Kilimanjaro by Mike Resnick

The Kikuyu tribe of East Africa attempted to create a Utopiaon the terraformed planetoid Kirinyaga,
which was named for the mountain where their god lives. Things went wrong. Now, a century later, the
Maeasai tribe has studied Kirinyagd s history, has analyzed their mistakes, and isready to creste aMaasai
Utopiaon the planetoid Kilimanjaro, named for the mountain where their god lives. Y ou may order a
copy of the sgned limited edition hardcover here.

Thisisthe story of that experiment.
Prologue
(2234 ad))

The most impressive sight in Africais the snow-capped peak of mighty Kilimanjaro, thetallest mountain
on the continent. The greatest elephant that ever lived waskilled on Kilimanjaro’ s southern dopes, and
my people believed that En-kai, our god, dwells at the summit. On aclear day it can be seen from more
than seventy miles away. There was atime when the mountain was home to more than amillion animals,
aswell asto the Maasai people. Elephants, rhinos, and buffalo rubbed shoulders benegth the acacia
trees, while lions and leopards lay in wait for unsuspecting antelope by the water holes. Areas where the
dopesflattened out were covered by our manyaittas.

But that was long ago.

There are no more animas on the mountain, and precious few people. Today the Maasai live on another
Kilimanjaro, and it isthisKilimanjaro that | have been tasked to tell you abouit.

It wasin the year 2122 a.d. that the Eutopian worlds were terraformed in orbit around Earth, and the
Eutopian Council allowed seventy-three groups, each striving to create their own cultural Utopia, to
charter the seventy-three worlds. Not al of the worlds fared aswell asthey had hoped. The Communist
world went bankrupt; aModem world erupted into abruta civil war; afundamentalist Christian world
waited for God to provide rather than tilling their fields and planting their crops and did not ask for help
until most of them had starved to death. Other worlds had other problems. Some overcame them and
flourished; some were overwhelmed and eventualy abandoned.

But there was one world that interested my people above dl others, and that was Kirinyaga, the only
Eutopian world settled by an African tribe-the Kikuyu. And since the Maasai have shared Kenyawith
the Kikuyu for millennia, we studied every aspect of the planetoid and its society, every triumph and
every falure, determined to learn from their mistakes.

In the early days, under the leadership of aman named Koriba, there were far more failures than
triumphs. Indeed, it was only after Koriba returned to Kenyathat Kirinyaga began to function
cohesively...and yet, somewhere along the way, they had forgotten the purpose of the Eutopian worlds,
which wasto create atrue cultural Utopia Kirinyagaisnow 112 yearsold and gtill thriving, but in truth it
isthriving as an extension of Kenya, not as an independent world that is correcting dl the inequities of
Kenyan, or even Kikuyu, society.

My people werefinaly awarded a Eutopian world in 2234 ad., after many years, even decades, of
lobbying. Since the Kikuyu had named their world for the mountain upon which their god dwelt, we
decided to do the same-and no one can deny that Kilimanjaro isthe more imposing mountain of the two,
just as En-ka was thought to be amore powerful god than the Kikuyu' sNgal.

Upon receiving our charter, we worked closdly with the terraformers, deciding upon the contours and



make-up the landscape, which animals and birds to clone, which vegetation would cover the ground. We
also decided, as | mentioned, that before we emigrated to Kilimanjaro we would make a thorough study
of Kirinyaga s history so we could avoid dl of the mistakes that they had made.

Understanding and pinpointing those mistakesis part of my job. | am David ole Saitoti, which means
“David, son of Saitoti”, and | am, by profession, an historian. | was one of ahaf dozen assigned to study
al aspects of Kirinyaga, and since I’ m the only one who chose to emigrate to Kilimanjaro, | have been
entrusted with the task of recording Kilimanjaro’ shistory.

Merely inhabiting an empty world isamonumenta chore. Turning that world into aMaasal Utopiaisan
even greater one. | do not expect to be ableto writeadaily diary, but I will codify the more important
episodesin our early history astime dlows.

| don't yet know exactly what shape our Utopiawill take, but with al the exampleswe haveto learn
from, and especidly from Kirinyaga, | know this much:

Thistimewewill doit right.
1
Sunrise on Kilimanjaro (2234 a.d.)

The Kikuyu were davesto their tradition, and this was a mistake we were determined to avoid. Onesize
doesn't fit dl, and neither does oneway of life.

The Maasai were among the last people on Earth to break with tradition, and for those who till choseto
livethetraditiond pastord lifestyle, we arranged for fully haf of Kilimanjaro to be open grazing land.

Before the coming of the Europeans, dmost every African tribe used cattle as currency. A bridewould
cost so many cattle, a chief would penalize awrongdoer so many cattle, and so on. For the Maasai the
cattle were even more important, for most of us, and especiadly our e moran—our young warriors-ived on
amixture of the blood and milk. When our religious ceremonies required it we would sacrifice a steer or
acow and cook and edt it, but their primary purpose wasto serve as currency and to provide blood and
milk.

The Westernized Maasal cast aside their red blankets and began wearing dacks, shirts, dresses, and
auits. They rid their heads of their red ocher paints, they traded their cattle for cash and their spearsfor
briefcases. And yet they were Maasai too, and had to be accommodated.

So we had manyattasfor the traditionalists, and citiesfor the rest of us. There were somefarmsaswell,
for while many Maasai choseto exist soldly on the milk, blood and mest of their cattle, others had grown
used to aWestern diet.

There arefive cities on our world. | have read much speculation concerning that number: somefed fiveis
amystic number to the Maasai, some say we had wanted to build more cities but were denied funding,
and | have even read one so-caled scholar who opined that we could count no higher than the five
fingers on our hand. (Evidently he never redlized that Maasal are born with two hands-or perhaps he had
only one, and assumed that everyone else did als0.)

Anyway, the truth is much ssimpler than the speculations: the Maasai are comprised of five clans-the
ilmakesen, il-laiser, il- moldian, il-taarrosero, and il-ikumai, and we built acity for each of them, though
of course no oneisredtricted to the city of hisclan.

Immigration is encouraged, for we have aworld tofill. Each potentia new citizen is given an orientation



course, for we don’t want anyone deciding once they arrive that thisis not the Utopia they had hoped
for. Part of that indoctrination isaholo of al aspects of life on Kilimanjaro, those that exist and those that
are anticipated, so therewill be no surprises. Another part is adocumentary holo—are-cregtion, actualy,
since nothing Western was alowed there, including cameras-of the first two decades of Kirinyaga's
history, so they can see how the best of intentions can go wrong, and hopefully understand that when
certain laws and rules are made and enforced it isn't done in an idedlistic vacuum, but because we have
learned from others mistakes.

We are 30 sure that Kilimanjaro will prove to be the one world that actudly fulfillsits Utopian promise,
that we have decided we need a policy to determine who will receive favored status for immigration once
we havefilled our empty plainsand cities. Infact, thisisthefirst mgor decision the Council of Elderswill
have to make.

The Eutopian Council, which gave us our charter, gently hinted that they would like to see ademocracy
develop on Kilimanjaro, and perhaps someday it will, but only if it evolves out of the Maasai tradition,
and that tradition isto bring al disputesto the elders of thetribe. Loca problems are dedlt with by local
Councils, but since the problem of immigration concernsthe entire world, in this case the Council is
composed of one Elder from each of the five cities, and two from the land of the manyattas.

Thefirgt question was. who may immigrate to Kilimanjaro once we have reached fifty percent of our
capacity?
The answer was smple: thisisaMaasa world, so at that point only Maasal may immigrate.

The next question was more difficult: whoisaMaasal?

Thosewho had aways tended their cattle and lived in their huts on their manyattas are traditiond Maasal,
but these days, in the 23rd century of the Chrigtian era, they comprise no more than twenty percent of
our population. Most of the Maasai have moved to the great cities such as Nairobi and Dar Es Sdlaam,
Naivasha and Dodoma, and have interbred-is that the right word? It isthe most accurate, though | think
the Council prefers“intermarried’—with members of other races: the Kikuyu, the Luo, the Nandi, the
Zanake, and more.

The Council debated thisfor four days, and decided that anyone with one-half Maasai blood isa
Maasai.

That was when we began to see that no problem isthat easly solved in Utopia.

Joshuaole Saibull, who had been an attorney back on Earth, and whose mother was Indian, argued that
thiswas adigtinction that would disenfranchise future generations.

When asked how, thisiswhat he replied:

“I mysdf am haf Maasai. My wife sfather was a Rendille, and her mother aMaasai. Soitisclear that
we are each half Maasai, and thiswill aso betrue of our children.”

“But,” he continued, “if at any timein the past thousand years any of my forefathers had achild by a
woman who was not Maasai—and don’t forget that we used to raid the Kikuyu and other tribes and carry
off their women-then aDNA test will show that | am lessthan half Maasal, possibly forty-nine percent,
possibly forty-five percent, but definitely lessthan half. | am here, my wifeishere, and | fully understand
that no oneis denying ustheright to be citizens of Kilimanjaro. But my children and my grandchildren will
alsotest out at lessthan fifty percent Maasal, and the day may come when Kilimanjaro has more people
than it can handle. At that point will you force my children to leave the planet?’



The Council of Eldersreplied that of course they would not.
“Evenif my children are only forty percent Maasai?’ perdgsted Joshua.
Even so, they assured him.

“That isvery considerate of you,” said Joshua, asif he were speaking to ajury, and in away he was.
“Now, what if apotentid immigrant isforty-eight percent Maasai? Will you deny him theright to liveon a
Maasai world, while my forty-percent-Maasai children are dlowed to stay?’

The Council of Elderswas till considering the ramifications of that argument when another onewas
presented to them.

“My name,” said the supplicant, “is KellaJmo, and prior to coming to Kilimanjaro | lived in Kenya's
Northern Frontier Didtrict until along drought killed my cattle and dried up my wells.” He waited until the
sudden whispering and buzzing had stopped. “Yes, | am aSamburu. Andyet | clam | have every bit as
much right to be here as any of you, for once the Samburu and the Maasal were asingletribe. We both
spoke the language of Maa, we both worshipped En-kai, we both shared the same blood. If you take the
DNA of any Samburu and trace it back, you will find we are pure Maasai, certainly moreso than Joshua
ole Saibull or any otherswho have lived in the cities of Kenyaand Tanzaniaand intermarried with other
tribes. | thereforeing st that by your own ruling the Samburu have as much right to Kilimanjaro asthe
Maasa.”

They are ill sudying that one, too.

However, while one might view these as time bombs that will explode many decadesin the future, they
are meaninglessright now. We have aworld to fill and more immediate problemsto confront.

One of our mogt pressing problemsisthe economy. The city dwellers use cash and credit; the
pastoraists use cattle. The Council of Elders must fix the price of asingle cow if thereisever to be any
commerce between the two sets of citizens. The pastoraists will not save or invest money; the city
dwellers have no place for cattle even if they werewilling to keep them. Since we will not force either
sdeto livein away that is repugnant to them, we have to find away to accommodate both sides.

An historian’ sjob is not only to codify history but to learn from it, and what | have learned isthat
whatever price the Council of Elders sets, the city dwellerswill claim that it istoo high and the pastoraists
will damthet itistoo low.

And yet, when the accusations are over, the Council will set aprice, both sdeswill agreeto it Sncethere
isno higher authority to gpped to, and that will be the end of another potentia stumbling block on the
road to our Utopia.

Then thereisthe matter of language. When the Samburu said that his people and ours both spoke Maa,
he was correct insofar as he went. But more than ninety-five percent of the Maasai speak Swahili, which
isthe linguafrancaamong the peoples of East Africa, and ninety percent spesk English, which has
occasiondly been the officid language of Kenyaand is till the language of business, commerce, and

diplomecy.

What language are we to use? If we remain purists and speak only Maa, then no one offworld will
understand us. If we speak English, we will be using the language of our former enemies. And if we use
Swahili, wewill be usng neither our own tongue nor the language of the Eutopian Council and much of
Earthitsdlf. It isanother problem we had not foreseen, but which we will soon haveto solve. My guessis
that Snce al three tongues are known to most of the people we will resolve the problem by ignoring it. If



you spesk alanguage that the party you are addressing understands, it makes no difference to the two of
you what that languageis, and if he does not understand it, common sense dictates that the two of you
will experiment with other languages until you come to one you both comprehend.

| find thisan exciting time. These are merely growing pains, and | suspect we will have less of them than
any of the other Eutopian worlds. One of my functionsisto preserve our history, but an equaly important
oneisto help our people learn from the failed histories of the other worlds.

One of thethings|’ve learned isthat Kirinyaga and many of the other worlds relied too heavily on the
assumed wisdom of asingle man, such asKoriba Thiswill not happen on Kilimanjaro. Every citizen has
something to offer, and it would be foolhardy of our leaders not to avail themselves of it.

For example, the Maasal have produced some of East Africa sfinest medica doctors, and some of them
have chosen to emigrate to Kilimanjaro, where each of the five cities has an up-to-date hospita.
Kirinyaga s mundumugu may have been expected to cure every illness, but here the patient will seea
trained specidist.

We havelived in harmony with Nature for untold centuries, so we crested two large game parks, filled
with the clones of long-extinct hippos, rhinos, plains game, and just the right ratio of predators so that
they neither multiply beyond the parks' ability to feed them or fal to produce enough numbersto replace
those who have fallen prey to the lions, leopards and hyenas. The parks are surrounded by aforcefield
so that neither the herbivores nor the predators can ever get out to annoy or threaten the nearby
pastoraists.

Perhaps the most important thing we have done to improve the peoples’ livesisthe near-total eradication
of flies. The huts of the pastoralists are made of cattle dung, and the dung is aso spread throughout the
manyattas. This attracted myriad flies, which often carried disease. They were omnipresent and annoying,
they tended to light on the eyes, and they blinded more than one Maasai child. Our chemists went to
work, and now we have a planet without asinglefly.

Many have moved here already, and in two more daysthe last of the cities, the lakes and rivers, the
grazing fields, and the manyattas will be complete. Thereiseven asmall church with asteeple out onthe
pagtoradists lands, for those who have converted to Chrigtianity. Just 48 hours from now our Utopiawill
be, as the Maintenance crew that built it says, open for business.

| can hardly wait.
2
Morning on Kilimanjaro (2235 ad.)

We have had so many applicantsfor citizenship that I’ ve revised my opinion downward: we will be
screening potential immigrantsfor the“purity” of their blood in lessthan ten years.

The citiesare dready hdf full. It ismore difficult to tell with the manyattas, Sncedl thegrazing land is
available and the pastordists have spread their herds out to cover it. | hope we do not have any
problems getting them to share it as more newcomers arrive.

| think that, by and large, our first eight months have gone smoothly. There have been afew disputes over
territory, but since we momentarily have an abundance of territory they were quickly settled. There were,
as | foresaw, endless complaints about the exchange rate that wasfindly set for cattle, but eventually

both sides accepted the Council’ sruling.



