
The Race Forever (CYOA 17)
R. A. Montgomery

You've been almost too nervous to look out
the plane window at the African countryside be-
low. The smiling stewardess leaning over to check
your seat belt jolts you back to reality.

"We're approaching the airport in Nairobi
now."

You look out the window. Now you can see the
large, modern city below. The gently rolling ter-
rain is unlike the Arizona ranch country where
you grew up. You remember the cable that
brought you here: "Congratulations. You have
been selected to compete in a series of African
Road Rallies designed to test both the skill of the
drivers and the ruggedness of the cars."

You weren't sure you could handle a race like
this, but your dad pooh-poohed that idea.

Turn to page 2.
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"Of course you can do it. I taught you every-
thing I know."

And he knows a lot. He and his brother were
competition drivers, racing for the Italian Ferrari
and Lancia teams during the heyday of the Le
Mans, the Mille Miglia, and the Nurburgring
races. As soon as you could see over the steering
wheel of a jeep, your father began teaching you
about cars and driving. The hours you spent in
jeeps out on the range and in fast cars on the
track your dad laid out behind the barn have paid
off.

You wish your dad were here with you, but he
couldn't come. Some last-minute business forced
him to cancel his plane reservation.

At the competition headquarters a large ban-
ner proclaiming the First African Dual Road Race
Rally flaps slowly in a light breeze. People stand-
ing in clumps around a long table are talking
excitedly. They are the drivers and navigators, the
mechanics, and the representatives of the com-
panies sponsoring this race.

You sign in at the competition desk. "Welcome.
Here's your copy of the rules and regulations. I'm
Michael Reupleau, race chairman." He smiles at
you, shakes your hand, and gives you a large
bright blue folder that says Race Kit on the cover.
You feel nervous. The other drivers look much
older than you and seem very sure of themselves.

Go on to the next page.
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"This rally is special," Reupleau continues.
"There are actually two races. One tests speed
over fast roads in race-prepared cars. In the other
race, the rough road race, speed counts, too, but
you will be driving off-road vehicles. In each race
you will choose your own course, driving from
designated checkpoint to checkpoint until you
finish. You will not be racing head to head with
other cars in either race. Instead, you will select
cars and be started at half-hour intervals to avoid
head-to-head racing. The courses are too narrow
and sometimes too crowded with animals and
people for that. Do you understand?"

"Yes, thanks, I understand," you tell him.
"You will be paired with a navigator/co-driver

chosen by lot, but that will come in a moment.
Now you must choose which race you would like
to start with. While you'll take part in both of
them, you may decide which race you would like
to drive first."

If you drive the speed race as your first race,
turn to page 4.

If you drive the rough road race first,
turn to page 67.
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The speed race is a difficult event. It's not like
the Indianapolis 500. There isn't a track that you
roar around lap after lap. You will start in Nairobi
and travel through Kenya. You'll drive along fairly
good roads through game preserves, along flat
surfaces in the highlands, and through hilly
stretches. Finally you'll end up back in Nairobi.
You will be out on the roads at least one night
during this race, and possibly two nights, depend-
ing on what happens.

You eye some of your competitors. The Ger-
man team is dressed in dark blue coveralls with
their names in gold lettering over the breast
pocket. They look very serious. The team from
Zaire is dressed in tan jumpsuits. Though they are
smiling, they look every bit as serious as the
Germans.

Now you are confronted with a choice of two
cars for this half of the rally. You can choose
between a race-prepared Saab 900 Turbo or a
race-prepared Lancia Stratos. It's up to you.

If you choose the Saab 900 Turbo,
turn to page 16.

If you choose the Lancia Stratos,
turn to page 10.
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Driving at night without full headlights is hard.
Your eyes are good, though, and Jan helps con-
centrate on the dim shapes in front of you, giving
warnings when necessary. The driving takes so
much attention that it tires you rapidly. You and
Jan take turns at the wheel, and that helps a little.

In the darkness, a fork in the road looms up.
The right fork seems to continue through the
valley. It's really hard to see, but the left fork
seems to head through the hills up to the high-
lands. The hills will be hard to drive at night
without full lights.

Jan is asleep. A glance at the map confirms
what the feeble lights point out. How much time
have you made up so far? Which way should you
go? The hills are harder to drive, but the map
shows fhat route to be shorter. The valley road is
longer, but it will be easier to drive it once the
moon comes up.

The decision is yours. Jan must rest in order to
be awake enough to take over from you.

If you decide to bear left and head for the hills,
turn to page 25.

If you decide to bear right and stay in the
valley, turn to page 27.
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Zokil smiles at you, shakes hands, and says, "I
am pleased to meet up with you. I saw your name
in the race reports. We will do well together. I am
sure of that."

You and Zokil examine the Saab carefully. You
give particular attention to the tire treads, which
have a special pattern to accommodate the some-
times sandy and muddy roads and the rocky
tracks you might have to drive.

"They look good to me. How about you?"
"I think they're fine, Zokil. They're like the

ones we use back home in Arizona."
She suggests you study the map of the course

and plan how you will run the race.
"You know, I've been thinking. That Lancia

could be a little faster. We might have to go all out
to catch up."

You nod. "Perhaps, but if we go all out, we
could run into mechanical trouble. There's the
wear and tear of high speed on the car, and those
roads are really rough in spots."

"Let's decide," she says. "Shall we start out
conservative and count on finishing, or shall we
go flat out?"

If you decide to be more conservative in the
race, turn to page 11.

If you decide to go flat out, turn to page 13.
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Toward sunset you flick on your lights. Sud-
denly you hear a crackling sound and smell
burned insulation. Quickly you switch off the
lights and pull off the road. Investigation under
the hood shows extensive damage to the electri-
cal system. "What happened?" you ask Jan, who
has almost vanished into the engine compart-
ment, ripping out burned wiring.

"I'm not sure," Jan says. "It looks more like
sabotage than anything else. Hand me those
pliers, please."

Jan makes the best repairs possible, but the
car's lights give only a dim orange glow. They are
not at full power.

Now it is getting dark. You need to make up
time, but driving at night without adequate light is
dangerous. You could stop for a few hours until
the moon comes up and use its light, but with the
half hour you lost at the start and the time spent
making repairs, that could be the end of your
chance to win. If you go on, you won't be able to
make great time, but at least you'll get further
than you are now.

If you decide to wait until the moon comes up,
turn to page 17.

If you decide you can't afford to wait and that
your skill will get you through, turn to page 5.
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You have chosen the Lancia Stratos. Maybe it
will bring you a little luck; you remember your
uncle's stories about racing Lancias in the Mille
Miglia many years ago.

You check the car out thoroughly. While the
mechanics are reinforcing the battery hold-down
and doing some other mechanical work you
asked for, you discuss strategies with your naviga-
tor/co-driver, Jan.

"The Lancia's advantage is speed. We should
make time while we can," Jan says.

You feel that Jan is right. While you'd rather
not push it at first—you want to get acquainted
with the car—you decide to go along with Jan's
suggestion.

It turns out, however, that you really have no
choice. You have to go all out. According to the
schedule that you were given when you checked
in, you were supposed to start at 3:00 P.M. The
race officials have erred, though, and officially
started their clocks at 2:30 P.M.

The starters are adamant and refuse to restart
you. "We are officials. We are right," they say.

You have lost thirty minutes because of the
foul-up. Once started, though, you fly down the
road trying to make up time. The Lancia really
feels good to you, hugging the curves and step-
ping right out when you press down on the accel-
erator.

Turn to page 8.
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"OK, Zokil. It is better to finish the race than
risk not finishing. We'll race it conservatively."

"Don't worry, my friend, we will do our best to
win. You will see."

The race starter drops the flag. The chronome-
ters begin running as you speed off in a flurry of
brown-gray dust

"Watch out for gazelles, Zokil. They're all over
the place. I'd hate to hit one; I don't know who'd
be worse oft"

"Da." Zokil nods.
You settle behind the wheel and resign yourself

to the long, grueling hours ahead. Zokil busies
herself with the maps, compass, and stop-
watches— the equipment of rally navigators. At
specially designated points along the route there
will be race officials checking on your progress.
You must stop at these checkpoints, for, in addi-
tion to checking in with the officials, the stops
provide a chance to refuel, make repairs, and
rest.

The heat of late titernoon is affecting both of
you. It's been six hours of rough driving with no
letup. The car is performing well, and it's about
time for Zokil to take her turn behind the wheel.

Go on to page 12.
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Around a rocky outcropping you suddenly
come to a very wide riverbed. A trickle of water
runs a zigzag course down the middle where the
once-large river flowed.

Clouds have been gathering all afternoon. The
sky is now a dark gray-blue and thunder rumbles
above you. Zokil reports that it's raining slightly to
the north. The riverbed is wide and will not be
easy to cross. You will have to be careful and take
your time. Just then, large raindrops begin to
spatter the roof and hood of the car.

You recall a warning of your father's. "Flash
flood danger!" you say. "We could get caught out
in the middle of that riverbed. Maybe we should
wait"

"For what?" Zokil asks. She has never seen
flash floods. They can fill a stream bed in minutes
with a wall of water ten feet high, sweeping away
everything in their paths.

