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The Cottage


By Frank Belknap Long


There was a savage cruelty in

Durkin's hatred of his children.

Little did he know that on other

worlds—cruelty boomeranged.
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Frank Belknap Long's stories have appeared in twenty-seven cloth-bound
anthologies bearing the imprint of leading publishers. They run the
gamut from supernatural horror—in Dashiell Hammett's CREEPS BY NIGHT
and August Derleth's equally famed SLEEP NO MORE—to straight
science fiction—in the widely popular Conklin, Wollheim, Derleth,
Bleiler and Dikty volumes. We think you'll agree that this story is of
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To Will Durkin it seemed to be the realization of a long-cherished
dream—this return from town over a rutted dirt road, equipped and
ready for a cruel duel with another man's offspring. He raised his left
hand as he drove, staring at his bony knuckles, and then slashing at
the empty air with a whiplash ferocity of purpose.


Perhaps there had been a hard core of cruelty in Durkin at birth.
Perhaps he had knotted up his fists, and cried out in resentment on
first seeing the sunlight, eager to hurt and punish.


It was difficult to say, difficult to be sure. But certainly the stony
soil which had nourished his childhood had helped to make him what he
was—a gaunt, restless-eyed man so consumed by animosity he could find
no pleasure in merriment of any kind.


In town he had stalked with fierce impatience from the general store to
the post office, and then back down Cedar Street to his car, clutching
his purchase with the greediness of a carrion crow eager to take
flight. Now, beneath the leaden sky, in his asthmatic wreck of an
automobile, he pictured himself as too shrewd and quick-witted to allow
a woman's simpering stupidity to weaken his attachment to the land.


A dust storm could stir a man to anger, and rob him of a night's sleep.
It could demolish his chicken cots, and embitter him in other ways. But
it could also protect him by keeping him hard.


So certain was he of that hardness that the gathering clouds, the dust
flurries, and the whistling wind gave him no concern. They seemed to
be setting a seal on his purpose, and he was sure that if trouble
descended from the sky he would know how to cope with it.


Unfortunately Durkin had no way of knowing that the desert was soon
to blossom in ways that were strange. He heard the dull, occasional
rumbling, and saw the sky light up far to the east. But his thoughts
were on other things. If he had been told that the desert was being
used by the Government as an atomic proving ground he would have
dismissed the matter with a shrug.


Malice narrows curiosity. In the back seat of the creaking car a small,
white cottage caught and held the leaden sky glow, its tiny windows
gleaming like uncut jewels.


A man of wide and kindly sympathies would have taken delight in the
cottage, for though it was a cheap toy it had been built with great
respect for the critical eye of childhood. It had eight rooms, a porch
trellis, and a little golden weathercock on its roof.


Durkin smiled spitefully, remembering with grim pleasure the child
training article in the popular science magazine which had sent him
into town in search of an inexpensive doll house.


The article had contained a great deal of meat, and its impact upon his
mind had been remarkably direct. Give a kid a doll house with a mother
and father doll inside, and you could find out exactly what he thought
of his parents. He'd move the dolls around, and work out his private
grudges on them. He'd pretend the dolls were his real parents, and act
out what the article had called the family drama.


Yeah, why not? A man had a right to know what his own kids thought of
him, hadn't he? Especially if they were stepkids, and owed everything
to him. Apart from the fact that the article had been against punishing
children the way he'd been punished as a kid—and what better way was
there?—its ideas were good.


The article had contained a lot of fancy phrases like "harmful
emotional repression," and "healthful release of guilt feelings." But
giving a grudge a fancy name didn't change it one bit. If the kids
he'd fed and clothed hated him his hand would come down heavy on them.
Yes, by heaven. Each whack would ring out like a pistol shot.


It was high noon when Durkin came in sight of the farmhouse, and saw
the children playing in the yard, and his wife standing in the kitchen
door. Her stringy black hair annoyed him far out of proportion to its
importance, and he was further incensed by the realization that she was
staring up the road as if she had another complaint to make, and could
hardly wait for him to come within earshot.


He drove into the yard muttering unpleasantly to himself. Abruptly
his stepson Robert—a tall, freckled-faced youngster of nine—stopped
playing. Seven-year-old Emily, thoughtful-eyed and less assertive,
remained seated, but Durkin could see that there was a defiant
something struggling in her head.


