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The Forerunners




by Norman Arkawy and Stanley Henig







When a stellar navigator as gifted as Norman Arkawy finds a test pilot of
Stanley Henig’s brilliance seated beside him on a journey to a star the
cosmic mists are certain to roll back resplendently. True, the forerunners
does not take us on a stellar journey in a strictly literal sense. But it
would be carping indeed to insist on that when the cybernetic regions
explored therein are so galactic in scope, and so challengingly mysterious.


The telepaths were a danger
and a threat—to a world grown
monstrous. But the human mind
can unlock a multitude of doors.








He felt it when he awoke—the
dull, persistent throbbing deep
within his head—and he knew that
no human mind would be closed
to him today.


For thirty-two of his thirty-four
years Neville Brandt had been a
normal person. He had risen rapidly
in the Cybernetics Division of
Central Metals, Inc., and was now
one of the youngest experts in the
country. But he was no longer
normal.


The throbbing continued while
he dressed and while he ate his
breakfast. It lingered with him
during the drive to the jet port. It
hung over him like a mantle of fire
while he waited for the express,
and it accompanied him aboard.


The jet train screamed along the
monorail toward East City. Brandt
watched the landscape rush by in
a blurred fantasia of color. He
stared through the window at the
fascinating smear until he became
dizzy. And the painful throbbing
pounded on in his skull.


The express roared over the Appalachians,
soaring up and through
the man-made cuts and passes, and
then sweeping down the eastern
slope with its speed unabated. Still,
the pain persisted.


Suddenly it was gone.


Brandt closed his eyes and relaxed
into the cushions of his seat, the
absence of the nagging pain soothing
him like a balm. With his eyes
shut, and smiling to himself, he
sent telepathic feelers into the
minds of his neighbors on the train.
Gently, experimentally, his mental
fingers touched one mind, then another.
Reception was good.


Brandt arrived at Centrals at his
usual time. He entered his office
and greeted the same busy assemblage
of secretaries, clerks and assistants
he encountered every morning.
Then he promptly settled into
his customary work routine.


But there was nothing usual
about the way Brandt spent the
first few minutes on this particular
morning. He was testing his telepathic
capacity. He reached out
carefully, extending himself until
his mind shrieked in agony. Then,
with as precise a mental movement
as he could manage, he began to
slowly extend fringes of his power
until he scooped up impressions
from the restaurant at the far end
of the street.


He held a waiter’s thoughts for
a moment, then let them go. He
probed further, to the bank on the
next block. But all he could pick
up was a monotonous hum of unintelligible
noise. He sagged against
the back of his chair until the
pounding in his head eased.


Brandt pulled a notebook from
his coat pocket and checked his
present range limits against the
figures which he had entered on his
past “spell days.” It was still about
two hundred yards! His range had
apparently stabilized itself at that
distance. Only the duration of his
effective control was increasing.
The entries on the page read:
March 14—-3 min. March 31—12
min. April 19—39 min. June 3—1
hr., 17 min. August 14—2 hr., 58
min. September 24—4 hr., 19 min.


He closed the notebook and carefully
tucked it into his breast pocket.
Would today, November 4, follow
the general pattern? If it did,
he knew that he would maintain
control for almost eight hours!


He shrugged, turning his attentions
to the people around him.
Slowly he probed their minds. He
crept into dark corners and trod
tortuous, narrow paths, never really
knowing what marvelous or horrible
thing would pop up at the
next turning. It was a thrilling
game—and sometimes a shocking
one. Incredibly primitive and candid
at times were the thoughts of
the innocent-looking girls, especially
the slim brunette at the—


“Mr. Brandt!”


He looked up, startled. His private
secretary was standing in front
of his desk, and from the annoyed
tone of her voice he knew that she
must have spoken to him several
times in an unsuccessful attempt to
gain his attention.


“Yes, Miss Cartwright?” He
spoke guilelessly, pretending to be
deeply preoccupied with the papers
in his hand.


