PART ONE
1

One dow step at atime, the boy climbed the wide wooden stairs. As he went, he
ran his finger along the cracked plaster wall, adding a minute amount to the accumulated stains
left by years of dirty-fingered children. He had along, thin somber face to go with a rather
ordinary sx-year-old frame, and he wore the brown cotton shirt and shortsthat were the autumn
uniform of the Pinedae Schoal.

When he reached the top he stopped and looked down the musty-smelling, high-
ceilinged corridor. The nearest door was open. A sign on it read “Counseling Office,” but the
boy did not bother to try to decipher it. After a long wait, he gave hislittle shoulders a shrug and
marched past the door and into the roombehind it.

A woman in a high collared white blouse sitting at a desk inside the room looked
up asthe boy entered. “Are you herefor acounseling session?” she asked crisply.

The boy looked at her and nodded.

“Have you ever been here before?’

The boy shook his head.

The woman smiled alittle. “Well, it' snot as bad as they say. What's your name?’

“Eric Faolin.”

The woman picked Up a stack of cards and thumbed through them. She pulled
one out. “Dormitory B?" sheasked.

Eric nodded again.

“You've beenwith us along time,” the woman remarked, looking & the card.
Eric made no response. “Well, you're to see Mr. Williams. He' s talking to someone else now, so
you'll have to wait.” She pointed to a row of heavy wooden chairs across from her desk, and Eric
sat down in one. He waited, as he did so often at Pinedale.

Eric watched the woman working. He sensed a kindness beneath her businesslike
manner and wonder ed if she had children of her own & home. He thought about whet it would
be like to have ared mother. Pinedale was the only family and the only home Eric could
remember. He had been an infant when he and his par ents had boar ded the government
emigration boat in Agronica and made the voyage through the new canal to the Westland frontier
in 1898. His mother and father had died soon afterward, in the flu epidemic of 1899, and the
United World Government Welfare Ministry had immediately brought Eric to thisfecility it
operated near New M arkwedl, Westland’sonly city.

Footsteps passed in the corridor outside and Eric heard someone go down the
stairs. A few minuteslate atall, gray-haired man with a threadbare jacket walked into theroom
and up to the woman at the desk. When he turned Erie recognized him assomeone he had seen
from time to time around the grounds. The man approached Eric and extended his hand.

“How do you do, Eric,” the man said. “I’'m Mr. Williams. | guess we have
something to talk about. Eric shook the outstretched hand. Then they waked down the corridor
to Williams office, Eric hanging hishead.

“Wdl, Eric,” Williams said when they were in his small cubicle, barely big
enough for his desk and two chars, “you’ ve not beenfollowing the rules, | understand.”

Eric continued to avoid the man’s eyes.
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“According to this report, you did two things last week that aren’t allowed.” He
shook his head. “We don’t often find our first offenders doing two things wrong. But perhaps
there’ ssome reason. We'll get to this ina minute. First, though, | must tell you what you're
charged with and give you a chance to defend yourself.”

Williams looked down at the small boy sitting in the chair beside his desk. Eric's
feet could not reach the floor. They stuck straight out from the chair, one rubbing against the
desk.

“According to the report, last week you pushed one of the boys in the First Level
class and made him give you hisdessert. And the next day you called one of the girlsin your
class abad name. Now, do you have any answer to these charges?’

Eric shook his head, looking at his knees.

“You are guilty, then?’

Eric nodded. Williams reached over and raised the boy’ s face. There were tears
in the corners of his eyes. “Now, now,” said Williams, “there’ sno need to cry. What we mug do
isfind out why you did these things so we can be sure they don't happen again. I’ll be seeing
you every day for the next two weeks. I’ msure we can work it out in tha time”

Williams pulled a sheet of paper infront of him “First of all,” he said, “1’d like
to make anote of some facts about you.” He copied some data from the card the woman in the
other office had given him This took several minutes. Then he looked up at Eric. “Tell me,
Eric,” he said, “have you been going to al your Behavior lectures?’

Eric nodded. “1 thirk so,” he said.

Williams made another note, then pushed the paper asde. Heleaned back in his
chair and folded his hands across his chest. “All right,” he said, “since thisis your first offense
and you’ ve never been to a counselor before, I'll take this sesson to tell you about a few things.”

Williams sared a the ceiling, his eyes half-closed. He put his hands behind his
head. “Thefirg thing | want to say isthat, no matter what you may hear from the other children,
we don't treat you any different here than you would be treated if you didn't live at Pinedale. We
have the same rules, and the same kind of counseling for people who break the rules, as they
have everywhere else.

“The second thing | want to say is, we aren’t going to take away your freedom.
Asyou ought to know by now, freedom is one of the basic principles of the United World
Govenment. People should be able to do asthey wish, and that includes children. Why do you
think we let you choose your own meals and your own bedtime? Well, we ‘ re not going to
change that.”

“But the UWG isfounded on other principles, too. Such as equality, and
individual rights, and productivity. You've learned all that. That’s why we have the behavior
training. So that you will learn to control your own behavior and exercise your freedom the right
way. And it works pretty well, too. But once in a while someore goesastray, likeyou
did lagt week, Eric. And that’swhy we have counselors. To make sure you seewhy what you did
was wrong and to help you keep it from happening again.

“Now, here’ sone more thing. What we’ redoing here, Eric, is to prepare you for
a happy, productive life when you grow up. And we think the best way to do that is to make your
life here as much like grown-up life aswe can. Y ou’ ve got your job, and you earn pretty much
the same as everyone el<. Y ou can change the job if you want to and if you qualify for another
one. You ve got freedom. You won't have behavior lectures when you grow up, but you'll have
counselors to help you when you do something wrong.
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“Now,” sad Williams shifting forward in his chair and looking & Eric, “do you
have any questions about what |’ ve said?’

“No, gr,” said Eric, who redly hadn’t paid much attention. He had been watching
afly cram up the wall behind the counselor.

“All right, Eric,” Williams said, patting the boy' s head. “Y ou’re a good listener,
and | cansee we'regoing to get dong just fine.” He looked a his watch. “There’ sstill alot of
timeleft, but | think we' ve covered enough for today. We’ve got two moreweeksto work this
out. You run along, and I’ll see you tomorrow at the same time.”

Eric got out of his chair and said good-bye. He backed out of the office and
walked dowly and respectfully down the corridor to the stairs. He peeked in the door of the
Counseling Office to see the woman but she wasn't at her desk. He looked around and saw no
one else. With alittle jump he grabbed the railing and, holding it tightly, flew down the stairs
two and three steps at atime. He didn’t stop at the bottom but raced out of the old brick building
as fast as hecould and dashed across theopenlawn to joinhis friendsin the playground next to
the dining hall.

2

Prior to 1898 no UWG ship had called a a Chansu port inthe UWG s ertire
hundred-year history. Nor would one have been welcome, for after the expulsion in 1608 of the
last foreigrersto set foot on their island, the traders of the old Doltony Empire, the Chansu had
resolutely sealed themsalves off from the continental civilizations on the other side of the globe
and cold-bloodedly executed the few outsiderswho theredter attenpted to make contact with
them.

It came, therefore, asagreat surpriseto the leaders of the UWG when, inthe
autumn of 1897, they received aninvitation from the ruler of Chansu’s Northern Kingdomto pay
him avisit. They would, of course, never have considered imposing themselves on the Chansu
without such arequest; after all, barbarians are entitled to their human rightstoo, including their
right to be left alone. But here, completely unsolicited, was an invitation to spread the UWG's
gospel of freedom and equality to the last remaining untouched segment of mankind. What an
exdting prospect!

Thusit wasthat on May 15, 1898 (the same date, coincidentally, that the infant
Eric Faolin and his parents boarded thelumbering old side-wheeler at Prestmouth, Region of
Agronica, for their emigration to Westland), the UWG ship Liberty, after along voyage across
the Western Ocean, steamed into Shinso, capital of Chansu’s Northern Kingdom. The most
comprehensive eyewitness account of the events of that historic day istha of young David
Halburton, then an assistant interpreter for the expedition:

| arose before dawn this morning and went directly up to the deck. It was cold and the sea was
rough and throwing heavy spray across our bow. | almost went back below but decided to wait for alittle while. In a
few minutes it was light enough to see some distance, and soon | was able to make out the mountains of Chansu
rising out of the sea ahead of us. The sight made me forget the cold and the wet, and | stood stunned by it for along

3



time. It isvery difficult to describe the fedings that sight awakened in me. | had not expected anything so
forbidding. It was difficult to believe that any safe harbor lay within that immense fortress of rock. | could
understand easily how the Chansu had managed to keep the world out for three centuries.

As| stood there | couldn’t help thinking about the horrible fate of the last recor ded voyage to
Chansu, well over acentury ago. | reminded myself that our expedition came at the invitation of the Chansu, but |
worried about what inconsequentid act might passibly offend theisland’ s rulers, whose customs were so unknown
to us. Possibly | would have stood ther e all morning had my thoughts not been interrupted by the ship’s bell
announcing the morning’s crew meeting. The common room was almost full when | arrived, and the excitement was
clearly noticeable. Mohendi, from the Information Ministry, gave a somewhat longer invocation than usual,
emphasizing the importance of demonstrating Equality to our hosts. We served ourselves breakfast and then split up
into the usual groups. Ralph Wintergreen, the Prime Council delegate, and Rita Marzone, from the Congress, joined
our group.

