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The method by which one man might be pinpointed in the vastness of all Eternity was the problem tackled by the
versatile Frank Belknap Long in this story. And as all minds of great perceptiveness know, it would be a smple,

human quality he'd find most effective even in solving Time-Space.
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Deep in the Future he found the answer to Man's age-old problem.

Daing Moonson, he was cdled. It was a proud name, a brave name. But what good was a
rang out like a summons to battle if the man who bore it could not repest it doud without fear?

name that
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Moonson had tried tdling himsdf that aman could conquer fear if he could but once summon the courage
to laugh a dl the dns that ever were, and do as he damned wdl pleased. An ancient phrase
that—damned wdll. It went clear back to the Elizabethan Age, and Moonson had tried picturing himsdf
as an Elizabethan man with aruffle at his throat and a rapier in his clasp, brawling ludtily in a tavern.

In the Elizabethan Age men had thrown caution to the winds and lived with their whole bodies, not just
with their minds aone. Perhaps that was why, even in the year 3689, defiant names dill cropped up.
Names like Independence Forest and Man, Live Forever!

It was not easy for a man to live up to a name like Man, Live Forever! But Moonson was ready to
believe that it could be done. There was something in human nature which made a man abandon caution
and try to live up to the daims made for him by his parents at birth.

It mugt be bad, Moonson thought. It must be bad if | can't contral the trembling of my hands, the
pounding of the blood at my temples. | am like a child shut up aone in the dark, hearing rats scurrying in
acloset thick with cobwebs and the tapping of a blind man's cane on a deserted street at midnight.

Tap, tap, tap—nearer and nearer through the darkness. How soon would the rats be swarming out,
blood-fanged and whally vicious? How soon would the cane strike?

He looked up quickly, his eyes searching the shadows. For dmost a month now the gleaming intricacies
of the machine had given him a complete sense of security. As a scholar traveling in Time he had been
accepted by hisfdlow travelers as aman of great courage and firm determination.

For twenty-seven days a smooth surface of shining meta had walled him in, enabling him to grapple with
redity on a completdy adult levd. For twenty-seven days he had gone pridefully back through Time,
taking creetive ddight in watching the heritage of the human race unroll before him like a cineramoscope
under glass.

Waiching a green land in the dying golden sunlight of an age logt to human memory could restore a man's
grength of purpose by its serenity done. But even an age of war and pestilence could be observed
without torment from behind the protective shidds of the Time Machine. Danger, accidents, catastrophe
could not touch him persondly.

To watch desth and destruction as a spectator in atraveing Time Observatory was like watching a cobra
poised to drike from behind a pane of crystd-bright glassin a zoologica garden.

You got a tremendous thrill in just thinking: How dreadful if the glass should not be there! How lucky |
am to be dive, with athing so deadly and monstrous within driking distance of me!

For twenty-seven days now he had traveled without fear. Sometimes the Time Observatory would
pinpoint an age and hover over it while his companions took paingtaking historica notes. Sometimes it
would retrace its course and circle back. A new age would come under scrutiny and more notes would
be taken.

But a horrible thing that had happened to him, had awakened in him a londy nightmare of restlessness.



Childhood fears he had thought buried forever had returned to plague hm and he had developed a
sudden, terrible dread of the fogginess outside the moving viewpane, the way the machine itsdf wheded
and dipped when an ancient ruin came sweeping toward him. He had devel oped a fear of Time.

There was no escape from that Time Fear. The indant it came upon him he logt dl interest in historica
research. 1069, 732, 2407, 1928—every date terified him. The Black Plague in London, the Great
Fire, the Spanish Armadain flames off the coast of a bleak little idand that would soon mold the destiny
of haf the world—how meaninglessit al seemed in the shadow of his fear!

Had the human race redly advanced so much? Time had been conquered but no man was yet wise
enough to hed himsdf if a stark, unreasoning fear took possession of his mind and heart, giving him no

peace.

Moonson lowered his eyes, saw that Rutella was watching him in the manner of a shy woman not wishing
to break in too abruptly on the thoughts of a stranger.

Deep within him he knew that he had become a stranger to his own wife and the redization sharply
increased his torment. He stared down a her head againg hisknee, at her beautiful back and deek, dark
hair. Violet eyes she had, not black as they seemed at firg glance but a deep, lusirous violet.

He remembered suddenly that he was dill a young man, with a young man's ardor surging strong in him.
He bent swiftly, kissed her lips and eyes. As he did so her ams tightened about him until he found himsdf
wondering what he could have done to deserve such a woman.

She had never seemed more precious to him and for an ingtant he could fed his fear lessening a little. But
it came back and was worse than before. It was like an old pain returning at an unexpected moment to
chill a man with the sickening reminder that dl joy must end.

His decison to act was made quickly.

