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Blunder Enlightening




by Dave Dryfoos





Novelet of Tomorrow’s Frontier




On this world in the system of Altair, Sam Sarno and his wife
encountered something humans had never dreamed of. They were prepared
for alien life that might be hostile, or fearful, or any variation in
between. But the beings here simply and flatly ignored man....










Trudging homeward over the rolling prairie of planet Altair 3, bright
Altair itself sinking swiftly behind him, his shadow lengthening in
front, Sam Sarno let his head hang, his shoulders sag, his feet stumble
heedlessly among the mossy tussocks. He was tall, blond, husky, and
rugged-looking; yet he walked like an old man. He knew it—and for the
moment didn’t care.


He’d spent the day ranging through a native garden
now out of sight to the rear, clambering up and down a high granite
cliff that overhung the garden. The exertion hadn’t exhausted him—he
was young and athletic.


The planet Altair 3 was strange and virgin to
human beings. Unknown, unrecognizable dangers might be hiding behind
the nearest bush, lurking under the ground, infesting every breath
of air. Sam Sarno had been especially selected and trained for duty
in such places, was mentally and temperamentally prepared for the
strain. Beyond routine precautions drilled into him till they were
second nature, he took no heed of hazards.


It was defeat that bowed
his shoulders—the complete, utter, incomprehensible failure that his
excursion had been. He felt weighted down by shame, crushed under
the need to admit once again that he’d gotten exactly nowhere in his
efforts to contact the natives.


He didn’t know what to tell Sally,
his wife; he couldn’t understand why he’d failed. The situation was
clear-cut; the prescribed methods of dealing with it, infallible. The
rock-paintings on the cliff behind him proved the existence of a
culture here, and Sam had been trained to make swift, smooth contact
with cultured nonterrestrials.


Those paintings were really something,
Sam admitted to himself. Seen from the ship that had brought him,
they’d seemed grander than any works of graphic art on Earth; and a
closer view confirmed their merit. Huge, they were: colorful, abstract,
harmonious—obviously the creations of intelligent beings.


Because it
is comparatively easy to see through an atmosphere from the top down
he’d been able to observe the painters at work, even while still aboard
ship. They were odd-looking creatures: small, dingy, grotesque—but
cultured, just the same.


It was then that he and Sally had been given
the job of contacting these painters; marooned here to live with them
for six months: ordered to make an anthropological study of their
culture before announcement of the planet’s discovery led to an influx
of traders who’d bring in new products and methods, missionaries who’d
bring new ideas.


Sam remembered how honored he and Sally had felt when
they got their assignment. It was their first major one; and, as he
had to admit, easy as such jobs go—especially since neither weapons
nor factories to make them had been seen from the ship.


That is—it
should have been easy. Altair 3 was in many ways comparable to Earth.
Size, mass, radiation received, length of day, chemical composition—all
were similar. The Universe having been created all at one time,
evolutionary forces must have operated on Altair 3 about as long as
on Earth—should have gone about as far. By rights, a terrestrial man
should have much in common with these natives; contact ought to have
been quickly established.


But it hadn’t been. Today, as on all previous
days, the natives had completely ignored him; Sam couldn’t see why.





Of course, the painters, now—and there’d the been three of them again today,
at work on widely-separated ledges along the granite escarpment—the
painters might possibly have resented his intrusion while they labored.
They’d been busy enough, clinging there high above the ground, hanging
on with all four feet, spreading with the fingers of both hands the
pigments held in gourds suspended from prehensile tails.


They looked
like unintelligent bugs, with their oily, lozenge-shaped exoskeletal
bodies, only three feet long. Still, they were artists, beyond any
doubt. They might be not only intelligent, but temperamental; maybe
that was why they’d seemed to look right through him after he’d risked
his neck climbing the cliff to get near.


They had eyes, though; the
nature of their paintings made it clear that they saw the same things
Sam did. And anyway there was no such excuse for that other native—the
one who’d been standing in the garden below the cliff. Just standing
around, it had been, rubbing its three-thumbed, five-fingered hands
together, not doing a thing. Yet that one had ignored him, too.


The
whole mess was completely frustrating. Sam almost wished the natives
had been hostile, or thievish, or frightened; then he’d have known what
to do. But never, on any of the sixteen extra-solar planets previously
visited, had terrestrial man been simply ignored; it was unbelievable.
And Sam would be blamed for it.


No use dwelling on that, though: no
use letting Sally see how dejected he felt. Topping the last rise, Sam
consciously squared his shoulders, even broke into a shambling trot
for the last hundred yards to his prefabricated shack.