With Loren Carpenter, the Senior Interpreter, leading the discussion, we again
reviewed the initial statement Wintergreen would make to King Torgoona. First, he would describe the peaceful
nature of UWG society and would offer the people of Chansu the benefits of our experience. Then he would offer
gifts to demonstrate our technological achievement as well as our good will. And he would ask per mission to
establish amission in Chansu to teach the UWG way.

Before we had a chance to finish our review, a woman from the Pilot*’s cabin rushed into the
common room to announce that three small boats had been spotted dead ahead, less than two miles away, moving
directly toward us. We all hurriedly got into our heavy wool ov ercoats and went out on the forward deck. It was still
cold, and the biting wind, coupled with nerv ousness, made my teeth chatter. We clung to the wet rail, peering into
the distance. Sooner than we expected the boats were abreast of us. | was surprised at now small they were and
admired anyone who would put to seain one. They swung around in a half circle so asto come up alongside. At the
same time the Liberty reduced speed and came to avirtual gop.

On the deck of the nearest vessel | saw a muscular man with reddish brown skin motioning
excitedly at us. He seemed to be shouting, but | couldn't hear hiswords He was clad only in light trousers and a
sleevd ess shirt, despitethe cadwind and spray blowing over him.

Finally one of the deck hands realized what the man was calling about and tossed a ropeto him. In
a few minutes the Chanau sailor had drawn his vessel up nextto the Liberty and climbed up the rope to the Liberty’s
deck. He pulled aladder up with him andtied it to the deck railing, then returned to his own little ship. He
disappeared below deck then reapp eared a moment later accompanied by two other red-skinned Chansu, both of
whom were dressed in brightly-colored jackets and baggy trousers. The sailor bowed low before the others, who
brushed past him and strode over to the ladder. They climbed up it quickly and stood together on the deck of the
Liberty, apparently waiting for someone to gpproach them. In their brightyellow, red and brown costumes they
looked to me like circus clowns. After some hesitation, Wintergreen and Marzone walked over to the two Chansu,
followed by Carpenter. Michael Lawrence, the other assistant interpreter, and | moved close enough to be within
earshot but stood several paces behind the others. Wintergreen extended his hand to the Chansu but they acted as if
they didn’t seeiit.

“Welcome to the Liberty,” Wintergreen finally said. “We have come at the invitation of your King
Torgoona.” Carpenter attempted totranslate the statement into Chansu.. The two Chansu looked at each other
blankly. One of them spoke in response to Carpenter. | listened closely but recognized nothing. The sounds were
entirely different from what | expected.

Lawrence and | exchanged worried glances. Had we som ehow deceived ourselves about our
ability to translate the Chansu language? King Torgoona’s invitation was written inexactly the same language that
the Doltony traders had r ecorded three centuries ago, and w e had therefore assumed that, with our mastery of the old
Doltony glossaries and grammars, communication would be no problem.

“That’ s not the language we learned,” Lawrence whispered to me.

“But why would they have written the invitation in a language they don’t speak ?’ | asked.

“| can’t understand them,” Carnenter was explaining to Wintergreen and Marzone. The Chansu
began to look impatient. Carpenter again tried to tell them of King T orgoona’s Invitation, but the Chansu simply
stared back at him. Wintergreen, | noticed, was glancing nervously at the other Chansu fishing boats, which had all
now drawn alongside the Liberty. Was he thinking, | wondered, about how quickly the men on those boats could
board us?

Then, in exasperation, Carpenter reached into his inside coat pocket and pulled out a copy of
the invitation and held it in front of the two Chansu. T hey looked at it, nodded, and chattered at Car penter. | still
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couldn’t understand, and I’ m sure he couldn’t either. Finally, in a stroke of inspiration, Carpenter pointed to the
words on the invitation and pronounced them carefully, according to the old D oltony pronunciation chart.
Immediately the two Chansu began to grin. They looked at each other and thegrins turned to laughter. One of them
gently took the document from Carpenter’s hands. He pointed to the words and pronounced them himself. The
sounds were entirely different from the ones Carpenter had spoken.

With this the mounting tension dissipated. We soon realized that, while the writtenlanguage of the
Chansu had changed hardly at all in the last three hundred years, the pronunciation--at least that used by government
officials--had changed drastically. Communication with the two Chansu now came easily, first by writing and then,
as we learned the new pronunciation, by halting speech.

These two Chansu, wewere told, were members of the Chansu Warrior class and had been sent by
the King. The one who spoke most app eared to be in his late twenties or early thirties. He was short and thin, with a
long, straight scar that |ooked like it might have been made by ablade running down the right side of his face He
said his name was Yim Jinsa, and that he was the First Assistant to the Chief Minister. The other, whose name was
Kyn Litna and who was some sort of cultural adviser to the Chief Minister, was a bigger man, and the creasesin the
dark reddish-brown skin of his face indicated tha he was much older than his companion. Both men had the wide-
set eyes and coal-black hair that, alongwith their sin color, dstinguished the Chansu from other peoples.

“We have been sent,” Jinsa stated, “to express King Torgoona's great appreciation for the
acceptance of hisinvitation by the people from across the ocean. The King acknowledges his duty and obligation to
make his visitors stay as pleasant as possible.

“We hav e met your great ship here in the coastal waters,” Jinsa continued, “because you would
not be ale tosail up the fjord that leads tothe harbor of Shinso without assistance. We have brought with us two
pilots who know the channel very well. We apologizefor asking you to take two members of the Worker class
aboard your ship, but in our land all tasks of seamanship are performed by that class. We realize that thisis notthe
case for a seafaring nation such as yours.”

This last statement puzzled me until | realized that the Chansu knew nothing of the changes in the
political situation of the world in the last 300 years. When the Chansu last had contact with people from outside their
island, the Doltony Empire was at the height of its power, controlling most of the Northern and Southern Continents,
and possessing astrong, elite navy. The Chansu had no way of knowing that the D oltony power had been crushed in
the great revolutions of the late 1700s that gave rise to the United World G overnment.

“We are most grateful for the King’ s invitation,” said Wintergreen, “and we would like to meet
with him as soon as possible. There are many thingswe have to discuss with him. Y our pilots arewelcome aboard
the Liberty.”

“Very well,” Jinsa said. “The King has planned a great feast to honor you this evening. But he
also wishes usto present to you now asmall initial gift, atoken of hisobligation.”

Jinsa nodded to his companion, w ho stepped forwar d, producing from beneath his robe a small
glass vial filled with a white powder. “This,” he said, holding up the vial, “is arare spice of great power. A few
grains on the tongue--no more, | caution you--will heighten the senses and produce a great joy. The King hopes that
you may enj oy thisin your moments aw ay from obligation.”

Wintergreen did notreach to take the vial from Litna ‘s autstretched hand. He turned to Carpenter
after the translation was completed and asked softly, “Isit some kind of a drug?’

Carpenter shrugged. “I believe so,” he said. Wintergreen turned to Marzone. “ This might be a
trick,” he said. Marzone made no reply.

Wintergreen faced the two Chansu again. “The King’s offer is very kind,” he said, “but in our land
we don’t use stimulating drugs. We cannot accept the King's offer.”

The Chansu looked at each other solemnly when Wintergreen’s statement had been translated.
They spoke rapidly, in low tones that we couldn’t hear well enough to translate. Then, seeming to have reached
some sort of decision, they wrote down a question and handed it to Carpenter, rather than continuing the fumbling
oral communication. “Do you have laws against the use of such drugs?’ Carpenter translated.

Wintergr een looked silently at the faces of the Chansu for amoment. “N o,” he finally said, “itis
not forbidden by our law's, but by our choice.”

When this w as translated for the Chansu, they became very angry. Jinsa stepped up to
Wintergreen and spoke loudly and heatedly, his face almost touching Wintergreen’s. Before waiting for a
translation, he turned around abr uptly and, with his companion, started for the ladder back to their boat.

“Wait,” Carpenter called, rushing after them, without translating their last remarks or stopping to
consult with Wintergreen or Mar zone. T hey stopped. “Please wait for just a moment,” he asked. Then he returned to
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Wintergreen. “Wehave insulted them,” he said. “ They arevery sensitive about social obligations We can accept
their gift without using it.”

Wintergreen spoke briefly with Marzone, then apologized to the Chansu and claimed that he
misunderstood them. He accepted King Torgoona’s gift. The Chansu smiled and appeared to be satisfied. They
brought the two pilots aboard the Liberty and then departed, promising to see us again later that day at King
Torgoona’s palace.

The Liberty sailed on toward Shinso. It was clear why we needed the Chansu pilots. They guided
the ship right up to the towering coastline. Several times | was certain we would smash into that wall of rock. Then,
suddenly, an opening appeared and we steamed up a narrow fjordthat was as beautiful as the coastline was
terrifying. We saw no people, although occasionally we glimpsed a small wooden building or a roadway up on the
cliff.

Finally, as we reached Shinso, the steep cliffs receded and made room for a valley that sloped
gently to the water. The city itself was situated in this valley, while num erous stone towers stood behind and abov e it
in the surrounding hills. Shinso did not appear to be as large as the largest UWG cities, but it must have held close to
250,000 inhabitants.

The Liberty dropped anchor in the middle of the fjord outside Shin. It dwarfed the few other
boats we saw in the harbor, most of which appeared to be fishing vessels. We waited there for over two hours. For
all we could tell, itwas as if we had arrived unnoticed. We ate a hurried lunch in the common room, then went back
to the deck to watch. Finally, in the early afternoon w e spotted a rowboat coming slowly out to meet us. It held six
shirtless rowers, sweat glistening ontheir red backs, ancther shirtless man inthe bow, and Jinsa and Litma, the two
emissaries who had visited us earlier. The rowboat drew alongside, and Jinsa and Litna came aboard.