The fird step was the mogt difficult but with a ddiberate effort of will he accomplished it to his
satisfaction. His secret thoughts he buried beneath a continuous menta preoccupation with the vain and
the trivid. It was important to the success of his plan that his companions should suspect nothing.

The second step was less difficult. The menta block remained firm and he succeeded in carrying on
actud preparations for his departure in complete secrecy.

The third step was the find one and it took him from a large compartment to a andl one, from a
high-arching surface of metd to a maze of intricate control mechaniams in a space o narrow that he had
to crouch to work with accuracy.

Swiftly and competently his fingers moved over indruments of science which only a completely sane man
would have known how to manipulate. It was an acid test of his sanity and he knew as he worked that
his reasoning feculties at least had suffered no imparment.

Beneeth his hands the Time Observatory's controls were solid shafts of metd. But suddenly as he



worked he found himsdf thinking of them as flud abstractions, each a milestone in man's long progress
from the jungle to the stars. Time and space—mass and velocity.

How incredible that it had taken centuries of patient technologica research to master in a practica way
the tremendous implications of Eingein's origind postulate. Warp space with a rapidly moving object,
move away from the observer with the speed of light—and the whole of human higtory assumed the firm
contours of a landscape in space. Time and space merged and became one. And a man in an
intricately-equipped Time Observatory could revidt the past as easly as he could travel across the greet
curve of the universe to the farthest planet of the farthest dar.

The controls were suddenly firm in his hands. He knew precisdy what adjustments to make. The iris of
the human eye dilates and contracts with every shift of illumination, and the Time Observatory had an iris
too. That iris could be opened without endangering his companionsin the least—if he took care to widen
it just enough to accommodate only one sturdily built man of medium height.

Sweat came out in great beads on his forehead as he worked. The light that came through the machine's
ins was fant a fird, the barest gimmer of white in deep darkness. But as he adjusted controls the light
grew brighter and brighter, begting in upon him until he was kneding in a circle of radiance that dazzled
hiseyes and set his heart to pounding.

I've lived too long with fear, he thought. I've lived like a man imprisoned, shut away from the sunlight.
Now, when freedom beckons, | mugt act quickly or | shal be powerlessto act at dl.

He stood erect, took a dow step forward, his eyes squeezed shut. Another step, another—and suddenly
he knew he was a the gateway to Time's sure knowledge, in actud contact with the past for his ears
were now assailed by the high confusion of ancient sounds and voices!

He left the Time machine in aflying leap, one am held before his face. He tried to keep his eyes covered
as the ground seemed to rise to meet him. But he lurched in an agony of unbalance and opened his
eyes—to see the green surface beneath him flashing like a suddenly uncovered jewe.

He remained on his feet just long enough to see his Time Observatory dm and vanish. Then his knees
gave way and he collapsed with a despairing cry as the fear enveloped him ...

There were daisesin the fidd where he lay, his shoulders and naked chest pressed to the earth. A gentle
wind dtirred the grass, and the flute-like warble of a song bird was repeated close to his ear, over and
over with atireess persstence.

Abruptly he sat up and stared about him. Running pardld to the fidd was a winding country road and
down it came a ydlow and slver vehide on whedls, its entire upper section encased in glass which
mirrored the autumnd landscape with a artling clearness.

The vehide hated directly in front of him and a man with ruddy cheeks and snow-white har leaned out to
wave a him.



"Good morning, miger!” the man shouted. "Can | give you alift into town?"

Moonson rose ungteedily, darm and suspicion in his stare. Very cautioudy he lowered the mentd barrier
and the man's thoughts impinged on his mind in bewildering confusion.

He's not a farmer, that's sure ... must have been swimming in the creek, but those bathing trunks
he's wearing are out of this world!

Huh! 1 wouldn't have the nerve to parade around in trunks like that even on a public beach.
Probably an exhibitionist ... But why should he wear 'em out here in the woods? No blonds or
redheads to knock slly out herel

Huh! He might have the courtesy to answer me ... Well, if he doesn't want a lift into town it's no
concern of minel

Moonson stood watching the vehicle sweep away out of sght. Obvioudy he had angered the man by his
dlence, but he could answer only by shaking his head.

He began to walk, pausing an indant in the middle of the bridge to stare down at a Stream of water that
rippled in the sunlight over moss-covered rocks. Tiny sSlver fish darted to and fro beneath a tumbling
waterfdl and he fdt camed and reassured by the Sght. Shoulders erect now, he walked on ...

It was high noon when he reached the tavern. He went insde, saw men and women dancing in a dim
light, and there was a huge, rainbow-colored muscd ingrument by the door which startled him by its
resonance. The musc was wild, weird, alittle terrifying.

He sat down at atable near the door and searched the minds of the dancers for a due to the meaning of
what he saw.

The thoughts which came to him were gartlingly primitive, direct and sometimes meaningless to him.