One of the unforeseen problemswas the value of the shilling itself. It was decided that since shillingswere
the currency in Kenyaand Tanzania, they would aso be the currency here on Kilimanjaro, and thisis
where we ran into difficulties. The Kenyashilling isworth more than the Tanzania shilling, so when the
price of acow was set at seven hundred shillings, the pastoraists refused to accept Tanzania shillings and
ingsted they be paid only in Kenya shillings.

It was then decided that a new world required anew currency, and so we created the Kilimanjaro
shilling. This presented another problem, for we were inexperienced in such matters. Y ou cannot smply
print shillings, or they are worth no more than the paper they are printed on. They must be pegged to
something: gold, slver, or some other currency.

We decided to peg oursto the Kenyashilling, since it was the currency with which we were most
familiar. Any immigrant could change his Kenya shillings for Kilimanjaro shillings at the posted rete. It
seemed Smple enough.

But then Kenyawent into arecession, and suddenly the Kenya shilling, which was pegged to the British
pound, was worth about haf what it had been when we had pegged our shilling to it. It was only after
some of our city dwdlerspaid vidtsto their families back in Kenya, and returned with huge amounts of
devaued Kenya shillings, that we had to devaue our currency, and suddenly our own economy wasin a
deeper recession than Kenya's.

We then announced that the rate of exchange between cattle and shillingswould change daily. The
pastoralists were certain that thiswas away of defrauding them, and the city dwellers objected to the
vaue of our currency depending on the financid actions of the country we had left behind.

Eventudly thiswas solved for the smple reason that we could not survive with only a barter economy
when the city dwellers had nothing to offer the pastordists, and the pastoralists had only cattle to offer the
city dwellers.

It was painful, and there were some awkward did ocations, but we were fast learners, and even as| write
these words the economy is dowly recovering.

Whichisjust aswdll, because other minor problems continue to surface. Some were predictable, and we
had prepared for them. Some were completely unforeseen, and required innovative solutions.

Like“ole’.

As| mentioned in aprevious entry, “ol€’ means*“son of”. Sometypical Maasal names are my own David
ole Saitoti (David, son of Saitoti), our leading lawyer Joshuaole Saibull (Joshua, son of Saibull), and o
on.

Now let me give you the names of my sigter, Joshua swife, and my neighbor’ swife: Esankiki, Maaika,
and Ledama

Do you see the difference?
Ledamadid, and so shetook her complaint to the Council of Elders.

“Women were treated as second-class citizens for centurieswhen we il lived in Africa,” she began.
“Wedid amogt al the physica labor, while our men protected the herds from the lions and leopards,
even long after there were no longer any lions and leopards to protect them from. It wasn't until we
moved to Nairobi and Mombasa and the other cities that we began asserting ourselves and werefinally
treated asequals.”



“You are dtill treated asequals,” said Robert ole Medli, who spoke for the Council. “What is your
complant?’

“We are not treated as equals,” inssted Ledama.

“Inwhat way?’ asked Robert. “No job is closed to you, every job pays the same amount no matter who
isworking at it, no establishment refuses you entry. So | repeat: what isyour complaint?”

“Thereisan inequity in names,” said Ledama.

Robert looked confused. “An inequity in names?’

“Y ou are Robert son of Medli,” shesaid. “| am merdly Ledama.”

“Would you rather be known as Ledamaole Koyati?" he asked, and the other Elders chuckled.
“I am not the son of anyone,” said Ledama. “But why can't | be Ledamadaughter of Koyati?’
“It would be a break with athousand-year tradition,” explained Robert.

“Then you admit that even after athousand years you do not think of usasequals,” said Ledama. “Is
Kilimanjaro to be a Utopiaonly for men?’

The Council conferred for lessthan haf an hour, one of its briefer meetings, and declared that from that
day forward she could be Ledama daughter of Koyati. And that solved the problem.

For twenty-four hours.

Because the next day Ashina, the daughter of Lemasolai, brought her complaint to the Elders.
“Why must | be known as the daughter of Lemasola?’ she demanded.

“lsn’'t he your father?” asked Robert ole Medli.

“yes”

“Thenit'ssettled,” hesaid.

“Itisnot settled,” sheinssted. “Didn’'t you just reaffirm yesterday that the sexes are equa on
Kilimanjaro?

“Yes” sad Robert, frowning and trying to figure out where thiswas leading.

“My mother was Kibibi,” continued Ashina. “What makes my father more important than my mother?’
“We have never said that hewas,” answered Robert.

“Then my name should Ashina daughter of Kibibi.”

Thistimeit took the Council only ten minutesto agree.

“Thissubject isnow closed,” pronounced Robert ole Medli. “If someone shows up tomorrow demanding
to be known as the son or daughter of both parents, | will persondly take him to the game park and
throw him-’

“Or her,” interjected Ashina.



“Or her,” he continued, “to thelions.”

It was an embarrassing two days, even humiliating if you were Robert ole Medli, but at the end of it
women knew beyond any doubt that they were equd citizens of Kilimanjaro.

Until the following week, when Ledama stood before the Council of Elders again, demanding to know
why no women were on the Council.

Thiswas agreater break with tradition than anything that had gone before, but there was dways that
telling argument: isKilimanjaro aUtopiafor dl itscitizens, or only haf of them?

Finally the Council agreed to increase its number from seven to thirteen, and the sx new memberswould
be women, one from each of the five cities and one from the manyattas.

Thiswas amost equd, Ledama pointed out, but it fill left one more man than woman on the ruling body.
There must be an odd number on the Council so that there will be no deadlocks, answered Robert.
Then make the extramember awoman, said Ledama

Thiswould not befair to the men, came the answer.

The men have been unfair to usfor centuries, argued Ledama. View this as reparation.

| am not responsible for what my great-great-greet-grandfathers may have done, said Robert, and | will
not make reparation for their sins.

Ledama argued, but the Council remained adamant. The next week there were thirteen members of the
Council of Elders, seven men and Sx women.

And the day after that, Robert ole Medi’ swife left him and went to live among the pastordidts.
3
Mid-Morning on Kilimanjaro (2236 ad.)

| was sitting in my office, going over some notes| had entered in my computer, when there was a knock
at the door. | have no secretary or receptionist, so | just caled out “Comein!”

The door remained closed, so | got up, walked across the office, opened it, and found mysdlf facing atall
thin boy of twelve or thirteen. He was clearly from apastordist family, for he wore the traditional red
blanket and carried a spear. He was barefoot, his hair was carefully braided, and he looked like he
needed another twenty pounds on his body.

“Helo,” | saidin English. “Didn’t you hear me?’
“You are David ole Saitoti?” he responded in Maa, ignoring my question.
“I am,” | sad, switching to Maa. “Won't you comein?’

Helooked carefully around my office asif expecting to find demons awaiting him, which was obvioudy
why he hadn’t entered when | first called out. When he found no hidden monsters he finally nodded his
head and entered, taking up the traditiona herders position, with one leg on the floor, the other bent with
the foot pressed againgt his shin, leaning on his speer.



“Please st down,” | said, walking behind my desk and sitting in my own chair, which hovered afew
inches above the ground and changed its shapeto firmly encircle me.

“I do not trust chairsthat float inthe ar,” hesaid. “1 will St only on athree-legged stool, such aswe have
inmy parents manyata.”

“Then you shdl haveto remain standing,” | said. “What isyour name?’
“Mawenzi ole Porola,” hereplied.

It was very rareto find aMaasal who did not have aWestern name, and | must have looked my
urprise.

“My father, who named me, did not forget our traditions,” said Mawenzi with anote of pride. “I hope
you have not forgotten them either, or my journey here was wasted.” He paused. “ It wasvery hard to
find my way among the streets and buildings of the city.”

“Why have you come all thisway to seeme?’ | asked.

“You arethe historian, are you not?’

“Yes”

“Thenyou arethe man | must see”

“If you' re having problemsin one of your classes...” | began.
“| do not take classes,” he said haughtily. “1 am atrue Maasai.”

“Almost everyone on Kilimanjaro isatrue Maasal,” | replied. “ That doesn’t mean they haveto remain
ignorant.”

“I do not seek lectures from you, only answers.”

“I can't promise to give you the one without the other,” | said, turning back to my computer. “Perhaps
you can find what you need e sawhere.”

“No!” he dl-but-shouted.
| stared at him but said nothing.
“I need you!” heinssted.

“Y ou cannot dways have what you want, let alone what you need,” | replied. “1 will not be spokentoin
such amanner.”

Hewas slent for amoment, obvioudy battling within himsdlf. Findly hiswhole body seemed to relax.
“I apologize for my arrogance,” hesad.

“Yousee? | said with asmile. “Even aMaasal can gpologize, and the world doesn’'t come to an end.”
“You areavery srange Maasal,” saild Mawenzi.

“And you are avery troubled one,” | said. “Would you liketo tell me about it?’



He nodded. “ My father—my true father—s dead.”

“I'msorry.”

“Itwasalongtimeago,” he said distractedly. “ And my mother haswed again.”
“That isgood,” | said.

“That isthe problem,” replied Mawenzi.

“Youdon't likeyour new father?’

“Heisagood man. He providesfor us, heis never too stern, he caresfor my two sstersand myself asif
we were hisown children.”

“Now that he has married your mother, you are his children,” | pointed out.

“He has never beat us,” continued Mawenzi. “We have never gone hungry, our cattle are hedthy and
fertile, and heisarespected elder.” He paused. “ There can be no doubt of it: heisagood man.”

“| takeit that he is also somehow connected with your problem?” | asked.

He nodded. “Y es. Even though heisagood man, | must pit you againgt him, and you must triumph.”
| did adouble-take at that. “Y ou' re not serioudy suggesting that | fight your new father?’

“No. Hewould kill you very easly.”

“Then perhaps you' d better tell me exactly what your problem is, and what you expect me to do about
it”

“I am fourteen yearsold,” said Mawenzi. “Next month | wasto be circumcised in the ceremony that will
turn me from aboy into aman. My father choosesto live in the old way, herding his cattle, but he has
been to school in Kenya, and he reads books.”

“And he doesn’t want you circumcised?’ | said.

“Hecdlsit barbaric, and refusesto alow it.” Suddenly the arrogance was gone, and it was al Mawenzi
could do to hold back histears. “If | am not circumcised with the rest of my age group, | can never take
awife or have my own manyatta. All | ask isnot to be different from my peers. | do not wish to moveto
the city, or learn the secrets of your computers. | do not wish to fly high above the ground in the airplanes
that pass overhead. | want only to be aman, and be accorded aman’ srights. Isthat so much to ask?’

“No, itisn't,” | answered.

“You arean higorian,” he continued. “Y ou can spesk to my new father, can tell him that thisis our
tradition, that it has dways been done thisway. He himself was circumcised as aboy, or he could never
have married my mother, or cut off his braids and painted his head with red ocher. Why should he deny
me what he himself possesses?’

| couldn’t help but admire young Mawenz’ sintelligence. He knew he needed help to convince hisfather
to let him undergo theritua, but he dso knew that none of the neighboring elders who had to work with
hisfather would be likely to argue with him over this, so he used hisbrain and came up with the one
person who could best explain the sanctity of Maasai traditions-an historian.



But while | admired Mawenzi’sintellect | dso resented it, because up to thismoment | had been a
student and a chronicler of life on Kilimanjaro, and now he wanted me to become an active participant.

My first thought wasthat his stepfather would run me through with his spear for having the temerity to
interferein hisfamily’ s problems. But then | thought of Mawenzi, who would of course grow upto bea
man, but would never be convinced that he had reached manhood until he had been circumcised.

| was gill considering my reaction when Mawenzi spoke up.

“You have been slent for along time,” he said. “Is something wrong?’

“No,” | said. “I’'mthinking.”

“Will explain to my father why | must be circumcised?’

“Y ou came dl thisway and sought me out in acity that is very strange and frightening to you,” | began.
“Itisstrange” he agreed. “But | am aMaasai. Nothing frightens me.”

“Fing” | said. “ Y ou have found me and asked for my help. Y ou will find it hard to believe, but no one
has ever asked for my help before, and | was very content with that. But if you' re not afraid to come
here, what kind of Maasal would | beif | were afraid to help you?’

Hetried to hide hisrdlief, but didn’t quite manage.

“Tonight you' Il deep inmy apartment,” | said, “and tomorrow we' Il go to your manyattaand see your
father.”

He looked underfed—all the pastoralists looked underfed—and | decided he needed ameal. | knew better
than to take him to arestaurant, so | took him to my apartment and fixed him a beef sandwich. He stared
at it suspicioudy—he had never seen diced bread before—but findly he took abite, and then another, and
he wolfed it down so fast that | made him another, which he ate almost as quickly. | offered him aglass
of milk, which he refused because it had no blood init. Then | made him adish of ice cream. | had some
strawberry syrup, and | poured some of it onto theice cream. It looked just enough like blood that he
waswilling totry it, and | could tell by hisface that he might never missthe city but he would missice
cream every day for therest of hislife.

| brought him to my guest room and showed him the bed, then went to my own room. When | woke up
the next morning, | saw that he had pulled the mattress onto the floor and had dept on it that way.

Mawenzi had ice cream for breskfast, and then | got my car out of the garage. He had seen cars almost
every day, but he had never ridden in one. Before long he was hanging so far out of the window, looking
a every passing Sght, that | was afraid he might fdl out if | hit abump.

Findly we arrived at his manyatta, a series of mud-and-dung huts clustered together, surrounded by a
fence made from the branches of thorn trees. The fence served no purpose-higtoricaly dl thefamily’s
cattle would be enclosed at night to protect them from predators, but there were no predators any
longer—but Mawenzi’ sfamily, like most of the pastoraists, till honored the tradition. All of Mawenzi’'s
sblings-there were five of them, two by his blood father, three by his adopted father—came up,
wide-eyed and curious, to seethe car. A minute later agrown man wearing at-shirt and shorts walked
up, and | knew this must be Mawenzi’ s stepfather.

“Has Mawenzi gotten in trouble?” he asked in English.



“No,” | replied.
“Good. | wasworried when | saw your car. Clearly you' re from the city. What was he doing there?’

“He sought me out to ask my advice,” | said carefully. Since we were speaking English, | extended my
hand. “I’m David ole Saitoti.”

“I am Samud,” hereplied.

“Jugt Samud?’

“Samue isenough. What particular advice has Mawenzi sought?’
“He needed my expertiseasan historian,” | said.

He nodded hishead. “| thought as much. Let’swalk and talk. There' sno need to discussthisin front of
my children.”

He began walking off toward his cattle, and | joined him.

“It’ sabout the circumcision ceremony, iSn't it?” said Samudl.

“Yes itis” | answered.

“And he hastold you that I'm acruel, unfeeling man and afalse Maasai ?’
“No, Samudl,” | said. “He has the utmost respect for you.”

“Redly?’ hesad. “That’ssurprising. | know how much this meansto him.”
“Thenwhy not let him be circumcised?’ | asked.

“I have my reasons.”

“Perhaps you' d care to share them with me,” | suggested.

