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The stars were brilliant, unwinking spots of light across the blackness of space. “God’s jewelcase,” murmured Judy Franklin to herself, staring out through the tiny triangular window over her control desk. Distant galaxies and filmy nebulae were all but invisible, only infinitesimal dots among millions of other dots.


The great band of the Milky Way could be seen through Judy’s small window of quartz glass. Our own galaxy seen edge on, she thought, staring into the heart of it, almost forty thousand light-years to the great core cluster of stars, burning suns, black holes and unknown, uncounted millions of planets.


She brushed back a strand of wheat-colored hair and bent to look at more of the stars, hoping for a glimpse of their own sun, Sol, but it was behind them. Sitting back, she ran a practiced eye over the display panel before her, automatically checking for deviations from the norm on the scores of dials, readout panels, light pattern relays,



and other instruments on the console that practically surrounded her. Everything was normal. She glanced at the dual chronometers set into one of the panels and saw it was about time for Bill Hudson to put an entry into the ship’s log.


Judy leaned out of her padded seat, a curving metal and plastic womb that protected against the high accelerations the spacecraft could achieve, and looked forward to Bill’s command seat.


She could not see him over the top of his enclosing g-couch, but she saw his hand reach out to touch the button that would record on the ship’s log as well as send the same message back to NASA, to the Spaceflight Center in Houston.


“Ship’s log, Commander Bill Hudson reporting. Message to Houston from the Venturer…”


Judy glanced at the dual chronometers again. One was labeled EARTH CLOCK and gave the date of 12:00:4, 6 August 2081. The second digital chronometer was labeled SHIP TIME and read 21:08:3, 6 August 1979.


Bill’s voice came over the intercom circuit to Jeff Allen, a muscular black astronaut seated in the copilot’s position opposite Judy Franklin. Jeff’s own elaborate console reflected some of the instrumentation of Judy’s controls as well as the command controls of Bill Hudson’s, forward in the pilot’s seat. In addition, Jeff had his own individual instruments to monitor and control, and one panel was beginning to show some minute deviations. He concentrated upon these, trying to identify the cause, and paid little attention to Bill Hudson’s report, the content of which he knew anyway.


“…According to our earth clock,” Bill went on, “matched to Greenwich by tuned radio pulses, and to



our ship’s clock, we have traveled some one hundred and two years, eight months, five weeks and four days, eleven hours and eight minutes into our own future. This is due, of course, to our speed, which is now approaching the speed of light…”


Bill paused, and Judy smiled faintly, knowing what was coming.


“Therefore, we conclude that Doctor Stanton’s theory of time thrust is correct. Man can propel himself into the future.”


The spacecraft commander paused again, then continued in a somewhat different tone. “…Houston, we know that none of the men and women who saw us off are even alive today, but maybe their children are. Maybe they’d like to know that their parents and grandparents did not do all that work in vain. We have broken another frontier!”


Judy’s smile broadened. The space program always needs some good PR, she thought, even something more than a century late!


“…Houston, this is the Venturer signing off on this report. Next report twenty-four hours, ship time, from now—or about ten years in your future! Venturer out.”


Judy’s readout panel showed that Bill Hudson had locked the controls and a quick look showed that he was coming back to talk face-to-face. She gave her own console another scan, then swung her padded couch around to the narrow aisle as blond-haired, blue-eyed Bill stopped between her and Jeff.


He floated there, in the null-gravity, a well-built young man typical of the second generation of astronauts. Unlike the first generation, who had all been test pilots or fighter pilots or both, in atmospheric aircraft, Bill—like Jeff and Judy—was a product of the space age. He knew how to fly conventional airfoil aircraft, but this entire



orientation and training had been in and with spacecraft. To him, interplanetary spaceships were nothing all that especially marvelous. They were finely built ships, but no more wondrous than, say, a 747 jet would have been to a pilot of the 1970’s. Only the Venturer, with its capability of interstellar flight, excited him.


After the landing on the moon July 20, 1969, the next big step was the stars. Anything else was nice, no denying it, and most interesting, but the stars were the big thing. The possibility of being the first Homo sapiens to land on the planets of another star excited Bill, as it did Jeff and Judy and the others of their generation. Commanding the test flight of the Venturer was the first big step toward that goal.


Jeff swung around toward Bill and Judy, a worried frown on his face, “Some deviation on the time plane scanner, Bill,” he said.


“I wouldn’t rely on that thing to be all that accurate, Jeff,” he answered. “It’s even more experimental than this ship. They weren’t even certain there would be anything for it to read.”


“Well, the differential between the clocks is affecting it in some way,” Jeff said, “but I can’t figure out exactly how.”


Bill grinned at him. “You know pioneers always get a few arrows stuck in them.” His smile faded and he glanced at his two companions. “Well, gang,” he said softly, “the theory is proved, I think. Now to turn around and go home.” He looked again from Judy to Jeff. “But what are we going to find there? Will we be a couple of hundred years ahead of our own time, or will we reverse time?”


“Just don’t get back before we left!” Judy laughed


Jeff’s frown melted for a moment as he looked across to the young and attractive woman. “I hate time-travel



paradoxes. I just can’t figure them out, They’re not logical.”


“Well, if they are not to be, then they are not to be,” Bill said. “But we know we have traveled through time in one sense. Now let’s see if we can do it in the other direction!”


Bill returned to his g-couch and both Judy and Jeff heard him over the intercom in their earphones.


“Ship’s log recording. We are returning home. Ship time, 21:10:55.”


There was a pause, and Jeff’s topmost row of small readout screens blinked into drive mode, reflecting the condition and action of the ship’s powerful nuclear engines.


The ship was coasting, engines off, headed into interstellar space, and first Bill had to plot a circular orbit back to Earth orbit, then institute the computer controls that would take them into that flight plan. Judy’s readout screens showed the program that was being punched into the Mark IX onboard computer, then the computer’s almost instantaneous answer.


“…Prepare to start engines in… five seconds… Mark!”


A readout panel flashed red and the seconds ticked off in a visual display, with the hundredth-of-a-second pie slices blinking red to green.


Five… four… three… two… one…


There was no sound, only the gentle pressure back into the seat, increasing slowly but definitely. The control panels blinked their messages to the three young astronauts. Outside Judy’s window the Milky Way seemed to turn and tilt as the ship began its great turn. The movement of the stars and the gentle pressure were the only indications of flight.


After a few moments, Jeff called up to Bill through the intercom. “Deviation increasing, Bill. Can’t understand it.”


“Any correlation between speed and the deviation?”




“Nothing definite, but the deviation. increased when—


” Jeff stopped as the instruments began to change. Percentage modification monitors began to blink and ring their strident alarms as the changes overran the set limits.


“What the devil—!”


Judy slapped the alarm disconnect on her console, cutting the noise, and her eyes went round as she saw the incredibly swift advances being displayed across her controls.


“Bill! Something’s—!”


A klaxon began its shrill cry, then was cut off by Bill’s quick hand.


“We have a problem,” Bill said, his voice steady, his blue eyes scanning the multiplicity of controls.


Automatically the recording devices had come on, monitoring and digesting all the information from throughout the ship for future reference. If there is a future, Bill thought as he keyed in a disaster-control program.


The screen showed that there was no external damage, no meteorite hulling or other structural damage. Bill shifted to the drive monitor, his eyes searching for the cause through the visual displays that winked onto his screens.


“Bill!” Jeff’s voice was urgent. “That deviation has gone right out of sight!”


He flipped the scale switch, reducing the scale by a tenth, and still the deviation climbed right out of sight.


Judy’s eye was now caught by something outside her tiny triangular window and she gasped. The entire sky was blurring, the stars shimmering and becoming wet streaks across the heavens.


“Look outside!” she cried into the intercom.


“What in blazes is going on?” Bill yelled.


Both Bill and Judy heard Jeff gasp in surprise. “Look at the clocks!”




“They’ve gone wild!” Judy exclaimed, her eyes staring.


The earth clock’s digital face was almost a blur as the numerals changed swiftly. 2215… 2276… 2299… 2315… The numbers moved smoothly, inexorably higher and higher. 2350… 2362… 2384… 2405…


The panels were red-lit now with overburdened circuits. The computer cut the functions of some and demanded human judgment on others.


2446… 2472… 2491… 2513…


“Jeff! Cut the internal power! I’m shutting off the engines!”


“Bill, the—” Judy’s words were lost in a sudden lurch as the Venturer twisted.


2590… 2646… 2672… 2697…


“Drive cut! Report!”


“Bill, we’re still in the grip of something, God only knows what!” Jeff’s voice was urgent, but unpanicked. “The drive didn’t seem to stop us from—”


Another great lurch sent their stomachs heaving and more emergency signals rang and blinked.


2740… 2783… 2808… 2877…


“She won’t respond to controls!” Bill said, his voice harsh with anxiety, but controlled.


Astronauts, trained in simulators to respond to every sort of danger situation, did not easily panic or lose control, but this was something none of them had ever encountered or even conceived.


2944… 2970… 2999… 3043…


“Jeff, is the rate increasing or decreasing?”


“Steady, sir, but rapid.”


“Judy! Anything?”


“There’s something on the radar… It’s—Good Lord, Bill, it’s a planet!”




3105… 3187… 3244… 3291…


“I can’t see a thing out there,” Bill answered in a tense voice. “It’s all too blurred, like it was a watercolor and everything’s running! What’s the range?”


3325… 3378… 3455… 3489…


“Hard to tell… Interference…”


Judy cleared her visual channels and rerouted the radar impulses through a backup circuit. Things cleared for a moment, then the interference crumbled the image into incoherent mush.


3566… 3590… 3622… 3679…


“Jeff! I’m setting the braking program—!”


Bill’s fingers plunged down on the buttons. Outside the ship, the small rockets used for fine steering and braking maneuvers came to life. The blurred images beyond Judy’s window twisted as the ship reversed itself. Then the main engine came alive, sending a vibration throughout the craft as it roared into emergency braking. The three astronauts were pressed deep into the cushioning pads of their chairs, their eyes pressing back in their heads and their stomachs in knots as the immense nuclear engines tried to slow their velocity through space.


3710… 3754… 3788… 3898…


“Slowing!” Jeff cried.


3803… 3805… 3807… 3808… 3809… 3810…


“Atmosphere!” Judy cried.


Bill’s fingers sped over the controls and a television picture of what lay below them came onto the big screen over his console.


“What is it?” he asked, but no one answered.


Clouds obscured much of the planet to the east and Bill could not see much toward the west as they caromed down through the outer atmosphere. Directly below



them was a cratered desert marked with a few belts and patches of green, some areas of blue water, and markings he was unable to identify.


“Hang on!” he shouted into the microphone. “We’re going to hit!”


Jeff and Judy grasped the arms of their couches, their eyes glued to the television screens that showed the rapidly approaching surface of the cratered planet.


“The water, the water!” Jeff groaned, knowing that Bill had seen it, too. “Set us down in the water!”


The Venturer flashed across the blue sky of the desert, its speed still fast despite the braking action of the rockets and the slowing by the atmosphere. A deft, last-minute spurt on the control rockets and the Venturer was lined up down the length of the biggest body of water they could see.


Bill got the impression of sun-baked desert and mesa-like protuberances lining the lake, of patches of green sparse in the yellow-brown hills. But mostly he watched for rocks and islands. The Venturer swept across the sky, leaving a white vapor trail until it dropped below a certain level; then there was only the ship, racing toward a watery setdown at much too fast a speed.


They flashed over the last mesa and dropped toward the blue, ruffled surface of the desert lake. At the last moment, Bill pulled up the ship’s nose, cutting speed still further, and the Venturer struck the water.


The ship rang, and it was as if a giant had given it a pounding with a massive hammer. The spacecraft flipped again into the air, came down again, slipping along the surface of the lake. Bill clung desperately to the controls, trying to keep the ship in a reasonably straight line, but it was like trying to control a raging bull. The Venturer shot up blinding clouds of water and steam at each hit; then



the ship flipped over, landing upside down, twisting again.


They heard a terrible ripping in the rear of the space vessel and the hiss of water under tremendous pressure pouring into the Venturer. The ship’s velocity arrested, it nevertheless rolled over again—with the sound of rending metal, hissing water, Judy’s scream, and the clatter of every loose object aboard.


Then the Venturer stopped tearing through the waves, rocked on the surface for a moment, and slipped almost without a sound beneath the surface of the blue water. The waves closed over it and the ripples spread out and died. In a moment, there was no sign of the Venturer at all.


It was as if it had never existed.


* * *


The room was old, used by generations of leaders. The stone rectangles of the floor were worn, as were the tiers of stone seats. A statue of the First Lawgiver stood in a niche and dominated the chamber. Below, on a dais, was the long table of the Council of Elders, and today the entire council was gathered there.


Doctor Zaius stroked the fur of his beard, blending it in unconscious vanity into a smoothly flowing whole with the long yellow-orange hair from his head. The venerable leader of the council turned his pouched old eyes from contemplation of the statue of the First Lawgiver and looked at his fellow Elders.


Like himself they were golden-furred, the orangutan leaders of the entire simian society: the philosophers, lawgivers, and moral leaders of Apedom. Clad in their apricot-colored, leather-paneled robes, they were an imposing sight as they looked down upon the dark-furred figures before them.