“It is good to see you again,” Jinsasaid. “ Thisis Shinso.” He waved his arm in the direction of the
city. “King Torgoona wishes to meet with you as soonasit is convenient. He waits for you in the Old Citadel, which
has been specially prepared for your visit.” He pointed out alarge gray stone fortress with a high tower, located on
top of a hill that overlooked the city from the south. From our vantage point, the fortress reminded me of the
crumbling pre-Doltony castles one still finds in the border area between Agronica and Brahmastan. Like thase
castles, the Old Citadel had probably been--and for all we knew, still was--amajor defense point aga nst attackers by
land from the other side.

“We ae most anxiousto meetwith your King,” Wintergreen said. “ Butwe would like a little time
to prepare ourselves.”

Jinsa looked surprised. “Please excuse us. We thought we had given you enough time.”

“Oh, but we didn’t understand . . .“ Wintergreen began. Before he could finish, Marzone
interrupted. “What we mean to say is, we have many gfts for the King, and wewould like to get them ashoreso we
can take them wi th us to the Old Citadel.” Carpenter translated this, and the two Chansu nodded under standingly.

“We will send another boat for youthat is large enough to carry your gifts. The King will expect
no mor e than ten in your party, please.”

After ashort discussion with Wintergreen, Marzone and Carpenter that | did not hear, Jinsa and
Litna left, taking the two Chansu pilots with them. As far as | know, they did not ask whether we had used the drug
they had given us. | guessed that they would not.

Not long afterward another rowboat came out tothe Liberty, much larger than the first, carrying
six men in addition to the rowers. One of the six wore a yellow and brown outfit similar to those worn by Jinsa and
Litna, while the others wore plain gray trousers and light gray shirts.

The brightly-dressed man came aboard first and told us that he was the Dock Supervisor in charge
of the group of Workerswho would unload our cargo that wewished to take with usto the King. [twould not be
necessary for usto speak to the workers, he sad. Itwashis honor torelay our instructions to them.

The five workers followed the Dock Supervisor aboard and bowed numerous times beforehim. He
passed our instructions on to them with harsh commands. | couldn’t help but be shocked, as | had been over the
treatment of the Chansu pilots by Jinsa. The Supervisor displayed an attitude of superiority over these workersfar in
excess of anything necessary to the proper performance of their jobs. The Liberty crew members, | noticed, also
watched the Chansu w orkersin amazement. Clearly we had much to teach the Chansu about equality.

It took about an hour to load our gifts into the boat that had been sent for us and to get ourselves
ready to go. The entire complement aboard the Liberty met briefly in the common room and, as | expected, chose
Wintergreen, M arzone, and Mohendi , representing the Prime Council, the Congress, and the Infor mati on M inistry,
respectively, to attend the initial meetingwith King Torgoona. They got into the boat and Carpenter and | joined
them. Lawrence gayed on the ship to handle any communications with the Chansu that were necessary whilewe
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were gone. The D ock Supervisor and hisworkers followed and sat in the back of the boat, and the row ers cast off. |
tried to start a conversation with one of the rowers as we headed for shore, but he was either deaf or pretending not
to hear me.

In only a few minutes we arrived at the dock and climbed, somewhat unsteadily, up the wooden
ladder. It felt odd to have solid ground beneath our feetagain. | looked back at the Liberty and suddenly missed its
security. But there wasn’t much time to think about such things. Yim Jinsa and Kyn Litna were waiting for us, and
they ushered usimmediately into alarge, maroon and white horse draw n wagon. T hough obviously constructed with
great care, the wagon, with its hard wooden seats, did not compare at all favorably in comfort or design with the
carriages used in Preston or the other large cities of the UWG. The horses pulling it were much smaller than the
standard A gronican carriage horse. It took six of them to draw us up the winding road toward the Old Citadel.

The first part of our journey carried us along the water, between the docksand rows of large open
stalls. We saw a few fishing boats in the docks, and in the stalls men were loading and unloading wagons . They
stopped to waich us pass, but not forlong. | doubted very much if they knew who we were, although the mere
presence of our ship inthe fjord should have aroused more curiosity than it appeared to. Soon theroad curved away
from the fjord and passed through an area of large, plain wooden shingle buildings. As we began to rise up above the
city, we went briefly past some densely packed, unpainted wooden houses that seemed to stretch on for a
considerable distance. But then we abruptly turned left into awide, tree-lined boulevard that largely obscured our
view of thecity.

The areas of Shinso we had passed differed greatly from any city | had ever seen before. There
were none of the swarms of carriages and wagons that fill the streets of UWG port cities such as Sedgwick or
Taradesh. The few wagons we did encounter pulled off to the side of the road as we passed. And the peoplewe saw,
all men dressed in plain grays and browns, w ere like so many automatons mechanically going about their jobs. |
wondered to myself if perhaps the drug we had been given was a part of their daily life until | recalled that Litha had
described it as veryrare.

The boulevard led us, through numerous switchbacks, up the steep hill toward theOld Citadel. As
we neared the fortress our two hosts became slightly less formal and more friendly. Litna gave us a brief description
of the Old Citadel. It had been built, he said, nearly athousand years before by the first king of the northern area of
Chansu. King Torgoona was his direct descendant. The Old Citadel was now used, headded, chiefly for ceremonial
occasions like this one.

At last we reached the Citadel. It had no wall around it, butits sheer sides, windowless for at |east
forty feet, presented a formidable obstacle to any would-be attacker. We entered, wagon, horses and all, through a
huge door set inthe thick stone and found ourselves in anenormous, poorly lighted room that looked and smelled
like a stable. Some workers came forward to take the horses and we all went on foot through another smaller door
opposite the one through which we had entered.

We walked down several echoingcorridors and up | would guesssix long flights of stairs urtil we
were ushered through a polished wooden door into aroom with ornate car pets covering the floor and walls
consisting of brightly painted panels. There were open windows on two sides overlooking the fjord and the city. The
colorful decor contrasted sharply with the grim stone walls outside. Litna and Jinsa asked us to wait and they went
through another door at the other end of the room. We did so, with growing impatience, for at least ten minutes.
Then our two friends bustled back into theroom, followed by a group of six men. Their gaudy, |oose-fitting clothes,
like those of Jinsa and Litna, were very dfferentfrom the dark wool suits, with vests, high cdlars and neckties, that
we all wore.

As the group of Chansureached us one of their number stepped forward gpartfrom the others. He
was, | would guess, aout 50 years old, thinner and taller than the others, with a finely-chiseled face and wise eyes.

Jinsa spoke from off to the side. “We announce the presence of King Torgoona, chief warrior of
the Northern Kingdom.”

The other Chansu bowed slightly. None of us did, and | felt uncomfortable about it.

Wintergreen stepped forward, Marzone close beside him, and spoke. “I am Ralph W intergreen,
authorized to represent the Prime Council of the United World G overnment.” He put his hand on M arzone's
shoulder. “Thisis Rita Marzone, representing the Congress of the United World Government. We thank you for your
invitation and come in peace” Then, tomy surprise, he and Marzoneboth bowed ever so slightly toward
Torgoona.

Torgoonathen spoke for about a minute, saying something of which | could understand only
snatches. W hen he finished, Jinsa handed to each of us a piece of thick paper with words handwritten onitin
Chansu. It was the text of Torgoona's statement, and itread as follows:
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“We welcome you to the Northern Kingdom of Chansu. The warriors of our lands have been
separated for too long. We would be shamed if we were to continue the isolation of the past. We extend our
hospitality and offer to you every pleasure your duty allows you to enjoy. It is our wish only to learn from you the
ways that have made your nation so powerful.”

Next Wintergreen handed to Jinsa a text of his speech which we had translated into Chansu.
Wintergreen asked Jinsato read it to Torgoona and the others, since our pronunciation was so poor. The speech took
almost ten minutes.

The Chansu all wore smiles when the speech started. Asit went on, their exp ressions changed.
Jinsa stopped several times during the reading, as though he thought there was some mistake in what he had said.

When the speech ended the Chansu all bowed politely. Torgoona again thanked us for coming.
“We have much to discuss,” he added. “But first, we must have refreshment.” He nodded and one of the others went
to the door from which they had entered. He returned, followed by three young girls, dressed demurely in white,
pushing a large cart. T hey were the first Chansu women we had seen. Their cart held trays, some with glasses of a
brownish liquid, some with small pieces of fried fish.

Torgoona directed one of the girls to pass a food tray among us. Wintergreen and Marzone each
took a piece of fish. Asthe girl turned from them to Carpenter and me the tray bumped on Wintergreen’s shoulder
and several pieces of food fell to the floor. One of the Chansu men stepped forward hurriedly. He snatched the tray
from the girl’s grasp and struck her across the face with the back of his hand. He spoke quickly to her, but | believe |
caught the meaning of hiswords. “Do not shame us with your clumsiness,” he said. “Return to the kitchen and send
another.” The girl turned slowly and did as she was told, her eyes downcaat. Another girl came out a moment |ater
and resumed the serving.

Oddly, neither the man who spoke nor any of the other Chansu apologized to us for the incident or
mentioned it in any way. They averted their eyes for a moment, then went on as if it had never hgopened. | wanted
very much to say something in defense of the girl, for I--and | imagine the rest of our party--was outraged at the
way she had been treated. But the behavior of the Chansu never allow ed us the op por tunity.

Next Torgoona directed one of the girls to pass atray of drinks among us. “Thisis one of our
finest wines,” he said. “I hope that it pleases vou.”

