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WARNING!!!!

Do not read this book straight through from
beginning to end! These pages contain many
different adventures you may have as you make
your escape. From time to time as you read
aong, you will be asked to make a choice. Y our
choice may lead to success or disaster.

The adventures you take are a result of your
chaice. You are responsible because you choose!
After you make your choice, folow the instruc-
tions to see what happens to you next.

Think carefully before you make a decision.
Danger lurks at every turn. One move could land
you in a maximum security prison ... or it might
lead you to freedom.

Good luck!



You are one of the leaders of a spy misson
operating in the country of Dorado. You have just
broken out of a maximum security prison run by
the Doradan Secret Police. Your escape has only
just begun.

Now you and your group must make it to
safety in Turtdia, which is more than a thousand
miles away over semidesert land and vast moun-
tains.

The year isA.D. 2035. A combination of avil
wars and foreign attacks has split the United
States into three hostile politicd areas—Dorado,
Rebdlium, and Turtdia.

Go on to the next page.
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Dorado, where you have been imprisoned, ex-
tends from roughly the border of southern Cal-
ifornia east to the Missssppi River; north to
approximately the borders of Utah, Colorado,
Kansas, and Missouri; and south into Mexico.

Dorado is controlled by atrio of army officers
They are mean and grasping, interested only in
power and wedlth. They command by fear, ter-
rorigm, and torture. Thelr motto is "Totditarian
Freedom Forever." The firing squads have been
busy in Dorado.
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Go on to the next page.
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The second region is caled Rebdlium and oc-
cupies dl territory east of the Missssppi. Itisa
haphazard collection of minor city states that you
fed offers no red help in the struggle with Do-
rado.

Turtdia, which you are trying to reach, is made
up of the mountain states north of Arizona and
the northern plain states, extending into Canada.
The capitol of Turtdia is Denver. Turtdia is a
democracy run by eected representatives and
governed by a pand of five

Your father is one of the pand of five He
opposed your volunteering to go on a py mis-
sion into Dorado, but you went anyway. You
were sure that you, and only you, could get the
plans for the Doradan invason of Turtdia—and
you did get them.

The Doradans arrested you, but fortunately
they never suspected that you had learned their
invason plans. Your escape from their prison was
due to luck more than to good planning.

Turn to page 5.
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Right now you are hiding in a barn on a de-
serted ranch. You're about seven miles north of
what used to be caled Galup, New Mexico.
There are three other people with you. The most
important—except for you, of course—is a thirty-
year-old woman who is the leader of the resis-
tance in Dorado. Her name is Mimla There isa
large price on her head. She has to get out!

With Mimla is Mait. He's in his early thirties,
and it is his responsihility to get her safdy out of
Dorado.

The third person is a computer specialist
named Haven—a silent, nervous man who peers
at the world through thick glasses. He is needed
in Turtdia to help bresk Doradan computer
codes.

Your father, acting through the resistance orga-
nization in Dorado, has arranged an escape flight
for the four of you. This morning you are waiting
for a Windmaster twin-engined motor-glider to
swoop out of the clouds and pick you up.

Go on to the next page.
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Youve been waiting for severd hours. The
plane is now hdf an hour late. Matt wants to
leave.

"l think we should get out of here and head
back to town. | don't want to get caught out
here," he explains.

You look at the clouds, then at the desert.

"l don't know," you say findly. "Were in a
pretty good spot right here. We can see anyone
coming for quite a distance. | know Bill—the
pilot—hesrdiable. Hell get here! | think we can
wait another hdf an hour."

If you decide to follow Matt's suggestion and
return to town, turn to page 10.

If you decide to wait another half hour for the
plane, turn to page 13.
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"Welcome aboard, copilot,” you say to Matt
Grinning ear to ear, Mdt salutes you. "At your
sarvice, pilot," he answers.

While you buckle into the pilot's seat, Mat goes
aft to make sure that Mimla and Haven are dl set
for tekeoff. They have made a makeshift cot for
Bill and are trying to keep him comfortable.
When Mait returns, you quickly run through the
instruments and switches with him: atimeter,
variometer, fud gauges, tachometers, engine
temperature, throttle controls, engine heater
switches, and so on.

Everything is ready. You roll the plane to the
end of the grip. Your heart poundsin your chest,
but otherwise you fed cdm and capable.

Once more you scan the control panel, and
then you adjust the throttles. The plane begins
rolling down the sandy desert. At the right mo-
ment you pull the control column back and
you're airborne. You did it!

The dtimeter spins rapidly as your Windmeaster
climbs out and heads toward the Sangre de
Cristo Mountains. You pass through 15,000 fet,
then 16,000, and findly you top out at 17,000
feet. All around you are towering cumulus clouds
bulging with moisture. You know that some of
them hide violent turbulence that could easily rip
the wings from the plane.

Turn to page 16.
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You jump to your feet. It'sagood thing you can
wake up quickly. You and Mait join the others
outside. The motor-glider has started its engines
for the find approach. You admire the dim craft
as it swoops down. The Windmaster is a perfect
combination: it was designed in 1997 to be afull-
performance glider and power plane, and uses
amost no gas once it is airborne. You wouldn't
mind having a Windmaster of your own.

The planeisclose to the ground, ready to land;
you can even see Bill a the controls and the
Doradan military markings that have been added
to thetail ascamouflage. Then the plane bobbles,
one wing almost catching the ground. Bill
straightens it out and touches down. "I wonder
what that was?" you think. "Crosswind, maybe?"'

Bill taxis close, swings around, ready for take-
df, and stops, enginesidling. Grabbing your stuff,
the four of you run to the door. You clamber
aboard and throw your gear aft. Youll secure it
later. You've got to take df quickly in case the
plane was spotted.

"All set, Billl" you shout There's no answer
from the cockpit. You look a Matt questioningiy.
He shrugs his shoulders. You run into the cockpit
Bill is s umped over thewheel. He's not breathing!
"Mat!" you shout. He races in after you.

Turn to page 12.
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Maybe Matt is right Maybe waiting for another
haf hour would be too risky.

"OK! Let's get out of here," you tdl him. "No
telling when that plane will get here—look at
those clouds. But where do we go when we get
back to town, Matt?'

Matt gathers up two canvas sacks filled with
personal belongings and severad Doradan military
manuals and maps that Mimla and Haven have
stolen. He shouldersthe packs, and then looks at
the clouds for a few seconds.

"Not much of a choice," he says. "Back to my
friend Julio's place. It's so close to the secret po-
lice headquarters that they'll never look for us
there."

You nod in agreement, but in the bottom of
your stomach you fed knots of fear at the very
mention of the Doradan Secret Police. You'd re-
dly like to be as far away from them as possible.

Later that afternoon, you are dl in the living
room of Julio's thick-walled adobe house in the
middle of downtown Albuquerque. From the
front window you can see the stark outline of
the giass-and-concrete modern building that is
Doradan Secret Police Headquarters. Two armed
men wearing desert camouflage uniforms
stand—feet apart, laser guns a the ready—sur-
veying every person who passes by.

Go on to the next page.
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Mimla is gtting in the far corner of the living
room ligening intently to a transistor radio. She
looks up.

"The plane is down. The Doradans got it over
Santa Fe. | hope the pilot doesn't know much—
but maybe he's dead.” Haven cringes in another
corner, pder than ever. Mait clenches his figt

"We have to get out," you tdl them. "Theyll
be on to us before you know it. |'ve got to get the
Doradan invason plans back to Denver. Any-
body got any ideas?

Mimla rises and waks to the center of the
room. She looks at each one of you.

"l think we should split up. Il go with you,"
she says, garing in your direction. "OK?'

Mett disagrees. He believes that you four
should dtay together and try to make it out of
town on foot. But it's a long way.

If you agree to split up and leave withMimla,
turn to page 19.

If you arguefor staying together,
turn to page 20.
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"Help me with Bill'" Quickly you undo Bill's
seatbelts and ease him out of the seet. Heis pale.
You check his pulse: dmost nothing.

"What's the matter with him?' Matt asks.

"Heart attack, | think. He looks bad.”

"Oh, no," Mt groans. "Now what do we do?'

"Wdl, | have some gdlider training, and I've
flown in one of these before," you say. "I think |
can fly it out of here."

"I've had a litle power-flight training," says
Matt "It sounds like we could do it But maybe
we should just forget the plane and use the truck
to drive out of here? It would keep us on the
ground—the essy way." Matt grins & you. You
gart to gmile back, but you're interrupted by
Mimlds shouts.

"Somebody's coming!"

You look out and spot a telltde dust cloud.

"They're dill away df,' Matt says. "Doradan
troops, probably. Wed better decide what to
do—and quickly, too!"

If you decideto try your skill at piloting the
Windmaster and fly out, turn to page 7.

If you decide to take the truck and risk getting
caught on the ground, turn to page 14.
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"It's too soon to give up. Well wait for the
plane," you tel the others. "Bill probably raninto
bad westher. Anything can happen up there."

Mimla nods. She looks cadm and ready for
anything. But Haven, who's stting in a corner of
the barn, looks ready to jump out of his skin. He
keeps pulling sheets of computer programs out of
his pocket, fumbling through them, and then
suffing them back into his pocket.

You st down in a comfortable spot in the hay.
The sun is shining through a window onto your
lap. It feds good. You watch Haven go through
hisritua. "There's something strange about him,”
you think. Haven looks up from his papers and
flashes you a nervous grin, then goes back to his
Isorting. You close your eyes, lean back, and re-
ax.

The next thing you know, Matt is gently shak-
ing you awake. "Timeto go. The plane is coming
in"

Turnto page9.
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"All right. Thetruck it is, Matt," you say.

"Then let's go!"

You give one last look a Bill, the pilot Youd
like to take him dong—he's been agood friend—
but it's more important that Mimla, Matt, Haven,
and you get avay.