“You'rean historian,” hereplied. “Y ou’ ve come here at Mawenzi’ srequest, to argue hiscase. You're
going to tell methat this has been the Maasa’ sritua passage to manhood for millennia, and that I’'m
shaming him by not permitting it.”

“Doyou carefor him?’ | asked.

“I love him asif hewere my own blood son,” said Samudl.
“Then why are you denying him his passage to adulthood?”
“It'sabrutal, barbaric custom!” snapped Samuel.

“Y et you yoursdlf were circumcised,” | pointed ouit.

“Yes, | was”

“Andit did you no harm.”

“None.”

“Then why—?’



He seemed to consider hisanswer for along moment. Then he stopped walking and turned to me.
“Mawenzi’ s mother isnot my first wife,” he said. “My first wife died-but before she died, | had ason.
He was very much like Mawenzi: bold, courageous, intdlligent. And like Mawenzi, hetook greet pridein
being aMaasa and in honoring our traditions.”

“Including circumcision?’ | asked.
“Including circumcision,” said Samuel.

“He should be ayoung man now,” | said, wondering where thiswas leading. “Does helive on
Kilimanjaro?

“He sdead,” said Samud, and | could seethe emotiond pain in hisface. “He died from an infection
caused by the circumcision ceremony. It was on that day that | rid myself of al names except Samud, |
cast asde my red blanket, | began to grow my hair, and | swore that no child of minewould ever be
circumcised again.”

“l see” | said.

“Itisabruta custom,” he continued. “We have hospita s that indgst on sterile insruments, on disposable
glovesfor surgeons and nurses, on antiseptic cleansersfor everything within the building. And yet when |
was circumcised | stood knee-deep in a polluted stream, and was cut by aknife that had cut every
member of my circumcision group, that till bore their blood. | knew that no Maasal is supposed to show
pain, 0 | stood there like astatue, despite the agony | felt, unaware of the possible effects of the
ceremony. | was proud of myself, and yearslater | was equally proud to have my son undergo the same
ritud. When he becameill | took him to the laiboni, and only when the laiboni could not curehim did |
take him to the hospital in the city, where they told me they could not save him, that we had waited too
long. Onthat day | discarded my red blanket, threw away my spear, and alowed my hair to grow long
again.” A look of fierce defiance spread across hisfeatures. “1 will not lose another son to this
medness!”

“l see” | said. Thelaiboni isthe witch doctor.
“Isthat so crud?’ he demanded.

“I'snot crue a dl,” | said. “But it can have cruel consequences. Mawenzi will not be alowed to take a
wife, or to start hisown manyatta.”

“Only if heremainsout here,” he said, indicating the savannah with a sweeping gesture. “Thiswon't
hamper himinthecity.”

“But hewantsto live atraditiond lifeasapastordist,” | pointed out, “and thiswill be denied him.”

“If what happened to my son happensto him, dl lifewill be denied him,” replied Samud firmly.

“There must be acompromise,” | said.

“There sno solution that will please both sides,” said Samuel.

“That' spossible” | said. “But | promised Mawenzi | would try, and I’ m going to keep my word to him.”

Hewalked off to tend to his cattle, and | remained where | was, andlyzing the situation. It did indeed
seem insoluble, because each sde had a strong mora argument: Samuel did not want Mawenzi
endangered, which was reasonable and displayed afather’ slove and concern; and Mawenzi wanted his



birthright, his passage to adulthood, which was equally reasonable.

Sowly it dawned on methat if the problem were to be considered in that light, it would require an ethicist
to solveit, because it was clearly an ethical dilemma.

But | am not an ethicist. | am an higtorian, and | knew that if | wereto find a satisfactory solution, it
would be because | used my specia knowledge. And when | realized that was the gpproach | must take,
| began to see how the problem could be resolved.

Findly | walked back to Mawenzi’ s hut. He was there, trying not to appear too hopeful or too surly. |
told him to have one of hissiblings go out into the fields and bring Samuel back to the hut. When he
arrived, | had both of them st on their low three-legged stools, while | stood across the hut, facing them.

“Y ou have asked for my help,” | said to Mawenzi. “And you,” | said to Samuel, “haven’t denied methe
right to try to help.”

“That'strue” said Samudl.

“I’'man higtorian,” | continued, “soitisto history that | look for guidance. Now, thereisamost no
Maasai history before the 18th century a.d., some five centuries ago—but that doesn’t mean that al
history began then. The Chinese and Egyptians have histories that go back thousands of years, and more
to the point, so do the Jews. And the Jews were circumcising their male children millennia before there
wasaMaasal tribe.”

“Dothey dill?’ asked Mawenzi.

“They do,” | said. “But they don’'t do it in streams or rivers, and they don't do it with ungterilized
insruments. In dmost every casethey do it in hospitals under conditions that guarantee no one will ever
suffer or becomeill from the process. Many Christians are dso circumcised in hospitals.”

| turned to Samud. “If Mawenzi is circumcised in the hospitdl, will you have any objection?’

“No,” hesaid.

“Mawenz,” | said, “if you are circumcised aone, not by alaiboni but by adoctor, will this satisfy you?”
“Can’t the doctor come and circumcise al of usin thetraditional way?’ he asked.

| shook my head. “No doctor will agreeto that, because it could cause infection and disease.”

Mawenzi seemed lost in thought for amoment. Then helooked up. “1 will agreetoit, aslong asitis
known in the manyattasthat | have been circumcised.”

“It will be,” promised Samud.

The next morning Mawenzi became the first Maasai to be circumcised under serile conditionsby a
medica doctor.

And then something strange happened. Suddenly most of the young men asked to be circumcised in the
same way, for they could see no reason for suffering pain if they didn’t have to. They were proud young
men, and none would have volunteered to be thefirgt, but once Mawenzi did it, they had no problem
following suit.

It was when some of the girls asked to be circumcised in the hospitd that the doctors categoricaly
refused, claiming that it served no medica purpose and wasacrue and unnatura surgery that wasin fact



againg Nature sintentions. The girlsare ill circumcised in the old way—but afew have refused, and |
think next year even more will refuse. We can’'t win every battle, but if we persist, eventudly we can win
the war.

All that happened three months ago. There hasyet to be asign of infection, al because of one boy who
ingsted on honoring atradition that his father opposed, and one historian who found the solution not
among the Maasal but rather with amuch older tribe.

4
Noon on Kilimanjaro (2237 a.d.)

| had just come back from adrive through the game park, which | awaysfind relaxing. For centuriesthe
Maasal had lived in harmony with the land, had shared that land with the creatures of the African
wilderness, and then one day, seemingly overnight, there were no such creatures|eft. The greet cats, the
pachyderms, dl the herbivores and carnivores, were gone. Poaching had reduced their numbers, of
course, but it was habitat destruction that was the true cauise of their extinction. Animals can come back
from poaching, or from disease, or from drought—but once humanity has taken over their habitat, thereis
no place for them to come back to. So it was very pleasant, especialy for an historian who knew the
way we used to live, to be ableto it in my car by awater hole, watching the impalas and zebras and
elands and buffalo come down to drink.

When | returned to my office, | found my friend Joshua ole Saibull, the lawyer, pacing restlesdy back and
forth in thefoyer of the building.

“Hdlo, David,” he said in English when he saw me. “Where the hell were you?’

“At the game park,” | replied.

“Agan?’ he said with an amused laugh. “Areyou an historian or anaturais?’

“I'm just aperson who findsit relaxing to watch wildlife,” | said. “1 assume you' re hereto see me?’
“Why elsewould | cometo acramped little building filled with academics?’

“Wdl, comeinto my office and tell mewhat | can do for you.”

“For me, nothing,” he said as | walked down the corridor, stopped by my door, and uttered the
combination that unlocked it. He followed me as| walked into the interior of the cluttered room. * For
William Blumlein, everything.”

“Who isWilliam Blumlein?’ | asked as he sat down on the same chair that Mawenzi had refused ayear
ago.

“Y ou’ re pending too much of your time dwelling in the past,” said Joshua
“That'smy job.”

“Thisisaman that historianswill be studying and praising acentury from now.”
“Enlighten me,” | said, finaly sitting down behind my desk.

“William Blumleinis one of theleading sociologists on Earth,” said Joshua
“William Blumlein,” | repegated. “Is he white?’



“Yes” hesad.
“| assumed as much from hisname,” | said. “Wdll, tdl me about him.”

“Hewantsto live here,” said Joshua. “He' s spent the past decade studying the Maasai in Kenyaand
Tanzania, and now he wantsto immigrate to Kilimanjaro and spend the rest of hisliferight here,
researching us.”

“Why?" | asked.

“Why do you study our history?’ shot back Joshua. “He' sfascinated by the Maasai. The only difference
isthat you' re concerned with our past and he' sinterested in our present and future.” He paused. “Trust
me, David-this man can do important things for us.”

“All right,” | said. “I have no reason to doubt you. What’ sthe problem?’

“What did you think it is?’ he said irritably. “ Those hidebound fools on the Council of Elders don't want
him to come here”

“I thought they weren't invoking the fifty percent rule until we were fully populated,” | said. “We can il
handle another seven or eight thousand immigrants, possibly even afew more.”

“They’ re opposed to him because he has no Maasai blood at al.”

“Thisdoesn't make sense,” | said, shaking my head. “1 know for afact that they accepted afamily of
Zuluslast month, and they certainly had no Maasai blood. And two Mtabeleimmigrated here the month
before that, and-"

“Damnit, David!” snapped Joshua. “ Open your eyes! Itisn't hisblood. It'shiscolor!”
“Thereisnothing in our charter that sayswhites can’t immigrateto Kilimanjaro,” | said.

“Thereisnothing in our charter that saysthe Council of Elders hasto behave like reasonable human
beings and accept him ether,” said Joshua. “But if they don't, it won't take long beforethere’ sa
backlash. Not only will no whiteswant to live here, but those who service our master computers, who
help us clone our animals, who export the materials we need to expand our cities, will refuse to come
hereto aworld of bigots. This could drive dl white investment away.”

“It'spossible” | agreed.
“I'll be representing him before the Council,” said Joshua. “1’d like your help.”

“Fredy given,” | told him. “I don’t give adamn about white backlashes or future economic investment.
I’m only concerned with the mordity of the Stuation, and if we areto be aUtopia, thenit'sclearly
immord to refuse this man the right to come here solely because of hiscolor.”

“Good. | knew | could count on you.”

“Just be glad that I'm the only historian on Kilimanjaro,” | said. “ Because any historian could make the
argument that thisis merely a case of payback. The whites discriminated against the blacks for centuries,
even buying and sdlling us as daves a one point.”

“That was al hundreds of yearsago,” he said impatiently.
“My jobisto study what happened hundreds of yearsago,” | replied.



“I"'m more concerned with what will happen next week,” said Joshua. “ Thisisabrilliant man, a decent
man, who wants only to live out hisremaining years here studying us and codifying whet he learns for
future generations-including future generations of Maasal. Congder that, David: most of your knowledge
of our people, until the last two centuries, comes from European and Arab accounts. We had no written
language, no interest in preserving our history. Now we not only have an officid historian”—he nodded
toward me—"*but we have a chance to play permanent host to one of the leading sociologists on Earth. It
would befally to refuseto let him live here”

“You don't haveto convinceme,” | said. “I have no problem with anyone living here, dways excepting
felons. It's Robert ole Medi and the Council that you' ve got to convince.”

“I know, | know,” he said wearily. “My problem isthat there’ sno higher court | can apped to, and |
know that the Council isaready set againgt dlowing Blumlein to come here.”

“Could hecomeasavistor?’ | asked.

“A vistor?’ he repeated, frowning.

“Atourigt.”

“Wedon't have atourist industry,” said Joshua. “Where would he stay?’

“There must be empty houses and apartmentsin any of thefivecities,” | said, “or we' d aready be closed
to immigration. Or perhaps he' d liketo live with the pagtordistsin the manyattas. Surely it would take
amogt no effort to build abomafor him.”

“Wedon't have any rulesfor vistors” said Joshua. “I'm surethat if aMaasal wished to visit members of
hisfamily here, the Council would have no problem alowing it, and that would be a precedent. But

they’ re hearing my argument for dlowing William Blumlentoimmigrateinjust afew days, and | can't
arrangefor such aruling before he arrives.”

“I'll dowhat | can,” | said. “But you' re the lawyer. | don’'t know what arguments | can bring to your
case, because as | say amogt al of history suggests that we' ve been badly used by the white race and
oweit nothing.”

“And yet you're an historian and don't believe that,” he said.

“I believe we ve been badly used,” | responded. “1 don't believe William Blumlein, or any person now
dive on Earth or in the Eutopian colonies, isresponsible for it.”

“1 hope you can make that case to the Council.”

“I don't argue before the Council,” | said. “Y ou are the lawyer. I’'m the historian. Y ou will do the

Spesking.”
“Thanks” he said sarcadtically.

“I'll do my best to help you prepare your case,” | told him. “ That’ swhat you redlly want, and what I'll
provide.”

“Fair enough,” he said. “Blumlein is due to arrive on Kilimanjaro tomorrow. Perhgpsyou' d like to come
to my housefor dinner?’

“I"ll haveto think about it,” | said.



“What'sto think about?” asked Joshua.
“What if | don’'t like him?’ | responded.

“You'll do your best to help me anyway, not because you like or didike him, but because we both know
it stheright thing to do,” he said with certainty. “I’ll expect you at nightfall.”

“All right,” | said. “1’ll bethere”

| spent the rest of the day and the next morning studying the history, not of Kilimanjaro, whichisnot yet
four yearsold, but of Kirinyagaand the other Eutopian worlds. | paid specia

attention to their immigration policies, looking for historicd if not lega precedents.

William Blumlein had dready arrived when | showed up at Joshud s house, which seemed divided
equally between ancient law books that he never read since they were all more easily accessed on his
computer, and an endless series of scientific gadgets that he would buy on impulse and never touch again
once he d brought them home. Blumlein was a pudgy white-haired man in hisfifties, with athick
mustache and aready smile. His manner immediately put me at my ease, and | remained that way through
the dinner, though it was gpparent that hisintellect wastruly prodigious. Everything interested him, and he
seemed to have acquired at least some minima knowledge on almost every conceivable subject.

| liked him, and | hated the thought of Kilimanjaro losing such a potentially worthwhile addition to our
society. The problem wasthat | had no idea how to convince the Council to change their minds. They
aready knew his credentids and his reputation, and they ill didn’t want to dlow him to live on our
world.

| spent the next two days putting together alist of the most liberal immigration policies of the past five
hundred years, then eliminated those where good intentions had not worked out. | had my computer
transmit the information to Joshua, then | spent my free time showing Blumlein around the city and taking
him out to the nearer manyattas while Joshuaworked on his arguments.

“Fascinating!” exclaimed Blumlein as we drove back to the city from the last of the manyattas. “ They're
living thelife they lived centuries ago, and feel no need to accommodeate to the advancesthat are so
gpparent in the cities”

“Wefought againgt the Westernization of our culture for centuries,” | pointed out. “Kilimanjaro isthree
and ahaf yearsold.”

