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Natural	laws	are	cliches—"what	must	be
must	be,"	for	instance—and	what	must	be	in
this	case	was,	of	all	people,	Dr.	Talbot!

The	 first	 thirty	 years	 of	Henry	 Talbot's	 life	 were	 the	 most	promising.	 He	was	 a	bright	 student
through	 high	 school,	 and	 in	 college	 his	 fellow	 students	 often	 used	 the	 word	 "brilliant"	 in
discussing	his	mentality;	occasionally	even	his	instructors	echoed	them.
Upon	 receiving	 his	 bachelor's	 degree,	 he	 went	 to	 graduate	 school	 and	 eventually	 received	 his
Ph.D.	 as	 an	 experimental	 nuclear	 physicist.	 He	 applied	 for	 and	 got	 a	 research	 position	 at	 Oak
Ridge	National	Laboratory,	in	the	Electronuclear	Research	Division.
Dr.	Henry	Talbot,	brilliant	young	scientist,	began	his	career	enthusiastically,	and	ran	into	a	brick
wall.
Rather,	he	crawled	up	to	and	against	it,	for	it	took	several	years	for	him	to	discover	that	his	life's
route	lay	not	on	an	unobstructed	downhill	slide.	Those	years	slithered	past	before	he	looked	up
and	realized	that	he	had	not	revolutionized	the	scientific	world;	he	had	discovered	no	principle	of
relativity,	no	quantum	theory.
He	stopped	working	for	a	moment	and	 looked	around.	All	his	colleagues	were	enthusiastic	and
brilliant	young	scientists.	Where	at	school,	where	throughout	his	 life,	he	had	been	outstanding,
now	he	was	one	of	the	crowd.	What	had	passed	for	brilliance	before	was	now	merely	competence.
Henry	Talbot	felt	a	vague	need	which	he	perceived	liquor	might	fill.	That	afternoon	he	left	work
early	 for	 the	 first	 time	 since	 he	 had	 arrived	 at	 Oak	 Ridge.	 He	 had	 to	 buy	 the	 vodka	 from	 a
bootlegger,	 Oak	 Ridge	 being	 in	 a	 dry	 county.	 But,	 as	 in	 most	 dry	 counties,	 that	 presented	 no
problem.	He	stopped	by	Shorty's	 cab	 stand,	across	 the	 street	 from	 the	police	department,	 and
asked	Shorty	for	a	bottle.	Shorty	reached	into	the	glove	compartment	and,	for	fifty	cents	over	list
price,	 the	vodka	changed	hands.	Henry	didn't	 like	to	patronize	the	bootleggers,	but	he	did	 feel
the	need	for	a	quick	one	just	this	once.
After	drinking	for	several	hours	in	his	apartment,	Henry	Talbot	took	stock	of	himself	and	came	to
two	conclusions:
1.	He	was	satisfied	with	himself	and	his	life.	He	had	always	taken	for	granted	that	he	would	one
day	be	a	 famous	 figure	 in	some	scientific	 field,	 true,	but	 this	was	actually	not	so	 important	as,
upon	casual	inspection,	it	might	seem.	He	liked	his	work,	otherwise	he	could	never	have	been	so
wrapped	up	in	it,	and	he	saw	no	reason	for	discontinuing	it	or	for	becoming	despondent	over	his
lack	of	fame.	After	all,	he	reasoned,	he	had	never	been	famous	and	yet	had	been	always	perfectly
content.
2.	He	liked	vodka.

