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"Come in, Jessup.... Come in, Jessup ...." the voice said over and over.


He reached out blindly to push it away until the tearing pain in his
side cleared his mind of smothering fog.


"I ... I...." he croaked.


The voice droned on unheeding for an interminable time, then:


"Jess!" it deafened him "Hey, Colonel! I've got him! He's alive! Jess—"


The voice of Colonel Markley broke in, "What happened, Jessup?" Then
there was a deathly silence, a waiting.


"I ... I don't know," said Jessup. "It's dark out there—the
bull's-eye's dark. Or maybe I can't see—"


He checked his voice as he sensed its rising pitch. His groping hand
found the emergency switch, and the panel lights came on before him
like round eyes in the dark.


"Jessup, what's wrong?" roared the colonel's voice. "You've been silent
for an hour. We watched you land, but lost you and now we can't see
you. Where are you?"


He asked himself the question, and the answer trickled slowly into his
mind.... I'm in a very small, padded place. My head and side hurt
like fire. All I can see are those owl-eyed dials....


There should be more to see than that.


His hand next felt what his eyes now saw: the plastiglass gleam of the
bull's-eye only a few inches from his face. Beyond the transparency was
a darkness like the bottom of a mine.


"I don't know where I am, Colonel," he said finally. "It's dark
outside. I must have gone over the terminator."


He could sense the colonel waiting like a trapped hawk. There was only
a three-second time-lag, but it seemed like more. It had made itself
felt, like a growing sense of distance, all the way from the Station.


"You didn't cross over," insisted Markley's voice. "We saw you land a
hundred miles safe in sunlight. Can't you even see the stars?"


The stars! Jessup strained his face toward the little round hole of
transparency, and yet he saw nothing. He felt strange, idiotic words
rising: "Someone's painted it black—I fell in a puddle of ink—"


"What's that?" shouted the colonel. "In God's name, man, talk sense!"


"I must have landed in a big shadow and fallen over," said Jessup.
"That's why it's dark."


"Apparently you hit on your head," rasped Markley. "Look—pull yourself
together! You're not in any shadow. You skimmed right into daylight in
the middle of Nubium."


"You saw me land!" cried Jessup eagerly. "How did it look from up
there?"


"You went down from the West," said the colonel, speaking fast. "Your
jets started over the Altai Range. You sailed over Regio, apparently
pretty high, and slanted in toward the edge of Pitatus. Your jets
blinked out just about fifty miles north of that. That's all we saw."


"One of the steering vanes blew and she was going to spin—I had to cut
the jets too high," said Jessup, his mind clearing rapidly. "Wait a
minute, Colonel, I'll see what gives."





There was another interval of silence, underscored by the sound of his
own labored breathing. He explored his body with his hands and found
many sore spots but no obvious fractures. He loosened the harness and
put his feet on the floor, bracing himself with his hands against the
sides of the tiny cabin. He stood there for a minute, swaying, before
he realized what was wrong.


The floor was down.


That meant the ship was resting on her tail structure. And so the
bull's-eye above his head should have gleamed with cold stars and fiery
sunlight!


He placed his hand against the tiny window and clicked on his
wristlight. The inner and outer surfaces of the transparency glared
back in double reflection. On the outside was a sooty deposit, like a
greyish something dipped in candle smoke.


"First things first," he muttered aloud and started scanning the
instruments.


The chronometer showed that Markley had exaggerated: he'd been out only
ten minutes. And he was losing air! Sickeningly he visualized the
mess that must be down below, the jets and undercarriage smashed and
twisted.... Then Markley's voice interrupted his thoughts.


"Yes, yes, I see it—" the colonel was shouting at someone on the other
end. Then his voice became low, hesitant, "Jess—we may have something
here.... I'm looking at a photo of the spot you went down. I don't see
your rocket, but there's a—a—uh, pit that looks different from
the rest of the smallpox. Like a dent in a hill of sand. I'm afraid to
say what it might mean!"


So that was it. Sand—no, volcanic ash! Of course they had known
that parts of the moon would be covered with it. What they hadn't
known—what even the Space Station's telescopes hadn't been able to
tell them—was how soft the stuff was, and how deep.
Jessup felt an ancient horror clutching at him—a horror that should
have been totally foreign to the vast sweep of space.


