B.S.E. --John translated this into his ternms as A D. 500 to 800--nore sophisticated
agricultural tribes encroached fromthe east, settling and absorbing the natives. The newconers
were the Siouan. The Caddo noved up fromthe south, building earth-covered | odges, and their
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subgroup, the Pawnee, hunted at the site. Finally a migration of quite a different nature

devel oped: The white man came, bringing horses and guns. The French expl ored and domi nated the
region; then it passed over to the Spanish, then back to the French. In 292 it was purchased by
the recently energing Union

"The Loui si ana Purchase!" John cried. "That was 1803!"

Bet sy i gnored hi mand wal ked on

"The Goths were originally from Sweden," the narrator said. "Teutonic barbarians who m grated
across the Baltic Sea in the fifth century B.C., displacing the Scythians and Sarmati ans there.
Then down across the plains of southern Russia toward Hungary and the valley of the Danube, where
they settled in the second century A.D. In this period the Goths becane excellent horsenmen and

| earned the use of a vital device, the stirrup. Wth this equi pment a heavy caval ryman coul d keep
his seat in the saddle and sustain the shock of the lance's inpact."

"This is American history?" Betsy demanded. "They aren't even using B.S.E dates!"

John wat ched the scene, confused but fascinated. Munted, vaguely kni ghtlike horsenen were
chargi ng across a plain, their long |lances | evel ed. The narrator explai ned how, under pressure
fromthe Huns, the Visigoths and Ostrogoths had noved into Ronman territory and encountered
difficulty there.

"...Adrianople in 378. Enperor Valens drew up the Roman inperial arny in the historic fashion
| egi ons nassed in the center, and attacked...."

"It's Roman history!" John cried. "It really _is!"_
"What's it doing _here?"_ Betsy said.

But John was al ready absorbed in the unfolding battle. The Ronman infantry was advanci ng agai nst
the Gothic footnmen. John was sure the Romans would win, since he knew they had fornmed one of the
nost powerful enpires of all time. He was nmistaken. Goth horsenen appeared at the side, charging
agai nst the Roman flank and sweeping the infantry before them The carnage was appalling, and the
Ronman arny was w ped out.

"Thus medi eval warfare was instituted in Europe by the Goths," the narrator said, "and the

t housand- year -1 ong domi nance of the heavy cavalry in...."
The voice and i nage vani shed. Betsy had stepped forward agai n.

"In 228 B.S.E. the territory the site occupied was adnmtted to the Union as the state of Nebraska,
but the site itself was unrenmarkable. It was part of a field of barley situated sonewhere between
the South Loup and Platte rivers. In 110 the barl ey dininished and died, the victim of

envi ronnental pollution."”

Bet sy stopped wal ki ng.

"...npst serious nmenace to life on earth,” the voice was saying. "It developed first in the nost
popul ous and industrial regions but spread rapidly until no portion of earth, sea, or atnpbsphere
was untainted. This site was only marginally affected"--the picture showed a weedy waste--"and the
renovati on program of 105 brought it back to full yield." Nowthe field was verdant again.

"Newt on!" John said. "Wiere is Newton? This is the site of Newton, Nebraska. W' ve passed
1960...."

"Ch, be quiet," Betsy snapped. "That was an enclave on Standard. There was never any such place on
earth."

Chastened, he shut up. But it was like the death of a friend.

"...the solution," the voice continued. "But this was illusory. The problemwas international in
scope. The advanced nations suffered first and so defined the problemfirst and acted accordingly,
and this elimnated the worst of fenders and gave the world a stay of execution. But industrial
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technol ogy was spreadi ng explosively, and its early phase necessarily brought nassive pollution--
chemical, radioactive, thermal, sonic, aesthetic. Thus the nations who had reduced their personal
standard of living in the interest of a sanitary environment saw their efforts dissipated by the
excesses of the enmergents, who could not yet afford to apply restraints or limt thenselves to
nonpol | utant sources of power. By 80 B.S.E. the second crisis was at hand...."

The field was a waste again. This tine not even the weeds could grow.

"As with nost conflicts of national interest, it came swiftly to war. Conventional weapons were
banned, however, for they were thensel ves form dable polluters. This war was muted, undecl ared,
apolitical--but still savage. The killing stroke was bacterial--a plague strain agai nst which the
popul aces of the favored nations were inoculated in advance."”