Sally waited
at the door, dark hair carefully brushed, disposable dress new, full
lips brightly tinted. These past few months she’d seemed to grow even
prettier than she’d been before.


But her eyes
were heavy. Sam often felt—and often said—that his wife’s blue eyes
were so big, anybody could see through them and tell what she was
thinking. Right now, he was sure, she shared his sense of failure.


He kissed her without a word. Then he admitted, “No luck, hon....
Anything new here?”


“Ants,” she said, closing the door behind him.
“Not real ones, but something like. I followed their trail back to
the nest. It was like an anthill, more or less. Social. Cooperative.
They seem to like sweets and dislike water. Anyhow, I swept them out
and set the table-legs in water filled cans.”


“Lifted the table? In your condition?”


“Exercise is good for expectant mothers,” Sally
said, somewhat mockingly. “I can show you where it says in the book.”


Suddenly she cast herself heavily to the cot. “But,” she said. “But,
Sam—worry isn’t good for me....”


“No.” Sam walked up and down, accurately
gauging his stride to the tiny room. “No, worry isn’t good, and you
know that; so not only do you worry, but you worry about worrying. And
I worry about your worrying about your worrying. Where does it get
us?”


“No place,” Sally said flatly. “That’s why I’ve quit; I’m through
worrying about our mission here, our careers, or anything else except
our baby.”





Sam tried not to show how disturbed he felt. “That’s
normal, dear,” he said. “They probably expected this would happen to
you; that’s why they’re bringing the ship back in another four months.
I’ll attend to everything, meanwhile—you can just take it easy.”


“No,
Sam. You don’t know what it’s like, to be left alone all day. Suppose
those ant-things had been poisonous?”


“But they weren’t! You’re
borrowing trouble, Sal.”


“You mean you don’t care what happens to me?”


“Of course I care, dammit! That’s why I’m working so hard! You know
perfectly well that the discovery of this planet will be announced
before the ship comes back here. Traders and explorers will be here
long before substitutes can be found for us. If we don’t do the job we
were sent here to do, nobody will—and maybe you don’t think we won’t
be
fired for that! I’d be lucky to wind up in a dull, routine, underpaid
rut as a terrestrial school-teacher, or something!”


“I don’t care! I
don’t want to be left alone here ever again! And I can’t go walking all
over the place, either!”


No, of course she couldn’t.... And it was, Sam
thought, normal for an expectant mother to make unexpected demands.
Should he humor her till the storm blew over? Or put his foot down
now? He tried a compromise—reasonableness.


“If we don’t make friends
with the natives,” he said, keeping his voice low and earnest, “they
may decide we’re enemies.”


“Maybe they already have,” Sally burst out;
“maybe their ignoring tactics are just a blind, while they gather
forces. Maybe—maybe if you knew what it’s like, puttering around here
all alone every day, you’d stay home once in a while.”


She began to
sob, and Sam tried to comfort her, sitting beside her on the cot,
stroking and kissing her, murmuring reassurance into her pretty pink
ear.


But tenderness was not enough. The flow of tears would not stop
till after he found himself promising to stay home and let the natives
go hang.


“And I mean it!” Sally insisted, sitting up and pushing damp
hair out of her eyes. “Let them come to us,
if they’re interested.”


“Sure, Sal. Whatever you say,” Sam answered.
Anything to make her quit crying. Anything! “Tell you what,” he added.
“I’ll build a fire outside and cook up a barbecue. How’d you like
that, for a change?”


“Don’t go too far away after fuel,” Sally said dully.


He didn’t. He made a point of bustling into the shack every few
minutes on some inconsequential errand, loudly whistling and singing
as he trotted around.


But Sally was having none of his elaborate good
cheer. She lay on the cot and stared at the ceiling, movingly pale and
listless.
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Sam could think of nothing to do but keep busy. Besides,
the day’s activity had given him an appetite.


He started a fire, using
a chopped-up crate as kindling, and threw on some dried-out local
vegetation to make coals. From the cases of food, piled next to the
shack for want of space within it, he dug out a tinned ham that had
been saved for a holiday treat. Then, while the fire burned down,
he concocted a spicy barbecue sauce and got the side dishes ready.
When finally prepared, dinner included soup made of local water and
a dried mix; broiled dehydrated potatoes; ham, and the remains of a
prepared-mix cake Sally’d made the day before. Sam found he’d forgotten
the vegetables Sally needed, and shamefacedly made up for them by
giving her an extra vitamin-pill.