Mat ldt the cockpit with Mimla and Haven.
You grab your kit and sart to leave the Windmas-
ter, but suddenly you have a thought. Quickly
you rad the plane's lockers, throwing everything
that might be wsfu out the door: firg-ad Kkit,
blankets, rope, food, and lagt, the submachine
gun stashed under the pilot's seet. You jump out
of the plane. Matt has seen the things flying out of
the door. He drives the truck to the Windmaster's
sde ad rapidy stows the supplies.

It seems to teke forever, but in two minutes
you're dl loaded into the truck, a 2005 Chevy
Blazer four-whed drive—old, but servicesble.
You head north, toward Turtdia

Turnto page18.






When the plane is stable, you fed an incredible
rush of relief, though you are dso pale and dmost
quessy. Madtt notices ingantly.

"Hey, rdax. You did it! I'l take the controls for
awhile. | can handle it, and you could use alittle
rest."

Graefully you take your hands from the con-
trol gtick. Youll be dl right in a minute or two.

"Those were Doradan troops out there," Matt
says as you dump back in your sest. "l saw them
as we climbed out of there. It's a good thing we
left.”

Go on to the next page.
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"lt sureis," you say, straightening up abit. You
fed much better dready. "I wonder what we
should do now."

"What do you mean? | thought we were flying
out of here."

"We are, but maybe we should circle here for a
while first. I'm aso not sure if we should head
directly for Denver. These clouds around us re-
minded me of the violent weather in these moun-
tains." You are Stting up straight now. Taking has
helped you alot. "Flying in these mountains, and
in what could be bad wesather, is no picnic."

"| get your point,” Matt says. "But we've got a
lot to lose, and we redly haveto try to get Bill to a
doctor. | think we should head to Denver now."

If you decideto follow Matt'sinstincts and fly
straight to Denver, turn to page 23.

If you decideto follow your instinctsand circle
whileyou examinethepossibilities,
turn to page 21.
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"Better get of the road,” Mat suggests. "Keep
to the scrub—therell be less dust that way.
Maybe they'll be so busy with the plane they
won't notice us."

Soon you're out of sight of the barn and the
forlorn-looking Windmaster. The column of dust
from the Doradan troops, if that's who it redly
is—you certainly couldn't gick around to find
out—is much closer.

"l took a good look before we disappeared
over that rise,”" Mat says. "l think they'll be a the
plane in about ten minutes."

Mat is interrupted by a low BA-DOOM!!

"Bazooka-launched rocket," you say. "It must
be the Doradan Secret Police” You shudder at
the thought.

Turn to page 38.
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"Mimlds right,” you say. "Our chances are
much better if we separate. She and | will head
for Santa Fe. | know of a 'safe house' there. We
can meet in two days. OK, Mait?'

"l don't like it. I'm responsible for Mimla, and
the four of us would al be better of together if
there was a fight."

But Mimlaiis firm, and so are you. Mat findly
agrees. Haven remains quiet; he looks scared.

"Here, Mait. This is the location of the 'safe
house.' " You show it to him on a map of down-
town Santa Fe. The "safe house" is just two
blocks west of the main plaza.

You dl shake hands and prepare to leave.

At that very moment there is a knock at the
door—a loud knock!

If you decide to runfor it through the back
door of the house, turn to page 40.

If you decide to wait where you are and
prepare to defend yourselves, turn to page 30.
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You agree with Matt. If the four of you split up,
your chances are no better. You need the protec-
tion of the group; it just makes good sense to
have more eyes and ears.

Mat is aready busy with a map, plotting an
escape route through the Sangre de Cristo Moun-
tains to Denver.

"It's going to be along haul. A very long haul,"
he says.

"Well, at least there's that 'safe house' in Santa
Fethat | wastold about," you say. "We can stop
there before we go into the mountains.”

You and Mimla examine the map aong with
Matt Haven sts quietly, absorbed in thoughts he
shares with no one.

Mimla suggests avoiding the mountains by
going east, heading to Denver by the flaland
route.

"Mim, that's dangerous. | mean redlly dan-
gerous!" you exclam. "Out therein the flaswe'd
be stting ducks from the air."

She nods agreement. "That's exactly it. The
Doradans will expect us to head into the moun-
tains. They'd never think we'd make plans for the
flas But let's not argue. Let's decide and get

going."

If you decide to take the mountain route with
the firg stop in Santa Fe, turn to page 34.

If you decide to take theflatland route,
turn to page 42.
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"Mait, | want to circle here ahit. Let's get used
to the plane and watch the weather for a while."

"OK," he agrees. "But just for a little while."

The plane feds good in your hands. It re-
sponds well to your commands, and soon you
amost forget you're not redly a pilot You are
bothered by the weather, though. The clouds
keep building and look more and more nasty.

"Mat, I'm worried about this weather."

"How so?'

"It looks as if well have to fly by instruments.
We won't be able to see once were in those
clouds. It also looks as if they have violent winds
in them. That could be redly bad. And then
there's the chance of hail, and the plane icing
up. ..

"You make it sound impossible!" says Mait.

"It's not impossible. Just not good.”

"What other choice do we have?'

"We could go back."

"No way," you hear Mimla shout

"l agree," Mat says. "It could be death for
Mimla It could be death for us all."

Go on to the next page.
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Then you have a thought. "1 wonder if we can
get a weather forecast from Dorado.”

"But we break radio slence that way," Matt
says. "They could homein on us and blow us out
of the sky." Haven looks uneasy t this prospect,
and you're not too happy about it ether.

"Stll," you say, "it would give us some infor-
mation. | think | can make up a fake message that
won't give us away."

If you decide to break radio silence and try to
get a weather forecast, turn to page 33.

If you decide to maintain silence and see if you
can come up with another idea,
turn to page 39.
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Timeistoo precious for you to waste it flyingin
cirdes. You mugt get the Doradan invasion plans
to Turtdial You have to get over the mountains
and on to Denver. There is no other way for you,
and Mimla strongly agrees with Mat. She wants
to continue the fight against Doradan brutdity at
any risk.

The cumulus clouds tower about you, and the
plane is bouncing around in the turbulence. You
crane your neck, scanning the sky for some break
in the clouds below you.

It's a tough decision. Should you descend
through the clouds in search of clearer airspace
and face the danger of crashing into a mountain
peak? Or should you climb higher to get over the
clouds and face the danger of running into even
more turbulence?

If you descend, turn to page 37.

If you climb, turn to page 29.
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The plane noses down into a dive again, then
starts spinning wildly. The spin throws Haven df
balance. He goes crashing to one sde of the
cockpit, dazed. You grab for the controls.

The Windmagter levels df. Matt comes running
forward with the rope, with Mimla close behind
him.

"What happened?' Mait yells.

"Tie him up. Quickly." You're busy trying to
gain dtitude.

Just as Matt gets near him, Haven screams and
gtarts flaling his arms. Mat and Mimla can't get
close enough to subdue him. Haven seems ber-
serk; heiswildly hitting the control panel, knock-
ing a switches and dids.

"Stop him!"

Too late! Haven hit the tranamit switch on the
transponder. The plane is now broadcasting a
sgnd that reports its location. Doradan pursuit
planes are probably homing in on you right now.

Turn to page 26.
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Mat gets in a punch and Haven goes down.

Matt and Mimla truss him up like a chicken in a
matter of seconds. He should be no more trouble
now.
Just as Haven is knocked down you reach for
the transponder to turn it df, but instead you pull
your hand away again. The Doradans would
think it very strange if your transponder suddenly
went df the arr.

Your father has taught you some Doradan
codes. You could try to feke it by inventing afase
ID and secret mission. Or you could turn df the
transponder as you firg planned and try to hide
in the clouds.

If you flick off the transponder and head for the
clouds, turn to page 102.

If you try tofakeit, pick up the mike and
turn to page 52.
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Teos it is. It's near the Turtalian-Doradan
border, and you want to get out of this tur-
bulence. You do a rough cdculation based on
your last-known position, your airspeed, the wind
speed and direction, and your own gut feding of
where you are. You figure that you're probably
right over Taos at this very moment.

According to the last reports, the Taos regime
has remained independent. Taos is free of Do-
radan control except for an occasiona military
patrol to prevent the Pueblos from becoming ac-
tir\]/ely hogtile to the Doradans. Mimla will be sife
there.

You fed good about this decison, and you dip
through the clouds until the outline of mountains
and valey and desert floor appear beow you.

Thelanding istricky but possible. Deep in your
memory is al the flight instruction you had from
your father: "Set up your approach. Don't drop
your airspeedtoorapidly or you'll stall. Don't be
low and slow. Flare at theright timeto spill air,
gnd create a planned stall just as you touch

own."

Turn to page 66.
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It looks rough above, but you'd rather face
turbulence than the terror of hitting some cloud-
covered mountain peak. The Windmaster re-
sponds nicely to your control movements,
making a spiraling dimb through the cloud white-
ness. For severa moments you enjoy the sheer
pleasure of flying, remembering camer days
when your dad sat behind you in a deek, orange
fS|'Nih[$-bu”t sailplane teaching you the freedom of

ight.

Suddenly you top out above the clouds in
bright sunlight that immediately warmsthe cabin.

"Not bad! Boy, | hope the whole flight is like
this," Matt exclams.

"Well, let'sjust hope that we can get back down
through these clouds when we reach Denver.
That's when Bill would have helped the most.”

Mimla has been quiet, but she suddenly

s.

"Look! Look!"

She points to the two o'clock position. You can
see three patrol planes out the window. Sunlight
glints df the bright green and blue markings of
Dorado emblazoned on their wings.