If you decide to wait until the storm is over and
the danger is past, turn to page 20.

If you decide to risk crossing now,
turn to page 22.
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"Let's do it. Let's push right to the limit. This car
can take it."

You and Zokil get the flag from the race com-
mittee starters. You slide through the gears until
you are running in fourth along a fairly flat stretch
at hjgh speed— the very fastest you can go. The
car is well tuned and responds quickly to your
driving skill. The hours melt away and the blazing
sun dips in the western sky.

"Fuel is getting low. Maybe it would be good to
refuel."

You nod to Zokil and slow the Saab down,
looking for a good spot to pull off the road.

"Over there," Zokil says, "there's a tree to park
under. We need the rest, too."

"OK, I see it," you answer.
Soon the car comes to a halt beneath a grove

of trees close to the road. You get out and stretch
your legs to relieve the muscle cramps. Zokil of-
fers you a canteen with a mixture of tea and
sucrose.

The extra gas tanks are stored in a rack where
the backseat used to be. You hand two of the
large red cans to Zokil.

"High speed eats up the fuel really fast. Maybe
we'll have to slow down a bit," you say.

Zokil is busy pouring the fuel into the tank
through a strainer, an extra precaution to keep
dirt from clogging the fuel line or injectors. Mean-
while, you open the hood to check the oil.

Go on to page 15.
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Zokil is lifting a jerry can when it slips and hits
the ground, spilling gas and spraying it high.
Some of the gas hits the exhaust pipe. Immedi-
ately it ignites.

BA-RROOM!
Zokil screams. You throw yourself on top of her

and knock her to the ground, smothering the
furious flames that have started to burn her
jumpsuit. Fortunately, the jumpsuit is flame re-
tardant, or it would probably be completely
ablaze now.

"Zokil, are you OK? That gas went up so
quickly!"

"I'm OK, but my hands and arms are really
burned. Look," she gasps.

You examine the reddened, puffy skin where
the burning gas has left its mark. You get out the
first-aid kit and spread antiseptic cream on the
affected area. Zokil says that she is all right now
and insists that you continue the race.

You just aren't sure. The burns look pretty bad.
The skin is intact; the flames did not penetrate the
lower layers of skin, but you think the burns will
blister and then could become infected. Also,
Zokil is weakened, and she could go into shock.
What should you do?

If you decide that Zokil's burns should be
treated, turn to page 23, and head for

the last village you passed.

If you decide to continue the race, believing
that Zokil is all right, turn to page 26.



16

You've chosen the Saab 900 Turbo, a very
reliable car. As a free agent you've also chosen a
stick with the name of your navigator/co-driver on
it You've picked a yellow stick with the name
Zokil on it. He must be Russian, you think. You
are partly right Zokil is Russian, but he turns out
to be a she!.

Turn to page 6.
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Perhaps waiting for the moon is best. If you
drive at night without enough light, there's no
telling what trouble you might run into.

You drive for as long as the twilight holds and
then pull off the road to wait for the moon to rise.
Jan suggests that you both try to get some sleep.
Driving by moonlight will be tiring. You set the
alarm on your wrist chronograph and settle down
in the grass.

At first the strange night noises keep you from
dropping off. You try some yogic relaxation exer-
cises, and before you know it your alarm wakes
you.

You and Jan look the Lancia over, checking the
oil level, tires, and so on. The moon rises above
the line of trees in the distance. It is more than half
full, and its pale yellow light is most welcome.

The moonlight allows you to go much faster
than you could have gone in the dark. You make
good time down the highway.

"There's something in the road ahead," Jan
announces, just before you spy it.

"A roadblock," you say. "Must be some gov-
ernment problem."

A tall, uniformed guard motions you to a stop.
Before you can ask what this is all about, he tells
you to get out of the car.

You look at Jan in surprise. The guard takes
this badly and waves his machine gun.

"Out of the car," he says again, menacingly this
time. "Both of you."

Go on to page 18.
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There's no arguing with him. You both clamber
out. Immediately you are surrounded by gun-
toting men.

You take a closer look at their uniforms.
"These aren't government men," you whisper to
Jan. "They're bandits."

The big guard who stopped you chops his
hand down for silence. Then he points his ma-
chine gun. The meaning is clear: Go that way.

You head off the road into the bushes and
march, in silence, for about ten minutes. Next to a
tree in a glade the big guard, who is obviously in
charge, motions a halt. With a few waves of his
machine gun, he directs a young bandit to tie you
and Jan back to back with the tree between you.
Then the bandits all troop off about fifty feet
through the bushes.

The sound of Swahili drifts over to you. Now
you regret you never learned that language. You
whisper to Jan, "Can you understand any of
that?" but Jan's eyes tell you no. You wonder
what's in store for you both.

Turn to page 31.
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You tell Zokil that a flash flood could ruin the
race for you. It would be crazy to risk crossing the
river now.

"OK, I will listen to you. You are right It is best
to wait." Zokil opens the car door, steps out onto
the dry, sandy road, and stretches.

As quickly as the storm clouds gathered, they
break and become harmless. The threat of a flash
flood is over. Although this is lucky for you, it is
actually too bad it didn't rain. It is the dry season,
and the moisture would have been useful to the
people and animals who live in this part of Africa.

Just as you and Zokil are getting back into the
car, the single side-band radio— standard equip-
ment in this race— crackles several times and be-
gins to broadcast.

"Turn it up, Zokil. I can't hear it."
The voice over the speaker is loud, command-

ing, and very British: "Warning. Repeat, warning
to race participants near sector A32. Repeat, sec-
tor A32. Reliable sources report that a sizeable
band of well-armed guerrilla troops is operating in
that area. The race committee recommends a
nonpenalizing twelve-hour delay. Repeat, we
strongly urge a twelve-hour nonpenalizing delay
for all drivers near sector A32. Please radio in
your choice."

Go on to the next page.
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Zokil stares at you, her eyes clear and her face
calm and determined. "Guerrillas! Hah! What
would they want with us?"

You hear her question, but you don't answer
immediately. You need time to think. What hap-
pens if you wait it out in this remote area? You are
on the edge of sector A32. The guerrillas could be
right around here as well as further on. Any way
you look at it, there's danger. But when you be-
gan the race you knew there could be trouble
along the way.

"Zokil, look. If we stop, we can stand watch
and take off quickly if the guerrillas approach. If
we go on now, the guerrillas will see the dust we
kick up for miles."

"Then what should we do?" Zokil asks.

If you decide to stop here and take the
nonpenalizng twelve-hour delay,

turn to page 32.

If you decide to go on right through
sector A32, turn to page 51.
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"I don't believe it will flood. Let's go," Zokil
says firmly. You agree with her reluctantly. Now
you begin to drive onto the uneven gravel at the
edge of the broad riverbed. After a few minutes
the Saab bogs down in sand.

"Don't gun the motor. Easy, easy."
"It's no use, Zokil— it won't come unstuck!"
Just then you hear a muffled roaring noise.

Immediately you know what it is. A flash flood is
racing down on you at tremendous speed! Sud-
denly it's right on top of you, black-brown murky
water foaming all over and spinning the car
around. The sky is dark again. Thunder rumbles
in the hills.

What should you do? Swim for the shore or
stay with the car?

If you decide to leave the car and swim for it,
turn to page 35.

If you decide to stay with the car,
turn to page 37.
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"I'm sorry, Zokil. The race is over for us.
You've got to get some medical help. We're head-
ing back."

Zokil leans back in her seat. Shadows of pain
darken her face. You drive as fast and as carefully
as possible, trying not to jar her. The drive seems
twice as long as you remember. Finally you arrive
at the small village.

The village is spread out around one main hut
where the headman or chief lives. The other huts,
with their yellowing thatched roofs, are placed in
a precise arrangement around the main hut They
are only slightly smaller— just enough to symbol-
ize their difference from the headman's hut.

A jeep station wagon with the light blue seal of
the United Nations is parked beside one of the
huts. To your great delight, you realize that a UN
agricultural and medical support team is here.

"Hey, we need help! Hello! Anyone here? We
need help!"

From the headman's hut step three people
dressed in blue dungarees and khaki work shirts.
One of them has a short white beard. He is
deeply tanned.

"I am Doctor Rudoff. What is the problem?"
"It's my friend, Zokil. She's burned."
"Well, let's see to her."

Turn to page 39.
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You take the left fork.
The hills make for hard driving. You are wear-

ing out rapidly. The moon has come up, but it
keeps disappearing behind the hills and doesn't
seem to help much. Perhaps you should have
stayed in the valley where the moon would have
provided steady illumination. No matter. Here
you are, and you can't go back.

Go on to the next page.
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You and Jan have taken turns driving, and
you're behind the wheel now. A glance at your
chronograph shows that the sun should start to
come up in a few hours. Both you and Jan are
dead tired. Maybe now is the time to stop and
sleep a bit. You've been pushing along at a good
speed for hours, and you hope you've made
good time.

It's almost time to change drivers, so you de-
cide to wake Jan up and see about stopping.