Dr. Zaius’s eyes traveled across the chamber to the apes who sat on the stone tiers listening, then finally down to the massive figure of General Urko, bulky in his black-leather-trimmed dark-green tunic and trousers, and to Urko’s opponent in the furious debate that had been going on for some time: Cornelius, the slim chimpanzee scientist.


Dr. Zaius sighed. The argument was an old one, a battle that had been fought in these very chambers countless times. Zaius remembered attending just such a debate as a child, watching his father seated on the platform and old General Kurda, hero of the Battle of Silkor, arguing endlessly with the bent, wizened figure of Boniface, one of the early greats in the field of humanoid anthropology. The words, the speeches, the arguments were much the same now as they had been then, Zaius thought.


“…and, therefore, I urge our august body to dispatch our great and valiant Gorilla Army to seek out and destroy every humanoid who roams our planet.” The black-furred gorilla commander paused for effect, his deep-set eyes raking across the council. “It is the only solution to the present crisis.”


The gorillas in the audience rose to cheer noisily, causing Dr. Zaius to frown and glare in their direction.


The chimpanzees seated in the tiers of seats looked nervous and defiant, but kept silent. Zaius stopped several orangutans seated high in the tiers, and noted with approval their neutral expressions. Two of these gold-furred onlookers were but children, but equally as solemn-faced and stolid as adults. He made a mental note to commend their elders for properly training their young to respect the ancient conventions. It did no good to have unauthorized opinions coming from orangutans who were not on the Supreme Council. It confused



the population, angered the gorillas, and caused the chimpanzees to chatter even more than usual.


Dr. Zaius looked down to the first row, where Cornelius’s wife sat impatiently, watching her husband with alert eyes. As directors of the Humanoid Behavioral Studies Laboratory, it was right and proper for them to be at the debate and for Cornelius to participate, but Zaius held little hope for Cornelius to sway the council.


Zaius picked up the gavel and pounded hard upon the table, timing it so that the cessation of cheers seemed in response to his show of power. The wily Zaius knew you never gave a command that you knew would not be obeyed, and he was well aware of the conditioned reflexes of Urko’s admirers and followers. They will cheer if he says night is day, Zaius thought. But he was too shrewd, after a lifetime of politics and threading a thin line between gorilla ambitions and chimpanzee interests, to try and buck certain types of demonstrations. Let them wear themselves out, he told himself.


“Cornelius,” Zaius said in his gravelly voice, “would you care to respond?”


The chimpanzee took an immediate step forward, then ruined his bold move by giving his wife a quick look. She twitched her nose at him and gave him a slight gesture of “Get on with it.”


Dr. Zaius covered his smile with a hand and fixed his eyes on the young but respected chimpanzee scientist.


Cornelius cleared his throat. “Honored council… Doctor Zaius… General Urko… distinguished guests…”


Zaius groaned inwardly. Cornelius meant well, and he wasn’t stupid, but he had a boring sense of the obvious.


“With all due respect to the revered and distinguished General Urko, I must plead for an alternate course—”




The sudden roar of boos and rude noises brought Zaius’s nodding head up sharply. He glared at the spectators and saw that it was the gorilla faction that was booing so strongly. His face darkened with anger as he snapped up the gavel and pounded heavily upon the table.


“Silence! Silence!”


His glare and authority subdued most of the big gorillas almost at once, and the diehards soon quieted down when they saw they had no backing. Zaius glowered at them. Everyone knew he did not like, nor would he tolerate, excessive noise and demonstrations in the Council Chamber.


“Cornelius…”


“Thank you, Doctor Zaius.”


Throughout the short but noisy demonstration Cornelius had ignored the shouting, jeering gorillas with a certain dignity. He gave Zira a quick glance, tugged at the green tunic he wore, and continued in a normal voice.


“If humanoids indeed now possess the ability to speak, as General Urko maintains, they must not be destroyed—they must be studied!”


A murmur sounded in the audience, but again Zaius’s threatening look quieted it.


“This gives us the greatest opportunity we have ever had to do research on our simian origins. If we—”


“Rubbish!”


The general’s rough voice cut through Cornelius’s measured words like a drill sergeant. He stepped toward the smaller ape, who gave him a sharp look but did not retreat.


“Humanoids are nothing but a scourge to all of us!” Urko said harshly. “They should be eradicated, not studied!”


The gorilla commander gave Cornelius a triumphant and challenging smile as the cheering broke out again



from the gallery of spectators. Several of the bigger gorillas rose and stepped down onto the floor, their clenched fists menacingly close to the chimpanzee scientist.


One of them bent over Zira from behind and murmured something in her ear that made her jerk to one side and give the leering brute a sharp and reproachful glare. She glanced quickly at her husband, grateful that he seemed not to have noticed. Cornelius took offense whenever he felt the soldiers were humiliating Zira, and every time he suffered from the brutality of their anger. But he never stopped trying, and Zira was afraid for him. Someday, she thought, they will kill him. They’ll be sorry, or say they are sorry, but my dear fighting heart will be gone.


Dr. Zaius was pounding his gavel, standing now, glaring down at the apes who were filtering out onto the floor. More and more of them surrounded Cornelius, looming over him, trying to intimidate him with their size.


“Silence! Silence, I say!”


Moodily, the gorillas lumbered back to their seats under the glare of the full council of orangutan Elders. Zaius glanced at the venerable Zao and saw that he was as shocked at the ungoverned conduct of the gorillas as he was.


When the room had returned to something like normal, Zaius spoke. “This debate is over,” he announced firmly. “We have heard the arguments from both sides and will now confer.”


The Elders bent their heads together and the buzz of conversation in the chamber rose sharply. Zaius went from Elder to Elder, conferring and conversing, then returned to his seat at the head of the table.


“We, the Council of Elders of the Simian World, issue the following decree,” Zaius said in his most stentorian



tone. “Since it has not been ascertained with certainty that humanoids do, indeed, possess language…”


In her seat Zira raised her eyes to look again at the frieze that covered the wall high up near the ceiling. In a band of painting that ran around the entire Council Chamber were depictions of ape-humanoid history. The frieze showed humanoids being hunted by apes, led on leashes, used as targets by the gorillas, working in the fields, and in other such activities. As she heard the words of Zaius, the chimpanzee scientist wondered about this pictorial reminder of her planet’s history.


“…we are not prepared at this moment,” Zaius continued, “to condemn their species to extermination. They may be hunted in the usual and traditional manner for legitimate sport… they may be captured alive and used for menial labor and as domestic pets—” Zaius paused to look at the section of seats that was occupied by the gorilla partisans of General Urko—”and they may be used for target practice by our gorilla soldiers, and—” There was a cheer, short-lived under the glare of the council; then Zaius looked at Cornelius and Zira. “And for study by our chimpanzee behavioral scientists.”


Cornelius and Zira broke into wide, happy smiles, but the gorillas muttered noisily under their breath.


Zaius raised his hand to caution them. “However…” He looked around the chamber alertly, his manner bringing everyone’s attention to him. “However, if indeed it is proven that the humanoid animals have developed language, then, according to Article 18, of the Book of Simian Prophecy… we will destroy them no matter what the cost be.”


Zira was startled at the intense savagery in the Elder’s voice, and for the thousandth time she wondered why humanoid studies were always considered such



controversial and dangerous areas.


Dr. Zaius banged his gavel sharply. “This emergency session of the Supreme Council is now adjourned.”


* * *


Desolation met desolation. As Bill stood on the shore of the immense lake, his sense of relief at being alive was melting into a feeling of awe, which flowed into a kind of wonder. Looking about, he saw almost nothing to relieve the mind, to lead to hope or to tell where they were or what had gone by.


Jeff lay on the rocky shore and Judy just beyond, exhausted by their narrow escape. As the ship sank beneath the waters, they had crowded into the Venturer’s airlock, then opened it, escaping out into the chill waters of the lake. They had reached the surface, gasping for air and frightened, and had inflated the ship’s life raft, which Jeff had pulled out along behind him.


Jeff coughed, then gave Bill a weak smile. “Well, that’s finding out about a planet’s water and air the hard way!” He coughed again. “Tastes fine and the air is good.”


“Everything is good after you’ve just missed getting killed,” the pilot said.


He was scanning the surrounding desolation, but saw no sign of civilization. It was a totally intimidating stretch of lifeless, barren, arid desert, surrounded by immense sandstone buttes, massive mesas, and forbidding pinnacled battlements of stone and sand.


Jeff struggled to his feet and joined Bill in his visual search of the surroundings. “Where are we?”


Bill didn’t answer, but Judy spoke up. “Looks like parts of New Mexico or Arizona, except they have more vegetation than this.”




“I saw some patches of green as we came down,” Bill said, “but they’re obviously not around here.”


Jeff sighed and said softly, “There’s something else…”


Bill looked at him with raised eyebrows, and Judy got weakly to her feet to join them.


“Did you see the clocks as we left?”


Bill frowned. “Not the last numbers. We got out of there pretty fast!”


Jeff nodded. “I saw them. The last figure was 3979.”


Judy’s face twisted in disbelief. “But that’s impossible! I mean, it must be some kind of instrument failure! That would mean we’ve come more than two thousand years into the future…”


Jeff sighed. “I saw it. Clearly. And I don’t think it was a malfunction.” He gazed at Bill. “Remember the deviation I noticed? It just grew and grew, until… well, until this.” He gestured around them wearily.


“And it doesn’t look like we’ll be getting back to Earth soon, either,” Judy said, “unless someone comes to get us.”


Bill glanced around at the motionless landscape, broiling in the hot sun. “Let’s get over to the shade of that butte. Then we can take stock.”


They crossed the hardpan dirt and stretches of rock until they found dubious shelter against a sheer cliff, where they slumped down in the shade. Bill opened the survival pack and began pulling out sealed containers of food.


“It’s a good thing you thought fast enough to grab that,” Judy sighed.


“Jeff got one, too, but I saw it snag on the airlock as we left and he had to drop it.”


“I couldn’t help it, man,” Jeff apologized, shaking his head. “The pressure of the water and the lack of air. I just couldn’t stay around to fight it loose.”




“That’s all right,” Bill said. “Look, we’ve got—um—two days’ rations here for the three of us, so we’d better find food and shelter quick. There’s some water in here, but I think if we empty this bag of energy bars we can fill it with water from the lake and extend our supply.” Bill looked at his fellow astronauts. “I don’t suppose there is anything in the pockets of your clothes…? Me, neither.” He glanced down at the close-fitting T-shirt and leggings they wore most of the time as a “sock” between them and their spacesuits. “They didn’t design these things to carry much in, did they?”


Jeff grinned. “NASA didn’t think we were going to be strolling around in our underclothes on strange planets.”


Judy stood up. “I’m almost dried out. This heat is really something.” She sighed and, with forced gaiety, asked Bill, “All right, Commander Hudson, sir, which way?”


Bill smiled and got to his feet, shouldering the pack. He handed Jeff the empty energy bar bag. “Fill this, will you? We’ll start in that direction and you catch up.”


“Okay, but why that direction?”


“It’s as good as any other. And I believe that’s the way toward one of those green patches I think I saw, coming down.”


“Good enough for me, chief. I was glued to the console.”


Judy and Bill started walking across the rock, up a slope toward the hills, while Jeff trotted back to the lake and filled the bag. Sealing it carefully, he then trotted quickly to catch up to them just as they topped onto the higher level.


Pausing for a moment, they surveyed the desert before them. Then they all took a deep breath and began walking. The sand crunched beneath their feet but it was



surprisingly hard-packed. The three astronauts saw no markings of man or animal, only the rhythmic curves of windswept sand waves and the rolling of the dimes against an outcropping of rocks.


* * *


Their footprints stretched across the dunes erratically. Mostly they were together, one nearly atop another, but occasionally wandering apart. A sand slide down one dune showed where Judy had fallen, and a disturbed spot on an upslope indicated where Jeff had rested on his hands and knees. Nearby was the discarded ration bag that had contained the lake water.


In the shade of a rock, Bill, Jeff, and Judy lay slumped, their skin parched and their eyes red and gritty. The commander offered the last few drops of water from the emergency ration pack to Judy, but she shook her head.


“No. You’ve given me… more than my share…”


Bill wordlessly raised the container to her mouth, but she turned her dry and chapped lips away, managing a weak smile. “No, you… male chauvinist… this is share and share… alike… And I’ve had mine.”


Jeff spoke, his voice raw from the heat and the sand. “There’s got to be food… and water out there somewhere…”


“Not necessarily,” Bill advised him. “This whole planet could be like this and… that green stuff I thought I saw… just lichen or colored rock, or…”


“I’m so tired,” Judy moaned.


Her right hand tugged weakly at a finger of her left hand and she slipped a ring from it. Putting out her hand to Jeff, she dropped the ring into his palm.


“If… if you get out of this alive… give this to my sister, Lily… back on Earth…”




Jeff glanced at Bill, but neither spoke. If the ship’s clock had been right, Lily was dead more than two millennia before. Even before they had been trapped in whatever it was they had been caught up by, Judy’s sister had died of old age. But neither Bill nor Jeff wanted to point that out to her at that point. Jeff took the ring and slipped it into his pocket.