Wintergreen looked around at the rest of us, then turned back to Torgoona and held up his hand.
“I"'m afraid we can’t accept your wine,” he said. “We do not drink wine.”

Torgoona looked hurt. The other Chansu watched him closely, obviously waiting for a reaction.

“Thiswineis offered as a token of our good will,” Torgoona said carefully. “Is it against your
laws to accept it?”

Wintergreen cast a questioning look at Carpenter. Apparently they had anticipated this problem.
“Our duty forbidsit,” Wintergreen said.

Torgoona appeared to relax a hit. “We understand,” he replied. “We too are bound by our
obligations though they be different from yours. Our wine will be here for you if your duty permits later.” He called
the serving girl back and told her to bring us some water. Then he asked us all togo through another door which led
to alarger room, where a series of small tables with chairs behind them were arranged in acircle.. Torgoona and his
advisers sat at the tabes on one side of the circle, and we sat & the tables gpposite.

“Now,” said Torgoona, “there is much you said that interests us. | will begin by asking about your
rulers and your nation. Our records show that when people from the east were last here, their nation was known as
the Doltony Empire. Y et you did not mention that name in your speech. Why is this?”

Rita Marzone answered. “ The D oltony Empire was overthrown more than a hundred years ago.
The U nited Wor Id Gover nment has replaced it.”

“Y our new ruler must be avery powerful king, then. What is his name?’ asked Torgoona.

“We no longer have aruler,” Marzone said. “We are governed by a Congress, elected by the
people, and by a Prime Council, elected by our Congress. | am here on behalf of our Congress, and Mr. Wintergreen
was sent by the members of the Prime Council.”

“1 do not understand how you can have two bodies ruling over the same nation,” said Torgoona.

“They have different responsibilities,” put in Mohendi, from the Information Ministry. “The
Congress makes the general laws, and the Prime Council sees that they are im plemented.”

Torgoona looked at Mohendi and shook his head, as if to clear it.

Mohendi smiled. “It is not a matter that is easily explained to one who is not familiar with it. But
we have brought many books about our land and its government for you. We will be happy to translate some of them
into Chansu if you wish.”



“We wish to learn your language. Then we can translate for ourselves,” Torgoona replied. “1
would like very much to know,” he went on, “how you were able to overthrow so great a nation as the Doltony
Empire. Their weapons were very pow erful.”

“We had no advantage in weapons,” Wintergreen said. “We had a strong will and ajust cause.”

Torgoona looked disappointed. “Y et your great nation must now have powerful weapons,” he
ventured.

Wintergreen smiled. “We no longer need weapons. All our people live in peace, because we are a
nation of equals.”

“We would like to make all of Chansu one nation, but there are evil men in the southern lands
who opp ose this dream,” said Torgoona. “It is our hope that you can help us to overcome them.”

Marzone shook her head. “I’m afraid that is som ething we cannot do,” she said. "We have happily
given up forever our military services. We come here only to exchange information. But itis our hope that once the
people of Chansu have seen the wisdom of our way, they will all, north and south, east and west, wish to unite with
us as full and equal partners.”

Torgoona looked thoughtful. “Tell me,” he said after a moment, “do these books of yours discuss
military matters?”

“Certainly many of our older books do,” said Mohendi. “But we didn’t bring any of those with
us. We would like you to understand the peace and harmony we have achieved, not the w arlike ways of our past.”

Jinsa spoke up. “Of course, but we would like to know ev erything about your nation. We can’t
appr eciate your accomplishments without knowing what you hav e overcome.”

Torgoona smiled at these words. “Yes, that isright,” he said. “We hope that thisis but the first of
many exchangesbetween our nations. We would liketo know everything about your country and its history, and we
would like you to learn about Chansu. Full understanding leads to a better relationship, don’t you think? But if there
is some reason you do not wish to give us information about yourselves, please tell us.”

Mohendi shook his head slowly. “No. No reason,” he said. “The UW G puts a high value on the
freedom of information. We don’t believe in censorship. W e look forward to the exchange you propose, and we will
open our entire libraries to you.”

“Very good. Very good,” replied Torgoona, obviously pleased. “Now | would like to discuss
something else you mentioned. Y ou spoke of equality as an important part of your government. The meaning of this
is not clear to us. Do you mean that everyone in the Warrior class receivesthe same income?”

“We mean,” said Marzone, “that everyone receives roughly the same income. There haveto be
some differences, of course, to provide incentive. But the differences are very small.”

“Thisis an amazing concept,” said Torgoona. “It would be much too degrading to impose on our
Warriors. Tell me,” he went on, “do your Landlord and Worker classes have the same system?”

“We have no Landlord classes or Worker classes,” said Marzone proudly. “We have eliminated
the classes.”

Torgoona ‘s mouth dropped open. He looked at the other Chansu, who appeared equally surprised.
Then he asked that the statement be repeated and re-translated.

“That is amost drastic policy,” he said, after the second translation apparently confirmed his
earlier understanding. “Please excuse us if we seem shocked. Who does the work in your land?’

“We all sharein the work, of course,” said Marzone. “We have developed machines and industrial
techniques that mak e the work easier.”

“And incr ease the production,” added Mohendi.

“Machines?’ said Torgoona. “What sort of machines?”

“All kinds of machines. M achines to make clothes. M achines to harvest crops. Vehicles,” said
Mohendi. “We have brought some machines for you as gifts.”

“1 would like to see them,” said Torgoona. “B ut we could hardly use anything that is going to
require elimination of the Worker class. Tell me,” he continued, “did your revolution simply . . . exterminate the
workers?”’

“Oh my no,” said Wintergreen with alittle laugh when the question was translated. “Obviously
you have misunderstood. No one has been exterminated. The only people killed in our revolution were the Doltony
rulers and their armies. We have eliminated classes, not people. We are truly a classless society.”

Torgoona now appeared even more shocked than before. “What is your family?’” he demanded of
Wintergreen.

“1 beg your pardon,” said Wintergreen.



“What is your family?” Torgoona demanded. “Y our father. Was your father Warrior class?’

“We have no classes,” said Wintergreen earnestly. “My father was a blacksmith. My mother made
shoes. | am very proud of them.”

“What of the others?” said Torgoona, waving his arm at the rest of us.

Wintergreen told as much about our families as he knew. When he had finished Torgoona stood
up and, without another word, strode out of the room. The other Chansu followed, leaving us alone.

“What did | say?” asked Wintergreen. | shook my head. | was thinking in that moment of what
had happened to the last expeditionsto Chansu, before the UWG.

“Does anyone remember how we got to this room?” asked Marzone.

“1 think | could find the way out,” | volunteered.

“Maybe we should leave,” said Marzone.

“l don't see any point,” said Wintergreen. “They can easily stop usif we go out the way we came
in.” He went over to one of the window s and peered out. “T hisisno good. T here’s a straight drop of at |east fifty
feet.”

| was beginning to feel very frightened when the door opened and Jinsa, alone, returned to the
room. “King Torgoona does not desire to meet with you any longer,” he announced. “Y ou falsely implied that you
were of an equal class and rank. Now we find thisis not so. Y ou are of inferior status. H enceforth you will
communicate through me and my assistants.”

“We had no intention of offending the king,” Wintergreen said.

“The king isnot offended,” replied Jnsa “He bears you no ill will. It is simply that it would be
improper for him to continue to meet with you as equals. Perhaps he will arrange an audience for you at some othe
time, with the appropriate for malities.”

“What about the gifts we brought for the king?’ asked Wintergreen.

“And the king’ s suggestion that we exchange information,” Mohendi added.

“Thereis no change. We gratefully accept your gifts. | will discuss with you on behalf of the king
and his Chief Minister the exchange of books and other such matters.”

“Very well,” said Wintergreen. T here was along pause. “Dowejust. . .er...go forward with
our talks here?”’

“l am afraid not,” said Jinsa. “It would be inappropriate for us to continue to meet in the Old
Citadel. We will resume our talks at the New Palace. There are halls there for meetings with the lower classes. But
because of the lateness of the day, we will wait until tomorrow to discuss matters further. We have made
arrangements for you to stay at the New Palace.”

“Stay there?” asked Marzone. “What about theship?”

“Y ou may stay on your ship if you wish. We are unaccustomed to having persons of your rank
staying in the palace rooms, so there is no obligation broken if you refuse our offer.”

Wintergreen looked around at the rest of us. “I think we would be pleased to stay at the palace. Is
there room for the others from the ship?’

“Ther e are rooms for only ten.”

This presented a problem. We could, of course, accept lodging at the palace if it was functionally
necessary for the performance of our jobs, but it would be unjust and unfair to the others for us to stay at the palace
only to escape the cramped quarters of theLiberty. | was glad | was not asked to make the decision.

“Well, then,” said Wintergreen, “| believe it would be proper for this group here to accept your
offer, but when our talks are over we must return to the ship.”

“Asyou wish,” said Jinsa. “| will take you there now and you may refr esh yourselves. We will
serve you food, but | am afraid that the banquet we had planned would not be appropriate now. Also, if the men
would like, we offer yousome lovely girls from the temple--very well-trained--for your entertainment.” He looked at
Rita Marzone. “1 am afraid we have no men to offe you. It is not our custom to have women in such a position as
yours.”

Marzone blushed. Wintergreen looked around uneasily. He cleared his throat. “ Thank you very
much,” he said, “but our duty forbids such pleasures.”