Go easy, baby! Sning it! Sure, we're in the groove now, but you never can tel! I'll buy you an
orchid, honey! Not roses, just one orchid—black like your hair! Ever see a black orchid, hon?
They're rare and they're expensive!

Oh, darl, darl, hold me closer! The music goes round and round! It will always be like that with us,
honey! Don't ever be a square! That's all | ask! Don't ever be a square! Cuddle up to me, let
yourself go! When you're dancing with one girl you should never look at another! Don't you know
that, Johnny!

Sure | know it, Doll! But did | ever claim | wasn't human?
Darl, doll, doll baby! Look all you want to! But if you ever dare—

Moonson found himsdlf rdlaxing a little. Dancing in dl ages was cdosdy dlied to love-making, but it was
pursued here with a careless rapture which he found creetively simulaing. People came here not only to



dance but to eat, and the thoughts of the dancers implied thet there was nothing stylized about a tavern.
Theritua was a completdy natural one.

In Egyptian bas-rdiefs you saw the opposite in dancing. Every movement rigidly prescribed, arms held
rigd and sharply bent at the ebows. Sow movements rather than livly ones, a bowing and a scraping
with bowls of fruit extended in gift offerings a every turn.

There was obvioudy no enthroned authority here, no bgeweled king to pacify when emaotions ran wild,
but complete freedom to embrace joy with corybantic abandonment.

A tdl men in illfiting black clothes approached Moonson's table, interrupting his reflections with
thoughts that seemed designed to disturb and distract him out of sheer perversity. So even here there
were fliesin every ointment, and no dream of perfection could remain unchalenged.

He sat unmoving, absorbing the man's thoughts.

What does he think this is, a bath house? Mike says it's okay to serve them if they come in from
the beach just as they are. But just one quick beer, no more. This late in the season you'd think
they'd have the decency to get dressed!

The sepulchrally-dressed man gave the table a brush with a cloth he carried, then thrust his head forward
like an ill-tempered scavenger bird.

"Cant serve you anything but beer. Bosss orders. Okay?"
Moonson nodded and the man went away.

Then he turned to watching the girl. She was frightened. She sat dl done, plucking nervoudy at the
red-and-white checkered tablecloth. She sat with her back to the light, bunching the doth up into little
folds, then smoothing it out again.

Sheld ground out lipstick-smudged cigarettes until the ash tray was sailling over.
Moonson began to watch the fear in her mind ...

Her fear grew when she thought that Mike wasn't gone for good. The phone cdl wouldnt take long and
hed be coming back any minute now. And Mike wouldn't be satisfied until she was broken into little bits.
Yes, Mike wanted to see her on her knees, begging him to kill her!

Kill me, but don't hurt Joe! It wasn't his fault! He's just a kid—he's not twenty yet, Mike!

That would be alie but Mike had no way of knowing that Joe would be twenty-two on his next birthday,
dthough he looked eighteen at most. There was no pity in Mike but would his pride let him hot-rod an
eighteen-year-old?



Mike won't care! Mike will kill him anyway! Joe couldn't help falling in love with me, but Mike
won't care what Joe could help! Mike was never young himself, never a sweet kid like Joe!

Mike killed a man when he was fourteen years old! He spent seven years in a reformatory and the
kids there were never young. Joe will be just one of those kids to Mike ...

Her fear kept growing.

You couldnt fight men like Mike. Mike was srong in too many different ways. When you ran a tavern
with an upgtairs room for peciad customers you had to be tough, strong. You sat in an office and when
people came to you begging for favors you just laughed. Ten grand isn't hay, buddy! My wheds aren't
rigged. If you think they are get out. It's your funerd.

It's your funerd, Mike would say, laughing until tears came into his eyes.

Y ou couldn't fight thet kind of strength. Mike could push his knuckles hard into the faces of people who
owed him money, and he'd never even be arrested.

Mike could take money crisp and new out of his wallet, spread it out like a fan, say to any girl crazy
enough to give him a second glance: "I'm interested in you, honey! Get rid of hm and come over to my
teblel™

He could say worse thingsto girls too decent and sdlf-respecting to look at him at all.
Y ou could be s0 cold and hard nothing could ever hurt you. Y ou could be Mike Gdante ...

How could she have loved such a man? And dragged Joe into it, a good kid who had made only one
redly bad migtake in hislife—the mistake of asking her to marry him.

She shivered with a chill of sdf-loathing and turned her eyes hestantly toward the big man in bathing
trunks who sat done by the door.

For a moment she met the big man's eyes and her fears seemed to fade away! She stared a him ...
sunburned dmost black. Muscleslike a lifeguard. All done and not on the make. When he returned her
gare his eyes sparkled with friendly interest, but no suggestive, flirtatious intent.

He was too rugged to be redly handsome, she thought, but he wouldn't have to start digging in his walet
to get agirl to change tables, ether.