The scene showed a nan staggering through the barren field. H s face was swollen and greenish, his
eyes so bl oodshot as to have no whites. He clutched at his throat as though he could not breathe
and fell, to gasp a few tinmes before shuddering to still ness.

"The inoculant did not reach every citizen of the favored," the narrator observed, "nor was it
deni ed every citizen of the unfavored." There was no picture for that, of course, since only loca
scenes were shown.

"Ni nety percent of the outcast peoples died in the first strike, and twenty percent of the poor
the old, and the racial, ethnic, or religious mnorities in the favored nations."

Bet sy turned to John, white-faced. "They played politics--with genocide!" she whispered, appall ed.

John felt cold. "They'|ll pay--_we'll_ pay," he said. "W _have_ paid--that's why this country is a
desert now. "

"The few survivors of that bacterial strike in the unfavored regions turned ferociously against
the favored and succeeded in destroying the secret factories and | aboratories that manufactured
the inoculant. Both plague-strain and inoculant were artificial. The human body tended to
manuf act ure anti bodi es agai nst both. This hardly sl owed the plague, because it was usually fatal
within sixty hours of infection; but it nullified the inoculant in the systemin the course of
mont hs. Every three nonths a revised formula had to be adm nistered to counteract this. Thus with
the I oss of the laboratories the favored were doonmed to the same extinction as the unfavored."

"Enough! " Betsy cried, stepping forward to cut off the sight of well-dressed white men and wonen
and children staggering through the field, gasping and falling. Again there were only glinpses and
snatches of lecture: world population falling frombillions to nmillions, "pures" of any color
systematically hunted and butchered, the entire world laid waste. The field becanme figuratively
buried in bones. By the tinme the survivors had renovated a factory and produced a trickle of new

i nocul ant, the plague had spent itself. Perhaps one percent of the population of the world had
turned out to be naturally inmune.

In the virtual absence of nan, however, the environnment slowy recovered. The |and turned green
again. Flowers appeared between the skeletons of the Newton site.

Man survived in the formof the Standards. Naturally resistant to the plague and of indeterm nate
race, they shaped their culture around an intense aversion to waste or pollution in any form They
had few animals and fewer other resources, but the conplete technol ogy of mankind was avail abl e.
In a century they had recovered the | evel of affluence enjoyed by their predecessors, though only
a fraction of the nunbers. This was the first century S.E., Standard Era.

By the end of the second century S.E. they had surpassed the previous pinnacle of civilization
handi ly. Their nunbers renmi ned deliberately | ow, and conservation and renovation renmained their
effective religion, but their society became stagnant. This did not disturb the magjority, for that
was the definition of the malady: that the majority sought no change. But an activist nminority
feared for the future and conjectured that the same rigid unifornity that pronoted peace and

pl enty and an am cabl e environment was stifling the creativity and drive of the species.

There were, it devel oped, procreative banks dating fromthe period when nany races existed on
earth. It was possible to nurture infants of those races who woul d, genetically, be as "pure" as
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any races had ever been, though their societies were long extinct. Here on the Newton site an
i magi nary town was built, incorporating all the known el enents of one of those societies. John's
town of Newton appeared in the inage.

John and Betsy, shocked, did not need to listen to the rest. They now understood their place in
this schene. Parentless and rootless, they were called nonunents, to justify the project and
nullify the form dabl e Standard prejudi ce agai nst their deviant type. They were called |iving
nmonunments, but they were nore than that. Mich nore

* k* *

"Now we know," Pei said. "There nmay have been nmistakes in the program and perhaps they
underestimated us, but we remain very nuch in the Standard world."

"M stakes!" Hung said. "That blunder when Meilan was sent to visit ne--total inconpetence.”

"Not to mention things like letting Roman history leak into American history--and never correcting
it," John said.

"To a flea, the lion seens stupid," Ala nurnured. "Yet the flea needs the lion nore than the lion
needs the flea."

"They underestinated us because their culture is in stasis," Betsy said. "A planetary bureaucracy
that can't even keep track of its ID cards or organize an effective pursuit!”

"Perhaps they are nerely nore civilized than we," Meilan said. "They would hesitate to use such
vi ol ent methods and woul d not know how to react to violence. So they delayed while we continued."