Turn to page 47.
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Mimla raises a finger to her lips at the sound of
the knock. Haven cringes in the corner asif he's
trying to look like a piece of furniture. You, Matt,
and Mimla load the weapons Julio has hidden in
his house—old M-16s Ieft over from territorid
wars and colonial conflicts of the 1980s and '90s.
You push the selector lever to automatic fire

Once again the knock reverberates through the
house. Then you hear a fant voice.

"Amigos. Misamigos, do not beafrad. Itisme,
Julio. Open . . . open, please."

You glance a your watch. It is aimost five
oclock, a dangerous hour: the Doradan rulers
have set a five o'clock curfew for the lagt three
years. Anyone seen on the street between five
P.M. and sx A.M. can be shot on sight To the
Doradan troopers of the Elite Squad, shooting
people out on the streets is a game.

"Amigos, let mein, please."

Julio hasn't used the code knock—three short,
one long, two short. Your watch reads 4:58.

If you open the door, turn to page 56.

If you ask for the special knock,
turn to page 114.
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You pick up the microphone. "Cdling any Tur-
talian base. Repeat, any Turtdian base. Wearein
trouble. Need help in landing our plane. The pilot
is unconscious, perhaps dead. Repeat, SOS.
Anybody out there?'

For several tense moments you strain your
ears, waiting for a response. Then it comes.

"Turtdian advance base to arcraft in trouble.
Head out on a course of forty degrees northesst,
altitude fourteen thousand feet. Air speed of one
hundred knots. We will pick you up and guide
you home."

Matt daps you on the back. "Sounds good.
Well make it!"

Then the radio comes to life again.

"Windmaster in trouble. Weread you. Thisisa
Turtdian base. We will send escort craft to pick
you up and guide you in. Maintain present alti-
tude, circle, and leave your transponder on. Help
is on the way."

"W, therewe are," Mait says. "Two answers.
Which one is red? One of them has to be the
Doradans."

If you follow thefirst set of instructions,
turn to page 69.

If you follow the second set, turn to page 84.
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You're sure you can break radio silence and
not be recognized. As you pick up the mike to
radic(;for aweather forecast, Haven becomes hys-
terica.

"We'reall goingtodie!" heshrieks. Herepeats
it, camly this time, almost in a monotone:
"Were—al—going—to—die"

Then he lunges for the controls!

The Windmaster starts to dive as you try to
fend him df. Mat and Mimla grab Haven and
pul him away. He shakes them df and then
crouches in a corner of the cabin near Bill's un-
conscious form. Haven is breathing rapidly; his
eyesare glazed. You pull the plane out of its dive
justin time.

"What do we do now?' Mait asks in a low
voaice, jerking his head toward Haven.

You give Haven a quick glance.

He looks better. His breathing is quieter and
lesslabored, and thereis some color coming back
into his cheeks. But you suspect he could blow
again at any moment. You decide you'd better tie
Haven up.

You signd Mait, and he goes df to get some
rope. Without warning, Haven jumps for the con-
trols again. You try to knock him away, but his
craziness seems to give him superhuman
strength. He is winning!

Turn to page 24.
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You argue gtrongly for the mountain route.
Your argument that there will be friendly guerrilla
groups and partisans in the hills is what wins the
decision. Now it's up to you to lead the escape.

"We haven't got much time. The patrolswill be
al over now that they have our escape plane
down. They'll search the area around the airdtrip
and north of there. Well actually be behind
them—that is, unless they figure out that we came
back into town."

You keep an eye on the building across the
street. Thereisalot of activity—jeeps, jitneys, and
an occasiona gf car coming and going. Then
you see them: two men in their early sixties. One
is grotesquely fa, with triple chins and bulging
eyes. Diamond rings punctuate his stubby fingers.

The other man is trim and short, dressed in a
well-tailored uniform without inggnia of any kind.
You recognize him. He'sthe head of the Doradan
Secret Palice, and he is walking across the street
toward your hideout!

Turn to page 45.
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Thelanding strip at Taosistoorisky, you argue.
Meatt finaly agrees that you should avoid it. You
dill haven't solved your problems, however: the
turbulence in the clouds you're flying through
could rip a wing df the Windmadter.

"Hey, Matt," you say. "What's your guess on
how far it is to the West Coast?'

Mat pores over the charts. Haven peers up
from his doodling. He looks anxious, as usual.
"Cdifornia is not safe. | know it is not a safe
place.”

You and Mat exchange glances. He answers,
"| don't agree. Cdifornia isn't controlled by any
group. We stand as good a chance of making it
there as anywhere."

You nod agreement. Mimla disagrees. She
grips Matt by the arm and says, "I have reason to
believe that Haven is right Cdifornia isn't safe.
Let's put the plane down here in Taos."

Matt is uncomfortable. After dl, he was en-
trusted to accompany Mimla and help her escape
to Turtdia

Turnto page 67.
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You're not sure you can handle the motor-
glider in turbulence. You push the control column
forward, sending the Windmaster into a steep
dive through the clouds. You kick the rudder
pedals hard and sdedip down to thirteen thou-
sand feet before levding of.

You're in luck. The cloud cover ends abruptly,
and at last you have enough visbility and room to
fly in. Mountains surround you, and you weave
around them. The air currents are tricky; the rock
faces and tree-covered dopes seem too close for
comfort

"Any suggestions, Mait?' you ask. "l haven't
the fantest idea where we are."

Matt shakes his head.

"No, we're up againgt it We could radio to the
Turtdians for help.”

"Yes, but that's dangerous. The Doradans
could beam in on us, and then it's dl over."

If you radio for Turtalian help, turnto page 32.

If you continue on, using your intuition,
turn to page 51.
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The sound of the explosion finaly stops echo-
ing in the hills. "Wéll, they must have gotten the
plane as soon asthey could seeit," Mat says after
a pause.

"l wonder if they've seen us?" you ask nobody
in particular.

"No way of tdling," Mait answers. He glances
around the truck. Mimla looks alert and ready to
do whatever is necessary. Haven looks so pale
that he might pass out at any time.

"We have to decide what to do."

"And with no information,” Mimla adds. "I
wish we knew if they'd spotted us, or assumed we
were in the plane, or if they've cdled in search
planes, or..."

"Wait a minute, hold on," you say. "It doesn't
make any difference. We have to get out of here,
no matter what. We have two waysto travel now:
in the Blazer or on foot The Blazer is fagter, but
it's easier for them to spot. Walking is dower, but
it's easier for usto hide." You bang the steering
wheel with your hands. "I wish | knew which one
to choose.”

"Got acoin?' Mt askswith a smile.

If you decide to abandon the Blazer and head
out on foot, turn to page 43.

If you decide to keep going in the Blazer,
turn to page 48.
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You redize that afake radio messageisjust the
sort of dipup the secret police are on the lookout
for now, and you decide to keep radio silence.
This is dangerous, because you redly need as
much help asyou can get with thisplane. Theair
has gotten bumpy, and flying takes dl your con-
centration.

Mat has found a map case with a sectiond
flight map of the region you're in.

"Look at thisl" hecries. "There'san emergency
strip just a little north of Taos. Let's head for it."

You take a quick glance, just enough to see that
the dtrip is nestled in the region close to Kachina
Peak. It could be tough making that approach in
clouds. One big mistake and WHAMMO!

If you decide to land at the abandoned strip in
Taos, turn to page 27.

I1f you decide to keep on flying in the general
direction of Denver, turn to page 36.
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"Let's get out of here. Come on, Mimlg" you
whisper.

You dl dash for the back door. Matt getsto it
first and opens it. He dicks his head out, then
whispers:

"All dlear. Come on."

The door leads out onto a back aley that winds
through a maze of streets and behind stores, of
fice buildings, and a few large apartment build-
ings.

As you enter the dley you redize Haven isn't
with you.

"Hey, where's Haven?' You look around.
Mimla and Matt shake their heads.

"We can't leave him."

Meatt looks disgusted. "Don't bother looking for
him. We can't waste the time. Hell have to fend
for imsf. Let's go."

If you go back to look for Haven,
turn to page 97.

If you go on and leave Haven behind,
turn to page 55.
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The flatland route seems best, but Albuquer-
que's curfew has begun, and you must wait until
morning to start. The night passes very dowly,
punctuated by the occasional sounds of gunfire.
Findly dawn spreads across the eastern <ky.

The curfew ends a six A.M. Your plan is to
leave immediately, disguised as Doradan militia
ready for your weekly training. In Dorado dl the
citizens must serve in the militia, although only
regular military have weapons. The training takes
place each day, and the day of your training is
assigned by lottery. ID cards are issued to dl
Doradans—complete with physical description,
date of birth, and a number, from one to seven,
indicating your training day.

Julio has a stock of militia uniforms, and he has
been busy most of the night preparing your 1D
cards, dl with the number four in the upper right
It is not easy work. The Doradans will shoot first
and ask questions later if they suspect the IDsare
phony ones.

"All set?' Mat asks. "Well go singly to the
sguare and then group up and take a jitney as
though we were heading for a training site."

Turn to page 54.
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"Let's get going on foot," you say. "It's dower,
but safer.”

You turn the Blazer down a gully and park it
under an overhang. It's well hidden there.

Quickly the four of you gather everything use-
fu out of the truck and start to make manageable
bundlesout of it. Matt grabs the submachine gun.
"I'm a first-class marksman," he says without
bragging.

"Let's hope it won't come to that."

You finish tucking your gear into your
makeshift pack and stand up. Matt is dmost done
with his, and you turn to check how Mimla and
Haven are doing.

Mimla is nearly finished as well, but you don't
see Haven.

You turn around in a cirdle. "Matt, where's
Haven?' you ask.

Mat lifts his head. "Dunno. He was here a
minute ago. Maybe he's in the bushes."

The three of you search for severd minutes,
but you don't find Haven.

Turn to page 46.
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Haven struggles againgt Matt, but he is too
weak. Mat searches him and finds a Doradan
Secret Police ID card hidden in his clothing.