The ritual of mistrust they'd worked out against him never varied.
As he descended from the car he became aware of a hostile silence
hemming him in, making him feel like a stranger. Even their expressions
betrayed them. The instant fear came into Robert's eyes Emily too
became fearful, clutching the doll she was holding more tightly to her
breast.


Flushed and resentful, Durkin stood waiting for his wife to advance
toward him across the yard. She had been beautiful once, but she now
only reminded him of a nag set out to pasture after years of usefulness
about the farm. She was as handy about the farm as she was about a
stove, but that didn't mean he had to be grateful to her.


He'd taken her in and married her, hadn't he? A woman of forty with
two kids, a complaining woman who was always trying to meddle in his
affairs.


"You're back early, Will!" Helen Durkin said.


"Yeah," he grunted, eyeing her bitterly.


"Did you buy the fertilizer, and the barbed wire?"


He shook his head, his lips writhing back from his teeth in cruel
derision.


"I bought something better," he said. His voice was harsh, edged with
mockery. "A present for the kids."





Durkin reached into the car as he spoke, and hauled out the doll house.
He set it down on the stony soil directly in front of him, and folded
his arms, his eyes darting toward his stepson in surly challenge.


"Come here, Robbie!" he called out. "Look what I've got for you!"


Robert scrambled to his feet with a startled gasp, and Emily turned to
look at her mother in bewilderment, Durkin glanced triumphantly at his
wife, stepped back, and waited for the children to approach.


Robert came forward slowly, stark incredulity in his stare. His sister
followed at a less cautious pace, her fear swallowed up by the miracle
that had taken place before her very eyes.


Robert spoke first. "Golly, it's a little house."


"A doll house!" Emily elaborated, falling to her knees, and staring in
through the diamond-bright windows at a sight that made her catch her
breath.


In a room on the ground floor four dolls sat at a circular table.
Before each was a knife and fork, a tiny plate and a double serving of
wax vegetables. The husband doll wore a stiff, ill-fitting store suit,
the wife a checkered gingham dress, and the two children blue denim
overalls.


The parents were wooden dolls, but Durkin had been forced to purchase
the children separately, and insert them in the house. The children
were made of some new-fangled plastic material which Durkin intensely
disliked. But very lifelike dolls they were, and just the right size
to lend wings to the illusion of a happy family about to break bread
together.


"That's me!" Emily cried excitedly.


She raised a window, reached inside, and lifted "herself" out. The doll
had dark hair and brown eyes, and Emily was an ash blond. But childhood
is not a time for carping, and it has been well established that a
completely unspoiled imagination can be sent soaring by a fancied
resemblance in the twinkling of an eye.


"That's me, isn't it, Mommy?" Emily insisted. "Isn't it?"


She displayed the doll proudly to her mother, her eyes shining with
unshakable conviction.


"Yes, dear—of course." Helen Durkin glanced sharply at her husband as
she spoke. The look in his eyes frightened her. There was satisfaction
in his stare, but it was a cold, derisive kind of satisfaction with no
warmth or sympathy radiating out from it.


He was watching Emily as he might have watched a humming bird hovering
over a cannibal plant, one of those horrible fly-trap things that grew
in tropical jungles. What chance would the humming bird have against
the sudden, cruel closing of the plant's spiked petals, its animal-like
ferocity of purpose?


An overpowering surge of terror swept over Durkin's wife, tightening
the muscles of her throat. Will, don't—she wanted to scream. Don't
punish the children because you hate me. Or because you hate yourself.
Don't, Will, please—


Robert failed to notice the trembling of his mother's hands, failed
even to observe that his stepfather had not budged an inch from his
attitude of sharp-eyed observation.


For a moment the adult world was blotted out for Robert—blotted out
completely. He knelt and stared through the cottage window as his
sister had done, resting his hand on the arching trellis.


It was not a doll house to Robert. He took far too much pride in his
budding masculinity to admit for an instant that he could be interested
in a doll house. No—it was a cottage, small, white and very beautiful.
He pictured himself as having a wife and children of his own and coming
home every night to just such a cottage.


"You look tired," his wife would say. "You'd better rest a bit—then
we'll have dinner." He could picture himself going into the bathroom
and turning on the hot water. Later he'd open the windows wide to the
night air. He'd hear crickets chirping as the children clustered about
him.