“Very well,” Jinsareplied brugquely. “Please follow me.” He led usdown tothe room where we
had first entered the Citadel. We climbed aboard thewagon, which still held our gifts, and it took us back toward
Shinso on the same road we had travelled before. When we reached the place where w e had previously entered the
boulevard, however, we did not turn but continued on for perhaps another mile. The road led us straight through a
gate in ahigh stone wall and into a large courtyard, at the other side of which stood a number of brick or stone
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buildings of various shapes and sizes. The wagon took us aroundto the right and up a narrow passageway between
the wall and along, low building. We soon emerged into another courtyard, lying on the other side of the cluster of
buildings. Beyond this were the wall and another gate. The wagon stopped here and Jinsa directed us out of it and
into the building we had just passed.

“This building iswhere the rulers of the mountain kingdoms stay when they visit us,” said Jinsa.
“1 am sure you will be comfortable here.”

The interior of the building was finished with the same polished wood and bright panels we had
seen at the Old Citadel. Our quarters consisted of a meeting room, a dining room, a kitchen (though very unlike any
UWG kitchen), and a number of bedrooms. All the rooms were smaller in scale than those in UWG buildings, but
they were vastly more comfortable than the Liberty. The furniture was made almost entirely of wood of various
types--even the beds, which were small platforms about six inches high, covered with thin quilts.

Shortly after we arrived at the New Palace, Wintergreen and Carp enter went briefly to the ship to
inform the others of our situation. When they returned, a group of young Chansu girls brought many courses of hot
food to us in our dining room. The food, consisting primarily of various sorts of fish and vegetables, much of which
was unrecognizable and all of which was highly spiced, taged very good after six weeksof themonotonous fare
served aboard the Liberty. The serving girls watched us closely, with poorly concealed curiosity, but they did not
speak or even acknowledge the few questions we asked them. They leftimmediately after we had eaten, and we saw
no mor e Chansu that day. We talked late into the evening, speculating about w hat tomor row would hold, then finally
retired to our uncomfortable beds.

3

Haburton stayed on in Chansu and assumed an adminigtrativerole. The
following report authored by him recounts developments in Chansu through the end of 1900:

Report to the Information Ministry
Re: Initial Report

From: David Halburton

Date: Januay 15,1901

Y our letter appointing me as Secretary to the Chansu Mission and requesting me to begin a
series of reports on Chansu and on the effects of our presence here w as delivered last week w hen the steam ship
Freedom arrived in Shinso. In this report | shall attempt to answer your initial inquiries, withthe understanding that
additional datawill follow in subsequent reports, which | shall make monthly.

1. Chronology of Developments in Establishing UWG M ission in Shinso

May 15, 1898—Liberty arrivesin Shinso for initial contact with Chansu.

July 2, 1898—L.iberty sails back to UWG, leaving Mohendi here to continue discussions
regarding permanent contacts.

September 12, 1898--Liberty and three other ships return to Shinso, with engineers and cargo
of books and machinery.

October 1, 1898--King T orgoona signs agreement permitting UW G to build permanent
compound just outside Shinso.

January 1, 1899--We sign technical assistance agreement with King Torgoona (actual assistance
had commenced the previous October).

March 1, 1899--John Bridges arrives and begins duties as Director of the Chansu Mission.
Mohendi returns to the UWG. Regular monthly shipping schedule is inaugurated between UWG and Chansu.

June 15, 1899--First building in UWG M ission compound is completed, and we move our

officesin.
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August 1, 1899--Residence building at the compound is completed, and all UWG citizensin
Chansu are required to move into the compound.

January 20, 1900--We establish informal information exchange program with the Scribe of the
Templeat the New Palace (thus far thisis the only outlet we are permitted for our information regarding UWG
philosophy and government).

July 1, 1900--Limited trade agreement between Chansu and UWG is signed by King Torgoona.

2. Highlights of Technical Assistance Programs T o Date

April 15, 1899--First small electric generating station completed in Shinso.

July 10, 1899--First production from N ongoto steel mill.

June 20, 1900--First leg of Shinso-Nongota railway is completed.

January 1, 1901--As of the date of this report, atleast fifty factories are completed or under
constructionin the Shinso-Nongoto corridor using machinery or technology imported from the UWG.

3. Chrondogy of Chansu Pditical Devel ooments Since 1898

(The following dates are only approximate; most of this information was obtained from the

priests of theNew Palace Temple and, because of the restrictions on travel by UWG citizens,

has not been confirmed.)

February, 1899 --Skirmishes are fought in the mountain passes on the border between the
Northern and Southern Kingdoms of Chansu.

August, 1899--King Torgoona declares war onthe Southern Kingdom.

October, 1899--N orthern K ingdom destroys Southern Kingdom border forts, using newly
devel oped cannon. Northern Warrior troops begininvason of Southern Kingdom.

April, 1900--Northern Kingdom uses newly-developed metal-clad w arships to penetrate
Southern Kingdom harbors and bombard principal coastd cities

June, 1900--Northern Kingdom wins dedsive battle at Minko-Lan in western sector of Southern
Kingdom, using newly-devel oped semi-automatic rifles, and begins encirclement movement eastward along coast of
Southern Kingdom.

August, 1900--Southern Kingdom surrenders.

November, 1900--Small semi-independent mountain states between Northern and Southern
Kingdomsin east central Chansu concludetreaties pledging allegiance to King Torgoona.

December 15, 1900--King Torgoona proclaims himself Emperor of all Chansu and announces
betrothal of his son, Laka to Princess Shala Noshusha, eldest daughter of the deceased king of the Southern
Kingdom.

4

When Eric Faolin, at the age of eight, began hisFourth Levd classes a Pinedade
in the fall of 1906, he had a new instructor named Perkins who had just emigrated to New
Markwell. On the second day of the term Perkins showed the class a box of small foil-wrapped
candies of the kind that the school administration normally digributed to the children only on
Equality Day and similar special occasions.

“| can see by your faces that you know what these are,” Perkins said to the class,
holding the box out in front of them. “Y ou probably wonder why I’ ve brought them here today,
sinceit’s just anordinary Tuesday.” He watched the children for a momert. “Well, the school
had these |eft over from last term and didn’'t know what to do with them. So they told me | could
pass them out to my class.”

Twenty-four faces suddenly brightened.
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“But,” Perkins said, “| couldn’t decide how to divide them anong you, so |
thought 1'd let you do that. I’'m going to put this box on the table in the front of the room and
walk back to my desk. Then you children can help yourselves. Y ou can take as marny as you like,
so you’ d better get up here before they're all gone”

Perkins put the box of candies down and wert to his desk. The second he sat
downthe children scrambled to thefront of the room. Eric managed to get to the tableintime to
snatch one of the candies, but not without suffering a banged shin and a bruised elbow. The
studentsinthe back of the roomfaled to get anything, and one began to utter, struggling to
hold beck the tears, “Tha’s not far. | didn’t get any.”

“You're not very happy, are you?’' Perkins asked the blubbering child.

The boy shook his head vigoroudy.

“Well,” Perkins said, “how would youfed if that hgopened every time you
wanted something?’ He paused for emphasis. “You know, life was like that once--before the
UuwaG.”

At first Eric didn’t grasp Perkins' point. But as the instructor continued to talk,
the meaning of the incident with the box of candies emerged. For the first time, Eric understood
that the way of life he had been taught from birth wasn’t inevitable. And, with Perkins
guidance, heredized hisgreat fortuneto be borninthistime, in thisplace. The sesson left
young Eric a dedicated believer in the UWG.

After that day, Eric developed a very strong affection for his teacher. He talked
with Perkins almost every day after classes, begging Perkins to tell him more about how it was
before the UWG and how the new government solved dl the old problems of davery, poverty,
and unhappiness. Eric liked particularly to hear over and over again the stories of the
revol utionary heroes—-the selflessmen of all dasses who gave up everything they had to
overthrow the Doltony Empire and found anew world on the great principles of equality and
freedom. Many late afternoons Eric would walk with Perkins after classes along the wooden
sidewdksthat led to thesmall apartment building where Perkins lived, just outddethe walls of
Pinedale,

On one of the first occasions Eric accompanied Perkins, he asked the teacher if
he could come inside Perkins' hometo finish their discussion. Perkins explained, politely but
firmly, that as much as he might want to invite Eric in, it would amount to a showing of
favoritism for himto do so. Perkinstold Eric, though, that he planned to invite each of his
students for dinne once during the year. If Eric would be patient, his turn would come.

Eric looked forward to that dinner. Once the invitationsbegan, he tried to keep
track of which of his classmates had recaved them He resented the fact that others, who cared
so little about the great things Perkinshad to tell them, had the same amount of time at Perkins
home as he would. Finally, shortly after themid-year holidays Eric received his invitation--a
note placed on his desk inPerkins' class. Eric remembered to get the permisson of hisdormitory
counselor to go, and he saved a clean uniform for the occasion. When the evening arrived, Eric
cardully changed clothes brushed back hishair, and walked brikly to Perkins' apartment.

He knocked at the door, then waited for a minute. No one came. Could thisbethe
wrong night? He knocked again. After a moment he heard stirring inside, and the door opened
dowly. A woman's face peered out--a young, dightly plump face with an amused smile. She
was wearing a long green robe, and her fest were bare.

“Yes?' shesaid.

13



“I"'msorry,” said Eric, blushing. “1 thought this was Mr. Perkins' apartment.”

“Oh, itis,” sad the woman. “I’'m Mrs. Perkins.” Shelooked at Eric thoughtfully.
“| suppose you're our dinner guest?’

“Yes, | am,” said Eric. He was gresatly surprised. He hadn’t realized that Perkins
was married.