Atsx PM. sharpthereisatap on the back door.
You open it There is no time to dday now. The
head of the secret police motions to a govern-
ment limousine pulled up to the door. You dl get
in, putting Haven—tied and gagged—in the
trunk, and he drives you df into the night to afud
supply depot on the outskirts of town. There you,
Mimla, and Matt are hidden in a special section of
a sixteen-whed ail tanke—and you're dof for
Santa Fe, the mountains, and Denver.

Haven has been taken away by two men in
blue coverdls. He will be jailed.

The adventure is over, for now.

The End
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You are so frightened that you can't even
speak. You motion to the othersto be quiet The
fa man gets into a car and roars df, leaving a
cloud of fumes behind.

The other man walks directly to the door of
Julio's house. He stops, pulls out a cigarette, lights
it, and drops the pack in front of the door. He
examines the door asif looking at an art work in a
museum and stoops to tie his shoelace—which is
aready tied. Then he speaks in a voice that's
amost a whisper.

"Read the message in the cigarette pack.
NAMASTE!"

You amogt collapse from fear and surprise.
Namaste is the Turtdian code word given to you
by your father to identify agents. No one knows it
b:é you and top-secret Turtdian agents in Do-
rado.

Can you trust the head of the secret police? Is
he redly an agent of Turtdia—or did he get the
code word Namaste by torturing one of your
people?

If you decide to trust him and open the door to
pick up the cigarette pack, turn to page 60,

If not, turn to page 40.
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"He must have run away," Matt says.

"But why?' you and Mimla ask together.

"Scared, maybe? People do funny things when
they're frightened."

"Wel, what do we do now? We need those
computer codes he's got Do we look for him or
leave him?" Your question hangsin the dry desert
ar.

If you decide to abandon Haven,
turn to page 79.

If you search for Haven, turn to page 112.
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"Wow! Where did they come from? How did
they know we were here?' Matt scans the sky
with binoculars. "Those are prop planes.”

They're not very fagt, but they're fagt enough.
"What do you think, Mat—Mimla? Have they
seen us?' you ask.

"No, not yet, but they will a any moment,"
Matt answers. "What are our chances if we run
for it?"

You estimate that your distance from the patrol
planesis a little over Sx miles. You are hovering
right above the cloud cover. Thewind iswith you,
and with engines at full-throttle, you could reach
an airspeed of 150 knots.

If you run for it, you could crossinto Turtdian
airspace, but the patrol planes will probably fal-
low anyway. If you duck back into the clouds,
they will just cirde around until you come out

again.

If you decide to runfor it, turn to page 53.

If you duck back into the clouds,
turn to page 50.
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"Look, if we stay with the Blazer we can get
farther away," says Mimla. "They probably won't
spot us before we spot them. If they do, we can
leave the truck then."

"Good thinking, Mimla Matt, check out those
mapsin the glove compartment, and find the best
route. Haven, keep an eye out for the Doradans.”
Then you have second thoughts. "Mimla, you
keep a lookout, too."

You concentrate on driving. It's tough work.
You have to detour around the large trees and the
cacti, and keep your speed up. At the same time,
you're looking in the rearview mirror, watching
the dust cloud the truck kicks up and trying to
keep it as gmal as possible. The dust cloud is
what could draw the attention of the Doradan
Secret Police—unlessthey spot the truck from the
ar.

Matt keeps looking up from the maps spread
on his knees to check his bearings and the lay of
the land.

"We're pretty exposed where we are," he says
findly. "Ther€'s not much in the way of hiding
places. To the northwest the terrain gets a little
better, but it's not the direction we want to go—
thgt direction is blocked by the Continental Di-
vide."

"What about going over the divide?' you ask.

"There's only one pass that's close. How's this
for a name: Satan Pass?'

Go on to the next page.
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"Sounds gridy," you answer.

"The road's probably in gridy shape, too. We
could dso stay west of the divide and drive paral-
Id toit. The only trouble is we'd be exposed on
the road."

"Isthat Highway fifty-9x?" Y ou've been sneak-
ing glances at the maps.

"Wes"

"Wait a minute," Mimla says. "So far we have
no reason to think that the secret police know
we're here or that we're driving a Blazer. If we
take the highway welll just look like an ordinary
truck. And we can have three pairs of eyeson the
lookout."

"Sounds OK, Mimla" you respond, "but
there's good cover up in Satan Pass, we'd be hard
to spot there. 1t dso won't seem like the direction
that we'd choose to go in—and if the police are
looking for us, they probably won't check it out.”

If you decide to head over Satan Pass,
turn to page 82.

If you decide to stay west of the divide and try
Highway 56, turn to page 88.
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"That'sit. Back into the clouds. No way can we
outrun those planes.”

The Windmaster bumps severd times in the
turbulence. Then you are hidden by the white
cloud vapor.

The radio comes to life

"This is Turtdian Free Land radio base. We
have you on our radar. ldentify yoursdf with
proper code."

Safety! But only if you use the proper codes.
You find the identification codesin asmal canvas
pouch aong with the flight maps and charts.
They are to be used only in emergencies. Surely
thisisone.

Turn to page 92.
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Using the radio would be too risky. You con-
tinue to navigate by instinct Once again you
enter the cloud cover, circle brigfly until you spot
another opening, and descend into clear space.
And once again luck is with you; the area is
relaively open.

"Look! Look to the left. See? Down there! It
looks like alanding strip,” cries Mimla

"| think you're right, Mimla Good eyes. Let's
try it"

Your heart thumping and your hands clammy
on the whedl, you descend toward the isolated
emergency landing strip.

Turn to page 71.



52

You pick up the microphone and begin broad-
cadting to the Doradans.

"Gallup Base. Thisis misson Y-niner. We are
initigting phase number three. Over."

Mait looks questioningly at you. You'd like to
explain what you're doing, but you can't take the
time right now. You are thinking furioudy and
waiting for a Doradan response to your transmis-
son. You wave Mt to be quiet.

"Y-niner. This is Gdlup Base. Who the devil
are you? Over."

"Gallup Base. Code One, please. Repeat,
Code One. Authorization zebra-ddta-baker-five.
Over."

There is a light film of sweat on your forehead.
If your fether's code information is correct, you
have told Galup Base you are in the middle of a
Secret reconnaissance misson with the highest of
Doradan security priorities. Right now there
should be a mad scramble at Gallup Base while
codes are being checked and . . . there is a
crackle from the radio:

"Y-niner. Please stand by. Over."

"Uh-oh," you think. Either you've blown the
code or the Doradans are so disorganized that
they need time to figure it out.

Turn to page 58.
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"OK, well run for it. Those three planes will
never get us." You hope you're right.

You open the throttles wide and head for Den-
ver.
Suddenly, right ahead of you, there is one
more plane bearing the green and blue Doradan
squares. Your Windmaster is wreathed in a halo
of tracer bullets. Your last thought is, "Why can't
the world be peaceful ?'

The End
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Clutching your phony IDs, the four of you line
up at Julio's back door. Youll be leaving at four-
minute intervals.

You wish your companions good luck. Matt
walks out firs—strong, tough-looking, confident.
He scowls alittle to complete the picture of aloyd
Doradan militiaman who hopes to make it into
the full-ime militay—a highly-paid dite group
with specid privileges and rights.

Next is Mimla, who has been waiting camly.
She too walks out confidently, turns the corner a
the end of the dley, and disappears. Now it's
Haven's turn. He hesitates, fidgeting with the
sand-colored gun belt around his waist.

"| can't do it. They'll catch me. | can't do it!"

You grab him by the arm and push him
through the door.

"Yes you can. I'm with you."

You amost have to support him as the two of
you move down the dark aley toward the corner
that will put you right in front of Doradan Secret
Police Headquarters. You don't like this one bit
Haven is trembling, ashen-faced, and unsteady
on his feet He could break at any moment Just
one look from some tough Doradan and it might
be dl over.

Turn to page 94.
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In this kind of game, it's each for himsdf. You
can't go back to look for Haven. You're carrying
the plans of the Doradan invasion; Mimlds the
head of the resistance. The stakes are bigger than
one person.

You give alast look back at the open doorway.
Then you, Matt, and Mimla dash down the a-
ley and make for the first open door in the
seventeen-story apartment building opposite.
You run in and find yourselves in a parking ga-
rage. Matt locks the door. The cement floor is dry
and gritty under your shoes. You fed as if the
whole world can hear every step you take.

There are about twenty carsin the garage. The
parking attendant is an old man who is dozing in
a cubide His TV s is on—tuned to the only
station, Doradan government TV—and the
sound covers your approach. You have no trou-
ble overcoming him and tying him up. He amiles
weakly at you and flashes the victory Sgn as you
grab a st of keys from a rack over his head
Minutes later you, Mimla, and Mat arein atwo-
door, slver-colored Japanese sedan. It's an old
car but ill in good shape.

You pull out of the garage and head north
toward Santa Fe and freedom.

"Wed be home tonight,” you say, and you
know you're right

The End
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You take a chance on it redly being Julio.

"Cover me, Mat. I'll open the door on three."

You edge up to the door and count in a voice
just loud enough for the others in the room to
hear you:

"One...two...three"

On three you shove the heavy wooden door
forward. It groanson itsiron hinges. A bolt of late
afternoon sun pierces the semigloom of the
room. Julio dips in and dams the door behind
him. He leans againgt the door grinning at the
four of you.

"Sorry, but | didn't have much time. Those
monkeys in the uniforms shoot poorly, but with
my luck, who knows?'

"OK, OK, Julio. What news have you brought
us?' you ask.

Julio twidts his hat in his hands, a somber ex-
pression on his face. You know before he speaks
that the news is bad.

"Senorita Mimla, it is with the greatest sadness
that | must inform you of the capture of your two
cousins.”