Jan struggles out of a deep sleep, looks around,
and settles back in the seat as you explain the
possibilities.

"So," you say, "maybe we should stop for two
hours, catch a few winks, and go on refreshed
when it's light. What do you think?"

There is no response. Jan is sound asleep
again.

If Jan can't stay awake, the burden of driving
will fall on you. Maybe you should stop. On the
other hand, talking seems to have helped; now
you feel pretty alert.

If you decide to go on, turn to page 40.

If you decide to sleep a bit, turn to page 42.
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More than anything else you want to finish the
race. Zokil's insistence that she is all right and you
should go on is enough to convince you. You roar
into the cobweb of roads and terrain that make
up this part of the speed race.

"Zokil? Hey, Zokil! I don't know where we are.
Do you?"

She looks up wearily from the maps. "I'm
sorry. I have not been paying attention at all. I
don't know where we are either."

You drive for hours. You think you're moving
in a straight line, but you keep ending up at the
same large water hole. Vultures circle in the sky
above you, hoping for the death that signals a
feast.

For you two, the race is definitely over. You are
really lost It will take all of your time and effort
now just to get out of the maze you are in. Good
luck!

The End

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.
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You swing the wheel to the right and keep
driving through the valley. The moon comes up,
lighting up the road. As everything gets brighter,
you increase your speed.

Switching seats with Jan after an hour, you
gaze at the moonlight on the grass and the um-
brella trees out the side windows before you close
your tired eyes.

Jan wakes you up from a dream about sleeping
in a soft bed. Jan apologizes for waking you and
says you've only been asleep for about twenty
minutes. "We're lost, I think. Look at those
mountains. They shouldn't be there."

Jan's right. Those mountains shouldn't be
there, if you are where you think you are. Maybe
you missed a turn because you were too tired or
you couldn't see well enough in the dark. Maybe
you should have turned left after all.

What should you do now? Go back to look for
the missed turn, or keep going the way you're
headed?

If you decide you must be going in the right
direction, turn to page 43.

If you decide you are truly lost and need to go
back, turn to page 54.



28
The car is it, then.
You haven't made it too far when you hear a

thud behind you. Quickly you turn and see Jan
stretched out on the ground.

"I tripped. I think I've twisted my ankle."
"Can you walk?" you ask, helping Jan up.
"Not too well. You'd better go on without me;

I'll slow you down."
Just then you hear a shout from the bandits'

camp.
"Run!" Jan says, and run you do— running for

your life!

Turn to page 30.
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The Lancia has been pushed off by the side of
the road where you were stopped. There are no
guards nearby. It is only a few seconds work to
remove the grass camouflaging the car from pass-
ersby. You quickly slip inside, insert your spare
key in the ignition, and, with a short prayer, turn
it

Hurrah! The car starts right away! The only
problem now is which way to go: in the direction
you've been going or back the way you came to
get help. "Help?" you think. "Why not use the
radio?"

You turn the radio on. Nothing! Perhaps the
bandits pulled some wires loose, or maybe it was
damaged when the electrical system shorted out.

The bandits are close behind now. You must
drive one way or the other.

If you decide help is closer the way you've
been going, turn to page 45.

If you decide you'll find help faster if you turn
back, turn to page 46.
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The smell of a cooking fire drifts over from the
bandit camp.

Jan whispers, "My ropes aren't very tight. That
guy who tied us up looked awfully nervous."

"Mine are pretty tight. He did yours after mine.
He must have been in a hurry to finish."

"I think we have some time," you tell Jan. "See
if you can get free."

Several minutes and a few grunts later, you
hear Jan say, "I'm free."

Jan has you untied a minute later. Now what
should you do? You can hear the bandits laugh-
ing. They must be eating.

You know you must try to escape. There is no
mistaking the fact that you're in danger. The
question is where and how. Should you go back
to the Lancia and drive away as fast as you can?
You're not sure if the car is where you left it or if
it's being guarded. You could go on foot. That
would be quieter, but the bandits probably know
the terrain better than you.

You have no time to waste. The sooner you get
away, the more time you'll have before the ban-
dits find out you're gone.

If you decide to head for the car,
turn to page 28.

If you decide to steal quietly away on foot,
turn to page 34.
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"I really believe stopping is the smart thing to
do," you tell Zokil. "This is a good spot."

Zokil nods in agreement and begins to unpack
the food and sleeping bags. The small alpine
stove hisses into action, and in a short time you
and Zokil are sitting under an umbrella tree with
mugs of hot tea. You keep an ear open for the
shortwave to monitor the guerrilla activity.

During the night, you and Zokil trade off on
two-hour shifts. You are now on your second
shift. The night is clear, the clouds are gone, and
the constellations are very bright. The hands of
your chronograph glow the time: 1:48. Suddenly
the shortwave crackles on.
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"Guerrilla troops reported active and hostile.
Repeat, definitely hostile. Committee now recom-
mends abandoning race. Suggest all racers return
to start. Repeat, committee recommends aban-
doning race. Good luck."

What will you do now? You don't want to drive
at night. The headlights are a dead giveaway.
Zokil examines the map with a small flashlight.

"You know, my friend, we are more than half-
way to the finish. It might be just as safe to
continue on and finish as to try to go back. I think
we should continue."

Zokil has a good point. Besides, you just might
win.

If you follow the committee's recommendation,
turn to page 59.

If you are determined to go on,
turn to page 56.
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"Those bandits are no fools," you say. "When
they find us missing, they'll probably head for the
car, thinking that's where we've gone. Let's go on
foot."

You haven't gotten far when you hear shouts
from the bandits. They've discovered that you're
missing! Soon you hear them on your trail.

"Let's split up," Jan suggests. "That way we
have twice as much chance of finding help." You
nod, and you and Jan head off in different direc-
tions.

Stealthily you thread your way through the
bushes. The sound of the bandits diminishes;
then you hear shouting. They must have cap-
tured Jan.

If you decide to sneak back to see what you
can do for Jan, turn to page 49.

If you decide to keep going for help,
turn to page 50.
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"Let's go. Time's a-wastin'." You and Zokil
jump from the car and plunge into the river.

How could this be? One moment earlier it was
a dry riverbed; now, a treacherous torrent is roll-
ing along at high speed, carrying with it tree
stumps, animals unfortunate enough to have
been caught while drinking from the stream, and
you!

You swim with the torrent, but at an angle to
the bank. The current catches at you and hauls
you about like a toy boat. It is due to luck more
than to your swimming ability that you're not
battered against the rocks and stumps.

Finally your feet bump against the gravel bank.
Then you are lying in the brown, foamy, shallow
water that is now receding as quickly as it rose.
Zokil is about 100 yards downstream. She makes
it to shore safely and weakly waves to you. She is
as exhausted as you are.

When you look out at the stream, there is no
trace of the Saab. It's gone!

Go on to page 36.
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Several minutes later you join Zokil. The sun is
out again. It feels good on your cold, wet skin.

"OK, so here we are. No car, no food, no radio,
and miles from anywhere."

Zokil smiles and says, "Yes, but we're alive, my
friend. Alive. We will make it!"

For two grueling days you and Zokil walk back
the way you came. Hunger gnaws at you, but
there is water to drink in the puddles made by the
violent storm. It's dangerous, though. There
could be parasites in the water. Your thirst is
stronger than your fear, so you drink. Zokil sug-
gests trying to catch some small animal— a small
gazelle, perhaps.

"Fine. Then what do we do? We don't have
any matches. I'm not about to eat any gazelle
without cooking it."

"You will if you have to."
It's probably fortunate that Zokil doesn't catch

anything. Two days later you walk into the last
checkpoint You're exhausted, starved, and dis-
appointed, but you're alive. A race committee
team is there in a Land Rover with food, water,
sleeping bags, and friendship. You didn't win, this
time, but you made it back safely.

The End

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.
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You stay with the car as the flood waters rise.
Too bad. That was a very foolish mistake. The full
force of the flash flood traps you and Zokil in the
Saab. The car spins over and over in the foaming
water.

The End
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While Doctor Rudoff dresses Zokil's burns, you
introduce yourself to the other two UN officials.
One is a woman from Israel who specializes in
new methods of crop fertilization. The other is a
Swede. He seems very interested in your car.

"My name is Sven. You are a driver in the
African Road Rally?"

"Well, I guess so," you say. "Looks like we're
out of this one. I'm not sure I can really go on
without Zokil."

Sven thinks for a moment and then says,
"Back in Goteborg, I was a semi-professional race
driver. Weekend races, that type of thing. I could
go with you. Why not? I will take your navigator's
place."

If you decide to take Sven up on his offer,
turn to page 60.

If you decide that you can't really give up the
race, but you want to try going on alone,

turn to page 65.
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You're exhausted, but pushing on is probably
the right thing to do. This is a race, after all, and in
order to win you must make the best time. You'll
will yourself awake, no matter how sleepy you
are!

Remembering your past experiences, you de-
cide to drive faster. Maybe the increased danger
from driving at high speed will make you feel
more alert.

You watch the speedometer climb upward:
120, 130, 140 kilometers per hour. You feel hy-
peralert as the countryside flashes by in a blur.

