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  men gambling at cards



A Perfect Gentleman


By Mark Price



What Is a Hard-boiled Two-gun Westerner To Do When the
Girl of His Dreams Takes Him For a Perfect Gentleman?





As I rode toward Oakwood three hombres popped up from behind a rock and stuck their guns under my nose. I stopped and says: “It’s a fine day, gents.”


“Damn the weather!” answers one of them. “What we want to know is who are you?”


“Let the kid alone, Bill,” says another. “Can’t yuh see he ain’t the one? He ain’t got any down on his upper lip even, and look at those innocent blue eyes!” He grinned, and I didn’t like his remarks, but what can you do when three guns are pointin’ at you?


“Yuh see, stranger, we’re on the lookout for a hombre,” explains the third man. “His name is ‘Trigger’ Caswell, a card sharp and a gun slinger. He cleaned the boys over at Union City last week, and then shot his way out. We got word that he’s headin’ this way, and we’re goin’ to keep him out of our town. But since you look young and harmless you c’n go on.”


So I rode on in to town.


Right away I seen a girl, and I nearly fell off my bronc. She was a beauty, dark hair and brown eyes and a face like an angel. I had never looked at females before, but somehow I knew I had to get acquainted with her. I dismounted and walked past her.


“It’s a fine day, ma’am,” I says.


She went sailin’ by as if I had not spoke. I started to walk after her, but then I thought of a better way. My bronc Henry is a trick pony, and he’s got one stunt that I am particular proud of. I whisper in his ear and his front legs cave in and he drops as if he is dead. It looks awful real. So I went back and got in the saddle and trotted past the young lady, and then whispered in Henry’s ear. And the bronc went down like he had been shot, and I fell in the dust and laid there like a dead man. It is dangerous, but a sure-fire method to get acquainted.


The girl ran up and knelt down beside me, and raised my head in her arms. “Oh!” she sighs. She looked so tender and charmin’ that I couldn’t sham no longer. I sat up and says, “Thank you kindly, ma’am, but I’m not hurt much.”


“Dear me!” she says, “I thought sure you were dead.” I sighed and acted weak, so she wouldn’t go away. So she helped me up slow and easy, sayin’, “It’s a mercy you were not killed.”


“Yes, ma’am,” I says. “And by the way, what is your name?”


“Carol Hoyt,” she answers. “And what is yours?”


After a pause I says, “Joe. Joe--Smith.” And we shook hands solemn.


“Mr. Smith, all the men in this town are terrible unmannerly ruffians,” she declares. “You are the first man that ever came here that didn’t try to flirt with me, and get acquainted. You seem to be a real gentleman.”


She must not of heard me when I spoke to her about the weather. I thanked my lucky stars, and changed the subject. “It’s lucky for me that I fell off my horse, or I wouldn’t of got to know you, Miss Hoyt. And also I think Carol is an awful pretty name.”


We walked along talkin’, and as we passed the gamblin’ hall a man came up. He had a fancy vest and a little mustache and a hard face, and right off I disliked him. He raised his hat with a grin, and says, “Howdy, Carol.”


Carol lifted her nose in the air and went on, like he was dirt. He flushed and gave a hard laugh, sayin’, “Still the same, ain’t you?” Then as he went by he brushed against me.


Right away he was boilin’ mad. He shoved me aside. “Get out of my way, you dumb rhinoceros!” he yells. And that got me mad, too, but also puzzled. For before I could push his face in, I had to know the meanin’ of his words. Rhinoceros, thinks I; what in blazes is a rhinoceros? And by the time I could think of it, the hombre had disappeared through the door of the gamblin’ hall.


Just as I was ready to go after him, Carol touched my arm. She looked at me admirin’. “I certainly admire you,” she says. “Most men would of started a fight with him for what he did. But instead you restrained yourself and took it quietly. You almost come up to my ideal of a perfect gentleman!”


She was givin’ credit where no credit was due, but I did not let on. “And what is your ideal of a perfect gentleman?” I asks.


“He must be mild and courteous,” she answers. “He must not flirt, or gamble, or drink, or swear. And he must not fight, whatever the circumstances might be.”


Them specifications hit me pretty hard. I could not imagine a real he-man livin’ up to them--he would have to be a kind of tailor’s dummy to meet Carol’s demands. “Aren’t you askin’ a little too much?” I asks.