The	next	thirty	years	of	Henry	Talbot's	 life,	now	devoid	of	promise,	were	fulfilling	and	content.
He	worked	steadily	and	drank	as	the	mood	fell	upon	him,	publishing	on	the	average	one	paper	a
year.	These	papers	were	thorough,	the	experiments	well	worked	out,	without	contrived	results	or
varnished	sloppiness.	The	publications	were	accepted	everywhere	as	solid	research	papers.
Henry	Talbot's	name	became	familiar	in	the	nuclear	field.	He	did	not	find	his	face	on	the	cover	of
Time,	nor	was	he	ever	invited	to	participate	as	an	"expert"	on	any	television	quiz	programs,	yet
he	was	well	known	to	nuclear	 researchers—at	 least	 those	 in	his	own	country.	He	was	honored
with	a	banquet	on	his	fiftieth	birthday.	Person	to	Person	once	tentatively	proposed	to	visit	him,
but	the	idea	was	squelched,	a	visit	to	a	more	buxom	personality	being	substituted.
Sex	never	reared	its	ugly	head.	He	had	not	had	time	for	it	when	young,	and	so	had	never	fallen
into	the	habit.
At	the	age	of	sixty-five	he	retired.	He	canceled	his	subscription	to	the	Physical	Review,	bought	a
fishing	rod,	subscribed	to	the	New	Yorker,	and	tried	Florida.	He	started	at	Tallahassee	and	fished
his	 way	 down	 to	 Ocala.	 By	 the	 time	 he	 had	 reached	 St.	 Petersburg,	 he	 had	 decided	 to	 try
California.
In	 California	 he	 took	 up	 golf.	 He	 bought	 a	 hi-fi	 set	 and	 a	 dozen	 progressive	 jazz	 records,
advertised	as	unbreakable.	They	proved	not	to	be,	although	in	fairness	to	the	advertiser	it	must
be	said	that	Henry	Talbot	had	to	exert	himself.
He	decided	to	try	a	world	cruise.	He	left	the	scheduled	tour	in	Japan	and	visited	the	Institute	for
Theoretical	Physics	in	Tokyo,	spending	some	time	there	just	generally	chewing	the	bilingual	rag.
When	 he	 returned	 to	 the	 United	 States,	 he	 renewed	 his	 subscription	 to	 the	 Physical	 Review,
canceled	his	subscription	to	the	New	Yorker,	and	looked	around	for	another	position.
He	went	to	work	for	the	Arnold	Research	Corporation	on	a	part-time,	semi-retired	basis.	But	he
had	his	own	lab,	his	hours	were	his	own,	and	in	a	few	weeks	he	was	working	full	time.	No	one



was	disturbed	by	this,	he	did	not	apply	for	more	money	or	recognition,	he	kept	to	himself,	and	he
began	publishing	his	one	paper	each	year.
On	the	tenth	year	afterward	his	paper	was	missing,	though	not	missed.	He	began	to	spend	less
time	 in	 his	 lab	 and	 more	 in	 the	 library	 and	 behind	 his	 desk,	 scribbling	 on	 scraps	 of	 paper	 or
staring	into	space.	He	was	forgotten	by	the	Arnold	Research	Corporation.	He	was	content	with
his	books	and	his	monthly	check.
In	his	seventy-fourth	year,	Henry	Talbot	published	a	paper	in	the	Philosophical	Magazine	on	what
he	called	the	"Warped	Field	Theory."	The	theory	was	entirely	his	own,	from	beginning	to	end,	and
constituted—in	 his	 opinion—the	 first	 real	 breakthrough	 in	 theoretical	 physics	 since	 Albert
Einstein's	little	idea	in	1905.	The	day	the	article	came	out	he	sat	behind	his	desk	all	day,	puffing
on	his	pipe,	not	merely	content	but	really	happy	for	the	first	time	in	his	life.