Even without vegetables, the meal was
a feast, compared to their usual fare; to top off the occasion, Sam had
put decorative candles on their small folding table, and set the places
nicely. But Sally ate only enough to be polite, and then, complaining
of a headache, went right to bed.


Her apathy was infectious. Sam
washed the utensils in a bucket at the nearby creek, sloppily, and
dried them over the fire to kill any strange organism picked up in the
washing. Chores finished, he didn’t know what to do with himself. The
meal, he felt, had been as much of a failure as the rest of the day’s
efforts.


For lack of anything better to do, he got out a flashlight,
and in its brightness extracted a chocolate-flavored ration-bar from an
opened case. Then, after unwrapping it, he found he had no appetite
for chocolate, after all. He stuffed the bar uneaten into a pocket of
his jacket and wandered aimlessly up and down in front of the shack,
staring at the strange constellations overhead, and testing how far
he could see along the moonless landscape under the faintly-glowing
permanent aurora, so much brighter here than on Earth.


Back toward the
granite cliff, whose top, a good mile off, showed dark and jagged above
the plain, was a moving shape; a native. Sam had never before seen one
at night, and watched closely to determine if it were approaching the
house.


It wasn’t, he decided; it was circling the place. A sign of
curiosity, he thought vaguely, and felt faint stirrings of hope. But
soon the buglike figure disappeared, and Sam lost interest. He flung
a few more sticks onto the fire, and groped his way to bed.


He fell
asleep as soon as his ear nestled into the pillow. He awakened feeling
he’d never slept at all.





Sally was shrieking at him. “Sam!” she cried,
shaking his shoulder. “Sam! Get up! Sam! The house is burning!”


Dazedly climbing from bed,
stumbling out the door in bare feet and pajama-bottom, Sam felt again
that congealing sense of failure. Everything was going wrong—even the
barbecue he’d staged to amuse Sally.


He discovered the fault wasn’t
his, this time. The cooking fire was down to embers—it was the stack
of crated supplies that burned so luridly and smokily. A trail of
smoldering moss led from the barbecue pit to the pile of cased goods,
and from there he ran to see—went out fifty feet from the house. At the
end of the singed trail lay a native, his oily surface ablaze, his body
shrivelling as it writhed.


The native made no sound, but his searing
agony was plain to see. Sam dashed for the bucket, dumped the dishes
from it, and raced to the creek. Three times he flung a bucketful of
water over the native’s carapace before the flames were smothered.
By then it was too late; the creature’s life had guttered out.


And
the priceless supplies were going! The pile was afire along its outer
border, as if the native had tried to scrape out the flames he bore on
projecting cases.


And Sally? She was running around barefoot, carrying
things from the threatened house.


“Get some clothes on!” Sam shouted.
“And don’t lift anything heavy!”





He dug into the piled goods like a small insect boring through
sand, carrying the innermost cases away from the shack’s wall where
they’d been stacked. Then, with the hopelessly inadequate bucket, he
wet down roof and walls, trying to keep them from burning, putting out
the sparks that conspired to leave him homeless.


Time itself seemed
to be caught up in the blaze. Sam never knew how often he rushed back
and forth from house to creek, flinging water, carrying crates,
filling the bucket, glancing occasionally at Sally, then rushing to
the creek again for still more water.





Altair was half way between horizon and zenith before
the last whisp of smoke had died down. The shack was intact, but its
salvaged contents lay strewn over an acre of landscape. Sam was burned,
bruised, blistered, and exhausted. And Sally was once more on the verge
of hysteria.


“What do we do now?” she wailed.


He kissed her. “Well,
that fire’s out,” he said, smiling wanly. “I guess the first thing we
do is light another—in the stove.”


Sally made breakfast as if under
opiates, while Sam washed, dressed, and hauled back to the shack a
few of the things she’d just carried out. It was a dismal meal, eaten
in silence. As soon as it was over, Sally got sick. Sam put her to
bed, and spent the day trying to bring order out of the chaos that
surrounded him.


Disposing of the corpse—simple enough, so far as the
work of it went—gave him the most trouble. Sam buried his hopes with
those charred remains. On Altair 3 as elsewhere, he decided gloomily,
there must certainly be taboos concerning the dead. In the light of
native customs that he’d so miserably failed to learn, he was very
probably mishandling the body. And even if he weren’t, the natives
most likely considered him a murderer....


As he repiled crates, carried
personal effects back into the shack, fixed lunch, cleaned, swept,
and tried to make a few essential repairs, Sam kept looking over his
shoulder. It was, he told himself derisively, as if he had a nervous
tic.