Bill peeled off his T-shirt and draped it over Judy’s head. “This will give you some shelter from the sun,” he said.


“What about you?” she said weakly. “You’ll burn…”


“Well, I’ve always wanted a really good tan,” Bill chuckled.


Jeff managed to grin at Judy with his dry lips. “Ought to let me give you my shirt,” he said. “I already have a tan.”


She smiled weakly and let the two men help her to her feet. “Come on, Judy,” Jeff said, “you can make it.”


The trio staggered out into the sun again, paused to get their bearings. They had been walking for two days and it was now the morning of the third day.


“Let’s head for those rocks over there,” Bill said. “There might be shade and there’s more chance of water collecting in a place like that than out here in the sand.”


Wordlessly, the three astronauts trudged along. It was midafternoon before the “rocks” had resolved themselves into a rampart of stones and sheer cliffs. But there were some breaks in the rock walls and they headed toward them.


Lurching gratefully into the shadow of the first cliff, they were just starting to get their breath when they heard a rumbling above them. Jeff looked up in time to see a boulder rolling down the cliff face, bouncing



and bringing down with it an avalanche of stones and shattered fragments of rock.


“Watch it!”


He hurtled himself against Bill and Judy, pressing them back into the cliff as the boulder struck the sand where they had been standing, burying itself deeply. The cascade of pebbles, dust, and rocks showered all around them.


Coughing with the dust, Bill lunged outside the cloud and looked up at the cliff. All seemed quiet now.


“Are you all right?” he asked.


They nodded, and as the dust cloud settled they began brushing away the choking dust and flicking stone chips off their shoulders and hair. Aside from torn clothing, no one seemed hurt.


“Wow, that was close!” Jeff said sincerely, but prematurely.


A sudden roar made all three astronauts whirl about. Out of nowhere, an immense burst of flame shot forth on the face of the cliff.


Stunned, the three Earth people stared up at the sudden phenomenon as a second jet of flame spouted out, closer.


“Where’s that fire coming from?” Judy shouted over the roar of the flames as a third jet of fire issued from the solid rock, terrifyingly close to them this time.


“Run!” shouted Bill.


Another jet of fire flamed out into the desert sun, as if from the mouth of a dragon, just missing the three astronauts. Jeff snatched up their survival pack and trailed it behind him as the three forced their weary bodies into a desperate run along the cliff face.


A fifth flaming jet incinerated the pack as it flew along behind Jeff. He dropped the charred straps and kept running.




Ahead of him, Bill and Judy reached a turning in the cliff wall and threw themselves behind it.


Jeff joined them, his heart pounding and his lungs painfully sucking in the hot air. “What the hell was that?” he asked.


“The pack…?” Bill looked around and saw its charred remains lying some distance away, on the sand.


Finally one more great spout of flame erupted with a vast roaring sound. Then nothing.


“What’s happened?” Judy said, her chest heaving. “It’s—it’s stopped.”


Bill peered cautiously around the rock, and Judy joined him. “It’s disappeared without a trace… No marks on the rock… nothing,” he said.


She looked at him in bewilderment. “What kind of place is this?” she asked.


Bill had no answers.


* * *


The sun hung low in the western sky, a fire-breathing monster that was still determined to sear the minds and bodies of the three limp astronauts. They lay on their backs, sharing the paltry shade of a small rock, their scorched bodies getting little relief.


Wearily Bill raised his head and squinted into the distance. “Come on,” he mumbled. “Better get going. I’d like… to get to those hills before dark.”


They got to their feet slowly, staggering with exhaustion, and started off again.


“I just love those… long rests,” Jeff said wryly.


“If we can… find some water, we’ll rest,” Bill said in a husky rasp. “Then we’ll move only at night.”


Jeff nodded heavily. Moving was agony, but so



was lying in the sun. He felt sorry for Judy, who had considerably less muscle to drive her on.


Their faces haggard and sweaty, the three lumbered on across the burning ground. Their feet scuffed in the sand as they tried to raise them for the next step. Judy stumbled and fell once, and both Bill and Jeff, in the slow motion of exhaustion, turned to raise her to her feet.


“There should be some… some plants… and streams… something at the base of those mountains ahead…”


“Optimist,” Jeff croaked. “The streams… will be hot water and the plants cactus.”


“I’d settle for that,” Bill said. “Cactus fritters… cactus a la mode… cactus steaks, rare…”


Jeff didn’t even smile.


The sand now gave way to hardpan, gravel, and rock outcroppings. They stopped to breathe and Bill raised his eyes to the mountains. Unless he was delirious, they seemed noticeably closer.


“Look!” Judy said, her voice forced and dry.


The two men faced where she was pointing and saw a tiny flower. It was not as big as the nail of her little finger, but it was definitely a flower. They stared at it in some wonder.


“There is life… on this planet,” Bill said.


“Plant life… means water…” Jeff added, looking around. “Somewhere, anyway…”


The commander drew a long breath of scorched air into his lungs and said, “Well, let’s go find it!”


Gravel rolled beneath their feet and they saw other flowers now and again, tiny yellow dots on minuscule green stalks. The grit crunched noisily under their boots as they trudged on, but the mountains did grow steadily closer. The sun was slowly moving over the horizon and the shadows stretched long behind them.




Suddenly a flash illuminated the twilit desert around them as brightly as day. Almost at once came the crack of thunder. The astronauts looked up at the cloudless sky in astonishment. Another lightning bolt split the sky as they watched, a white-hot scar across the purpling night.


Another and another and another followed in a barrage so sudden and unnatural that the three humans cringed. Thunder crashed around them as one continuous, boiling, seething roar.


A bolt struck near them with a simultaneous crack of thunder, boiling the sand and scattering the gravel like grapeshot. Another bolt of white-hot electricity struck down from the empty sky, splitting a projection of hard rock and flinging shards in every direction.


Lightning now struck all around them, too fast to count, too thunderous to bear, and the three astronauts covered their ears, crouching like animals. Another bolt struck dangerously close, then the ground—already quivering from the barrage—began to tremble and shake, its joltings throwing the humans apart from each other. As the ground crumbled and began to split, Judy was thrown down painfully.


Bill lurched toward her but another quake threw him back. As a result, he caught his spacesuit on a rock shattered by lightning and still hot, and ripped the tough fabric as he fell. Jeff tried to crawl toward her, as well, but the ground heaved and quivered, then split apart before his eyes. Fissures made terrifying gaps in the sandy surface, spreading and branching swiftly. The gaps finally totally separated Judy from the men.


Meanwhile, flashes of lightning continued to strike.


Deafened by thunder, blinded by lightning, and terrified by the earthquake, Bill and Jeff were still trying



to reach Judy, but the cracks were widening faster than they could move. She screamed suddenly, and her two companions looked across to see her moving backward, as if dragged by an invisible force. She was clawing at the ground, unable to stop slipping as the ground beneath her tilted dangerously.


“Help…!” Her voice was faint over the rumbles and whiplike lightning crashes. “I’m being dragged into-—”


Shrieking, she slid over the edge and out of sight. Bill and Jeff heard her cry just as a flurry of lightning blots drove them to their knees.


Then, just as suddenly as it had begun, the noise ceased.


The ground rumbled a bit and then quieted. The lightning and thunder ceased. It was ended.


Jeff and Bill opened their eyes, shut tight a moment earlier against the glare and the flying sand.


The silence was now as thunderous as the sudden and unexplained earthquake and lightning storm had been. More important, the ground was just as before! It was devoid of any fissures, merely rolling hardpan and rock shelves stretching to the base of the nearby mountains!


“I don’t understand,” Jeff said, looking around, his face twisted in puzzlement. “What’s going on?”


Bill pointed down at the spot where, moments before, there had been a fissure too wide to jump across. “Look!”


Jeff followed his gaze, then said, “I don’t see anything—”


“That’s just it. There is nothing. And moments ago Judy…”


The astronauts looked at each other in shock. Raising their heads, they looked around. The sun was just going over the horizon. It was dusk, and the desert was silent and serene.




“What kind… of place… is this?” Jeff asked.


Once again, Bill had no answers.


None.


They walked on.


“How can there be fire shooting out of rocks and leave no trace? How can earthquakes come and go just like that?” Bill was puzzling as he and Jeff climbed up onto a rock to get a better view. “And how can lightning come out of a clear sky…?”


Jeff did not answer, but inched himself to the top of the rock and reached down to pull up Bill. “Maybe we can spot her from here—”


“Jeff, she disappeared into the ground!”


“We’ve got to find her! No one just ‘disappears’!”


The former pilot of the Venturer glanced at the intense face of his friend and shrugged. No use arguing, he thought.


Jeff studied the desert floor in the growing dusk, fear and care draining the life from his face. “It’s too dark,” he muttered.


Bill, shaken by the sudden dramatic loss of Judy Franklin, sat down on the rock. “We’ve got to get food and water, Jeff.”


“But Judy—!”


“We can’t help Judy if we’re dead. If she’s alive, we’ll find her. If not… well, we’ll find that out, too.”


“It’s so dark,” Jeff said, slumping down on the rock. “I can’t see to—”


“Come on,” Bill said wearily. “Let’s get some sleep. We’ll look for her in the morning.”


Jeff nodded silently, his eyes wet with sadness.


And in the darkness of the alien desert, Bill Hudson cried.


* * *




Before dawn, Bill and Jeff began the first of several searches around the site where Judy had disappeared. When the sun finally came above the eastern horizon, Bill looked at Jeff and said, “Now we move on.”


Jeff followed silently.


By midday, the two men finally stood in the shadow of the mountains that had seemed so close a few days earlier. Weak but still able to move, they trudged into a pass and wearily undertook the climb upward. Here was more evidence of greenery—stunted, gnarled plants clinging desperately to the mountainside—but nothing they thought they could use as food.


Topping the pass, they found themselves at the head of a small valley. It was a dry area, with some scrub trees at the bottom. They started down afraid to feel hope, but maybe beyond… in the next valley…


“Look!” Jeff’s excited voice, croaking out a hoarse exclamation, caused Bill to look up.


Above them, along the side of the cliff through which they had just come, flanking the pass like some kind of strange guardians, were huge carved faces, sculpted right out of the living rock. The faces were immense, many stories high, much like those on Mount Rushmore.


Except that the faces were simian!


The faces were those of gorillas, chimpanzees, and other ape-like creatures.


Chiseled from the rock of the cliff was a double phalanx of beetle brows, protruding lips, shaggy hair, small ears, a hint of sharp teeth…


Bill and Jeff stared, amazed and surprised at this first sign of civilization—-or at least life—they had seen.


“What…” Jeff’s voice, dry and raw, choked on the first words. He swallowed, then spoke again. “What kind… of



people would carve the faces… of apes on a mountain?”


Bill shook his head.


After a long moment of study, the need for water and food drove them forward again.


“Let’s push on,” Bill said, “maybe farther along…”


They walked unsteadily down into the dry valley. The farther edge of the little valley was lower, and they reached it quickly and looked down into another valley. This one was rocky, but it had a forest that ran through the center!


Bill could see the glint of water and started forward at once. But Jeff grabbed his shoulder.


Silently he pointed, and Bill narrowed his red-rimmed eyes to look along Jeff’s arm. A series of dark blotches were the mouths of caves honeycombing the northern side of the valley, he realized. And in front of the caves were moving figures!


“People!” Jeff whispered, his voice rough and dry.


Bill squinted, focusing upon the small figures. “They—they look human!” he said in surprise.


“Come on,” Jeff said. “Let’s get closer. But carefully.”


Energized by their discovery, the two astronauts came down into the valley quickly. Using the cover of rocks and the growing number of shrubs and trees to hide their approach to the caves, as silently as they could, Bill and Jeff crept toward the caves. Finally, Bill halted Jeff with a raised hand and pointed toward some bushes not far away.


As they watched, crouching, a figure came around the greenery. Bill’s eyes widened in surprise. Not only was the figure that of a human being, but a woman—and a very good-looking woman at that! She certainly gave every indication of being a normal human being.


She was wearing a brief garment made of furs and



skins. Her body was lithe and shapely, her skinned tanned smoothly, and her thick black hair long. She was plucking berries from the bushes and dropping them into a crudely woven basket.


Jeff leaned close to Bill and whispered, “She looks like something out of a caveman movie.”


“Well, let’s find out what she’s like,” Bill said and started to rise.


Jeff pulled him back roughly. He whispered fiercely into Bill’s ear, “Suppose they are hostile, or cannibals, or—”


“What choice do we have?”


They looked at each other and rose, taking one step toward the girl.


She heard them.


The skin-clad woman whirled, stared at them for a fraction of a second, and started to run. Her basket of berries was thrown to the winds and she dashed fleetly over the ground in the direction of the caves, her shrill squeals of warning alerting the cavemen.


Bill and Jeff followed as quickly as they could, but the healthy cavegirl soon outdistanced them. By the time the two astronauts had cleared the trees and were advancing on the caves, they heard sounds of panic everywhere.


Squealing men and women hurried up from the bushes and trees, dropping their fruit and berries, running madly for the shelter of the honeycomb of caves.


“Hey, we mean no harm!” Bill shouted.


For a moment the frantic scurrying of the cave-people stopped. They stared at Bill and Jeff with open astonishment, frozen in their flight. But, a second later, it was even more astonishing. They doubled their efforts to escape, and crowded against one another as they forced themselves into the caves.