He was buried alive.


"Like a stone in a puddle of mud," said Markley gloomily to White, the
Station's Second. "Maybe we ought to be thankful; the stuff probably
saved his life!"


"Saved him! What for, if he can't get out?"


The colonel shrugged his shoulders, his face an expressionless mask for
his thoughts. White could sense the tortured anxiety of the older man.
More than anyone, he had worked for and pushed Project Moon. He'd never
really been a military man. Space was his driving mania. He'd risen
to General once, but had been busted for plugging his conviction too
hard.... And now—in the penultimate moment—this!


"How deep could he be and still send?" Markley asked of the man with
the earphones.


"His signal's weak and distorted. Antenna might be damaged or partly
under. At that, I don't know if a few feet of that dust would stop
shortwave—"


"Might be fifteen feet," muttered Markley, his face gray and
tired-looking. "God! Maybe he's still sinking!"


"Sir, we don't know that he's that deep," cautioned White. "I
don't see how an impact could bury him like that."


"What do we know of the conditions?" moaned the colonel. "That stuff
must be absolutely dry—and loosely packed. In the light gravity it
probably flows like water—quicksand! I should have thought of it—"


"Jessup wants to know if there are any orders, sir," said the radioman.


The question might have been phrased with a semi-humorous bitterness,
but the colonel answered seriously:


"Tell him to give us an estimate to the damage. Ask him if he thinks he
can blast out."


As the radio man spoke into the microphone, White was suddenly struck
with the irony of the situation. Here was the historic moment: they
were talking to the first man on the moon. And what did it mean? Where
was the thrilling revelation, the sense of triumph? A poor, blind man,
buried under a mountain of dust....


"Jessup says he can't tell much yet about the ship," said the radioman.
"He says to hold on."


"We'll be out of beam range in fifteen minutes," said Markley hollowly,
his heavy shoulders hunched forward as if he were trying to reach his
arms out to the sunken rocket.


White felt the same helplessness. They could not even stop the Station
in its hurtling chase around the Earth. Soon the Moon would be lost
from sight behind the vast, misty mass of the planet.


He became aware of the New Mexico beep-call, sounding furiously. He
picked the phone up and listened to the angry, excited voice at the
other end. Muttering an abject, unmeant apology, he handed the phone to
Markley, who made an expression of distaste.


"Yes, General ... we're going out of range soon—can you hear him down
there?... No! He didn't crack up. He's buried ... we can't tell yet ...
yes, buried in the ash—volcanic ash or meteor dust, I don't know ...
I don't know ... yes, General ... yes, sir!"


He slammed the receiver down.


"Do they get him at all?" asked White anxiously.


"Only a word here and there. They're going to try and clear the air a
bit—widen his channel—put a crimp in somebody's T.V. If I hear one
complaint, I'm dropping a bomb!"





"We're going out of range now," said Markley's voice in the earphones.
"They hear you down below. Keep sending. And—good luck!"


Other voices in the background echoed, "Good luck, Jess!"


He had a vision of the Station's silver disc falling behind the bulging
Earth as the voices quivered into silence. He stood there for a while,
steadying himself with both hands braced on a pressure wheel.






  
  He braced himself with both hands on a pressure wheel.







"Think," he said aloud, reading from an absurd little cardboard sign in
his mind.


And immediately he thought of the leak in the hull. What a stupid thing
to forget!


Already the air-pressure gauge glowed a warning red.


With a swift, trained motion he poked the smoke button. White tendrils
burst out and swirled eerily in the dim light. He watched anxiously as
they converged near his feet and vanished, riding invisible currents
of escaping air. There he found a bulge in the tough duralumin wall,
evidence of a broken stanchion.


Quickly he broke out a rubberoid seal-pad and slammed it into place
over the hole, pressing the edges firmly.... Again he pushed the smoke
button, and this time the streamers hung uncertainly about. He found
there were no more leaks!