“Ah, but these are not Europeans and Arabs and Indiansliving in your cities, enemy races or racesto be
shunned. These are Maasai enjoying those advantages. | think it’ sinteresting that any Maasai chooseto
remain on the manyattas, without eectricity or running water or modern medicine, especiadly when they
can seether kingman living comfortably inthe cities”

“I'msureyou’ |l find an explanation for it,” | said, “and then some future member of my professon will tell
others of your conclusions.”

“In other words, you have no opinion,” he said with atwinklein hiseye.
“Everyone hasopinions,” | replied. “I have no facts”
“Wdl sad!”

And somehow, despite my degrees and my accumulated honors, that seemed like the highest compliment



| had ever received, if only because of who offered it.

| would have thanked him, but by then he was discussing the ersatz termite mounds and rocky outcrops,
and trying to determine exactly how Maintenance had constructed them.

We reached the city at dusk, and the next morning | accompanied Joshuaand Blumlein to the hearing.
There was only one observer—Ledama, who st like astatue, staring straight ahead with the hint of a
frown on her face.

“Issheinvolved in this?’ | whispered to Joshua just before he arose to address the Council.

“No,” hesad. “ She dtshere every day and raises bloody hell whenever the Council makes adecison
that she thinksiswrong, which ismost of thetime. | doubt that she even knowswhat appealsthey’re
listening to today.”

Then he began stating his case and making his arguments, but to absolutely no avail. It was atravesty that
made me ashamed of my own people. Here was a man who was willing to do and pay whatever was
required to become acitizen, who was certain to create a classic study of Kilimanjaro and the Maasai,
who asked for no specia trestment—and Robert ole Medli and the others were unmoved by his sincerity
or Joshua ole Saibull’ s arguments.

| could see the decision dipping away, and so could Joshua, but there was nothing he could do about it.
The Council wasarmored in itsignorance and its biases, and William Blumlein was going to spend the
rest of hislife bringing fame to some other culture,

A lunch break was called, and Joshua, Blumlein and | ate outside on a patio.
“They’re not going to budge,” complained Joshua. “ They paid no attention to any of my arguments.”
“Then there sno hope?’ asked Blumlein.

“I'm afraid not,” replied Joshua. “Oh, we' Il go through the motions. I’ [l speak for most of the afternoon
and probably tomorrow morning. I’ ll have David explain the hitoric reasonsfor alowing open
immigration, and I" ve got holographic testimony from your peers explaining why your presencewill bea
boon to any society, but it’s not going to work.”

“Damn!” muttered Blumlein. “Isthere nothing e se we can try?’

“Yes” sad Joshuadisgustedly. “Go out in traffic and get hit by acar. If we use enough Maasai blood in
the transfusion, they can’'t say you don’'t belong. Otherwise...”

“Jugtaminute” | said. “ Say that again.”
“Say what again?’ demanded Joshua.
“If he had alarge enough tranfusion...”

“He'dbeaMaasa by their own ruling,” said Joshua. “But surely you aren’t suggesting that William walk
outintrafficin order to...”

“No,” | said. “But you've given mean idea. First | need to ask aquestion.” | turned to Blumlein. “Are
you married?’

“Widowed,” hereplied.



“How badly do you want to be acitizen?’
“Very badly,” said Blumlein.

Joshua spent most of the afternoon finding new ways of presenting the same arguments, whilel sat inthe
back of the chamber, toying with the notion that had occurred to me. Then we were through for the day,
the Council chamberswere cleared, and Joshuawalked Blumlein to his car. | lagged behind, and when |

saw Ledama come out of the building | walked over to her.

“Good afternoon,” | said pleasantly.

“Do you think so?’" she snapped. “ These fools are about to deny citizenship to aman any world would
be proud to claim asitsown!”

“Wdl, we have our traditions, and they have to maintain them. After dl, he hasno Maasai blood.”
“We have others here who have no Maasai blood,” she said angrrily.
“But Zulus and Mtebele and other Africans have undergone the circumcision ritua.”

“Areyou trying to tell me that awhite man with aname like Blumlein has not been circumcised?’ she
demanded.

“No,” | said. “I just wish there was some way he could become aMaasai.”
“No one becomesaMaasai,” she said harshly. “Y ou are born one or you are not. It'sas smple asthat.”

“Yes, | supposeso,” | said. “After dl, it'snot asif he'd been carried off in araid and forced to wed a
Maasa.”

She stopped and stared at me, and | could see that the notion had registered.

“It wasaslly suggestion,” | said. “ Such raids ended centuries ago, and besides, he' s not awoman to be
made one of awarrior' swives.”

She seemed logt in thought and again made no reply, and | walked over to where Joshuaand Blumlein
werewaiting in the car.

“What was that all about?’ asked Joshua.
“I momentarily became afarmer,” | responded.
“What are you talking about?’

“| planted aseed in the mogt fertile ground on Kilimanjaro,” | said. “Tomorrow morning we will seeif it
has sprouted roots and grown.”

“I understand laibonis, who dedl only with the supernaturd,” complained Joshua. “Why isit that historians
and sociologists speak inriddles?”’

Blumlein laughed heartily at that, offered afunny rejoinder, and the subject was forgotten.

The next morning, as the Council seated themselves, Joshua was about to rise and speak to them, but he
felt aheavy hand on his shoulder, holding him down. It belonged to L edama, who approached Robert
oeMedi.



“What isit thistime?’ he said wearily, asif thiswas acommon occurrence, and for al | knew it may have
been.

“We have businessto discuss,” she announced.

“It canwait,” replied Robert. “We are hearing the case of William Blumlein now.”
“Thishasbearing onit,” said Ledamafirmly. “The Council will hear mefirst.”
“But—" began Robert.

“Or do you want it known that you will no longer allow awoman to address the Council 7’ she
continued.

He sighed deeply. * Speak, Ledama, daughter of Ntaiya.”

“I thought that Kilimanjaro was supposed to be aUtopia,” she began.

“We are doing our best to makeit so,” replied Robert.

“Y ou have made it so for half the population,” she responded. “The male haf.”
“What now?’ he asked in goaded tones.

“How many wives do you have, Robert ole Medi?’ asked Ledama.

“Three” hesaid.

“Why?’ she asked.

He seemed genuinely puzzled. “Why?’ he repeated. “Because | wanted them, and could afford the bride
price”

“Because you wanted them,” she repeated.

“yes”

“How many husbands may aMaasa woman have?’
“One”

“You see?’ shesad triumphantly. “Kilimanjaro cannot be a Utopiafor women if you can have something
we cannot have.”

“We can shave our faces, and you cannot. Y ou can have babies, and we cannot. There are many things
only one sex can do. Perhaps you should take your petition to En-kai, who created uswith all these
differences”

“Y ou are talking about differences we are born with, and cannot be changed. | am talking about rights
that you have granted yourself, as aman, and refuse to grant me, asawoman.”

And suddenly Joshuawas at her side.
“Her petition has merit,” he said, “and | wish to speak on her behalf.”

He leaned over and whispered something to her—| found out later that he was assuring her that there



would be no charge-and she quickly nodded her assent.

It took two full days, but when it was over the Council had agreed that to truly be a Utopia, Kilimanjaro
must elther practice monogamy for everyone, and since that clearly was not acceptable to the
polygamous Council members, then polyandry must exist Sde-by-sde with polygamy.

The next morning Ledama, who was aready married, took William Blumlein as her second husband.
They agreed that she would remain a city-dweller while he would spend histime living with and studying
the pastordists, but the mere act of marriage made him as much aMaasai as those kidnapped Kikuyu
and Nandi women of centuries pad.

The next morning Robert ole Medli retired asthe chief of the Council of Elders and within aweek had
returned to his ancestra home on Kenya sLoitaPlains.

5
Afternoon on Kilimanjaro (2238 ad.)
We should have seen it coming.

When Robert ole Medli departed for Kenya, that |eft the Council of Elders divided with Six men and six
women. It was only amatter of afew days before the Council met to name a successor-and only a
matter of afew minutes theresafter that Ledama, daughter of Ntaiya, and Ashina, daughter of Kibibi, led a
march of literdly hundreds of women demanding that the new Council member be awoman.

Ordinarily thiswould have been dedlt with by aseven-to-six vote—-but with Robert gone, there were six
men and six women on the Council, and of course they were deadlocked.

Every day for aweek the women (and after thefirst day, the men aswell) presented their arguments, and
every day the vote remained tied, Six-to-six.

| knew it was only amatter of time until | was caled before the Council of Elders, and in fact it took
exactly Sx days.

“David ole Saitoti,” said Martin ole Sironka, who was presiding over the mesting, “are you aware of why
you have been summoned?’

“Sincel have nothing elseto offer,” | replied, “I assume you seek my expertise asan higorian.”
“Thatiscorrect,” said Martin. “And surely you are aware of the problem that confronts us.”

“| am awareof it.”

“How wasthis problem resolved in times past?’ he continued.

“This particular problem was never resolved,” | answered.

“What?" he demanded. “ Surely in the long history of theMaasai...”

“It was never resolved, because it has never before occurred,” | explained. “No woman ever sat on the
Council of Elders before we cameto Kilimanjaro.”

“So thereisnothing in our hitory to guide us?’

“Thereisnothing in Maasal history,” | answered. “But it is possble that we can be guided by the histories



of other races.”

“How?’ asked Martin.

“The Council of EldersrulesKilimanjaro, doesit not?’ | said.
“Of courseit does,” he said impatiently.

“What you must remember isthat not al tribes and not dl races have dways had a Council of Elders or
itsequivaent,” | continued. “1n the earliest recorded history, most people were ruled by aking or chief,
who achieved primacy either by inheriting it from his parents or through feats of physica strength, which
frequently involved killing the previousruler.”

“Surely you' re not suggesting that applicants to the Council of Elders must fight to prove their
worthiness!” he snapped.

| shook my head. “No, Martin ole Sironka, | am not suggesting that. I'm merely telling you how leaders
were chosen in ancient times.”

“I don’'t see what that hasto do with us,” he grumbled.

“I'll try to show you,” | said. He glared at me with alook that said: Then get on with it or stop wasting
my time. “One of the problemswith asingleruler, be heaking or chief or warlord, isthat he frequently
cannot make an informed decision. After dl, one man can't know everything that is happening in his
domain a any given moment.”

“And thisis how the Council of Elders came about?’ asked another member.

“Thisis how governments came about,” | said. “Kingdoms and countries became too complex for one
man to rule, and so they were ruled by many men, though there was usudly one man whose word was
final. Sometimes these groups of men were called Councils of Elders, sometimes parliaments, sometimes
congresses, sometimes other things.”

“Then you haven't solved our problem at all,” sngpped Martin. “Y ou have merely shown that every
society hasthe same problem.”

“I haven't finished,” | said.
“You are very long-winded,” he complained.

“That’ sbecause | havealot of history to cover,” | replied. “Now, as| was saying, there comesatimein
thelife of every society where one man can no longer ruleit, and at that point thereis created aruling
body of men, whether a Council of Elders or something else. But,” | continued, “not every ruling body is
responsible to the peopleit was created to rule. For example, let us assume that the next member of the
Council isacity-dweller, as Robert ole Medi was. Let usthen assume that the pastordistsfed they are
not being paid enough for their cattle, and petition the Council for ahigher rate. And let usfinaly assume
that, being human, the members of the Council vote for what isin their self-interest. Therewill be at least
ten votes againgt the pastoraists, won't there?’

“Of course,” said Martin. “What isyour point, David ole Saitoti?”

“Simply this: that over the centuries the definition of the Councils and the parliaments and other bodies
changed.”



“Inwhat way?’
“It was finally understood that their true purpose was not to rule, but to serve.”
“Semanticd” he snorted contemptuoudy. “We do serve.”

“But if you'll consider the example | offered, you are not serving the interests of the pastordistswho
cometo you for help. You are serving only your own interests-so why should they cometo you at al?’

“Because we are the Council of Elders,” hereplied. “They have no other recourse.”

“They haveone,” | said camly. “ And throughout history, whenever they fed they have been abused or
ignored by the people that rule them, they have used it.”

“And what isthat?’
“Revolution,” | said.

“Wewill hear no more of this” yelled Martin, getting to hisfeet and leaving the chamber. Two menand a
woman left with him—but eight members of the Council did not leave.

“Have there been many revolutions?’ asked | saac ole Olkejuado.
“There used to be.”

“But no longer?’

| shook my head. “ They’ ve becomeincreasingly rare.”

“How were they prevented?’ he asked.

“By making governments responsible for their actions” | said.

He seemed puzzled. “How?’

“Primarily by holding € ections and | etting the people decide who rulesthem,” | answered. “ And by doing
it on aregular basis, so if one of the leaders-most people do not like the word rulers-isn’'t responsive to
the needs of the people he' s been elected to serve, he can be removed from office without violence and
without revolution. If aleader congtantly votesin his own sdf-interest, he'll be voted out of office by the
people he' s supposed to serve, and that is definitely not in his self-interest. He will dwayskeep that in
mind.”

“Therewere dectionsin Kenya,” said Isaac. “This never concerned us, because the Kikuyu and Luo
awayswon. They ignored us and we ignored them.”

“The Kikuyu and Luo will not win an dection on Kilimanjaro,” | pointed out.

“WEe |l assemble the full Council here tomorrow morning, and you will make your caseto us,” said Isaec.
“But don’t be too hopeful, for what you are doing is asking usto put our futuresin someone else's
ha']dS,”

“As supplicants do every time they appear before the Council of Elders” | said.
“Save your arguments for tomorrow,” he said. “We' ll listen to them then.”

And, surprisingly, they did listen. They asked alot of questions and voiced alot of objections, but they



listened. | think it was the thought of revolution that finaly encouraged them to agreeto elections.

“That isthe easy part,” | announced when they were through congratul ating each other. “Now you must
write aconditution.”

“Why?" asked Martin ole Sironka, who had been the one Council member to vote againgt dlowing
anyone elseto vote.

“Y ou must have adocument that will define the duties—and especidly the limitations—of those who are
elected. It must state how much time will elapse between eections, and it must describe how the business
of the Council isto be carried out. Do you remember the arguments you had about immigration ayear
ago? Y ou' ve got to try to foresee every future problem, and if you can't solve them in the congtitution,
you mugt at least give the elected officids some guiddinesfor solving them.”

“Isthat dl?’ said Isaac sardonicaly.
“Morewill occur to you,” | replied.
And moredid.

Findly, after amonth, the Council announced that they had completed work on their congtitution, and
would soon put it before the people for their gpproval.

“Don’'t you want to examine it and explain what they might have donewrong?’ | asked that evening, as
Joshuaole Saibull and | had dinner at asmall restaurant.

“Why bother?’ he ssid. “It'slegal.”

“What if it borrows from the old tradition that one mother cannot produce two souls? That if she
produces twins one of them must be ademon—and not knowing which, thefamily isjustified in killing
them both.”

“Let’ s hope they know better,” said Joshua.
“What if there’ s something equaly foolish in there, and they don’t know better?’ | persisted.