In moments, no one was in sight, only Bill and Jeff, feeling weak and staggering across the clearing and up to the caves mouths. Fallen fruit and spilled berries were the only signs of habitation on the rocky ground leading up to the caverns. The two lurched wearily toward the largest of the caves.


“They didn’t seem hostile,” Bill said.


“Scared to death… if you ask me.”


“Strange… a society as primitive as this… is usually very hostile to strangers.”


Weak with thirst, the two men came to the cave entrance and stepped into the gloom, letting their eyes adjust to the darkness. Inside huddled more than a score of cavepeople, cowering fearfully, their eyes gleaming, catching the light coming from the cave opening as they stared in horror and helplessness.


“Hello…” Jeff said, his voice rasping.


“Help us!” Bill pleaded, his head starting to whirl. “Help us… Water…”


The cave blurred and Bill collapsed.


Jeff staggered toward him with his last bit of strength, but crashed down, too, helpless on the floor of the cavern.


The terrified primitives crowded fearfully away from them.


* * *


Bill felt the water trickle down his throat. He gulped gratefully, his consciousness weaving in and out of the blackness. He felt the coolness of something wet on his face, then wiping his shoulders and chest, then more water at his lips.


Blackness came again, but this time it was welcome.


* * *




Jeff sat up, his eyes blinking. The light from the mouth of the cave was too harsh, so he turned his head.


The first thing he saw was Bill, lying sleeping near him. The pilot’s face and body were washed and his skin looked no longer parched. A movement caught his eye and Jeff looked up to see the cavegirl they had first spotted crouching nearby. She seemed about to run, so Jeff smiled.


“Hi!” he said.


His single word sent a quiver through her body. Her eyes widened and she looked toward the cave entrance, then swiftly back to him several times.


Jeff smiled again and raised both hands in a gesture of peace—or at least in a gesture he thought might be universal. “That’s all right,” he said soothingly. “Take it easy… Don’t worry, we won’t hurt you… That’s all right…”


His words seemed to startle the girl, but his tone also seemed to calm her. A nerve twitched in her cheek and she seemed to be gathering all her nerve to stay still. She got up then, but it was to go in the other direction, toward a fire Jeff saw burning at the back of the cave. The smoke drifted out through a rent in the cave ceiling.


The cavegirl returned in a few moments with a gourd full of stew. Handing it to Jeff, she watched him eat every morsel and drink deeply from a gourd of water she had brought to him.


Bill stirred and Jeff called out to him. “Hey, ole buddy! Rise and shine! Chow time!”


Bill opened his eyes blearily and looked at his copilot, who grinned at him and waved the empty gourd of stew. “Food!”


The girl now took the empty gourd away, and returned quickly with two more gourds of food, which she gave to the astronauts.




After they were full, Bill lay back against the cave wall and looked around him. “Where are the others?”


“Don’t know,” Jeff shrugged. “Out gathering food, I guess. Either that, or they ran for the hills.”


The girl rummaged around in the rear of the cave and brought out two brown, roundish, hairy objects. Through mime, she proceeded to demonstrate their use: she threw them to the ground roughly, then picked them up, pretending to peel away a bit of their shells and drink and eat from them.


The two men grinned, picked up the coconuts, and smashed them against the rocky cave floor. It took two cracks before the spheres started leaking the milky fluid, and the men quickly quenched their thirst with the tasty fluid.


Then they broke open the hard, round nuts and pried out the white meat with bits of bone that the woman gave them. They both offered her chunks of the meat, which she took silently, chewing on it quickly and watching their faces with alert glances.


“Wait a minute!” Jeff said.


He reached for the girl and she shrank back, afraid again. But the black astronaut caught her shoulder and, reaching into the top of the sarong-like garment she wore, pulled out a thin chain that hung from around her neck.


“Dogtags!”


“What?” Bill was on his feet in an instant.


“Where did you get these?”


The girl cringed, her face tight with fear.


“You’re scaring her, Jeff,” Bill said. He knelt next to her, smiling. “It’s all right. Don’t worry.”


He reached gently for the tags and bent to read them. “Brent, Ronald…” he read aloud. “USAF number 553386086!” Bill looked up at Jeff with a stunned



expression. He started to speak, then quickly bent to read the rest. “Date of birth: 5/2/2079!”


The two men exchanged startled looks and Jeff asked, “When did we enter the space program? April 1973, wasn’t it?”


Bill nodded, staring down at the metal tags in his hand. “That’s more than a hundred years before this guy Brent was born!”


The girl scrambled backward, tearing the tags from Bill’s grasp, and got to her feet. Nimbly she avoided them and ran out of the cave. Bill and Jeff rose and walked to the entrance. They could see her running into the trees. They sat down, still somewhat weak from their ordeal, and watched her disappear.


“Dogtags,” Bill muttered. “Apes on Mount Rushmore. A desert planet. Flames out of nowhere. Earthquakes, lightning… and Judy gone.” He shook his head.


In a few minutes, the girl returned to the cave, accompanied by an old man, white-haired and dressed in the same skins and furs worn by the other cavepeople Bill and Jeff had seen earlier. Appearing both apprehensive and fatalistically resigned, he beckoned the astronauts to follow.


The two Earthmen looked at each other, shrugged, and trailed after the old man and the girl, deep into the cave’s nether regions.


The girl brought out some skins and gestured at Bill’s tom leggings, which hung like rags from his muscular body.


Jeff laughed. “A change of wardrobe, Commander Hudson!”


Bill nodded. “I’m in rags and you’re almost like new.”


Jeff smiled at him. “Some people are born to be fashion plates and others…”




Bill started peeling off his trousers, his shirt having gone into the fissure with Judy. His boots were scratched and almost worn-out. In a few moments, he was dressed in the height of fashion—for a caveman.


Jeff grinned his approval. “If they ever remake One Million B.C. again, you are a cinch for the part of Ugh, the Caveman.”


“Never insult a superior officer.”


“Your commission is about four minutes older than mine, ole buddy.”


“First come, first served. Now let’s find out about those tags.”


Bill walked over to the girl, aware that she was actually very attractive—by any standards.


“They look so human,” he said to Jeff. “It’s astonishing.”


“Yeah, but they don’t talk much.”


“Women that don’t talk are highly prized by chauvinists everywhere.”


“Don’t let Judy hear you say that—” Jeff’s gibe died in his throat, and he gulped, “Sorry.”


Bill stared at the girl and quickly plucked the dog-tags from between her dress top.


“Brent?” Bill said, jingling the tags. “Where is Brent?”


She blinked her eyes at him, uncomprehending. “Brent?” He rattled the tags again and watched as her big, dark eyes began to fill with tears.


Her lips moved, as if she was trying to form words, but only a low moan came out. Then she formed a word. “Brr… ent…”


Bill looked around at Jeff. “She knows his name.”


He turned back to the girl. “Bill. My name is Bill.” He pointed at himself several times. “Bill…”


Her face brightened and her tears stopped flowing. “B-ill!”




Bill smiled at her. “Great! You can say my name!”


“B-ill,” the girl said again, pointing at him.


“And you. What’s your name?” A frowned appeared on her face and Bill pointed at himself. “Bill. Bill.” He pointed at Jeff. “Jeff. Jeff.”


“Jeff,” the girl said. “Jeff. Jeff.”


Bill smiled again, pointing at himself. “Bill.” Then again he pointed at Jeff. “Jeff.” Then his finger pointed at her. He raised his eyebrows. “What’s your name?”


“No-va.”


“Nova?”


The girl nodded, smiling shyly, her dark eyes going from Bill to Jeff and back. She pointed at herself, then at Bill and Jeff and said, “Nova… Bill… Jeff!”


Bill jangled the dogtags again. “Brent. Where’s Brent?”


Nova opened her mouth, but immediately there came the sudden deep-throated sound of a horn. Both the girl and the old man became instantly alert. The horn continued, and Nova grasped Bill’s arm.


“Uh-roh-gohs!” she said awkwardly.


“I don’t get it.”


“Something’s happening outside,” Jeff said and trotted to the cave entrance.


Bill grasped Nova by both shoulders and said, “What’s going on? Where’s this Brent? How did you get the tags? What’s that horn for?”


But Nova twisted away from him and ran to the cave mouth. Bill joined her, and saw the skin-clad figures of the cavedwellers running up from the forest into the caverns. Some swung up into the trees in what Bill thought was a futile attempt to hide. For the second time, the astronauts saw the cavepeople dropping their hard-found berries and fruit, and Bill even saw one man



throw down what looked like a rabbit.


Frightened cavedwellers, squealing in fear, rushed passed Bill and Jeff into the shelter of the grotto as the two astronauts searched for the meaning of the alarm.


Then they saw it.


A line of armed and uniformed figures, dressed in dark green and black, carrying rifles and other weapons, came up over the opposite ridge and looked down at them.


* * *


General Urko stepped up onto the rocky edge of the ridge and surveyed the little valley with arrogant disdain.


His thick lips twisted in a brutal sneer. “Those stupid humanoid beasts are hiding in their caves! Sitting ducks!” He raised his rifle high, in the air. “Sound the battle call!”


A gorilla herald raised the horn again to his lips, this time uttering not the long bleats of the Advance, but the thunderous sound of the Attack!


“Charge!” Urko’s bull voice rang out over the valley and there was an answering roar from his troops.


“Charge!” cried Captain Mulla, his aide-de-camp.


“Charge, you hairy lumps!” a sergeant shouted.


Jeff’s head jerked back in surprise as he heard the battle cries. He had already been shocked to see that the advancing soldiers were—or seemed to be—great hairy gorillas in uniforms and were carrying very lethal-looking weapons. But when they spoke he was astonished.


“Those apes—they can speak!”


Nova and the old humanoid frantically pulled at the two Earthmen.


“Come on, let’s get out of here!” Bill said.


He started to run into the open, but pulled up short when he saw the number of big gorilla soldiers coming at



him. Then he let Nova push him into the cave.


They heard the guttural commands of the gorilla officers as they charged. “Fan out!”


“Cover the left flank, Tummo!”


“Sergeant Rak, catch those beasts running that way!”


Above the din of pounding feet, squealing cave-dwellers, and the bellows of the gorillas, Bill could heard a louder voice-—a deep, commanding voice.


“Charge the caves! Charge the caves!”


Nova and the old humanoid shoved Jeff and Bill into the depths of the cavern, into what seemed to be no space at all. Bill glanced back at the cave mouth and saw something fly, bouncing noisily, into the cave and emit great clouds of white smoke. Panic ensued among the cavedwellers.


“Gas!” Bill yelled.


A wisp reached them and Bill gagged, then tried to hold his breath. He saw the old fellow stumble, recover, then fall limply to the floor. He turned back, attempting to pick him up. Then he heard Jeff’s shout from the passage beyond, at the rear of the cave.


“Bill! Where are you? Come on!”


Bill wanted to answer, but was afraid to take in the breath needed. Grabbing the old humanoid under the arms, he tugged him farther toward the cave’s depths.


A second canister of gas now arced in and exploded still more smoke.


He dropped to his hands and knees, trying to get under the gas, pulling at the old man stubbornly. His lungs ached for air and he heard Jeff’s voice as if in a dream.


“Bill…!”


The cave blurred in Bill’s eyes. He heard deep, raspy voices but couldn’t tell where they were coming from.


“Take them alive!”


“Rak, herd them over here!”




“Bring up the wagon cages!”


The effort was too great, and Bill dropped the old man; then he sank to the floor himself. Everything was too hard to do.


Bill Hudson sank into oblivion.


Jeff and Nova were reaching back for Bill, but by now he lay on the cave floor alongside the old man. Shoving past Jeff and the girl, several humanoids slid into a hole, worn smooth by time, water, and the rumps of cavedwellers. Jeff joined them at last, sitting down hard and sliding away into darkness as streamers of gas drifted back through the cave.


“Bill…!” he yelled one last time as he disappeared into the hole, followed by Nova.


* * *


The gorillas dragged the unconscious cavedwellers across the rough ground and shoved them unceremoniously into wagon cages, heavy structures built of logs set together on crude cart frames. Those who were conscious were herded with rifle butts and thrust into the cages. Each wagon cage was pulled by an army vehicle.


Captain Mulla looked over the captives, then strode briskly up to where General Urko stood watching, his face alive with lustful triumph. The officer saluted and reported.


“We got all of them, sir!”


“None escaped?”


“I don’t think so, sir. Of course, they do have a lot of rat holes they can get into. But that’s the beauty of your sudden attack, sir! Caught ’em all, I’m sure!”


Urko grunted in satisfaction. “All right. Mount up! Take them to Ape City!”


“Yes, sir!”




The captain turned to the troops who were locking up the last of the cages. “Good work, men! Now it’s home to Ape City! And a triumphant return it will be, too! This is the greatest catch we’ve ever made!”


The gorilla soldiers cheered and began to mount up. General Urko strode down from his watchpoint and past the wagon cages of cringing humanoids. His eyes passed over the limp and unconscious form of Bill Hudson, clad in his cavedweller skins, but saw nothing extraordinary about him.


“Move out!” he commanded.


The column of Gorilla Army trucks and jeeps chugged into life and started rolling. The prisoners squealed in fear, but they were helpless.