Without warning, your lights go completely out
as you round a sweeping right-hand curve. Your
experience as a driver enables you to keep the
Lancia on the road in the almost total darkness,
but no experience in the world will help get that
elephant out of the way.

Your car explodes within seconds after you
crash into the elephant, and the noise and fire
stampede the whole herd nearby. The stam-
peding elephants cause a panic among the wild-
life, who join the great rush to escape the flames.
At least some of the animals in the area will
survive the grassland fire your burning wreck has
started.

The End
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You decide that stopping is the best idea. Your
alertness is already fading. Fatigue hits you in
waves of nausea.

At a level spot you pull off the road. You suc-
ceed in waking Jan up, and the two of you col-
lapse onto the soft grass. You're both asleep
instantly.

Sunlight in your eyes wakes you up suddenly.
You must have overslept! Groggily you look
around. "Where's the car?" you shout to Jan, and
the two of you frantically search the tall grass. The
car is gone!

You can see the tire tracks you made in the
grass when you pulled off the road, the place you
parked the car, and the tracks the Lancia made
back to the road, but no sign of any other vehicle.

You're sure you would have awakened if any-
one had started the Lancia and driven it off.
Could somebody have pushed the car onto the
road and then started it, far enough away that
you wouldn't hear it?

But your speculations are meaningless now.
The car is gone, and the race is over for you.
Maybe you'll have better luck next time, you
hope, as you start your long walk to the nearest
checkpoint.

The End

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.
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"We've gone this far," you tell Jan, "so let's
keep going the way we're headed."

Five minutes later you regret your words. The
mountains loom even closer and look even
stranger. You must be lost!

"Wait a minute!" Jan shouts. "Those aren't
mountains. They're clouds! The moonlight just
makes them look like mountains."

The sun, rising over the plains, shows that Jan
is right. You aren't lost after all. You press the
accelerator down as the sun lights up the land-
scape.

Go on to page 44.
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At about midmorning the flags of your next
checkpoint appear. You stop to check in and gas
up before you restart. You've made good time
and are doing better than you thought. There's
not even any need to fix the lights; if everything
goes well, you'll finish before nightfall.

By pushing on through the night you've more
than made up the time you lost at the start. The
Lancia performs perfectly on the last leg. Your
driving is superb, and you pull in at the finish to
the cheering of the crowd. Congratulations!

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.

The End
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You drive onward. You think a checkpoint is
closer that way. Maybe you can continue the race
after they send help for Jan.

When you're a few minutes down the road, an
explosion in the engine compartment startles
you. Fire under the hood! You stop the car and
race out with the extinguisher.

As you start to lift the hood there is a smaller
explosion and flames engulf you. You're on fire!
Quickly you throw yourself down and roll on the
ground. You put the fire out on your body, but it's
too late for your face and hands. They are badly
burned.

"Now what should I do?" you wonder.

If you decide to stay with the car and hope a
rescue helicopter spots the fire before the

bandits do, turn to page 53.

If you decide to get going on foot because the
bandits must have heard the explosion and

started after you, turn to page 58.
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You decide to head back. You'll be on a more
familiar road, even if you are going the other way
now, and you might make better time.

Suddenly an explosion almost rips the Lancia's
hood off. Smoke curls out from the engine com-
partment You stop the car and, with the fire
extinguisher in your hand, carefully raise the
hood. Flames leap out, burning your face and
hands.

The bandits must have heard the explosion.
You've only driven a little way down the road, so
they're probably close behind. You'd better leave
quickly!

Half-blinded by the explosion, your hands and
face in agony, you head away from the road.

In a thicket of trees you collapse, unable to go
any further. While you are catching your breath
and wishing you had brought along the first-aid
kit to treat your burns, the hair on your neck rises.
Somebody's watching you! The bandits must
have been closer than you thought.

You raise your head and look around. A tall
warrior in tribal dress is staring down at you.
Slowly you stand up. The tribesman comes closer
and closer, and you are certain he will plunge his
spear right through you. You stand your ground,
though, and try not to show any fear.

He stops just a few feet from you and looks
closely at your face. You look back at him as best
you can through your swollen eyes. Suddenly, for
no reason you can explain, you smile at him.

Turn to page 48.
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The tribesman smiles back. Saying a few words
in a language you don't know, he pulls a dry
gourd out of a leather pouch and hands it to you.
You don't understand. He points at the gourd
and then at your face, repeating, "Dawa, dawa."

"Burn ointment," you finally realize.
You spread the ointment on your face and

hands. A soothing calm results.
Whup, whup, whup! A helicopter appears out

of nowhere. Race officials have come to find you.
When you turn around to thank your new friend,
the tribesman has vanished.

You rush out of the thicket to flag down the
helicopter. When you climb aboard, you are re-
united with Jan, who was rescued shortly after
you left. The officials take you both to the nearest
hospital, where a team of Kenyan doctors check
you both out.

"Unbelievable!" is the only reaction the doctors
have to your speedy recovery from the burns.

When you are discharged from the hospital,
you head back to the highlands. You hope to find
the mysterious warrior who helped you and learn
what that remarkable ointment was.

The End
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Carefully you grope your way back to the ban-
dits' camp. You're listening so intently for foot-
steps that your ears feel as if they're about to fall
off. You're listening so hard, in fact, that you fail to
spot the bandit pointing his gun at you until you
nearly trip over him.

Recaptured! Sheepishly you raise your hands.
At the bandits' camp you are reunited with Jan.

Neither of you is very happy with the circum-
stances of the reunion. You are tied to the tree
again, only this time there are three of you: you,
Jan, and the young bandit who didn't tie you up
tightly enough before. This time you and Jan are
tied more tightly than before. The ropes cut
deeply into your wrists.

As you wonder what will happen next, the
bandit who stopped you on the road says some-
thing in Swahili and raises his machine gun.

He pulls the trigger and short bursts hit both
you and Jan in the feet. In pain you watch the
bandit raise his gun again, and, after a few more
words of Swahili, he kills the boy tied up with
you. Then he and the other men turn and walk
over to their fire nearby.

Through a haze of pain you hear the sound of a
helicopter above the trees. You hope the race
officials flying it will spot you, but the camp is well
hidden and they fly on.

Then you lose consciousness and slump
against the tree.

The End
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"I'd do better to try to get help," you think, as
you quietly make your escape from the bandits.

After a few minutes you hear a helicopter ap-
proaching. You run out into the nearest clearing
and flag it down. It is filled with race officials and
Kenyan police who have been alerted to the pres-
ence of bandits in the area.

Following your directions, they rescue Jan and
capture most of the bandits.

You and Jan decide to abandon the speed
race. You've lost too much time, and, after your
adventure, you feel you need to recuperate be-
fore attempting the rough road race.

The End

When you are fully recovered, turn to page 67
to start the rough road race.
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"We've got to keep going, Zokil," you say. "No

sense in being sitting ducks for the guerrillas."
Zokil agrees, and so you cross the river and

roar up the road over the sandy hill on the other
side. The road is narrow and twists for many
miles, but then it broadens and runs straight
through grasslands dotted with umbrella trees.
You are on the Serengeti Plain.

"What's that up ahead?"
Zokil gets out the binoculars and scans the

horizon.
"The German team, I think. Yes, I see them

now. It's definitely the Germans in a Peugeot.
They've stopped."

Go on to page 52.
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In a few minutes you pull alongside them. They
greet you warmly and explain that they had de-
cided to wait because of the guerrillas. The taller
of the two, Frederick, points to the low-lying dis-
tant hills.

"They are out there. I am sure of it. Maybe we
should join forces and travel together. There is
strength in numbers, ja?"

The other German, Arno, nods his agreement.
Zokil talks with him about the route and what lies
ahead. They spread the maps out on the hood of
the dark green Peugeot and begin to measure
distance and probable speeds to calculate some
estimated arrival times. Zokil strongly disagrees
with Arno about which route to choose. He fa-
vors staying on the plains, while she wants to
head for the outlying hills.

You listen to both sides, look at the maps, and
talk once more with Frederick. He repeats that
there would be safety in numbers and urges you
to join forces. Still, it might be safer to split up and
try to sneak through the hostile territory.

If you and Zokil decide to continue on alone,
turn to page 57.

If you decide to join forces with the German
team, turn to page 62.
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You stay with the car. Maybe the bandits won't
have spotted the fire. Half-blinded by the pain of
your burns, you grope for the first-aid kit.

As the burn ointment begins to ease the pain,
you hear a helicopter overhead.

When the helicopter lands to pick you up, Jan
is inside, shouting, "Are you all right?" The offi-
cials must have stopped at the bandits' camp first,
picked up Jan, and then spotted the burning
Lancia.

At the hospital they tell you your face will be all
right. The burns will heal, but you might have a
scar or two to remind you of the Race Forever.

The End
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After turning the car around, you and Jan
hurry back the way you came as fast as you can.
You mustn't dawdle now. If you are really lost,
you need to get back on the track as soon as
possible.

You can't find any missed turns, but the farther
you go, the more lost you feel.

When the sun comes up, both you and Jan
climb out of the car to stretch and look around.