“Y ou don’'t seem to understand, David,” he said, pouring himself abeer. “Thisian’t alaw or atradition
we' retaking about. It'sacongtitution, the highest legal document on Kilimanjaro. If it saysthe buffdoin
the game parks can vote and grown men can't, then that’ sthe law.”

“But-" | began.

“You'rethe higtorian, David,” he interrupted. “ Give me an honest answer. Did Adolph Hitler or any
member of the Third Reich ever break German law?’

“They wereillega laws” | protested.

“You didn’'t answer my question,” said Joshua.

| was silent for along moment. “ Thiscould beadisaster,” | said at last.
He shrugged. “ People get the governments they deserve.”

“To use your own example, did German Jews get the government or the laws they deserved?’ | shot
back.



“All right, David,” hereplied. “Tomorrow I'll ook at the condtitution.”

Hewasn't the only oneto look at it. Ledama harangued the Council until they explicitly Stated that
women could run for any office. This so impressed young Mawenzi ole Porolathat heled achildren’s
march on the Council chambers protesting their making the minimum voting age 16 years, and got them
to amend it so that anyone who had reach adulthood—which would be interpreted as having been
circumcised—would be entitled to vote, and only those (more and more each year) who elected not to
undergo theritua would haveto wait until they were 16 to vote. William Blumlein had been such amodel
citizen, friendly to al, and amgjor cash contributor to dl five hospitds, that the immigration guidelines
were relaxed till further. And of course polygamy and polyandry were written into the document.

Soon people were marching in front of the Council chamber every day, protesting someitem in the
proposed congtitution or demanding that something else be inserted into it. This group wanted Maato be
the officid language of Kilimanjaro; that group wanted to expand the cities and felt they could never
attract offworld investment unlessthe officia language was English. One group wanted to bring back
mandatory circumcision; another group wanted it totally outlawed. Still another group wanted to get rid
of the two game parks and provide more pastureland for the cattle; arival group wanted not only to keep
the parks, but to expand them so that we could clone e ephants, which the current parks could not
udan.

It was when they began posting signsin the ground that 1saac ole Olkejuado sought me out.
“This has gotten out of hand, David,” he complained.
“What do you mean?’ | asked.

“Look around you!” hesaid. “Vote Yes! Vote No! Demand this! Protest that! Signs everywhere.
Marchers picketing the Council. Thisisn't Kilimanjaro—t's Europe!”

“It' s people expressing their views,” | replied.

“It'smorethan that,” he argued. “ Thisis supposed to be aMaasal Utopia, not a British or French or
American onel”

“I have learned two things from my study of Kirinyaga,” | answered. “Thefirst isthat you can't Stop a
society from evolving.”

“And the other?’
“That you can't dways predict or control the direction in which it evolves.”

“Isthiswhat you want?” heingsted. “Men and women wearing Western clothes, walking up and down
paved streets, politicking like Europeans, then going home to air-conditioned houses and apartments. Is
thisthe Maasai Utopia?’

“Would you rather have them penniless, living in huts made of dung, covered by flies, totaly ignorant of
science and medicine?’ | shot back.

“Of course not!” he snapped. “But there must be amiddle ground!”
“Who choosesit?’ | asked. “You?’

“Why not?’ he said uneadily. “I am amember of the Council of Elders”



“And if the Council of Elders had been responsive to the needs of al the peoplethat it’s supposed to
serve, do you think they’ d be marching in front of your chambers day and night?’ | asked.

“Wel, damnit!” hesaid. “Y ou re the one who convinced usto write a congtitution and change the way
Kilimanjaro works. What isyour vison of aMaasai Utopia?’

“A world on which the Maasai have agreed upon the way they will live”
“But we had it!”

“Things change,” | said. “Worlds change. Societies change.”

“But this was the society we agreed to when we came here!” he complained.

“Did Ashinaagreeto being refused a place on the Council of Elders?’ | replied. “Did Samuel, Mawenzi’s
father, agreeto repest aritud that killed hisfirst son? Did Ledama agree that she could identify hersalf
only by asingle name? Look around you, |ssac—Kilimanjaro isaready evolving. | have not seen William
Blumleinin three or four months, since before this Situation occurred, but I'll wager hetellsyouthat itis
absolutely naturd.”

“What does he know?’ Isaac shot back. “Heisno Maasai.”
“HeismarriedtoaMaasa,” | sad. “What would you cal him?’

“A whiteintruder.”

| shook my head. “HeisaMaasai. Y our own Council hassaid s0.”
He seemed about to argue, then turned on his heel and walked away.

Word had gotten to Blumlein, and he had left his manyatta and come to the city, where he seemed
omnipresent, observing, questioning, making endless notes on his pocket computer. | even saw him
having lunch one day with Ledama, probably thefirgt timethey’ d met sncetheir marriage.

Oneday | happened to be passing asmall public park, not agame park, just an acre of green breaking
up the cement of the city, and | saw him sitting on abench. He was done, and not dictating into his
machine, so | walked over and greeted him.

“Hdlo, David,” hesaid. “Haveasedt. It it fascinating?’
“I'd have thought it was entirely predictable,” | said, Sitting down next to him.

“Oh, eventudly it had to happen-but so soon! It' sredly quite remarkable.” He glanced at me out of the
corner of hiseye. 1 suspect you are to thank for it.”

“You heard?’
He shook his head. “No. But who e se would spesk to the Council of eections and congtitutions?’
“Why not Joshua?’ | suggested.

“Joshua and the other lawyersknow the law asit is being practiced. Why suggest something that would
require them to re-learn their profession? No, my friend, it had to be you.”

“Itwasme,” | admitted. “But only after | was asked.”



“There sno blameinvolved, David,” hesaid. “Thisisthedirection al societiestake, some faster, some
dower, some with more complexity, some with less.” He smiled. “ Some with unbedlievable violence, some
withnoneat al.”

“All societies?’ | asked dubioudly.

He nodded his head. “Mogt hit enough bumpsin the road that you can't recognizeit at first, but universal
suffrage and universal equadlity, of opportunity if not postion, isthe eventua god of every society.”

“Based on your observations, how isthisone doing?’ | asked.

He shrugged. “It’ stoo soon to tell. There are half a hundred ways to temporarily derail it, but the
operative word istemporary. Usually when they evolve this quickly, the change is accompanied by
violence, because usualy the entrenched powers are not prepared to bow to the inevitable. But
Kilimanjaro was based on the Maasal society of Earth, where most of these problems had already been
worked out, so | have hope.”

“That givesme hope,” | said.

“You?You'rethe historian,” he said with alaugh. “None of this should surprise you.”
“I dedl with results, not with the processes that lead to the results,” | explained.
“Good old David,” hesaid. “Y ou dways have arationd answer to things.”

“Thank you. | think.”

“Yes, it'sacompliment,” he said. “ Sort of. Tell me, have they settled on atitle for whoever’ sgoing to run
the whole place?”’

“Just Leader, asfar as| know,” | said.
“Not lailbon?’ he asked. “Maasa chiefswere dwayslaibons.”

| shook my head. “It istoo close to laiboni. We wouldn’t want outsiders to think we were voting to be
ruled by awitch doctor.”

“Actudly, Leader isapretty good namefor it,” he replied. “Y ou have to watch out for the oneswho give
thejob grandiosetitles.” He paused, staring at amob of pastoraists who marched by, carrying signs
demanding the dimination of the game parks. * Has anyone announced for the office yet?’

“Not tomy knowledge,” | said. “Though I’ ve heard that Ashinais congidering running for it.”

“I’d ask if shehasany experience,” said Blumlein, “but it'sa stupid question. No one has any experience.
I’ ve suggested to Joshuathat hetoss his hat into thering.”

“What did he say?’ | asked.

Blumlein grinned. “That if | ever mentioned it again, he'd throw me dl the way back to Earth.”
| chuckled at that. “Obvioudy being alawyer pays better than being aruler.”

“Aslong asthere are a least two lawyersin town,” agreed Blumlein.

We chatted for afew more minutes, and then | got up and returned to my office.



The picketing and politicking went on for another two weeks, and some minima changes were madein
the condtitution, but finaly the Council decided it wastime for an up-or-down vote, and it won by alarge

maority.
Then it wastimeto eect the Council members. Most of them won quite handily, Since they were running

on the basis of experience. Still, it was apparent that they were expected to be more responsive to their
congtituentsthistime, or they would be looking for work after the next eection.

That left only the position of Leader. As| had predicted, Ashinaannounced her candidacy. When word
of what had transpired reached Kenya, Robert ole Medi actudly returned to Kilimanjaro to run for
Leader. Isaac ole Olkg uado decided to run aswell, and soon there were no less than fourteen
announced candidates.

If Isaac had thought the Streets were noisy and crowded before, when people were campaigning for the
condtitution, he must had been driven practicdly berserk by the new leve of noise and activity. Every
candidate had his or her supporters, and not only were the streetsfilled with marchers, but with cettle, as
the pastoraists, unwilling to leave their herds unattended, drove them through the townsto voice their
support of one candidate or another.

Blumlein wasthere every day, looking positively delighted with the devel opments. People who had stared
at hisunusua white face months earlier now took him for granted, asif he were part of the urban
landscape, as indeed he had become.

“Tel methetruth, William,” | said one afternoon, as we were watching yet another herd of cattle walking
down the middle of our main thoroughfare, with a candidate' s name written on their sdesin white paint.
“Y ou couldn’t have foreseen thiswhen you arrived.”

“No,” he admitted. “But isn’t it wonderful ? For more than a century the Maasai didn’t give adamn who
ruled Kenya, aslong asthey got to graze their cattle and live in their manyattas. They had no more
interest in voting than in cross country skiing. But now look at these herders!”

“Do they even know theissues, | wonder?’ | mused aloud.

“They know who' s promised to raise the price on cattle,” he answered. “ They know who's promised to
get rid of the game parks. They know who' s promised free hedlth care for their children. They don't
know the other 57 issues, but why should they? They know the ones they care about.”

He had apoint. Everyone knew the issues they cared about. The city dwellers and the pastoralists, the
merchants and the students, the wedlthy and the poor, the members of each of the five clans. And they
knew which candidates addressed those issues that most concerned them.

And that was getting us nowhere. We had no pollsters, of course, but | was convinced that none of the
fourteen candidates could capture as much asfifteen percent of the vote. This had not been anticipated
by the condtitution: it Smply claimed that the winner would be the candidate with the most votes, rather
than the one with amgjority of the votes, so it was possible that our first Leader could actualy lose 85%
of the vote.

Two days before the eection it was arranged for each of the candidates to address the same audience on
the outskirts of the largest of our cities. Each got up and made his or her promises, and each received
raucous gpplause from atiny section of the audience and polite gpplause from the rest.

| looked at the assembled candidates. Each was well-meaning, none had had an opportunity to become
corrupt yet, dl believed in Kilimanjaro or they wouldn't be here...and yet they seemed to fade together,



al pastels, no primaries. What we needed was a Batian or aNelion, two great Maasai of the past for
whom the peaks of Kirinyaga—Mount K enya—had been named. What we had were fourteen
well-meaning people who were not prepared to lead thisworld, small asit was.

Findly I could stand it no longer, o | stepped up on the platform from which each candidate had
addressed the audience.

“Areyou announcing your candidacy, David ole Saitoti?’ asked Martin ole Sironka.
“No,” | said. “I am not qualified to be the Leader of Kilimanjaro.”
“Then why are you standing there?’

“Because thereisaman who isuniquely suited to be our Leader,” | said. “Heisthe most educated man
on Kilimanjaro. He doesn’t belong to any of thefive clans, so hewon't favor one over the other. Heisn't
acity dwdler, so hewon't favor the cities over the herders. Heisn't aherder, so hewon'’t favor them
over the city-dwellers. He has seen how societies evolve, and he can guide us along the proper path.
Findly, the Council of Eldershasruled that heisaMaasa.” | stared at the audience, hoping my
candidate was not there so that he couldn’t instantly withdraw. “HeisWilliam Blumlein.”

There was no applause. There were no cheers. But | noticed that there were alot of whispered
discussons going on as| stepped down from the platform.

Each of the fourteen candidates in turn ascended the platform to denounce my choice, explaining that he
would not do for their congtituency what they could do. But each time one of them spoke, he or she
aienated the nine out of ten Maasa who were not their congtituents.

The eection was held two days later, and Blumlein, the white Maasai, won more than seventy percent of
thevote. A steer was daughtered in hishonor, and we held avictory feast that lasted well into the night.
Finally, when he was sure no one could overhear him, he leaned over to me and whispered: “Y ou son of
abitch! | spent dl day yesterday arguing with the Council. The congtitution doesn't provide away for a
candidate to withdraw! Y ou knew that!”

“Can you think of abetter candidate?’ | asked him.

“That' sbesdethe point.”

“Not any longer,” | replied. “ Y ou' reaMaasal, and acitizen of Kilimanjaro. That isthe point.”
“I'll haveto find arolefor you in my government,” he said with an evil smile.

“Every postionisaready filled,” | answered. “But I’ [l be happy to write the history of your reign.”
“Y ou're screwing up this society’ sevolution,” he said serioudy. “Don’'t you redize that?’

“You're part of thissociety,” | said. “Don’t you redize that?’

“Good old David,” he said in resignation. “Always arationad answer.”

The next morning Blumlein took office. He made ahell of agpeech, too. And | found mysalf thinking:
Poor Darwin. He only got to see the aftermath of evolution. I’m going to get to watch it in action.

6
Twilight on Kilimanjaro (2239 ad.)



| was Sitting at my computer, proofreading apaper | had prepared on the earliest days of Kilimanjaro,
when the machine spoke up.

“David ole Satoti, your presenceisrequired at the locd hospita.”
“Canyou givemeany details?’ | asked it.
“Y ou are expected,” said the computer. “ Someone will greet you.”

| didn’t know if it was an emergency or not, so | decided it would be better to drive therein my own car
than to take public transportation. | went down to the garage, got into my vehicle, and sped to the
hospital, which was about two miles away. | 1eft the car with an attendant, then rushed into the lobby. No
onewaswaiting for me, so | went up to the registration desk.

“| am David ole Saitoti,” | said. “I received amessage that—"

“Ah, yes,” said the receptionist. “Y our presenceisrequested in room 208.”
“Isit Joshuaole Saibull?’ | asked. “ Or perhaps Leader Blumlein?’

“I don't know,” shereplied. “I only know that you are to report to room 208.”

| took an airlift to the second leve, then walked down the corridor until I came to the room in question. |
opened the door and entered it. An emaciated old man lay on the bed, bandages and dressings on his
right arm, tubes running into and out of hisbody. A doctor waked over to greet me,

“You're David ole Saitoti?’ he asked.

“Ves”

“I"'m glad you could come so quickly.”

“Why am | here?’ | asked. “I don’t know this patient.”
“Herequested your presence.”

“Hedid?" | said, surprised. | stared intently at the old man. “I’ ve never seen him before. Perhaps you
misunderstood him.”