But so complex and subtle are childhood identifications that he
could also think of himself as still a boy, living with his sister
in a cottage just as small, white and beautiful, but set adrift on a
pirate-perilous sea remote from his stepfather's mockery.


With a swift, defiant gesture Robert reached in through the window, and
grasped the crude doll replica of himself. He lifted it out, jarring
the parent dolls slightly.


"Excuse me, Mom," he said.


To the replica of his stepfather he offered no apology.


Durkin's lips whitened, and for the barest instant a defeated look
touched his gaunt face. From thought to attitude he had the whip hand
over his stepchildren. Yet even when his power could not be questioned
he found himself a shunned and forgotten man.


Fury turned the living flesh and bone of his face into a stone mask
with features so sharp that his wife recoiled as if feeling the cruel
rasp and bite of them against her cheeks.


Cursing softly, Durkin swung about and went striding toward the kitchen
door without a backward glance.


All through dinner he was silent, completely ignoring his wife, and
raising his eyes only to stare out the kitchen window at the bare
yellow earth he could at least bend to his will. Even when the children
excused themselves, and ran out into the yard again he remained
sullenly uncommunicative.


In an attempt to make conversation Helen Durkin said: "Will, it came
over the radio right after you left. They're making some more of those
atomic weapon tests. Remember the last time—how the explosion shook
the house?"


"So that's where the flash came from!" Durkin muttered. "I saw it when
I stopped at the gas station to get my battery checked. I figured it
was just heat lightning."


"Robbie saw it too," Robert's mother said. "It means a lot to a boy
to know he's living in an age like this. In some ways Robbie is a man
already, Will. A boy born a hundred years ago had to remain a child
every waking hour. But not Robbie. Robbie was born into a different
kind of world."


Her eyes flashed with stubborn pride. "Robbie has real strength inside
of him, Will. He'll make a mark for himself in the world. He'll grow up
knowing what atomic energy means. He won't age and dry up before his
time. You ought to be proud of him, Will."


Abruptly Durkin pushed back his chair and stood up, his eyes grown
sharp again from watching the children playing in the yard. He had
avoided looking at his wife, but now he permitted his gaze to linger
for an instant on her pinched and sallow features, in a scrutiny so
mocking it made her almost physically ill.


Your brats hate me, his eyes mocked. One of these days I'll catch
them off guard and give them a lesson in discipline they won't forget
in a hurry.


She knew what he was waiting for. He was hoping they'd stop playing
just long enough to cast a look toward the kitchen door filled with
unmistakable hate. He was hoping to emerge beneath the darkening sky,
and see Emily turn away her head, remembering the loving father she
had lost, and the harsh, unbending man who had come to take his place.


She knew that he was waiting only for that. He was the kind of man who
had to have an excuse to justify his every act of cruelty. Some oddity
in his makeup made self-justification as necessary to him as breathing.


With a chill foreboding she watched him turn, and go striding out into
the yard.


The children had been kneeling on opposite sides of the doll house, but
they got up the instant they saw their stepfather approaching. Robert
looked guilty, and his sister's face mirrored his guilt.


"You ate your lunch mighty fast," Durkin said. "What's going on here?"


"Nothing," Robert said.


"What kind of answer is that?" Durkin demanded, his face turning ugly.


"We were just playing house," Emily said, quickly.


"Then why did you get up so fast when you saw me?" Durkin asked. "Is
there something in that house you don't want me to see?"


Robert shook his head, his eyes on the ground.


"Speak up! I asked you a question."


"We were just pretending," Robert said.


For an instant the man and the two children stood with the doll house
between them. They were each aware that they had started a game that
must be played out now to the bitter end, no matter how frightening it
became.


"We'll soon know!" Durkin said.


Durkin bent swiftly, and without glancing at the children, picked up
the house, and raised it until the ground floor windows were on a level
with his eyes.


He stared in.


Children do not self-consciously engage in gruesome pranks—even when
they hate. Emotional impulses which later in life are filtered through
reason and become social attitudes remain in children appallingly
direct.


Children are thus exposed to adult censure for acts which they would
never dream of performing in a frame of reference removed from the
playground and tied in with their socially-consolidated attitudes of
respect toward home, school, and parents.