Guiltily she remembered Joe, now it could only be Joe.

Then she saw Joe enter the room. He was deathly pale and he was coming draight toward her between
the tables. Without pausing to weigh his chances of daying dive he passed a man and a woman who
relished Mike's company enough to make them eager to act ugly for a dally handout. They did not look
up a Joe as he passed but the man's lips curled in a sneer and the woman whispered something that
appeared to fan the flames of her companion's mdice.



Mike had friends—friends who would never rat on him while ther police records remained in Mike's sefe
and they could count on him for protection.

She started to rise, to go to Joe and warn him that Mike would be coming back. But despair flooded her
and theimpulse died. The way Joe fdt about her was athing too big to stop ...

Joe saw her dim againg the light, and his thoughts were like the sea surge, wild, unruly.

Maybe Mike will get me. Maybe I'll be dead by this time tomorrow. Maybe I'm crazy to love her
theway | do ...

Her hair againg the light, a tumbled mass of spun gold.

Always a woman bothering me for as long as | can remember. Molly, Anne, Janice ... Some were
good for me and some were bad.

You see a woman on the street walking ahead of you, hips swaying, and you think: |1 don't even
know her name but I'd like to crush her in my arms!

| guess every guy feels like that about every pretty woman he sees. Even about some that aren't so
pretty. But then you get to know and like a woman, and you don't feel that way so much. You
respect her and you don't let yourself feel that way.

Then something happens. You love her so much it's like the first time again but with a whole lot
added. You love her so much you'd die to make her happy.

Joe was sheking when he dipped into the chair Ieft vacant by Mike and reached out for both her hands.
"I'm taking you away tonight,” he said. "Y ou're coming with me."

Joe was scared, she knew. But he didn't want her to know. His hands were like ice and his fear blended
with her own fear as thair hands met.

"Heéll kill you, Joe! You've got to forget me" she sobbed.

"I'm not afraid of him. I'm stronger than you think. He won't dare come a me with a gun, not here before
dl these people. If he comes a me with his figts I'll hook a solid left to his jaw that will stretch him out
cold!"

She knew he wasn't deceiving himsdf. Joe didn't want to die any more than she did.

The Man from Time had an impulse to get up, wak over to the two frightened children and comfort them
with a reassuring smile. He sat watching, feding their fear beeting in tumultuous waves into his brain. Fear
inthe minds of aboy and agirl because they desperately wanted one another!



He looked steedily at them and his eyes spoke to them ...

Lifeis greater than you know. If you could travel in Time, and see how great is man's courage—if
you could see all of his triumphs over despair and grief and pain—you would know that there is
nothing to fear! Nothing at all!

Joe rose from the table, suddenly cam, quiet.

"Come on," he said quidtly. "We're getting out of here right now. My car's outside and if Mike tries to
stop us I'll fix him!"

The boy and the gil waked toward the door together, a young and extremey pretty gil and a boy
grown suddenly to the full stature of a man.

Rather regretfully Moonson watched them go. As they reached the door the girl turned and smiled and
the boy paused too—and they both smiled suddenly at the man in the bathing trunks.

Then they were gone.
Moonson got up as they disappeared, |eft the tavern.

It was dark when he reached the cabin. He was dog-tired, and when he saw the seated man through the
lighted window a grest longing for companionship came upon him.

He forgot that he couldn't talk to the man, forgot the language difficulty completely. But before this
insurmountable dement occurred to him he was insde the cabin.

Once there he saw that the problem solved itsdf—the man was a writer and he had been drinking
geadily for hours. So the man did dl of the talking, not wanting or waiting for an answer.

A youngish, handsome man he was, with graying temples and keenly observant eyes. The indant he saw
Moonson he started to talk.

"Wecome, stranger,” he said. "Been taking a dip in the ocean, eh? Can't say I'd enjoy it, this late in the
Season!”

Moonson was afraid at fird that his slence might discourage the writer, but he did not know writers ...

"It's good to have someone to tak to," the writer went on. "I've been gtting here dl day trying to write.
Il tl you something you may not know—you can go to the finest hotels, and you can open case after
case of the finest wine, and you 4ill can't get started sometimes.”

The writer's face seemed suddenly to age. Fear came into his eyes and he raised the bottle to his lips,
faced away from his guest as he drank asif ashamed of what he must do to escape despair every time he
faced hisfear.



He was trying to write himsdf back into fame. His greatest moment had come years before when his
golden pen had glorified a generation of madcaps.

For one deathless moment his genius had carried him to the heights, and a white blaze of publicity had
gvenhimahdo of glory. Later had come lean and bitter years until findly his reputation dwindled like a
gutted candle in awintry room at midnight.