* * *


Tumbling through the smoothly worn hole, Jeff and Nova fell into a secret cavern upon several other humanoids who were lying about in various stages of consciousness. Jeff groaned, coughed, and tried to get to his feet.


“Bill…? What happened to Bill?”


Nova tugged at him as he swayed, almost passing out from the gas he had inhaled.


“First… Judy, now Bill…”


Nova tugged at him, pulling him toward a small and inconspicuous cave mouth, hidden by thick brush. She darted out, looked quickly around, saw the Gorilla Army caravan moving over the hill, and dashed back inside to pull at the big black astronaut.


“J-eff! Jeff!”


“What’s going on?” He ducked drunkenly, swaying to avoid hitting his head on the low exit, as they staggered out into the brush. He resisted as Nova pulled



him along. “Where are you taking me?”


But the cavegirl did not answer. She couldn’t.


* * *


Dr. Zaius stood with Zira and Cornelius, looking out of a window of the council building over the central square of Ape City. In his hand the venerable leader of the orangutan council held a message form, just delivered by a fast scout from Urko’s army.


Zaius eyed his companions with his wise, sad eyes. “This is a report from General Urko. He is bringing in a record catch of humanoids.” Zaius glanced again at the slip of paper and his voice was wry as he continued: “I think he expects a rather effusive welcome.”


“That egotistical brute!” Zira said primly, her nose twitching.


“But an effective one, let me remind you,” Dr. Zaius said. “He has captured more humanoids for our labor force and other needs than any previous gorilla general.”


Cornelius sniffed. “Good! That will give Zira and me an opportunity to obtain new research animals.”


Zaius nodded. “Yes, I have given orders for Urko to permit you to select the six finest specimens from this catch.” He scratched reflectively at his nose, his eyes swiveling to study the beginning preparations for the arrival of the army. “I expect Urko to make demands regarding the new catch of humanoids,” Zaius said, almost to himself. “But that is nothing new. Each time, he grows more arrogant, more demanding. But we of the Council of Elders must resist his pressure.”


“I sometimes think, Doctor Zaius,” Zira said, “that without your patronage, simian science would soon die of disinterest.”




Zaius grunted, his eyes still on the square below. “You may be right,” he said to the chimpanzee scientist. “Our gorilla cousins have never been too eager to forego their rather primitive pleasures for those of the mind.” He looked at Cornelius and Zira with this shrewd, dark eyes. “The future of simian society lies in your hands, Cornelius, and yours, Zira, and those like you. We orangutans serve our purpose: we govern, we act as guides to the entire race, we mediate between various factions. Not an easy task.”


“Oh, no, sir, we never thought it was,” Cornelius said quickly.


“And our gorilla friends also serve a great purpose,” Zaius said. “Their great strength and tenacity have proven extremely valuable hundreds of times in our history. The Battle of the Bridges; against the Underdwellers; in the Sogan Desert; fighting the ice apes—in all the dangerous and deadly areas where we are vulnerable.”


Zaius shook his finger at them both. “Don’t forget that! Let none of your generation forget that. The future of Apedom lies with you and the power of your intellects, but do not become arrogant in your self-esteem. We all serve a function here.” He turned his eyes toward the square. “Even the humanoids,” he said darkly.


Cornelius and Zira exchanged glances. Doctor Zaius is in an unusual mood today, they both thought.


The golden-furred Elder turned again to his chimpanzee guests. “Remember, children, our credo.” He raised a finger and intoned solemnly: “‘The free ape is he who does not fear to go to the end of his thought.’”


“True, true,” said Cornelius. “As my father, Trajan, used to say, ‘Liberty means responsibility, and that is why most apes dread it.’”


“Your father was a wise man, Cornelius. I knew him



well, and your grandfathers, Julian and Fabian. Good workers, staunch members of society, Cornelius. See that you follow in their footsteps.”


Cornelius nodded. “Of course, I always thought my father referred to the gorillas when he said that. They believe only in their rather dread and primitive approach to things. If it moves, smash it. If it doesn’t move, eat it.”


Zaius shook his head. “Ah, Cornelius, it is not all that simple, I assure you.” The old orangutan looked out into the square, where gorillas were watching over a group of humanoids who, with brooms were cleaning the square. “No,” he said softly, watching the humanoids cringe under the whips of the gorillas, “not that simple at all.”


* * *


The wagon cage bumped roughly over the rutted road, the heavy wooden bars of the cage squeaking as they rubbed against the sturdy leather straps that bound them together. Bill rolled limply on the splintery floor while the other humanoid captives pressed themselves against the bars, fearfully eyeing the strange new creature that had been thrust among them.


The gorilla-soldier caravan of humanoid captives weaved its way through the forest. In the lead vehicle, General Urko raised his deep-set simian eyes to look beyond the trees along the road. His gorilla heart beat faster as he looked upon the proud monuments carved with great skill and immense size upon the rocky face of a nearby mountain. Four huge simian faces could be seen there, intelligent faces, powerful faces from the history of Apedom, captured forever in stone—a sight to make any ape proud. The massive commander tilted his head ever so slightly in the direction of the monument, a salute in silence,



even as his dark eyes estimated the space left on the cliff. Perhaps they have room for just one more face? he wondered.


The caravan rumbled on, again into the trees, and the huge carved-stone visages were lost from sight.


* * *


In a crude tree house, Jeff Allen was coughing hard, still whoozy from the small amount of gas he had inhaled. Nova squatted nearby, her eyes big with wonder as she watched the dark-skinned astronaut cough out the last wisps of the knockout gas.


Jeff shoved himself partially erect, pressing against the rough wooden poles that formed the floor of the tree house, and looked around with incredulous eyes.


He coughed again, then spoke in a choked voice. “Those apes… they’re… they’re almost human!” Nova wet her lips nervously, her eyes darting from Jeff to the door of the tree hut. Another humanoid like herself, who actually talked made her extremely nervous.


Jeff looked around for his fellow astronaut, his brows knitted angrily. “Bill?” He looked at Nova, but she was no help. “Bill? What happened to Bill?”’


Nova stared in nervous, frightened incomprehension and Jeff’s shoulders slumped. He coughed again, his head aching and his eyes watering. He rested his head on his forearm a moment, breathing deeply, trying to rid his aching lungs of the deadly gas.


“Bill… where are you?”


* * *


The wagon, cage’s wheel bumped over a rock and Bill was thrown against the legs of several of the humanoids. He gasped with pain, moaning slightly, and the humanoids



pulled away from him. The astronaut’s arm then flopped out against the floor and he struck his head painfully.


He moaned again, more loudly this time, and his eyes fluttered. “Ohhh… What happened? Ohh…”


The humanoids, round-eyed with fear and incomprehension, clutched at themselves, trying to get as far away as possible from this strange and unnatural thing in their midst. They watched fearfully as Bill rolled on the bouncing floor, all motor control gone as an effect of the simians’ knockout gas. He groaned, his eyes opened and closed several times, and his mouth worked weakly.


“Jeff? Jeff? Where are you…?”


The ragged humanoids continued to cower in fear, and their lips trembled as they heard him speak. They tugged at each other’s primitive hide clothing and gave fearful glances over their shoulders at the gorilla guards riding in the vehicles before and behind them.


Bill continued to mumble, the words blurred and indistinct in his semi-delirious state.


Finally, the wagon cages lurched to a stop and the engines of the vehicles that pulled them died down. The humanoids peered out fearfully through the stout wooden bars of their mobile prisons and saw the hairy black soldiers getting down from their army vehicles to stretch their limbs gratefully. Nearby, a burly black-haired guard reached beneath his polished black leather chestplate to scratch; then quickly and guiltily he pulled his hand out to stand stiffly at attention as General Urko’s vehicle rolled back from the head of the column.


The commander’s jeep came to a halt next to the wagon cage in which Bill lay semi-conscious.


“Rest a moment,” Urko said to his driver and the officer with him.




They got out, bent their backs in pleasure, and took a few stiff steps around the jeep. The driver pulled a bit of dried food from a sack beneath his seat and gnawed on it reflectively as his eyes scanned the surrounding forest. One of the nearby guards sauntered over and was given a bit of the dried ration.


General Urko and his aide-de-camp walked around to stand by the wagon cage and drink from a canteen. They ignored the imploring eyes of the thirsty humanoids. Urko took a long draught and handed the canteen to his underling. The general, in his polished leather armor, laughed arrogantly at the captive humanoids. Too good for them, he thought. This made him laugh, and his cruel bellow partially awakened Bill.


The dazed astronaut moaned, coughed hollowly, and started to speak. “Ohhh… Jeff… where—”


An old humanoid, terrified that Urko or any of the other gorillas might hear, threw himself over Bill, clasping a dirty hand over his mouth, silencing him roughly. Several of the humanoids shuffled about, their bodies twitching nervously and their eyes fearful.


But Urko had not heard Bill speak. The armored commander looked at the captives with contempt, his black brows knitting in anger. He gave a snarling laugh, and snorted, “Look at the beasts!” When his gloved fist struck a bar of their cage, the ragged humanoids cowered back; the gorilla leader laughed again in cruel amusement. “Their capture was so easy it wasn’t even a contest!” he gloated.


The burly, helmeted chieftain of the Gorilla Army came close to the cage and peered within. He did not see the old humanoid’s hand across Bill’s mouth, or his scabbed knee on the Earthman’s chest. Urko rattled the cage, his rough laugh stirring up the captives once more.




“Waiting for us like sitting ducks! How stupid!” He gave the bars of the cage a final blow and lumbered over to get back into his jeep.


Glancing toward the captives’ cages, his thick lips twisted in a vicious smile. “Well, at least they’ll give us a fresh supply of moving targets for our war games.” He signaled to his aide-de-camp, who stood up in the jeep and waved toward the front of the caravan. “Move out!”


With a lurch, the wagon cages started forward again.


The aged humanoid released Bill’s mouth and sat back, his baggy eyes yet afraid, but now he was fearful of what the stranger might do. All of the captive humanoids stared at Bill as he rolled limply on the rough wooden floor. They looked at each other, then again at the Earthman, fearful of what pain and misfortune this unnatural creature might bring to them. They knew it would be nothing good.


One of the stronger-appearing prisoners fingered a long splinter in the rough planking of the floor. His strong fingers pried at it, splitting it away from the battered planking with a crunch. He held it, a rough dagger of splintered wood, and looked at the artery pulsing in Bill’s exposed throat. Dimly his mind wondered if it might not be better to simply get rid of this strange invader who looked so much like them all, yet acted so dangerously different.


The old man saw what the younger one intended, and his hand reached out, the broken fingernails biting into the sinewy forearm of the dagger wielder. He pushed down on the arm and his old eyes met the young man’s.


The fist opened and the wooden weapon fell to the floor. Another captive kicked it out through the bars into the dusty road, where it was crushed beneath the wheels of a gorilla truck.




The old man’s eyes returned once again to Bill’s face. He sighed, holding on to the bars of the cage as it jarred over the road. He wondered if he had made a mistake, and knew he might be dead before he found out.


* * *


A festive air permeated the central square of Ape City. It was filled with the three classes of simian citizenry—each in its distinctive clothing and keeping mostly to itself. All were eagerly awaiting the triumphant return of General Urko, his army, and the harvest of captive humanoids.


Sellers of sweets and cool drinks passed through the excited crowd, hawking their wares. Cheerful ape-children ran about playing the animated game of “Humanoids and Apes,” their piercing cries and imitation bellows annoying or amusing their elders.


Although the various classes mixed freely, they were always keenly aware of each other’s presence.


The hulking, black-furred gorillas were the largest. The members of the skeleton cadre that had been left behind to garrison Ape City wore the traditional dark green uniforms with black leather trim. The officers wore fancier versions, with carved chestplates or breastplates of linked metal and leather, and black helmets of hard leather that extended down over their necks.


A few gorillas were mounted on horses, arrogant and callous, with rifles in scabbards hanging at the sides of their heavy saddles, as well as ropes for lassoing runaway humanoids. They talked in low guttural voices to each other, making comments on the other two classes of apes, whom they considered parasitical and all but useless, except as servants.


The chimpanzees were, of course, smaller, more slender



in build, and swifter in gestures and motion than their burly cousins. The clothing also indicated their class: dark green tunics and leather “bibs” above tighter-fitting green leggings. A few of the specialists wore brown or blue, but none of the colors were bright. As with their gorilla cousins, the chimpanzees had designs carved into their leather garments. Some of the design indicated ancestry; some, status; and some, their field of endeavor.


The chimpanzees believed they were as intelligent as the highest class, the orangutan, but rarely voiced such thoughts aloud, and certainly never to the ruling class of golden-furred apes. The chimpanzees knew they were more intelligent than the brutish gorillas, but the physical prowess of the hairy cousins frightened the rather nervous chimps and they knew all too well the awesome strength that the gorillas had.


Dim and secret myths among the chimpanzees—handed down by word of mouth and never set to paper—told of terrible massacres by the brutal gorillas. One such myth dealt with an uprising of chimpanzees against an oppressive rule by gorillas, who had cowed the orangutan leaders in a time of weakness. Another myth was of a similar power struggle, a “night of terror” when the swords of primitive gorillas had run red with blood and when dead chimpanzees littered the streets of Ape City far back in the prehistoric times before the apes had organized.


