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PART ONE

1. 
         

One slow step at a t ime, 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 a long, thin somber face to go with a rather
ordinary six-year-old frame, and he wore the brown cotton shirt and shorts that were the autumn
uniform of the Pinedale School.

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 his little shoulders a shrug and
marched past the door and into the room behind it.

A woman in a high collared white blouse sitting at a desk inside the room looked
up as the boy entered. “Are you here for a counseling 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 a little. “Well, it’s not  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?” she asked.
Eric nodded again.
“You’ve been with us a long time,” the woman remarked, looking at 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 wondered if she had children of her own at  home. He thought about what it would
be like to have a real mother. Pinedale was the only family and the only home Eric could
remember. He had been an infant when he and his parents had boarded 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 this facility it
operated near New Markwell,  West land’s only city.

Footsteps passed in the corridor outside and Eric heard someone go down the
stairs.  A few minutes later a tall, gray-haired man with a threadbare jacket walked into the room
and up to the woman at the desk. When he turned Erie recognized him as someone 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. I guess we have
something to talk about. Eric shook the outstretched hand. Then they walked down the corridor
to Williams’ office, Eric hanging his head.

“Well, Eric,” Williams said when they were in his small cubicle, barely big
enough for his desk and two chairs, “you’ve not been following the rules, I 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’s some reason. We’ll get to this in a minute. First, though, I 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 his dessert. And the next day you called one of the girls in your
class a bad 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’s no need to cry. What we must do
is find 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’m sure we can work it out in that time.”

Williams pulled a sheet of paper in front of him. “First of all,” he said, “I’d like
to make a note 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 all your Behavior lectures?”

Eric nodded. “I think so,” he said.
Williams made another note, then pushed the paper aside. He leaned back in his

chair and folded his hands across his chest. “All right,” he said, “since this is your first offense
and you’ve never been to a counselor before, I’ll take this session to tell you about a few things.”

Williams stared at the ceiling, his eyes half-closed. He put his hands behind his
head. “The first thing I want to say is that, 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 I want to say is,  we aren’t going to take away your freedom.
As you ought to know by now, freedom is one of the basic principles of the United World
Government. People should be able to do as they 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 is founded 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 someone goes astray, like you
did last week, Eric. And that’s why we have counselors. To make sure you see why what you did
was wrong and to help you keep it from happening again.

“Now, here’s one more thing. What we’re doing 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 as we can. You’ve got your job, and you earn pretty much
the same as everyone else. You 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,” said Williams, shifting forward in his chair and looking at Eric, “do you
have any questions about  what I’ve said?”

“No, sir,” said Eric, who really hadn’t paid much attention. He had been watching
a fly crawl up the wall behind the counselor.

“All right, Eric,” Williams said, patting the boy’s head. “You’re a good listener,
and I can see we’re going to get along just fine.” He looked at his watch. “There’s still a lot of
time left, but I think we’ve covered enough for today. We’ve got two more weeks to  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 slowly 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 a little jump he grabbed the railing and, holding it tightly, flew down the stairs
two and three steps at a time. He didn’t stop at the bottom but raced out of the old brick building
as fast as he could and dashed across the open lawn to join his friends in the playground next to
the dining hall.

                2

Prior to 1898 no UWG ship had called at a Chansu port in the UWG’s entire
hundred-year history. Nor would one have been welcome, for after the expulsion in 1608 of the
last foreigners to set foot on their island, the traders of the old Doltony Empire, the Chansu had
resolutely sealed themselves off from the continental civilizations on the other side of the globe
and cold-bloodedly executed the few outsiders who thereafter attempted to make contact with
them.

It came, therefore, as a great surprise to the leaders of the UWG when, in the
autumn of 1897, they received an invitation from the ruler of Chansu’s Northern Kingdom to pay
him a visit. They would, of course, never have considered imposing themselves on the Chansu
without such a request; after all, barbarians are ent itled to their human rights too, 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
exciting prospect!

Thus it was that on May 15, 1898 (the same date, coincidentally, that the infant
Eric Faolin and his parents boarded the lumbering old side-wheeler at Prestmouth, Region of
Agronica, for their emigration to Westland), the UWG ship Liberty, after a long 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 is that of  young David
Halburton, then an assistant interpreter for the expedition:

I 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. I almost went back below b ut decided to wait for a little while. In a

few minutes it was light enough to see some distance, and soon I 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 I stood stunned by it for a long
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time. It is very difficult to describe the feelings that sight awakened in me. I had not expected anything so

forbidding . It was difficult to b elieve that any sa fe harbor  lay within that imm ense fortre ss of rock. I  could

understand easily how the Chansu had managed to keep the world out for three centuries.

As I stood  there I cou ldn’t help thinking  about the ho rrible fate o f the last recor ded voyage to

Chansu, w ell over a cen tury ago.  I rem inded myse lf that our exp edition cam e at the invitation of the  Chansu, b ut I

worried about what inconsequential act might possibly offend the island’s rulers, whose customs were so unknown

to us. Poss ibly I would ha ve stood ther e all morn ing had m y thoughts not b een interru pted by the s hip’s be ll

announcing the morning’s crew meeting.  The common room was almost full when I arrived, and the excitement was

clearly noticeab le.  Mohend i, from the In formation  Ministry, gave  a some what 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  Carpe nter, the Se nior Interp reter, leading  the discussio n, 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 demo nstrate our  technologica l achievem ent as well as  our good w ill. And he wou ld ask per mission to
estab lish a m ission  in Cha nsu to  teach  the U WG  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 towar d us.  We all hu rriedly got into our  heavy wool ov ercoats an d went out on th e forward  deck. It was  still
cold, and the b iting wind, coup led with nerv ousness, m ade my teeth  chatter. W e clung to the w et rail, peer ing into

the distance. Sooner than we expected the boats were abreast of us. I was surprised at now small they were and

admired anyone who would put to sea in one. They swung around in a half circle so as to come up alongside. At the

same time the Liberty reduced speed and came to a virtual stop.

On the deck of the nearest vessel I saw a muscular man with reddish brown skin m otioning

excitedly at us. He seemed to be shouting, but I couldn’t hear his words. He was clad only in light trousers and a 

sleeveless shirt,  despite the cold wind and spray blowing over him.