Life	continued	undisturbed	for	three	more	months.	Then	Larry	Arnold,	Jr.,	came	into	his	office,
carrying	a	copy	of	the	Philosophical	Magazine.	Larry	Arnold,	Jr.,	was	not	a	scientist	but,	as	he	put
it,	he	was	scientifically	minded	and	was	general	overseer,	public	relations	man,	and	coordinator
of	coordinators	of	research.
He	humphed	a	few	times,	groaned	as	he	sat	down	across	the	desk	from	Henry,	wheezed	twice,
smiled	once,	and	said,	"Good	morning,	Dr.	Talbot."
"Good	morning,"	Henry	replied,	folding	his	hands	and	trying	to	look	humble	yet	brilliant.
"I	 read	your	article,"	Arnold	 said,	 feebly	waving	 the	magazine	around	before	him,	 "and	 I	don't
mind	admitting	I	didn't	understand	a	word	of	it.	Well,	I'm	not	a	man	to	hide	his	lack	of	knowledge
so	I	went	right	out	and	asked	some	of	the	men	working	here	about	it.	They	didn't	understand	it
either.	I	called	up	a	few	people	around	the	country.	I—Dr.	Talbot,	I	don't	know	how	exactly	to	say
this	to	you.	I	don't	know	what	you	intended	with	this	article,	but	it's	got	people	laughing	at	us	and
we	can't	have	that."
Henry	kept	the	same	humble	look	on	his	face;	he	fought	to	keep	the	same	expression.	He	didn't
know	what	his	face	might	look	like	if	he	relaxed	for	a	moment.
"We	didn't	expect	much	research	from	you	when	we	hired	you.	Well,	we	know	we're	not	paying
you	much,	and	we	don't	mind	if	you	don't	put	out	much	work.	Hell,	we	don't	care	if	you	don't	put
out	any	work.	We	get	our	money's	worth	in	good	will	when	people	know	we've	got	an	old	pro	like
you	on	our	payroll;	the	young	kids	can	see	we	won't	kick	them	out	when	they're	all	used	up.	But
when	you	put	out	papers	like	this	one—"	and	here	he	waved	the	magazine	a	bit	more	violently,
getting	warmed	up—"when	you	do	this,	and	it	says	Arnold	Research	Corporation	right	here	under
your	name,	people	don't	just	laugh	at	you.	They	laugh	at	the	whole	organization.	They	think	that
this	whole	place	is	going	around	doing	fantastic	research	like	this—this	warped	field."
He	 stopped	 when	 he	 saw	 the	 look	 slip	 a	 bit	 from	 Henry's	 face,	 and	 he	 saw	 what	 was	 there
beneath	it.	He	dropped	his	eyes	and	wheezed	twice,	then	heaved	his	bulk	out	of	the	chair.
"I	 didn't	 mean	 to	 slam	 into	 you	 that	 way,	 Dr.	 Talbot.	 You	 know	 it's	 an	 honor	 to	 have	 you
associated	with	the	firm.	We	were	even	thinking	of	giving	you	a	testimonial	banquet	next	week	on
your	seventy-fifth	birthday....	It	is	next	week,	isn't	it?	Well,	what	I	mean	to	say	is—I	mean	we	all
appreciate	 the	 good	 solid	 research	 you've	 been	 doing	 all	 these	 years.	 It's	 just	 that—well,	 you
won't	 fool	 around	 like	 this	 any	 more,	 now	 will	 you?	 And	 we'll	 just	 forget	 all	 about	 it.	 No	 hard
feelings."
He	left	quickly,	and	the	door	closed	behind	him.
For	the	first	time	in	seventy-five	years,	or	in	the	last	sixty-nine	at	least,	Henry	Talbot	cried.
After	he	cried,	he	became	angry.	He	wanted	to	shout,	so	he	left	the	office	early	and	hurried	to	his
apartment	where	he	could	shout	without	disturbing	anyone,	which	he	did.	He	then	took	out	the
vodka,	settled	Bucephalus,	his	cat,	on	his	lap	and	began	to	pour.