Julio nods in the direction of the secret police
headquarters across the street Mimla shudders.
Matt goes to her and grips her hand.

"Those men were our best, our very best,"
Mimla gasps. "How did they get them? There
must be an informer. First they got Matt and me,
now my cousing!"

Turnto page 77.
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It seems to be taking the Doradans forever to
respond. You turn to Matt.

"Did you know you're flying with your fingers
crossed?' he asks.

"Yes, and I'm keeping them that way." You fill
Matt in on what you're doing.

"l hope it works. What do we do if it doesn't?"

"l don't know," you answer. "I don't know."

The radio crackles. "Y-niner. This is Galup
Base. Change heading to one-one-seven. Re-
peat, one-one-seven. Authorization override
baker-five. Do you copy?'

"What does that mean?' Matt asks.

"Not sure. They want us to change our course,
but the code and authorizetion | gave them for
our misson should have had such priority that
they couldn't do that."

"What's 'authorization override baker-five?'

"That's what worries me. I've never heard of it.
It leavestwo possihilities. One: it'sareal codeand
Turtdian intelligence doesn't know about it. Two:
it's as fake as our ID and they know it but hope
we don't."

"What do we do?' says Mat.

"Good question. Either we change heading,
theway they told usto, and keep on faking it—or
we run for it. There are no chase planesin sight.
We might make it"

The radio crackles again.

"Y-niner. Do you copy course change?'

If you decide to change your heading,
turn to page 62.

If you runfor it, turn to page 63.
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"It's worth atry. I'm going to open the door,"
you .

You move to the door. Just asyou reach for the
latch, Haven leaps across the room and grabs
you.

"No, no! Don't! It'satrick. It'satrick. Well dl
be killed."

You look a Haven, then Mimla, and findly a
Matt. Haven is shaking, holding on to your arm.

"Please don't I'll find away out for us. 'l find
away out.”

Haven's words surprise everyone. He has a-
ways been so quiet.

Outside the light is growing dimmer. Soon it
will be time for curfew.

If you open the door to retrieve the cigarette
pack, turn to page 98.

If you follow Haven's advice and ignore the
message fromthe Doradan Secret Police chief,
turn to page 72.



You dl agreethat there is something suspicious
about the unguarded jeep. You head df on foot
into the flatland. The sun climbs high into the sky,
and the arid land shimmers. There are days of
long, hard waking ahead. It will probably be
better to travel at night.

Good luck!

The End
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"Gdlup Base, thisis Y-niner. We copy and are
changing course to one-one-seven.”

You kick the rudder pedals and bring the con-
trol column over to theright. The numbers on the
compass flash by: 80-90-100-110. You dart to
level df and steady in on your new course of 117
degrees.

"l don't like this," Matt says. "l fed unessy.
Can we do anything €se?'

"Not now," you dgh as you point to the Do-
radan chase planes flanking you.

The fighter planes escort you to a amdl Do-
radan military arfidd.

Once or twice en route you think you sy a
good escape route, but you don't try it The
fighter planes carry heat-seeking missles that are
capable of blowing you to hits.

When you land, Bill is taken away in an am-
bulance. You are arrested and taken away for
trid—in ayear or two—as escapees from glorious
"totditarian freedom."

The End
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Run for it! It seems like the best thing to do.
You flick df the transponder but leave the radio
on.

The sky isfilled with clouds, and there is an
especidly large one near your plane. The radio
crackles on.

"Y-niner. Come in, Y-niner. This is Galup
Base. Code nine. Code nine. Comein, Y-niner.
This is Galup Base. Sr, they're not ..." The
radio cuts out. You're surrounded by silence and
the white cloud.

"There should be planes here any minute. Let's
hope they don't find us."

Then you have an ideal You have been watch-
ing the variometer since you entered the cloud.
The instrument has shown large masses of stead-
ily rising air. Quickly you start flying the Wind-
master in atight circle and turn the engines df.

"What? Are you crazy?' Mat ydls.

"Hang on. Cam down. This plane has a glide
retio of twenty to one. | don't know if we can
climb, but we should be able to maintain our
dtitude. The wind will cool df the exhaustsin a
fev minutes. They won't find us unless they
blunder right into us."

"l hope you're right," Mait says in a doubtful
tone.

"Me, too."

Go on to the next page.
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You are right The Windmaster is holding her
dtitude, perhaps even climhing a few feet every
turn. With your eye on the instruments, you start
flipping the radio through the broadcast bands.

"Search Leader to base, negative sighting.”

"That's them!" you whisper to Mait. You're not
sure why you're whispering. They couldn't hear
you even if you opened awindow and shouted at
the top of your lungs.

"Base to Search Leader, continue search.”

"Search Leader to Search One, check that
cloud."

You turn to Mait and hold up one hand; your
fingers are crossed. Mait holds up both his hands
with a grin; all his fingers are crossed.

A couple of minutes pass, then:

"Search One to Search Leader, negative. Watt!
I've got them sighted, just below me!"

You gulp hard and franticdly search the sky.
The cloud has thinned out a bit above you, and
you catch a glimpse of a Doradan fighter. Then
the cloud thickens again.

"Search Leader to Search One. Climb hard.
Missle away. Fire!"

Turn to page 107.
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You wish this landing were just a practice one
with your dad. But thisoneisdl yours, and it's for
red.

Just as quickly as the clouds break up they
come back. You start to panic as you approach
the airgtrip.

Hold on. Bank. Kidk the starboard pedal. Push
the gick dightly forward and move it to the star-
board. Ease in more power. Watch the atimeter!
Careful! Careful!

The clouds break. You are just south of the
strip, about 1,000 feet above it. You go into the
find approach, release flgps, and keep your air-
speed near 100 knots.

Touchdown! The rubber tires squeak, then roll
on the bumpy surface.

Perfect landing.

The Pueblo Indians in the area welcome you.
They give you shelter and food and take care of
the d9ck pilot. In the spring, when the snowpack
melts, you will cross the mountain passes on your
way to Denver.

WEell done. Congratulations!

The End



6/

You override Mimlds desire to put down in
Teos. After dl, you're the pilot and in command.
This time your decison remains firm, and the
Windmaster heads west. You have enough gas
for your estimated time of ariva into the Los
Angeles area, and the weather improves after just
forty minutes of flying away from Taos.

"Not bad! Well makeit OK." You sound cheer-
fu and encouraging, but no one elsein the plane
is smiling. Mimla looks furious, Haven keeps
doodling, and Matt stares out at the skyline.

"Turn up the radio will you, Mat? We're get-
ting something."

Matt fiddies with the tuning and volume dids
There isthe usua snap and pop. Then the signd
becomes clear—too clear. It is a string of battle
commands from ground troops and helicopter
strike-forces. There seem to be well-armed
gangs, probably former soldiers, operating in the
entire Los Angeles area.

Youll reach the L.A. zonein lessthan an hour.
Maybe it's the wrong place to land. Perhaps you
should head north toward what's left of San Fran-
cisco. It is supposedly devastated by fire and
bombing, but it might sill be sdfer.

If you go on toward Los Angeles,
turn to page 101.

If you head north toward San Francisco,
turn to page 103.
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"I'm not leaving," you say firmly. "Firg of al,
someone has to take care of Bill; second, it's
nonsense to leave. We have a better chance to be
found here than if we are wandering around like
jackrabbits in the wilderness. You go if you
want."

Mimla sneers at you, and Matt shrugs his shoul-
ders. "Wdl, I'm with her—but you're probably
right Good luck. Godspeed.”

Haven joins them. The three of them start of,
and soon they're logt to sght.

You build a fire from dried pinon branches.
The smoke smdls good. At the end of the second
day, Bill suddenly trembles convulsively and then
lies back, quiet. He is dead.

You run out of food. The days merge into each
other. Hallucinations of friends, warm sunny
beaches, and sumptuous meds fill your waking
hours. You drift in soft waves of warmth and cold.
One afternoon you hear voices, but you're sure
they're only more hdlucinations.

They arenot! It isaTurtdian rescue party. You
are saved.

The End
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Thefirst st of indructions gave a40° NE com-
pass heading, which is about right for the Denver
area. Besides that, the second set identified you
as aWindmagter. Only the Doradans are search-
ing for your Windmaster; the Turtdians at centrd
command are keeping the misson a secret. A
Turtdian base receiving your message wouldn't
know what arcraft you were in.

You swing out on the 40° NE heading, climb to
14,000 feat, and head homeward. Constant
guidance from the Turtdian base brings you
sddy over the mountains. Occasiondly you see
the pesks of the Rockies dicking through the
gauzy clouds.

Once you are over the mountains, you are
directed to begin a shdlow descent to the arfidd
a Denver. The cloud cover is deep and you enter
a slent world of whiteness. It seems like a long
dream as you dip through the clouds.

Turn to page 74.
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The landing happens before you can think
about it. The Windmaster is down on the scrubby,
short, mountain airstrip, bumping violently. The
landing gear on the starboard side rips df, and
the plane spins in a cloud of dust and dry snow.
Thereis a horrible ripping noise as the &ft section
twists like a piece of paper, jamming the door.

Then there is silence. You quickly hit the
switches and cut the ignition to prevent the Wind-
master from catching fire. The canopy over the
cockpit is jammed too, but Matt—his adrenaine
lending him tremendous strength—smashes the
catch and forces the Plexiglas plastic bubble
open. Cold wind greets you as you dl scramble
out, dragging Bill with you.

Minutes later you are dl huddled in a
ramshackle cabin beside the drip. It can barely
keep the wind out, but at least you're on the
ground and in one piece.

Mimla takes charge.

"Mat, you and Haven gather brush and cover
the plane. Otherwise the Doradanswill spot it the
minute the weather clears. Cover up the landing
marks in the snow too."

She turns to you.

"Weve got a serious decision to make."