Finally one of the deck hands realized what the man was calling about and tossed a rope to him. In
a few minutes the Chansu sailor had drawn his vessel up next to the Liberty and climbed up the rope to the Liberty’s

deck. He pulled a ladder up with him and tied it to the deck railing, then returned to his own little ship. He

disappeared below deck then reapp eared a moment later accomp anied by two other red-skinned Chansu, both of

whom were dressed in br ightly-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 approach them. In their bright yellow, 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 C arpente r. Michae l Lawrenc e, the other as sistant interp reter, and I  moved c lose enough  to be within

earshot b ut stood seve ral pace s behind the  others. W intergreen  extended his  hand to the Ch ansu but the y acted as if

they didn’t see it.

“Welcome to the Liberty,” Wintergreen finally said. “We have come at the invitation of your King

Torgoona.” Carpenter attempted to translate the statement into Chansu.. The two Chansu looked at each other

blankly. One of them spoke in response to Carpenter. I 1istened closely but recognized nothing. The sounds were

entirely different from what I expected.

Lawrence and I exchanged worried glances. Had we som ehow deceived ourselves about our

ability to translate the Chansu language? King Torgoona’s  invitation was written in exactly the same language that
the Doltony tra ders had r ecorded th ree centur ies ago, and w e had there fore assum ed that, with our  master y 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 w ould they have w ritten the invitation in a  language the y don’t speak ?” I asked . 

 “I can’t understand them,” Carnenter was explaining to Wintergreen and Marzone. The Chansu

began to loo k impa tient.  Carp enter again  tried to tell them  of King T orgoona’s  Invitation, bu t the Chansu  simply

stared b ack at him .  Wintergr een, I noticed , was glancin g nervous ly at the other Cha nsu fishing b oats, which h ad all

now drawn alongside the Liberty. Was he thin king, I wond ered, ab out how q uickly the men  on those b oats could

board us?

                       Then, in exasperation, Carpenter reached into his inside coat pocket and pulled out a copy of

the invitation and h eld it in front of the two  Chansu. T hey looked at it, nodd ed, and chatte red at Car penter. I  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 p ronounce d them ca refully, accordin g to the old D oltony pronu nciation char t. 

Immediately the two Chansu began to grin.  They looked at each other and the grins 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 written language 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, we were 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 looked like it might have been made by a blade 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 creases in the

dark reddish-brown skin of his face indicated that he was much older than his companion. Both men had the wide-

set eyes and coal-black hair that, along with their skin color, distinguished the Chansu from other peoples.
“We have been sent,” Jinsa stated, “to express King Torgoona’s great appreciation for the

accepta nce of his invitation  by the peop le from ac ross the oc ean. Th e King ackn owledges  his duty and ob ligation to

make his visitors’ stay as pleasant as possible.

“We hav e met your g reat ship h ere in the coa stal waters ,” Jinsa contin ued, “bec ause you wo uld
not be able to sail up the fjord that leads to the harbor of Shinso without assistance. We have brought with us two

pilots who know the channel very well. We apologize for 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 this is not the

case for a s eafaring natio n such as your s.”

This last statement puzzled me until I realized that the Chansu knew nothing of the changes in the

political situation  of the world in the  last 300  years. Whe n the Chans u last had con tact with peo ple from  outside their

island, the Doltony Empire was at the height of its power, controlling most of the Northern and Southern Continents,

and p osse ssing  a stro ng, elit e navy. The C hansu had  no way of know ing that the D oltony powe r had be en crushe d in
the great re volutions of the late  l700 s that gave ris e to the Unite d World G overnm ent.

“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 things we have to discuss with him. Your pilots are welcome aboard

the Liberty.”

“Very well,” Jinsa said. “The King has planned a great feast to honor you this evening. But  he

also wishe s us to pre sent to you now  a small initial gift, a tok en of his obliga tion.”

Jinsa nodde d to his com panion, w ho stepp ed forwar d, produc ing from b eneath his ro be a sm all

glass vial filled with a white powder. “This,” he said, holding up the vial, “is a rare spice of great power. A few

grains on the tongue--no more, I caution you--will heighten the senses and produce a great joy. The King hopes that

you may enj oy this in your mo ments aw ay from ob ligation.”

Wintergreen did not reach to take the vial from Litna ‘s outstretched hand. He turned to Carpenter 

after the translation was completed and asked softly,  “Is it some kind of a drug?”

Carpenter shrugged. “I believe so,” he said. Wintergreen turned to Marzone. “This might be a

trick, ” he sa id. Ma rzone ma de no r eply.

Wintergreen faced the two Chansu again. “The King’s offer is very kind,” he said, “but in our land

we don’t use  stimulating d rugs. We  cannot acce pt 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 s ilently at the faces of the C hansu for a m oment. “N o,” he finally said, “it is

not forbidde n by our law s, but by our  choice.”

When this w as translate d for the Cha nsu, they bec ame ve ry angry. Jinsa s tepped  up to

Wintergreen and spoke loudly and heatedly, his face almost touching Wintergreen’s. Before waiting for a

translation, he  turned aro und abr uptly and, with his  comp anion, started  for the ladder  back to their  boat.

“Wait,” C arpente r called, rus hing after them , without transla ting their last rem arks or s topping to

consult with W intergreen  or Mar zone. T hey stopp ed. “Pleas e wait for jus t a mom ent,” he aske d. Then  he returne d to
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Wintergreen. “We have insulted them,” he said. “They are very sensitive about social obligations. We can accept

their gift without us ing 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 I was certain we would smash into that wall of rock. Then,

suddenly, an opening appeared and we steamed up a narrow fjord that 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 w as situated in this  valley, while num erous ston e towers s tood behind  and abov e it

in the surro unding hills. Sh inso did not ap pear to b e as large a s the larges t UWG  cities, but it m ust have held  close to

250,000 inhabitants.

