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About This Book

Welcome!
Space Mythos: Science Fiction is a March 2020 OER designed to accompany other novels in an introductory
science fiction course.  The Lumen course shell is adapted from my American Literature 1 OER, which in turn was
created from materials originally developed by the State Board of Community Technical Colleges (SBCTC) of
Washington State.  So this is a modified version of the Lumen American Literature I text. The original version of
this book was released under a CC-BY license and is copyrighted by Lumen Learning.

The changes to this book listed are released under a CC-BY-SA license and are copyright by Joshua Dickinson of
Jefferson Community College in Watertown, NY.  I also adapted a Writer’s Handbook resource for the College that
goes into far more depth in coverage of the writing process and MLA style.  Other OERs I created may be of use in
teaching the writing process and are included at: https://sunyjefferson.libguides.com/JCCOERtextbooks

Notes on Using This OER
Where possible, I listed URLs so that users of print copies of the text could locate the source.  Any of the
resources could be located through an author or title search.  Alternately, adding “PDF” or looking in Advanced
Searches under .edu domains often turns up the resources.

You are free to use, modify or adapt any of this material providing the terms of the Creative Commons licenses are
adhered to.  It is a Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike (CC BY-NC-SA) designation.

I teach the texts through a Learning Management System (usually Blackboard), so I have in-class activities,
exercises, discussion prompts, tests and essays which are available upon request.  My contact information is
jdickinson@sunyjefferson and my office number is (315) 786-2221.

While the readings are predominately science fictions classics, I adopt a more diverse approach than the make-up
of the authors may suggest.  That focus on feminist, postcolonial, myth critical, and New Historical approaches is
best approached–at least for me–with longer works.
CC licensed content, Shared previously

About This Book. Authored by: Lumen Learning & SBCTC; Joshua Dickinson. Provided by:
Jefferson Community College. Located at: http://www.sunyjefferson.edu. Project: American
Literature 1. License: CC BY-SA: Attribution-ShareAlike

http://www.sunyjefferson.edu
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
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Grading Rubric

ENG 243 Science Fiction and Fantasy Grading Rubric
CC licensed content, Original

Essay Grading Rubric. Authored by: Joshua Dickinson. Provided by: Jefferson Community
College. Located at: http://www.sunyjefferson.edu. Project: Space Mythos: Science Fiction.
License: CC BY-NC-SA: Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike

https://s3-us-west-2.amazonaws.com/courses-images/wp-content/uploads/sites/5152/2020/03/22004025/ENG-243-Science-Fiction-and-Fantasy-Grading-Rubric.docx
http://www.sunyjefferson.edu
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/
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Sample Essay Assignment: Neuromancer

Essay 1: Neuromancer

(750 points)

Directions

Write a three‐to‐four‐page literary analysis on one of the following topics. For support, cite Neuromancer as well
as at least two scholarly library database articles, ebooks, or books. Use Arial or Times New Roman (10 or 12
point) font. Have no extra spaces between paragraphs. Only papers in MLA format will be accepted. For passing
credit, you must include parenthetical citations and a works cited page. See MLA Documentation site (on its
library website) for more help. Papers will lose at least a letter grade for citation or format errors.

Topics (Choose One)

Science fiction often concerns itself with the unavailability of meaningful action in a crazy world.
How do Case’s actions represent both the meaningful and the absurd?
How do Asian and Rastafarian cultures get used purposefully in Neuromancer?
How does the transcendental nature of technology get shown in Neuromancer? Defend an
arguable claim.
How does AI get shown creatively in Gibson’s novel? Why does AI matter?

Using solid logic and close analysis of textual evidence, provide a series of well‐proved reasons that are related to
your thesis.  Like your quotes, your major points should be connected logically to the thesis.  You must cite
summaries, paraphrases, or quotes.

Audience

Your  audience  knows  the  texts,  so  avoid  plot  retelling.  Avoid  chronological  organization.  Show your  own
organizational style, in order to convince your audience. Unless strongly supported, your opinion will not count for
much with these good readers.

Thesis

Include your arguable claim in your introduction. Typically,  writers lead up to this statement. A thesis is a
provable opinion about which reasonable people may disagree. Make a worthwhile, provable claim about the
texts. You decide what is worthwhile—just remember to avoid proving a basic fact. For example, proving that a
guy Oedipus got punished tells us little. Nobody would argue this, right? Go for significant why and how issues
relating to the material.

Format and Strategy

Remember that “analysis” means “a breaking up,” so avoid following the chronological order of the plot.

Interpret the specifics of quotes you use. More of you need to deal with the words in the quotes. Work to
make the meaning of the quote evident to your reader. Relate it to your paragraph topic—or relate the paragraph
topic back to the thesis. If it is important enough to be used, the quote must have clear, logical interpretation.

Avoid contractions. Use present tense. Avoid fragments in explanations. While we use MLA pagination for the
works cited, it is not consider a page. Write enough full pages and then add a works cited page.
CC licensed content, Original

Sample Essay Assignment: Neuromancer. Authored by: Joshua Dickinson. Provided by: SUNY
Potsdam (LITR 328). Located at: http://www.sunyjefferson.edu. Project: Space Mythos: Science
Fiction. License: CC BY-NC-SA: Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike

http://www.sunyjefferson.edu
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/


Space Mythos: Science Fiction

9

3

Sample Course Calendar

The information below is a compressed schedule draft from LITR 328, a science fiction course I taught at SUNY
Potsdam in Spring 2020.  Its included to indicate pacing and weekly learning objectives.  Feel free to contact me
for any of the assignments or if you have questions: jdickinson@sunyjefferson.edu or (315) 767 6609.  LITR 328
was themed with works focused on the environment, viruses, and vectors, with the dystopian The Windup Girl
being read right when COVID-19 was hitting.  Poor timing. . . !

Schedule/Course Calendar            All times are Eastern Standard Time

Week 1: 1/27-2/1  Class Meeting on 1/27

This Week’s Topic(s)
Introductions, Icebreakers
Overview of syllabus, schedule
Overview of Moodle, how to post
Defining science fiction

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will introduce themselves to classmates.
Students will correctly identify the syllabus policies for late work, academic honesty, submission
of work during online weeks, civility, and office hours.
Students will be able to restate the basics of MLA in-text citation format, paraphrase rules, and
when in-text citations are required.
Students will annotate their text, marking up meaningful and important passages.
Students will construct their initial working definition of the science fiction genre and its
audiences.

Explore
Read Seed, Science Fiction: A Very Short Introduction  Intro, Chapters 1, 2.
Syllabus, schedule, Moodle overview in class
Begin reading/annotating Seed’s Introduction and Ch. 1.
Finish the week’s assigned reading: Complete Chs. 1-2 Due: Sunday, February 1 – 11:59 pm

Engage
Read my posts in Unit 1 Discussion

Complete
Write a detailed (150+ words) self-introduction in the Meet Your Classmates Discussion Forum 
Due: Thursday, January 30 – 11:59 pm
Reply to at least two other self-introductions  Due: Friday, January 31 – 11:59 pm

Week 2: 2/2-2/8  Class Meeting on 2/3
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This Week’s Topic(s)
Science Fiction and Technology
Defining Satire
Dystopia vs. Utopia
Reading the Landscape in Course Novels

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will list common motifs in popular science fiction movies, novels, games, and stories.
Students will refine their annotation skills during in-class guided discussions of Ch. 2 in Seed.
Students will apply their working definition of the Seed science fiction introduction to two short
film clips (from Gattaca and Blade Runner), further refining it.

Explore
Read Seed, Ch 2.: “Science Fiction and Technology,” Ch. 3 “Utopias and Dystopias,” and Susan
Sontag, “The Imagination of Disaster”
Read all Unit 1 Mini-Lectures
Download the OER Resource College Writing Handbook Due: Sunday, February 1 – 11:59 pm
Read about the Turing Test in the Unit 1 link:
https://www.ocf.berkeley.edu/~arihuang/academic/research/turing.html

Complete
Seed Quiz (Chs. 1-4) (100 points)  Due: Saturday, February 8 – 11:59 pm

Week 3: 2/9-2/15  No in-class Meeting This Week

This Week’s Topic(s)
Dystopian future landscapes.
The role of drugs in science fiction.
AI and its challenge to Humanness.

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will read independently, applying their annotations to the broad unit discussion to
reflect on William Gibson’s novel Neuromancer.
Students will demonstrate independent critical analysis in producing at least 5 total well-
developed discussion posts written over at least 3 days of the week.
Students will adhere to MLA citation rules for crediting summaries, paraphrases, and quotes.

Explore
Read William Gibson, Neuromancer, Parts I-II
Read Unit 2 Mini-Lectures
Review Essay 1 in Unit 2 Assignments folder.  Choose a topic and read/annotate with it in mind.

Engage
Discussion 1: Create at least 5 total posts written on at least 3 days of the week.  To count, posts
must be more than a paragraph long, feature a sentence for the post subject, and use cited detail. 



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

11

Replies to others can count as posts if they meet these expectations.
Blend your activity between new postings and replies to others’ posts.

Complete
Read/annotate Parts III-Coda in Neuromancer.
5 discussion posts
Review the Archetypal Criticism: Character Motifs mini-lecture in Unit 2 Mini-Lectures for in-
class discussion in Week 4.

Week 4: 2/16-2/22  Class Meeting on 2/17

This Week’s Topic(s)
Madness and wealth in Neuromancer
AI, Ice, and Devastating the Environment: Why Invention is not our Greatest Hope
To what extent is Case a typical science fiction protagonist?
Archetypal characters in Neuromancer
Preview of reading challenges for The Windup Girl

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will apply archetypal criticism to the characters in Neuromancer, identifying each major
character as a type of character.
Students will contribute rough drafts to the current discussion, engaging as a community of
critics as we read this novel.
Students will share their research on supporting Essay 1 sources.
Students will aid others in improving their work through peer editing activities that also have the
effect of improving their own essay.

Explore
Students will have completed reading/annotating the novel prior to class on 2/17.
Look ahead to Unit 3 and Discussion 2.  Begin The Windup Girl reading.

Engage
In class, submit Essay 1 draft within Discussion 1.  Due: Monday, February 17 – 2:00 pm
Using the Peer Editing Sheet found in Unit 1, students complete two peer edits between 2/17 and
2/20.  Post these as replies, attaching your peer editing file so that students can find the replies
easily.

Complete
Two or more peer edits (see Engage section above)
Essay 1 (750 out of 5000 total course points, or 15%) is due as a Word file in Times or Arial font.
Due: Saturday, February 22 – 11:59 pm

Week 5: 2/23-2/29 No in-class Meeting This Week

This Week’s Topic(s)
Asian settings and science fiction: Thai Sci Fi!
Bioterrorism
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Biotechnology and the novel
The functions of environmental devastation in Bacigalupi’s novel

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will demonstrate independent critical analysis in producing at least 5 total well-
developed discussion posts written over at least 3 days of the week.
Students will draw conclusions about the political aspects of Bacigalupi’s novel and evaluate the
ways the novelist uses environmental degradation to further its plot and engage with readers.

Explore
Read The Windup Girl through page 180 by the end of the week.  Due: Saturday, February 29  –
11:59 pm
Review the mini-lectures—both text and video links—found in Unit 3 Mini-Lectures.  Due:
Saturday, February 29  – 11:59 pm

Engage
Discussion 2: 5 postings are due this week.  Due: by Sunday 2/29
Show the extent of your reading of the novel and lecture material by using it in posts.

Complete
5 discussion posts with activity appearing on at least 3 days this week.
The Windup Girl Quiz 1 (75 points) in Unit 3 Assignments. Due: Saturday, February 29  – 11:59
pm
Read The Windup Girl through page 180 by the end of the week
Read Seed, Ch. 6: “The Field of Science Fiction” and post at least twice about it this week

Week 6: 3/1-3/6 (Spring Break Begins 3/6) Class Meeting on 3/2

This Week’s Topic(s)
Paradox and the second half of The Windup Girl
Mythmaking and Female Characters: A Recurring Theme
Feminist readings of The Windup Girl

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will apply feminist criticism to characters and conflicts in the novel.
Students will connect feminist critiques to critiques of how the land in the novel gets depicted.
Students will sketch out a mini-lesson on a topic of their choosing from within the novel.

Explore
Read the remainder of The Windup Girl.
Review students’ posted Bacigalupi Mini-Lessons after the get posted in Discussion 2.

Complete
The Windup Girl Quiz 2 (75 points)                               Due: Monday, March 2 – 12:00 pm
Create a viable mini-lesson on a topic of your choosing from within the novel (within class).
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Share the outlined lesson with peers in Discussion 2.      Due: Tuesday, March 3 – 11:59 pm
Reply to at least two shared mini-lessons.                       Due: Thursday, March 5 – 11:59 pm

Week 7: 3/15-3/21 Class Meeting on 3/16

This Week’s Topic(s)
Motifs within a writer’s body of work
Elaborating on the cyberpunk subgenre
Defining settings among Gibson’s stories: Which rules obtain in his fictive worlds?
Sprawl: Is it our likeliest environmental outcome?

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will be able to recognize and list common features amongst Gibson’s stories.
Students will compare/contrast the protagonists of Gibson’s short fiction with the hero of
Neuromancer.
Students will apply Seed’s definitions of the workings of science fiction to each Gibson short story
we read.

Explore
Read the following pieces from Burning Chrome: “Johnny Mnemonic,” “The Gernsback
Continuum,” “Fragments of a Hologram Rose,” “The Belonging Kind,” and “Hinterlands”
Listen to the William Gibson interview in Unit 4 Mini-Lectures. Due: Thursday, March 19 – 11:59
pm
Read all other lecture content. Due: Thursday, March 19 – 11:59 pm

Engage
Small-group and class discussion on the weekly topics.  Due: Thursday, March 16 during class.

Complete
Gibson Quiz 1 (75 points) in Unit 4 Mini-Lectures Due: Thursday, March 19 – 11:59 pm

Week 8: 3/22-3/28  No in-class Meeting This Week

This Week’s Topic(s)
Collaborative Writing in Genre Fiction
The Sinister Corporation in Gibson
Saying No to Drugs in Gibson?
Film and Gibson’s Works

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
(Continuing) Students will be able to recognize and list common features amongst Gibson’s
stories.
Students will apply Seed’s definitions of the workings of science fiction to each Gibson short story
we read.
Students will compare The Windup Girl to selected stories in Burning Chrome.
Students will analyze clips of film adaptations of Gibson’s work to determine its faithfulness to the
original and what deviations from the text reflect about movie-making.



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

14

Explore
Read the remainder of Burning Chrome: “Red Star, Winter Orbit” (with Bruce Sterling), “Winter
Hotel,” “The Winter Market,” “Dogfight” (with Michael Swanwick), and “Burning Chrome.”
Read Seed, Ch. 6 “The Field of Science Fiction.”
Other students’ posts, the instructor’s posts.
Preview the next unit and begin reading as needed.

Engage
Discussion 4: Burning Chrome  Students create at least 5 posts over at least 3 days in the week
(150 points).  Due by 3/28 – 11:59 pm
Complete two peer edits (see Complete section below).
View film links attached in Unit 4 Mini-Lectures folder and respond to those in the forum.

Complete
In class, submit Essay 2 draft within Discussion 3.  Due: Tuesday, March 24 – 2:00 pm
Using the Peer Editing Sheet found in the discussion forum, students complete two peer edits
between 3/24 and 3/26.  Submit these as replies to the students’ posts so they can find them.
Gibson Quiz 2 (75 points) in Unit 3 Assignments folder  Due: Thursday, March 26 – 11:59 pm
Essay 2 (750 out of 5000 total course points, or 15%) is due as a Word file in Times or Arial font.
Due: Saturday, March 28 – 11:59 pm

Week 9: 3/29-4/4  No in-class Meeting This Week

This Week’s Topic(s)
The Handmaid’s Tale: An instant classic?
Why is this novel pertinent in 2020?
Dystopia and fertility: How might we weave together these concepts?
Other dystopian works
Are dystopias radical, normative, or both?

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will read critically, identifying key motifs and characters in Atwood’s novel.
Students will display an ability to connect emerging course themes to new reading material.
Students will comment on the extent to which Atwood’s novel relates to gender conflict in North
Country families.

Explore
Read Chapters I-VI  Due: Tuesday, March 31 – 11:59 pm
Read all Unit 5 mini-lectures  Due: Tuesday, March 31 – 11:59 pm

Engage
Discussion 5: A Handmaid’s Tale  Students create at least 5 posts over at least 3 days in the week
(150 points).  Due by Saturday 4/4 – 11:59 pm



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

15

Complete
Atwood Quiz 1 (50 points) Due Thursday by 4/2 – 11:59 pm

Week 10: 4/5-4/11  Class Meeting on 4/6

This Week’s Topics
Do Gibson and Atwood represent an identifiably Canadian approach to the land, or is that a
sweeping generalization?
In what ways does science fiction tend to mythologize pregnancy and childbirth?
Film and TV versions of the novel

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will analyze a dystopian film and relate it to their experience of The Handmaid’s Tale.
Students will analyze longer fictional works such as Atwood’s novel and relate them to course
themes.
Students will comment on the effects of only reading for plot and motivation to gauge the extent
to which these are limiting areas of focus for critical readers.

Explore
View Children of Men in class.
Read Chs. VII-XI by the 4/6 class meeting.

Engage
After viewing, links to the relevant TV and film excerpts will be included in Moodle for student
reflection.
Take notes on Dune and review

Complete
Atwood Quiz 2 (50 points) Due Date: Thursday 4/9 – 11:59 pm
Children of Men comparison assignment (100 points): Due Date: Saturday 4/11 – 11:59 pm

 

Week 11: 4/12-4/18  No in-class Meeting This Week

This Week’s Topic(s)
Overview of Atwood’s other works
Analyzing violence against the body
Evaluating the resolution
How does Offred act as a metaphor for the land in feminist ways? In feminine ways?  Evaluate.
Comparing The Handmaid’s Tale with The Windup Girl

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will analyze longer fictional works such as Atwood’s novel and relate them to course
themes.
Students will comment on the effects of only reading for plot and motivation to gauge the extent



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

16

to which these are limiting areas of focus for critical readers.
Students will read critically, identifying key motifs and characters in Atwood’s novel.

Explore
Review previous posts from Discussion 6.

Engage
Discussion 5: A Handmaid’s Tale  Students create at least 5 posts over at least 3 days in the week
(150 points).  Due by Saturday 4/18 – 11:59 pm

Complete
Atwood Quiz 3 (50 points) Due Date: Thursday 4/16 – 11:59 pm
Start reading Dune so that you stay on pace to complete Part I (Due Date: Monday 4/20 – 11:59
pm)
Discussion 5: A Handmaid’s Tale  Students create at least 5 posts over at least 3 days in the week
(150 points).  Due by Saturday 4/18 – 11:59 pm

Week 12: 4/19-4/25  Class Meeting on 4/20

This Week’s Topic(s)
Encountering Arrakis: What rules obtain?
The role of resources and economies in science fiction
Feudalism and resource exploitation
Faction and guild as engaging features of science fiction
Examining the Harkonnens’ sexuality and instrumental approach toward ruling

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will comment on the relevance of a novel seemingly set “there and then” but actually
being about “here and now.”
Through analysis discussion posts, students will express comprehension of the novel’s exposition
of major characters.
As they proceed through the book’s 3 major parts and appendices, students will apply the paired
concepts of landscape and science fiction to focused responses (posts, comprehension questions,
and an essay).
Evaluate written appreciations of the novel and analyze their reasons and reasoning.

Explore
Read Book I “Dune” Due Date: Monday 4/20 – 11:59 pm
Read through all mini-lectures, presentations, and video links in Unit 6 Mini-Lectures

Engage
Ask any questions about Essay 3 which arise.

Read Hari Kunzru, “Dune, 50 Years On: How a Science Fiction Novel Changed the World”
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2015/jul/03/dune-50-years-on-science-fiction-novel-world

Due Date: Thursday 4/23 – 11:59 pm
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Complete
Dune Comprehension Questions (due near unit’s end). Complete these as you read rather than
waiting to go back later.
Choose Essay 3 topic.

Week 13: 4/26-5/2 No in-class Meeting This Week

This Week’s Topic(s)
Prophecies and mythmaking: Where have we seen this before?
Drugs as a motif in the genre
Rising action: what plot questions do you have?
World-Building Conceits for science fiction writers

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will identify and classify several of the world-building inventions Herbert settles upon.
Students will define the concept prescience and gauge its functions within Dune in analysis posts.
Students will listen to a podcast on DNA genomics and apply it to how genetics gets used in the
novel.
Students will demonstrate independent critical analysis in producing at least 5 total well-
developed discussion posts written over at least 3 days of the week.

Explore
Read through Dune, Book II “Muad’Dib.”

Engage
Participate promptly and actively in Discussion 5: Dune (150 points).
Listen to After On podast interview with David Reich, author of Who We Are and How We Got
Here: Ancient DNA and the Science of the Human Past available at:
https://after-on.com/episodes-31-60/034

Complete
Dune Comprehension Questions (due near unit’s end). Complete these as you read rather than
waiting to go back later.
In discussion posts (at least two), apply the information from the After On podcast to Dune’s plot.
Quiz (descriptive name)
Discussion 6: Dune  Students create at least 5 posts over at least 3 days in the week (150 points). 
Due by Saturday 5/2 – 11:59 pm

Week 14: 5/3-5/9 Class Meeting on 5/4

This Week’s Topic(s)
Final Test Review
Dune film excerpts
Dune Book III, Appendices
Satirizing leadership
Atomics and the Fremen: Using the Land as a Weapon
The future of the Dune series
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Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will classify and review the types of science fiction novels they have read this term.
Students will engage in drafting analysis questions for potential use on the final exam.
Students will synthesize themes about both the most recent novel and major motifs in their
learning in LITR 328 this term.
Students will evaluate the author’s tone toward the novel’s conclusion, reflecting on the extent ot
which it is satirical of political leaders.
Students will aid others in improving their work through peer editing activities which also have
the effect of improving their own writing.

Explore
Read Book III: “The Prophet” and Appendices
Read through other students’ rough drafts posted in Discussion 6.  Due by Wednesday 5/6 – 11:59
pm

Engage
Conduct two peer edits in Discussion 6 Forum.               Due by Wednesday 5/6 – 11:59 pm
Seek out help if you have questions about a specific aspect of your paper.

Complete
Essay 3 rough draft (required for passing credit on final copy Due by Monday 5/4 – 2:00 pm
Peer edit at least two rough drafts in Discussion 2 Due by Wednesday 5/6 – 11:59 pm
Dune Comprehension Questions (200 points)                Due by Thursday 5/7 – 11:59 pm
Essay 3 final copy (750 points)  Due by Saturday 5/9 – 11:59 pm

Week 15: 5/10-5/15 Class Meeting on 5/11

This Week’s Topic(s)
Comprehensive in-Class Final Exam
Thanks to students for a great course!

Student Learning Outcomes (SLOs)
Students will write thesis-driven analysis arguments in response to final exam questions.
Students will reflect on their learning and evaluate its effectiveness.

Explore
Review notes and course materials in preparation for the open book final exam.

Complete
Final Exam (750 points, or 15% of the final course grade)

CC licensed content, Original

Sample Weekly Schedule. Authored by: Joshua Dickinson. Provided by: SUNY Potsdam (LITR
328). Located at: http://www.potsdam.edu. Project: Space Mythos: Science Fiction. License: CC
BY-NC-SA: Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike

http://www.potsdam.edu
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/
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Academic Writing Review

Remember these items as you edit your essay. They can make a big difference. I hope this sort of things helps. It’s
incomplete, but it’s a start.

Think of the purpose of your paper, and of how each paragraph helps you fulfill it. As I mentioned elsewhere, the
essays in the book aren’t pure models for the academic writing we will be doing. What we write should look more
solid, even if it is less flashy. You’ll need to cite details and quickly follow up on their meanings through strong
interpretation of the cited material. Topic sentences and transitions are key elements as well.

Thesis/Introduction
Set up your thesis; it’s best to place it near/at the end of the introduction.
Two-part introductions or other types of unconventional introductions tend not to work. Why? The
writer tends not to do the jobs of the introduction. These include previewing the rest of the essay,
setting up the thesis (and showing other sides to the point you’re trying to prove).
Make sure your introduction promises what you’ll do. (Don’t say “In this essay I’ll. . .” or “First,
I’ll discuss,” though. Just go ahead and start previewing the paper.)
Avoid using “I” as much as possible.
“Don’t use don’t.” Avoid contractions–as I haven’t in this posting!
“Oh, I almost forgot.” Be careful of the formal writing voice you need to use. Don’t sound chatty. I
want you to write more formally than you are in your postings.

Thesis Checklist
With the thesis statement, keep the following questions in mind. They might work for most academic writing. Get
good at asking follow-up questions of your own so that you can edit your work.

Is it a statement?
Is it a complex sentence? (Most good thesis statements provide an overview of what you’ll go into.
Therefore, most good thesis statements need to be complex sentences.)
Does it take into account your 2-3 main reasons? (These are usually your body paragraph topics,
right?)
Does it take different sides into account? You want to appear fair, and the thesis is a great place
for you to frame the merits and weak points of contending sides.
Where will you locate this statement? Usually, though not always, we put the thesis either at the
end of the introduction, or near the end. This allows us to set up the thesis carefully. Your
introduction should take care to preview what you’ll get into in the body paragraphs, just as the
conclusion reviews what you did.

Paragraphing
Starting/ending paragraphs with quotes is often a warning sign. Why is that?
When editing, check for strong topic sentences. Are they there? (Go a step further: did your
major topics make it into the introduction as preview material, and into the conclusion as
review?)
Citing properly matters.  If readers are wondering where a source begins or ends, they are
not attending to the content you chose to cite.  Their job of appreciating what you brought
to the essay is made impossible by citing problems.
Do interpret between quotes. Avoid stacking two or three quotes. I’m more interested in
what you have to write about the quotes than what’s in the quotes.
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Fix the problems with Smart Quotes. (See that mini-lecture in Module 1.)
Are your paragraphs connected directly to the thesis? How? (Is the connection clear
enough?)
End paragraphs well. (Consider transitions as well as restatement of topic sentence.)

Interpretation
Perhaps the biggest frustration is that many of you include great quotes. They’re promising, they’re useful,
they’re. . . sitting there! Use the words in the quote. Get readers to see their meaning. If you aren’t doing some
work at this level, then you aren’t interpreting. Good readers are waiting for you to prove your points through
close reading of the text. (Sell us on what the words mean. That takes some time.)

Conclusion
Lack of a conclusion will seriously affect your readers’ reactions to the essay (and thus, your
grade).
I value strong conclusions that restate your points and remind readers about how you proved your
claim(s).
Do not add new information to the conclusion.
Restate your thesis at a strategic point. Otherwise, readers will not remember your work soon
afterwards–or a week from now.
Be detailed: this is where you remind us of what you did.
Don’t write two or three sentences and “be done with it.”

CC licensed content, Original

Academic Writing Review. Authored by: Joshua Dickinson. Provided by: Jefferson Community
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Annotation: Why Mark Up Your Texts?

Marking up your book properly is a survival skill in college literature classes. Most instructors expect you to
develop your own system for noting “significant stuff” when reading. Marking up your book will allow you to
locate information while testing.

Even if you are renting a text or reading it on a Kindle or other device, there are annotation tools.  In fact, some of
the electronic tools can allow you collection your annotations.

How to Mark Up Your Book
There is no set way to mark up a text, but active readers tend to do several of the following things:

Underline important passages. As an alternative, you could put vertical lines in the margin
next to important areas.
Put ?, ! or questions of your own in the margins next to confusing or surprising passages.
This way, you won’t have to stop your reading for too long in order to look up words,
phrases, etc.
Draw lines and arrows between connected ideas. Try and find your own level of connections
so that these become more meaningful.
List concepts, themes, or the names of other authors in the margins. These indicate
connections.
List the page number or beginning of a quote similar to the one you’re annotating. Connect
one quote with another. Quotes can be linked based on similarity, difference, emphasis,
subtlety, etc. It’s up to you.
Doubt the author. Be skeptical this in the margins! Insults work, too. . .
Use literary terms like irony, ambiguity, symbolism, tone to indicate where the author is
making these moves.
Create your own shorthand for marking the book. This could be as simple as using the
triangle (delta), the mathematical symbol for change. I have a bunch of these. Seriously, this
works.
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6

Troubleshoot Your Reading

Sometimes reading may seem difficult, you might have trouble getting started, or other challenges will surface.
Here are some troubleshooting ideas.

Problem: “Sometimes I put my reading off or don’t have time to do it, and then when I do have time, well, I’m
out of time.”
Suggestions: That’s a problem, for sure. I always suggest to students that rather than trying to do a bunch of
reading at once, they try to do a little bit every day. That makes it easier.
If you’re stuck up against a deadline with no reading done, one suggestion is to do some good pre-reading.
That should at least give you the idea of the main topic.
Another idea is to divide the total pages assigned by the number of available days, figuring out how many
pages you’ll need to read each day to finish the assignment. Sometimes approaching the text in smaller
pieces like this can make it feel more doable. Also, once you figure out how long it takes you to read, say, five
pages, you can predict how much time it will take to read a larger section.

Problem: “If I don’t understand some part of the reading, I just skip over it and hope someone will explain it
later in class.”
Suggestions: Not understanding reading can be frustrating—and it can make it hard to succeed on your
assignments. The best suggestion is to talk with your teacher. Let them know you don’t understand the
reading, and they should be able to help.
Another suggestion is to read sentence by sentence. Be sure you understand each word—if you don’t, look
them up. As you read, master each sentence before going on to the next one, and then, at the end of a
paragraph, stop and summarize the entire paragraph, reflecting on what you just read.
Yet another idea: use the Web and do a search for the title of the reading followed by the word ‘analysis.’
Reading what other people have said about the text may help you get past your stuck points. If you’re in a
face-to-face classroom, asking a question in class will encourage discussion and will also help your fellow
students, who may have the same confusions.

Problem: “I really don’t like to read that much, so I read pretty fast and tend to stick with the obvious
meanings. But then the teacher is always asking us to dig deeper and try to figure out what the author really
meant. I get so frustrated with that!”
Suggestions: College-level writing tends to have multiple layers of significance. The easiest way to think
about this is by separating the “obvious or surface meaning” from the “buried treasure meaning.” This can
actually be one of the most fun parts of a reading—you get to play detective. As you read, try to ask questions
of the text: Why? Who? Where? For what reason? These questions will help you think more deeply
about the text.

Problem:  “Sometimes I  jump to  conclusions  about  what  a  text  means and then later  find out  I  wasn’t
understanding it completely.”
Suggestions: This usually happens when we read too quickly and don’t engage with the text. The best way
to avoid this is to slow down and take time with the text, following all the guidelines for effective and critical
reading.

Problem: “When a text suggests an idea I strongly disagree with, I can’t seem to go any further.”
Suggestions: Aristotle was known for saying, “It is the mark of an educated mind to be able to entertain a
thought without accepting it.” As a college student, you must be ready to explore and examine a wide range
of ideas, whether you agree with them or not. In approaching texts with an open and willing mind, you leave
yourself ready to engage with a wide world of ideas—many of which you may not have encountered before.
This is what college is all about.
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Problem: “I’m a slow reader. It takes me a long time to read material, and sometimes the amount of assigned
reading panics me.”
Suggestions: Two thoughts. One, the more you read, the easier it gets: like anything, reading improves with
practice. And two, you’ll probably find your reading is most effective if you try to do a little bit every day
rather than several hours of reading all at one time. Plan ahead! Be aware of what you need to read and
divide it up among the available days. Reading 100 pages in a week may seem overwhelming, but reading
15 pages a day will be easier. Be sure to read when you’re fresh, too, rather than at day’s end, when you’re
exhausted.

Problem: “Sometimes the teacher assigns content in an area I really know nothing about. I want to be an
accountant.
Why should I read philosophy or natural history, and how am I supposed to understand them?”
Suggestions: By reading a wide variety of texts, we don’t just increase our knowledge base—we also make
our minds work. This kind of “mental exercise” teaches the brain and prepares it to deal with all kinds
of critical and innovative thinking. It also helps train us to different reading and writing tasks, even when
they’re not familiar to us.

Problem: “When I examine a text, I tend to automatically accept what it says. But the teacher is always
encouraging
us to ask questions and not make assumptions.”
Suggestions:What you’re doing is reading as a reader—reading for yourself and making your own assumptions.
The teacher wants you to reach for the next level by reading critically. By engaging with the text and
digging through it as if you’re on an archaeological expedition, you’ll discover even more about the text.
This can be fun, and it also helps train your brain to explore texts with an analytic eye.

Problem: “I really hate reading. I’ve found I can skip the readings, read the Sparks Notes, and get by just
fine.”
Suggestions: First, if you aren’t familiar with Sparks Notes, it’s an online site that provides summary and
analysis of many literary texts and other materials, and students often use this to either replace reading or
to better understand materials. You may be able to get by, at least for a while, with reading Sparks Notes
alone, for they do a decent basic job of summarizing content and talking about simple themes. But Sparks
isn’t good at reading texts deeply or considering deep analysis, which means a Sparks-only approach will
result in your missing a lot of what the text includes.

You’ll also be missing some great experiences. The more you read, the easier reading becomes. The more
you read deeply and critically and the more comfortable you become with analyzing texts, the easier that
process becomes. And as your textual skills become stronger, you’ll find yourself more successful with all
of your college studies, too. Reading remains a vital college (and life!) skill—the more you practice reading,
the better you’ll be at it. And honestly, reading can be fun, too– not to mention a great way to relax and an
almost instant stress reducer.
CC licensed content, Shared previously
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Not Taking Sides is Like the Beetlejuice
Waiting Room Scene. . .

It is important that we recognize the benefits and limitations of methodology.  Likely, you know your major
discipline’s approaches well.  There are ways of being recognized or not.  For instance, in Jeopardy contests, one
has to phrase the answer in the form of a question.  In discussion postings, many instructors require the post
subject to be in sentence form.  In Fast Times at Ridgemont High, Jeff Spicoli, the surfer doesn’t recognize his
little brother: “Curtis, you know I don’t hear you unless you knock. . . ” (Heckerling).  In science, hypotheses have
to be provable.  In academic writing, thesis claims must be both provable and arguable.

I’m reminded of the notion of Purgatory, an invention of Dante in his La Divina Commedia (Divine Comedy).  This
gets played up famously in Beetlejuice and its waiting room scene:

A  YouTube  element  has  been  excluded  from  this  version  of  the  text.  You  can  view  it  online  here:
https://courses.lumenlearning.com/suny-jefferson-sciencefictionandfantasy/?p=566

What’s interesting is that this echoes Dante, who puts people who failed to distinguish themselves into Hell.  For
Dante’s Italians, not choosing was worse than choosing an opposite side to one’s preferred side.  Strangely
enough, we are often more knowledgeable of our opponents–more tolerant of them, even–than of those who never
choose.  He even puts the neutral angels into Hell.  In that era (1300 Florence), he even put living people into
Hell, claiming that these people were so bad that demons inhabited their bodies and they were already in hell.

So these ideas can receive dogmatic answers.  They get recognized or not, but over time they accrete meaning,
slow down, and become concrete.  (No Dogma references necessary. . . )

What I find interesting is that we’re often struggling with the miniscule rules of MLA style in the same way.

As with science, though, we can essentialize this a bit: We are always already entering ongoing
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conversations.  We do have to be for or against something.  Likely ways of being against something
are going to lead to tone issues and assumptions about audience agreement.

As the Beetlejuice move states, “Take a number!” and “It’s showtime!” (Burton).
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When Interpreting, Avoid Relativism (Because
I Think So)

Get the title?

So that we avoid the major problem of relativism, heed the following warnings:

If you don’t happen to resemble an author’s audience, don’t attack the audience that writer
appealed to
What I often see in essays based on model reading assignments is reactive rather than flexible
reading.  For instance, I often teach skeptic Michael Shermer’s book The Science of Good and
Evil.  In online discussion posts, I’ll see people react with “Well, he is sarcastic but people already
agreeing with him would find that funny.  I just find it offensive.”  Then the student writer
proceeds to do that Samuel L. Jackson “Allow me to retort” move from Pulp Fiction (Tarantino),
trying to match snarkiness with Shermer or to refute him.  When they get really desperate, they
go to the web and find attack sites.  “Allow me to retort!” is not our purpose in most academic
writing.  Later in the course, though, we will cover refutals, which are appropriately-handled
counterarguments.
“It’s true for me” doesn’t work here.  I see this happen a lot in definition or rhetorical analysis
essays that often start courses.  If the writing is rhetorical analysis, cut out one’s views from this
process . . .  it is supposed to be about form, not content, so if you start getting too much into
content, you’re not doing a formal analysis.  In fact, to the extent that you go off (or gush in
support) at the writer, you’re not doing your job of analyzing.  And definitions—while they may
not seem arguable—actually contain areas of genuine, ongoing disagreement that we would do
well to recognize.
Academic writing is public, not private.  Don’t overuse I or you.  Filtering this through the self is a
bad idea.  As Charlton Heston says of the mystery food in the movie Soylent Green “It’s people!”
(Fleischer).  Don’t serve us yourself . . . your friend Willie Wonka says “But that is called
cannibalism, my dear children, and is in fact frowned upon in most societies” (Burton).  I’m having
fun with this, but the idea remains: The chapter is the source, not the self.  Subjectivism pushes
discussion only through our limited selves.

I realize I am only going against the whole of American culture by stating this. . .

In interpreting literature, you may be right. . .  just not only because you think so!
CC licensed content, Original
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9

Literary Terms: A Guide

Metre
Metre  refers  to  the  rhythmic  structure  of  lines  of  verse.  The  majority  of  English  verse  since  Chaucer  is
inaccentual-syllabic metre, which consists of alternating stressed and unstressed syllables within a fixed total
number of syllables in each line. The metrical rhythm is thus the pattern of stressed and unstressed syllables in
each line. Groups of syllables are known as metrical feet; each line of verse is made up of a set number of feet.
Thus:

Monometer: one foot per line
Dimeter: two feet per line
Trimeter: three feet per line
Tetrameter: four feet per line
Pentameter: five feet per line
Hexameter: six feet per line
Heptameter: seven feet per line
Octameter: eight feet per line

Each foot usually consists of a single stressed syllable—though there are some important variations—therefore
these patterns correspond to the number of stressed syllables in a line; thus tetrameter has four, pentameter five,
etc.

There are two types of metrical feet in English accentual-syllabic metre: duple metre, consisting of disyllabic (2-
syllable) feet, in which stressed syllables (x) and unstressed syllables (o) alternate in pairs; and triple metre,
consisting of trisyllabic (3-syllable) feet, in which single stressed syllables are grouped with a pair of unstressed
syllables. Duple metre is the metre most commonly found in English verse.

The following metrical feet make up the most common rhythmical patterns:

Duple metre:

Iamb (iambic foot): o x
Trochee (trochaic foot): x o
Spondee (spondaic foot): x x
Pyrrhus / dibrach (pyrrhic foot): o o

Triple metre:

Dactyl (dactylic foot): x o o
Anapaest (anapaestic foot): o o x
Amphibrach: o x o
Molossus: x x x

Note that the spondee, pyrrhus and molossus do not usually form the basis for whole lines of verse, but are
considered forms of substitution: that is, when a foot required by the metrical pattern being used is replaced by
a different sort of foot. A frequently-found example of substitution is the replacement of the initial iamb in an
iambic line by a trochee, e.g. (underlined syllables represent stressed syllables):

In me thou seest the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest.
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—Shakespeare, Sonnet 73

(The first three lines of this quatrain are perfectly iambic; the initial foot of the fourth line is an example of
trochaic substitution, also known as inversion.)

Other variations in metrical rhythm include acephalexis,  in which the first syllable of a line that would be
expected according to the regular metre of the line, is lacking; and catalexis, in which a line lacks the final
syllable expected by its metrical pattern. Amasculine ending is a line that ends on a stressed syllable, while a
feminine ending is a line that ends on an unstressed syllable.

Free verse is poetry that does not conform to any regular metre.

Examples of different meters and metrical substitutions:

Iambic pentameter:

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers.
For he today that sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile,
This day shall gentle his condition.
Shall think themselves accursed they were not here,
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day.

—Shakespeare, Henry V, IV.iii

An example of perfect iambic pentameter. Note the feminine ending in l.1 (in iambic metre a feminine ending adds
an extra syllable to the line), and how the stresses follow the sense of the lines.

Trochaic tetrameter:

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?

—Blake, “The Tyger”

The first two lines exhibit masculine endings, and thus are catalectic according to the regular pattern of trochaic
metre;  that  is,  they lack their  final  syllable.  Arguably,  the second foot  in  l.4  could be read as a  spondaic
substitution (if dare is stressed).

Spondaic substitution in iambic pentameter (l.3):

Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,
Em prison her soft hand, and let her rave,
And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.

—Keats, “Ode on Melancholy”

Pyrrhic substitution in iambic tetrameter (l.2):

The woods are lovely, dark and deep.
But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before I sleep.

—Frost, “Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening”

Dactylic dimeter:

Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs not to reason why,
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Theirs but to do and die

—Tennyson, “The Charge of the Light Brigade”

Anapaestic metre:

There was an Old Lady of Chertsey,
Who made a remarkable curtsey;
She twirled round and round,
Till she sunk underground,
Which distressed all the people of Chertsey.

—Edward Lear, “There Was an Old Lady of Chertsey”

As is common in limericks, this example includes multiple iambic substitutions, here in the initial syllables of lines
1-3.

Amphibrach:

And now comes an act of enormous enormance!
No former performer’s performed this performance!

—Dr. Seuss, If I Ran the Circus

Molossus:

Break, break, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!
And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

—Tennyson, “Break, Break, Break”

The first line is an example of a molossus; it is also an example of epizeuxis (see below).

Stanzas
When a poem is divided into sections, each section is known as a stanza. Stanzas usually share the same structure
as the other stanzas within the poem.

Tercet: a unit or stanza of three verse lines
Quatrain: a unit or stanza of four verse lines
Quintain: a stanza of five verse lines
Sestet: a unit or stanza of six verse lines
Septet or heptastich: a stanza of seven lines
Octave: a unit or stanza of eight verse lines
Decastich: a stanza or poem of ten lines

Note that many of these terms refer to a unit of this number of lines within a larger stanza or within a poem not
divided into stanzas (e.g. a Shakespearean sonnet, which consists of three quatrains followed by a couplet).

Refrain: a line or lines regularly repeated throughout a poem, traditionally at the end of each stanza. Very often
found in ballads; it was also used to great effect by Yeats (see for example ‘The Withering of the Boughs’ or ‘The
Black Tower’). Usually nowadays printed in italic to distinguish it from the main body of the poem.

Enjambment: when the sense of a verse line runs over into the next line with no punctuated pause. The opposite
is known as an end-stopped line. An example of enjambment in iambic pentameter:

A dungeon horrible, on all sides round

As one great furnace flamed, yet from those flames
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No light, but rather darkness visible

Served only to discover sights of woe

—Milton, Paradise Lost, I

Rhyme
End rhyme: rhyme occurring on stressed syllables at the ends of verse lines. The most common form of rhyme.
Couplet: a pair of end-rhyming verse lines, usually of the same length. E.g.:

Had we but World enough, and Time,

This coyness Lady were no crime.

We would sit down, and think which way

To walk, and pass our long Loves Day.

—Marvell, “To his Coy Mistress”

Internal rhyme: rhyme occurring within a single verse line.

Crossed rhyme: the rhyming of one word in the middle of a verse line with a word in the middle of the following
line.

Half rhyme: also known as slant rhyme; an incomplete form of rhyme in which final consonants match but vowel
sounds do not. E.g.:

I have heard that hysterical women say

They are sick of the palette and fiddle-bow.

Of poets that are always gay,

For everybody knows or else should know

That if nothing drastic is done

Aeroplane and Zeppelin will come out.

Pitch like King Billy bomb-balls in

Until the town lie beaten flat.

—Yeats, “Lapis Lazuli”

The first quatrain is an example of full end rhyme; the second quatrain an example of half rhyme.

Para-rhyme: a form of half rhymel; when all the consonants of the relevant words match, not just the final
consonants. E.g.:

It seemed that out of battle I escaped
Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped
Through granites which titanic wars had groined.
Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,
Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred.
Then, as I probed them, one sprang up, and stared
With piteous recognition in fixed eyes,
Lifting distressful hands, as if to bless.
And by his smile, I knew that sullen hall, –
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By his dead smile I knew we stood in Hell.

—Wilfred Owen, “Strange Meeting”

Eye rhyme: a visual-only rhyme; i.e. when spellings match but in pronunciation there is no rhyme, e.g. want/pant,
five/give.

Double rhyme: a rhyme on two syllables, the first stressed, the second unstressed. E.g.

I want a hero: —an uncommon want,

When every year and month sends forth a new one,

Till, after cloying the gazettes with can’t,

The age discovers he is not the true one

—Byron, Don Juan, I.i

The second and fourth lines are double rhymes; the first and third lines are examples of half rhyme/eye rhyme.

Assonance: the recurrence of similar vowel sounds in neighbouring words where the consonants do not match.
E.g.:

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Nameless here for evermore.

—Poe, “The Raven”

Consonance: the recurrence of similar consonants in neighbouring words where the vowel sounds do not match.
The most commonly found forms of consonance, other than half rhyme and para-rhyme, are alliteration and
sibilance.

Alliteration: the repetition of initial consonants in a sequence of neighbouring words. E.g.:

Hear the loud alarum bells—

Brazen Bells!

What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!

—Poe, “The Bells”

Sibilance: the repetition of sibilants, i.e. consonants producing a hissing sound. E.g.:

Ships that pass in the night, and speak each other in passing;

Only a signal shown and a distant voice in the darkness

—Longfellow, Tales of a Wayside Inn

Blank verse:  metrical  verse  that  does  not  rhyme.  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost  is  an  example;  the  majority  of
Shakespeare is also in blank verse.

Figurative, rhetorical, and structural devices
Metaphor: when one thing is said to be another thing, or is described in terms normally connected to another
thing, in order to suggest a quality shared by both. E.g.:

Love, fame, ambition, avarice—’tis the same,

Each idle, and all ill, and none the worst—
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For all are meteors with a different name,

And Death the sable smoke where vanishes the flame.

—Byron, Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, IV

Simile: when one thing is directly compared with another thing; indicated by use of the words “as” or “like.” E.g.:

I wandered lonely as a cloud

—Wordsworth, “Daffodils”

Metonymy: when something is referred to by an aspect or attribute of it, or by something associated with it. E.g.:

Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this son of York . . .

—Shakespeare, Richard III, I.i

Here “winter” and “summer” are examples of metaphor; “son of York” is an example of metonymy, being an
attribute of Richard’s brother, Edward IV, here the person being referred to.

Synecdoche: a form of metonymy in which something is referred to by a specific part of its whole. “All hands on
deck” is an example, in which the crew are being referred to by one specific part—their hands. E.g.:

Take thy face hence.

—Shakespeare, Macbeth, V.iii

Personification or prosopopoeia: when inanimate objects, animals or ideas are referred to as if they were
human. Similar terms are anthropomorphism, when human form is ascribed to something not human, e.g., a deity;
and the pathetic fallacy, when natural phenomena are described as if they could feel as humans do. Shelley’s
‘Invocation to Misery’ is an example.

Onomatopoeia: a word that imitates the sound to which it refers. E.g. “clang,” “crackle,” “bang,” etc.

Synaesthesia:  the application of terms relating to one sense to a different one, e.g.,  “a warm sound.” For
example:

Odours there are . . . green as meadow grass

—Baudelaire, “Correspondences”

Oxymoron: the combination of two contradictory terms. E.g.:

Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health,

Still-waking sleep that is not what it is!

—Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet, I.i

Hendiadys:  when a single idea is expressed by two nouns, used in conjunction. E.g. “house and home” or
Hamlet’s “Angels and ministers of grace” (Hamlet, I.iv).

Anaphora: the repetition of the same word or group of words at the beginnings of successive lines or clauses.
E.g.:

Is this the region, this the soil, the clime,

Said then the lost archangel, this the seat

That we must change for heaven . . .

—Milton, Paradise Lost, I
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Epistrophe: the repetition of the same word or group of words at the ends of successive lines or clauses. E.g.:

I know thee, I have found thee, & I will not let thee go

—Blake, “America—a Prophecy”

Epizeuxis: the repetition of a word with no intervening words. E.g., Tennyson’s “Break, break, break,” quoted
above.

Polysyndeton: use of more than the required amount of conjunctions. E.g.:

Havoc and spoil and ruin are my gain.

—Milton, Paradise Lost, II

The opposite of asyndeton, which refers to the deliberate omission of conjunctions.

Anachronism:  when an object,  custom or idea is misplaced outside of its proper historical time. A famous
example is the clock in Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar.

Apostrophe: an address to an inanimate object, abstraction, or a dead or absent person. E.g.:

Busie old foole, unruly Sunne,

Why dost thou thus,

Through windowes, and through curtaines call on us?

—Donne, “The Sunne Rising”

Hyperbole: extreme exaggeration, not intended literally. E.g.:

Since Hero’s time hath half the world been black.

—Marlowe, Hero and Leander

Adynaton: a form of hyperbole—a figure of speech that stresses the inexpressibility of something, usually by
stating that words cannot describe it. H. P. Lovecraft’s short story “The Unnamable” is essentially a riff on this
figure of speech, satirizing Lovecraft’s own regular use of it in his work.

Meiosis: an intentional understatement in which something is described as less significant than it really is. A well-
known example is found in Romeo and Juliet when Mercutio describes his death-wound as ‘a scratch’ (III.iii).

Litotes: a form of meiosis; the affirmation of something by the denial of its opposite, e.g. “not uncommon,” “not
bad.” Erotesis (rhetorical question): asking a question without requiring an answer, in order to assert or deny a
statement. E.g.:

What though the field be lost? All is not lost . . .

—Paradise Lost, I

In medias res: the technique of beginning a narrative in the middle of the action, before relating preceding
events at a later point. Paradise Lost is an example (following the convention of epic poetry).

Leitmotif: a phrase, image or situation frequently repeated throughout a work, supporting a central theme. An
example is the personification of the mine shaft lift as a devouring creature in Zola’s
Germinal, repeated throughout the novel. Remember! Simply being able to identify the devices and knowing the
terms is not enough. They are only a means to an end. You must always consider: why they are being used, what
effect they have, and how they affect meaning(s).
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Further reading
Baldick, C., Oxford Dictionary of Literary Terms, Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2008.

Preminger, A., Brogan, T. and Warnke, F. (eds), The New Princeton Encyclopedia of Poetry and Poetics, Princeton,
NJ: Princeton University Press, 1993.

Hollander, J., Rhyme’s Reason: A Guide to English Verse, New Haven, CT: Yale University Press, 2001.

Attridge, D., Poetic Rhythm: An Introduction, Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1995.

Strand, M., The Making of a Poem: A Norton Anthology of Poetic Forms, New York: W. W. Norton & Co., 2001.
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With Analysis, Focus Upon Functions or Effects

At the college level,  putting in the right-sounding quotes in the right-looking spots of  a body paragraph is
insufficient. Writers are expected to use the quotes as excuses to argue their points. Close reading is a crucial skill
which helps the writer make sense of how something makes sense. Humanities courses largely aim to enhance or
bring about readers’ abilities to handle complex, indirect texts that demand multiple responses.

Close reading is an analytical activity where the writer picks parts of larger whole and discusses how they
function. This can be done while annotating or deciding what to say about an annotated chunk of text. Because
your audience often knows the text and has ideas about how it works, it is up to you to do more than simply point
out the existence of an important line, phrase, or word. Within the line, the critic must move from pointing out an
idea to arguing how it functions. What effect is created by that phrase? How does this word affect readers? These
questions get proved after careful setup and cited quotation work.

Once  you  have  dissected  a  speech,  description,  or  dialogue,  remember  that  you  have  committed  a  fairly
aggressive, destructive act. You yanked a part from the whole. Remember to use the late portions of paragraphs to
put the pieces back together. (“Pick up your toys when you are done with them!”)

What You Might Look for in a Text

Focus on an author’s use of complexity by discussing the effects of any of the following:

word choice (diction) word order (syntax)

connotation denotation

irony (dramatic, situational, verbal) symbolism

mood tone

paradox (seeming contradiction) how words fit/bring about character

rhetorical appeals (logos, ethos, pathos) logical patterns (valid or not)

Rhetorical  modes  (description,  narration,  definition,  process,  illustration,  comparison/contrast,
classification/division,  cause/effect,  argument)

Basically, looking for moves of any sort is a good starting point with analysis.

CC licensed content, Original
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Analysis is the Breaking Down of a Whole into
its Parts

Analysis is the Breaking Down of a
Whole into its Parts
Part-to-whole relationships and breaking those down into their functions is what we do when we analyze. We
argue about how the parts function.
For practice, look at the following image.  It is Edward Hicks’s The Cornell Farm.  The image has a fascinating
composition, so watch the way one’s eyes are directed from area to area in the painting.  Are there any symbols? 
Signs?  (Do you know the difference between a sign and a symbol?)

When we write, we analyze most of the time.  Whether we are reading a student post or model essay, we look over
each text and think about how we are looking.  It’s a composition, so some of the vocabulary we use in its analysis
is shared with other humanities courses like art appreciation or music appreciation.

Consider how the whole is broken down.  If its artful, then there’s a guiding of one’s eyes as well as a frustration
of easy expectations.  See what you see and share that!  Again, italicize the artworks’ titles.

Edward Hicks, The Cornell Farm (1848).

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sign_%28semiotics%29
https://s3-us-west-2.amazonaws.com/courses-images/wp-content/uploads/sites/2528/2017/10/10155241/800px-Edward_Hicks_-_The_Cornell_Farm.jpg
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Clearly, we can argue the parts and how they function.  Analysis is all about functions in the structure and effects
upon the viewer/reader.  It’s worth remembering that the act is destructive (lysis meaning just that), sort of like
taking apart a watch and seeing if it will function without this or that gear.  And, no, don’t use the creationist blind
watchmaker argument here just because I mentioned watches.  Their idea that something as sophisticated as an
eye could not have evolved is easily-enough refuted.
CC licensed content, Original
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How to Analyze a Short Story

Old Fence. A short story has a structure
and  a  message.  Can  you  analyze  this
picture in much the same way as a short
story?

What Is a Short Story?
A short story is a work of short,  narrative prose that is usually
centered around one single event. It is limited in scope and has an
introduction, body and conclusion. Although a short story has much
in common with a novel (See How to Analyze a Novel), it is written
with much greater precision. You will  often be asked to write a
literary  analysis.  An  analysis  of  a  short  story  requires  basic
knowledge of literary elements. The following guide and questions
may help you:

Setting
Setting is a description of where and when the story takes place. In
a short story there are fewer settings compared to a novel. The time
is more limited. Ask yourself the following questions:

How is the setting created? Consider geography,
weather, time of day, social conditions, etc.
What role does setting play in the story? Is it an
important part of the plot or theme? Or is it just a
backdrop against which the action takes place?

Study the time period, which is also part of the setting, and ask
yourself the following:

When was the story written?
Does it take place in the present, the past, or the future?
How does the time period affect the language, atmosphere or social circumstances of the short
story?

Characterization
Characterization deals with how the characters in the story are described. In short stories there are usually fewer
characters compared to a novel. They usually focus on one central character or protagonist. Ask yourself the
following:

Who is the main character?
Are the main character and other characters described through dialogue – by the way they speak
(dialect or slang for instance)?
Has the author described the characters by physical appearance, thoughts and feelings, and
interaction (the way they act towards others)?
Are they static/flat characters who do not change?
Are they dynamic/round characters who DO change?
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What type of characters are they? What qualities stand out? Are they stereotypes?
Are the characters believable?

Plot and structure
The plot is the main sequence of events that make up the story. In short stories the plot is usually centered around
one experience or significant moment. Consider the following questions:

What is the most important event?
How is the plot structured? Is it linear, chronological or does it move around?
Is the plot believable?

Narrator and Point of view
The narrator is the person telling the story.  Consider this question: Are the narrator and the main character the
same?

By point of view we mean from whose eyes the story is being told. Short stories tend to be told through one
character’s point of view. The following are important questions to consider:

Who is the narrator or speaker in the story?
Does the author speak through the main character?
Is the story written in the first person “I” point of view?
Is the story written in a detached third person “he/she” point of view?
Is there an “all-knowing” third person who can reveal what all the characters are thinking and
doing at all times and in all places?

Conflict
Conflict or tension is usually the heart of the short story and is related to the main character. In a short story
there is usually one main struggle.

How would you describe the main conflict?
Is it an internal conflict within the character?
Is it an external conflict caused by the surroundings or environment the main character finds
himself/herself in?

Climax
The climax is the point of greatest tension or intensity in the short story. It can also be the point where events
take a major turn as the story races towards its conclusion. Ask yourself:

Is there a turning point in the story?
When does the climax take place?
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Theme
The theme is the main idea, lesson, or message in the short story. It may be an abstract idea about the human
condition, society, or life. Ask yourself:

How is the theme expressed?
Are any elements repeated and therefore suggest a theme?
Is there more than one theme?

Style
The author’s style has to do with the his or her vocabulary, use of imagery, tone, or the feeling of the story. It has
to do with the author’s attitude toward the subject. In some short stories the tone can be ironic, humorous, cold,
or dramatic.

Is the author’s language full of figurative language?
What images are used?
Does the author use a lot of symbolism? Metaphors (comparisons that do not use “as” or “like”) or
similes (comparisons that use “as” or “like”)?

Your literary analysis of a short story will often be in the form of an essay where you may be asked to give your
opinions of the short story at the end. Choose the elements that made the greatest impression on you. Point out
which character/characters you liked best or least and always support your arguments.
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Literary Criticism

By reading and discussing literature, we expand our imagination, our sense of what is possible, and our ability to
empathize with others. Improve your ability to read critically and interpret texts while gaining appreciation for
different literary genres and theories of interpretation. Read samples of literary interpretation. Write a critique of
a literary work.

Texts that interpret literary works are usually persuasive texts. Literary critics may conduct a close reading of a
literary work, critique a literary work from the stance of a particular literary theory, or debate the soundness of
other critics’ interpretations. The work of literary critics is similar to the work of authors writing evaluative texts.
For example, the skills required to critique films, interpret laws, or evaluate artistic trends are similar to those
skills required by literary critics.

A  YouTube  element  has  been  excluded  from  this  version  of  the  text.  You  can  view  it  online  here:
https://courses.lumenlearning.com/suny-jefferson-sciencefictionandfantasy/?p=81

Why Write Literary Criticism?
People have been telling stories and sharing responses to stories since the beginning of time. By
reading and discussing literature, we expand our imagination, our sense of what is possible, and our
ability to empathize with others. Reading and discussing literature can enhance our ability to write. It
can sharpen our critical faculties, enabling us to assess works and better understand why literature can
have such a powerful effect on our lives.

“Literary texts” include works of fiction and poetry. In school, English instructors ask students to critique literary
texts, or works. Literary criticism refers to a genre of writing whereby an author critiques a literary text, either a
work of fiction, a play, or poetry. Alternatively, some works of literary criticism address how a particular theory of
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interpretation informs a reading of a work or refutes some other critics’ reading of a work.

Diverse Rhetorical Situations
The genre of literary interpretation is more specialized than most of the other genres addressed in this section, as
suggested by the table below. People may discuss their reactions to literary works informally (at coffee houses,
book clubs, or the gym) but the lion’s share of literary criticism takes place more formally: in college classrooms,
professional journals, academic magazines, and Web sites.

Students interpret literary works for English instructors or for students enrolled in English classes. In their
interpretations,  students  may  argue  for  a  particular  interpretation  or  they  may  dispute  other  critics’
interpretations. Alternatively, students may read a text with a particular literary theory in mind, using the theory
to explicate a particular point of view. For example, writers could critique The Story of an Hour by Kate Chopin
from a feminist theoretical perspective. Thanks to the Internet, some English classes are now publishing students’
interpretations on Web sites. In turn, some students and English faculty publish their work in academic literary
criticism journals.

Over the years,  literary critics  have argued about  the best  ways to  interpret  literature.  Accordingly,  many
“schools”  or  “theories  of  criticism” have emerged.  As  you can imagine–given that  they were developed by
sophisticated specialists–some of these theoretical approaches are quite sophisticated and abstract.

Below is a summary of some of the more popular literary theories. Because it is a summary, the following tends to
oversimplify the theories. In any case, unless you are enrolled in a literary criticism course, you won’t need to
learn the particulars of all of these approaches. Instead, your teacher may ask you to take an eclectic approach,
pulling interpretative questions from multiple literary theories.

Note: If you are interested in learning more about these theories, review either Skylar Hamilton Burris’ Literary
Criticism: An Overview of Approaches or Dino F. Felluga’s Undergraduate Guide to Critical Theory

Schools of Literary Criticism
New Criticism: Focuses on “objectively” evaluating the text, identifying its underlying form. May
study, for example, a text’s use of imagery, metaphor, or symbolism. Isn’t concerned with matters
outside the text, such as biographical or contextual information. Online Examples: A Formalist
Reading of Sandra Cisneros’s “Woman Hollering Creek” , Sound in William Shakespeare’s The
Tempest by Skylar Hamilton Burris
Reader-Respons: Criticism Focuses on each reader’s personal reactions to a text, assuming
meaning is created by a reader’s or interpretive community’s personal interaction with a text.
Assumes no single, correct, universal meaning exists because meaning resides in the minds of
readers. Online Examples:Theodore Roethke’s “My Papa’s Waltz”: A Reader’s Response (PDF)
Feminism: Criticism Focuses on understanding ways gender roles are reflected or contradicted by
texts, how dominance and submission play out in texts, and how gender roles evolve in texts.
Online Example: “The Yellow Wall-Paper”: A Twist on Conventional Symbols, Subverting the
French Androcentric Influence by Jane Le Marquand
New Historicism Focuses on understanding texts by viewing texts in the context of other texts.
Seeks to understand economic, social, and political influences on texts. Tend to broadly define the
term “text,” so, for example, the Catholic Church could be defined as a “text.” May adopt the
perspectives of other interpretive communities–particularly reader-response criticism, feminist
criticism, and Marxist approaches–to interpret texts. Online Example  Monstrous Acts by Jonathan
Lethem
Media Criticism Focuses on writers’ use of multimedia and hypertexts. Online Examples The
Electronic Labyrinth by Christopher Keep, Tim McLaughlin, and Robin Parmar
Psychoanalytical Criticism Focuses on psychological dimensions of the work. Online Examples: A
Freudian Approach to Erin McGraw’s “A Thief” by Skylar Hamilton Burris
Marxist Criticism Focuses on ways texts reflect, reinforce, or challenge the effects of class, power
relations, and social roles. Online Example: A Reading of Shirley Jackson’s “The Lottery” by Peter
Kosenko
Archetypal Criticism Focuses on identifying the underlying myths in stories and archetypes, which
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reflect what the psychologist Carl Jung called the “collective unconsciousness.” Online Example: A
Catalogue of Symbols in The Awakening by Kate Chopin by Skylar Hamilton Burris
Postcolonial Criticism Focuses on how Western culture’s (mis)representation of third-world
countries and peoples in stories, myths, and stereotypical images encourages repression and
domination. Online Example: Other Voices
Structuralism/Semiotics Focuses on literature as a system of signs where meaning is constructed
in a context, where words are inscribed with meaning by being compared to other words and
structures. Online Example: Applied Semiotics [Online journal with many samples]
Post-Structuralism/Deconstruction Focuses, along with Structuralism, on viewing literature as a
system of signs, yet rejects the Structuralist view that a critic can identify the inherent meaning of
a text, suggesting, instead that literature has no center, no single interpretation, that literary
language is inherently ambiguous

Powerful works of literature invoke multiple readings. In other words, we can all read the same story or poem (or
watch the same movie or listen to the same song) and come up with different, even conflicting, interpretations
about what the work means. Who we are reflects how we read texts. Our experiences inspire us to relate to and
sympathize with characters and difficult situations. Have we read similar stories? Have we actually faced some of
the same challenges the characters in the story face?

In addition, literary theories have unique ways to develop and substantiate arguments. Some theories draw
extensively on the work of other critics, while others concentrate on the reader’s thoughts and feelings. Some
theories analyze a work from an historical perspective, while others focus solely on a close reading of a text.

Accordingly, as with other genres, the following key features need to be read as points of departure as opposed to
a comprehensive blueprint:

Focus
Examine a subject from a rhetorical perspective. Identify the intended audience, purpose, context, media, voice,
tone,  and persona.Distinguish between summarizing the literary work and presenting your argument.  Many
students fall into the trap of spending too much time summarizing the literature being analyzed as opposed to
critiquing it. As a result, it would be wise to check with your teacher regarding how much plot summary is
expected. As you approach this project, remember to keep your eye on the ball: What, exactly (in one sentence) is
the gist of your interpretation?

Development
You can develop your ideas by researching the work of other literary critics. How do other critics evaluate an
author’s work? What literary theories do literary critics use to interpret texts or particular moments in history?
Reading sample proposals can help you find and adopt an appropriate voice and persona. By reading samples, you
can learn how others have prioritized particular criteria.

Below are some of the questions invoked by popular literary theories. Consider these questions as you read a
work, perhaps taking notes on your thoughts as you reread. You may focus on using one theory to “read and
interpret” text or, more commonly, you may compare the critical concerns of different theories.

New Criticism/Formalism
Character: How does the character evolve during the story? What is unique or interesting about a
character? Is the character a stereotypical action hero, a patriarchal father figure, or Madonna?
How does a character interact with other characters?
Setting: How does the setting enhance tension within the work? Do any elements in the setting

http://www.editorskylar.com/awakening.html
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foreshadow the conclusion of the piece?
Plot:What is the conflict? How do scenes lead to a suspenseful resolution? What scenes make the
plot unusual, unexpected, suspenseful?
Point of View: Who is telling the story? Is the narrator omniscient (all knowing) or does the
narrator have limited understanding?

Reader-Response Criticism
How does the text make you feel? What memories or experiences come to mind when you read? If you were the
central protagonist, would you have behaved differently? Why? What values or ethics do you believe are suggested
by the story? As your reading of a text progresses, what surprises you, inspires you?

Feminist Criticism
How does the story re-inscribe or contradict traditional gender roles? For example, are the male characters in
“power positions” while the women are “dominated”? Are the men prone to action, decisiveness, and leadership
while the female characters are passive,  subordinate? Do gender roles create tension within the story? Do
characters’ gender roles evolve over the course of the narrative?

New Historicism
How does the story reflect the aspirations and conditions of the lower classes or upper classes? Is tension created
by juxtaposing privileged, powerful positions to subordinated, dominated positions? What information about the
historical context of the story helps explain the character’s motivations? Who benefits from the outcome of the
story or from a given character’s motivation?

Media Criticism
How does  the  medium alter  readers’  interactions  with  the  text?  Has  the  reader  employed  multimedia  or
hypertext? What traditions from print and page design have shaped the structure of the text? In what ways has
the author deviated from traditional, deductively organized linear texts?

Cite from the Work
Literary criticism involves close reading of  a literary work,  regardless of  whether you are arguing about a
particular interpretation, comparing stories or poems, or using a theory to interpret literature.Do not summarize
the story. The purpose of the document is not to inform the readers, but to argue a particular interpretation. You
only need to cite parts of the work that support or relate to your argument and follow the citation format required
by your instructor (see Using and Citing Sources).

Below is an example from Sample Essays for English 103: Introduction to Fiction, Professor Matthew Hurt. Note
how the writer uses block quotes to highlight key elements and paraphrase and summarizes the original works,
using quotation marks where necessary.

Twain offers a long descriptive passage of Huck and Jim’s life on the raft that seems, at first glance, to celebrate
the idyllic freedom symbolized by the river and nature. . . A close reading of this passage, however, shows that the
river is not a privileged natural space outside of and uncontaminated by society, but is inextricably linked to the
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social world on the shore, which itself has positive value for Huck. Instead of seeking to escape society, Huck
wants to escape the dull routines of life.

The passage abounds with lyrical descriptions of the river’s natural beauty. For example, Huck’s long description
of the sunrise over the river captures the peaceful stillness and the visual beauty of the scene:

The first thing to see, looking away over the water, was a kind of dull line — that was the woods on
t’other side — you couldn’t make nothing else out; then a pale place in the sky; then more paleness,
spreading around; then the river softened up, away off, and warn’t black any more, but gray; . . .
sometimes you could hear a sweep screaking; or jumbled up voices, it was so still, and sounds come
so far; and by-and-by you could see a streak on the water which you know by the look of the streak
that there’s a snag there in the swift current which breaks on it and makes the streak look that way;
and you see the mist curl up off of the water, and the east reddens up, and the river, and you make
out a log cabin in the edge of the woods, away on the bank on t’other side of the river, . . . then the
nice breeze springs up, and comes fanning you from over there, so cool and fresh, and sweet to smell,
on account of the woods and the flowers; . . . and next you’ve got the full day, and everything smiling
in the sun, and the song-birds just going at it! (129-130)

Here Huck celebrates the beauty of the natural world coming to life at the beginning of a new day. The “paleness”
gradually spreading across the sky makes new objects visible which he describes in loving detail for the reader.
The “nice breeze” is “cool and fresh” and “sweet to smell,” and the world seems to be “smiling in the sun” as the
song-birds welcome the new day.

However, Huck includes a number of details within this passage that would seem to work against the language of
natural beauty. After describing the gradually brightening sky, Huck notes that “you could see little dark spots
drifting along, ever so far away — trading scows, and such things; and long black streaks — rafts.” The sun rise
reveals not only natural objects (the brightening sky, the “snag,” the “mist”), but also brings into view man-made
objects (“trading scows” and “rafts”) that signify human society’s presence in this natural environment. Similarly,
Huck speculates that the picturesque “log cabin” on the distant shore is a “woodyard, likely, and piled by them
cheats so you can throw a dog through it anywheres.” Here the marker of human society takes on a sinister tone
of corruption as Huck describes how unscrupulous wood sellers stack wood loosely to cheat their customers.
Finally, although the breeze is “sweet to smell,” Huck assures the reader that this isn’t always the case: “but
sometimes not that way, because they’ve left dead fish laying around, gars, and such, and they do get pretty
rank.”

These signs of society’s presence on the river are largely negative. The woodyard is “piled by cheats” and the
stacked fish pollute the “sweet” smell of the breeze. At this point, the opposition between “good nature” and “bad
society” remains intact. The signs of human presence suggest a corruption of nature’s beauty. In the paragraphs
that follow, however, this opposition is subtly reversed. After Huck’s account of the sunrise over the river, he
describes how he and Jim watch the steamboats “coughing along up stream.” But when there are no steamboats
or rafts to watch, he describes the scene as “solid lonesomeness” (130). No songbirds, no sweet breezes. Without
human activities to watch, the scene suddenly becomes empty and “lonesome,” and nothing captures Huck’s
attention until more rafts and boats pass by and he can watch them chopping wood or listen to them beating pans
in the fog.

Cite Other Critics’ Interpretations of the Work
Criticism written by advanced English majors, graduate students, and literary critics may be more about what
other critics have said than about the actual text. Indeed, many critics spend more time reading criticism and
arguing about critical approaches than actually reading original works. However, unless you are enrolled in a
literary theory course, your instructor probably wants you to focus more on interpreting the work than discussing
other critical interpretations. This does not mean, however, that you should write about a literary work “blindly.”
Instead, you are wise to find out what other students and critics have said about the work.

Below is a sample passage that illustrates how other critics’ works can inspire an author and guide him or her in
constructing  a  counter  argument,  support  an  author’s  interpretation,  and  provide  helpful  biographical
information.
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In her critical biography of Shirley Jackson, Lenemaja Friedman notes that when Shirley Jackson’s
story “The Lottery” was published in the June 28, 1948 issue of the New Yorker it  received a
response that “no New Yorker story had ever received”: hundreds of letters poured in that were
characterized by “bewilderment, speculation, and old-fashioned abuse.”1 It is not hard to account for
this response: Jackson’s story portrays an “average” New England village with “average” citizens
engaged in a deadly rite, the annual selection of a sacrificial victim by means of a public lottery, and
does so quite deviously: not until well along in the story do we suspect that the “winner” will be
stoned to death by the rest of the villagers.

Organization
The format for literary critiques is fairly standard:

State your claim(s).
Forecast your organization.
Marshal evidence for your claim.
Reiterate argument and elaborate on its significance.

In English classes, you may be able to assume that your readers are familiar with the work you are critiquing.
Perhaps, for example, the entire class is responding to one particular work after some class discussions about it.
However, if your instructor asks you to address a broader audience, you may need to provide bibliographical
information for the work. In other words, you may need to cite the title, publisher, date, and pages of the work
(see Citing Sources ).

Literary critiques are arguments. As such, your instructors expect you to state a claim in your introduction and
then provide quotes and paraphrased statements from the text to serve as evidence for your claim. Ideally, your
critique will be insightful and interesting. You’ll want to come up with an interpretation that isn’t immediately
obvious. Below are some examples of “thesis statements” or “claims” from literary critiques:

In “The Yellow Wallpaper,” by Charlotte Perkins Gilman, the protagonist is oppressed and
represents the effect of the oppression of women in society. This effect is created by the use of
complex symbols such as the house, the window, and the wall-paper which facilitate her
oppression as well as her self expression. [“‘The Yellow Wall-Paper’: A Twist on Conventional
Symbols” by Liselle Sant]
“The Yellow Wallpaper” by Charlotte Gilman is a sad story of the repression that women face in
the days of the late 1800’s as well as being representative of the turmoil that women face today.
[Critique of “The Yellow Wallpaper” by Brandi Mahon]
“The Yellow Wallpaper,” written by Charlotte Perkins Gilman, is a story of a woman, her
psychological difficulties and her husband’s so called therapeutic treatment of her aliments
during the late 1800s. . . Gilman does well throughout the story to show with descriptive phrases
just how easily and effectively the man “seemingly” wields his “maleness” to control the woman.
But, with further interpretation and insight I believe Gilman succeeds in nothing more than
showing the weakness of women, of the day, as active persons in their own as well as society’s
decision making processes instead of the strength of men as women dominating machines. “The
View from the Inside” by Timothy J. Decker
In Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, Mark Twain creates a strong opposition between the freedom
of Huck and Jim’s life on the raft drifting down the Mississippi River, which represents “nature,”
and the confining and restrictive life on the shore, which represents “society.” [ “‘All I wanted was
a change’: Positive Images of Nature and Society in Chapter 19 of Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn” from Professor Matthew Hurt’s “Sample Essays for English 103: Introduction to Fiction”]
In Gabriel Garcia Marquez’s short story, “A Very Old Man with Enormous Wings,” an unexpected
visitor comes down from the sky, and seems to test the faith of a community. The villagers have a
difficult time figuring out just how the very old man with enormous wings fits into their lives.
Because this character does not agree with their conception of what an angel should look like,
they try to determine if the aged man could actually be an angel. In trying to prove the origin of
their visitor, the villagers lose faith in the possibility of him being an angel because he does not
adhere to their ordered world. Marquez keeps the identity of the very old man with enormous

http://writingcommons.org/index.php/research/textual-research/citing-sources
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wings ambiguous to critique the villagers and, more generally, organized religion for having a
lack of faith to believe in miracles that do not comply with their master narrative. [“Prove It: A
Critique of the Villagers’ Faith in ‘A Very Old Man with Enormous Wings'” from Sample Essays for
English 103: Introduction to Fiction, Professor Matthew Hurt]

Style
Literary criticism is a fairly specialized kind of writing. Instead of writing to a general lay audience, you are
writing to members of a literary community who have read a work and who developed opinions about the work–as
well as a vocabulary of interpretation.

Following are some common words used by literary critics. More specialized terms can be learned by reading
criticism or by referring to a good encyclopedia for criticism or writing, including the Writer’s Encyclopedia:

Protagonist: The protagonist is the major character of the story; typically the character must
overcome significant challenges.
Antagonist: The protagonist’s chief nemesis; in other words, the character whom the protagonist
must overcome.
Symbols: Metaphoric language; see A Catalogue of Symbols in The Awakening by Kate Chopin
Viewpoint: Stories are told either in the first person or third person point of view. The first person
is limited to a single character, although dialog can let you guess at other characters’ intentions.
The third person allows readers inside the character’s mind so you know what the character feels
and thinks.Viewpoint can be “limited,” where the character knows less than the reader, or
“omniscient,” where the reader can hear the thoughts and feelings of all characters. Occasionally
writers will use multiple character viewpoint, which takes you from one character’s perspective to
another.
Plot: Plots are a series of scenes, typically moving from a conflict situation to a resolution. To
surprise readers, authors will foreshadow “false plants,” which lead readers to anticipate other
resolutions. The term “denouement” refers to the unraveling of the plot in the conclusion.
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Proper Source Use in Paragraphs

Function of Source Use
You use sources as a form of backup for what you write. They support your claims. This means that you own your
paper

Consequences of the String of Pearls Effect
Using a single source several times in a row and then moving on as if some writing occurred is a common writing
problem.  How great a percentage of an average body paragraph should come from the source? Answers vary, of
course, depending on your purpose and the sophistication of your topic. However, if you consistently let the
sources take over more than one-third of your body paragraphs, you will not be a successful arguer, thinker, or
writer.

If you consistently string together a bunch of quotes, then readers are left with unused material. If you have two
or three quotes in a row, that means you did not interpret them. For some reason, many writers think that the
quotation marks are magic, as if the quotes speak–or mean something–for themselves. They don’t. If you think of
the quotes as excuses for you to discuss their meaning, you will be much better off.

We call the stringing together of paraphrases or quotes “the string of pearls effect.” What is the effect on readers
of such lists?

I usually tell students that readers need lots of prompts and reminders. Say things again, even if you think the
quote did a good job of making meaning. Tell readers what something means–just don’t use “I” or “you” as you
follow up on  the  quote.  The  ends  of  paragraphs  are  where  things  tend to  fall  apart,  I  think.  Succeed in
synthesizing your source, in using it and proving the meaning of source information.

With cited material, follow up by

linking the paraphrase/quote to the paragraph’s topic sentence,
linking the cited information to the thesis
restating the relevance, credibility, or context of the source material
setting up a transition to the upcoming paragraph(s)
using a signal phrase like “In other words, . . .” and launching into a direct interpretation of the
cited bit

Use your options. Take an active approach so papers–especially the
research essay–actually use the sources actively.
A Typical Paragraph Pattern

(Remember, though, that this is not a formula. Vary your
paragraphs, sentences, details, appeals, etc.)

Topic sentence. This is your own. Avoid starting w/quote (Why is this so?)
setup for source use (1-3 sentences)
source use (quote then cite, or paraphrase one sentence then cite)
direct interpretation of the quote’s words or the paraphrase’s meaning(s) (1-4 sentences, right?)
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paragraph closing/transition/restated topic sentence/link to thesis
End the paragraph on your own with emphasis and power.

In large part, how well you do from here on out depends on how well you learn MLA citing and the standards of
writing academic arguments. If we’re stuck with poorly-written paragraphs, the papers will only reach a certain
level of quality.

Function of Source Use
You use sources as a form of backup for what you write. They support your claims. This means that you own your
paper

Consequences of the String of Pearls Effect
Using a single source several times in a row and then moving on as if some writing occurred is a common writing
problem.  How great a percentage of an average body paragraph should come from the source? Answers vary, of
course, depending on your purpose and the sophistication of your topic. However, if you consistently let the
sources take over more than one-third of your body paragraphs, you will not be a successful arguer, thinker, or
writer.

If you consistently string together a bunch of quotes, then readers are left with unused material. If you have two
or three quotes in a row, that means you did not interpret them. For some reason, many writers think that the
quotation marks are magic, as if the quotes speak–or mean something–for themselves. They don’t. If you think of
the quotes as excuses for you to discuss their meaning, you will be much better off.

We call the stringing together of paraphrases or quotes “the string of pearls effect.” What is the effect on readers
of such lists?

I usually tell students that readers need lots of prompts and reminders. Say things again, even if you think the
quote did a good job of making meaning. Tell readers what something means–just don’t use “I” or “you” as you
follow up on  the  quote.  The  ends  of  paragraphs  are  where  things  tend to  fall  apart,  I  think.  Succeed in
synthesizing your source, in using it and proving the meaning of source information.

With cited material, follow up by

linking the paraphrase/quote to the paragraph’s topic sentence,
linking the cited information to the thesis
restating the relevance, credibility, or context of the source material
setting up a transition to the upcoming paragraph(s)
using a signal phrase like “In other words, . . .” and launching into a direct interpretation of the
cited bit

Use your options. Take an active approach so papers–especially the
research essay–actually use the sources actively.
A Typical Paragraph Pattern

(Remember, though, that this is not a formula. Vary your
paragraphs, sentences, details, appeals, etc.)

Topic sentence. This is your own. Avoid starting w/quote (Why is this so?)
setup for source use (1-3 sentences)
source use (quote then cite, or paraphrase one sentence then cite)
direct interpretation of the quote’s words or the paraphrase’s meaning(s) (1-4 sentences, right?)
paragraph closing/transition/restated topic sentence/link to thesis
End the paragraph on your own with emphasis and power.
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In large part, how well you do from here on out depends on how well you learn MLA citing and the standards of
writing academic arguments. If we’re stuck with poorly-written paragraphs, the papers will only reach a certain
level of quality.
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How to Avoid Plagiarizing

Tip #1: Make Sure You Are Very Certain about What Is and is
Not Plagiarism

A  YouTube  element  has  been  excluded  from  this  version  of  the  text.  You  can  view  it  online  here:
https://courses.lumenlearning.com/suny-jefferson-sciencefictionandfantasy/?p=596

Tip #2: Give Yourself Plenty of Time to Complete an
Assignment
Running out of time on an assignment is a main cause of plagiarism. Rushing to meet a deadline can result in
carelessness (leading to unintentional plagiarism – see the next tip) and the desire to find a quick, easy solution
such as copying someone else’s work. Don’t give in to that temptation! Plagiarism is a serious academic offense,
and the chance of being caught (which is likely) is not worth it.

Avoid this situation entirely by starting your assignment far ahead of time and planning out when you will
complete each phase of the writing process. Even if your teacher does not require you to turn in materials for each
stage of the writing process (i.e. brainstorming, creating a thesis statement, outlining, drafting, revising, etc.), set
your own personal deadlines for each step along the way and make sure to give yourself more than enough time to
finish everything.

Tip #3: Document Everything 
Plagiarism isn’t always a conscious choice.  Sometimes it can be unintentional, typically resulting from poor
documentation of one’s sources during the research phase. For example, sometimes students will write down an

http://bacwritingfellows.commons.gc.cuny.edu/the-writing-process/
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idea from a source using words identical to or very close to those in the original, but then when they go to write
their paper forget that the material was not already in their own words.  Adopting good research habits can
prevent this type of plagiarism.

Print, photocopy, or scan the relevant pages of every source you are using (including the title and copyright
pages, since they have the information you need for a bibliographic citation).  When taking notes by hand (or
typed into a file), list the bibliographic information for each source you use.  Make sure to put quotation marks
around any wordings taken directly from the source (and note the page where you found it), and remember to put
everything else into your own words right away, so there is no danger of forgetting something is a quote.
 Documenting where all of your ideas, information, quotations, and so on come from is an important step in
avoiding plagiarism.

