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Sometimes the only way to fight fire is

with fire. One can hardly stop to consider

what the second fire may destroy. Can one?
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Rahll floated, a dim pattern of electrical impulse in the void of
space. He was vaguely aware that he was dying into nothingness,
and that in a short time he would be a meaningless mass of aimless
patterning, with no consciousness and no unity. But there was nothing
that could be done about it; his flexible impulse had woven itself into
millions upon millions of varying thought-forms, and no solution to
his situation had presented itself.


His impulse writhed into remembrance of the Great Pattern of countless
centuries before. There had been thousands of impulses similar to
himself, all banded together into one huge, unified Form, standing
in this wasteland of space; thousands of impulses, all twisting in
the shaping and reshaping of their own thoughts and emotions, but all
connected by the central Great Pattern so that they stood, impulse to
impulse, in a huge, delicately crystal-like structure of electricity.


And they had given each other life, replenishing their powers within
themselves, and existing in the contentment of peace, for millennium
upon millennium.


Until the Cataclysm. There had been some impulses who tired of the
old pattern of unification, and wished to form a new one; however,
they were opposed by other, more content impulses, who stubbornly held
to the old pattern. The rebels, as they were called, formed their
carefully planned new pattern in spite of the opposition; the result
being that the two different patterns intertwined each other, fell into
antagonizing frequencies, and blew the community apart.





Only Rahll's delicate impulse had escaped this Cataclysm. He had been
badly wounded, unable to move in any direction; so for thousands of
years after the explosion he had floated in darkness, waiting for a
sign of another impulse with which to make contact and create mutual
sustenance. But no sign had come, and Rahll's shape had slowly become
warped with weakness and hunger into the jagged form of a pattern which
had never been seen in the old community.


The pattern of a cannibal. The only central thought-form which
activated him now was to Find Impulse and to Absorb Impulse; to absorb
flexible impulse into his wavering frame and twist it to his own form,
so he would live, so he could exist for a while longer, so he could
branch out and find more flexible impulse to eat and twist to his
pattern.


But the long process of disintegration was now almost at an end; he
could reshape his thought-patterns only with the greatest pain and
difficulty, and branching out was out of the question. He realized
this, and slowly prepared himself for the final pattern to come; the
pattern of death.


As his faint, blue shape of line-impulse reformed within itself,
however, he became conscious of a weak, almost nonexistent impulse
beating against the outer fringe of his pattern. He stopped his
reforming process and, summoning all the power he could, glided toward
the impulse.


When he did this, the impulse became definitely stronger; slowly his
delicate, crystalloid form became more and more conscious of it; its
power rose and rose, until it reached an almost unbearable intensity.


Waves of hunger beat against Rahll, as they had for centuries; but
here, here at last, was satisfaction. His jagged cannibal's pattern
roused itself, waiting for the new impulse to come within striking
distance. And then....


It stopped. It had been there for only a moment, and now it was gone.
Rahll desperately sent out tendrils of a length he had thought he would
never attain again in search of the huge impulse, and found....


Another. This one was smaller, although still one hundred times as
powerful as Rahll's; and, oddly, it was channelled into five separate
spokes of impulse which functioned around a large central hub-impulse.
The impulses in the five channels were exactly alike, but they were
interpreted differently by the central hub due to the different
channels through which they came. Rahll sorted and distinguished these
five interpretations, his pattern weaving into one of curiosity and
vague dismay as he did.


One channel of impulse was evidently devoted to the sensing of forms
and colors, something which Rahll found unnecessary; a second was
one which sensed vibrations in—in something, a substance Rahll was
unfamiliar with, one with more substance than the void he lived in and
yet unsolid enough to carry vibrations easily; a third existed to sense
odors in this unsolid substance; a fourth to sense some things which
Rahll did not recognize, bitter, salt, sweet, and sour; and a fifth
to sense heat and cold. All these impulses transmitted their sensings
to the central hub, which seemed to be a completely flexible mass of
unpatterned, vari-frequencied electrical impulses that was almost
overpoweringly strong.


Yes, these were food for Rahll; but two factors held him from consuming
all six branches of impulse together.





The first was that he was so weak that any more than one of the
spoke-impulses absorbed at a time would have shattered his frail form.