Several	hours	later	Henry	Talbot	sprawled	in	the	armchair	and	took	stock	of	himself.	He	came	to
two	conclusions:
1.	At	his	age,	what	did	he	care	about	fame?	He	knew	his	theory	was	sound,	and	if	the	people	in
his	 own	 country	 didn't	 appreciate	 it,	 what	 difference	 did	 it	 make?	 Now,	 free	 from	 rancor,	 he
could	understand	how	they	must	have	received	his	paper.	They	all	knew	old	Dr.	Talbot—seventy-
five	and	not	dead	yet.	What	a	ridiculous	age	for	a	nuclear	physicist!	Now	he's	turning	theoretical,
they	must	have	chuckled.	So	they	started	his	paper.	And	when	they	came	to	the	first	unorthodox
assumption,	 when	 they	 reached	 the	 first	 of	 the	 many	 mathematical	 complexities	 and	 indeed
paradoxes,	they	must	have	closed	the	magazine	and	had	a	good	laugh	over	a	cup	of	coffee.
Had	the	article	been	written	by	some	unknown	twenty-five-year-old,	they	would	all	hail	him	as	a
new	genius.	But	coming	from	old	Henry	Talbot,	the	article	was	ludicrous.
Well,	he	didn't	care.	Abroad,	he	was	not	so	well	known.	Some	countries	would	not	have	heard	of
him	 at	 all.	 They'd	 read	 the	 article	 seriously,	 one	 or	 two	 men	 would	 understand	 it.	 They'd	 run
some	experiments	to	confirm	or	deny	the	hypotheses	and	Henry	was	confident	the	experiments
would	prove	him	right.	He	had	only	to	wait.	Of	course	he	hadn't	much	time	left,	but	perhaps	they
would	do	it	in	a	year	or	two,	and	perhaps	he'd	still	be	here	to	see	it	and	have	the	last	laugh.
2.	He	still	liked	vodka.

It	 was	 nineteen	 years	 before	 two	 Finnish	 physicists,	 Arkadt	 and	 Findrun,	 ran	 the	 necessary
experiments.	Of	 the	many	who	had	read	the	article,	some	knew	Talbot	and	thus	 laughed	 it	off,
some	 could	 not	 understand	 it	 and	 some	 understood	 it	 and	 waxed	 enthusiastic.	 Eventually	 the
enthusiasm	spread	to	the	Finnish	Institute	for	Applied	Research	where	the	essential	equipment
was	available.	The	experiments	were	an	unqualified	success.
As	soon	as	the	experiments	were	confirmed,	Arkadt	sent	a	telegram	to	Dr.	Henry	Talbot,	in	care
of	 the	 address	 which	 had	 appeared	 with	 his	 original	 article,	 informing	 him	 of	 the	 happy
developments.	He	and	Findrun	were	still	celebrating	their	spectacular	success	a	week	later,	this
time	with	Dr.	Arrhenial,	director	of	the	institute,	when	Arkadt	mentioned	that	he	had	sent	such	a
telegram	and	had	received	as	yet	no	answer.
Arrhenial	 smiled	 into	 his	 vodka.	 "Didn't	 you	 know?	 Talbot	 was	 seventy-five	 years	 old	 when	 he
wrote	that	article.	I'm	afraid	you	were	a	little	too	late	for	him."
"I	didn't	know,"	Arkadt	replied.
"A	shame,"	Findrun	murmured.	"It	would	have	made	him	so	happy."
The	telephone	rang	and	Arkadt	answered	it.	His	wife	was	calling,	with	unusual	news.	He	had	just
received	a	letter	from	America.	Imagine	that.	From	a	Henry	Talbot.

Henry	Talbot	saw	his	face	on	the	cover	of	Time	magazine.	He	refused	a	request	to	appear	on	a