You are lost! Well, not exactly lost, because you
can see where you are. You're so far off the right
road, though, that you'll never make up the lost
time.

Sadly, you radio in that you're abandoning the
race, and the two of you drive back to the start.

The next day a helicopter ride over your course
shows you your mistake. You were on the right
course when you turned away from the hills; but
when you turned around, you missed the road
you had come out on and went the wrong way.

Better luck next time.

The End

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.
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"Let's hit the road, Zokil. We're going on. The
guerrillas can't possibly catch us." Zokil grins and
throws your gear into the Saab. The click of the
seat belts is reassuring. The motor roars into life,
and you're off.

Go for it!
Finish the race!
Just keep an eye out for the roadblocks. It's a

little crazy, but you know you are right.
You are!
Eight hours later you and Zokil cross the finish

line.
You WIN!

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.

The End
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"I'm sorry, Frederick," you say. "Zokil and I
think it's best to go on alone. Good luck, and we'll
see you in Nairobi."

The Germans shake hands with you and mur-
mur good luck. Then you are off.

Things go well for the first six hours. You and
Zokil begin to relax. Then it happens!

Hand-held rocket launchers attack the car from
behind the brush. You never know what hit you.

The End
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You start running, abandoning the smoking
car. In your panic, you think you hear the bandits
right behind you, and you run harder.

Suddenly you stumble face forward into some
whistling-thorn acacia bushes. You are cut badly.
Hundreds of stinging ants cover you almost imme-
diately, and you rush blindly away in panic and
pain. You stumble several more times until you
finally collapse unconscious.

The helicopter finds you near sunrise and takes
you to a hospital. You lie in a coma for weeks.
When you regain consciousness, you learn that
Jan was rescued shortly after you left by an offi-
cial helicopter. Later, two of the doctors treating
you explain that an infection caused by the acacia
thorns has set in. You will need plastic surgery,
and, even after several painful and expensive
operations, your face will never be the same
again.

The End
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You decide to pack it in. There is no dishonor
in abandoning the race. It's wise to be cautious,
under the circumstances.

"Should we radio in to tell the committee
now?" Zokil asks.

"Yes, let's do it, Zokil. Tell them we're headed
back, and give them our approximate position
and estimated time of arrival. Maybe they'll come
out in a helicopter and track us in."

She flips the switch to broadcast and hits the
mike button.

"This is Saab 900 team near the Nagulis River
just outside of sector A32. We are abandoning
race. Repeat, abandoning race and heading
back. ETA to last checkpoint is six hours. Over
and out."

Unfortunately for you, the guerrillas have been
monitoring the race frequency. They ambush you
before you get a mile up the road.

The End
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"OK, Sven, let's do it. You handle the navigating
and I'll manage the driving."

"Good, my new friend. That is an efficient way
to handle this race."

Sven smiles broadly at you and indicates with a
red felt-tipped marker the route he has chosen.
He has been in East Africa doing agricultural
forecasting and planning for more than two years,
so he really knows the area. The route he pro-
poses is completely different from the one you
chose, but you trust his judgment.

Twice you think you must be lost. Small roads
seem to turn into dusty ruts that your car can
hardly pass through. Then you plunge out of a
group of rolling hills onto the plains and a fast
road.
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You push the accelerator to the floor, watching
carefully. There are cattle along the road, even
some zebras.

You dash on as fast as possible, and at exactly
3:21 East African Standard Time you take the
checkered flag in Nairobi. You have finished the
race third overall.

Zokil meets you at the finish line. Her arms are
bandaged and in slings, but otherwise she is fine.

The End

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.
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"OK, Frederick," you say, after a few words
with Zokil. "We've decided to travel with you.
You're right, it's bound to be safer. After all, it's
only a race, right?"

"Ja! That is how we feel. There will be other
chances to match our skills against one another.
Don't worry about that. Remember, we still have
the rough road race ahead!"

He smiles and slaps you lightly on the back.
The gear is packed. Oil, gas, water, batteries, and
food are checked. Finally you agree upon the
route: You will stay on the flat part of the plain.

Frederick says it would be best not to radio in.
"You never know where those guerrillas are.
They might monitor us."

You nod in agreement. Then the two cars start
up, producing far more sound than you'd re-
membered. You push in the clutch, drop the
gearshift into first, and off you drive.

Go on to the next page.
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It's fun driving in tandem— you don't mind it a
bit. That is a bit unusual for a race driver.

Fourteen weary hours later your silver Saab
and the green Peugeot cross the finish line at the
same time. The race officials congratulate both
teams. You did not win, but you finished the race
safely.

The End

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.
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You have decided to go on by yourself. It
would probably slow you down to take Sven
along. You check the Saab over quickly, looking
at the tires and the gas and oil levels. Carefully
you trace your route on your maps. The heat of
the day lies in shimmering waves on the plain
stretching all around you. In the near distance are
pale blue hills fringed at the bottom with pale
green.

You drive for hours, fighting the sun and your
intense fatigue. You become so tired that you
forget to eat; the lunches and snacks you and
Zokil packed in Nairobi lie unopened.

Shift. Accelerate. Brake. Downshift. Acceler-
ate. . . .

You must constantly stay alert for the donkey,
the lion, the people, even a frightened gazelle
crossing the road.

Will the race ever end?
Shift. Accelerate. Check the gauges. Gas. Oil.

Odometer. Clock. Brake. Downshift. Drift. Accel-
erate. Upshift. . . .

Then you see it! The high-rise buildings of
Nairobi float like ships above the horizon— white,
unreal signals of the finish.

Congratulations! Although you did not win,
you finished, something many other racers did
not do.

The End

Turn to page 67 to start the rough road race.
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While you are waiting in line at the race com-
mittee table to go through the paperwork for the
rough road race, you notice the sign over the
officials' heads:

Michael Reupleau motions you over to the
table.

"It's time to choose now. What will it be? You
can drive a British Land Rover or a Japanese
Toyota. The other cars are already spoken for."

If you choose the Land Rover, turn to page 68.

If you choose the Toyota, turn to page 73.

BE CAREFUL.
WATCH OUT FOR ANIMALS, BAD
ROADS, SNAKES, AND FATIGUE!

This race will test your skill, stamina, and
nerves. Although it isn't anywhere near
as fast as the speed race, it is still full of

hazards.
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You choose the British Land Rover. As you

walk over to the garage to check its preparation
and meet your co-driver, you glance at your wrist
chronograph. Only three hours till you're sched-
uled to start. The paperwork with the officials
took longer than you expected. You're hoping to
get a navigator you can work well with. There are
a lot of details to iron out before the start, and not
much time to do so. All you know about your
navigator is the name on the stick you selected:
Eduardo.

At the garage— a long steel Quonset hut— a
mechanic in greasy coveralls points out your car.
Your Rover, a red one with a white top, is jacked
up in the air. One mechanic is busy with a grease
gun under the car; another, waving a large
wrench around, is having an involved conversa-
tion with someone wearing a driver's suit. His
back is to you.

That must be your co-driver. It sure looks like
the Eduardo you know, but can it be? He would
have let you know he was going to be here.

The mechanic with the wrench smiles and
waves. The driver talking to him turns around. It
is Eduardo!

You and Eduardo have driven together before
and work well as a team. In addition, Eduardo
has had lots of experience on rough roads, driv-
ing Jeep tours in the Colorado Rockies.

You and Eduardo hug each other heartily.

Turn to page 70.
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"What are you doing here?" you ask him.
"Why didn't you let me know?"

"I just got here this morning," Eduardo an-
swers. "I didn't know I'd be here myself." His
voice becomes quieter. "I'm substituting for
somebody who was killed in one of the races."
Then his face brightens. "Enough of that. We'll
save the rest of the explanations for later. We have
lots of work to do."

"How's the car?" you ask Eduardo.
"In good shape. Hank and Bill are almost

done. All the mechanical systems check out.
Hank is finishing the chassis grease job, and Bill
and I are having a little argument about what
weight motor oil to use."

You listen to the argument for a few minutes,
decide Bill is right, and tell him to get on with it
Then you and Eduardo sit down with the maps
and discuss routes, speed strategies, and what
supplies and spare equipment to take.

Go on to the next page.



71

Before you know it, the starter has dropped the
flag, and you and Eduardo are off. You have
decided to take a paved road out of Nairobi for
eight miles or so and then head off into the wilds.
But you don't get more than four miles out of the
city before you spot trouble ahead. A wooden
barricade lies across the road, and soldiers in
khaki are standing stiffly at attention.

You stop near the barricade and consult with
the colonel there. He tells you in a stiff British
accent that the route you want to take is blocked
by thousands of drought refugees from the south.
He says you might be able to continue the way
you've planned, but that an alternate route he
traces on the map may be better.

If you decide to continue on your original
route, turn to page 74.

If you decide the colonel's route is better,
turn to page 77.
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You choose the Toyota. It's a beauty, red paint
with gray trim. Race-prepared, it has heavy grilles
over the headlights, extra wheels, jerry cans of
gas, a pickaxe, shovels, and a regular axe
strapped to the body. The whole car smells of
polish and motor oil.