“I doubt it,” replied the doctor. “Y ou're the historian, aren’t you?’
[1] YS”

“Heingsted that we summon an higtorian.” He smiled. “It was an easy choice. Y ou seem to bethe only
onewe have.”

| looked down at the patient. “What' s the matter with him?”

“Hetried to kill himsdf” wasthe answer. “He botched thejob. | think we' |l probably release him
tomorrow.”

“But adl thesetubes...” | said.
“Just precautions. He was dehydrated, and his el ectrolyte balance was poor.”
“Why did hetry to take hisown life?’ | asked.



“I have noidea,” said the doctor. “1 think that’ swhat he wants to talk to you about.”
“What's hisname?’

The doctor looked at a hand computer. “ Sokoine ole Parasayip.”

“Never heard of him.”

“Well, you have now.” Something beeped in one of his pockets. “I’ ve got to go down thehdl,” he said.
“I'll be back in afew minutes.”

Heleft theroom, and | turned back to the patient, who was now staring unblinking at me.

“| thought you were adeep,” | said, startled.

“| wasawake,” hereplied. “I smply had nothing to say to the city laiboni.”

“He s not awitch doctor,” | said.

“Of course heis. | practice the ancient ways, he practices the new ways. Otherwise we are the same.”
“Soyou'realaboni?”’

“I'amalaiboni,” confirmed Sokoine ole Parasayip. He stared a me. “Y ou look puzzled.”

“l'am,” | told him.

“Why?

“Two reasons” | said. “Firgt, | don’t know why alaiboni would want to kill himself. And second, why
do you need an historian? | gather you asked for me by profession rather than by name.”

“That istrue,” said Sokoine.

“Wdl?' | sad.

“I find it very uncomfortable to spesk with you whilelying flat on this bed. Can you hep meto my feet?’
“No,” | said. “But | can raise the part beneath your pillow.”

| reached over and adjusted the control, and the top quarter of his bed dowly rose until it wasat a
45-degree angle with the rest of it.

“Better?’ | asked.
“Much,” said Sokoine.

| looked around, spotted a chair, summoned it to his bedside, and sat down onit. “ Now perhaps you
can tel mewhy aman I’ ve never seen before, aman who just tried to kill himsdlf, wants meto visit him.”

“I must learn things that only an historian can tell me,” he answered.
“What kind of things?’
“l amalaboni,” began Sokoine.

“Soyousad,” | replied. “Where are you from?’



“The manyattas between the cities of il-taarrosero and il-ikumai.”
“I know thearea,” | said.

“I amagood laiboni,” he continued. “I have never done anything to bring disrespect or shame upon
mysdf or my cdling.”

“Okay, you' reagood laiboni,” | replied. “What about it?’

“I havetreated the sick, | have blessed the cattle, | have presided at the circumcision rituals and the
Eunoto, the ceremony where the e moran become junior elders. Whatever | have been requestedto do |
have done. If the family that made the request was poor, | have accepted only asingle goat as my fee,
not even an old steer. | am agood laiboni.”

“Why doesagood laiboni try to end hislife?” | asked.

“What isalaiboni to do when heisno longer wanted or needed?’ asked Sokoine miserably. “Not a
snglegirl in my domain has been circumcised this year. Eleven boys have been circumcised, but herein
the hospita, not in the traditional ceremony. | no longer am asked to blessthe cattle, for the animal
laiboni—the veterinarian—comes out from il-ikumai with his medicines. The children ignore me, the young
men laugh at me, the elders ook a me with the same sympathy as when they ook at an old cow that will
soon be daughtered.” He stared at me, hisface amask of puzzlement. “What isalaiboni to do when he
isno longer needed?’

“What he shouldn’t do iskill himsdif,” | said.

“I have gone to other areasin the hope that they might need me. Those that already had laibonistold me
to go away, and those that had none didn’t want one. | spoke to some other laibonis, and they have the
same problem. For untold generations the Maasai needed their laibonis. We were treated with dignity
and respect, and our calling was honored above dl others. And now, in the space of only afew yearswe
have become usdless old men, outcastsin our

ownland.”
| didn’t know what to say to him, so | smply reached out and held his hand.

“l anacoward,” he continued after abrief pause. “ The Maasal are supposed to fear nothing, yet |
feared ameaninglesslife, so | tried to end it. | cut the veinsin my arm here’—he indicated a place beneath
the bandages on his forearm—*and was prepared to bleed to death, but two elmoran found me and
carried meto this hospital. | suppose when | am released | will try again, but first | thought | would spesk
to an higtorian.”

“I"'m happy to spesk to you,” | said. “But what do you wish to discuss?’

“Thereis another Eutopian world that was colonized by atribe from Kenya,” he began.
“Yes, Kirinyaga,” | said. “It was settled by the Kikuyu.”

“And the Kikuyu have ther laibonis, which they cal mundumugus.”

“Thet'sright.”

“Have you studied Kirinyaga, or merely the history of Earth?” he asked.

“I've studied Kirinyaga,” | said unhappily, because | could tell what his next question was going to be.



“Tell me how the mundumugus fared on Kirinyaga, how they kept their peopl€ s respect, and perhaps|
will be ableto do the same here on Kilimanjaro.”

“Kirinyagaisadifferent world,” | sad.
“They fared that badly?’ he asked.

“Therewas only one mundumugu,” | replied. “Hisnamewas Koriba. Asfar asl cantell, hewasan
honorable man, and he must have been an intelligent one, because he had advanced degreesfrom
universtiesin England and America”

“But?’ said Sokoine.

“But hewasafanatic,” | said. “He was convinced that a Kikuyu Utopia could be achieved only by
rejecting everything European, by living asthe Kikuyu lived before any white men arrived in Kenya.”

“He may have beenright,” said Sokoine.

“Hewaswrong,” | said. “I’ve sudied Kirinyaga shistory. It isa series of well-meaning blunders, until
even Koribamust have redlized that he was harming hisworld, because eventuadly he returned to
Kenya”

“And hewastheir only mundumugu?’
1] Y$”

“Isit inevitable that every world will rgject its spiritud leader, or isit only true of Africanworlds?” he
asked curioudy. “What of the Christian or Modem Eutopias?’

“It'snot so much that they rejected spiritual leadership, but rather that some of the people were more
willing to accept new ideas than their spiritud leaders.”

“What is new about medica doctors?’ inasted Sokoineirritably. “ They have been around for centuries.”

“But the Maasal who lived on the savannah and tended their herds did not have accessto them for
centuries,” | pointed out. “The Maasai who went to livein the cities have been using them for centuries.”

Sokoine was quiet for along time. | thought he' d fallen adeep again, but finally he spoke.
“I know why Koribaleft Kirinyaga,” he said.
“WW?’

“For the same reason | must leave Kilimanjaro,” replied Sokoine. “He did not want to watch his god
defeated by the god of the Westerners.”

“Itisthesamegod,” | said. “Wejust give Him different names.”

He shook his head. “En-ka has dowly been pushed out of Africa. | had hoped that thiswould be the
world where He would findly triumph, but it isnot to be. The God of the whiteshaswon again.” He
sghed inresgnation. “I must find the world that En-kal has retreated to.”

“He sright where He hasdways been,” | said. “Didn’'t He lead the two elmoran to you before you could
bleed to death?’



“So that they could bring metothis...thisplace,” he said contemptuoudy. “ That isnot the act of a
compassionate god. No, historian, En-kai isno longer on Kilimanjaro.”

| stared at the bitter old man. I’m an hitorian; it wasn't my job to convince him that life wasworth living.
But he had reached out to me, and | felt an obligation to try.

“Have you decided that it is your duty to find En-kai?’ | asked, trying to order my thoughts.

“Yes” heanswered. “All the Maasal arein Africaor on Kilimanjaro, o He must be very londly on His
new world, with no one to honor Hiswishes and worship Him.”

“You'relooking too far afield,” | said.

“What do you mean?’

“En-ka wantsyou to find Him and worship Him, right?”
“yes”

“You can't find himif you'redead,” | said, and when | saw that he didn’t follow my reasoning, | added:
“If he wants you to worship Him, then he clearly wantsyou dive...so it was En-kai who directed the
elmoran to find you and bring you here. And if He did that, then Heis till on Kilimanjaro.”

He stared long and hard at me, frowning. “ Thereisaflaw in your argument, but | cannot seeit.”

“Perhgps you' d better remain on Kilimanjaro until you can,” 1 suggested. “Until you know En-kal isn't
here, there’ sno senselooking e sewhere for Him.”

“I will consder it,” hesad.

“Good,” | said. “1 understand there' s achance the hospita will release you tomorrow. Have you got a
placeto stay?’

“| wander from manyattato manyatta. No one refuses shelter to the laiboni. Although,” he added, a
trouble look on hiswrinkled face, “that was before. Tomorrow they may decide they have no more use
for alaiboni.”

“Y ou can say a my place until you' ve recovered your strength,” | said.
“Share ahut with acomputer?’ he said distastefully.

“It'snotahut,” | replied. “And who knows? Maybe my computer can teach you athing or two that will
convince the Maasai that their laiboni is not an antique to be cast aside like an empty gourd.”

He stared a me, unblinking. “Why are you doing this?’ he asked at last. “Y ou clearly have no usefor a
laiboni. Y ou do not believein my magic. You livein the city, you do not wear the red blanket, you carry
no spear. Why would such a person help me?’

| had to think about my answer for aminute. Finaly | spoke.
“BecauseI’m an historian, and men like you are part of our history.”
“But not your future,” he said bitterly.

“I don’'t know,” | said. “Today won't be history until tomorrow. Y ou'll haveto ask methen.”



“Now that isinteresting,” he said weskly. He seemed about to say something else, but suddenly hiseyes
closed and helay till. For amoment | thought he had died, but al the machines that were monitoring him
kept beeping quietly and | redlized that he had smply fallen adeep.

They actudly kept Sokoine for three days, until they were satisfied with his condition, and then they
released him in my care. | drove him to my agpartment, waited for the scanner to check my retinaand
bone structure, and then entered with him asthe door did into awall, and then did shut behind us.

“You're only my second house guest,” | remarked as helooked around the place. “Thefirst wasaso a
vigtor from the manyattas.” | thought back on Mawenzi’ s one night there. “He thought the computer was

magic.”

“Alientothe Maasal, yes,” said Sokoine. “Magic, no. Surely he saw computersin the ship that brought
him here”

“Hewasjust ayoung boy,” | explained. “He probably didn’t remember them, or pay them any attention.
After dl, he went right from ahut on the African savannah to a spaceship. It must have been an
overwheming experience.”

“By now he probably wears a suit and tie, and looks upon the manyattas with contempt.”
“He s4ill therewith hiscattle, and anew bride” | said. “1 see him from timeto time.”

“He has seen the city, actudly visited it, and he dtill prefersthelife of aherder?’ said Sokoine. “ Perhaps
there is some shred of hope yet.”

| decided not to take him to the restaurant where | usualy egt. An old manin hislaiboni gear would
attract too much attention, so | made dinner for usin my kitchen. He asked alot of questions about the
stove, the range, the freezer, and the other appliances. | could tell he wasn't thrilled with the med, but he
ate it without complaint. And without saying aword.

After dinner he sat in my living room, staring off into space, il silent. | read abit, did alittle work on the
compuiter, and went to bed. When | awoke in the morning, he was till itting there, motionless.

“Areyou dl right?’ | asked as| approached him.

It took him amoment to redlize | was there and to react to my presence. “Yes,” hereplied. “Now | am
al right, thanksto what you said.”

“Whet | said?" | repested.

“That today would be history tomorrow. Y ou wereright, David ole Saitoti. Everything changes, and what
seems new today istomorrow’ s history. My job isto bring my people comfort, to scare away demons,
to give them peace of mind.” Suddenly he smiled. “It is history. Not the need to comfort my people, to
hedl their wounds and protect them from demons. That is eternal. But the means by which | performed
my duties are clearly history. They have been replaced by new means-by medical doctors, by hospitals,
by complex machines. And tomorrow they will be history, and the needs of my people will remain.”

“You'reright, of course” | said. “But | can’t quite see what you'redriving at.”

“The meanswill dways change,” hesaid. “It isthe need that iseternal. And since | am heretoday, | must
use today’ s means to accomplish En-kai’ s purpose.” He paused. “Today you will take me back to the
hospital, not as a patient but as astudent. Laiboni isjust aword. It iswhat the laiboni does that matters.”



“I know acouple of men who might be ableto help,” | said. | didn’t mention that one of them wasthe
Leader of the entire planetoid. “But | must warn you that if you are accepted, you will begin training asa
practica nurse. Y ou may find the work tedious and even demeaning after having been alaiboni.”

He shrugged. “One must begin somewhere. It is not demeaning to help thosein need. Theonly
demeaning thingisnot totry.”

He was probably thirty years older than me, but | felt like aproud father as| drove him to the hospital.
It was enough to make me once again believe in En-kal.

Wdll, damost.

7

Night on Kilimanjaro (2240 ad.)

| was awakened in the middle of the night. The vidphone kept calling my name, louder each time, until |
findly swung my feet over the edge of the bed, sat up, reached over to the nightstand, and activated it.

“Yesh?' | mumbled. “What isit?’

“David, thisis Joshua.”

| peered at the holoscreen. “I can seethat. What timeisit?’

“Three-thirty inthe morning.”

“Whatever it is, it can wait,” | said, about to break the connection and go back to deep.
“Damnit, David!” heydled, gartling me. “Wake up!”

| rubbed my eyeswith the backs of my hands. “All right, dl right. I’m awake. Now why the hdll are you
cdling meat three-thirty in the morning?’

“We need your expertise,” said Joshua.
“I’'m an hitorian, not agoddamned vampire hunter,” | muttered. “Isthis some kind of joke?’

“Thisisnot ajoke. Thisisavitally important matter, and we need your expertise as an higtorian. Isthat
clear enough for you?’

“Whoiswe?’ | asked, dill trying to focus my eyes.
“The policeand me.”

“All right,” | said again. “I’ll get dressed and come...” | stopped, confused. “Where am | going-the
police sation or your office?’

“I want you to go to wherever you keep al your research,” he said.
“It'sinmy office,” | said. “That' sthree blocks away.”
“Can you accessit from your gpartment?’

“I don't even know what I’'m accessing,” | complained.



“Take aminute, get your head on straight, grab arobe, and when I’ m sure you' re thinking clearly and not
about to go back to deep, I'll tell you about it.”

| got up without saying another word and walked to the kitchen. Then | ordered acup of coffee from the
Galley Savethat | had installed afew months ago when | finaly got sick of cooking. | listened asit
hummed for afew seconds, and then took my cup of steaming hot coffee.

| wandered over to the kitchen table, sat down, ordered the vidphone extension to activate, and waited
for Joshua' s holograph to pop into existence.

“I'mup, I'm awake, and I'm caffeinated,” | said. “Now what’ s so damned important that it couldn’t wait
until morning?’

“We ve got acorpse here,” said Joshua. “Well, not exactly here. I’ m going to transmit holos of it to your
home computer.”