“No,” she answers, her dark eyes flashin’. “I couldn’t ever have anything to do with a man who didn’t live up to that!”


That was sure a large order that she mentioned. But I looked at her and her wide eyes was beautiful, and her delicate face was beautiful, and she was the finest girl I had ever seen. No matter how tight a loop she’s spreadin’, thinks I, I got to get inside of it regardless. So I says, “Ain’t that peculiar, ma’am? You and me, we think just exactly alike on these things.”


“I’m so glad, Mr. Smith,” she says, and held my arm tighter. By this time we had come to a store, and here she stopped. “I must go back to work, now,” she tells me. “This is my store here. Good-by, Mr. Smith. I hope to see you again some time.”


“You sure will, Miss Hoyt,” I replies, as I left her. And I meant that. I put my bronc in the stable, and got a room in the hotel. I had not intended to spend much time in Oakwood, but after seein’ her I was ready to stay there forever.


After a while I went back down to the store, and there was Carol behind the counter. “A half pound of crackers, please,” I says.


After makin’ my purchase I loitered around some. Carol told me that her dad had died recent, and now she was runnin’ the store herself. It was no job fer a woman, but she seemed to handle it pretty well.


A horseman rides by down the street, and I seen that it was the same jasper who had shoved me that mornin’. “Who is he?” I asks.


“That is Hal Spencer,” she replies. “He runs the gamblin’ hall, and they say he runs a crooked game. My father used to go to his place, and now Mr. Spencer is always coming around the store. I wish he would stay away.”


“Does he bother you?” says I.


“He is a nuisance, always insistin’ that I got to marry him,” she says. “I always refuse him, but he won’t take no for an answer. He’s a gunman and a thief. I don’t want anything to do with him!” She shivered.


I was ready to tell her that I’d get rid of him for her, but then I remembered I had to be a gentleman and couldn’t fight, so I says nothin’. “I’ll see you again, Miss Hoyt,” says I.


It was evenin’ now. Walkin’ down the street I stopped in at the gamblin’ hall. There was redeye bein’ served, and my throat was dry. And there was games of poker goin’ on, and I fair itched to take a hand of stud. But I couldn’t do neither of these things, ’cause I had to be a perfect gentleman.


So I just stood and looked on. The house gamblers was shifty-eyed rats that looked like they knew all the crooked card tricks by heart. The boss, Hal Spencer himself, came in, and he gave me a sneerin’ look. He passed on, and then three hombres loungin’ at the bar started talkin’ about me.


“Who’s the strange cow-puncher?” asks one.


“That’s the coyote what took water from Hal Spencer this mornin’,” answers another.


“Ho!” laughs the third. “I guess he just wears that gun on his hip fer a ornament!”


I was beginnin’ to see red, and to avoid trouble I walked out pronto. Their mockin’ laugh rang in my ears as I left. By followin’ Carol’s ideas of a gentleman I was layin’ myself open to be called yellow, but that could not be helped. I had seen her only that day, but already I was willin’ to walk through fire for her. I had it bad. There was nothin’ else to do, so I went to the hotel and to bed, and dreamed about Carol.


Next mornin’ when I came to the store there was Hal Spencer with the town marshal beside him. Carol leaned against the counter, and her eyes was red like she had been cryin’.


“So here is the note,” says Spencer, handin’ her a paper. “And I am takin’ over the store in return fer it. Not so, marshal?”


“Exactly,” says the law.


“But you can stay on here as clerk, Carol,” continues the gambler. “I want to treat you right, because I think a lot of you.” And he grinned at her.


Carol did not answer; she stood there sort of half dazed. Spencer laughed insultin’ and looked at me, and then he and the marshal walked out. “I am leavin’ you in charge of the store, Carol,” he calls as he left.


“What is wrong?” I asks her then.


She answers that he had brought a note signed by her father for a thousand dollars, an old gamblin’ debt, and since she could not pay it he had taken the store. “It’s strange that father didn’t tell me about it,” she adds.


“Have you got anything else that your dad wrote?” I asks. She brought out a letter, and I laid the note beside it to compare with. The handwritin’ was pretty close, but it was not quite the same in the two.


“Carol----” says I.