The second was that this collective impulse operated on a frequency
altogether different from Rahll's. Try as he might, Rahll could not
emulate this frequency; it was too alien, too far removed from his own,
and he was too weak. But this impulse's frequency was flexible; if he
could make it become harmonious with his own frequency, then he could
easily absorb it, branch by branch.


It would be a relatively simple matter to make the impulse
harmonize with him, Rahll knew; all he had to do was make the
flexible-frequencied impulse accept his own impulse as something
un-alien and natural, by taking a form the impulse would not suspect;
something which blended with the impulse's environment. As soon as a
branch of the alien impulse accepted Rahll's own impulse as natural,
Rahll would move blocks into the channels of that branch and absorb it.


First he examined the branch devoted to sensing odors. Yes, it would be
child's play to cause an impulse to transmit through the odor channels
to the central hub, where it would be interpreted as an odor....





Brenner sat hunched over the controls of the spaceship. Damm! How had
he gotten so far away from Base? There weren't any planets here for
millions of miles in all directions; only blackness. He couldn't make
connection with Base; he couldn't make connection with anything.


His small, three-compartmented ship sped swiftly along toward nothing.
In the tail compartment, the atomic and the electrical generators
hummed serenely; in the nose compartment, Brenner continued to curse.


Something in the mechanism of his directional equipment was fouled up.
That must be it. He decided to cut power and think for a while.


He closed off the atomic generator, stopping the rockets, and, as an
afterthought, shut off the electrical generator also. Sitting in the
darkness, he tried vainly to make out some light in the void beyond
the nose observation window. But he could see nothing. No stars, no
planets. Nothing at all. Base had been built in deep space; all light
from other suns was cut off here by time and distance.


He leaned back in the chair and closed his eyes. Hale at Base was
probably tearing his hair out. Brenner could hear the old man now:
"That blasted Brenner! Here we are, a space station a million miles
from anywhere, and he has to lose our best craft for us! I knew that
blinkety-blank halfwit would pull some lame-brained stunt like this. I
knew it, I knew it, I...."


Brenner cut Hale off and began to think about Earth. And home. And
Barbara. And the nameless little thing who must have come months ago,
and whom he would have seen within a year if he hadn't been so Godawful
stupid as to lose himself out here.


Well, at least he had the radio. And a good supply of food. And the
knowledge that Hale would be keeping all channels clear for a call from
him.


He frowned. He should have been able to make radio contact with Base
long before this. Perhaps his trouble was in the radio....


Suddenly a strange odor touched his senses. Brenner frowned,
sniffing. He'd never smelled anything like that before. It was rather
metallic—almost like a short circuit. But not quite.


And then, gradually, the odor became that of coffee. Hot Coffee,
percolating somewhere in the ship. He had put some coffee on,
hadn't he? He frowned, and then went back to his former thoughts of
self-disparagement, accepting the odor as normal, as part of his
natural environment, "forgetting" about it.


The first block moved in.


Brenner hardly noticed that he had lost his sense of smell.





Rahll exulted. This was the first impulse he had ever tasted—his
jagged cannibal's pattern contracted itself in ecstacy as he twisted
the absorbed impulse into his own thought-form. He was still hungry,
yes—and that hunger was hardly on the way to being satisfied—but at
least this was a beginning. It fired him on—he must have more impulse,
more, until he could branch out and find even more....


The hunger rushed over him in waves, deep, welling up from the pit of
his thought-pattern, almost overcoming his form with its intensity.
Yes, he would have more. Taking the first impulse had been simple; as
soon as this other being had accepted the bogus odor as being normal,
his frequency had become harmonious with Rahll's, and Rahll had moved
a block into the channels through which the impulse flowed and absorbed
the impulse. Now the block remained in those odor-channels, preventing
other impulses from travelling in them.


Rahll turned his attention to the satisfaction of his hunger.





Brenner sniffed. That's funny—hadn't he smelled coffee a minute ago?


Wait a minute—he couldn't have smelled coffee. There wasn't any coffee
on. But there must have been, because he'd smelled it.


He sniffed again. He couldn't smell anything now. Odd. He leaned back
in his chair and listened as the atomic and electric generators hummed
in the background....


The second block moved in.


The sound of the generators disappeared.