The girl’s eyes seemed to be
laughing at him. Brandt wished
that he knew what she was thinking.
Why, he asked himself for the
hundredth time, did Ellen have to
be one of the very few people
whose minds remained always
closed to him? Dear Ellen, aloof
Ellen—Miss Cartwright! How he
ached to touch her!


Her smile did not change. “Mr.
Blanding would like to see you,
Mr. Brandt,” she said, in a matter-of-fact
tone.


He watched her move back to her
desk, concentrating a question at
her and getting no response. Shrugging,
he arose quickly and left the
office.


Blanding greeted him at the
door. “Come in, Neville,” he said.
“I’ve been expecting you.”


With a sudden, sharp apprehensiveness
Brandt probed at Blanding’s
mind. Nothing. It had happened
before, and the completeness
of the mental shields which
were always drawn closely around
Blanding and Ellen excited fantastic
possibilities. Yet, were they fantastic?
If Brandt himself was a neophytic
telepath, the probability of
there being others more advanced,
and with complete control and direction
of the power, must surely
exist. And why stop at two or
three? Why not a well-developed
society of telepaths still hidden
from the government and successfully
avoiding detection?


Brandt stared uneasily at the
smiling Blanding and a sudden,
overmastering fear pulsed through
him.


“Of course, there might be two
societies,” Blanding said, his expression
utterly impassive. “One
hidden from the government, and
one within the government itself.”


All the blood drained from
Brandt’s face. Blanding knew then.
But how—how—


“How? Very simple.” Blanding
motioned Brandt into a chair and
handed him a cigarette. “It’s all
here,” the big man said, tapping
his forehead.


Brandt made no attempt to light
the cigarette. He simply stared, his
pallor almost frightening.


“You’ve done a remarkable job
of logging and extrapolation,
Neville,” Blanding went on. “But
you made one serious mistake—a
normal one under the circumstances.
You should have used your
unique talent as an aid in a search
for other telepaths who might have
helped you to develop.” Blanding
pushed his bulky frame out of the
chair and walked to the window.
“But children are always selfish
with a new toy.”


He turned to Brandt. “Do you
realize that because of your selfish
attitude, it took Cartwright and
myself six months of quite needless
speculative analysis to arrive at the
truth about you. I mean, with absolute
certainty—”


“So that’s it!” Brandt leapt to
his feet. “Ellen’s one of us!”


Blanding smiled tolerantly. “Yes,
that’s it. But don’t look so startled.
We’re both master telepaths. Our
ability goes far beyond your present
stage of development. But once you
are caught up, once your attacks
disappear—”


“How long have you known?”
Brandt asked, cutting him short
with an urgent gesture.


“Almost from the first. But I was
not absolutely sure, as I’ve just told
you.”


“And Ellen?”


“We’re a team, Neville. It’s our
job to find new telepaths and determine
their potentials.”


Brandt crushed his unlighted cigarette
between his thumb and
forefinger. “You mentioned two
societies of telepaths. Which one
do you belong to?”


Blanding turned back to the
window and spoke slowly. “There’s
a small but powerful group of
master telepaths within the government,
whose task is to smoke out
men and women who are determined
to develop a new and totally
different form of society. The government
knows the capabilities of
free-thinking telepaths, and what
a threat they are to the status quo.
The people in control of the government
don’t want our present institutions
changed. They don’t want
to lose their power over the people.


“You see, the average citizen
today has been conditioned to accept
the almost divine power of the
State. His thinking is done for him
by those in office. He gets what
he needs and never needs what the
government doesn’t allot him. Only
the telepaths question the government’s
authority, and only the telepaths
have the ability to do anything
about it.”


Blanding paused an instant, then
went on: “But the government isn’t
concerned with what may happen
a hundred years from now. Oh,
they know telepathy is undoubtedly
the next step in human evolution.
They know that you and I and all
the rest are just the advance guard
of the future. But their immediate
concern is with the present.”


Brandt sat down slowly. “How
many known telepaths are there?”


“About seven thousand scattered
throughout the country,” Blanding
replied. “There may be an even
larger number of untutored ones
like yourself who haven’t been discovered
yet.”


“And now you think I’m ready
to join the others?”


“We do—yes.”