Turn to page 76.
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You dl agree with Haven not to risk the chance
of capture by opening the door. It'stime to leave
even if it's close to curfew. You Solit up and take
df in different directions in the maze of dleys
behind Julio's house.

Weeks later you, and you alone, succeed in
getting to Denver with the help of resistance
groups in Santa Fe and in the mountains. You
never hear from the others again. You ddliver the
Doradan invasion plans. Later the Turtalian
forces set up ambushes and soundly crush the
Doradan forces.

When Dorado has been liberated, and you
enter Albuguerque along with the Turtdian liber-
ating forces, you are greeted by the thin man
who's head of the secret police. He was a Tur-
tdian agent. The message in the cigarette pack
had said to beware of Haven—he was a double
agent

Now begins the hard, but hopeful, task of
building a new democratic state in what was once
Dorado and is now part of Turtdia

The End
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Going straight to Denver may not be impossi-
ble, but you don't want to press your luck. Santa
Fe looks like a better bet right now.

You gather everything useful from the Blazer
and divide it into manageable bundles. Matt
covers the truck with some brush.

The road over the pass and down the other
side is easy for walking. You don't think the truck
would have made it much farther anyway.

Severd times you have to hide in the bushes
from Doradan patrals, but you eventualy make it
to your "safe house" in Santa Fe.

Max, your contact in SantaFe, is disappointed
that you didn't make it to Denver, but he's happy
you're not dead. As he putsit, "Hey, you didn't
make your escape—but at least you're dive to try

again.”
The End
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You break out of the clouds at about 8,000 fest
above the argrip.

"This is ground control. We have you on visua,
Windmagter. Circle once, gear down, airspeed
one hundred ten knots, angle of descent about
thirty degrees. Easy now. Watch it, your starboard
wing is low. That's it. Ease back a bit. Keep it
coming. You're doing fine, just fine. Ease back on
the gtick. Hare a bit more. OK, you got it. Pump
the brakes. A bit more. Let her run it out. Keep it
on the ground.”

"Well done!"

A jeep scoots out onto the grip with three
people in it. One of them is your dad.

"Congratulationd" hecries. "Youmadeit. | see
you have Mimla sfe and sound. - Hey, who is
this?'

Haven makes a duck for it, but he's grabbed by
two heavily armed soldiers.

"Weve heard about you, Haven," your dad
systo him. "Youre a goy. Well trade you for
one of ours."

You, Matt, and Mimla are taken to Turtdian
headquarters where you are debriefed about the
Doradan invasion plans. Mimla can hardly wait to
begin sdting up a new network of fresdom fight-
ersin Dorado. For now, you are dl sfe and well.

The End
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You know that as well as she does. You nod,
waiting for her next sentence.

"The problem, of course, isthat the pilot can't
travel—and we must get out of here."

You look a Mimla and then at Bill, who is
slumped in the comer of the dilapidated cabin: he
isobvioudy in bad shape. Thereisno way hecan
wak out.

"What do you suggest, Mimla?'

i She looks straight at you, her eyes levd and
irm.

"That we leave him here with what supplieswe
have and hope we can get back to him soon
enough to save him."

You don't know what to say. It will probably be
a death sentence for him.

g Y?]ur choice now redly is between life and
eath.

Should you leave Bill behind? If so,
turn to page 106.

Should you stay with Bill and let the others go?
If so, turn to page 68.
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Matt tries to cddm Mimla, but she continues.

"They seem to know our every move. There
must be a spy here."

"Who would do it, Mimla? Those Doradans are
mad. They're killers, crooks. Who would work for
them?' you ask.

Mimla shakes her head and amost shrieks.

"That's the point! They corrupt people with
money and power. They buy people's souls with
it"

Whoisthetraitor?

You look a Mait. No, it just couldn't be Mait.
Julio? No, he's been risking his life for years hid-
ing resistance people. Haven, then? You look at
him, ashen-faced and cowering in the corner. He
couldn't have the guts to play adouble agent. Yet
who knows?

Matt, meanwhile, has been looking at you.
After dl, you are the newcomer to the group.

At any rate, it's time to leave. Staying where
you are now is suicide. The Doradans are proba-
bly watching you this very minute.

Turn to page 99.
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"No good, Haven. They might be on to your
friend. Well have to make it on our own," you

sy.

The night passes dowly. In the early dawn light
you dip one-by-one, at four-minute intervals, into
the dley behind the house. Matt is dressed like an
old woman and Mimlais wearing the jump suit of
aDoradan soldier captured in an earlier raid. You
are wearing what you had on—jeans, shirt, light
Windbresker jacket Haven decides to stay be-
hind. You can't say you're sorry.

There's abus stop right in front of the Doradan
Secret Police Headquarters, and you dl join the
group of waiting people. It's hard to act normal
when you could be discovered a any minute.
The bus findly comes, though, and the three of
you take separate seats. Later you change buses,
and by noon you'rein Santa Fe. It's amazing, but
there wasn't even one security check.

The "safe house" is safe! Friends welcome
you, Matt, and Mimla The next day you are df
through the mountains to Denver. You know
you'll make it!

The End
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"It's more important that you and Mimla get to
sofety," Mat says. "Haven is on his own. His
computer codes just aren't as important as you
two."

"Let's go, then," you say. You take the impor-
tant duff from Haven's pack—a canteen, spare
matches, some jerky—and then you sat df.

You lead, Mimla follows, and Mait brings up
the rear, stopping now and then to erase your
footprints with a piece of brush he has cut. Stead-
ily you wak away from the Blazer and toward
freedom.

Once a low-flying plane scatters you into hid-
ing.
"Don't look up!" Mait yels as you dart under
the brush. When the sound of the plane recedes
in the distance, you ask Matt why he said that.

"A face shows up clearly from the ar. Much
more clearly than the outline of a person's back.
Always look down when someone is searching
for you from the ar and you don't want to be
You camp for the night in a dark canyon. The
night becomes cold as the sun goes down; you
are glad you have blankets. During the night you
are awakened many times by the sound of planes
overhead, but you are well hidden and you sleep
securely.

Go on to the next page.
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The next day you continue—and so do the arr
searches. Because of them you are forced to ater
your course. You're dill going northward, but you
have to bear west, rather than east—the direction
you want to go.

That night you are tired. The jerky you have for
supper does not sdtisfy you, and you dleep fitfully.

Over bregkfast the next day—more jerky—you
discuss what to do.

"We're being forced to head towards Canyon
de Chdly," Mait says.

"Maybe that's not so bad," you answer.

"Why?" asks Mimla

"Because there are many good hiding places
there. We can hole up for a few days. The
searches will die down and then we can head the
way we want to—toward home and freedom.”

"Sounds good to me," says Mat.

You dl shoulder your bundles and head of.

Late in the day you find yoursdf in different
terrain. The canyons are steeper and deeper.
There is more vegetation. You fed safe—except
for a prickly sensation that you're being watched.
You keep peering around, but you see nobody.
You decide not to tell the others about your
hunch—you don't want to scare them.

That night you camp under a cedar tree. The
night noises of animas are loud. Suddenly they
stop. You hear footsteps approaching.

Turn to page 90.
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Teking Highway 56 seemstoo risky to you, and
Mimla agrees that the pass sounds sfer.

"Get thee behind me, Satan Pass" you sy as
you change your direction and head for the
mountains on your right.

So far there's been no Sgn of Doradan troops.
You wonder if they think that the four of you were
on the plane when they blew it up.

"Say, Matt”

"Hm?' Matt says as he turns away from the
window.

"We gt the engines running on the Windmas-
ter, didn't we?'

Matt thinksaminute. "Yes, | think we did. Indl
the confuson | didn't think to turn them of!

"Neither did I. But ligen to this sy you're a
Doradan. You're checking out a report on spies
escgping by plane. You come over arise. . "

"And the plane is there with its props turning!
You blagt it to pieces before it takes ofl"

"Right! And, of course, everybody on board is
killed before they can get avay." You amile a
Meatt.

"That's us!" He grins back at you.

"What about the truck's tire tracks at the
ranch—and no truck?' you ask.

"Accomplices" Mat answers quickly, "who
dropped the escapees df and then left”

Go on to the next page.
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"Right," you say. "We're home free—and |
don't mean 'totditarian freedom,' ether.”

"Not quite. Weve got to get over those." Matt
pointsto the mountains, now very close. "Andit's
ill along way to Turtdia"

"Besides, the Doradans may dill be with us,"
Haven adds.

"What do you mean?' you ask.

"l mean, they may not have followed your line
of reasoning. They may be looking for this truck.”
Haven sounds convinced that they are.

"Could be, Haven," Mait says.

"You and Mimla better keep your eyes open,”
you tdl Haven. "And you, too, Matt Now that
we're on the road to the pass | don't need your
navigeting."

The higher up you go, the worse the road gets.

"Thispass sure earnsits name if thisroad's any
indication," says Mat.

You grunt your agreement; the road has sud-
denly become a gully, and you're too busy driv-
ing around the boulders to tak.

Suddenly the Blazer gives alurch and the steer-
ing wheel jerks out of your hand.

Turn to page 86.
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You follow the second set of radio ingtructions.

The Doradan base that sent those instructions
directs the patrol planes to your sector, and when
you poke above the clouds they force you back
to the main base near Galup. It's dl over. Haven
grins when the plane lands. He is greeted by the
Doradans as one of theirs.

"What a creep!" you say to Mat and Mimla as
the three of you are handcuffed and driven away
to some unknown fate—certainly not a good one.

The End
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"What happened?' Matt asks as the truck
comes to a halt.

"l think wejust broke atie rod."

You get out to look. Kneding in front of the
truck and peering under, you see that you were
right.

"Well, that does it for the Blazer," Matt says.

"What do we do now?' Haven squesks ner-
voudy.