He drew a deep lungful of the precious air and felt his muscles
relaxing ... and felt a sudden, joyous hope. Since the welded seams
of the cabin had held, perhaps even the power plant down below was
intact. He had plenty of nuclear fuel; he needed only to get down there
to repair the steering vanes, to refill the exhaust-mass tanks with
the moon's abundant material. Accidents had been provided for: there
was the radiation-shielded pressure suit, crammed into the tiny but
adequate airlock.... He had a vision of himself in it, battling the
dust like a lunatic.


But could he get out at all?


If he opened the lock, would he be able to dig his way out? Or would
the dust flow in, faster than he could push it back? It might jam the
door mechanism, flow in around him....


There was a rustling gabble in his earphones, many voices speaking at
once. Now one voice came through more clearly as he clicked up the
volume.


"... Can you hear us, Jessup? New Mexico speaking.... Can you hear us?
Answer, please, answer...."


He felt an overwhelming surge of relief.


"Yes!" he cried. "Yes! This is Jessup!"


He repeated it over and over, deafened himself shouting it, until an
excited voice answered, "Thank God! We've finally cleared the air.
We get you now. Are you all right? Can we help you? The world is
with you...." Interference howled. Rising and falling, another voice
intoned: "Do not despair and turn away from God!"


"Think, think—"


He slammed his hand against the helmet and the voices ceased.


"Think," he said again.


What he actually meant was "act." He had to do something. The
first thing, of course, was to get out of the ship. He could not go
down into the radiation-infested hull from the inside. Repairs on the
ship's structure, if needed, had to be done from the outside; he had
the tools....





Jessup examined the darkened port-hole again, peering at the dust. Most
of the particles were too fine to be seen separately. The residue of
uncounted billions of shattered meteorites, fine as face-powder. The
stuff could be a foot thick above him, or ten! The fact that it was so
fine meant that this was the lighter portion, the skim. The heavier
particles must have settled lower in the sifting process of a million
windless eons. Heaven knew how deep it was below him!


In panic at the smothering darkness he threw a switch, flooding the
cabin with light.


He felt a fierce desire to feel the moon dust in his hands, to grasp at
any hope it might offer. There was a safe way. The tiny sample-corer
had been meant for the moon's rocks and minerals, but it whirred
eagerly in his hands as he pushed it into the duralumin wall. The rush
of air into the hole made a wet, sucking sound. Slamming a seal-pad
into place, he examined the tool in his hand.


The end of the core-drill was filled with dust. Carefully he shook the
particles into his hand. He stared at them a long time, foolishly.
They weren't much to see: a few blackish, slippery-feeling grains like
pulverized coal.


Was this what he had come for? In the tense haste of landing, he'd
barely seen the sunlit mountains, the panorama of glare and shadow
above. Was this little handful of dust to be what he had lived—and
most probably given—his life for?


He flung it violently against the wall. The motion sent scathing pain
into his bruised side.


"Cut out the self-pity!" he yelled aloud.


Suppressing an impulse to cry out, he banged his helmet again and made
the clear, welcome voice from New Mexico come floating back.


"... What happened, Jessup? What's wrong? We don't hear you! Answer....
Answer...."





"Why don't you try to get a little sleep, sir," said White. "We won't
be in range for an hour yet."


Markley was slumped before the Com-panel, his hands in his pockets. His
face was pasty white, the stubble sticking out on it like hoar frost.


"Listen to this," he said, holding up a hand. The radio before him
spoke with a smooth announcer's voice:


"Colonel Markley of the Space Station says that every effort is being
made to assist Lieutenant Robert Jessup, the first man on the moon.
Rescue is still out of the question, but Jessup appears to be in good
spirits. He is acting on expert advice, but Colonel Markley says that
suggestions from any source will be considered. If anything in your
experience can help Bob Jessup, get in touch with your nearest radio or
television station—now!"


"Hm-m. Expect anything?" asked White.


"No."


"Then why—?"


"It keeps them interested," said Markley.


"Interested! Surely—"


"Surely nothing!" cried Markley with a strange, wild emphasis. "Do you
know why we weren't on the moon ten years ago? The techniques we're
using now have been known a good deal longer than that."


"It was the cost—"


"It was the public," snapped Markley bitterly. "The fickle old public.
There was a time when the idea of space travel was a fad, when the
rockets boomed in every Sunday supplement. We could have had plenty of
backing then. But we weren't ready then—by quite a few years. We had
to build the Space Station first."