Yet another myth—always said to be myth, but believed in devoutly by every chimpanzee in his heart of hearts—was a time when the gorillas were strong but had not achieved unity and power, and when everyone lived in peace, tending to his business, when the humanoids were tame and the crops grew easily. But every chimpanzee really knew it was a myth, for times had



always been as they were now. They had always lived in fear of the gorillas, always lived in a kind of fear about the world around them, always enslaved the humanoid beasts. Nevertheless, they wanted to believe the myth, so they believed.


The orangutans were the leaders, and the most distinguished of this ruling class met as a Council of Elders. They were smaller, wider, and more delicate that the more active chimpanzees, and unlike the chimps and gorillas—who were dark of fur—the orangutans were golden yellow, yellow-orange, light brown, and even sometimes white. They walked with the rolling gait of a chimpanzee but spoke with the wisdom of the ages. In them was accumulated all the ape wisdom of the centuries, and the Elders studied this accumulated information continuously. More powerful than the Ape Senate, which had delegates from all three classes of apes and met often, the Elders delegated to each class and to the divisions within that class the work plans, the division of labor, and whatever punishments or reprimands that seemed necessary.


It was the orangutans alone who kept the gorillas from taking over all of Apedom. History had shown that only the orangutans—sitting between the intelligent, adventurous, curious but often impetuous chimpanzees and the brutal, arrogant, and selfish gorillas—could keep the Ape World safe and on a progressive track. Even the gorillas conceded this from time to time, when reminded of their blunders and stupid acts. But the gorillas nevertheless resented the rule of the orangutans, hated the flighty chimpanzees, and saw themselves as the true rulers of the simian society.


One of the gorilla sergeants, sitting astride his horse



at the edge of the square, near the Ape Senate Building, spoke to the young private who sat, mounted too, near him. “Mungwort, I sure wish I’d been picked to go out on General Urko’s hunt!”


“Well, Sergeant Brutar, you know someone had to stay behind.”


“Yeah, but I really like the thrill of those hunts. Riding through some cornfield, seeing the face of some humanoid scared half to death, watching the rope settle around his neck so nice—Dammit, Mungwort, I wish we had been on this one! It must have been a beauty!”


The shy private shifted on his saddle and scratched at his chest beneath the heavy green tunic. “But it’s rather nice staying here, too.”


Sergeant Brutar looked at the private with disgust. “Mungwort, you’re a sorry excuse for a soldier. I remember how you were when we cleaned out that nest of troublesome humanoids last year. You hung back, didn’t you? While the rest of us rode right in, shooting off our guns, taking care of those beasts, you were riding around on the perimeter!”


“I was checking for strays, sergeant.”


Sergeant Brutar spat, and a rumble came from his deep chest. “Yeah, sure, that’s what you were doing.” He looked at the uncomfortable soldier and said, “I don’t know if we’ll ever make a soldier out of you—what with your chimp grandma! I knew your grandfather, Truga, and he was one devil of a sergeant. You’d never catch him giving any humanoid a quick death like you did in the bayonet practice.”


“I apologize, sergeant. I slipped, that’s all.”


Brutar glowered. “Yeah, you slipped, that’s all.” He spat again. “Some sergeant you’d make. Your old man



would turn over in his grave, if he could see you today.”


Mungwort looked uncomfortable and attempted to distract his sergeant from himself. “Oh, sergeant, do look over there at that fine procession!”


The burly sergeant turned and watched the Council of Elders leaving their Council Hall and walked through the crowd in regal manner. “Cursed ’rangs,” Brutar grumbled, spitting again.


“Urko said we must eliminate them,” Mungwort said sadly.


“General Urko, you humanoid-brain!” Sergeant Brutar threw the soldier a mad scowl. “And he never said no such thing.””


“I believe he did, sergeant, if I may correct you,” Mungwort insisted politely, in chimpanzee fashion.


“Oh, for Kerchak’s sake, Mungwort, you got it all twisted around! He said they shouldn’t interfere with soldierly affairs. That’s what he said.”


“Well, perhaps…”


The orangutans waddled through the crowd and up onto the platform that held the dignitaries. Their clothing was apricot- or peach-colored, sometimes with leather panels carved in ritual symbols. Their fine yellow-orange fur ruffled in the breeze and their tired, pouched old eyes gazed out over the assembled apes wearily.


Dr. Zaius, the leader of the council, was approached by the elderly Zao, who had once held Zaius’s post, years before. The wizened face looked at Zaius and the hint of a smile came across his wrinkled features.


“Doctor Zaius, are you ready to welcome the great General Urko?”


Zaius gave his fellow councilman a frown. “Don’t make light of this situation, Zao. You know as well as I that



a delicate balance must be maintained. The gorillas must be given every opportunity to have their heroes and work off their aggressions with just this sort of demonstration.”


Zao sighed and looked around. “You’re right, of course, but I am so weary of those posturing idiots. They are really so low-class…” His voice drifted away as a gorilla soldier came up and handed a message to Zaius.


The orangutan leader read it and gave the messenger an answer. “The usual flourishes, Warga. We need not become extravagant in our praises.”


The gorilla frowned, but left without a word.


To Zao’s questioning expression Zaius said, “They wanted something special—firing of cannons, releasing pigeons, that sort of thing. I would not tolerate that. Giving the gorillas an outlet is one thing, but giving them an exaggerated sense of their own importance is something I just simply will not stand for!”


Zao looked around and pointed to two chimpanzees seated in the front row of the seats. “Why are Zira and what’s-his-name, Cornelius, here?”


Dr. Zaius looked at the two chimpanzees, who were chatting quietly. “Oh, they are studying the humanoids, you know.” He gave Zao a significant look, then continued: “They wanted to get a good first look at any specimens that are brought in. I suppose they will be hounding me for more and more experimental animals.”


He sighed and watched the two young, but mature, scientists talk. He saw them laugh and lean forward to kiss each other affectionately. Zao frowned, but Zaius smiled within. Oh, to be young again! he thought. Then, to distract himself from the sight, he looked out over the square, picking out apes that he knew. I know fewer and fewer of them personally, as the years go by. Always so much work to do…




In one corner of the square a motion-picture camera crew was gathered around their boss. Their equipment was temporarily set up on tripods nearby, ready to be moved into position when their leader designated the locations.


The leader, a big chimpanzee in the green clothing of his race, spoke to his crew. “Mikki, you get the whole entourage from that rooftop there. I want to see the whole line of vehicles. Then zoom in on the cages when you can. Ziora, you do the close-up stuff; use the hand-held camera. Munko, you help Ziora. Keep the children from tripping his legs and keep your eye out for good ape-interest stuff. You know what they like. Battle-weary troops, maybe a wounded ape or two being helped from the vehicles. Watch for loot, watch, for any scars on the vehicles. Point up the terrific battle they must have gone through.”


“Aw, Zirko, you know those stupid animals never make a real battle. There won’t be any bullet holes or anything,”


Zirko gave the junior cameraman a glaring reprimand. “Munko, do as you are told. Maybe they hit a rock or got snagged by a tree. Look for battle damage. We don’t have to say it was humanoid action that did it, we only show it.” The big ape then turned to another cameraman. “Drik, you shoot from over there, on Camera Two. Get the dignitaries in the background, but don’t use up too much film on them. What people want to see today is General Urko and our glorious troops. See that you get what I want, or you’ll be back cleaning cameras and sweeping out the studio.”


“Aw, Zirko, won’t you ever forget my lousing up that war-games assignment? It wasn’t my fault I picked a spot where they were going to conduct a tank charge.”


Zirko glared at him. “You should have paid attention during the briefing, dumbo. Cameras don’t grow on trees, you know.”




“All right, Zirko, I’ll watch it.”


The boss chimp turned again toward the dignitaries, noting the play of light and shadows and estimating the exposure that would be needed. His little beady eyes scanned the perimeter of the square, seeing the apes crowded into every window that had a view of the square and the street leading to it.


“Get some filler shots of those people in the windows, too,” he ordered Munko. “Just a few seconds each. They’ll start screaming and hollering first, long before anyone down here can see them. Get a few good shots, and we can use them as cutaways to tighten the whole action, if we need to.”


Zirko looked at his soundman, who winked and held up a thumb and finger in a sign of readiness.


“All right, get to your places,” Zirko ordered.


Again his eyes scanned the windows and rooftops, where anxious apes awaited the return of their heroes. They still had not sounded the return alarm, though several apes were already peering under hands held up to their eyes.


Zirko gazed at the huge Arch of Triumph, his ape blood stirring proudly at the bas-reliefs that depicted the history of simian conquests since the beginning of history. It’s a magnificent structure, he thought, and one of Apedom’s finest monuments. We have much to be proud of, and I am proud to be one of the recorders of contemporary history. He looked at the big arch as if he thought of its carvings as historical newsreels. His thick lips twisted in a grin and he chuckled to himself.


Breath the great arch, in an area reserved for dignitaries, sat, among others, Zaius, Zira, and Cornelius. The apes seated there now looked down upon the festivities in the



square with carefully composed dignity. They were much too important to allow themselves to frolic about like the children, or to barter for banners that had stenciled likenesses of Urko, or even to purchase the cones of scented and syrup-saturated ice that the sellers were offering. They spoke slowly and carefully to each other, being cautious about their opinions and avoiding areas of controversy or delicacy.


Exceptions were Cornelius and Zira.


Fretfully, Cornelius leaned forward to talk past Zira to the aged Dr. Zaius. “With all due respect, Doctor Zaius… You know how Urko feels about our work.”


“Certainly I know,” Zaius grumbled, his voice implying that Cornelius was stupid to think he did not know what was going on within Ape City.


Cornelius put his hands upon the knees of his green leggings and took a deep breath. He hesitated, knowing he was now about to venture into dangerous territory. Zira shot him a fierce glance, but Cornelius blurted out his question.


“Then you will allow Zira and me to have the six humanoids we require to continue our Behavioral Study experiments…?”


Dr. Zaius raised his hand, his pale orange fur ruffling in the slight wind. “My word has always been my bond,” he said with great dignity. “Nothing has happened to change that.”


Zira squirmed in her seat. She had obviously grown angry and her thoughts were ready to boil over. Cornelius saw her state and put a cautionary hand upon her arm. She glanced around at the other gorillas, chimpanzees, and orangutans, all busy with their self-importance.


Shaking herself free of Cornelius’s hand, she spoke in



frustrated anger. “What a thick-brained lout that General Urko is!”


Zaius looked back up at Zira without much expression. He had heard this sort of racial conflict many times, and knew he would hear it many more times in the future. He sighed, knowing the truth on either side and realizing that his status and power rested upon maintaining a careful balance between the various factions. But even beyond that, he believed in what he was doing, believed that a higher cause was served by his careful maintenance of the status quo, and that Apedom as a whole benefited from a careful consideration of facts balanced against those policies that had long been established.


Zira shook loose again from the grip of her husband’s hand. “Cornelius—”


“Shush, Zira, please!” he said in a whisper. “There are gorillas all around us…”


He looked over his shoulder, seeing several of the huge black apes close by. He was not calmed by the fact that they did not seem to have heard Zira’s outburst.


“But he is!” Zira persisted. She sat straight, her head up. “Imagine, wanting all the humanoids for himself!” She snorted in anger and her nose twitched. “Imagine him placing the so-called demands of his stupid Gorilla Army over our much more scientific needs!”


Dr. Zaius leaned back toward her, his voice calm, not seeming to whisper, but his words did not carry very far. “General Urko is responsible for the military defense of the entire Simian Nation. That is a heavy and awesome task. We must admire his dedication to duty.”


Zira jerked forward in her seat, her hands fluttering. “With all due respect, sir—”


But Zira was interrupted by a great shout from the



rooftops. Cries of “Here they come!” and “It’s General Urko!” Several of the dignitaries stood to try and get a better look and there was a buzz of comments from the crowd.


“General Urko comes!”


“Will he have some new pets, do you think?”


“Doesn’t he always? Urko is the greatest commander we’ve ever had! Hooray for General Urko!”


“Hooray for General Urko!”


A line of trumpeters appeared atop the Arch of Triumph. They raised their trumpets to their lips, the red-and-white banners of the Simian Nation hanging from the instruments. The clarion call of the trumpets sent a thrill through the crowd, which grew quiet in anticipation.


“I can hear them!” someone finally yelled.


And, indeed, there was the rumble of distant motors.


Someone from a rooftop cried out, “They’re here!”


The trumpets sounded their shrill peals again, and this time a group of drummers around the base of the arch gave out a long, military roll. These were joined by a second line of simian trumpeters, with lighter-sounding horns. Together, the big trumpets atop the arch and the smaller trumpeters below joined the drummers in a thunderous roll of honor as General Urko rolled into the square.


The crowd had parted before the lead jeep, and Urko stood rigid in the vehicle, head up—the arrogant figure of triumphant power. The crowd broke its silence at the sight of the powerful gorilla leader and a roar of welcome went up. Colorful bits of paper showered from the windows and rooftops, a multicolored snow upon Urko’s helmeted head and shoulders. Apes jumped up and down, snorting and cheering wildly.