Children chalk up sidewalks, ring doorbells and throw stones at windows
and are almost instantly sorry. But Durkin knew nothing of that. He
only saw himself sitting on a red-hot stove, his long legs drawn up
grasshopper fashion on both sides of his lank body.


What was even more shocking, he saw himself as a fiend incarnate. The
children had done an astonishingly ingenious job of making a devil out
of him by painting him in the darkest colors imaginable.


In fact, they had painted him black. The ill-fitting store suit had
been removed, and with the aid of Emily's water-color set, and Robert's
clay modeling set he had been made to resemble a demon being roasted
over a spit.


Utterly fiendish was his charcoal-dark aspect of face and limb. Horns
sprouted from his temples, and a long, forked tail, ash-gray in hue,
coiled down over the stove like some evil brand snatched from the
burning.


There were tiny gleaming coals in the stove fashioned of red isinglass.
The stove had gone with the house, but by the matchless artistry of
childhood something new had been added, and as Durkin stared all of the
color drained from his face.


He was sitting directly over the coals, exposed to the cruelly searing
blast in every part of his anatomy. For an instant the illusion of
searing heat was so real that he responded psychosomatically. His
nostrils dilated with the odor of burning flesh, and his nerve-roots
shrieked as if irradiated by intolerable pain.


Then reality came sweeping back. Instead of an imaginary projection of
himself he saw only a ridiculous wooden doll sprawled akimbo on a toy
stove.


Shaking with rage, Durkin set the house down, swung about, and gripped
his stepson savagely by the wrist.


"Just pretending, were you?" he muttered. "Just waiting for me to come
out here, and pat you on the back."


Robert tried to break free. Sick with fear, he tugged and twisted, but
Durkin had stronger fingers than a demon, and a deeper understanding of
how a frightened boy could make a fool of a man by using his smallness
as a cloak.


"You too, Emily," Durkin said. "Come here. I want to have a long,
fatherly talk with you."


Emily turned and cast a frantic glance of appeal toward the kitchen
door. When her mother did not appear she started backing away from her
stepfather across the yard.


Without releasing her brother, Durkin circled around in back of her.
"Not so fast, brat!" he warned. "You and Robbie play house in a mighty
interesting way. Suppose you tell me more about it."


"Let me go!" Robert pleaded. "We just took one of the dolls and made a
Halloween coal man out of him."


"A coal man, eh?" Durkin sneered. "That's sure odd. You must have
forgotten it's not Halloween?"


"It doesn't have to be Halloween!" Robert protested.


"Doesn't it? I suppose not. You could turn on your own father just as
well on Thanksgiving day. That's how grateful you are."


Emily spoke up defiantly then. "You're not Robbie's father," she said.
"You never could be."


"I tried my best to be a good father to Robbie," Durkin said, lowering
his voice in mock humility. "You can't claim I didn't try. But there
comes a time when discipline's needed. No punishment's severe enough
for a boy who'd like to see his own father roasted like a chestnut in a
red-hot fire."


A sudden, terrible anger flared in his eyes. "No punishment's bad
enough. But a strong birch switch laid on heavy may do some good."


He stared at Emily, his neck arched in chicken-hawk fashion. "I can't
punish you the way I'm going to punish Robbie," he said. "You're too
young—just a baby. But when a baby does wrong you've got to be stern.
That's kindness."


Durkin bent abruptly, gripped his stepdaughter by the elbow, and lifted
her to her feet. "A few hours without your supper in the dark—"


"Mommy!" Emily shrieked. "Mommy, Mommy!"


The kitchen door flew open, and Helen Durkin came running out of the
house, her eyes wide with fright. She went up to her husband, and
started tugging at his wrists.


"Let them go!" she cried. "Robbie hasn't done anything. I was watching
every minute."


"He hasn't, eh?" Durkin glared at her. "He'd like to see me hanging
from a rafter. Give him a piece of rope, and he'd hang me in effigy."


"He wouldn't. Why do you say a thing like that? You must be out of your
mind, Will Durkin!"


"He would, I tell you. He's already done something just as bad. He's
got to learn respect, and I'm going to give him the thrashing of his
life."


"Will Durkin, you let them go. Do you hear? You've no right—"


Surprisingly Durkin complied. He released both children, and turned his
full fury on his wife.