But he couldn’t stop. He couldn’t help wondering when the natives
would descend upon him, to demand their
comrade’s body and take revenge for his death.





They didn’t come all
that day. When, having made a light supper and cleaned up after it,
Sam felt free to crawl between the sheetless blankets on the cot, he
had decided these bug-things must be trying to ignore death itself.


The thought gave him no pleasure. He’d promised Sally not to seek out
the natives; he knew that if he did so, he might well be punished as
a criminal. But, lying there in the darkness, Sam found himself face
to face with a fact he’d been avoiding all day.


He absolutely must get
hold of those creatures, now. He’d lost too much food in the fire,
was no longer self-sufficient enough to get by without their help.
Sally would starve if he continued to fail.


“But you promised!” she
said at breakfast next morning. “Besides, they’ll probably kill you!”


“I don’t believe so,” he hedged. “I’ll bet they have no enemies of
any kind, and don’t even know what an enemy is. We’ve never seen a
single predator here, remember; there probably aren’t any. I suspect
that all the local animals are vegetarians—all we’ve seen eating were.
And with the native population as low as it seems to be, I doubt they
have to compete for food, either. Most likely the lack of both enemies
and competitors is what makes these painters ignore us—we’re just
nothing for them to worry about.”


“They’re probably worried now,” Sally
objected. “One of them died here, and the way he died makes me think he
didn’t know what fire is. So they can’t be very far advanced—not worth
investigating, Sam.”


“Oh, I don’t know,” he argued. “They seem to be
highly inflammable—on account of their oily surface, most likely. Man
could experiment with fire because a minor mistake meant only a minor
burn but maybe these creatures can’t touch fire without being burned
to death.”


“They must be awfully stupid, then, because one of them did
touch fire.”


“He was a painter, maybe. At least, he almost certainly
appreciated form and color. Flame and coals are beautiful, and probably
were unfamiliar to him. So he picked up a pretty bauble that was a
hot coal—”


“You promised! You could at least try to find some local
foodstuffs without wandering off after natives. They won’t help you.
And if they never cook anything, they probably have a lot of foods we
couldn’t eat.”


“All right,” Sam said resignedly. “I’ll do it your way.
But I’ve got to get out and around. I’ll try to see what the local
animals eat that looks possible for us, maybe find some berries I can
experiment with....”


He pushed back his folding chair, anxious to get
away before Sally pursued his plans to their ultimate implications,
saw the hazards of his simple scheme.


On the one hand, he remembered
that most things poisonous to terrestrial man were also poisonous to
other terrestrial life-forms. Sprays and baits harmless to man and
fatal to vermin, for instance were few, and artificially developed. In
theory, he might be able to eat what other animals ate.


But if this
were a vegetarian world, as he suspected, then toxic secretions would
have special survival-value for plants provided with them. There were
probable plenty of poisonous plants here. Plenty! He’d have to be
awfully careful.


“I don’t want you horsing around, Sal,” he said from
the doorway. “I’ll do all the experimenting, understand? And from now
on, I’ll fix my own meals—the remaining supplies are for you.”


“But that’s not fair!”


“Well, you’ve got more than just
yourself to be fair to.”


“Oh, Sam!” She rose and clung to him. “Don’t
be gone long, darling.”


“Oh, no,” he assured her. “I’m just out for a
little walk.” And to prove it, he left without the belt holding his
canteen and emergency rations.
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He missed the weight around
his hips. Passing the creek, he felt suddenly thirsty, yet hesitated to
drink water that he’d never tasted undistilled. No use experimenting
with it, he decided; the still was undamaged.


But thirst grew as he wandered on.
He knew it was psychological—a trick of his vagrant mind. He put a
pebble under his tongue.


Without conscious thought, he’d started in his
usual direction, toward the garden and the cliff behind it. Carefully
he observed the small animal-forms that crawled, wriggled, ran, and
flew out from under his feet. None of them seemed to be eating at the
moment.


Well, if he couldn’t eat what they ate, he could possibly eat
some of them. American Indians, he remembered, had liked grasshoppers;
he was himself fond of shrimp.


But if there were no predators here,
it might be a mistake for him to act like one—to make himself feared.
Not, of course, that the natives’ reactions would matter. He had
no intention of getting in touch with them, Sam reminded himself.


Certainly not! He’d only chosen this particular direction to walk in
because he knew the way. He was going to the garden as a matter of
course, because its obviously artificial plantings might be crops.
There wasn’t the slightest chance, Sam emphatically told himself,
that he’d break his promise to Sally.