television	quiz	program.	(The	contestant	the	network	had	had	in	mind	to	appear	with	Henry	won
his	 money	 nevertheless,	 in	 the	 category	 Theoretical	 Physics,	 by	 correctly	 naming	 the	 year	 in
which	Einstein	first	published	his	Theory	of	Relativity,	the	number	of	papers	which	comprised	the
entire	 theory,	 the	 language	 in	 which	 it	 was	 first	 published,	 the	 magazine	 in	 which	 it	 was	 first
published,	the	year	in	which	the	magazine	was	first	printed,	the	name	of	the	first	printer	of	the
magazine,	and	the	year	in	which	he	died.)	Henry	Talbot	was	termed	"The	Dean	of	American	Men
of	Science"	by	the	New	York	Times,	which	paper	triumphantly	reported	that	only	thirteen	people
in	the	world	understood	his	Warped	Field	Theory.	When	asked	if	there	was	now	anything	else	for
science	 to	 do,	 he	 replied,	 "Indubitably."	 When	 pressed	 for	 more	 details,	 he	 said	 that	 his
housekeeper	always	removed	his	vodka	 from	the	refrigerator	at	 three-thirty,	and	 that	 if	he	did
not	immediately	return	home,	it	would	become	unbearably	warm.
On	the	occasion	of	his	ninety-fifth	birthday,	he	was	given	a	gigantic	testimonial	banquet	by	the
Arnold	Research	Corporation,	"under	whose	auspices	the	entire	research	which	culminated	in	the
justly	famous	Warped	Field	Theory	was	conducted."
The	next	week,	when	he	requested	the	use	of	their	massive	cyclotron	to	run	an	experiment,	he
was	told	that	the	machine	was	in	use	at	the	time.	A	week	later,	his	request	was	again	shunted	off.
This	happened	twice	more,	and	Henry	went	to	see	Larry	Arnold,	Jr.
The	coordinator	was	affable,	and	told	Henry	that	he	had	checked	himself,	and	that	unfortunately
the	machine	was	in	use	and	that	of	course	since	he,	Talbot,	was	actually	at	the	lab	on	only	a	part-
time	basis,	he	could	not	expect	to	usurp	the	machine	from	full-time	research	workers.
Henry	asked	what	kind	of	research	was	being	done.
Larry	 wheezed	 twice	 and	 told	 him	 it	 was	 investigating	 certain	 aspects	 of	 the	 Warped	 Field
Theory.
"I	invented	the	goddam	theory	and	I	can't	even	get	at	the	machine?"	Henry	shouted.
"Please,	Dr.	Talbot.	Let's	be	 reasonable.	You	discovered	 that	 theory	 twenty	years	ago.	 I	mean,
after	all.	You're	an	older	man	now,	and	that's	an	expensive	piece	of	machinery—"
Henry	 slammed	 the	 door	 as	 he	 walked	 out,	 was	 not	 satisfied	 with	 the	 effect,	 came	 back	 and
slammed	it	again,	this	time	shattering	the	glass.	He	felt	a	little	better,	strode	down	the	hall,	and
resigned	the	next	day,	quietly	and	undramaticly.
He	disappeared	into	retirement.	Reports	of	his	death	were	printed	occasionally.	They	were	never
denied.	 They	 stopped	 after	 several	 years,	 were	 taken	 to	 be	 final,	 and	 his	 name	 was	 not	 often
mentioned	by	the	newspapers.
One	hundred	and	three	years	after	his	birth,	the	Nobel	Prize	was	awarded	to	Henry	Talbot	for	his
Warped	 Field	 Theory.	 The	 committee	 decided	 not	 to	 look	 into	 the	 matter	 of	 discovering	 Dr.
Talbot's	heirs	until	after	the	ceremony,	expecting	that	someone	would	turn	up	to	claim	the	award
in	his	name.
Henry	Talbot	accepted	 the	medallion	and	check	himself	 from	 the	hand	of	 the	King	of	Sweden,
making	his	acceptance	speech	in	hurriedly	learned	but	understandable	Swedish.	The	newspapers
of	the	world	devoured	him	and	made	big	news	of	the	fact	that	he	had	been	practically	fired	nine
years	before.	He	was	deluged	with	offers	of	employment,	most	of	which	sought	him	as	a	public-
relations	 man.	 He	 accepted	 the	 offer	 of	 the	 Institute	 for	 Advanced	 Study	 in	 Princeton,	 New
Jersey.	His	duties	here	were	non-existent.	He	would	be	paid,	cared	for.	He	was	to	think,	as	much
or	 as	 little	 as	 he	 pleased.	 The	 Institute	 was	 apologetic	 that	 they	 had	 not	 been	 aware	 of	 his
unemployment	previously.	He	was	invited	to	stay	with	them	for	as	long	as	he	liked.	Henry	Talbot
settled	back	finally,	in	comfort.
The	research	upon	which	he	now	embarked	was	so	deep,	so	complex,	that	he	did	not	intend	to
come	 to	 any	 publishable	 conclusions	 in	 his	 lifetime.	 He	 desired	 no	 experimentation	 now;	 he
wanted	 only	 to	 think,	 to	 think	 in	 purely	 mathematical	 terms	 of	 the	 universe	 as	 an	 entity.	 He
withdrew	 into	 the	 sanctity	 of	 his	 study,	 thankful	 to	 Princeton	 for	 the	 peace	 and	 tranquility	 it
offered.
Several	 years	 later	a	notice	of	his	death	was	published	 in	 the	New	York	Times.	Henry	did	not
read	 the	 New	York	 Times,	 but	 the	 treasurer	 at	 the	 Institute	 evidently	 did.	His	 checks	 stopped
coming.	Henry	did	not	complain.	He	had	saved	a	lot	of	money	and	his	tastes	were	simple.	He	did
not	have	to	pay	a	bootlegger's	price	in	Princeton.
In	his	hundred	and	eighty-first	year,	Henry	first	became	seriously	aware	of	the	possibility	that	he
might	not	die.