Brenner started. But he couldn't have heard the generators—they were
off! He rose. All was silent in the ship. He banged on the control
panel with his fist.


He heard no sound.


Panic set in.





Rahll's cannibal-pattern contracted and protracted in the black void.
The faint blue lines of his form glowed a bit more strongly now than
they had before, although the great hunger still shook his frame.


His thought-forms wove in and out in visions of power, a power he had
never thought of possessing back in the time of the Great Pattern, a
power with which he could absorb everything, every—


And then Rahll's thought-form twisted into a totally unfamiliar shape.
And he thought of Hale.


He could picture Hale only vaguely; a big man—man; that was a new
term—a big man, whatever a man was, with a deep voice—voice, another
new term—and a great temper—temper....


Rahll slowed his pattern in confusion. Man, voice, temper, Hale—all of
these; he had never been aware of them before, nor of things like them.
Why was he aware of them now?





And then he realized why.


This alien being's patterns, even though scattered and unmethodical,
were influencing Rahll's patterns as Rahll came into close contact with
them during the process of absorption. Just as Rahll's patterns must be
influencing this alien being's.


Rahll formed and reformed thoughts for a moment, and then decided that
this was a good thing. For now he would have new weapons with which to
trick this other electrical impulse; new and better weapons. Hale, man,
voice, temper.


At that moment, Brenner was experiencing much the same phenomenon as
Rahll was.


Brenner's panic died suddenly as he searched his thoughts and found,
with a shock, that he knew why he could not hear. He could see the
answer only dimly, but it was there; something completely alien to him,
something outside the ship, a crystal-like pattern of electricity—of
electrical impulse—was—was doing something else alien to him which
had caused him to lose his sense of sound.






  






He sat down and concentrated on this answer. There must be more to
it, he thought, more to it than.... Yes, there was more to it. He
received jumbled thoughts concerning frequencies alien to each other,
and then pulled out the one totally clear impression he had. Illusions
were being used to dupe him. He wasn't quite sure of exactly how they
were being used—something to do with alien frequencies cropped up
again—but he did know that the alien being outside his ship was using
illusion to slowly destroy him. But wasn't there a way out?


Yes, there was. If he didn't accept the illusion, whatever it was, as
being normal, he could not be touched by this creature outside. If he
did not accept the illusion as being normal....


Brenner turned on the electric generator. The room flooded with light.


Rahll tensed when he felt the other, larger impulse that he had first
felt rise up again. The impulse was far too huge to absorb; and,
furthermore, there was something about it that almost repelled Rahll.
It was impulse, yes, but it was a different kind of impulse, of a type
Rahll had not run across before. If he had been strong enough he could
have consumed it, but he was not sure that he would have wanted to.


He steeled himself against the overpowering sense of the presence of
that impulse, and carefully searched out the other, smaller one. When
he found it, he began to think. Certainly this being's impulse had
picked up the pattern which Rahll was following; therefore this being
would be on his guard against Rahll's simulations of his environment.
Rahll had to sneak under that guard, carefully, subtly, in as
unnoticeable a way as possible.


He felt that he could absorb two channels of impulse this time. He
picked the two, and began to weave rhythmically in thought.





Brenner sat back in his chair. He was ready for the thing, whatever it
was. It would not creep under his defenses. Nothing it could do, no
illusion it could form, would take him in. He would not allow it to.
He could not allow it to; for patterns had been invoked in his mind
that suggested what the creature would do with the power derived from
Brenner's impulse if it ever absorbed it all; patterns which pictured
the absorption of all life on other worlds, and a single great pattern
of electrical current crisscrossing in spiderweb fashion throughout
the universe; a strong, unbreakable chain of intelligence, sated with
the impulse of every fish, bird, insect, and man in existence. Brenner
suppressed a shudder. What he was up against might be too much for him
to handle....


No. He had to handle it. For Barbara's sake. For Hale's sake. For the
sake of all those men back at Base, who would be the creature's next
prey if it destroyed Brenner.


Suddenly there was a clanking noise. Brenner stiffened, for he did not
hear the sound with his useless ears; it formed within his mind. The
gruff, temper-tinged voice he heard came from within his mind, too;
"Brenner, you damned fool. I knew you'd get yourself into a fix like
this. Our best craft, too." Brenner whirled around.


The tall, heavy-set figure of Hale stood by the airlock, smiling.