He could 4ill write but now fear and remorse waked with hm and would give hm no peace. He was
crudly afrad mogt of the time,

Moonson ligened to the writer's thoughts in heart-stricken silence—thoughts so tragic they seemed out of
keeping with the natural and beautiful rhythms of his speech. He had never imagined that a sendtive and
imaginative man—an artis—could be so completely abandoned by the society his genius had helped to
enrich.

Back and forth the writer paced, baring hisinmog thoughts ... His wife was desperatdly ill and the future
looked completely black. How could he summon the strength of will to go on, let done to write?

He sad fiercdy, "It'sdl right for you to talk—"

He stopped, seeming to redize for the firg time that the big men gtting in an easy chair by the window
had made no attempt to speak.

It seemed incredible, but the big man had listened in complete sllence, and with such quiet assurance that
his slence had taken on an € oquence that inspired absolute trust.

He had dways known there were a few people like that in the world, people whose sympathy and
undergtanding you could take for granted. There was a fearlessness in such people which made them
gtand out from the crowd, stone-markers in a desert waste to lend assurance to atired wayfarer by its
urdy permanence, its sun-mirroring strength.

There were a few people like that in the world but you sometimes went a lifelime without meeting one.
The big man sat there amiling a him, camly exuding the serenity of one who has seen life from its tangled,
inaccessible roots outward and testifies from experience that the entire growth is sound.

The writer stopped pacing suddenly and drew himsdf erect. As he stared into the big man's eyes his fears
seemed to fade away. Confidence returned to him like the surge of the sea in great shining waves of
Crestiveness,

He knew suddenly that he could lose himsdf in his work again, could tap the bright resonant bdl of his
genius until its golden voice rang out through eternity. He had another great book in him and it would get
written now. It would get written ...

"Youve helped me" he dmost shouted. "Y ou've helped me more than you know. | can't tdl you how



grateful | am to you. You don't know what it means to be so pardyzed with fright that you can't write a
ali"

The Man from Time was slent but his eyes shone curioudy.

The writer turned to a bookcase and removed a volume in a faded cover thet had once been bright with
ranbow colors. He sat down and wrote an inscription on the flyledf.

Then he rose and handed the book to hisvigtor with adight bow. He was amiling now.
"Thiswas my first-born!" he said.
The Man from Time looked & thetitlefirg ... THIS SSIDE OF PARADISE.
Then he opened the book and read what the author had written on the flyledf:
With warm gratefulness for a courage which brought back the sun.
F. Scott Fitzgerald.
Moonson bowed his thanks, turned and Ieft the cabin.

Morning found him walking across fresh meadowlands with the dew gdligening on his bare head and
broad, sraight shoulders.

They'd never find him, he told himsdf hopelessy. They'd never find him because Time was too vast to
pinpoint one man in such a vast waste of years. The towering crests of each age might be vishle but there
could be no returning to one tiny inggnificant spot in the mighty ocean of Time.

As he walked his eyes searched for the fidd and the winding road hed followed into town. Only
yesterday this road had seemed to beckon and he had followed, eager to explore an age so primitive that
mental communication from mind to mind had not yet replaced humean speech.

Now he knew that the speech faculty which mankind had long outgrown would never cease to act as a
barrier between himsdf and the men and women of this era of the past. Without it he could not hope to
find complete understanding and sympeathy here.

He was ill done and soon winter would come and the sky grow cold and empty ...

The Time machine maeridized so suddenly before him that for an ingant his mind refused to accept it as
more than a torturing illuson conjured up by the turbulence of his thoughts. All a once it towered in his
path, bright and shining, and he moved forward over the dew-drenched grass until he was brought up
short by ajoy so overwhdming that it seemed to him that his heart mugt burst.



Rutdla emerged from the machine with a gay little laugh, as if his sunned expresson was the most
amusng in the world.

"Hold dill and let me kiss you, darling,” her mind said to his

She stood in the dew-bright grass on tiptoe, her deek dark hair faling to her shoulders, an extreordinarily
pretty girl to be the wife of aman so tormented.

"You found me" his thoughts exulted. "Y ou came back done and searched until you found me™

She nodded, her eyes shining. So Time wasn't too vadt to pinpoint after dl, not when two people were so
securdy wedded in mind and heart that their thoughts could build a bridge across Time,

"The Bureau of Emotiond Adjustment andyzed everything | told them. Your psycho-graph ran to
fifty-seven pages, but it was your desperate loneliness which guided me to you.”

She raised his hand to her lips and kissed it.

"You see, daling, a compulsve fear isnt easy to conquer. NO man or woman can conquer it aone.
Higorians tdl us that when the firg passenger rocket started out for Mars, Space Fear took men by
aurprise in the same way your fear gripped you. The londiness, the utter desolation of space, was too
much for a human mind to endure.”

She amiled her love. "Were going back. Well face it together and well conquer it together. Y ou won't
be done now. Daling, don't you see—it's because you aren't a clod, because youre sengtive and
imaginative that you experience fear. It's not anything to be ashamed of. Y ou were smply the first man on
Earth to develop a new and completdly different kind of fear—Time Fear."