The Liberty dropped anchor in the middle of the fjord outside Shinso. 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, it was as if we had arrived unnoticed. We ate a hurried lunch in the common room, then went back

to the deck to w atch. Finally, in the ea rly afternoon w e spotted a  rowbo at coming  slowly out to m eet us. It held s ix

shirtless rowers, sweat glistening on their red backs, another shirtless man in the bow, and Jinsa and Litna, 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,” Jinsa said. “This is Shinso.” He waved his arm in the direction of the

city. “King Torgoona wishes to meet with you as soon as it is convenient. He waits for you in the Old Citadel, which

has been specially prepared for your visit.” He pointed out a large 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 those

castles, the Old Citadel had probably been--and for all we knew, still was--a major defense point against attackers by

land from the other side.
“We are most anxious to meet with your King,” Wintergreen said. “But we would like a little time

to prep are ours elves.”

Jinsa looked  surpris ed. “Pleas e excuse u s. We thoug ht we had give n you enough tim e.”

“Oh, but we didn’t understand . . .“ Wintergreen began. Before he could finish, Marzone

interrupted. “What we mean to say is, we have many gifts for the King, and we would like to get them ashore so we

can ta ke them wi th us to  the O ld Cita del.” C arpenter  trans lated th is, and  the two Cha nsu no dded u nder stand ingly.

“We will send another boat for you that is large enough to carry your gifts. The King will expect

no mor e than ten in your p arty, please .”

After a short discussion  with Wintergreen, Marzone and Carpenter that I did not hear, Jinsa and

Litna left, taking the two Chansu pilots with them. As far as I know, they did not ask whether we had used the drug

they had given us . I guessed  that they would no t.

Not long afterward another rowboat came out to the 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 cam e aboard first and told us that he was the Dock Supervisor in charge

of the group of Workers who would unload our cargo that we wished to take with us to the King. It would not be
necessary for us to speak to the workers, he said. It was his honor to relay our instructions to them.

The five workers followed the Dock Supervisor aboard and bowed numerous times before him. He

passed our instructions on to them with harsh commands. I couldn’t help but be shocked, as I had been over the

treatme nt of the Chans u pilots by Jin sa. The  Super visor disp layed an attitude of su periority ove r these wo rkers far  in

excess of anything necessary to the proper performance of their jobs. The Liberty crew members, I noticed, also

watched the Cha nsu w orke rs in a maz eme nt. Cle arly we had m uch to  teach  the Ch ansu  abou t 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 I expected, chose

Winte rgre en, M arzo ne, an d Mohendi  , rep rese nting th e Pri me C ounci l, the C ongress, a nd the  Infor mation Ministry,

respectively, to attend the initial meeting with King Torgoona. They got into the boat and Carpenter and I joined

them. Lawrence stayed on the ship to handle any communications with the Chansu that were necessary while we
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were gon e. The D ock Sup ervisor an d his work ers followed  and sat in the b ack of the bo at, and the row ers cast off. I

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 feet again. I looked back at the Liberty and sudden ly 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  us imm ediately into a large , maroo n and white ho rse draw n wagon. T hough ob viously constru cted 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 c arriage ho rse. It took six  of them to dr aw us up  the winding ro ad toward  the Old C itadel.

The first part of our journey carried us along the water, between the docks and 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 watch us pass, but not for long. I doubted very much if they knew who we were, although the mere

presence of our ship in the fjord should have aroused more curiosity than it appeared to. Soon the road 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 a wide, tree-lined boulevard that largely obscured our

view o f the city.

The areas of Shinso we had passed differed greatly from any city I 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 people we saw,

all men dr essed in p lain grays and b rowns, w ere like so m any automa tons mec hanically going ab out their job s. I

wondered to myself if perhaps the drug we had been given was a part of their daily life until I recalled that Litna had

described it as very rare.

The boulevard led us, through numerous switchbacks, up the steep hill toward the Old 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 a thousand years before by the first king of the northern area of

Chansu. King Torgoona was his direct descendant. The Old Citadel was now used, he added, chiefly for ceremonial
occasions like this one.

At last we reached the Citadel. It had no wall around it, but its sheer sides, windowless for at least

forty feet, presented a formidable obstacle to any would-be attacker. We entered, wagon, horses and all, through a

huge door set in the thick stone and found ourselves in an enormous, 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 echoing corridors and up I would guess six long flights of stairs until we

were us hered thro ugh a polish ed woode n door into a r oom with  ornate car pets cove ring the floor an d walls

consisting of brightly painted panels. There were open w indows 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 the room, followed by a group of six men. Their gaudy, loose-fitting clothes,

like those of Jinsa and Litna, were very different from the dark wool suits, with vests, high collars and neckties, that

we all wore.

As the group of Chansu reached us, one of their number stepped forward apart from the others. He

was, I would guess, about 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 Nor thern Kingd om.”

The othe r Chansu  bowed s lightly. None of us  did, and I felt unco mfortab le about it.

Wintergreen stepped forward, Marzone close b eside him, and spoke. “I am Ralph W intergreen,

authorized  to repre sent the Pr ime Cou ncil of the Un ited World G overnm ent.” He p ut his hand on M arzone’s

shoulder. “This is Rita Marzone, representing the Congress of the United World Governm ent. We thank you for your

invitation and come in peace.” Then, to my surprise, he and Marzone both bowed ever so slightly toward

Torgoona.

Torgo ona then sp oke for ab out a minute , saying som ething of which  I could unde rstand only

snatches. W hen he finished , Jinsa hande d to each of us a  piece of thick  paper  with words  handwritten  on it in

Chansu. It was the text of Torgoona’s statement, and it read 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 po werful.”

Next Wintergreen handed to Jinsa a text of his speech which we had translated into Chansu.

Wintergreen asked Jinsa to read it to Torgoona and the others, since our pronunciation was so poor. The speech took

almost ten minutes.

The C hansu all wo re smile s when the s peech s tarted. As it w ent 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  wome n we had se en. The ir cart held tra ys, some w ith 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. As the 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 I believe I

caught the meaning of his words. “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 later
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 happened. I wanted

very much to say something in defense of the girl, for I--and I imagine the rest of our party--was outraged at the 

way sh e had b een tr eated . But th e beh avior  of the C hansu neve r allow ed us t he op por tunity.

Next Torgoona directed one of the girls to pass a tray of drinks among us. “This is one of our

finest wines,”  he said. “I ho pe that it plea ses vou.”

Wintergreen looked around at the rest of us, then turned back to Torgoona and held up his hand.
“I’m afr aid we can’t a ccept your  wine,” he sa id. “We do n ot drink wine .”

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

“This wine is 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 forbids it,” Wintergreen said.