Tip #4: Don’t Include Too Much Material Taken from Other
Sources

Tips for integrating sources into your research.

Writing assignments are about your ideas, your interpretations,
and your  ability  to  synthesize  information.   You should use
relevant sources to support your ideas using evidence such as
quotes, paraphrases, and summaries, as well as statistics and
other data.  But don’t lose sight of the fact that your argument
is central! Including too much material from other sources can
result in a paper that feels like it has been pasted together from
a variety of authors, rather than a cohesive essay.  Such papers
also run a much higher risk of setting off plagiarism warnings
in SafeAssign or other plagiarism-detecting software.  Try to
find a balance: use enough evidence from credible sources to
prove your points but don’t let the ideas of others take the
place of your own thoughts.

Tip #5: When in Doubt, Give a
Citation
There are certain types of information – typically referred to as
common knowledge – that don’t require a citation when you
include them in your writing.  These are facts that are widely
known and can be easily found in a number of sources. They
are  not  ideas  that  originated  with  one  particular  source.
 Examples  include  scientific  facts  (for  example,  that  solid,
liquid, and gas are three states of matter), general historical
information (for example, that George Washington was the first
US president), or even information commonly known to certain
groups of people but not others (for example, most musicians
know that a C major triad includes the notes C, E, and G, even
though many non-musicians would have no idea what a C major
triad is).

For everything else, you need to include a citation, regardless of whether you are quoting directly from the
source, paraphrasing it, or giving a summary.  If you are at all unsure whether something qualifies as common
knowledge or not, give a citation. You can also consult a more experienced figure in your field, such as your
instructor, to find out if something counts as common knowledge or not.

In academic writing, the “Quote Sandwich” approach is useful for incorporating other writers’ voices into
your essays.  It gives meaning and context to a quote, and helps you avoid plagiarism.  This 3-step approach
offers your readers a deeper understanding of what the quote is and how it relates to your essay’s goals.

Step 1: Provide context for the source.  If you haven’t used it yet in the essay, tell us the
source’s title and author (if known), and any other information that’s relevant, like the purpose
of the organization that published it, for instance.
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Step 2: Provide the quote itself.  Be sure to format correctly and use quotation marks around
exact language.
Step 3: Provide a summary and/or analysis of what the quote says, and how it relates to the
subject matter of your essay and your thesis.
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Connecting Reading & Writing: The Voice You
Hear Response

Too often, reading is viewed as a passive act where the information is poured into static readers’ minds.  To
succeed at the college level, a reworking of the way one reads  may be necessary.  Read the following passage
from reading researcher Katherine McCormick and jot down your interpretation of its meaning:

Tony slowly got up from the mat, planning his escape.  He hesitated a moment and thought.  Things were not
going well.  What bothered him the most was being held, especially since the charge against him had been weak. 
He considered his present situation.  The lock that held him was strong but he thought he could break it . . . . He
was being ridden unmercifully . . . . He felt that he was ready to make his move.

From the two possible interpretations here, it seems clear that 1) readers use their previous experiences to make
meaning out of a text, and 2) context influences meaning.  After all, if we knew we were reading a short story on
wrestling, our understanding of the passage would differ.  Reading needs to be recognized as an active process. 
Read the following poem by Thomas Lux and answer all of the questions below in complete sentences.
  The questions appear after the poem.

 

The Voice You Hear When You Read Silently

is not silent, it is a speaking-out-loud voice in your head;

it is spoken,a voice is saying it as you read.

It’s the writer’s words, of course, in a literary sense his or her “voice”

but the sound of that voice is the sound of your voice.

Not the sound your friends know or the sound of a tape played back

but your voice

caught in the dark cathedral of your skull, your voice heard by an internal

ear informed by internal abstracts

and what you know by feeling, having felt.

It is your voice saying, for example, the word “barn” that the writer wrote

but the “barn” you say is a barn you know or knew.

The voice in your head, speaking as you read, never says anything

neutrally–some people hated the barn they knew,

some people love the barn they know

so you hear the word loaded and a sensory constellation is lit:

horse-gnawed stalls, hayloft, black heat tape wrapping a water pipe,

a slippery spilled chirr of oats from a split sack,
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the bony, filthy haunches of cows . . .

And “barn” is only a noun–no verb or subject has entered into the sentence yet!

The voice you hear when you read to yourself is the clearest voice: you speak its speaking to you.

 

When you hear the word barn, what barn or barns from your own life do you first see?  What
feelings and associations do you have with this word?  How do you think the barn in your head is
different from the barns in your classmates’ heads?
When you hear the word cathedral, what images and associations from your own life come into
your head?  Once again, how might your classmates’ internal images and associations with the
word cathedral differ from yours?
Now reread the poem and consider the lines “Not the sound your friends know or the sound of a
tape played back / but your voice / caught in the dark cathedral of your skull.”  What do you think
Lux means by the metaphor “dark cathedral of your skull”?  What seems important about his
choice of the word cathedral (rather than, say, house or cave or gymnasium or mansion)?  How
does skull work (rather than mind or brain or head)?  Freewriting for several minutes, create your
interpretation of “dark cathedral of the skull.”
Finally, reflect for a moment about your thinking processes in trying to interpret “cathedral of the
skull.”  Did you go back and reread the poem, looking for how this line fits other lines of the
poem?  Did you explore further your own ideas about cathedrals and skull?  See if you can catch
yourself in the act of interacting with the text—or actively constructing meaning.
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Paragraph Menu Settings Use No Extra
Vertical Spaces

MLA calls for double-spacing with no extra spaces (around titles, heading, between paragraphs).  Avoid getting a
significant penalty for multiple MLA errors.

Here’s a screen shot of the proper Paragraph menu settings in Word:

When managing the works cited page, use the Paragraph menu to create the hanging indent that indent the
second or third lines of a given works cited entry.
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Irony

Defining Irony
Irony is all about noticing contrast.  No noticing by you = inaccurate interpretations.

Verbal irony occurs when the intended meaning and the stated meaning are different—and usually opposite. 
Huh?  Let me clarify.  Irony is when the connotation is the opposite of the denotation.  Connotations are the
contexts, the situations and feelings around a word.  Denotations are the dictionary definitions surrounding a
word.

When these don’t match up, a space is created.  You see that space, and you react to it by giving that situation
meaning.

Exemplifying Verbal Irony
Irony is like sarcasm.  For example, if I said “That’s a Great tie” to someone with an extremely ugly tie, you would
hear the tone in which I said it, right?  You could look up “Great” in the dictionary and find that it means good,
admirable, wonderful, etc.  But “good” is opposite of the usage, right?  I mean, I said it so he’d see it was ugly
and bad.  Some critics dispute this connection between sarcasm and irony.

How to Approach Irony
Ask questions about irony.  Use the term in your discussions and your papers.

Do you think you’ll see irony in the works we’ll read?  Will it be used in the same ways?

If irony is the difference between the stated meaning and the intended meaning, then is it used by all cultures?

Dramatic and Situation Irony: The Sidekick Types
Dramatic irony arises when an audience knows more about a situation than the character(s).  The characters say
or do something whose significance they don’t know.  For example, you go to Oedipus the King knowing that he
has married his mom.  You know this, he doesn’t.  So, as he discovers this, you watch and appreciate it.

Situational irony would result from a gapping—a difference—between what readers expect and what actually
occurs.  This is not to be confused with the popular misconception that irony occurs when something surprising or
coincidental occurs.  (Think of that 90s song by Alanis Morrissette, “Isn’t it Ironic?” which actually featured
nonexamples of irony.  Now that’s ironic!)
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Binary Patterns: A Western Obsession

This or that?  Me or you?  I or thou?  Subject or object?

Along with these basic either/or questions, Western thought is built on other key binaries.

A binary is an either/or choice like the zeroes and ones making up DVDs or other digital codes.  While some things
lend themselves to “this or that” choices, we know that the world is often much more complicated.  The answer
“Pepsi or Coke?”  might define a person privately, but whether you like one or the other may not carry much
public meaning.  Ironically, it did carry meaning in the 80s during the Cola Wars.

These either/or choices often have strange histories.  For instance, the tragedy/comedy binary informs genres on
television and in literature.  It is based on a thinker, Aristotle, who was not even approving of literature.  Dig into
the history of tragedy and comedy and you will find some strangeness.  For instance, tragedy was supposed by
Aristotle to feature someone making a choice which leads inevitably to their downfall, which we witness and feel
catharsis, a sense of purging out of both ends. .  .!  Weird enough for you?  It makes a certain amount of sense,
just as listening to a blues song makes us feel happy, but it’s what we’d call contingent: based on a quirky,
particular set of happenings that did not have to occur.  So binaries are contingent.  (Call this the non-tragic
theory of approaching binaries.)  And comedy was supposed to involve a mating and joining offstage in early
Greek comedies—which were held at the festival of the god Dionysus, at which, originally, his devotees called
Maenads were said to  mate with willing victims on mountainsides,  after  which they would rend apart  the
sacrificial victim.  And this is what informs our genres—and has done so for 2,500 years.  So I’d add necessary vs.
contingent as a binary that can be useful.

For more on the strangeness of binaries, you might do a search for humor theory  or look at the history of
academia (gowns, gavels, graduations. . .).  Or if you’re talking good or evil, one might look at how evil always
comes back (Sauron, Voldemort).  Weirdly enough, this even contributes to a type of cannibalism whereby an
enemy’s body is eaten so that his soul can be erased–for a time–from the eternal battlefield. As the cliche goes,
“The truth is stranger than fiction.”  In fields like literary analysis, there is no “capital-T Truth.”  That idea of there
being one would go back to Plato and his theory of Forms.

So these issues have histories of which we should become aware.  As a critical reader, it is important for you to
take note of binaries and gauge their effects.  Though they may exclude other choices, it is the case that humans
notice contrasts and oppositions.

Binaries are crutches, tools.  They can work but can put blinders on what we notice.  Early in stages of the writing
or critical thinking processes, they can be useful.

Which side of a binary does the author notice or value more?
Which views are portrayed as negative?
What is undervalued or missing from a given text?

In a writing course,  then,  you might create a persuasive essay that argues one side against  another.   We
contribute to these ongoing debates most thoughtfully if we realize that they arguments will continue, however
well we write about them!  Just don’t fall into the trap of thinking that the world is either/or, comforting as that
notion may be.
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The Gothic in Literature

Definition
Note this definition by Claire Kahane from The Mother Tongue: Essays in Psychoanalytic Interpretation from our
talks about the Gothic:

Within an imprisoning structure, a protagonist, typically a young woman whose mother has died, is
compelled to seek out the center of a mystery, while vague and usually sexual threats to her person from
some powerful male figure hover on the periphery of her consciousness.  Following clues that pull her
onward and inward—bloodstains, mysterious sounds—she penetrates the obscure recesses of a vast
labyrinthean space and discovers a secret room sealed off by its association with death. (334)

At first glance, you might not think that this novella is Gothic.  It’s not literally filled with death, there are no
graveyards, and the boat isn’t literally a ghost ship!  Looking further at how this narrative includes Gothic
elements, though, we can see it fits the structure aptly.

Well, is Melville doing that “Gothic thing” in her story?  Kinda?  Sorta?  Let’s look at how he uses the pattern and
innovates upon it.  Remember, when did we say that the Gothic got started?  Oh, that’s right, around 1790.  This is
much later, but then again the Gothic is incredibly popular even today.

“Leatherstocking’s Rescue” by John Quidor (1801–1881)
via The Metropolitan Museum of Art is licensed under
CC0 1.0

Tip: Look up the works of an artist  such as John
Quidor to gauge how closely they fit the Gothic.  Do
the same with artists or even movies and television
programs you enjoy.
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College. Located at: http://www.sunyjefferson.edu. Project: American Lit 1. License: CC BY-SA:
Attribution-ShareAlike

https://s3-us-west-2.amazonaws.com/courses-images/wp-content/uploads/sites/2549/2017/10/23184907/APS621.jpg
http://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/11834
https://creativecommons.org/publicdomain/zero/1.0
http://www.sunyjefferson.edu
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
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Introduction to Writing About Literature

The best of a book is not the thought which it contains, but the thought which it suggests; just as the
charm of music dwells not in the tones but in the echoes of our hearts. – Oliver Wendell Holmes

Learning Outcomes

Find and use historical sources to discuss the historical context of a literary work
Find and use literary criticism in your analysis of literary works
Cite sources correctly using MLA format

CC licensed content, Original

Writing About Literature. Provided by: Lumen Learning and SBCTC. License: CC BY: Attribution

CC licensed content, Shared previously

Image of writing. Authored by: Caleb Roenigk. Located at: https://flic.kr/p/brNqFE. License: CC
BY: Attribution

https://s3-us-west-2.amazonaws.com/courses-images-archive-read-only/wp-content/uploads/sites/774/2015/05/23110007/writing.jpg
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
https://flic.kr/p/brNqFE
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
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Distinguish Between Primary and Secondary
Sources

1. Introduction
Whether conducting research in the social sciences, humanities (especially history), arts, or natural sciences, the
ability to distinguish between primary and secondary source material is essential. Basically, this distinction
illustrates the degree to which the author of a piece is removed from the actual event being described, informing
the reader as to whether the author is reporting impressions first hand (or is first to record these immediately
following an event), or conveying the experiences and opinions of others—that is, second hand.

2. Primary Sources
These are contemporary accounts of an event, written by someone who experienced or witnessed the event in
question. These original documents (i.e., they are not about another document or account) are often diaries,
letters, memoirs, journals, speeches, manuscripts, interviews and other such unpublished works. They may also
include published pieces such as newspaper or magazine articles (as long as they are written soon after the fact
and not as historical accounts), photographs, audio or video recordings, research reports in the natural or social
sciences, or original literary or theatrical works.

3. Secondary Sources
The function of these is to interpret primary sources, and so can be described as at least one step removed from
the event or phenomenon under review. Secondary source materials, then, interpret, assign value to, conjecture
upon, and draw conclusions about the events reported in primary sources. These are usually in the form of
published  works  such  as  journal  articles  or  books,  but  may  include  radio  or  television  documentaries,  or
conference proceedings.

4. Defining Questions
When evaluating primary or secondary sources, the following questions might be asked to help ascertain the
nature and value of material being considered:

How does the author know these details (names, dates, times)? Was the author present at the
event or soon on the scene?
Where does this information come from—personal experience, eyewitness accounts, or reports
written by others?
Are the author’s conclusions based on a single piece of evidence, or have many sources been
taken into account (e.g., diary entries, along with third-party eyewitness accounts, impressions of
contemporaries, newspaper accounts)?

Ultimately, all source materials of whatever type must be assessed critically and even the most scrupulous and
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thorough work is viewed through the eyes of the writer/interpreter. This must be taken into account when one is
attempting to arrive at the ‘truth’ of an event.
CC licensed content, Shared previously

Distinguish Between Primary and Secondary Sources. Provided by: University of California Santa
Cruz University Library. Located at: http://guides.library.ucsc.edu/primarysecondary. License:
Public Domain: No Known Copyright

http://guides.library.ucsc.edu/primarysecondary
https://creativecommons.org/about/pdm
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Using Databases: Periodical Indexes and
Abstracts

Search Magazine Articles, Research Reports,
Journal Articles, and Abstracts Published in
Magazines, Newspapers, and Scholarly
Journals.
Magazines, newspapers, and scholarly journals provide contemporary material that is often on very narrow topics.
Magazines are written in a more popular style and aimed at a general audience. The term “journals” is used for
scholarly research publications. (Librarians use the term “periodicals” to include both magazines and journals.)
Often journals are peer-reviewed, which means that the articles are read by a number of scholars in the field
before being approved for publication. There are thousands of journals, magazines, and newspapers published
annually. Instead of leafing through journals, magazines, and newspapers themselves, you can consult a periodical
database to find out what articles have appeared on a given topic.

Before the Internet, printed indexes listed articles by subject headings. Entries included author, title of article,
magazine or journal title, volume, issue, and page numbers. Given the researching habits of today’s scholars and
students, it’s highly likely that your library has incorporated online resources into their collections. Produced by
the same publishers who once provided print  indexes,  these online databases are proprietary and you will
probably need to go through an authorization procedure in order to use them when you are off-campus. Check
with your library to find out the procedures you need to follow.

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online here:
https://courses.lumenlearning.com/suny-jefferson-sciencefictionandfantasy/?p=251

Full-Text Databases
Not every article ever published is available with full text online. Some databases provide indexing only. However,
even those services can be useful. If you have enough time, you can look first in your own library to see if the
articles are available and then ask about the possibility of using interlibrary loan services to obtain the articles.

Databases can be searched by author, title, keywords, or subject headings (or descriptors). Increasingly, full-text
PDFs are available for you to download, although it’s important to keep in mind that planning ahead is the best
policy; most university libraries have a lag-time of about one year before converting print to online text/PDFs
(meaning that the most up-to-date academic journal articles, for instance, may only be available in the print
version until a year or so after their publication).

If you have never used a computerized index, then you will probably come away shocked and delighted by their
potential.  Rather  than  shuffling  through  mountains  of  books  and  periodicals  and  becoming  distracted  by
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tangential or irrelevant ideas, you can sift through a world of information in minutes by accessing the appropriate
databases.

No indexing service covers every journal published in the world. Databases range from Art Abstracts to Zoological
Records. There are general, multidisciplinary databases such as EBSCOHost, InfoTrac, Wilson Select Plus, and
Readers Guide Abstracts. (Some of these have corresponding printed indexes and some are available online only.)
How to Choose the Appropriate Database

How do you know which ones to use? Your library’s Web site will have a subject-oriented listing of the databases
and indexes available. If you are having trouble deciding where to look, this is a good time to ask your librarian!

Although they differ in searching procedures, most databases can be searched by authors, titles of articles,
keywords,  and subject  headings—most  often referred to  as  descriptors.  Every  database has  its  own list  of
descriptors.  A thesaurus of  these descriptors may be available in print  form as well  as online.  Looking up
“classroom management” in ERIC, an education database, indicates that the preferred descriptor used by ERIC
for this concept is “classroom techniques.” PsycINFO—an excellent indexing service produced by the American
Psychological Association—uses descriptors such as “classroom behavior” and “classroom discipline” for the same
concept. When using indexes online, first try a few keywords of your own, and then look carefully at the complete
entries to see if you can identify other useful descriptors to use as research keywords/descriptors.

 

Once you have found the citations for the articles, you may find
that the database you have selected includes online full text of
all  the articles indexed. If  not,  you will  want to check your
library’s catalog to see if the journal is available in print or
electronically through another service. Libraries often provide
a list of all of the journals that are made available electronically
in the databases they license.

Online  indexing  can  also  provide  additional  filtering  features,  to  make  searching  for  specific
keywords/descriptors/articles,  etc.  even  more  specific  –  for  instance,  you  can  usually  search  using  limited
publication dates. You may be able to limit your search to articles in a specific language. Some databases such as
EXPANDED ACADEMIC ASAP allow users to limit their search to “peer-reviewed journals” (i.e. scholarly journals
rather than popular magazines). Some databases provide a table of contents feature so that you can choose the
name of a journal and then browse through each issue. Your library may license a large (and expensive) database
called ISI Web of Science. Web of Science has a special “cited reference” feature. You can identify an article and
then find out what other writers are citing that article! Then, if you wish, you can review what these other
scholars have written about this particular source.

Given the remarkable capabilities of ISI Web of Science (and other databases), you can see why more and more
researchers depend on them to locate all of the essays written by a particular scholar or to determine what studies
are being referred to most frequently or to obtain a complete listing of all of the articles on a subject that have
been cited in a prominent journal.

Next are some examples of databases that you may be able to access at your library. (The producers of these
databases are continually updating their products. The years of coverage and the number of journals indexed may
have changed.)
CC licensed content, Shared previously

Using Databases: Periodical Indexes and Abstracts. Authored by: Joseph Moxley. Provided by:
Writing Commons. Located at:
http://writingcommons.org/open-text/information-literacy/library-and-internet-research/using-data
bases/737-using-databases-periodical-indexes-and-abstracts. License: CC BY-NC-ND: Attribution-
NonCommercial-NoDerivatives

https://s3-us-west-2.amazonaws.com/courses-images-archive-read-only/wp-content/uploads/sites/774/2016/06/14165950/binary.jpg
http://writingcommons.org/open-text/information-literacy/library-and-internet-research/using-databases/737-using-databases-periodical-indexes-and-abstracts
http://writingcommons.org/open-text/information-literacy/library-and-internet-research/using-databases/737-using-databases-periodical-indexes-and-abstracts
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
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Finding Literary Criticism

Literary criticism is writing that explores the meaning of works of literature. Among other things, literary criticism
analyzes works of literature in terms of their historical and literary context. It can also examine a particular type
of literature or compare different works by the same author or works by different authors.

Literary criticism analyzes fiction, poetry, drama and some types of non-fiction by considering key issues such as
plot, character, setting, theme, imagery, and voice. Literary criticism may also consider the effectiveness of a
work of literature, but it’s important to note that in this context the word “criticism” doesn’t simply mean finding
fault with the writing but rather looking at it from a critical or analytical viewpoint in order to understand it
better.

It’s  also  important  to  note that  literary criticism involves  more than just  summarizing the plot  or  offering
biographical information about the author.

Evaluating Sources of Literary Criticism
If you’re asked to find scholarly sources of literary criticism, you should look for journals that are peer-reviewed.
In other words, before articles are accepted for publication in the journal, they’re reviewed by other scholars.
Articles in a scholarly journal will also include citations for other works that are referenced. Scholarly books,
likewise, will document their sources and are usually written by someone affiliated with a college or university and
published by a university press. Sometimes a book of literary criticism is actually a compilation of articles that
have previously appeared in journals. If that’s the case, you can try to ascertain the nature of the journal in
question.

Even if you know an article has come from a peer-reviewed journal, you may still wonder about its relevance,
particularly if the work or author you’re researching is one that’s been studied extensively. One way to get more
information about a source is to type the title of the article into Google Scholar and see how many times it’s been
cited. The higher the number, the more likely it is that the article is influential—or at least controversial. You can
do a similar search to learn more about the reputation of a journal, book, or author.

Finally, when looking for critical work, don’t rely on sources like SparkNotes, which provide help for students but
are not considered reputable scholarly sources.

Sources of Literary Criticism
An ideal placeto begin your search for literary criticism is the English subject guide on the TAMU libraries’
website: library.tamu.edu/subject-guides/English. We also recommend their handout “Starting Points for Literary
Criticism.”

Here are some of the useful links you’ll find on the library website:

ABELL (Annual Bibliography of English Language and Literature): This database includes English-language
articles, books, and reviews published since 1920 on English language and literature, traditional culture and
bibliography. It also includes unpublished dissertations from the years 1920-1999. It covers English, American and
Commonwealth writers.

Academic Search Complete: EBSCO: This online database, a general source for scholarly works in a variety of
disciplines, covers works on the literature of all languages. The database covers almost 11,000 publications and
offers full text on about 5,000 of those.
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Modern Language Association (MLA) International Bibliograghy: This is a key resource for information on
literature, linguistics, and folklore. The database includes more than 4,000 journals in the field, as well as books,
collections of essays, dissertations and other bibliographies. It covers work from 1920 to the present. When
searching, you can specify the kind of references you want, i.e. books, journals, websites. You can also choose only
those listings that link to a full text version of the material. You can also set the search parameters to show you
only scholarly (peer reviewed) journals or you can request entries within a certain timeframe, such as only those
published after the year 2000.

The TAMU library’s English subject page also links to databases geared to specific time periods (such as Brepolis
Medieval Bibliographies) and those pertaining to certain types of literature (such as the Children’s Literature
Database).

A few other resources you may want to investigate:

African American Review: This online journal specifically focuses on African American literature and ethnic
studies, “[providing] a lively exchange between writers and scholars in the arts, humanities, and social sciences
who hold diverse perspectives on African American literature and culture.” The website features full-text online
access to back issues.

American Literary Scholarship: This journal offers current critical analysis of American literature. Among the
writers discussed are Whitman, Hawthorne, Poe, Melville, Twain, and Faulkner. It is available in print at PS3.A47
or electronically.

A Handbook to Literature: A collection of defined literary terms, movements, and theories, this text is edited by
William Harmon and C. Hugh Holman and is easy to use. It is available in print at PN41 .H355 2000.

Literary Research: A Guide to Reference Sources for the Study of Literature in English and Related
Topics:  This book, published in 1993, is helpful for locating other bibliographies for English and American
literature by period. It also provides a list of related topics (music, science, art, etc.) that may also be useful. The
book is edited by James Harner and is available in print at Z2011.H34 1993.

The Year’s Work in English Studies:  This  bibliography lists  and assesses the scholarly literary criticism
published in a given year. The information is presented according to major literary periods, such as “American
Literature to 1900” and can also be searched by author. It can be accessed at: ywes.oxfordjournals.org/

Also recommended for you:
Literary Terms

Analyzing Novels & Short Stories

Analyzing Plays
Analyzing Poetry
CC licensed content, Shared previously

Finding Literary Criticism. Provided by: The University Writing Center, Texas A&M University.
Located at:
http://writingcenter.tamu.edu/Students/Handouts-Guides/Handouts-%28Get-It-Written%29/Resear
ching/Finding-Literary-Criticism. License: CC BY-NC-ND: Attribution-NonCommercial-
NoDerivatives

http://ywes.oxfordjournals.org/
http://writingcenter.tamu.edu/Students/Handouts-Guides/Guides-(What-Are-You-Writing-)/Creative-Writing/Literary-Terms
http://writingcenter.tamu.edu/Students/Handouts-Guides/Guides-(What-Are-You-Writing-)/Academic-Writing/Analysis/Analyzing-Fiction
http://writingcenter.tamu.edu/Students/Handouts-Guides/Guides-(What-Are-You-Writing-)/Academic-Writing/Analysis/Analyzing-Plays
http://writingcenter.tamu.edu/Students/Handouts-Guides/Guides-(What-Are-You-Writing-)/Academic-Writing/Analysis/Analyzing-Poetry
http://writingcenter.tamu.edu/Students/Handouts-Guides/Handouts-%28Get-It-Written%29/Researching/Finding-Literary-Criticism
http://writingcenter.tamu.edu/Students/Handouts-Guides/Handouts-%28Get-It-Written%29/Researching/Finding-Literary-Criticism
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
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Using Modern Language Association (MLA)
Style

Learning Objectives

Identify the major components of a research paper written using MLA style.
Apply general Modern Language Association (MLA) style and formatting conventions in a
research paper.

We have addressed American Psychological Association (APA) style, as well as the importance of giving credit
where credit is due, so now let’s turn our attention to the formatting and citation style of the Modern Language
Association, known as MLA style.

MLA style is often used in the liberal arts and humanities. Like APA style, it provides a uniform framework for
consistency across  a  document  in  several  areas.  MLA style  provides a  format  for  the manuscript  text  and
parenthetical citations, or in-text citations. It also provides the framework for the works cited area for references
at the end of the essay. MLA style emphasizes brevity and clarity. As a student writer, it is to your advantage to be
familiar with both major styles, and this section will outline the main points of MLA as well as offer specific
examples of commonly used references. Remember that your writing represents you in your absence. The correct
use of  a citation style demonstrates your attention to detail  and ability  to produce a scholarly work in an
acceptable style, and it can help prevent the appearance or accusations of plagiarism.

If you are taking an English, art history, or music appreciation class, chances are that you will be asked to write
an essay in MLA format. One common question goes something like “What’s the difference?” referring to APA and
MLA style, and it deserves our consideration. The liberal arts and humanities often reflect works of creativity that
come from individual and group effort, but they may adapt, change, or build on previous creative works. The
inspiration to create something new, from a song to a music video, may contain elements of previous works.
Drawing on your fellow artists and authors is part of the creative process, and so is giving credit where credit is
due.

A reader interested in your subject wants not only to read what you wrote but also to be aware of the works that
you used to create it. Readers want to examine your sources to see if you know your subject, to see if you missed
anything, or if you offer anything new and interesting. Your new or up-to-date sources may offer the reader
additional insight on the subject being considered. It also demonstrates that you, as the author, are up-to-date on
what is happening in the field or on the subject. Giving credit where it is due enhances your credibility, and the
MLA style offers a clear format to use.

Uncredited work that is incorporated into your own writing is considered plagiarism. In the professional world,
plagiarism results in loss of credibility and often compensation, including future opportunities. In a classroom
setting, plagiarism results in a range of sanctions, from loss of a grade to expulsion from a school or university. In
both professional and academic settings, the penalties are severe. MLA offers artists and authors a systematic
style of reference, again giving credit where credit is due, to protect MLA users from accusations of plagiarism.

MLA style uses a citation in the body of the essay that links to the works cited page at the end. The in-text citation
is offset with parentheses, clearly calling attention to itself for the reader. The reference to the author or title is
like a signal to the reader that information was incorporated from a separate source. It also provides the reader
with information to then turn to the works cited section of your essay (at the end) where they can find the
complete reference. If you follow the MLA style, and indicate your source both in your essay and in the works
cited section, you will prevent the possibility of plagiarism. If you follow the MLA guidelines, pay attention to
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detail, and clearly indicate your sources, then this approach to formatting and citation offers a proven way to
demonstrate your respect for other authors and artists.

Five Reasons to Use MLA Style
To demonstrate your ability to present a professional, academic essay in the correct style
To gain credibility and authenticity for your work
To enhance the ability of the reader to locate information discussed in your essay
To give credit where credit is due and prevent plagiarism
To get a good grade or demonstrate excellence in your writing

Before we transition to specifics, please consider one word of caution: consistency. If you are instructed to use the
MLA style and need to indicate a date, you have options. For example, you could use an international or a US
style:

International style: 18 May 1980 (day/month/year)
US style: May 18, 1980 (month/day/year)

If you are going to the US style, be consistent in its use. You’ll find you have the option on page 83 of the MLA
Handbook for Writers of Research Papers, 7th edition. You have many options when writing in English as the
language itself has several conventions, or acceptable ways of writing particular parts of speech or information.

You are welcome to look in the MLA Handbook and see there is one preferred style or convention (you will also
find the answer at end of this section marked by an asterisk [*]). Now you may say to yourself that you won’t write
that term and it may be true, but you will come to a term or word that has more than one way it can be written. In
that case, what convention is acceptable in MLA style? This is where the MLA Handbook serves as an invaluable
resource. Again, your attention to detail and the professional presentation of your work are aspects of learning to
write in an academic setting.

Now let’s transition from a general discussion on the advantages of MLA style to what we are required to do to
write a standard academic essay.  We will  first  examine a general  “to do” list,  then review a few “do not”
suggestions, and finally take a tour through a sample of MLA features. Links to sample MLA papers are located at
the end of this section.

General MLA List
Use standard white paper (8.5 × 11 inches).
Double space the essay and quotes.
Use Times New Roman 12-point font.
Use one-inch margins on all sides
Indent paragraphs (five spaces or 1.5 inches).
Include consecutive page numbers in the upper-right corner.
Use italics to indicate a title, as in Writing for Success.
On the first page, place your name, course, date, and instructor’s name in the upper-left corner.
On the first page, place the title centered on the page, with no bold or italics and all words
capitalized.
On all pages, place the header, student’s name + one space + page number, 1.5 inches from the
top, aligned on the right.

Tip
Depending on your field of study, you may sometimes write research papers in either APA or MLA style. Recognize
that each has its advantages and preferred use in fields and disciplines. Learn to write and reference in both
styles with proficiency.
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Title Block Format
You never get a second chance to make a first impression, and your title block (not a separate title page; just a
section at the top of the first page) makes an impression on the reader. If correctly formatted with each element of
information in its proper place, form, and format, it says to the reader that you mean business, that you are a
professional, and that you take your work seriously, so it should, in turn, be seriously considered. Your title block
in MLA style contributes to your credibility. Remember that your writing represents you in your absence, and the
title block is the tailored suit or outfit that represents you best. That said, sometimes a separate title page is
necessary, but it is best both to know how to properly format a title block or page in MLA style and to ask your
instructor if it is included as part of the assignment.

Your name

Instructor

Course number

Date

Title of Paper

Paragraphs and Indentation
Make sure you indent five spaces (from the left margin). You’ll see that the indent offsets the beginning of a new
paragraph. We use paragraphs to express single ideas or topics that reinforce our central purpose or thesis
statement. Paragraphs include topic sentences, supporting sentences, and conclusion or transitional sentences
that link paragraphs together to support the main focus of the essay.

Tables and Illustrations
Place tables and illustrations as close as possible to the text they reinforce or complement. Here’s an example of a
table in MLA.

Table 1

Sales Figures by Year Sales Amount ($)

2007 100,000

2008 125,000

2009 185,000

2010 215,000

As we can see in Table 1, we have experienced significant growth since 2008.

This example demonstrates that the words that you write and the tables, figures, illustrations, or images that you
include should be next to each other in your paper.
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Parenthetical Citations
You must cite your sources as you use them. In the same way that a table or figure should be located right next to
the  sentence  that  discusses  it  (see  the  previous  example),  parenthetical  citations,  or  citations  enclosed  in
parenthesis that appear in the text, are required. You need to cite all your information. If someone else wrote it,
said it, drew it, demonstrated it, or otherwise expressed it, you need to cite it. The exception to this statement is
common, widespread knowledge. For example, if you search online for MLA resources, and specifically MLA
sample papers, you will find many similar discussions on MLA style. MLA is a style and cannot be copyrighted
because it is a style, but the seventh edition of the MLA Handbook can be copyright protected. If you reference a
specific page in that handbook, you need to indicate it. If you write about a general MLA style issue that is
commonly covered or addressed in multiple sources, you do not. When in doubt, reference the specific resource
you used to write your essay.

Your in-text, or parenthetical, citations should do the following:

Clearly indicate the specific sources also referenced in the works cited
Specifically identify the location of the information that you used
Keep the citation clear and concise, always confirming its accuracy

Works Cited Page
After the body of your paper comes the works cited page. It features the reference sources used in your essay. List
the sources alphabetically by last name, or list them by title if the author is not known as is often the case of web-
based articles. You will find links to examples of the works cited page in several of the sample MLA essays at the
end of this section.

As a point of reference and comparison to our APA examples, let’s examine the following three citations and the
order of the information needed.

Citation
Type MLA Style APA Style

Website
Author’s Last Name, First Name. Title of
the website. Publication Date. Name of
Organization (if applicable). Date you
accessed the website. <URL>.

Author’s Last Name, First Initial. (Date
of publication). Title of document.
Retrieved from URL

Online article
Author’s Last Name, First Name. “Title of
Article.” Title of the website. Date of
publication. Organization that provides the
website. Date you accessed the website.

Author’s Last name, First Initial. (Date
of publication). Title of article. Title of
Journal, Volume(Issue). Retrieved from
URL

Book
Author’s Last Name, First Name. Title of
the Book. Place of Publication: Publishing
Company, Date of publication.

Author’s Last Name, First Initial. (Date
of publication). Title of the book. Place
of Publication: Publishing Company.

Note: The items listed include proper punctuation and capitalization according to the
style’s guidelines.
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Exercise 1
In Chapter 13 “APA and MLA Documentation and Formatting”, Section 13.1 “Formatting a Research Paper”, you
created a sample essay in APA style. After reviewing this section and exploring the resources linked at the end of
the section (including California State University–Sacramento’s clear example of a paper in MLA format), please
convert your paper to MLA style using the formatting and citation guidelines. You may find it helpful to use online
applications that quickly, easily, and at no cost convert your citations to MLA format.

Exercise 2
Please convert the APA-style citations to MLA style. You may find that online applications can quickly, easily, and
at no cost convert your citations to MLA format. There are several websites and applications available free (or as a
free trial) that will allow you to input the information and will produce a correct citation in the style of your
choice. Consider these two sites:

http://www.noodletools.com
http://citationmachine.net

Hint: You may need access to the Internet to find any missing information required to correctly cite in MLA style.
This demonstrates an important difference between APA and MLA style—the information provided to the reader.

Sample Student Reference List in APA Style

1 Brent, D. A., Poling, K. D., & Goldstein, T. R. (2010). Treating depressed and
suicidal adolescents: A clinician’s guide. New York, NY: Guilford Press.

MLA

2 Dewan, S. (2007, September 17). Using crayons to exorcise Katrina. The New York
Times.Retrieved from http://www.nytimes.com/2007/09/17/arts/design/17ther.html

MLA

3 Freud, S. (1955). Beyond the pleasure principle. In The Complete Works of
Sigmund Freud. (Vol. XVII, pp. 3–66). London, England: Hogarth.

MLA

4
Henley, D. (2007). Naming the enemy: An art therapy intervention for children with
bipolar and comorbid disorders. Art Therapy: Journal of the American Art Therapy
Association, 24(3), 104–110.

MLA

5 Hutson, M. (2008). Art therapy: The healing arts. Psychology Today. Retrieved from
http://www.psychologytoday.com/articles/200705/art-therapy-the-healing-arts

MLA

6
Isis, P. D., Bus, J., Siegel, C. A., & Ventura, Y. (2010). Empowering students through
creativity: Art therapy in Miami-Dade County Public Schools. Art Therapy: Journal
of the American Art Therapy Association, 27(2), 56–61.

MLA

http://www.noodletools.com/
http://citationmachine.net/
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7 Johnson, D. (1987). The role of the creative arts therapies in the diagnosis and
treatment of psychological trauma. The Arts in Psychotherapy, 14, 7–13.

MLA

8 Malchiodi, C. (2006). Art therapy sourcebook. New York, NY: McGraw-Hill.

MLA

9 Markel, R. (Producer). (2010). I’m an artist [Motion picture]. United States: Red
Pepper Films.

MLA

10 Kelley, S. J. (1984). The use of art therapy with sexually abused children. Journal of
Psychosocial Nursing and Mental Health, 22(12), 12–28.

MLA

11
Pifalo, T. (2008). Why art therapy? Darkness to light: Confronting child abuse with
courage. Retrieved from
http://www.darkness2light.org/KnowAbout/articles_art_therapy.asp

MLA

12 Rubin, J. A. (2005). Child art therapy (25th ed.). New York, NY: Wiley.

MLA

13 Schimek, J. (1975). A critical re-examination of Freud’s concept of unconscious
mental representation. International Review of Psychoanalysis, 2, 171–187.

MLA

14 Strauss, M. B. (1999). No talk therapy for children and adolescents. New York, NY:
Norton.

MLA

15 Thompson, T. (2008). Freedom from meltdowns: Dr. Thompson’s solutions for
children with autism. Baltimore, MD: Paul H. Brookes.

MLA

Useful Sources of Examples of MLA Style
Arizona State University Libraries offers an excellent resource with clear examples.

http://libguides.asu.edu/content.php?pid=122697&sid=1132964

http://libguides.asu.edu/content.php?pid=122697&sid=1132964
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Purdue Online Writing Lab includes sample pages and works cited.
http://owl.english.purdue.edu/owl/resource/747/01

California State University–Sacramento’s Online Writing Lab has an excellent visual description
and example of an MLA paper.

http://www.csus.edu/owl/index/mla/mla_format.htm
SUNY offers an excellent, brief, side-by-side comparison of MLA and APA citations.

http://www.sunywcc.edu/LIBRARY/research/MLA_APA_08.03.10.pdf
Cornell University Library provides comprehensive MLA information on its Citation Management
website.

http://www.library.cornell.edu/resrch/citmanage/mla
The University of Kansas Writing Center is an excellent resource.

http://www.writing.ku.edu/guides

* (a) is the correct answer to the question at the beginning of this section. The MLA Handbook prefers “twentieth
century.”

Key Takeaways
MLA style is often used in the liberal arts and humanities.
MLA style emphasizes brevity and clarity.
A reader interested in your subject wants not only to read what you wrote but also to be informed
of the works you used to create it.
MLA style uses a citation in the body of the essay that refers to the works cited section at the end.
If you follow MLA style, and indicate your source both in your essay and in the works cited
section, you will prevent the possibility of plagiarism.
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Works Cited Entries: What to Include

The Indian River State College Library pages have many useful pages covering MLA style and how to approach it. 
I like this page on what goes into a works cited entry for the way it reminds us that the entries have common
elements we should remember.
Public domain content

Works Cited Entries: What to Include. Authored by: IRSC. Provided by: Indian River State
College. Located at: http://irsc.libguides.com/mla/whattoinclude. Project: American Lit 1.
License: CC BY-SA: Attribution-ShareAlike

http://irsc.libguides.com/mla/whattoinclude
http://irsc.libguides.com/mla/whattoinclude
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
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27

Checklist: Using Quotations Effectively

Checklist: Using Quotations Effectively
Before you include a quotation in your essay, ask yourself:

Which point of mine does the quotation support?
Why should the passage be quoted rather than paraphrased or summarized?
What do my readers need to know about the quotation’s author?

As you integrate quotations into your draft, ask yourself:

Ο  Have I sufficiently introduced the quotation with a phrase or sentence?
Ο  Will my readers know whom I am quoting and why?
Ο  Does the quotation fit smoothly into my own sentence?

As you revise your work, ask yourself:

Ο  Have I strung together too many quotations?
Ο  Have I used long quotations sparingly?
Ο  Have I used quotation marks properly and documented each quote?
CC licensed content, Original
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28

How not to Write the Introduction and
Conclusion

Overview
The opening and closing of anything one writes become increasingly important with busy readers. The way a
writers introduces the subject to readers could determine how they will approach the ideas or even if they will
continue reading. The introduction of a research paper is especially important because research papers tend to be
long and complex.

The Introduction
Your introduction should accomplish key goals:

Grab attention.  Open with a quote, fact, statistic, or short narrative.
Convince readers that your paper is worth reading.  Demonstrate the importance of your
subject with details.
Explain the basic context of your subject
Narrow the topic to a specific thesis that clearly states your position

You may use the introduction to explain or justify research methods or address readers’ objections.

The Conclusion

A conclusion should accomplish specific tasks:

Bring the paper to an interesting, logical end
End with a final fact, quote, or comment to provoke readers to accept your ideas and think
about the topic on their own
Reinforce the main points of the essay without unnecessary repetition
Restate your thesis in a strategic spot where it will have the most effect on readers
Speculate about future action

Trite, Cliched Beginnings and Endings Send Messages
Remember, readers’ memories are not very powerful. Remind them of the specific things they should take
away from the reading of your essay. Just avoid saying “In conclusion, I will  review ______ and _______,”
because this patterned ending sounds false.  In fact, avoid every writing “In conclusion” to start a paragraph
which is, obviously, the last!
Often, I mine the words for my introduction from the conclusion. By that point, I know more about what I have
accomplished in those body paragraphs. I can copy and paste (and reword) my conclusion, which appears
sharper than the original introduction. This process might work for you, and it’s easy with the copy and paste
commands. Then, go back and rewrite a conclusion, making sure it’s not just parroting the wording of the
introduction. Call this the Robin Hood Principle: Stealing from the rich to give to the poor.
Read aloud both your introduction and conclusion. Hear how they sound, and make sure they are of similar
quality and length without seeming identical.  Lastly, avoid “According to Dictionary.com, _____ is” or any
“Society verbs ___________” constructions.  (“Society views the media as bad.”)  Provable?  Arguable?)

CC licensed content, Original
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29

Using Sources: Blending Source Material with
Your Own Work

When working with sources, many students worry they are simply regurgitating ideas that others formulated. That
is why it is important for you to develop your own assertions, organize your findings so that your own ideas are
still the thrust of the paper, and take care not to rely too much on any one source, or your paper’s content might
be controlled too heavily by that source.

In practical terms, some ways to develop and back up your assertions include:

Blend sources with your assertions. Organize your sources before and as you write so that they blend, even within
paragraphs. Your paper—both globally and at the paragraph level—should reveal relationships among your
sources, and should also reveal the relationships between your own ideas and those of your sources.

Write  an original  introduction and conclusion.  As  much as  is  practical,  make the paper’s  introduction and
conclusion your own ideas or your own synthesis of the ideas inherent in your research. Use sources minimally
in your introduction and conclusion.

Open and close paragraphs with originality. In general, use the openings and closing of your paragraphs to reveal
your work—“enclose” your sources among your assertions. At a minimum, create your own topic sentences and
wrap-up sentences for paragraphs.

Use transparent rhetorical strategies. When appropriate, outwardly practice such rhetorical strategies as analysis,
synthesis, comparison, contrast, summary, description, definition, hierarchical structure, evaluation, hypothesis,
generalization, classification, and even narration. Prove to your reader that you are thinking as you write.

Also, you must clarify where your own ideas end and the cited information begins. Part of your job is to help your
reader draw the line between these two things, often by the way you create context for the cited information. A
phrase such as “A 1979 study revealed that . .  .” is an obvious announcement of citation to come. Another
recommended technique is the insertion of the author’s name into the text to announce the beginning of your
cited information. You may worry that you are not allowed to give the actual names of sources you have studied in
the paper’s text, but just the opposite is true. In fact, the more respectable a source you cite, the more impressed
your reader is likely to be with your material while reading. If you note that the source is the NASA Science
website or an article by Stephen Jay Gould or a recent edition of The Wall Street Journal right in your text, you
offer your readers immediate context without their having to guess or flip to the references page to look up the
source.

What follows is an excerpt from a political science paper that clearly and admirably draws the line between writer
and cited information:

The above political upheaval illuminates the reasons behind the growing Iranian hatred of foreign interference; as
a result of this hatred, three enduring geopolitical patterns have evolved in Iran, as noted by John Limbert. First . .
.

Note how the writer begins by redefining her previous paragraph’s topic (political upheaval), then connects this to
Iran’s hatred of foreign interference, then suggests a causal relationship and ties her ideas into John Limbert’s
analysis—thereby announcing that a synthesis of Limbert’s work is coming. This writer’s work also becomes more
credible and meaningful because, right in the text, she announces the name of a person who is a recognized
authority in the field. Even in this short excerpt, it is obvious that this writer is using proper citation and backing
up her own assertions with confidence and style.
CC licensed content, Shared previously
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The Paragraph Body: Supporting Your Ideas

Whether the drafting of a paragraph begins with a main idea or whether that idea surfaces in the revision process,
once you have that main idea, you’ll want to make sure that the idea has enough support. The job of the paragraph
body is to develop and support the topic. Here’s one way that you might think about it:

• Topic sentence: what is the main claim of your paragraph; what is the most important idea that you want
your readers to take away from this paragraph?
• Support in the form of evidence: how can you prove that your claim or idea is true (or important, or
noteworthy, or relevant)?
• Support in the form of analysis or evaluation: what discussion can you provide that helps your readers
see the connection between the evidence and your claim?
• Transition: how can you help your readers move from the idea you’re currently discussing to the next
idea presented? (For more specific discussion about transitions, see the following section on “Developing
Relationships between Ideas”).
For more on methods of development that can help you to develop and organize your ideas within paragraphs,
see “Patterns of Organization and Methods of Development” later in this section of this text.

Types of support might include
• Reasons.
• Facts.
• Statistics.
• Quotations.
• Examples.

Now that we have a good idea what it means to develop support for the main ideas of your paragraphs, let’s talk
about how to make sure that those supporting details are solid and convincing.

Good vs. Weak Support
What questions will your readers have? What will they need to know? What makes for good supporting details?
Why might readers consider some evidence to be weak?

If you’re already developing paragraphs, it’s likely that you already have a plan for your essay, at least at the most
basic level. You know what your topic is, you might have a working thesis, and you probably have at least a couple
of supporting ideas in mind that will further develop and support your thesis.

So imagine you’re developing a paragraph on one of these supporting ideas and you need to make sure that the
support that you develop for this idea is solid. Considering some of the points about understanding and appealing
to your audience (from the Audience and Purpose and the Prewriting sections of this text) can also be helpful in
determining what your readers will consider good support and what they’ll consider to be weak. Here are some
tips on what to strive for and what to avoid when it comes to supporting details.

Good support
• Is relevant and focused (sticks to the point).
• Is well developed.
• Provides sufficient detail.
• Is vivid and descriptive.
• Is well organized.
• Is coherent and consistent.
• Highlights key terms and ideas.

Weak Support
• Lacks a clear connection to the point that it’s meant to support.
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• Lacks development.
• Lacks detail or gives too much detail.
• Is vague and imprecise.
• Lacks organization.
• Seems disjointed (ideas don’t clearly relate to each other).
• Lacks emphasis of key terms and ideas.

Breaking, Combining, or Beginning New Paragraphs
Like sentence length, paragraph length varies. There is no single ideal length for “the perfect paragraph.” There
are some general guidelines, however. Some writing handbooks or resources suggest that a paragraph should be
at
least three or four sentences; others suggest that 100 to 200 words is a good target to shoot for. In academic
writing,
paragraphs tend to be longer, while in less formal or less complex writing, such as in a newspaper, paragraphs
tend to be much shorter. Two-thirds to three-fourths of a page is usually a good target length for paragraphs at
your current level of college writing. If your readers can’t see a paragraph break on the page, they might wonder
if the paragraph is ever going to end or they might lose interest.

The most important thing to keep in mind here is that the amount of space needed to develop one idea will likely
be different than the amount of space needed to develop another. So when is a paragraph complete? The answer
is, when it’s fully developed. The guidelines above for providing good support should help.

Some signals that it’s time to end a paragraph and start a new one include that
• You’re ready to begin developing a new idea.
• You want to emphasize a point by setting it apart.
• You’re getting ready to continue discussing the same idea but in a different way (e.g. shifting from
comparison to contrast).
• You notice that your current paragraph is getting too long (more than three-fourths of a page or so), and
you think your writers will need a visual break.
Some signals that you may want to combine paragraphs include that
• You notice that some of your paragraphs appear to be short and choppy.
• You have multiple paragraphs on the same topic.
• You have undeveloped material that needs to be united under a clear topic.

Finally, paragraph number is a lot like paragraph length. You may have been asked in the past to write a five
paragraph essay. There’s nothing inherently wrong with a five-paragraph essay, but just like sentence length and
paragraph length, the number of paragraphs in an essay depends upon what’s needed to get the job done. There’s
really no way to know that until you start writing. So try not to worry too much about the proper length and
number
of things. Just start writing and see where the essay and the paragraphs take you. There will be plenty of time
to sort out the organization in the revision process. You’re not trying to fit pegs into holes here. You’re letting your
ideas unfold. Give yourself—and them—the space to let that happen.

Developing Relationships Between Ideas
So you have a main idea, and you have supporting ideas,  but how can you be sure that your readers will
understand
the relationships between them? How are the ideas tied to each other? One way to emphasize these relationships
is through the use of clear transitions between ideas. Like every other part of your essay, transitions have a job
to do. They form logical connections between the ideas presented in an essay or paragraph, and they give readers
clues that reveal how you want them to think about (process, organize, or use) the topics presented.

Why are Transitions Important?
Transitions signal the order of ideas, highlight relationships,
unify concepts, and let readers know what’s coming
next or remind them about what’s already been
covered. When instructors or peers comment that your
writing is choppy, abrupt, or needs to “flow better,” those
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are some signals that you might need to work on building
some better transitions into your writing. If a reader
comments that she’s not sure how something relates to your thesis or main idea, a transition is probably the right
tool for the job.

When Is the Right Time to Build in Transitions?
There’s no right answer to this question. Sometimes transitions occur spontaneously, but just as often (or maybe
even more often) good transitions are developed in revision. While drafting, we often write what we think,
sometimes
without much reflection about how the ideas fit together or relate to one another. If your thought process
jumps around a lot (and that’s okay), it’s more likely that you will need to pay careful attention to reorganization
and to providing solid transitions as you revise.

When you’re working on building transitions into an essay, consider the essay’s overall organization. Consider
using reverse outlining and other organizational strategies presented in this text to identify key ideas in your
essay
and to get a clearer look at how the ideas can be best organized. This can help you determine where transitions
are needed.

Let’s take some time to consider the importance of transitions at the sentence level and transitions between
paragraphs.

Sentence-Level Transitions
Transitions between sentences often use “connecting words” to emphasize relationships between one sentence
and another. A friend and coworker suggests the “something old something new” approach, meaning that the idea
behind a transition is to introduce something new while connecting it to something old from an earlier point in the
essay or paragraph. Here are some examples of ways that writers use connecting words (highlighted with red text
and italicized) to show connections between ideas in adjacent sentences:

To Show Similarity
When I was growing up, my mother taught me to say “please” and “thank you” as one small way that I could show
appreciation and respect for others. In the same way, I have tried to impress the importance of manners onmy
own
children.
Other connecting words that show similarity include also, similarly, and likewise.

To Show Contrast
Some scientists take the existence of black holes for granted; however, in 2014, a physicist at the University of
North
Carolina claimed to have mathematically proven that they do not exist.
Other connecting words that show contrast include in spite of, on the other hand, in contrast, and yet.

To Exemplify
The cost of college tuition is higher than ever, so students are becoming increasingly motivated to keep costs as
low as possible. For example, a rising number of students are signing up to spend their first two years at a less
costly community college before transferring to a more expensive four-year school to finish their degrees.
Other connecting words that show example include for instance, specifically, and to illustrate.

To Show Cause and Effect
Where previously painters had to grind and mix their own dry pigments with linseed oil inside their studios, in
the  1840s,  new  innovations  in  pigments  allowed  paints  to  be  premixed  in  tubes.  Consequently,  this  new
technology
facilitated the practice of painting outdoors and was a crucial tool for impressionist painters, such as Monet,
Cezanne, Renoir, and Cassatt.
Other connecting words that show cause and effect include therefore, so, and thus.

To Show Additional Support
When choosing a good trail bike, experts recommend 120–140 millimeters of suspension travel; that’s the amount
that the frame or fork is able to flex or compress. Additionally, they recommend a 67–69 degree head-tube angle,
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as a steeper head-tube angle allows for faster turning and climbing.
Other connecting words that show additional support include also, besides, equally important, and in addition.

A Word of Caution
Single-word or short-phrase transitions can be helpful to signal a shift in ideas within a paragraph, rather than
between paragraphs (see the discussion below about transitions between paragraphs). But it’s also important to
understand that these types of transitions shouldn’t be frequent within a paragraph. As with anything else that
happens in your writing, they should be used when they feel natural and feel like the right choice. Here are some
examples to help you see the difference between transitions that feel like they occur naturally and transitions that
seem forced and make the paragraph awkward to read:

Too Many Transitions: The Impressionist painters of the late 19th century are well known for their visible
brush strokes, for their ability to convey a realistic sense of light, and for their everyday subjects portrayed in
outdoor settings. In spite of this fact, many casual admirers of their work are unaware of the scientific innovations
that made it possible this movement in art to take place. Then, In 1841, an American painter named John
Rand invented the collapsible paint tube. To illustrate the importance of this invention, pigments previously had
to be ground and mixed in a fairly complex process that made it difficult for artists to travel with them. For
example, the mixtures were commonly stored in pieces of pig bladder to keep the paint from drying out. In
addition, when working with their palettes, painters had to puncture the bladder, squeeze out some paint, and
then mend the bladder again to keep the rest of the paint mixture from drying out. Thus, Rand’s collapsible
tube freed the painters from these cumbersome and messy processes, allowing artists to be more mobile and
to paint in the open air.

Subtle Transitions that Aid Reader Understanding: The Impressionist painters of the late 19th century are
well known for their visible brush strokes, for their ability to convey a realistic sense of light, for their everyday
subjects portrayed in outdoor settings. However, many casual admirers of their work are unaware of
the scientific innovations that made it possible for this movement in art to take place. In 1841, an American
painter named John Rand invented the collapsible paint tube. Before this invention, pigments had to be ground
and mixed in a fairly complex process that made it difficult for artists to travel with them. The mixtures
were commonly stored in pieces of pig bladder to keep the paint from drying out. When working with their
palettes, painters had to puncture the bladder, squeeze out some paint, and then mend the bladder again
to keep the rest of the paint mixture from drying out. Rand’s collapsible tube freed the painters from these
cumbersome and messy processes, allowing artists to be more mobile and to paint in the open air.

Transitions between Paragraphs and Sections
It’s important to consider how to emphasize the relationships not just between sentences but also between
paragraphs in your essay. Here are a few strategies to help you show your readers how the main ideas of your
paragraphs relate to each other and also to your thesis.

Use Signposts

Signposts are words or phrases that indicate where you are in the process of organizing an idea; for example,
signposts might indicate that you are introducing a new concept, that you are summarizing an idea, or that you
are
concluding your thoughts. Some of the most common signposts include words and phrases like first, then, next,
finally, in sum, and in conclusion. Be careful not to overuse these types of transitions in your writing. Your readers
will quickly find them tiring or too obvious. Instead, think of more creative ways to let your readers know where
they are situated within the ideas presented in your essay. You might say, “The first problem with this practice
is…”
Or you might say, “The next thing to consider is…” Or you might say, “Some final thoughts about this topic are….”

Use Forward-Looking Sentences at the End of Paragraphs
Sometimes, as you conclude a paragraph, you might want to give your readers a hint about what’s coming next.
For example, imagine that you’re writing an essay about the benefits of trees to the environment and you’ve just
wrapped up a paragraph about how trees absorb pollutants and provide oxygen. You might conclude with a
forward-
looking sentence like this: “Trees benefits to local air quality are important, but surely they have more to
offer our communities than clean air.” This might conclude a paragraph (or series of paragraphs) and then
prepare
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your readers for additional paragraphs to come that cover the topics of trees’ shade value and ability to slow
water
evaporation on hot summer days. This transitional strategy can be tricky to employ smoothly. Make sure that the
conclusion of your paragraph doesn’t sound like you’re leaving your readers hanging with the introduction of a
completely new or unrelated topic.

Use Backward-Looking Sentences at the Beginning of Paragraphs
Rather than concluding a paragraph by looking forward, you might instead begin a paragraph by looking back.
Continuing with the example above of an essay about the value of trees, let’s think about how we might begin a
new paragraph or section by first taking a moment to look back. Maybe you just concluded a paragraph on the
topic of trees’ ability to decrease soil erosion and you’re getting ready to talk about how they provide habitats for
urban wildlife.  Beginning the opening of a new paragraph or section of the essay with a backward-looking
transition
might look something like this: “While their benefits to soil and water conservation are great, the value that
trees provide to our urban wildlife also cannot be overlooked.”

Evaluate Transitions for Predictability or Conspicuousness

Finally, the most important thing about transitions is that you don’t want them to become repetitive or too
obvious.
Reading your draft aloud is a great revision strategy for so many reasons, and revising your essay for transitions
is no exception to this rule. If you read your essay aloud, you’re likely to hear the areas that sound choppy or
abrupt. This can help you make note of areas where transitions need to be added. Repetition is another problem
that can be easier to spot if you read your essay aloud. If you notice yourself using the same transitions over and
over again, take time to find some alternatives. And if the transitions frequently stand out as you read aloud, you
may want to see if you can find some subtler strategies.
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How Might I Avoid Letting Source Use Take
Over?

Q: How can I Avoid Letting the Paper get Taken over by Sources?

A: This is a common issue.  We think we know what we are classifying or writing about, but once we begin
drafting and using others’ ideas, the focus seems to get lost.

Q: In the typical body paragraph, how much should I write?

A: Over 75% should be from you.  Realize that summaries and paraphrases, though in your words, aren’t yours.
 They’re from the sources.  So, we have this tough standard of having to write a lot of commentary.  Without using
“you” or “I,” you should be able to handle this at the ENG 101 level.  Read on!

Integrating supporting sources without offering them chances to take over the paper is a huge
issue.  We’ll confront it for the rest of our writing lives.  I can offer you some suggestions.  They
are in no particular order. Please read this carefully, though, as it might help you avoid either
plagiarism or an extremely low grade.  I’ll follow up on this with other postings, too.
Freewrite what you think about the topic as soon as you decide on it.  When you outline the
paper’s reasons, be sure to write out what you think.  (I like to hand write what I think and then
type it.  Typing allows me to add things and to think about them.  At this point, at least I have
something of my own, though I know it’ll change significantly.)
Force yourself to write out topic sentences that are directly related to the thesis.
Let your thesis change after you’re in the midpoint of the essay.  It’s smart not to try and fit the
paper to one sentence; it’s easier by far to fit one sentence to the paper you write than vice versa!
 Refine your working thesis repeatedly.  It’s a messy process and it should be!
Support needs to remain in support.  Condition yourself to write two or more sentences of
commentary for every piece of source information.  You know you must cite summaries,
paraphrases, and quotes, right?  To do less would be to plagiarize.  But, once we do this so
carefully, we end up with paragraphs taken over by sources.  Unless you provide commentary on
these summaries, paraphrases, or quotes, you are not writing actively.  You can create integrated
paragraphs by handling the material, saying things about it.

Q: What might I do after the citation?

A: Question the source information, extend it, offer examples examples, respond by adopting any of various tones
toward it, relate it to the topic sentence, relate to thesis, or relate it to what happens next.  A power move is to
show another example and then compare/contrast, discuss the examples (analysis, synthesis, evaluation skills).  If
you take a tone toward the material, you might be “accepting,” “skeptical,” “in agreement with” it.  These are
attitude words.  It’s okay to have attitude as long as you don’t sound as if you are speaking or writing a newspaper
editorial!  In fact, avoid sounding like you’re chatting (which is something I am doing here.)

Treat the citations as excuses for you to argue something.  That “something” is up to you,
but realize that readers expect your commentary to matter more than the cited information.  Play
the game, but realize that in college, these rules are radically different from what one could get
away with in high school.  (You are doing well with responses to the photos and essays, so do that
some sort of logical, detailed thinking after citations.)
If good things must occur after citations, they also must happen before the citations.  Review the
handbook and my information about signal phrases.  Your job is to establish the context of what’s
being said and why it matters.  You handle this with exact verbs like “contends,” “refutes,”
“suggests,” “defends,” rather than blah verbs like “is” or “says.”  We call this setup a signal
phrase. The signal phrase introduces a source.  Use signal phrases to signal a shift from your
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words to theirs.  This is part of a well-integrated paragraph.
Where?  Why should I care?  When?  Writer’s credentials?  Why does it matter?  Establish that
credibility.
Save author for signal phrase if you have no page to cite.  For website and database sources,
no page number goes into parentheses, so you’d better save the author for the signal phrase.
Offer enough examples and logical discussion to take over those paragraphs that are in danger of
being run by sources.
Don’t start or end paragraphs with source material.  I say this because sources take over if they
begin or end.  (That’s not an absolute rule, but you recognize its practicality.
Readers are easily distracted.  After a citation, it is okay to restate the paraphrase’s meaning.
Writers hurt their chances at success with topic sentences that don’t get followed, paragraph
endings that are vague, and a lack of transitions.  You know that people notice the beginnings and
endings the most, so be sure these are excellent.  Transition smoothly from idea to idea, both
within sentences and between paragraphs.  (Many writers think well but cannot start sentences at
all well.  Be sure you don’t fit that category.)
Read your work aloud with an “ear toward” hearing the transitions from you to the source and
back.  If there are big chunks of source use, you must break up those and provide sufficient
commentary.  That’s where that general “25% or more yours” rule fits in, since you can break up
paragraphs and offer sufficient commentary to regain control.

Remember that good readers want to be able to appreciate what you bring to the discussion.
CC licensed content, Original

How Might I Avoid Letting Source Use Take Over?. Authored by: Joshua Dickinson. Provided by:
Jefferson Community College. Located at: http://www.sunyjefferson.edu. Project: American Lit 1.
License: CC BY-SA: Attribution-ShareAlike

http://www.sunyjefferson.edu
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
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Defining Science Fiction

Defining Science Fiction

Defining Science Fiction

Kansas University’s Gunn Center for the Study of Science Fiction has this useful overview of the defining traits
of science fiction.  We will use these in class discussions.
http://www.sfcenter.ku.edu/SF-Defined.htm

Of course, playing into genres are reader expectations, so we may as well cover typical character types.  Jason
Hellerman has a useful infographic on these:

https://nofilmschool.com/12-character-archetypes-for-your-screenplay

The key here, though, is that we do not merely point out the existence of such types.  Good writing (a loaded term,
of course) defies and plays with our expectations.
All rights reserved content

Defining Science Fiction. Authored by: Gunn Center. Provided by: Gunn Center for the Study of
Science Fiction. Located at: http://www.sfcenter.ku.edu/SF-Defined.htm. Project: Space Mythos:
Science Fiction. License: All Rights Reserved

http://www.sfcenter.ku.edu/SF-Defined.htm
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33

Romantic and Gothic Literature Remain
Popular

All things must change to something new, to something strange. – Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Why Do Romanticism and the Gothic Continue
to be Popular?

“Kindred Spirits” oil painting by Asher
Durand, 1849

Romanticism focuses on the expression (pressing out) of
strong emotions.  (Do they press into you?  Are you
impressed?)
The Gothic focuses on secrets at the centers of things and is
a subgenre of Romanticism with its own quirks and
contingent (incidental, not necessary that they occurred)
history.
Looking at the top few shows or novels–especially YA
fiction–we see that Romanticism remains popular.  How
come?
When reading science fiction, watch for the figuring of the
secret.  When and how is the reveal put off?  How are your
reading expectations foiled, adjusted, and even remade?
If we view science fiction as a sort of Romanticism, we can
situate it.  It is both conventional and revolutionary, given to
contradictions (science-based, possible vs. real).
Like readers of Romantic literature, we can feel like “the
chosen few” or some in-group if we are “into it.”  For
instance, I have read twenty Dune series novels amounting
to thousands of pages of Frank-Herbert-inspired stuff.  Star
Wars has over a hundred novels.
Any movement given to excess like Romanticism is going to
have its contradictions and be easily caricatured and
satirized.  Space Balls is a great example of this.

Key questions:

How can something be groundbreaking and part of a hundreds-year-old-movement?
How can something be called a movement if it is this broad?
What are the limitations to the self that science fiction explores?
How does the Gothic tie in?

I’ll end with this little in-class worksheet that students tend to like.  I’m leaving blank the text, since this is a sort
of template to apply to any given text:

What did we say Gothic literature (1790-present) was like?

At first glance, you might not think that _______ is Gothic.  It’s not literally filled with death, there are no

https://s3-us-west-2.amazonaws.com/courses-images-archive-read-only/wp-content/uploads/sites/774/2015/05/23110004/Asher_Durand_Kindred_Spirits.jpg
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graveyards, and the boat isn’t literally a ghost ship!  Looking further at how this narrative includes Gothic
elements, though, we can see it fits the structure aptly.

Definition of Gothic

Note this definition by Claire Kahane from The Mother Tongue: Essays in Psychoanalytic Interpretation from our
talks about the Gothic:

Within an imprisoning structure, a protagonist, typically a young woman whose mother has died, is
compelled to seek out the center of a mystery, while vague and usually sexual threats to her person
from some powerful male figure hover on the periphery of her consciousness.  Following clues that
pull her onward and inward—bloodstains, mysterious sounds—she penetrates the obscure recesses
of a vast labyrinthean space and discovers a secret room sealed off by its association with death.
(334)

Well, is _______ doing that “Gothic thing” in her story?  Kinda?  Sorta?  Let’s look at how she uses the pattern and
innovates upon it.  Remember, when did we say that the Gothic got started?  Oh, that’s right, around 1790.  This is
much later, but then again the Gothic is incredibly popular even today.
CC licensed content, Shared previously

Defining Characteristics of Romantic Literature. Provided by: Lumen Learning and SBCTC.
License: CC BY: Attribution

Public domain content

Image of Kindred Spirits painting. Authored by: Asher Durand. Located at:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Asher_Brown_Durand#/media/File:Asher_Durand_Kindred_Spirits.jpg.
License: Public Domain: No Known Copyright

https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Asher_Brown_Durand#/media/File:Asher_Durand_Kindred_Spirits.jpg
https://creativecommons.org/about/pdm
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Edgar Poe, The Unparalleled Adventures of
One Hans Pfaal

Edgar Poe, THE UNPARALLELED ADVENTURES OF ONE HANS PFAAL

Edgar Poe, THE UNPARALLELED ADVENTURES
OF ONE HANS PFAAL
BY late accounts from Rotterdam, that city seems to be in a high state of philosophical excitement. Indeed,
phenomena have there occurred of a nature so completely unexpected—so entirely novel—so utterly at variance
with preconceived opinions—as to leave no doubt on my mind that long ere this all Europe is in an uproar, all
physics in a ferment, all reason and astronomy together by the ears.

It appears that on the—— day of—— (I am not positive about the date), a vast crowd of people, for purposes not
specifically mentioned, were assembled in the great square of  the Exchange in the well-conditioned city of
Rotterdam. The day was warm—unusually so for the season—there was hardly a breath of air stirring; and the
multitude were in no bad humor at being now and then besprinkled with friendly showers of momentary duration,
that fell from large white masses of cloud which chequered in a fitful manner the blue vault of the firmament.
Nevertheless, about noon, a slight but remarkable agitation became apparent in the assembly: the clattering of
ten thousand tongues succeeded; and, in an instant afterward, ten thousand faces were upturned toward the
heavens, ten thousand pipes descended simultaneously from the corners of ten thousand mouths, and a shout,
which could be compared to nothing but the roaring of Niagara, resounded long, loudly, and furiously, through all
the environs of Rotterdam.

The origin of this hubbub soon became sufficiently evident. From behind the huge bulk of one of those sharply-
defined masses of cloud already mentioned, was seen slowly to emerge into an open area of blue space, a queer,
heterogeneous, but apparently solid substance, so oddly shaped, so whimsically put together, as not to be in any
manner comprehended, and never to be sufficiently admired, by the host of sturdy burghers who stood open-
mouthed below. What could it be? In the name of all the vrows and devils in Rotterdam, what could it possibly
portend? No one knew,  no  one could  imagine;  no  one—not  even the  burgomaster  Mynheer  Superbus  Von
Underduk—had the slightest clew by which to unravel the mystery; so, as nothing more reasonable could be done,
every one to a man replaced his pipe carefully in the corner of his mouth, and cocking up his right eye towards the
phenomenon, puffed, paused, waddled about, and grunted significantly—then waddled back, grunted, paused, and
finally—puffed again.

In the meantime, however, lower and still lower toward the goodly city, came the object of so much curiosity, and
the cause of so much smoke. In a very few minutes it arrived near enough to be accurately discerned. It appeared
to be—yes! it was undoubtedly a species of balloon; but surely no such balloon had ever been seen in Rotterdam
before. For who, let me ask, ever heard of a balloon manufactured entirely of dirty newspapers? No man in
Holland certainly; yet here, under the very noses of the people, or rather at some distance above their noses was
the identical thing in question, and composed, I have it on the best authority, of the precise material which no one
had ever before known to be used for a similar purpose. It was an egregious insult to the good sense of the
burghers of Rotterdam. As to the shape of the phenomenon, it was even still more reprehensible. Being little or
nothing better than a huge foolscap turned upside down. And this similitude was regarded as by no means
lessened when, upon nearer inspection, there was perceived a large tassel depending from its apex, and, around
the upper rim or base of the cone, a circle of little instruments, resembling sheep-bells, which kept up a continual
tinkling to the tune of Betty Martin. But still worse. Suspended by blue ribbons to the end of this fantastic
machine, there hung, by way of car, an enormous drab beaver hat,  with a brim superlatively broad, and a
hemispherical crown with a black band and a silver buckle. It is, however, somewhat remarkable that many
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citizens of Rotterdam swore to having seen the same hat repeatedly before; and indeed the whole assembly
seemed to regard it with eyes of familiarity; while the vrow Grettel Pfaall, upon sight of it, uttered an exclamation
of joyful surprise, and declared it to be the identical hat of her good man himself. Now this was a circumstance the
more to be observed, as Pfaall, with three companions, had actually disappeared from Rotterdam about five years
before, in a very sudden and unaccountable manner, and up to the date of this narrative all attempts had failed of
obtaining any intelligence concerning them whatsoever. To be sure, some bones which were thought to be human,
mixed up with a quantity of odd-looking rubbish, had been lately discovered in a retired situation to the east of
Rotterdam, and some people went so far as to imagine that in this spot a foul murder had been committed, and
that the sufferers were in all probability Hans Pfaall and his associates. But to return.

The balloon (for such no doubt it was) had now descended to within a hundred feet of the earth, allowing the
crowd below a sufficiently distinct view of  the person of  its  occupant.  This was in truth a very droll  little
somebody. He could not have been more than two feet in height; but this altitude, little as it was, would have been
sufficient to destroy his equilibrium, and tilt him over the edge of his tiny car, but for the intervention of a circular
rim reaching as high as the breast, and rigged on to the cords of the balloon. The body of the little man was more
than proportionately broad, giving to his entire figure a rotundity highly absurd. His feet, of course, could not be
seen at all, although a horny substance of suspicious nature was occasionally protruded through a rent in the
bottom of the car, or to speak more properly, in the top of the hat. His hands were enormously large. His hair was
extremely gray, and collected in a cue behind. His nose was prodigiously long, crooked, and inflammatory; his
eyes full, brilliant, and acute; his chin and cheeks, although wrinkled with age, were broad, puffy, and double; but
of ears of any kind or character there was not a semblance to be discovered upon any portion of his head. This odd
little gentleman was dressed in a loose surtout of sky-blue satin, with tight breeches to match, fastened with silver
buckles at the knees. His vest was of some bright yellow material; a white taffety cap was set jauntily on one side
of his head; and, to complete his equipment, a blood-red silk handkerchief enveloped his throat, and fell down, in a
dainty manner, upon his bosom, in a fantastic bow-knot of super-eminent dimensions.

Having descended, as I said before, to about one hundred feet from the surface of the earth, the little old
gentleman was suddenly seized with a fit of trepidation, and appeared disinclined to make any nearer approach to
terra firma. Throwing out, therefore, a quantity of sand from a canvas bag, which, he lifted with great difficulty,
he became stationary in an instant. He then proceeded, in a hurried and agitated manner, to extract from a side-
pocket in his surtout a large morocco pocket-book. This he poised suspiciously in his hand, then eyed it with an air
of extreme surprise, and was evidently astonished at its weight. He at length opened it, and drawing there from a
huge letter sealed with red sealing-wax and tied carefully with red tape, let it fall precisely at the feet of the
burgomaster,  Superbus Von Underduk. His Excellency stooped to take it  up. But the aeronaut,  still  greatly
discomposed, and having apparently no farther business to detain him in Rotterdam, began at this moment to
make busy preparations for departure; and it being necessary to discharge a portion of ballast to enable him to
reascend, the half dozen bags which he threw out, one after another, without taking the trouble to empty their
contents, tumbled, every one of them, most unfortunately upon the back of the burgomaster, and rolled him over
and over no less than one-and-twenty times, in the face of every man in Rotterdam. It is not to be supposed,
however, that the great Underduk suffered this impertinence on the part of the little old man to pass off with
impunity. It is said, on the contrary, that during each and every one of his one-and twenty circumvolutions he
emitted no less than one-and-twenty distinct and furious whiffs from his pipe, to which he held fast the whole time
with all his might, and to which he intends holding fast until the day of his death.

In the meantime the balloon arose like a lark, and, soaring far away above the city, at length drifted quietly behind
a cloud similar to that from which it had so oddly emerged, and was thus lost forever to the wondering eyes of the
good  citizens  of  Rotterdam.  All  attention  was  now  directed  to  the  letter,  the  descent  of  which,  and  the
consequences attending thereupon, had proved so fatally subversive of both person and personal dignity to his
Excellency, the illustrious Burgomaster Mynheer Superbus Von Underduk. That functionary, however, had not
failed, during his circumgyratory movements, to bestow a thought upon the important subject of securing the
packet in question, which was seen, upon inspection, to have fallen into the most proper hands, being actually
addressed to himself and Professor Rub-a-dub, in their official capacities of President and Vice-President of the
Rotterdam College of Astronomy. It was accordingly opened by those dignitaries upon the spot, and found to
contain the following extraordinary, and indeed very serious, communications.

To their  Excellencies  Von Underduk and Rub-a-dub,  President  and Vice-President  of  the States’  College of
Astronomers, in the city of Rotterdam.

“Your Excellencies may perhaps be able to remember an humble artizan, by name Hans Pfaall, and by occupation
a mender of bellows, who, with three others, disappeared from Rotterdam, about five years ago, in a manner
which must have been considered by all parties at once sudden, and extremely unaccountable. If, however, it so
please your Excellencies, I, the writer of this communication, am the identical Hans Pfaall himself. It is well known
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to most of my fellow citizens, that for the period of forty years I continued to occupy the little square brick
building, at the head of the alley called Sauerkraut, in which I resided at the time of my disappearance. My
ancestors have also resided therein time out of mind—they, as well as myself, steadily following the respectable
and indeed lucrative profession of mending of bellows. For, to speak the truth, until of late years, that the heads of
all the people have been set agog with politics, no better business than my own could an honest citizen of
Rotterdam either desire or deserve. Credit was good, employment was never wanting, and on all hands there was
no lack of either money or good-will. But, as I was saying, we soon began to feel the effects of liberty and long
speeches, and radicalism, and all that sort of thing. People who were formerly, the very best customers in the
world, had now not a moment of time to think of us at all. They had, so they said, as much as they could do to read
about the revolutions, and keep up with the march of intellect and the spirit of the age. If a fire wanted fanning, it
could readily be fanned with a newspaper, and as the government grew weaker, I have no doubt that leather and
iron acquired durability in proportion, for, in a very short time, there was not a pair of bellows in all Rotterdam
that ever stood in need of a stitch or required the assistance of a hammer. This was a state of things not to be
endured. I soon grew as poor as a rat, and, having a wife and children to provide for, my burdens at length
became intolerable, and I spent hour after hour in reflecting upon the most convenient method of putting an end
to my life. Duns, in the meantime, left me little leisure for contemplation. My house was literally besieged from
morning till night, so that I began to rave, and foam, and fret like a caged tiger against the bars of his enclosure.
There were three fellows in particular who worried me beyond endurance, keeping watch continually about my
door, and threatening me with the law. Upon these three I internally vowed the bitterest revenge, if ever I should
be so happy as to get them within my clutches; and I believe nothing in the world but the pleasure of this
anticipation prevented me from putting my plan of suicide into immediate execution, by blowing my brains out
with a blunderbuss. I thought it best, however, to dissemble my wrath, and to treat them with promises and fair
words, until, by some good turn of fate, an opportunity of vengeance should be afforded me.

“One day, having given my creditors the slip, and feeling more than usually dejected, I continued for a long time to
wander about the most obscure streets without object whatever, until at length I chanced to stumble against the
corner of a bookseller’s stall. Seeing a chair close at hand, for the use of customers, I threw myself doggedly into
it, and, hardly knowing why, opened the pages of the first volume which came within my reach. It proved to be a
small pamphlet treatise on Speculative Astronomy, written either by Professor Encke of Berlin or by a Frenchman
of somewhat similar name. I had some little tincture of information on matters of this nature, and soon became
more and more absorbed in the contents of the book, reading it actually through twice before I awoke to a
recollection of what was passing around me. By this time it began to grow dark, and I directed my steps toward
home. But the treatise had made an indelible impression on my mind, and, as I sauntered along the dusky streets,
I revolved carefully over in my memory the wild and sometimes unintelligible reasonings of the writer. There are
some particular passages which affected my imagination in a powerful and extraordinary manner. The longer I
meditated upon these the more intense grew the interest which had been excited within me. The limited nature of
my education in general, and more especially my ignorance on subjects connected with natural philosophy, so far
from rendering me diffident of my own ability to comprehend what I had read, or inducing me to mistrust the
many vague notions which had arisen in consequence, merely served as a farther stimulus to imagination; and I
was vain enough,  or  perhaps reasonable enough,  to doubt whether those crude ideas which,  arising in ill-
regulated minds, have all the appearance, may not often in effect possess all the force, the reality, and other
inherent properties, of instinct or intuition; whether, to proceed a step farther, profundity itself might not, in
matters of a purely speculative nature, be detected as a legitimate source of falsity and error. In other words, I
believed, and still do believe, that truth, is frequently of its own essence, superficial, and that, in many cases, the
depth lies more in the abysses where we seek her, than in the actual situations wherein she may be found. Nature
herself seemed to afford me corroboration of these ideas. In the contemplation of the heavenly bodies it struck me
forcibly that I could not distinguish a star with nearly as much precision, when I gazed on it with earnest, direct
and undeviating attention, as when I suffered my eye only to glance in its vicinity alone. I was not, of course, at
that time aware that this apparent paradox was occasioned by the center of the visual area being less susceptible
of feeble impressions of light than the exterior portions of the retina. This knowledge, and some of another kind,
came afterwards in the course of an eventful five years, during which I have dropped the prejudices of my former
humble situation in life, and forgotten the bellows-mender in far different occupations. But at the epoch of which I
speak, the analogy which a casual observation of a star offered to the conclusions I had already drawn, struck me
with the force of positive conformation, and I then finally made up my mind to the course which I afterwards
pursued.

“It was late when I reached home, and I went immediately to bed. My mind, however, was too much occupied to
sleep, and I lay the whole night buried in meditation. Arising early in the morning, and contriving again to escape
the vigilance of my creditors, I repaired eagerly to the bookseller’s stall, and laid out what little ready money I
possessed, in the purchase of some volumes of Mechanics and Practical Astronomy. Having arrived at home safely
with these, I devoted every spare moment to their perusal, and soon made such proficiency in studies of this
nature as I thought sufficient for the execution of my plan. In the intervals of this period, I made every endeavor to
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conciliate the three creditors who had given me so much annoyance. In this I finally succeeded—partly by selling
enough of my household furniture to satisfy a moiety of their claim, and partly by a promise of paying the balance
upon completion of a little project which I told them I had in view, and for assistance in which I solicited their
services.  By these means—for they were ignorant men—I found little difficulty in gaining them over to my
purpose.

“Matters being thus arranged, I contrived, by the aid of my wife and with the greatest secrecy and caution, to
dispose of what property I had remaining, and to borrow, in small sums, under various pretences, and without
paying any attention to my future means of repayment, no inconsiderable quantity of ready money. With the
means thus accruing I proceeded to procure at intervals, cambric muslin, very fine, in pieces of twelve yards each;
twine; a lot of the varnish of caoutchouc; a large and deep basket of wicker-work, made to order; and several
other articles necessary in the construction and equipment of a balloon of extraordinary dimensions. This I
directed my wife to make up as soon as possible, and gave her all requisite information as to the particular
method of proceeding. In the meantime I worked up the twine into a net-work of sufficient dimensions; rigged it
with a hoop and the necessary cords; bought a quadrant, a compass, a spy-glass, a common barometer with some
important modifications, and two astronomical instruments not so generally known. I then took opportunities of
conveying by night, to a retired situation east of Rotterdam, five iron-bound casks, to contain about fifty gallons
each, and one of a larger size; six tinned ware tubes, three inches in diameter, properly shaped, and ten feet in
length; a quantity of a particular metallic substance, or semi-metal, which I shall not name, and a dozen demijohns
of a very common acid. The gas to be formed from these latter materials is a gas never yet generated by any other
person than myself—or at least never applied to any similar purpose. The secret I would make no difficulty in
disclosing, but that it of right belongs to a citizen of Nantz, in France, by whom it was conditionally communicated
to myself.  The same individual  submitted to me, without being at  all  aware of  my intentions,  a method of
constructing balloons from the membrane of a certain animal, through which substance any escape of gas was
nearly an impossibility. I found it, however, altogether too expensive, and was not sure, upon the whole, whether
cambric muslin with a coating of gum caoutchouc, was not equally as good. I mention this circumstance, because I
think it probable that hereafter the individual in question may attempt a balloon ascension with the novel gas and
material I have spoken of, and I do not wish to deprive him of the honor of a very singular invention.