Brenner frowned. The alien must be a complete fool; Brenner would never
accept a bogus Captain Hale where Captain Hale could not be.


Hale's figure strode forward, saying, with that fixed smile on its
face, "I always thought you'd wind up like this: lost in deep space,
with nothing around you. Have you looked at that radio? Sure it's not
what's on the blink? Oh, that's right, you wouldn't be able to hear it
even if it was in good shape," the words flowed through Brenner's head,
"wouldn't be able to. Have a cigar, while you stand there thinking.
You're going to have to think hard to get out of this one, Brenner.
Mighty blasted hard." And a deep chuckle shook Brenner's skull as the
figure of Hale opened its mouth to laugh—and opened it, grotesquely, a
trifle too far for a genuine human mouth to go.





Brenner puffed at the proffered cigar. Something was wrong here—the
alien could not be this obvious in his working. Brenner's mind steadily
refused to accept the thing that stood before him.


The figure cocked an eye at him. "If you don't get back to the
station," it said, "you'll never see Barbara again. Or the kid. You
know that, don't you? And you want to see Barbara don't you? Don't you?"


Brenner did not answer.


The figure smiled. "Well, you can see her, if you want to. Right now."
And the figure's body and face grew smaller, softened in their lines,
and the clothing it wore changed from a severe blue uniform to a light
blue dress. "Hello, Will," said Barbara's figure.


Brenner still kept silent, staring at the woman's form before him.
It was so like her—and in its arms it held a small bundle, which
gurgled softly. Brenner's eyes fell to this bundle.


Barbara's figure saw the direction of his glance. "You haven't seen the
baby yet, have you, Will?" she said, moving toward him. "Look." She
held the small bundle out toward him.


But as she did, one of her hands dug into the blankets wrapped around
the tiny form, wrenched the form from those blankets, and threw it to
the floor. Barbara's face, now covered with a too-wide grin, looked up
at Brenner as her feet stamped the small figure to a red pulp. "Look,
Will," she said, and laughed, stretching her mouth wider, wider, until
her face was distorted completely out of shape, and her black hair
streamed wildly in the air.






  






Brenner stood paralyzed. The laughter was filling his mind,
overcrowding everything else, becoming louder, and louder, and....


It stopped. The red pulp on the floor disappeared, as did the other
gnarled figure. All was silent, as it had been before.


Gone. The creature was gone, and it had not hurt him at all. Brenner,
still rooted in shock, took a few more thoughtless puffs on the cigar
the alien had handed him.


The third and fourth blocks moved into place.


The cigar disappeared.


Brenner could no longer feel or taste.





Rahll rolled in the darkness, his blue line-form glowing more strongly
than before. His cannibal-pattern flowed into the thought of all the
impulse in the universe around him; of the time when he would be able
to branch out, find the stars which were concealed here by distance
and time, and absorb the many life-impulses living around those stars,
satisfying completely the burning hunger within him.


His third plan had worked admirably. He had shocked the other being
with obtrusive actions into a state in which he did not notice
inobtrusive actions. That would work again.


He was still bothered by the other, huge impulse which throbbed against
his pattern; it seemed strangely adamant and.... But he couldn't find
the exact word for what repelled him.


He pushed the pattern aside. Enough time to worry about that after he
had absorbed the fifth branch of impulse of the alien being nearby.


Again, Rahll's thoughts turned to a method of operation. What illusion
to form now...?





Brenner sat in the nose section of the ship, his head throbbing. The
alien's visions of power were now perfectly clear in his mind, but for
some reason they did not bother him any more. He had been tricked by
that thing outside; he had to fight back somehow. That and that alone
mattered now.


And a way to fight back was slowly creeping into his thoughts; some
formless fear the being had of the impulses formed by the electric
generator. Perhaps if he could trick the alien into....


Whang! A loud noise cut through his mind.


He jumped up and turned toward the back of the compartment; just in
time to see a shadow flick through and close the door there.


He ran to the back, turned the wheel in the center of the door, pulled
the door open, and staggered into the second compartment. Whang!
Something hit him across the back of his neck. He jerked and crashed to
the floor, fighting to maintain consciousness.


With a desperate lunge, he grabbed at the wall and pulled himself to
his feet. Then he looked to the back of the second compartment, just in
time to see the shadow flick through the door.