One	night	during	his	two	hundred	and	forty-fifth	year—it	began	to	seem	to	him	purposeless,	but
he	still	kept	accurate	count—Henry	pushed	back	from	his	desk	and	sighed.
Outside	the	window,	in	the	gently	falling	snow,	the	campus	of	Princeton	looked	exactly	as	it	had
when	he	had	first	come,	but	things	were	different.	No	one	now	at	the	Institute	knew	him;	he	had
known	no	one	there	for	seventy-five	years	now.	Probably	at	no	other	place	in	the	country	than	at
the	Institute	for	Advanced	Study	could	he	have	kept	his	study	for	so	long,	could	he	have	been	left
so	 alone.	 And	 it	 was	 good,	 but	 now	 he	 was	 lonely.	 Lonely,	 bored	 by	 his	 solitude,	 aware	 of	 his
boredom	and	utter	lack	of	friends.



He	had	realized	long	ago	the	compensation	demanded	for	eternity.	When	he	had	first	begun	to
think	 of	 the	 possibility	 that	 he	 might	 not	 die,	 he	 had	 realized	 that	 it	 would	 mean	 leaving	 his
friends,	his	 family,	and	continuing	alone.	When	he	had	first	begun	to	speculate	on	his	seeming
immortality,	how	it	had	come	about	and	why,	he	had	known	he	would	be	lonely.

This	is	the	way	to	the	Übermensch,
This	is	the	way	to	the	Übermensch,
This	is	the	way	to	the	Übermensch,

Not	in	a	crowd,	but	alone.