“On the spot which I intended each of the smaller casks to occupy respectively during the inflation of the balloon,
I privately dug a hole two feet deep; the holes forming in this manner a circle twenty-five feet in diameter. In the
centre of this circle, being the station designed for the large cask, I also dug a hole three feet in depth. In each of
the five smaller holes, I deposited a canister containing fifty pounds, and in the larger one a keg holding one
hundred and fifty pounds, of cannon powder. These—the keg and canisters—I connected in a proper manner with
covered trains; and having let into one of the canisters the end of about four feet of slow match, I covered up the
hole, and placed the cask over it, leaving the other end of the match protruding about an inch, and barely visible
beyond the cask. I then filled up the remaining holes, and placed the barrels over them in their destined situation.

“Besides  the  articles  above  enumerated,  I  conveyed to  the  depot,  and there  secreted,  one  of  M.  Grimm’s
improvements upon the apparatus for condensation of the atmospheric air. I found this machine, however, to
require  considerable  alteration  before  it  could  be  adapted  to  the  purposes  to  which  I  intended making  it
applicable. But, with severe labor and unremitting perseverance, I at length met with entire success in all my
preparations. My balloon was soon completed. It would contain more than forty thousand cubic feet of gas; would
take me up easily, I calculated, with all my implements, and, if I managed rightly, with one hundred and seventy-
five pounds of ballast into the bargain. It had received three coats of varnish, and I found the cambric muslin to
answer all the purposes of silk itself, quite as strong and a good deal less expensive.

“Everything being now ready, I exacted from my wife an oath of secrecy in relation to all my actions from the day
of my first visit to the bookseller’s stall; and promising, on my part, to return as soon as circumstances would
permit, I gave her what little money I had left, and bade her farewell. Indeed I had no fear on her account. She
was what people call a notable woman, and could manage matters in the world without my assistance. I believe, to
tell the truth, she always looked upon me as an idle boy, a mere make-weight, good for nothing but building
castles in the air, and was rather glad to get rid of me. It was a dark night when I bade her good-bye, and taking
with me, as aides-de-camp, the three creditors who had given me so much trouble, we carried the balloon, with
the car and accoutrements, by a roundabout way, to the station where the other articles were deposited. We there
found them all unmolested, and I proceeded immediately to business.

“It was the first of April. The night, as I said before, was dark; there was not a star to be seen; and a drizzling rain,
falling at intervals, rendered us very uncomfortable. But my chief anxiety was concerning the balloon, which, in
spite of the varnish with which it was defended, began to grow rather heavy with the moisture; the powder also
was liable to damage. I therefore kept my three duns working with great diligence, pounding down ice around the
central cask, and stirring the acid in the others. They did not cease, however, importuning me with questions as to
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what I intended to do with all this apparatus, and expressed much dissatisfaction at the terrible labor I made them
undergo. They could not perceive, so they said, what good was likely to result from their getting wet to the skin,
merely to take a part in such horrible incantations. I began to get uneasy, and worked away with all my might, for
I verily believe the idiots supposed that I had entered into a compact with the devil, and that, in short, what I was
now doing was nothing better than it should be. I was, therefore, in great fear of their leaving me altogether. I
contrived, however, to pacify them by promises of payment of all scores in full, as soon as I could bring the
present business to a termination. To these speeches they gave, of course, their own interpretation; fancying, no
doubt, that at all events I should come into possession of vast quantities of ready money; and provided I paid them
all I owed, and a trifle more, in consideration of their services, I dare say they cared very little what became of
either my soul or my carcass.

“In about four hours and a half I found the balloon sufficiently inflated. I attached the car, therefore, and put all
my implements in it—not forgetting the condensing apparatus, a copious supply of water, and a large quantity of
provisions, such as pemmican, in which much nutriment is contained in comparatively little bulk. I also secured in
the car a pair of pigeons and a cat. It was now nearly daybreak, and I thought it high time to take my departure.
Dropping a lighted cigar on the ground, as if by accident, I took the opportunity, in stooping to pick it up, of
igniting privately the piece of slow match, whose end, as I said before, protruded a very little beyond the lower
rim of one of the smaller casks. This manoeuvre was totally unperceived on the part of the three duns; and,
jumping into the car, I immediately cut the single cord which held me to the earth, and was pleased to find that I
shot upward, carrying with all ease one hundred and seventy-five pounds of leaden ballast, and able to have
carried up as many more.

“Scarcely, however, had I attained the height of fifty yards, when, roaring and rumbling up after me in the most
horrible and tumultuous manner, came so dense a hurricane of fire, and smoke, and sulphur, and legs and arms,
and gravel, and burning wood, and blazing metal, that my very heart sunk within me, and I fell down in the bottom
of the car, trembling with unmitigated terror. Indeed, I now perceived that I had entirely overdone the business,
and that the main consequences of the shock were yet to be experienced. Accordingly, in less than a second, I felt
all the blood in my body rushing to my temples, and immediately thereupon, a concussion, which I shall never
forget, burst abruptly through the night and seemed to rip the very firmament asunder. When I afterward had
time for reflection, I did not fail to attribute the extreme violence of the explosion, as regarded myself, to its
proper cause—my situation directly above it, and in the line of its greatest power. But at the time, I thought only
of preserving my life. The balloon at first collapsed, then furiously expanded, then whirled round and round with
horrible velocity, and finally, reeling and staggering like a drunken man, hurled me with great force over the rim
of the car, and left me dangling, at a terrific height, with my head downward, and my face outwards, by a piece of
slender cord about three feet in length, which hung accidentally through a crevice near the bottom of the wicker-
work,  and  in  which,  as  I  fell,  my  left  foot  became most  providentially  entangled.  It  is  impossible—utterly
impossible—to form any adequate idea of the horror of my situation. I gasped convulsively for breath—a shudder
resembling a fit of the ague agitated every nerve and muscle of my frame—I felt my eyes starting from their
sockets—a horrible nausea overwhelmed me—and at length I fainted away.

“How long I remained in this state it is impossible to say. It must, however, have been no inconsiderable time, for
when I partially recovered the sense of existence, I found the day breaking, the balloon at a prodigious height over
a wilderness of ocean, and not a trace of land to be discovered far and wide within the limits of the vast horizon.
My sensations,  however,  upon thus recovering,  were by no means so rife  with agony as  might  have been
anticipated. Indeed, there was much of incipient madness in the calm survey which I  began to take of my
situation. I drew up to my eyes each of my hands, one after the other, and wondered what occurrence could have
given rise to the swelling of the veins, and the horrible blackness of the fingernails. I afterward carefully examined
my head, shaking it repeatedly, and feeling it with minute attention, until I succeeded in satisfying myself that it
was not, as I had more than half suspected, larger than my balloon. Then, in a knowing manner, I felt in both my
breeches pockets, and, missing therefrom a set of tablets and a toothpick case, endeavored to account for their
disappearance, and not being able to do so, felt inexpressibly chagrined. It now occurred to me that I suffered
great uneasiness in the joint of my left ankle, and a dim consciousness of my situation began to glimmer through
my mind. But, strange to say! I was neither astonished nor horror-stricken. If I felt any emotion at all, it was a kind
of chuckling satisfaction at the cleverness I was about to display in extricating myself from this dilemma; and I
never, for a moment, looked upon my ultimate safety as a question susceptible of doubt. For a few minutes I
remained wrapped in the profoundest meditation. I have a distinct recollection of frequently compressing my lips,
putting my forefinger to the side of my nose, and making use of other gesticulations and grimaces common to men
who,  at  ease in  their  arm-chairs,  meditate  upon matters  of  intricacy or  importance.  Having,  as  I  thought,
sufficiently collected my ideas, I now, with great caution and deliberation, put my hands behind my back, and
unfastened the large iron buckle which belonged to the waistband of my inexpressibles. This buckle had three
teeth, which, being somewhat rusty, turned with great difficulty on their axis. I brought them, however, after some
trouble, at right angles to the body of the buckle, and was glad to find them remain firm in that position. Holding
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the instrument thus obtained within my teeth, I now proceeded to untie the knot of my cravat. I had to rest several
times before I could accomplish this manoeuvre, but it was at length accomplished. To one end of the cravat I then
made fast the buckle, and the other end I tied, for greater security, tightly around my wrist. Drawing now my body
upwards, with a prodigious exertion of muscular force, I succeeded, at the very first trial, in throwing the buckle
over the car, and entangling it, as I had anticipated, in the circular rim of the wicker-work.

“My body was now inclined towards the side of the car, at an angle of about forty-five degrees; but it must not be
understood that I was therefore only forty-five degrees below the perpendicular. So far from it, I still lay nearly
level with the plane of the horizon; for the change of situation which I had acquired, had forced the bottom of the
car considerably outwards from my position, which was accordingly one of the most imminent and deadly peril. It
should be remembered, however, that when I fell in the first instance, from the car, if I had fallen with my face
turned toward the balloon, instead of turned outwardly from it, as it actually was; or if, in the second place, the
cord by which I was suspended had chanced to hang over the upper edge, instead of through a crevice near the
bottom of the car,—I say it may be readily conceived that, in either of these supposed cases, I should have been
unable to accomplish even as much as I had now accomplished, and the wonderful adventures of Hans Pfaall
would have been utterly lost to posterity, I had therefore every reason to be grateful; although, in point of fact, I
was still too stupid to be anything at all, and hung for, perhaps, a quarter of an hour in that extraordinary manner,
without making the slightest farther exertion whatsoever, and in a singularly tranquil state of idiotic enjoyment.
But this feeling did not fail to die rapidly away, and thereunto succeeded horror, and dismay, and a chilling sense
of utter helplessness and ruin. In fact, the blood so long accumulating in the vessels of my head and throat, and
which had hitherto buoyed up my spirits with madness and delirium, had now begun to retire within their proper
channels, and the distinctness which was thus added to my perception of the danger, merely served to deprive me
of the self-possession and courage to encounter it. But this weakness was, luckily for me, of no very long duration.
In good time came to my rescue the spirit of despair, and, with frantic cries and struggles, I jerked my way bodily
upwards, till at length, clutching with a vise-like grip the long-desired rim, I writhed my person over it, and fell
headlong and shuddering within the car.

“It was not until some time afterward that I recovered myself sufficiently to attend to the ordinary cares of the
balloon. I then, however, examined it with attention, and found it, to my great relief, uninjured. My implements
were all safe, and, fortunately, I had lost neither ballast nor provisions. Indeed, I had so well secured them in their
places, that such an accident was entirely out of the question. Looking at my watch, I found it six o’clock. I was
still rapidly ascending, and my barometer gave a present altitude of three and three-quarter miles. Immediately
beneath me in the ocean, lay a small black object, slightly oblong in shape, seemingly about the size, and in every
way bearing a great resemblance to one of those childish toys called a domino. Bringing my telescope to bear
upon it, I plainly discerned it to be a British ninety four-gun ship, close-hauled, and pitching heavily in the sea with
her head to the W.S.W. Besides this ship, I saw nothing but the ocean and the sky, and the sun, which had long
arisen.

“It is now high time that I should explain to your Excellencies the object of my perilous voyage. Your Excellencies
will  bear in mind that distressed circumstances in Rotterdam had at length driven me to the resolution of
committing suicide. It was not, however, that to life itself I had any, positive disgust, but that I was harassed
beyond endurance by the adventitious miseries attending my situation. In this state of mind, wishing to live, yet
wearied with life, the treatise at the stall of the bookseller opened a resource to my imagination. I then finally
made up my mind. I determined to depart, yet live—to leave the world, yet continue to exist—in short, to drop
enigmas, I resolved, let what would ensue, to force a passage, if I could, to the moon. Now, lest I should be
supposed more of a madman than I actually am, I will detail, as well as I am able, the considerations which led me
to believe that an achievement of this nature, although without doubt difficult, and incontestably full of danger,
was not absolutely, to a bold spirit, beyond the confines of the possible.

“The moon’s actual distance from the earth was the first thing to be attended to. Now, the mean or average
interval between the centres of the two planets is 59.9643 of the earth’s equatorial radii, or only about 237,000
miles. I say the mean or average interval. But it must be borne in mind that the form of the moon’s orbit being an
ellipse of eccentricity amounting to no less than 0.05484 of the major semi-axis of the ellipse itself, and the earth’s
centre being situated in its focus, if I could, in any manner, contrive to meet the moon, as it were, in its perigee,
the above mentioned distance would be materially diminished. But, to say nothing at present of this possibility, it
was very certain that, at all events, from the 237,000 miles I would have to deduct the radius of the earth, say
4,000, and the radius of the moon, say 1080, in all 5,080, leaving an actual interval to be traversed, under average
circumstances, of 231,920 miles. Now this, I reflected, was no very extraordinary distance. Travelling on land has
been repeatedly accomplished at the rate of thirty miles per hour, and indeed a much greater speed may be
anticipated. But even at this velocity, it would take me no more than 322 days to reach the surface of the moon.
There were, however, many particulars inducing me to believe that my average rate of travelling might possibly
very much exceed that of thirty miles per hour, and, as these considerations did not fail to make a deep impression
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upon my mind, I will mention them more fully hereafter.

“The next  point  to  be regarded was a matter  of  far  greater  importance.  From indications afforded by the
barometer, we find that, in ascensions from the surface of the earth we have, at the height of 1,000 feet, left below
us about one-thirtieth of the entire mass of atmospheric air, that at 10,600 we have ascended through nearly one-
third; and that at 18,000, which is not far from the elevation of Cotopaxi, we have surmounted one-half the
material, or, at all events, one-half the ponderable, body of air incumbent upon our globe. It is also calculated that
at an altitude not exceeding the hundredth part of the earth’s diameter—that is, not exceeding eighty miles—the
rarefaction would be so excessive that animal life could in no manner be sustained, and, moreover, that the most
delicate means we possess of ascertaining the presence of the atmosphere would be inadequate to assure us of its
existence. But I did not fail to perceive that these latter calculations are founded altogether on our experimental
knowledge of the properties of air, and the mechanical laws regulating its dilation and compression, in what may
be called, comparatively speaking, the immediate vicinity of the earth itself; and, at the same time, it is taken for
granted that animal life is and must be essentially incapable of modification at any given unattainable distance
from the surface. Now, all such reasoning and from such data must, of course, be simply analogical. The greatest
height ever reached by man was that of 25,000 feet, attained in the aeronautic expedition of Messieurs Gay-
Lussac and Biot. This is a moderate altitude, even when compared with the eighty miles in question; and I could
not help thinking that the subject admitted room for doubt and great latitude for speculation.

“But, in point of fact, an ascension being made to any given altitude, the ponderable quantity of air surmounted in
any farther ascension is by no means in proportion to the additional height ascended (as may be plainly seen from
what has been stated before), but in a ratio constantly decreasing. It is therefore evident that, ascend as high as
we may, we cannot, literally speaking, arrive at a limit beyond which no atmosphere is to be found. It must exist, I
argued; although it may exist in a state of infinite rarefaction.

“On the other hand, I was aware that arguments have not been wanting to prove the existence of a real and
definite limit to the atmosphere, beyond which there is absolutely no air whatsoever. But a circumstance which
has been left out of view by those who contend for such a limit seemed to me, although no positive refutation of
their creed, still a point worthy very serious investigation. On comparing the intervals between the successive
arrivals of Encke’s comet at its perihelion, after giving credit, in the most exact manner, for all the disturbances
due to the attractions of the planets, it appears that the periods are gradually diminishing; that is to say, the major
axis of the comet’s ellipse is growing shorter, in a slow but perfectly regular decrease. Now, this is precisely what
ought to be the case, if we suppose a resistance experienced from the comet from an extremely rare ethereal
medium pervading the regions of its orbit. For it is evident that such a medium must, in retarding the comet’s
velocity, increase its centripetal, by weakening its centrifugal force. In other words, the sun’s attraction would be
constantly attaining greater power, and the comet would be drawn nearer at every revolution. Indeed, there is no
other way of accounting for the variation in question. But again. The real diameter of the same comet’s nebulosity
is observed to contract rapidly as it approaches the sun, and dilate with equal rapidity in its departure towards its
aphelion. Was I not justifiable in supposing with M. Valz, that this apparent condensation of volume has its origin
in the compression of the same ethereal medium I have spoken of before, and which is only denser in proportion
to its solar vicinity? The lenticular-shaped phenomenon, also called the zodiacal light, was a matter worthy of
attention. This radiance, so apparent in the tropics, and which cannot be mistaken for any meteoric lustre, extends
from the horizon obliquely upward, and follows generally the direction of the sun’s equator. It appeared to me
evidently in the nature of a rare atmosphere extending from the sun outward, beyond the orbit of Venus at least,
and I believed indefinitely farther.(*2) Indeed, this medium I could not suppose confined to the path of the comet’s
ellipse, or to the immediate neighborhood of the sun. It was easy, on the contrary, to imagine it pervading the
entire regions of our planetary system, condensed into what we call atmosphere at the planets themselves, and
perhaps at some of them modified by considerations, so to speak, purely geological.

“Having adopted this view of the subject, I had little further hesitation. Granting that on my passage I should meet
with atmosphere essentially the same as at the surface of the earth, I conceived that, by means of the very
ingenious apparatus of M. Grimm, I should readily be enabled to condense it in sufficient quantity for the purposes
of respiration. This would remove the chief obstacle in a journey to the moon. I had indeed spent some money and
great labor in adapting the apparatus to the object intended, and confidently looked forward to its successful
application, if I could manage to complete the voyage within any reasonable period. This brings me back to the
rate at which it might be possible to travel.

“It is true that balloons, in the first stage of their ascensions from the earth, are known to rise with a velocity
comparatively moderate. Now, the power of elevation lies altogether in the superior lightness of the gas in the
balloon compared with the atmospheric air; and, at first sight, it does not appear probable that, as the balloon
acquires altitude, and consequently arrives successively in atmospheric strata of densities rapidly diminishing—I
say, it  does not appear at all  reasonable that,  in this its progress upwards, the original velocity should be
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accelerated. On the other hand, I was not aware that, in any recorded ascension, a diminution was apparent in the
absolute rate of ascent; although such should have been the case, if on account of nothing else, on account of the
escape of gas through balloons ill-constructed, and varnished with no better material than the ordinary varnish. It
seemed,  therefore,  that  the effect  of  such escape was only sufficient  to  counterbalance the effect  of  some
accelerating power. I now considered that, provided in my passage I found the medium I had imagined, and
provided that it should prove to be actually and essentially what we denominate atmospheric air, it could make
comparatively little difference at what extreme state of rarefaction I should discover it—that is to say, in regard to
my power of ascending—for the gas in the balloon would not only be itself subject to rarefaction partially similar
(in proportion to the occurrence of which, I could suffer an escape of so much as would be requisite to prevent
explosion), but, being what it was, would, at all events, continue specifically lighter than any compound whatever
of mere nitrogen and oxygen. In the meantime, the force of gravitation would be constantly diminishing, in
proportion to the squares of the distances, and thus, with a velocity prodigiously accelerating, I should at length
arrive in those distant regions where the force of the earth’s attraction would be superseded by that of the moon.
In accordance with these ideas, I did not think it worth while to encumber myself with more provisions than would
be sufficient for a period of forty days.

“There was still, however, another difficulty, which occasioned me some little disquietude. It has been observed,
that, in balloon ascensions to any considerable height, besides the pain attending respiration, great uneasiness is
experienced about the head and body, often accompanied with bleeding at the nose, and other symptoms of an
alarming kind, and growing more and more inconvenient in proportion to the altitude attained.(*3) This was a
reflection of a nature somewhat startling. Was it not probable that these symptoms would increase indefinitely, or
at least until terminated by death itself? I finally thought not. Their origin was to be looked for in the progressive
removal of the customary atmospheric pressure upon the surface of the body, and consequent distention of the
superficial blood-vessels—not in any positive disorganization of the animal system, as in the case of difficulty in
breathing, where the atmospheric density is chemically insufficient for the due renovation of blood in a ventricle
of the heart. Unless for default of this renovation, I could see no reason, therefore, why life could not be sustained
even in a vacuum; for the expansion and compression of chest, commonly called breathing, is action purely
muscular, and the cause, not the effect, of respiration. In a word, I conceived that, as the body should become
habituated to the want of atmospheric pressure, the sensations of pain would gradually diminish—and to endure
them while they continued, I relied with confidence upon the iron hardihood of my constitution.

“Thus, may it please your Excellencies, I have detailed some, though by no means all, the considerations which led
me to form the project of a lunar voyage. I shall now proceed to lay before you the result of an attempt so
apparently audacious in conception, and, at all events, so utterly unparalleled in the annals of mankind.

“Having attained the altitude before mentioned, that is to say three miles and three-quarters, I threw out from the
car a quantity of feathers,  and found that I  still  ascended with sufficient rapidity;  there was, therefore, no
necessity for discharging any ballast. I was glad of this, for I wished to retain with me as much weight as I could
carry, for reasons which will be explained in the sequel. I as yet suffered no bodily inconvenience, breathing with
great freedom, and feeling no pain whatever in the head. The cat was lying very demurely upon my coat, which I
had taken off, and eyeing the pigeons with an air of nonchalance. These latter being tied by the leg, to prevent
their escape, were busily employed in picking up some grains of rice scattered for them in the bottom of the car.

“At twenty minutes past six o’clock, the barometer showed an elevation of 26,400 feet, or five miles to a fraction.
The prospect seemed unbounded. Indeed, it is very easily calculated by means of spherical geometry, what a great
extent of the earth’s area I beheld. The convex surface of any segment of a sphere is, to the entire surface of the
sphere itself, as the versed sine of the segment to the diameter of the sphere. Now, in my case, the versed
sine—that is to say, the thickness of the segment beneath me—was about equal to my elevation, or the elevation of
the point of sight above the surface. ‘As five miles, then, to eight thousand,’ would express the proportion of the
earth’s area seen by me. In other words, I beheld as much as a sixteen-hundredth part of the whole surface of the
globe. The sea appeared unruffled as a mirror, although, by means of the spy-glass, I could perceive it to be in a
state of violent agitation. The ship was no longer visible, having drifted away, apparently to the eastward. I now
began to experience, at intervals, severe pain in the head, especially about the ears—still, however, breathing with
tolerable freedom. The cat and pigeons seemed to suffer no inconvenience whatsoever.

“At twenty minutes before seven, the balloon entered a long series of dense cloud, which put me to great trouble,
by damaging my condensing apparatus and wetting me to the skin. This was, to be sure, a singular recontre, for I
had not believed it possible that a cloud of this nature could be sustained at so great an elevation. I thought it
best, however, to throw out two five-pound pieces of ballast, reserving still a weight of one hundred and sixty-five
pounds. Upon so doing, I soon rose above the difficulty, and perceived immediately, that I had obtained a great
increase in my rate of ascent. In a few seconds after my leaving the cloud, a flash of vivid lightning shot from one
end of it to the other, and caused it to kindle up, throughout its vast extent, like a mass of ignited and glowing
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charcoal. This, it must be remembered, was in the broad light of day. No fancy may picture the sublimity which
might have been exhibited by a similar phenomenon taking place amid the darkness of the night. Hell itself might
have been found a fitting image. Even as it was, my hair stood on end, while I gazed afar down within the yawning
abysses, letting imagination descend, as it were, and stalk about in the strange vaulted halls, and ruddy gulfs, and
red ghastly chasms of the hideous and unfathomable fire. I had indeed made a narrow escape. Had the balloon
remained a very short while longer within the cloud—that is to say—had not the inconvenience of getting wet,
determined me to discharge the ballast, inevitable ruin would have been the consequence. Such perils, although
little considered, are perhaps the greatest which must be encountered in balloons. I had by this time, however,
attained too great an elevation to be any longer uneasy on this head.

“I was now rising rapidly, and by seven o’clock the barometer indicated an altitude of no less than nine miles and
a half. I began to find great difficulty in drawing my breath. My head, too, was excessively painful; and, having felt
for some time a moisture about my cheeks, I at length discovered it to be blood, which was oozing quite fast from
the drums of my ears. My eyes, also, gave me great uneasiness. Upon passing the hand over them they seemed to
have protruded from their sockets in no inconsiderable degree; and all objects in the car, and even the balloon
itself, appeared distorted to my vision. These symptoms were more than I had expected, and occasioned me some
alarm. At this juncture, very imprudently, and without consideration, I threw out from the car three five-pound
pieces of ballast. The accelerated rate of ascent thus obtained, carried me too rapidly, and without sufficient
gradation,  into a  highly  rarefied stratum of  the atmosphere,  and the result  had nearly  proved fatal  to  my
expedition and to myself. I was suddenly seized with a spasm which lasted for more than five minutes, and even
when  this,  in  a  measure,  ceased,  I  could  catch  my  breath  only  at  long  intervals,  and  in  a  gasping
manner—bleeding all  the while copiously at  the nose and ears,  and even slightly at  the eyes.  The pigeons
appeared distressed in the extreme, and struggled to escape; while the cat mewed piteously, and, with her tongue
hanging out of her mouth, staggered to and fro in the car as if under the influence of poison. I now too late
discovered the great rashness of  which I  had been guilty in discharging the ballast,  and my agitation was
excessive. I anticipated nothing less than death, and death in a few minutes. The physical suffering I underwent
contributed also to render me nearly incapable of making any exertion for the preservation of my life. I had,
indeed, little power of reflection left, and the violence of the pain in my head seemed to be greatly on the increase.
Thus I found that my senses would shortly give way altogether, and I had already clutched one of the valve ropes
with the view of attempting a descent, when the recollection of the trick I had played the three creditors, and the
possible consequences to myself, should I return, operated to deter me for the moment. I lay down in the bottom
of the car, and endeavored to collect my faculties. In this I so far succeeded as to determine upon the experiment
of losing blood. Having no lancet, however, I was constrained to perform the operation in the best manner I was
able, and finally succeeded in opening a vein in my right arm, with the blade of my penknife. The blood had hardly
commenced flowing when I experienced a sensible relief, and by the time I had lost about half a moderate basin
full, most of the worst symptoms had abandoned me entirely. I nevertheless did not think it expedient to attempt
getting on my feet immediately; but, having tied up my arm as well as I could, I lay still for about a quarter of an
hour. At the end of this time I arose, and found myself freer from absolute pain of any kind than I had been during
the last hour and a quarter of my ascension. The difficulty of breathing, however, was diminished in a very slight
degree, and I found that it would soon be positively necessary to make use of my condenser. In the meantime,
looking toward the cat, who was again snugly stowed away upon my coat, I discovered to my infinite surprise, that
she had taken the opportunity of my indisposition to bring into light a litter of three little kittens. This was an
addition to the number of passengers on my part altogether unexpected; but I was pleased at the occurrence. It
would afford me a chance of bringing to a kind of test the truth of a surmise, which, more than anything else, had
influenced me in attempting this ascension. I  had imagined that the habitual endurance of the atmospheric
pressure at the surface of the earth was the cause, or nearly so, of the pain attending animal existence at a
distance above the surface. Should the kittens be found to suffer uneasiness in an equal degree with their mother,
I must consider my theory in fault, but a failure to do so I should look upon as a strong confirmation of my idea.

“By eight o’clock I had actually attained an elevation of seventeen miles above the surface of the earth. Thus it
seemed to me evident that my rate of ascent was not only on the increase, but that the progression would have
been apparent in a slight degree even had I not discharged the ballast which I did. The pains in my head and ears
returned, at intervals, with violence, and I still continued to bleed occasionally at the nose; but, upon the whole, I
suffered much less than might have been expected. I breathed, however, at every moment, with more and more
difficulty, and each inhalation was attended with a troublesome spasmodic action of the chest. I now unpacked the
condensing apparatus, and got it ready for immediate use.

“The view of the earth, at this period of my ascension, was beautiful indeed. To the westward, the northward, and
the southward, as far as I could see, lay a boundless sheet of apparently unruffled ocean, which every moment
gained a deeper and a deeper tint of blue and began already to assume a slight appearance of convexity. At a vast
distance to the eastward, although perfectly discernible, extended the islands of Great Britain, the entire Atlantic
coasts of France and Spain, with a small portion of the northern part of the continent of Africa. Of individual
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edifices not a trace could be discovered, and the proudest cities of mankind had utterly faded away from the face
of the earth. From the rock of Gibraltar, now dwindled into a dim speck, the dark Mediterranean sea, dotted with
shining islands as the heaven is dotted with stars, spread itself out to the eastward as far as my vision extended,
until its entire mass of waters seemed at length to tumble headlong over the abyss of the horizon, and I found
myself listening on tiptoe for the echoes of the mighty cataract. Overhead, the sky was of a jetty black, and the
stars were brilliantly visible.

“The pigeons about this time seeming to undergo much suffering, I determined upon giving them their liberty. I
first untied one of them, a beautiful gray-mottled pigeon, and placed him upon the rim of the wicker-work. He
appeared extremely uneasy, looking anxiously around him, fluttering his wings, and making a loud cooing noise,
but could not be persuaded to trust himself from off the car. I took him up at last, and threw him to about half a
dozen yards from the balloon. He made, however, no attempt to descend as I had expected, but struggled with
great vehemence to get back, uttering at the same time very shrill and piercing cries. He at length succeeded in
regaining his former station on the rim, but had hardly done so when his head dropped upon his breast, and he fell
dead within the car. The other one did not prove so unfortunate. To prevent his following the example of his
companion, and accomplishing a return, I threw him downward with all my force, and was pleased to find him
continue his descent, with great velocity, making use of his wings with ease, and in a perfectly natural manner. In
a very short time he was out of sight, and I have no doubt he reached home in safety. Puss, who seemed in a great
measure recovered from her illness, now made a hearty meal of the dead bird and then went to sleep with much
apparent satisfaction. Her kittens were quite lively, and so far evinced not the slightest sign of any uneasiness
whatever.

“At a quarter-past eight, being no longer able to draw breath without the most intolerable pain, I proceeded
forthwith to adjust around the car the apparatus belonging to the condenser. This apparatus will require some
little explanation, and your Excellencies will please to bear in mind that my object, in the first place, was to
surround myself and cat entirely with a barricade against the highly rarefied atmosphere in which I was existing,
with the intention of introducing within this barricade, by means of my condenser, a quantity of this same
atmosphere sufficiently condensed for the purposes of respiration. With this object in view I had prepared a very
strong perfectly air-tight, but flexible gum-elastic bag. In this bag, which was of sufficient dimensions, the entire
car was in a manner placed. That is to say, it (the bag) was drawn over the whole bottom of the car, up its sides,
and so on, along the outside of the ropes, to the upper rim or hoop where the net-work is attached. Having pulled
the bag up in this way, and formed a complete enclosure on all sides, and at bottom, it was now necessary to
fasten up its top or mouth, by passing its material over the hoop of the net-work—in other words, between the net-
work and the hoop. But if the net-work were separated from the hoop to admit this passage, what was to sustain
the car in the meantime? Now the net-work was not permanently fastened to the hoop, but attached by a series of
running loops or nooses. I therefore undid only a few of these loops at one time, leaving the car suspended by the
remainder. Having thus inserted a portion of the cloth forming the upper part of the bag, I refastened the
loops—not to the hoop, for that would have been impossible, since the cloth now intervened—but to a series of
large buttons, affixed to the cloth itself, about three feet below the mouth of the bag, the intervals between the
buttons having been made to correspond to the intervals between the loops. This done, a few more of the loops
were unfastened from the rim, a farther portion of the cloth introduced, and the disengaged loops then connected
with their proper buttons. In this way it was possible to insert the whole upper part of the bag between the net-
work and the hoop. It is evident that the hoop would now drop down within the car, while the whole weight of the
car itself, with all its contents, would be held up merely by the strength of the buttons. This, at first sight, would
seem an inadequate dependence; but it  was by no means so, for the buttons were not only very strong in
themselves, but so close together that a very slight portion of the whole weight was supported by any one of them.
Indeed, had the car and contents been three times heavier than they were, I should not have been at all uneasy. I
now raised up the hoop again within the covering of gum-elastic, and propped it at nearly its former height by
means of three light poles prepared for the occasion. This was done, of course, to keep the bag distended at the
top, and to preserve the lower part of the net-work in its proper situation. All that now remained was to fasten up
the mouth of the enclosure; and this was readily accomplished by gathering the folds of the material together, and
twisting them up very tightly on the inside by means of a kind of stationary tourniquet.

“In the sides of the covering thus adjusted round the car, had been inserted three circular panes of thick but clear
glass, through which I could see without difficulty around me in every horizontal direction. In that portion of the
cloth forming the bottom, was likewise, a fourth window, of the same kind, and corresponding with a small
aperture in the floor of the car itself. This enabled me to see perpendicularly down, but having found it impossible
to place any similar contrivance overhead, on account of the peculiar manner of closing up the opening there, and
the consequent wrinkles in the cloth, I could expect to see no objects situated directly in my zenith. This, of
course, was a matter of little consequence; for had I even been able to place a window at top, the balloon itself
would have prevented my making any use of it.
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“About a foot below one of the side windows was a circular opening, eight inches in diameter, and fitted with a
brass rim adapted in its inner edge to the windings of a screw. In this rim was screwed the large tube of the
condenser, the body of the machine being, of course, within the chamber of gum-elastic. Through this tube a
quantity of the rare atmosphere circumjacent being drawn by means of a vacuum created in the body of the
machine, was thence discharged, in a state of condensation, to mingle with the thin air already in the chamber.
This operation being repeated several times, at length filled the chamber with atmosphere proper for all the
purposes of respiration. But in so confined a space it would, in a short time, necessarily become foul, and unfit for
use from frequent contact with the lungs. It was then ejected by a small valve at the bottom of the car—the dense
air readily sinking into the thinner atmosphere below. To avoid the inconvenience of making a total vacuum at any
moment within the chamber, this purification was never accomplished all at once, but in a gradual manner—the
valve being opened only for a few seconds, then closed again, until one or two strokes from the pump of the
condenser had supplied the place of the atmosphere ejected. For the sake of experiment I had put the cat and
kittens in a small basket, and suspended it outside the car to a button at the bottom, close by the valve, through
which I could feed them at any moment when necessary. I did this at some little risk, and before closing the mouth
of the chamber, by reaching under the car with one of the poles before mentioned to which a hook had been
attached.

“By the time I had fully completed these arrangements and filled the chamber as explained, it wanted only ten
minutes of nine o’clock. During the whole period of my being thus employed, I endured the most terrible distress
from difficulty of respiration, and bitterly did I repent the negligence or rather fool-hardiness, of which I had been
guilty, of putting off to the last moment a matter of so much importance. But having at length accomplished it, I
soon began to reap the benefit of my invention. Once again I breathed with perfect freedom and ease—and indeed
why should I not? I was also agreeably surprised to find myself, in a great measure, relieved from the violent pains
which had hitherto tormented me. A slight headache, accompanied with a sensation of fulness or distention about
the wrists, the ankles, and the throat, was nearly all of which I had now to complain. Thus it seemed evident that a
greater part of the uneasiness attending the removal of atmospheric pressure had actually worn off, as I had
expected, and that much of the pain endured for the last two hours should have been attributed altogether to the
effects of a deficient respiration.

“At twenty minutes before nine o’clock—that is to say, a short time prior to my closing up the mouth of the
chamber, the mercury attained its limit, or ran down, in the barometer, which, as I mentioned before, was one of
an extended construction. It then indicated an altitude on my part of 132,000 feet, or five-and-twenty miles, and I
consequently surveyed at that time an extent of the earth’s area amounting to no less than the three hundred-and-
twentieth part of its entire superficies. At nine o’clock I had again lost sight of land to the eastward, but not before
I became aware that the balloon was drifting rapidly to the N. N. W. The convexity of the ocean beneath me was
very evident indeed, although my view was often interrupted by the masses of cloud which floated to and fro. I
observed now that even the lightest vapors never rose to more than ten miles above the level of the sea.

“At half past nine I tried the experiment of throwing out a handful of feathers through the valve. They did not float
as  I  had  expected;  but  dropped  down  perpendicularly,  like  a  bullet,  en  masse,  and  with  the  greatest
velocity—being out of sight in a very few seconds. I did not at first know what to make of this extraordinary
phenomenon; not being able to believe that my rate of ascent had, of a sudden, met with so prodigious an
acceleration. But it soon occurred to me that the atmosphere was now far too rare to sustain even the feathers;
that they actually fell, as they appeared to do, with great rapidity; and that I had been surprised by the united
velocities of their descent and my own elevation.

“By ten o’clock I found that I had very little to occupy my immediate attention. Affairs went swimmingly, and I
believed the balloon to be going upward with a speed increasing momently although I had no longer any means of
ascertaining the progression of the increase. I suffered no pain or uneasiness of any kind, and enjoyed better
spirits than I had at any period since my departure from Rotterdam, busying myself now in examining the state of
my various apparatus, and now in regenerating the atmosphere within the chamber. This latter point I determined
to attend to at regular intervals of forty minutes, more on account of the preservation of my health, than from so
frequent a renovation being absolutely necessary. In the meanwhile I could not help making anticipations. Fancy
revelled in the wild and dreamy regions of the moon. Imagination, feeling herself for once unshackled, roamed at
will among the ever-changing wonders of a shadowy and unstable land. Now there were hoary and time-honored
forests, and craggy precipices, and waterfalls tumbling with a loud noise into abysses without a bottom. Then I
came suddenly into still noonday solitudes, where no wind of heaven ever intruded, and where vast meadows of
poppies,  and slender,  lily-looking flowers spread themselves out a weary distance,  all  silent and motionless
forever. Then again I journeyed far down away into another country where it was all one dim and vague lake, with
a boundary line of clouds. And out of this melancholy water arose a forest of tall eastern trees, like a wilderness of
dreams. And I have in mind that the shadows of the trees which fell upon the lake remained not on the surface
where they fell, but sunk slowly and steadily down, and commingled with the waves, while from the trunks of the
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trees other shadows were continually coming out, and taking the place of their brothers thus entombed. “This
then,” I said thoughtfully, “is the very reason why the waters of this lake grow blacker with age, and more
melancholy as the hours run on.” But fancies such as these were not the sole possessors of my brain. Horrors of a
nature most stern and most appalling would too frequently obtrude themselves upon my mind, and shake the
innermost depths of my soul with the bare supposition of their possibility. Yet I would not suffer my thoughts for
any length of time to dwell upon these latter speculations, rightly judging the real and palpable dangers of the
voyage sufficient for my undivided attention.

“At five o’clock, p.m., being engaged in regenerating the atmosphere within the chamber, I took that opportunity
of observing the cat and kittens through the valve. The cat herself appeared to suffer again very much, and I had
no hesitation in attributing her uneasiness chiefly to a difficulty in breathing; but my experiment with the kittens
had resulted very strangely. I had expected, of course, to see them betray a sense of pain, although in a less
degree than their mother, and this would have been sufficient to confirm my opinion concerning the habitual
endurance of atmospheric pressure. But I was not prepared to find them, upon close examination, evidently
enjoying a high degree of health, breathing with the greatest ease and perfect regularity, and evincing not the
slightest sign of any uneasiness whatever. I could only account for all this by extending my theory, and supposing
that  the  highly  rarefied atmosphere around might  perhaps not  be,  as  I  had taken for  granted,  chemically
insufficient for the purposes of life, and that a person born in such a medium might, possibly, be unaware of any
inconvenience attending its inhalation, while, upon removal to the denser strata near the earth, he might endure
tortures of a similar nature to those I had so lately experienced. It has since been to me a matter of deep regret
that an awkward accident, at this time, occasioned me the loss of my little family of cats, and deprived me of the
insight into this matter which a continued experiment might have afforded. In passing my hand through the valve,
with a cup of water for the old puss, the sleeves of my shirt became entangled in the loop which sustained the
basket, and thus, in a moment, loosened it from the bottom. Had the whole actually vanished into air, it could not
have shot from my sight in a more abrupt and instantaneous manner. Positively, there could not have intervened
the tenth part of a second between the disengagement of the basket and its absolute and total disappearance with
all that it contained. My good wishes followed it to the earth, but of course, I had no hope that either cat or kittens
would ever live to tell the tale of their misfortune.

“At six o’clock, I perceived a great portion of the earth’s visible area to the eastward involved in thick shadow,
which continued to advance with great rapidity, until, at five minutes before seven, the whole surface in view was
enveloped in the darkness of night. It was not, however, until long after this time that the rays of the setting sun
ceased to illumine the balloon; and this circumstance, although of course fully anticipated, did not fail to give me
an infinite deal of pleasure. It was evident that, in the morning, I should behold the rising luminary many hours at
least before the citizens of Rotterdam, in spite of their situation so much farther to the eastward, and thus, day
after day, in proportion to the height ascended, would I enjoy the light of the sun for a longer and a longer period.
I now determined to keep a journal of my passage, reckoning the days from one to twenty-four hours continuously,
without taking into consideration the intervals of darkness.

“At ten o’clock, feeling sleepy, I determined to lie down for the rest of the night; but here a difficulty presented
itself, which, obvious as it may appear, had escaped my attention up to the very moment of which I am now
speaking. If I went to sleep as I proposed, how could the atmosphere in the chamber be regenerated in the
interim? To breathe it for more than an hour, at the farthest, would be a matter of impossibility, or, if even this
term could be extended to an hour and a quarter, the most ruinous consequences might ensue. The consideration
of this dilemma gave me no little disquietude; and it  will  hardly be believed, that,  after the dangers I had
undergone, I should look upon this business in so serious a light, as to give up all hope of accomplishing my
ultimate design,  and finally  make up my mind to  the necessity  of  a  descent.  But  this  hesitation was only
momentary. I reflected that man is the veriest slave of custom, and that many points in the routine of his existence
are deemed essentially important, which are only so at all by his having rendered them habitual. It was very
certain that I could not do without sleep; but I might easily bring myself to feel no inconvenience from being
awakened at intervals of an hour during the whole period of my repose. It would require but five minutes at most
to regenerate the atmosphere in the fullest manner, and the only real difficulty was to contrive a method of
arousing myself at the proper moment for so doing. But this was a question which, I am willing to confess,
occasioned me no little trouble in its solution. To be sure, I had heard of the student who, to prevent his falling
asleep over his books, held in one hand a ball of copper, the din of whose descent into a basin of the same metal
on the floor beside his chair, served effectually to startle him up, if, at any moment, he should be overcome with
drowsiness. My own case, however, was very different indeed, and left me no room for any similar idea; for I did
not wish to keep awake, but to be aroused from slumber at regular intervals of time. I at length hit upon the
following expedient, which, simple as it may seem, was hailed by me, at the moment of discovery, as an invention
fully equal to that of the telescope, the steam-engine, or the art of printing itself.

“It is necessary to premise, that the balloon, at the elevation now attained, continued its course upward with an
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even and undeviating ascent, and the car consequently followed with a steadiness so perfect that it would have
been impossible to detect in it the slightest vacillation whatever. This circumstance favored me greatly in the
project I now determined to adopt. My supply of water had been put on board in kegs containing five gallons each,
and ranged very securely around the interior of the car. I unfastened one of these, and taking two ropes tied them
tightly across the rim of the wicker-work from one side to the other; placing them about a foot apart and parallel
so as to form a kind of shelf, upon which I placed the keg, and steadied it in a horizontal position. About eight
inches immediately below these ropes, and four feet from the bottom of the car I fastened another shelf—but made
of thin plank, being the only similar piece of wood I had. Upon this latter shelf, and exactly beneath one of the
rims of the keg, a small earthern pitcher was deposited. I now bored a hole in the end of the keg over the pitcher,
and fitted in a plug of soft wood, cut in a tapering or conical shape. This plug I pushed in or pulled out, as might
happen, until, after a few experiments, it arrived at that exact degree of tightness, at which the water, oozing from
the hole, and falling into the pitcher below, would fill the latter to the brim in the period of sixty minutes. This, of
course, was a matter briefly and easily ascertained, by noticing the proportion of the pitcher filled in any given
time. Having arranged all this, the rest of the plan is obvious. My bed was so contrived upon the floor of the car,
as to bring my head, in lying down, immediately below the mouth of the pitcher. It was evident, that, at the
expiration of an hour, the pitcher, getting full, would be forced to run over, and to run over at the mouth, which
was somewhat lower than the rim. It was also evident, that the water thus falling from a height of more than four
feet, could not do otherwise than fall upon my face, and that the sure consequences would be, to waken me up
instantaneously, even from the soundest slumber in the world.

“It was fully eleven by the time I had completed these arrangements, and I immediately betook myself to bed, with
full confidence in the efficiency of my invention. Nor in this matter was I disappointed. Punctually every sixty
minutes was I aroused by my trusty chronometer, when, having emptied the pitcher into the bung-hole of the keg,
and performed the duties of the condenser, I retired again to bed. These regular interruptions to my slumber
caused me even less discomfort than I had anticipated; and when I finally arose for the day, it was seven o’clock,
and the sun had attained many degrees above the line of my horizon.

“April 3d. I found the balloon at an immense height indeed, and the earth’s apparent convexity increased in a
material degree. Below me in the ocean lay a cluster of black specks, which undoubtedly were islands. Far away to
the northward I perceived a thin, white, and exceedingly brilliant line, or streak, on the edge of the horizon, and I
had no hesitation in supposing it to be the southern disk of the ices of the Polar Sea. My curiosity was greatly
excited, for I had hopes of passing on much farther to the north, and might possibly, at some period, find myself
placed directly above the Pole itself. I now lamented that my great elevation would, in this case, prevent my taking
as accurate a survey as I could wish. Much, however, might be ascertained. Nothing else of an extraordinary
nature occurred during the day. My apparatus all continued in good order, and the balloon still ascended without
any perceptible vacillation. The cold was intense, and obliged me to wrap up closely in an overcoat.  When
darkness came over the earth, I betook myself to bed, although it was for many hours afterward broad daylight all
around my immediate situation. The water-clock was punctual in its duty, and I slept until next morning soundly,
with the exception of the periodical interruption.

“April 4th. Arose in good health and spirits, and was astonished at the singular change which had taken place in
the appearance of the sea. It had lost, in a great measure, the deep tint of blue it had hitherto worn, being now of
a grayish-white, and of a lustre dazzling to the eye. The islands were no longer visible; whether they had passed
down the horizon to the southeast, or whether my increasing elevation had left them out of sight, it is impossible
to say. I was inclined, however, to the latter opinion. The rim of ice to the northward was growing more and more
apparent. Cold by no means so intense. Nothing of importance occurred, and I passed the day in reading, having
taken care to supply myself with books.

“April 5th. Beheld the singular phenomenon of the sun rising while nearly the whole visible surface of the earth
continued to be involved in darkness. In time, however, the light spread itself over all, and I again saw the line of
ice to the northward. It was now very distinct, and appeared of a much darker hue than the waters of the ocean. I
was evidently approaching it, and with great rapidity. Fancied I could again distinguish a strip of land to the
eastward, and one also to the westward, but could not be certain. Weather moderate. Nothing of any consequence
happened during the day. Went early to bed.

“April 6th. Was surprised at finding the rim of ice at a very moderate distance, and an immense field of the same
material stretching away off to the horizon in the north. It was evident that if the balloon held its present course,
it would soon arrive above the Frozen Ocean, and I had now little doubt of ultimately seeing the Pole. During the
whole of the day I continued to near the ice. Toward night the limits of my horizon very suddenly and materially
increased, owing undoubtedly to the earth’s form being that of an oblate spheroid, and my arriving above the
flattened regions in the vicinity of the Arctic circle. When darkness at length overtook me, I went to bed in great
anxiety, fearing to pass over the object of so much curiosity when I should have no opportunity of observing it.
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“April 7th. Arose early, and, to my great joy, at length beheld what there could be no hesitation in supposing the
northern Pole itself. It was there, beyond a doubt, and immediately beneath my feet; but, alas! I had now ascended
to so vast a distance, that nothing could with accuracy be discerned. Indeed, to judge from the progression of the
numbers indicating my various altitudes, respectively, at different periods, between six A.M. on the second of
April, and twenty minutes before nine A.M. of the same day (at which time the barometer ran down), it might be
fairly inferred that the balloon had now, at four o’clock in the morning of April the seventh, reached a height of
not less, certainly, than 7,254 miles above the surface of the sea. This elevation may appear immense, but the
estimate upon which it is calculated gave a result in all probability far inferior to the truth. At all events I
undoubtedly beheld the whole of the earth’s major diameter; the entire northern hemisphere lay beneath me like a
chart orthographically projected: and the great circle of the equator itself formed the boundary line of my horizon.
Your Excellencies may, however, readily imagine that the confined regions hitherto unexplored within the limits of
the Arctic circle, although situated directly beneath me, and therefore seen without any appearance of being
foreshortened, were still, in themselves, comparatively too diminutive, and at too great a distance from the point
of sight, to admit of any very accurate examination. Nevertheless, what could be seen was of a nature singular and
exciting. Northwardly from that huge rim before mentioned, and which, with slight qualification, may be called the
limit of human discovery in these regions, one unbroken, or nearly unbroken, sheet of ice continues to extend. In
the first few degrees of this its progress, its surface is very sensibly flattened, farther on depressed into a plane,
and finally, becoming not a little concave, it terminates, at the Pole itself, in a circular centre, sharply defined,
whose apparent diameter subtended at the balloon an angle of about sixty-five seconds, and whose dusky hue,
varying in intensity, was, at all times, darker than any other spot upon the visible hemisphere, and occasionally
deepened into the most absolute and impenetrable blackness. Farther than this, little could be ascertained. By
twelve o’clock the circular centre had materially decreased in circumference, and by seven P.M. I lost sight of it
entirely; the balloon passing over the western limb of the ice, and floating away rapidly in the direction of the
equator.

“April 8th. Found a sensible diminution in the earth’s apparent diameter, besides a material alteration in its
general color and appearance. The whole visible area partook in different degrees of a tint of pale yellow, and in
some portions had acquired a brilliancy even painful  to the eye. My view downward was also considerably
impeded by the dense atmosphere in the vicinity of the surface being loaded with clouds, between whose masses I
could only now and then obtain a glimpse of the earth itself. This difficulty of direct vision had troubled me more
or less for the last forty-eight hours; but my present enormous elevation brought closer together, as it were, the
floating bodies of vapor, and the inconvenience became, of course, more and more palpable in proportion to my
ascent. Nevertheless, I could easily perceive that the balloon now hovered above the range of great lakes in the
continent of North America, and was holding a course, due south, which would bring me to the tropics. This
circumstance did not fail to give me the most heartful satisfaction, and I hailed it as a happy omen of ultimate
success. Indeed, the direction I had hitherto taken, had filled me with uneasiness; for it was evident that, had I
continued it much longer, there would have been no possibility of my arriving at the moon at all, whose orbit is
inclined to the ecliptic at only the small angle of 5 degrees 8’ 48”.

“April 9th. To-day the earth’s diameter was greatly diminished, and the color of the surface assumed hourly a
deeper tint of yellow. The balloon kept steadily on her course to the southward, and arrived, at nine P.M., over the
northern edge of the Mexican Gulf.

“April 10th. I was suddenly aroused from slumber, about five o’clock this morning, by a loud, crackling, and
terrific sound, for which I could in no manner account. It was of very brief duration, but, while it lasted resembled
nothing in the world of which I had any previous experience. It is needless to say that I became excessively
alarmed, having, in the first instance, attributed the noise to the bursting of the balloon. I examined all my
apparatus, however, with great attention, and could discover nothing out of order. Spent a great part of the day in
meditating upon an occurrence so extraordinary, but could find no means whatever of accounting for it. Went to
bed dissatisfied, and in a state of great anxiety and agitation.

“April 11th. Found a startling diminution in the apparent diameter of the earth, and a considerable increase, now
observable for the first time, in that of the moon itself, which wanted only a few days of being full. It now required
long and excessive labor to condense within the chamber sufficient atmospheric air for the sustenance of life.

“April  12th.  A  singular  alteration  took  place  in  regard  to  the  direction  of  the  balloon,  and  although fully
anticipated, afforded me the most unequivocal delight. Having reached, in its former course, about the twentieth
parallel of southern latitude, it turned off suddenly, at an acute angle, to the eastward, and thus proceeded
throughout the day, keeping nearly, if not altogether, in the exact plane of the lunar elipse. What was worthy of
remark, a very perceptible vacillation in the car was a consequence of this change of route—a vacillation which
prevailed, in a more or less degree, for a period of many hours.
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“April 13th. Was again very much alarmed by a repetition of the loud, crackling noise which terrified me on the
tenth. Thought long upon the subject, but was unable to form any satisfactory conclusion. Great decrease in the
earth’s apparent diameter, which now subtended from the balloon an angle of very little more than twenty-five
degrees. The moon could not be seen at all, being nearly in my zenith. I still continued in the plane of the elipse,
but made little progress to the eastward.

“April 14th. Extremely rapid decrease in the diameter of the earth. To-day I became strongly impressed with the
idea, that the balloon was now actually running up the line of apsides to the point of perigee—in other words,
holding the direct course which would bring it immediately to the moon in that part of its orbit the nearest to the
earth. The moon itself was directly overhead, and consequently hidden from my view. Great and long-continued
labor necessary for the condensation of the atmosphere.

“April 15th. Not even the outlines of continents and seas could now be traced upon the earth with anything
approaching distinctness. About twelve o’clock I became aware, for the third time, of that appalling sound which
had so astonished me before.  It  now,  however,  continued for  some moments,  and gathered intensity  as  it
continued. At length, while, stupefied and terror-stricken, I stood in expectation of I knew not what hideous
destruction, the car vibrated with excessive violence, and a gigantic and flaming mass of some material which I
could not distinguish, came with a voice of a thousand thunders, roaring and booming by the balloon. When my
fears and astonishment had in some degree subsided, I had little difficulty in supposing it to be some mighty
volcanic fragment ejected from that world to which I was so rapidly approaching, and, in all probability, one of
that singular class of substances occasionally picked up on the earth, and termed meteoric stones for want of a
better appellation.

“April 16th. To-day, looking upward as well as I could, through each of the side windows alternately, I beheld, to
my great delight, a very small portion of the moon’s disk protruding, as it were, on all sides beyond the huge
circumference of the balloon. My agitation was extreme; for I had now little doubt of soon reaching the end of my
perilous voyage. Indeed, the labor now required by the condenser had increased to a most oppressive degree, and
allowed me scarcely any respite from exertion. Sleep was a matter nearly out of the question. I became quite ill,
and my frame trembled with exhaustion. It was impossible that human nature could endure this state of intense
suffering much longer. During the now brief interval of darkness a meteoric stone again passed in my vicinity, and
the frequency of these phenomena began to occasion me much apprehension.

“April 17th. This morning proved an epoch in my voyage. It will be remembered that, on the thirteenth, the earth
subtended an angular breadth of twenty-five degrees. On the fourteenth this had greatly diminished; on the
fifteenth a still more remarkable decrease was observable; and, on retiring on the night of the sixteenth, I had
noticed an angle of no more than about seven degrees and fifteen minutes. What, therefore, must have been my
amazement, on awakening from a brief and disturbed slumber, on the morning of this day, the seventeenth, at
finding the surface beneath me so suddenly and wonderfully augmented in volume, as to subtend no less than
thirty-nine degrees in apparent angular diameter! I was thunderstruck! No words can give any adequate idea of
the  extreme,  the  absolute  horror  and  astonishment,  with  which  I  was  seized  possessed,  and  altogether
overwhelmed. My knees tottered beneath me—my teeth chattered—my hair started up on end. “The balloon, then,
had actually burst!” These were the first tumultuous ideas that hurried through my mind: “The balloon had
positively burst!—I was falling—falling with the most impetuous, the most unparalleled velocity! To judge by the
immense distance already so quickly passed over, it could not be more than ten minutes, at the farthest, before I
should meet the surface of the earth, and be hurled into annihilation!” But at length reflection came to my relief. I
paused; I considered; and I began to doubt. The matter was impossible. I could not in any reason have so rapidly
come down. Besides, although I was evidently approaching the surface below me, it was with a speed by no means
commensurate with the velocity I  had at  first  so horribly conceived.  This consideration served to calm the
perturbation of my mind, and I finally succeeded in regarding the phenomenon in its proper point of view. In fact,
amazement must have fairly deprived me of my senses, when I could not see the vast difference, in appearance,
between the surface below me, and the surface of my mother earth. The latter was indeed over my head, and
completely hidden by the balloon, while the moon—the moon itself in all its glory—lay beneath me, and at my feet.

“The stupor and surprise produced in my mind by this extraordinary change in the posture of affairs was perhaps,
after all, that part of the adventure least susceptible of explanation. For the bouleversement in itself was not only
natural and inevitable, but had been long actually anticipated as a circumstance to be expected whenever I should
arrive at that exact point of my voyage where the attraction of the planet should be superseded by the attraction
of the satellite—or, more precisely, where the gravitation of the balloon toward the earth should be less powerful
than its gravitation toward the moon. To be sure I arose from a sound slumber, with all my senses in confusion, to
the contemplation of a very startling phenomenon, and one which, although expected, was not expected at the
moment. The revolution itself must, of course, have taken place in an easy and gradual manner, and it is by no
means clear that, had I even been awake at the time of the occurrence, I should have been made aware of it by
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any internal evidence of an inversion—that is to say, by any inconvenience or disarrangement, either about my
person or about my apparatus.

“It is almost needless to say that, upon coming to a due sense of my situation, and emerging from the terror which
had absorbed every faculty of my soul, my attention was, in the first place, wholly directed to the contemplation of
the general physical appearance of the moon. It lay beneath me like a chart—and although I judged it to be still at
no inconsiderable distance, the indentures of its surface were defined to my vision with a most striking and
altogether unaccountable distinctness. The entire absence of ocean or sea, and indeed of any lake or river, or body
of water whatsoever, struck me, at first glance, as the most extraordinary feature in its geological condition. Yet,
strange to say, I beheld vast level regions of a character decidedly alluvial, although by far the greater portion of
the hemisphere in sight was covered with innumerable volcanic mountains, conical in shape, and having more the
appearance of artificial than of natural protuberance. The highest among them does not exceed three and three-
quarter miles in perpendicular elevation; but a map of the volcanic districts of the Campi Phlegraei would afford
to your Excellencies a better idea of their general surface than any unworthy description I might think proper to
attempt. The greater part of them were in a state of evident eruption, and gave me fearfully to understand their
fury and their power, by the repeated thunders of the miscalled meteoric stones, which now rushed upward by the
balloon with a frequency more and more appalling.

“April 18th. To-day I found an enormous increase in the moon’s apparent bulk—and the evidently accelerated
velocity of my descent began to fill me with alarm. It will be remembered, that, in the earliest stage of my
speculations upon the possibility of a passage to the moon, the existence, in its vicinity, of an atmosphere, dense
in proportion to the bulk of the planet, had entered largely into my calculations; this too in spite of many theories
to the contrary, and, it may be added, in spite of a general disbelief in the existence of any lunar atmosphere at all.
But, in addition to what I have already urged in regard to Encke’s comet and the zodiacal light, I had been
strengthened in my opinion by certain observations of Mr. Schroeter, of Lilienthal. He observed the moon when
two days and a half old, in the evening soon after sunset, before the dark part was visible, and continued to watch
it until it became visible. The two cusps appeared tapering in a very sharp faint prolongation, each exhibiting its
farthest extremity faintly illuminated by the solar rays, before any part of the dark hemisphere was visible. Soon
afterward, the whole dark limb became illuminated. This prolongation of the cusps beyond the semicircle, I
thought, must have arisen from the refraction of the sun’s rays by the moon’s atmosphere. I computed, also, the
height of the atmosphere (which could refract light enough into its dark hemisphere to produce a twilight more
luminous than the light reflected from the earth when the moon is about 32 degrees from the new) to be 1,356
Paris feet; in this view, I supposed the greatest height capable of refracting the solar ray, to be 5,376 feet. My
ideas on this topic had also received confirmation by a passage in the eighty-second volume of the Philosophical
Transactions, in which it is stated that at an occultation of Jupiter’s satellites, the third disappeared after having
been about 1” or 2” of time indistinct, and the fourth became indiscernible near the limb.(*4)

“Cassini frequently observed Saturn, Jupiter, and the fixed stars, when approaching the moon to occultation, to
have their circular figure changed into an oval one; and, in other occultations, he found no alteration of figure at
all. Hence it might be supposed, that at some times and not at others, there is a dense matter encompassing the
moon wherein the rays of the stars are refracted.

“Upon the resistance or, more properly, upon the support of an atmosphere, existing in the state of density
imagined, I had, of course, entirely depended for the safety of my ultimate descent. Should I then, after all, prove
to have been mistaken, I had in consequence nothing better to expect, as a finale to my adventure, than being
dashed into atoms against the rugged surface of the satellite. And, indeed, I had now every reason to be terrified.
My distance from the moon was comparatively trifling, while the labor required by the condenser was diminished
not at all, and I could discover no indication whatever of a decreasing rarity in the air.

“April 19th. This morning, to my great joy, about nine o’clock, the surface of the moon being frightfully near, and
my apprehensions excited to the utmost, the pump of my condenser at length gave evident tokens of an alteration
in the atmosphere. By ten, I had reason to believe its density considerably increased. By eleven, very little labor
was necessary at the apparatus; and at twelve o’clock, with some hesitation, I ventured to unscrew the tourniquet,
when, finding no inconvenience from having done so, I finally threw open the gum-elastic chamber, and unrigged
it  from around  the  car.  As  might  have  been  expected,  spasms  and  violent  headache  were  the  immediate
consequences of an experiment so precipitate and full  of  danger.  But these and other difficulties attending
respiration, as they were by no means so great as to put me in peril of my life, I determined to endure as I best
could, in consideration of my leaving them behind me momently in my approach to the denser strata near the
moon. This approach, however, was still impetuous in the extreme; and it soon became alarmingly certain that,
although I had probably not been deceived in the expectation of an atmosphere dense in proportion to the mass of
the satellite, still I had been wrong in supposing this density, even at the surface, at all adequate to the support of
the great weight contained in the car of my balloon. Yet this should have been the case, and in an equal degree as



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

110

at the surface of the earth, the actual gravity of bodies at either planet supposed in the ratio of the atmospheric
condensation. That it was not the case, however, my precipitous downfall gave testimony enough; why it was not
so, can only be explained by a reference to those possible geological disturbances to which I have formerly
alluded. At all events I was now close upon the planet, and coming down with the most terrible impetuosity. I lost
not a moment, accordingly, in throwing overboard first my ballast, then my water-kegs, then my condensing
apparatus and gum-elastic chamber, and finally every article within the car. But it was all to no purpose. I still fell
with horrible rapidity, and was now not more than half a mile from the surface. As a last resource, therefore,
having got rid of my coat, hat, and boots, I cut loose from the balloon the car itself, which was of no inconsiderable
weight, and thus, clinging with both hands to the net-work, I had barely time to observe that the whole country, as
far as the eye could reach, was thickly interspersed with diminutive habitations, ere I tumbled headlong into the
very heart of a fantastical-looking city, and into the middle of a vast crowd of ugly little people, who none of them
uttered a single syllable, or gave themselves the least trouble to render me assistance, but stood, like a parcel of
idiots, grinning in a ludicrous manner, and eyeing me and my balloon askant, with their arms set a-kimbo. I turned
from them in contempt, and, gazing upward at the earth so lately left, and left perhaps for ever, beheld it like a
huge, dull, copper shield, about two degrees in diameter, fixed immovably in the heavens overhead, and tipped on
one of its edges with a crescent border of the most brilliant gold. No traces of land or water could be discovered,
and the whole was clouded with variable spots, and belted with tropical and equatorial zones.

“Thus, may it please your Excellencies, after a series of great anxieties, unheard of dangers, and unparalleled
escapes,  I  had, at  length,  on the nineteenth day of  my departure from Rotterdam, arrived in safety at the
conclusion  of  a  voyage  undoubtedly  the  most  extraordinary,  and the  most  momentous,  ever  accomplished,
undertaken, or conceived by any denizen of earth. But my adventures yet remain to be related. And indeed your
Excellencies may well imagine that, after a residence of five years upon a planet not only deeply interesting in its
own peculiar character, but rendered doubly so by its intimate connection, in capacity of satellite, with the world
inhabited by man, I may have intelligence for the private ear of the States’ College of Astronomers of far more
importance than the details, however wonderful, of the mere voyage which so happily concluded. This is, in fact,
the case. I have much—very much which it would give me the greatest pleasure to communicate. I have much to
say of the climate of the planet; of its wonderful alternations of heat and cold, of unmitigated and burning
sunshine for one fortnight, and more than polar frigidity for the next; of a constant transfer of moisture, by
distillation like that in vacuo, from the point beneath the sun to the point the farthest from it; of a variable zone of
running water, of the people themselves; of their manners, customs, and political institutions; of their peculiar
physical construction; of their ugliness; of their want of ears, those useless appendages in an atmosphere so
peculiarly modified; of their consequent ignorance of the use and properties of speech; of their substitute for
speech in a singular method of inter-communication; of the incomprehensible connection between each particular
individual in the moon with some particular individual on the earth—a connection analogous with, and depending
upon, that of the orbs of the planet and the satellites, and by means of which the lives and destinies of the
inhabitants of the one are interwoven with the lives and destinies of the inhabitants of the other; and above all, if
it so please your Excellencies—above all, of those dark and hideous mysteries which lie in the outer regions of the
moon—regions which, owing to the almost miraculous accordance of the satellite’s rotation on its own axis with its
sidereal revolution about the earth, have never yet been turned, and, by God’s mercy, never shall be turned, to the
scrutiny of the telescopes of man. All this, and more—much more—would I most willingly detail. But, to be brief, I
must have my reward. I am pining for a return to my family and to my home, and as the price of any farther
communication on my part—in consideration of the light which I have it in my power to throw upon many very
important branches of physical and metaphysical science—I must solicit, through the influence of your honorable
body, a pardon for the crime of which I have been guilty in the death of the creditors upon my departure from
Rotterdam. This, then, is the object of the present paper. Its bearer, an inhabitant of the moon, whom I have
prevailed upon, and properly instructed, to be my messenger to the earth, will await your Excellencies’ pleasure,
and return to me with the pardon in question, if it can, in any manner, be obtained.

“I have the honor to be, etc., your Excellencies’ very humble servant,

“HANS PFAALL.”

Upon finishing the perusal of this very extraordinary document, Professor Rub-a-dub, it is said, dropped his pipe
upon the ground in the extremity of his surprise, and Mynheer Superbus Von Underduk having taken off his
spectacles, wiped them, and deposited them in his pocket, so far forgot both himself and his dignity, as to turn
round three times upon his heel in the quintessence of astonishment and admiration. There was no doubt about
the matter—the pardon should be obtained. So at least swore, with a round oath, Professor Rub-a-dub, and so
finally thought the illustrious Von Underduk, as he took the arm of his brother in science, and without saying a
word, began to make the best of his way home to deliberate upon the measures to be adopted. Having reached the
door, however, of the burgomaster’s dwelling, the professor ventured to suggest that as the messenger had
thought  proper  to  disappear—no  doubt  frightened  to  death  by  the  savage  appearance  of  the  burghers  of
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Rotterdam—the pardon would be of little use, as no one but a man of the moon would undertake a voyage to so
vast a distance. To the truth of this observation the burgomaster assented, and the matter was therefore at an
end. Not so, however, rumors and speculations. The letter, having been published, gave rise to a variety of gossip
and opinion. Some of the over-wise even made themselves ridiculous by decrying the whole business; as nothing
better than a hoax. But hoax, with these sort of people, is, I believe, a general term for all matters above their
comprehension. For my part, I cannot conceive upon what data they have founded such an accusation. Let us see
what they say:

Imprimus.  That  certain  wags  in  Rotterdam have  certain  especial  antipathies  to  certain  burgomasters  and
astronomers.

Don’t understand at all.

Secondly. That an odd little dwarf and bottle conjurer, both of whose ears, for some misdemeanor, have been cut
off close to his head, has been missing for several days from the neighboring city of Bruges.

Well—what of that?

Thirdly. That the newspapers which were stuck all  over the little balloon were newspapers of Holland, and
therefore could not have been made in the moon. They were dirty papers—very dirty—and Gluck, the printer,
would take his Bible oath to their having been printed in Rotterdam.

He was mistaken—undoubtedly—mistaken.

Fourthly, That Hans Pfaall himself, the drunken villain, and the three very idle gentlemen styled his creditors,
were all seen, no longer than two or three days ago, in a tippling house in the suburbs, having just returned, with
money in their pockets, from a trip beyond the sea.

Don’t believe it—don’t believe a word of it.