"But that was a military necessity—"


"And a financial calamity—but the public had to swallow it! And maybe
because they had to—because of our lithium bombs and the nervous
tension of the war that never did come—the pendulum swung the other
way! Now the moon-ship's a different matter."


"But there was plenty of interest—"


"To the average man, the moon's still made of green cheese!" shouted
Markley, waving a hand for emphasis. "Oh, he can quote figures he's
read—he can tell you how far it is, how big it is. But he doesn't
really connect those figures with the moon out there! He doesn't
feel what it is!"


White knew what the colonel meant. He himself had experienced a
peculiar change of viewpoint on coming to the Space Station. Call it a
change in Cosmic Perspective.


"You can't blame them if they lose interest a little," he said lamely.
"It's been nothing but moon, moon in the news for years now. When
Jessup landed, they had a right to expect something exciting. This
thing is a terrible anti-climax."


"They expected the moon brought home to them, I suppose," sighed
Markley. "Pictures, descriptions—that sort of thing. All they've got
now is a dud firecracker. A small boy on a New York street can see more
of the moon than Bob Jessup."


"You talked to him last. How was he?"


Markley shook his head, slowly, tiredly.


"His battery was running low. He hasn't tried to get out yet—says he
thinks the dust will jam the lock, and maybe he's right. Maybe he'd
better wait for those suggestions!"


For the hundredth time, White turned Jessup's problem over in his mind.
He always thought of it as Jessup's problem, never having been able
to identify himself with the midget-sized fanatic who had boarded the
moon-ship. Markley, he knew, had envied the pilot like a shipwrecked
sailor envies the free-winging albatross—but not he! That did not
mean he didn't want to help. He felt the same desperate longing to
help that people have always felt for submarine crews who vainly tap
their calls for help on the sides of their sunken vessels—for buried
well-diggers, or miners caught by cave-ins. But what could he—what
could anyone—do?


"I wonder what he's doing now," said White softly.





Jessup lay in soft darkness, quiescent. He was in the Airlock. Rivulets
of sweat ran down his prone body inside the pressure suit and the
incoming air was an icy sword in his back. For forty hours now the
rocket's cabin had been growing warmer as the unseen sun above blazed
on the dust. He had turned off the friendly chug-chug of the air
conditioner to conserve power, and the heat was becoming unbearable.


What was it he had to do? Was it better than roasting alive? Oh, well—


He kicked clumsily at the pedal which actuated the outer door of the
airlock. The door plug scraped unpleasantly on his metal boots as it
slid aside.


Push ... kick.... The legs moved stiffly, like pipe
joints. He reached above his head with the suit's clumsy arms and
pushed. Slowly the suit scraped outward. He could feel only a soft,
yielding resistance on his feet. A wild hope rose within him. Perhaps
the dust was loosely-packed tenuous enough to tunnel through!


Then he was running in a waking nightmare. Running in molasses. A
soft, yielding something was flowing around his feet—deadly,
smothering stuff unseen in the pitch darkness. Panic seized him as
first one leg and then the other became stuck fast.


Desperately he waved his arms until the suit's mechanical hands caught
on the handwheel of the inner door. His wet palms slipped on the
manipulators as he tried to apply pressure, to turn the wheel which
refused to move.


He put every ounce of his strength into his arms—and gradually the
wheel began to turn. Slowly at first, and then in a rush, the door plug
moves aside.


He clung to the handwheel as an unseen force pushed down at him.
Suddenly he felt his legs come free, as the cabin's outrushing air
forced back the dust!


When the pressure lessened, he managed to squeeze the bulky suit
through the inner door and into the now airless cabin; he fought the
door back into place.


Safe!


Relief was as overwhelming as his panic had been. He stood there for
a full minute, feeling nothing but joy and thankfulness that the dust
could not come in after him. Then the sting of sweat flowing down his
forehead and into his eyes swiftly brought him back to reality.


Safe, indeed!


For what?


He had hoped against reason that he could tunnel through the dust to
the surface.


Perhaps he would soon have roasted to death in the sunlight, but he
would at least have stood on the moon. The real moon—not this
coffin where he was already dead and buried.