He dashed through the doorway into the third compartment. For a second
Barbara's face grinned impishly at him from the door at the end of the
room, and then disappeared. Brenner plunged to the doorway through
which she had gone and jumped into the fourth compartment.


For a moment he stood looking around the completely empty room.


Then the fifth block moved into place.


Brenner could not see.


It was then that he remembered that his ship had only three
compartments.





Somehow he made his way back to the nose compartment. He was completely
cut off from the rest of his body by Rahll's five blocks; only his seat
of thought remained. And if that were taken away....


He seemed to be able to sense objects about him, although he could
neither see nor feel them; but he did not stop to try to understand
this. Instead, he sat down and began to concentrate. To concentrate on
further scraps of information that had been left with him by this last
close contact with Rahll; information which pointed toward a possible
way of stopping the thing outside.


He had received before the impression of Rahll's half-fear of the
electrical impulses formed by the generator of the ship; now he was
fairly certain of the reasons for Rahll's reluctance to absorb these
impulses.


In the first place, they were too strong for Rahll's thus far
under-developed body.


In the second, they were inflexible. True, if Brenner turned a dial
he could change their amperage, but they were formed on a basis of
friction, not of chemical reaction, as Brenner's and Rahll's impulses
were. The generator's impulses were not stimulated by certain stimuli
at certain times, but flew from the generator in a continuous, hard,
stable stream, inflexible, unable to be woven about into thought
patterns, unable to be twisted by Rahll.


And this told Brenner how to stop the alien.


Sensing his way, he reached a medicine cabinet, and sensed out a bottle
of morphine; carefully he measured out the right amount, and set it on
a table beside the equipment that controlled the electrical generator.


Then Brenner began to slow the generator down. The lights dimmed,
becoming lower and lower....


He knew that Rahll was waiting outside, waiting to consume the last
weak impulse in Brenner's body; he also knew that Rahll would probably
automatically consume any electrical impulse of a frequency harmonious
with the creature's that was of the same level as Brenner's without
noticing that it came from a generator instead of Brenner, because of
the hunger that threatened to overpower Rahll and render him insensible
in the lust for food.


Brenner continued to lower the speed of the generator. He also knew
that Rahll would not be deceived if there were two separate impulses
on the same level to distinguish between. In that case, Rahll would
undoubtedly pick out Brenner's because of Brenner's alien frequency. So
Brenner had to lower his own impulse. He had to lower it to its most
basic function; that of causing the heart to beat.


He took a glass of water and swallowed the morphine.


As the haze began to blot out his thoughts, he continued to turn the
generator down, down....





Rahll sensed the drop in the larger electrical impulse; he followed it
as it dropped, until it was on the same level as the other impulse was.
Wait! What other impulse?


Rahll's thought-patterns stopped in confusion. This current was the
only impulse on the same level as the alien one. Rahll pondered for
a moment; if this was the only impulse on the right level, then he must
have confused the two impulses for a moment, and this was actually the
right one. Yes, that had to be it.


He examined the impulse, sensing around it—and his crystal-shaped
form jumped in surprise. The alien frequency which he had had to trick
by illusions into becoming harmonious with his own was gone from this
impulse. He would be able to absorb this impulse at his will. True,
there was something familiarly repulsive about it, but he was hungry,
and....


After only a short hesitation, Rahll's electric jaws opened, widened to
full size, and closed greedily on the impulse.


Too late he realized his mistake. His puny blocks were unable to
hold up against the continuous, non-chemically produced stream of
electricity from the generator. More and more impulse flowed into his
body, more and more inflexible impulse, which he could not twist
into his cannibal's thought-pattern, torrents of perfectly stable
electricity, slowly influencing his own pattern as he had expected
to influence the impulse, influencing his into a frozen, stable,
inflexible pattern of continuous hunger-satisfaction.


His crystalloid jaws spread wide, Rahll floated in the black void
of space, motionless, unable to move, unable to twist into new
thought-patterns, and therefore unable to think. The inflexible current
of electricity poured steadily into his body....