Lastly. That it is an opinion very generally received, or which ought to be generally received, that the College of
Astronomers in the city of Rotterdam, as well as other colleges in all other parts of the world,—not to mention
colleges and astronomers in general,—are, to say the least of the matter, not a whit better, nor greater, nor wiser
than they ought to be.

~~~ End of Text ~~~

 

Notes to Hans Pfaal
(*1) NOTE—Strictly speaking, there is but little similarity between the above sketchy trifle and the celebrated
“Moon-Story” of Mr. Locke; but as both have the character of hoaxes (although the one is in a tone of banter, the
other of downright earnest), and as both hoaxes are on the same subject, the moon—moreover, as both attempt to
give plausibility by scientific detail—the author of “Hans Pfaall” thinks it necessary to say, in self-defence, that his
own  jeu  d’esprit  was  published  in  the  “Southern  Literary  Messenger”  about  three  weeks  before  the
commencement of Mr. L’s in the “New York Sun.” Fancying a likeness which, perhaps, does not exist, some of the
New York papers copied “Hans Pfaall,” and collated it with the “Moon-Hoax,” by way of detecting the writer of the
one in the writer of the other.

As many more persons were actually gulled by the “Moon-Hoax” than would be willing to acknowledge the fact, it
may here afford some little amusement to show why no one should have been deceived-to point out those
particulars of the story which should have been sufficient to establish its real character. Indeed, however rich the
imagination displayed in this ingenious fiction, it wanted much of the force which might have been given it by a
more scrupulous attention to facts and to general analogy. That the public were misled, even for an instant,
merely proves the gross ignorance which is so generally prevalent upon subjects of an astronomical nature.

The moon’s distance from the earth is, in round numbers, 240,000 miles. If we desire to ascertain how near,
apparently, a lens would bring the satellite (or any distant object), we, of course, have but to divide the distance
by the magnifying or, more strictly, by the space-penetrating power of the glass. Mr. L. makes his lens have a
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power of 42,000 times. By this divide 240,000 (the moon’s real distance),  and we have five miles and five
sevenths,  as  the  apparent  distance.  No  animal  at  all  could  be  seen  so  far;  much  less  the  minute  points
particularized in the story. Mr. L. speaks about Sir John Herschel’s perceiving flowers (the Papaver rheas, etc.),
and even detecting the color and the shape of the eyes of small birds. Shortly before, too, he has himself observed
that the lens would not render perceptible objects of less than eighteen inches in diameter; but even this, as I
have said, is giving the glass by far too great power. It may be observed, in passing, that this prodigious glass is
said to have been molded at the glasshouse of Messrs. Hartley and Grant, in Dumbarton; but Messrs. H. and G.‘s
establishment had ceased operations for many years previous to the publication of the hoax.

On page 13, pamphlet edition, speaking of “a hairy veil” over the eyes of a species of bison, the author says: “It
immediately occurred to the acute mind of Dr. Herschel that this was a providential contrivance to protect the
eyes of the animal from the great extremes of light and darkness to which all the inhabitants of our side of the
moon are periodically subjected.” But this cannot be thought a very “acute” observation of the Doctor’s. The
inhabitants of our side of the moon have, evidently, no darkness at all, so there can be nothing of the “extremes”
mentioned. In the absence of the sun they have a light from the earth equal to that of thirteen full unclouded
moons.

The topography throughout, even when professing to accord with Blunt’s Lunar Chart, is entirely at variance with
that or any other lunar chart, and even grossly at variance with itself. The points of the compass, too, are in
inextricable confusion; the writer appearing to be ignorant that, on a lunar map, these are not in accordance with
terrestrial points; the east being to the left, etc.

Deceived, perhaps, by the vague titles, Mare Nubium, Mare Tranquillitatis, Mare Faecunditatis, etc., given to the
dark spots by former astronomers, Mr. L. has entered into details regarding oceans and other large bodies of
water in the moon; whereas there is no astronomical point more positively ascertained than that no such bodies
exist there. In examining the boundary between light and darkness (in the crescent or gibbous moon) where this
boundary crosses any of the dark places, the line of division is found to be rough and jagged; but, were these dark
places liquid, it would evidently be even.

The description of the wings of the man-bat, on page 21, is but a literal copy of Peter Wilkins’ account of the wings
of his flying islanders. This simple fact should have induced suspicion, at least, it might be thought.

On page 23, we have the following: “What a prodigious influence must our thirteen times larger globe have
exercised upon this satellite when an embryo in the womb of time, the passive subject of chemical affinity!” This is
very fine; but it should be observed that no astronomer would have made such remark, especially to any journal of
Science; for the earth, in the sense intended, is not only thirteen, but forty-nine times larger than the moon. A
similar objection applies to the whole of the concluding pages, where, by way of introduction to some discoveries
in Saturn, the philosophical correspondent enters into a minute schoolboy account of that planet—this to the
“Edinburgh journal of Science!”

But there is one point, in particular, which should have betrayed the fiction. Let us imagine the power actually
possessed of seeing animals upon the moon’s surface—what would first arrest the attention of an observer from
the earth? Certainly  neither their  shape,  size,  nor any other such peculiarity,  so soon as their  remarkable
situation. They would appear to be walking, with heels up and head down, in the manner of flies on a ceiling. The
real observer would have uttered an instant ejaculation of surprise (however prepared by previous knowledge) at
the singularity of their position; the fictitious observer has not even mentioned the subject, but speaks of seeing
the entire bodies of such creatures, when it is demonstrable that he could have seen only the diameter of their
heads!

It might as well be remarked, in conclusion, that the size, and particularly the powers of the man-bats (for
example, their ability to fly in so rare an atmosphere—if, indeed, the moon have any), with most of the other
fancies in regard to animal and vegetable existence, are at variance, generally, with all analogical reasoning on
these themes; and that analogy here will  often amount to conclusive demonstration. It is,  perhaps, scarcely
necessary to add, that all the suggestions attributed to Brewster and Herschel, in the beginning of the article,
about “a transfusion of artificial light through the focal object of vision,” etc., etc., belong to that species of
figurative writing which comes, most properly, under the denomination of rigmarole.

There is a real and very definite limit to optical discovery among the stars—a limit whose nature need only be
stated to be understood. If, indeed, the casting of large lenses were all that is required, man’s ingenuity would
ultimately prove equal to the task, and we might have them of any size demanded. But, unhappily, in proportion to
the increase of size in the lens, and consequently of space-penetrating power, is the diminution of light from the
object, by diffusion of its rays. And for this evil there is no remedy within human ability; for an object is seen by
means of that light alone which proceeds from itself, whether direct or reflected. Thus the only “artificial” light
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which could avail Mr. Locke, would be some artificial light which he should be able to throw-not upon the “focal
object of vision,” but upon the real object to be viewed-to wit: upon the moon. It has been easily calculated that,
when the light proceeding from a star becomes so diffused as to be as weak as the natural light proceeding from
the whole of the stars, in a clear and moonless night, then the star is no longer visible for any practical purpose.

The Earl of Ross’s telescope, lately constructed in England, has a speculum with a reflecting surface of 4,071
square inches; the Herschel telescope having one of only 1,811. The metal of the Earl of Ross’s is 6 feet diameter;
it is 5 1/2 inches thick at the edges, and 5 at the centre. The weight is 3 tons. The focal length is 50 feet.

I have lately read a singular and somewhat ingenious little book, whose title-page runs thus: “L’Homme dans la
lvne ou le  Voyage Chimerique fait  au  Monde de la  Lvne,  nouellement  decouvert  par  Dominique Gonzales,
Aduanturier Espagnol, autrem?t dit le Courier volant. Mis en notre langve par J. B. D. A. Paris, chez Francois Piot,
pres la Fontaine de Saint Benoist. Et chez J. Goignard, au premier pilier de la grand’salle du Palais, proche les
Consultations, MDCXLVII.” Pp. 76.

The writer professes to have translated his work from the English of one Mr. D’Avisson (Davidson?) although there
is a terrible ambiguity in the statement. “J’ en ai eu,” says he “l’original de Monsieur D’Avisson, medecin des
mieux versez qui soient aujourd’huy dans la c?noissance des Belles Lettres, et sur tout de la Philosophic Naturelle.
Je lui ai cette obligation entre les autres, de m’ auoir non seulement mis en main cc Livre en anglois, mais encore
le Manuscrit du Sieur Thomas D’Anan, gentilhomme Eccossois, recommandable pour sa vertu, sur la version
duquel j’ advoue que j’ ay tir? le plan de la mienne.”

After some irrelevant adventures, much in the manner of Gil Blas, and which occupy the first thirty pages, the
author relates that, being ill during a sea voyage, the crew abandoned him, together with a negro servant, on the
island of St. Helena. To increase the chances of obtaining food, the two separate, and live as far apart as possible.
This brings about a training of birds, to serve the purpose of carrier-pigeons between them. By and by these are
taught to carry parcels of some weight-and this weight is gradually increased. At length the idea is entertained of
uniting the force of a great number of the birds, with a view to raising the author himself. A machine is contrived
for the purpose, and we have a minute description of it, which is materially helped out by a steel engraving. Here
we perceive the Signor Gonzales, with point ruffles and a huge periwig, seated astride something which resembles
very closely a broomstick, and borne aloft by a multitude of wild swans (ganzas) who had strings reaching from
their tails to the machine.

The main event detailed in the Signor’s narrative depends upon a very important fact, of which the reader is kept
in ignorance until near the end of the book. The ganzas, with whom he had become so familiar, were not really
denizens of St. Helena, but of the moon. Thence it had been their custom, time out of mind, to migrate annually to
some portion of the earth. In proper season, of course, they would return home; and the author, happening, one
day, to require their services for a short voyage, is unexpectedly carried straight tip, and in a very brief period
arrives at the satellite. Here he finds, among other odd things, that the people enjoy extreme happiness; that they
have no law; that they die without pain; that they are from ten to thirty feet in height; that they live five thousand
years; that they have an emperor called Irdonozur; and that they can jump sixty feet high, when, being out of the
gravitating influence, they fly about with fans.

I cannot forbear giving a specimen of the general philosophy of the volume.

“I must not forget here, that the stars appeared only on that side of
the globe turned toward the moon, and that the closer they were to it
the larger they seemed. I have also me and the earth. As to the
stars, since there was no night where I was, they always had the same
appearance; not brilliant, as usual, but pale, and very nearly like the
moon of a morning. But few of them were visible, and these ten times
larger (as well as I could judge) than they seem to the inhabitants
of the earth. The moon, which wanted two days of being full, was of a
terrible bigness.

 “I must not forget here, that the stars appeared only on that side
of the globe turned toward the moon, and that the closer they were to it
the larger they seemed. I have also to inform you that, whether it was
calm weather or stormy, I found myself always immediately between the
moon and the earth. I was convinced of this for two reasons-because
my birds always flew in a straight line; and because whenever we
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attempted to rest, we were carried insensibly around the globe of the
earth. For I admit the opinion of Copernicus, who maintains that it
never ceases to revolve from the east to the west, not upon the poles
of the Equinoctial, commonly called the poles of the world, but upon
those of the Zodiac, a question of which I propose to speak more at
length here-after, when I shall have leisure to refresh my memory in
regard to the astrology which I learned at Salamanca when young, and
have since forgotten.”

Notwithstanding the blunders italicized, the book is not without some claim to attention, as affording a naive
specimen of the current astronomical notions of the time. One of these assumed, that the “gravitating power”
extended but a short distance from the earth’s surface, and, accordingly, we find our voyager “carried insensibly
around the globe,” etc.

There have been other “voyages to the moon,” but none of higher merit than the one just mentioned. That of
Bergerac is utterly meaningless. In the third volume of the “American Quarterly Review” will be found quite an
elaborate criticism upon a certain “journey” of the kind in question—a criticism in which it is difficult to say
whether the critic most exposes the stupidity of the book, or his own absurd ignorance of astronomy. I forget the
title of the work; but the means of the voyage are more deplorably ill conceived than are even the ganzas of our
friend the Signor Gonzales. The adventurer, in digging the earth, happens to discover a peculiar metal for which
the moon has a strong attraction,  and straightway constructs of  it  a  box,  which,  when cast  loose from its
terrestrial fastenings, flies with him, forthwith, to the satellite. The “Flight of Thomas O’Rourke,” is a jeu d’ esprit
not  altogether  contemptible,  and  has  been  translated  into  German.  Thomas,  the  hero,  was,  in  fact,  the
gamekeeper of an Irish peer, whose eccentricities gave rise to the tale. The “flight” is made on an eagle’s back,
from Hungry Hill, a lofty mountain at the end of Bantry Bay.

In these various brochures the aim is always satirical; the theme being a description of Lunarian customs as
compared with ours. In none is there any effort at plausibility in the details of the voyage itself. The writers seem,
in each instance, to be utterly uninformed in respect to astronomy. In “Hans Pfaall” the design is original,
inasmuch as regards an attempt at verisimilitude, in the application of scientific principles (so far as the whimsical
nature of the subject would permit), to the actual passage between the earth and the moon.

(*2) The zodiacal light is probably what the ancients called Trabes. Emicant Trabes quos docos vocant.—Pliny, lib.
2, p. 26.

(*3) Since the original publication of Hans Pfaall, I find that Mr. Green, of Nassau balloon notoriety, and other late
aeronauts, deny the assertions of Humboldt, in this respect, and speak of a decreasing inconvenience,—precisely
in accordance with the theory here urged in a mere spirit of banter.

(*4) Havelius writes that he has several times found, in skies perfectly clear, when even stars of the sixth and
seventh magnitude were conspicuous, that, at the same altitude of the moon, at the same elongation from the
earth, and with one and the same excellent telescope, the moon and its maculae did not appear equally lucid at all
times. From the circumstances of the observation, it is evident that the cause of this phenomenon is not either in
our air,  in the tube, in the moon, or in the eye of the spectator, but must be looked for in something (an
atmosphere?) existing about the moon.
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Churchyard”; Wordsworth’s preface to Lyrical Ballads; William Cullen Bryant; and the Doppelgänger.

A  YouTube  element  has  been  excluded  from  this  version  of  the  text.  You  can  view  it  online  here:
https://courses.lumenlearning.com/suny-jefferson-sciencefictionandfantasy/?p=91

Note: you may skip section 8:50–32.58 of the video.
All rights reserved content

American Gothic (I). Authored by: Cyrus Patell. Provided by: New York University. Located at:
https://youtu.be/A9QDSKuY8FY. License: All Rights Reserved. License Terms: Standard
YouTube license

https://youtu.be/A9QDSKuY8FY
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Wikipedia, History of Science Fiction

History of Science Fiction

History of Science Fiction
Excellent sources like David Seed’s Science Fiction: A Very Short Introduction, are worth exploring.  They reveal
the difficulties in defining the origins and history–even the definition–of this genre.

The Wikipedia page “Science Fiction History” is a decent substitute for our purposes:

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_State_of_the_Art
Public domain content

History of Science Fiction. Provided by: Wikipedia. Located at:
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_State_of_the_Art. License: Public Domain: No Known Copyright

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_State_of_the_Art
https://creativecommons.org/about/pdm
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Mary W. Shelley, The Last Man

Mary W. Shelley, The Last Man

Mary W. Shelley, The Last Man

This two-volume novel can be accessed at the Project Gutenberg site at:
http://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/18247/pg18247-images.html

 
Public domain content

The Last Man. Authored by: Mary W. Shelley. Provided by: Project Gutenberg. Located at:
http://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/18247/pg18247-images.html. Project: Space Mythos:
Science Fiction. License: Public Domain: No Known Copyright

http://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/18247/pg18247-images.html
https://creativecommons.org/about/pdm
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Nathaniel Hawthorne, Rappaccini's Daughter

Nathaniel Hawthorne, Rappaccinni's Daughter

Nathaniel Hawthorne, Rappaccinni's Daughter
RAPPACCINI’S DAUGHTER [From the Writings of Aubepine.]

We do not remember to have seen any translated specimens of the productions of M. de l’Aubepine—a fact the
less to be wondered at, as his very name is unknown to many of his own countrymen as well as to the student of
foreign literature. As a writer, he seems to occupy an unfortunate position between the Transcendentalists (who,
under one name or another, have their share in all the current literature of the world) and the great body of pen-
and-ink men who address the intellect and sympathies of the multitude. If not too refined, at all events too remote,
too shadowy, and unsubstantial in his modes of development to suit the taste of the latter class, and yet too
popular to satisfy the spiritual or metaphysical requisitions of the former, he must necessarily find himself without
an audience, except here and there an individual or possibly an isolated clique. His writings, to do them justice,
are not altogether destitute of fancy and originality; they might have won him greater reputation but for an
inveterate love of allegory, which is apt to invest his plots and characters with the aspect of scenery and people in
the clouds, and to steal away the human warmth out of his conceptions. His fictions are sometimes historical,
sometimes of the present day, and sometimes, so far as can be discovered, have little or no reference either to
time or space. In any case, he generally contents himself with a very slight embroidery of outward manners,—the
faintest possible counterfeit of real life,—and endeavors to create an interest by some less obvious peculiarity of
the subject. Occasionally a breath of Nature, a raindrop of pathos and tenderness, or a gleam of humor, will find
its way into the midst of his fantastic imagery, and make us feel as if, after all, we were yet within the limits of our
native earth. We will only add to this very cursory notice that M. de l’Aubepine’s productions, if the reader chance
to take them in precisely the proper point of view, may amuse a leisure hour as well as those of a brighter man; if
otherwise, they can hardly fail to look excessively like nonsense.

Our author is voluminous; he continues to write and publish with as much praiseworthy and indefatigable prolixity
as if his efforts were crowned with the brilliant success that so justly attends those of Eugene Sue. His first
appearance was by a collection of stories in a long series of volumes entitled “Contes deux fois racontees.” The
titles of some of his more recent works (we quote from memory) are as follows: “Le Voyage Celeste a Chemin de
Fer,” 3 tom., 1838; “Le nouveau Pere Adam et la nouvelle Mere Eve,” 2 tom., 1839; “Roderic; ou le Serpent a
l’estomac,” 2 tom., 1840; “Le Culte du Feu,” a folio volume of ponderous research into the religion and ritual of
the old Persian Ghebers, published in 1841; “La Soiree du Chateau en Espagne,” 1 tom., 8vo, 1842; and “L’Artiste
du Beau;  ou le  Papillon Mecanique,”  5 tom.,  4to,  1843.  Our somewhat wearisome perusal  of  this  startling
catalogue of volumes has left behind it a certain personal affection and sympathy, though by no means admiration,
for M. de l’Aubepine; and we would fain do the little in our power towards introducing him favorably to the
American public. The ensuing tale is a translation of his “Beatrice; ou la Belle Empoisonneuse,” recently published
in “La Revue Anti-Aristocratique.” This journal, edited by the Comte de Bearhaven, has for some years past led the
defence of liberal principles and popular rights with a faithfulness and ability worthy of all praise.

 

A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very long ago, from the more southern region of Italy, to pursue
his studies at the University of Padua. Giovanni, who had but a scanty supply of gold ducats in his pocket, took
lodgings in a high and gloomy chamber of an old edifice which looked not unworthy to have been the palace of a
Paduan noble, and which, in fact, exhibited over its entrance the armorial bearings of a family long since extinct.
The young stranger, who was not unstudied in the great poem of his country, recollected that one of the ancestors
of this family, and perhaps an occupant of this very mansion, had been pictured by Dante as a partaker of the
immortal agonies of his Inferno. These reminiscences and associations, together with the tendency to heartbreak
natural to a young man for the first time out of his native sphere, caused Giovanni to sigh heavily as he looked
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around the desolate and ill-furnished apartment.

“Holy Virgin, signor!” cried old Dame Lisabetta, who, won by the youth’s remarkable beauty of person, was kindly
endeavoring to give the chamber a habitable air, “what a sigh was that to come out of a young man’s heart! Do
you find this old mansion gloomy? For the love of Heaven, then, put your head out of the window, and you will see
as bright sunshine as you have left in Naples.”

Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman advised, but could not quite agree with her that the Paduan
sunshine was as cheerful as that of southern Italy. Such as it was, however, it fell upon a garden beneath the
window and expended its fostering influences on a variety of plants, which seemed to have been cultivated with
exceeding care.

“Does this garden belong to the house?” asked Giovanni.

“Heaven forbid, signor, unless it were fruitful of better pot herbs than any that grow there now,” answered old
Lisabetta. “No; that garden is cultivated by the own hands of Signor Giacomo Rappaccini, the famous doctor, who,
I warrant him, has been heard of as far as Naples. It is said that he distils these plants into medicines that are as
potent as a charm. Oftentimes you may see the signor doctor at work, and perchance the signora, his daughter,
too, gathering the strange flowers that grow in the garden.”

The old woman had now done what she could for the aspect of the chamber; and, commending the young man to
the protection of the saints, took her departure.

Giovanni still  found no better occupation than to look down into the garden beneath his window. From its
appearance, he judged it to be one of those botanic gardens which were of earlier date in Padua than elsewhere in
Italy or in the world. Or, not improbably, it might once have been the pleasure-place of an opulent family; for there
was the ruin of a marble fountain in the centre, sculptured with rare art, but so wofully shattered that it was
impossible to trace the original design from the chaos of remaining fragments. The water, however, continued to
gush and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever. A little gurgling sound ascended to the young man’s
window, and made him feel as if the fountain were an immortal spirit that sung its song unceasingly and without
heeding the vicissitudes around it, while one century imbodied it in marble and another scattered the perishable
garniture on the soil. All about the pool into which the water subsided grew various plants, that seemed to require
a plentiful supply of moisture for the nourishment of gigantic leaves, and in some instances, flowers gorgeously
magnificent. There was one shrub in particular, set in a marble vase in the midst of the pool, that bore a profusion
of purple blossoms, each of which had the lustre and richness of a gem; and the whole together made a show so
resplendent that it seemed enough to illuminate the garden, even had there been no sunshine. Every portion of
the soil was peopled with plants and herbs, which, if less beautiful, still bore tokens of assiduous care, as if all had
their individual virtues, known to the scientific mind that fostered them. Some were placed in urns, rich with old
carving, and others in common garden pots; some crept serpent-like along the ground or climbed on high, using
whatever means of ascent was offered them. One plant had wreathed itself round a statue of Vertumnus, which
was thus quite veiled and shrouded in a drapery of hanging foliage, so happily arranged that it might have served
a sculptor for a study.

While Giovanni stood at the window he heard a rustling behind a screen of leaves, and became aware that a
person was at work in the garden. His figure soon emerged into view, and showed itself to be that of no common
laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow, and sickly-looking man, dressed in a scholar’s garb of black. He was beyond
the middle term of life, with gray hair, a thin, gray beard, and a face singularly marked with intellect and
cultivation, but which could never, even in his more youthful days, have expressed much warmth of heart.

Nothing could exceed the intentness with which this scientific gardener examined every shrub which grew in his
path: it seemed as if he was looking into their inmost nature, making observations in regard to their creative
essence, and discovering why one leaf grew in this shape and another in that, and wherefore such and such
flowers differed among themselves in hue and perfume. Nevertheless, in spite of this deep intelligence on his part,
there was no approach to intimacy between himself and these vegetable existences. On the contrary, he avoided
their actual touch or the direct inhaling of their odors with a caution that impressed Giovanni most disagreeably;
for the man’s demeanor was that of one walking among malignant influences, such as savage beasts, or deadly
snakes, or evil spirits, which, should he allow them one moment of license, would wreak upon him some terrible
fatality.  It  was strangely frightful  to the young man’s imagination to see this  air  of  insecurity in a person
cultivating a garden, that most simple and innocent of human toils, and which had been alike the joy and labor of
the unfallen parents of the race. Was this garden, then, the Eden of the present world? And this man, with such a
perception of harm in what his own hands caused to grow,—was he the Adam?

The distrustful gardener, while plucking away the dead leaves or pruning the too luxuriant growth of the shrubs,
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defended his hands with a pair of thick gloves. Nor were these his only armor. When, in his walk through the
garden, he came to the magnificent plant that hung its purple gems beside the marble fountain, he placed a kind
of mask over his mouth and nostrils, as if all this beauty did but conceal a deadlier malice; but, finding his task
still too dangerous, he drew back, removed the mask, and called loudly, but in the infirm voice of a person affected
with inward disease, “Beatrice! Beatrice!”

“Here am I, my father. What would you?” cried a rich and youthful voice from the window of the opposite house—a
voice as rich as a tropical sunset, and which made Giovanni, though he knew not why, think of deep hues of purple
or crimson and of perfumes heavily delectable. “Are you in the garden?”

“Yes, Beatrice,” answered the gardener, “and I need your help.”

Soon there emerged from under a sculptured portal the figure of a young girl, arrayed with as much richness of
taste as the most splendid of the flowers, beautiful as the day, and with a bloom so deep and vivid that one shade
more would have been too much. She looked redundant with life, health, and energy; all of which attributes were
bound down and compressed, as it were and girdled tensely, in their luxuriance, by her virgin zone. Yet Giovanni’s
fancy must have grown morbid while he looked down into the garden; for the impression which the fair stranger
made upon him was as if here were another flower, the human sister of those vegetable ones, as beautiful as they,
more beautiful than the richest of them, but still to be touched only with a glove, nor to be approached without a
mask. As Beatrice came down the garden path, it was observable that she handled and inhaled the odor of several
of the plants which her father had most sedulously avoided.

“Here, Beatrice,” said the latter, “see how many needful offices require to be done to our chief treasure. Yet,
shattered  as  I  am,  my  life  might  pay  the  penalty  of  approaching  it  so  closely  as  circumstances  demand.
Henceforth, I fear, this plant must be consigned to your sole charge.”

“And gladly will I undertake it,” cried again the rich tones of the young lady, as she bent towards the magnificent
plant and opened her arms as if to embrace it. “Yes, my sister, my splendour, it shall be Beatrice’s task to nurse
and serve thee; and thou shalt reward her with thy kisses and perfumed breath, which to her is as the breath of
life.”

Then, with all the tenderness in her manner that was so strikingly expressed in her words, she busied herself with
such attentions as the plant seemed to require; and Giovanni, at his lofty window, rubbed his eyes and almost
doubted whether it were a girl tending her favorite flower, or one sister performing the duties of affection to
another. The scene soon terminated. Whether Dr. Rappaccini had finished his labors in the garden, or that his
watchful eye had caught the stranger’s face, he now took his daughter’s arm and retired. Night was already
closing in; oppressive exhalations seemed to proceed from the plants and steal upward past the open window; and
Giovanni, closing the lattice, went to his couch and dreamed of a rich flower and beautiful girl. Flower and maiden
were different, and yet the same, and fraught with some strange peril in either shape.

But there is an influence in the light of morning that tends to rectify whatever errors of fancy, or even of
judgment, we may have incurred during the sun’s decline, or among the shadows of the night, or in the less
wholesome glow of moonshine. Giovanni’s first movement, on starting from sleep, was to throw open the window
and gaze down into the garden which his dreams had made so fertile of mysteries. He was surprised and a little
ashamed to find how real and matter-of-fact an affair it proved to be, in the first rays of the sun which gilded the
dew-drops that hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while giving a brighter beauty to each rare flower, brought
everything within the limits of ordinary experience. The young man rejoiced that, in the heart of the barren city,
he had the privilege of overlooking this spot of lovely and luxuriant vegetation. It would serve, he said to himself,
as a symbolic language to keep him in communion with Nature. Neither the sickly and thoughtworn Dr. Giacomo
Rappaccini, it is true, nor his brilliant daughter, were now visible; so that Giovanni could not determine how much
of the singularity which he attributed to both was due to their own qualities and how much to his wonder-working
fancy; but he was inclined to take a most rational view of the whole matter.

In the course of the day he paid his respects to Signor Pietro Baglioni, professor of medicine in the university, a
physician of eminent repute to whom Giovanni had brought a letter of introduction. The professor was an elderly
personage, apparently of genial nature, and habits that might almost be called jovial. He kept the young man to
dinner, and made himself very agreeable by the freedom and liveliness of his conversation, especially when
warmed by a flask or two of Tuscan wine. Giovanni, conceiving that men of science, inhabitants of the same city,
must needs be on familiar terms with one another, took an opportunity to mention the name of Dr. Rappaccini. But
the professor did not respond with so much cordiality as he had anticipated.

“Ill would it become a teacher of the divine art of medicine,” said Professor Pietro Baglioni, in answer to a
question  of  Giovanni,  “to  withhold  due  and  well-considered  praise  of  a  physician  so  eminently  skilled  as
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Rappaccini; but, on the other hand, I should answer it but scantily to my conscience were I to permit a worthy
youth like yourself, Signor Giovanni, the son of an ancient friend, to imbibe erroneous ideas respecting a man who
might hereafter chance to hold your life and death in his hands. The truth is, our worshipful Dr. Rappaccini has as
much science as any member of the faculty—with perhaps one single exception—in Padua, or all Italy; but there
are certain grave objections to his professional character.”

“And what are they?” asked the young man.

“Has my friend Giovanni any disease of body or heart, that he is so inquisitive about physicians?” said the
professor, with a smile. “But as for Rappaccini, it is said of him—and I, who know the man well, can answer for its
truth—that he cares infinitely more for science than for mankind. His patients are interesting to him only as
subjects for some new experiment. He would sacrifice human life, his own among the rest, or whatever else was
dearest to him, for the sake of adding so much as a grain of mustard seed to the great heap of his accumulated
knowledge.”

“Methinks he is an awful man indeed,” remarked Guasconti, mentally recalling the cold and purely intellectual
aspect of Rappaccini. “And yet, worshipful professor, is it not a noble spirit? Are there many men capable of so
spiritual a love of science?”

“God forbid,” answered the professor, somewhat testily; “at least, unless they take sounder views of the healing
art than those adopted by Rappaccini. It is his theory that all medicinal virtues are comprised within those
substances which we term vegetable poisons. These he cultivates with his own hands, and is said even to have
produced new varieties of poison, more horribly deleterious than Nature, without the assistance of this learned
person, would ever have plagued the world withal. That the signor doctor does less mischief than might be
expected with such dangerous substances is undeniable. Now and then, it must be owned, he has effected, or
seemed to effect, a marvellous cure; but, to tell you my private mind, Signor Giovanni, he should receive little
credit  for such instances of  success,—they being probably the work of  chance,—but should be held strictly
accountable for his failures, which may justly be considered his own work.”

The youth might have taken Baglioni’s opinions with many grains of allowance had he known that there was a
professional warfare of long continuance between him and Dr. Rappaccini, in which the latter was generally
thought to have gained the advantage. If the reader be inclined to judge for himself, we refer him to certain black-
letter tracts on both sides, preserved in the medical department of the University of Padua.

“I know not, most learned professor,” returned Giovanni, after musing on what had been said of Rappaccini’s
exclusive zeal for science,—”I know not how dearly this physician may love his art; but surely there is one object
more dear to him. He has a daughter.”

“Aha!” cried the professor, with a laugh. “So now our friend Giovanni’s secret is out. You have heard of this
daughter, whom all the young men in Padua are wild about, though not half a dozen have ever had the good hap to
see her face. I know little of the Signora Beatrice save that Rappaccini is said to have instructed her deeply in his
science, and that, young and beautiful as fame reports her, she is already qualified to fill a professor’s chair.
Perchance her father destines her for mine! Other absurd rumors there be, not worth talking about or listening to.
So now, Signor Giovanni, drink off your glass of lachryma.”

Guasconti returned to his lodgings somewhat heated with the wine he had quaffed, and which caused his brain to
swim with strange fantasies in reference to Dr. Rappaccini and the beautiful Beatrice. On his way, happening to
pass by a florist’s, he bought a fresh bouquet of flowers.

Ascending to his chamber, he seated himself near the window, but within the shadow thrown by the depth of the
wall, so that he could look down into the garden with little risk of being discovered. All beneath his eye was a
solitude. The strange plants were basking in the sunshine, and now and then nodding gently to one another, as if
in acknowledgment of sympathy and kindred. In the midst, by the shattered fountain, grew the magnificent shrub,
with its purple gems clustering all over it; they glowed in the air, and gleamed back again out of the depths of the
pool, which thus seemed to overflow with colored radiance from the rich reflection that was steeped in it. At first,
as we have said, the garden was a solitude. Soon, however,—as Giovanni had half hoped, half feared, would be the
case,—a figure appeared beneath the antique sculptured portal, and came down between the rows of plants,
inhaling their various perfumes as if she were one of those beings of old classic fable that lived upon sweet odors.
On again beholding Beatrice, the young man was even startled to perceive how much her beauty exceeded his
recollection of it; so brilliant, so vivid, was its character, that she glowed amid the sunlight, and, as Giovanni
whispered to himself, positively illuminated the more shadowy intervals of the garden path. Her face being now
more revealed than on the former occasion, he was struck by its expression of simplicity and sweetness,—qualities
that had not entered into his idea of her character, and which made him ask anew what manner of mortal she
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might be. Nor did he fail again to observe, or imagine, an analogy between the beautiful girl and the gorgeous
shrub that hung its gemlike flowers over the fountain,—a resemblance which Beatrice seemed to have indulged a
fantastic humor in heightening, both by the arrangement of her dress and the selection of its hues.

Approaching the shrub, she threw open her arms, as with a passionate ardor, and drew its branches into an
intimate embrace—so intimate that her features were hidden in its leafy bosom and her glistening ringlets all
intermingled with the flowers.

“Give me thy breath, my sister,” exclaimed Beatrice; “for I am faint with common air. And give me this flower of
thine, which I separate with gentlest fingers from the stem and place it close beside my heart.”

With these words the beautiful daughter of Rappaccini plucked one of the richest blossoms of the shrub, and was
about to fasten it in her bosom. But now, unless Giovanni’s draughts of wine had bewildered his senses, a singular
incident occurred. A small orange-colored reptile, of the lizard or chameleon species, chanced to be creeping
along the path, just at the feet of Beatrice. It appeared to Giovanni,—but, at the distance from which he gazed, he
could scarcely have seen anything so minute,—it appeared to him, however, that a drop or two of moisture from
the broken stem of the flower descended upon the lizard’s head. For an instant the reptile contorted itself
violently, and then lay motionless in the sunshine. Beatrice observed this remarkable phenomenon and crossed
herself, sadly, but without surprise; nor did she therefore hesitate to arrange the fatal flower in her bosom. There
it blushed, and almost glimmered with the dazzling effect of a precious stone, adding to her dress and aspect the
one appropriate charm which nothing else in the world could have supplied. But Giovanni, out of the shadow of his
window, bent forward and shrank back, and murmured and trembled.

“Am I  awake?  Have  I  my senses?”  said  he  to  himself.  “What  is  this  being?  Beautiful  shall  I  call  her,  or
inexpressibly terrible?”

Beatrice now strayed carelessly through the garden, approaching closer beneath Giovanni’s window, so that he
was compelled to thrust his head quite out of its concealment in order to gratify the intense and painful curiosity
which she excited. At this moment there came a beautiful insect over the garden wall; it had, perhaps, wandered
through the city, and found no flowers or verdure among those antique haunts of men until the heavy perfumes of
Dr. Rappaccini’s shrubs had lured it from afar. Without alighting on the flowers, this winged brightness seemed to
be attracted by Beatrice, and lingered in the air and fluttered about her head. Now, here it could not be but that
Giovanni Guasconti’s eyes deceived him. Be that as it might, he fancied that, while Beatrice was gazing at the
insect with childish delight, it grew faint and fell at her feet; its bright wings shivered; it was dead—from no cause
that he could discern, unless it were the atmosphere of her breath. Again Beatrice crossed herself and sighed
heavily as she bent over the dead insect.

An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew her eyes to the window. There she beheld the beautiful head of the
young man—rather a Grecian than an Italian head, with fair, regular features, and a glistening of gold among his
ringlets—gazing down upon her like a being that hovered in mid air. Scarcely knowing what he did, Giovanni
threw down the bouquet which he had hitherto held in his hand.

“Signora,” said he, “there are pure and healthful flowers. Wear them for the sake of Giovanni Guasconti.”

“Thanks, signor,” replied Beatrice, with her rich voice, that came forth as it were like a gush of music, and with a
mirthful expression half childish and half woman-like. “I accept your gift, and would fain recompense it with this
precious purple flower; but if I toss it into the air it will not reach you. So Signor Guasconti must even content
himself with my thanks.”

She lifted the bouquet from the ground, and then, as if inwardly ashamed at having stepped aside from her
maidenly reserve to respond to a stranger’s greeting, passed swiftly homeward through the garden. But few as the
moments were, it seemed to Giovanni, when she was on the point of vanishing beneath the sculptured portal, that
his beautiful bouquet was already beginning to wither in her grasp. It was an idle thought; there could be no
possibility of distinguishing a faded flower from a fresh one at so great a distance.

For many days after this incident the young man avoided the window that looked into Dr. Rappaccini’s garden, as
if something ugly and monstrous would have blasted his eyesight had he been betrayed into a glance. He felt
conscious of  having put himself,  to a certain extent,  within the influence of  an unintelligible power by the
communication which he had opened with Beatrice. The wisest course would have been, if his heart were in any
real danger, to quit his lodgings and Padua itself at once; the next wiser, to have accustomed himself, as far as
possible, to the familiar and daylight view of Beatrice—thus bringing her rigidly and systematically within the
limits of ordinary experience. Least of all, while avoiding her sight, ought Giovanni to have remained so near this
extraordinary being that the proximity and possibility even of intercourse should give a kind of substance and
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reality to the wild vagaries which his imagination ran riot continually in producing. Guasconti had not a deep
heart—or, at all events, its depths were not sounded now; but he had a quick fancy, and an ardent southern
temperament, which rose every instant to a higher fever pitch. Whether or no Beatrice possessed those terrible
attributes, that fatal breath, the affinity with those so beautiful and deadly flowers which were indicated by what
Giovanni had witnessed, she had at least instilled a fierce and subtle poison into his system. It was not love,
although her rich beauty was a madness to him; nor horror, even while he fancied her spirit to be imbued with the
same baneful essence that seemed to pervade her physical frame; but a wild offspring of both love and horror that
had each parent in it, and burned like one and shivered like the other. Giovanni knew not what to dread; still less
did he know what to hope; yet hope and dread kept a continual warfare in his breast, alternately vanquishing one
another and starting up afresh to renew the contest. Blessed are all simple emotions, be they dark or bright! It is
the lurid intermixture of the two that produces the illuminating blaze of the infernal regions.

Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the fever of his spirit by a rapid walk through the streets of Padua or beyond
its gates: his footsteps kept time with the throbbings of his brain, so that the walk was apt to accelerate itself to a
race. One day he found himself arrested; his arm was seized by a portly personage, who had turned back on
recognizing the young man and expended much breath in overtaking him.

“Signor Giovanni! Stay, my young friend!” cried he. “Have you forgotten me? That might well be the case if I were
as much altered as yourself.”

It was Baglioni, whom Giovanni had avoided ever since their first meeting, from a doubt that the professor’s
sagacity would look too deeply into his secrets. Endeavoring to recover himself, he stared forth wildly from his
inner world into the outer one and spoke like a man in a dream.

“Yes; I am Giovanni Guasconti. You are Professor Pietro Baglioni. Now let me pass!”

“Not yet, not yet, Signor Giovanni Guasconti,” said the professor, smiling, but at the same time scrutinizing the
youth with an earnest glance. “What! did I grow up side by side with your father? and shall his son pass me like a
stranger in these old streets of Padua? Stand still, Signor Giovanni; for we must have a word or two before we
part.”

“Speedily, then, most worshipful professor, speedily,” said Giovanni, with feverish impatience. “Does not your
worship see that I am in haste?”

Now, while he was speaking there came a man in black along the street, stooping and moving feebly like a person
in inferior health. His face was all overspread with a most sickly and sallow hue, but yet so pervaded with an
expression of piercing and active intellect that an observer might easily have overlooked the merely physical
attributes and have seen only this wonderful energy. As he passed, this person exchanged a cold and distant
salutation with Baglioni, but fixed his eyes upon Giovanni with an intentness that seemed to bring out whatever
was within him worthy of notice. Nevertheless, there was a peculiar quietness in the look, as if taking merely a
speculative, not a human interest, in the young man.

“It is Dr. Rappaccini!” whispered the professor when the stranger had passed. “Has he ever seen your face
before?”

“Not that I know,” answered Giovanni, starting at the name.

“He HAS seen you! he must have seen you!” said Baglioni, hastily. “For some purpose or other, this man of
science is making a study of you. I know that look of his! It is the same that coldly illuminates his face as he bends
over a bird, a mouse, or a butterfly, which, in pursuance of some experiment, he has killed by the perfume of a
flower; a look as deep as Nature itself, but without Nature’s warmth of love. Signor Giovanni, I will stake my life
upon it, you are the subject of one of Rappaccini’s experiments!”

“Will  you  make  a  fool  of  me?”  cried  Giovanni,  passionately.  “THAT,  signor  professor,  were  an  untoward
experiment.”

“Patience! patience!” replied the imperturbable professor. “I tell thee, my poor Giovanni, that Rappaccini has a
scientific interest in thee. Thou hast fallen into fearful hands! And the Signora Beatrice,—what part does she act in
this mystery?”

But Guasconti, finding Baglioni’s pertinacity intolerable, here broke away, and was gone before the professor
could again seize his arm. He looked after the young man intently and shook his head.
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“This must not be,” said Baglioni to himself. “The youth is the son of my old friend, and shall not come to any harm
from which the arcana of medical science can preserve him. Besides, it is too insufferable an impertinence in
Rappaccini, thus to snatch the lad out of my own hands, as I may say, and make use of him for his infernal
experiments. This daughter of his! It shall be looked to. Perchance, most learned Rappaccini, I may foil you where
you little dream of it!”

Meanwhile Giovanni had pursued a circuitous route, and at length found himself at the door of his lodgings. As he
crossed the threshold he was met by old Lisabetta, who smirked and smiled, and was evidently desirous to attract
his attention; vainly, however, as the ebullition of his feelings had momentarily subsided into a cold and dull
vacuity. He turned his eyes full upon the withered face that was puckering itself into a smile, but seemed to
behold it not. The old dame, therefore, laid her grasp upon his cloak.

“Signor! signor!” whispered she, still with a smile over the whole breadth of her visage, so that it looked not
unlike a grotesque carving in wood, darkened by centuries. “Listen, signor! There is a private entrance into the
garden!”

“What do you say?” exclaimed Giovanni, turning quickly about, as if an inanimate thing should start into feverish
life. “A private entrance into Dr. Rappaccini’s garden?”

“Hush! hush! not so loud!” whispered Lisabetta, putting her hand over his mouth. “Yes; into the worshipful
doctor’s garden, where you may see all his fine shrubbery. Many a young man in Padua would give gold to be
admitted among those flowers.”

Giovanni put a piece of gold into her hand.

“Show me the way,” said he.

A surmise, probably excited by his conversation with Baglioni, crossed his mind, that this interposition of old
Lisabetta might perchance be connected with the intrigue, whatever were its nature, in which the professor
seemed to suppose that Dr. Rappaccini was involving him. But such a suspicion, though it disturbed Giovanni, was
inadequate to restrain him. The instant that he was aware of the possibility of approaching Beatrice, it seemed an
absolute necessity of his existence to do so. It mattered not whether she were angel or demon; he was irrevocably
within her sphere, and must obey the law that whirled him onward, in ever-lessening circles, towards a result
which he did not attempt to foreshadow; and yet, strange to say, there came across him a sudden doubt whether
this intense interest on his part were not delusory; whether it were really of so deep and positive a nature as to
justify him in now thrusting himself into an incalculable position; whether it were not merely the fantasy of a
young man’s brain, only slightly or not at all connected with his heart.

He paused, hesitated, turned half about, but again went on. His withered guide led him along several obscure
passages, and finally undid a door, through which, as it was opened, there came the sight and sound of rustling
leaves, with the broken sunshine glimmering among them. Giovanni stepped forth, and, forcing himself through
the entanglement of a shrub that wreathed its tendrils over the hidden entrance, stood beneath his own window in
the open area of Dr. Rappaccini’s garden.

How often is it the case that, when impossibilities have come to pass and dreams have condensed their misty
substance into tangible realities, we find ourselves calm, and even coldly self-possessed, amid circumstances
which it would have been a delirium of joy or agony to anticipate! Fate delights to thwart us thus. Passion will
choose his own time to rush upon the scene, and lingers sluggishly behind when an appropriate adjustment of
events would seem to summon his appearance. So was it  now with Giovanni.  Day after day his pulses had
throbbed with feverish blood at the improbable idea of an interview with Beatrice, and of standing with her, face
to face, in this very garden, basking in the Oriental sunshine of her beauty, and snatching from her full gaze the
mystery which he deemed the riddle of his own existence. But now there was a singular and untimely equanimity
within his breast. He threw a glance around the garden to discover if Beatrice or her father were present, and,
perceiving that he was alone, began a critical observation of the plants.

The aspect of one and all  of them dissatisfied him; their gorgeousness seemed fierce, passionate, and even
unnatural. There was hardly an individual shrub which a wanderer, straying by himself through a forest, would
not have been startled to find growing wild, as if an unearthly face had glared at him out of the thicket. Several
also would have shocked a delicate instinct by an appearance of artificialness indicating that there had been such
commixture, and, as it were, adultery, of various vegetable species, that the production was no longer of God’s
making, but the monstrous offspring of man’s depraved fancy, glowing with only an evil mockery of beauty. They
were probably the result of experiment, which in one or two cases had succeeded in mingling plants individually
lovely into a compound possessing the questionable and ominous character that distinguished the whole growth of
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the garden. In fine, Giovanni recognized but two or three plants in the collection, and those of a kind that he well
knew to be poisonous. While busy with these contemplations he heard the rustling of a silken garment, and,
turning, beheld Beatrice emerging from beneath the sculptured portal.

Giovanni had not considered with himself what should be his deportment; whether he should apologize for his
intrusion into the garden, or assume that he was there with the privity at least, if not by the desire, of Dr.
Rappaccini or his daughter; but Beatrice’s manner placed him at his ease, though leaving him still in doubt by
what agency he had gained admittance. She came lightly along the path and met him near the broken fountain.
There was surprise in her face, but brightened by a simple and kind expression of pleasure.

“You are a connoisseur in flowers, signor,” said Beatrice, with a smile, alluding to the bouquet which he had flung
her from the window. “It is no marvel, therefore, if the sight of my father’s rare collection has tempted you to take
a nearer view. If he were here, he could tell you many strange and interesting facts as to the nature and habits of
these shrubs; for he has spent a lifetime in such studies, and this garden is his world.”

“And yourself,  lady,”  observed Giovanni,  “if  fame says true,—you likewise are deeply  skilled in  the virtues
indicated by these rich blossoms and these spicy perfumes. Would you deign to be my instructress, I should prove
an apter scholar than if taught by Signor Rappaccini himself.”

“Are there such idle rumors?” asked Beatrice, with the music of a pleasant laugh. “Do people say that I am skilled
in my father’s science of plants? What a jest is there! No; though I have grown up among these flowers, I know no
more of them than their hues and perfume; and sometimes methinks I would fain rid myself of even that small
knowledge. There are many flowers here, and those not the least brilliant, that shock and offend me when they
meet my eye. But pray, signor, do not believe these stories about my science. Believe nothing of me save what you
see with your own eyes.”

“And must I believe all that I have seen with my own eyes?” asked Giovanni, pointedly, while the recollection of
former scenes made him shrink. “No, signora; you demand too little of me. Bid me believe nothing save what
comes from your own lips.”

It would appear that Beatrice understood him. There came a deep flush to her cheek; but she looked full into
Giovanni’s eyes, and responded to his gaze of uneasy suspicion with a queenlike haughtiness.

“I do so bid you, signor,” she replied. “Forget whatever you may have fancied in regard to me. If true to the
outward senses, still it may be false in its essence; but the words of Beatrice Rappaccini’s lips are true from the
depths of the heart outward. Those you may believe.”

A fervor glowed in her whole aspect and beamed upon Giovanni’s consciousness like the light of truth itself; but
while she spoke there was a fragrance in the atmosphere around her, rich and delightful, though evanescent, yet
which the young man, from an indefinable reluctance, scarcely dared to draw into his lungs. It might be the odor
of the flowers. Could it be Beatrice’s breath which thus embalmed her words with a strange richness, as if by
steeping them in her heart? A faintness passed like a shadow over Giovanni and flitted away; he seemed to gaze
through the beautiful girl’s eyes into her transparent soul, and felt no more doubt or fear.

The tinge of passion that had colored Beatrice’s manner vanished; she became gay, and appeared to derive a pure
delight from her communion with the youth not unlike what the maiden of a lonely island might have felt
conversing with a voyager from the civilized world. Evidently her experience of life had been confined within the
limits of that garden. She talked now about matters as simple as the daylight or summer clouds, and now asked
questions in reference to the city, or Giovanni’s distant home, his friends, his mother, and his sisters—questions
indicating such seclusion, and such lack of familiarity with modes and forms, that Giovanni responded as if to an
infant. Her spirit gushed out before him like a fresh rill that was just catching its first glimpse of the sunlight and
wondering at the reflections of earth and sky which were flung into its bosom. There came thoughts, too, from a
deep source, and fantasies of a gemlike brilliancy, as if diamonds and rubies sparkled upward among the bubbles
of the fountain. Ever and anon there gleamed across the young man’s mind a sense of wonder that he should be
walking side by side with the being who had so wrought upon his imagination, whom he had idealized in such hues
of terror, in whom he had positively witnessed such manifestations of dreadful attributes,—that he should be
conversing with Beatrice like a brother, and should find her so human and so maidenlike. But such reflections
were only momentary; the effect of her character was too real not to make itself familiar at once.

In this free intercourse they had strayed through the garden, and now, after many turns among its avenues, were
come to the shattered fountain, beside which grew the magnificent shrub, with its treasury of glowing blossoms. A
fragrance was diffused from it which Giovanni recognized as identical with that which he had attributed to
Beatrice’s breath, but incomparably more powerful. As her eyes fell upon it, Giovanni beheld her press her hand to
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her bosom as if her heart were throbbing suddenly and painfully.

“For the first time in my life,” murmured she, addressing the shrub, “I had forgotten thee.”

“I remember, signora,” said Giovanni, “that you once promised to reward me with one of these living gems for the
bouquet which I had the happy boldness to fling to your feet. Permit me now to pluck it as a memorial of this
interview.”

He made a step towards the shrub with extended hand; but Beatrice darted forward, uttering a shriek that went
through his heart like a dagger. She caught his hand and drew it back with the whole force of her slender figure.
Giovanni felt her touch thrilling through his fibres.

“Touch it not!” exclaimed she, in a voice of agony. “Not for thy life! It is fatal!”

Then, hiding her face, she fled from him and vanished beneath the sculptured portal. As Giovanni followed her
with his eyes, he beheld the emaciated figure and pale intelligence of Dr. Rappaccini, who had been watching the
scene, he knew not how long, within the shadow of the entrance.

No sooner was Guasconti alone in his chamber than the image of Beatrice came back to his passionate musings,
invested with all the witchery that had been gathering around it ever since his first glimpse of her, and now
likewise imbued with a tender warmth of girlish womanhood. She was human; her nature was endowed with all
gentle and feminine qualities; she was worthiest to be worshipped; she was capable, surely, on her part, of the
height and heroism of love. Those tokens which he had hitherto considered as proofs of a frightful peculiarity in
her physical and moral system were now either forgotten, or, by the subtle sophistry of passion transmitted into a
golden crown of enchantment, rendering Beatrice the more admirable by so much as she was the more unique.
Whatever had looked ugly was now beautiful; or, if incapable of such a change, it stole away and hid itself among
those shapeless half ideas which throng the dim region beyond the daylight of our perfect consciousness. Thus did
he spend the night, nor fell asleep until the dawn had begun to awake the slumbering flowers in Dr. Rappaccini’s
garden, whither Giovanni’s dreams doubtless led him. Up rose the sun in his due season, and, flinging his beams
upon the young man’s eyelids, awoke him to a sense of pain. When thoroughly aroused, he became sensible of a
burning and tingling agony in his hand—in his right hand—the very hand which Beatrice had grasped in her own
when he was on the point of plucking one of the gemlike flowers. On the back of that hand there was now a purple
print like that of four small fingers, and the likeness of a slender thumb upon his wrist.

Oh, how stubbornly does love,—or even that cunning semblance of love which flourishes in the imagination, but
strikes no depth of root into the heart,—how stubbornly does it hold its faith until the moment comes when it is
doomed to vanish into thin mist! Giovanni wrapped a handkerchief about his hand and wondered what evil thing
had stung him, and soon forgot his pain in a reverie of Beatrice.

After the first interview, a second was in the inevitable course of what we call fate. A third; a fourth; and a
meeting with Beatrice in the garden was no longer an incident in Giovanni’s daily life, but the whole space in
which he might be said to live; for the anticipation and memory of that ecstatic hour made up the remainder. Nor
was it otherwise with the daughter of Rappaccini. She watched for the youth’s appearance, and flew to his side
with confidence as unreserved as if they had been playmates from early infancy—as if they were such playmates
still. If, by any unwonted chance, he failed to come at the appointed moment, she stood beneath the window and
sent up the rich sweetness of her tones to float around him in his chamber and echo and reverberate throughout
his  heart:  “Giovanni!  Giovanni!  Why tarriest  thou? Come down!” And down he hastened into that  Eden of
poisonous flowers.

But, with all this intimate familiarity, there was still a reserve in Beatrice’s demeanor, so rigidly and invariably
sustained that the idea of infringing it scarcely occurred to his imagination. By all appreciable signs, they loved;
they had looked love with eyes that conveyed the holy secret from the depths of one soul into the depths of the
other, as if it were too sacred to be whispered by the way; they had even spoken love in those gushes of passion
when their spirits darted forth in articulated breath like tongues of long-hidden flame; and yet there had been no
seal of lips, no clasp of hands, nor any slightest caress such as love claims and hallows. He had never touched one
of the gleaming ringlets of her hair; her garment—so marked was the physical barrier between them—had never
been waved against him by a breeze. On the few occasions when Giovanni had seemed tempted to overstep the
limit, Beatrice grew so sad, so stern, and withal wore such a look of desolate separation, shuddering at itself, that
not a spoken word was requisite to repel him. At such times he was startled at the horrible suspicions that rose,
monster-like, out of the caverns of his heart and stared him in the face; his love grew thin and faint as the morning
mist, his doubts alone had substance. But, when Beatrice’s face brightened again after the momentary shadow,
she was transformed at once from the mysterious, questionable being whom he had watched with so much awe
and horror; she was now the beautiful and unsophisticated girl whom he felt that his spirit knew with a certainty
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beyond all other knowledge.

A considerable time had now passed since Giovanni’s last meeting with Baglioni. One morning, however, he was
disagreeably surprised by a visit from the professor, whom he had scarcely thought of for whole weeks, and would
willingly have forgotten still longer. Given up as he had long been to a pervading excitement, he could tolerate no
companions except upon condition of their perfect sympathy with his present state of feeling. Such sympathy was
not to be expected from Professor Baglioni.

The visitor chatted carelessly for a few moments about the gossip of the city and the university, and then took up
another topic.

“I have been reading an old classic author lately,” said he, “and met with a story that strangely interested me.
Possibly you may remember it. It is of an Indian prince, who sent a beautiful woman as a present to Alexander the
Great. She was as lovely as the dawn and gorgeous as the sunset; but what especially distinguished her was a
certain rich perfume in her breath—richer than a garden of Persian roses. Alexander, as was natural to a youthful
conqueror, fell in love at first sight with this magnificent stranger; but a certain sage physician, happening to be
present, discovered a terrible secret in regard to her.”

“And what was that?” asked Giovanni, turning his eyes downward to avoid those of the professor.

“That this lovely woman,” continued Baglioni, with emphasis, “had been nourished with poisons from her birth
upward, until her whole nature was so imbued with them that she herself had become the deadliest poison in
existence. Poison was her element of life. With that rich perfume of her breath she blasted the very air. Her love
would have been poison—her embrace death. Is not this a marvellous tale?”

“A childish fable,” answered Giovanni, nervously starting from his chair. “I marvel how your worship finds time to
read such nonsense among your graver studies.”

“By the by,” said the professor, looking uneasily about him, “what singular fragrance is this in your apartment? Is
it the perfume of your gloves? It is faint, but delicious; and yet, after all, by no means agreeable. Were I to breathe
it long, methinks it would make me ill. It is like the breath of a flower; but I see no flowers in the chamber.”

“Nor are there any,” replied Giovanni, who had turned pale as the professor spoke; “nor, I think, is there any
fragrance except in your worship’s imagination. Odors, being a sort of element combined of the sensual and the
spiritual, are apt to deceive us in this manner. The recollection of a perfume, the bare idea of it, may easily be
mistaken for a present reality.”

“Ay; but my sober imagination does not often play such tricks,” said Baglioni; “and, were I to fancy any kind of
odor, it would be that of some vile apothecary drug, wherewith my fingers are likely enough to be imbued. Our
worshipful friend Rappaccini, as I have heard, tinctures his medicaments with odors richer than those of Araby.
Doubtless, likewise, the fair and learned Signora Beatrice would minister to her patients with draughts as sweet
as a maiden’s breath; but woe to him that sips them!”

Giovanni’s face evinced many contending emotions. The tone in which the professor alluded to the pure and lovely
daughter of Rappaccini was a torture to his soul; and yet the intimation of a view of her character opposite to his
own, gave instantaneous distinctness to a thousand dim suspicions, which now grinned at him like so many
demons. But he strove hard to quell them and to respond to Baglioni with a true lover’s perfect faith.

“Signor professor,” said he, “you were my father’s friend; perchance, too, it is your purpose to act a friendly part
towards his son. I would fain feel nothing towards you save respect and deference; but I pray you to observe,
signor, that there is one subject on which we must not speak. You know not the Signora Beatrice. You cannot,
therefore, estimate the wrong—the blasphemy, I may even say—that is offered to her character by a light or
injurious word.”

“Giovanni! my poor Giovanni!” answered the professor, with a calm expression of pity, “I know this wretched girl
far  better  than yourself.  You shall  hear the truth in respect  to the poisoner Rappaccini  and his  poisonous
daughter; yes, poisonous as she is beautiful. Listen; for, even should you do violence to my gray hairs, it shall not
silence me. That old fable of the Indian woman has become a truth by the deep and deadly science of Rappaccini
and in the person of the lovely Beatrice.”

Giovanni groaned and hid his face

“Her father,” continued Baglioni,  “was not restrained by natural affection from offering up his child in this
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horrible manner as the victim of his insane zeal for science; for, let us do him justice, he is as true a man of
science as ever distilled his own heart in an alembic. What, then, will be your fate? Beyond a doubt you are
selected as the material of some new experiment. Perhaps the result is to be death; perhaps a fate more awful
still. Rappaccini, with what he calls the interest of science before his eyes, will hesitate at nothing.”

“It is a dream,” muttered Giovanni to himself; “surely it is a dream.”

“But,” resumed the professor, “be of good cheer, son of my friend. It is not yet too late for the rescue. Possibly we
may even succeed in bringing back this miserable child within the limits of ordinary nature, from which her
father’s madness has estranged her. Behold this little silver vase! It was wrought by the hands of the renowned
Benvenuto Cellini, and is well worthy to be a love gift to the fairest dame in Italy. But its contents are invaluable.
One little sip of this antidote would have rendered the most virulent poisons of the Borgias innocuous. Doubt not
that it will be as efficacious against those of Rappaccini. Bestow the vase, and the precious liquid within it, on your
Beatrice, and hopefully await the result.”

Baglioni laid a small, exquisitely wrought silver vial on the table and withdrew, leaving what he had said to
produce its effect upon the young man’s mind.

“We will thwart Rappaccini yet,” thought he, chuckling to himself, as he descended the stairs; “but, let us confess
the truth of him, he is a wonderful man—a wonderful man indeed; a vile empiric, however, in his practice, and
therefore not to be tolerated by those who respect the good old rules of the medical profession.”

Throughout Giovanni’s whole acquaintance with Beatrice, he had occasionally, as we have said, been haunted by
dark surmises as to her character; yet so thoroughly had she made herself felt by him as a simple, natural, most
affectionate, and guileless creature, that the image now held up by Professor Baglioni looked as strange and
incredible as if it were not in accordance with his own original conception. True, there were ugly recollections
connected with his first glimpses of the beautiful girl; he could not quite forget the bouquet that withered in her
grasp, and the insect that perished amid the sunny air, by no ostensible agency save the fragrance of her breath.
These incidents, however, dissolving in the pure light of her character, had no longer the efficacy of facts, but
were  acknowledged  as  mistaken  fantasies,  by  whatever  testimony  of  the  senses  they  might  appear  to  be
substantiated. There is something truer and more real than what we can see with the eyes and touch with the
finger. On such better evidence had Giovanni founded his confidence in Beatrice, though rather by the necessary
force of her high attributes than by any deep and generous faith on his part. But now his spirit was incapable of
sustaining itself at the height to which the early enthusiasm of passion had exalted it; he fell down, grovelling
among earthly doubts, and defiled therewith the pure whiteness of Beatrice’s image. Not that he gave her up; he
did but distrust. He resolved to institute some decisive test that should satisfy him, once for all, whether there
were those dreadful peculiarities in her physical nature which could not be supposed to exist without some
corresponding monstrosity of soul. His eyes, gazing down afar, might have deceived him as to the lizard, the
insect, and the flowers; but if he could witness, at the distance of a few paces, the sudden blight of one fresh and
healthful flower in Beatrice’s hand, there would be room for no further question. With this idea he hastened to the
florist’s and purchased a bouquet that was still gemmed with the morning dew-drops.

It was now the customary hour of his daily interview with Beatrice. Before descending into the garden, Giovanni
failed not to look at his figure in the mirror,—a vanity to be expected in a beautiful young man, yet, as displaying
itself at that troubled and feverish moment, the token of a certain shallowness of feeling and insincerity of
character. He did gaze, however, and said to himself that his features had never before possessed so rich a grace,
nor his eyes such vivacity, nor his cheeks so warm a hue of superabundant life.

“At least,” thought he, “her poison has not yet insinuated itself into my system. I am no flower to perish in her
grasp.”

With that thought he turned his eyes on the bouquet, which he had never once laid aside from his hand. A thrill of
indefinable horror shot through his frame on perceiving that those dewy flowers were already beginning to droop;
they wore the aspect of things that had been fresh and lovely yesterday. Giovanni grew white as marble, and stood
motionless before the mirror, staring at his own reflection there as at the likeness of something frightful. He
remembered Baglioni’s remark about the fragrance that seemed to pervade the chamber. It must have been the
poison in his breath! Then he shuddered—shuddered at himself. Recovering from his stupor, he began to watch
with curious eye a spider that was busily at work hanging its web from the antique cornice of the apartment,
crossing and recrossing the artful system of interwoven lines—as vigorous and active a spider as ever dangled
from an old ceiling. Giovanni bent towards the insect, and emitted a deep, long breath. The spider suddenly
ceased its toil; the web vibrated with a tremor originating in the body of the small artisan. Again Giovanni sent
forth a breath, deeper, longer, and imbued with a venomous feeling out of his heart: he knew not whether he were
wicked, or only desperate. The spider made a convulsive gripe with his limbs and hung dead across the window.
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“Accursed! accursed!” muttered Giovanni, addressing himself. “Hast thou grown so poisonous that this deadly
insect perishes by thy breath?”

At that moment a rich, sweet voice came floating up from the garden.

“Giovanni! Giovanni! It is past the hour! Why tarriest thou? Come down!”

“Yes,” muttered Giovanni again. “She is the only being whom my breath may not slay! Would that it might!”

He rushed down, and in an instant was standing before the bright and loving eyes of Beatrice. A moment ago his
wrath and despair had been so fierce that he could have desired nothing so much as to wither her by a glance; but
with her actual presence there came influences which had too real an existence to be at once shaken off:
recollections of the delicate and benign power of her feminine nature, which had so often enveloped him in a
religious calm; recollections of many a holy and passionate outgush of her heart, when the pure fountain had been
unsealed from its depths and made visible in its transparency to his mental eye; recollections which, had Giovanni
known how to estimate them, would have assured him that all this ugly mystery was but an earthly illusion, and
that, whatever mist of evil  might seem to have gathered over her, the real Beatrice was a heavenly angel.
Incapable as he was of such high faith, still her presence had not utterly lost its magic. Giovanni’s rage was
quelled into an aspect of sullen insensibility. Beatrice, with a quick spiritual sense, immediately felt that there was
a gulf of blackness between them which neither he nor she could pass. They walked on together, sad and silent,
and came thus to the marble fountain and to its pool of water on the ground, in the midst of which grew the shrub
that bore gem-like blossoms. Giovanni was affrighted at the eager enjoyment—the appetite, as it were—with which
he found himself inhaling the fragrance of the flowers.

“Beatrice,” asked he, abruptly, “whence came this shrub?”

“My father created it,” answered she, with simplicity.

“Created it! created it!” repeated Giovanni. “What mean you, Beatrice?”

“He is a man fearfully acquainted with the secrets of Nature,” replied Beatrice; “and, at the hour when I first drew
breath, this plant sprang from the soil, the offspring of his science, of his intellect, while I was but his earthly
child. Approach it not!” continued she, observing with terror that Giovanni was drawing nearer to the shrub. “It
has qualities that you little dream of. But I, dearest Giovanni,—I grew up and blossomed with the plant and was
nourished with its breath. It was my sister, and I loved it with a human affection; for, alas!—hast thou not
suspected it?—there was an awful doom.”

Here Giovanni frowned so darkly upon her that Beatrice paused and trembled. But her faith in his tenderness
reassured her, and made her blush that she had doubted for an instant.

“There was an awful doom,” she continued, “the effect of my father’s fatal love of science, which estranged me
from all society of my kind. Until Heaven sent thee, dearest Giovanni, oh, how lonely was thy poor Beatrice!”

“Was it a hard doom?” asked Giovanni, fixing his eyes upon her.

“Only of late have I known how hard it was,” answered she, tenderly. “Oh, yes; but my heart was torpid, and
therefore quiet.”

Giovanni’s rage broke forth from his sullen gloom like a lightning flash out of a dark cloud.

“Accursed one!” cried he, with venomous scorn and anger. “And, finding thy solitude wearisome, thou hast
severed me likewise from all the warmth of life and enticed me into thy region of unspeakable horror!”

“Giovanni!” exclaimed Beatrice, turning her large bright eyes upon his face. The force of his words had not found
its way into her mind; she was merely thunderstruck.

“Yes, poisonous thing!” repeated Giovanni, beside himself with passion. “Thou hast done it! Thou hast blasted me!
Thou hast filled my veins with poison! Thou hast made me as hateful, as ugly, as loathsome and deadly a creature
as thyself—a world’s wonder of hideous monstrosity! Now, if our breath be happily as fatal to ourselves as to all
others, let us join our lips in one kiss of unutterable hatred, and so die!”

“What has befallen me?” murmured Beatrice, with a low moan out of her heart. “Holy Virgin, pity me, a poor
heart-broken child!”
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“Thou,—dost thou pray?” cried Giovanni, still with the same fiendish scorn. “Thy very prayers, as they come from
thy lips, taint the atmosphere with death. Yes, yes; let us pray! Let us to church and dip our fingers in the holy
water at the portal! They that come after us will perish as by a pestilence! Let us sign crosses in the air! It will be
scattering curses abroad in the likeness of holy symbols!”

“Giovanni,” said Beatrice, calmly, for her grief was beyond passion, “why dost thou join thyself with me thus in
those terrible words? I, it is true, am the horrible thing thou namest me. But thou,—what hast thou to do, save
with one other shudder at my hideous misery to go forth out of the garden and mingle with thy race, and forget
there ever crawled on earth such a monster as poor Beatrice?”

“Dost thou pretend ignorance?” asked Giovanni, scowling upon her. “Behold! this power have I gained from the
pure daughter of Rappaccini.”

There was a swarm of summer insects flitting through the air in search of the food promised by the flower odors of
the fatal garden. They circled round Giovanni’s head, and were evidently attracted towards him by the same
influence which had drawn them for an instant within the sphere of several of the shrubs. He sent forth a breath
among them, and smiled bitterly at Beatrice as at least a score of the insects fell dead upon the ground.

“I see it! I see it!” shrieked Beatrice. “It is my father’s fatal science! No, no, Giovanni; it was not I! Never! never! I
dreamed only to love thee and be with thee a little time, and so to let thee pass away, leaving but thine image in
mine heart; for, Giovanni, believe it, though my body be nourished with poison, my spirit is God’s creature, and
craves love as its daily food. But my father,—he has united us in this fearful sympathy. Yes; spurn me, tread upon
me, kill me! Oh, what is death after such words as thine? But it was not I. Not for a world of bliss would I have
done it.”

Giovanni’s  passion had exhausted itself  in  its  outburst  from his  lips.  There now came across him a sense,
mournful, and not without tenderness, of the intimate and peculiar relationship between Beatrice and himself.
They stood, as it were, in an utter solitude, which would be made none the less solitary by the densest throng of
human life. Ought not, then, the desert of humanity around them to press this insulated pair closer together? If
they should be cruel to one another, who was there to be kind to them? Besides, thought Giovanni, might there not
still be a hope of his returning within the limits of ordinary nature, and leading Beatrice, the redeemed Beatrice,
by the hand? O, weak, and selfish, and unworthy spirit, that could dream of an earthly union and earthly happiness
as possible, after such deep love had been so bitterly wronged as was Beatrice’s love by Giovanni’s blighting
words! No, no; there could be no such hope. She must pass heavily, with that broken heart, across the borders of
Time—she must bathe her hurts in some fount of paradise, and forget her grief in the light of immortality, and
THERE be well.

But Giovanni did not know it.

“Dear Beatrice,” said he, approaching her, while she shrank away as always at his approach, but now with a
different impulse, “dearest Beatrice, our fate is not yet so desperate. Behold! there is a medicine, potent, as a wise
physician has assured me, and almost divine in its efficacy. It is composed of ingredients the most opposite to
those by which thy awful father has brought this calamity upon thee and me. It is distilled of blessed herbs. Shall
we not quaff it together, and thus be purified from evil?”

“Give it me!” said Beatrice, extending her hand to receive the little silver vial which Giovanni took from his bosom.
She added, with a peculiar emphasis, “I will drink; but do thou await the result.”

She put Baglioni’s antidote to her lips; and, at the same moment, the figure of Rappaccini emerged from the portal
and came slowly towards the marble fountain. As he drew near, the pale man of science seemed to gaze with a
triumphant expression at the beautiful youth and maiden, as might an artist who should spend his life in achieving
a picture or a group of statuary and finally be satisfied with his success. He paused; his bent form grew erect with
conscious power; he spread out his hands over them in the attitude of a father imploring a blessing upon his
children; but those were the same hands that had thrown poison into the stream of their lives. Giovanni trembled.
Beatrice shuddered nervously, and pressed her hand upon her heart.

“My daughter,” said Rappaccini, “thou art no longer lonely in the world. Pluck one of those precious gems from
thy sister shrub and bid thy bridegroom wear it in his bosom. It will not harm him now. My science and the
sympathy between thee and him have so wrought within his system that he now stands apart from common men,
as thou dost, daughter of my pride and triumph, from ordinary women. Pass on, then, through the world, most
dear to one another and dreadful to all besides!”

“My father,” said Beatrice, feebly,—and still as she spoke she kept her hand upon her heart,—”wherefore didst
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thou inflict this miserable doom upon thy child?”

“Miserable!” exclaimed Rappaccini. “What mean you, foolish girl? Dost thou deem it misery to be endowed with
marvellous gifts against which no power nor strength could avail an enemy—misery, to be able to quell the
mightiest with a breath—misery, to be as terrible as thou art beautiful? Wouldst thou, then, have preferred the
condition of a weak woman, exposed to all evil and capable of none?”

“I would fain have been loved, not feared,” murmured Beatrice, sinking down upon the ground. “But now it
matters not. I am going, father, where the evil which thou hast striven to mingle with my being will pass away like
a dream-like the fragrance of these poisonous flowers, which will no longer taint my breath among the flowers of
Eden. Farewell, Giovanni! Thy words of hatred are like lead within my heart; but they, too, will fall away as I
ascend. Oh, was there not, from the first, more poison in thy nature than in mine?”

To Beatrice,—so radically had her earthly part been wrought upon by Rappaccini’s skill,—as poison had been life,
so the powerful antidote was death; and thus the poor victim of man’s ingenuity and of thwarted nature, and of the
fatality that attends all such efforts of perverted wisdom, perished there, at the feet of her father and Giovanni.
Just at that moment Professor Pietro Baglioni looked forth from the window, and called loudly, in a tone of triumph
mixed with horror, to the thunderstricken man of science, “Rappaccini! Rappaccini! and is THIS the upshot of
your experiment!”
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Chapter 1. THE SÃ‰ANCE
On a March evening, at eight o’clock, Backhouse, the medium—a fast-rising star in the psychic world—was
ushered into the study at Prolands, the Hampstead residence of Montague Faull. The room was illuminated only
by the light of a blazing fire. The host, eying him with indolent curiosity, got up, and the usual conventional
greetings were exchanged. Having indicated an easy chair before the fire to his guest, the South American
merchant sank back again into his own. The electric light was switched on. Faull’s prominent, clear-cut features,
metallic-looking skin, and general air of bored impassiveness, did not seem greatly to impress the medium, who
was accustomed to regard men from a special angle. Backhouse, on the contrary, was a novelty to the merchant.
As he tranquilly studied him through half closed lids and the smoke of a cigar, he wondered how this little,
thickset person with the pointed beard contrived to remain so fresh and sane in appearance, in view of the morbid
nature of his occupation.

“Do you smoke?” drawled Faull, by way of starting the conversation. “No? Then will you take a drink?”

“Not at present, I thank you.”

A pause.

“Everything is satisfactory? The materialisation will take place?”

“I see no reason to doubt it.”

“That’s good, for I would not like my guests to be disappointed. I have your check written out in my pocket.”

“Afterward will do quite well.”

“Nine o’clock was the time specified, I believe?”

“I fancy so.”

The conversation continued to flag. Faull sprawled in his chair, and remained apathetic.

“Would you care to hear what arrangements I have made?”

“I am unaware that any are necessary, beyond chairs for your guests.”

“I mean the decoration of the sÃ©ance room, the music, and so forth.”

Backhouse stared at his host. “But this is not a theatrical performance.”

“That’s correct. Perhaps I ought to explain…. There will be ladies present, and ladies, you know, are aesthetically
inclined.”

“In that case I have no objection. I only hope they will enjoy the performance to the end.”

He spoke rather dryly.

“Well, that’s all right, then,” said Faull. Flicking his cigar into the fire, he got up and helped himself to whisky.
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“Will you come and see the room?”

“Thank you, no. I prefer to have nothing to do with it till the time arrives.”

“Then let’s go to see my sister, Mrs. Jameson, who is in the drawing room. She sometimes does me the kindness to
act as my hostess, as I am unmarried.”

“I will be delighted,” said Backhouse coldly.

They found the lady alone, sitting by the open pianoforte in a pensive attitude. She had been playing Scriabin and
was overcome. The medium took in her small, tight, patrician features and porcelain-like hands, and wondered
how Faull came by such a sister. She received him bravely, with just a shade of quiet emotion. He was used to
such receptions at the hands of the sex, and knew well how to respond to them.

“What amazes me,” she half whispered, after ten minutes of graceful, hollow conversation, “is, if you must know it,
not so much the manifestation itself—though that will surely be wonderful—as your assurance that it will take
place. Tell me the grounds of your confidence.”

“I dream with open eyes,” he answered, looking around at the door, “and others see my dreams. That is all.”

“But that’s beautiful,” responded Mrs. Jameson. She smiled rather absently, for the first guest had just entered.

It was Kent-Smith, the ex-magistrate, celebrated for his shrewd judicial humour, which, however, he had the good
sense not to attempt to carry into private life. Although well on the wrong side of seventy, his eyes were still
disconcertingly  bright.  With  the  selective  skill  of  an  old  man,  he  immediately  settled  himself  in  the  most
comfortable of many comfortable chairs.

“So we are to see wonders tonight?”

“Fresh material for your autobiography,” remarked Faull.

“Ah, you should not have mentioned my unfortunate book. An old public servant is merely amusing himself in his
retirement, Mr. Backhouse. You have no cause for alarm—I have studied in the school of discretion.”

“I am not alarmed. There can be no possible objection to your publishing whatever you please.”

“You are most kind,” said the old man, with a cunning smile.

“Trent is not coming tonight,” remarked Mrs. Jameson, throwing a curious little glance at her brother.

“I never thought he would. It’s not in his line.”

“Mrs. Trent, you must understand,” she went on, addressing the ex-magistrate, “has placed us all under a debt of
gratitude. She has decorated the old lounge hall upstairs most beautifully, and has secured the services of the
sweetest little orchestra.”

“But this is Roman magnificence.”

“Backhouse thinks the spirits should be treated with more deference,” laughed Faull.

“Surely, Mr. Backhouse—a poetic environment…”

“Pardon me. I am a simple man, and always prefer to reduce things to elemental simplicity. I raise no opposition,
but I express my opinion. Nature is one thing, and art is another.”

“And I am not sure that I don’t agree with you,” said the ex-magistrate. “An occasion like this ought to be simple,
to guard against the possibility of deception—if you will forgive my bluntness, Mr. Backhouse.”

“We shall sit in full light,” replied Backhouse, “and every opportunity will be given to all to inspect the room. I
shall also ask you to submit me to a personal examination.”

A rather embarrassed silence followed. It was broken by the arrival of two more guests, who entered together.
These were Prior, the prosperous City coffee importer, and Lang, the stockjobber, well known in his own circle as
an amateur prestidigitator. Backhouse was slightly acquainted with the latter. Prior, perfuming the room with the
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faint odour of wine and tobacco smoke, tried to introduce an atmosphere of joviality into the proceedings. Finding
that no one seconded his efforts, however, he shortly subsided and fell to examining the water colours on the
walls. Lang, tall, thin, and growing bald, said little, but stared at Backhouse a good deal.

Coffee, liqueurs, and cigarettes were now brought in. Everyone partook, except Lang and the medium. At the
same moment, Professor Halbart was announced. He was the eminent psychologist, the author and lecturer on
crime, insanity,  genius,  and so forth,  considered in their mental  aspects.  His presence at such a gathering
somewhat mystified the other guests, but all felt as if the object of their meeting had immediately acquired
additional solemnity. He was small, meagre-looking, and mild in manner, but was probably the most stubborn-
brained of all that mixed company. Completely ignoring the medium, he at once sat down beside Kent-Smith, with
whom he began to exchange remarks.

At a few minutes past the appointed hour Mrs. Trent entered, unannounced. She was a woman of about twenty-
eight. She had a white, demure, saintlike face, smooth black hair, and lips so crimson and full that they seemed to
be bursting with blood. Her tall, graceful body was most expensively attired. Kisses were exchanged between her
and Mrs. Jameson. She bowed to the rest of the assembly, and stole a half glance and a smile at Faull. The latter
gave her a queer look, and Backhouse, who lost nothing, saw the concealed barbarian in the complacent gleam of
his eye. She refused the refreshment that was offered her, and Faull proposed that, as everyone had now arrived,
they should adjourn to the lounge hall.

Mrs. Trent held up a slender palm. “Did you, or did you not, give me carte blanche, Montague?”

“Of course I did,” said Faull, laughing. “But what’s the matter?”

“Perhaps I have been rather presumptuous. I don’t know. I have invited a couple of friends to join us. No, no one
knows them…. The two most extraordinary individuals you ever saw. And mediums, I am sure.”

“It sounds very mysterious. Who are these conspirators?”

“At least tell us their names, you provoking girl,” put in Mrs. Jameson.

“One rejoices in the name of Maskull, and the other in that of Nightspore. That’s nearly all that I know about
them, so don’t overwhelm me with any more questions.”

“But where did you pick them up? You must have picked them up somewhere.”

“But this is a cross-examination. Have I sinned against convention? I swear I will tell you not another word about
them. They will be here directly, and then I will deliver them to your tender mercy.”

“I don’t know them,” said Faull, “and nobody else seems to, but, of course, we will all be very pleased to have
them…. Shall we wait, or what?”

“I said nine, and it’s past that now. It’s quite possible they may not turn up after all…. Anyway, don’t wait.”

“I would prefer to start at once,” said Backhouse.

The lounge, a lofty room, forty feet long by twenty wide, had been divided for the occasion into two equal parts by
a heavy brocade curtain drawn across the middle. The far end was thus concealed. The nearer half had been
converted into an auditorium by a crescent of armchairs. There was no other furniture. A large fire was burning
halfway along the wall, between the chairbacks and the door. The room was brilliantly lighted by electric bracket
lamps. A sumptuous carpet covered the floor.

Having settled his guests in their seats, Faull stepped up to the curtain and flung it aside. A replica, or nearly so,
of the Drury Lane presentation of the temple scene in The Magic Flute was then exposed to view: the gloomy,
massive architecture of the interior, the glowing sky above it in the background, and, silhouetted against the
latter, the gigantic seated statue of the Pharaoh. A fantastically carved wooden couch lay before the pedestal of
the statue. Near the curtain, obliquely placed to the auditorium, was a plain oak armchair, for the use of the
medium.

Many of those present felt privately that the setting was quite inappropriate to the occasion and savoured rather
unpleasantly of ostentation. Backhouse in particular seemed put out. The usual compliments, however, were
showered on Mrs. Trent as the deviser of so remarkable a theatre. Faull invited his friends to step forward and
examine the apartment as minutely as they might desire. Prior and Lang were the only ones to accept. The former
wandered about among the pasteboard scenery, whistling to himself and occasionally tapping a part of it with his
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knuckles. Lang, who was in his element, ignored the rest of his party and commenced a patient, systematic
search, on his own account, for secret apparatus. Faull and Mrs. Trent stood in a corner of the temple, talking
together in low tones; while Mrs. Jameson, pretending to hold Backhouse in conversation, watched them as only a
deeply interested woman knows how to watch.

Lang, to his own disgust, having failed to find anything of a suspicious nature, the medium now requested that his
own clothing should be searched.

“All  these  precautions  are  quite  needless  and beside  the  matter  in  hand,  as  you will  immediately  see  for
yourselves. My reputation demands, however, that other people who are not present would not be able to say
afterward that trickery has been resorted to.”

To Lang again fell the ungrateful task of investigating pockets and sleeves. Within a few minutes he expressed
himself satisfied that nothing mechanical was in Backhouse’s possession. The guests reseated themselves. Faull
ordered two more chairs to be brought for Mrs. Trent’s friends, who, however, had not yet arrived. He then
pressed an electric bell, and took his own seat.

The signal was for the hidden orchestra to begin playing. A murmur of surprise passed through the audience as,
without previous warning, the beautiful and solemn strains of Mozart’s “temple” music pulsated through the air.
The expectation of everyone was raised, while, beneath her pallor and composure, it could be seen that Mrs. Trent
was deeply moved. It was evident that aesthetically she was by far the most important person present. Faull
watched her, with his face sunk on his chest, sprawling as usual.

Backhouse stood up, with one hand on the back of his chair, and began speaking. The music instantly sank to
pianissimo, and remained so for as long as he was on his legs.

“Ladies and gentlemen, you are about to witness a materialisation. That means you will see something appear in
space that was not previously there. At first it will appear as a vaporous form, but finally it will be a solid body,
which anyone present may feel and handle—and, for example, shake hands with. For this body will be in the
human shape.  It  will  be  a  real  man or  woman—which,  I  can’t  say—but  a  man or  woman without  known
antecedents. If, however, you demand from me an explanation of the origin of this materialised form—where it
comes from, whence the atoms and molecules composing its tissues are derived—I am unable to satisfy you. I am
about to produce the phenomenon; if anyone can explain it to me afterward, I shall be very grateful…. That is all I
have to say.”

He resumed his seat, half turning his back on the assembly, and paused for a moment before beginning his task.

It was precisely at this minute that the manservant opened the door and announced in a subdued but distinct
voice: “Mr. Maskull, Mr. Nightspore.”

Everyone turned round. Faull rose to welcome the late arrivals. Backhouse also stood up, and stared hard at them.

The two strangers remained standing by the door, which was closed quietly behind them. They seemed to be
waiting for the mild sensation caused by their appearance to subside before advancing into the room. Maskull was
a kind of giant, but of broader and more robust physique than most giants. He wore a full beard. His features were
thick and heavy, coarsely modelled, like those of a wooden carving; but his eyes, small and black, sparkled with
the fires of intelligence and audacity. His hair was short, black, and bristling. Nightspore was of middle height,
but so tough-looking that he appeared to be trained out of all human frailties and susceptibilities. His hairless face
seemed consumed by an intense spiritual hunger, and his eyes were wild and distant. Both men were dressed in
tweeds.

Before any words were spoken, a loud and terrible crash of falling masonry caused the assembled party to start up
from their chairs in consternation. It sounded as if the entire upper part of the building had collapsed. Faull
sprang to the door, and called to the servant to say what was happening. The man had to be questioned twice
before he gathered what was required of him. He said he had heard nothing. In obedience to his master’s order,
he went upstairs. Nothing, however, was amiss there, neither had the maids heard anything.