“I hope you don’t expect meto look at holos of adead body at four in themorning!” | said irritably.
“It' sonly three-thirty-five,” he said. “ And thisisn't your typica dead body. It's been mutilated.”
“Oh, that makes everything dl right,” | said. “ Thisissomekind of practicd joke, right?’

“No, David, it'snot ajoke. They have arrested my cousin, and I’'m going to be defending him.”

“Y our cousin Moses, who' saways getting drunk?’

“That’ sthe one. Someone saw him wandering in the vicinity of the crime earlier in the evening, and when
they picked him up and questioned him he couldn’t remember a damned thing.”

“I wishyou luck,” | said.

“I need more than luck,” said Joshua. “1 need your input.”

“I’'man higtorian!” 1 snapped. “What the hell do | know about mutilated corpses?’
“I'm not sure,” he said. “ Something, | hope.”

“All right,” | said. “Man or woman?’

“Nether.”

“I beg your pardon?’

“The proper question is male or femae? It' sfemae.”

“I don’t understand.”

“ Someone sneaked into the game park about three hours ago- haven't figured out how he breached the
forcefield yet—but the end result isthat he killed and mutilated arhinoceros.”

“A rhinoceros,” | repeated stupidly.

He nodded affirmatively. “Killed her with a poisoned dart, and after she was dead the killer cut off her
horns.”

“Y ou need a psychiatrist, Joshua, not an historian,” | said.



“Perhaps,” he acknowledged. “But | wanted to talk to you first. Thiswasn't acase of self-defense,
David. It was premeditated.”

“How do you know that?’

“Because you don’'t go walking around innocently at night, or any other time, with poisoned darts. Also,
the killer stayed around long enough to cut off the horns-and very nestly, too. Clearly he didn’t want to
damage them. | can imagine someone being in arage after barely escaping arhino charge and somehow
killing the animd.....but then he wouldn't have been so meticulous cutting off the horns. Soit' sgot to be

premeditated.”

“Y ou make it sound like murder, with dl thistalk of killing and premeditation,” | said. “ All that happened
isthat someone destroyed public property.”

“There hasto be areason, David. Y ou don't risk your life againgt arhino just for the hell of it.” He
paused. “1 know that rhinos used to be abundant, and they were poached to near-extinction, primarily for
their horns. But | need to know more. Does the horn represent some religious object? Isthis some kind
of ritua passage to adulthood, like when our e moran were expected to kill alion with aspear? Maybe
thekiller isjust anut case, but if there’ sany valid reason for hisactions, it'll makeit alot easier to track
him down if we understand it. Anyone can find out what we did to the rhinos, what | need to know is
why. What was so special about arhinoceros horn that people all but destroyed an entire species, and
risked jail timeto do it?’

“I'll ssewhat | canfind out,” | said. “Areyou sure your client isinnocent?’

“Dead certain,” hereplied. “Hell, the police know hedidn’'t doit. They just felt they had to arrest
someone.”

“I’ve got onelast question.”
“What isit?’

“Moses ole Kaglo hasn't had two shillingsto rub together in years. How do you expect him to pay
you?’

“Y ou explain to me about rhinoceroskillersand I’ explain to you about pro bono legal work,” he said,
sgning off.

| toyed with going back to deep, but | was too wide awake now, not from the coffee but from Joshua's
notion that there might actually be areason why someone would daughter arhinoceros and removeits
horns.

| sat down at my computer and tried to order my thoughts. Since | wasn't as sharp asusual, | decided to
use voice commands rather than the more exacting keystrokes.

“Compuiter, activate,” | said.

Activated, it replied.

“Tieinto dl filesin my office computer that are not sedled or protected by passwords.”
Working...done,

“When did thelast rhinoceros die?’



Working...Thelast African black rhinocerosdied in 2067 a.d. The last African white rhinocerosdied in
2061 a.d. Thelast Indian rhinoceros died in 2055 a.d. The last Sumatran rhinoceros—

“That’senough,” | said. “Now | want you to check back through al African court records and seeif
anyone was ever arrested for killing arhinoceros”

Working...13,671 people were arrested for poaching rhinoceri. The number of poached rhinoceri was
between 861,000 and 864,000 during the 20th century, and 1,342 more since then.

“Why the discrepancy in 20th century numbers?’ | asked.

It isdueto the fact that up to 3,000 rhinoceri died from causes other than poaching and later had their
horns removed by opportunistic men and women who chanced upon their corpses.

“Had any of those 13,671 people removed the rhinos horns?’

13,494 of the people arrested for killing rhinoceri were charged with removing the horns.
“Computer, what was the reason for killing so many rhinos?’

To gain possession of the horns.

No surprise there. “ And what was the reason for gaining possession of the horns?’
Profit.

“Who would pay for arhino horn?’

In China, doctors prescribed powdered rhinoceros horn as a powerful aphrodisiac. In North African
countries, the horn of the rhinoceros was used as the hilt of adagger.

“What was arhinoceros horn worth in Kenya shillings?’

Insufficient data. Since the vaue of both the horn and the shilling fluctuated, | must be given atime frame.
“All right. What was the value in 19807

From 22,000 to 30,000 Kenya shillings, depending upon the size and qudlity of the horn.

“And the shilling was worth how much?’

Therate of exchangein 1980 was 4.23 Kenya shillings to the British pound.

“What was the per capitaincome of the Kenyan citizen, regardless of tribe, in 19807’

2,491.28 shillings per annum.

| was slent for amoment while | did the math in my head. No wonder they had killed dmost amillion
rhinos! A dead rhino was worth an average of more than ten times what most Kenyans could earnin a
year!

“Computer,” | said at lagt, “isthere amarket for rhino horns today?’

The market is extremely limited because the horns are dmost unattainable, but such raritieswould clearly
fetch priceswdll in excess of those that were obtained during the late 20th and early 21t centuries.
Adjusgting for inflation, aminimum price would be 625,000 shillings, probably far moreif interested



parties were alowed to bid against each other.

| contacted Joshua on the vidphone and told him what | had learned. He seemed unimpressed.
“I knew mogt of that, and surmised therest,” he said. “That’ s very disappointing news, David.”
“I don't understand,” | said.

“No one€ smaking ceremonid knivesany more,” he said. “Asfor the horn being an aphrodisiac when it
was ground up and sprinkled over your food or drink, | had my computer andyzeit. Y ou could get the
same effect grinding up your fingernails and sprinkling them in your drink, whichisto say: noneat dl.” He
grimaced. “ That meansit' sgtrictly acollector’ sitem from an extinct animd that' s been cloned-and that
meansthat every damned animal in the park isat risk. Hell, lions and |eopards and impala have been
extinct every bit aslong astherhino. A collector who wants arhino horn smply because of itsrarity may
be just asinterested in a hippo tooth, or alion’s mane, or akudu horn—and there are probably alot of
collectors. If we don’t put astop to thisright now, the poacher will strike again. After dl, it'seasy
money, and it’s huge money. And when word gets out, and it dways does, we' || have more poachers.”

“Could Moses have done it?’

“Not achance,” answered Joshua. “They found him on thisside of theforce field. Hell, Moses couldn’t
crossthat field without killing himsdlf on those rare occasions that he' s sober. He certainly couldn’t have
doneit tonight. Asfor shooting adart accurately inthe dark...”

“All right,” | said. “Thenit'san easy case and you'll get him off.”

“I’'m not concerned with case, damnit!” he half-yelled. “1’m concerned with catching the poacher and
making sureit doesn’t happen again so our game parks aren’t overrun by them!”

He broke the transmission.

| thought of going back to bed, but now | was awake and aert, and it occurred to me that my job wasn't
doneyet. | knew how rhinos had been poached to the brink of extinction in the late 20th century—but the
fact wasthat they had survived another fifty years. How?

“Computer?’ | said.

Activated.

“What was the rhinoceros population of Kenyain 19507
103,625 black and 17 white.

“In 19707’

72,133 black and 9 white.

“In 19907’

428 black and no white.

Wéll, it was obvious when most of the poaching had been done.
“In 20107’



1,238 black and 28 white.

So the black rhino, which seemed headed for immediate extinction in 1990, had tripled its number in the
next twenty years. | asked the computer to explain this. It couldn’t, so | got dressed and went to my
office, activated my more powerful computer, and accessed files from Earth that were unavailable to my
persona compuiter.

The answer was surprising yet, when | thought about it, inevitable. A few private sanctuaries and
farms-Solio Ranch, Lewa Downs, a handful of others-had decided that the rhinos could not be saved in
the nationd parks, so they began raising rhinos themselves.

And why didn’t the same poacherskill them there?
That was the surprise.

Thefarms hired the very best protection money could buy—and that meant former poachers. They were
given wesgpons, uniforms, salaries, living quarters, and respect, and it wasthis handful of reformed
poachers who ensured the surviva of the rhinocerosin Kenyafor another haf century, until the farms
werefinally sold to developers and the last bit of rhino habitat waslost.

Creating a solution to the embryonic problem on Kilimanjaro would take some innovation. Asfar as|
knew we had only one poacher, and once we identified him we were certainly going to jail him, not hire
him to stop other poachers from plying their trade.

But that didn’t mean that we didn’t have the makings of an anti-poaching squad. Therewere alot of
young men out on the pastordists' land. Surely some of them must be bored with their lives. Others must
be having difficulty putting together the bride price for the woman they wanted to wed. Some might just
be looking for, if not excitement, then at least achangein thair lives, onethat didn’t involve moving to one
of thecities.

| caled for an gppointment with William Blumlein the next day, and he made room in his schedule for me
just before lunch.

“Good morning, William,” | said as| was ushered into his office.

He sat behind his desk, looking very comfortable in a short- deeved shirt and lightweight tan dacks.
“Hello, David,” he said, rising and shaking my hand. “What can your government do for you today?’
“We have aproblem,” | said.

He arched an eyebrow sardonically. “1n Utopia? Maybe | should have refused thisjob.”

“I’'m serious, William.”

“Okay, tell me about it. | hope you don’'t mind if we captureit to holo. | do thiswith dl my meetings. It
saves my having to repest everything to whatever department | turn it over to.”

| filled himin on the Situation. Before | could suggest my solution, heinterrupted me.

“WE re going to have to protect the parks,” he said. “1 know we ve got forcefields, but clearly someone
has learned how to get past them, and if heisn’t apprehended soon there’ s no reason to assume hewon't
pass the word to potential confederates. Theway | seeit, we' re going to need park rangers, or game
wardens, or whatever the hell we decideto call them..”



“I fully agree, gr,” | said.

“Idedlly, based on your research, we should go through our jail, approach each poacher, and offer to
commute their sentencesif they’ll cometo work for us. But we don't have any poachersinjail. So,” he
concluded, “what do you suggest?’

“We should hire the young men from the manyaitas,” | suggested. “1 can't see hiring the city dwellers.”

He shook hishead. “It’ [l never work, David. They’ve never seen awild animd in their lives. They would
have no idea how to poach arhino, so they will have no idea how to stop a poacher. Also, their currency
iscattle, and I’m not equipped to pay themin cattle.”

“Then areyou just going to wait until he strikes again and hope you get lucky?’ | asked rather angrily,
annoyed that he had found so many holesin my solution so easily.

“Y ou nominated me for thisjob, David. Y ou should have alittle more confidencein me.”
“All right,” | said. “What do you plan to do?’

“I can’t hire poachers, because we only have one and we haven't caught him yet,” answered Blumlein.
“And sincel can't hire anyone who knows how to poach rhinos, I'll have to hire people who can breach
aforcefied.”

| frowned. “What are you talking about?’

“Prisoners” hesaid. “I’ll commute the sentence of any prisoner in our jails who can prove to methat he
can get through the force field.”

“Areyou crazy?’ | sngpped. “Y ou' re encouraging them al to become poachers! They're aready
crimindd”

“It won't bethat smple, David,” he said camly. “Any prisoner who accepts my offer must agreeto have
atracer chip inserted in his body so we will dways know exactly where heis. | think we' Il eventualy do
the samefor al the larger animdsin the parks, but first comes the anti-poaching squad. We can't hire the
expertise that they hired at those ranchesin Kenya, but we'll have people who know exactly how
poachers breach the force fidds, they’ || be armed, and we'll be able to trace their movements every
minute of the day. It sadtart, at least.”

“I hope so,” | said dubioudly.

“I'll tell you something ese,” Blumlein continued. “WEe |l catch the poacher, and soon. Given what the
horn isworth, only one man on Kilimanjaro will suddenly have that kind of money. If he depositsit here,
we' |l know ingtantly. If he depositsit on Earth, Il ask the banks there to report it. They won't even have
to be Kenyan banks; he can’t start an account anywhere on Earth without showing them hisKilimanjaro

passport.”
“| hadn't considered that,” | said.

“No reason why you should,” hereplied. “Y ou' re neither a policeman nor apolitician.”
“We should have him incarcerated in no time.”

“Y ou haven't been paying attention to your own arguments,” said Blumlein with alaugh. “Whoever heis,
we' Il reach an accommodation with him, and because of his skills he'll become the leader of our



anti-poaching team. Just because we capture him doesn’t mean collectors will stop offering huge prices
for trophies, and that kind of offer ways gets aresponse.”

And sure enough, three days later we caught the poacher when hetried to put the money in asafe box
under the watchful eye of the bank’ s security holo camera. Just out of curiosity | went to visit himin his
cdl. Hewas ayoung pastoralist, perhaps sixteen or seventeen years old, named Katoo ole Porola. That
sounded familiar, and findly it clicked.

“You're Mawenzi ole Porold s brother!” | said.

He nodded his head unhappily. “ Thereisthisgirl, Kadlo. | haveloved her dl my life, and soon | would
be able to pay the bride price. But old Simon ole Kipali’ s youngest wife died last week, and he has
offered to pay the bride price now. Shetold her father than she will not marry Simon ole Kipoli, that she
wantsto marry me. But her father grew angry, and threatened to send her back to his brother on Earth
for disobeying him. Kaglo and | decided to run away to the city of theil-makesen, whichismy clan,
because women who live in the cities can choose whom they want. But | have no money, and | needed
to get some before her father sent her to Earth.”

“What gave you theideaof killing therhino?’ | asked.

“My own father speaks of collectors with contempt. | contacted Herbert ole Basinole, whose family
moved to the city last year, and he found a collector on Earth. He did this as afriend, and took no money
or cattle for hisefforts. He just wanted to help Kaelo and me before her father sent her awvay.” He
paused, trying to hold back histears. “1 have brought shame on my family, and now | have lost her
forever.”

“Perhapsnot,” | said.
Helooked at me questioningly.

“Before long someonewill come by to speak to you about the future. Unless | miss my guess, you'll be
given achance to redeem yoursdf. If | wereyou, I’d agreeto their terms.”

Hisfacelit up at that.

The next day Herbert ole Basinole received a stern lecture and atour of the prison from Blumlein himsdlf,
and we were assured that there would be no repest of his efforts as a go-between.

Two weeks later, with a newly-implanted chip, auniform, asaary, and atitle, Katoo ole Parola became
Kilimanjaro' sfirgt anti-poaching warden. Shortly thereafter the two young lovers were married. Blumlein
decreed that no bride price was due, but Katoo insisted that five shillings be taken out of his pay every
week for ayear and sent to Kaelo' sfather.