But when he got to the garden,
Sam could clearly see, as he’d seen many times before, that it wasn’t
a farm; the several acres contained too wide a variety of plants.
The place was, more like a horticultural museum than a food-growing
area. Whether the plants were of types selected for food or for
ornamentation, he couldn’t tell. They were all sizes and shapes—lichens
as big as pines, shrubs that looked like miniature hardwoods, flowering
plants, and some that seemed downright ugly.


He looked among them for
fruits and berries, handicapped by the fact he was not a biologist but
a sociologist—remorseful because he’d never before searched out local
food-resources. Painstaking effort redoubled his thirst—made him hungry
despite the short time since breakfast. And, as Altair rose higher
and higher, his appetite acquired a genuine excuse for its clamor.


Regularly, every fifteen minutes, he told himself he must go back
before Sally got upset again, just as regularly, he assured himself
that in another fifteen minutes he’d find manna.


Under the influence
of hunger, his sense of smell became more active. He sniffed the wind
like a hound—and found a message in it. There was an odor borne on the
light breeze—something he couldn’t place, though it seemed familiar.
Something pleasant; he decided to trace the scent to its source.





The source was a pool in a corner of the garden—slightly scummy, bubbling
occasionally, clouded, and brownish. The tall vegetation that grew all
around had concealed it from his earlier, more casual inspections.


Leaning over the pool, he recognized its odor, or thought he did. It
was yeasty, like a bakery. Or—that was it—a
brewery! Something was fermenting here.


He felt an overwhelming desire
to taste the product of that fermentation. Thirst, in the back of his
mind for hours, now, became a sharpnailed hand, clawing at his throat.
Alcohol was a disinfectant, he assured himself; this would be safer
to drink than water.


Kneeling, he thrust a hand beneath the scummy
surface, finding the fluid warmish, slightly viscid. He cupped his
fingers and drew out a small amount. It smelled good.


His hand didn’t
cool very rapidly in the air—not the way it would have if the fluid
had been high proof. There couldn’t be enough alcohol in it to hurt
him, he decided; he thrust out his tongue and licked up the few drops
that had not yet dribbled through his fingers.


They tasted sweetish,
as if the fluid were high in sugar content. Perhaps it might give him
a little quick energy, stave off hunger as well as thirst. He cupped
both hands together, plunged them into the pool, drew out a fairish
quantity, and gulped it down.


The drink gave him no pleasure. A sense
of guilt had touched his mind before the fluid touched his stomach.
He became fully aware that this was an unnecessary risk—mentally
acknowledged that, for Sally’s sake, he should have been more careful.
Furtively he rose to leave.


As he turned away, his attention was caught
by a rapid motion seen in the corner of one eye. From halfway around
the pool, a native waved its arms vigorously and looked straight at
him.


It could have been the one he’d seen in the garden yesterday,
Sam thought, but he wasn’t sure; all the creatures looked alike to
him. Certainly this one displayed excitement, though; it seemed to be
waving him away from the pool!


Well, to hell with that, Sam decided.
This stuff seemed to be harmless—refreshing, in fact. Besides, if the
beast wanted to communicate with him, it could damned well go jump.
He’d promised Sally, and by golly he wasn’t going to have anything
to do with them; defiantly, he took another drink.


By the time he’d
risen and wiped his lips on his sleeve and his hands on his pants, the
native was upon him, showing unmistakable agitation in the urgent way
it waved its arms. Impulsively, Sam thrust out his hand, and mockingly
said, “How do you do?”


There was no audible reply. The native stopped
waving its arms, took Sam’s warm damp hand in a cooler, oily, hard
one, and drew him away from the pool, scuttling backward. Mildly
repelled, but not frightened, Sam disengaged his hand and followed
freely.


He stumbled, though, and had to be helped by a renewed grip
of that shell-coated hand. On his empty stomach the alcoholic fluid
churned and burned; he was getting drunk, knew it, and was very much
amused at the idea.


Sam permitted himself to be drawn into the shade
of some trees. Then, suddenly obstinate, he balked. Instead of going
further, he lay down, giggling.


Dizziness stopped the giggles. Sam
felt dissociated from himself, as if floating free in space, whirling
around and around like a planet in its orbit, except that he was sun as
well as planet. The trees around him circled nauseatingly. The native
wavered as if seen through heated air.


Sam shut out these sights by
closing his eyes. Almost immediately, he was whirled off into sleep.





Evening’s chill awakened him. His head ached. He was stiff from lying
on the ground; he was dizzy; his stomach was upset. For a few seconds
he not only forgot where he was, but feared to
open his eyes and find out.