"I'm going upstairs and get a birch switch," he said. "You'd better see
that Robbie stays right here in the yard. I'll hold you responsible. If
he isn't here when I come back you can pack your things and get out. No
right to punish my own son. We'll see—"


His eyes narrowed in relentless hate, Durkin swung about and went
striding toward the house. Despite his rage he experienced a fierce,
secret gratification in knowing he'd had the foresight to cut and trim
a stout birch switch well in advance.


Perhaps it was intended by something in the mysterious, hidden texture
of nature itself that Will Durkin should reach the house before the
first blast came. Perhaps fury kindled and unleashed by a puny man in
a moment of cataclysmic upheaval had an energy pattern of its own,
capable of blending with that greater violence, and carrying its victim
to disaster, precisely as a tiny squirming creature of the sea might be
lifted up and carried on the back of a terrified tortoise.


Be that as it may, Durkin was well inside the house, crossing the
kitchen to the living room when light flashed all about him, and a
chill wind brushed the nape of his neck. His lips tightened, but for an
instant he continued on, as if refusing to believe that a mere rumbling
and quaking could prevent him from climbing a narrow flight of stairs,
and returning to the yard with a cruel instrument of retribution in his
clasp.


Then, abruptly, panic overcame him. Shock after shock shook the house,
jarring up through him, threatening to pitch him off his feet. But even
as he swung about in wild terror he could not quite relinquish what he
had set out to do. One part of his mind remained filled with choking
rage, and his hands were busy at his waist, unbuckling his cowhide belt
and ripping it free. At least he'd give his stepson a hiding—


Suddenly through the kitchen door he caught a brief glimpse of the
children, standing in the yard. They were clinging to their mother, but
they were as yet untouched by the violence which was raging all about
them.


Durkin's jaw fell open. The violence increased with appalling
suddenness, breaking every window in the house, filling the kitchen
with blowing dust.


With a deafening roar the house vanished, carrying Durkin with it. The
children cried out in bewilderment and fright, and pressed closer to
their mother.


In every upheaval, no matter how violent, there may well be pockets of
erratically channeled calm, regions of security which remain untouched
by the turbulence surrounding them. Helen Durkin clung resolutely to
an assurance which nothing could shake, and with her conviction that
the children would not be harmed went a warm gratefulness that they had
turned to her for comfort and protection.


She stood staring straight ahead, refusing to be dismayed, hearing only
a dreadful humming sound which gradually died away.


Where the house had stood there spread only a smooth expanse of yellow
sand.


The whirling was like nothing Durkin had ever known before. It
constricted his chest, blurred his vision, and drove the blood in
torrents from his heart. There was no stopping it, and as it grew
steadily more intolerable he tore at his collar, swayed, and went down
on his hands and knees.


Around and around the cottage whirled, now rising and tilting, and
then descending with a terrible, jerky abruptness. Twice he tried
to rise, but fell back helpless, powerless to save himself from the
spineless inertia that sent him spinning to and fro like some ill-made,
rain-sodden scarecrow dragged in disgust from a corn-field, and tossed
into a butter-churning machine.


In one respect only was Durkin fortunate. His torment, though great and
almost unendurable, was not absolutely continuous. There were moments
when the cottage seemed to hover motionless in mid-air, or to drift
lazily in a single direction with a buoyancy as light as thistledown.


Gradually these moments became more frequent, calming Durkin like
a soothing palm pressed with compassion to his brow. More and more
frequent until the merciless buffetings and swift, sickening descents
ceased completely, and a light that was bright, clear and steady
streamed in through the kitchen window, and somewhere off in the
distance a snowy-crested bird burst into song.


There were flowers outside the window, scarlet and aquamarine faintly
flecked with gold. Tall-stemmed and wide-petalled they were, almost
screening the view, and if at that moment Durkin had been on his feet
staring out he might well have failed to see the huge, joyously romping
lad.


But Durkin was still lying prone, and the lad's curiosity had not as
yet been acutely aroused.


The lad came swinging boisterously down a country lane, his lips puffed
out in a childish pout, his chubby hands thrust deeply into the green
and vermillion trousers of his play suit.


He did not love his foster father, and he had run away in a sudden
burst of independence and was temporarily free to roam. Oh, it was good
to be free to laugh and romp in the sunlight, and to build mud castles
out of the gleaming red walls of Snerkle nests.