“Well,” said Mrs. Perkins, you' re about fifteen minutes early. But you might as
well come on in and wait.” She held the door open for Eric.

“Thank you,” Eric said as hewalked in. As he passed closeto the woman, he
sensad a warmth and oftness that made him feel uncomfortable Why did she have to be here
anyway? The apartment was small and seemed crowded to Eric. It was aso rather dark.

“You wait here,” Mrs. Perkins said when they reached the living room. “We'll be
inin afew minutes.” She went into another roomand closed the door behind her.

Eric stood there for amoment, then took off his jacket. He sat on the edge of a
worn sofa with the jacket on his lap and looked around him. One end of the room contained
book shelves filled with thick books. Eric wondered if Perkins had read them all. At the other end
of the roomthe late afternoon sunlight tried to squeeze inaround the drawn shades. Acrossfrom
Ericwas afireplace, wherea few small lunps of coal glowed softly. In the middle of the room
stood atable, empty except for two half-filled glasses sitting on one side.

Eric sat quietly for afew minutes. He shivered and wondered if it would be dl
right for him to put hisjacket back on, or to stir up the fire. That would be indulging himsdif,
he findly concluded, thinking about what old Mr. Garrett, his Third Leve Fitness instructor,
would say. Then he heard muffled voices from the room where Mrs. Perkins had gone. The
voices were followed by giggling, then silence.

After another ten fidgety minutes, the door to the other room opened, and Perkins
and hiswife came out. Perkins wore atight, starched collar, athin red tie, arid one of hisfrayed
black classroom suits. Mrs. Perkins now had on along white skirt, with a high-collared blouse
and a red jacket.

“Well, Eric,” said Perkins, “how are you this evening?’

“Just fine, sir,” said Eric, standing up.

“You met Mrs. Perkins sit the door, but let me introduce you properly.” Perkins
stood giffly in mock formality. His manner was far more jovial than Eric had ever seen it.
“Florence,” Perkins said to his wife, “I'd like you to meet one of my favorite pupils, Master Eric
Faolin. He's thelad who' s got more gquestionsabout his lessonsthan| do.” Perkins started to
laugh at this then stopped himself. “And Eric, thisis my lovely wife Florence.” Eric bowed
dlightly. Mrs. Perkins grinned and curtseyed.

Perkins' eyes, dightly puffy and squinting, surveyed the room. They came to rest
on the two glasses on the table.

“Our drinks, Horence, our drinks,” hesaid. He looked at Eric. “Y ou haven't been
tippling at these, have you now, Eric?’

“Oh o, sir,” Eric answered, He paused. “What isit, Mr. Pakins? It looks very
good.”

Perkins smiled and glanced at his wife “Itisvery good, Eric,” he said, holding
the glass up in front of him. “Good old Westland grain wine.” He raised the glass and then
quickly downed its contents.
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“Oh, Peter,” Mrs. Perkins said, a note of concern in her voice. She turned to Eric.
“He' s just kidding you, Eric. Why don’t you come out in the kitchen with me and we'll see
what’ sfor dinner.”

“1 am not kidding. And | want to talk to Eric,” said Perkins. He stepped
ungeadily across to the sofaand dropped onto it. His wife watched, anexpresson of alarm now
on her face.

Perkinslooked at his wife. “Come here, Florence,” he said, beckoning with his
hand. “1t's not the end of the world.” She walked dowly over to where he sat. Suddenly he
reached up and took her arm, pulling her gertly but firmly down onto his lap. They embraced
and kissed, once quickly, then again passionately.

Eric sat watching, shocked. He had never seen anything like this before. Without
thinking, he withdrew to the other sde of the room.

Slowly Perkins and his wife separated. He helped her to her feet, then patted her
on the bottom. “Now you get out and get that dinner ready while | talk to Eric.” Mrs. Perkins
turned and, without expresson, waked out of the room through a swinging door that Eric
assumed led to the kitchen.

Perkins stared at Eric, a slight smile on his face. “Well, tell me, Eric,” he said,
“what do they teach you at Pinedale about grain wine?’

“Not very much, sir,” said Eric, disturbed and unsure of himself. “Isthat an
acohol drink 7’

“Yoube itis”

“They say dcohol drinks are . . .” he searched his mind for the word, * . . .
counter-produdive, | think. People who drink themdon’t do their work properly.”

“You learn your lessons well, Eric,” Perkins said bitterly. But let metell you, it's
al abig joke.” He patted the sofa next to him. “Come over here and sit down.” Perkins speech
was dightly slurred. Eric followed the command reluctantly. He didn’t like his teacher’s
behavior.

“You want to know why it's ajoke? I’ll tell you. Actudly, it'snot ajoke. It’sa
damn lie. The government hires us to tell you how great it is. How free we are. Equal and free.
Freetolive our livesthe way we want. But then wefill you full of crap about not drinking wine
and not making love and not doing about athousand other thingsthat are funto do. And
everybody believesit.” He paused. “What difference doesit make,” he sad, gesturing broadly,
“if there aren’t any laws againg doing things?We don’t need laws because we' re al afraid to do
them anyway. We re no more free than a Doltony dave.” He sared a Eric for along time. Eric
was begiming to feel very uncomfortable and maybe alittle sick to his stomach. “Well, what do
you think about all that, Eric? Y ou agree with me?’ Perkins slapped Eric on the leg.

Eric jumped Hisleg stung. “I ... | guess 2, Mr. Perkins.”

Perkins continued to gaze at Eric. Then he turned away and flopped back into the
cushions of the sofa “ Oh, hell, what’sthe use” he muttered. He folded his arms in front of him
and closed his eyes.

All Eric could think of now was how much he warted to ge out of thisplace. For
weeks he had dreamed of this chance to talk with his new friend. Now he felt relief when the
conversation stopped.

They sat insilence urtil Mrs. Perkins returned to the room a few minutes later.
She stood with her hands on her hips, looking at her husband. His eyes were closed and he was
breathing heavily.
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“Peter,” shesaid. He didn't answer. She glanced over at Eric. “Peter,” she
repeated, louder.

“Yes, yes, | hear you,” Perkins mumbled. He straightened up and rubbed his
eyes.

Mrs. Perkins looked at Eric again, then back at her husband. “Peter, honey,”
she sad. “I can’'t make dinrer. The. . . food is spoiled.”

Perkins looked at his wife questioningly. “Why did it take you thislong to find
that out?’ he asked.

She didn’t answer but turned to Eric. “1I’'m sorry, Eric,” she said, “but you can
come back and havedinmner with us some other time.”

Eric looked a her, then at Perkins. Slowly he stood up. “Maybe I'd better be
going, then,” he said. “I'm fedling kind of sick anyway.” He put on his jacket while Mrs. Perkins
watched. “Thank you very much for inviting me.”

Mrs. Perkins walked with Eric to the door of the apartment. Her husband
remained on the sofa. When they reached the door, Mrs. Perkins lowered herself to one knee and
looked Eric inthe eye. “Eric,” she said, “Mr. Perkins has said some things he shouldn’t have.
Please don't pay any attention to them. He snot feding very well, either. And | would
appreciate it if you don’t repea them.”

“Sure, Mrs. Perkins,” Eric answered. “I won'’t say anything.”

Eric said good-bye and left. He walked dowly back toward his dormitory, fegling
adone, unhappy, and cheated. It had become colder with the setting of the sun, but Eric scarcely
noticed it. He didn’t go inside his building right away but walked back and forth acrossthe
grounds until he was sure he had his tears under control. Finally he joined his dormitory mates
just in time for the evening behavior lecture, after which he went quietly to bed.

5

Robert Strongarm sat, sweltering, in the crowded railroad coach, waiting for the
train to move out of the gation. Exasperated, he hdf stood and, with corsiderable effort,
managed to forcethe window open afew inches. It was futile. The exertion made Strongarm
sweat even more, and only the faintest draft of air circulated through the open window, aong
with the irritating sounds of clanging bells and puffing steam engines.

Strongarm looked around him. He was the only Nauryan in the coach this
morning. He couldn’t help but feel that his gray skin stood out among the brown faces like a
black thread on a white cloth. As always, of course, none of the others in the coach gave any sign
that they noticed his distinctiveness.

Strongar m became awar e of the middlie-aged woman in the yellow skirt and
jacket sitting across from him, glaring at the open window. As soon as the train began to move,
Strongarm realized, she would ask him to close it, and withgood reason. The anoke and soot
that woud pour into the coachwould blacken her clothing in an hour. He closed the window
resignedly and sat down, nodding to ack nowledge the woman’s smile of thanks. Perhaps,
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Strongarm thought, once thetrain began to move the fanswould work. He glanced a the 4ill
blades hanging from the ceiling of the coach.

A wave of impatience swept over Strongarm. He clenched his teeth and tightened
his grip on the wooden armrest that separated him from his neighboring passenger, an old man
with white hair arid a gubble of white whikerson hislight brownface. Srongarm reached into
his vest pocket and pulled out hissilver-cased watch. Nine-thirty. The train was already half an
hour late. At this rate, he might not get home to Clark Falls before dark. His gomach churned.
He didn’t wart this extra timeto doult the wisdom of thistrip. If the train would only get on its
way, he would be committed and could put these nagging second thoughts out of his mind.

Strongarm held the watch to hisear. It wasticking strongly. He allowed himsdf a
long, admiring look at it before returning it to its pocket. He still felt afleeting pride in owning
suchafine instrumert. His parentshad given it to him just six monthsearlier, on hisgraduation
from Southern Agronica Generd College. They must have saved for some timeto buy it, he
guesxd, for he had seen otherslikeit sdling for d most two weeks pay.