Torgoona app eared 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 to go through another door which led

to a larger r oom, wh ere a ser ies of sma ll tables with c hairs be hind them  were ar ranged in a c ircle.. Tor goona and h is

advisers sat at the tabes on one side of the circle, and we sat at the tables opposite.

“Now,” said Torgoona, “there is much you said that interests us. I 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. Yet 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 ld Gover nment ha s replac ed it.”
“Your new ruler must be a very powerful king, then. What is his name?” asked Torgoona.

“We no longer have a ruler,” Marzone said. “We are governed by a Congress , elected by the

people, and by a Prime Council, elected by our Congress. I am here on behalf of our Congress, and Mr. Wintergreen

was sent b y the mem bers of the  Prime  Council.”

“I 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

Congres s make s the gener al laws, and the  Prime  Council see s that they are im pleme nted.”

Torgo ona looked a t Mohend i and shook h is head, as if to clea r 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.”



9

“We wish to learn your language. Then we can translate for ourselves,” Torgoona replied. “I

would like very much to know,” he went on, “how you were able to overthrow so great a nation as the Doltony

Emp ire. The ir weap ons were  very pow erful.”

“We had  no advantag e in weap ons,” Win tergreen s aid. “We ha d a strong w ill and a just ca use.”

Torgoona looked disappointed. “Yet 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 equ als.”

“We would like to make all of Chansu one nation, but there are evil men in the southern lands

who opp ose this dre am,” sa id Torg oona. “It is ou r hope tha t you can help u s to overco me them .”

Marzo ne shook he r head. “I’m  afraid that is som ething we ca nnot do,” she  said. ”We  have hap pily

given up forever our military services. We come here only to exchange information. But it is our hope that once the
people  of Chansu h ave seen the  wisdom  of our way, they will all, no rth and south , east and we st, wish to unite w ith

us as full and eq ual partne rs.”

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

military matters?”
“Certainly m any of our older  books do ,” said Mo hendi. “But w e didn’t bring  any of those with

us. We w ould like you to unde rstand the p eace and h armon y we have ac hieved, not the w arlike ways o f our past.”

Jinsa sp oke up. “O f course, b ut we would  like to know ev erything abo ut your nation. W e can’t

appr eciate your ac comp lishments  without know ing what you hav e overcom e.”
Torgoona smiled at these words. “Yes, that is right,” he said. “We hope that this is but the first of

many exchanges between our nations. We would like to 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 d o not wish to give  us inform ation abou t yourselves, p lease tell us.”

Mohendi shook his head slowly. “No. No reason,” he said. “The UW G puts a high value on the

freedom  of informatio n. We don’t b elieve in cens orship. W e look forwa rd to the exch ange you pr opose, an d we will

open our  entire libra ries to you.”

“Very good. Very good,” replied Torgoona, obviously pleased. “Now I would like to discuss
somethin g else you m entioned. Y ou spoke  of equality as an  impor tant part of your  governm ent. The m eaning of this

is not clear to us. Do you mean that everyone in the Warrior class receives the same income?”

“We mean,” said Marzone, “that everyone receives roughly the same income. There have to be

some d ifferences, of co urse, to pr ovide incentive . But the differen ces are ve ry small.”

“This is an amazing concept,” said Torgoona. “It would be m uch 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 dropp ed open. He looked at the other Chansu, who appeared equally surprised.

Then he asked that the statement be repeated and re-translated.

“That is  a most dr astic policy,” he  said, after the se cond trans lation app arently confirm ed his

earlier understanding. “Please excuse us if we seem shocked. Who does the work in your land?”

“We all share in the work, of course,” said Marzone. “We have developed machines and industrial

technique s that mak e the work  easier.”

“And incr ease the p roduction,” a dded Mo hendi.

“Machines?” said Torgoona. “What sort of machines?”
“All kinds of m achines. M achines to m ake clothes. M achines to ha rvest crop s. Vehicle s,” said

Mohend i. “We have  brought s ome m achines for  you as gifts.”

“I would like  to see them ,” said To rgoona. “B ut we could ha rdly use anything tha t is going to

require elimination of the Worker class. Tell me,” he continued, “did your revolution simply . . . exterminate the

workers?”

“Oh m y no,” said Win tergreen w ith a little laugh whe n the ques tion was tran slated. “O bviously

you have misunderstood. No one has been exterminated. The only people killed in our revolution were the Doltony

rulers and  their arm ies. We ha ve elimina ted classes , not peop le. We are  truly a classless  society.”

Torgoona now app eared even more shocked than before. “What is your family?” he demanded of

Wintergreen.

“I beg your pardon,” said Wintergreen.
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“What is your family?” Torgoona demanded. “Your father. Was your father Warrior class?”

“We have no classes,” said Wintergreen earnestly. “My father was a blacksmith. My mother made

shoes. I am  very prou d 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 I say?” asked Wintergreen. I shook my head. I was thinking in that moment of what

had happened to the last expeditions to Chansu, before the UWG.

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

“I think I could find the way out,” I volunteered.

“Maybe we should leave,” said Marzone.

“I don’t see any point,” said Wintergreen. “They can easily stop us if we go out the way we came
in.” He w ent over to on e of the window s and pee red out. “T his is no good. T here’s a str aight drop  of at least fifty

feet.”

I 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. “You falsely implied that you
were of an  equal clas s and rank . Now w e find this is not so. Y ou are of infer ior status. H enceforth you w ill

comm unicate throu gh me an d my assis tants.”

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

“The king is not offended,” replied Jinsa. “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 other

time, with the  appr opriate for malities.”

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

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

“There is no change. We gratefully accept your gifts. I wil1 discuss with you on behalf of the king

and his Chie f Minister the  exchange  of books an d other suc h matters .”

“Very w ell,” said Win tergreen. T here was  a long paus e. “Do w e just . . . er . . . go forw ard with

our talks here?”
“I am a fraid not,” said J insa. “It wou ld be inap prop riate for us to c ontinue to m eet 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

arrange ments for  you to stay at the N ew Palac e.”

“Stay there?” asked Marzone. “What about the ship?”

“You may stay on your ship if you wish. We are unaccustomed to having  persons of your rank

staying in the pa lace room s, so there is n o obligation b roken if you refu se 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 room s for only ten.”