Slowly the effects of the morphine wore off, and the haze lifted from
Brenner's mind. As his power to think returned, he began to realize
that his plan had worked, and that the alien had been overcome; and he
was glad of this only because it removed him, Brenner, from danger. He
no longer cared that the creature might have absorbed the impulses of
every living being in existence; the thing was frozen, and he was safe
from it—that was all that mattered to him.


Of course he could not see, or feel, or hear the motionless crystalloid
pattern outside. But he knew it was there. He could sense it.


He could sense it because his heretofore unmethodical hub-impulse
pattern, in its close association with Rahll's, had been slowly
twisted and molded into a form very much like the alien's, giving him
Rahll's powers of sightless observation of other impulses and objects.
Brenner no longer had any need for his lost powers of sight, hearing,
taste, smell and touch.


He groped his way back to the nose seat, sensing his way as he could
not feel it. He would find Base—he would be able to sense the way
back to it as soon as it was close enough. He would go back to Base,
because, naturally, his basic thought-form had also been molded into
the shape of Rahll's; and Brenner was hungry, and he knew he could find
food at Base.


Food. He pictured Hale, and the other men at the station.


Food. His jagged cannibal's pattern contracted in ecstacy at the
thought of it.


He activated the atomic generator and whirled the ship around.



THE END





*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK PATTERN ***



    

Updated editions will replace the previous one—the old editions will
be renamed.


Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright
law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG™
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for an eBook, except by following
the terms of the trademark license, including paying royalties for use
of the Project Gutenberg trademark. If you do not charge anything for
copies of this eBook, complying with the trademark license is very
easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose such as creation
of derivative works, reports, performances and research. Project
Gutenberg eBooks may be modified and printed and given away—you may
do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks not protected
by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the trademark
license, especially commercial redistribution.



START: FULL LICENSE


THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE


PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK


To protect the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg”), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg™ License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg™
electronic works


1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg™
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg™ electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person
or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.


1.B. “Project Gutenberg” is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg™
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.


1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation (“the
Foundation” or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United
States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg™
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg™ name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg™ License when
you share it without charge with others.


1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg™ work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country other than the United States.


1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:


1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg™ License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg™ work (any work
on which the phrase “Project Gutenberg” appears, or with which the
phrase “Project Gutenberg” is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:


    This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most
    other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no restrictions
    whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under the terms
    of the Project Gutenberg License included with this eBook or online
    at www.gutenberg.org. If you
    are not located in the United States, you will have to check the laws
    of the country where you are located before using this eBook.
  


1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg” associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg™
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg™ License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the
beginning of this work.


1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg™
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg™.


1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg™ License.


1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg™ work in a format
other than “Plain Vanilla ASCII” or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg™ website
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original “Plain
Vanilla ASCII” or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg™ License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.


1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg™ works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
provided that:


    	• You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
        the use of Project Gutenberg™ works calculated using the method
        you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
        to the owner of the Project Gutenberg™ trademark, but he has
        agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
        within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
        legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
        payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
        Section 4, “Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
        Literary Archive Foundation.”
    

    	• You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
        you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
        does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg™
        License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
        copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
        all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg™
        works.
    

    	• You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
        any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
        electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
        receipt of the work.
    

    	• You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
        distribution of Project Gutenberg™ works.
    



1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the manager of
the Project Gutenberg™ trademark. Contact the Foundation as set
forth in Section 3 below.


1.F.


1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg™ collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain “Defects,” such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.


1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the “Right
of Replacement or Refund” described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg™ trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.


1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.


1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you ‘AS-IS’, WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.


1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.


1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg™ work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg™ work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.


Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg™


Project Gutenberg™ is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.


Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg™’s
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg™ collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg™ and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org.


Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation


The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non-profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation’s EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state’s laws.


The Foundation’s business office is located at 809 North 1500 West,
Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887. Email contact links and up
to date contact information can be found at the Foundation’s website
and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact


Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation


Project Gutenberg™ depends upon and cannot survive without widespread
public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine-readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.


The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular state
visit www.gutenberg.org/donate.


While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.


International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.


Please check the Project Gutenberg web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate.


Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg™ electronic works


Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg™ concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg™ eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.


Project Gutenberg™ eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.


Most people start at our website which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org.


This website includes information about Project Gutenberg™,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.




OEBPS/7871262692442504639_cover.jpg
L

'L‘

Fact and Science Ficlion iy