In the meantime Backhouse, who almost alone of those assembled had preserved his sangfroid, went straight up
to Nightspore, who stood gnawing his nails.

“Perhaps you can explain it, sir?”

“It was supernatural,” said Nightspore, in a harsh, muffled voice, turning away from his questioner.
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“I guessed so. It is a familiar phenomenon, but I have never heard it so loud.”

He then went among the guests, reassuring them. By degrees they settled down, but it was observable that their
former easy and good-humoured interest in the proceedings was now changed to strained watchfulness. Maskull
and Nightspore took the places allotted to them. Mrs. Trent kept stealing uneasy glances at them. Throughout the
entire incident, Mozart’s hymn continued to be played. The orchestra also had heard nothing.

Backhouse now entered on his task. It was one that began to be familiar to him, and he had no anxiety about the
result. It was not possible to effect the materialisation by mere concentration of will, or the exercise of any faculty;
otherwise many people could have done what he had engaged himself to do. His nature was phenomenal—the
dividing wall between himself and the spiritual world was broken in many places. Through the gaps in his mind
the inhabitants of the invisible, when he summoned them, passed for a moment timidly and awfully into the solid,
coloured universe…. He could not say how it was brought about…. The experience was a rough one for the body,
and many such struggles would lead to insanity and early death. That is why Backhouse was stern and abrupt in
his manner. The coarse, clumsy suspicion of some of the witnesses, the frivolous aestheticism of others, were
equally obnoxious to his grim, bursting heart; but he was obliged to live, and, to pay his way, must put up with
these impertinences.

He sat down facing the wooden couch. His eyes remained open but seemed to look inward. His cheeks paled, and
he became noticeably thinner. The spectators almost forgot to breathe. The more sensitive among them began to
feel, or imagine, strange presences all around them. Maskull’s eyes glittered with anticipation, and his brows went
up and down, but Nightspore appeared bored.

After a long ten minutes the pedestal of the statue was seen to become slightly blurred, as though an intervening
mist were rising from the ground. This slowly developed into a visible cloud, coiling hither and thither, and
constantly changing shape. The professor half rose, and held his glasses with one hand further forward on the
bridge of his nose.

By slow stages the cloud acquired the dimensions and approximate outline of an adult human body, although all
was still vague and blurred. It hovered lightly in the air, a foot or so above the couch. Backhouse looked haggard
and ghastly.  Mrs.  Jameson quietly  fainted in her chair,  but  she was unnoticed,  and presently  revived.  The
apparition now settled down upon the couch, and at the moment of doing so seemed suddenly to grow dark, solid,
and manlike. Many of the guests were as pale as the medium himself, but Faull preserved his stoical apathy, and
glanced once or twice at Mrs.  Trent.  She was staring straight at the couch, and was twisting a little lace
handkerchief through the different fingers of her hand. The music went on playing.

The figure was by this time unmistakably that of a man lying down. The face focused itself into distinctness. The
body was draped in a sort of shroud, but the features were those of a young man. One smooth hand fell over,
nearly touching the floor, white and motionless. The weaker spirits of the company stared at the vision in sick
horror; the rest were grave and perplexed. The seeming man was dead, but somehow it did not appear like a
death succeeding life, but like a death preliminary to life. All felt that he might sit up at any minute.

“Stop that music!” muttered Backhouse, tottering from his chair and facing the party. Faull touched the bell. A
few more bars sounded, and then total silence ensued.

“Anyone who wants to may approach the couch,” said Backhouse with difficulty.

Lang at once advanced, and stared awestruck at the supernatural youth.

“You are at liberty to touch,” said the medium.

But Lang did not venture to, nor did any of the others, who one by one stole up to the couch—until it came to
Faull’s turn. He looked straight at Mrs. Trent, who seemed frightened and disgusted at the spectacle before her,
and then not only touched the apparition but suddenly grasped the drooping hand in his own and gave it a
powerful squeeze. Mrs. Trent gave a low scream. The ghostly visitor opened his eyes, looked at Faull strangely,
and sat up on the couch. A cryptic smile started playing over his mouth. Faull looked at his hand; a feeling of
intense pleasure passed through his body.

Maskull caught Mrs. Jameson in his arms; she was attacked by another spell of faintness. Mrs. Trent ran forward,
and led her out of the room. Neither of them returned.

The phantom body now stood upright, looking about him, still with his peculiar smile. Prior suddenly felt sick, and
went out. The other men more or less hung together, for the sake of human society, but Nightspore paced up and
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down, like a man weary and impatient, while Maskull attempted to interrogate the youth. The apparition watched
him with a baffling expression, but did not answer. Backhouse was sitting apart, his face buried in his hands.

It was at this moment that the door was burst open violently, and a stranger, unannounced, half leaped, half
strode a few yards into the room, and then stopped. None of Faull’s friends had ever seen him before. He was a
thick, shortish man, with surprising muscular development and a head far too large in proportion to his body. His
beardless yellow face indicated, as a first impression, a mixture of sagacity, brutality, and humour.

“Aha-i, gentlemen!” he called out loudly. His voice was piercing, and oddly disagreeable to the ear. “So we have a
little visitor here.”

Nightspore turned his back, but everyone else stared at the intruder in astonishment. He took another few steps
forward, which brought him to the edge of the theatre.

“May I ask, sir, how I come to have the honour of being your host?” asked Faull sullenly. He thought that the
evening was not proceeding as smoothly as he had anticipated.

The newcomer looked at him for a second, and then broke into a great, roaring guffaw. He thumped Faull on the
back playfully—but the play was rather rough, for the victim was sent staggering against the wall before he could
recover his balance.

“Good evening, my host!”

“And good evening to you too, my lad!” he went on, addressing the supernatural youth, who was now beginning to
wander about the room, in apparent unconsciousness of his surroundings. “I have seen someone very like you
before, I think.”

There was no response.

The intruder thrust his head almost up to the phantom’s face. “You have no right here, as you know.”

The shape looked back at him with a smile full of significance, which, however, no one could understand.

“Be careful what you are doing,” said Backhouse quickly.

“What’s the matter, spirit usher?”

“I  don’t  know who you are,  but if  you use physical  violence toward that,  as  you seem inclined to do,  the
consequences may prove very unpleasant.”

“And without pleasure our evening would be spoiled, wouldn’t it, my little mercenary friend?”

Humour vanished from his face, like sunlight from a landscape, leaving it hard and rocky. Before anyone realised
what he was doing, he encircled the soft, white neck of the materialised shape with his hairy hands and, with a
double turn, twisted it completely round. A faint, unearthly shriek sounded, and the body fell in a heap to the floor.
Its face was uppermost. The guests were unutterably shocked to observe that its expression had changed from the
mysterious but fascinating smile to a vulgar, sordid, bestial grin, which cast a cold shadow of moral nastiness into
every heart. The transformation was accompanied by a sickening stench of the graveyard.

The features faded rapidly away, the body lost its consistence, passing from the solid to the shadowy condition,
and, before two minutes had elapsed, the spirit-form had entirely disappeared.

The short stranger turned and confronted the party, with a long, loud laugh, like nothing in nature.

The professor talked excitedly to Kent-Smith in low tones. Faull beckoned Backhouse behind a wing of scenery,
and handed him his check without a word. The medium put it in his pocket, buttoned his coat, and walked out of
the room. Lang followed him, in order to get a drink.

The stranger poked his face up into Maskull’s.

“Well, giant, what do you think of it all? Wouldn’t you like to see the land where this sort of fruit grows wild?”

“What sort of fruit?”
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“That specimen goblin.”

Maskull waved him away with his huge hand. “Who are you, and how did you come here?”

“Call up your friend. Perhaps he may recognise me.” Nightspore had moved a chair to the fire, and was watching
the embers with a set, fanatical expression.

“Let Krag come to me, if he wants me,” he said, in his strange voice.

“You see, he does know me,” uttered Krag, with a humorous look. Walking over to Nightspore, he put a hand on
the back of his chair.

“Still the same old gnawing hunger?”

“What is doing these days?” demanded Nightspore disdainfully, without altering his attitude.

“Surtur has gone, and we are to follow him.”

“How do you two come to know each other, and of whom are you speaking?” asked Maskull, looking from one to
the other in perplexity.

“Krag has something for us. Let us go outside,” replied Nightspore. He got up, and glanced over his shoulder.
Maskull, following the direction of his eye, observed that the few remaining men were watching their little group
attentively.

Chapter 2. IN THE STREET
The three men gathered in the street outside the house. The night was slightly frosty, but particularly clear, with
an east wind blowing. The multitude of blazing stars caused the sky to appear like a vast scroll of hieroglyphic
symbols. Maskull felt oddly excited; he had a sense that something extraordinary was about to happen. “What
brought you to this house tonight, Krag, and what made you do what you did? How are we understand that
apparition?”

“That must have been Crystalman’s expression on its face,” muttered Nightspore.

“We have discussed that, haven’t we, Maskull? Maskull is anxious to behold that rare fruit in its native wilds.”

Maskull looked at Krag carefully, trying to analyse his own feelings toward him. He was distinctly repelled by the
man’s personality, yet side by side with this aversion a savage, living energy seemed to spring up in his heart that
in some strange fashion was attributable to Krag.

“Why do you insist on this simile?” he asked.

“Because it is apropos. Nightspore’s quite right. That was Crystalman’s face, and we are going to Crystalman’s
country.”

“And where is this mysterious country?”

“Tormance.”

“That’s a quaint name. But where is it?”

Krag grinned, showing his yellow teeth in the light of the street lamp.

“It is the residential suburb of Arcturus.”

“What is he talking about, Nightspore?… Do you mean the star of that name?” he went on, to Krag.

“Which you have in front of you at this very minute,” said Krag, pointing a thick finger toward the brightest star in
the south-eastern sky. “There you see Arcturus, and Tormance is its one inhabited planet.”
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Maskull looked at the heavy, gleaming star, and again at Krag. Then he pulled out a pipe, and began to fill it.

“You must have cultivated a new form of humour, Krag.”

“I am glad if I can amuse you, Maskull, if only for a few days.”

“I meant to ask you—how do you know my name?”

“It would be odd if I didn’t, seeing that I only came here on your account. As a matter of fact, Nightspore and I are
old friends.”

Maskull paused with his suspended match. “You came here on my account?”

“Surely. On your account and Nightspore’s. We three are to be fellow travellers.”

Maskull now lit his pipe and puffed away coolly for a few moments.

“I’m sorry, Krag, but I must assume you are mad.”

Krag threw his head back, and gave a scraping laugh. “Am I mad, Nightspore?”

“Has Surtur gone to Tormance?” ejaculated Nightspore in a strangled voice, fixing his eyes on Krag’s face.

“Yes, and he requires that we follow him at once.”

Maskull’s heart began to beat strangely. It all sounded to him like a dream conversation.

“And since how long,  Krag,  have I  been required  to  do things by a  total  stranger…. Besides,  who is  this
individual?”

“Krag’s chief,” said Nightspore, turning his head away.

“The riddle is too elaborate for me. I give up.”

“You are looking for mysteries,” said Krag, “so naturally you are finding them. Try and simplify your ideas, my
friend. The affair is plain and serious.”

Maskull stared hard at him and smoked rapidly.

“Where have you come from now?” demanded Nightspore suddenly.

“From the old observatory at Starkness…. Have you heard of the famous Starkness Observatory, Maskull?”

“No. Where is it?”

“On the north-east coast of Scotland. Curious discoveries are made there from time to time.”

“As, for example, how to make voyages to the stars. So this Surtur turns out to be an astronomer. And you too,
presumably?”

Krag grinned again. “How long will it take you to wind up your affairs? When can you be ready to start?”

“You are too considerate,” said Maskull, laughing outright. “I was beginning to fear that I would be hauled away
at once…. However, I  have neither wife, land, nor profession, so there’s nothing to wait for…. What is the
itinerary?”

“You are a fortunate man. A bold, daring heart, and no encumbrances.” Krag’s features became suddenly grave
and rigid. “Don’t be a fool, and refuse a gift of luck. A gift declined is not offered a second time.”

“Krag,” replied Maskull simply, returning his pipe to his pocket. “I ask you to put yourself in my place. Even if I
were a man sick for adventures, how could I listen seriously to such an insane proposition as this? What do I know
about you, or your past record? You may be a practical joker, or you may have come out of a madhouse—I know
nothing about it. If you claim to be an exceptional man, and want my cooperation, you must offer me exceptional
proofs.”
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“And what proofs would you consider adequate, Maskull?”

As he spoke he gripped Maskull’s arm. A sharp, chilling pain immediately passed through the latter’s body and at
the same moment his brain caught fire. A light burst in upon him like the rising of the sun. He asked himself for
the first time if this fantastic conversation could by any chance refer to real things.

“Listen, Krag,” he said slowly, while peculiar images and conceptions started to travel in rich disorder through his
mind. “You talk about a certain journey. Well, if that journey were a possible one, and I were given the chance of
making it, I would be willing never to come back. For twenty-four hours on that Arcturian planet, I would give my
life. That is my attitude toward that journey…. Now prove to me that you’re not talking nonsense. Produce your
credentials.”

Krag stared at him all the time he was speaking, his face gradually resuming its jesting expression.

“Oh, you will get your twenty-four hours, and perhaps longer, but not much longer. You’re an audacious fellow,
Maskull, but this trip will prove a little strenuous, even for you…. And so, like the unbelievers of old, you want a
sign from heaven?”

Maskull frowned. “But the whole thing is ridiculous. Our brains are overexcited by what took place in there. Let us
go home, and sleep it off.”

Krag detained him with one hand, while groping in his breast pocket with the other. He presently fished out what
resembled a small folding lens. The diameter of the glass did not exceed two inches.

“First take a peep at Arcturus through this, Maskull. It may serve as a provisional sign. It’s the best I can do,
unfortunately. I am not a travelling magician…. Be very careful not to drop it. It’s somewhat heavy.”

Maskull took the lens in his hand, struggled with it for a minute, and then looked at Krag in amazement. The little
object weighed at least twenty pounds, though it was not much bigger than a crown piece.

“What stuff can this be, Krag?”

“Look through it, my good friend. That’s what I gave it to you for.”

Maskull held it up with difficulty, directed it toward the gleaming Arcturus, and snatched as long and as steady a
glance at the star as the muscles of his arm would permit. What he saw was this. The star, which to the naked eye
appeared as a single yellow point of light, now became clearly split into two bright but minute suns, the larger of
which was still  yellow,  while  its  smaller  companion was a  beautiful  blue.  But  this  was not  all.  Apparently
circulating around the yellow sun was a comparatively small and hardly distinguishable satellite, which seemed to
shine, not by its own, but by reflected light…. Maskull lowered and raised his arm repeatedly. The same spectacle
revealed itself again and again, but he was able to see nothing else. Then he passed back the lens to Krag, without
a word, and stood chewing his underlip.

“You take a glimpse too,” scraped Krag, proffering the glass to Nightspore.

Nightspore turned his back and began to pace up and down. Krag laughed sardonically, and returned the lens to
his pocket. “Well, Maskull, are you satisfied?”

“Arcturus, then, is a double sun. And is that third point the planet Tormance?”

“Our future home, Maskull.”

Maskull continued to ponder. “You inquire if I am satisfied. I don’t know, Krag. It’s miraculous, and that’s all I can
say about it…. But I’m satisfied of one thing. There must be very wonderful astronomers at Starkness and if you
invite me to your observatory I will surely come.”

“I do invite you. We set off from there.”

“And you, Nightspore?” demanded Maskull.

“The journey has to be made,” answered his friend in indistinct tones, “though I don’t see what will come of it.”

Krag shot a penetrating glance at him. “More remarkable adventures than this would need to be arranged before
we could excite Nightspore.”
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“Yet he is coming.”

“But not con amore. He is coming merely to bear you company.”

Maskull again sought the heavy, sombre star, gleaming in solitary might, in the south-eastern heavens, and, as he
gazed, his heart swelled with grand and painful longings, for which, however, he was unable to account to his own
intellect. He felt that his destiny was in some way bound up with this gigantic, far-distant sun. But still he did not
dare to admit to himself Krag’s seriousness.

He heard his parting remarks in deep abstraction, and only after the lapse of several minutes, when, alone with
Nightspore, did he realise that they referred to such mundane matters as travelling routes and times of trains.

“Does Krag travel north with us, Nightspore? I didn’t catch that.”

“No. We go on first, and he joins us at Starkness on the evening of the day after tomorrow.”

Maskull remained thoughtful. “What am I to think of that man?”

“For your information,” replied Nightspore wearily, “I have never known him to lie.”

Chapter 3. STARKNESS
A couple of days later, at two o’clock in the afternoon, Maskull and Nightspore arrived at Starkness Observatory,
having covered the seven miles from Haillar Station on foot. The road, very wild and lonely, ran for the greater
part of the way near the edge of rather lofty cliffs, within sight of the North Sea. The sun shone, but a brisk east
wind was blowing and the air was salt and cold. The dark green waves were flecked with white. Throughout the
walk, they were accompanied by the plaintive, beautiful crying of the gulls.

The observatory presented itself  to their eyes as a self-contained little community,  without neighbours, and
perched on the extreme end of the land. There were three buildings: a small, stone-built dwelling house, a low
workshop, and, about two hundred yards farther north, a square tower of granite masonry, seventy feet in height.

The house and the shop were separated by an open yard, littered with waste. A single stone wall surrounded both,
except on the side facing the sea, where the house itself formed a continuation of the cliff. No one appeared. The
windows were all closed, and Maskull could have sworn that the whole establishment was shut up and deserted.

He passed through the open gate, followed by Nightspore, and knocked vigorously at the front door. The knocker
was thick with dust and had obviously not been used for a long time. He put his ear to the door, but could hear no
movements inside the house. He then tried the handle; the door was looked.

They walked around the house, looking for another entrance, but there was only the one door.

“This isn’t promising,” growled Maskull. “There’s no one here….. Now you try the shed, while I go over to that
tower.”

Nightspore, who had not spoken half a dozen words since leaving the train, complied in silence, and started off
across the yard. Maskull passed out of the gate again. When he arrived at the foot of the tower, which stood some
way back from the cliff, he found the door heavily padlocked. Gazing up, he saw six windows, one above the other
at equal distances, all on the east face—that is, overlooking the sea. Realising that no satisfaction was to be
gained here, he came away again, still  more irritated than before. When he rejoined his friend, Nightspore
reported that the workshop was also locked.

“Did we, or did we not, receive an invitation?” demanded Maskull energetically.

“The house is empty,” replied Nightspore, biting his nails. “Better break a window.”

“I certainly don’t mean to camp out till Krag condescends to come.”

He picked up an old iron bolt from the yard and, retreating to a safe distance, hurled it against a sash window on
the ground floor. The lower pane was completely shattered. Carefully avoiding the broken glass, Maskull thrust
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his hand through the aperture and pushed back the frame fastening. A minute later they had climbed through and
were standing inside the house.

The room, which was a kitchen, was in an indescribably filthy and neglected condition. The furniture scarcely held
together, broken utensils and rubbish lay on the floor instead of on the dust heap, everything was covered with a
deep deposit of dust. The atmosphere was so foul that Maskull judged that no fresh air had passed into the room
for several months. Insects were crawling on the walls.

They went into the other rooms on the lower floor—a scullery, a barely furnished dining room, and a storing place
for lumber. The same dirt, mustiness, and neglect met their eyes. At least half a year must have elapsed since
these rooms were last touched, or even entered.

“Does your faith in Krag still hold?” asked Maskull. “I confess mine is at vanishing point. If this affair isn’t one big
practical joke, it has every promise of being one. Krag never lived here in his life.”

“Come upstairs first,” said Nightspore.

The upstairs rooms proved to consist of a library and three bedrooms. All the windows were tightly closed, and the
air was insufferable. The beds had been slept in, evidently a long time ago, and had never been made since. The
tumbled, discoloured bed linen actually preserved the impressions of the sleepers. There was no doubt that these
impressions were ancient, for all sorts of floating dirt had accumulated on the sheets and coverlets.

“Who could have slept here, do you think?” interrogated Maskull. “The observatory staff?”

“More likely travellers like ourselves. They left suddenly.”

Maskull flung the windows wide open in every room he came to, and held his breath until he had done so. Two of
the bedrooms faced the sea; the third, the library, the upward-sloping moorland. This library was now the only
room left unvisited, and unless they discovered signs of recent occupation here Maskull made up his mind to
regard the whole business as a gigantic hoax.

But the library, like all the other rooms, was foul with stale air and dust-laden. Maskull, having flung the window
up and down, fell heavily into an armchair and looked disgustedly at his friend.

“Now what is your opinion of Krag?”

Nightspore sat on the edge of the table which stood before the window. “He may still have left a message for us.”

“What message? Why? Do you mean in this room?—I see no message.”

Nightspore’s eyes wandered about the room, finally seeming to linger upon a glass-fronted wall cupboard, which
contained a few old bottles on one of the shelves and nothing else. Maskull glanced at him and at the cupboard.
Then, without a word, he got up to examine the bottles.

There were four altogether, one of which was larger than the rest. The smaller ones were about eight inches long.
All were torpedo-shaped, but had flattened bottoms, which enabled them to stand upright. Two of the smaller ones
were empty and unstoppered, the others contained a colourless liquid, and possessed queer-looking, nozzle-like
stoppers that were connected by a thin metal rod with a catch halfway down the side of the bottle. They were
labelled, but the labels were yellow with age and the writing was nearly undecipherable. Maskull carried the filled
bottles with him to the table in front of the window, in order to get better light. Nightspore moved away to make
room for him.

He now made out on the larger bottle the words “Solar Back Rays”; and on the other one, after some doubt, he
thought that he could distinguish something like “Arcturian Back Rays.”

He looked up, to stare curiously at his friend. “Have you been here before, Nightspore?”

“I guessed Krag would leave a message.”

“Well, I don’t know—it may be a message, but it means nothing to us, or at all events to me. What are ‘back
rays’?”

“Light that goes back to its source,” muttered Nightspore.
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“And what kind of light would that be?”

Nightspore seemed unwilling to answer, but, finding Maskull’s eyes still fixed on him, he brought out: “Unless
light pulled, as well as pushed, how would flowers contrive to twist their heads around after the sun?”

“I don’t know. But the point is, what are these bottles for?”

While he was still talking, with his hand on the smaller bottle, the other, which was lying on its side, accidentally
rolled over in such a manner that the metal caught against the table. He made a movement to stop it, his hand was
actually descending, when—the bottle suddenly disappeared before his eyes. It had not rolled off the table, but
had really vanished—it was nowhere at all.

Maskull stared at the table. After a minute he raised his brows, and turned to Nightspore with a smile. “The
message grows more intricate.”

Nightspore looked bored. “The valve became unfastened. The contents have escaped through the open window
toward the sun, carrying the bottle with them. But the bottle will be burned up by the earth’s atmosphere, and the
contents will dissipate, and will not reach the sun.”

Maskull listened attentively, and his smile faded. “Does anything prevent us from experimenting with this other
bottle?”

“Replace it in the cupboard,” said Nightspore. “Arcturus is still below the horizon, and you would succeed only in
wrecking the house.”

Maskull remained standing before the window, pensively gazing out at the sunlit moors.

“Krag treats me like a child,” he remarked presently. “And perhaps I really am a child…. My cynicism must seem
most  amusing to  Krag.  But  why does he leave me to  find out  all  this  by  myself—for  I  don’t  include you,
Nightspore…. But what time will Krag be here?”

“Not before dark, I expect,” his friend replied.

Chapter 4. THE VOICE
It was by this time past three o’clock. Feeling hungry, for they had eaten nothing since early morning, Maskull
went downstairs to forage, but without much hope of finding anything in the shape of food. In a safe in the kitchen
he discovered a bag of mouldy oatmeal, which was untouchable, a quantity of quite good tea in an airtight caddy,
and an unopened can of ox tongue. Best of all, in the dining-room cupboard he came across an uncorked bottle of
first-class Scotch whisky. He at once made preparations for a scratch meal.

A pump in the yard ran clear after a good deal of hard working at it, and he washed out and filled the antique
kettle. For firewood, one of the kitchen chairs was broken up with a chopper. The light, dusty wood made a good
blaze in the grate, the kettle was boiled, and cups were procured and washed. Ten minutes later the friends were
dining in the library.

Nightspore ate and drank little, but Maskull sat down with good appetite. There being no milk, whisky took the
place of it; the nearly black tea was mixed with an equal quantity of the spirit. Of this concoction Maskull drank
cup after cup, and long after the tongue had disappeared he was still imbibing.

Nightspore looked at him queerly. “Do you intend to finish the bottle before Krag comes?”

“Krag won’t want any, and one must do something. I feel restless.”

“Let us take a look at the country.”

The cup, which was on its  way to Maskull’s  lips,  remained poised in the air.  “Have you anything in view,
Nightspore?”

“Let us walk out to the Gap of Sorgie.”
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“What’s that?”

“A showplace,” answered Nightspore, biting his lip.

Maskull finished off the cup, and rose to his feet. “Walking is better than soaking at any time, and especially on a
day like this…. How far is it?”

“Three or four miles each way.”

“You probably mean something,” said Maskull, “for I’m beginning to regard you as a second Krag. But if so, so
much the better. I am growing nervous, and need incidents.”

They left the house by the door, which they left ajar, and immediately found themselves again on the moorland
road that had brought them from Haillar. This time they continued along it, past the tower.

Maskull, as they went by, regarded the erection with puzzled interest. “What is that tower, Nightspore?”

“We sail from the platform on the top.”

“Tonight?”—throwing him a quick look.

“Yes.”

Maskull smiled, but his eyes were grave. “Then we are looking at the gateway of Arcturus, and Krag is now
travelling north to unlock it.”

“You no longer think it impossible, I fancy,” mumbled Nightspore.

After a mile or two, the road parted from the sea coast and swerved sharply inland, across the hills.  With
Nightspore as guide, they left it and took to the grass. A faint sheep path marked the way along the cliff edge for
some distance, but at the end of another mile it vanished. The two men then had some rough walking up and down
hillsides and across deep gullies. The sun disappeared behind the hills, and twilight imperceptibly came on. They
soon reached a spot where further progress appeared impossible. The buttress of a mountain descended at a steep
angle to the very edge of the cliff, forming an impassable slope of slippery grass. Maskull halted, stroked his
beard, and wondered what the next step was to be.

“There’s a little scrambling here,” said Nightspore. “We are both used to climbing, and there is not much in it.”

He indicated a narrow ledge, winding along the face of the precipice a few yards beneath where they were
standing.  It  averaged from fifteen  to  thirty  inches  in  width.  Without  waiting  for  Maskull’s  consent  to  the
undertaking, he instantly swung himself down and started walking along this ledge at a rapid pace. Maskull,
seeing that there was no help for it, followed him. The shelf did not extend for above a quarter of a mile, but its
passage was somewhat unnerving; there was a sheer drop to the sea, four hundred feet below. In a few places
they had to sidle along without placing one foot before another. The sound of the breakers came up to them in a
low, threatening roar.

Upon rounding a corner, the ledge broadened out into a fair-sized platform of rock and came to a sudden end. A
narrow inlet of the sea separated them from the continuation of the cliffs beyond.

“As we can’t get any further,” said Maskull, “I presume this is your Gap of Sorgie?”

“Yes,” answered his friend, first dropping on his knees and then lying at full length, face downward. He drew his
head and shoulders over the edge and began to stare straight down at the water.

“What is there interesting down there, Nightspore?”

Receiving no reply, however, he followed his friend’s example, and the next minute was looking for himself.
Nothing was to be seen; the gloom had deepened, and the sea was nearly invisible. But, while he was ineffectually
gazing, he heard what sounded like the beating of a drum on the narrow strip of shore below. It was very faint, but
quite distinct. The beats were in four-four time, with the third beat slightly accented. He now continued to hear
the noise all the time he was lying there. The beats were in no way drowned by the far louder sound of the surf,
but seemed somehow to belong to a different world….

When they were on their feet again, he questioned Nightspore. “We came here solely to hear that?”
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Nightspore cast one of his odd looks at him. “It’s called locally ‘The Drum Taps of Sorgie.’ You will not hear that
name again, but perhaps you will hear the sound again.”

“And if I do, what will it imply?” demanded Maskull in amazement.

“It bears its own message. Only try always to hear it more and more distinctly…. Now it’s growing dark, and we
must get back.”

Maskull pulled out his watch automatically, and looked at the time. It was past six…. But he was thinking of
Nightspore’s words, and not of the time.

Night had already fallen by the time they regained the tower. The black sky was glorious with liquid stars.
Arcturus was a little way above the sea, directly opposite them, in the east. As they were passing the base of the
tower, Maskull observed with a sudden shock that the gate was open. He caught hold of Nightspore’s arm
violently. “Look! Krag is back.”

“Yes, we must make haste to the house.”

“And why not the tower? He’s probably in there, since the gate is open. I’m going up to look.”

Nightspore grunted, but made no opposition.

All was pitch-black inside the gate. Maskull struck a match, and the flickering light disclosed the lower end of a
circular flight of stone steps. “Are you coming up?” he asked.

“No, I’ll wait here.”

Maskull immediately began the ascent. Hardly had he mounted half a dozen steps, however, before he was
compelled to pause,  to gain breath.  He seemed to be carrying upstairs  not  one Maskull,  but  three.  As he
proceeded, the sensation of crushing weight, so far from diminishing, grew worse and worse. It was nearly
physically impossible to go on; his lungs could not take in enough oxygen, while his heart thumped like a ship’s
engine. Sweat coursed down his face. At the twentieth step he completed the first revolution of the tower and
came face to face with the first window, which was set in a high embrasure.

Realising that he could go no higher, he struck another match, and climbed into the embrasure, in order that he
might at all events see something from the tower. The flame died, and he stared through the window at the stars.
Then, to his astonishment, he discovered that it was not a window at all but a lens…. The sky was not a wide
expanse of space containing a multitude of stars, but a blurred darkness, focused only in one part, where two very
bright stars, like small moons in size, appeared in close conjunction; and near them a more minute planetary
object, as brilliant as Venus and with an observable disk. One of the suns shone with a glaring white light; the
other was a weird and awful blue. Their light, though almost solar in intensity, did not illuminate the interior of
the tower.

Maskull knew at once that the system of spheres at which he was gazing was what is known to astronomy as the
star Arcturus…. He had seen the sight before, through Krag’s glass, but then the scale had been smaller, the
colors of the twin suns had not appeared in their naked reality…. These colors seemed to him most marvellous, as
if, in seeing them through earth eyes, he was not seeing them correctly…. But it was at Tormance that he stared
the longest and the most earnestly. On that mysterious and terrible earth, countless millions of miles distant, it
had been promised him that he would set foot, even though he might leave his bones there. The strange creatures
that he was to behold and touch were already living, at this very moment.

A low, sighing whisper sounded in his ear, from not more than a yard away. “Don’t you understand, Maskull, that
you are only an instrument, to be used and then broken? Nightspore is asleep now, but when he wakes you must
die. You will go, but he will return.”

Maskull hastily struck another match, with trembling fingers. No one was in sight, and all was quiet as the tomb.

The voice did not sound again. After waiting a few minutes, he redescended to the foot of the tower. On gaining
the open air, his sensation of weight was instantly removed, but he continued panting and palpitating, like a man
who has lifted a far too heavy load.

Nightspore’s dark form came forward. “Was Krag there?”
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“If he was, I didn’t see him. But I heard someone speak.”

“Was it Krag?”

“It was not Krag—but a voice warned me against you.”

“Yes, you will hear these voices too,” said Nightspore enigmatically.

Chapter 5. THE NIGHT OF DEPARTURE
When they returned to the house, the windows were all in darkness and the door was ajar, just as they had left it;
Krag presumably was not there. Maskull went all over the house, striking matches in every room—at the end of
the examination he was ready to swear that the man they were expecting had not even stuck his nose inside the
premises. Groping their way into the library, they sat down in the total darkness to wait, for nothing else remained
to be done. Maskull lit his pipe, and began to drink the remainder of the whisky. Through the open window
sounded in their ears the trainlike grinding of the sea at the foot of the cliffs.

“Krag must be in the tower after all,” remarked Maskull, breaking the silence.

“Yes, he is getting ready.”

“I hope he doesn’t expect us to join him there. It was beyond my powers—but why, heaven knows. The stairs must
have a magnetic pull of some sort.”

“It is Tormantic gravity,” muttered Nightspore.

“I understand you—or, rather, I don’t—but it doesn’t matter.”

He went on smoking in silence, occasionally taking a mouthful of the neat liquor. “Who is Surtur?” he demanded
abruptly.

“We others are gropers and bunglers, but he is a master.”

Maskull digested this. “I fancy you are right, for though I know nothing about him his mere name has an exciting
effect on me…. Are you personally acquainted with him?”

“I must be… I forget…” replied Nightspore in a choking voice.

Maskull looked up, surprised, but could make nothing out in the blackness of the room.

“Do you know so many extraordinary men that you can forget some of them?… Perhaps you can tell me this… will
we meet him, where we are going?”

“You will meet death, Maskull…. Ask me no more questions—I can’t answer them.”

“Then let us go on waiting for Krag,” said Maskull coldly.

Ten minutes later the front door slammed, and a light, quick footstep was heard running up the stairs. Maskull got
up, with a beating heart.

Krag appeared on the threshold of the door, bearing in his hand a feebly glimmering lantern. A hat was on his
head, and he looked stern and forbidding. After scrutinising the two friends for a moment or so, he strode into the
room and thrust the lantern on the table. Its light hardly served to illuminate the walls.

“You have got here, then, Maskull?”

“So it seems—but I shan’t thank you for your hospitality, for it has been conspicuous by its absence.”

Krag ignored the remark. “Are you ready to start?”
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“By all means—when you are. It is not so entertaining here.”

Krag surveyed him critically. “I heard you stumbling about in the tower. You couldn’t get up, it seems.”

“It looks like an obstacle, for Nightspore informs me that the start takes place from the top.”

“But your other doubts are all removed?”

“So far, Krag, that I now possess an open mind. I am quite willing to see what you can do.”

“Nothing more is asked…. But this tower business. You know that until you are able to climb to the top you are
unfit to stand the gravitation of Tormance?”

“Then I repeat, it’s an awkward obstacle, for I certainly can’t get up.”

Krag hunted about in his pockets, and at length produced a clasp knife.

“Remove your coat, and roll up your shirt sleeve,” he directed.

“Do you propose to make an incision with that?”

“Yes, and don’t start difficulties, because the effect is certain, but you can’t possibly understand it beforehand.”

“Still, a cut with a pocket-knife—” began Maskull, laughing.

“It will answer, Maskull,” interrupted Nightspore.

“Then bare your arm too, you aristocrat of the universe,” said Krag. “Let us see what your blood is made of.”

Nightspore obeyed.

Krag pulled out the big blade of the knife, and made a careless and almost savage slash at Maskull’s upper arm.
The wound was deep, and blood flowed freely.

“Do I bind it up?” asked Maskull, scowling with pain.

Krag spat on the wound. “Pull your shirt down, it won’t bleed any more.”

He then turned his attention to Nightspore, who endured his operation with grim indifference. Krag threw the
knife on the floor.

An awful agony, emanating from the wound, started to run through Maskull’s body, and he began to doubt
whether he would not have to faint, but it subsided almost immediately, and then he felt nothing but a gnawing
ache in the injured arm, just strong enough to make life one long discomfort.

“That’s finished,” said Krag. “Now you can follow me.”

Picking up the lantern, he walked toward the door. The others hastened after him, to take advantage of the light,
and a moment later their footsteps, clattering down the uncarpeted stairs, resounded through the deserted house.
Krag waited till they were out, and then banged the front door after them with such violence that the windows
shook.

While they were walking swiftly across to the tower, Maskull caught his arm. “I heard a voice up those stairs.”

“What did it say?”

“That I am to go, but Nightspore is to return.”

Krag smiled. “The journey is getting notorious,” he remarked, after a pause. “There must be ill-wishers about….
Well, do you want to return?”

“I don’t know what I want. But I thought the thing was curious enough to be mentioned.”

“It is not a bad thing to hear voices,” said Krag, “but you mustn’t for a minute imagine that all is wise that comes
to you out of the night world.”
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When they had arrived at the open gateway of the tower, he immediately set foot on the bottom step of the spiral
staircase and ran nimbly up, bearing the lantern. Maskull followed him with some trepidation, in view of his
previous painful experience on these stairs, but when, after the first half-dozen steps, he discovered that he was
still breathing freely, his dread changed to relief and astonishment, and he could have chattered like a girl.

At the lowest window Krag went straight ahead without stopping, but Maskull clambered into the embrasure, in
order to renew his acquaintance with the miraculous spectacle of the Arcturian group. The lens had lost its magic
property. It had become a common sheet of glass, through which the ordinary sky field appeared.

The climb continued, and at the second and third windows he again mounted and stared out, but still the common
sights presented themselves. After that, he gave up and looked through no more windows.

Krag and Nightspore meanwhile had gone on ahead with the light, so that he had to complete the ascent in
darkness. When he was near the top, he saw yellow light shining through the crack of a half-opened door. His
companions were standing just inside a small room, shut off from the staircase by rough wooden planking; it was
rudely furnished and contained nothing of astronomical interest. The lantern was resting on a table.

Maskull walked in and looked around him with curiosity. “Are we at the top?”

“Except for the platform over our heads,” replied Krag.

“Why didn’t that lowest window magnify, as it did earlier in the evening?”

“Oh, you missed your opportunity,” said Krag, grinning. “If you had finished your climb then, you would have seen
heart-expanding sights. From the fifth window, for example, you would have seen Tormance like a continent in
relief; from the sixth you would have seen it like a landscape…. But now there’s no need.”

“Why not—and what has need got to do with it?”

“Things are changed, my friend, since that wound of yours. For the same reason that you have now been able to
mount the stairs, there was no necessity to stop and gape at illusions en route.”

“Very well,” said Maskull, not quite understanding what he meant. “But is this Surtur’s den?”

“He has spent time here.”

“I wish you would describe this mysterious individual, Krag. We may not get another chance.”

“What I said about the windows also applies to Surtur. There’s no need to waste time over visualising him,
because you are immediately going on to the reality.”

“Then let us go.” He pressed his eyeballs wearily.

“Do we strip?” asked Nightspore.

“Naturally,” answered Krag, and he began to tear off his clothes with slow, uncouth movements.

“Why?” demanded Maskull, following, however, the example of the other two men.

Krag thumped his vast chest, which was covered with thick hairs, like an ape’s. “Who knows what the Tormance
fashions are like? We may sprout limbs—I don’t say we shall.”

“A-ha!” exclaimed Maskull, pausing in the middle of his undressing.

Krag smote him on the back. “New pleasure organs possible, Maskull. You like that?”

The three men stood as nature made them. Maskull’s spirits rose fast, as the moment of departure drew near.

“A farewell drink to success!” cried Krag, seizing a bottle and breaking its head off between his fingers. There
were no glasses, but he poured the amber-coloured wine into some cracked cups.

Perceiving that the others drank, Maskull tossed off his cupful. It was as if he had swallowed a draught of liquid
electricity…. Krag dropped onto the floor and rolled around on his back, kicking his legs in the air. He tried to
drag Maskull down on top of him, and a little horseplay went on between the two. Nightspore took no part in it,
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but walked to and fro, like a hungry caged animal.

Suddenly, from out-of-doors, there came a single prolonged, piercing wail, such as a banshee might be imagined
to utter. It ceased abruptly, and was not repeated.

“What’s that?” called out Maskull, disengaging himself impatiently from Krag.

Krag rocked with laughter. “A Scottish spirit trying to reproduce the bagpipes of its earth life—in honour of our
departure.”

Nightspore turned to Krag. “Maskull will sleep throughout the journey?”

“And you too, if you wish, my altruistic friend. I am pilot, and you passengers can amuse yourselves as you
please.”

“Are we off at last?” asked Maskull.

“Yes, you are about to cross your Rubicon, Maskull. But what a Rubicon!… Do you know that it takes light a
hundred years or so to arrive here from Arcturus? Yet we shall do it in nineteen hours.”

“Then you assert that Surtur is already there?”

“Surtur is where he is. He is a great traveller.”

“Won’t I see him?”

Krag went up to him and looked him in the eyes. “Don’t forget that you have asked for it, and wanted it. Few
people in Tormance will know more about him than you do, but your memory will be your worst friend.”

He led the way up a short iron ladder, mounting through a trap to the flat roof above. When they were up, he
switched on a small electric torch.

Maskull beheld with awe the torpedo of crystal that was to convey them through the whole breadth of visible
space. It was forty feet long, eight wide, and eight high; the tank containing the Arcturian back rays was in front,
the car behind. The nose of the torpedo was directed toward the south-eastern sky. The whole machine rested
upon a flat platform, raised about four feet above the level of the roof, so as to encounter no obstruction on
starting its flight.

Krag flashed the light on to the door of the car, to enable them to enter. Before doing so, Maskull gazed sternly
once again at the gigantic, far-distant star, which was to be their sun from now onward. He frowned, shivered
slightly, and got in beside Nightspore. Krag clambered past them onto his pilot’s seat. He threw the flashlight
through the open door, which was then carefully closed, fastened, and screwed up.

He pulled the starting lever. The torpedo glided gently from its platform, and passed rather slowly away from the
tower, seaward. Its speed increased sensibly, though not excessively, until the approximate limits of the earth’s
atmosphere were reached. Krag then released the speed valve, and the car sped on its way with a velocity more
nearly approaching that of thought than of light.

Maskull had no opportunity of examining through the crystal walls the rapidly changing panorama of the heavens.
An extreme drowsiness oppressed him. He opened his eyes violently a dozen times, but on the thirteenth attempt
he failed. From that time forward he slept heavily.

The bored, hungry expression never left Nightspore’s face. The alterations in the aspect of the sky seemed to
possess not the least interest for him.

Krag sat with his hand on the lever, watching with savage intentness his phosphorescent charts and gauges.
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Chapter 6. JOIWIND
IT WAS DENSE NIGHT when Maskull awoke from his profound sleep. A wind was blowing against him, gentle but
wall-like, such as he had never experienced on earth. He remained sprawling on the ground, as he was unable to
lift his body because of its intense weight. A numbing pain, which he could not identify with any region of his
frame, acted from now onward as a lower, sympathetic note to all his other sensations. It gnawed away at him
continuously; sometimes it embittered and irritated him, at other times he forgot it.

He felt something hard on his forehead. Putting his hand up, he discovered there a fleshy protuberance the size of
a small plum, having a cavity in the middle, of which he could not feel the bottom. Then he also became aware of a
large knob on each side of his neck, an inch below the ear.

From the region of his heart, a tentacle had budded. It was as long as his arm, but thin, like whipcord, and soft
and flexible.

As soon as he thoroughly realised the significance of these new organs, his heart began to pump. Whatever might,
or might not, be their use, they proved one thing—that he was in a new world.

One part of the sky began to get lighter than the rest. Maskull cried out to his companions, but received no
response. This frightened him. He went on shouting out, at irregular intervals—equally alarmed at the silence and
at the sound of his own voice. Finally, as no answering hail came, he thought it wiser not to make too much noise,
and after that he lay quiet, waiting in cold blood for what might happen.

In a short while he perceived dim shadows around him, but these were not his friends.

A pale, milky vapour over the ground began to succeed the black night, while in the upper sky rosy tints appeared.
On earth, one would have said that day was breaking. The brightness went on imperceptibly increasing for a very
long time.

Maskull then discovered that he was lying on sand. The colour of the sand was scarlet. The obscure shadows he
had seen were bushes, with black stems and purple leaves. So far, nothing else was visible.

The day surged up. It was too misty for direct sunshine, but before long the brilliance of the light was already
greater than that of the midday sun on earth. The heat, too, was intense, but Maskull welcomed it—it relieved his
pain and diminished his sense of crushing weight. The wind had dropped with the rising of the sun.

He now tried to get onto his feet, but succeeded only in kneeling. He was unable to see far. The mists had no more
than partially dissolved, and all that he could distinguish was a narrow circle of red sand dotted with ten or twenty
bushes.

He felt a soft, cool touch on the back of his neck. He started forward in nervous fright and, in doing so, tumbled
over onto the sand. Looking up over his shoulder quickly, he was astounded to see a woman standing beside him.

She was clothed in a single flowing, pale green garment, rather classically draped. According to earth standards
she was not beautiful, for, although her face was otherwise human, she was endowed—or afflicted—with the
additional disfiguring organs that Maskull had discovered in himself. She also possessed the heart tentacle. But
when he sat up, and their eyes met and remained in sympathetic contact, he seemed to see right into a soul that
was the home of love, warmth, kindness, tenderness, and intimacy. Such was the noble familiarity of that gaze,
that he thought he knew her. After that, he recognised all the loveliness of her person. She was tall and slight. All
her movements were as graceful as music. Her skin was not of a dead, opaque colour, like that of an earth beauty,
but was opalescent; its hue was continually changing, with every thought and emotion, but none of these tints was
vivid—all were delicate, half-toned, and poetic. She had very long, loosely plaited, flaxen hair. The new organs, as
soon as Maskull had familiarised himself with them, imparted something to her face that was unique and striking.
He could not quite define it to himself, but subtlety and inwardness seemed added. The organs did not contradict
the love of her eyes or the angelic purity of her features, but nevertheless sounded a deeper note—a note that
saved her from mere girlishness.

Her gaze was so friendly and unembarrassed that Maskull felt scarcely any humiliation at sitting at her feet,
naked and helpless. She realised his plight, and put into his hands a garment that she had been carrying over her
arm. It was similar to the one she was wearing, but of a darker, more masculine colour.



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

152

“Do you think you can put it on by yourself?”

He was distinctly conscious of these words, yet her voice had not sounded.

He forced himself up to his feet, and she helped him to master the complications of the drapery.

“Poor man—how you are suffering!” she said, in the same inaudible language. This time he discovered that the
sense of what she said was received by his brain through the organ on his forehead.

“Where am I? Is this Tormance?” he asked. As he spoke, he staggered.

She caught him, and helped him to sit down. “Yes. You are with friends.”

Then she regarded him with a smile, and began speaking aloud, in English. Her voice somehow reminded him of
an April day, it was so fresh, nervous, and girlish. “I can now understand your language. It was strange at first. In
the future I’ll speak to you with my mouth.”

“This is extraordinary! What is this organ?” he asked, touching his forehead.

“It is named the ‘breve.’ By means of it we read one another’s thoughts. Still, speech is better, for then the heart
can be read too.”

He smiled. “They say that speech is given us to deceive others.”

“One can deceive with thought, too. But I’m thinking of the best, not the worst.”

“Have you seen my friends?”

She scrutinised him quietly, before answering. “Did you not come alone?”

“I came with two other men, in a machine. I must have lost consciousness on arrival, and I haven’t seen them
since.”

“That’s very strange! No, I haven’t seen them. They can’t be here, or we would have known it. My husband and
I—”

“What is your name, and your husband’s name?”

“Mine is Joiwind—my husband’s is Panawe. We live a very long way from here; still, it came to us both last night
that you were lying here insensible. We almost quarrelled about which of us should come to you, but in the end I
won.” Here she laughed. “I won, because I am the stronger-hearted of the two; he is the purer in perception.”

“Thanks, Joiwind!” said Maskull simply.

The colors chased each other rapidly beneath her skin. “Oh, why do you say that? What pleasure is greater than
loving-kindness? I rejoiced at the opportunity…. But now we must exchange blood.”

“What is this?” he demanded, rather puzzled.

“It must be so. Your blood is far too thick and heavy for our world. Until you have an infusion of mine, you will
never get up.”

Maskull flushed. “I feel like a complete ignoramus here…. Won’t it hurt you?”

“If your blood pains you, I suppose it will pain me. But we will share the pain.”

“This is a new kind of hospitality to me,” he muttered.

“Wouldn’t you do the same for me?” asked Joiwind, half smiling, half agitated.

“I can’t answer for any of my actions in this world. I scarcely know where I am…. Why, yes—of course I would,
Joiwind.”

While they were talking it had become full day. The mists had rolled away from the ground, and only the upper
atmosphere remained fog-charged. The desert of scarlet sand stretched in all directions, except one, where there
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was a sort of little oasis—some low hills, clothed sparsely with little purple trees from base to summit. It was
about a quarter of a mile distant.

Joiwind had brought with her a small flint knife. Without any trace of nervousness, she made a careful, deep
incision on her upper arm. Maskull expostulated.

“Really, this part of it is nothing,” she said, laughing. “And if it were—a sacrifice that is no sacrifice—what merit is
there in that?… Come now—your arm!”

The blood was streaming down her arm. It was not red blood, but a milky, opalescent fluid.

“Not that one!” said Maskull, shrinking. “I have already been cut there.” He submitted the other, and his blood
poured forth.

Joiwind delicately and skilfully placed the mouths of the two wounds together, and then kept her arm pressed
tightly against Maskull’s for a long time. He felt a stream of pleasure entering his body through the incision. His
old lightness and vigour began to return to him. After about five minutes a duel of kindness started between them;
he wanted to remove his arm, and she to continue. At last he had his way, but it was none too soon—she stood
there pale and dispirited.

She looked at him with a more serious expression than before, as if strange depths had opened up before her eyes.

“What is your name?”

“Maskull.”

“Where have you come from, with this awful blood?”

“From a world called Earth…. The blood is clearly unsuitable for this world, Joiwind, but after all, that was only to
be expected. I am sorry I let you have your way.”

“Oh, don’t say that! There was nothing else to be done. We must all help one another. Yet, somehow—forgive
me—I feel polluted.”

“And well you may, for it’s a fearful thing for a girl to accept in her own veins the blood of a strange man from a
strange planet. If I had not been so dazed and weak I would never have allowed it.”

“But I would have insisted. Are we not all brothers and sisters? Why did you come here, Maskull?”

He was conscious of a slight degree of embarrassment. “Will you think it foolish if I say I hardly know?—I came
with those two men. Perhaps I was attracted by curiosity, or perhaps it was the love of adventure.”

“Perhaps,” said Joiwind. “I wonder… These friends of yours must be terrible men. Why did they come?”

“That I can tell you. They came to follow Surtur.”

Her face grew troubled. “I don’t understand it. One of them at least must be a bad man, and yet if he is following
Surtur—or Shaping, as he is called here—he can’t be really bad.”

“What do you know of Surtur?” asked Maskull in astonishment.

Joiwind remained silent for a time, studying his face. His brain moved restlessly, as though it were being probed
from outside. “I  see…. and yet I  don’t see,” she said at last.  “It  is very difficult…. Your God is a dreadful
Being—bodyless, unfriendly, invisible. Here we don’t worship a God like that. Tell me, has any man set eyes on
your God?”

“What does all this mean, Joiwind? Why speak of God?”

“I want to know.”

“In ancient times, when the earth was young and grand, a few holy men are reputed to have walked and spoken
with God, but those days are past.”

“Our world is still young,” said Joiwind. “Shaping goes among us and converses with us. He is real and active—a
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friend and lover. Shaping made us, and he loves his work.”

“Have you met him?” demanded Maskull, hardly believing his ears.

“No. I have done nothing to deserve it yet. Some day I may have an opportunity to sacrifice myself, and then I may
be rewarded by meeting and talking with Shaping.”

“I have certainly come to another world. But why do you say he is the same as Surtur?”

“Yes, he is the same. We women call him Shaping, and so do most men, but a few name him Surtur.”

Maskull bit his nail. “Have you ever heard of Crystalman?”

“That is Shaping once again. You see, he has many names—which shows how much he occupies our minds.
Crystalman is a name of affection.”

“It’s odd,” said Maskull. “I came here with quite different ideas about Crystalman.”

Joiwind shook her hair. “In that grove of trees over there stands a desert shrine of his. Let us go and pray there,
and then we’ll go on our way to Poolingdred. That is my home. It’s a long way off, and we must get there before
Blodsombre.”

“Now, what is Blodsombre?”

“For about four hours in the middle of the day Branchspell’s rays are so hot that no one can endure them. We call
it Blodsombre.”

“Is Branchspell another name for Arcturus?”

Joiwind threw off her seriousness and laughed. “Naturally we don’t take our names from you, Maskull. I don’t
think our names are very poetic, but they follow nature.”

She took his arm affectionately, and directed their walk towards the tree-covered hills. As they went along, the
sun broke through the upper mists and a terrible gust of scorching heat, like a blast from a furnace, struck
Maskull’s head. He involuntarily looked up, but lowered his eyes again like lightning. All that he saw in that
instant was a glaring ball of electric white, three times the apparent diameter of the sun. For a few minutes he
was quite blind.

“My God!” he exclaimed. “If it’s like this in early morning you must be right enough about Blodsombre.” When he
had somewhat recovered himself he asked, “How long are the days here, Joiwind?”

Again he felt his brain being probed.

“At this time of the year, for every hour’s daylight that you have in summer, we have two.”

“The heat is terrific—and yet somehow I don’t feel so distressed by it as I would have expected.”

“I feel it more than usual. It’s not difficult to account for it; you have some of my blood, and I have some of yours.”

“Yes, every time I realise that, I—Tell me, Joiwind, will my blood alter, if I stay here long enough?—I mean, will it
lose its redness and thickness, and become pure and thin and light-coloured, like yours?”

“Why not? If you live as we live, you will assuredly grow like us.”

“Do you mean food and drink?”

“We eat no food, and drink only water.”

“And on that you manage to sustain life?”

“Well, Maskull, our water is good water,” replied Joiwind, smiling.

As  soon as  he could  see again  he stared around at  the landscape.  The enormous scarlet  desert  extended
everywhere to the horizon, excepting where it was broken by the oasis. It was roofed by a cloudless, deep blue,
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almost violet, sky. The circle of the horizon was far larger than on earth. On the skyline, at right angles to the
direction in which they were walking, appeared a chain of mountains, apparently about forty miles distant. One,
which was higher than the rest, was shaped like a cup. Maskull would have felt inclined to believe he was
travelling in dreamland, but for the intensity of the light, which made everything vividly real.

Joiwind pointed to the cup-shaped mountain. “That’s Poolingdred.”

“You didn’t come from there!” he exclaimed, quite startled.

“Yes, I did indeed. And that is where we have to go to now.”

“With the single object of finding me?”

“Why, yes.”

The colour mounted to his face. “Then you are the bravest and noblest of all girls,” he said quietly, after a pause.
“Without exception. Why, this is a journey for an athlete!”

She pressed his arm, while a score of unpaintable, delicate hues stained her cheeks in rapid transition. “Please
don’t say any more about it, Maskull. It makes me feel unpleasant.”

“Very well. But can we possibly get there before midday?”

“Oh, yes. And you mustn’t be frightened at the distance. We think nothing of long distances here—we have so
much to think about and feel. Time goes all too quickly.”

During their conversation they had drawn near the base of the hills, which sloped gently, and were not above fifty
feet in height. Maskull now began to see strange specimens of vegetable life. What looked like a small patch of
purple grass, above five feet square, was moving across the sand in their direction. When it came near enough he
perceived that it was not grass; there were no blades, but only purple roots. The roots were revolving, for each
small plant in the whole patch, like the spokes of a rimless wheel. They were alternately plunged in the sand, and
withdrawn from it, and by this means the plant proceeded forward. Some uncanny, semi-intelligent instinct was
keeping all the plants together, moving at one pace, in one direction, like a flock of migrating birds in flight.

Another remarkable plant was a large, feathery ball, resembling a dandelion fruit, which they encountered sailing
through the air. Joiwind caught it with an exceedingly graceful movement of her arm, and showed it to Maskull. It
had roots and presumably lived in the air and fed on the chemical constituents of the atmosphere. But what was
peculiar about it was its colour. It was an entirely new colour—not a new shade or combination, but a new primary
colour, as vivid as blue, red, or yellow, but quite different. When he inquired, she told him that it was known as
“ulfire.” Presently he met with a second new colour. This she designated “jale.” The sense impressions caused in
Maskull by these two additional primary colors can only be vaguely hinted at by analogy. Just as blue is delicate
and mysterious, yellow clear and unsubtle, and red sanguine and passionate, so he felt ulfire to be wild and
painful, and jale dreamlike, feverish, and voluptuous.

The hills were composed of a rich, dark mould. Small trees, of weird shapes, all differing from each other, but all
purple-coloured, covered the slopes and top. Maskull and Joiwind climbed up and through. Some hard fruit, bright
blue in colour, of the size of a large apple, and shaped like an egg, was lying in profusion underneath the trees.

“Is the fruit here poisonous, or why don’t you eat it?” asked Maskull.

She looked at him tranquilly. “We don’t eat living things. The thought is horrible to us.”

“I have nothing to say against that, theoretically. But do you really sustain your bodies on water?”

“Supposing you could find nothing else to live on, Maskull—would you eat other men?”

“I would not.”

“Neither will we eat plants and animals, which are our fellow creatures. So nothing is left to us but water, and as
one can really live on anything, water does very well.”

Maskull picked up one of the fruits and handled it curiously. As he did so another of his newly acquired sense
organs came into action. He found that the fleshy knobs beneath his ears were in some novel fashion acquainting
him with the inward properties of the fruit. He could not only see, feel, and smell it, but could detect its intrinsic
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nature. This nature was hard, persistent and melancholy.

Joiwind answered the questions he had not asked.

“Those organs are  called ‘poigns.’  Their  use  is  to  enable  us  to  understand and sympathise  with  all  living
creatures.”

“What advantage do you derive from that, Joiwind?”

“The advantage of not being cruel and selfish, dear Maskull.”

He threw the fruit away and flushed again.

Joiwind looked into his swarthy, bearded face without embarrassment and slowly smiled. “Have I said too much?
Have I been too familiar? Do you know why you think so? It’s because you are still impure. By and by you will
listen to all language without shame.”

Before he realised what she was about to do, she threw her tentacle round his neck, like another arm. He offered
no resistance to its cool pressure. The contact of her soft flesh with his own was so moist and sensitive that it
resembled another kind of kiss. He saw who it was that embraced him—a pale, beautiful girl. Yet, oddly enough,
he experienced neither voluptuousness nor sexual pride. The love expressed by the caress was rich, glowing, and
personal, but there was not the least trace of sex in it—and so he received it.

She removed her tentacle, placed her two arms on his shoulders and penetrated with her eyes right into his very
soul.

“Yes, I wish to be pure,” he muttered. “Without that what can I ever be but a weak, squirming devil?”

Joiwind released him. “This we call the ‘magn,’” she said, indicating her tentacle. “By means of it what we love
already we love more, and what we don’t love at all we begin to love.”

“A godlike organ!”

“It is the one we guard most jealously,” said Joiwind.

The shade of the trees afforded a timely screen from the now almost insufferable rays of Branchspell, which was
climbing steadily upward to the zenith. On descending the other side of the little hills, Maskull looked anxiously
for traces of Nightspore and Krag, but without result. After staring about him for a few minutes he shrugged his
shoulders; but suspicions had already begun to gather in his mind.

A small, natural amphitheatre lay at their feet, completely circled by the tree-clad heights. The centre was of red
sand. In the very middle shot up a tall, stately tree, with a black trunk and branches, and transparent, crystal
leaves. At the foot of this tree was a natural, circular well, containing dark green water.

When they had reached the bottom, Joiwind took him straight over to the well.

Maskull gazed at it intently. “Is this the shrine you talked about?”

“Yes. It is called Shaping’s Well. The man or woman who wishes to invoke Shaping must take up some of the
gnawl water, and drink it.”

“Pray for me,” said Maskull. “Your unspotted prayer will carry more weight.”

“What do you wish for?”

“For purity,” answered Maskull, in a troubled voice.

Joiwind made a cup of her hand, and drank a little of the water. She held it up to Maskull’s mouth. “You must
drink too.” He obeyed. She then stood erect, closed her eyes, and, in a voice like the soft murmurings of spring,
prayed aloud.

“Shaping, my father, I am hoping you can hear me. A strange man has come to us weighed down with heavy blood.
He wishes to be pure. Let him know the meaning of love, let him live for others. Don’t spare him pain, dear
Shaping, but let him seek his own pain. Breathe into him a noble soul.”



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

157

Maskull listened with tears in his heart.

As Joiwind finished speaking, a blurred mist came over his eyes, and, half buried in the scarlet sand, appeared a
large circle of dazzlingly white pillars. For some minutes they flickered to and fro between distinctness and
indistinctness, like an object being focused. Then they faded out of sight again.

“Is that a sign from Shaping?” asked Maskull, in a low, awed tone.

“Perhaps it is. It is a time mirage.”

“What can that be, Joiwind?”

“You see, dear Maskull, the temple does not yet exist but it will do so, because it must. What you and I are now
doing in simplicity, wise men will do hereafter in full knowledge.”

“It is right for man to pray,” said Maskull. “Good and evil in the world don’t originate from nothing. God and Devil
must exist. And we should pray to the one, and fight the other.”

“Yes, we must fight Krag.”

“What name did you say?” asked Maskull in amazement.

“Krag—the author of evil and misery—whom you call Devil.”

He immediately concealed his thoughts. To prevent Joiwind from learning his relationship to this being, he made
his mind a blank.

“Why do you hide your mind from me?” she demanded, looking at him strangely and changing colour.

“In this bright, pure, radiant world, evil seems so remote, one can scarcely grasp its meaning.” But he lied.

Joiwind continued gazing at him, straight out of her clean soul. “The world is good and pure, but many men are
corrupt. Panawe, my husband, has travelled, and he has told me things I would almost rather have not heard. One
person he met believed the universe to be, from top to bottom, a conjurer’s cave.”

“I should like to meet your husband.”

“Well, we are going home now.”

Maskull was on the point of inquiring whether she had any children, but was afraid of offending her, and checked
himself.

She read the mental question. “What need is there? Is not the whole world full of lovely children? Why should I
want selfish possessions?”

An extraordinary creature flew past, uttering a plaintive cry of five distinct notes. It was not a bird, but had a
balloon-shaped body, paddled by five webbed feet. It disappeared among the trees.

Joiwind  pointed  to  it,  as  it  went  by.  “I  love  that  beast,  grotesque  as  it  is—perhaps  all  the  more  for  its
grotesqueness. But if I had children of my own, would I still love it? Which is best—to love two or three, or to love
all?”

“Every woman can’t be like you, Joiwind, but it is good to have a few like you. Wouldn’t it be as well,” he went on,
“since we’ve got to walk through that sun-baked wilderness, to make turbans for our heads out of some of those
long leaves?”

She smiled rather pathetically. “You will think me foolish, but every tearing off of a leaf would be a wound in my
heart. We have only to throw our robes over our heads.”

“No doubt that will  answer the same purpose,  but tell  me—weren’t  these very robes once part of  a living
creature?”

“Oh, no—no, they are the webs of a certain animal, but they have never been in themselves alive.”
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“You reduce life to extreme simplicity,” remarked Maskull meditatively, “but it is very beautiful.”

Climbing back over the hills, they now without further ceremony began their march across the desert.

They walked side by side. Joiwind directed their course straight toward Poolingdred. From the position of the sun,
Maskull judged their way to lie due north. The sand was soft and powdery, very tiring to his naked feet. The red
glare dazed his eyes, and made him semi-blind. He was hot, parched, and tormented with the craving to drink; his
undertone of pain emerged into full consciousness.

“I see my friends nowhere, and it is very queer.”

“Yes, it is queer—if it is accidental,” said Joiwind, with a peculiar intonation.

“Exactly!” agreed Maskull. “If they had met with a mishap, their bodies would still be there. It begins to look like a
piece of bad work to me. They must have gone on, and left me…. Well, I am here, and I must make the best of it. I
will trouble no more about them.”

“I don’t wish to speak ill of anyone,” said Joiwind, “but my instinct tells me that you are better away from those
men. They did not come here for your sake, but for their own.”

They walked on for a long time. Maskull was beginning to feel faint. She twined her magn lovingly around his
waist, and a strong current of confidence and well-being instantly coursed through his veins.

“Thanks, Joiwind! But am I not weakening you?”

“Yes,” she replied, with a quick, thrilling glance. “But not much—and it gives me great happiness.”

Presently they met a fantastic little creature, the size of a new-born lamb, waltzing along on three legs. Each leg
in turn moved to the front, and so the little monstrosity proceeded by means of a series of complete rotations. It
was vividly coloured, as though it had been dipped into pots of bright blue and yellow paint. It looked up with
small, shining eyes, as they passed.

Joiwind nodded and smiled to it. “That’s a personal friend of mine, Maskull. Whenever I come this way, I see it. It’s
always waltzing, and always in a hurry, but it never seems to get anywhere.”

“It seems to me that life is so self-sufficient here that there is no need for anyone to get anywhere. What I don’t
quite understand is how you manage to pass your days without ennui.”

“That’s a strange word. It means, does it not, craving for excitement?”

“Something of the kind,” said Maskull.

“That must be a disease brought on by rich food.”

“But are you never dull?”

“How could we be? Our blood is quick and light and free, our flesh is clean and unclogged, inside and out….
Before long I hope you will understand what sort of question you have asked.”

Farther on they encountered a strange phenomenon. In the heart of the desert a fountain rose perpendicularly
fifty feet into the air,  with a cool and pleasant hissing sound. It  differed, however, from a fountain in this
respect—that  the water  of  which it  was composed did not  return to  the ground but  was absorbed by the
atmosphere at the summit. It was in fact a tall, graceful column of dark green fluid, with a capital of coiling and
twisting vapours.

When they came closer, Maskull perceived that this water column was the continuation and termination of a
flowing brook, which came down from the direction of the mountains. The explanation of the phenomenon was
evidently that the water at this spot found chemical affinities in the upper air, and consequently forsook the
ground.

“Now let us drink,” said Joiwind.

She threw herself unaffectedly at full length on the sand, face downward, by the side of the brook, and Maskull
was not long in following her example. She refused to quench her thirst until she had seen him drink. He found
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the water heavy, but bubbling with gas. He drank copiously. It affected his palate in a new way—with the purity
and cleanness of water was combined the exhilaration of a sparkling wine, raising his spirits—but somehow the
intoxication brought out his better nature, and not his lower.

“We call it ‘gnawl water’,” said Joiwind. “This is not quite pure, as you can see by the colour. At Poolingdred it is
crystal clear. But we would be ungrateful if we complained. After this you’ll find we’ll get along much better.”

Maskull now began to realise his environment, as it were for the first time. All his sense organs started to show
him beauties and wonders that he had not hitherto suspected. The uniform glaring scarlet of the sands became
separated into a score of clearly distinguished shades of red. The sky was similarly split up into different blues.
The radiant heat of Branchspell he found to affect every part of his body with unequal intensities. His ears
awakened; the atmosphere was full of murmurs, the sands hummed, even the sun’s rays had a sound of their
own—a kind of faint Aeolian harp. Subtle, puzzling perfumes assailed his nostrils. His palate lingered over the
memory of the gnawl water. All the pores of his skin were tickled and soothed by hitherto unperceived currents of
air. His poigns explored actively the inward nature of everything in his immediate vicinity. His magn touched
Joiwind, and drew from her person a stream of love and joy. And lastly by means of his breve he exchanged
thoughts with her in silence. This mighty sense symphony stirred him to the depths, and throughout the walk of
that endless morning he felt no more fatigue.

When it was drawing near to Blodsombre, they approached the sedgy margin of a dark green lake, which lay
underneath Poolingdred.

Panawe was sitting on a dark rock, waiting for them.

Chapter 7. PANAWE
The husband got up to meet his wife and their guest. He was clothed in white. He had a beardless face, with breve
and poigns. His skin, on face and body alike, was so white, fresh, and soft, that it scarcely looked skin at all—it
rather resembled a new kind of pure, snowy flesh, extending right down to his bones. It had nothing in common
with the artificially whitened skin of an over-civilised woman. Its whiteness and delicacy aroused no voluptuous
thoughts; it was obviously the manifestation of a cold and almost cruel chastity of nature. His hair, which fell to
the nape of his neck, also was white; but again, from vigour, not decay. His eyes were black, quiet and fathomless.
He was still a young man, but so stern were his features that he had the appearance of a lawgiver, and this in
spite of their great beauty and harmony.

His magn and Joiwind’s intertwined for a single moment and Maskull saw his face soften with love, while she
looked exultant. She put him in her husband’s arms with gentle force, and stood back, gazing and smiling. Maskull
felt rather embarrassed at being embraced by a man, but submitted to it; a sense of cool, pleasant languor passed
through him in the act.

“The stranger is red-blooded, then?”

He was startled by Panawe’s speaking in English, and the voice too was extraordinary. It was absolutely tranquil,
but its tranquillity seemed in a curious fashion to be an illusion, proceeding from a rapidity of thoughts and
feelings so great that their motion could not be detected. How this could be, he did not know.

“How do you come to speak in a tongue you have never heard before?” demanded Maskull.

“Thought is a rich, complex thing. I can’t say if I am really speaking your tongue by instinct, or if you yourself are
translating my thoughts into your tongue as I utter them.”

“Already you see that Panawe is wiser than I am,” said Joiwind gaily.

“What is your name?” asked the husband.

“Maskull.”

“That name must have a meaning—but again, thought is a strange thing. I connect that name with something—but
with what?”
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“Try to discover,” said Joiwind.

“Has there been a man in your world who stole something from the Maker of the universe, in order to ennoble his
fellow creatures?”

“There is such a myth. The hero’s name was Prometheus.”

“Well, you seem to be identified in my mind with that action—but what it all means I can’t say, Maskull.”

“Accept it as a good omen, for Panawe never lies, and never speaks thoughtlessly.”

“There  must  be  some  confusion.  These  are  heights  beyond  me,”  said  Maskull  calmly,  but  looking  rather
contemplative.

“Where do you come from?”

“From the planet of a distant sun, called Earth.”

“What for?”

“I was tired of vulgarity,” returned Maskull laconically. He intentionally avoided mentioning his fellow voyagers, in
order that Krag’s name should not come to light.

“That’s  an honourable motive,”  said Panawe.  “And what’s  more,  it  may be true,  though you spoke it  as a
prevarication.”

“As far as it goes, it’s quite true,” said Maskull, staring at him with annoyance and surprise.

The swampy lake extended for about half a mile from where they were standing to the lower buttresses of the
mountain. Feathery purple reeds showed themselves here and there through the shallows. The water was dark
green. Maskull did not see how they were going to cross it.

Joiwind caught his arm. “Perhaps you don’t know that the lake will bear us?”

Panawe walked onto the water; it was so heavy that it carried his weight. Joiwind followed with Maskull. He
instantly started to slip about—nevertheless the motion was amusing, and he learned so fast, by watching and
imitating Panawe, that he was soon able to balance himself without assistance. After that he found the sport
excellent.

For the same reason that women excel in dancing, Joiwind’s half falls and recoveries were far more graceful and
sure than those of either of the men. Her slight, draped form—dipping, bending, rising, swaying, twisting, upon
the surface of the dark water—this was a picture Maskull could not keep his eyes away from.

The lake grew deeper. The gnawl water became green-black. The crags, gullies, and precipices of the shore could
now be distinguished in detail. A waterfall was visible, descending several hundred feet. The surface of the lake
grew disturbed—so much so that Maskull had difficulty in keeping his balance. He therefore threw himself down
and started swimming on the face of the water. Joiwind turned her head, and laughed so joyously that all her teeth
flashed in the sunlight.

They landed in a few more minutes on a promontory of black rock. The water on Maskull’s garment and body
evaporated  very  quickly.  He  gazed  upward  at  the  towering  mountain,  but  at  that  moment  some  strange
movements on the part of Panawe attracted his attention. His face was working convulsively, and he began to
stagger about. Then he put his hand to his mouth and took from it what looked like a bright-coloured pebble. He
looked at it carefully for some seconds. Joiwind also looked, over his shoulder, with quickly changing colors. After
this inspection, Panawe let the object—whatever it was—fall to the ground, and took no more interest in it.

“May I look?” asked Maskull; and, without waiting for permission, he picked it up. It was a delicately beautiful
egg-shaped crystal of pale green.

“Where did this come from?” he asked queerly.

Panawe turned away, but Joiwind answered for him. “It came out of my husband.”

“That’s what I thought, but I couldn’t believe it. But what is it?”
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“I don’t know that it has either name or use. It is merely an overflowing of beauty.”

“Beauty?”

Joiwind smiled.  “If  you were to  regard nature as  the husband,  and Panawe as  the wife,  Maskull,  perhaps
everything would be explained.”

Maskull reflected.

“On Earth,” he said after a minute, “men like Panawe are called artists, poets, and musicians. Beauty overflows
into them too,  and out  of  them again.  The only  distinction is  that  their  productions are more human and
intelligible.”

“Nothing comes from it but vanity,” said Panawe, and, taking the crystal out of Maskull’s hand, he threw it into
the lake.

The precipice they now had to climb was several hundred feet in height. Maskull was more anxious for Joiwind
than for himself. She was evidently tiring, but she refused all help, and was in fact still the nimbler of the two. She
made a mocking face at him. Panawe seemed lost in quiet thoughts. The rock was sound, and did not crumble
under their weight. The heat of Branchspell, however, was by this time almost killing, the radiance was shocking
in its white intensity, and Maskull’s pain steadily grew worse.

When they got to the top, a plateau of dark rock appeared, bare of vegetation, stretching in both directions as far
as the eye could see. It was of a nearly uniform width of five hundred yards, from the edge of the cliffs to the
lower slopes of the chain of hills inland. The hills varied in height. The cup-shaped Poolingdred was approximately
a thousand feet above them. The upper part of it was covered with a kind of glittering vegetation which he could
not comprehend.

Joiwind put her hand on Maskull’s shoulder, and pointed upward. “Here you have the highest peak in the whole
land—that is, until you come to the Ifdawn Marest.”

On  hearing  that  strange  name,  he  experienced  a  momentary  unaccountable  sensation  of  wild  vigour  and
restlessness—but it passed away.

Without losing time, Panawe led the way up the mountainside. The lower half was of bare rock, not difficult to
climb. Halfway up, however, it grew steeper, and they began to meet bushes and small trees. The growth became
thicker as they continued to ascend, and when they neared the summit, tall forest trees appeared.

These bushes and trees had pale, glassy trunks and branches, but the small twigs and the leaves were translucent
and crystal. They cast no shadows from above, but still the shade was cool. Both leaves and branches were
fantastically shaped. What surprised Maskull the most, however, was the fact that, as far as he could see, scarcely
any two plants belonged to the same species.

“Won’t you help Maskull out of his difficulty?” said Joiwind, pulling her husband’s arm.

He smiled. “If he’ll forgive me for again trespassing in his brain. But the difficulty is small. Life on a new planet,
Maskull, is necessarily energetic and lawless, and not sedate and imitative. Nature is still fluid—not yet rigid—and
matter is plastic. The will forks and sports incessantly, and thus no two creatures are alike.”

“Well, I understand all that,” replied Maskull, after listening attentively. “But what I don’t grasp is this—if living
creatures here sport so energetically, how does it come about that human beings wear much the same shape as in
my world?”

“I’ll explain that too,” said Panawe. “All creatures that resemble Shaping must of necessity resemble one another.”

“Then sporting is the blind will to become like Shaping?”

“Exactly.”

“It is most wonderful,” said Maskull. “Then the brotherhood of man is not a fable invented by idealists, but a solid
fact.”

Joiwind looked at him, and changed colour. Panawe relapsed into sternness.
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Maskull became interested in a new phenomenon. The jale-coloured blossoms of a crystal bush were emitting
mental waves, which with his breve he could clearly distinguish. They cried out silently, “To me! To me!” While he
looked, a flying worm guided itself through the air to one of these blossoms and began to suck its nectar. The
floral cry immediately ceased.

They now gained the crest of the mountain, and looked down beyond. A lake occupied its crater-like cavity. A
fringe of trees partly intercepted the view, but Maskull was able to perceive that this mountain lake was nearly
circular and perhaps a quarter of a mile across. Its shore stood a hundred feet below them.

Observing that his hosts did not propose to descend, he begged them to wait for him, and scrambled down to the
surface. When he got there, he found the water perfectly motionless and of a colourless transparency. He walked
onto it, lay down at full length, and peered into the depths. It was weirdly clear: he could see down for an
indefinite distance, without arriving at any bottom. Some dark, shadowy objects, almost out of reach of his eyes,
were moving about. Then a sound, very faint and mysterious, seemed to come up through the gnawl water from an
immense depth. It was like the rhythm of a drum. There were four beats of equal length, but the accent was on the
third. It went on for a considerable time, and then ceased.

The sound appeared to him to belong to a different world from that in which he was travelling. The latter was
mystical, dreamlike, and unbelievable—the drumming was like a very dim undertone of reality. It resembled the
ticking of a clock in a room full of voices, only occasionally possible to be picked up by the ear.

He rejoined Panawe and Joiwind, but said nothing to them about his experience. They all walked round the rim of
the crater, and gazed down on the opposite side. Precipices similar to those that had overlooked the desert here
formed the boundary of a vast moorland plain, whose dimensions could not be measured by the eye. It was solid
land, yet he could not make out its prevailing colour. It was as if made of transparent glass, but it did not glitter in
the sunlight. No objects in it could be distinguished, except a rolling river in the far distance, and, farther off still,
on the horizon, a line of dark mountains, of strange shapes. Instead of being rounded, conical, or hogbacked, these
heights were carved by nature into the semblance of castle battlements, but with extremely deep indentations.

The sky immediately above the mountains was of a vivid, intense blue. It contrasted in a most marvellous way with
the blue of the rest of the heavens. It seemed more luminous and radiant, and was in fact like the afterglow of a
gorgeous blue sunset.

Maskull kept on looking. The more he gazed, the more restless and noble became his feelings.

“What is that light?”

Panawe was sterner than usual, while his wife clung to his arm. “It is Alppain—our second sun,” he replied.
“Those hills are the Ifdawn Marest…. Now let us get to our shelter.”

“Is it imagination, or am I really being affected—tormented by that light?”

“No, it’s not imagination—it’s real. How can it be otherwise when two suns, of different natures, are drawing you
at the same time? Luckily you are not looking at Alppain itself. It’s invisible here. You would need to go at least as
far as Ifdawn, to set eyes on it.”

“Why do you say ‘luckily’?”

“Because the agony caused by those opposing forces would perhaps be more than you could bear…. But I don’t
know.”

For the short distance that remained of their walk, Maskull was very thoughtful and uneasy. He understood
nothing. Whatever object his eye chanced to rest on changed immediately into a puzzle. The silence and stillness
of the mountain peak seemed brooding, mysterious, and waiting. Panawe gave him a friendly, anxious look, and
without further delay led the way down a little track, which traversed the side of the mountain and terminated in
the mouth of a cave.

This cave was the home of Panawe and Joiwind. It was dark inside. The host took a shell and, filling it with liquid
from a well, carelessly sprinkled the sandy floor of the interior. A greenish, phosphorescent light gradually spread
to the furthest limits of the cavern, and continued to illuminate it for the whole time they were there. There was
no furniture. Some dried, fernlike leaves served for couches.

The moment she got in, Joiwind fell down in exhaustion. Her husband tended her with calm concern. He bathed
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her face, put drink to her lips, energised her with his magn, and finally laid her down to sleep. At the sight of the
noble woman thus suffering on his account, Maskull was distressed.

Panawe, however, endeavoured to reassure him. “It’s quite true this has been a very long, hard double journey,
but for the future it will lighten all her other journeys for her…. Such is the nature of sacrifice.”

“I can’t conceive how I have walked so far in a morning,” said Maskull, “and she has been twice the distance.”

“Love flows in her veins, instead of blood, and that’s why she is so strong.”

“You know she gave me some of it?”

“Otherwise you couldn’t even have started.”

“I shall never forget that.”

The languorous heat of the day outside, the bright mouth of the cavern, the cool seclusion of the interior, with its
pale green glow, invited Maskull to sleep. But curiosity got the better of his lassitude.

“Will it disturb her if we talk?”

“No.”

“But how do you feel?”

“I require little sleep. In any case, it’s more important that you should hear something about your new life. It’s not
all as innocent and idyllic as this. If you intend to go through, you ought to be instructed about the dangers.”

“Oh, I guessed as much. But how shall we arrange—shall I put questions, or will you tell me what you think is
most essential?”

Panawe motioned to Maskull to sit down on a pile of ferns, and at the same time reclined himself, leaning on one
arm, with outstretched legs.

“I will tell some incidents of my life. You will begin to learn from them what sort of place you have come to.”

“I shall be grateful,” said Maskull, preparing himself to listen.

Panawe paused for a moment or two, and then started his narrative in tranquil, measured, yet sympathetic tones.

PANAWE’S STORY

“My earliest recollection is of being taken, when three years old (that’s equivalent to fifteen of your years, but we
develop more slowly here), by my father and mother, to see Broodviol, the wisest man in Tormance. He dwelt in
the great Wombflash Forest. We walked through trees for three days, sleeping at night. The trees grew taller as
we went along, until the tops were out of sight. The trunks were of a dark red colour and the leaves were of pale
ulfire. My father kept stopping to think. If left uninterrupted, he would remain for half a day in deep abstraction.
My  mother  came  out  of  Poolingdred,  and  was  of  a  different  stamp.  She  was  beautiful,  generous,  and
charming—but also active. She kept urging him on. This led to many disputes between them, which made me
miserable. On the fourth day we passed through a part of the forest which bordered on the Sinking Sea. This sea
is full of pouches of water that will not bear a man’s weight, and as these light parts don’t differ in appearance
from the rest, it is dangerous to cross. My father pointed out a dim outline on the horizon, and told me it was
Swaylone’s Island. Men sometimes go there, but none ever return. In the evening of the same day we found
Broodviol standing in a deep, miry pit in the forest, surrounded on all sides by trees three hundred feet high. He
was a big gnarled, rugged, wrinkled, sturdy old man. His age at that time was a hundred and twenty of our years,
or nearly six hundred of yours. His body was trilateral: he had three legs, three arms, and six eyes, placed at equal
distances all around his head. This gave him an aspect of great watchfulness and sagacity. He was standing in a
sort of trance. I afterward heard this saying of his: ‘To lie is to sleep, to sit is to dream, to stand is to think.’ My
father caught the infection, and fell into meditation, but my mother roused them both thoroughly. Broodviol
scowled at her savagely, and demanded what she required. Then I too learned for the first time the object of our
journey. I was a prodigy—that is to say, I was without sex. My parents were troubled over this, and wished to
consult the wisest of men.

“Old Broodviol smoothed his face, and said, ‘This perhaps will not be so difficult. I will explain the marvel. Every
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man and woman among us is a walking murderer. If a male, he has struggled with and killed the female who was
born in the same body with him—if a female, she has killed the male. But in this child the struggle is still
continuing.’

“‘How shall we end it?’ asked my mother.

“‘Let the child direct its will to the scene of the combat, and it will be of whichever sex it pleases.’

“‘You want, of course, to be a man, don’t you?’ said my mother to me earnestly.

“‘Then I shall be slaying your daughter, and that would be a crime.’

“Something in my tone attracted Broodviol’s notice.

“‘That was spoken, not selfishly, but magnanimously. Therefore the male must have spoken it, and you need not
trouble further. Before you arrive home, the child will be a boy.’

“My father walked away out of sight. My mother bent very low before Broodviol for about ten minutes, and he
remained all that time looking kindly at her.

“I heard that shortly afterward Alppain came into that land for a few hours daily. Broodviol grew melancholy, and
died.

“His prophecy came true—before we reached home, I knew the meaning of shame. But I have often pondered over
his words since, in later years, when trying to understand my own nature; and I have come to the conclusion that,
wisest of men as he was, he still did not see quite straight on this occasion. Between me and my twin sister,
enclosed in one body, there never was any struggle, but instinctive reverence for life withheld both of us from
fighting  for  existence.  Hers  was  the  stronger  temperament,  and  she  sacrificed  herself—though  not
consciously—for me.

“As soon as I comprehended this, I made a vow never to eat or destroy anything that contained life—and I have
kept it ever since.

“While I was still hardly a grown man, my father died. My mother’s death followed immediately, and I hated the
associations of the land. I therefore made up my mind to travel into my mother’s country, where, as she had often
told me, nature was most sacred and solitary.

“One hot morning I came to Shaping’s Causeway. It is so called either because Shaping once crossed it, or
because of its stupendous character. It is a natural embankment, twenty miles long, which links the mountains
bordering my homeland with the Ifdawn Marest. The valley lies below at a depth varying from eight to ten
thousand feet—a terrible precipice on either side. The knife edge of the ridge is generally not much over a foot
wide. The causeway goes due north and south. The valley on my right hand was plunged in shadow—that on my
left was sparkling with sunlight and dew. I walked fearfully along this precarious path for some miles. Far to the
east the valley was closed by a lofty tableland, connecting the two chains of mountains, but overtopping even the
most towering pinnacles. This is called the Sant Levels. I was never there, but I have heard two curious facts
concerning the inhabitants. The first is that they have no women; the second, that though they are addicted to
travelling in other parts they never acquire habits of the peoples with whom they reside.

“Presently I turned giddy, and lay at full length for a great while, clutching the two edges of the path with both
hands, and staring at the ground I was lying on with wide-open eyes. When that passed I felt like a different man
and grew conceited and gay. About halfway across I saw someone approaching me a long way off. This put fear
into my heart again, for I did not see how we could very well pass. However, I went slowly on, and presently we
drew near enough together for me to recognise the walker. It was Slofork, the so-called sorcerer. I had never met
him before, but I knew him by his peculiarities of person. He was of a bright gamboge colour and possessed a very
long, proboscis-like nose, which appeared to be a useful organ, but did not add to his beauty, as I knew beauty. He
was dubbed ‘sorcerer’ from his wondrous skill in budding limbs and organs. The tale is told that one evening he
slowly sawed his leg off with a blunt stone and then lay for two days in agony while his new leg was sprouting. He
was not reputed to be a consistently wise man, but he had periodical flashes of penetration and audacity that none
could equal.

“We sat down and faced one another, about two yards apart.

“‘Which of us walks over the other?’ asked Slofork. His manner was as calm as the day itself, but, to my young
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nature, terrible with hidden terrors. I smiled at him, but did not wish for this humiliation. We continued sitting
thus, in a friendly way, for many minutes.

“‘What is greater than Pleasure?’ he asked suddenly.

“I was at an age when one wishes to be thought equal to any emergency, so, concealing my surprise, I applied
myself to the conversation, as if it were for that purpose we had met.