Brandt leaned eagerly forward
in his chair.


“This evening,” Blanding answered
his unspoken question.
“Cartwright and I will take you to
meet them.”


Brandt returned to his own office,
and nervously, impatiently,
waited for the day to end. He
watched Ellen Cartwright, who remained
busily absorbed in her
work, and did not once glance his
way. He sent feelers out to her
again and again. But she gave no
sign that she was aware of them,
and when he probed, her mind
was still impenetrable.


Toward evening, fatigue set in.
He could no longer control his
telepathy. But he was accustomed
to that—his untutored talent always
ran wild after several hours. Kaleidoscopic
waves of thought assailed
his mind, jabbing at his senses until
his head rang with a thousand
pulses.


Pain throbbed in his temples and
at the base of his skull. Over and
over, agonizing shafts of pain shot
up to the top of his head until the
very hairs on his scalp ached. He
clenched his fists and steeled himself
to endure the affliction in
silence.


Abruptly, the torment ended. He
felt empty. His tensed body sagged
for an instant and when he opened
his eyes everyone had gone. The
rooms were still and dark except
for the thin, barely visible filament
of light that seeped under the
closed door of Blanding’s private
office.


Brandt relaxed in the soothing
quiet. Faint murmurings came to
him from the busy street below, but
they were like gentle lullabies in
contrast to the telepathic noise he
had just endured.


Presently, Blanding emerged
from his office. “Are you ready,
Neville?” he asked.


Ellen stood quietly at his side.
Her eyes were compassionate and
Brandt suddenly realized that she
understood what untutored telepathy
was like. But was there more
than pity in her feelings for him?
Brandt earnestly hoped so.


He followed them out of the
building. The streets were still
alive with people, and the sounds
of their thoughts began to creep
into his mind. Direct and indirect,
controlled and uncontrolled, meaningful
and meaningless, the thought
sounds clashed tumultuously within
him.


He stepped onto the sidewalk
strip beside Blanding, while Ellen
moved quickly to his other side.


Don’t go with them! A powerful,
directed thought plunged
through the noise and echoed forcefully
in his mind. Don’t go with
them!


Brandt felt the pressure of Ellen’s
hand on his arm increase, ever so
slightly. For the first time he heard,
her mental voice speaking to him
directly. Neville. Trust me. You
must trust me.


Don’t go! came the warning
voice. They’re government people!


“Spotters!” Ellen’s voice was
suddenly frightened, unsure. “We
will have to hurry.”· She shuddered
and urged him along the walk.


“But that man is a telepath,”
Brandt objected.


“Of course,” Blanding said. “All
government spotters are telepaths.
How else could they find their
quarry?”


Abruptly a searing, wide-open
blast of hate, fear and anger washed
over Brandt. So intense was it that
he staggered from the shock. Instantly
Ellen put her arm about his
waist to steady him. As he leaned
heavily against her he dimly heard
from a far-off cavern of echoes, the
sound of voices.


“The fool!” Blanding shouted.
“Doesn’t he realize that Brandt
can’t shield himself? Does he want
to kill him?”


“You know how ruthless they
are,” Ellen said. “They’d do anything
to prevent us from adding to
our strength. Come on,” she urged.
“We’ve got to get him away from
here!”


The hate impulses poured in
upon Brandt again and again. Mechanically,
unconsciously, he allowed
Ellen to steer him along the
walk to the North Terminal. Her
warmth and sympathetic nearness
gave him partial shelter from the
raging storm of powerful emotion
that was driving down upon him
like a slashing torrent.


“Get in!” Blanding ordered,
holding open the door of a cab.
He obeyed mechanically. Ellen
climbed in beside him, and Blanding
followed. As soon as they were
seated, Blanding worked the throttle
and they took off.


As they sped away from the city,
the turmoil in Brandt’s mind grew
less acute. Full consciousness returned
and he was aware of the
tumultuous and conflicting impulses
that still lingered, subdued
under the blanketing balm of empathy
he felt coming from Ellen.