This p resented a  proble m. We  could, of cours e, accep t lodging at the p alace if it was func tionally

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 the Liberty. I was glad I was not asked to make the decision.

“Well, then,” said Wintergreen, “I believe it would be proper for this group here to accept your

offer, but wh en our talks a re over w e must r eturn to the sh ip.”

“As you wis h,” said Jinsa . “I will take you the re now an d you may refr esh yourselv es. We w ill
serve you food, but I am afraid that the banquet we had planned would not be appropriate now. Also, if the men

would like, we offer you some lovely girls from the temple--very well-trained--for your entertainment.” He looked at

Rita Marzone. “I am afraid we have no men to offer 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,” h e said, “bu t our duty forbid s such p leasures .”

“Very well,” Jinsa replied brusquely. “Please follow me.” He led us down to the room where we

had first entered the Citadel. We climbed aboard the wagon, 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 a high 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 around to the right and up a narrow passageway between

the wall and a long, 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 is where the rulers of the mountain kingdoms stay when they visit us,” said Jinsa.

“I am s ure you will be  comforta ble 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 sm aller 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 w e arrived a t the New  Palace, W intergreen  and Carp enter wen t 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, tasted very good after six weeks of the monotonous 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 left immediately after we had eaten, and we saw

no mor e Chansu  that day. We talke d late into the even ing, specu lating about w hat tomor row wou ld hold, then finally

retired to our uncomfortable beds.

3

 Halburton stayed on in Chansu and assumed an administrative role.  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 H alburton

Date:  January 15, 1901

Your letter appointing me as Secretary to the Chansu Mission and requesting me to begin a
series of re ports on C hansu and  on the effects of ou r prese nce here w as delivere d last week w hen the steam ship

Freedom arrived in Shinso. In this report I shall attempt to answer your initial inquiries, with the understanding that

additio nal da ta will fo llow in  subs eque nt rep orts, w hich I  shall m ake m onthly.

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

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

July 2, 1898—Libe rty 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 boo ks and  mac hiner y.

October 1, 18 98--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, 189 9--John Bridges arrives and begins duties as Director of the Chansu Mission.

Mohendi returns to the UWG. Regular m onthly shipping schedule is inaugurated between UWG and Chansu.
June 15, 189 9--First building in UWG M ission compound is completed, and we move our

offices in.
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August 1 , 189 9--R esidence b uilding at the com pound is c omple ted, and all U WG c itizens in

Chansu are required to move into the compound.

January 20, 1900 --We establish informal information exchange program with the Scribe of the

Temple at the New Palace (thus far this is 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 o f Techn ical Assistan ce Prog rams T o Date

April 15, 189 9--First small electric generating station completed in Shinso.

July 10, 1 899 --Firs t productio n from N ongoto steel m ill.

June 20, 190 0--First leg of Shinso-Nongota railway is completed.

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

3.  Chronology of Chansu Political Developments Since 1898

(The following dates are only approximate; most of this information was obtained from the
priests of the New Palace Temple and, because of the restrictions on travel by UWG citizens,

has not be en confirm ed.)

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 on the Southern Kingdom.

Octob er, 189 9--N orthern K ingdom d estroys So uthern King dom b order forts , using newly

developed cannon. Northern Warrior troops begin invasion of Southern Kingdom.

April, 1 900 --No rthern Kin gdom us es newly-de veloped m etal-clad w arships  to penetra te

Southern Kingdom harbors and bombard principal coastal cities.

June, 1900--Northern Kingdom wins decisive battle at Minko-Lan in western sector of Southern

Kingdom, using newly-developed 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

Kingdoms in east central Chansu conclude treaties 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 his Fourth Level classes at Pinedale
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 distributed to the children only on
Equality Day and similar special occasions.

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

Twenty-four faces suddenly brightened.
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“But,” Perkins said, “I couldn’t decide how to divide them among you, so I
thought I’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. You can take as many as you like,
so you’d better get up here before they’re all gone.”

Perkins put the box of candies down and went to his desk. The second he sat
down the children scrambled to the front of the room. Eric managed to get to the table in time to
snatch one of the candies, but not without suffering a banged shin and a bruised elbow. The
students in the back of the room failed to get anything, and one began to sputter, struggling to
hold back the tears, “That’s not fair. I didn’t get any.”

“You’re not very happy, are you?” Perkins asked the blubbering child.
The boy shook his head vigorously.
“Well,” Perkins said, “how would you feel if that happened every time you

wanted something?” He paused for emphasis. “You know, life was like that  once--before the
UWG.”

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, he realized his great fortune to be born in this time, in this place. The session 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 all the old problems of slavery,  poverty,
and unhappiness. Eric liked particularly to hear over and over again the stories of the
revolutionary heroes--the selfless men of all classes who gave up everything they had to
overthrow the Doltony Empire and found a new world on the great principles of equality and
freedom. Many late afternoons Eric would walk with Perkins after classes along the wooden
sidewalks that led to the small apartment building where Perkins lived, just outside the walls of
Pinedale,

On one of the first  occasions Eric accompanied Perkins, he asked the teacher if
he could come inside Perkins’ home to 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 him to do so.  Perkins told Eric, though, that he planned to invite each of his
students for dinner once during the year. If Eric would be patient, his turn would come.

Eric looked forward to that dinner. Once the invitations began, he tried to keep
track of which of his classmates had received them. He resented the fact that others, who cared
so little about the great things Perkins had to tell them, had the same amount of time at Perkins’
home as he would. Finally, shortly after the mid-year holidays, Eric received his invitation--a
note placed on his desk in Perkins’ class. Eric remembered to get the permission of his dormitory
counselor to go, and he saved a clean uniform for the occasion. When the evening arrived, Eric
carefully changed clothes, brushed back his hair, and walked briskly to Perkins’ apartment.

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

“Yes?” she said.
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“I’m sorry,” said Eric, blushing. “I thought this was Mr. Perkins’ apartment.”
“Oh, it is,” said the woman. “I’m Mrs. Perkins.” She looked at Eric thoughtfully.

“I suppose you’re our dinner guest?”
“Yes, I am,” said Eric. He was greatly 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 he walked in. As he passed close to the woman, he

sensed a warmth and softness that made him feel uncomfortable. Why did she have to be here
anyway? The apartment was small and seemed crowded to Eric. It was also rather dark.