“Please call me Miss Hoyt,” says she.


“Miss Hoyt,” says I, “you are bein’ cold-decked by this tinhorn gambler. This note was not wrote by your father. It is forged.”


“Oh!” she sighs. I was hopin’ that now she would let me go ahead and take Spencer apart, but she only shrugged her shoulders. “Well, there is nothin’ to be done. The marshal and the justice are under Spencer’s thumb, and I can’t get any help from the law here. Just have to let the store go, I guess.”


“That is too bad. And also, I don’t think much of your new boss.”


“Nor do I. But I’ll just make the best of it,” says she. And her brown eyes lit up with a smile, and she looked calm and brave in the face of her troubles.


When I came back that afternoon there was more trouble. I came in the door, and there was Spencer holdin’ Carol in his arms. He was pullin’ her close and tryin’ to kiss her. She fought him off with all her strength, silent and furious.


I seen red then, and rushed in. The tinhorn heard me come, and he pushed the girl away and stood facin’ me. And then Carol, all pale and excited, shook her head at me and held up her hand in a forbidding manner.


That stopped me like a bucket of cold water. I remembered that I had to be a gentleman, and take everything quiet. If I tie into this hombre, thinks I, it will finish me with Carol. So I stopped, and stood there.


Spencer laughed then, and waved his hand airylike. “I’ll see you again, Carol,” he says, and he went away.


“I am so glad you controlled yourself, Mr. Smith,” says Carol. “You certainly showed yourself to be a perfect gentleman.”


“Carol----” says I.


“Please call me Miss Hoyt,” says she.


“Miss Hoyt,” says I, “you need somebody to look after you. Maybe if Spencer was hit on the jaw he wouldn’t bother you any more.”


“Oh!” gasps Carol. “I couldn’t think of that! It would be terribly ungentlemanly!”


“Well, I was just thinkin’,” says I, sort of lame. “Please give me half a pound of crackers, Miss Hoyt. And if you don’t mind, I will hang around here fer a few minutes.” So I stayed there, lookin’ at Carol and talkin’ to her, fer eight hours, till she closed the store at midnight.


When I left her, I couldn’t go to the hotel to my bed. I was all restless and half crazy, like a cow what had et loco weed. I went to the stable and got my bronc Henry, and rode him tearin’ across the plain.


Carol and Spencer was on my mind. When I thought of the tinhorn gambler I saw red, and when I thought of Carol, her sweetness and charm, my heart nearly stopped beatin’. And the more I thought the more I got on the prod, like a boiler gettin’ up steam.


I laid down on the ground for a while, and in the middle of the mornin’ rode back to Oakwood, and went to the store. “Good mornin’,” says I to Carol.


“Good mornin’,” says she.


“Carol----” says I.


“Please call me Miss Hoyt,” says she.


“Miss Hoyt,” says I, “since you’ve been cheated out of your store, s’pose I go down to Spencer’s place and ask him to pay for it?”


“That would be all right,” she answers, sort of shaky. Then she tells me that Spencer had been there that mornin’. He says that he was boss in Oakwood, and she couldn’t stall him off no longer. She was goin’ to marry him that night, whether she wanted to or not. “He is a very hard and powerful man,” she says, and I could see she was afraid.


“S’pose a fellow that thought a lot of you went to help you out, and in the course of things he gambled, and had a fight or two. What then?” I asks.


“That would be terrible! A man who acted like that would be no gentleman, and I wouldn’t have anything to do with him,” answers Carol. She tossed her head, and her brown eyes shone.


“Oh,” says I, out loud. “Hell,” says I, to myself. “I’ll see you later,” says I, out loud.


I went down the street, and turned in at the gamblin’ hall. Spencer was not there, but two of his gamblers was playin’ poker with two prospectors, with a crowd around. I stood and watched, and soon saw that the two tinhorns was usin’ all the crooked card tricks there was, and that the two prospectors would soon be dry-gulched out of their gold dust.


Nobody else seemed to notice, and the game went along quiet. I went back and sat down. There was somethin’ to thresh out in my mind. Things was gettin’ me on the prod, and I could hardly keep a grip on myself any more. And also, I knew now that I was awful deep in love with Carol. But there was her words: “Any man who swears, or gambles, or fights is not a gentleman, and I won’t have anything to do with him!”