He looked out through the window
of the helojet. The night-black
countryside was dotted with
thousands of tiny lights—the suburban
homes of the city workers.
The lights wheeled and dipped and
air-marker lamps traced out a huge
figure nine and an arrow pointing
northward toward the spaceport
nine hundred miles away. Directly
south of the marker patterns lay
the immense blackness of the empty
city.


Brandt turned to Blanding.
“Where—where are we going?”
he asked.


“I told you. We’re taking you
to join the others.”


“But where?”


Blanding smiled. “There’s no
harm telling you now,” he said.
“We’re taking you to the Asylum.
You’ll join the other thousands of
telepaths we’ve taken into custody.
You’ll be safe there. Safety for you
and—safety for the government.”


Brandt shouted. “Then that man
was right!” He twisted around, in
sudden, unbelieving horror. “You
are from the government.” His
muscles tensed for an instant as he
leaned toward Blanding. Then he
hesitated, puzzlement spreading
across his face.


Trust me, Neville!


Blanding laughed. “That’s all
right, Ellen. He’s a big boy now.
You can drop the act.” He sneered
at Brandt. “That’s right, Neville.
We’re spotters. There are two kinds
of telepaths, you see—idealistic
fools like you and government spotters
like us. The idealists end up
behind the bars of the Asylums.”


Brandt stared incredulously at
the man he had worked with and
trusted completely. He was like a
different man now. He seemed to
exude arrogance and contempt.


Brandt brought his fist up, hard.
Blanding rolled back against the
seat. The jet pitched convulsively.
Again and again Brandt struck out
blindly, his punches going wild.


Ellen struggled with the controls,
bringing the cab level just
as Blanding slashed out viciously
with the edge of his hand. The
blow caught Brandt in the back of
the neck and he slumped forward.


“You fool,” Blanding taunted.
“You could have become one of
us! But you just didn’t have it in
you! We probed you very thoroughly.”





He glared down at Brandt struggling
to rise. “Frankly, I had hoped
to be able to recruit you for the
Service—it would have been a
feather in my cap. But you’re an
idealist!” He spoke the word with
a grimace of contempt. “You’re
one of those fools who subconsciously
believe the drivel concocted
for the masses. Equality! Liberty!
You can understand why we can’t
allow people like you to remain
at liberty. We can’t afford to have
too many ‘enlightened’ people in
the unenlightened masses.”


“He knows now,” Ellen protested.
“Leave him alone.”


“It’s never over with his kind.”
Brandt shook his head to clear
it, his eyes defiant. “I don’t give a
damn about—”


“Save it, Neville!” Blanding
warned. “It won’t do any good. We
know you better than you know
yourself.”


The helojet dipped and glided
in to a landing at a brightly lighted
field. The landing lamps made a
circle of blazing blossoms in the
night. The jet settled within the
ring and rested like a huge butterfly
amidst a bed of tiger lilies.


“This is it,” said Blanding.


He opened the door of the jet
and hopped to the ground. Brandt
followed him. Ellen came up to
him and took his hand. He felt her
fingers squeeze his.


“You seem confused, Neville,”
Blanding observed with a laugh.
“Is there something you still don’t understand?”


Brandt pulled his hand away.
“Let’s get this over with!” he said
angrily.


They walked down a long ramp
toward a small circular stone building.
There was no courtyard and
no fences. High in the walls of the
pill-box building were narrow windows
in two rows—one at the third
and one at the fourth level. The
windows of each level alternated
with those above and below in a
checkerboard pattern that ringed
the entire structure.


At the end of the ramp they were
halted by a thick block-glass door.
As they stood waiting a yellow light
flashed on above them, and the door
suddenly became transparent. They
faced a battery of deadly iota-ray
sprayers.


“Speak one, and identify yourself!”
a metallic voice demanded.


“Spotters seventeen and two-sixty-three,”
Blanding said. “And
prisoner.”


The light blinked, changing from
yellow to blue, and the door slowly
swung open. Blanding prodded
Brandt and the latter moved forward
into a small rotunda. He had
a fleeting impression that Ellen’s
hand touched his once, and then....