While you are looking over the Toyota, a tall
African seemingly appears out of nowhere.

"Hello. You are holding a stick with my name
on it, yes?"

"I have a stick with the name Amos on it. Are
you Amos?"

"Amos Tutuola Msindai. I was named for the
Nigerian novelist." He sticks out his hand. "Very
glad to meet you. Shall we continue with our
inspection?"

Finally your start time arrives and you're off!
The Toyota runs wonderfully. Once you're free

of the hubbub of the start your first choice be-
comes clear. The route through the hill country is
well defined, but extremely rough. It is much
shorter than the route through the valley. Nor-
mally you'd pick the easier valley route, except
that it's poorly marked and has many river cross-
ings that could be difficult.

If you choose the route through the hill
country, turn to page 81.

If you choose the longer valley route,
turn to page 84.
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It would be a waste, you decide, to throw out
all the advance planning you and Eduardo did
and stray from your original route.

You put the Rover into first gear, wave good-
bye to the colonel, who stiffly salutes back, and
drive around the barricade.

Several miles down the road you encounter the
refugees. There aren't many at first, but the far-
ther you drive the more.you see. They're thin—
very thin— except for most of the children who
have swollen bellies, a symptom of starvation.



The walkers look straight ahead as they trudge
along, showing no curiosity about you, as though
they had no energy to spare.

Before you know it you're surrounded by refu-
gees. You're forced to shift down into first gear.
Then even that is not slow enough, and you must
shift into your low range. Still the refugees come,
and eventually you are forced to stop.

Turn to page 76.
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You wonder if you should have taken the colo-
nel's advice. You're having a hard time con-
centrating on the race with all these empty, gaunt
faces surrounding you. The vultures circle over-
head.

You're almost overwhelmed by the feeling that
you must help these people, but what can you
do? Your food and water supplies are limited;
offering them would be a cruel joke.

If you decide you must stop and try to find a
way to help, turn to page 80.

If you decide to go on with the race, but
promise yourself that you'll come back later

and help as much as you can, turn to page 89.
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The colonel's argument for taking another
route is persuasive. After some consultation with
him over your map, you turn the Rover around
and head back a short way down the road, look-
ing for the dirt track the colonel described to you.
In the rearview mirror you can see the colonel
waving good-bye.

"Not more than a half mile back," the colonel
had said. "Turn left at the baobab tree. The track
is not well marked, but you should be able to find
it."

The tree appears right on schedule. The road
seems to be nothing more than two barely worn
tracks in the grass, but the colonel called it quite
passable, and said it led directly to the river cross-
ing you were heading for.

The road is even better than the colonel prom-
ised. Before you know it, you are at the river
crossing.

"I wish the colonel had gone over our whole
route with us," Eduardo says, turning around to
look back at the road you've just driven. "That
road was great!"

"Maybe that was great, but this isn't."
Eduardo whips around to see what you're talk-

ing about.

Go on to page 78.
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In the middle of the river you see the ferry,
taking a passenger car across to the other side. It
will be close to a half hour before you can get a
ride across. What makes it worse, though, is that
the passenger on the ferry— which holds only
one car— is a Blazer, the car driven by the team
from Libya. The Blazer started before you did,
and you are not racing head to head, but it is still
infuriating to see your competition in front of you.

Eduardo correctly points out that, if you've
come up on the Blazer, you're ahead in the race
and can afford to wait for the ferry. On the other
hand, if you head down the riverbank, then strike
off for the next crossing, you may gain even more
time.

If you decide not to wait for the ferry and head
toward the next crossing, turn to page 93.

If you decide to wait for the ferry,
turn to page 95.
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You are overwhelmed by the feeling that you
must stop and help now. You tell Eduardo you
have decided to abandon the race. You can't go
on in the face of all this misery.

You step out of the car, full of regret at leaving
both Eduardo and the race.

"I wish you luck, friend. Please do not feel bad
about leaving me. I understand," Eduardo says.

You scarcely have time to wave good-bye be-
fore the press of the refugees pushes you on. You
feel better with each step you take back toward
the barricade. When you get there, you will vol-
unteer to help with every ounce of your strength.

The End



81

Head for the hills! Take the chance— some-
times that's what makes the difference whether
you win or lose.

The Toyota is easy to handle, and you and
Amos are pleased at your overall progress. The
sun is hot, but you two have been so involved in
the race that you hardly notice it.

"My friend, there is a time checkpoint ahead.
The rules call for a mandatory one-hour stop. We
can use it."

A few minutes later you come to a group of
huts used by the Masai each spring. Several
Jeeps and Rovers are parked under shade trees.
You check in and chat with the race officials.
They're noncommittal about your overall pro-
gress in the race.

"Well, I guess they, have to be that way. Right,
Amos?"

He nods agreement and heads off to get water.
You walk over to a green-and-blue Land Rover
parked in the sun away from the other vehicles.
Two men are sitting in it listening to a news broad-
cast.

"Welcome, friend. Come aboard. How about a
beer?"

The smiling speaker is large, ruddy-faced, and
in his fifties; he smells of beer. His companion is a
wiry, dark-skinned man, who does not smile. You
refuse the beer, but accept their offer to listen to
the news.

Go on to page 82.



82

Several minutes pass. The ruddy-faced man,
whose name is Ian, begins to speak in a low tone,
apparently to no one in particular.

"They say somebody whose kneecaps are bro-
ken never walks— or drives— again." Ian turns to
you.

"Got a deal you can't refuse, friend. Easy. No
trouble. Nice money. Right up your alley."

You listen, wondering what's coming next.
"It's like this. My friend Uzzi here, and I, we

have a bit of an investment in this race. Our car is
a sure winner. I mean a sure winner. Get my
drift?"

You feel very uneasy. You don't like this burly
man named Ian or his silent friend.

"Right up front, friend, that's old Ian for you.
We would like to 'donate' five thousand
pounds— that's about ten thousand dollars in
U. S. money— as a consolation to guys for not
winning this race. Simple, easy, no problems.
Deal?"

What now? You are being offered a bribe to
throw the race. The race officials weren't encour-
aging about your progress in the race; you might
just lose anyway. And if you turn Ian down, it
sounds like he'll stop you some other way.

What should you do?

If you accept the bribe, turn to page 88.

If you refuse the bribe, turn to page 98.
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You choose the easier valley route, which is
surer but longer. You will have to push yourself
and keep moving at all costs to minimize the
disadvantages of the longer course.

Finally you come to a major river crossing. The
water is shallow and looks easy to cross. It ap-
pears that you're the only drivers to have come
this way. There are no tracks on the riverbank.

You plunge ahead with the Toyota in low-range
four-wheel drive. The river bottom is pretty stable
and solid. The water appears clean and clear. The
river deepens towards the middle, rises to cover
the hubs, then recedes as you climb the opposite
bank.

On the other side Amos suggests a stop to
grease the hubs and axles and the ball joints.
Sand and silt can destroy these sensitive points.
Does the Toyota really need it? Is it worth the
time?

If you take the time to grease, turn to page 86.

If you decide the water was clean and you
need to keep moving, turn to page 92.
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You decide you'd better grease the car's fittings
now. You can't afford to risk a breakdown later
on.

Actually, it doesn't take long at all. And it's a
good thing you chose to do it, too. When you
inspect the grease oozing from the hubs, you find
more contamination than you expected.

Then you are off in good spirits. Even the sun is
cooperating. It seems less hot than before.

Toward 2:00 P.M. you arrive at a small ravine.
You stop at the edge to select the best way across.
The rainstorms have cut so severely into the red-
dish earth that part of one bank has broken away.

Then you see it! A skull! A human skull lies
partially uncovered, staring with empty eyes at
the ever-changing cloud patterns in the blue Af-
rican sky.

"Amos! Amos, look!"
"Oh, my. What is that?"
You scramble out of the Toyota and kneel next

to the skull. You dig carefully around with your
pocketknife and discover several more skeleton
fragments just beneath the earth.

"Amos, this could be the find of the century!"
"What do you mean? Aren't these just old

bones?"
"Amos, this skull could be millions of years old.

It could be the missing link between apes and
people, one of the first real human species." The
two of you examine the skull, noting its particu-
larly heavy brow and shallow eye sockets.
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"No question about it, Amos. This is for real.
We could be famous."

"Yes, yes, my friend, but we must hurry now.
We are losing valuable time here."

Should you go on now and come back later
with archaeologists? Or would it be better to give
up the race? Your find might be much more
important.

If you continue the race and plan to return
later, turn to page 108.

If you abandon the race now, turn to page 101.
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"OK, I'll do it. I can use the money."
"Good for you, friend. I knew you'd see the

wisdom in my suggestion," Ian says, chuckling.
"Now, Uzzi here, he'll fix you up. Right, Uzzi?"
Uzzi grunts and opens up a canvas drawstring

bag. You see the sparkle of sunlight on diamonds.
Uzzi trickles several diamonds into your out-
stretched hand; the little stones are sharp against
your skin.

You decide not to tell Amos. At the end of the
mandatory hour rest stop, you and Amos drive off
slowly.