He came swinging around a curve in the lane and stopped abruptly,
staring straight before him in utter disbelief.


For a moment he stood as if turned to stone, his eyes saucer-wide in
the slanting sun glow. Then he was running forward with a cry of boyish
eagerness.


The little cottage stood in a glimmer of sunlight and shadow cast by
weaving boughs. All about it stretched a smooth blue lawn, starred with
long-stemmed wind-flowers as tall as the house itself.


He clapped his hands in pure delight. True, he had a village of his own
to play with, an entire toy village bright with weaving communication
beams. But all the dolls were child dolls and the village no longer
pleased him.


He pouted and became angry again when he thought about it. His foster
father did not want him to play with grown-up dolls. His foster father
was an old meanie, and he didn't want him to have any fun.


He was hovering directly over the house now, straddling it. He reached
down with a chuckle of delight, and poked at the little red chimney
with a stubby forefinger, beaming in simple pleasure as four tiny
bricks tumbled out on the roof.


Then he bent over and stared with a puzzled frown at the smashed
windows.


A moment later he was squatting before the house peeking in. Slowly as
he stared all of the good-natured anticipation went out of his face.


Exaltation of a different kind came into his features, a fiendish kind
of exaltation common enough in childhood, but often disturbing to
adults.


It was shockingly disturbing to Durkin. Roused suddenly to
consciousness in the middle of the kitchen floor he saw the great
malicious child face staring in at him, and struggled frantically to
rise, his eyes wild with terror.


There were other things Durkin did not understand, about energy, about
time, about other worlds of life and purpose lying parallel to ours in
undreamed of dimensions of space.


He did know that a single farmhouse in the path of a tornado could be
uprooted and carried for miles through the sky. He knew that a fence
could be leveled, a tree torn down and the rest of the countryside
remain unscathed, even to the last sun-gilded haystack.


It was easy to understand how such things might be. But nothing had
prepared Durkin's mind for the disturbing and frightening parallel
which a scientist might have drawn from a hurricane's erratic course.
He had no way of knowing that matter on the fringe of an atomic blast
could be agitated abnormally, and pass into another dimension piecemeal.


He had no way of knowing that the desert at the edge of an
atomic proving ground might decide suddenly to blossom like some
multi-dimensional rose.


He had no way of knowing that size is a relative thing, varying with
every matter dissolving energy shift in the physical universe, and that
a house could be huge in one dimension, his own, and tiny in another,
and might even indeed take on the aspect of a house built solely to
delight the eye of childhood.


He had no way of knowing, for he had not heard the great eternal voices
discussing it. The reddening of the rose meant nothing to him, the
stars in their wheeling courses, the speculations of men like gods.


All time, all space is relative, Einstein had said. There is only one
equation for energy, matter, light, fire, air—


And who knows how closely other dimensions may parallel ours?


Durkin had no way of knowing until the great dimpled hand reached in
through the window and picked him up. Then, and only then, in one
blinding flash of intuition, he guessed the truth.


Too late. The blade of grass was like a tendril rope, and it went
so swiftly about Durkin's throat he had no time to leap back. As he
screamed and struggled a huge wet palm smothered his mouth, rumpled his
hair, and squeezed the breath from his lungs. His struggles were of no
avail.


Emotional impulses which later in life are filtered through reason and
harden into social attitudes remain in children appallingly fluid and
direct. A child identifies itself with its toys and it is very easy for
a child to see a living, breathing adult human being in a doll which is
in reality quite unlike the object of its love—or hate.


Kneeling beside the house, a child Durkin knew nothing about thought
it all out for the barest instant, its body oddly bent. Then it leaned
forward, and hung its hated foster father very carefully to a ceiling
rafter in the precise middle of the house.


Ever so slowly the child arose, and the snowy-crested bird burst into
song again, somewhere off in the distance. But Durkin knew nothing of
that.





*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK THE COTTAGE ***



    

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/4072285213389039508_cover.jpg
A KINGISIZE
PUBLICATION

7 THE LIFE WATCH

(ral ) A Complete Short Novel

| By LESTER DEL REY

%

ALL STORIES IN THIS ISSUE BRAND NEW





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

    
      
        		
          The Cottage
        


        		
          THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG™ LICENSE
        


      


    
  