Moonson put out his hand and gently touched his wife's hair.

Ascending into the Time Observatory a thought came unbidden into his mind: Others he saved, himself
he could not save.

But that wasn't true &t dl now.

He could hdp himsdf now. He would never be done again! When guided by the sure hand of love and
complete trust, salf-knowledge could be a shining weapon. The trip back might be difficult, but holding
tight to hiswife's hand he fet no misgivings, no fear.

Transcriber's Note:

This etext was produced from Fantastic Universe March 1954. Extensve research did not
uncover any evidence tha the U.S. copyright on this publication was renewed. Minor spdling and
typographica errors have been corrected without note.



End of the Project Gutenberg EBook of The Man from Time, by Frank Bel knap Long
*** END OF TH S PROJIECT GUTENBERG EBOOK THE MAN FROM TI ME ***

***x%* This file should be named 29418-h. ht m or 29418-h.zip *****
This and all associated files of various formats will be found in:
http://ww. gut enberg. org/ 2/ 9/ 4/ 1/ 29418/

Produced by Greg Weks, Stephen Blundell and the Online
Di stributed Proofreadi ng Team at http://ww. pgdp. net

Updated editions will replace the previous one--the old editions
wi Il be renaned.

Creating the works frompublic domain print editions neans 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 w thout
perm ssion and without paying copyright royalties. Special rules,

set forth in the General Terns of Use part of this license, apply to
copying and distributing Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic works to
protect the PRQIECT GUTENBERG t m concept and trademark. Project
Gutenberg is a registered trademark, and may not be used if you

charge for the eBooks, unless you receive specific permssion. |If you
do not charge anything for copies of this eBook, conmplying with the
rules is very easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose
such as creation of derivative works, reports, perfornmances and
research. They nmay be nodified and printed and gi ven away--you nay do
practically ANYTHI NG wi th public domain eBooks. Redistribution is
subject to the tradenmark |icense, especially comrercial

redi stribution.

*** START: FULL LI CENSE ***

THE FULL PRQIECT GUTENBERG LI CENSE
PLEASE READ TH S BEFORE YQU DI STRI BUTE OR USE THI S WORK

To protect the Project Gutenberg-tm nission 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

Gut enberg"), you agree to conply with all the terms of the Full Project
Qut enberg-tm Li cense (available with this file or online at
http://gutenberg. net/license).

Section 1. General Terns of Use and Redistributing Project Cutenberg-tm
el ectroni c works

1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg-tm

el ectronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the ternms of this license and intellectual property
(trademar k/ copyright) agreenment. |If you do not agree to abide by al
the terms of this agreement, you nust cease using and return or destroy


http://www.gutenberg.org/2/9/4/1/29418/
http://www.pgdp.net
http://gutenberg.net/license).

all copies of Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic works in your possession
If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a Project

Qut enberg-tm el ectronic work and you do not agree to be bound by the
terns of this agreenment, you may obtain a refund fromthe person or
entity to whomyou paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.

1.B. "Project CQutenberg" is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an el ectronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terns of this agreenent. There are a few
things that you can do with nost Project Gutenberg-tm el ectronic works
even without conplying with the full terms of this agreenment. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
GQut enberg-tm el ectronic works if you follow the terms of this agreenment
and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic
wor ks. See paragraph 1. E bel ow

1.C. The Project CQutenberg Literary Archive Foundation ("the Foundation"
or PAAF), owns a conpilation copyright in the collection of Project

Qut enberg-tm el ectronic works. Nearly all the individual works in the
collection are in the public domain in the United States. |If an

i ndi vidual work is in the public domain in the United States and you are
| ocated in the United States, we do not claima right to prevent you from
copying, distributing, perform ng, displaying or creating derivative

wor ks based on the work as long as all references to Project Cutenberg
are removed. O course, we hope that you will support the Project

Qut enberg-tm mi ssion of prompoting free access to el ectronic works by
freely sharing Project Gutenberg-tmworks in conpliance with the terns of
this agreement for keeping the Project Qutenberg-tm nane associated wth
the work. You can easily conply with the terms of this agreement by
keeping this work in the same format with its attached full Project

Qut enberg-tm Li cense when you share it wi thout charge with others.

1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are |ocated al so govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in nost countries are in
a constant state of change. |If you are outside the United States, check
the aws of your country in addition to the terns of this agreenent

bef ore downl oadi ng, copying, displaying, performng, distributing or
creating derivative works based on this work or any other Project

Qut enberg-tmwork. The Foundati on nmakes no representati ons concerning
the copyright status of any work in any country outside the United
St at es.