“You wait here,” Mrs. Perkins said when they reached the living room. “We’ll be
in in a few minutes.” She went into another room and closed the door behind her.

Eric stood there for a moment, 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
bookshelves filled with thick books. Eric wondered if Perkins had read them all. At the other end
of the room the late afternoon sunlight tried to squeeze in around the drawn shades. Across from
Eric was a fireplace, where a few small lumps of coal glowed softly. In the middle of the room
stood a table, empty except for two half-filled glasses sitting on one side.

Eric sat quietly for a few minutes. He shivered and wondered if it  would be all
right for him to put his jacket back on, or to st ir up the fire. That  would be indulging himself,
he finally concluded, thinking about what old Mr. Garrett, his Third Level 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 his wife came out. Perkins wore a tight, starched collar, a thin red tie, arid one of his frayed
black classroom suits. Mrs. Perkins now had on a long 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 stiffly 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 the lad who’s got more questions about his lessons than I do.” Perkins started to
laugh at this, then stopped himself. “And Eric, this is my lovely wife Florence.” Eric bowed
slightly. Mrs. Perkins grinned and curtseyed.

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

“Our drinks, Florence, our drinks,” he said. He looked at Eric. “You haven’t been
tippling at these, have you now, Eric?”

“Oh no, sir,” Eric answered, He paused. “What is it, Mr. Perkins? It looks very
good.”

Perkins smiled and glanced at his wife. “It is very 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’s for dinner.”

“I am not kidding. And I want to talk to Eric,” said Perkins. He stepped
unsteadily across to the sofa and dropped onto it. His wife watched, an expression of alarm now
on her face.

Perkins looked at his wife. “Come here, Florence,” he said, beckoning with his
hand. “It’s not the end of the world.” She walked slowly over to where he sat. Suddenly he
reached up and took her arm, pulling her gently 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 side 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 I talk to Eric.” Mrs. Perkins
turned and, without expression, walked 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. “Is that an
alcohol drink ?”

“You bet it is.”
“They say alcohol drinks are . . .” he searched his mind for the word, “ . . .

counter-productive, I think. People who drink them don’t do their work properly.”
“You learn your lessons well, Eric,” Perkins said bitterly.  But let me tell you, it’s

all a big joke.” He patted the sofa next to him. “Come over here and sit down.” Perkins’ speech
was slightly slurred. Eric followed the command reluctantly. He didn’t like his teacher’s
behavior.

“You want to know why it’s a joke? I’ll tell you. Actually, it’s not a joke. It ’s a
damn lie. The government hires us to tell you how great it is. How free we are. Equal and free.
Free to live our lives the way we want.  But then we fill you full of crap about  not drinking wine
and not  making love and not doing about a thousand other things that  are fun to do. And
everybody believes it.” He paused. “What difference does it  make,” he said,  gesturing broadly,
“if there aren’t any laws against doing things? We don’t need laws because we’re all afraid to do
them anyway. We’re no more free than a Doltony slave.” He stared at Eric for a long time. Eric
was beginning to feel very uncomfortable and maybe a little sick to his stomach. “Well, what do
you think about all that, Eric? You agree with me?” Perkins slapped Eric on the leg.

Eric jumped. His leg stung. “I . . . I guess so, Mr. Perkins.”
Perkins continued to  gaze at Eric. Then he turned away and flopped back into the

cushions of the sofa. “Oh, hell, what’s the 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 wanted to get out of this place. For
weeks he had dreamed of this chance to talk with his new friend. Now he felt relief when the
conversation stopped.

They sat in silence until 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,” she said. He didn’t answer. She glanced over at Eric. “Peter,” she
repeated, louder.

“Yes, yes, I 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 said. “I can’t make dinner. The . . . food is spoiled.”

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

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

Eric looked at  her, then at Perkins. Slowly he stood up. “Maybe I’d better be
going, then,” he said. “I’m feeling 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 in the eye. “Eric,” she said, “Mr. Perkins has said some things he shouldn’t have.
Please don’t pay any attention to them. He’s not feeling very well, either. And I would
appreciate it if you don’t repeat them.”

“Sure, Mrs. Perkins,” Eric answered. “I won’t say anything.”
Eric said good-bye and left. He walked slowly back toward his dormitory, feeling

alone, 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 across the
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 station. Exasperated, he half stood and, with considerable effort,
managed to force the window open a few inches. It was futile. The exertion made Strongarm
sweat even more, and only the faintest  draft of air circulated through the open window, along
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.

Strongarm became aware of the middle-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 with good reason. The smoke and soot
that would pour into the coach would blacken her clothing in an hour. He closed the window
resignedly and sat down, nodding to acknowledge the woman’s smile of thanks. Perhaps,
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Strongarm thought, once the train began to move the fans would work. He glanced at the still
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 stubble of white whiskers on his light brown face. Strongarm reached into
his vest pocket and pulled out his silver-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 stomach churned.
He didn’t want this extra time to doubt the wisdom of this trip. 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 his ear. It  was t icking strongly. He allowed himself a
long, admiring look at it before returning it to its pocket. He st ill felt a fleeting pride in owning
such a fine instrument. His parents had given it to him just six months earlier, on his graduation
from Southern Agronica General College. They must have saved for some t ime to buy it, he
guessed, for he had seen others like it selling for almost 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 this evening? Like most Nauryans, Strongarm felt a
strong attachment to his parents. Probably a holdover from the extended family relationship
around which the “unadapted” Nauryans--many of whom still lived in their 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 so many Nauryans were these days. Both his parents were
descendants of Doltony slaves. Strongarm’ s ancestors had been full-fledged citizens of the
UWG since its beginning and had been “civilized” for centuries before that. Strongarm guiltily
admitted to himself a certain pride in his heritage.

A jolt shook the coach. It  began to move, ever so slowly, out of the station.
Strongarm felt a momentary anxiety about pulling away, but it quickly subsided and he settled
back for his trip, 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 was to
arrive in Stevensburg, about 800 miles to the north. A little more than halfway there, it stopped
at Clark Falls, a much smaller town, known principally for its textile mills. Strongarm had lived
most of his 20 years in Clark Falls, and his parents still did. He had, in fact, spent a good part of
the last six months there. It was only ten days since he had come down 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.