It was a cold, unfriendly room,
and Brandt lay on his back on a
hard metal cot. His temples were
pounding as he stared up at a three-quarter
moon that peered in
through a high-silled window.
Moonlight glowed eerily in the
small cubicle, painting the close
gray walls with its soft light.


For a chilling moment, Brandt
did not know where he was. It was
like waking from a bad dream. His
pulses throbbed, and he was covered
with the cold dampness of
fright. Even his limbs seemed
pinioned by an intolerable weight.


Then he remembered—up to a
point—and an even colder dread
of reality settled over him. He was
a criminal! When every pretense
had been set aside—he was a criminal
locked up in a prison. There
was no escaping the fact.


He was a telepath, and Blanding
and Ellen were telepaths, too. But
a dark, cruel gulf yawned between
them. The door to his cell slid open
noisily and a self-propelled wheel
chair rolled in.


“Prisoner will report to R and C
at once!” The metallic voice seemed
to come from everywhere.


Brandt got off the cot and moved
quickly toward the door. The chair
rolled in front of him. He stopped
and stared at this strange guard on
wheels. Then he calmly seated himself.
The chair promptly turned
about, and moved out into the corridor.
The corridor seemed endless.
Around and around it stretched on
either side of him. The chair turned
to the right.


  REGISTRATION & CLASSIFICATION


The sign hung above a door before
which the chair had stopped.
Brandt got off and opened the door.
He tripped on the smooth metal
bar which was stretched across the
doorway, and fell against a tilted
examining table. Instantly the table
swung to horizontal and slid forward,
carrying Brandt into a domed
chamber equipped with weird instruments.
Bands of nylon swiftly
bound him motionless to the table.


An instrument, shining and ominous,
lowered toward him. At its
tip a needle slid out of its rubber
shield. Brandt strained desperately
against the bonds. The syringe
lowered to his arm, and paused
while a correction in angle was
made. Then it plunged into his
flesh. Brandt gasped. The room
spun wildly and a blackness settled
over him.


When he awoke, he was in another
cubicle—bare except for a
chrome table. The nylon bands
hung limply across him. He pushed
them away and sat up. A light
splashed on the table. On it were
two badges. One had the number
TP-07403 stamped on it. The other
read “Observation.”


“Pin them on,” the voice said.
“Number on left breast, classification
on right.”


Brandt picked up the badges and
began to fasten them on his shirt,
his hand shaking a little.


“You must wear identification
tags at all times,” warned the voice.
“Prisoner will report to orientation.”


Brandt looked about for a door.
There was none.


“Get back on the table!” the
voice ordered. Brandt obeyed and
the table carried him into yet another
room.


“Identify yourself!” the metal
voice commanded.


“Neville Brandt.”


“Identify yourself more explicitly—as
a prisoner.”


He fumbled at the badge on his
shirt, twisting it so that he could
read the number.


“TP-07403,” the voice said, “you
are now under the jurisdiction of
the Telepathic Control Board. As
a latent telepath, you will be kept
under constant observation until
such time as your sympathies and
ultimate development can be determined.
At that time you will be
re-classified into one of two major
groups—Serviceable or Unserviceable.
If you are suitable, you will
be inducted into the government
service. If not, you will be dealt
with accordingly.


“As a loyal citizen, you can readily
understand that our policy is in
the interest of national welfare, and
we know that you will give us your
full cooperation throughout your
observation period. Failure to do so
will, of course, lead to your immediate
classification as Unserviceable.
Prisoner will now—”


The voice was abruptly interrupted
by a grating sound which reminded
Neville of a scratchy recording.


Neville! The impulse swept over
him suddenly, clearly, unexpectedly.
Listen to me carefully! This is
Ellen. Trust me, darling. You must
trust me. Follow these directions
and I’ll explain later. Brandt fell
back against the cold wall as the
thoughts pressed in on him. Go
through the door and down the
corridor to your left. Take the third
door on the right-hand side of the
corridor, then follow the stairs—hurry!
Hurry, Neville!


Brandt hesitated.


Please, Neville!