"Wewdk."

"Where?' Mimla asks.

"Were not far from the pass—about a quarter-
mile)" Matt says. "We go there first and after..."

"After," you continue, "we either go down the
other side, head to the 'safe house' in Santa Fe
that | was told about, and then try our escape
agan—or day in the mountains and keep try-
ing."

"But it's hundreds of miles to Denver," Haven
blurtsout.

"Right," you reply. "But it's not impossible

If you head over the pass to Santa Fe,
turn to page 73.

If you stay in the mountains and keep trying to
escape, turn to page 113.
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You hope Mimlaisright as you turn onto High-
way 56 and head north.

You decide not to take any chances: you pull
df the road and head for cover whenever an
arplane approaches. Once, however, Haven falls
to spot a plane coming toward his side of the
truck. Mat notices it, but it's too late by then.
There is nowhere to go, and you are forced to
stay on the road in ful sight. Nothing happens,
though. The plane passes high overhead, and
you dl breathe a sgh of rdief.

Matt ydls a Haven, who says nothing except,
"Sorry, | was thinking of something else."

You wonder what's the matter with Haven. You
know he's not stupid. He is scared—it's easy to
Isee—but that should make him more alert, not
es

Mat interrupts your thoughts. "Were getting
close to Chaco Canyon. There should be some
good hiding spotsthere. It'sgetting late. | think we
should stop for the night, find a place to camp,
and maybe stay hidden tomorrow. We can travel
tomorrow night. It will be easier to hide."

"Sounds good, Métt." You're redly beginning
to appreciate having Mat aong. He has a lot of
sengble idess.

Soon you come to a gravel path that turns df
the road, and you fdlow it. It leads to a smdl
hidden canyon with an overhanging ledge large
engugh to hide the Blazer and dl four of you
under it.

Go on to the next page.
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Dinner is brief and not too satisfying, but the
beef jerky will keep you going.

You are lying down, trying to sleep, when you
hear atwig snap nearby. You open your eyes but
don't move. Matt is lying nearby; his eyes are
open, too. He winks at you and starts to dide his
hand to the submachine gun.

"I wouldn't move, if | were you," a low voice
says.

Your heart stops.

Turn to page 110.
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Before you have time to move, atdl figureisin
front of you.

"l am here in peace, strangers." a deep voice
sys.

"We are here in peace, t00." you say.

The figure squats down, but you ill can't see
him. "Good. We have something in common.
Now, please answver my questions. What are you
doing on our land?'

"Our land?" you think. Y ou're not surewhat to

sy.

"Were on a hunting trip. Weve just camped
here for the night."

"Please answer truthfully." the voice says.
"Your future depends on it."

You pause. You don't know what to do. You're
sure there are more people watching and listen-
ing. These could be Doradan soldiers trying to
trick you, but the speaker doesn't sound like one.
Sll, you have to know more before you give
yoursalves away.

"I'd like to ask you a question." you say. "Who
are you?'

The figure answers, "Thet is far enough. We
will trade questions, but since you are on our land
we will go firgt. You haven't answered my ques-
tion: What are you doing on our land?'

Go to the next page.
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If you decide to trust whoever thisisand say,
"Weare escaping the Doradan Secret Police,"
turn to page 116.

If you decideit's too risky to trust somebody
you haven't even seen, turn to page 105.
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"Mat, here are the codes. Let's go for it."

"Roger." says Matt. "Thisis the answer to our
prayers. Let's hope it's not phony and we don't
end up in a Doradan base."

"We don't have much choice, do we?"'

"No, | guess not OK with you, Mim?"

She nods. You dl forget Haven. He is like a
piece of baggage—a nervous piece of baggage.

Mait keys the mike, stares at his digitd watch,
and speaks the code words precisely at one-sec-
ond intervals.

Frg second: "OM."

Second second: "MANE."

He pauses for three seconds.

Sixth second: "PADME."

He pauses for two seconds.

Ninth second: "HUM."

Then he repeats the code, reversing the three-
second and two-second pauses. All ears in the
plane are ligening intently to the radio, waiting
for the response from the land base below.

Sixty seconds pass.

Another thirty.

You fed fear creeping around your neck. Just
suppose it was a hoax. Just suppose the land
base is preparing to blow you out of the sky.

Go on to the next page.
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Then the message comes across, loud and

ear.

"Welcome home. Repeat. Welcome home. Our
identification code is MANDALA. Repest. MAN-
DALA. We will guide you in."

You look around the cabin. Only Haven is not
grinning. "What's wrong with him, anyway?"' you
wonder.

The Turtdians give you landing instructions.
Two of the Doradan planes try to follow you in,
but Turtalian ground forces shoot them out of the

Your landing is rough—the starboard wing
crumples when you skid df the runway—but you
are dl safe. Turtdian base command greets you.
You immediately get medica attention for Bill
and hand over the invasion plans. Mimla is d-
ready planning renewed activity againg the Do-
radans, and, for now, dl iswell.

The End



You see Mait in front of the Doradan Secret
Police Headquarters. Mimla is standing by the
corner on the opposite side.

"Hey, you guys, where were you? Well be late
for traning." Mat shouts it loud and clear and
talks with one of the soldiers. They both laugh at
some privete joke. Then the four of you are to-
gether near the jitney stand.

Before long a dun-colored jitney arrives. It is
powered by solar cdlls and isn't too fadt, but it
works. Not much in this country does. The solar
jitneys were left over from pre-Doradan junta
days. They were manufactured in Turtdia the
only reason they are dill in use is that they are
simple and wel built.



Two hours later you are out on the flatlands.
Thejitney drops you dof near the training site and
drives avay. No one is there. That's strange.
Thereis a Doradan jeep (also of Turtdian design)
next tothe site. No oneisguardingit. You can see
a gas dump nearby—with what look like full jerry
cans of gas.

Maybe this is your chance to escape.

If you decide to steal thejeep,
turn to page 104.

If you decide to head away on foot,
turn to page 61.
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"OK, Haven, well try your scheme. What do
we do now?"'

Haven smiles alittle, a unique gesture for him,
and tells you to wait until dawn. He will leave to
contact his friend after midnight, when the secret
police are usudly df the streets.

Mt takes the fird guard shift, and you, Mimla,
and Julio deep fitfully in the living room. Outside
you hear the occasiona rattle of jeeps and the
isolated sound of smal-arms fire

Near three A.M. Matt wakes you for your shift.
At sx A.M. comes the knock at the door you
arranged in advance: one short, two long, one
short. You open it. There in front of you stand a
squad of Doradans. The captain is smoking a thin
cigar and smiling.

"Wecome back to the security force of the
great Doradan country!"

As you are marched across the street, you
catch a glimpse of Haven stting in an unmarked
car. Was hethetraitor, or was he unlucky enough
to be captured?

Youll probably never know.

The End
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’ You can't leave Haven. You fed responsible for
im.

’ "You guys go ahead. I'm going back to look for
im."

"OK, keep your shirt on. Il come, too." Matt
fallows you.

Caefully you go back into the house. Thereis
no sound. You cross the tiled kitchen floor and
edge up to the living-room doorway. With your
back pressed to the wadl, you poke your head
around the doorway.

"Hands up! Don't move," saysafamiliar voice.

Haven stands in the room surrounded by five
Doradan soldiers. He amiles and points a mean-
looking laser pistol a you and Mait.

"Its dl over. Our men will pick up Miss Mimla
inthedley. Let meintroduce mysdf. | an Haven
Nightshade—captain, Doradan Secret Police.”

The End
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You shake free of Haven, and Matt holdshimin
afirm grip. You ease open the door. Carefully you
peer out. The cigarette pack lies crumpled in the
gutter a few inches avay. You reach out and grab
it. The guards across the street look your way,
laugh at you, and turn back to their usud routine.

Haven is struggling, but Matt doesn't let go.

Inside the cigarette pack, in a precise hand, is
written:

HAVEN DOUBLE AGENT
" NEET ME BEVIND JIIGS HOUSE

DRRRANGED ESCAPE
NAMASTE
k)

Turn to page 44.
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In aland like Dorado, where terror rules, peo-
ple begin to trust only themselves. Resistance
groups form, but they are broken by informers
and spies. Mimla is the strongest leader in Do-
rado; but the price on her head is very large. She
has to get out before someone betrays her again.
Her recapture could very wdl mean the end of
any hope of resistance. The will of the people
would be broken.

Haven moves forward a little.

"Mimla, 1 think | can get us out," he says. "I
have a friend with a car. Wdl, it's not a car,
actudly, it'san old van. | can ask him to come by
tomorrow morning and pick us up. He has specid
government passes to travel to Santa Fe and even
further north—he works for the hedth depart-
ment There's room for dl of us."

If you decide to accept Haven's offer,
turn to page 96.

If you reject the offer and decide to plan your
own escape route, turn to page 78.
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No oneinthe planetaks. Your decisonto land
in Los Angeles frightens everyone, but you know
there are Turtalian emissariesin L.A. They should
help you—you hope.

Minutes later three insectlike pursuit helicopters
are swarming toward you on your right side. You
see the grim and serious faces of the pilots and
gunners. At that instant you remember that the
Windmaster carries the Doradan military mark-
ings that the Turtdian forces painted on for the
flight into Dorado.

The radio comes on.

"Attack Leader, one confirmed twin-engined
Windmaster bearing Doradan markings. Request
permission to destroy!"

There is a moment of silence. You stare
helplessy out the windshield at the helicopters.
Matt is keying the mike to respond when the
answer comes back from the helicopter base.

"Permission given. Destroy intruders.”

Its dl over for you.

The End
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Hiding in the clouds seems like a good idea
You dick df the transponder. The slence in the
cockpit seems ominous.

The clouds are thick, and the Windmaster
dowly disappears into them. You are never seen
again.