Cornelius and Zira were not enthusiastic welcomers, and Dr. Zaius and the rest of the dignitaries only



applauded politely, as befitted their position. But many of them had risen to their feet in welcome.


Urko acknowledged the cheers of the crowd with a restrained wave of his hand, the picture of a dignified military leader who only barely acknowledged the common ape.


The jeeps and trucks and other vehicles rolled into the square behind Urko’s command car to form a rough rectangle.


In a wagon cage, Bill Hudson opened his eyes at the thunderous sound of the crowd. He groaned, and the old humanoid once again put his hand over Bill’s mouth. But the astronaut shoved him aside.


Dazed, but once again conscious, Bill struggled up, pressing aside the cringing humanoids in their rags and animal skins. He peered out in amazement at the hundreds of apes, at the huge arch, at the strange architecture of the buildings. He stared incredulously at the apes who cried out words of praise for the victorious general; and wondered at their clothing and tools and weapons. He was stunned, and shook his head. All this is some kind of nightmare, he told himself.


The crowd now began to chant.


“General Urko!”


“General Urko!”


“GENERAL URKO!”


“GENERAL URKO!”


Bill’s mouth dropped as the thunderous noise sent echoes over the rooftops. Hundreds and hundreds of apes lifted their fists in salute, their rough voices crying out.


“URKO!!!”


* * *




Jeff stood shakily at the foot of the tree that held the camouflaged tree house. The young astronaut had a hand against the rough bark of the trunk in order to steady himself. He shook away Nova’s tentative touch.


“I’m all right now,” he said.


Raising his head, he looked around, trying to orient himself as his vision cleared. All about were woods, brush, and rocks—into the distance. He was startled as a humanoid dropped from a nearby tree, seemingly coming from nowhere. The humanoid saw Jeff, stared at him for a moment, then scampered fearfully away.


Hearing a rustling noise, Jeff looked at another tree nearby and saw an opening appear in what seemed to be thick foliage. He realized it was a door and that some of the humanoids had hidden their homes in the trees, pulling and shaping the live growth around their hideaways until they were all but invisible. As he heard other noises, Jeff realized almost every tree in the area contained a home and that he was, indeed, in a village.


A humanoid female came out of the opened door in the nearby foliage and watched Jeff with careful eyes as she lowered herself to the ground on a crude rope of plaited leather strips. Above her, a girl child in rags and pieces of dirty fur pulled up the rope and sneaked out a dirty hand to close the secret door, her eyes on Jeff the entire time.


The woman watched Jeff from the ground, glancing away from him only long enough to verify that the door to her home was once again closed. Her whole body was poised for flight. She held a crudely woven basket and began to back away, keeping an eye on the stranger. When she had gained a little distance, she turned to run, disappearing into the thick brush an instant.


Jeff took Nova’s arm. His voice was urgent as he asked



the humanoid female, “Nova, where’s Bill? We’ve got to find Bill! Where did the apes take Bill?”


Nova stared at him blankly and Jeff cursed, dropping his hands from her arm and gritting his teeth. He made another try and seized her again with both hands, shaking her.


“Where, Nova, where? Where did the apes take Bill?”


The girl only stared at him, and Jeff snorted again in disgust. He dropped his hands from her arms once again, turning away to mutter, “It’s like talking to a post!”


But suddenly some kind of understanding or comprehension seemed to come over the beautiful girl. Her arm shot out, pointing in a distant direction.


“Show me,” Jeff said urgently. “Show me, Nova!”


She hesitated, then started running in the direction she had pointed. She looked back to see if the dark astronaut was following.


He was, and she began to run steadily.


* * *


Urko walked up the steps to the stands beneath the huge triumphal arch, his polished leather armor impressive and his manner kingly. He took the cheers of the crowd with massive dignity, a faint smile on his lips. In the front row, near Dr. Zaius, he turned and raised both fists high over his head. The crowd went wild and flowers were thrown toward him.


Bill stared out from between the wooden bars of his cage, still stunned and amazed at the sight. Now he heard the crowd of apes calming down and saw Urko turning to those dignitaries who were standing in his honor, applauding politely. Bill could not hear what was being said, even though he strained his ears.


Urko looked smugly at Zaius and swaggered close to



him, towering over the aged orangutan. “Well,” he sneered smugly, “once again I have succeeded, Doctor Zaius.”


Zaius nodded, his orange hair fluttering in the wind. He peered out at the still cheering crowd and replied, “Yes, it looks as though you have, General Urko.”


The gorilla commander preened egotistically as he took a few arrogant strides back and forth before the important members of his society. This caused a new surge of cheers, and he acknowledged these with a slight wave.


“This hunt bagged more humanoid beasts than any before it,” he boasted.


Zaius gazed at him, his eyes wise in the ways of those with pride who first taste real power. “Excellent, general,” he said patronizingly. “Simply excellent.”


The general paused again before Zaius, letting himself stand very close, invading quite consciously the doctor’s personal sphere. But Zaius was used to gorilla tactics and he refused to look up or to acknowledge the looming gorilla.


“Well, as I always say, the only good humanoids are caged ones… Or, still better, doctor, dead ones.”


Zira took a step toward Urko, her fists clenched and her face angry. “That’s your opinion, Urko! I believe much can be learned from humanoids.”


Urko turned to look up toward Zira in majestic arrogance. His eyes roved up and down her, noting his massive size compared to her slim and somewhat delicate figure.


His thick lips sneered. “Learn from them?” He barked a harsh laugh, echoed by his officers, who had assembled below him, a few steps down. “What rubbish!”


He looked down at his officers and made a gesture toward Zira, at which they laughed again.


Cornelius doubled his fists in anger and took a



tentative step toward the gorilla commander, who was better than twice his size.


He was stopped by Dr. Zaius. The orangutan glanced at the bulky general. “Urko, you know full well that if even a single humanoid is discovered to possess the intelligence of real language, then all humanoids will be destroyed.”


Zira reached over and clutched at Cornelius’s coat. He patted her hand and scowled down at the general.


Zaius shrugged and spread his hands in a gesture of helplessness. “Until then, we must utilize them as we always have, as our ancestors did and as our descendants shall… if any of us remain.”


Urko’s lips pressed together in seething anger and he turned away to confer with several of the other dignitaries.


The crowd was quiet now but still festive, and in one of the taverns a stringed instrument began to play. Apes began to drift away from the stands, now that the pageant was over. But quite a crowd still remained in the central square when Zira walked down from the stands and over to the cage in which Bill Hudson crouched.


She looked at each of the humanoids, but quickly was attracted to Bill. “What beautiful eyes,” she murmured. Turning, she called out to Cornelius. “Husband, come here, would you, please?”


He was in deep conversation with Dr. Zaius, who was shaking his head, but after a moment Cornelius came over to the wagon cage.


“What did you say, my dear?”


“Look at the color of this one’s eyes. They are quite unusual.”


Both Zira and Cornelius peered in at Bill, who was just as curiously examining them. He went over every part of their clothing, from the tunic of Cornelius and long



dress of Zira to the strange cuneiform-like designs carved into the leather bibs under Cornelius’s and Zira’s chins and running down their upper bodies. Bill was stunned that their ape faces had the glint of real intelligence in the eyes. Coming out of his unconscious stupor, he was still ingesting details. The apes in the plaza were of three kinds: golden-haired creatures, wider and somewhat shorter than these two darkhaired but light-faced ones looking in at him so intently now; and tall, black-haired and black-faced apes, doubtless gorillas. Then it dawned upon him: these three types were among the most intelligent of apes—orangutans, chimpanzees, and gorillas. The implications were staggering and utterly fantastic.


But he was brought back to the moment by Zira’s finger coming through the bars to touch him. “Hello, Blue-Eyes,” she cooed, as if to a child or a pet. “Kootchy-coo…”


Bill started and stared at her, yet in a state of shock.


“Would you like to work with Cornelius and me, Blue-Eyes?” she asked in a soft, inquiring voice.


Bill looked from Zira to the other chimpanzee, and around at the cage of cowering humanoids, but he did not respond. The whole thing had such an air of fantasy, a world turned topsy-turvy, that he had no reference points from which to orient himself.


Zira bubbled to Cornelius, “Oh, isn’t he beautiful?”


“Yes, dear, but—”


Dr. Zaius now walked up and also peered in at Bill, who looked back, his eyes darting from Zaius’s intelligent eyes to his yellow robes and signs of office.


Zira turned to the golden-furred doctor. “Isn’t he a beauty, Doctor Zaius?”


The Elder smiled. “Beauty is in the eye of the ape beholder, Zira.”




He started to leave, but Zira reached out quickly and stopped him. “Doctor Zaius, I’d like Blue-Eyes as one of the six humanoids you promised to Cornelius and me.”


Urko loomed up behind Zaius and his voice thundered out. “Promised you? There are no humanoids here for you!” He sneered at Zira and glared down at Zaius.


Zira was uncowed, however. She lifted her head to the big gorilla and stared at him with uncompromising fervor. Then she spoke, but it was to Dr. Zaius as she still glared up at the gorilla commander.


“Doctor Zaius,” she said firmly, “I’d like Blue-Eyes, please.”


Urko raised a leather-gloved fist and made an angry gesture. “No!”


Zaius turned toward him and spoke mildly. “Why not, General Urko?”


The gorilla chieftain struck one of his heavy fists into the other. “Because I need all the humanoid beasts! All of them! Our work details are depleted, and we are staging new war games next week! That’s why!”


Zaius raised his eyebrows. “But there seem to be enough humanoids to divide among all our groups who need them—”


Cornelius raised his voice. “And we’ve requisitioned six for our experiments.”


Urko snarled, his voice a deep and angry rumble. He was livid, his nostrils dilated, and his eyes were dark spots of fire under the heavy brown. Once again he struck a fist into the other hand. Then he bent down toward Zira and Cornelius and growled, “Rot on your experiments!”


Zira tipped her head up to him, her face stiff with angry resentment. “And rot on your war games!”


Urko at once made a threatening gesture and Cornelius



pushed Zira aside and raised his fists toward the bigger ape.


But Dr. Zaius quickly threw up a hand. In a voice of authority that no one—not even General Urko—wanted to dispute, he cried out, “Silence!”


Cornelius stepped back, his face bristling with anger at the general for threatening Zira, and put an arm around his wife. He felt her trembling and knew that he, too, was shaking with rage and frustration. They and several apes nearby all looked at Dr. Zaius as he held up the commanding hand.


“It is unseemly of intelligent apes to argue in public.”


Bill had been following the proceedings with wide eyes.


Zaius now stepped past Urko and on up the steps to the stands. He held up his hands and the crowd slowly became quiet. “Hear me…” he said in a stentorial voice.


“Big oaf,” Zira muttered, looking back at Urko.


“Shush, dear!” Cornelius murmured.


“Well, he is.”


“Yes, dear, but listen to Doctor Zaius now.”


“…Bring out the humanoids,” Zaius commanded.


The gorilla officers repeated the command and the soldiers slapped open the locks on the wagon cages and began impatiently to prod out their captives. Bill evaded the sharpened driving stick of one soldier, started to yell at the gorilla in anger, but was jabbed in the ribs by the old humanoid. Bill jerked aside in surprise, almost falling out of the cage. His grunt of indignation was lost, however, beneath the shouts and commands of the gorilla warriors as they drove the helpless and thoroughly cowed prisoners from their cages.


The gorillas slapped and shoved them into a line that ran across the square and seemed a long, manylegged insect of rags and suntanned skin, unkempt hair and an



unwashed body. The sheer brutal power of the gorillas somewhat cowed Bill, and he decided not to make a fuss until he knew more about what was going on.


“Hear me,” Zaius said, and the gorillas quieted their guttural commands. “What is the count?”


A gorilla officer quickly made a tally and trotted up to give the Elder the total. Urko glared at the officer for being so quick to obey the orangutan leader, and the gorilla looked sheepish.


Zaius once again held up his hand. “Hear me, citizens of Ape City.” He turned toward the side of the square where a sign said HUMANOID PET STORE and where several apes waited eagerly, chains and leashes in their hands. “Twenty percent of the new captives will go to ‘Pet Detail.’” A number of shopkeepers started happily counting out their share.


“Fifteen percent will be assigned to ‘Animal Labor Detail,’” Zaius proclaimed.


Urko ground his teeth and there came a deep rumble in his massive chest. He watched with glum, dull anger as the fanners began to count out their share.


“Another twenty percent of the humanoids will go to the ‘Animal Replacement Preserve,’” Zaius commanded.


“Well, at least there will be some saved,” Zira sighed. “We need to preserve the species, Cornelius,” she said earnestly.


“I know, dear. If Urko was in charge, they would be on the ‘Endangered Species List’ tomorrow and extinct next week!”


Dr. Zaius looked over at the general as he made his next pronouncement. “The remainder will go to the army for their war games.”


At once, Urko let loose a growl. He stalked up the steps



toward Zaius, his face livid, his nostrils flared with hate.


“I protest!” he snarled. “That is far too large a percentage to give away to others! We caught them! We gorillas endangered our lives to reap this harvest of animals! We deserve the largest percentage—if not all!”


Zaius was unflinching before the verbal attack of the giant looming over him. “Protest all you want, Urko. But my word is law!”