1.E. Unless you have renoved all references to Project QGutenberg:

1.E.1. The follow ng sentence, with active links to, or other inmediate
access to, the full Project Gutenberg-tm License rmust appear prom nently
whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg-tmwork (any work on which the
phrase "Project QGutenberg" appears, or with which the phrase "Project

Qut enberg" is associated) is accessed, displayed, perforned, viewed,

copi ed or distributed:

This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and with

al nrost 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 ww. gut enberg. net

1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic work is derived
fromthe public domain (does not contain a notice indicating that it is
posted with perm ssion of the copyright holder), the work can be copied
and distributed to anyone in the United States wi thout 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
wor k, you rmust conmply either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E. 1
through 1. E. 7 or obtain perm ssion for the use of the work and the
Project Gutenberg-tmtrademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E 8 or

1.E 9.

1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic work is posted
with the perm ssion of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
nmust conply with both paragraphs 1.E 1 through 1.E. 7 and any additiona
terns i mposed by the copyright holder. Additional terns will be |inked
to the Project Gutenberg-tmLicense for all works posted with the

perm ssion of the copyright hol der found at the beginning of this work.

1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or renove the full Project Gutenberg-tm
Li cense terns fromthis work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Qutenberg-tm

1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform distribute or redistribute this
el ectronic work, or any part of this electronic work, wthout

prom nently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E. 1 with
active links or i mediate access to the full terns of the Project

Gut enber g-t m Li cense.

1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
conpressed, 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-tmwork in a format other than
"Plain Vanilla ASCII" or other format used in the official version
posted on the official Project Gutenberg-tmweb site (ww. gutenberg.net),
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 nust include the full Project Gutenberg-tm
Li cense as specified in paragraph 1.E 1.

1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, view ng, displaying,
perform ng, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg-tm works
unl ess you conply 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-tm el ectronic works provided
t hat

- You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
the use of Project Gutenberg-tmworks cal cul ated using the method
you al ready use to cal cul ate your applicable taxes. The fee is
owed to the owner of the Project CGutenberg-tmtrademark, but he
has agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the
Project GQutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty paynents
must be paid within 60 days foll ow ng each date on which you
prepare (or are legally required to prepare) your periodic tax
returns. Royalty paynents 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 noney paid by a user who notifies
you in witing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
does not agree to the ternms of the full Project Gutenberg-tm



Li cense. You must require such a user to return or

destroy all copies of the works possessed in a physical nedi um
and di scontinue all use of and all access to other copies of
Proj ect Gutenberg-tm worKks.

- You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of any
noney paid for a work or a replacenent copy, if a defect in the
el ectronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days
of receipt of the work.

- You comply with all other terns of this agreenent for free
di stribution of Project QGutenberg-tm works.

1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project Gutenberg-tm
el ectronic work or group of works on different terns than are set

forth in this agreenment, you nmust obtain permission in witing from

both the Project CQutenberg Literary Archive Foundati on and M chael

Hart, the owner of the Project Gutenberg-tmtrademark. Contact the
Foundation as set forth in Section 3 bel ow

1.F

1.F.1. Project GQutenberg volunteers and enpl oyees expend consi derabl e
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
public domain works in creating the Project Gutenberg-tm

collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic
wor ks, and the medi um on which they may be stored, may contain
"Defects,” such as, but not limted to, inconplete, inaccurate or
corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other intellectua
property infringenment, a defective or danaged di sk or other medium a
conputer virus, or conputer codes that damage or cannot be read by
your equi pnent.

1.F. 2. LIMTED WARRANTY, DI SCLAI MER OF DAMAGES - Except for the "Right
of Repl acenent or Refund" described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project

Qut enberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project

Qut enberg-tmtrademark, and any other party distributing a Project

Qut enberg-tm el ectroni c work under this agreenent, disclaimal
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including |ega

fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDI ES FOR NEGLI GENCE, STRI CT

LI ABI LI TY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE

PROVI DED | N PARAGRAPH F3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATI ON, THE
TRADEMARK OMNER, AND ANY DI STRI BUTOR UNDER THI S AGREEMENT W LL NOT BE
LI ABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DI RECT, | NDI RECT, CONSEQUENTI AL, PUNI TI VE OR
| NCl DENTAL DAMAGES EVEN | F YOU G VE NOTI CE OF THE PCSSI BI LI TY OF SUCH
DAVAGE.

1.F.3. LIMTED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - |f you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the noney (if any) you paid for it by sending a
witten explanation to the person you received the work from |If you
recei ved the work on a physical nedium you nmust return the mediumw th
your witten explanation. The person or entity that provided you with
the defective work may elect to provide a replacenent copy in lieu of a

refund. |f 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 denmand a refund in witing without further
opportunities to fix the problem



1.F. 4. Except for the limted right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F. 3, this work is provided to you "AS-1S WTH NO OTHER
WARRANTI ES OF ANY KI ND, EXPRESS OR | MPLI ED, | NCLUDI NG BUT NOT LI M TED TO
WARRANTI ES OF MERCHANTI BI LI TY OR FI TNESS FOR ANY PURPCSE

1.F.5. Sone states do not allow disclainers of certain inplied
warranties or the exclusion or limtation of certain types of damages.