He pushed through the door and
ran down the corridor to the stairs.
He could not understand Ellen’s
dual behavior, but he put the
thought out of his mind. He had
nothing to lose by trusting her implicitly.
He bounded down the
stairs and fell against a door. It
flew open under his weight.


The room was filled with banks
of cybernetic controls—and was
quite obviously the nerve center of
the automatic building! Ellen was
moving slowly around a long narrow
table that contained the voice
units of the huge robot prison.
Blanding stood in tight-lipped silence
at the far end of the table!


Brandt threw himself at Blanding.
They fell to the floor, struggling
furiously. Almost instantly,
Blanding was in telepathic command.
Paralyzing pain seized
Brandt and rocked him back against
the table. Blanding clambered to
his feet, his face contorted with
rage. He rushed at Brandt, catching
him in the pit of the stomach
with his fist.


The blow sucked the blood from
Brandt’s head and his mind cleared
a little. He struck back blindly and
felt Blanding stagger backwards.
He lunged after the falling man,
sprawling on top of him, and
pounded his head against the stone
floor. Blanding’s body relaxed and
he stopped struggling.


Brandt got shakily to his feet.
Ellen rushed to him. He took her
into his arms, and held her tightly.


“It’s all right,” he comforted her.
“It’s all right.” He waited until she
had stopped sobbing before he
asked, “How do we get out of
here?”


“We must release the others
first,” Ellen said. “We’ve got a
few minutes before the police can
figure out what’s happened.”


“How many are there here?”


“About two hundred,” she told
him. “And there are thousands
more scattered throughout the
country in other places like this.”


“What about them!” Brandt demanded.


Ellen pointed to the complex
machinery in the room. “These
controls can be activated to open
every cell in the country.”


Brandt examined the machinery.
It was similar to the cybernetic
brain he had developed at Central
Metals to control the quality regulators
in all the factories at the same
time.


Suddenly he was smiling. “Then
you planned this whole thing!”


“Yes, Neville. Even the man who
almost killed you with his concentrated
thoughts this evening. He
was planted there for Blanding’s
benefit.”


“But why did you wait this long?
Why not two years ago when my
telepathy began?”


“That’s when our planning began,”
Ellen said. “When I was
certain that you were telepathic, I
told our leaders about you. They
decided that you were the only one
who could set the dials on the
‘Brain’ properly, and we had to let
them get you in here. It wasn’t easy
to stand by and wait while Blanding
watched you compile your notebook.


“This book,” Ellen continued,
reaching into her purse, “could have
been a valuable tool against us. It
pinpoints every stage and system
of telepathic development. Blanding
wanted it as complete as possible
before moving against you.
Now we’ll use it to help train our
people.”


“Then you knew how I felt about
you all along,” Brandt whispered.


“I knew—and I feared for you
each day. I wanted to tell you who
I really was a thousand times—to
tell you I loved you. But Blanding
would have read you in an instant.”


“Ellen, I—”


She reached up and kissed him
gently. “Now we must hurry.”


Brandt turned back to the dials
of the cybernetic brain. He reached
out and touched them. And an
image flashed across his mind,
an image of a thousand doors
springing open.





  
    Transcriber’s Note:
  



This etext was produced from Fantastic Universe, March 1956 (Vol. 5,
No. 2.). Extensive research did not uncover any evidence that the U.S.
copyright on this publication was renewed.

Obvious errors in punctuation have been silently corrected in this
version.





*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK THE FORERUNNERS ***



    

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/toc.xhtml

    
      
        		
          The Forerunners
        


        		
          Transcriber’s Note:
        


        		
          THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE
        


      


    
  

OEBPS/8941427232943271482_cover.jpg
FANTA §TIC MAR.

l bk\ 3 5
. : 3 \
! # 3 .
A LHN . AR v
= <
\
. " J

e ]

FEMURING

THE ASSISTANT SELF

. w— @re An Amazing Short Nove_lq._
f. - ByF. L. WALLACE





OEBPS/8941427232943271482_cover600.jpg
FANTASTIC

B
el

4.
%

THE ASSISTANT SELF
An Amazing Short Novel lJ
By F. L. WALLACE