Turn to page 97.
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You decide that there is not much you can do
for the refugees now. There are so many of them
and only one of you, but you tell yourself you will
come back when the race is over and help some-
how.

The crowd of refugees is so thick you can't
move the car forward. Each minute that you must
sit and watch these poor people makes you won-
der if you're making the right decision.

Just as the horde of refugees thins out enough
for you to get moving, you notice one poor family
in particular: a man and a woman, each carrying
a young child. As you get closer to them, the man
gently puts down the little girl he is holding and
then suddenly throws himself in front of your car.

You have just enough time to swerve out of the
way, but not enough time to plan where to go.
You run over a large rock. There's a loud crack
and the Rover comes to a quick stop.

You and Eduardo hop out of the car. The man
who threw himself at the car is lying face down in
the dust, but you didn't hit him. Your tire track is
several inches from his outstretched body. His
wife hasn't even stopped; she is still walking
down the road carrying one child and holding the
other's hand.

The man gets up and, without looking back at
you, starts walking to join his wife. You start to
follow, but Eduardo grabs your arm and stops
you.

"Let him go. Let's look at the car."

Go on to page 90.
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The Rover, it turns out, has a cracked axle. It's
not badly broken, but it's useless as it is. While
you and Eduardo are trying to decide what to do,
a military caravan drives by. One of the trucks
stops and a young lieutenant jumps out. You
explain what happened and what your problem
is. The lieutenant listens quietly, then starts giving
orders. Soon, before your astonished eyes, four
soldiers are busy crawling under the Rover with a
portable welding rig and some steel stock.

The lieutenant explains with a grin, "I've al-
ways wanted to be in this race. Helping you
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makes me feel as if I am in it." Turning serious, he
also explains that the man who threw himself in
front of the Rover was trying to get killed, believ-
ing that if he succeeded you would take pity on
his wife and family and give them some money.

Just then, one of the soldiers who had been
working on the car marches over, salutes, and
announces that the repairs to the Rover are
finished.

The three of you walk over to inspect the axle.
The chief mechanic proudly shows off his handi-
work. He reminds you, though, that while his
repairs are strong, the axle will never work as well
as it did before.

"In other words," the lieutenant says, "watch
out for large rocks."

You and Eduardo climb back into the Rover
and wave good-bye. The lieutenant and his crew
shout "Good luck!" and "Godspeed!" as you
take off down the road.

Remembering the warnings of the lieutenant
and his mechanic, you don't want to drive too
hard. On the other hand, Eduardo is also a fine
mechanic, and he thinks the repair to the axle is
plenty strong and will hold through anything.

If you decide you'd do better to take it easy for
a bit, turn to page 102.

If you agree with Eduardo and decide to push
the car as hard as you can, turn to page 105.
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"To heck with the grease," you tell Amos. "We

can make it."
You push off from the riverbank, making good

time through the dry brown-yellow grassland.
Gradually the grassland becomes desert. Your
wheels kick up a lot of sand which gets into the
suspension. It doesn't take long before you hear a
horrible noise, like fingernails on a blackboard.
It's the tearing sound of the sand coming into
direct contact with metal.

Can you make it to the next checkpoint before
making repairs? If you think so,

turn to page 109.

Should you make repairs now? If you think that
is best, turn to page 99.
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Sitting around waiting for the ferry is no fun,
you decide. You tell Eduardo you've made up
your mind to keep moving.

You take off down the riverbank, following the
river for about a mile and a half to where it makes
a great bend. There you head off across the coun-
try to meet the river where it loops back.

There is no road where you want to drive, but
the map shows your chosen route to be mostly
grassland, so the going shouldn't be too rough.
By keeping an eye on the dashboard compass
you keep going in the right direction.

You ford a number of little streams on the way,
but they are no problem. The hardest part is
choosing the quickest way through the trees.

Finally you cross one more stream, and you're
on an immense plain. The map shows this to be
the last veldt before the river crossing. At Edu-
ardo's suggestion, you've put off greasing the car
after each stream crossing until now, the last
crossing for a while. So while Eduardo is crawling
under the car with the grease gun, you climb onto
the roof to look around. Off in the distance to the
north you can see a herd of giraffes grazing the
trees. Ungainly as they might seem, you are star-
tled by their grace as they move about in search
of food.

Once Eduardo is done, you take off immedi-
ately. You're impatient to continue.

Turn to page 94.
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Soon you enter some high grass, which
reaches almost as high as the hood of the Rover.
The farther you go, the higher the grass gets, until
you can barely see and have to slow down.

Suddenly you spot a rhinoceros in the brush
not more than 100 yards away. It doesn't see you
yet. You know a rhino will chase a car even
without being provoked, and that it can catch up
to one, too. Three tons of automobile is not a
match for four tons of angry rhino.

If you stop the car, maybe it won't see you and
will keep moving off in the direction it is going.

If you decide to keep going and figure the
rhino won't charge, turn to page 103.

If you decide to stop and let the rhino move
away before continuing, turn to page 110.
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You decide to wait for the ferry. As you watch it
progress across the river, you see that it is going
faster than you thought it could. Maybe you
won't lose all the time you made up, after all.

While you and Eduardo are waiting you decide
to grab a bite to eat. There is a food vendor near
the ferry landing and from him you buy several
plantains— a type of banana— that he fries for
you in palm oil heated in a metal drum over a
wood fire. You also buy some hot tea with honey,
and with some crackers and cheese from your
supplies, you make a fine meal.

By the time you are finished eating, the ferry
has returned and you drive aboard.

The ferryman chocks the wheels of the Land
Rover and starts his little outboard motor. The
ferry heads out through the shallows to the
deeper water near the other side. Just as you get
into deeper water, about a third of the way across,
there is a muffled explosion. The ferry immedi-
ately lists to starboard.

The ferryman starts screaming and swearing.
You and Eduardo run to the starboard side and
lean over. Eduardo sniffs the air carefully.

"Plastique. Our competitors appear to be play-
ing dirty."

Go on to page 96.
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"Will we stay afloat to the other side?" you ask.
"Doesn't look like it. The explosive blew out

most of the flotation. We'd be lucky to make it
back to the shore we left, let alone the rest of the
way across."

"Let's go back. Even if we don't make it all the
way back we'll be all right. The water is shallow
there, and if we can't drive the Rover out, we can
winch it out."

You explain to the ferryman with gestures and
by pointing that you want him to return to the
shore you left. He refuses and seems even more
scared at the thought of going back than sinking
in the middle. You're sure he won't go back
because he is afraid he'll lose his fare. You prom-
ise him you'll pay him anyway, but it is no use—
he won't turn around.

You don't want to lose the car. You must act
quickly!

If you decide to overpower the ferryman and
head back to the shallows, turn to page 106.

If you decide the ferryman is right in continuing
into deeper water, turn to page 113.
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Now it's up to you to lose the race! You dawdle
on the road, trying to keep Amos from getting
suspicious.

"What is this, my friend? Have you lost your
nerve? You go as fast as a snake in cold weather.
We need speed now."

"Can't. Car is acting up. Have to take it easy,"
you mutter.

Later that day, having lost hours on the wrong
routes, you approach a steep gully. You can only
cross it at one point.

You stop the Toyota and jump lightly to the
coarse, dry grass on the edge of the gully. When
you look up you see Ian and Uzzi. Why have they
followed you? Ian is not smiling now.

"Diamonds, please," Uzzi orders, hand out-
stretched.

You run for it, but the roar of a Magnum is the
last thing you hear. Ian slips the diamonds out of
your pocket.

Amos escapes into the thick scrub underbrush.
Ian and Uzzi search but never find him. Maybe he
will avenge your death. But what good will that
do you?

The End
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"Sorry. Can't help you out," you say.
Ian's smile freezes and then disappears. He

begins speaking in a voice that is almost mechani-
cal.

"Listen and listen well. You do what we want
or . . ."

Just at that moment a race official approaches
you. He has a serious look on his face.

Should you tell the official about the bribe
attempt? Will you get into trouble? Will your posi-
tion in the race be jeopardized?

If you decide to tell the official,
turn to page 107.

If you remain quiet, turn to page 114.
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It takes three hours to pull the axles and hubs
for the repairs. But you persist, and finally the job
is finished.

You push on.
After fourteen-and-a-half hours of the hardest

driving you've ever done, you cross the finish
line. You are exhausted, hot, hungry, and happy.

Even though you have not finished first, or
second, or even third, you have done well in one
of the world's most grueling races.

The End

Turn to page 4 to start the speed race.
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"Amos, I'm giving up the race. This is too im-
portant. We're standing in the Olduvai Gorge,
where Louis and Mary Leakey discovered the
bones of the earliest humans. This is where
human life on earth may have begun."

Amos nods with understanding and returns to
the Toyota to radio in your withdrawal from the
race. You tell him to report mechanical troubles
as your reason. No sense in attracting too much
attention to your discovery, as least not yet.

You study the skull and what appears to be an
entire skeleton, as you sit for hours on the side of
the gully holding the remains of your ancestor.
You notice from the skull that its brain must have
been small. What did this person see, feel, and
do?