Now I was up a tree. Carol was in a fix, and if I took a hand I would have to act like no gentleman, and she wouldn’t look at me again. If I helped her out I would kill my own chances with her. But if I didn’t---- I thought for a while, and decided.


The poker game was over, and the two prospectors was cleaned. The two gamblers was lookin’ around for fresh victims, and I came up. “Here is all I got, boys,” says I with a grin, holdin’ up a twenty-dollar bill. “S’pose we play a hand.”


The two tinhorns looked at each other and winked. “Take him, Jake,” says one to the other.


Jake gave me a look like I was an easy mark. “You are too young and innocent to play this game, but come on,” he says, and gave me twenty silver dollars fer chips. I sat down and dealt.


We played. Fer a time we ran along even. Then I seen the gambler deal himself a card from the bottom of the deck. The crooked work was beginnin’. He did it slick, and I says nothin’. But thinks I, you have got to fight the devil with fire. So I paid more attention to the game, and after that begun to win steady and heavy.


After a couple of hours there was nearly a thousand dollars in cash in front of me. The gambler was peeved and worried. “You got the damnedest luck I ever seen,” says he. “The way you hold the cards you must be Trigger Caswell himself.”


“Maybe I am him, at that,” I answers, and he laughed.


The game went on, and a crowd gathered around. I went on winnin’, and the house was gettin’ worried. Jake cussed to himself, and the other gambler and the bartender closed in and stood watchin’ like hawks. “Spencer ought to be here,” mutters the bartender. “But this kid’s luck is bound to break soon.” But my winnin’ went on.


At last there was one grand pot, and I held four kings against Jake’s full house, and raked in the cash. Jake scowled and shrugged his shoulders. “That’s all there is,” he says. “The house is broke.”


So I stacked up my winnin’s and counted them, and there was two thousand and twenty-nine dollars all told. I put the money in my pocket and got up. “Much obliged, gents. I must be goin’,” I says.


Jake looked at his friends and jumped up. “Not so fast, stranger,” he snarls. “You’ll leave that money here when you go. None of that crooked gamblin’ goes here!”


“Crooked gamblin’? You never caught me at any of that. And how about your top-and-bottom dealin’, Jake?”


Jake says nothin’, only put his hand on his gun. The crowd got out of the way, and the two gamblers and bartender stood ready to battle for the house. I stood waitin’, and pretty soon Jake gritted his teeth and made a play for the holster, and the other two followed suit.


I went for my smoke wagon also, and beat them to the draw. I drilled Jake in the shoulder, and put the other gambler out of commission with a bullet through his gun arm. Then the bartender pulled down on me, but his bullet only nipped my leg. And after that I put a slug in his collar bone, and it was over with.


I put my gun away, says, “Look after these hombres,” and headed for the door. The crowd barred the way, mutterin’ and scowlin’. “If any more of you want trouble, speak up,” says I. At that they opened up and let me through.


I went down the street toward the store. Actin’ the gentleman for so long had been a big strain, but now I had blowed the lid off with a bang. I was on the prod, and lookin’ for more trouble. And I found it down at the store.


There was Spencer again, with Carol strugglin’ in his arms. Her eyes was wide, and her face was white and scared. It was just like the day before. But I was not a gentleman now, and could follow my own inclinations.


The gambler let go of Carol, but when he seen who it was he grinned mockin’. “On your way, boy,” says he. But I stepped up to him and says, “Mister, your manners are bad,” and with that I hit him on the jaw and knocked him down.


He got up, and handed me a stiff one in return. Then we went at it hammer and tongs, fightin’ up and down the store. And Carol stood by watchin’ us, her hands clenched.


Now she sees what a roughneck I really am, and will have nothin’ more to do with me, thinks I sort of bitter. And my temper was up anyway, so I took it all out on Spencer, and gave him somethin’ to remember me by.


He was game. I knocked him down against the canned goods shelf, and a dozen cans came down. He came back for more. After a while he was sent sprawlin’ against the flour barrel, and he and the flour went to the floor together. He got up, all covered with flour and half crazy, and made a lunge for the cheese knife. But I kicked it out of the way, and hit him fair on the point of the chin. He turned a somersault and went feet first through the plate-glass window. Then he lit out in the street and laid still.