Strongarm thought of his mother and father. What were they going to say when
he walked in the door of their apartment thisevening?Like most Nauryans Strongarmfdt a
grong atachment to his parents. Probably a holdover from the extended family relationship
around which the “unadapted” Nauryans-many of whom still lived in thar various tribal groups
on the slopes of the Division Mountains--organized their lives. Not that Strongarm’ s family was
fresh out of the foothills, though, like s0 many Nauryans were these days. Both his parents were
descendants of Doltony daves. Strongarm’ s ancestors had been full-fledged citizens of the
UWG sinceits beginning and had been “civilized” for centuries before that. Strongarm guiltily
admitted to himself a certain pride in hisheritage.

A jolt shook the coach. It began to move, ever so dowly, out of the station.
Strongarm felt amomentary anxiety about pulling away, but it quickly subsided and he settled
back for histrip, more relaxed now than at any time in the last two days.

Train No. 402 left Brockton, a city of 300,000 in the marshy flatlands of
Southern Agronica, every morning. Sixteen hours later, according to the schedule, it wasto
arrive in Stevensburg, about 800 miles to the north. A little more than halfway there, it stopped
at Clark Falls, amuch smaller town, known principally for its textile mills. Strongarm had lived
mog of his20 yearsin Clark Falls, and his parentsstill did. He had, in fact, soent a good pat of
the last six months there. It was only ten days snce he had comedown to Brockton for the start
of the July Term at the University. But now, on this hot day in late July, 1910, he was going
home again.

Thetrain picked up speed onceit emerged fromthe gation and switched onto its
northbound track. Strongarm stared absently at the rows of apartment buildings, the seamy
green parks, and the furniture factories that passed by his window. He had seen themall before,
for he had taken this trip many times during his three years at the Genera College. He didn’t
look forward to nine more hours of watching the familiar landscape dide by. He shifted in his
seat. Somehow the movement of the train made him fedl cooler, even though the ceiling fans
were still motionless.

Strongarm settled back and stared up at the fans. How different he felt now than
he had just ten days ago when herodethistrain into Brockton. Then hewasfull of curiosity,
nervousness, and exhiliration as he approached the beginning of hislegal studies. Yet he did aso
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fed then athin undercurrent of concern over the difficulty that now filled hismind. The
treatment he received at the law school had not come as a surprise; perhaps, indeed, he had been
looking for it.

Strongarm remembered vividly his very first class, where he sat, toward the back
of the room, at the end of one of the long wooden benches. The lecturer didn’t reach Strongarm
until late in thehour. He had been discussng the UWG laws on the acquisition and ownership of
property. “Mr. Strongarm,” he said, looking down at his seating list, “may | ak you afew
questions based upon what we have just discussed?’

Strongarm stood up, very tense. “Yes, sSir.”

“We've learned,” said the lecturer, “that our property equalization policy
operates primarily through theincome tax. Now, what do you see as the major legal difficulties

with that policy?’
Strongarm’s mind was a blank. “Er . . . the tax rate?’ he ventured.
“Well . . . yes,” said the lecture reluctantly. “ That isafactor. If the rae isnot

correct, thetax may not have the desired effect. But that’swhat | would cal an administrative
problem, not alega one. Don't you see any definitional problems here?’

Strongarm swallowed. His mouth was suddenly very dry. “I’mafraid | don’'t
falow you,” he sad findly.

“Let’slook at it thisway,” said the lecturer. “What about a gift? Should that be
considered income? or money inherited? How about that?’

Strongarm stood tongue-tied, unable to think, perspiring heavily. “Well,” he
finally said, “a gift is't exactly the same as incomeyou earnat your job.”

The lecturer looked Strongarm over. “Does that help us solve the problem?’ he
sad gently. Then he riffled through some paperson the desk in front of him.

“All right,” the lecturer continued befor e Strongar m answered the last question.
“Y ou probably don’t have any reason yet to know how gifts and inheritances are taxed. What
I’m getting at isthat thereisalega problem in the definition of “income.” And we solve the
problem by looking at the policy of the tax. If we jug wanted to raise revenue, we might decide
that gifts should be excluded. But if the mgjor purpose is equalization of wedth, asit is, then
gifts and inheritances should obviously be included. By so doing, we make sure everyone hes
roughly the same wealth.” He paused. “It’s redlly the same thing, only inreverse, as our
educational equalization policy. I’m sure you know about that.” He smiled benevolently a&
Strongarm.

The remark hit Strongarm like a physical blow. He remembered now that he had
good there, shocked, for afew seconds or minutes, but he didn’'t remember anything digtinctly
about the rest of the class. The next thing he recaled clearly was Stting in his dormitory room,
feeling ashamed and embarrassed.

Strongarm had not taken advantage of the Nauryan educaional equalizaion
policy before. There were no test requiremerts for the General College or the lower schools. It
was only the graduate and professional schools--and, of course, the professional occupations--
that had to weight Nauryan scores so asto admit Nauryans in proportion to their distributionin
the population. It was a policy that dated from the begiming of the UWG, but it bothered
Strongarm nonethelessto be its beneficiaary. He had hoped it was a matter he could keep locked
tightly inside him, but now it was exposed for all to see.

Strongarm had returned to his classes the next day, wary of another such
incident. None occurred, but Strongarm per ceived adistinct patronizing attitude toward him by
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both hisinstructors and his fellow students. The following day the condescension increased. And
then came last night.

Last night, as hesat alone inhis law school dormitory room, Strongarm had
picked up one of hislaw booksto prepare for the next day’s class. After five minutes of looking
at it he found himself unable to concentrate. Try as he might, he couldn’t read a sentence.
Frightened, he began to worry about being unable to keep up with the lecturer the next day.
Then, slowly, the depresson began to envelop his mind. Before he knew it, he found himself
sweating, confused, and consumed by morbid thoughts. There was barely enough rationdity |eft
for him to redlize he had to get away, at least for afew days. And so he had packed his bag and
waked the three milesto the train gation, each step avay from the school dearing alittle bit
more of the mist from his miiid. He had sat on abench at the station the rest of the night, waiting
for the morning tranto Clark Falls Now he was on hisway.

Tired from a deepless night, Strongarm leaned his head in the space between the
hard wooden window frame and his seat hack and closed his eyes. He dozed almost
immed atdy, but woke with every lurch of the coach. Finally, after thetrain hit a new section of
track just past Vernon, Strongarm fell into a deeper and mercifully dream ess sleep.

In the middle of the afternoon Strongarm woke as the trainn stopped at Bigelow.
The woman in yellow and the old man who shared his seat were gone, replaced by a young man
inadark suit withalarge briefcase. Strongarm felt very hungry, but he had spent almog all of
what wasleft of his student’s monthly allocation on his train ticket. He could get something when
he reached home. If the train was not further delayed, he would be in Clark Falls in three hours.

When the trainwas underway agan Strongarm tried to go back to sleep but
couldn’ t. He spent the three hours painfully watching the minutes creep by, staring out the
window, finding excusesto pace up and down the aide. At long last, shortly after 7:00 p.m., the
train pulled into the Clark Falls station.

Strongarm was tempted to cdl his parents from the gation, but there was only
one telephone in their building, and he didn't want to speak to neighbors. He caught atrolley
outside the train station that carried him dowly up the hill from the river beside which the
rallroad line ran and then acrosstown to hishome. It was still light out when he got off.
Somehow Strongarm wished he had waited until dark, so that fewer questioning eyeswould
regard hisreturn.

He waked up the familiar stairs of Building No. 3 to the third floor, turned right
and stood in front of his parents gpartment. He 4till had his key, but he decided to knock. His
mother opened the door.

“My goodness, what are you doing here, Robbie?’ she exclaimed. “Father,” she
called into the other room, “come here.”

Strongarm heard a chair scraping in the other room, then his father’ s footsteps.
His parents must have been eating dimner, he thought. Mrs. Strongarm stood examining himas
hisfathe cameand stood beside her. They looked older than they had ten daysago. Both were
thin, and the bones and sinews of their faces stood out in their tight gray skin. His father’s
leanmness and badd head contraged with Strongarm * s already stout frame and thick hair.

“It'snice to seeyou, son,” said Strongarm ‘sfather. “But what are you doing
here? Why didn’t you tell us you were coming? Is something wrong?’

“There is something that’ sbothering me, Father,” said Strongarm, “and | need to
talk to you and Mother about it. But | haven't eaten sincelad night. Could | have some food
first?
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“Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Strongarm. “Father and | were just having dinner. There's
plenty of stew left. We thought your grandmother was going to join us, but she went out.” She
took her son’sarm. “Come on in No reason to he standing here inthe doorway.”

The three of them went inside and sat at the table in the small dining alcove. Mrs.
Strongarm stepped to the kitchen to get a plate.

Strongarm’sfather s, looking @ his son from across the table. “Are you in some
kind of trouble, Rob? Do they know you’re gone?’

“Later, Father,” Strongarm said. “But it'snothing likethat. | haven’'t done
anything.”

Mrs Strongarmretumned and | adled out the rest of the gew from an iron pot.
Strongarm ate rapidly whiile his parents sat watching, too concerned to continue their own
meals.

When he finished, Strongarm leaned back in hischair. He felt more at ease now.
He hated to start the discussion, though, but he knew he couldn’t put his parents off any longer.

“Mother, Father,” hesaid, “they know I’'minlaw school onthe equalizaion
factor.”

Mrs. Strongarm wrinkled her brow. “Who knows?' she asked.