"So maybe we _are_ different," John said. "Those procreative banks--they woul dn't have represented
the dull or unfit, exactly. Hgh I.Q stock. Maybe we will_ acconplish nore--given the chance."

"W shall _take_the chance!" Hung said.

"But there is nothing left for us on earth!" Ala protested. "W have nowhere to go but Standard."
"Surely you realize that Standard _is_ earth,"” Pei said.

John choked back his exclamation, hiding his ignorance.

Mei | an nodded agreenent. "Renenber those alternate coordi nates? W wondered how t he system coul d
wor k, when each coordinate identified two_ places on the gl obe. Now we know that one is al ways
for Standard, the other for earth. The Standards renovated their own half but left the rest as a
per petual nonument to the m stakes of the past. So that man woul d never forget."

John was di smayed. "So we never really left the planet! W just spiraled around for two weeks!
never thought to check the proximty of Standard once we were on our way."

"It was a necessary period," Pei said kindly. "W had to have tinme to get to know each other."
"Necessary!" Betsy said indignantly. "It was a dirty trick!"
John |iked her better for that.

"Necessary," Pei repeated firmy. "W _are_of different cultures, and they do not mx readily
except when under comon stress. The conventions of dress, diet, religion...."

John remenbered. Yes, they were different--and he was not about to refute his basic beliefs for
the sake of group unity. Betsy was difficult, but she shared his views in the inmportant natters.
But what common ground coul d they have--except that of Standard culture? The | anguage ni ght be the
sane, but so nuch el se was dismayingly different!

"We _can_ work together,"” Pei said. "For the sake of our freedom we can conproni se--anong
oursel ves, not the Standards. We have done it so far."
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"I'f we becone a group of our own, isolated," Ala said slowy, "and married between the races, and
our children did the sane--would not our |ineage beconme Standard?"

That needed no answer. The Standards were the result of the mixing of the races of mankind. The
monent the purebreds crossed the racial lines, their distinction vani shed.

"I think," Meilan said quietly, "that the enclaves are a worthy project, after all."

And there it was. Wat could they acconplish as refugees that would i nprove on what the activist
Standards had in mnd? The world of the Standards was the real world now, and that was where the
changes had to be nade. If race were the answer to species vitality, it would be a crine to
destroy what had been done so far, but it rankled John mghtily. He had fought hard for his
i ndependence; was he now neekly to acqui esce, admitting that all his aspirations had been wong?

"But that |eaves us even nore isolated--fromthe Standards and from each other," Betsy said. "Wom
will our children marry?"

"There are other cells in the procreative banks," the ship's conmunicator said, startling them
"If the pilot group succeeds, nmany nore purebreds will be raised, replacing the Standards
presently in the enclaves."

It would succeed if only they let it, John realized. G adually the enclaves woul d becone genui ne
as nore and nore true Caucasi ans, Negroids, and Mongoloids filled them Wy, then, did he stil
have this urge to fight?

"But we don't have to live in ignorance!" he cried. "W can visit each other, we can study the

St andard technol ogy without being corrupted by it--" He broke off, realizing that his words
sounded very nuch |ike agreement instead of dissent. His spirit was nore aggressive than his
voice!l Yet a part of himwas | ooking forward to seeing Mom and Dad again, going on to college....

He could tell by their silence that the others were accepting it also. Let themall go back--for a
whil e. Soon they would be grown, nore know edgeabl e, better able to cope with the world of the
St andar ds.

H s eye caught Humé's. Slowy the African w nked. John did not need to |l ook at Pei and Meilan to
know that the enpire of T ang agreed. Guerrilla tactics: Bide your tinme until the nonent was
right. Then strike.

The Standards did not need race; they needed an exanple. The world did not need nmonunents; it
needed action. Al history was witness to that! John smled. The Standards didn't know it, but
they had wrought well. There would be a world of action--at the proper tine.

Canute came up to him tail wagging hal fheartedly. John | ooked over the dog's head to see Humé
wat ching. "I think you'll be happier in Kanem coach dog," John said sadly. "I have no right to
hold you. Go with Hunmé." He blinked to keep the tears fromform ng. There was a society to save;
he coul dn't weaken now! "But conme visit me...." He could not continue.

"He will,"” Ala said. "Oten. | will see toit."

Now Betsy was smiling, too.
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