Urko’s throaty growl caused many a head to turn. Bill stared with fascination as the apes confronted each other. The general’s meaty fist waved beneath the nose of the fragile and elderly Dr. Zaius.


“Today your word is law, Doctor Zaius… But tomorrow? Who knows about tomorrow? Tomorrow,” he emphasized with heavy sarcasm, “it might just be we gorillas who are giving the orders—not taking them!”


Zira gasped and Dr. Zaius narrowed his eyes.


The gorilla commander turned on his heel and stalked off, his feet ringing heavy on the stone steps. As he reached the bottom, he struck a heavy blow to an empty wagon cage, then knocked several humanoids out of his way as he strode toward his jeep. His driver scrambled to climb into it and get it started before the angry general struck him. The jeep roared off, scattering startled civilians and disappearing up a street toward Gorilla Headquarters.


Dr. Zaius stood where he had been, his slitted eyes pondering the disappearing ape commander. A hint of steel glinted in his irises, carefully hidden, but frightening to those who happened to catch it. When the gorilla leader had disappeared, he turned to face the gorilla officers still in the square.


“All right, don’t just stand there like humanoids, you hairy lumps! Parcel out the animals.” Zaius then pointed at



Cornelius and Zira. “Take your six equally’ from the various details, but not from the percentage assigned to the army.”


“Yes, Doctor Zaius,” Cornelius said quickly.


“Thank you, Doctor Zaius,” Zira added with a happy smile.


Zaius grunted and turned away.


“Come on, Blue-Eyes,” Zira said, reaching for him. “That’s a good boy! Come with Zira.”


* * *


The sign on the door said HUMANOID BEHAVIORAL STUDIES LABORATORY. The building the door was set in was a large one, with many rooms, cells, storage rooms, and equipment-filled experimental labs. A few gorilla guards were assigned to the lab, all of them surly and resentful about the duty, for they thought their rightful place was out with the Gorilla Army, not guarding and feeding a bunch of animals.


But the laboratory was Cornelius and Zira’s favorite place, even better than their small but nice home. It was here that their interest lay, and they resented any situation that took them away from it.


A day or so after the army’s return, Cornelius crossed the grassy stretch from the last of the Ape City houses to the grounds of the laboratory, a bottle of Dr. Zaius’s favorite fruit drink in his hand. He entered the lab, ignoring the gorilla guards lounging inside as they ignored him. He went directly into the main lab, where great round cages stood on stone risers, and saw Dr. Zaius standing with Zira before the cage in which they had put the blue-eyed humanoid. As a smartness award, they’d given him a T-shirt and trousers.


Zaius was looking doubtful, but Zira was talking to him excitedly. “I tell you it’s true! Blue-Eyes has turned



out to be a truly extraordinary specimen!”


The orangutan leader looked again at the Earthman, who stared back, still watching without speaking, but less startled now. The astronaut sensed danger and felt that some measure of safety might lie in imitating the mute humanoids, which the apes all treated, as if they were beneath notice.


Zira tugged at Dr. Zaius’s sleeve and said earnestly, “His pattern-response tests, his mathematical comprehension, his manual dexterity are simply remarkable.” She looked at Bill Hudson and added, in a quieter and somewhat puzzled tone, “It’s almost as if he understood… as if he was… intelligent… even patronizing me, during all the tests.”


“Now, Zira,” Cornelius said carefully, eyeing Dr. Zaius as he spoke, “aren’t you getting just a little bit carried away?”


Zira threw him a quick, fierce look. “Not at all, Cornelius. I’ve been working with humanoids for years. I know what I saw.”


Zaius cleared his throat and stroked his chin whiskers thoughtfully. His eyes slid sideways to look at Zira. “You make the beast seem almost as smart as we apes, Zira…”


Zira returned his look with startled eyes. “Oh, Doctor Zaius, I didn’t mean to imply that—”


Zaius laughed kindly and spoke to Zira in a patronizing voice. “Well, then, my dear Zira, why don’t you have the beast demonstrate his ‘brilliance’ to us?”


All too familiar with Zaius’s patronizing tone, the one he used to humiliate and control those beneath him—as though they didn’t have the sense to come in out of the rain—she nodded in agreement. “It will be my pleasure, Doctor Zaius…”


As Zaius chuckled indulgently, Zira walked to a closed



wooden cabinet and opened its carved doors to take out a flat box made of painted wood. In the top of the box was a series of round, square, and triangular holes, the borders of which were painted different colors. She picked up another plain box containing a number of colored pegs that had ends that were round, square or triangular. Then she took both to Bill’s cage, where he squatted, watching everything with intense curiosity.


Zira handed the box with the holes through the steel bars to Bill, who took it automatically. Then she dumped the pegs onto the cell floor next to him.


“Okay, Blue-Eyes, show these doubting simians how smart you are!” she said, looking triumphantly at Dr. Zaius, who was watching with shrewd, slitted eyes.


The blond astronaut smiled, looked at each of the apes beyond the bars, and reached for a peg. Quickly, without a single mistake, and without hesitation, Bill fitted each colored peg into the correct hole.


The apes all watched his hands in amazement, not noticing the wry smile that tugged at his mouth.


Bill plunged the last peg into the last hole and gazed up, smiling broadly. The whole thing was amusing to him—almost a practical joke.


As he started to speak, Cornelius blurted out loudly, “Amazing!” He looked up from the board and smiled happily at his wife.


But she was looking at the orangutan Elder.


Dr. Zaius spoke slowly, and with weight. “Very impressive.”


Zira waved her hand airily. “Oh, that’s nothing! You should see his mathematical aptitude.”


She was beginning to give a lecture on the methods used to test humanoids and on the astounding abilities of



Blue-Eyes, when Dr. Zaius stopped her with a raised hand.


“I’d like to stay and watch, Zira,” he said, “but I have an important meeting in the Council of Elders, for which I am already a bit late.”


The chimpanzee scientist fluttered her hands to stop him. “But, Doctor Zaius, I promise you will be amazed.”


Zaius continued his shambling walk toward the door. “I’m certain I will be, Zira, but duty calls. My first responsibility is to all Apedom as a whole. Good evening.”


Zira and Cornelius looked after him with saddened faces.


“I wish he could have stayed,” Zira sighed plaintively.


Cornelius put his arm around her, patting her back protectively. “If Blue-Eyes is so smart, I think you should schedule a probing operation on his brain centers.”


Bill’s head came up with a snap. He kicked the box of pegs violently as he rose. The box struck the bars, scattering the pieces in every direction. Zira and Cornelius looked at him with surprise, watching him grip the steel bars with whitened knuckles.


They were not prepared, however, for what, happened next.


“You’re crazy!” Bill shouted. “Operate on my brain?”


Bill’s ability to speak so shocked the two simians that they fell back in fear and shock, their expressions incredulous and stunned.


Cornelius stammered and his eyes bulged in shock. “It—it—it s-spoke! Z-Zira, the h-humanoid—spoke!”


She stood with a hand over her mouth, slightly bent as if she had just received a blow in the stomach. Her eyes were wide and staring. She had had the shock of her life and her agile brain was searching for a rational explanation. But she was disoriented, and could not have been more surprised if a stone had said “Good morning!” to her.




Bill struck at the cage bars with the heel of his hand. “Yes, I spoke, you hairy nincompoops! I spoke because I can speak!”


Zira’s eyes blinked rapidly, and now her initial shock was being overcome by her scientific curiosity. In a hushed voice she said, to herself, “A talking… a talking humanoid…”


Bill stood tall, taller than the simians, and he rattled the steel bars of his cage angrily. All of the amusement he had felt earlier was gone, all the surprise had evaporated. Now he was angry.


“A talking human, you goons! A human whose world has been turned upside down, but a talking, reasoning human being, nevertheless!”


Cornelius was still frozen, flabbergasted. He stared in dumb shock, his gaze going from the caged Bill to Zira, who was slowly moving toward the prisoner with hesitant little steps.


“But how…?” Cornelius mumbled. “Who…? Uh…” His voice trailed off and his chin trembled.


Unseen by any of them, a gorilla guard was standing just beyond an inner door. He had been about to enter, hearing the clatter of the pegs when Bill had scattered them, but when Bill’s deep voice had thundered out he had stopped to listen and to peer cautiously around the door. This was just what his commander had warned him to watch out for. His ears were now tuned with careful attention.


“My name is Bill Hudson,” the light-haired astronaut said. “I’m an astronaut from another planet in the Solar System. A planet called Earth.”


* * *


Dr. Zaius stood before the Council of Elders, reading from a paper his staff had prepared on the rising cost of



raising food. He looked up with irritation when he heard a disturbance at the carved chamber door, annoyance darkening his features. He saw the council guard open the ornate portal and gesture to him.


The orangutan leader grumpily put down his papers and went over to the door. “Yes, what is it now?” he asked petulantly.


The Elders could not hear what the chamber guard said to Zaius, but they saw him bring a sentry into the doorway and saw the gorilla speak softly to their leader.


Dr. Zaius nodded, slapped the sentry on his dark leather shoulder. “Sentry, in behalf of the council I wish to thank you and express our deepest gratitude to you. You may tell your commanding officer that you are to be rewarded!”


The orangutan Elder then turned to the assembled council and quickly related what the gorilla guard had revealed to him. “The humanoid they call Blue-Eyes, the very one I saw this evening doing simple tricks—” He paused dramatically and the Elders leaned forward expectantly. The manner of Dr. Zaius proclaimed an important announcement and they were listening intently. “The humanoid can speak!”


Several of the Elders expressed shock, and two of them shouted out together: “No, that cannot be!”


Zaius put his hand on the shoulder of the gorilla sentry. “This warrior says it is true.”


Some of the Elders still shook their head and several started to speak among themselves. “It’s a trick of some sort!” one said.


“Utter nonsense!” said another.


And another: “Fantasy, sheer fantasy! Like two-headed calves and machines that fly in the sky! Utter rubbish!”


Dr. Zaius put up his hand and caught the attention of the



Elders. He turned again to the sentry. “Your distinguished act of reporting what you overheard is an example of simian patriotism at its highest.” He smiled and patted the shoulder of the burly guard. “Now you may go.”


As the guard walked toward the door, Zaius called after him, “Once again, our thanks, and you may return to your post.”


Zaius retained a serene and untroubled expression as the guard left and the door was closed behind him. His elaborate thanks to the gorilla was part of his personal policy of diplomacy. Verbal awards were easy, effective, and served many purposes. The reward he had given was to be made by the gorilla guard’s commander, and would come from their allotment.


But as soon as the door closed, Zaius turned to the council, his face purpling with rage and concern. “If what the sentry reports is true, we must act at once!”


The elders nodded, their faces harsh with responsibility. They were all orangutans, historically the leader class, and knew the awesome task they faced. Several tugged nervously at the yellow-orange beards that flowed down over their light-colored garments.


Zaius leaned on the long, wooden council table, his solemn voice heavy with anxiety. “We of this chamber are the only simians who know the real danger the humanoids represent!”


The expressions of the council members changed, and shadows of fear crossed their faces.


He raised a cautionary finger. “Humanoids once lorded over all other animals,” he intoned seriously. “Including us apes.” He paused to look about, letting the words sink in. “But humanoid greed, humanoid folly”—his voice deepened with righteous anger—“humanoid lust for power



caused him to destroy his civilization in a cataclysmic war.”


Zaius ceased, overcome by emotion. He turned to look at the large stone statue carved in the likeness of the original simian lawgiver, a direct ancestor of Zaius himself. The impressive and noble statue overlooked the Council Chamber, and Zaius studied the patrician brow for a long moment. Then his voice continued, with a haunting quality of fear tingeing it.


“And from humanoid dust our great ape society emerged. But it is also written that if humanoids were to regain the intelligence of language, they would once again become master of this planet and would once again destroy it!” He turned again toward the council, his features agitated. “And so, if it is true that this Blue-Eyed humanoid can speak, he and all humanoids must be destroyed immediately!”


Several of the Elders immediately shouted out their response.


“Hear, hear!”


“Yes!”


“No other way!”


But Zaius saw that several were still undecided. He stepped toward Zao, one of the most respected of the council members. Others turned to listen.


“And you, noble Zao, what do you think?”


The elderly orangutan stroked his long beard reflectively. “We should not act hastily,” he said.


“But we must act swiftly!” another member cried out.


“Swiftness of action does not indicate its rightness,” Zao advised, giving the member a sidewise look.


“But the historical facts are—” the member insisted, and started to enumerate them.


Zao put up a restraining hand. “I know them as well as



you.” He paused and glanced up at his friend Zaius, who was waiting for his opinion. “This Blue-Eyes might be a mutant—a single fluke—who, if destroyed singly, might nip the whole thing in the bud.”


Zaius shook his head. “I fear this might not be the case. Where there is smoke there is fire. If there is one talking humanoid, there will be others. If we wait too long to act, we might be unable to root them all out.”


Zao shook his head. “I don’t know… This has far-reaching implications. To destroy the work force upon which much of our economy is built—that is a most serious step.”


“I know how serious it is, noble Zao. I have thought long and often upon this very decision, long before I knew of a single talking animal. I considered every side of the action. To remove the ‘Pet Detail’ will not matter much at all. The fad will pass anyway, in all probability. To eliminate any experimental animals is of no importance, since without the race of humanoids around we would have no reason to study them.”
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