But wasn't he on the moon? Wasn't this what he had wanted, all his
life? Wasn't this what he had come for?


What had he come for?


It was a question he had never really asked himself in the proper
light, with the proper urgency. Others had asked it: "That crazy
Jessup! I wouldn't be in his boots for a million bucks.... What does he
want to go to the moon for? What good's the moon?" The men who had said
those things had been right, of course. He was crazy. And the
question would never be answered—from their viewpoint. For them the
moon was just an ornament—a beautiful ornament in the summer sky.


It was strange that he'd never been in a position where he had to
think out his reasons for coming on the moon-ship. He'd been too busy
fighting for the chance to wonder just why he wanted it.


Markley was like him, of course. He wondered if the colonel would trade
places with him right now ... maybe he would at that!


Ever since he'd been a kid, Bob Jessup had wanted the moon. Not for
himself, so much—but for the others. It had been a deep hurt when he
met others who didn't want it at all—who didn't even seem to know it
was there. To him it was a symbol of the Greater Reality—a stepping
stone to the stars.


His body sagged under the weight of an overwhelming longing—not to be
back on earth, but to go forward, to show the way.


And suddenly he saw the blinding simplicity of the answer....





It's only a paper moon ... hanging over a cardboard sea....


"The moon's still in the news," said White softly, as the strains of
the old song floated over the Station's bridge.


"They're dancing to it," said Markley with an irrational bitterness.
"While he's still alive out there...."


"Do you suppose we'll still be able to receive him? You said his
batteries were just about gone."


"We'll soon know."


The radio man stuck his head into the room.


"I've focused on Nubium, sir—just out of the horizon."


Markley started droning into the microphone:


"Jessup! Jessup! Come in! Come in!... Yes!... Yes!..."


To White the time seemed endless until Markley turned and said: "His
air's gone! He tried to get out and couldn't. He's speaking through the
communicator hookup of his suit and I can barely hear him...."


Suddenly the colonel stiffened.


"Yes! Yes! I hear you!" he shouted. "You're what?... But that's
crazy!... No! I order you not to—"


He tore the earphones from his head and dived for the tube leading to
the radome.


White exchanged puzzled glances with the other two men watching, and
then followed.


Markley was at the telescope, cranking handwheels, swinging the tube
on its airtight joint. The large quartz port showed the moon, nearly
full, just rising from the misty horizon. The instant White turned his
eyes on it he saw the flash.





The searing, blue-white fire was like a glimpse of the sun. Then, from
the tip of Mare Imbrium, from the mouth of that ancient pock-marked
face, rose a bright plume of smoke.


"My God!" cried White. "He's blown himself up!"


Quite perceptibly the plume widened, its jet-black shadow crossing the
moon's face like a sword-cut. Gradually it thickened at the top, still
rising like a shining fountain in the sunlight. It was beautiful, but
with a beauty surpassed for White by its horror.


"Why did he do it?" he groaned, trying to understand.


The spectacle possessed him even as he struggled against it. This was
the moon-ship, all their work going up in a cloud of atomic dust! This
was the accident they had all feared—and it hadn't been an accident!


Why?


Markley looked at him with a face that was old, but with eyes that were
strangely bright and proud.


"If you don't know why, when you look at that," he said slowly, "you'll
never know."


Then, stung to anger by White's blank face, he shouted, "Don't you see?
He had to do something!"


Then, suddenly, White understood. Men like Markley and Jessup had
fought against the indifference of men like himself for hundreds of
years. Theirs was not a personal ambition. The buried moon-ship had
been a deadly fizzle, a "so-what," a tainted success. This was a
spectacle a billion people would see and feel—a miracle!


The man-made tree grew where nothing had ever grown before, its
branches thickening and spreading, hiding the moon's face like a
tantalizing veil.





*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK MOON DUST ***



    

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/2073844872529122123_cover.jpg
£ gy — =gy S L

FEATURING

SECOND LANDING

AN INTERPLANETARY NOVEL

by Murray Leinster

AGILE ALGOLIAN

A MANNING DRACO NOVEL

Iw Kendell Foster Crossen
DMJGEIER‘F
by ”
e

A TARILLING,
PUBLICATION