I followed to the door, but there was no more fight in him. Both him and his store was wrecked. I was bleedin’ and pantin’, and half tore apart, myself.


Turnin’ around, there was Carol starin’ at me with wide eyes. I pulled out my roll. Peelin’ off twenty-nine dollars for myself, I handed the rest to her.


“Miss Hoyt, here is two thousand dollars in full payment for your store,” says I. “I was down at Spencer’s place, and his man agreed they hadn’t treated you right, so he gave me this for you.”


She took it without speakin’. I went out into the street. There was three men comin’ from the one direction, and a lone rider from the other. The three was the town marshal and two of his deputies.


The marshal looked at Spencer layin’ on the ground, and then at me. “Young fellow, you are under arrest!” he bawls.


I had fought in self-defense, and was not goin’ to be locked up by no servant of Spencer’s. “If you want me, marshal, you better come and take me,” says I, and put my hand on my gun.


The three stopped, and it looked like more war. But just then the horseman came up, and it was nobody but my old pal Bill Farrel, who I had not seen for years. When he seen me he pulled up and sings out, “Well, dog my cats if it ain’t old Trigger Caswell! What do you say, Trigger? Are you tryin’ to take this town apart, like usual?” And he jumped down and grabbed my hand.


“Glad to see you, Bill,” says I, but I was not so very pleased. At the mention of my real name everybody in hearin’ looked excited.


“Are you Trigger Caswell, the gambler and gun slinger?” asks the marshal.


“That is my name,” I admits.


The marshal rubbed his chin. “I guess we have made a mistake, Mr. Caswell. We have no charges against you. Let’s go, boys,” he says. So his men picked up Spencer, who was comin’ to now, and they went away.


I looked at Carol in the doorway, and she looked at me. After a minute Bill shook his head and says, “Oh, so that’s the way it is! So long, Trigger.” And he rode away, and left us two alone.


“Miss Hoyt, you better not stay in Oakwood after this,” I says. “I am leavin’ also, and if you like I will take you over to the county seat to the railroad.”


“All right,” she agrees, and she went and packed her bag. In a half hour we rode out of Oakwood and took the trail for the county seat. It was at sunset.


Carol was on the bronc in front of me, with my arms around her to steady her. “I’m sorry to have to hold you like this, but it can’t be helped,” I apologizes. And she says it was all right.


We rode for a long while, and the conversation was zero. At last I speaks up.


“I told you my name was Joe Smith, but it is not true. I am Joe Caswell, better known as Trigger Caswell.” And I went on and told her all about it--how between spells of cow-punchin’ I went around gamblin’, playin’ crooked if the other fellow started the dirty work, fightin’ and raisin’ hell in general. “So I am not much, you see,” I finishes. “And I’m sorry for havin’ deceived you, Miss Hoyt.”


“You’ve been wonderful to me,” she says kindly. Her face was close to mine, my arms were around her and her hair blew against my cheek. My heart pounded like a hammer, and it was all I could do to keep from pressin’ her close to me and sayin’ that I loved her. I was wild about her, I’d pulled her out of a jam, and by doin’ so had lost her for good. It was a tough break. But I kept cool as ice, and says, “I think a lot of you, Miss Hoyt. It’s too bad we won’t ever see each other any more.”


“Why not? What do you mean?” she asks, surprised.


“Why, you told me that a fellow must be a perfect gentleman, not gamble or fight or anything, or else you wouldn’t have anything to do with him. I have just got done bustin’ all the rules in your calendar, so I guess that finishes me with you.”


Carol raised her eyebrows. “Why, I never said such a thing!” she declares. “I said that I liked men who were strong and brave, who could hold their own with other men, at gambling, or fighting, or anything.”


I could hardly believe my ears. “You said that?”


“Yes,” she says calmly. “You must have misunderstood me.”


We rode on, while I tried to puzzle it out. First she said one thing and then another, and a man couldn’t tell where he was at. And, anyway, I could not call her a liar. Well, women have always been a mystery to me.


One thing was clear--even though I wasn’t a perfect gentleman by a hell of a sight, I was still in the runnin’. And Carol was lookin’ at me sidewise out of the corners of her eyes, and there was a tender look on her face, and she seemed sweeter than ever before. So after a while I took a deep breath. “Miss Hoyt----” I says.