“‘Pain,’ I replied, ‘for pain drives out pleasure.’

“‘What is greater than Pain?’

“I reflected. ‘Love. Because we will accept our loved one’s share of pain.’

“‘But what is greater than Love?’ he persisted.

“‘Nothing, Slofork.’

“‘And what is Nothing?’

“‘That you must tell me.’

“‘Tell you I will. This is Shaping’s world. He that is a good child here, knows pleasure, pain, and love, and gets his
rewards. But there’s another world—not Shaping’s—and there all this is unknown, and another order of things
reigns. That world we call Nothing—but it is not Nothing, but Something.’

“There was a pause.

“‘I have heard,’ said I, ‘that you are good at growing and ungrowing organs?’

“‘That’s not enough for me. Every organ tells me the same story. I want to hear different stories.’

“‘Is it true, what men say, that your wisdom flows and ebbs in pulses?’

“‘Quite true,’ replied Slofork. ‘But those you had it from did not add that they have always mistaken the flow for
the ebb.’

“‘My experience is,’ said I sententiously, ‘that wisdom is misery.’

“‘Perhaps it is, young man, but you have never learned that, and never will. For you the world will continue to
wear a noble, awful face. You will never rise above mysticism…. But be happy in your own way.’

“Before I realised what he was doing, he jumped tranquilly from the path, down into the empty void. He crashed
with ever-increasing momentum toward the valley below. I screeched, flung myself down on the ground, and shut
my eyes.

“Often have I wondered which of my ill-considered, juvenile remarks it was that caused this sudden resolution on
his part to commit suicide. Whichever it might be, since then I have made it a rigid law never to speak for my own
pleasure, but only to help others.

“I came eventually to the Marest. I threaded its mazes in terror for four days. I was frightened of death, but still
more terrified at the possibility of losing my sacred attitude toward life. When I was nearly through, and was
beginning to congratulate myself, I stumbled across the third extraordinary personage of my experience—the grim
Muremaker. It was under horrible circumstances. On an afternoon, cloudy and stormy, I saw, suspended in the air
without visible support, a living man. He was hanging in an upright position in front of a cliff—a yawning gulf, a
thousand feet deep, lay beneath his feet. I climbed as near as I could, and looked on. He saw me, and made a wry
grimace, like one who wishes to turn his humiliation into humour. The spectacle so astounded me that I could not
even grasp what had happened.

“‘I am Muremaker,’ he cried in a scraping voice which shocked my ears. ‘All my life I have sorbed others—now I
am sorbed. Nuclamp and I fell out over a woman. Now Nuclamp holds me up like this. While the strength of his
will lasts I shall remain suspended; but when he gets tired—and it can’t be long now—I drop into those depths.’

“Had it been another man, I would have tried to save him, but this ogre-like being was too well known to me as
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one who passed his whole existence in tormenting, murdering, and absorbing others, for the sake of his own
delight. I hurried away, and did not pause again that day.

“In Poolingdred I met Joiwind. We walked and talked together for a month, and by that time we found that we
loved each other too well to part.”

Panawe stopped speaking.

“That is a fascinating story,” remarked Maskull. “Now I begin to know my way around better. But one thing
puzzles me.”

“What’s that?”

“How it happens that men here are ignorant of tools and arts, and have no civilisation, and yet contrive to be
social in their habits and wise in their thoughts.”

“Do you imagine, then, that love and wisdom spring from tools? But I see how it arises. In your world you have
fewer sense organs, and to make up for the deficiency you have been obliged to call in the assistance of stones
and metals. That’s by no means a sign of superiority.”

“No, I suppose not,” said Maskull, “but I see I have a great deal to unlearn.”

They  talked together  a  little  longer,  and then gradually  fell  asleep.  Joiwind opened her  eyes,  smiled,  and
slumbered again.

Chapter 8. THE LUSION PLAIN
Maskull awoke before the others. He got up, stretched himself, and walked out into the sunlight. Branchspell was
already declining. He climbed to the top of the crater edge and looked away toward Ifdawn. The afterglow of
Alppain had by now completely disappeared. The mountains stood up wild and grand.

They impressed him like a simple musical theme, the notes of which are widely separated in the scale; a spirit of
rashness, daring, and adventure seemed to call to him from them. It was at that moment that the determination
flashed into his heart to walk to the Marest and explore its dangers.

He returned to the cavern to say good-by to his hosts.

Joiwind looked at him with her brave and honest eyes. “Is this selfishness, Maskull?” she asked, “or are you drawn
by something stronger than yourself?”

“We must be reasonable,” he answered, smiling. “I can’t settle down in Poolingdred before I have found out
something about this surprising new planet of yours. Remember what a long way I have come…. But very likely I
shall come back here.”

“Will you make me a promise?”

Maskull hesitated. “Ask nothing difficult, for I hardly know my powers yet.”

“It is not hard, and I wish it. Promise this—never to raise your hand against a living creature, either to strike,
pluck, or eat, without first recollecting its mother, who suffered for it.”

“Perhaps I won’t promise that,” said Maskull slowly, “but I’ll undertake something more tangible. I will never lift
my hand against a living creature without first recollecting you, Joiwind.”

She turned a little pale. “Now if Panawe knew that Panawe existed, he might be jealous.”

Panawe put his hand on her gently. “You would not talk like that in Shaping’s presence,” he said.

“No. Forgive me! I’m not quite myself. Perhaps it is Maskull’s blood in my veins…. Now let us bid him adieu. Let
us pray that he will do only honourable deeds, wherever he may be.”
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“I’ll set Maskull on his way,” said Panawe.

“There’s no need,” replied Maskull. “The way is plain.”

“But talking shortens the road.”

Maskull turned to go.

Joiwind pulled him around toward her softly. “You won’t think badly of other women on my account?”

“You are a blessed spirit,” answered he.

She trod quietly to the inner extremity of the cave and stood there thinking. Panawe and Maskull emerged into the
open air. Halfway down the cliff face a little spring was encountered. Its water was colourless, transparent, but
gaseous. As soon as Maskull had satisfied his thirst he felt himself different. His surroundings were so real to him
in their vividness and colour, so unreal in their phantom-like mystery, that he scrambled downhill like one in a
winter’s dream.

When they reached the plain he saw in front of them an interminable forest of tall trees, the shapes of which were
extraordinarily foreign looking. The leaves were crystalline and, looking upward, it was as if he were gazing
through a roof of glass. The moment they got underneath the trees the light rays of the sun continued to come
through—white, savage, and blazing—but they were gelded of heat. Then it was not hard to imagine that they
were wandering through cool, bright elfin glades.

Through the forest, beginning at their very feet an avenue, perfectly straight and not very wide, went forward as
far as the eye could see.

Maskull wanted to talk to his travelling companion, but was somehow unable to find words. Panawe glanced at
him with an inscrutable smile—stern, yet enchanting and half feminine. He then broke the silence, but, strangely
enough, Maskull could not make out whether he was singing or speaking. From his lips issued a slow musical
recitative, exactly like a bewitching adagio from a low toned stringed instrument—but there was a difference.
Instead of the repetition and variation of one or two short themes, as in music, Panawe’s theme was prolonged—it
never came to an end, but rather resembled a conversation in rhythm and melody. And, at the same time, it was
no recitative, for it was not declamatory. It was a long, quiet stream of lovely emotion.

Maskull listened entranced, yet agitated. The song, if it might be termed song, seemed to be always just on the
point of becoming clear and intelligible—not with the intelligibility of words, but in the way one sympathises with
another’s moods and feelings; and Maskull felt that something important was about to be uttered, which would
explain all that had gone before. But it was invariably postponed, he never understood—and yet somehow he did
understand.

Late in the afternoon they came to a clearing, and there Panawe ceased his recitative. He slowed his pace and
stopped, in the fashion of a man who wishes to convey that he intends to go no farther.

“What is the name of this country?” asked Maskull.

“It is the Lusion Plain.”

“Was that music in the nature of a temptation—do you wish me not to go on?”

“Your work lies before you, and not behind you.”

“What was it, then? What work do you allude to?”

“It must have seemed like something to you, Maskull.”

“It seemed like Shaping music to me.”

The instant he had absently uttered these words, Maskull wondered why he had done so, as they now appeared
meaningless to him.

Panawe, however, showed no surprise. “Shaping you will find everywhere.”

“Am I dreaming, or awake?”
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“You are awake.”

Maskull fell into deep thought. “So be it,” he said, rousing himself. “Now I will go on. But where must I sleep
tonight?”

“You will reach a broad river. On that you can travel to the foot of the Marest tomorrow; but tonight you had
better sleep where the forest and river meet.”

“Adieu, then, Panawe! But do you wish to say anything more to me?”

“Only this, Maskull—wherever you go, help to make the world beautiful, and not ugly.”

“That’s more than any of us can undertake. I am a simple man, and have no ambitions in the way of beautifying
life—But tell Joiwind I will try to keep myself pure.”

They parted rather coldly. Maskull stood erect where they had stopped, and watched Panawe out of sight. He
sighed more than once.

He became aware that something was about to happen. The air was breathless. The late-afternoon sunshine,
unobstructed, wrapped his frame in voluptuous heat. A solitary cloud, immensely high, raced through the sky
overhead.

A single trumpet note sounded in the far distance from somewhere behind him. It gave him an impression of being
several miles away at first; but then it slowly swelled, and came nearer and nearer at the same time that it
increased in volume. Still the same note sounded, but now it was as if blown by a giant trumpeter immediately
over his head. Then it gradually diminished in force, and travelled away in front of him. It ended very faintly and
distantly.

He felt himself alone with Nature. A sacred stillness came over his heart. Past and future were forgotten. The
forest, the sun, the day did not exist for him. He was unconscious of himself—he had no thoughts and no feelings.
Yet never had Life had such an altitude for him.

A man stood, with crossed arms, right in his path. He was so clothed that his limbs were exposed, while his body
was covered. He was young rather than old. Maskull observed that his countenance possessed none of the special
organs of Tormance, to which he had not even yet become reconciled. He was smooth-faced. His whole person
seemed to radiate an excess of life, like the trembling of air on a hot day. His eyes had such force that Maskull
could not meet them.

He addressed Maskull by name, in an extraordinary voice. It had a double tone. The primary one sounded far
away; the second was an undertone, like a sympathetic tanging string.

Maskull felt a rising joy, as he continued standing in the presence of this individual. He believed that something
good was happening to him. He found it physically difficult to bring any words out. “Why do you stop me?”

“Maskull, look well at me. Who am I?”

“I think you are Shaping.”

“I am Surtur.”

Maskull again attempted to meet his eyes, but felt as if he were being stabbed.

“You know that this is my world. Why do you think I have brought you here? I wish you to serve me.”

Maskull could no longer speak.

“Those who joke at my world,” continued the vision, “those who make a mock of its stern, eternal rhythm, its
beauty and sublimity, which are not skin-deep, but proceed from fathomless roots—they shall not escape.”

“I do not mock it.”

“Ask me your questions, and I will answer them.”

“I have nothing.”
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“It is necessary for you to serve me, Maskull. Do you not understand? You are my servant and helper.”

“I shall not fail.”

“This is for my sake, and not for yours.”

These last words had no sooner left Surtur’s mouth than Maskull saw him spring suddenly upward and outward.
Looking up at the vault of the sky, he saw the whole expanse of vision filled by Surtur’s form—not as a concrete
man, but as a vast, concave cloud image, looking down and frowning at him. Then the spectacle vanished, as a
light goes out.

Maskull stood inactive, with a thumping heart. Now he again heard the solitary trumpet note. The sound began
this time faintly in the far distance in front of him, travelled slowly toward him with regularly increasing intensity,
passed overhead at its loudest, and then grew more and more quiet, wonderful, and solemn, as it fell away in the
rear, until the note was merged in the deathlike silence of the forest. It appeared to Maskull like the closing of a
marvellous and important chapter.

Simultaneously with the fading away of the sound, the heavens seemed to open up with the rapidity of lightning
into a blue vault of immeasurable height. He breathed a great breath, stretched all his limbs, and looked around
him with a slow smile.

After a while he resumed his journey. His brain was all dark and confused, but one idea was already beginning to
stand out from the rest—huge, shapeless, and grand, like the growing image in the soul of a creative artist: the
staggering thought that he was a man of destiny.

The more he reflected upon all that had occurred since his arrival in this new world—and even before leaving
Earth—the clearer and more indisputable it became, that he could not be here for his own purposes, but must be
here for an end. But what that end was, he could not imagine.

Through the forest he saw Branchspell at last sinking in the west. It looked a stupendous ball of red fire—now he
could realise at his ease what a sun it was! The avenue took an abrupt turn to the left and began to descend
steeply.

A wide, rolling river of clear and dark water was visible in front of him, no great way off. It flowed from north to
south. The forest path led him straight to its banks. Maskull stood there, and regarded the lapping, gurgling
waters pensively. On the opposite bank, the forest continued. Miles to the south, Poolingdred could just be
distinguished. On the northern skyline the Ifdawn Mountains loomed up—high, wild, beautiful, and dangerous.
They were not a dozen miles away.

Like the first mutterings of a thunderstorm, the first faint breaths of cool wind, Maskull felt the stirrings of
passion in his heart. In spite of his bodily fatigue, he wished to test his strength against something. This craving
he identified with the crags of the Marest. They seemed to have the same magical attraction for his will as the
lodestone for iron. He kept biting his nails, as he turned his eyes in that direction—wondering if it would not be
possible to conquer the heights that evening. But when he glanced back again at Poolingdred, he remembered
Joiwind and Panawe, and grew more tranquil. He decided to make his bed at this spot, and to set off as soon after
daybreak as he should awake.

He drank at the river, washed himself, and lay down on the bank to sleep. By this time, so far had his idea
progressed, that he cared nothing for the possible dangers of the night—he confided in his star.

Branchspell set, the day faded, night with its terrible weight came on, and through it all Maskull slept. Long
before midnight, however, he was awakened by a crimson glow in the sky. He opened his eyes, and wondered
where he was. He felt heaviness and pain. The red glow was a terrestrial phenomenon; it came from among the
trees. He got up and went toward the source of the light.

Away from the river, not a hundred feet off, he nearly stumbled across the form of a sleeping woman. The object
which emitted the crimson rays was lying on the ground, several yards away from her. It was like a small jewel,
throwing off sparks of red light. He barely threw a glance at that, however.

The woman was clothed in the large skin of an animal. She had big, smooth, shapely limbs, rather muscular than
fat. Her magn was not a thin tentacle, but a third arm, terminating in a hand. Her face, which was upturned, was
wild, powerful, and exceedingly handsome. But he saw with surprise that in place of a breve on her forehead, she
possessed another eye. All three were closed. The colour of her skin in the crimson glow he could not distinguish.
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He touched her gently with his hand. She awoke calmly and looked up at him without stirring a muscle. All three
eyes stared at him; but the two lower ones were dull and vacant—mere carriers of vision. The middle, upper one
alone expressed her inner nature. Its haughty, unflinching glare had yet something seductive and alluring in it.
Maskull felt a challenge in that look of lordly, feminine will, and his manner instinctively stiffened.

She sat up.

“Can you speak my language?” he asked. “I wouldn’t put such a question, but others have been able to.”

“Why should you imagine that I can’t read your mind? Is it so extremely complex?”

She spoke in a rich, lingering, musical voice, which delighted him to listen to.

“No, but you have no breve.”

“Well, but haven’t I a sorb, which is better?” And she pointed to the eye on her brow.

“What is your name?”

“Oceaxe.”

“And where do you come from?”

“Ifdawn.”

These contemptuous replies began to irritate him, and yet the mere sound of her voice was fascinating.

“I am going there tomorrow,” he remarked.

She laughed, as if against her will, but made no comment.

“My name is Maskull,” he went on. “I am a stranger—from another world.”

“So I should judge, from your absurd appearance.”

“Perhaps it would be as well to say at once,” said Maskull bluntly, “are we, or are we not, to be friends?”

She yawned and stretched her arms, without rising. “Why should we be friends? If I thought you were a man, I
might accept you as a lover.”

“You must look elsewhere for that.”

“So be it, Maskull! Now go away, and leave me in peace.”

She dropped her head again to the ground, but did not at once close her eyes.

“What are you doing here?” he interrogated.

“Oh, we Ifdawn folk occasionally come here to sleep, for there often enough it is a night for us which has no next
morning.”

“Being such a terrible place, and seeing that I am a total stranger, it would be merely courteous if you were to
warn me what I have to expect in the way of dangers.”

“I am perfectly and utterly indifferent to what becomes of you,” retorted Oceaxe.

“Are you returning in the morning?” persisted Maskull.

“If I wish.”

“Then we will go together.”

She got up again on her elbow. “Instead of making plans for other people, I would do a very necessary thing.”

“Pray, tell me.”
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“Well, there’s no reason why I should, but I will. I would try to convert my women’s organs into men’s organs. It is
a man’s country.”

“Speak more plainly.”

“Oh, it’s plain enough. If you attempt to pass through Ifdawn without a sorb, you are simply committing suicide.
And that magn too is worse than useless.”

“You probably know what you are talking about, Oceaxe. But what do you advise me to do?”

She negligently pointed to the light-emitting stone lying on the ground.

“There is the solution. If you hold that drude to your organs for a good while, perhaps it will start the change, and
perhaps nature will do the rest during the night. I promise nothing.”

Oceaxe now really turned her back on Maskull.

He considered for a few minutes, and then walked over to where the stone was lying, and took it in his hand. It
was a pebble the size of a hen’s egg, radiant with crimson light, as though red-hot, and throwing out a continuous
shower of small, blood-red sparks.

Finally deciding that Oceaxe’s advice was good, he applied the drude first to his magn, and then to his breve. He
experienced a cauterising sensation—a feeling of healing pain.

Chapter 9. OCEAXE
Maskull’s second day on Tormance dawned. Branchspell was already above the horizon when he awoke. He was
instantly aware that his organs had changed during the night. His fleshy breve was altered into an eyelike sorb;
his magn had swelled and developed into a third arm, springing from the breast. The arm gave him at once a
sense of greater physical security, but with the sorb he was obliged to experiment, before he could grasp its
function.

As he lay there in the white sunlight, opening and shutting each of his three eyes in turn, he found that the two
lower ones served his understanding, the upper one his will. That is to say, with the lower eyes he saw things in
clear detail, but without personal interest; with the sorb he saw nothing as self-existent—everything appeared as
an object of importance or non-importance to his own needs.

Rather puzzled as to how this would turn out, he got up and looked about him. He had slept out of sight of Oceaxe.
He was anxious to learn if she were still on the spot, but before going to ascertain he made up his mind to bathe in
the river.

It was a glorious morning. The hot white sun already began to glare, but its heat was tempered by a strong wind,
which whistled through the trees. A host of fantastic clouds filled the sky. They looked like animals, and were
always changing shape. The ground, as well as the leaves and branches of the forest trees, still held traces of
heavy dew or rain during the night.  A poignantly sweet smell  of  nature entered his nostrils.  His pain was
quiescent, and his spirits were high.

Before he bathed,  he viewed the mountains of  the Ifdawn Marest.  In the morning sunlight  they stood out
pictorially. He guessed that they were from five to six thousand feet high. The lofty, irregular, castellated line
seemed like the walls of a magic city. The cliffs fronting him were composed of gaudy rocks—vermilion, emerald,
yellow, ulfire, and black. As he gazed at them, his heart began to beat like a slow, heavy drum, and he thrilled all
over—indescribable hopes, aspirations, and emotions came over him. It was more than the conquest of a new
world which he felt—it was something different….

He bathed and drank, and as he was reclothing himself, Oceaxe strolled indolently up.

He could now perceive the colour of her skin—it was a vivid, yet delicate mixture of carmine, white, and jale. The
effect was startlingly unearthly. With these new colors she looked like a genuine representative of a strange
planet.  Her  frame  also  had  something  curious  about  it.  The  curves  were  womanly,  the  bones  were
characteristically  female—yet  all  seemed  somehow  to  express  a  daring,  masculine  underlying  will.  The
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commanding eye on her forehead set the same puzzle in plainer language. Its bold, domineering egotism was shot
with undergleams of sex and softness.

She came to the river’s edge and reviewed him from top to toe. “Now you are built more like a man,” she said, in
her lovely, lingering voice.

“You see, the experiment was successful,” he answered, smiling gaily.

Oceaxe continued looking him over. “Did some woman give you that ridiculous robe?”

“A woman did give it to me”—dropping his smile—“but I saw nothing ridiculous in the gift at the time, and I don’t
now.”

“I think I’d look better in it.”

As she drawled the words, she began stripping off the skin, which suited her form so well, and motioned to him to
exchange garments. He obeyed, rather shamefacedly, for he realised that the proposed exchange was in fact more
appropriate to his sex. He found the skin a freer dress. Oceaxe in her drapery appeared more dangerously
feminine to him.

“I don’t want you to receive gifts at all from other women,” she remarked slowly.

“Why not? What can I be to you?”

“I have been thinking about you during the night.” Her voice was retarded, scornful, viola-like. She sat down on
the trunk of a fallen tree, and looked away.

“In what way?”

She returned no answer to his question, but began to pull off pieces of the bark.

“Last night you were so contemptuous.”

“Last night is not today. Do you always walk through the world with your head over your shoulder?”

It was now Maskull’s turn to be silent.

“Still, if you have male instincts, as I suppose you have, you can’t go on resisting me forever.”

“But this is preposterous,” said Maskull, opening his eyes wide. “Granted that you are a beautiful woman—we
can’t be quite so primeval.”

Oceaxe sighed, and rose to her feet. “It doesn’t matter. I can wait.”

“From that I gather that you intend to make the journey in my society. I have no objection—in fact I shall be
glad—but only on condition that you drop this language.”

“Yet you do think me beautiful?”

“Why shouldn’t I think so, if it is the fact? I fail to see what that has to do with my feelings. Bring it to an end,
Oceaxe. You will find plenty of men to admire—and love you.”

At that she blazed up. “Does love pick and choose, you fool? Do you imagine I am so hard put to it that I have to
hunt for lovers? Is not Crimtyphon waiting for me at this very moment?”

“Very well. I am sorry to have hurt your feelings. Now carry the temptation no farther—for it is a temptation,
where a lovely woman is concerned. I am not my own master.”

“I’m not proposing anything so very hateful, am I? Why do you humiliate me so?”

Maskull put his hands behind his back. “I repeat, I am not my own master.”

“Then who is your master?”

“Yesterday I saw Surtur, and from today I am serving him.”
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“Did you speak with him?” she asked curiously.

“I did.”

“Tell me what he said.”

“No, I can’t—I won’t. But whatever he said, his beauty was more tormenting than yours, Oceaxe, and that’s why I
can look at you in cold blood.”

“Did Surtur forbid you to be a man?”

Maskull frowned. “Is love such a manly sport, then? I should have thought it effeminate.”

“It doesn’t matter. You won’t always be so boyish. But don’t try my patience too far.”

“Let us talk about something else—and, above all, let us get on our road.”

She suddenly broke into a laugh, so rich, sweet, and enchanting, that he grew half inflamed, and half wished to
catch her body in his arms. “Oh, Maskull, Maskull—what a fool you are!”

“In what way am I a fool?” he demanded, scowling—not at her words, but at his own weakness.

“Isn’t the whole world the handiwork of innumerable pairs of lovers? And yet you think yourself above all that. You
try to fly away from nature, but where will you find a hole to hide yourself in?”

“Besides beauty, I now credit you with a second quality: persistence.”

“Read me well, and then it is natural law that you’ll think twice and three times before throwing me away…. And
now, before we go, we had better eat.”

“Eat?” said Maskull thoughtfully.

“Don’t you eat? Is food in the same category as love?”

“What food is it?”

“Fish from the river.”

Maskull recollected his promise to Joiwind. At the same time, he felt hungry.

“Is there nothing milder?”

She pulled her mouth scornfully. “You came through Poolingdred, didn’t you? All the people there are the same.
They think life is to be looked at, and not lived. Now that you are visiting Ifdawn, you will have to change your
notions.”

“Go catch your fish,” he returned, pulling down his brows.

The broad, clear waters flowed past them with swelling undulations, from the direction of the mountains. Oceaxe
knelt down on the bank, and peered into the depths. Presently her look became tense and concentrated; she
dipped her hand in and pulled out some sort of little monster. It was more like a reptile than a fish, with its scaly
plates and teeth. She threw it on the ground, and it started crawling about. Suddenly she darted all her will into
her sorb. The creature leaped into the air, and fell down dead.

She picked up a sharp-edged slate, and with it removed the scales and entrails. During this operation, her hands
and garment became stained with the light scarlet blood.

“Find the drude, Maskull,” she said, with a lazy smile. “You had it last night.”

He searched for it. It was hard to locate, for its rays had grown dull and feeble in the sunlight, but at last he found
it. Oceaxe placed it in the interior of the monster, and left the body lying on the ground.

“While it’s cooking, I’ll wash some of this blood away, which frightens you so much. Have you never seen blood
before?”



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

174

Maskull gazed at her in perplexity. The old paradox came back—the contrasting sexual characteristics in her
person. Her bold, masterful, masculine egotism of manner seemed quite incongruous with the fascinating and
disturbing femininity of her voice. A startling idea flashed into his mind.

“In your country I’m told there is an act of will called ‘absorbing.’ What is that?”

She held her red, dripping hands away from her draperies, and uttered a delicious, clashing laugh. “You think I
am half a man?”

“Answer my question.”

“I’m a woman through and through, Maskull—to the marrowbone. But that’s not to say I have never absorbed
males.”

“And that means…”

“New strings for my harp, Maskull. A wider range of passions, a stormier heart…”

“For you, yes—But for them?…”

“I don’t know. The victims don’t describe their experiences. Probably unhappiness of some sort—if they still know
anything.”

“This is a fearful business!” he exclaimed, regarding her gloomily. “One would think Ifdawn a land of devils.”

Oceaxe gave a beautiful sneer as she took a step toward the river. “Better men than you—better in every sense of
the word—are walking about with foreign wills inside them. You may be as moral as you like, Maskull, but the fact
remains, animals were made to be eaten, and simple natures were made to be absorbed.”

“And human rights count for nothing!”

She had bent over the river’s edge, to wash her arms and hands, but glanced up over her shoulder to answer his
remark. “They do count. But we only regard a man as human for just as long as he’s able to hold his own with
others.”

The flesh was soon cooked, and they breakfasted in silence. Maskull cast heavy, doubtful glances from time to
time toward his companion. Whether it was due to the strange quality of the food, or to his long abstention, he did
not know, but the meal tasted nauseous, and even cannibalistic. He ate little, and the moment he got up he felt
defiled.

“Let me bury this drude, where I can find it some other time,” said Oceaxe. “On the next occasion, though, I shall
have no Maskull with me, to shock…. Now we have to take to the river.”

They stepped off the land onto the water. It flowed against them with a sluggish current, but the opposition,
instead of hindering them, had the contrary effect—it caused them to exert themselves, and they moved faster.
They climbed the river in this way for several miles. The exercise gradually improved the circulation of Maskull’s
blood, and he began to look at things in a far more cheerful way. The hot sunshine, the diminished wind, the
marvellous cloud scenery, the quiet, crystal forests—all was soothing and delightful. They approached nearer and
nearer to the gaily painted heights of Ifdawn.

There was something enigmatic to him in those bright walls. He was attracted by them, yet felt a sort of awe. They
looked real, but at the same time very supernatural. If one could see the portrait of a ghost, painted with a hard,
firm outline, in substantial colors, the feelings produced by such a sight would be exactly similar to Maskull’s
impressions as he studied the Ifdawn precipices.

He broke the long silence. “Those mountains have most extraordinary shapes. All the lines are straight and
perpendicular—no slopes or curves.”

She walked backward on the water, in order to face him. “That’s typical of Ifdawn. Nature is all hammer blows
with us. Nothing soft and gradual.”

“I hear you, but I don’t understand you.”

“All over the Marest you’ll find patches of ground plunging down or rushing up. Trees grow fast. Women and men
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don’t think twice before acting. One may call Ifdawn a place of quick decisions.”

Maskull was impressed. “A fresh, wild, primitive land.”

“How is it where you come from?” asked Oceaxe.

“Oh, mine is a decrepit world, where nature takes a hundred years to move a foot of solid land. Men and animals
go about in flocks. Originality is a lost habit.”

“Are there women there?”

“As with you, and not very differently formed.”

“Do they love?”

He laughed. “So much so that it has changed the dress, speech, and thoughts of the whole sex.”

“Probably they are more beautiful than I?”

“No, I think not,” said Maskull.

There was another rather long silence, as they travelled unsteadily onward.

“What is your business in Ifdawn?” demanded Oceaxe suddenly.

He hesitated over his answer. “Can you grasp that it’s possible to have an aim right in front of one, so big that one
can’t see it as a whole?”

She stole a long, inquisitive look at him, “What sort of aim?”

“A moral aim.”

“Are you proposing to set the world right?”

“I propose nothing—I am waiting.”

“Don’t wait too long, for time doesn’t wait—especially in Ifdawn.”

“Something will happen,” said Maskull.

Oceaxe threw a subtle smile. “So you have no special destination in the Marest?”

“No, and if you’ll permit me, I will come home with you.”

“Singular man!” she said, with a short, thrilling laugh. “That’s what I have been offering all the time. Of course
you will come home with me. As for Crimtyphon…”

“You mentioned that name before. Who is he?”

“Oh! My lover, or, as you would say, my husband.”

“This doesn’t improve matters,” said Maskull.

“It leaves them exactly where they were. We merely have to remove him.”

“We are certainly misunderstanding each other,” said Maskull, quite startled. “Do you by any chance imagine that
I am making a compact with you?”

“You will do nothing against your will. But you have promised to come home with me.”

“Tell me, how do you remove husbands in Ifdawn?”

“Either you or I must kill him.”

He eyed her for a full minute. “Now we are passing from folly to insanity.”
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“Not at all,” replied Oceaxe. “It is the too-sad truth. And when you have seen Crimtyphon, you will realise it.”

“I’m aware I am on a strange planet,” said Maskull slowly, “where all sorts of unheard of things may happen, and
where the very laws of morality may be different. Still as far as I am concerned, murder is murder, and I’ll have no
more to do with a woman who wants to make use of me, to get rid of her husband.”

“You think me wicked?” demanded Oceaxe steadily.

“Or mad.”

“Then you had better leave me, Maskull—only—”

“Only what?”

“You wish to be consistent, don’t you? Leave all other mad and wicked people as well. Then you’ll find it easier to
reform the rest.”

Maskull frowned, but said nothing.

“Well?” demanded Oceaxe, with a half smile.

“I’ll come with you, and I’ll see Crimtyphon—if only to warn him.”

Oceaxe broke into a cascade of rich, feminine laughter, but whether at the image conjured up by Maskull’s last
words, or from some other cause, he did not know. The conversation dropped.

At a distance of a couple of miles from the now towering cliffs, the river made a sharp, right-angled turn to the
west, and was no longer of use to them on their journey. Maskull stared up doubtfully.

“It’s a stiff climb for a hot morning.”

“Let’s rest here a little,” said she, indicating a smooth flat island of black rock, standing up just out of the water in
the middle of the river.

They accordingly went to it, and Maskull sat down. Oceaxe, however, standing graceful and erect, turned her face
toward the cliffs opposite, and uttered a piercing and peculiar call.

“What is that for?” She did not answer. After waiting a minute, she repeated the call. Maskull now saw a large
bird detach itself from the top of one of the precipices, and sail slowly down toward them. It was followed by two
others. The flight of these birds was exceedingly slow and clumsy.

“What are they?” he asked.

She still returned no answer, but smiled rather peculiarly and sat down beside him. Before many minutes he was
able to distinguish the shapes and colors of the flying monsters. They were not birds, but creatures with long,
snakelike bodies, and ten reptilian legs apiece, terminating in fins which acted as wings. The bodies were of bright
blue, the legs and fins were yellow. They were flying, without haste, but in a somewhat ominous fashion, straight
toward them. He could make out a long, thin spike projecting from each of the heads.

“They are shrowks,” explained Oceaxe at last. “If you want to know their intention, I’ll tell you. To make a meal of
us. First of all their spikes will pierce us, and then their mouths, which are really suckers, will drain us dry of
blood—pretty thoroughly too; there are no half measures with shrowks. They are toothless beasts, so don’t eat
flesh.”

“As you show such admirable sangfroid,” said Maskull dryly, “I take it there’s no particular danger.”

Nevertheless he instinctively tried to get on to his feet and failed. A new form of paralysis was chaining him to the
ground.

“Are you trying to get up?” asked Oceaxe smoothly.

“Well, yes, but those cursed reptiles seem to be nailing me down to the rock with their wills. May I ask if you had
any special object in view in waking them up?”
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“I assure you the danger is quite real, Maskull. Instead of talking and asking questions, you had much better see
what you can do with your will.”

“I seem to have no will, unfortunately.”

Oceaxe was seized with a paroxysm of laughter, but it was still rich and beautiful. “It’s obvious you aren’t a very
heroic protector, Maskull. It seems I must play the man, and you the woman. I expected better things of your big
body. Why, my husband would send those creatures dancing all around the sky, by way of a joke, before disposing
of them. Now watch me. Two of the three I’ll kill; the third we will ride home on. Which one shall we keep?”

The shrowks continued their slow, wobbling flight toward them. Their bodies were of huge size. They produced in
Maskull the same sensation of loathing as insects did. He instinctively understood that as they hunted with their
wills, there was no necessity for them to possess a swift motion.

“Choose which you please,” he said shortly. “They are equally objectionable to me.”

“Then I’ll choose the leader, as it is presumably the most energetic animal. Watch now.”

She stood upright, and her sorb suddenly blazed with fire. Maskull felt something snap inside his brain. His limbs
were free once more. The two monsters in the rear staggered and darted head foremost toward the earth, one
after the other. He watched them crash on the ground, and then lie motionless. The leader still came toward them,
but he fancied that its flight was altered in character; it was no longer menacing, but tame and unwilling.

Oceaxe guided it with her will to the mainland shore opposite their island rock. Its vast bulk lay there extended,
awaiting her pleasure. They immediately crossed the water.

Maskull viewed the shrowk at close quarters. It was about thirty feet long. Its bright-coloured skin was shining,
slippery, and leathery; a mane of black hair covered its long neck. Its face was awesome and unnatural, with its
carnivorous eyes, frightful stiletto, and blood-sucking cavity. There were true fins on its back and tail.

“Have you a good seat?” asked Oceaxe, patting the creature’s flank. “As I have to steer, let me jump on first.”

She pulled up her gown, then climbed up and sat astride the animal’s back, just behind the mane, which she
clutched. Between her and the fin there was just room for Maskull. He grasped the two flanks with his outer
hands; his third, new arm pressed against Oceaxe’s back, and for additional security he was compelled to encircle
her waist with it.

Directly he did so, he realised that he had been tricked, and that this ride had been planned for one purpose
only—to inflame his desires.

The third arm possessed a function of its own, of which hitherto he had been ignorant. It was a developed magn.
But the stream of love which was communicated to it was no longer pure and noble—it was boiling, passionate,
and  torturing.  He  gritted  his  teeth,  and  kept  quiet,  but  Oceaxe  had  not  plotted  the  adventure  to  remain
unconscious of his feelings. She looked around, with a golden, triumphant smile. “The ride will last some time, so
hold on well!” Her voice was soft like a flute, but rather malicious.

Maskull grinned, and said nothing. He dared not remove his arm.

The shrowk straddled on to its legs. It jerked itself forward, and rose slowly and uncouthly in the air. They began
to paddle upward toward the painted cliffs. The motion was swaying, rocking, and sickening; the contact of the
brute’s slimy skin was disgusting. All this, however, was merely background to Maskull, as he sat there with
closed eyes, holding on to Oceaxe. In the front and centre of his consciousness was the knowledge that he was
gripping a fair woman, and that her flesh was responding to his touch like a lovely harp.

They climbed up and up. He opened his eyes, and ventured to look around him. By this time they were already
level with the top of the outer rampart of precipices. There now came in sight a wild archipelago of islands, with
jagged outlines, emerging from a sea of air. The islands were mountain summits; or, more accurately speaking,
the country was a high tableland, fissured everywhere by narrow and apparently bottomless cracks. These cracks
were in some cases like canals, in others like lakes, in others merely holes in the ground, closed in all round. The
perpendicular sides of the islands—that is, the upper, visible parts of the innumerable cliff faces—were of bare
rock,  gaudily coloured;  but the level  surfaces were a tangle of  wild plant life.  The taller trees alone were
distinguishable from the shrowk’s back. They were of different shapes, and did not look ancient; they were slender
and swaying but did not appear very graceful; they looked tough, wiry, and savage.
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As Maskull continued to explore the landscape, he forgot Oceaxe and his passion. Other strange feelings came to
the front. The morning was gay and bright. The sun scorched down, quickly-changing clouds sailed across the sky,
the earth was vivid, wild, and lonely. Yet he experienced no aesthetic sensations—he felt nothing but an intense
longing for action and possession. When he looked at anything, he immediately wanted to deal with it. The
atmosphere of the land seemed not free, but sticky; attraction and repulsion were its constituents. Apart from this
wish to play a personal part in what was going on around and beneath him, the scenery had no significance for
him.

So preoccupied was he, that his arm partly released its clasp. Oceaxe turned around to gaze at him. Whether or
not she was satisfied with what she saw, she uttered a low laugh, like a peculiar chord.

“Cold again so quickly, Maskull?”

“What do you want?” he asked absently, still looking over the side. “It’s extraordinary how drawn I feel to all this.”

“You wish to take a hand?”

“I wish to get down.”

“Oh, we have a good way to go yet…. So you really feel different?”

“Different from what? What are you talking about?” said Maskull, still lost in abstraction.

Oceaxe laughed again. “It would be strange if we couldn’t make a man of you, for the material is excellent.”

After that, she turned her back once more.

The air islands differed from water islands in another way. They were not on a plane surface, but sloped upward,
like a succession of broken terraces, as the journey progressed. The shrowk had hitherto been flying well above
the ground; but now, when a new line of towering cliffs confronted them, Oceaxe did not urge the beast upward,
but caused it to enter a narrow canyon, which intersected the mountains like a channel. They were instantly
plunged into deep shade. The canal was not above thirty feet wide; the walls stretched upward on both sides for
many hundred feet. It was as cool as an ice chamber. When Maskull attempted to plumb the chasm with his eyes,
he saw nothing but black obscurity.

“What is at the bottom?” he asked.

“Death for you, if you go to look for it.”

“We know that. I mean, is there any kind of life down there?”

“Not that I have ever heard of,” said Oceaxe, “but of course all things are possible.”

“I think very likely there is life,” he returned thoughtfully.

Her ironical laugh sounded out of the gloom. “Shall we go down and see?”

“You find that amusing?”

“No, not that. What I do find amusing is the big stranger with the beard, who is so keenly interested in everything
except himself.”

Maskull then laughed too. “I happen to be the only thing in Tormance which is not a novelty for me.”

“Yes, but I am a novelty for you.”

The channel went zigzagging its way through the belly of the mountain, and all the time they were gradually
rising.

“At least I have heard nothing like your voice before,” said Maskull, who, since he had no longer anything to look
at, was at last ready for conversation.

“What’s the matter with my voice?”
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“It’s all that I can distinguish of you now; that’s why I mentioned it.”

“Isn’t it clear—don’t I speak distinctly?”

“Oh, it’s clear enough, but—it’s inappropriate.”

“Inappropriate?”

“I won’t explain further,” said Maskull, “but whether you are speaking or laughing, your voice is by far the
loveliest and strangest instrument I have ever listened to. And yet I repeat, it is inappropriate.”

“You mean that my nature doesn’t correspond?”

He was just considering his reply, when their talk was abruptly broken off by a huge and terrifying, but not very
loud sound rising up from the gulf directly underneath them. It was a low, grinding, roaring thunder.

“The ground is rising under us!” cried Oceaxe.

“Shall we escape?”

She made no answer, but urged the shrowk’s flight upward, at such a steep gradient that they retained their seats
with difficulty. The floor of the canyon, upheaved by some mighty subterranean force, could be heard, and almost
felt, coming up after them, like a gigantic landslip in the wrong direction. The cliffs cracked, and fragments began
to fall. A hundred awful noises filled the air, growing louder and louder each second—splitting, hissing, cracking,
grinding, booming, exploding, roaring. When they had still fifty feet or so to go, to reach the top, a sort of dark,
indefinite sea of broken rocks and soil appeared under their feet, ascending rapidly, with irresistible might,
accompanied by the most horrible noises. The canal was filled up for two hundred yards, before and behind them.
Millions of tons of solid matter seemed to be raised. The shrowk in its ascent was caught by the uplifted debris.
Beast and riders experienced in that moment all the horrors of an earthquake—they were rolled violently over,
and thrown among the rocks and dirt. All was thunder, instability, motion, confusion.

Before they had time to realise their position, they were in the sunlight. The upheaval still continued. In another
minute or two the valley floor had formed a new mountain, a hundred feet or more higher than the old. Then its
movement ceased suddenly. Every noise stopped, as if by magic; not a rock moved. Oceaxe and Maskull picked
themselves up and examined themselves for cuts and bruises. The shrowk lay on its side, panting violently, and
sweating with fright.

“That was a nasty affair,” said Maskull, flicking the dirt off his person.

Oceaxe staunched a cut on her chin with a corner of her robe.

“It might have been far worse…. I mean, it’s bad enough to come up, but it’s death to go down, and that happens
just as often.”

“Whatever induces you to live in such a country?”

“I don’t know, Maskull. Habit, I suppose. I have often thought of moving out of it.”

“A good deal must be forgiven you for having to spend your life in a place like this, where one is obviously never
safe from one minute to another.”

“You will learn by degrees,” she answered, smiling.

She looked hard at the monster, and it got heavily to its feet.

“Get on again, Maskull!” she directed, climbing back to her perch. “We haven’t too much time to waste.”

He obeyed. They resumed their interrupted flight, this time over the mountains, and in full sunlight. Maskull
settled down again to his thoughts. The peculiar atmosphere of the country continued to soak into his brain. His
will became so restless and uneasy that merely to sit there in inactivity was a torture. He could scarcely endure
not to be doing something.

“How secretive you are, Maskull!” said Oceaxe quietly, without turning her head.
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“What secrets—what do you mean?”

“Oh, I know perfectly well what’s passing inside you. Now I think it wouldn’t be amiss to ask you—is friendship
still enough?”

“Oh, don’t ask me anything,” growled Maskull. “I’ve far too many problems in my head already. I only wish I could
answer some of them.”

He stared stonily at the landscape. The beast was winging its way toward a distant mountain, of singular shape. It
was an enormous natural quadrilateral pyramid, rising in great terraces and terminating in a broad, flat top, on
which what looked like green snow still lingered.

“What mountain is that?” he asked.

“Disscourn. The highest point in Ifdawn.”

“Are we going there?”

“Why should we go there? But if you were going on farther, it might be worth your while to pay a visit to the top.
It commands the whole land as far as the Sinking Sea and Swaylone’s Island—and beyond. You can also see
Alppain from it.”

“That’s a sight I mean to see before I have finished.”

“Do you, Maskull?” She turned around and put her hand on his wrist. “Stay with me, and one day we’ll go to
Disscourn together.”

He grunted unintelligibly.

There were no signs of human existence in the country under their feet. While Maskull was still grimly regarding
it, a large tract of forest not far ahead, bearing many trees and rocks, suddenly subsided with an awful roar and
crashed down into an invisible gulf. What was solid land one minute became a clean-cut chasm the next. He
jumped violently up with the shock. “This is frightful.”

Oceaxe remained unmoved.

“Why, life here must be absolutely impossible,” he went on, when he had somewhat recovered himself. “A man
would need nerves of steel…. Is there no means at all of foreseeing a catastrophe like this?”

“Oh, I suppose we wouldn’t be alive if there weren’t,” replied Oceaxe, with composure. “We are more or less
clever at it—but that doesn’t prevent our often getting caught.”

“You had better teach me the signs.”

“We’ll have many things to go over together. And among them, I expect, will be whether we are to stay in the land
at all…. But first let us get home.”

“How far is it now?”

“It is right in front of you,” said Oceaxe, pointing with her forefinger. “You can see it.”

He followed the direction of the finger and, after a few questions, made out the spot she was indicating. It was a
broad peninsula, about two miles distant. Three of its sides rose sheer out of a lake of air, the bottom of which was
invisible; its fourth was a bottleneck, joining it to the mainland. It was overgrown with bright vegetation, distinct
in the brilliant atmosphere. A single tall tree, shooting up in the middle of the peninsula, dwarfed everything else;
it was wide and shady with sea-green leaves.

“I wonder if Crimtyphon is there,” remarked Oceaxe. “Can I see two figures, or am I mistaken?”

“I also see something,” said Maskull.

In twenty minutes they were directly above the peninsula, at a height of about fifty feet. The shrowk slackened
speed, and came to earth on the mainland, exactly at the gateway of the isthmus. They both descended—Maskull
with aching thighs.
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“What shall we do with the monster?” asked Oceaxe. Without waiting for a suggestion, she patted its hideous face
with her hand. “Fly away home! I may want you some other time.”

It gave a stupid grunt, elevated itself on its legs again, and, after half running, half flying for a few yards, rose
awkwardly into the air, and paddled away in the same direction from which they had come. They watched it out of
sight, and then Oceaxe started to cross the neck of land, followed by Maskull.

Branchspell’s white rays beat down on them with pitiless force. The sky had by degrees become cloudless, and the
wind had dropped entirely. The ground was a rich riot of vividly coloured ferns, shrubs, and grasses. Through
these could be seen here and there the golden chalky soil—and occasionally a glittering, white metallic boulder.
Everything looked extraordinary and barbaric. Maskull was at last walking in the weird Ifdawn Marest which had
created such strange feelings in him when seen from a distance…. And now he felt no wonder or curiosity at all,
but only desired to meet human beings—so intense had grown his will. He longed to test his powers on his fellow
creatures, and nothing else seemed of the least importance to him.

On the peninsula all was coolness and delicate shade. It resembled a large copse, about two acres in extent. In the
heart of the tangle of small trees and undergrowth was a partially cleared space—perhaps the roots of the giant
tree growing in the centre had killed off the smaller fry all around it. By the side of the tree sparkled a little,
bubbling fountain, whose water was iron-red. The precipices on all sides, overhung with thorns, flowers, and
creepers, invested the enclosure with an air of wild and charming seclusion—a mythological mountain god might
have dwelt here.

Maskull’s restless eye left everything, to fall on the two men who formed the centre of the picture.

One was reclining, in the ancient Grecian fashion of banqueters on a tall couch of mosses, sprinkled with flowers;
he rested on one arm, and was eating a kind of plum, with calm enjoyment. A pile of these plums lay on the couch
beside him. The over-spreading branches of the tree completely sheltered him from the sun. His small, boyish
form was clad in a rough skin, leaving his limbs naked. Maskull could not tell from his face whether he were a
young boy or a grown man. The features were smooth, soft, and childish, their expression was seraphically
tranquil; but his violet upper eye was sinister and adult. His skin was of the colour of yellow ivory. His long,
curling hair matched his sorb—it was violet. The second man was standing erect before the other, a few feet away
from him. He was short and muscular, his face was broad, bearded, and rather commonplace, but there was
something terrible about his appearance. The features were distorted by a deep-seated look of pain, despair, and
horror.

Oceaxe, without pausing, strolled lightly and lazily up to the outermost shadows of the tree, some distance from
the couch.

“We have met with an uplift,” she remarked carelessly, looking toward the youth.

He eyed her, but said nothing.

“How is your plant man getting on?” Her tone was artificial but extremely beautiful. While waiting for an answer,
she sat down on the ground, her legs gracefully thrust under her body, and pulled down the skirt of her robe.
Maskull remained standing just behind her, with crossed arms.

There was silence for a minute.

“Why don’t you answer your mistress, Sature?” said the boy on the couch, in a calm, treble voice.

The man addressed did not alter his expression, but replied in a strangled tone, “I am getting on very well,
Oceaxe. There are already buds on my feet. Tomorrow I hope to take root.”

Maskull felt a rising storm inside him. He was perfectly aware that although these words were uttered by Sature,
they were being dictated by the boy.

“What he says is quite true,” remarked the latter. “Tomorrow roots will reach the ground, and in a few days they
ought to be well established. Then I shall set to work to convert his arms into branches, and his fingers into
leaves. It will take longer to transform his head into a crown, but still I hope—in fact I can almost promise that
within a month you and I, Oceaxe, will be plucking and enjoying fruit from this new and remarkable tree.”

“I love these natural experiments,” he concluded, putting out his hand for another plum. “They thrill me.”

“This must be a joke,” said Maskull, taking a step forward.
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The youth looked at him serenely. He made no reply, but Maskull felt as if he were being thrust backward by an
iron hand on his throat.

“The morning’s work is now concluded, Sature. Come here again after Blodsombre. After tonight you will remain
here permanently, I expect, so you had better set to work to clear a patch of ground for your roots. Never
forget—however fresh and charming these plants appear to you now, in the future they will be your deadliest
rivals and enemies. Now you may go.”

The man limped painfully away, across the isthmus, out of sight. Oceaxe yawned.

Maskull pushed his way forward, as if against a wall. “Are you joking, or are you a devil?”

“I am Crimtyphon. I never joke. For that epithet of yours, I will devise a new punishment for you.”

The duel  of  wills  commenced without ceremony.  Oceaxe got up,  stretched her beautiful  limbs,  smiled,  and
prepared herself to witness the struggle between her old lover and her new. Crimtyphon smiled too; he reached
out his hand for more fruit, but did not eat it. Maskull’s self-control broke down and he dashed at the boy, choking
with red fury—his beard wagged and his  face was crimson.  When he realised with whom he had to deal,
Crimtyphon left off smiling, slipped off the couch, and threw a terrible and malignant glare into his sorb. Maskull
staggered. He gathered together all the brute force of his will, and by sheer weight continued his advance. The
boy shrieked and ran behind the couch, trying to get away…. His opposition suddenly collapsed. Maskull stumbled
forward, recovered himself, and then vaulted clear over the high pile of mosses, to get at his antagonist. He fell on
top of him with all his bulk. Grasping his throat, he pulled his little head completely around, so that the neck was
broken. Crimtyphon immediately died.

The corpse lay underneath the tree with its face upturned. Maskull viewed it attentively, and as he did so an
expression of awe and wonder came into his own countenance. In the moment of death Crimtyphon’s face had
undergone a startling and even shocking alteration. Its personal character had wholly vanished, giving place to a
vulgar, grinning mask which expressed nothing.

He did not have to search his mind long, to remember where he had seen the brother of that expression. It was
identical with that on the face of the apparition at the sÃ©ance, after Krag had dealt with it.

Chapter 10. TYDOMIN
Oceaxe sat down carelessly on the couch of mosses, and began eating the plums.

“You see, you had to kill him, Maskull,” she said, in a rather quizzical voice.

He came away from the corpse and regarded her—still red, and still breathing hard. “It’s no joking matter. You
especially ought to keep quiet.”

“Why?”

“Because he was your husband.”

“You think I ought to show grief—when I feel none?”

“Don’t pretend, woman!”

Oceaxe smiled. “From your manner one would think you were accusing me of some crime.”

Maskull literally snorted at her words. “What, you live with filth—you live in the arms of a morbid monstrosity and
then—”

“Oh, now I grasp it,” she said, in a tone of perfect detachment.

“I’m glad.”

“Well, Maskull,” she proceeded, after a pause, “and who gave you the right to rule my conduct? Am I not mistress
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of my own person?”

He looked at her with disgust, but said nothing. There was another long interval of silence.

“I never loved him,” said Oceaxe at last, looking at the ground.

“That makes it all the worse.”

“What does all this mean—what do you want?”

“Nothing from you—absolutely nothing—thank heaven!”

She gave a hard laugh. “You come here with your foreign preconceptions and expect us all to bow down to them.”

“What preconceptions?”

“Just because Crimtyphon’s sports are strange to you, you murder him—and you would like to murder me.”

“Sports! That diabolical cruelty.”

“Oh, you’re sentimental!” said Oceaxe contemptuously. “Why do you need to make such a fuss over that man? Life
is life, all the world over, and one form is as good as another. He was only to be made a tree, like a million other
trees. If they can endure the life, why can’t he?”

“And this is Ifdawn morality!”

Oceaxe began to grow angry. “It’s you who have peculiar ideas. You rave about the beauty of flowers and
trees—you think them divine. But when it’s a question of taking on this divine, fresh, pure, enchanting loveliness
yourself, in your own person, it immediately becomes a cruel and wicked degradation. Here we have a strange
riddle, in my opinion.”

“Oceaxe, you’re a beautiful, heartless wild beast—nothing more. If you weren’t a woman—”

“Well”—curling her lip—“let us hear what would happen if I weren’t a woman?”

Maskull bit his nails.

“It doesn’t matter. I can’t touch you—though there’s certainly not the difference of a hair between you and your
boy-husband. For this you may thank my ‘foreign preconceptions.’… Farewell!”

He turned to go. Oceaxe’s eyes slanted at him through their long lashes.

“Where are you off to, Maskull?”

“That’s a matter of no importance, for wherever I go it must be a change for the better. You walking whirlpools of
crime!”

“Wait a minute. I only want to say this. Blodsombre is just starting, and you had better stay here till the afternoon.
We can quickly put that body out of sight, and, as you seem to detest me so much, the place is big enough—we
needn’t talk, or even see each other.”

“I don’t wish to breathe the same air.”

“Singular man!” She was sitting erect and motionless, like a beautiful statue. “And what of your wonderful
interview with Surtur, and all the undone things which you set out to do?”

“You aren’t the one I shall speak to about that. But”—he eyed her meditatively—“while I’m still here you can tell
me this. What’s the meaning of the expression on that corpse’s face?”

“Is that another crime, Maskull? All dead people look like that. Ought they not to?”

“I once heard it called ‘Crystalman’s face.’”

“Why not? We are all daughters and sons of Crystalman. It is doubtless the family resemblance.”
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“It has also been told me that Surtur and Crystalman are one and the same.”

“You have wise and truthful acquaintances.”

“Then how could it have been Surtur whom I saw?” said Maskull, more to himself than to her. “That apparition
was something quite different.”

She dropped her mocking manner and, sliding imperceptibly toward him, gently pulled his arm.

“You see—we have to talk. Sit down beside me, and ask me your questions. I’m not excessively smart, but I’ll try to
be of assistance.”

Maskull permitted himself to be dragged down with soft violence. She bent toward him, as if confidentially, and
contrived that her sweet, cool, feminine breath should fan his cheek.

“Aren’t you here to alter the evil to the good, Maskull? Then what does it matter who sent you?”

“What can you possibly know of good and evil?”

“Are you only instructing the initiated?”

“Who am I, to instruct anybody? However, you’re quite right. I wish to do what I can—not because I am qualified,
but because I am here.”

Oceaxe’s voice dropped to a whisper. “You’re a giant, both in body and soul. What you want to do, you can do.”

“Is that your honest opinion, or are you flattering me for your own ends?”

She sighed. “Don’t you see how difficult you are making the conversation? Let’s talk about your work, not about
ourselves.”

Maskull suddenly noticed a strange blue light glowing in the northern sky. It was from Alppain, but Alppain itself
was behind the hills. While he was observing it, a peculiar wave of self-denial, of a disquieting nature, passed
through him. He looked at Oceaxe, and it struck him for the first time that he was being unnecessarily brutal to
her. He had forgotten that she was a woman, and defenceless.

“Won’t you stay?” she asked all of a sudden, quite openly and frankly.

“Yes, I think I’ll stay,” he replied slowly. “And another thing, Oceaxe—if I’ve misjudged your character, pray
forgive me. I’m a hasty, passionate man.”

“There are enough easygoing men. Hard knocks are a good medicine for vicious hearts. And you didn’t misjudge
my character, as far as you went—only, every woman has more than one character. Don’t you know that?”

During the pause that followed, a snapping of twigs was heard, and both looked around, startled. They saw a
woman stepping slowly across the neck that separated them from the mainland.

“Tydomin,” muttered Oceaxe, in a vexed, frightened voice. She immediately moved away from Maskull and stood
up.

The newcomer was of middle height, very slight and graceful. She was no longer quite young. Her face wore the
composure of a woman who knows her way about the world. It was intensely pale, and under its quiescence there
just was a glimpse of something strange and dangerous. It was curiously alluring, though not exactly beautiful.
Her hair was clustering and boyish, reaching only to the neck. It was of a strange indigo colour. She was quaintly
attired in a tunic and breeches, pieced together from the square, blue-green plates of some reptile. Her small,
ivory-white breasts were exposed. Her sorb was black and sad—rather contemplative.

Without once glancing up at Oceaxe and Maskull, she quietly glided straight toward Crimtyphon’s corpse. When
she arrived within a few feet of it, she stopped and looked down, with arms folded.

Oceaxe drew Maskull a little away, and whispered, “It’s Crimtyphon’s other wife, who lives under Disscourn. She’s
a most dangerous woman. Be careful what you say. If she asks you to do anything, refuse it outright.”

“The poor soul looks harmless enough.”
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“Yes, she does—but the poor soul is quite capable of swallowing up Krag himself…. Now, play the man.”

The murmur of their voices seemed to attract Tydomin’s notice, for she now slowly turned her eyes toward them.

“Who killed him?” she demanded.

Her voice was so soft, low, and refined, that Maskull hardly was able to catch the words. The sounds, however,
lingered in his ears, and curiously enough seemed to grow stronger, instead of fainter.

Oceaxe whispered, “Don’t say a word, leave it all to me.” Then she swung her body around to face Tydomin
squarely, and said aloud, “I killed him.”

Tydomin’s words by this time were ringing in Maskull’s head like an actual physical sound. There was no question
of being able to ignore them; he had to make an open confession of his act, whatever the consequences might be.
Quietly taking Oceaxe by the shoulder and putting her behind him, he said in a low, but perfectly distinct voice, “It
was I that killed Crimtyphon.”

Oceaxe looked both haughty and frightened. “Maskull says that so as to shield me, as he thinks. I require no
shield, Maskull. I killed him, Tydomin.”

“I believe you, Oceaxe. You did murder him. Not with your own strength, for you brought this man along for the
purpose.”

Maskull took a couple of steps toward Tydomin. “It’s of little consequence who killed him, for he’s better dead
than alive, in my opinion. Still, I did it. Oceaxe had no hand in the affair.”

Tydomin appeared not to hear him—she looked beyond him at Oceaxe musingly. “When you murdered him, didn’t
it occur to you that I would come here, to find out?”

“I never once thought of you,” replied Oceaxe, with an angry laugh. “Do you really imagine that I carry your image
with me wherever I go?”

“If someone were to murder your lover here, what would you do?”

“Lying hypocrite!” Oceaxe spat out. “You never were in love with Crimtyphon. You always hated me, and now you
think it an excellent opportunity to make it good… now that Crimtyphon’s gone…. For we both know he would
have made a footstool of you, if I had asked him. He worshiped me, but he laughed at you. He thought you ugly.”

Tydomin flashed a quick, gentle smile at Maskull. “Is it necessary for you to listen to all this?”

Without question, and feeling it the right thing to do, he walked away out of earshot.

Tydomin approached Oceaxe. “Perhaps because my beauty fades and I’m no longer young, I needed him all the
more.”

Oceaxe gave a kind of snarl. “Well, he’s dead, and that’s the end of it. What are you going to do now, Tydomin?”

The other woman smiled faintly and rather pathetically. “There’s nothing left to do, except mourn the dead. You
won’t grudge me that last office?”

“Do you want to stay here?” demanded Oceaxe suspiciously.

“Yes, Oceaxe dear, I wish to be alone.”

“Then what is to become of us?”

“I thought that you and your lover—what is his name?”

“Maskull.”

“I thought that perhaps you two would go to Disscourn, and spend Blodsombre at my home.”

Oceaxe called out aloud to Maskull, “Will you come with me now to Disscourn?”
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“If you wish,” returned Maskull.

“Go first, Oceaxe. I must question your friend about Crimtyphon’s death. I won’t keep him.”

“Why don’t you question me, rather?” demanded Oceaxe, looking up sharply.

Tydomin gave the shadow of a smile. “We know each other too well.”

“Play no tricks!” said Oceaxe, and she turned to go.

“Surely you must be dreaming,” said Tydomin. “That’s the way—unless you want to walk over the cliffside.”

The path Oceaxe had chosen led across the isthmus. The direction which Tydomin proposed for her was over the
edge of the precipice, into empty space.

“Shaping! I must be mad,” cried Oceaxe, with a laugh. And she obediently followed the other’s finger.

She walked straight on toward the edge of the abyss, twenty paces away. Maskull pulled his beard around, and
wondered what she was doing. Tydomin remained standing with outstretched finger, watching her. Without
hesitation, without slackening her step once, Oceaxe strolled on—and when she had reached the extreme end of
the land she still took one more step.

Maskull saw her limbs wrench as she stumbled over the edge. Her body disappeared, and as it did so an awful
shriek sounded.

Disillusionment had come to her an instant too late. He tore himself out of his stupor, rushed to the edge of the
cliff, threw himself on the ground recklessly, and looked over…. Oceaxe had vanished.

He continued staring wildly down for several minutes, and then began to sob. Tydomin came up to him, and he got
to his feet.

The blood kept rushing to his face and leaving it again. It was some time before he could speak at all. Then he
brought out the words with difficulty. “You shall pay for this, Tydomin. But first I want to hear why you did it.”

“Hadn’t I cause?” she asked, standing with downcast eyes.

“Was it pure fiendishness?”

“It was for Crimtyphon’s sake.”

“She had nothing to do with that death. I told you so.”

“You are loyal to her, and I’m loyal to him.”

“Loyal? You’ve made a terrible blunder. She wasn’t my mistress. I killed Crimtyphon for quite another reason. She
had absolutely no part in it.”

“Wasn’t she your lover?” asked Tydomin slowly.

“You’ve made a terrible mistake,” repeated Maskull. “I killed him because he was a wild beast. She was as
innocent of his death as you are.”

Tydomin’s face took on a hard look. “So you are guilty of two deaths.”

There was a dreadful silence.

“Why couldn’t you believe me?” asked Maskull, who was pale and sweating painfully.

“Who gave you the right to kill him?” demanded Tydomin sternly.

He said nothing, and perhaps did not hear her question.

She sighed two or three times and began to stir restlessly. “Since you murdered him, you must help me bury him.”

“What’s to be done? This is a most fearful crime.”
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“You are a most fearful man. Why did you come here, to do all this? What are we to you?”

“Unfortunately you are right.”

Another pause ensued.

“It’s no use standing here,” said Tydomin. “Nothing can be done. You must come with me.”

“Come with you? Where to?”

“To Disscourn. There’s a burning lake on the far side of it. He always wished to be cast there after death. We can
do that after Blodsombre—in the meantime we must take him home.”

“You’re a callous, heartless woman. Why should he be buried when that poor girl must remain unburied?”

“You know that’s out of the question,” replied Tydomin quietly.

Maskull’s eyes roamed about agitatedly, apparently seeing nothing.

“We must do something,” she continued. “I shall go. You can’t wish to stay here alone?”

“No, I couldn’t stay here—and why should I want to? You want me to carry the corpse?”

“He can’t carry himself, and you murdered him. Perhaps it will ease your mind to carry it.”

“Ease my mind?” said Maskull, rather stupidly.

“There’s only one relief for remorse, and that’s voluntary pain.”

“And have you no remorse?” he asked, fixing her with a heavy eye.

“These crimes are yours, Maskull,” she said in a low but incisive voice.

They walked over to Crimtyphon’s body, and Maskull hoisted it on to his shoulders. It weighed heavier than he
had thought. Tydomin did not offer to assist him to adjust the ghastly burden.

She crossed the isthmus, followed by Maskull. Their path lay through sunshine and shadow. Branchspell was
blazing in a cloudless sky, the heat was insufferable—streams of sweat coursed down his face, and the corpse
seemed to grow heavier and heavier. Tydomin always walked in front of him. His eyes were fastened in an
unseeing stare on her white, womanish calves; he looked neither to right nor left. His features grew sullen. At the
end of ten minutes he suddenly allowed his burden to slip off his shoulders on to the ground, where it lay sprawled
every which way. He called out to Tydomin.

She quickly looked around.

“Come here. It has just occurred to me”—he laughed—“why should I be carrying this corpse—and why should I be
following you at all? What surprises me is, why this has never struck me before.”

She at once came back to him. “I suppose you’re tired, Maskull. Let us sit down. Perhaps you have come a long
way this morning?”

“Oh, it’s not tiredness, but a sudden gleam of sense. Do you know of any reason why I should be acting as your
porter?” He laughed again, but nevertheless sat down on the ground beside her.

Tydomin neither looked at him nor answered. Her head was half bent, so as to face the northern sky, where the
Alppain light was still glowing. Maskull followed her gaze, and also watched the glow for a moment or two in
silence.

“Why don’t you speak?” he asked at last.

“What does that light suggest to you, Maskull?”

“I’m not speaking of that light.”

“Doesn’t it suggest anything at all?”
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“Perhaps it doesn’t. What does it matter?”

“Not sacrifice?”

Maskull grew sullen again. “Sacrifice of what? What do you mean?”

“Hasn’t it entered your head yet,” said Tydomin, looking straight in front of her, and speaking in her delicate, hard
manner, “that this adventure of yours will scarcely come to an end until you have made some sort of sacrifice?”

He returned no answer, and she said nothing more. In a few minutes’ time Maskull got up of his own accord, and
irreverently, and almost angrily, threw Crimtyphon’s corpse over his shoulder again.

“How far do we have to go?” he asked in a surly tone.

“An hour’s walk.”

“Lead on.”

“Still, this isn’t the sacrifice I mean,” said Tydomin quietly, as she went on in front.

Almost immediately they reached more difficult ground. They had to pass from peak to peak, as from island to
island. In some cases they were able to stride or jump across, but in others they had to make use of rude bridges
of fallen timber. It appeared to be a frequented path. Underneath were the black, impenetrable abysses—on the
surface were the glaring sunshine, the gay, painted rocks, the chaotic tangle of strange plants. There were
countless  reptiles  and  insects.  The  latter  were  thicker  built  than  those  of  Earth—consequently  still  more
disgusting, and some of them were of enormous size. One monstrous insect, as large as a horse, stood right in the
centre of their path without budging. It was armour-plated, had jaws like scimitars, and underneath its body was a
forest of legs. Tydomin gave one malignant look at it, and sent it crashing into the gulf.

“What have I to offer, except my life?” Maskull suddenly broke out. “And what good is that? It won’t bring that
poor girl back into the world.”

“Sacrifice is not for utility. It’s a penalty which we pay.”

“I know that.”

“The point is whether you can go on enjoying life, after what has happened.”

She waited for Maskull to come even with her.

“Perhaps you imagine I’m not man enough—you imagine that because I allowed poor Oceaxe to die for me—”

“She did die for you,” said Tydomin, in a quiet, emphatic voice.

“That would be a second blunder of yours,” returned Maskull, just as firmly. “I was not in love with Oceaxe, and
I’m not in love with life.”

“Your life is not required.”

“Then I don’t understand what you want, or what you are speaking about.”

“It’s not for me to ask a sacrifice from you, Maskull. That would be compliance on your part, but not sacrifice. You
must wait until you feel there’s nothing else for you to do.”

“It’s all very mysterious.”

The conversation was abruptly cut short by a prolonged and frightful crashing, roaring sound, coming from a short
distance ahead. It was accompanied by a violent oscillation of the ground on which they stood. They looked up,
startled, just in time to witness the final disappearance of a huge mass of forest land, not two hundred yards in
front of them. Several acres of trees, plants, rocks, and soil, with all its teeming animal life, vanished before their
eyes, like a magic story. The new chasm was cut, as if by a knife. Beyond its farther edge the Alppain glow burned
blue just over the horizon.

“Now we shall have to make a detour,” said Tydomin, halting.
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Maskull caught hold of her with his third hand. “Listen to me, while I try to describe what I’m feeling. When I saw
that landslip, everything I have heard about the last destruction of the world came into my mind. It seemed to me
as if I were actually witnessing it, and that the world were really falling to pieces. Then, where the land was, we
now have this empty, awful gulf—that’s to say, nothing—and it seems to me as if our life will come to the same
condition, where there was something there will be nothing. But that terrible blue glare on the opposite side is
exactly like the eye of fate. It accuses us, and demands what we have made of our life, which is no more. At the
same time, it is grand and joyful. The joy consists in this—that it is in our power to give freely what will later on be
taken from us by force.”

Tydomin watched him attentively. “Then your feeling is that your life is worthless, and you make a present of it to
the first one who asks?”

“No, it goes beyond that. I feel that the only thing worth living for is to be so magnanimous that fate itself will be
astonished at us. Understand me. It isn’t cynicism, or bitterness, or despair, but heroism…. It’s hard to explain.”

“Now you shall hear what sacrifice I offer you, Maskull. It’s a heavy one, but that’s what you seem to wish.”

“That is so. In my present mood it can’t be too heavy.”

“Then, if you are in earnest, resign your body to me. Now that Crimtyphon’s dead, I’m tired of being a woman.”

“I fail to comprehend.”

“Listen, then. I wish to start a new existence in your body. I wish to be a male. I see it isn’t worth while being a
woman. I mean to dedicate my own body to Crimtyphon. I shall tie his body and mine together, and give them a
common funeral in the burning lake. That’s the sacrifice I offer you. As I said, it’s a hard one.”

“So you do ask me to die. Though how you can make use of my body is difficult to understand.”

“No, I don’t ask you to die. You will go on living.”

“How is it possible without a body?”

Tydomin gazed at him earnestly. “There are many such beings, even in your world. There you call them spirits,
apparitions, phantoms. They are in reality living wills, deprived of material bodies, always longing to act and
enjoy, but quite unable to do so. Are you noble-minded enough to accept such a state, do you think?”

“If it’s possible, I accept it,” replied Maskull quietly. “Not in spite of its heaviness, but because of it. But how is it
possible?”

“Undoubtedly there are very many things possible in our world of which you have no conception. Now let us wait
till we get home. I don’t hold you to your word, for unless it’s a free sacrifice I will have nothing to do with it.”

“I am not a man who speaks lightly. If you can perform this miracle, you have my consent, once for all.”

“Then we’ll leave it like that for the present,” said Tydomin sadly.

They proceeded on their way. Owing to the subsidence, Tydomin seemed rather doubtful at first as to the right
road, but by making a long divergence they eventually got around to the other side of the newly formed chasm. A
little later on, in a narrow copse crowning a miniature, insulated peak, they fell in with a man. He was resting
himself against a tree, and looked tired, overheated, and despondent. He was young. His beardless expression
bore an expression of unusual sincerity, and in other respects he seemed a hardy, hardworking youth, of an
intellectual  type.  His  hair  was  thick,  short,  and  flaxen.  He  possessed  neither  a  sorb  nor  a  third  arm—so
presumably he was not a native of Ifdawn. His forehead, however, was disfigured by what looked like a haphazard
assortment of eyes, eight in number, of different sizes and shapes. They went in pairs, and whenever two were in
use, it was indicated by a peculiar shining—the rest remained dull, until their turn came. In addition to the upper
eyes he had the two lower ones, but they were vacant and lifeless. This extraordinary battery of eyes, alternatively
alive and dead, gave the young man an appearance of almost alarming mental activity. He was wearing nothing
but a sort of skin kilt. Maskull seemed somehow to recognise the face, though he had certainly never set eyes on it
before.

Tydomin suggested to him to set down the corpse, and both sat down to rest in the shade.

“Question him, Maskull,” she said, rather carelessly, jerking her head toward the stranger.
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Maskull sighed and asked aloud, from his seat on the ground, “What’s your name, and where do you come from?”

The man studied him for a few moments, first with one pair of eyes, then with another, then with a third. He next
turned his attention to Tydomin, who occupied him a still longer time. He replied at last, in a dry, manly, nervous
voice. “I am Digrung. I have arrived here from Matterplay.” His colour kept changing, and Maskull suddenly
realised of whom he reminded him. It was of Joiwind.

“Perhaps you’re going to Poolingdred, Digrung?” he inquired, interested.

“As a matter of fact I am—if I can find my way out of this accursed country.”

“Possibly you are acquainted with Joiwind there?”

“She’s my sister. I’m on my way to see her now. Why, do you know her?”

“I met her yesterday.”

“What is your name, then?”

“Maskull.”

“I shall tell her I met you. This will be our first meeting for four years. Is she well, and happy?”

“Both, as far as I could judge. You know Panawe?”

“Her husband—yes. But where do you come from? I’ve seen nothing like you before.”

“From another world. Where is Matterplay?”

“It’s the first country one comes to beyond the Sinking Sea.”

“What is it like there—how do you amuse yourselves? The same old murders and sudden deaths?”

“Are you ill?” asked Digrung. “Who is this woman, why are you following at her heels like a slave? She looks
insane to me. What’s that corpse—why are you dragging it around the country with you?”

Tydomin smiled. “I’ve already heard it said about Matterplay, that if one sows an answer there, a rich crop of
questions immediately springs up. But why do you make this unprovoked attack on me, Digrung?”

“I don’t attack you, woman, but I know you. I see into you, and I see insanity. That wouldn’t matter, but I don’t like
to see a man of intelligence like Maskull caught in your filthy meshes.”

“I  suppose even you clever Matterplay people sometimes misjudge character.  However,  I  don’t  mind.  Your
opinion’s nothing to me, Digrung. You’d better answer his questions, Maskull. Not for his own sake—but your
feminine friend is sure to be curious about your having been seen carrying a dead man.”

Maskull’s underlip shot out. “Tell your sister nothing, Digrung. Don’t mention my name at all. I don’t want her to
know about this meeting of ours.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t wish it—isn’t that enough?”

Digrung looked impassive.

“Thoughts and words,” he said, “which don’t correspond with the real events of the world are considered most
shameful in Matterplay.”

“I’m not asking you to lie, only to keep silent.”

“To hide the truth is a special branch of lying. I can’t accede to your wish. I must tell Joiwind everything, as far as
I know it.”

Maskull got up, and Tydomin followed his example.



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

191

She touched Digrung on the arm and gave him a strange look. “The dead man is my husband, and Maskull
murdered him. Now you’ll understand why he wishes you to hold your tongue.”

“I guessed there was some foul play,” said Digrung. “It doesn’t matter—I can’t falsify facts. Joiwind must know.”

“You refuse to consider her feelings?” said Maskull, turning pale.

“Feelings which flourish on illusions, and sicken and die on realities, aren’t worth considering. But Joiwind’s are
not of that kind.”

“If you decline to do what I ask, at least return home without seeing her; your sister will get very little pleasure
out of the meeting when she hears your news.”

“What are these strange relations between you?” demanded Digrung, eying him with suddenly aroused suspicion.

Maskull stared back in a sort of bewilderment. “Good God! You don’t doubt your own sister. That pure angel!”

Tydomin caught hold of him delicately. “I don’t know Joiwind, but, whoever she is and whatever she’s like, I know
this—she’s more fortunate in her friend than in her brother. Now, if you really value her happiness, Maskull, you
will have to take some firm step or other.”

“I mean to. Digrung, I shall stop your journey.”

“If you intend a second murder, no doubt you are big enough.”

Maskull turned around to Tydomin and laughed. “I seem to be leaving a wake of corpses behind me on this
journey.”

“Why a corpse? There’s no need to kill him.”

“Thanks for that!” said Digrung dryly. “All the same, some crime is about to burst. I feel it.”

“What must I do, then?” asked Maskull.

“It is not my business, and to tell the truth I am not very interested…. If I were in your place, Maskull, I would not
hesitate long. Don’t you understand how to absorb these creatures, who set their feeble, obstinate wills against
yours?”

“That is a worse crime,” said Maskull.

“Who knows? He will live, but he will tell no tales.”

Digrung laughed, but changed colour. “I was right then. The monster has sprung into the light of day.”

Maskull laid a hand on his shoulder. “You have the choice, and we are not joking. Do as I ask.”

“You have fallen low, Maskull. But you are walking in a dream, and I can’t talk to you. As for you, woman—sin
must be like a pleasant bath to you….”

“There are strange ties between Maskull and myself; but you are a passer-by, a foreigner. I care nothing for you.”

“Nevertheless, I shall not be frightened out of my plans, which are legitimate and right.”

“Do as you please,” said Tydomin. “If you come to grief, your thoughts will hardly have corresponded with the real
events of the world, which is what you boast about. It is no affair of mine.”

“I shall go on, and not back!” exclaimed Digrung, with angry emphasis.

Tydomin threw a swift, evil smile at Maskull. “Bear witness that I have tried to persuade this young man. Now you
must come to a quick decision in your own mind as to which is of the greatest importance, Digrung’s happiness or
Joiwind’s. Digrung won’t allow you to preserve them both.”

“It won’t take me long to decide, Digrung, I gave you a last chance to change your mind.”

“As long as it’s in my power I shall go on, and warn my sister against her criminal friends.”
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Maskull again clutched at him, but this time with violence. Instructed in his actions by some new and horrible
instinct, he pressed the young man tightly to his body with all three arms. A feeling of wild, sweet delight
immediately passed through him. Then for the first time he comprehended the triumphant joys of “absorbing.” It
satisfied the hunger of the will, exactly as food satisfies the hunger of the body. Digrung proved feeble—he made
little opposition. His personality passed slowly and evenly into Maskull’s. The latter became strong and gorged.
The victim gradually became paler and limper, until Maskull held a corpse in his arms. He dropped the body, and
stood trembling. He had committed his second crime. He felt no immediate difference in his soul, but…

Tydomin shed a sad smile on him, like winter sunshine. He half expected her to speak, but she said nothing.
Instead, she made a sign to him to pick up Crimtyphon’s corpse. As he obeyed, he wondered why Digrung’s dead
face did not wear the frightful Crystalman mask.

“Why hasn’t he altered?” he muttered to himself.

Tydomin heard him. She kicked Digrung lightly with her little foot. “He isn’t dead—that’s why. The expression you
mean is waiting for your death.”

“Then is that my real character?”

She laughed softly. “You came here to carve a strange world, and now it appears you are carved yourself. Oh,
there’s no doubt about it, Maskull. You needn’t stand there gaping. You belong to Shaping, like the rest of us. You
are not a king, or a god.”

“Since when have I belonged to him?”

“What does that matter? Perhaps since you first breathed the air of Tormance, or perhaps since five minutes ago.”

Without waiting for his response, she set off through the copse, and strode on to the next island. Maskull followed,
physically distressed and looking very grave.

The journey continued for half an hour longer, without incident. The character of the scenery slowly changed. The
mountaintops became loftier and more widely separated from one another. The gaps were filled with rolling, white
clouds, which bathed the shores of the peaks like a mysterious sea. To pass from island to island was hard work,
the intervening spaces were so wide—Tydomin, however, knew the way. The intense light, the violet-blue sky, the
patches of vivid landscape, emerging from the white vapour-ocean, made a profound impression on Maskull’s
mind. The glow of Alppain was hidden by the huge mass of Disscourn, which loomed up straight in front of them.

The green snow on the top of the gigantic pyramid had by now completely melted away. The black, gold, and
crimson of its mighty cliffs stood out with terrific brilliance. They were directly beneath the bulk of the mountain,
which was not a mile away. It did not appear dangerous to climb, but he was unaware on which side of it their
destination lay.

It was split from top to bottom by numerous straight fissures. A few pale-green waterfalls descended here and
there, like narrow, motionless threads. The face of the mountain was rugged and bare. It  was strewn with
detached boulders, and great, jagged rocks projected everywhere like iron teeth. Tydomin pointed to a small black
hole near the base, which might be a cave. “That is where I live.”

“You live here alone?”

“Yes.”

“It’s an odd choice for a woman—and you are not unbeautiful, either.”

“A woman’s life is over at twenty-five,” she replied, sighing. “And I am far older than that. Ten years ago it would
have been I who lived yonder, and not Oceaxe. Then all this wouldn’t have happened.”

A quarter of an hour later they stood within the mouth of the cave. It was ten feet high, and its interior was
impenetrably black.

“Put down the body in the entrance, out of the sun,” directed Tydomin. He did so.

She cast a keenly scrutinising glance at him. “Does your resolution still hold, Maskull?”
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“Why shouldn’t it hold? My brains are not feathers.”

“Follow me, then.”

They both stepped into the cave. At that very moment a sickening crash, like heavy thunder just over their heads,
set Maskull’s weakened heart thumping violently. An avalanche of boulders, stones, and dust, swept past the cave
entrance from above. If their going in had been delayed by a single minute, they would have been killed.

Tydomin did not even look up. She took his hand in hers, and started walking with him into the darkness. The
temperature became as cold as ice. At the first bend the light from the outer world disappeared, leaving them in
absolute blackness. Maskull kept stumbling over the uneven ground, but she kept tight hold of him, and hurried
him along.

The  tunnel  seemed  of  interminable  length.  Presently,  however,  the  atmosphere  changed—or  such  was  his
impression. He was somehow led to imagine that they had come to a larger chamber. Here Tydomin stopped, and
then forced him down with quiet pressure. His groping hand encountered stone and, by feeling it all over, he
discovered that it was a sort of stone slab, or couch, raised a foot or eighteen inches from the ground. She told
him to lie down.

“Has the time come?” asked Maskull.

“Yes.”

He lay there waiting in the darkness, ignorant of what was going to happen. He felt her hand clasping his. Without
perceiving any gradation, he lost all consciousness of his body; he was no longer able to feel his limbs or internal
organs. His mind remained active and alert. Nothing particular appeared to be taking place.

Then the chamber began to grow light, like very early morning. He could see nothing, but the retina of his eyes
was affected. He fancied that he heard music, but while he was listening for it, it stopped. The light grew stronger,
the air grew warmer; he heard the confused sound of distant voices.

Suddenly Tydomin gave his hand a powerful squeeze. He heard someone scream faintly, and then the light leaped
up, and he saw everything clearly.

He was lying on a wooden couch, in a strangely decorated room, lighted by electricity. His hand was being
squeezed, not by Tydomin, but by a man dressed in the garments of civilisation, with whose face he was certainly
familiar, but under what circumstances he could not recall. Other people stood in the background—they too were
vaguely known to him. He sat up and began to smile, without any especial reason; and then stood upright.

Everybody seemed to be watching him with anxiety and emotion—he wondered why. Yet he felt that they were all
acquaintances. Two in particular he knew—the man at the farther end of the room, who paced restlessly backward
and forward, his face transfigured by stern, holy grandeur; and that other big, bearded man—who was himself.
Yes—he was looking at his own double. But it was just as if a crime-riddled man of middle age were suddenly
confronted with his own photograph as an earnest, idealistic youth.

His other self spoke to him. He heard the sounds, but did not comprehend the sense. Then the door was abruptly
flung open, and a short, brutish-looking individual leaped in. He began to behave in an extraordinary manner to
everyone around him; and after that came straight up to him—Maskull. He spoke some words, but they were
incomprehensible. A terrible expression came over the newcomer’s face, and he grasped his neck with a pair of
hairy hands. Maskull felt his bones bending and breaking, excruciating pains passed through all the nerves of his
body, and he experienced a sense of impending death. He cried out, and sank helplessly on the floor, in a heap.
The chamber and the company vanished—the light went out.

Once more he found himself in the blackness of the cave. He was this time lying on the ground, but Tydomin was
still with him, holding his hand. He was in horrible bodily agony, but this was only a setting for the despairing
anguish that filled his mind.

Tydomin addressed him in tones of gentle reproach. “Why are you back so soon? I’ve not had time yet. You must
return.”

He caught hold of her, and pulled himself up to his feet. She gave a low scream, as though in pain. “What does this
mean—what are you doing, Maskull?”

“Krag—” began Maskull, but the effort to produce his words choked him, so that he was obliged to stop.
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“Krag—what of Krag? Tell me quickly what has happened. Free my arm.”

He gripped her arm tighter.

“Yes, I’ve seen Krag. I’m awake.”

“Oh! You are awake, awake.”

“And you must die,” said Maskull, in an awful voice.

“But why? What has happened?…”

“You must die, and I must kill you. Because I am awake, and for no other reason. You blood-stained dancing
mistress!”

Tydomin breathed hard for a little time. Then she seemed suddenly to regain her self-possession.

“You won’t offer me violence, surely, in this black cave?”

“No, the sun shall look on, for it is not a murder. But rest assured that you must die—you must expiate your fearful
crimes.”

“You have already said so, and I see you have the power. You have escaped me. It is very curious. Well, then,
Maskull, let us come outside. I am not afraid. But kill me courteously, for I have also been courteous to you. I
make no other supplication.”

Chapter 11. ON DISSCOURN
BY THE TIME that they regained the mouth of the cavern, Blodsombre was at its height. In front of them the
scenery sloped downward—a long succession of mountain islands in a sea of clouds. Behind them the bright,
stupendous crags of Disscourn loomed up for a thousand feet or more. Maskull’s eyes were red, and his face
looked stupid; he was still holding the woman by the arm. She made no attempt to speak, or to get away. She
seemed perfectly gentle and composed.

After gazing at the country for a long time in silence, he turned toward her. “Whereabouts is the fiery lake you
spoke of?”

“It lies on the other side of the mountain. But why do you ask?”

“It is just as well if we have some way to walk. I shall grow calmer, and that’s what I want. I wish you to
understand that what is going to happen is not a murder, but an execution.”

“It will taste the same,” said Tydomin.

“When I have gone out of this country, I don’t wish to feel that I have left a demon behind me, wandering at large.
That would not be fair to others. So we will go to the lake, which promises an easy death for you.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “We must wait till Blodsombre is over.”

“Is this a time for luxurious feelings? However hot it is now, we will both be cool by evening. We must start at
once.”

“Without doubt, you are the master, Maskull…. May I not carry Crimtyphon?”

Maskull looked at her strangely.

“I grudge no man his funeral.”

She painfully hoisted the body on her narrow shoulders, and they stepped out into the sunlight. The heat struck
them like a blow on the head. Maskull moved aside, to allow her to precede him, but no compassion entered his
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heart. He brooded over the wrongs the woman had done him.

The way went along the south side of the great pyramid, near its base. It was a rough road, clogged with boulders
and crossed by cracks and water gullies; they could see the water, but could not get at it. There was no shade.
Blisters formed on their skin, while all the water in their blood seemed to dry up.

Maskull forgot his own tortures in his devil’s delight at Tydomin’s. “Sing me a song!” he called out presently. “A
characteristic one.”

She turned her head and gave him a long, peculiar look; then, without any sort of expostulation, started singing.
Her voice was low and weird. The song was so extraordinary that he had to rub his eyes to ascertain whether he
was awake or dreaming. The slow surprises of the grotesque melody began to agitate him in a horrible fashion;
the words were pure nonsense—or else their significance was too deep for him.

“Where, in the name of all unholy things, did you acquire that stuff, woman?”

Tydomin shed a sickly smile, while the corpse swayed about with ghastly jerks over her left shoulder. She held it
in position with her two left arms. “It’s a pity we could not have met as friends, Maskull. I could have shown you a
side of Tormance which now perhaps you will never see. The wild, mad side. But now it’s too late, and it doesn’t
matter.”

They turned the angle of the mountain, and started to traverse the western base.

“Which is the quickest way out of this miserable land?” asked Maskull.

“It is easiest to go to Sant.”

“Will we see it from anywhere?”

“Yes, though it is a long way off.”

“Have you been there?”

“I am a woman, and interdicted.”

“True. I have heard something of the sort.”

“But don’t ask me any more questions,” said Tydomin, who was becoming faint.

Maskull stopped at a little spring. He himself drank, and then made a cup of his hand for the woman, so that she
might not have to lay down her burden. The gnawl water acted like magic—it seemed to replenish all the cells of
his body as though they had been thirsty sponge pores, sucking up liquid. Tydomin recovered her self-possession.

About three-quarters of an hour later they worked around the second corner, and entered into full view of the
north aspect of Disscourn.

A hundred yards lower down the slope on which they were walking, the mountain ended abruptly in a chasm. The
air above it was filled with a sort of green haze, which trembled violently like the atmosphere immediately over a
furnace.

“The lake is underneath,” said Tydomin.

Maskull looked curiously about him. Beyond the crater the country sloped away in a continuous descent to the