When he did open them, it was to squint
at a gyrating world only now slowing down from the rotation that had
sent him to sleep. As the speed decreased, he made out the sheltering
vegetation, and what looked like several natives.


He’d never before
seen several natives in a group. He thought he was deluded, and closed
his eyes to shut out the hallucination. Then, cautiously, he opened
just one eye, and looked again.


No, by golly! He wasn’t suffering from
double vision! Six unblinking natives stared in a row!


Carefully, Sam
moved each aching limb in turn. They felt battered, but more or less
whole. And they were unrestrained. He rolled over to his stomach and
got slowly to hands and knees. The exertion made him violently ill.


It took five minutes to get to his feet. The natives offered helping
hands, but he rudely brushed them off. He wished they’d do something
he could blame them for; it would be nice to say this was all their
fault.


But it wasn’t. He knew exactly where he was, now—and how he’d
gotten there. He promised not to leave Sally alone, and had left her
alone. He’d promised not to have anything to do with the natives, and
had displayed obvious weakness before them. He had come out to find
food, and had gotten drunk. He was, Sam felt, the lowest form of life
that had ever fouled up an important assignment.


He must get control
of himself. Those beasts were probably plotting some fiendish revenge
for the one that had burned. And he could hardly stand without falling.


Maybe another drink would fix him, Sam felt vaguely. Sure—hair of the
dog!


Ignorant of the proper direction to take, he staggered off in
search of the pool, the natives following in a silent semicircle.


He found it. Guided by odor or submerged memory, he stumbled through
the growth around it, flopped to his knees, blew some of the scum away,
rested his hands on the bottom, and drank.


A native tugging at his
jacket made him stop. He looked around, and saw that the other five
were waving their arms frantically.


Sam didn’t care. The natives seemed
suddenly ridiculous, like a team of cheer-leaders from some school
for defectives. He was going to settle his—urps!—settle his stomach.
And then go home, s’help him.


But after he’d had another drink, and
had gotten clumsily to his feet with only the native who clung to his
jacket keeping him from falling into the pool, Sam decided he couldn’t
go home yet, though it was almost dark. Nope! Dark or not, gotta have
something to show for this little excursion. Gotta bring home some
food!


Since the natives were gesturers, he gestured, making all the
signs he could think of for eating, food, hunger, and weakness. They
seemed mainly interested in edging him away from the pool. He gave up
signalling, therefore, and plucked a lettuce-like leaf from a plant
beside him, opening his mouth to eat it.





Instantly the natives closed
in, tearing the leaf from his grasp, forcing him to wipe his hand on
the ground. They had little regard for his thin skin—scraped some of it
off on the twigs and pebbles underfoot, made it to blister.


Sam didn’t
like that. He lurched away from them down the aisle of plantings to a
bush with small berries on it, like pepper-corns. He plucked a few,
and tried to eat them.


Again his find was knocked from his hand. This
time, though, the natives didn’t damage his skin. They’d better not!
Sam told himself fiercely.


He tried another plant, tearing a piece of soft and rubbery bark from a tree nearby.
Once more the material was taken violently from him; this time three
of the natives grasped his clothing, trying to pull him in a specific
direction.


Out of the garden, he thought. Away from their precious
plants. But they had plenty—they could afford to share them!


“No, you
don’t!” he muttered, and savagely beat them off.


What happened next was
never clear to him. All six natives seemed to close in as if by signal.
With horny hands they pounded at his legs. The more he struggled, the
harder they hit. Finally, he tripped. Then, with a single sharp blow
to the base of his skull, one of them knocked him out.





He
came to with the sensation of being carried—horizontally, but face
downward; his nose kept bumping something.


Opening his eyes, he found
that his nose was bumping the back of a native. He was being carried
feet first through the darkness on two of them, while others grasped
him with painfully clawlike hands. He felt awful.


An overwhelming
desire to escape surged through him. But it had been, he recalled,
another overwhelming desire—to drink from that loathsome pool—that had
gotten him into this mess. He lay still, letting consciousness return
slowly but fully. He was almost sober, now; sober enough to feel both
sick and sorry.


And helpless. He’d fought these natives once, and
lost. Might lose again. And if he escaped, would they be far behind?
He had no place to run but the shack, no desire to lead a group of
irate captors to Sally.


Besides, it was dark, now. He couldn’t see
where he was going. And it wouldn’t help anything if he found out.
He decided to let them revenge themselves,
satisfy themselves. As far from the shack as possible. It was the
least he could do....


He was feeling quite heroic when they set him on
his feet, but that pleasant sensation evaporated when he saw why he’d
been released.