Y oung Katoo proved to be good at hisjob. Too good. Y ou wouldn't think that a young man performing
hisjob well would bring about the greatest change in our history—but it did.

8
A New Dawn on Kilimanjaro (2241-2243 a.d.)

A year passed without another poaching incident. | considered that a success, and in away it was. But it
aso presented us with an unanticipated problem.

When | returned to the office one day after aleisurdly lunchtime drive through the nearer of the two game



parks, | found amessage waiting for me. | activated the computer, and William Blumlein’ s holo popped
into existence.

“Hdlo, David,” he said. “Wefind ourselvesin abit of aproblem here, and I’ d very much like your input.
I’'ve dso invited Joshua. HE |l stop by your office after lunch to pick you up and drive you over.”

| spent the next twenty minutes trying to figure out what the problem might be. Then Joshua showed up,
and we drove to the Council building. An attendant—- hesitate to call him aguard, though he was armed
with alaser pisol-waswaiting for us, and ushered usinto Blumlein' s office.

“I’'m glad you could both makeit,” he said. “We have apolicy problem that | need to discusswith you.”
“Aren’t you supposed to discuss them with the Council of Elders?’ | asked.

“Eventudly 1 will,” he said. “ But both of you were involved at the outset of thisone, so | want your
opinions.” Hewaited until we were seated, and then continued. “I’ m sure you know that Katoo ole
Porola s anti-poaching squads have been a success.”

“I know,” 1 said, frowning. “But how can that be a problem? The dternative was to do nothing and lose
our animalsto poachers.”

“| agree,” said Joshua.

“I"d have thought everyone would agree,” said Blumlein. “And you know something interesting? We' d
both be wrong.”

“| don't understand,” said Joshua.

“Then let me enlighten you. Now that unscrupul ous collectors know there are animals up here, we have
to patrol the parks around the clock. That means three shifts per day per park. And to monitor the force
field, and place some men inside the parks should anyone get past the outer perimeter, we need at least
seven, and preferably eight, men on each shift. Each man requires wegpons and various technica devices
to spot any breachesin theforcefield.”

He paused and looked at us. “ Gentlemen, that’ s forty salaries and expenses we didn’t have ayear ago.
And since we don’t charge the popul ace for using the parks, they don't bring in asingle shilling to help
defray expenses. A sizeable minority of the city dwellersfed that we should do away with the parks, turn
the land over to the pastoralists who aways want more land anyway, and find better uses for the money
we have been spending on Katoo' s squad.”

“I hadn’t considered the expenses,” | admitted.

“I had,” said Joshua. “But | had no ideathey’ d be so high.” He frowned. “ The Maasal have dwayslived
in harmony with Nature. It sour heritage, and it would be againgt everything we stand for if we got rid of
the parks.”

“But you're not living in harmony with Nature,” Blumlein pointed out gently. “Y ou' ve enclosed it witha
forcefidd.”

“Do you want to get rid of them, William?’ demanded Joshua

“No, | don't,” replied Blumlein. “1 just want to point out some of the argumentswe Il befacing if we
decideto keep them.” He turned to me. “Wdl, historian?’



| shrugged. “We livein acapitaist society. Over the centuries al other economic systems have been
falures”

“Goon,” said Blumlein, and | could tell he knew what | was about to say and gpproved of it.

“We' reon an atificid, terraformed world,” | continued. “We re not going to discover gold or diamonds
or fissonable materials on Kilimanjaro. Any wedlth we enjoy must be wedlth we ourselves creste, and
that meansto continue their existence the parks must become economicaly sdf-sufficient. They must pay
for Katoo’ steam, and once they prove they can do that, they will eventually be required to pay for the
maintenance of the force field waswell. If they can’t pay their own way, then they’ | haveto go.”

“| agree completely,” said Blumlein. “Now the question is. how can we make the parks pay for
themsdves?’

“Y ou know the answer,” | said.

“Yes, but I'd rather hear it from you,” he said with the hint of an amused smile. “That way | won't fed
too lonely, getting out ahead of anissue dl by mysdf.”

“Héll, you knew it when you called us here,” said Joshuairritably. “1f we want to keep the parks over the
opposition you' re receiving, we have to make them self-supporting.”

“And that means?’ said Blumlein.
“It means opening Kilimanjaro up to tourism from Earth,” | said.
“I think you'reright, David.”

“You know I'mright,” | said. “Y ou just want meto argueit in front of the Council so the oneswho are
agang it get mad a me ingtead of you.”

Blumlein smiled. “Isn't apolitician supposed to protect his asswhile he' s solving problems?’

“I only know one palitician,” said Joshua. “ And sometimes he annoys the shit out of me.”

“Wadll, he' sgoing to annoy you alot more” said Blumlein.

“What now?" demanded Joshua.

“Now | want you to think.”

“Think about what?" replied Joshua, confused.

Blumlein looked at me, and saw that | understood what he was driving a. “Tdl him, David,” he said.

“It' sagame of dominos,” | said to Joshua. “Each thing we do leads to another. If we open the game
parksto tourists, we' re going to need lodges to house them. WEe re going to need roads from the landing
field to the parks. We re going to need real game wardens, because if we get enough touriststo pay for
the parks, they' re inevitably going to do harm to the parks' ecology. We can't let them wander through
the parks on foot, not with al the predators we have, so we' |l need to import specia vehicles, and that
means we |l need to create roads, or at least tracks, for the vehicles, and we' |l need to train some of our
peopleto drive and service those vehicles”

“That' sjust thetip of theiceberg,” added Blumlein, “not that anyone slikely to find any icebergsin
Kilimanjaro. We have alanding field that we have named Haven. Right now it’ sjust an empty area. But if



we Sart atourist industry, we can't have tourists just standing on afield with their baggage until aship
arrives. We Il need asmall spaceport, not for the ships—ot in the beginning, anyway—but for the tourigs.
They’ll need aplaceto bring their luggage, to get out of the westher and away from the thrusts of the
retro rockets, to est amea whilewaiting for their ships. And we' re assuming adaily ship from Earth, the
kind that brought the Maasai here to begin with. But the kind of man or woman who can afford the time
and expense to come here just to look at animasis probably flying a private ship, so we' |l need ahangar,
afueing station, and trained mechanics at the very minimum.”

“Then | guessweKkill the parks after dl,” said Joshua.

“Why?’ asked Blumlein.

“What you' re describing isn't aMaasal Utopia,” replied Joshua. “It’ s closer to aMaasai’ sideaof hdl.”
Blumlein turned to me. “Isit, David?’

“It depends on which Maasai you ask,” | replied. “Don't forget that back on Earth eighty percent of the
Maasal deserted the savannahs for the cities; clearly they were interested in profit. And even the
pastoralists have never been shy about taking touristsS money. As early asthe late 20th century we had
mode villagesthat tourists could visit, and wander through, looking into the huts, taking photographs and
videos, asking questions, and our emoran spent far more time satisfying the tourists' curiosity then
tending their cattle. By the dawn of the 21st century, we had created many jobsrelated to tourism. Did
you know that in the year 2020 a.d. one, we sold 7,000 authentic Maasai spears? Less than athousand
were s0ld in Africa; the rest were sold through dedlers, or viathe internet.”

“Sowasit redly hell?’ said Blumlein.

“If it wasn't, why did we emigrate to Kilimanjaro?’ said Joshua.
“Y ou came here to create aUtopia.”

“So did the Kikuyu of Kirinyaga,” said Joshua.

“Didthey, David?’ said Blumlen.

“No,” | answered. “They came here to replace a Utopia that they thought existed before the coming of
the Europeans. We have come here to create one, and we have no blueprint.”

“We know what not to create,” Joshuains sted.

“Dowe?’ replied Blumlein. “ Show me aMaasa who is opposed to wedlth, who disdains cattle and
shillings, and | will agree”

“So will we take money from the hospitals or the farmersto pay for your tourist industry?’

“Wedthisn't finite, Joshua,” continued Blumlein. “Y ou can seethat yoursdf, just by observing aherd of
cattle. Every time oneis born, the herd becomes worth more-and no other herd became worth less
because of it. That creates wedlth. We re examining some of the consequences of creating apark system
that paysfor itsdf. It bringsin tourist money, money that doesn’t exist on Kirinyaga until the tourist
gpendsit. It brings jobs as game wardens, vehicle mechanics, |odge workersHobs that will not exist until
the tourist requires help. The money spent on these jobs will not be taken from someone else on
Kirinyaga. It ismoney that will increase our wedlth, not merely redigtributeit.”

“Stop lecturing me asif | was aschoolchild!” said Joshuaangrily.



“Then stop using aschoolchild’ sarguments,” replied Blumlein. “If the people wanted to live exactly as
they lived in Kenyaand Tanzania, then they wouldn’t have cometo Kilimanjaro. Like any potentid
Utopia, thisisan experiment. I'll keep the parksif | can, and I'll deal with what follows asbest | can. But
if I can’t keep the parks, if | can’'t win amgjority of the Eldersto my side, | won’'t quit and return to
Earth with my tail between my legs. I’ [l come up with another blueprint for another Utopia. What | won't
do ispreside over an exact duplicate of life on Earth. If that was Utopia, then the Maasai should never
haveleftitinthefirst place”

“It was closer than what you' re proposing,” indsted Joshua.
“You'll haveto forgivemeif | disagreewith you,” said Blumlein.

“Y ou can disagree with me in front of the Council,” said Joshua, “because that’ swhere | intend to make
my arguments.”

“That' sthe best place for them,” agreed Blumlein. “I’ll seeyou there.”
Joshuawalked to the door, then turned to me. “ Are you coming, David?’ he said, till agitated.

“| have some further businessto discusswith David,” said Blumlein. “I’ll seethat he'sprovided aride
whenwe' refinished.”

Joshua left without another word. Blumlein waited amoment to make sure he wasn't coming back, then
turned to me. “Thank you for not mentioning it, David,” he said.

“I'm surprised he didn’t think of it himsdlf,” | replied. “It was obvious.”

“Only to an higtorian,” said Blumlein. “Remember, Africahas't had any large mammasfor acouple of
centuries, and they did everything they could to protect them for the haf century before that. How could
he know about culling?’

“Stll,” | said, “he should have been ableto figure out that one rhino horn, not poached but sacrificed,
could support the two parksfor twenty years. Long enough to grow afew more rhinos, and sacrifice
another.”

“I can't argue with themath,” agreed Blumlein.
“What will you do if he thinks of it in time to mention it to the Council?’ | asked.

“Themath isindioutable, but | can argue with the morality. The game parks culled animas when they
exceeded the parks capacity to feed them. It wasaquick death in lieu of death by dow starvation.
More to the point, the animas were there first, and were required to make an accommodation with the
human inhabitants. Whereas absolutdly nothing was here. Thisisan artificia world with no nativelife
forms. We have rhinos and other animal's because we wanted them, we cloned them, and we nurtured
them, and it isimmoral to kill even one of them as amatter of economic convenience.”

“I wasright,” | said.

“About what?’

“Thisjob,” | said. “You'retheright man for it.”

“I've barely had timeto get my feet wet,” replied Blumlein. “Theredly interesting part lies ahead.”
Then he got busy with theredlly interesting part.



He made his case before the Council, and madeit well. It wasthefirst time Joshua ole Saibull had ever
logt aunanimous decision.

Within amonth construction began on two luxury lodges, onein each park, run by Maasai in crisp green
uniforms. Biologists were invited from Earth to lecture the new staff on theintricacies of their jobsand the
ecosystems. Engineers came to teach our new mechanics how to keep thelodges' systems functioning.
Experts were imported to train our new chefs, waiters and concierges.

Outside each park were a pair of brand-new manyattas. Articulate young men and women, who
discarded their shorts and shirts each morning in favor of their red robes, took visitors on atour of the
manyattas, relating fact, history and legend with equa enthusiasm.

Within ayear we had built a spaceport, with room for expansion. Some of our men and women were
sent to Earth to learn the mgor tourist languages, othersto study the workings of more complex
spaceports againgt the day that ours, too, became busier and more complex.

The spaceport originaly housed a currency exchange, but this soon became afull service bank. In fact,
small bankswere starting to pring up across the savannah so that the pastoraists would not have to
bring the money they made from tourists adl the way into the cities.

The attractions we offered increased. Weddings were open to the (paying) public. So was the Eunoto
ceremony. The traditionad Maasai dances, in which the e moran jump straight up and down endlesdly,
proved to be an unsatisfactory attraction, so we hired choreographers from the Shona and Xhosa tribes
to enliven them.,

One very fair-skinned tourist recelved a serious sunburn, and who should treat him but the former
laiboni-turned-nurse Sokoine ole Parasayip? Not only that, but once the tourist found out that he' d been
nursed by a genuine witch doctor, he ingsted on taking home some of the generic ointment Sokoine had
used on him. Thiswas not lost on Sokoine or his superiors, and within amonth Authentic Laiboni Skin
Care was being packaged here and exported not only to Earth but to the other Eutopian colonies as
well.

It was an exciting time to be on Kilimanjaro, to see the many changes that were occurring in our society.
Every day brought anew innovation. The few that didn’t work were replaced by those that did.

It was dmost two yearsto the day after Joshua had stormed out of the office that | found mysdlf sitting
on the shaded patio of Blumlein's new house, sharing adrink with him.

“Y ou should be very proud of yoursdlf,” | told him. *'Y ou seem to have the golden touch. Everything's
running like clockwork.”

“Comeon, David,” hesaid. “You're an historian. Y ou know better.”
| stared a his questioningly.

“We vedready got our first measurable air pollution,” said Blumlein. “ Sooner or later some new virusis
going to strike the game parks, and if it hitsthe predatorswe' Il haveto cull the larger herbivores or they’ Il
eat themsaves out of the park, and if it hitsthe herbivoreswill have to cull the predators or they’ Il die of
dow garvation. With dl the money floating around the savannah, it’ s going to beimpossiblefor the
traditiondists to continue to use their cattle as currency. We re undergoing anine percent inflation rate
right now, and even after we cure that, no economy ever goes too long without arecession. Other
Eutopian worlds have noticed what we ve done, and afew are following suit; eventudly we Il haveto
baitle them for tourist shillings”



“So you don’'t think it will l[at?’
“Nothing lasts, David,” hereplied eadly. “The only question iswhether it will outlast us”
“That makesit sound very much like you think our Utopiaisafailure”

Hetook asp of hisdrink. “You'relooking at it al wrong. Everyone has pitched in, planning and
working, for the past two years. That’' sthe key, and that’ swhere Kirinyagamade its error.”

| frowned. “I’m not sure what you' re getting &.”

“Men have dwaysthrived on chalenges” he said with the hint of asmile. “Hasit ever occurred to you,
David, that perhagps Utopiaisn't an end result at dl, but rather the smple act of striving for that result?’

It hadn’t.
But I’ ve thought alot about it sncethat night, and | think maybe he wasright.

Atlesst | don't worry about the future anymore.