skyline. Behind them, a narrow path channelled its way up through the rocks toward the towering summit of the
pyramid. Miles away, in the north-east quarter, a long, flat-topped plateau raised its head far above all the
surrounding country. It was Sant—and there and then he made up his mind that that should be his destination that
day.

Tydomin meanwhile had walked straight to the gulf, and set down Crimtyphon’s body on the edge. In a minute or
two, Maskull joined her; arrived at the brink, he immediately flung himself at full length on his chest, to see what
could be seen of the lake of fire. A gust of hot, asphyxiating air smote his face and set him coughing, but he did
not get up until he had stared his fill at the huge sea of green, molten lava, tossing and swirling at no great
distance below, like a living will.
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A faint sound of drumming came up. He listened intently, and as he did so his heart quickened and the black cares
rolled away from his soul. All the world and its accidents seemed at that moment false, and without meaning….

He climbed abstractedly to his feet. Tydomin was talking to her dead husband. She was peering into the hideous
face of ivory, and fondling his violet hair. When she perceived Maskull, she hastily kissed the withered lips, and
got up from her knees. Lifting the corpse with all three arms, she staggered with it to the extreme edge of the gulf
and, after an instant’s hesitation, allowed it to drop into the lava. It disappeared immediately without sound; a
metallic splash came up. That was Crimtyphon’s funeral.

“Now I am ready, Maskull.”

He did not answer, but stared past her. Another figure was standing, erect and mournful, not far behind her. It
was Joiwind. Her face was wan, and there was an accusing look in her eyes. Maskull knew that it was a phantasm,
and that the real Joiwind was miles away, at Poolingdred.

“Turn around, Tydomin,” he said oddly, “and tell me what you see behind you.”

“I don’t see anything,” she answered, looking around.

“But I see Joiwind.”

Just as he was speaking, the apparition vanished.

“Now I present you with your life, Tydomin. She wishes it.”

The woman fingered her chin thoughtfully.

“I little expected I should ever be beholden for my life to one of my own sex—but so be it. What really happened to
you in my cavern?”

“I really saw Krag.”

“Yes, some miracle must have taken place.” She suddenly shivered. “Come, let us leave this horrible spot. I shall
never come here again.”

“Yes,” said Maskull, “it stinks of death and dying. But where are we to go—what are we to do? Take me to Sant. I
must get away from this hellish land.”

Tydomin remained standing, dull and hollow-eyed. Then she gave an abrupt, bitter little laugh. “We make our
journey together in singular stages. Rather than be alone, I’ll come with you—but you know that if I set foot in
Sant they will kill me.”

“At least set me on the way. I wish to get there before night. Is it possible?”

“If you are willing to take risks with nature. And why should you not take risks today? Your luck holds. But
someday or other it won’t hold—your luck.”

“Let us start,” said Maskull. “The luck I’ve had so far is nothing to brag about.”

Blodsombre was over when they set off; it was early afternoon, but the heat seemed more stifling than ever. They
made no more pretence at conversation; both were buried in their own painful thoughts. The land fell away from
Disscourn in all other directions, but toward Sant there was a gentle, persistent rise. Its dark, distant plateau
continued to dominate the landscape, and after walking for an hour they seemed none the nearer to it. The air was
stale and stagnant.

By and by, an upright object, apparently the work of man, attracted Maskull’s notice. It was a slender tree stem,
with the bark still on, imbedded in the stony ground. From the upper end three branches sprang out, pointing aloft
at a sharp angle. They were stripped to twigs and leaves and, getting closer, he saw that they had been artificially
fastened on, at equal distances from each other.

As he stared at the object, a strange, sudden flush of confident vanity and self-sufficiency seemed to pass through
him, but it was so momentary that he could be sure of nothing.

“What may that be, Tydomin?”
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“It is Hator’s Trifork.”

“And what is its purpose?”

“It’s a guide to Sant.”

“But who or what is Hator?”

“Hator was the founder of Sant—many thousands of years ago. He laid down the principles they all live by, and
that trifork is his symbol. When I was a little child my father told me the legends, but I’ve forgotten most of them.”

Maskull regarded it attentively.

“Does it affect you in any way?”

“And why should it do that?” she said, dropping her lip scornfully. “I am only a woman, and these are masculine
mysteries.”

“A sort of gladness came over me,” said Maskull, “but perhaps I am mistaken.”

They passed on. The scenery gradually changed in character. The solid parts of the land grew more continuous,
the fissures became narrower and more infrequent. There were now no more subsidences or upheavals. The
peculiar nature of the Ifdawn Marest appeared to be giving place to a different order of things.

Later on, they encountered a flock of pale blue jellies floating in the air. They were miniature animals. Tydomin
caught one in her hand and began to eat it, just as one eats a luscious pear plucked from a tree. Maskull, who had
fasted since early morning, was not slow in following her example. A sort of electric vigour at once entered his
limbs and body, his muscles regained their elasticity, his heart began to beat with hard, slow, strong throbs.

“Food and body seem to agree well in this world,” he remarked smiling.

She glanced toward him. “Perhaps the explanation is not in the food, but in your body.”

“I brought my body with me.”

“You brought your soul with you, but that’s altering fast, too.”

In a copse they came across a short, wide tree, without leaves, but possessing a multitude of thin, flexible
branches,  like  the  tentacles  of  a  cuttlefish.  Some of  these  branches  were  moving rapidly.  A  furry  animal,
somewhat resembling a wildcat, leaped about among them in the most extraordinary way. But the next minute
Maskull was shocked to realise that the beast was not leaping at all, but was being thrown from branch to branch
by the volition of the tree, exactly as an imprisoned mouse is thrown by a cat from paw to paw.

He watched the spectacle a while with morbid interest.

“That’s a gruesome reversal of rÃ´les, Tydomin.”

“One can see you’re disgusted,” she replied, stifling a yawn. “But that is because you are a slave to words. If you
called that plant an animal, you would find its occupation perfectly natural and pleasing. And why should you not
call it an animal?”

“I am quite aware that, as long as I remain in the Ifdawn Marest, I shall go on listening to this sort of language.”

They trudged along for an hour or more without talking. The day became overcast. A thin mist began to shroud
the landscape, and the sun changed into an immense ruddy disk which could be stared at without flinching. A
chill, damp wind blew against them. Presently it grew still darker, the sun disappeared and, glancing first at his
companion and then at himself, Maskull noticed that their skin and clothing were coated by a kind of green
hoarfrost.

The land was now completely solid. About half a mile, in front of them, against a background of dark fog, a moving
forest of tall waterspouts gyrated slowly and gracefully hither and thither. They were green and self-luminous, and
looked terrifying. Tydomin explained that they were not waterspouts at all, but mobile columns of lightning.

“Then they are dangerous?”
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“So we think,” she answered, watching them closely.

“Someone is wandering there who appears to have a different opinion.”

Among the spouts, and entirely encompassed by them, a man was walking with a slow, calm, composed gait, his
back turned toward Maskull and Tydomin. There was something unusual in his appearance—his form looked
extraordinarily distinct, solid, and real.

“If there’s danger, he ought to be warned,” said Maskull.

“He who is always anxious to teach will learn nothing,” returned the woman coolly. She restrained Maskull by a
pressure of the arm, and continued to watch.

The base of one of the columns touched the man. He remained unharmed, but turned sharply around, as if for the
first time made aware of the proximity of these deadly waltzers. Then he raised himself to his full height, and
stretched both arms aloft above his head, like a diver. He seemed to be addressing the columns.

While they looked on, the electric spouts discharged themselves, with a series of loud explosions. The stranger
stood alone, uninjured. He dropped his arms. The next moment he caught sight of the two, and stood still, waiting
for them to come up. The pictorial clarity of his person grew more and more noticeable as they approached; his
body seemed to be composed of some substance heavier and denser than solid matter.

Tydomin looked perplexed.

“He must be a Sant man. I have seen no one quite like him before. This is a day of days for me.”

“He must be an individual of great importance,” murmured Maskull.

They now came up to him. He was tall, strong, and bearded, and was clothed in a shirt and breeches of skin. Since
turning his back to the wind, the green deposit on his face and limbs had changed to streaming moisture, through
which his natural colour was visible; it was that of pale iron. There was no third arm. His face was harsh and
frowning, and a projecting chin pushed the beard forward. On his forehead there were two flat membranes, like
rudimentary eyes, but no sorb. These membranes were expressionless, but in some strange way seemed to add
vigour to the stern eyes underneath. When his glance rested on Maskull, the latter felt as though his brain were
being thoroughly travelled through. The man was middle-aged.

His physical distinctness transcended nature. By contrast with him, every object in the neighbourhood looked
vague and blurred. Tydomin’s person suddenly appeared faint, sketch-like, without significance, and Maskull
realised that it was no better with himself. A queer, quickening fire began running through his veins.

He turned to the woman. “If this man is going to Sant, I shall bear him company. We can now part. No doubt you
will think it high time.”

“Let Tydomin come too.”

The words were delivered in a rough, foreign tongue, but were as intelligible to Maskull as if spoken in English.

“You who know my name, also know my sex,” said Tydomin quietly. “It is death for me to enter Sant.”

“That is the old law. I am the bearer of the new law.”

“Is it so—and will it be accepted?”

“The old skin is cracking, the new skin has been silently forming underneath, the moment of sloughing has
arrived.”

The storm gathered. The green snow drove against them, as they stood talking, and it grew intensely cold. None
noticed it.

“What is your name?” asked Maskull, with a beating heart.

“My name, Maskull, is Spadevil. You, a voyager across the dark ocean of space, shall be my first witness and
follower. You, Tydomin, a daughter of the despised sex, shall be my second.”
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“The new law? But what is it?”

“Until eye sees, of what use it is for ear to hear?…. Come, both of you, to me!”

Tydomin went to him unhesitatingly. Spadevil pressed his hand on her sorb and kept it there for a few minutes,
while he closed his own eyes. When he removed it, Maskull observed that the sorb was transformed into twin
membranes like Spadevil’s own.

Tydomin looked dazed. She glanced quietly about for a little while, apparently testing her new faculty. Then the
tears started to her eyes and, snatching up Spadevil’s hand, she bent over and kissed it hurriedly many times.

“My past has been bad,” she said. “Numbers have received harm from me, and none good. I have killed—and
worse. But now I can throw all that away, and laugh. Nothing can now injure me. Oh, Maskull, you and I have
been fools together!”

“Don’t you repent your crimes?” asked Maskull.

“Leave the past alone,” said Spadevil, “it cannot be reshaped. The future alone is ours. It starts fresh and clean
from this very minute. Why do you hesitate, Maskull? Are you afraid?”

“What is the name of those organs, and what is their function?”

“They are probes, and they are the gates opening into a new world.”

Maskull lingered no longer, but permitted Spadevil to cover his sorb.

While the iron hand was still pressing his forehead, the new law quietly flowed into his consciousness, like a
smooth-running stream of clean water which had hitherto been dammed by his obstructive will. The law was duty.

Chapter 12. SPADEVIL
Maskull found that his new organs had no independent function of their own, but only intensified and altered his
other senses. When he used his eyes, ears, or nostrils, the same objects presented themselves to him, but his
judgment concerning them was different. Previously all external things had existed for him; now he existed for
them. According to whether they served his purpose or were in harmony with his nature, or otherwise, they had
been pleasant or painful. Now these words “pleasure” and “pain” simply had no meaning.

The other two watched him, while he was making himself acquainted with his new mental outlook. He smiled at
them.

“You were quite right, Tydomin,” he said, in a bold, cheerful voice. “We have been fools. So near the light all the
time, and we never guessed it. Always buried in the past or future—systematically ignoring the present—and now
it turns out that apart from the present we have no life at all.”

“Thank Spadevil for it,” she answered, more loudly than usual.

Maskull looked at the man’s dark, concrete form. “Spadevil, now I mean to follow you to the end. I can do nothing
less.”

The severe face showed no sign of gratification—not a muscle relaxed.

“Watch that you don’t lose your gift,” he said gruffly.

Tydomin spoke. “You promised that I should enter Sant with you.”

“Attach yourself to the truth, not to me. For I may die before you, but the truth will accompany you to your death.
However, now let us journey together, all three of us.”

The words had not left his mouth before he put his face against the fine, driving snow, and pressed onward toward
his destination. He walked with a long stride; Tydomin was obliged to half run in order to keep up with him. The
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three travelled abreast; Spadevil in the middle. The fog was so dense that it was impossible to see a hundred yards
ahead. The ground was covered by the green snow. The wind blew in gusts from the Sant highlands and was
piercingly cold.

“Spadevil, are you a man, or more than a man?” asked Maskull.

“He that is not more than a man is nothing.”

“Where have you now come from?”

“From brooding, Maskull. Out of no other mother can truth be born. I have brooded, and rejected; and I have
brooded again. Now, after many months’ absence from Sant, the truth at last shines forth for me in its simple
splendour, like an upturned diamond.”

“I see its shining,” said Maskull. “But how much does it owe to ancient Hator?”

“Knowledge has its seasons. The blossom was to Hator, the fruit is to me. Hator also was a brooder—but now his
followers do not brood. In Sant all is icy selfishness, a living death. They hate pleasure, and this hatred is the
greatest pleasure to them.”

“But in what way have they fallen off from Hator’s doctrines?”

“For him, in his sullen purity of nature, all the world was a snare, a limed twig. Knowing that pleasure was
everywhere, a fierce, mocking enemy, crouching and waiting at every corner of the road of life, in order to kill
with its sweet sting the naked grandeur of the soul, he shielded himself behind pain. This also his followers do, but
they do not do it for the sake of the soul, but for the sake of vanity and pride.”

“What is the Trifork?”

“The stem, Maskull, is hatred of pleasure. The first fork is disentanglement from the sweetness of the world. The
second fork is power over those who still writhe in the nets of illusion. The third fork is the healthy glow of one
who steps into ice-cold water.”

“From what land did Hator come?”

“It is not said. He lived in Ifdawn for a while. There are many legends told of him while there.”

“We have a long way to go,” said Tydomin. “Relate some of these legends, Spadevil.”

The snow had ceased, the day brightened, Branchspell reappeared like a phantom sun, but bitter blasts of wind
still swept over the plain.

“In those days,” said Spadevil, “there existed in Ifdawn a mountain island separated by wide spaces from the land
around it. A handsome girl, who knew sorcery, caused a bridge to be constructed across which men and women
might pass to it. Having by a false tale drawn Hator on to this rock, she pushed at the bridge with her foot until it
tumbled into the depths below. ‘You and I, Hator, are now together, and there is no means of separating. I wish to
see how long the famous frost man can withstand the breath, smiles and perfume of a girl.’ Hator said no word,
either then or all that day. He stood till sunset like a tree trunk, and thought of other things. Then the girl grew
passionate, and shook her curls. She rose from where she was sitting she looked at him, and touched his arm; but
he did not see her. She looked at him, so that all the soul was in her eyes; and then she fell down dead. Hator
awoke from his thoughts, and saw her lying, still warm, at his feet, a corpse. He passed to the mainland; but how,
it is not related.”

Tydomin shuddered. “You too have met your wicked woman, Spadevil; but your method is a nobler one.”

“Don’t pity other women,” said Spadevil, “but love the right. Hator also once conversed with Shaping.”

“With the Maker of the World?” said Maskull thoughtfully.

“With the Maker of Pleasure. It is told how Shaping defended his world, and tried to force Hator to acknowledge
loveliness and joy. But Hator, answering all his marvellous speeches in a few concise, iron words, showed how this
joy and beauty was but another name for the bestiality of souls wallowing in luxury and sloth. Shaping smiled, and
said, ‘How comes it that your wisdom is greater than that of the Master of wisdom?’ Hator said, ‘My wisdom does
not come from you, nor from your world, but from that other world, which you, Shaping, have vainly tried to
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imitate.’ Shaping replied, ‘What, then, do you do in my world?’ Hator said, ‘I am here falsely, and therefore I am
subject to your false pleasures. But I wrap myself in pain—not because it is good, but because I wish to keep
myself as far from you as possible. For pain is not yours, neither does it belong to the other world, but it is the
shadow cast by your false pleasures.’ Shaping then said, ‘What is this faraway other world of which you say “This
is so—this is not so?” How happens it that you alone of all my creatures have knowledge of it?’ But Hator spat at
his feet, and said, ‘You lie, Shaping. All have knowledge of it. You, with your pretty toys, alone obscure it from our
view.’ Shaping asked, ‘What, then, am I?’ Hator answered, ‘You are the dreamer of impossible dreams.’ And then
the story goes that Shaping departed, ill pleased with what had been said.”

“What other world did Hator refer to?” asked Maskull.

“One where grandeur reigns, Maskull, just as pleasure reigns here.”

“Whether grandeur or pleasure, it makes no difference,” said Maskull. “The individual spirit that lives and wishes
to live is mean and corrupt-natured.”

“Guard you your pride!” returned Spadevil. “Do not make law for the universe and for all time, but for yourself
and for this small, false life of yours.”

“In what shape did death come to that hard, unconquerable man?” asked Tydomin.

“He lived to be old, but went upright and free-limbed to his last hour. When he saw that death could not be staved
off longer he determined to destroy himself. He gathered his friends around him; not from vanity, but that they
might see to what lengths the human soul can go in its perpetual warfare with the voluptuous body. Standing
erect, without support, he died by withholding his breath.”

A silence followed, which lasted for perhaps an hour. Their minds refused to acknowledge the icy winds, but the
current of their thoughts became frozen.

When Branchspell, however, shone out again, though with subdued power, Maskull’s curiosity rose once more.
“Your fellow countrymen, then, Spadevil, are sick with self-love?”

“The men of other countries,” said Spadevil, “are the slaves of pleasure and desire, knowing it. But the men of my
country are the slaves of pleasure and desire, not knowing it.”

“And yet that proud pleasure, which rejoices in self-torture, has something noble in it.”

“He who studies himself at all is ignoble. Only by despising soul as well as body can a man enter into true life.”

“On what grounds do they reject women?”

“Inasmuch as a woman has ideal love, and cannot live for herself. Love for another is pleasure for the loved one,
and therefore injurious to him.”

“A forest of false ideas is waiting for your axe,” said Maskull. “But will they allow it?”

“Spadevil knows, Maskull,” said Tydomin, “that be it today or be it tomorrow, love can’t be kept out of a land, even
by the disciples of Hator.”

“Beware of love—beware of emotion!” exclaimed Spadevil. “Love is but pleasure once removed. Think not of
pleasing others, but of serving them.”

“Forgive me, Spadevil, if I am still feminine.”

“Right has no sex. So long, Tydomin, as you remember that you are a woman, so long you will not enter into divine
apathy of soul.”

“But  where  there  are  no  women,  there  are  no  children,”  said  Maskull.  “How came there  to  be  all  these
generations of Hator men?”

“Life breeds passion, passion breeds suffering, suffering breeds the yearning for relief from suffering. Men throng
to Sant from all parts, in order to have the scars of their souls healed.”

“In place of hatred of pleasure, which all can understand, what simple formula do you offer?”
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“Iron obedience to duty,” answered Spadevil.

“And if they ask ‘How far is this consistent with hatred of pleasure?’ what will your pronouncement be?”

“I do not answer them, but I answer you, Maskull, who ask the question. Hatred is passion, and all passion springs
from the dark fires of self. Do not hate pleasure at all, but pass it by on one side, calm and undisturbed.”

“What is the criterion of pleasure? How can we always recognise it, in order to avoid it?”

“Rigidly follow duty, and such questions will not arise.”

Later in the afternoon, Tydomin timidly placed her fingers on Spadevil’s arm.

“Fearful doubts are in my mind,” she said. “This expedition to Sant may turn out badly. I have seen a vision of you,
Spadevil, and myself lying dead and covered in blood, but Maskull was not there.”

“We may drop the torch, but it will not be extinguished, and others will raise it.”

“Show me a sign that you are not as other men—so that I may know that our blood will not be wasted.”

Spadevil regarded her sternly. “I am not a magician. I don’t persuade the senses, but the soul. Does your duty call
you to Sant, Tydomin? Then go there. Does it not call you to Sant? Then go no farther. Is not this simple? What
signs are necessary?”

“Did I not see you dispel those spouts of lightning? No common man could have done that.”

“Who knows what any man can do? This man can do one thing, that man can do another. But what all men can do
is their duty; and to open their eyes to this, I must go to Sant, and if necessary lay down my life. Will you not still
accompany me?”

“Yes,” said Tydomin, “I will follow you to the end. It is all the more essential, because I keep on displeasing you
with my remarks, and that means I have not yet learned my lesson properly.”

“Do not be humble, for humility is only self-judgment, and while we are thinking of self, we must be neglecting
some action we could be planning or shaping in our mind.”

Tydomin continued to be uneasy and preoccupied.

“Why was Maskull not in the picture?” she asked.

“You dwell on this foreboding because you imagine it is tragical. There is nothing tragical in death, Tydomin, nor
in life. There is only right and wrong. What arises from right or wrong action does not matter. We are not gods,
constructing a world, but simple men and women, doing our immediate duty. We may die in Sant—so you have
seen it; but the truth will go on living.”

“Spadevil, why do you choose Sant to start your work in?” asked Maskull. “These men with fixed ideas seem to me
the least likely of any to follow a new light.”

“Where a bad tree thrives, a good tree will flourish. But where no tree at all can be found, nothing will grow.”

“I understand you,” said Maskull. “Here perhaps we are going to martyrdom, but elsewhere we should resemble
men preaching to cattle.”

Shortly before sunset they arrived at the extremity of the upland plain, above which towered the black cliffs of the
Sant Levels. A dizzy, artificially constructed staircase, of more than a thousand steps of varying depth, twisting
and forking in order to conform to the angles of the precipices, led to the world overhead. In the place where they
stood they were sheltered from the cutting winds. Branchspell, radiantly shining at last, but on the point of
sinking, filled the cloudy sky with violent, lurid colors, some of the combinations of which were new to Maskull.
The circle  of  the horizon was so gigantic,  that  had he been suddenly carried back to Earth,  he would by
comparison have fancied himself to be moving beneath the dome of some little, closed-in cathedral. He realised
that he was on a foreign planet. But he was not stirred or uplifted by the knowledge; he was conscious only of
moral ideas. Looking backward, he saw the plain, which for several miles past had been without vegetation,
stretching back away to Disscourn. So regular had been the ascent, and so great was the distance, that the huge
pyramid looked nothing more than a slight swelling on the face of the earth.
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Spadevil stopped, and gazed over the landscape in silence. In the evening sunlight his form looked more dense,
dark, and real than ever before. His features were set hard in grimness.

He turned around to his companions. “What is the greatest wonder, in all this wonderful scene?” he demanded.

“Acquaint us,” said Maskull.

“All that you see is born from pleasure, and moves on, from pleasure to pleasure. Nowhere is right to be found. It
is Shaping’s world.”

“There is another wonder,” said Tydomin, and she pointed her finger toward the sky overhead.

A small cloud, so low down that it was perhaps not more than five hundred feet above them, was sailing along in
front of the dark wall of cliff. It was in the exact shape of an open human hand, with downward-pointing fingers. It
was stained crimson by the sun; and one or two tiny cloudlets beneath the fingers looked like falling drops of
blood.

“Who can doubt now that our death is close at hand?” said Tydomin. “I have been close to death twice today. The
first time I was ready, but now I am more ready, for I shall die side by side with the man who has given me my
first happiness.”

“Do not think of death, but of right persistence,” replied Spadevil. “I am not here to tremble before Shaping’s
portents; but to snatch men from him.”

He at once proceeded to lead the way up the staircase. Tydomin gazed upward after him for a moment, with an
odd, worshiping light in her eyes. Then she followed him, the second of the party. Maskull climbed last. He was
travel  stained,  unkempt,  and very  tired;  but  his  soul  was  at  peace.  As  they  steadily  ascended the  almost
perpendicular stairs, the sun got higher in the sky. Its light dyed their bodies a ruddy gold.

They gained the top. There they found rolling in front of them, as far as the eye could see, a barren desert of white
sand, broken here and there by large, jagged masses of black rock. Tracts of the sand were reddened by the
sinking sun. The vast expanse of sky was filled by evil-shaped clouds and wild colors. The freezing wind, flurrying
across the desert, drove the fine particles of sand painfully against their faces.

“Where now do you take us?” asked Maskull.

“He who guards the old wisdom of Sant must give up that wisdom to me, that I may change it. What he says,
others will say. I go to find Maulger.”

“And where will you seek him, in this bare country?”

Spadevil struck off toward the north unhesitatingly.

“It is not so far,” he said. “It is his custom to be in that part where Sant overhangs the Wombflash Forest. Perhaps
he will be there, but I cannot say.”

Maskull glanced toward Tydomin. Her sunken cheeks, and the dark circles beneath her eyes told of her extreme
weariness.

“The woman is tired, Spadevil,” he said.

She smiled. “It’s but another step into the land of death. I can manage it. Give me your arm, Maskull.”

He put his arm around her waist, and supported her along that way.

“The sun is now sinking,” said Maskull. “Will we get there before dark?”

“Fear nothing, Maskull and Tydomin; this pain is eating up the evil in your nature. The road you are walking
cannot remain unwalked. We shall arrive before dark.”

The sun then disappeared behind the far-distant ridges that formed the western boundary of the Ifdawn Marest.
The sky blazed up into more vivid colors. The wind grew colder.

They passed some pools of colourless gnawl water, round the banks of which were planted fruit trees. Maskull ate
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some of the fruit. It was hard, bitter, and astringent; he could not get rid of the taste, but he felt braced and
invigorated by the downward-flowing juices. No other trees or shrubs were to be seen anywhere. No animals
appeared, no birds or insects. It was a desolate land.

A mile or two passed, when they again approached the edge of the plateau. Far down, beneath their feet, the great
Wombflash Forest began. But daylight had vanished there; Maskull’s eyes rested only on a vague darkness. He
faintly heard what sounded like the distant sighing of innumerable treetops.

In the rapidly darkening twilight, they came abruptly on a man. He was standing in a pool, on one leg. A pile of
boulders had hidden him from their view. The water came as far up as his calf. A trifork, similar to the one
Maskull had seen on Disscourn, but smaller, had been stuck in the mud close by his hand.

They stopped by the side of the pond, and waited. Immediately he became aware of their presence, the man set
down his other leg, and waded out of the water toward them, picking up his trifork in doing so.

“This is not Maulger, but Catice,” said Spadevil.

“Maulger is dead,” said Catice, speaking the same tongue as Spadevil, but with an even harsher accent, so that
the tympanum of Maskull’s ear was affected painfully.

The latter saw before him a bowed, powerful  individual,  advanced in years.  He wore nothing but a scanty
loincloth. His trunk was long and heavy, but his legs were rather short. His face was beardless, lemon-coloured,
and anxious-looking. It was disfigured by a number of longitudinal ruts, a quarter of an inch deep, the cavities of
which  seemed clogged with  ancient  dirt.  The hair  of  his  head was  black  and sparse.  Instead of  the  twin
membranous organs of Spadevil, he possessed but one; and this was in the centre of his brow.

Spadevil’s dark, solid person stood out from the rest like a reality among dreams.

“Has the trifork passed to you?” he demanded.

“Yes. Why have you brought this woman to Sant?”

“I have brought another thing to Sant. I have brought the new faith.”

Catice stood motionless, and looked troubled. “State it.”

“Shall I speak with many words, or few words?”

“If you wish to say what is not, many words will not suffice. If you wish to say what is, a few words will be
enough.”

Spadevil frowned.

“To hate pleasure brings pride with it. Pride is a pleasure. To kill pleasure, we must attach ourselves to duty.
While the mind is planning right action, it has no time to think of pleasure.”

“Is that the whole?” asked Catice.

“The truth is simple, even for the simplest man.”

“Do you destroy Hator, and all his generations, with a single word?”

“I destroy nature, and set up law.”

A long silence followed.

“My probe is double,” said Spadevil. “Suffer me to double yours, and you will see as I see.”

“Come you here, you big man!” said Catice to Maskull. Maskull advanced a step closer.

“Do you follow Spadevil in his new faith?”

“As far as death,” exclaimed Maskull.
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Catice picked up a flint. “With this stone I strike out one of your two probes. When you have but one, you will see
with me, and you will recollect with Spadevil. Choose you then the superior faith, and I shall obey your choice.”

“Endure this little pain, Maskull, for the sake of future men,” said Spadevil.

“The pain is nothing,” replied Maskull, “but I fear the result.”

“Permit me, although I am only a woman, to take his place, Catice,” said Tydomin, stretching out her hand.

He struck at it violently with the flint, and gashed it from wrist to thumb; the pale carmine blood spouted up.
“What brings this kiss-lover to Sant?” he said. “How does she presume to make the rules of life for the sons of
Hator?”

She bit her lip, and stepped back. “Well then, Maskull, accept! I certainly should not have played false to Spadevil;
but you hardly can.”

“If he bids me, I must do it,” said Maskull. “But who knows what will come of it?”

Spadevil spoke. “Of all the descendants of Hator, Catice is the most wholehearted and sincere. He will trample my
truth underfoot, thinking me a demon sent by Shaping, to destroy the work of this land. But a seed will escape,
and my blood and yours, Tydomin, will wash it. Then men will know that my destroying evil is their greatest good.
But none here will live to see that.”

Maskull now went quite close to Catice, and offered his head. Catice raised his hand, and after holding the flint
poised for a moment, brought it down with adroitness and force upon the left-hand probe. Maskull cried out with
the pain. The blood streamed down, and the function of the organ was destroyed.

There was a pause, while he walked to and fro, trying to staunch the blood.

“What now do you feel, Maskull? What do you see?” inquired Tydomin anxiously.

He stopped, and stared hard at her. “I now see straight,” he said slowly.

“What does that mean?”

He continued to wipe the blood from his forehead. He looked troubled. “Henceforward, as long as I live, I shall
fight with my nature, and refuse to feel pleasure. And I advise you to do the same.”

Spadevil gazed at him sternly. “Do you renounce my teaching?”

Maskull, however, returned the gaze without dismay. Spadevil’s image-like clearness of form had departed for
him; his frowning face he knew to be the deceptive portico of a weak and confused intellect.

“It is false.”

“Is it false to sacrifice oneself for another?” demanded Tydomin.

“I can’t argue as yet,” said Maskull. “At this moment the world with its sweetness seems to me a sort of charnel
house. I feel a loathing for everything in it, including myself. I know no more.”

“Is there no duty?” asked Spadevil, in a harsh tone.

“It appears to me but a cloak under which we share the pleasure of other people.”

Tydomin pulled at Spadevil’s arm. “Maskull has betrayed you, as he has so many others. Let us go.”

He stood fast. “You have changed quickly, Maskull.”

Maskull, without answering him, turned to Catice. “Why do men go on living in this soft, shameful world, when
they can kill themselves?”

“Pain is the native air of Surtur’s children. To what other air do you wish to escape?”

“Surtur’s children? Is not Surtur Shaping?”
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“It is the greatest of lies. It is Shaping’s masterpiece.”

“Answer, Maskull!” said Spadevil. “Do you repudiate right action?”

“Leave me alone. Go back! I am not thinking of you, and your ideas. I wish you no harm.”

The darkness came on fast. There was another prolonged silence.

Catice threw away the flint, and picked up his staff. “The woman must return home,” he said.

“She was persuaded here, and did not come freely. You, Spadevil, must die—backslider as you are!”

Tydomin said quietly, “He has no power to enforce this. Are you going to allow the truth to fall to the ground,
Spadevil?”

“It will not perish by my death, but by my efforts to escape from death. Catice, I accept your judgment.”

Tydomin smiled. “For my part, I am too tired to walk farther today, so I shall die with him.”

Catice said to Maskull, “Prove your sincerity. Kill this man and his mistress, according to the laws of Hator.”

“I can’t do that. I have travelled in friendship with them.”

“You denied duty; and now you must do your duty,” said Spadevil, calmly stroking his beard. “Whatever law you
accept, you must obey, without turning to right or left. Your law commands that we must be stoned; and it will
soon be dark.”

“Have you not even this amount of manhood?” exclaimed Tydomin.

Maskull moved heavily. “Be my witness, Catice, that the thing was forced on me.”

“Hator is looking on, and approving,” replied Catice.

Maskull then went apart to the pile of boulders scattered by the side of the pool. He glanced about him, and
selected two large fragments of rock, the heaviest that he thought he could carry. With these in his arms, he
staggered back.

He dropped them on the ground, and stood, recovering his breath. When he could speak again, he said, “I have a
bad heart for the business. Is there no alternative? Sleep here tonight, Spadevil, and in the morning go back to
where you have come from. No one shall harm you.”

Spadevil’s ironic smile was lost in the gloom.

“Shall I brood again, Maskull, for still another year, and after that come back to Sant with other truths? Come,
waste no time, but choose the heavier stone for me, for I am stronger than Tydomin.”

Maskull lifted one of the rocks, and stepped out four full paces. Spadevil confronted him, erect, and waited
tranquilly.

The huge stone hurtled through the air. Its flight looked like a dark shadow. It struck Spadevil full in the face,
crushing his features, and breaking his neck. He died instantaneously.

Tydomin looked away from the fallen man.

“Be very quick, Maskull, and don’t let me keep him waiting.”

He panted, and raised the second stone. She placed herself in front of Spadevil’s body, and stood there, unsmiling
and cold.

The blow caught her between breast and chin, and she fell. Maskull went to her, and, kneeling on the ground,
half-raised her in his arms. There she breathed out her last sighs.

After that, he laid her down again, and rested heavily on his hands, while he peered into the dead face. The
transition from its heroic, spiritual expression to the vulgar and grinning mask of Crystalman came like a flash;
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but he saw it.

He stood up in the darkness, and pulled Catice toward him.

“Is that the true likeness of Shaping?”

“It is Shaping stripped of illusion.”

“How comes this horrible world to exist?”

Catice did not answer.

“Who is Surtur?”

“You will get nearer to him tomorrow; but not here.”

“I am wading through too much blood,” said Maskull. “Nothing good can come of it.”

“Do not fear change and destruction; but laughter and joy.”

Maskull meditated.

“Tell me, Catice. If I had elected to follow Spadevil, would you really have accepted his faith?”

“He was a great-souled man,” replied Catice. “I see that the pride of our men is only another sprouting-out of
pleasure. Tomorrow I too shall leave Sant, to reflect on all this.”

Maskull shuddered. “Then these two deaths were not a necessity, but a crime!”

“His part was played and henceforward the woman would have dragged down his ideas, with her soft love and
loyalty. Regret nothing, stranger, but go away at once out of the land.”

“Tonight? Where shall I go?”

“To Wombflash, where you will meet the deepest minds. I will put you on the way.”

He linked his arm in Maskull’s, and they walked away into the night. For a mile or more they skirted the edge of
the precipice. The wind was searching, and drove grit into their faces. Through the rifts of the clouds, stars, faint
and brilliant, appeared. Maskull saw no familiar constellations. He wondered if the sun of earth was visible, and if
so which one it was.

They came to the head of a rough staircase, leading down the cliffside. It resembled the one by which he had come
up; but this descended to the Wombflash Forest.

“That is your path,” said Catice, “and I shall not come any farther.”

Maskull detained him. “Say just this, before we part company—why does pleasure appear so shameful to us?”

“Because in feeling pleasure, we forget our home.”

“And that is—”

“Muspel,” answered Catice.

Having made this reply, he disengaged himself, and, turning his back, disappeared into the darkness.

Maskull stumbled down the staircase as best he could. He was tired, but contemptuous of his pains. His uninjured
probe began to discharge matter. He lowered himself from step to step during what seemed an interminable time.
The rustling and sighing of the trees grew louder as he approached the bottom; the air became still and warm.
Inky blackness was all around him.

He at last reached level ground. Still attempting to proceed, he began to trip over roots, and to collide with tree
trunks. After this had happened a few times, he determined to go no farther that night. He heaped together some
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dry leaves for a pillow, and immediately flung himself down to sleep. Deep and heavy unconsciousness seized him
almost instantly.

Chapter 13. THE WOMBFLASH FOREST
He awoke to his third day on Tormance. His limbs ached. He lay on his side, looking stupidly at his surroundings.
The forest was like night, but that period of the night when the grey dawn is about to break and objects begin to
be guessed at, rather than seen. Two or three amazing shadowy shapes, as broad as houses, loomed up out of the
twilight. He did not realise that they were trees, until he turned over on his back and followed their course
upward. Far overhead, so high up that he dared not calculate the height, he saw their tops glittering in the
sunlight, against a tiny patch of blue sky.

Clouds of mist, rolling over the floor of the forest, kept interrupting his view. In their silent passage they were like
phantoms flitting among the trees. The leaves underneath him were sodden, and heavy drops of moisture splashed
onto his head from time to time.

He continued lying there, trying to reconstruct the events of the preceding day. His brain was lethargic and
confused. Something terrible had happened, but what it was he could not for a long time recollect. Then suddenly
there came before his eyes that ghastly closing scene at dusk on the Sant plateau—Spadevil’s crushed and bloody
features and Tydomin’s dying sighs…. He shuddered convulsively, and felt sick.

The peculiar moral outlook that had dictated these brutal murders had departed from him during the night, and
now he recognised what he had done! During the whole of the previous day he seemed to have been labouring
under a series of heavy enchantments. First Oceaxe had enslaved him, then Tydomin, then Spadevil, and lastly
Catice. They had forced him to murder and violate; he had guessed nothing, but had imagined that he was
travelling as a free and enlightened stranger. What was this nightmare journey for—and would it continue, in the
same way?…

The silence of the forest was so intense that he heard no sound except the pumping of blood through his arteries.

Putting his hand to his face, he found that his remaining probe had disappeared and that he was in possession of
three eyes. The third eye was on his forehead, where the old sorb had been. He could not guess its use. He still
had his third arm, but it was nerveless.

Now he puzzled his head for a long time, trying unsuccessfully to recall that name which had been the last word
spoken by Catice.

He got up, with the intention of resuming his journey. He had no toilet to make, and no meal to prepare. The
forest was tremendous. The nearest tree appeared to him to have a circumference of at least a hundred feet.
Other dim boles looked equally large. But what gave the scene its aspect of immensity was the vast spaces
separating tree from tree. It was like some gigantic, supernatural hall in a life after death. The lowest branches
were fifty yards or more from the ground. There was no underbrush; the soil was carpeted only by the dead, wet
leaves. He looked all around him, to find his direction, but the cliffs of Sant, which he had descended, were
invisible—every way was like every other way, he had no idea which quarter to attack. He grew frightened, and
muttered to himself. Craning his neck back, he stared upward and tried to discover the points of the compass from
the direction of the sunlight, but it was impossible.

While he was standing there, anxious and hesitating, he heard the drum taps. The rhythmical beats proceeded
from some distance off. The unseen drummer seemed to be marching through the forest, away from him.

“Surtur!” he said, under his breath. The next moment he marvelled at himself  for uttering the name. That
mysterious being had not been in his thoughts, nor was there any ostensible connection between him and the
drumming.

He began to reflect—but in the meantime the sounds were travelling away. Automatically he started walking in
the same direction. The drum beats had this peculiarity—though odd and mystical,  there was nothing awe-
inspiring in them, but on the contrary they reminded him of some place and some life with which he was perfectly
familiar. Once again they caused all his other sense impressions to appear false.
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The sounds were intermittent. They would go on for a minute, or for five minutes, and then cease for perhaps a
quarter of an hour. Maskull followed them as well as he could. He walked hard among the huge, indistinct trees,
in the attempt to come up with the origin of the noise, but the same distance always seemed to separate them. The
forest from now onward descended. The gradient was mostly gentle—about one foot in ten—but in some places it
was much steeper, and in other parts again it was practically level ground for quite long stretches. There were
great swampy marshes, through which Maskull was obliged to splash. It was a matter of indifference to him how
wet he became—if only he could catch sight of that individual with the drum. Mile after mile was covered, and still
he was no nearer to doing so.

The gloom of the forest settled down upon his spirits. He felt despondent, tired, and savage. He had not heard the
drum beats for some while, and was half inclined to discontinue the pursuit.

Passing around a great, columnar tree trunk, he almost stumbled against a man who was standing on the farther
side. He was leaning against the trunk with one hand, in an attitude of repose. His other hand was resting on a
staff. Maskull stopped short and stared at him.

He was nearly naked, and of gigantic build. He over-topped Maskull by a head. His face and body were faintly
phosphorescent. His eyes—three in number—were pale green and luminous, shining like lamps. His skin was
hairless, but the hair of his head was piled up in thick, black coils, and fastened like a woman’s. His features were
absolutely tranquil, but a terrible, quiet energy seemed to lie just underneath the surface.

Maskull addressed him. “Did the drumming come from you?”

The man shook his head.

“What is your name?”

He replied in a strange, strained, twisted voice. Maskull gathered that the name he gave was “Dreamsinter.”

“What is that drumming?”

“Surtur,” said Dreamsinter.

“Is it advisable for me to follow it?”

“Why?”

“Perhaps he intends me to. He brought me here from Earth.”

Dreamsinter caught hold of him, bent down, and peered into his face. “Not you, but Nightspore.”

This was the first time that Maskull had heard Nightspore’s name since his arrival on the planet. He was so
astonished that he could frame no more questions.

“Eat this,” said Dreamsinter. “Then we will chase the sound together.” He picked something up from the ground
and handed it to Maskull. He could not see distinctly, but it felt like a hard, round nut, of the size of a fist.

“I can’t crack it.”

Dreamsinter took it between his hands, and broke it into pieces. Maskull then ate some of the pulpy interior,
which was intensely disagreeable.

“What am I doing in Tormance, then?” he asked.

“You came to steal Muspel-fire, to give a deeper life to men—never doubting if your soul could endure that
burning.”

Maskull could hardly decipher the strangled words.

“Muspel…. That’s the name I’ve been trying to remember ever since I awoke.”

Dreamsinter suddenly turned his head sideways, and appeared to listen for something. He motioned with his hand
to Maskull to keep quiet.
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“Is it the drumming?”

“Hush! They come.”

He was looking toward the upper forest. The now familiar drum rhythm was heard—this time accompanied by the
tramp of marching feet.

Maskull saw, marching through the trees and heading toward them, three men in single file separated from one
another by only a yard or so. They were travelling down hill at a swift pace, and looked neither to left nor right.
They were naked. Their figures were shining against the black background of the forest with a pale, supernatural
light—green and ghostly. When they were abreast of him, about twenty feet off, he perceived who they were. The
first man was himself—Maskull. The second was Krag. The third man was Nightspore. Their faces were grim and
set.

The source of the drumming was out of sight. The sound appeared to come from some point in front of them.
Maskull and Dreamsinter put themselves in motion, to keep up with the swiftly moving marchers. At the same
time a low, faint music began.

Its rhythm stepped with the drum beats, but, unlike the latter, it did not seem to proceed from any particular
quarter of  the forest.  It  resembled the subjective music heard in dreams,  which accompanies the dreamer
everywhere, as a sort of natural atmosphere, rendering all his experiences emotional. It seemed to issue from an
unearthly orchestra, and was strongly troubled, pathetic and tragic. Maskull marched, and listened; and as he
listened, it grew louder and stormier. But the pulse of the drum interpenetrated all the other sounds, like the quiet
beating of reality.

His emotion deepened. He could not have said if minutes or hours were passing. The spectral procession marched
on, a little way ahead, on a path parallel with his own and Dreamsinter’s. The music pulsated violently. Krag lifted
his arm, and displayed a long, murderous-looking knife. He sprang forward and, raising it over the phantom
Maskull’s back, stabbed him twice, leaving the knife in the wound the second time. Maskull threw up his arms,
and fell down dead. Krag leaped into the forest and vanished from sight. Nightspore marched on alone, stern and
unmoved.

The music rose to crescendo. The whole dim, gigantic forest was roaring with sound. The tones came from all
sides, from above, from the ground under their feet. It was so grandly passionate that Maskull felt his soul
loosening from its bodily envelope.

He continued to follow Nightspore. A strange brightness began to glow in front of them. It was not daylight, but a
radiance such as he had never seen before, and such as he could not have imagined to be possible. Nightspore
moved straight toward it. Maskull felt his chest bursting. The light flashed higher. The awful harmonies of the
music followed hard one upon another, like the waves of a wild, magic ocean…. His body was incapable of
enduring such shocks, and all of a sudden he tumbled over in a faint that resembled death.

Chapter 14. POLECRAB
The morning slowly passed. Maskull made some convulsive movements, and opened his eyes. He sat up, blinking.
All was night-like and silent in the forest. The strange light had gone, the music had ceased, Dreamsinter had
vanished. He fingered his beard, clotted with Tydomin’s blood, and fell into a deep muse.

“According to Panawe and Catice, this forest contains wise men. Perhaps Dreamsinter was one. Perhaps that
vision I have just seen was a specimen of his wisdom. It looked almost like an answer to my question…. I ought not
to have asked about myself, but about Surtur. Then I would have got a different answer. I might have learned
something… I might have seen him.”

He remained quiet and apathetic for a bit.

“But I couldn’t face that awful glare,” he proceeded. “It was bursting my body. He warned me, too. And so Surtur
does really exist, and my journey stands for something. But why am I here, and what can I do? Who is Surtur?
Where is he to be found?”
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Something wild came into his eyes.

“What did Dreamsinter mean by his ‘Not you, but Nightspore’? Am I a secondary character—is he regarded as
important; and I as unimportant? Where is Nightspore, and what is he doing? Am I to wait for his time and
pleasure—can I originate nothing?”

He continued sitting up, with straight-extended legs.

“I must make up my mind that this is a strange journey, and that the strangest things will happen in it. It’s no use
making plans, for I can’t see two steps ahead—everything is unknown. But one thing’s evident: nothing but the
wildest audacity will carry me through, and I must sacrifice everything else to that. And therefore if Surtur shows
himself again, I shall go forward to meet him, even if it means death.”

Through the black, quiet aisles of the forest the drum beats came again. The sound was a long way off and very
faint. It was like the last mutterings of thunder after a heavy storm. Maskull listened, without getting up. The
drumming faded into silence, and did not return.

He smiled queerly, and said aloud, “Thanks, Surtur! I accept the omen.”

When he was about to get up, he found that the shrivelled skin that had been his third arm was flapping
disconcertingly with every movement of his body. He made perforations in it all around, as close to his chest as
possible, with the fingernails of both hands; then he carefully twisted it off. In that world of rapid growth and
ungrowth he judged that the stump would soon disappear. After that, he rose and peered into the darkness.

The forest at that point sloped rather steeply and, without thinking twice about it, he took the downhill direction,
never doubting it would bring him somewhere. As soon as he started walking, his temper became gloomy and
morose—he was shaken, tired, dirty, and languid with hunger; moreover, he realised that the walk was not going
to be a short one. Be that as it may, he determined to sit down no more until the whole dismal forest was at his
back.

One after another the shadowy, houselike trees were observed, avoided, and passed. Far overhead the little patch
of glowing sky was still always visible; otherwise he had no clue to the time of day. He continued tramping sullenly
down the slope for many damp, slippery miles—in some places through bogs. When, presently,  the twilight
seemed to thin, he guessed that the open world was not far away. The forest grew more palpable and grey, and
now he saw its majesty better. The tree trunks were like round towers, and so wide were the intervals that they
resembled natural amphitheatres. He could not make out the colour of the bark. Everything he saw amazed him,
but his admiration was of the growling, grudging kind. The difference in light between the forest behind him and
the forest ahead became so marked that he could no longer doubt that he was on the point of coming out.

Real light was in front of him; looking back, he found he had a shadow. The trunks acquired a reddish tint. He
quickened his pace. As the minutes went by, the bright patch ahead grew luminous and vivid; it had a tinge of
blue. He also imagined that he heard the sound of surf.

All that part of the forest toward which he was moving became rich with colour. The boles of the trees were of a
deep, dark red; their leaves, high above his head, were ulfire-hued; the dead leaves on the ground were of a colour
he could not name. At the same time he discovered the use of his third eye. By adding a third angle to his sight,
every object he looked at stood out in greater relief. The world looked less flat—more realistic and significant. He
had a stronger attraction toward his surroundings; he seemed somehow to lose his egotism, and to become free
and thoughtful.

Now through the last trees he saw full daylight. Less than half a mile separated him from the border of the forest,
and, eager to discover what lay beyond, he broke into a run. He heard the surf louder. It was a peculiar hissing
sound that could proceed only from water, yet was unlike the sea. Almost immediately he came within sight of an
enormous horizon of dancing waves, which he knew must be the Sinking Sea. He fell back into a quick walk,
continuing to stare hard. The wind that met him was hot, fresh and sweet.

When he arrived at the final fringe of forest, which joined the wide sands of the shore without any change of level,
he leaned with his back to a great tree and gazed his fill, motionless, at what lay in front of him. The sands
continued east and west in a straight line, broken only here and there by a few creeks. They were of a brilliant
orange colour, but there were patches of violet. The forest appeared to stand sentinel over the shore for its entire
length. Everything else was sea and sky—he had never seen so much water. The semicircle of the skyline was so
vast that he might have imagined himself on a flat world, with a range of vision determined only by the power of
his eye. The sea was unlike any sea on Earth. It resembled an immense liquid opal. On a body colour of rich,
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magnificent emerald-green, flashes of red, yellow, and blue were everywhere shooting up and vanishing. The wave
motion was extraordinary. Pinnacles of water were slowly formed until they attained a height of perhaps ten or
twenty  feet,  when they would suddenly  sink downward and outward,  creating in  their  descent  a  series  of
concentric rings for long distances around them. Quickly moving currents, like rivers in the sea, could be seen,
racing away from land; they were of a darker green and bore no pinnacles. Where the sea met the shore, the
waves rushed over the sands far in, with almost sinister rapidity—accompanied by a weird, hissing, spitting sound,
which was what Maskull had heard. The green tongues rolled in without foam.

About twenty miles distant, as he judged, directly opposite him, a long, low island stood up from the sea, black and
not distinguished in outline. It was Swaylone’s Island. Maskull was less interested in that than in the blue sunset
that glowed behind its back. Alppain had set, but the whole northern sky was plunged into the minor key by its
afterlight. Branchspell in the zenith was white and overpowering, the day was cloudless and terrifically hot; but
where the blue sun had sunk,  a  sombre shadow seemed to  overhang the world.  Maskull  had a  feeling of
disintegration—just as if two chemically distinct forces were simultaneously acting upon the cells of his body.
Since the afterglow of Alppain affected him like this, he thought it more than likely that he would never be able to
face that sun itself, and go on living. Still, some modification might happen to him that would make it possible.

The sea tempted him. He made up his mind to bathe, and at once walked toward the shore. The instant he stepped
outside the shadow line of the forest trees, the blinding rays of the sun beat down on him so savagely that for a
few minutes he felt sick and his head swam. He trod quickly across the sands. The orange-coloured parts were
nearly hot enough to roast food, he judged, but the violet parts were like fire itself. He stepped on a patch in
ignorance, and immediately jumped high into the air with a startled yell.

The sea was voluptuously warm. It would not bear his weight, so he determined to try swimming. First of all he
stripped off his skin garment, washed it thoroughly with sand and water, and laid it in the sun to dry. Then he
scrubbed himself as well as he could and washed out his beard and hair. After that, he waded in a long way, until
the water reached his breast, and took to swimming—avoiding the spouts as far as possible He found it no
pastime. The water was everywhere of unequal density. In some places he could swim, in others he could barely
save himself from drowning, in others again he could not force himself beneath the surface at all. There were no
outward signs to show what the water ahead held in store for him. The whole business was most dangerous.

He came out, feeling clean and invigorated. For a time he walked up and down the sands, drying himself in the hot
sunshine and looking around him. He was a naked stranger in a huge, foreign, mystical world, and whichever way
he turned, unknown and threatening forces were glaring at him. The gigantic, white, withering Branchspell, the
awful, body-changing Alppain, the beautiful, deadly, treacherous sea, the dark and eerie Swaylone’s Island, the
spirit-crushing forest out of which he had just escaped—to all these mighty powers, surrounding him on every
side, what resources had he, a feeble, ignorant traveller from a tiny planet on the other side of space, to oppose, to
avoid being utterly destroyed?… Then he smiled to himself. “I’ve already been here two days, and still I survive. I
have luck—and with that one can balance the universe. But what is luck—a verbal expression, or a thing?”

As he was putting on his skin, which was now dry, the answer came to him, and this time he was grave. “Surtur
brought me here, and Surtur is watching over me. That is my ‘luck.’… But what is Surtur in this world?… How is
he able to protect me against the blind and ungovernable forces of nature? Is he stronger than Nature?…”

Hungry as he was for food, he was hungrier still for human society, for he wished to inquire about all these things.
He asked himself which way he should turn his steps. There were only two ways; along the shore, either east or
west. The nearest creek lay to the east, cutting the sands about a mile away. He walked toward it.

The forest face was forbidding and enormously high. It was so squarely turned to the sea that it looked as though
it had been planed by tools. Maskull strode along in the shade of the trees, but kept his head constantly turned
away from them, toward the sea—there it was more cheerful. The creek, when he reached it, proved to be broad
and flat-banked. It was not a river, but an arm of the sea. Its still, dark green water curved around a bend out of
sight, into the forest. The trees on both banks overhung the water, so that it was completely in shadow.

He went as far as the bend, beyond which another short reach appeared. A man was sitting on a narrow shelf of
bank, with his feet in the water. He was clothed in a coarse, rough hide, which left his limbs bare. He was short,
thick, and sturdy, with short legs and a long, powerful arms, terminating in hands of an extraordinary size. He was
oldish. His face was plain, slablike, and expressionless; it was full of wrinkles, and walnut-coloured. Both face and
head were bald, and his skin was tough and leathery. He seemed to be some sort of peasant, or fisherman; there
was no trace in his face of thought for others, or delicacy of feeling. He possessed three eyes, of different
colors—jade-green, blue, and ulfire.

In front of him, riding on the water, moored to the bank, was an elementary raft, consisting of the branches of
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trees, clumsily corded together.

Maskull addressed him. “Are you another of the wise men of the Wombflash Forest?”

The man answered him in a gruff, husky voice, looking up as he did so. “I’m a fisherman. I know nothing about
wisdom.”

“What name do you go by?”

“Polecrab. What’s yours?”

“Maskull. If you’re a fisherman, you ought to have fish. I’m famishing.”

Polecrab grunted, and paused a minute before answering.

“There’s fish enough. My dinner is cooking in the sands now. It’s easy enough to get you some more.”

Maskull found this a pleasant speech.

“But how long will it take?” he asked.

The man slid the palms of his hands together, producing a shrill, screeching noise. He lifted his feet from the
water, and clambered onto the bank. In a minute or two a curious little beast came crawling up to his feet, turning
its face and eyes up affectionately, like a dog. It was about two feet long, and somewhat resembled a small seal,
but had six legs, ending in strong claws.

“Arg, go fish!” said Polecrab hoarsely.

The animal immediately tumbled off the bank into the water. It swam gracefully to the middle of the creek and
made a pivotal dive beneath the surface, where it remained a great while.

“Simple fishing,” remarked Maskull. “But what’s the raft for?”

“To go to sea with. The best fish are out at sea. These are eatable.”

“That arg seems a highly intelligent creature.”

Polecrab grunted again. “I’ve trained close on a hundred of them. The bigheads learn best, but they’re slow
swimmers. The narrowheads swim like eels, but can’t be taught. Now I’ve started interbreeding them—he’s one of
them.”

“Do you live here alone?”

“No, I’ve got a wife and three boys. My wife’s sleeping somewhere, but where the lads are, Shaping knows.”

Maskull began to feel very much at home with this unsophisticated being.

“The raft’s all crazy,” he remarked, staring at it. “If you go far out in that, you’ve got more pluck than I have.”

“I’ve been to Matterplay on it,” said Polecrab.

The arg reappeared and started swimming to shore, but this time clumsily, as if it were bearing a heavy weight
under the surface. When it landed at its master’s feet, they saw that each set of claws was clutching a fish—six in
all. Polecrab took them from it. He proceeded to cut off the heads and tails with a sharp-edged stone which he
picked up; these he threw to the arg, which devoured them without any fuss.

Polecrab beckoned to Maskull to follow him and, carrying the fish, walked toward the open shore, by the same
way that he had come. When they reached the sands, he sliced the fish, removed the entrails, and digging a
shallow hole in a patch of violet sand, placed the remainder of the carcasses in it, and covered them over again.
Then he dug up his own dinner. Maskull’s nostrils quivered at the savoury smell, but he was not yet to dine.

Polecrab, turning to go with the cooked fish in his hands, said, “These are mine, not yours. When yours are done,
you can come back and join me, supposing you want company.”
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“How soon will that be?”

“About twenty minutes,” replied the fisherman, over his shoulder.

Maskull sheltered himself in the shadows of the forest, and waited. When the time had approximately elapsed, he
disinterred his meal, scorching his fingers in the operation, although it was only the surface of the sand which was
so intensely hot. Then he returned to Polecrab.

In the warm, still air and cheerful shade of the inlet, they munched in silence, looking from their food to the
sluggish water, and back again. With every mouthful Maskull felt his strength returning. He finished before
Polecrab, who ate like a man for whom time has no value. When he had done, he stood up.

“Come and drink,” he said, in his husky voice.

Maskull looked at him inquiringly.

The man led him a little way into the forest, and walked straight up to a certain tree. At a convenient height in its
trunk a hole had been tapped and plugged. Polecrab removed the plug and put his mouth to the aperture, sucking
for quite a long time, like a child at its mother’s breast. Maskull, watching him, imagined that he saw his eyes
growing brighter.

When his own turn came to drink, he found the juice of the tree somewhat like coconut milk in flavour, but
intoxicating. It was a new sort of intoxication, however, for neither his will not his emotions were excited, but only
his intellect—and that only in a certain way. His thoughts and images were not freed and loosened, but on the
contrary kept labouring and swelling painfully, until they reached the full beauty of an aperÃ§u, which would then
flame up in his consciousness, burst, and vanish. After that, the whole process started over again. But there was
never a moment when he was not perfectly cool, and master of his senses. When each had drunk twice, Polecrab
replugged the hole, and they returned to their bank.

“Is it Blodsombre yet?” asked Maskull, sprawling on the ground, well content.

Polecrab resumed his old upright sitting posture, with his feet in the water. “Just beginning,” was his hoarse
response.

“Then I must stay here till it’s over…. Shall we talk?”

“We can,” said the other, without enthusiasm.

Maskull glanced at him through half-closed lids, wondering if he were exactly what he seemed to be. In his eyes
he thought he detected a wise light.

“Have you travelled much, Polecrab?”

“Not what you would call travelling.”

“You tell me you’ve been to Matterplay—what kind of country is that?”

“I don’t know. I went there to pick up flints.”

“What countries lie beyond it?”

“Threal comes next, as you go north. They say it’s a land of mystics… I don’t know.”

“Mystics?”

“So I’m told…. Still farther north there’s Lichstorm.”

“Now we’re going far afield.”

“There are mountains there—and altogether it must be a very dangerous place, especially for a full-blooded man
like you. Take care of yourself.”

“This is rather premature, Polecrab. How do you know I’m going there?”
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“As you’ve come from the south, I suppose you’ll go north.”

“Well, that’s right enough,” said Maskull, staring hard at him. “But how do you know I’ve come from the south?”

“Well, then, perhaps you haven’t—but there’s a look of Ifdawn about you.”

“What kind of look?”

“A tragical look,” said Polecrab. He never even glanced at Maskull, but was gazing at a fixed spot on the water
with unblinking eyes.

“What lies beyond Lichstorm?” asked Maskull, after a minute or two.

“Barey, where you have two suns instead of one—but beyond that fact I know nothing about it…. Then comes the
ocean.”

“And what’s on the other side of the ocean?”

“That you must find out for yourself, for I doubt if anybody has ever crossed it and come back.”

Maskull was silent for a little while.

“How is it that your people are so unadventurous? I seem to be the only one travelling from curiosity.”

“What do you mean by ‘your people’?”

“True—you don’t know that I don’t belong to your planet at all. I’ve come from another world, Polecrab.”

“What to find?”

“I came here with Krag and Nightspore—to follow Surtur. I must have fainted the moment I arrived. When I sat
up, it was night and the others had vanished. Since then I’ve been travelling at random.”

Polecrab scratched his nose. “You haven’t found Surtur yet?”

“I’ve heard his drum taps frequently. In the forest this morning I came quite close to him. Then two days ago, in
the Lusion Plain, I saw a vision—a being in man’s shape, who called himself Surtur.”

“Well, maybe it was Surtur.”

“No, that’s impossible,” replied Maskull reflectively. “It was Crystalman. And it isn’t a question of my suspecting
it—I know it.”

“How?”

“Because this is Crystalman’s world, and Surtur’s world is something quite different.”

“That’s queer, then,” said Polecrab.

“Since I’ve come out of that forest,” proceeded Maskull, talking half to himself, “a change has come over me, and I
see things differently. Everything here looks much more solid and real in my eyes than in other places so much so
that I can’t entertain the least doubt of its existence. It not only looks real, it is real—and on that I would stake my
life…. But at the same time that it’s real, it is false.”

“Like a dream?”

“No—not at all like a dream, and that’s just what I want to explain. This world of yours—and perhaps of mine too,
for that matter—doesn’t give me the slightest impression of a dream, or an illusion, or anything of that sort. I
know it’s really here at this moment, and it’s exactly as we’re seeing it, you and I. Yet it’s false. It’s false in this
sense, Polecrab. Side by side with it another world exists, and that other world is the true one, and this one is all
false and deceitful, to the very core. And so it occurs to me that reality and falseness are two words for the same
thing.”

“Perhaps there is such another world,” said Polecrab huskily. “But did that vision also seem real and false to you?”
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“Very real, but not false then, for then I didn’t understand all this. But just because it was real, it couldn’t have
been Surtur, who has no connection with reality.”

“Didn’t those drum taps sound real to you?”

“I had to hear them with my ears, and so they sounded real to me. Still, they were somehow different, and they
certainly came from Surtur. If I didn’t hear them correctly, that was my fault and not his.”

Polecrab growled a little.  “If  Surtur chooses to speak to you in that fashion,  it  appears he’s trying to say
something.”

“What else can I think? But, Polecrab, what’s your opinion—is he calling me to the life after death?”

The old man stirred uneasily. “I’m a fisherman,” he said, after a minute or two. “I live by killing, and so does
everybody. This life seems to me all wrong. So maybe life of any kind is wrong, and Surtur’s world is not life at all,
but something else.”

“Yes, but will death lead me to it, whatever it is?”

“Ask the dead,” said Polecrab, “and not a living man.”

Maskull continued. “In the forest I heard music and saw a light, which could not have belonged to this world. They
were too strong for my senses, and I must have fainted for a long time. There was a vision as well, in which I saw
myself killed, while Nightspore walked on toward the light, alone.”

Polecrab uttered his grunt. “You have enough to think over.”

A short silence ensued, which was broken by Maskull.

“So strong is my sense of the untruth of this present life, that it may come to my putting an end to myself.” The
fisherman remained quiet and immobile.

Maskull lay on his stomach, propped his face on his hands, and stared at him. “What do you think, Polecrab? Is it
possible for any man, while in the body, to gain a closer view of that other world than I have done?”

“I am an ignorant man, stranger, so I can’t say. Perhaps there are many others like you who would gladly know.”

“Where? I should like to meet them.”

“Do you think you were made of one stuff, and the rest of mankind of another stuff?”

“I can’t be so presumptuous. Possibly all men are reaching out toward Muspel, in most cases without being aware
of it.”

“In the wrong direction,” said Polecrab.

Maskull gave him a strange look. “How so?”

“I don’t speak from my own wisdom,” said Polecrab, “for I have none; but I have just now recalled what Broodviol
once told me, when I was a young man, and he was an old one. He said that Crystalman tries to turn all things into
one, and that whichever way his shapes march, in order to escape from him, they find themselves again face to
face with Crystalman, and are changed into new crystals.  But that this marching of shapes (which we call
‘forking’) springs from the unconscious desire to find Surtur, but is in the opposite direction to the right one. For
Surtur’s world does not lie on this side of the one, which was the beginning of life, but on the other side; and to
get to it we must repass through the one. But this can only be by renouncing our self-life, and reuniting ourselves
to the whole of Crystalman’s world. And when this has been done, it is only the first stage of the journey; though
many good men imagine it to be the whole journey…. As far as I can remember, that is what Broodviol said, but
perhaps, as I was then a young and ignorant man, I may have left out words which would explain his meaning
better.”

Maskull, who had listened attentively to all this, remained thoughtful at the end.

“It’s plain enough,” he said. “But what did he mean by our reuniting ourselves to Crystalman’s world? If it is false,
are we to make ourselves false as well?”
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“I didn’t ask him that question, and you are as well qualified to answer it as I am.”

“He must have meant that, as it is, we are each of us living in a false, private world of our own, a world of dreams
and appetites and distorted perceptions. By embracing the great world we certainly lose nothing in truth and
reality.”

Polecrab withdrew his feet from the water, stood up, yawned, and stretched his limbs.

“I have told you all I know,” he said in a surly voice. “Now let me go to sleep.”

Maskull kept his eyes fixed on him, but made no reply. The old man let himself down stiffly on to the ground, and
prepared to rest.

While he was still arranging his position to his liking, a footfall sounded behind the two men, coming from the
direction of the forest. Maskull twisted his neck, and saw a woman approaching them. He at once guessed that it
was Polecrab’s wife. He sat up, but the fisherman did not stir. The woman came and stood in front of them,
looking down from what appeared a great height.

Her dress was similar to her husband’s, but covered her limbs more. She was young, tall, slender, and strikingly
erect. Her skin was lightly tanned, and she looked strong, but not at all peasantlike. Refinement was stamped all
over her. Her face had too much energy of expression for a woman, and she was not beautiful. Her three great
eyes kept flashing and glowing. She had great masses of fine, yellow hair, coiled up and fastened, but so carelessly
that some of the strands were flowing down her back.

When she spoke, it was in a rather weak voice, but full of lights and shades, and somehow intense passionateness
never seemed to be far away from it.

“Forgiveness is asked for listening to your conversation,” she said, addressing Maskull. “I was resting behind the
tree, and heard it all.”

He got up slowly. “Are you Polecrab’s wife?”

“She is my wife,” said Polecrab, “and her name is Gleameil. Sit down again, stranger—and you too, wife, since you
are here.”

They both obeyed. “I heard everything,” repeated Gleameil. “But what I did not hear was where you are going to,
Maskull, after you have left us.”

“I know no more than you do.”

“Listen, then. There’s only one place for you to go to, and that is Swaylone’s Island. I will ferry you across myself
before sunset.”

“What shall I find there?”

“He may go, wife,” put in the old man hoarsely, “but I won’t allow you to go. I will take him over myself.”

“No, you have always put me off,” said Gleameil, with some emotion. “This time I mean to go. When Teargeld
shines at night, and I sit on the shore here, listening to Earthrid’s music travelling faintly across the sea, I am
tortured—I can’t endure it…. I have long since made up my mind to go to the island, and see what this music is. If
it’s bad, if it kills me—well.”

“What have I to do with the man and his music, Gleameil?” demanded Maskull.

“I think the music will answer all your questions better than Polecrab has done—and possibly in a way that will
surprise you.”

“What kind of music can it be to travel all those miles across the sea?”

“A peculiar kind, so we are told. Not pleasant, but painful. And the man that can play the instrument of Earthrid
would be able to conjure up the most astonishing forms, which are not phantasms, but realities.”

“That may be so,” growled Polecrab. “But I have been to the island by daylight, and what did I find there? Human
bones, new and ancient. Those are Earthrid’s victims. And you, wife, shall not go.”
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“But will that music play tonight?” asked Maskull.

“Yes,” replied Gleameil, gazing at him intently. “When Teargeld rises, which is our moon.”

“If Earthrid plays men to death, it appears to me that his own death is due. In any case I should like to hear those
sounds for myself. But as for taking you with me, Gleameil—women die too easily in Tormance. I have only just
now washed myself clean of the death blood of another woman.”

Gleameil laughed, but said nothing.

“Now go to sleep,” said Polecrab. “When the time comes, I will take you across myself.”

He lay down again, and closed his eyes. Maskull followed his example; but Gleameil remained sitting erect, with
her legs under her.

“Who was that other woman, Maskull?” she asked presently.

He did not answer, but pretended to sleep.

Chapter 15. SWAYLONE’S ISLAND
When he awoke, the day was not so bright, and he guessed it was late afternoon. Polecrab and his wife were both
on their feet, and another meal of fish had been cooked and was waiting for him.

“Is it decided who is to go with me?” he asked, before sitting down.

“I go,” said Gleameil.

“Do you agree, Polecrab?”

The fisherman growled a little in his throat and motioned to the others to take their seats. He took a mouthful
before answering.

“Something strong is attracting her, and I can’t hold her back. I don’t think I shall see you again, wife, but the lads
are now nearly old enough to fend for themselves.”

“Don’t take dejected views,” replied Gleameil sternly. She was not eating. “I shall come back, and make amends to
you. It’s only for a night.”

Maskull gazed from one to the other in perplexity. “Let me go alone. I would be sorry if anything happened.”

Gleameil shook her head.

“Don’t regard this as a woman’s caprice,” she said. “Even if you hadn’t passed this way, I would have heard that
music soon. I have a hunger for it.”

“Haven’t you any such feeling, Polecrab?”

“No. A woman is a noble and sensitive creature, and there are attractions in nature too subtle for males. Take her
with you, since she is set on it. Maybe she’s right. Perhaps Earthrid’s music will answer your questions, and hers
too.”

“What are your questions, Gleameil?”

The woman shed a strange smile. “You may be sure that a question which requires music for an answer can’t be
put into words.”

“If you are not back by the morning,” remarked her husband, “I will know you are dead.”

The meal was finished in a constrained silence. Polecrab wiped his mouth, and produced a seashell from a kind of
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pocket.

“Will you say goodbye to the boys? Shall I call them?” She considered a moment.

“Yes—yes, I must see them.”

He put the shell to his mouth, and blew; a loud, mournful noise passed through the air.

A few minutes later there was a sound of scurrying footsteps, and the boys were seen emerging from the forest.
Maskull looked with curiosity at the first children he had seen on Tormance. The oldest boy was carrying the
youngest on his back, while the third trotted some distance behind. The child was let down, and all the three
formed a semicircle in front of Maskull, standing staring up at him with wide-open eyes. Polecrab looked on
stolidly, but Gleameil glanced away from them, with proudly raised head and a baffling expression.

Maskull put the ages of the boys at about nine, seven, and five years, respectively; but he was calculating
according to Earth time. The eldest was tall, slim, but strongly built. He, like his brothers, was naked, and his skin
from top to toe was ulfire-colored. His facial muscles indicated a wild and daring nature, and his eyes were like
green fires. The second showed promise of being a broad, powerful man. His head was large and heavy, and
drooped. His face and skin were reddish. His eyes were almost too sombre and penetrating for a child’s.

“That one,” said Polecrab, pinching the boy’s ear, “may perhaps grow up to be a second Broodviol.”

“Who was that?” demanded the boy, bending his head forward to hear the answer.

“A big, old man, of marvellous wisdom. He became wise by making up his mind never to ask questions, but to find
things out for himself.”

“If I had not asked this question, I should not have known about him.”

“That would not have mattered,” replied the father.

The youngest child was paler and slighter than his brothers. His face was mostly tranquil and expressionless, but
it had this peculiarity about it, that every few minutes, without any apparent cause, it would wrinkle up and look
perplexed. At these times his eyes, which were of a tawny gold, seemed to contain secrets difficult to associate
with one of his age.

“He puzzles me,” said Polecrab. “He has a soul like sap, and he’s interested in nothing. He may turn out to be the
most remarkable of the bunch.”

Maskull took the child in one hand, and lifted him as high as his head. He took a good look at him, and set him
down again. The boy never changed countenance.

“What do you make of him?” asked the fisherman.

“It’s on the tip of my tongue to say, but it just escapes me. Let me drink again, and then I shall have it.”

“Go and drink, then.”

Maskull strode over to the tree, drank, and returned. “In ages to come,” he said, speaking deliberately, “he will be
a grand and awful tradition. A seer possibly, or even a divinity. Watch over him well.”

The eldest boy looked scornful. “I want to be none of those things. I would like to be like that big fellow.” And he
pointed his finger at Maskull.

He laughed, and showed his white teeth through his beard. “Thanks for the compliments old warrior!” he said.

“He’s great and brawny,” continued the boy, “and can hold his own with other men. Can you hold me up with one
arm, as you did that child?”

Maskull complied.

“That is being a man!” exclaimed the boy. “Enough!” said Polecrab impatiently. “I called you lads here to say
goodbye to your mother. She is going away with this man. I think she may not return, but we don’t know.”
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The second boy’s face became suddenly inflamed. “Is she going of her own choice?” he inquired.

“Yes,” replied the father.

“Then she is bad.” He brought the words out with such force and emphasis that they sounded like the crack of a
whip.

The old man cuffed him twice. “Is it your mother you are speaking of?”

The boy stood his ground, without change of expression, but said nothing.

The youngest child spoke, for the first time. “My mother will not come back, but she will die dancing.”

Polecrab and his wife looked at one another.

“Where are you going to, Mother?” asked the eldest lad.

Gleameil bent down, and kissed him. “To the Island.”

“Well then, if you don’t come back by tomorrow morning, I will go and look for you.”

Maskull grew more and more uneasy in his mind. “This seems to me to be a man’s journey,” he said. “I think it
would be better for you not to come, Gleameil.”

“I am not to be dissuaded,” she replied.

He stroked his beard in perplexity. “Is it time to start?”

“It wants four hours to sunset, and we shall need all that.”

Maskull sighed. “I’ll go to the mouth of the creek, and wait there for you and the raft. You will wish to make your
farewells, Gleameil.”

He then clasped Polecrab by the hand. “Adieu, fisherman!”

“You have repaid me well for my answers,” said the old man gruffly. “But it’s not your fault, and in Shaping’s
world the worst things happen.”

The eldest boy came close to Maskull, and frowned at him. “Farewell, big man!” he said. “But guard my mother
well, as well as you are well able to, or I shall follow you, and kill you.”

Maskull walked slowly along the creek bank till he came to the bend. The glorious sunshine, and the sparkling,
brilliant sea then met his eyes again; and all melancholy was swept out of his mind. He continued as far as the
seashore, and issuing out of the shadows of the forest, strolled on to the sands, and sat down in the full sunlight.
The radiance of Alppain had long since disappeared. He drank in the hot, invigorating wind, listened to the hissing
waves, and stared over the coloured sea with its pinnacles and currents, at Swaylone’s Island.

“What music can that be, which tears a wife and mother away from all she loves the most?” he meditated. “It
sounds unholy. Will it tell me what I want to know? Can it?”

In a little while he became aware of a movement behind him, and, turning his head, he saw the raft floating along
the creek, toward the open sea. Polecrab was standing upright, propelling it with a rude pole. He passed by
Maskull, without looking at him, or making any salutation, and proceeded out to sea.

While he was wondering at this strange behaviour, Gleameil and the boys came in sight, walking along the bank of
the inlet. The eldest-born was holding her hand, and talking; and the other two were behind. She was calm and
smiling, but seemed abstracted.

“What is your husband doing with the raft?” asked Maskull.

“He’s putting it in position and we shall wade out and join it,” she answered, in her low-toned voice.

“But how shall we make the island, without oars or sails?”
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“Don’t you see that current running away from land? See, he is approaching it. That will take us straight there.”

“But how can you get back?”

“There is a way; but we need not think of that today.”

“Why shouldn’t I come too?” demanded the eldest boy.

“Because the raft won’t carry three. Maskull is a heavy man.”

“It doesn’t matter,” said the boy. “I know where there is wood for another raft. As soon as you have gone, I shall
set to work.”

Polecrab had by this time manoeuvred his flimsy craft to the position he desired, within a few yards of the current,
which at that point made a sharp bend from the east. He shouted out some words to his wife and Maskull.
Gleameil kissed her children convulsively, and broke down a little. The eldest boy bit his lip till it bled, and tears
glistened in his eyes; but the younger children stared wide-eyed, and displayed no emotion.

Gleameil now walked into the sea, followed by Maskull. The water covered first their ankles, then their knees, but
when it came as high as their waists, they were close on the raft. Polecrab let himself down into the water, and
assisted his wife to climb over the side. When she was up, she bent down and kissed him. No words were
exchanged. Maskull scrambled up on to the front part of the raft. The woman sat cross-legged in the stern, and
seized the pole.

Polecrab shoved them off toward the current, while she worked her pole until they had got within its power. The
raft immediately began to travel swiftly away from land, with a smooth, swaying motion.

The boys waved from the shore. Gleameil responded; but Maskull turned his back squarely to land, and gazed
ahead. Polecrab was wading back to the shore.

For upward of an hour Maskull did not change his position by an inch. No sound was heard but the splashing of
the strange waves all around them, and the streamlike gurgle of the current, which threaded its way smoothly
through the tossing, tumultuous sea. From their pathway of safety, the beautiful dangers surrounding them were
an exhilarating experience. The air was fresh and clean, and the heat from Branchspell, now low in the west, was
at last endurable. The riot of sea colors had long since banished all sadness and anxiety from his heart. Yet he felt
such a grudge against the woman for selfishly forsaking those who should have been dear to her that he could not
bring himself to begin a conversation.

But when, over the now enlarged shape of the dark island, he caught sight of a long chain of lofty, distant
mountains, glowing salmon-pink in the evening sunlight, he felt constrained to break the silence by inquiring what
they were.

“It is Lichstorm,” said Gleameil.

Maskull asked no questions about it; but in turning to address her, his eyes had rested on the rapidly receding
Wombflash Forest, and he continued to stare at that. They had travelled about eight miles, and now he could
better estimate the enormous height of the trees. Overtopping them, far away, he saw Sant; and he fancied, but
was not quite sure, that he could distinguish Disscourn as well.

“Now that we are alone in a strange place,” said Gleameil, averting her head, and looking down over the side of
the raft into the water, “tell me what you thought of Polecrab.”

Maskull paused before answering. “He seemed to me like a mountain wrapped in cloud. You see the lower
buttresses, and think that is all.  But then, high up, far above the clouds, you suddenly catch sight of more
mountain—and even then it is not the top.”

“You read character well, and have great perception,” remarked Gleameil quietly. “Now say what I am.”

“In place of a human heart, you have a wild harp, and that’s all I know about you.”

“What was that you said to my husband about two worlds?”

“You heard.”
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“Yes, I heard. And I also am conscious of two worlds. My husband and boys are real to me, and I love them fondly.
But there is another world for me, as there is for you, Maskull, and it makes my real world appear all false and
vulgar.”

“Perhaps we are seeking the same thing. But can it be right to satisfy our self-nature at the expense of other
people?”

“No, it’s not right. It is wrong, and base. But in that other world these words have no meaning.”

There was a silence.

“It’s useless to discuss such topics,” said Maskull. “The choice is now out of our hands, and we must go where we
are taken. What I would rather speak about is what awaits us on the island.”

“I am ignorant—except that we shall find Earthrid there.”

“Who is Earthrid, and why is it called Swaylone’s Island?”

“They say Earthrid came from Threal, but I know nothing else about him. As for Swaylone, if you like I will tell you
his legend.”

“If you please,” said Maskull.

“In a far-back age,” began Gleameil, “when the seas were hot, and clouds hung heavily over the earth, and life was
rich with transformations, Swaylone came to this island, on which men had never before set foot, and began to
play his music—the first music in Tormance. Nightly, when the moon shone, people used to gather on this shore
behind us, and listen to the faint, sweet strains floating from over the sea. One night, Shaping (whom you call
Crystalman) was passing this way in company with Krag. They listened a while to the music, and Shaping said
‘Have you heard more beautiful sounds? This is my world and my music.’ Krag stamped with his foot, and laughed.
‘You must do better than that, if I am to admire it. Let us pass over, and see this bungler at work.’ Shaping
consented, and they passed over to the island. Swaylone was not able to see their presence. Shaping stood behind
him, and breathed thoughts into his soul, so that his music became ten times lovelier, and people listening on that
shore went mad with sick delight. ‘Can any strains be nobler?’ demanded Shaping. Krag grinned and said, ‘You
are naturally effeminate. Now let me try.’ Then he stood behind Swaylone, and shot ugly discords fast into his
head. His instrument was so cracked, that never since has it played right. From that time forth Swaylone could
utter only distorted music; yet it called to folk more than the other sort. Many men crossed over to the island
during his lifetime, to listen to the amazing tones, but none could endure them; all died. After Swaylone’s death,
another musician took up the tale; and so the light has passed down from torch to torch, till now Earthrid bears
it.”

“An interesting legend,” commented Maskull. “But who is Krag?”

“They say that when the world was born, Krag was born with it—a spirit compounded of those vestiges of Muspel
which Shaping did not know how to transform. Thereafter nothing has gone right with the world, for he dogs
Shaping’s footsteps everywhere, and whatever the latter does, he undoes. To love he joins death; to sex, shame; to
intellect, madness; to virtue, cruelty; and to fair exteriors, bloody entrails. These are Krag’s actions, so the lovers
of the world call him ‘devil.’ They don’t understand, Maskull, that without him the world would lose its beauty.”

“Krag and beauty!” exclaimed he, with a cynical smile.

“Even so. That same beauty which you and I are now voyaging to discover. That beauty for whose sake I am
renouncing husband, children, and happiness…. Did you imagine beauty to be pleasant?”

“Surely.”

“That pleasant beauty is an insipid compound of Shaping. To see beauty in its terrible purity, you must tear away
the pleasure from it.”

“Do you say I am going to seek beauty, Gleameil? Such an idea is far from my mind.”

She did not respond to his remark. After waiting for a few minutes, to hear if she would speak again, he turned his
back on her once more. There was no more talk until they reached the island.

The air had grown chill and damp by the time they approached its shores. Branchspell was on the point of
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touching the sea. The Island appeared to be some three or four miles in length. There were first of all broad sands,
then low, dark cliffs, and behind these a wilderness of insignificant, swelling hills, entirely devoid of vegetation.
The current bore them to within a hundred yards of the coast, when it made a sharp angle, and proceeded to skirt
the length of the land.

Gleameil  jumped  overboard,  and  began  swimming  to  shore.  Maskull  followed  her  example,  and  the  raft,
abandoned, was rapidly borne away by the current. They soon touched ground, and were able to wade the rest of
the way. By the time they reached dry land, the sun had set.

Gleameil made straight for the hills; and Maskull, after casting a single glance at the low, dim outline of the
Wombflash Forest, followed her. The cliffs were soon scrambled up. Then the ascent was gentle and easy, while
the rich, dry, brown mould was good to walk upon.

A little way off, on their left, something white was shining.

“You need not go to it,” said the woman. “It can be nothing else than one of those skeletons Polecrab talked about.
And look—there is another one over there!”

“This brings it home!” remarked Maskull, smiling.

“There is nothing comical in having died for beauty,” said Gleameil, bending her brows at him.

And when in the course of their walk he saw the innumerable human bones, from gleaming white to dirty yellow,
lying scattered about, as if it were a naked graveyard among the hills, he agreed with her, and fell into a sombre
mood.

It was still light when they reached the highest point, and could set eyes on the other side. The sea to the north of
the island was in no way different from that which they had crossed, but its lively colors were fast becoming
invisible.

“That is Matterplay,” said the woman, pointing her finger toward some low land on the horizon, which seemed to
be even farther off than Wombflash.

“I wonder how Digrung passed over,” meditated Maskull.

Not far away, in a hollow enclosed by a circle of little hills, they saw a small, circular lake, not more than half a
mile in diameter. The sunset colors of the sky were reflected in its waters.

“That must be Irontick,” remarked Gleameil.

“What is that?”

“I have heard that it’s the instrument Earthrid plays on.”

“We are getting close,” responded he. “Let us go and investigate.”

When they drew nearer, they observed that a man was reclining on the farther side, in an attitude of sleep.

“If that’s not the man himself, who can it be?” said Maskull. “Let’s get across the water, if it will bear us; it will
save time.”

He now assumed the lead, and took running strides down the slope which bounded the lake on that side. Gleameil
followed him with greater dignity, keeping her eyes fixed on the recumbent man as if fascinated. When Maskull
reached the water’s edge, he tried it with one foot, to discover if it would carry his weight. Something unusual in
its appearance led him to have doubts. It was a tranquil,  dark, and beautifully reflecting sheet of water; it
resembled a mirror of liquid metal. Finding that it would bear him, and that nothing happened, he placed his
second foot on its surface. Instantly he sustained a violent shock throughout his body, as from a powerful electric
current; and he was hurled in a tumbled heap back on to the bank.

He picked himself up, brushed the dirt off his person, and started walking around the lake. Gleameil joined him,
and they completed the half circuit together. They came to the man, and Maskull prodded him with his foot. He
woke up, and blinked at them.

His face was pale, weak, and vacant-looking, and had a disagreeable expression. There were thin sprouts of black
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hair on his chin and head. On his forehead, in place of a third eye, he possessed a perfectly circular organ, with
elaborate convolutions, like an ear. He had an unpleasant smell. He appeared to be of young middle age.

“Wake up, man,” said Maskull sharply, “and tell us if you are Earthrid.”

“What time is it?” counterquestioned the man. “Does it want long to moonrise?”

Without appearing to care about an answer, he sat up, and turning away from them, began to scoop up the loose
soil with his hand, and to eat it halfheartedly.

“Now, how can you eat that filth?” demanded Maskull, in disgust.

“Don’t be angry, Maskull,” said Gleameil, laying hold of his arm, and flushing a little. “It is Earthrid—the man who
is to help us.”

“He has not said so.”

“I am Earthrid,” said the other, in his weak and muffled voice, which, however, suddenly struck Maskull as being
autocratic. “What do you want here? Or rather, you had better get away as quickly as you can, for it will be too
late when Teargeld rises.”

“You need not explain,” exclaimed Maskull. “We know your reputation, and we have come to hear your music. But
what’s that organ for on your forehead?”

Earthrid glared, and smiled, and glared again.

“That is for rhythm, which is what changes noise into music. Don’t stand and argue, but go away. It is no pleasure
to me to people the island with corpses. They corrupt the air, and do nothing else.”

Darkness now crept swiftly on over the landscape.

“You are rather bigmouthed,” said Maskull coolly. “But after we have heard you play, perhaps I shall adventure a
tune myself.”

“You? Are you a musician, then? Do you even know what music is?”

A flame danced in Gleameil’s eyes.

“Maskull thinks music reposes in the instrument,” she said in her intense way. “But it is in the soul of the Master.”

“Yes,” said Earthrid, “but that is not all. I will tell you what it is. In Threal, where I was born and brought up, we
learn the mystery of the Three in nature. This world, which lies extended before us, has three directions. Length is
the line which shuts off what is, from what is not. Breadth is the surface which shows us in what manner one thing