“Please call me Carol, Joe,” says she.


“Carol,” says I, “I love you.”


For a long time she didn’t answer, and I begun to think she had not heard. Then at last she turned and faced me, smilin’, and says, “Joe, you are a big fool.”


“Why?” I asks, dumfounded.


Her warm arms went around my neck. “Can’t you see,” she says, “that I love you, too?”


“Oh,” says I. Then I drew her close in my arms, and kissed her lips. And my bronc Henry did not notice, but went ploddin’ along just like before.


Three miles more. It was twilight by now. “Carol, you can reform me partly, but I will never be a perfect gentleman,” says I.


“Let us hear no more about that,” she answers.


Another mile, and the buildin’s of the county seat came in sight. “We will go there and get married, Carol,” says I.


“Yes, Joe,” says she.


And we did.



Transcriber’s Note: This story appeared in the First December number
of The Popular Magazine.





*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK A PERFECT GENTLEMAN ***



    

Updated editions will replace the previous one—the old editions will
be renamed.


Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright
law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG™
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for an eBook, except by following
the terms of the trademark license, including paying royalties for use
of the Project Gutenberg trademark. If you do not charge anything for
copies of this eBook, complying with the trademark license is very
easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose such as creation
of derivative works, reports, performances and research. Project
Gutenberg eBooks may be modified and printed and given away—you may
do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks not protected
by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the trademark
license, especially commercial redistribution.



START: FULL LICENSE


THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE


PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK


To protect the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg”), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg™ License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg™
electronic works


1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg™
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg™ electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person
or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.


1.B. “Project Gutenberg” is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg™
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.


1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation (“the
Foundation” or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United
States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg™
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg™ name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg™ License when
you share it without charge with others.


1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg™ work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country other than the United States.


1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:


1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg™ License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg™ work (any work
on which the phrase “Project Gutenberg” appears, or with which the
phrase “Project Gutenberg” is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:


    This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most
    other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no restrictions
    whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under the terms
    of the Project Gutenberg License included with this eBook or online
    at www.gutenberg.org. If you
    are not located in the United States, you will have to check the laws
    of the country where you are located before using this eBook.
  


1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg” associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg™
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg™ License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the
beginning of this work.


1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg™
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg™.


1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg™ License.


1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg™ work in a format
other than “Plain Vanilla ASCII” or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg™ website
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original “Plain
Vanilla ASCII” or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg™ License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.


1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg™ works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
provided that:


    	• You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
        the use of Project Gutenberg™ works calculated using the method
        you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
        to the owner of the Project Gutenberg™ trademark, but he has
        agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
        within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
        legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
        payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
        Section 4, “Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
        Literary Archive Foundation.”
    

    	• You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
        you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
        does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg™
        License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
        copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
        all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg™
        works.
    

    	• You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
        any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
        electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
        receipt of the work.
    

    	• You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
        distribution of Project Gutenberg™ works.
    



1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the manager of
the Project Gutenberg™ trademark. Contact the Foundation as set
forth in Section 3 below.


1.F.


1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg™ collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain “Defects,” such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.


1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the “Right
of Replacement or Refund” described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg™ trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.


1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.


1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you ‘AS-IS’, WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.


1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.


1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg™ work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg™ work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.


Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg™


Project Gutenberg™ is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.


Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg™’s
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg™ collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg™ and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org.


Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation


The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non-profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation’s EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state’s laws.


The Foundation’s business office is located at 809 North 1500 West,
Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887. Email contact links and up
to date contact information can be found at the Foundation’s website
and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact


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


Project Gutenberg™ depends upon and cannot survive without widespread
public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine-readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.


The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular state
visit www.gutenberg.org/donate.


While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.


International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.


Please check the Project Gutenberg web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate.


Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg™ electronic works


Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg™ concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg™ eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.


Project Gutenberg™ eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.


Most people start at our website which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org.


This website includes information about Project Gutenberg™,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.




OEBPS/5715588358928288436_cover.jpg
ON SALE NOV. 7.1929

ar.

2

25°IN CANADA

. WILLIAM
b LSLAVENS o
e L MENUTT
. NORMAN
REILLY
RAINE