They wanted him to open the door of his shack. Obviously
they had seen him pass through here, but apparently they didn’t know
how to work the latch. He realized they must long have been aware that
he’d regained consciousness.


What could he say to Sally? Sam wondered
frantically. What could he do to avoid shocking her?


He’d never before
been brought home drunk. Searching his mind for the right way to greet
her, he called, “Company, honey,” and waited for her to answer.
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Sally held a lamp in his eyes as she
swung open the door. “Good grief!” she gasped. “Are you all right?”


“Fine,” he assured her, grinning as he swayed.


She moved closer, as
if to kiss him, then sniffed suspiciously. She stepped back, and only
then noticed the natives standing behind him in expressionless array.
She nearly dropped the lamp.


“’S all right, Sal,” Sam said, shuffling
his feet. “These boys are friends of mine.” He was aware of thickness
in his speech, but couldn’t seem to control it.


The impediment served
a purpose, he observed. Sally’s initial shock gave way to indignation;
she was much too angry to be frightened. “Your friends can put you to
bed,” she sniffed, tossing her head. “I certainly won’t.”


She stood
aside. Without help, Sam managed to cross the
threshold and sit on the cot. The natives stared through the doorway.
Sam got up, took the hand of one, and led it within. The others
followed, and he closed the door.


The natives huddled in the center of
the floor, filling the room. Sally shrank into a corner by the stove.


“My own dear Trojan Horse,” she jeered. “Wooden head and all.”


“This
is what we were sent here to do, Sal,” Sam said reasonably.


“It’s
what you promised not to do,” she reminded him.


“I couldn’t help it,”
he said. “They came to me. A good thing, too, come to think of it; I
was trying to eat things in the garden, see? They wouldn’t let me,
and now I’m getting the idea they’ve got nothing but poisonous plants
there, probably to teach their young. Sure! That would explain why
they got so excited. And see, I’ve got a little skin-allergy on my
hand, like poison ivy.”


He held it up for her inspection.


A look of
sympathy passed swiftly over her face, and was as swiftly repressed.
“Do they have a bar up there, too?” she asked, much too sweetly.


“No.
But alcohol is a poison, of sorts. So they have a fermenting pool up
there. I didn’t drink very much, but I haven’t had anything to eat all
day—”


“I’m not going to cook for you now,” Sally stated. “We can’t
feed them all, and you can’t just eat while they watch; you’ll have to
wait till they go.”


Resignedly, knowing she was right, Sam thrust his
dirty hands into his jacket pockets. He felt something, fingered it,
and recognized the chocolate bar. Just the thing!


Clumsily Sam took out
the bar, wiped a few crumbs of dirt from it, and with his pocket-knife
cut it into eight small but more or less equal parts. The natives
watched fixedly.


He gave a piece to each of them, one to Sally, and
kept one. The natives held theirs and watched him.


“This is to eat,” he
said, and thrust his entire portion into his mouth. Sally did likewise.
Hesitantly, looking from them to one another, the natives nibbled with
chitinous mandibles at the small brown squares. One by one, their
bits of chocolate disappeared.


“Sally, I think they like the stuff,”
Sam said, pleased with himself; “I think they want some more.”


“Well,
they can’t have any,” Sally said; “we can’t spare it.”


“All right.”
Turning to the silent natives, Sam displayed empty hands, turned his
pockets inside out, and shrugged. “No more,” he said, and shook his
head. “And I’m still hungry, too.” He rubbed his belly, and pulled
tight his jacket’s belt to show emptiness beneath it.


The natives
looked at one another and seemed to commune. They turned to the door.
Stepping carefully between them, Sam opened it. They marched out single
file and disappeared into the night.


“Rude, aren’t they,” Sally said,
grinning relievedly in spite of herself. “When the food runs out, they
go home.”


“I don’t know,” Sam said. “All day I’ve been trying to show
them we need something to eat. Maybe they have the idea, finally;
maybe they’re going to get us something.”


“Yes?” Sally was staring out the shack’s rear window, her face shocked
and pale. “Look! They’ve found the grave!”


They had indeed. Under the
dim auroral light they’d already begun to burrow through the soft,
recently spaded dirt for the body of their comrade. Sam watched with
bated breath as they recovered the corpse, loaded it onto the back of
one of their number, and bore it away out of sight along the dark and
rolling plain.


He reached out to grip his wife’s arm. “I’m sorry,”
he said. “I’m a fool and I know it.”


“Maybe they do, too,” Sally
said thoughtfully. She was silent a moment, her forehead puckered in
thought.