“Everyone. The teachers. The other studernts. One lecturer mentioned it in class.”

“S0?" asked Strongam’ sfathe.

“Father, it’ sdemeaning. | feel like asecond dassperson.”

“But everyone knows about the equalization,” said Mrs. Strongarm. “It’s
done alot of good for the Nauryans.”

“Not everyone knows which peopleare getting equalization points.” Strongarm
beginto fed angry.

Therewas a pause. Strongarm ‘s parents sought each other’s eyes, carefully
avoiding their son’s.

“Is this the whole thing, Rob? Mr. Strongarm firelly said.

“Of courseit’s the whole thing. Isn’t it enough? I’ ve been so depressed | felt like
....” Strongarm didn’t finish the sertence.

“Rob, you've got to sop being s0 sendgitive,” said Mr. Strongarm. “Look, people
know we're Nauryans. We can’'t hidethat. Andthey go out of their way to treat uswell. There
aren't enough Nauryans in certain jobs, so they make surethereare. Y ou should he grateful,
Rob, not upset. I’'m alot more concerned about what people think about your missing classes
today than about what they think of your equalization poirts. Now |I’'m not going to tell you what
to do, Rob. | believe atwenty year old man should dedde thingsfor himself. But it sureseemsto
me you ought to get yoursdf a good night’ s degp and hop onthat train back to Brockton
tomorrow.”

Strongarm barely held back an outburst against his father. “You just don’t
understand,” he said firally. “Y ou just don’t understand.” Tears cameto his eyes. He looked up
at his mother. “What do you think?' he asked.

She glanced at her husband, then cleared her throat. She reached out a hand and
put it over that of her son. “Robbie, I'm afraid | agree with your faher. We are treated the equal
of anyone dse. When the government gives us something we haven't earned, we should accept it
humbly and be grateful we haveit, not try to hideit. Sometimes | think it makesthemfed good
to know about it--to know they’'ve helped usout.” She patted Strongarm’s hand gently.
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Strongarm rose from his chair. “Mother,” he said, “the problem is that you and
Father both believe Nauryans really aren’t as good as others. Well, | don't accept that. But if it's
true, then | don’t want to be reminded of it al the time.” He stood and looked at his parents for a
long while, his hands gripping the back of his chair. Then he straightened up and started for the
door. “I’vegot to go out,” he said. **It’ stoo hot in here.”

“Where are you going?’ Strongarm’ s mother asked.

“I don't know. Just to get some air. Maybe I'll go see Smallbear.” He didn't wait
to seewhat his parents would say but walked quickly out of the gpartment, down the stairs and
into the courtyard.

It was funny, Strongarm thought to himself, how John Smallbear’ s nrame had
popped out of his mouth. He hadn’t really talked with Smallbear since before college. Y et now
that he thought of the man he felt better. He pictured Smallbear--smdll, thick, stooped, like his
namesake. A man to be admired. Born in the Westland foothills of native parents, John
Smd lbea had cometo civilization at the age of threewhen his tribe, garved inthe famine of
1845, voted to join the UWG. I n the dispersd of the tribe arranged by UWG officids
Smadlbea’ s parents had chosen to cometo Clark Fals. Smdlbear, as he grew, had done well,
and had even studied at Agronica National University a Preston. He taught for several years at
one of the Centra Agronica colleges, but sometrouble, so it was rumored, forced him to resign.
Hereturned to Clark Fdls, where he had now taught two generations, including Strongarm,
in the secondary school.

It was nearly dark as Strongarm walked down the brick sdewalk toward town,
hoping that Smallbear till lived in the old apart ment building overlooking the city center. The
walk seemed shorter than Strongarm remembered it. In fifteen minuteshe was reading the list of
occupantsof Bulding No. 12 on Cariage Street. Smallbear wassstill there After a momert of
indecision, Strongarm went back to Smallbear’ s room and knocked.

Smallbear opened the door. He looked exactly as he did when Strnngarm last saw
him, loose-fitting clothes, perpetually scowling nouth, small wire-rimmed glasses, and an
abrupt, affirmative manner.

“Rob Strongarm, * Smallbear said, in histhin voice, with still atrace of the
Nauryan accent. “Haven't seen you for awhile. What do you want?’

“You remember me?’
“Sure. | remember dl my Nauryans | remember your mother and father, too.

How arethey?’
“Hre. .. fine.” Srongarmstood there, not knowing exactly wha to say next.
“Well, what do you want, Strongarm?’
“Couldl .. .er...could]l tak to you for alittle while? Strongarm asked,
embarrassed.

“1t must be important, or you wouldn’t be all the way up here from the law
school. Come onin.”
They walked into Smallbear ‘s sparsely furnished living room. It looked scarcdy
lived in. They sat down.
“You know about my law school, too?’
“I keep track. Y ou didn’ t come al the way up herejust to see me, did you?’
“I came up to see my parents,” Strongarm said slowly. He felt he had to measure
his words carefully in gpeaking to Smallbear. “They couldn’t help me. That’swhen you cameto
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my mind. Though now that I'm here | think maybe | knew all along that you were the person |
wanted to talk to.”

“Troubles at the law school?’

“Ves!

Smallbear scratched his cheek. “Y ou there on equalization points?’

"Yes. Did you know?’

“Wasn't sure. Y ou were borderline. Wouldn't have been surprised if you'd made
it without equalization. Not surprised you didn't, either. Not many Naurvansdo.”

“You did, peoplesay.”

“Yes, | did. So did a few others from Clark Falls, but the last was quite a few years
ago.”

“Y ou may not be able to appreciate my problem, then”

“Try me” Smalbear, despite his years, sat cross-legged on a bench next to the
radiator. He leaned back againg the wall.

Strongarm edged forward in his cane-seated wooden chair and described the
events of the last week. “1 couldrn't stand to stay there any longer,” he said after he finished. “Y et
when
| got hometonight and talked to my parents, they acted asif I' m ungrateful. They think | should
hurry back and apologize for missing classes. They say no one thinks less of me because I’'m
there on equalization points” He waited for areaction from Smallbear.

“Youare not the firg Nauryan to tak to me about this problem Strongarm. Nor
are you the first to experience this terride depression.” Smallbear took off his glasses, cleared
and replaced them. “1 dislike interfering in things like this, Strongarm, but your parents are
wrong. What they say would be right if they were inyour position, but they’re not. They are
trained dogs, like most ‘civilized Nauryans. You area cat. You don't follow others. You think
about yourself too much--too much for your own happiness, | should say. I’'mnot judgngyou.”

Strongarm felt relieved, but his situation was still unresolved. “What can | do?’
he asked.

“In my opinion, thefirs thing is to get out of law schoal or it will ruin you, if it
doesn’'t kill you. Do ajob you can do aswell as a non-Nauryan. Get married and have children.
Try not to think too much about what ishappening to you and to other Nauryans.”

Strongarm thought over Smallbear’ s advice. “Is that the only solution?’ he
finally asked.

“The only one you can livewith.”

“But . .. how do you know?’

Smallbear’ s eyes narrowed. “Because I'man old man. I’ ve seen alot of things
andtaked toalot of people. Especially Nauryans. If you question my advice, why did you come
here?’

“I"'msorry. | don't doubt your advice. | just wanted to know how you come to it.”

“Well, I’ ve told you. Sixty-eight years of experience.”

Strongarm grew uncomfortable. He sensed that Smallbear was tiring of the
conversation, yet hedidn't want to leave. “Do other Nauryans getting equdization fee the same
way | do?’ he asked. “I mean, is there something wrong with me?’

“Some do. Some don ‘t. Don‘t ask me who ‘s right and who’swrong. | don’'t
makejudgments.”

“How would you fed, Smallbear?’
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Smadlbear opened hismouth, then closed it. He looked steadily at Strongarm,
then cast his eyes downward. “I would find it absolutely intolerable--a degrading and inhumane
custom,” hesad, very softly.

“Y ouwould?” Strongarm smiled. “Thenyou agree withme! Y ou don't know
how much better that makes mefeel.”

“Why should it? My opinion doesn’'t solveyour problem”

“Can’t the system be changed? Have you ever thought of that?’

Smallbear got up from his bench and waked across the room. For a moment
Strongarm thought he noticed an amost fatherly expression on Smallbear’ s face. But it didn’t
last. It wasn't Smdl lbear’s way.

“I thought about it agreat deal, Strongarm, long ago, when the memories of the
foothills were fresher and the egualization policy was a lot newer. | even tried to convince others
that something should be done. But it’s not just the equalization policy, Strongarm, it’sthe
whole framework of this society. Thismay sound like heresy to you, but maybe a little
inequality wouldn't be such a bad thing.” Smallbear stopped. He waved his hand past his face as
if swatting avay an insect, then turned and went back to his bench. “Y ou vegot metalking too
much,” he continued, hisback ill to Strongarm. “1 don’t want to think about this. They beat me
down once and that was enough.” Heturned. “They’ll beat you down, too. And they're probably
right. You can’t mistreat the dogs in order to save afew cats.” He wiped his forehead and sa
down again. “ Take my advice, Strongarm Get out of that law school and do something you're
qualified for. Forget all this nonsense.” He leaned back and closed his eyes. “Y ou can go now.
Please shut thedoor tight when you leave.”

Reluctantly Strongarm got up and wert to the door. Sadness welled in him, for
himsdf and for thislittle misplaced man. “T hank you very much, Smdlbear,” he said. “This talk
has meant a great deal to me.” Smallbear grunted, and Strongarm | eft the apartment, making sure
to closethe door securely behind him.
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