The train picked up speed once it emerged from the station and switched onto its
northbound track. Strongarm stared absently at the rows of apartment buildings, the steamy
green parks, and the furniture factories that passed by his window. He had seen them all before,
for he had taken this trip many times during his three years at the General College. He didn’t
look forward to nine more hours of watching the familiar landscape slide by. He shifted in his
seat. Somehow the movement of the train made him feel 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 he rode this train into Brockton. Then he was full of curiosity,
nervousness, and exhiliration as he approached the beginning of his legal studies. Yet he did also
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feel then a thin undercurrent of concern over the difficulty that now filled his mind. 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 the hour. He had been discussing the UWG laws on the acquisition and ownership of
property. “Mr. Strongarm,” he said, looking down at his seating list, “may I ask you a few
questions based upon what we have just discussed?”

Strongarm stood up, very tense. “Yes, sir.”
“We’ve learned,” said the lecturer, “that our property equalization policy

operates primarily through the income 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 lecturer reluctantly. “That is a factor. If the rate is not

correct,  the tax may not have the desired effect. But that’s what I would call an administrat ive
problem, not a legal one. Don’t you see any definitional problems here?”

Strongarm swallowed. His mouth was suddenly very dry. “I’m afraid I don’t
follow you,” he said finally.

“Let’s look at  it this way,” 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 isn’t exactly the same as income you earn at your job.”

The lecturer looked Strongarm over. “Does that help us solve the problem?” he
said gent ly. Then he riffled through some papers on the desk in front of him.

“All right,” the lecturer continued before Strongarm answered the last question.
“You probably don’t have any reason yet to know how gifts and inheritances are taxed. What
I’m getting at is that there is a legal problem in the definition of “income.” And we solve the
problem by looking at the policy of the tax. If we just wanted to raise revenue, we might decide
that gifts should be excluded. But if the major purpose is equalization of wealth, as it is, then
gifts and inheritances should obviously be included. By so doing, we make sure everyone has
roughly the same wealth.” He paused. “It’s really the same thing, only in reverse, as our
educational equalization policy. I’m sure you know about that.” He smiled benevolently at
Strongarm.

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

Strongarm had not taken advantage of the Nauryan educational equalization
policy before. There were no test requirements 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 as to  admit Nauryans in proportion to their distribution in
the population. It was a policy that dated from the beginning of the UWG, but it bothered
Strongarm nonetheless to 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 perceived a distinct patronizing attitude toward him by
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both his instructors and his fellow students. The following day the condescension increased. And
then came last night.

Last night, as he sat alone in his law school dormitory room, Strongarm had
picked up one of his law books to 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 depression began to envelop his mind. Before he knew it , he found himself
sweating, confused, and consumed by morbid thoughts.  There was barely enough rationality left
for him to realize he had to get away, at least for a few days. And so he had packed his bag and
walked the three miles to the train station, each step away from the school clearing a little bit
more of the mist from his miiid. He had sat on a bench at the station the rest  of the night, waiting
for the morning t rain to  Clark Falls. Now he was on his way.

Tired from a sleepless 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
immediately, but woke with every lurch of the coach. Finally, after the train hit a new section of
track just past Vernon, Strongarm fell into a deeper and mercifully dreamless 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
in a dark suit with a large briefcase. Strongarm felt very hungry, but he had spent almost 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 train was underway again 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 excuses to pace up and down the aisle. At long last, shortly after 7:00 p.m., the
train pulled into the Clark Falls station.

Strongarm was tempted to call his parents from the station, but there was only
one telephone in their building, and he didn’t want to speak to neighbors. He caught a trolley
outside the train station that  carried him slowly up the hill from the river beside which the
railroad line ran and then across town to his home. It  was still light out  when he got off.
Somehow Strongarm wished he had waited until dark, so that fewer questioning eyes would
regard his return.

He walked up the familiar stairs of Building No. 3 to the third floor, turned right
and stood in front of his parents’ apartment. He still 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 dinner, he thought. Mrs. Strongarm stood examining him as
his father came and stood beside her. They looked older than they had ten days ago. Both were
thin, and the bones and sinews of their faces stood out in their tight gray skin. His father’s
leanness and bald head contrasted with Strongarm ‘s already stout frame and thick hair.

“It’s nice to see you, son,” said Strongarm ‘s father. “But what  are you doing
here? Why didn’t you tell us you were coming? Is something wrong?”

“There is something that’s bothering me, Father,” said Strongarm, “and I need to
talk to you and Mother about it. But I haven’t eaten since last night. Could I have some food
first?”
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“Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Strongarm. “Father and I 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’s arm. “Come on in. No reason to he standing here in the 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’s father sat, looking at  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’s nothing like that. I haven’t done
anything.”

Mrs. Strongarm returned and ladled out the rest of the stew 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 his chair. 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,” he said, “they know I’m in law school on the equalization
factor.”

Mrs. Strongarm wrinkled her brow. “Who knows?” she asked.
“Everyone. The teachers. The other students. One lecturer mentioned it in class.”
“So?” asked Strongarm’s father.
“Father, it’s demeaning. I feel like a second class person.”
“But everyone knows about the equalization,” said Mrs. Strongarm. “It’s 

done a lot of good for the Nauryans.”
“Not everyone knows which people are getting equalization points.” Strongarm

begin to feel angry.
There was a pause. Strongarm ‘s parents sought each other’s eyes, carefully

avoiding their son’s.
“Is this the whole thing, Rob?” Mr. Strongarm finally said.
“Of course it’s the whole thing. Isn’t it enough? I’ve been so depressed I felt like

. . . .” Strongarm didn’t finish the sentence.
“Rob, you’ve got to stop being so sensit ive,” said Mr. Strongarm. “Look, people

know we’re Nauryans. We can’t hide that. And they go out of their way to treat us well. There
aren’t enough Nauryans in certain jobs, so they make sure there are. You should he grateful,
Rob, not upset. I’m a lot more concerned about what people think about your missing classes 
today than about what they think of your equalization points. Now I’m not going to tell you what
to do, Rob. I believe a twenty year old man should decide things for himself. But it sure seems to
me you ought to get yourself a good night’s sleep and hop on that train back to Brockton
tomorrow.”