Near dusk you return to the Toyota. Just as you
are about to enter the car, you are struck by the
vicious fangs of the puff adder— one of the
world's deadliest snakes. As you drift into uncon-
sciousness, you think about the first humans. Are
you so very different from them? Then you see a
brilliant white light. Your life ends here where
humanity began.

Years later a student of the Leakeys rediscovers
the site. He knows about your death here be-
cause he is an amateur car racer himself, and he
names the site after you.

The End
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Even though Eduardo is sure that the soldiers'
repair is more than strong enough, you feel that it
will be safest not to pull out all the stops.

Each time you stop at a checkpoint you exam-
ine the repair for signs of weakening. The welded
axle holds perfectly, though, even when you bot-
tom out in a particularly bad gully in the Olduvai
Gorge. Eduardo spends an hour dragging, jack-
ing, and pushing while you stand on top of the
car and watch for puff adder snakes and other
dangers.

Dusty, tired, and happy, you finally cross the
finish line two days after you start. You finish third
overall. "Not as good as first," you think, "but at
least we made it. That's better than many of the
others."

The End

Turn to page 4 to start the speed race.
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"I can outdrive any rhino ever born," you
promise Eduardo as you shift into first and step
on the gas.

The rhino looks up at the loud noise of the
engine. Then, bellowing with rage, he charges at
the car.

"Faster!" Eduardo cries, it's gaining on us."
You speed up, and the rhino drops back a little.
Then, without warning, a hole appears right in

front of you. There is no time to swerve. You
drive right into it.

The front wheels of the Rover bottom out, and
you pitch over. It's too bad that you never re-
fastened your seat belts after the grease job. You
are both flung from the car.

The rhino flattens you into such a pulp that not
even the vultures are interested in you. The ants,
however, have a field day.

The End
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"The repair will either hold or it won't," you tell
Eduardo. "If it breaks, we've had it. If it holds
and we go slow, we've had it. Let's go all out."

For the next two days you travel as fast as you
can over all kinds of terrain, driving up steep
mountains, through baking hot valleys strewn
with boulders, and across lush grasslands. You
spot— and sometimes narrowly miss hitting— all
kinds of wildlife: giraffes, antelopes, hyenas, even
lions.

At last you roll across the finish line and accept
the congratulations you deserve. You have
finished fourth in one of the toughest races ever
held.

The End

Turn to page 4 to start the speed race.
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"There's no way we'll make it to the other
side," you tell Eduardo. "We'll lose the car, not to
mention maybe our lives. We've got to take con-
trol."

Again you try to convince the ferryman to turn
around, but he looks even more scared this time.
You signal Eduardo, who sneaks up on the man
from behind and knocks him out with a monkey
wrench.

Quickly you turn the ferry around and head
back. At first it looks as if you'll make it, but then,
with a sigh of escaping air, the ferry settles into the
water.

Although the current is fast, the water is only
about four feet deep. You're quite sure you can
the Rover out of the river winch. First, though,
you have to get the unconscious ferryman
ashore.

As you and Eduardo are carrying him, you
hear splashes near the riverbank. Crocodiles!
That's what the ferryman was afraid of, not losing
his fare! You and Eduardo scramble to get
ashore, but it's too late.

The last thing you ever see is a crocodile's tail
flying toward you. After you're safely stashed
underwater by the crocodiles for a few weeks,
they'll devour you slowly, piece by piece.

The End
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You look at Ian and Uzzi and then at the race
official, a man with a military bearing who exudes
confidence. You speak up loud and clear.

"These men are trying to bribe me."
Of course Ian and Uzzi immediately deny it, but

the race official calls over three constables dressed
as local herdsmen.

"Good for you. We've wanted to catch these
two for some time."

You promise to testify at their trial. Then it's
time for you to take off again. Amos seems to
have a sixth sense for navigating. The two of you
don't miss a trick.

Eleven hours later you cross the finish line in
Nairobi. You are the winners!

Turn to page 4 to start the speed race.

The End
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You decide to go on with the race. You can
come back with an archaeologist later.

The Toyota stops at the edge of a dry river.
"Time to refuel," Amos announces. While you
pour gas in the tank, Amos stretches his legs
walking in the riverbed. Suddenly he starts run-
ning toward you.

"Look, look! Gold! Gold! My friend, there is
gold here!"

You run to meet him. Amos holds up a nugget
of gold that must weigh four ounces.

You both start digging. More nuggets! There is
gold everywhere.

"We will be rich. Let's quit the race now."
"But, Amos, we've come so far already. . . . "

you say doubtfully.
Amos doesn't answer but keeps digging up

gold nuggets.

If you decide to continue the race,
turn to page 115.

If you quit the race and hunt for more gold,
turn to page 116.
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You decide to push on, but it's a bad decision.
There's too much sand in the suspension. You
finally come to a grinding halt. You try to radio for
help, but atmospheric conditions interrupt your
broadcast. You'll have to wait it out.

At first you sit outside, but you're forced to
move into the car when a sandstorm roars up out
of the south. You fall asleep during the night, and
you, Amos, and the Toyota are buried in a sand
dune for all time.

The End



110

By the time you get the Rover stopped you're
150 feet from the rhino.

The animal is slowly moving away from you,
swinging its massive head with the huge horns. It
looks very much like a four-legged tank. It's the
biggest rhino you've ever seen or heard of.

"That front horn must be four feet long," you
whisper to Eduardo.

"And the body must be fifteen feet or more,"
Eduardo whispers back.

Suddenly, the rhino turns and looks toward the
car. You can hear it snort: "Chough, chough,
chough." Its beady little eyes seem to glare at
you. Then, without warning, it starts charging.



Before you can even think of starting the car
and driving away— if you could even get away—
the rhino is upon you. They can move fast! The
rhino comes so close you can feel its hot breath
through your open window. At the last possible
moment, though, it swerves and lumbers away
from you.

"Phew! That was close," Eduardo says. You
just nod agreement Fear has frozen your vocal
cords.

After a few minutes you feel better, and you
start the car. Before you drive off you buckle your
seat belts. You discover that when you left the last
stream crossing in a hurry, you had completely
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forgotten to fasten them. It was a good thing the
rhino swerved. There's no telling what might have
happened if you had both been thrown from the
Rover.

Once aboard the ferry at the river crossing, you
and Eduardo check your maps carefully. You dis-
cover that you're making great time.

When the ferry reaches the other side you're
off even before it's tied to the dock.

Soon the terrain changes drastically, and you
are picking your way over a rock-strewn trail in
the Olduvai Gorge. Africa, you discover, is not
only the steaming jungle you had envisioned.
Your course takes you over lush plains, teeming
with wildlife; hot deserts that seem to hold noth-
ing but sand; rugged, rocky hills and deep gorges,
with boulders bigger than the Rover, and poison-
ous scorpions and puff adder snakes sunning
themselves. There are lakes, swamps, and yes,
even jungle. Africa has everything, you decide,
much more than you imagined.

Throughout your journey the Rover performs
wonderfully, running perfectly through the dark
cold of the night and the daytime heat of the
desert.

You continue to push yourself, Eduardo, and
the Rover to the limit. At each checkpoint you
find that you are doing well. Even though it
comes as no surprise at the finish when you are
declared the winner, it still feels very, very good.

The End

Turn to page 4 to start the speed race.
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"The ferryman knows what he's doing," you

tell Eduardo. "From the looks of him he's been at
it for a hundred years."

But when you get further into the deep water
and sink lower and lower, it looks as if you were
wrong.

A freak change in the current pitches the ferry
over. The Rover and the three of you are dumped
overboard.

The Rover sinks immediately. You and Edu-
ardo start swimming for shore, dragging the ferry-
man with you, for it appears he cannot swim.

The current is swift, and the swimming hard.
You are swept a long way downriver before you
can climb ashore.

The ferryman is so grateful to you for saving
him that he would do anything for you.

After you are rested you start walking back to
the ferry landing, where you hope to catch a ride
to Nairobi. The rough road race is over for you,
but at least you and Eduardo are safe. You'll be
able to race again.

The End

Turn to page 4 to start the speed race.
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The official looks the three of you over carefully
and then speaks in a British accent.

"Everything all right here?"
He pauses, waiting for your response. For a

moment you almost decide to report them, but a
quick look at Ian's menacing face makes you
change your mind.

"Everything's fine. Just talking about the
weather broadcast," you say.

The race official does not believe you. These
men are notorious gamblers. They've been fol-
lowed for several years by Interpol, the interna-
tional police network. The official radios
headquarters that you are to be barred from the
race.

There is nothing you can do. Your race is over.

The End
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"I insist, Amos. I left the skull behind, remem-
ber? Let's go on with the race. We will come back
for the gold later."

You do return after you have finished the race.
This time you're equipped as a gold miner and
prepared for a month of digging. You spend a
month, but not as you had planned because you
never find the gold again. It's as though it has
vanished.

Too bad.

The End
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"Forget the race," you say. "Gold is gold,
right?"

You and Amos stake a claim, start mining for
gold, and become extremely wealthy. Amos buys
a villa in Monaco. You take up residence in the
Bahamas. You two start your own series of races
called Gold Fever.

The End
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