The End
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"Let's get but of here. LA. sounds like it's a
mess. The lagt thing we need is a combat zone.
What do you think, Matt?"

"Roger. Head north."

The land below you dips by, and soon you are
flying over more mountains. Straight ahead are
thunder clouds. You dip between the clouds, div-
ing and banking and climbing. It's hard tofly and
monitor the compass, dtimeter, and fud—dl at
the same time.

You begin to fed dizzy as the clouds swirl by.
You lose dl sense of where earth and sy are.
What is up? What is down? Where are you?

Just when you are about to give up dl hope,
the clouds part. You see an open area below you.
Thisisit!

It's rough terrain, but you do a fine job of
landing. A wing tip crumples, and the landing
gear is battered. Matt hits his head on the control
panel and has a smdl cut, and Haven covers
himsdf with vomit, but the five of you get out
dive.

You are in free territory, inhabited by refugees
from Los Angeles, survivors from ruined San
Francisco, and hardy souls from Dorado. Thereis
a camp about three kilometers from where you
landed. The people there feed you, take Bill un-
der ther care, and welcome you to their home-
land.

Mimla pledges to return to Dorado, but that is
for another day.

The End
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Stedling the jeep is easy. The keys are in the
ignition. There is gas in the cans. Mait drives.
Hours pass. Twice you're stopped by Doradan
patrols, but strangely enough your luck holds out
and you run by without trouble. Julio's fdse IDs
are good ones.

Two days laer, after leaving the roads and
going cross-country, you enter Turtdian territory.
You are FREE—and safel

The End
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Your mission is too important for you to take a
chance with an unseen stranger.

You try to sound casud.

"We're just passing through. Y ou know, hiking,
Sghtseeing, a little hunting."

"l wish you were tdling the truth, but | can see
that you are not." The voice pauses, then speaks
again. "Hunters, egpecidly three of them, don't
carry only one gun—and a machine gun at that.
Hikers and sightseers don't sweep away their
tracks." He pauses agan.

You are scared. You had forgotten that feding
you'd had that you were being watched. The
voice continues again.

"1 will answer your question now. We are Nava:
jos. We live here. | cdl it our land, but we do not
believe that land can be owned. 'Our' is a word
we have borrowed from white men. | think you
are escaping from the scum—I cannot cdl them
men—who rule Dorado. Do not ask for our help.
We will not give it now. Some people do not lie.
Those people we trugt, even though sometimes it
brings our downfdl. Those who lie, we shun."

Another figure steps out of the dark and re-
moves the machine gun from under Matt's
blankets.

"We will escort you of our land, and then we
will leave you. You will not come back. You are
on your own."

The End
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You made a very difficult decison when you
left Bill adone in the cabin. But you have the
Doradan invasion plans and you must get out.
The future of Turtdia and the lives of many peo-
ple may well depend on your getting those plans
out of Dorado.

Outside, Matt studies the flight charts and
points to a spot.

"Il bet thisis where we are. It doesn't matter
anyway. It's dl wilderness. Let's get going.”

For three days you trudge in the face of wind,
snow, and fatigue. You become helplesdy lost in
the merciless mountains. Courage and hope
fade; fatigue rules your lives Haven goes mad
and runs df toward imagined safety, leaving you,
Matt, and Mimla

Findly your food is gone. You grow more and
more tired, and then become strangely peaceful.
The incessant snowflakes seem like little friends.

At last you fed warm, contented, and happy.
Mimlaand Mait trudge on as you wave good-bye
and dump to the ground.

The End
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There is nothing you can do. The heat-seeking
missle fired a you is on itsway. Its sensors reach
out and detect a faint glimmer of heat. (Youve
turned df your engines and the wind has cooled
df the exhausts, but alittle hest dill remainsin the
engines) If the missle had hands, it would rub
them together now in satisfaction as it homes in
on you.

Then it detects an even greater source of heat
nearby. Circuitsdick, relays hum, and the missle
ingantly changes course, following the exhaust
trail of Search One. Seconds later the only thing
left of the missle and Search One is a rapidly
expanding ball of debris.

Go on to the next page.
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Search Leader keeps looking for you, but the
cloud you're hiding in is even thicker now. You
and the plane are totally covered. Eventudly Gal-
lup Base cdls df the search. You dash for the
Turtdlian border and freedom!

The End
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Matt carefully dides his hand away from the
machine gun.

"Sit up. Sowly. And keep your handsin sight."
Everybody obeys. The voaice is not friendly. You
wonder how many there are besides him and
how you were spotted.

You fed something moving through the dark,
and atdl form steps into the moonlight outside
your shalow cave.

It'snot a soldier! You start to breathe a sgh of
reief—then stop. "Who is it?' you wonder. The
military briefing you got before you left Turtdia
sad there was nobody living in this area any-
more. Doradan police used to come out here on
"hunting trips' and shoot the natives for sport.
"Maybe they didn't kill everybody." you think.

Turn to page 118.
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"Well have to set a time limit if we search,"
Matt says. "Let's say that if we don't find Havenin
ten minutes, we give up. OK?'

"Good. Let'sgo."

Shouldering Haven's bundle, you head out to
look for him. Since you don't know what direc-
tion he went in and there are no footprints, the
three of you wak in a spird pattern.

The terrain is hilly, and you can't see very fa.
There is no sign of Haven as the ten-minute limit
approaches. Then you step over ariseand amost
bump into him.

Unfortunately for dl of you, Haven is in the
company of a platoon of Doradan soldiers. He is
not tied up.

"Wdl, there you are," Haven says. "Weve
been looking dl over for you."

"We?' you dl say together.

"Allov me to introduce mysdf." He dlicks his
hedls together. "Haven Nightshade, captain, Do-
radan Secret Police" He bows dightly. "Thistime
you will not escape.”

The End
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"I'm not going to Santa Fe," Mimla says
fiercdy. "If there's dill a chance for escape, we
should take it."

"W, let's go then." you say.

You dl grab what you can out of the truck:
blankets, food, canteens, rope. Mat covers the
Blazer with some brush while the rest of you
divide the suppliesinto bundlesthat can be easily
caried.

Soon you're dl ready. You head up to the top
of the pass. From there it's easy to see the direc-
tion you need to go, and you set df.

You don't get very far that day. By nightfl
you're dl exhausted from carrying the awvkward
loads in the high dtitude, where there is less
oxygen.

Youd like to make a campfire, but you're
afrad of being spotted. As you st in a drde
eding, you tdl each other stories of atrocities
committed by the Doradan Secret Police. They
fire you up for escaping, but not for a restful
night's deep.

The next day is like the one before. But then
the wesather turns bad, and blinding snow forces
you to stop early. You take refuge in a cave and
watch the snow come down.

Turn to page 115.
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"Give us the knock, Julio."

"What you want, amigo?"

"The specid knock. You know it, Julio.”

"Oh, pardon. | have forgotten it. Por favor,
open! The curfew!"

At that moment you hear the screech of jeep
wheels and the angry shouts of soldiers. Thereis
a burgt of gunfire; then the door flies open. You
are dl captured. Too bad.

The End
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The cave provides a safe pot to light afire, and
a least you stay warm. But it snows for three
days, and the trail becomes impassable. Some
good westher is followed by more snow, and the
four of you are trapped in the cave.

The food runs out, and findly you starve to
death. Haven is the lagt of dl, snce he turns
cannibal. Eventudly, though, he too succumbs,
and itis ...

The End
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"We are escaping the Doradan Secret Police,"
you say.

The figure spits on the ground "Those scum.”
He pauses. "l will answer your question now. We
are Navgos. Thisis 'our' land, athough Navagos
do not believe that anyone can redly own the
land. Why are the Doradan scum &fter you?"

"We are—| mean we were—politica prisoners.
We escaped from one of their jails" You want to
tell him everything: the fact that you have top-
secret information about invasion plans, who
Mimla redly is, everything—but you can't. "I
would like to tell you more, but | can't. We have
to get to Turtdia"

"| think | understand. Now it isyour turn to ask
a question.”

You want to ask if he will help you escape, but
you know his answer will only be "yes' or "no,"
and you need to know more. Then you have an
idea.

"Why will you help us escape?'

You can hear Matt and Mimla chuckle in the
dark. Then the voice laughs too.

"Good question. You are assuming we will
help. Yes, we will. We will because we hate the
Doradans as much as you do. Those scum who
come to our villages and shoot our people for
target practice, who tak of freedom and practice
davery. We will help because we know the
woman who is traveling with you. We will help
because we are Navgos."

Go on to the next page.
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You don't know what to say. All of you are
overwhelmed. Findly Matt speaks. "Thank you."
Then both Mimla and you say, "Yes, thank you."

The voice responds, "Thanks are not neces-
sary, but you are welcome. Go to deep now. In
the morning we will be on our way. We will take
you to Mesa Verde. Our brothers there will help
you through the mountains to Denver." The fig-
ure stands up. You dill haven't seen hisface.

He speaks again.

"Good night, my friends."

"Good night," you answer.

The End
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"We come in peace." Mait breaks the slence.

"And my mother is a horse," snorts the man
holding the gun.

"Wait!" you shout. All eyesturn to you. Some-
thing about the man has triggered a thought.

"We are friends, not fiends" you say.

"Friends are adways welcome," he replies.

"Could you spare some frijoles for a friend?'

The man grins back and lowers his gun.

"Mi casa essu casa," he says.

A Turtdian agent! You're saved! It's a good
thing you thought of the passwords.

The agent, Migud, and his compatriotssquat in
a drcle around you.

"We have come down from Mesa Verde on an
expedition. We must continue, but | think | can
spare Raphael, here"—he points to a skinny
sixteen-year-old boy—"to help lead you north.
Your journey will not be easy, amigos, but you
\;]vill make it. Let me be the fird to welcome you

ome."

The End
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