Strongarm barely held back an outburst against his father. “You just don’t
understand,” he said finally. “You just don’t understand.” Tears came to 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 I agree with your father. We are treated the equal
of anyone else. When the government gives us something we haven’t  earned, we should accept it
humbly and be grateful we have it, not try to hide it. Sometimes I think it makes them feel good
to know about it--to know they’ve helped us out.” She pat ted 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, I don’t accept that. But if it’s
true, then I don’t want to be reminded of it all 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’ve got to go out,” he said. ‘‘It’s too 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 see what his parents would say but walked quickly out of the apartment, down the stairs and
into the courtyard.

It was funny, Strongarm thought to himself, how John Smallbear’s name had
popped out of his mouth. He hadn’t really talked with Smallbear since before college. Yet now
that he thought of the man he felt better. He pictured Smallbear--small, thick, stooped, like his
namesake. A man to be admired. Born in the Westland foothills of native parents, John
Smallbear had come to civilization at the age of three when his tribe, starved in the famine of
1845, voted to join the UWG. In the dispersal of the tribe arranged by UWG officials
Smallbear’s parents had chosen to come to Clark Falls. Smallbear, as he grew, had done well,
and had even studied at Agronica National University at Preston. He taught for several years at
one of the Central Agronica colleges, but some trouble, so it  was rumored, forced him to resign.
He returned to Clark Falls, where he had now taught two generat ions, including Strongarm,
in the secondary school.

It was nearly dark as Strongarm walked down the brick sidewalk toward town,
hoping that Smallbear still lived in the old apartment building overlooking the city center. The
walk seemed shorter than Strongarm remembered it. In fifteen minutes he was reading the list of
occupants of Building No. 12 on Carriage Street. Smallbear was still there. After a moment 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 mouth, small wire-rimmed glasses, and an
abrupt, affirmative manner.

“Rob Strongarm, ‘ Smallbear said, in his thin voice, with still a trace of the
Nauryan accent. “Haven’t  seen you for a while. What  do you want?”

“You remember me?”
“Sure. I remember all my Nauryans. I remember your mother and father, too.

How are they?”
“Fine . . . fine.” Strongarm stood there, not knowing exactly what to say next.
“Well, what do you want, Strongarm?”
“Could I . . .er . . . could I talk to you for a little while?” Strongarm asked,

embarrassed.
“It must be important, or you wouldn’t be all the way up here from the law

school. Come on in.”
They walked into Smallbear ‘s sparsely furnished living room. It looked scarcely

lived in. They sat down.
“You know about my law school, too?”
“I keep track. You didn’t come all the way up here just  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 speaking to Smallbear. “They couldn’t help me. That’s when you came to
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my mind. Though now that  I’m here I think maybe I knew all along that you were the person I
wanted to talk to.”

“Troubles at the law school?”
‘‘Yes.’’
Smallbear scratched his cheek. “You there on equalization points?”
“Yes. Did you know?”
“Wasn’t sure. You were borderline. Wouldn’t have been surprised if you’d made

it without equalization. Not surprised you didn’t, either. Not many Naurvans do.”
“You did, people say.”
“Yes, I did. So did a few others from Clark Falls, but the last was quite a few years

ago.”
“You may not be able to appreciate my problem, then.”
“Try me.” Smallbear, despite his years,  sat cross-legged on a bench next to the

radiator. He leaned back against  the wall.
Strongarm edged forward in his cane-seated wooden chair and described the

events of the last week. “I couldn’t stand to stay there any longer,” he said after he finished. “Yet
when
I got home tonight and talked to my parents,  they acted as if I’m ungrateful. They think I 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 a reaction from Smallbear.

“You are not the first Nauryan to talk to me about this problem, Strongarm. Nor
are you the first to experience this terrible depression.” Smallbear took off his glasses, cleaned
and replaced them. “I dislike interfering in things like this, Strongarm, but your parents are
wrong. What they say would be right if they were in your position, but they’re not. They are
trained dogs, like most  ‘civilized’ Nauryans. You are a cat.  You don’t follow others. You think
about yourself too much--too much for your own happiness, I should say. I’m not  judging you.”

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

“In my opinion, the first thing is to get out of law school or it will ruin you, if it
doesn’t kill you. Do a job you can do as well as a non-Nauryan. Get married and have children.
Try not to think too much about what is happening 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 live with.”
“But .  . . how do you know?”
Smallbear’s eyes narrowed. “Because I’m an old man. I’ve seen a lot of things

and talked to a lot of people. Especially Nauryans. If you question my advice, why did you come
here?”

“I’m sorry. I don’t doubt your advice. I 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 he didn’t want  to leave. “Do other Nauryans getting equalization feel the same
way I 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’s wrong. I don’t
make judgments.”

“How would you feel, Smallbear?”
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Smallbear opened his mouth, then closed it. He looked steadily at Strongarm,
then cast his eyes downward. “I would find it absolutely intolerable--a degrading and inhumane
custom,” he said,  very softly.

“You would?” Strongarm smiled. “Then you agree with me! You don’t know
how much better that makes me feel.”

“Why should it? My opinion doesn’t solve your problem.”
“Can’t the system be changed? Have you ever thought  of that?”
Smallbear got up from his bench and walked across the room. For a moment

Strongarm thought he noticed an almost fatherly expression on Smallbear’s face. But it didn’t
last . It wasn’t Smallbear’s way.

“I thought about it a great deal, Strongarm, long ago, when the memories of the
foothills were fresher and the equalization policy was a lot newer. I even tried to convince others
that something should be done. But it’s not just the equalization policy, Strongarm, it’s the
whole framework of this society. This may 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 away an insect, then turned and went back to his bench. “You’ve got me talking too
much,” he continued, his back still to Strongarm. “I don’t want to think about this. They beat me
down once and that was enough.” He turned. “They’ll beat you down, too. And they’re probably
right. You can’t mistreat the dogs in order to save a few cats.” He wiped his forehead and sat
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. “You can go now.
Please shut the door tight when you leave.”

Reluctantly Strongarm got up and went to the door. Sadness welled in him, for
himself and for this little misplaced man. “Thank you very much, Smallbear,” he said. “This talk
has meant a great deal to me.” Smallbear grunted, and Strongarm left the apartment, making sure
to close the door securely behind him.