“You know,” she went on, “seriously, Sam, that might be the
key to this whole nightmare. I mean, look—the natives know about these
ant-like social life-forms that live here. Those insect-things have a
complicated social life, but all on the basis of built-in drives. They
just react to endocrine secretions and the like, and don’t think the
way we do. Their patterns of action are complicated, but unchanging.


“Maybe the natives ignored us because they thought we were just
pair of strange animals, of no interest since we’re neither enemies
nor competitors—you yourself said they have none—going through our
complicated, instinctive, unrationalized routine. Today, though, you
proved them wrong by going out and acting foolishly, in a way that
obviously was not built-in.”


“You’re sweet,” Sam said, “to try making
yourself believe that everything I’ve done was for the best. But—”


“I’m
not saying that! I’m only saying that rational beings are the ones with
wills instead of drives; and it’s will and not instinct that gave you
the capacity to go out and make a fool of yourself today. Animals never
do so good a job. For instance, they usually leave alcohol alone unless
first driven neurotic by artificial means—that’s been proved time and
again, experimentally. Animals aren’t even likely to play around with
something that’s none of their business—the way the native did last
night trying to steal a piece of our fire. Maybe its mates recognize
that we share its capacity for error.”


Another thing that rational
beings have, Sam reflected briefly, is a conscience. He wondered if it
was his feeling of guilt that kept him from accepting Sally’s theory.
Still ... no use eliminating all her hopes....





He said, slowly, “I guess
every animal on this planet—except a very young one—knows better than
to drink from that pool. And I guess it might be called a clincher
that I got drunk, slept, woke, was sick—and then went right back for
another drink.”


“Oh, you did!” Sally sounded genuinely shocked. “Well,
I hope you feel as bad as you look!”


“Worse,” Sam assured her. He got
up, slopped water into a basin, and washed, avoiding her troubled
eyes.


Wouldn’t it be nice if she’d figured everything right, he told
himself. Wouldn’t it be nice if the natives came back with a large
supply of tasty and nourishing food.


But what if they’d gone for their
soldiers, or their weapons?


He didn’t want Sally to think of that. “You
might as well turn in,” he said with elaborate casualness. “You’ve had
a bad day. I’ll sit up a while, in case our guests come back. Have
to be polite, you know.”


“I’ll sit up with you,” Sally said sharply.
“You might need me to reload.”


Sam stared at her, wide-eyed and not
wholly grateful that his mind had been so clearly read. But resentment
gave way to affection. He kissed her, laid out
his guns, and spent the rest of the night hauling in crated supplies
and setting them around the interior walls to serve as breastworks.





It was dawn, when the natives returned. By then, Sally was dozing in
a chair, and Sam, the cabin crowded to the roof, had stopped work to
thoughtfully watch Altair climb the sky in a blaze of scarlet and gold,
painting the granite cliff with colors more striking than any that
rational beings had ever devised.


“They’re coming,” he warned softly.


Sally awoke, and rose swiftly but stiffly. “How close shall we let
them come?” she asked. Sam hesitated then squeezed her hand as he gave
her a gun. “When you said they might understand us, didn’t you mean
it?” he asked gently.


“I meant they might—yes.”


“Well, I’m going out
to meet them,” Sam said.


“But—but they might kill you!”


“Honey, a
while ago you came up with a beautiful theory that rational beings can
be distinguished from beasts because rational beings make such dopey
mistakes. Well, while you’ve napped I thought up another couple of
distinctions to take into account. One is, that only the rational can
theorize in the way you did. The other is, that lacking those built-in
drives, we rational ones can act in brand new ways when we want to,
and actually adapt our behavior to our theories. And that’s what I’m
going to do.”


“But Sam! My theory may be an awful mistake!”


“To err
is human,” he said, grinning over his shoulder as he opened the door.
“And human is what we’re trying to prove we are.”


But apparently Sam’s
earlier blunderings had been enough to establish his rationality; for
the natives brought nothing but food.






  
    Transcriber’s note:
  





This etext was produced from Dynamic Science Fiction, December 1952 (Vol. 1, No. 1). Extensive research did not uncover any evidence that the U.S. copyright on this publication was renewed.


Obvious errors have been silently corrected, but minor inconsistencies have been retained as printed.









*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK BLUNDER ENLIGHTENING ***



    

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 41 Watchung Plaza #516,
Montclair NJ 07042, USA, +1 (862) 621-9288. 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/424944900103040762_cover.jpg
ANC
DEC. D » 25¢

(132

\ ' ) "
\_PAGES / |- '

I am
TOMORROW

Astonishing Movelet

by Lester del Rey