If any disclainer or limtation set forth in this agreement violates the
| aw of the state applicable to this agreenent, the agreenent shall be
interpreted to make the maxi mum di sclaimer or linmtation permtted by
the applicable state law. The invalidity or unenforceability of any
provi sion of this agreenment shall not void the remaining provisions.

1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or enployee of the Foundation, anyone
provi di ng copies of Project Gutenberg-tmelectronic works in accordance
with this agreenment, and any volunteers associated with the production,
promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg-tm el ectronic works,
harm ess fromall liability, costs and expenses, including |egal fees,
that arise directly or indirectly fromany of the foll ow ng which you do
or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this or any Project Gutenberg-tm
work, (b) alteration, nodification, or additions or deletions to any
Project Gutenberg-tmwork, and (c) any Defect you cause.

Section 2. Information about the M ssion of Project Gutenberg-tm

Project Gutenberg-tmis synonynous with the free distribution of

el ectronic works in formats readable by the wi dest variety of conputers
i ncl udi ng obsol ete, old, mddle-aged and new conmputers. It exists
because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations from
people in all wal ks of life.

Vol unteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the

assi stance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg-tms
goal s and ensuring that the Project GQutenberg-tmcollection will
remain freely available for generations to cone. In 2001, the Project
Qut enberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and pernmanent future for Project Gutenberg-tm and future generations.
To |l earn nore about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation
and how your efforts and donations can hel p, see Sections 3 and 4

and the Foundation web page at http://ww. pgl af. org.

Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive
Foundat i on

The Project Qutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of M ssissippi and granted tax exenpt status by the Interna
Revenue Service. The Foundation's EIN or federal tax identification
nunber is 64-6221541. Its 501(c)(3) letter is posted at
http://pglaf.org/fundraising. Contributions to the Project Cutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent
permtted by U S. federal |laws and your state's | aws.

The Foundation's principal office is |ocated at 4557 Melan Dr. S
Fai r banks, AK, 99712., but its volunteers and enpl oyees are scattered
t hr oughout numerous locations. |Its business office is |ocated at

809 North 1500 West, Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887, emil


http://www.pglaf.org.
http://pglaf.org/fundraising. 

busi ness@agl af . org. Emmil contact |inks and up to date contact
i nformati on can be found at the Foundation's web site and official
page at http://pglaf.org

For additional contact information
Dr. Gregory B. Newby
Chi ef Executive and Director
gbnewby @gl af . org

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

Proj ect CGutenberg-tm depends upon and cannot survive w thout w de
spread public support and donations to carry out its nission of

i ncreasi ng the nunber of public domain and Iicensed works that can be
freely distributed i n machi ne readabl e form accessi bl e by the w dest
array of equi prment including outdated equi pment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly inmportant to maintaining tax exenpt
status with the I RS

The Foundation is conmitted to conplying with the | aws regul ati ng
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Conpliance requirements are not uniformand it takes a

consi derabl e effort, much paperwork and many fees to nmeet and keep up
with these requirements. W do not solicit donations in |ocations
where we have not received witten confirmati on of conpliance. To
SEND DONATI ONS or determ ne the status of conpliance for any
particular state visit http://pglaf.org

Wil e we cannot and do not solicit contributions fromstates where we
have not met the solicitation requirenents, we know of no prohibition
agai nst accepting unsolicited donations fromdonors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.

International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statenents concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U. S. |laws al one swanp our small staff.

Pl ease check the Project Gutenberg Wb pages for current donation
nmet hods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a nunber of other
ways i ncl uding including checks, online paynents and credit card
donations. To donate, please visit: http://pglaf.org/donate

Section 5. GCeneral Information About Project CGutenberg-tmelectronic
wor ks.

Prof essor M chael S. Hart is the originator of the Project CGutenberg-tm
concept of a library of electronic works that could be freely shared

wi th anyone. For thirty years, he produced and distributed Project

Gut enberg-tm eBooks with only a | oose network of vol unteer support.

Proj ect Gutenberg-tm eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as Public Domain in the U S
unl ess a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not necessarily
keep eBooks in conpliance with any particul ar paper edition.


http://pglaf.org
http://pglaf.org
http://pglaf.org/donate

Most people start at our Web site which has the main PG search facility:
http://ww. gut enber g. net

This Web site includes information about Project CGutenberg-tm

i ncluding how to nmake donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archi ve Foundation, how to hel p produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our enail newsletter to hear about new eBooks.


http://www.gutenberg.net