Nearly	every	great	mind	within	 the	past	hundred	years	had	pointed	out	 the	difficulty	of	man's
accomplishing	 anything	 in	 his	 brief	 hundred	 years	 of	 life,	 had	 pointed	 out	 the	 necessity	 of
immortality	to	a	great	mind.	And	what	is	necessary	will	be.	But	this	is	the	way	of	evolution:	not	in
a	crowd,	but	alone.	One	man	in	a	million,	then	another,	then	another.
It	was	statistically	improbable	that	he	was	the	first.	So	there	must	be	others.	But	so	far,	in	two
hundred	and	forty-five	years,	he	had	not	met	any	that	he	knew	of.	Then	again,	there	was	no	way
of	knowing.	Anyone	passing	him	on	the	street	would	not	know,	and	he	meeting	another	would	not
know.
A	purring	broke	through	into	his	reverie	and,	looking	down,	he	became	aware	of	Bucephalus,	his
cat,	rubbing	against	his	legs.	He	laughed,	bent	down	and	picked	her	up.	Here	was	the	exception,
of	 course.	 Old	 Bucephalus.	 He	 laughed	 again,	 shaking	 his	 head	 in	 wonder.	 He	 had	 had
Bucephalus	for	the	past	hundred	and	fifty	years.
"Now	what	 justification	does	a	cat	have	 for	 living	 forever?"	he	wondered	aloud,	holding	her	at
arm's	length	and	smiling	at	her.	She	lifted	one	paw	and	dabbed	at	his	face.	He	put	her	down	and
went	to	get	her	milk.	"And	how	did	we	ever	find	each	other?"	Perhaps	there	was	some	subliminal
way	of	knowing.	Perhaps,	without	knowing,	the	immortals	knew.
While	Bucephalus	lapped	at	her	milk,	Henry	Talbot	walked	out	for	a	breath	of	air.	He	wandered
off	the	campus,	finally	pausing	in	front	of	a	candy-and-soda	store.	He	felt	a	vague	curiosity	and
went	 in	 to	 look	 at	 the	 newspapers.	 After	 reading	 through	 one,	 he	 stood	 back	 and	 sighed.	 The
same	old	thing,	always	the	same	old	thing.	The	new	wave	of	immigrants—he	looked	again	to	see
where	they	were	from	this	time;	he	didn't	recognize	the	name	of	the	place,	but	it	didn't	matter—
the	new	wave	of	immigrants	was	a	disgrace	to	New	York,	was	destroying	real	estate	values,	was
a	 burden	 to	 society,	 to	 the	 last	 wave	 of	 immigrants	 who	 had	 by	 now	 made	 their	 place.	 The
President	said	we	would	fight,	if	necessary,	one	last	war	to	make	the	world	safe	for	democracy.
Statistics	 showed	 that	 juvenile	 delinquency	 was	 on	 the	 increase;	 it	 was	 traced	 to	 a	 lack	 of
parental	authority	in	the	home.
Always	the	same	old	thing.
Only	 his	 work	 was	 new,	 always	 changing.	 But	 now,	 after	 nearly	 a	 hundred	 and	 fifty	 years	 of
thought,	he	felt	he	was	in	over	his	head.	It	was	getting	too	abstract.	He	needed	some	good	solid
experimental	 research,	 he	 felt.	 Something	 concrete,	 down-to-earth.	 He	 wanted	 to	 play	 with	 a
hundred-channel	analyzer,	measure	some	cross	sections,	determine	a	beta-decay	scheme.	But	he
couldn't	 ask	 them	 here	 for	 a	 lab.	 He	 didn't	 dare	 tell	 them	 who	 he	 was.	 Too	 much	 commotion,
notoriety.	The	newspapers	again.	Good	God,	no.
He	turned	to	go	back	to	his	study,	and	then	stopped	dead.	He	couldn't	go	back	there.	His	brain
was	spinning	without	a	clamp;	he	needed	to	fasten	to	something	and	orient	himself	 in	this	vast
universe.	His	fingers	itched	to	get	at	some	experiment.	He	couldn't	go	back	to	his	study.
He	decided	to	take	a	vacation.	He	had	never	gotten	as	far	as	Miami	Beach,	he	remembered.	The
sun	would	feel	good,	and	he	could	do	with	a	bit	of	a	tan.
He	flew	down	that	night.
After	he	had	checked	in	at	the	Sea	Lion,	and	as	he	was	following	the	bellboy	across	the	high	and
wide	lobby	to	the	elevator,	a	woman	crossed	his	path.	In	her	late	twenties,	perhaps	early	thirties,
she	was	simply	stunning.	Dark	hair,	light	skin,	blue	eyes	almost	purple	with	a	Eurasian	slant	to
them,	long	firm	legs	and	slim	ankles.	For	the	first	time	in	many	a	year,	Henry	stopped	to	look	at	a
woman.
The	bellboy	realized	that	he	had	walked	on	alone	and	returned	to	Talbot.
"That	woman	is	beautiful."	Henry	gestured	toward	her	back.
The	bellboy	smirked.	Henry	followed	him	to	his	room.

Henry	lay	in	the	sun	for	two	weeks	and	grew	younger	day	by	day.	His	skin	tanned,	his	muscles
became	hard	with	the	exertion	of	 lengthy	swims,	 the	creases	 in	his	 face	smoothed	out.	Still	he
felt	 vaguely	 dissatisfied,	 empty.	 He	 lay	 on	 the	 beach,	 gazing	 into	 the	 ocean,	 and	 knew	 that
something	was	missing.
The	woman	he	had	seen	that	first	night	crossed	between	him	and	the	ocean	and	continued	down
the	beach.	Henry	watched	her	out	of	sight.
"That	woman	is	beautiful,"	he	thought.
Sex,	he	thought.	I	wonder	if	that's	what's	missing.	There	was	another	aspect	to	be	considered,	of



course.	Two	hundred	and	forty-five.	And	then	a	blonde	young	lady	in	a	bikini	wavered	by	him	and
he	knew	in	that	moment	that	he	could.
He	stood	up	and	walked	after	her.
"I	wonder	if	I	might	walk	a	bit	with	you,"	he	said.
She	 looked	him	over	carefully	and	 then	shrugged	her	 shoulder,	not	quite	dislodging	 the	upper
portion	of	her	suit.	"Suitcha	self."
After	a	while	she	asked,	"What	business	ya	in?"
"I'm	sort	of	retired,"	he	explained,	finding	her	very	charming	and	refreshing	to	talk	to.	"I	had	a
modest	income	a	while	ago.	I	invested	wisely,	or	prudently	at	least,	and	the	interest	has	built	up
into	quite	a	fortune	by	now."
"Really,"	she	said.
They	walked	down	the	beach,	hand	in	hand.

Five	nights	 later	he	got	out	of	bed	when	she	 fell	 asleep.	He	dressed	and	walked	despondently
down	 to	 the	 lobby.	 This	 was	 not	 it,	 not	 it	 at	 all.	 God,	 but	 her	 conversation	 was	 absolutely
impossible.	He	couldn't	stay	with	her	another	minute.
His	problem	was	still	unsolved.	He	wanted	to	get	back	to	work,	he	wanted	company,	he	wanted
life	 again.	 As	 he	 came	 into	 the	 lobby,	 the	 woman	 of	 the	 first	 night	 passed	 by	 him	 again.	 She
looked	at	him	as	she	came,	and	smiled	as	she	passed.
That,	he	thought,	is	a	lovely	woman.	He	stared	at	her	back.	How	old	would	you	say	she	is?	Late
twenties,	not	a	day	over	thirty.	Yet	with	a	serenity	in	the	eyes,	in	the	smile	somehow,	that	gives
the	impression	of	lifetimes	of	living.	Yet	not	a	day	over	thirty,	surely	no	older	than	that.
That,	he	thought,	is	what	I	need.	A	woman	like	that	to	sleep	with	and,	yes,	to	be	with,	even	to	talk
with.	She	would	not	be	 like	 the	one	upstairs.	But,	he	 thought,	 one	does	not	buy	a	woman	 like
that.	One	marries	her.	Somehow,	without	knowing,	he	knew	that.
And	why	not?
Why	not,	indeed?
He	returned	to	his	own	room,	stripped	and	consulted	the	mirror.	Dye	his	hair,	that	was	really	all
he	needed.	He	smiled	into	the	mirror.	Forty,	he	thought,	even	thirty-five.	Certainly,	with	this	tan
and	slim	body	and	his	hair	dyed,	thirty-five	at	the	most.
He	went	to	bed,	happily	making	plans.	A	new	life	opened	up	for	him.
He	would	take	a	new	name;	he	would	live	again.	There	was	nothing	to	stop	him.
That	night,	in	the	Sea	Lion	Hotel	in	Miami	Beach,	Henry	Talbot	died.

Two	months	later	Arnold	Bottal,	an	experimental	nuclear	physicist	of	perhaps	thirty-five,	and	his
charming	 wife—with	 exquisite,	 nearly	 purple	 Eurasian	 eyes—joined	 the	 new	 country	 club	 in
Lincoln	 Hills,	 New	 York,	 where	 Bottal	 had	 newly	 joined	 the	 Applied	 Physics	 Division	 of	 the
Carbide	Nuclear	Company.
This	Arnold	Bottal	was	not	a	brilliant	physicist,	but	he	was	certainly	competent	 in	his	 job.	The
company	was	satisfied	with	him.	He	and	his	wife	bought	a	bubble	home	in	the	suburbs	of	Lincoln
Hills	and,	together	with	their	cat	Bucephalus,	lived	happily	ever	after.

***	END	OF	THE	PROJECT	GUTENBERG	EBOOK	EAST	IN	THE	MORNING	***

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

https://www.gutenberg.org/


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.

https://www.gutenberg.org/donate/
https://www.gutenberg.org/