of what-is, lives with another thing. Depth is the path which leads from what-is, to our own body. In music it is not
otherwise. Tone is existence, without which nothing at all can be. Symmetry and Numbers are the manner in
which tones exist, one with another. Emotion is the movement of our soul toward the wonderful world that is
being created. Now, men when they make music are accustomed to build beautiful tones, because of the delight
they cause. Therefore their music world is based on pleasure; its symmetry is regular and charming, its emotion is
sweet and lovely…. But my music is founded on painful tones; and thus its symmetry is wild, and difficult to
discover; its emotion is bitter and terrible.”

“If I had not anticipated its being original, I would not have come here,” said Maskull. “Still, explain—why can’t
harsh tones have simple symmetry of form? And why must they necessarily cause more profound emotions in us
who listen?”

“Pleasures may harmonise. Pains must clash; and in the order of their clashing lies the symmetry. The emotions
follow the music, which is rough and earnest.”

“You may call it music,” remarked Maskull thoughtfully, “but to me it bears a closer resemblance to actual life.”

“If Shaping’s plans had gone straight, life would have been like that other sort of music. He who seeks can find
traces of that intention in the world of nature. But as it has turned out, real life resembles my music and mine is
the true music.”
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“Shall we see living shapes?”

“I don’t know what my mood will be,” returned Earthrid. “But when I have finished, you shall adventure your tune,
and produce whatever shapes you please—unless, indeed, the tune is out of your own big body.”

“The shocks you are preparing may kill us,” said Gleameil, in a low, taut voice, “but we shall die, seeing beauty.”

Earthrid looked at her with a dignified expression.

“Neither you, nor any other person, can endure the thoughts which I put into my music. Still, you must have it
your own way. It needed a woman to call it ‘beauty.’ But if this is beauty, what is ugliness?”

“That I can tell you, Master,” replied Gleameil, smiling at him. “Ugliness is old, stale life, while yours every night
issues fresh from the womb of nature.”

Earthrid stared at her, without response. “Teargeld is rising,” he said at last. “And now you shall see—though not
for long.”

As the words left his mouth, the full moon peeped over the hills in the dark eastern sky. They watched it in silence,
and soon it was wholly up. It was larger than the moon of Earth, and seemed nearer. Its shadowy parts stood out
in just as strong relief, but somehow it did not give Maskull the impression of being a dead world. Branchspell
shone on the whole of it, but Alppain only on a part. The broad crescent that reflected Branchspell’s rays alone
was white and brilliant; but the part that was illuminated by both suns shone with a greenish radiance that had
almost solar power, and yet was cold and cheerless. On gazing at that combined light, he felt the same sense of
disintegration that the afterglow of Alppain had always caused in him; but now the feeling was not physical, but
merely aesthetic. The moon did not appear romantic to him, but disturbing and mystical.

Earthrid rose, and stood quietly for a minute. In the bright moonlight, his face seemed to have undergone a
change. It lost its loose, weak, disagreeable look, and acquired a sort of crafty grandeur. He clapped his hands
together meditatively two or three times, and walked up and down. The others stood together, watching him.

Then he sat down by the side of the lake, and, leaning on his side, placed his right hand, open palm downward, on
the ground, at the same time stretching out his right leg, so that the foot was in contact with the water.

While Maskull was in the act of staring at him and at the lake, he felt a stabbing sensation right through his heart,
as though he had been pierced by a rapier. He barely recovered himself from falling, and as he did so he saw that
a spout had formed on the water, and was now subsiding again. The next moment he was knocked down by a
violent blow in the mouth, delivered by an invisible hand. He picked himself up; and observed that a second spout
had formed. No sooner was he on his legs, than a hideous pain hammered away inside his brain, as if caused by a
malignant tumour. In his agony, he stumbled and fell again; this time on the arm Krag had wounded. All his other
mishaps were forgotten in this one, which half stunned him. It lasted only a moment, and then sudden relief came,
and he found that Earthrid’s rough music had lost its power over him.

He saw him still stretched in the same position. Spouts were coming thick and fast on the lake, which was full of
lively motion. But Gleameil was not on her legs. She was lying on the ground, in a heap, without moving. Her
attitude was ugly, and he guessed she was dead. When he reached her, he discovered that she was dead. In what
state of mind she had died, he did not know, for her face wore the vulgar Crystalman grin. The whole tragedy had
not lasted five minutes.

He went over to Earthrid and dragged him forcibly away from his playing.

“You have been as good as your word, musician,” he said. “Gleameil is dead.”

Earthrid tried to collect his scattered senses.

“I warned her,” he replied, sitting up. “Did I not beg her to go away? But she died very easily. She did not wait for
the beauty she spoke about. She heard nothing of the passion, nor even of the rhythm. Neither have you.”

Maskull looked down at him in indignation, but said nothing.

“You should not have interrupted me,” went on Earthrid. “When I am playing, nothing else is of importance. I
might have lost the thread of my ideas. Fortunately, I never forget. I shall start over again.”

“If music is to continue, in the presence of the dead, I play next.”
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The man glanced up quickly.

“That can’t be.”

“It must be,” said Maskull decisively. “I prefer playing to listening. Another reason is that you will have every
night, but I have only tonight.”

Earthrid clenched and unclenched his fist, and began to turn pale. “With your recklessness, you are likely to kill us
both. Irontick belongs to me, and until you have learned how to play, you would only break the instrument.”

“Well, then, I will break it; but I am going to try.”

The musician jumped to his feet and confronted him. “Do you intend to take it from me by violence?”

“Keep calm! You will have the same choice that you offered us. I shall give you time to go away somewhere.”

“How will that serve me, if you spoil my lake? You don’t understand what you are doing.”

“Go, or stay!” responded Maskull. “I give you till the water gets smooth again. After that, I begin playing.”

Earthrid kept swallowing. He glanced at the lake and back to Maskull.

“Do you swear it?”

“How long that will take, you know better than I; but till then you are safe.”

Earthrid cast him a look of malice, hesitated for an instant, and then moved away, and started to climb the nearest
hill. Halfway up he glanced over his shoulder apprehensively, as if to see what was happening. In another minute
or so, he had disappeared over the crest, travelling in the direction of the shore that faced Matterplay.

Later, when the water was once more tranquil, Maskull sat down by its edge, in imitation of Earthrid’s attitude.
He knew neither how to set about producing his music, nor what would come of it. But audacious projects entered
his brain and he willed to create physical shapes—and, above all, one shape, that of Surtur.

Before putting his foot to the water, he turned things over a little in his mind.

He said, “What themes are in common music, shapes are in this music. The composer does not find his theme by
picking out single notes; but the whole theme flashes into his mind by inspiration. So it must be with shapes.
When I start playing, if I am worth anything, the undivided ideas will pass from my unconscious mind to this lake,
and then, reflected back in the dimensions of reality, I shall be for the first time made acquainted with them. So it
must be.”

The instant his foot touched the water, he felt his thoughts flowing from him. He did not know what they were, but
the mere act of flowing created a sensation of joyful mastery. With this was curiosity to learn what they would
prove to be. Spouts formed on the lake in increasing numbers, but he experienced no pain. His thoughts, which he
knew to be music, did not issue from him in a steady, unbroken stream, but in great, rough gushes, succeeding
intervals of quiescence. When these gushes came, the whole lake broke out in an eruption of spouts.

He realised that the ideas passing from him did not arise in his intellect, but had their source in the fathomless
depths of his will. He could not decide what character they should have, but he was able to force them out, or
retard them, by the exercise of his volition.

At first nothing changed around him. Then the moon grew dimmer, and a strange, new radiance began to
illuminate the landscape. It increased so imperceptibly that it was some time before he recognised it as the
Muspel-light which he had seen in the Wombflash Forest. He could not give it a colour, or a name, but it filled him
with a sort of stern and sacred awe. He called up the resources of his powerful will. The spouts thickened like a
forest, and many of them were twenty feet high. Teargeld looked faint and pale; the radiance became intense; but
it cast no shadows. The wind got up, but where Maskull was sitting, it was calm. Shortly afterward it began to
shriek and whistle, like a full gale. He saw no shapes, and redoubled his efforts.

His ideas were now rushing out onto the lake so furiously that his whole soul was possessed by exhilaration and
defiance. But still he did not know their nature. A huge spout shot up and at the same moment the hills began to
crack and break. Great masses of loose soil were erupted from their bowels, and in the next period of quietness,
he saw that the landscape had altered. Still the mysterious light intensified. The moon disappeared entirely. The
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noise of the unseen tempest was terrifying, but Maskull played heroically on, trying to urge out ideas which would
take shape. The hillsides were cleft with chasms. The water escaping from the tops of the spouts, swamped the
land; but where he was, it was dry.

The radiance grew terrible. It was everywhere, but Maskull fancied that it was far brighter in one particular
quarter. He thought that it was becoming localised, preparatory to contracting into a solid form. He strained and
strained….

Immediately afterward the bottom of the lake subsided. Its waters fell through, and his instrument was broken.

The Muspel-light vanished. The moon shone out again, but Maskull could not see it. After that unearthly shining,
he seemed to himself to be in total blackness. The screaming wind ceased; there was a dead silence. His thoughts
finished flowing toward the lake, and his foot no longer touched water, but hung in space.

He was too stunned by the suddenness of the change to either think or feel. While he was still lying dazed, a vast
explosion occurred in the newly opened depths beneath the lakebed. The water in its descent had met fire.
Maskull was lifted bodily in the air, many yards high, and came down heavily. He lost consciousness….

When he came to his senses again, he saw everything. Teargeld was gleaming brilliantly. He was lying by the side
of the old lake, but it was now a crater, to the bottom of which his eyes could not penetrate. The hills encircling it
were torn, as if by heavy gunfire. A few thunderclouds were floating in the air at no great height, from which
branched lightning descended to the earth incessantly, accompanied by alarming and singular crashes.

He got on his legs, and tested his actions. Finding that he was uninjured, he first of all viewed the crater at closer
quarters, and then started to walk painfully toward the northern shore.

When he had attained the crest above the lake, the landscape sloped gently down for two miles to the sea.
Everywhere he passed through traces of his rough work. The country was carved into scarps, grooves, channels,
and craters. He arrived at the line of low cliffs overlooking the beach, and found that these also were partly
broken down by landslips. He got down onto the sand and stood looking over the moonlit, agitated sea, wondering
how he could contrive to escape from this island of failure.

Then he saw Earthrid’s body, lying quite close to him. It was on its back. Both legs had been violently torn off and
he could not see them anywhere. Earthrid’s teeth were buried in the flesh of his right forearm, indicating that the
man had died in unreasoning physical agony. The skin gleamed green in the moonlight, but it was stained by
darker discolourations, which were wounds. The sand about him was dyed by the pool of blood which had long
since filtered through.

Maskull left the corpse in dismay, and walked a long way along the sweet-smelling shore. Sitting down on a rock,
he waited for daybreak.

Chapter 16. LEEHALLFAE
At midnight, when Teargeld was in the south, throwing his shadow straight toward the sea and making everything
nearly as bright as day, he saw a great tree floating in the water, not far out. It was thirty feet out of the water,
upright, and alive, and its roots must have been enormously deep and wide. It was drifting along the coast,
through the heavy seas. Maskull eyed it incuriously for a few minutes. Then it dawned on him that it might be a
good thing to investigate its nature. Without stopping to weigh the danger, he immediately swam out, caught hold
of the lowest branch, and swung himself up.

He looked aloft and saw that the main stem was thick to the very top, terminating in a knob that somewhat
resembled a human head. He made his way toward this knob, through the multitude of boughs, which were
covered with tough, slippery, marine leaves, like seaweed. Arriving at the crown, he found that it actually was a
sort of head, for there were membranes like rudimentary eyes all the way around it, denoting some form of low
intelligence.

At that moment the tree touched bottom, though some way from the shore, and began to bump heavily. To steady
himself, Maskull put his hand out, and, in doing so, accidentally covered some of the membranes. The tree
sheered off the land, as if by an act of will. When it was steady again, Maskull removed his hand; they at once
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drifted back to shore. He thought a bit, and then started experimenting with the eyelike membranes. It was as he
had guessed—these eyes were stimulated by the light of the moon, and whichever way the light came from, the
tree would travel.

A rather defiant smile crossed Maskull’s face as it struck him that it might be possible to navigate this huge plant-
animal as far as Matterplay. He lost no time in putting the conception into execution. Tearing off some of the long,
tough leaves, he bound up all the membranes except the ones that faced the north. The tree instantly left the
island, and definitely put out to sea. It travelled due north. It was not moving at more than a mile an hour,
however, while Matterplay was possibly forty miles distant.

The great spout waves fell against the trunk with mighty thuds; the breaking seas hissed through the lower
branches—Maskull rested high and dry, but was more than a little apprehensive about their slow rate of progress.
Presently he sighted a current racing along toward the north-west, and that put another idea into his head. He
began to juggle with the membranes again, and before long had succeeded in piloting his tree into the fast-
running stream. As soon as they were fairly in its rapids, he blinded the crown entirely, and thenceforward the
current acted in the double capacity of road and steed.

Maskull made himself secure among the branches and slept for the remainder of the night.

When his eyes opened again, the island was out of sight. Teargeld was setting in the western sea. The sky in the
east was bright with the colours of the approaching day. The air was cool and fresh; the light over the sea was
beautiful, gleaming, and mysterious. Land—probably Matterplay—lay ahead, a long, dark line of low cliffs, perhaps
a mile away. The current no longer ran toward the shore, but began to skirt the coast without drawing any closer
to it. As soon as Maskull realised the fact, he manoeuvred the tree out of its channel and started drifting it
inshore. The eastern sky blazed up suddenly with violent dyes, and the outer rim of Branchspell lifted itself above
the sea. The moon had already sunk.

The shore loomed nearer and nearer. In physical character it was like Swaylone’s Island—the same wide sands,
small cliffs, and rounded, insignificant hills inland, without vegetation. In the early-morning sunlight, however, it
looked romantic. Maskull, hollow-eyed and morose, cared nothing for all that, but the moment the tree grounded,
clambered swiftly down through the branches and dropped into the sea. By the time he had swam ashore, the
white, stupendous sun was high above the horizon.

He walked along the sands toward the east for a considerable distance, without having any special intention in his
mind. He thought he would go on until he came to some creek or valley, and then turn up it. The sun’s rays were
cheering, and began to relieve him of his oppressive night weight. After strolling along the beach for about a mile,
he was stopped by a broad stream that flowed into the sea out of a kind of natural gateway in the line of cliffs. Its
water was of a beautiful, limpid green, all filled with bubbles. So ice-cold, aerated, and enticing did it look that he
flung himself face downward on the ground and took a prolonged draught. When he got up again his eyes started
to play pranks—they became alternately blurred and clear…. It may have been pure imagination, but he fancied
that Digrung was moving inside him.

He followed the bank of the stream through the gap in the cliffs,  and then for the first time saw the real
Matterplay. A valley appeared, like a jewel enveloped by naked rock. All the hill country was bare and lifeless, but
this valley lying in the heart of it was extremely fertile; he had never seen such fertility. It wound up among the
hills, and all that he was looking at was its broad lower end. The floor of the valley was about half a mile wide; the
stream that ran down its middle was nearly a hundred feet across, but was exceedingly shallow—in most places
not more than a few inches deep. The sides of the valley were about seventy feet high, but very sloping; they were
clothed from top to bottom with little, bright-leaved trees—not of varied tints of one colour, like Earth trees, but of
widely diverse colours, most of which were brilliant and positive.

The floor itself was like a magician’s garden. Densely interwoven trees, shrubs, and parasitical climbers fought
everywhere for possession of it. The forms were strange and grotesque, and each one seemed different; the
colours of leaf, flower, sexual organs, and stem were equally peculiar—all the different combinations of the five
primary colours of Tormance seemed to be represented, and the result, for Maskull was a sort of eye chaos. So
rank was the vegetation that he could not fight his way through it; he was obliged to take to the riverbed. The
contact of the water created an odd tingling sensation throughout his body, like a mild electric shock. There were
no birds, but a few extraordinary-looking winged reptiles of small size kept crossing the valley from hill to hill.
Swarms of flying insects clustered around him, threatening mischief, but in the end it turned out that his blood
was disagreeable to them, for he was not bitten once. Repulsive crawling creatures resembling centipedes,
scorpions, snakes, and so forth were in myriads on the banks of the stream, but they also made no attempt to use
their weapons on his bare legs and feet, as he passed through them into the water…. Presently however, he was
confronted in midstream by a hideous monster, of the size of a pony, but resembling in shape—if it resembled
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anything—a sea crustacean; and then he came to a halt. They stared at one another, the beast with wicked eyes,
Maskull with cool and wary ones. While he was staring, a singular thing happened to him.

His eyes blurred again. But when in a minute or two this blurring passed away and he saw clearly once more, his
vision had changed in character. He was looking right through the animal’s body and could distinguish all its
interior parts. The outer crust, however, and all the hard tissues were misty and semi-transparent; through them a
luminous network of blood-red veins and arteries stood out in startling distinctness. The hard parts faded away to
nothingness, and the blood system alone was left. Not even the fleshy ducts remained. The naked blood alone was
visible, flowing this way and that like a fiery, liquid skeleton, in the shape of the monster. Then this blood began to
change too. Instead of a continuous liquid stream, Maskull perceived that it was composed of a million individual
points. The red colour had been an illusion caused by the rapid motion of the points; he now saw clearly that they
resembled minute suns in their scintillating brightness. They seemed like a double drift  of stars,  streaming
through space. One drift was travelling toward a fixed point in the centre, while the other was moving away from
it. He recognised the former as the veins of the beast, the latter as the arteries, and the fixed point as the heart.

While he was still looking, lost in amazement, the starry network went out suddenly like an extinguished flame.
Where the crustacean had stood, there was nothing. Yet through this “nothing” he could not see the landscape.
Something  was  standing  there  that  intercepted  the  light,  though  it  possessed  neither  shape,  colour,  nor
substance. And now the object, which could no longer be perceived by vision, began to be felt by emotion. A
delightful,  springlike  sense  of  rising  sap,  of  quickening  pulses  of  love,  adventure,  mystery,  beauty,
femininity—took possession of his being, and, strangely enough, he identified it with the monster. Why that
invisible brute should cause him to feel young, sexual, and audacious, he did not ask himself, for he was fully
occupied with the effect. But it was as if flesh, bones, and blood had been discarded, and he were face to face with
naked Life itself, which slowly passed into his own body.

The sensations died away. There was a brief interval, and then the streaming, starlike skeleton rose up again out
of space. It changed to the red-blood system. The hard parts of the body reappeared, with more and more
distinctness, and at the same time the network of blood grew fainter. Presently the interior parts were entirely
concealed by the crust—the creature stood opposite Maskull in its old formidable ugliness, hard, painted, and
concrete.

Disliking something about him, the crustacean turned aside and stumbled awkwardly away on its six legs, with
laborious and repulsive movements, toward the other bank of the stream.

Maskull’s apathy left him after this adventure. He became uneasy and thoughtful. He imagined that he was
beginning to see things through Digrung’s eyes, and that there were strange troubles immediately ahead. The
next time his eyes started to blur, he fought it down with his will, and nothing happened.

The valley ascended with many windings toward the hills. It narrowed considerably, and the wooded slopes on
either side grew steeper and higher. The stream shrunk to about twenty feet across, but it was deeper—it was
alive with motion, music, and bubbles. The electric sensations caused by its water became more pronounced,
almost disagreeably so; but there was nowhere else to walk. With its deafening confusion of sounds from the
multitude of living creatures, the little valley resembled a vast conversation hall of Nature. The life was still more
prolific than before; every square foot of space was a tangle of struggling wills, both animal and vegetable. For a
naturalist it would have been paradise, for no two shapes were alike, and all were fantastic, with individual
character.

It looked as if life forms were being coined so fast by Nature that there was not physical room for all. Nevertheless
it was not as on Earth, where a hundred seeds are scattered in order that one may be sown. Here the young forms
seemed to survive, while, to find accommodation for them, the old ones perished; everywhere he looked they were
withering and dying, without any ostensible cause—they were simply being killed by new life.

Other creatures sported so wildly, in front of his very eyes, that they became of different “kingdoms” altogether.
For example, a fruit was lying on the ground, of the size and shape of a lemon, but with a tougher skin. He picked
it up, intending to eat the contained pulp; but inside it was a fully formed young tree, just on the point of bursting
its shell. Maskull threw it away upstream. It floated back toward him; by the time he was even with it, its
downward motion had stopped and it was swimming against the current. He fished it out and discovered that it
had sprouted six rudimentary legs.

Maskull sang no paeans of praise in honour of the gloriously overcrowded valley. On the contrary, he felt deeply
cynical and depressed. He thought that the unseen power—whether it was called Nature, Life, Will, or God—that
was so frantic to rush forward and occupy this small, vulgar, contemptible world, could not possess very high aims
and was not worth much. How this sordid struggle for an hour or two of physical existence could ever be regarded



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

230

as a deeply earnest and important business was beyond his comprehension The atmosphere choked him, he
longed for air and space. Thrusting his way through to the side of the ravine, he began to climb the overhanging
cliff, swinging his way up from tree to tree.

When he arrived at the top, Branchspell beat down on him with such brutal, white intensity that he saw that there
was no staying there. He looked around, to ascertain what part of the country he had come to. He had travelled
about ten miles from the sea, as the crow flies. The bare, undulating wolds sloped straight down toward it; the
water glittered in the distance; and on the horizon he was just able to make out Swaylone’s Island. Looking north,
the land continued sloping upward as far as he could see. Over the crest—that is to say, some miles away—a line
of black, fantastic-shaped rocks of quite another character showed themselves; this was probably Threal. Behind
these again, against the sky, perhaps fifty or even a hundred miles off, were the peaks of Lichstorm, most of them
covered with greenish snow that glittered in the sunlight.

They were stupendously high and of weird contours. Most of them were conical to the top, but from the top, great
masses of mountain balanced themselves at what looked like impossible angles—overhanging without apparent
support. A land like that promised something new, he thought: extraordinary inhabitants. The idea took shape in
his mind to go there, and to travel as swiftly as possible, it might even be feasible to get there before sunset. It
was less the mountains themselves that attracted him than the country which lay beyond—the prospect of setting
eyes on the blue sun, which he judged to be the wonder of wonders in Tormance.

The direct route was over the hills, but that was out of the question, because of the killing heat and the absence of
shade. He guessed, however, that the valley would not take him far out of his way, and decided to keep to that for
the time being, much as he hated and feared it. Into the hotbed of life, therefore, he once more swung himself.

Once down, he continued to follow the windings of the valley for several miles through sunlight and shadow. The
path became increasingly difficult. The cliffs closed in on either side until they were less than a hundred yards
apart, while the bed of the ravine was blocked by boulders, great and small, so that the little stream, which was
now diminished to the proportions of a brook, had to come down where and how it could. The forms of life grew
stranger. Pure plants and pure animals disappeared by degrees, and their place was filled by singular creatures
that seemed to partake of both characters. They had limbs, faces, will, and intelligence, but they remained for the
greater part of their time rooted in the ground by preference, and they fed only on soil and air. Maskull saw no
sexual organs and failed to understand how the young came into existence.

Then he witnessed an astonishing sight. A large and fully developed plant-animal appeared suddenly in front of
him, out of empty space. He could not believe his eyes, but stared at the creature for a long time in amazement. It
went on calmly moving and burrowing before him, as thought it had been there all its life. Giving up the puzzle,
Maskull resumed his striding from rock to rock up the gorge, and then, quietly and without warning, the same
phenomenon  occurred  again.  No  longer  could  he  doubt  that  he  was  seeing  miracles—that  Nature  was
precipitating its shapes into the world without making use of the medium of parentage…. No solution of the
problem presented itself.

The brook too had altered in character. A trembling radiance came up from its green water, like some imprisoned
force escaping into the air. He had not walked in it for some time; now he did so, to test its quality. He felt new life
entering his body, from his feet upward; it  resembled a slowly moving cordial,  rather than mere heat.  The
sensation was quite new in his experience, yet he knew by instinct what it was. The energy emitted by the brook
was ascending his body neither as friend nor foe but simply because it happened to be the direct road to its
objective elsewhere. But, although it had no hostile intentions, it was likely to prove a rough traveller—he was
clearly conscious that its passage through his body threatened to bring about some physical transformation,
unless he could do something to prevent it. Leaping quickly out of the water, he leaned against a rock, tightened
his muscles, and braced himself against the impending change. At that very moment the blurring again attacked
his sight, and, while he was guarding against that, his forehead sprouted out into a galaxy of new eyes. He put his
hand up and counted six, in addition to his old ones.

The danger was past and Maskull laughed, congratulating himself on having got off so easily. Then he wondered
what the new organs were for—whether they were a good or a bad thing. He had not taken a dozen steps up the
ravine before he found out. Just as he was in the act of jumping down from the top of a boulder, his vision altered
and he came to an automatic standstill. He was perceiving two worlds simultaneously. With his own eyes he saw
the gorge as before, with its rocks, brook, plant-animals, sunshine, and shadows. But with his acquired eyes he
saw differently. All the details of the valley were visible, but the light seemed turned down, and everything
appeared faint, hard, and uncoloured. The sun was obscured by masses of cloud which filled the whole sky. This
vapour was in violent and almost living motion. It was thick in extension, but thin in texture; some parts, however,
were far denser than others, as the particles were crushed together or swept apart by the motion. The green
sparks from the brook, when closely watched, could be distinguished individually, each one wavering up toward
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the clouds, but the moment they got within them a fearful struggle seemed to begin. The spark endeavoured to
escape through to the upper air, while the clouds concentrated around it whichever way it darted, trying to create
so dense a prison that further movement would be impossible. As far as Maskull could detect, most of the sparks
succeeded eventually in finding their way out after frantic efforts; but one that he was looking at was caught, and
what happened was this. A complete ring of cloud surrounded it, and, in spite of its furious leaps and flashes in all
directions—as if it were a live, savage creature caught in a net—nowhere could it find an opening, but it dragged
the enveloping cloud stuff with it,  wherever it went. The vapours continued to thicken around it,  until  they
resembled the black, heavy, compressed sky masses seen before a bad thunderstorm. Then the green spark, which
was still visible in the interior, ceased its efforts, and remained for a time quite quiescent. The cloud shape went
on consolidating itself, and became nearly spherical; as it grew heavier and stiller, it started slowly to descend
toward the valley floor. When it was directly opposite Maskull, with its lower end only a few feet off the ground, its
motion stopped altogether and there was a complete pause for at least two minutes. Suddenly, like a stab of
forked lightning, the great cloud shot together, became small, indented, and coloured, and as a plant-animal
started walking around on legs and rooting up the ground in search of  food.  The concluding stage of  the
phenomenon he witnessed with his normal eyesight. It showed him the creature’s appearing miraculously out of
nowhere.

Maskull was shaken. His cynicism dropped from him and gave place to curiosity and awe. “That was exactly like
the birth of a thought,” he said to himself, “but who was the thinker? Some great Living Mind is at work in this
spot. He has intelligence, for all his shapes are different, and he has character, for all belong to the same general
type…. If I’m not wrong, and if it’s the force called Shaping or Crystalman, I’ve seen enough to make me want to
find out something more about him…. It would be ridiculous to go on to other riddles before I have solved these.”

A voice called out to him from behind, and, turning around, he saw a human figure hastening toward him from
some distance down the ravine. It looked more like a man than a woman. He was rather tall, but nimble, and was
clothed in a dark, frocklike garment that reached from the neck to below the knees. Around his head was rolled a
turban. Maskull waited for him, and when he was nearer went a little way to meet him.

Then he experienced another surprise, for this person, although clearly a human being, was neither man nor
woman, nor anything between the two, but was unmistakably of a third positive sex, which was remarkable to
behold and difficult to understand. In order to translate into words the sexual impression produced in Maskull’s
mind by the stranger’s physical aspect, it is necessary to coin a new pronoun, for none in earthly use would be
applicable. Instead of “he,” “she,” or “it,” therefore “ae” will be used.

He found himself incapable of grasping at first why the bodily peculiarities of this being should strike him as
springing from sex, and not from race, and yet there was no doubt about the fact itself. Body, face, and eyes were
absolutely neither male nor female, but something quite different. Just as one can distinguish a man from a
woman at the first glance by some indefinable difference of expression and atmospheres altogether apart from the
contour of the figure, so the stranger was separated in appearance from both. As with men and women, the whole
person expressed a latent sensuality, which gave body and face alike their peculiar character…. Maskull decided
that it was love—but what love—love for whom? It was neither the shame-carrying passion of a male, nor the deep-
rooted instinct of a female to obey her destiny. It was as real and irresistible as these, but quite different.

As he continued staring into those strange, archaic eyes, he had an intuitive feeling that aer lover was no other
than Shaping himself. It came to him that the design of this love was not the continuance of the race but the
immortality on earth of the individual. No children were produced by the act; the lover aerself was the eternal
child. Further, ae sought like a man, but received like a woman. All these things were dimly and confusedly
expressed by this extraordinary being, who seemed to have dropped out of another age, when creation was
different.

Of all the weird personalities Maskull had so far met in Tormance, this one struck him as infinitely the most
foreign—that is, the farthest removed from him in spiritual structure. If they were to live together for a hundred
years, they could never be companions.

Maskull pulled himself out of his trancelike meditations and, viewing the newcomer in greater detail, tried with
his understanding to account for the marvellous things told him by his intuitions. Ae possessed broad shoulders
and big bones, and was without female breasts, and so far ae resembled a man. But the bones were so flat and
angular that aer flesh presented something of the character of a crystal, having plane surfaces in place of curves.
The body looked as if it had not been ground down by the sea of ages into smooth and rounded regularity but had
sprung together in angles and facets as the result of a single, sudden idea. The face too was broken and irregular.
With his racial prejudices, Maskull found little beauty in it, yet beauty there was, though neither of a masculine
nor of a feminine type, for it had the three essentials of beauty: character, intelligence, and repose. The skin was
copper-coloured and strangely luminous, as if lighted from within. The face was beardless, but the hair of the head
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was as long as a woman’s, and, dressed in a single plait, fell down behind as far as the ankles. Ae possessed only
two eyes. That part of the turban which went across the forehead protruded so far in front that it evidently
concealed some organ.

Maskull found it impossible to compute aer age. The frame appeared active, vigorous, and healthy, the skin was
clear and glowing; the eyes were powerful and alert—ae might well be in early youth. Nevertheless, the longer
Maskull gazed, the more an impression of unbelievable ancientness came upon him—aer real youth seemed as far
away as the view observed through a reversed telescope.

At last he addressed the stranger, though it was just as if he were conversing with a dream. “To what sex do you
belong?” he asked.

The voice in which the reply came was neither manly nor womanly, but was oddly suggestive of a mystical forest
horn, heard from a great distance.

“Nowadays there are men and women, but in the olden times the world was peopled by ‘phaens.’ I think I am the
only survivor of all those beings who were then passing through Faceny’s mind.”

“Faceny?”

“Who is now miscalled Shaping or Crystalman. The superficial names invented by a race of superficial creatures.”

“What’s your own name?”

“Leehallfae.”

“What?”

“Leehallfae.  And yours  is  Maskull.  I  read  in  your  mind that  you  have  just  come through some wonderful
adventures. You seem to possess extraordinary luck. If it lasts long enough, perhaps I can make use of it.”

“Do you think that my luck exists for your benefit?… But never mind that now. It is your sex that interests me.
How do you satisfy your desires?”

Leehallfae pointed to the concealed organ on her brow. “With that I gather life from the streams that flow in all
the hundred Matterplay valleys. The streams spring direct from Faceny. My whole life has been spent trying to
find Faceny himself. I’ve hunted so long that if I were to state the number of years you would believe I lied.”

Maskull looked at the phaen slowly. “In Ifdawn I met someone else from Matterplay—a young man called Digrung.
I absorbed him.”

“You can’t be telling me this out of vanity.”

“It was a fearful crime. What will come of it?”

Leehallfae gave a curious, wrinkled smile. “In Matterplay he will stir inside you, for he smells the air. Already you
have his eyes…. I knew him…. Take care of yourself, or something more startling may happen. Keep out of the
water.”

“This seems to me a terrible valley, in which anything may happen.”

“Don’t torment yourself about Digrung. The valleys belong by right to the phaens—the men here are interlopers. It
is a good work to remove them.”

Maskull continued thoughtful. “I say no more, but I see I will have to be cautious. What did you mean about my
helping you with my luck?”

“Your luck is fast weakening, but it may still be strong enough to serve me. Together we will search for Threal.”

“Search for Threal—why, is it so hard to find?”

“I have told you that my whole life has been spent in the quest.”

“You said Faceny, Leehallfae.”
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The phaen gazed at him with queer, ancient eyes, and smiled again. “This stream, Maskull, like every other life
stream in Matterplay, has its source in Faceny. But as all these streams issue out from Threal, it is in Threal that
we must look for Faceny.”

“But what’s to prevent your finding Threal? Surely it’s a well-known country?”

“It lies underground. Its communications with the upper world are few, and where they are, no one that I have
ever spoken to knows. I have scoured the valleys and the hills. I have been to the very gates of Lichstorm. I am
old, so that your aged men would appear newborn infants beside me, but I am as far from Threal as when I was a
green youth, dwelling among a throng of fellow phaens.”

“Then, if my luck is good, yours is very bad…. But when you have found Faceny, what do you gain?”

Leehallfae looked at him in silence. The smile faded from aer face, and its place was taken by such a look of
unearthly pain and sorrow that Maskull had no need to press his question. Ae was consumed by the grief and
yearning of a lover eternally separated from the loved one, the scents and traces of whose person were always
present. This passion stamped aer features at that moment with a wild, stern, spiritual beauty, far transcending
any beauty of woman or man.

But the expression vanished suddenly, and then the abrupt contrast showed Maskull the real Leehallfae. Aer
sensuality was solitary, but vulgar—it was like the heroism of a lonely nature, pursuing animal aims with untiring
persistence.

He looked at the phaen askance, and drummed his fingers against his thigh. “Well, we will go together. We may
find something, and in any case I shan’t be sorry to converse with such a singular individual as yourself.”

“But I should warn you, Maskull. You and I are of different creations. A phaen’s body contains the whole of life, a
man’s body contains only the half of life—the other half is in woman. Faceny may be too strong a draught for your
body to endure…. Do you not feel this?”

“I am dull with my different feelings. I must take what precautions I can, and chance the rest.” He bent down, and,
taking hold of the phaen’s thin and ragged robe, tore off a broad strip, which he proceeded to swathe in folds
around his forehead. “I’m not forgetting your advice, Leehallfae. I would not like to start the walk as Maskull and
finish it as Digrung.”

The phaen gave a twisted grin, and they began to move upstream. The road was difficult. They had to stride from
boulder to boulder, and found it warm work. Occasionally a worse obstacle presented itself, which they could
surmount only by climbing. There was no more conversation for a long time. Maskull, as far as possible, adopted
his companion’s counsel to avoid the water, but here and there he was forced to set foot in it. The second or third
time he did so, he felt a sudden agony in his arm, where it had been wounded by Krag. His eyes grew joyful; his
fears vanished; and he began deliberately to tread the stream.

Leehallfae stroked aer chin and watched him with screwed-up eyes, trying to comprehend what had happened. “Is
your luck speaking to you, Maskull, or what is the matter?”

“Listen. You are a being of antique experience, and ought to know, if anyone does. What is Muspel?”

The phaen’s face was blank. “I don’t know the name.”

“It is another world of some sort.”

“That cannot be. There is only this one world—Faceny’s.”

Maskull came up to aer, linked arms, and began to talk. “I’m glad I fell in with you, Leehallfae, for this valley and
everything connected with it need a lot of explaining. For example, in this spot there are hardly any organic forms
left—why have they all disappeared? You call this brook a ‘life stream,’ yet the nearer its source we get, the less
life it produces. A mile or two lower down we had those spontaneous plant-animals appearing out of nowhere,
while right down by the sea, plants and animals were tumbling over one another. Now, if all this is connected in
some mysterious way or other with your Faceny, it seems to me he must have a most paradoxical nature. His
essence doesn’t start creating shapes until it has become thoroughly weakened and watered…. But perhaps both
of us are talking nonsense.”

Leehallfae shook aer head. “Everything hangs together. The stream is life, and it is throwing off sparks of life all
the time. When these sparks are caught and imprisoned by matter, they become living shapes. The nearer the
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stream is to its source, the more terrible and vigorous is its life. You’ll see for yourself when we reach the head of
the valley that there are no living shapes there at all. That means that there is no kind of matter tough enough to
capture and hold the terrible sparks that are to be found there. Lower down the stream, most of the sparks are
vigorous enough to escape to the upper air, but some are held when they are a little way up, and these burst
suddenly into shapes. I myself am of this nature. Lower down still, toward the sea, the stream has lost a great part
of its vital power and the sparks are lazy and sluggish. They spread out, rather than rise into the air. There is
hardly any kind of matter, however delicate, that is incapable of capturing these feeble sparks, and they are
captured in multitudes—that accounts for the innumerable living shapes you see there. But not only that—the
sparks are passed from one body to another by way of generation, and can never hope to cease being so until they
are worn out by decay. Lowest of all, you have the Sinking Sea itself. There the degenerate and enfeebled life of
the Matterplay streams has for its body the whole sea. So weak is it’s power that it can’t succeed in creating any
shapes at all but you can see its ceaseless, futile attempts to do so, in those spouts.”

“So the slow development of men and women is due to the feebleness of the life germ in their case?”

“Exactly. It can’t attain all its desires at once. And now you can see how immeasurably superior are the phaens,
who spring spontaneously from the more electric and vigorous sparks.”

“But where does the matter come from that imprisons these sparks?”

“When life dies, it becomes matter. Matter itself dies, but its place is constantly taken by new matter.”

“But if life comes from Faceny, how can it die at all?”

“Life is  the thoughts of  Faceny, and once these thoughts have left  his brain they are nothing—mere dying
embers.”

“This is a cheerless philosophy,” said Maskull. “But who is Faceny himself, then, and why does he think at all?”

Leehallfae gave another wrinkled smile. “That I’ll explain too. Faceny is of this nature. He faces Nothingness in all
directions. He has no back and no sides, but is all face; and this face is his shape. It must necessarily be so, for
nothing  else  can  exist  between  him and  Nothingness.  His  face  is  all  eyes,  for  he  eternally  contemplates
Nothingness. He draws his inspirations from it; in no other way could he feel himself. For the same reason, phaens
and even men love to be in empty places and vast solitudes, for each one is a little Faceny.”

“That rings true,” said Maskull.

“Thoughts flow perpetually from Faceny’s face backward. Since his face is on all sides, however, they flow into his
interior. A draught of thought thus continuously flows from Nothingness to the inside of Faceny, which is the
world. The thoughts become shapes, and people the world. This outer world, therefore, which is lying all around
us, is not outside at all, as it happens, but inside. The visible universe is like a gigantic stomach, and the real
outside of the world we shall never see.”

Maskull pondered deeply for a while.

“Leehallfae, I fail to see what you personally have to hope for, since you are nothing more than a discarded, dying
thought.”

“Have you never loved a woman?” asked the phaen, regarding him fixedly.

“Perhaps I have.”

“When you loved, did you have no high moments?”

“That’s asking the same question in other words.”

“In those moments you were approaching Faceny. If you could have drawn nearer still, would you not have done
so?”

“I would, regardless of the consequences.”

“Even if you personally had nothing to hope for?”

“But I would have that to hope for.”
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Leehallfae walked on in silence.

“A man is the half of Life,” ae broke out suddenly. “A woman is the other half of life, but a phaen is the whole of
life. Moreover, when life becomes split into halves, something else has dropped out of it—something that belongs
only to the whole. Between your love and mine there is no comparison. If even your sluggish blood is drawn to
Faceny, without stopping to ask what will come of it, how do you suppose it is with me?”

“I don’t question the genuineness of your passion,” replied Maskull, “but it’s a pity you can’t see your way to carry
it forward into the next world.”

Leehallfae gave a distorted grin, expressing heaven knows what emotion. “Men think what they like, but phaens
are so made that they can see the world only as it really is.”

That ended the conversation.

The sun was high in the sky, and they appeared to be approaching the head of the ravine. Its walls had still further
closed in and, except at those moments when Branchspell was directly behind them, they strode along all the time
in deep shade; but still it was disagreeably hot and relaxing. All life had ceased. A beautiful, fantastic spectacle
was presented by the cliff faces, the rocky ground, and the boulders that choked the entire width of the gorge.
They were of a snow-white crystalline limestone, heavily scored by veins of bright, gleaming blue. The rivulet was
no longer green, but a clear, transparent crystal. Its noise was musical, and altogether it looked most romantic
and charming, but Leehallfae seemed to find something else in it—aer features grew more and more set and
tortured.

About half an hour after all the other life forms had vanished, another plant-animal was precipitated out of space,
in front of their eyes. It was as tall as Maskull himself, and had a brilliant and vigorous appearance, as befitted a
creature just out of Nature’s mint. It started to walk about; but hardly had it done so when it burst silently
asunder. Nothing remained of it—the whole body disappeared instantaneously into the same invisible mist from
which it had sprung.

“That bears out what you said,” commented Maskull, turning rather pale.

“Yes,” answered Leehallfae, “we have now come to the region of terrible life.”

“Then, since you’re right in this, I must believe all that you’ve been telling me.”

As he uttered the words, they were just turning a bend of the ravine. There now loomed up straight ahead a
perpendicular cliff about three hundred feet in height, composed of white, marbled rock. It was the head of the
valley, and beyond it they could not proceed.

“In return for my wisdom,” said the phaen, “you will now lend me your luck.”

They walked up to the base of the cliff, and Maskull looked at it reflectively. It was possible to climb it, but the
ascent would be difficult. The now tiny brook issued from a hole in the rock only a few feet up. Apart from its
musical running, not a sound was to be heard. The floor of the gorge was in shadow, but about halfway up the
precipice the sun was shining.

“What do you want me to do?” demanded Maskull. “Everything is now in your hands, and I have no suggestions to
make. Now it’s your luck that must help us.”

Maskull continued gazing up a little while longer. “We had better wait till the afternoon, Leehallfae. I’ll probably
have to climb to the top, but it’s too hot at present—and besides, I’m tired. I’ll snatch a few hours’ sleep. After
that, we’ll see.”

Leehallfae seemed annoyed, but raised no opposition.
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Chapter 17. CORPANG
Maskull did not awaken till long after Blodsombre. Leehallfae was standing by his side, looking down at him. It
was doubtful whether ae had slept at all.

“What time is it?” Maskull asked, rubbing his eyes and sitting up.

“The day is passing,” was the vague reply.

Maskull got on to his feet, and gazed up at the cliff. “Now I’m going to climb that. No need for both of us to risk
our necks, so you wait here, and if I find anything on top I’ll call you.”

A phaen glanced at him strangely. “There’s nothing up there except a bare hillside. I’ve been there often. Have
you anything special in mind?”

“Heights often bring me inspiration. Sit down, and wait.”

Refreshed by his sleep, Maskull immediately attacked the face of the cliff, and took the first twenty feet at a single
rush. Then it grew precipitous, and the ascent demanded greater circumspection and intelligence. There were few
hand- or footholds: he had to reflect before every step. On the other hand, it was sound rock, and he was no novice
at the sport. Branchspell glared full on the wall, so that it half blinded him with its glittering whiteness.

After many doubts and pauses he drew near the top. He was hot, sweating copiously, and rather dizzy. To reach a
ledge he caught hold of two projecting rocks, one with each hand, at the same time scrambling upward, his legs
between the rocks. The left-hand rock, which was the larger of the two, became dislodged by his weight, and,
flying like a huge, dark shadow past his head, crashed down with a terrifying sound to the foot of the precipice,
followed by an avalanche of smaller stones. Maskull  steadied himself as well  as he could, but it  was some
moments before he dared to look down behind him.

At first he could not distinguish Leehallfae. Then he caught sight of legs and hindquarters a few feet up the cliff
from the bottom. He perceived that the phaen had aer head in a cavity and was scrutinising something, and
waited for aer to reappear.

Ae emerged, looked up to Maskull, and called out in aer hornlike voice, “The entrance is here!”

“I’m coming down!” roared Maskull. “Wait for me!”

He  descended  swiftly—without  taking  too  much  care,  for  he  thought  he  recognised  his  “luck”  in  this
discovery—and within twenty minutes was standing beside the phaen.

“What happened?”

“The rock you dislodged struck this other rock just above the spring. It tore it out of its bed. See—now there’s
room for us to get in!”

“Don’t get excited!” said Maskull. “It’s a remarkable accident, but we have plenty of time. Let me look.”

He peered into the hole, which was large enough to admit a big man without stooping. Contrasted with the
daylight outside it was dark, yet a peculiar glow pervaded the place, and he could see well enough. A rock tunnel
went straight forward into the bowels of the hill, out of sight. The valley brook did not flow along the floor of this
tunnel, as he had expected, but came up as a spring just inside the entrance.

“Well Leehallfae, not much need to deliberate, eh? Still, observe that your stream parts company with us here.”

As he turned around for an answer he noticed that his companion was trembling from head to foot.

“Why, what’s the matter?”

Leehallfae pressed a hand to aer heart. “The stream leaves us, but what makes the stream what it is continues
with us. Faceny is there.”

“But surely you don’t expect to see him in person? Why are you shaking?”
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“Perhaps it will be too much for me after all.”

“Why? How is it affecting you?”

The phaen took him by the shoulder and held him at arm’s length, endeavouring to study him with aer unsteady
eyes. “Faceny’s thoughts are obscure. I am his lover, you are a lover of women, yet he grants to you what he
denies to me.”

“What does he grant to me?”

“To see him, and go on living. I shall die. But it’s immaterial. Tomorrow both of us will be dead.”

Maskull impatiently shook himself free. “Your sensations may be reliable in your own case, but how do you know I
shall die?”

“Life is flaming up inside you,” replied Leehallfae, shaking aer head. “But after it has reached its climax—perhaps
tonight—it will sink rapidly and you’ll die tomorrow. As for me, if I enter Threal I shan’t come out again. A smell of
death is being wafted to me out of this hole.”

“You talk like a frightened man. I smell nothing.”

“I am not frightened,” said Leehallfae quietly—ae had been gradually recovering aer tranquillity—“but when one
has lived as long as I have, it is a serious matter to die. Every year one puts out new roots.”

“Decide what you’re going to do,” said Maskull with a touch of contempt, “for I’m going in at once.”

The phaen gave an odd, meditative stare down the ravine, and after that walked into the cavern without another
word. Maskull, scratching his head, followed close at aer heels.

The  moment  they  stepped across  the  bubbling  spring,  the  atmosphere  altered.  Without  becoming stale  or
unpleasant, it grew cold, clear and refined, and somehow suggested austere and tomblike thoughts. The daylight
disappeared at the first bend in the tunnel. After that, Maskull could not say where the light came from. The air
itself must have been luminous, for though it was as light as full moon on Earth, neither he nor Leehallfae cast a
shadow. Another peculiarity of the light was that both the walls of the tunnel and their own bodies appeared
colourless. Everything was black and white, like a lunar landscape. This intensified the solemn, funereal feelings
created by the atmosphere.

After they had proceeded for about ten minutes, the tunnel began to widen out. The roof was high above their
heads, and six men could have walked side by side. Leehallfae was visibly weakening. Ae dragged aerself along
slowly and painfully, with sunken head.

Maskull caught hold of aer. “You can’t go on like that. Better let me take you back.”

The phaen smiled, and staggered. “I’m dying.”

“Don’t talk like that. It’s only a passing indisposition. Let me take you back to the daylight.”

“No, help me forward. I wish to see Faceny.”

“The sick must have their way,” said Maskull. Lifting aer bodily in his arms, he walked quickly along for another
hundred yards or so. They then emerged from the tunnel and faced a world the parallel of which he had never set
eyes upon before.

“Set me down!” directed Leehallfae feebly. “Here I’ll die.”

Maskull obeyed, and laid aer down at full length on the rocky ground. The phaen raised aerself with difficulty on
one arm, and stared with fast-glazing eyes at the mystic landscape.

Maskull looked too, and what he saw was a vast, undulating plain, lighted as if by the moon—but there was of
course no moon, and there were no shadows. He made out running streams in the distance. Beside them were
trees of a peculiar kind; they were rooted in the ground, but the branches also were aerial roots, and there were
no leaves. No other plants could be seen. The soil was soft, porous rock, resembling pumice. Beyond a mile or two
in any direction the light merged into obscurity. At their back a great rocky wall extended on either hand; but it
was not square like a wall, but full of bays and promontories like an indented line of sea cliffs. The roof of this
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huge underworld was out of sight. Here and there a mighty shaft of naked rock, fantastically weathered, towered
aloft into the gloom, doubtless serving to support the roof. There were no colours—every detail of the landscape
was black, white, or grey. The scene appeared so still, so solemn and religious, that all his feelings quieted down
to absolute tranquillity.

Leehallfae fell back suddenly. Maskull dropped on his knees, and helplessly watched the last flickerings of aer
spirit,  going out like a candle in foul air.  Death came…. He closed the eyes. The awful grin of Crystalman
immediately fastened upon the phaen’s dead features.

While Maskull was still kneeling, he became conscious of someone standing beside him. He looked up quickly and
saw a man, but did not at once rise.

“Another phaen dead,” said the newcomer in a grave, toneless, and intellectual voice.

Maskull got up.

The man was short and thickset but emaciated. His forehead was not disfigured by any organs. He was middle-
aged. The features were energetic and rather coarse—yet it seemed to Maskull as though a pure, hard life had
done something toward refining them. His sanguine eyes carried a twisted, puzzled look; some unanswerable
problem was apparently in the forefront of his brain. His face was hairless; the hair of his head was short and
manly; his brow was wide. He was clothed in a black, sleeveless robe, and bore a long staff in his hand. There was
an air of cleanness and austerity about the whole man that was attractive.

He went on speaking dispassionately to Maskull, and, while doing so, kept passing his hand reflectively over his
cheeks and chin. “They all find their way here to die. They come from Matterplay. There they live to an incredible
age. Partly on that account,  and partly because of their spontaneous origin, they regard themselves as the
favoured children of Faceny. But when they come here to find him, they die at once.”

“I think this one is the last of the race. But whom do I speak to?”

“I am Corpang. Who are you, where do you come from, and what are you doing here?”

“My name is Maskull. My home is on the other side of the universe. As for what I am doing here—I accompanied
Leehallfae, that phaen, from Matterplay.”

“But a man doesn’t accompany a phaen out of friendship. What do you want in Threal?”

“Then this is Threal?”

“Yes.”

Maskull remained silent.

Corpang studied his face with rough, curious eyes. “Are you ignorant, or merely reticent, Maskull?”

“I came here to ask questions, and not to answer them.”

The stillness of the place was almost oppressive. Not a breeze stirred, and not a sound came through the air. Their
voices had been lowered, as though they were in a cathedral.

“Then do you want my society, or not?” asked Corpang.

“Yes, if you can fit in with my mood, which is—not to talk about myself.”

“But you must at least tell me where you want to go to.”

“I want to see what is to be seen here, and then go on to Lichstorm.”

“I can guide you through, if that’s all you want. Come, let us start.”

“First let’s do our duty and bury the dead, if possible.”

“Turn around,” directed Corpang.
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Maskull looked around quickly. Leehallfae’s body had disappeared.

“What does this mean—what has happened?”

“The body has returned to whence it came. There was nowhere here for it to be, so it has vanished. No burial will
be required.”

“Was the phaen an illusion, then?”

“In no sense.”

“Well, explain quickly, then, what has taken place. I seem to be going mad.”

“There’s nothing unintelligible in it, if you’ll only listen calmly. The phaen belonged, body and soul, to the outside,
visible world—to Faceny. This underworld is not Faceny’s world, but Thire’s, and Faceny’s creatures cannot
breathe its atmosphere. As this applies not only to whole bodies, but even to the last particles of bodies, the phaen
has dissolved into Nothingness.”

“But don’t you and I belong to the outside world too?”

“We belong to all three worlds.”

“What three worlds—what do you mean?”

“There are three worlds,” said Corpang composedly. “The first is Faceny’s, the second is Amfuse’s, the third is
Thire’s. From him Threal gets its name.”

“But this is mere nomenclature. In what sense are there three worlds?”

Corpang passed his hand over his forehead. “All this we can discuss as we go along. It’s a torment to me to be
standing still.”

Maskull  stared  again  at  the  spot  where  Leehallfae’s  body  had  lain,  quite  bewildered  at  the  extraordinary
disappearance. He could scarcely tear himself away from the place, so mysterious was it. Not until Corpang called
to him a second time did he make up his mind to follow him.

They set off from the rock wall straight across the airlit plain, directing their course toward the nearest trees. The
subdued light, the absence of shadows, the massive shafts, springing grey-white out of the jetlike ground, the
fantastic  trees,  the  absence  of  a  sky,  the  deathly  silence,  the  knowledge  that  he  was  underground—the
combination of all these things predisposed Maskull’s mind to mysticism, and he prepared himself with some
anxiety to hear Corpang’s explanation of the land and its wonders. He already began to grasp that the reality of
the outside world and the reality of this world were two quite different things.

“In what sense are there three worlds?” he demanded, repeating his former question.

Corpang smote the end of his staff on the ground. “First of all, Maskull, what is your motive for asking? If it’s mere
intellectual curiosity, tell me, for we mustn’t play with awful matters.”

“No, it isn’t that,” said Maskull slowly. “I’m not a student. My journey is no holiday tour.”

“Isn’t there blood on your soul?” asked Corpang, eying him intently.

The blood rose steadily to Maskull’s face, but in that light it caused it to appear black.

“Unfortunately there is, and not a little.”

The other’s face was all wrinkles, but he made no comment.

“And so you see,” went on Maskull,  with a short laugh, “I’m in the very best condition for receiving your
instruction.”

Corpang still paused. “Underneath your crimes I see a man,” he said, after a few minutes. “On that account, and
because we are commanded to help one another, I won’t leave you at present, though I little thought to be walking
with a murderer…. Now to your question…. Whatever a man sees with his eyes, Maskull,  he sees in three
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ways—length, breadth, depth. Length is existence, breadth is relation, depth is feeling.”

“Something of the sort was told me by Earthrid, the musician, who came from Threal.”

“I don’t know him. What else did he tell you?”

“He went on to apply it to music. Continue, and pardon the interruption.”

“These three states of perception are the three worlds. Existence is Faceny’s world, relation is Amfuse’s world,
feeling is Thire’s world.”

“Can’t we come down to hard facts?” said Maskull, frowning. “I understand no more than I did before what you
mean by three worlds.”

“There are no harder facts than the ones I am giving you. The first world is visible, tangible Nature. It was created
by Faceny out of nothingness, and therefore we call it Existence.”

“That I understand.”

“The second world is Love—by which I don’t mean lust. Without love, every individual would be entirely self-
centred and unable deliberately to act on others. Without love, there would be no sympathy—not even hatred,
anger, or revenge would be possible. These are all imperfect and distorted forms of pure love. Interpenetrating
Faceny’s world of Nature, therefore, we have Amfuse’s world of Love, or Relation.”

“What grounds have you for assuming that this so-called second world is not contained in the first?”

“They are contradictory. A natural man lives for himself; a lover lives for others.”

“It may be so. It’s rather mystical. But go on—who is Thire?”

“Length  and  breadth  together  without  depth  give  flatness.  Life  and  love  without  feeling  produce  shallow,
superficial natures. Feeling is the need of men to stretch out toward their creator.”

“You mean prayer and worship?”

“I mean intimacy with Thire. This feeling is not to be found in either the first or second world, therefore it is a
third world. Just as depth is the line between object and subject, feeling is the line between Thire and man.”

“But what is Thire himself?”

“Thire is the afterworld.”

“I still don’t understand,” said Maskull. “Do you believe in three separate gods, or are these merely three ways of
regarding one God?”

“There are three gods, for they are mutually antagonistic. Yet they are somehow united.”

Maskull reflected a while. “How have you arrived at these conclusions?”

“None other are possible in Threal, Maskull.”

“Why in Threal—what is there peculiar here?”

“I will show you presently.”

They walked on for above a mile in silence, while Maskull digested what had been said. When they came to the
first trees, which grew along the banks of a small stream of transparent water, Corpang halted.

“That bandage around your forehead has long been unnecessary,” he remarked.

Maskull removed it. He found that the line of his brow was smooth and uninterrupted, as it had never yet been
since his arrival in Tormance.

“How has this come about—and how did you know it?”
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“They were Faceny’s organs. They have vanished, just as the phaen’s body vanished.”

Maskull kept rubbing his forehead. “I feel more human without them. But why isn’t the rest of my body affected?”

“Because its living will contains the element of Thire.”

“Why are we stopping here?”

Corpang broke off the tip of one of the aerial roots of a tree, and proffered it to him. “Eat this, Maskull.”

“For food, or something else?”

“Food for body and soul.”

Maskull bit into the root. It was white and hard; its white sap was bleeding. It had no taste, but after eating it, he
experienced a change of perception. The landscape, without alteration of light or outline, became several degrees
more stern and sacred. When he looked at Corpang he was impressed by his aspect of Gothic awfulness, but the
perplexed expression was still in his eyes.

“Do you spend all your time here, Corpang?”

“Occasionally I go above, but not often.”

“What fastens you to this gloomy world?”

“The search for Thire.”

“Then it’s still a search?”

“Let us walk on.”

As they resumed their journey across the dim, gradually rising plain, the conversation became even more earnest
in character than before. “Although I was not born here,” proceeded Corpang, “I’ve lived here for twenty-five
years, and during all that time I have been drawing nearer to Thire, as I hope. But there is this peculiarity about
it—the first stages are richer in fruit and more promising than the later ones. The longer a man seeks Thire, the
more he seems to absent himself. In the beginning he is felt and known, sometimes as a shape, sometimes as a
voice, sometimes an overpowering emotion. Later on all is dry, dark, and harsh in the soul. Then you would think
that Thire was a million miles off.”

“How do you explain that?”

“When everything is darkest, he may be nearest, Maskull.”

“But this is troubling you?”

“My days are spent in torture.”

“You still persist, though? This day darkness can’t be the ultimate state?”

“My questions will be answered.”

A silence ensued.

“What do you propose to show me?” asked Maskull.

“The land is about to grow wilder. I am taking you to the Three Figures, which were carved and erected by an
earlier race of men. There, we will pray.”

“And what then?”

“If you are truehearted, you will see things you will not easily forget.”

They had been walking slightly uphill in a sort of trough between two parallel, gently sloping downs. The trough
now deepened, while the hills on either side grew steeper. They were in an ascending valley and, as it curved this
way and that, the landscape was shut off from view. They came to a little spring, bubbling up from the ground. It
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formed a trickling brook, which was unlike all other brooks in that it was flowing up the valley instead of down.
Before long it was joined by other miniature rivulets, so that in the end it became a fair-sized stream. Maskull kept
looking at it, and puckering his forehead.

“Nature has other laws here, it seems?”

“Nothing can exist here that is not a compound of the three worlds.”

“Yet the water is flowing somewhere.”

“I can’t explain it, but there are three wills in it.”

“Is there no such thing as pure Thire-matter?”

“Thire cannot exist without Amfuse, and Amfuse cannot exist without Faceny.”

Maskull thought this over for some minutes. “That must be so,” he said at last. “Without life there can be no love,
and without love there can be no religious feeling.”

In the half light of the land, the tops of the hills containing the valley presently attained such a height that they
could not be seen. The sides were steep and craggy, while the bed of the valley grew narrower at every step. Not a
living organism was visible. All was unnatural and sepulchral.

Maskull said, “I feel as if I were dead, and walking in another world.”

“I still do not know what you are doing here,” answered Corpang.

“Why should I go on making a mystery of it? I came to find Surtur.”

“That name I’ve heard—but under what circumstances?”

“You forget?”

Corpang walked along, his eyes fixed on the ground, obviously troubled. “Who is Surtur?”

Maskull shook his head, and said nothing.

The valley shortly afterward narrowed, so that the two men, touching fingertips in the middle, could have placed
their free hands on the rock walls on either side. It threatened to terminate in a cul-de-sac, but just when the road
seemed least promising, and they were shut in by cliffs on all sides, a hitherto unperceived bend brought them
suddenly into the open. They emerged through a mere crack in the line of precipices.

A sort of huge natural corridor was running along at right angles to the way they had come; both ends faded into
obscurity after a few hundred yards. Right down the centre of this corridor ran a chasm with perpendicular sides;
its width varied from thirty to a hundred feet, but its bottom could not be seen. On both sides of the chasm, facing
one another, were platforms of rock, twenty feet or so in width; they too proceeded in both directions out of sight.
Maskull and Corpang emerged onto one of these platforms. The shelf opposite was a few feet higher than that on
which they stood. The platforms were backed by a double line of lofty and unclimbable cliffs, whose tops were
invisible.

The stream, which had accompanied them through the gap, went straight forward, but, instead of descending the
wall of the chasm as a waterfall, it crossed from side to side like a liquid bridge. It then disappeared through a
cleft in the cliffs on the opposite side.

To Maskull’s mind, however, even more wonderful than this unnatural phenomenon was the absence of shadows,
which was more noticeable here than on the open plain. It made the place look like a hall of phantoms.

Corpang, without delay, led the way along the shelf to the left. When they had walked about a mile, the gulf
widened to two hundred feet. Three large rocks loomed up on the ledge opposite; they resembled three upright
giants, standing motionless side by side on the extreme edge of the chasm. Corpang and Maskull drew nearer, and
then Maskull saw that they were statues. Each was about thirty feet high, and the workmanship was of the rudest.
They represented naked men, but the limbs and trunks had been barely chipped into shape—the faces alone had
had care bestowed on them, and even these faces were merely generalised. It was obviously the work of primitive
artists. The statues stood erect with knees closed and arms hanging straight down their sides. All three were
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exactly alike.

As soon as they were directly opposite, Corpang halted.

“Is this a representation of your three Beings?” asked Maskull, awed by the spectacle in spite of his constitutional
audacity.

“Ask no questions, but kneel,” replied Corpang. He dropped onto his own knees, but Maskull remained standing.

Corpang covered his eyes with one hand, and prayed silently. After a few minutes the light sensibly faded. Then
Maskull knelt as well, but he continued looking.

It grew darker and darker, until all was like the blackest night. Sight and sound no longer existed; he was alone
with his own spirit.

Then one of the three Colossi came slowly into sight again. But it had ceased to be a statue—it was a living person.
Out of the blackness of space a gigantic head and chest emerged, illuminated by a mystic, rosy glow, like a
mountain peak bathed by the rising sun. As the light grew stronger Maskull saw that the flesh was translucent and
that the glow came from within. The limbs of the apparition were wreathed in mist.

Before long the features of the face stood out distinctly. It was that of a beardless youth of twenty years. It
possessed the beauty of a girl and the daring force of a man; it bore a mocking, cryptic smile. Maskull felt the
fresh, mysterious thrill of mingled pain and rapture of one who awakes from a deep sleep in midwinter and sees
the gleaming, dark, delicate colours of the half-dawn. The vision smiled, kept still, and looked beyond him. He
began to shudder, with delight—and many emotions. As he gazed, his poetic sensibility acquired such a nervous
and indefinable character that he could endure it no more; he burst into tears.

When he looked up again the image had nearly disappeared, and in a few moments more he was plunged back into
total darkness.

Shortly afterward a second statue reappeared. It too was transfigured into a living form, but Maskull was unable
to see the details of its face and body, because of the brightness of the light that radiated from them. This light,
which started as pale gold, ended as flaming golden fire. It illumined the whole underground landscape. The rock
ledges, the cliffs, himself and Corpang on their knees, the two unlighted statues—all appeared as if in sunlight,
and the shadows were black and strongly defined. The light carried heat with it, but a singular heat. Maskull was
unaware of any rise in temperature, but he felt his heart melting to womanish softness. His male arrogance and
egotism faded imperceptibly away; his personality seemed to disappear. What was left behind was not freedom of
spirit  or  lightheartedness,  but  a  passionate and nearly  savage mental  state  of  pity  and distress.  He felt  a
tormenting desire to serve. All this came from the heat of the statue, and was without an object. He glanced
anxiously around him, and fastened his eyes on Corpang. He put a hand on his shoulder and aroused him from his
praying.

“You must know what I am feeling, Corpang.”

Corpang smiled sweetly, but said nothing.

“I care nothing for my own affairs any more. How can I help you?”

“So much the better for you, Maskull, if you respond so quickly to the invisible worlds.”

As soon as he had spoken, the figure began to vanish, and the light to die away from the landscape. Maskull’s
emotion slowly subsided, but it was not until he was once more in complete darkness that he became master of
himself again. Then he felt ashamed of his boyish exhibition of enthusiasm, and thought ruefully that there must
be something wanting in his character. He got up onto his feet.

The very moment that he arose, a man’s voice sounded, not a yard from his ear. It was hardly raised above a
whisper, but he could distinguish that it was not Corpang’s. As he listened he was unable to prevent himself from
physically trembling.

“Maskull, you are to die,” said the unseen speaker.

“Who is speaking?”

“You have only a few hours of life left. Don’t trifle the time away.”
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Maskull could bring nothing out.

“You have despised life,” went on the low-toned voice. “Do you really imagine that this mighty world has no
meaning, and that life is a joke?”

“What must I do?”

“Repent your murders, commit no fresh ones, pay honour to…”

The voice died away. Maskull waited in silence for it to speak again. All remained still, however, and the speaker
appeared to have taken his departure. Supernatural horror seized him; he fell into a sort of catalepsy.

At that moment he saw one of the statues fading away, from a pale, white glow to darkness. He had not previously
seen it shining.

In a few more minutes the normal light of the land returned. Corpang got up, and shook him out of his trance.

Maskull looked around, but saw no third person. “Whose statue was the last?” he demanded.

â€œThireâ€™s.â€�

“Did you hear me speaking?”

“I heard your voice, but no one else’s.”

“I’ve just had my death foretold, so I suppose I have not long to live. Leehallfae prophesied the same thing.”

Corpang shook his head. “What value do you set on life?” he asked.

“Very little. But it’s a fearful thing all the same.”

“Your death is?”

“No, but this warning.”

They stopped talking. A profound silence reigned. Neither of the two men seemed to know what to do next, or
where to go. Then both of them heard the sound of drumming. It was slow, emphatic, and impressive, a long way
off and not loud, but against the background of quietness, very marked. It appeared to come from some point out
of sight, to the left of where they were standing, but on the same rock shelf. Maskull’s heart beat quickly.

“What can that sound be?” asked Corpang, peering into the obscurity.

“It is Surtur.”

“Once again, who is Surtur?”

Maskull clutched his arm and pressed him to silence. A strange radiance was in the air, in the direction of the
drumming. It increased in intensity and gradually occupied the whole scene. Things were no longer seen by
Their’s light, but by this new light. It cast no shadows.

Corpang’s nostrils swelled, and he held himself more proudly. “What fire is that?”

“It is Muspel-light.”

They both glanced instinctively at the three statues. In the strange glow they had undergone a change. The face of
each figure was clothed in the sordid and horrible Crystalman mask.

Corpang cried out and put his hand over his eyes. “What can this mean?” he asked a minute later.

“It must mean that life is wrong, and the creator of life too, whether he is one person or three.”

Corpang looked again, like a man trying to accustom himself to a shocking sight. “Dare we believe this?”

“You must,” replied Maskull. “You have always served the highest, and you must continue to do so. It has simply
turned out that Thire is not the highest.”
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Corpang’s face became swollen with a kind of coarse anger. “Life is clearly false—I have been seeking Thire for a
lifetime, and now I find—this.”

“You have nothing to reproach yourself with. Crystalman has had eternity to practice his cunning in, so it’s no
wonder if a man can’t see straight, even with the best intentions. What have you decided to do?”

“The drumming seems to be moving away. Will you follow it, Maskull?”

“Yes.”

“But where will it take us?”

“Perhaps out of Threal altogether.”

“It sounds to me more real than reality,” said Corpang. “Tell me, who is Surtur?”

“Surtur’s world, or Muspel, we are told, is the original of which this world is a distorted copy. Crystalman is life,
but Surtur is other than life.”

“How do you know this?”

“It has sprung together somehow—from inspiration, from experience, from conversation with the wise men of your
planet. Every hour it grows truer for me and takes a more definite shape.”

Corpang stood up squarely, facing the three Figures with a harsh, energetic countenance, stamped all over with
resolution. “I believe you, Maskull. No better proof is required than that. Thire is not the highest; he is even in a
certain sense the lowest. Nothing but the thoroughly false and base could stoop to such deceits…. I am coming
with you—but don’t play the traitor. These signs may be for you, and not for me at all, and if you leave me—”

“I make no promises. I don’t ask you to come with me. If you prefer to stay in your little world, or if you have any
doubts about it, you had better not come.”

“Don’t talk like that. I shall never forget your service to me… Let us make haste, or we shall lose the sound.”

Corpang started off more eagerly than Maskull. They walked fast in the direction of the drumming. For upward of
two miles the path went along the ledge without any change of level. The mysterious radiance gradually departed,
and  was  replaced  by  the  normal  light  of  Threal.  The  rhythmical  beats  continued,  but  a  very  long  way
ahead—neither was able to diminish the distance.

“What kind of man are you?” Corpang suddenly broke out.

“In what respect?”

“How do you come to be on such terms with the Invisible? How is it that I’ve never had this experience before I
met you, in spite of my never-ending prayers and mortifications? In what way are you superior to me?”

“To hear voices perhaps can’t be made a profession,” replied Maskull. “I have a simple and unoccupied mind—that
may be why I sometimes hear things that up to the present you have not been able to.”

Corpang darkened, and kept silent; and then Maskull saw through to his pride.

The ledge presently began to rise. They were high above the platform on the opposite side of the gulf. The road
then curved sharply to the right, and they passed over the abyss and the other ledge as by a bridge, coming out
upon the top of the opposite cliffs. A new line of precipices immediately confronted them. They followed the
drumming along the base of these heights, but as they were passing the mouth of a large cave the sound came
from its recesses, and they turned their steps inward.

“This leads to the outer world,” remarked Corpang. “I’ve occasionally been there by this passage.”

“Then that’s where it is taking us, no doubt. I confess I shan’t be sorry to see sunlight once more.”

“Can you find time to think of sunlight?” asked Corpang with a rough smile.

“I love the sun, and perhaps I’m rather lacking in the spirit of a zealot.”
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“Yet, for all that, you may get there before me.”

“Don’t be bitter,” said Maskull. “I’ll tell you another thing. Muspel can’t be willed, for the simple reason that
Muspel does not concern the will. To will is a property of this world.”

“Then what is your journey for?”

“It’s one thing to walk to a destination, and to linger over the walk, and quite another to run there at top speed.”

“Perhaps I’m not so easily deceived as you think,” said Corpang with another smile.

The light persisted in the cave. The path narrowed and became a steep ascent. Then the angle became one of
forty-five degrees, and they had to climb. The tunnel grew so confined that Maskull was reminded of the confined
dreams of his childhood.

Not long afterward, daylight appeared. They hastened to complete the last stage. Maskull rushed out first into the
world of colours and, all dirty and bleeding from numerous scratches, stood blinking on a hillside, bathed in the
brilliant late-afternoon sunshine. Corpang followed closely at his heels. He was obliged to shield his eyes with his
hands for a few minutes, so unaccustomed was he to Branchspell’s blinding rays.

“The drum beats have stopped!” he exclaimed suddenly.

“You can’t expect music all the time,” answered Maskull dryly. “We mustn’t be luxurious.”

“But now we have no guide. We’re no better off than before.”

“Well, Tormance is a big place. But I have an infallible rule, Corpang. As I come from the south, I always go due
north.”

“That will take us to Lichstorm.”

Maskull gazed at the fantastically piled rocks all around them. “I saw these rocks from Matterplay. The mountains
look as far off now as they did then, and there’s not much of the day left. How far is Lichstorm from here?”

Corpang looked away to the distant range. “I don’t know, but unless a miracle happens we shan’t get there
tonight.”

“I have a feeling,” said Maskull, “that we shall not only get there tonight, but that tonight will be the most
important in my life.”

And he sat down passively to rest.

Chapter 18. HAUNTE
While Maskull sat, Corpang walked restlessly to and fro, swinging his arms. He had lost his staff. His face was
inflamed with suppressed impatience, which accentuated its natural coarseness. At last he stopped short in front
of Maskull and looked down at him. “What do you intend to do?”

Maskull glanced up and idly waved his hand toward the distant mountains. “Since we can’t walk, we must wait.”

“For what?”

“I don’t know… How’s this, though? Those peaks have changed colour, from red to green.”

“Yes, the lich wind is travelling this way.”

“The lich wind?”

“It’s the atmosphere of Lichstorm. It always clings to the mountains, but when the wind blows from the north it
comes as far as Threal.”
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“It’s a sort of fog, then?”

“A peculiar sort, for they say it excites the sexual passions.”

“So we are to have lovemaking,” said Maskull, laughing.

“Perhaps you won’t find it so joyous,” replied Corpang a little grimly.

“But tell me—these peaks, how do they preserve their balance?”

Corpang gazed at the distant, overhanging summits, which were fast fading into obscurity.

“Passion keeps them from falling.”

Maskull laughed again; he was feeling a strange disturbance of spirit. “What, the love of rock for rock?”

“It is comical, but true.”

“We’ll take a closer peep at them presently. Beyond the mountains is Barey, is it not?”

“Yes.”

“And then the Ocean. But what is the name of that Ocean?”

“That is told only to those who die beside it.”

“Is the secret so precious, Corpang?”

Branchspell was nearing the horizon in the west; there were more than two hours of daylight remaining. The air
all around them became murky. It was a thin mist, neither damp nor cold. The Lichstorm Range now appeared
only as a blur on the sky. The air was electric and tingling, and was exciting in its effect. Maskull felt a sort of
emotional inflammation, as though a very slight external cause would serve to overturn his self-control. Corpang
stood silent with a mouth like iron.

Maskull kept looking toward a high pile of rocks in the vicinity.

“That seems to me a good watchtower. Perhaps we shall see something from the top.”

Without waiting for his companion’s opinion, he began to scramble up the tor, and in a few minutes was standing
on the summit. Corpang joined him.

From their viewpoint they saw the whole countryside sloping down to the sea, which appeared as a mere flash of
far-off, glittering water. Leaving all that, however, Maskull’s eyes immediately fastened themselves on a small,
boat-shaped object, about two miles away, which was travelling rapidly toward them, suspended only a few feet in
the air.

“What do you make of that?” he asked in a tone of astonishment.

Corpang shook his head and said nothing.

Within two minutes the flying object, whatever it was, had diminished the distance between them by one half. It
resembled a boat more and more, but its flight was erratic, rather than smooth; its nose was continually jerking
upward and downward, and from side to side. Maskull now made out a man sitting in the stern, and what looked
like a large dead animal  lying amidships.  As the aerial  craft  drew nearer,  he observed a thick,  blue haze
underneath it, and a similar haze behind, but the front, facing them, was clear.

“Here must be what we are waiting for, Corpang. But what on earth carries it?”

He stroked his beard contemplatively, and then, fearing that they had not been seen, stepped onto the highest
rock, bellowed loudly, and made wild motions with his arm. The flying-boat, which was only a few hundred yards
distant, slightly altered its course, now heading toward them in a way that left no doubt that the steersman had
detected their presence.

The boat  slackened speed until  it  was travelling no faster  than a  walking man,  but  the irregularity  of  its
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movements continued. It was shaped rather queerly. About twenty feet long, its straight sides tapered off from a
flat bow, four feet broad, to a sharp-angled stern. The flat bottom was not above ten feet from the ground. It was
undecked, and carried only one living occupant; the other object they had distinguished was really the carcass of
an animal, of about the size of a large sheep. The blue haze trailing behind the boat appeared to emanate from the
glittering point of a short upright pole fastened in the stern. When the craft was within a few feet of them, and
they were looking down at it in wonder from above, the man removed this pole and covered the brightly shining
tip with a cap. The forward motion then ceased altogether, and the boat began to drift hither and thither, but still
it remained suspended in the air, while the haze underneath persisted. Finally the broad side came gently up
against the pile of rocks on which they were standing. The steersman jumped ashore and immediately clambered
up to meet them.

Maskull offered him a hand, but he refused it disdainfully. He was a young man, of middle height. He wore a close-
fitting fur garment. His limbs were quite ordinary, but his trunk was disproportionately long, and he had the
biggest and deepest chest that Maskull had ever seen in a man. His hairless face was sharp, pointed, and ugly,
with protruding teeth, and a spiteful, grinning expression. His eyes and brows sloped upward. On his forehead
was an organ which looked as though it had been mutilated—it was a mere disagreeable stump of flesh. His hair
was short and thin. Maskull could not name the colour of his skin, but it seemed to stand in the same relation to
jale as green to red.

Once up, the stranger stood for a minute or two, scrutinising the two companions through half-closed lids, all the
time smiling insolently. Maskull was all eagerness to exchange words, but did not care to be the first to speak.
Corpang stood moodily, a little in the background.

“What men are you?” demanded the aerial navigator at last. His voice was extremely loud, and possessed a most
unpleasant timbre. It sounded to Maskull like a large volume of air trying to force its way through a narrow
orifice.

“I am Maskull; my friend is Corpang. He comes from Threal, but where I come from, don’t ask.”

“I am Haunte, from Sarclash.”

“Where may that be?”

“Half an hour ago I could have shown it to you, but now it has got too murky. It is a mountain in Lichstorm.”

“Are you returning there now?”

“Yes.”

“And how long will it take to get there in that boat?”

“Two—three hours.”

“Will it accommodate us too?”

“What, are you for Lichstorm as well? What can you want there?”

“To see the sights,” responded Maskull with twinkling eyes. “But first of all, to dine. I can’t remember having
eaten all day. You seem to have been hunting to some purpose, so we won’t lack for food.”

Haunte eyed him quizzically. “You certainly don’t lack impudence. However, I’m a man of that sort myself, and it
is the sort I prefer. Your friend, now, would probably rather starve than ask a meal of a stranger. He looks to me
just like a bewildered toad dragged up out of a dark hole.”

Maskull took Corpang’s arm, and constrained him to silence.

“Where have you been hunting, Haunte?”

“Matterplay. I had the worst luck—I speared one wold horse, and there it lies.”

“What is Lichstorm like?”

“There are men there, and there are women there, but there are no men-women, as with you.”
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“What do you call men-women?”

“Persons of mixed sex, like yourself. In Lichstorm the sexes are pure.”

“I have always regarded myself as a man.”

“Very likely you have; but the test is, do you hate and fear women?”

“Why, do you?”

Haunte grinned and showed his teeth. “Things are different in Lichstorm…. So you want to see the sights?”

“I confess I am curious to see your women, for example, after what you say.”

“Then I’ll introduce you to Sullenbode.”

He paused a moment after making this remark, and then suddenly uttered a great, bass laugh, so that his chest
shook.

“Let us share the joke,” said Maskull.

“Oh, you’ll understand it later.”

“If you play pranks with me, I won’t stand on ceremony with you.”

Haunte laughed again. “I won’t be the one to play pranks. Sullenbode will be deeply obliged to me. If I don’t visit
her myself as often as she would like, I’m always glad to serve her in other ways…. Well, you shall have your boat
ride.”

Maskull rubbed his nose doubtfully. “If the sexes hate one another in your land, is it because passion is weaker, or
stronger?”

“In other parts of the world there is soft passion, but in Lichstorm there is hard passion.”

“But what do you call hard passion?”

“Where men are called to women by pain, and not pleasure.”

“I intend to understand, before I’ve finished.”

“Yes,” answered Haunte, with a taunting look, “it would be a pity to let the chance slip, since you’re going to
Lichstorm.”

It was now Corpang’s turn to take Maskull by the arm. “This journey will end badly.”

“Why so?”

“Your goal was Muspel a short while ago; now it is women.”

“Let me alone,” said Maskull. “Give luck a slack rein. What brought this boat here?”

“What is this talk about Muspel?” demanded Haunte.

Corpang caught his shoulder roughly, and stared straight into his eyes. “What do you know?”

“Not much, but something, perhaps. Ask me at supper. Now it is high time to start. Navigating the mountains by
night isn’t child’s play, let me tell you.”

“I shall not forget,” said Corpang.

Maskull gazed down at the boat. “Are we to get in?”

“Gently, my friend. It’s only canework and skin.”

“First of all, you might enlighten me as to how you have contrived to dispense with the laws of gravitation.”



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

250

Haunte smiled sarcastically. “A secret in your ear, Maskull. All laws are female. A true male is an outlaw—outside
the law.”

“I don’t understand.”

“The great body of the earth is continually giving out female particles, and the male parts of rocks and living
bodies are equally continually trying to reach them. That’s gravitation.”

“Then how do you manage with your boat?”

“My two male stones do the work. The one underneath the boat prevents it from falling to the ground; the one in
the stern shuts it off from solid objects in the rear. The only part of the boat attracted by any part of the earth is
the bow, for that’s the only part the light of the male stones does not fall on. So in that direction the boat travels.”

“And what are these wondrous male stones?”

“They really are male stones. There is nothing female in them; they are showering out male sparks all the time.
These sparks devour all the female particles rising from the earth. No female particles are left over to attract the
male parts of the boat, and so they are not in the least attracted in that direction.”

Maskull ruminated for a minute.

“With your hunting, and boatbuilding, and science, you seem a very handy, skilful fellow, Haunte…. But the sun’s
sinking, and we’d better start.”

“Get down first, then, and shift that carcass farther forward. Then you and your gloomy friend can sit amidships.”

Maskull immediately climbed down, and dropped himself into the boat; but then he received a surprise. The
moment he stood on the frail bottom, still clinging to the rock, not only did his weight entirely disappear, as
though he were floating in some heavy medium, like salt water, but the rock he held onto drew him, as by a mild
current of electricity, and he was able to withdraw his hands only with difficulty.

After the first moment’s shock, he quietly accepted the new order of things, and set about shifting the carcass.
Since there was no weight in the boat this was effected without any great labour. Corpang then descended. The
astonishing physical change had no power to disturb his settled composure, which was founded on moral ideas.
Haunte came last; grasping the staff which held the upper male stone, he proceeded to erect it, after removing the
cap. Maskull then obtained his first near view of the mysterious light, which, by counteracting the forces of
Nature, acted indirectly not only as elevator but as motive force. In the last ruddy gleams of the great sun, its rays
were obscured, and it looked little more impressive than an extremely brilliant, scintillating blue-white jewel, but
its power could be gauged by the visible, coloured mist that it threw out for many yards around.

The steering was effected by means of a shutter attached by a cord to the top of the staff, which could be so
manipulated that any segment of the male stone’s rays, or all the rays, or none at all, could be shut off at will. No
sooner was the staff raised than the aerial vessel quietly detached itself from the rock to which it had been drawn,
and passed slowly forward in the direction of the mountains. Branchspell sank below the horizon. The gathering
mist blotted out everything outside a radius of a few miles. The air grew cool and fresh.

Soon the rock masses ceased on the great, rising plain. Haunte withdrew the shutter entirely, and the boat
gathered full speed.

“You say that navigation among the mountains is difficult at night,” exclaimed Maskull. “I would have thought it
impossible.”

Haunte grunted. “You will have to take risks, and think yourself fortunate if you come off with nothing worse than
a cracked skull. But one thing I can tell you—if you go on disturbing me with your chitchat we shan’t get as far as
the mountains.”

Thereafter Maskull was silent.

The twilight deepened; the murk grew denser. There was little to look at, but much to feel. The motion of the boat,
which was due to the never-ending struggle between the male stones and the force of gravitation, resembled in an
exaggerated fashion the violent tossing of a small craft on a choppy sea. The two passengers became unhappy.
Haunte, from his seat in the stern, gazed at them sardonically with one eye. The darkness now came on rapidly.
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About ninety minutes after the commencement of the voyage they arrived at the foothills of Lichstorm. They began
to mount. There was no daylight left to see by. Beneath them, however, on both sides of them and in the rear, the
landscape was lighted up for a considerable distance by the now vivid blue rays of the twin male stones. Ahead,
where these rays did not shine, Haunte was guided by the self-luminous nature of the rocks, grass, and trees.
These were faintly phosphorescent; the vegetation shone out more strongly than the soil.

The moon was not shining and there were no stars; Maskull therefore inferred that the upper atmosphere was
dense with mist. Once or twice, from his sensations of choking, he thought that they were entering a fogbank, but
it was a strange kind of fog, for it had the effect of doubling the intensity of every light in front of them. Whenever
this happened, nightmare feelings attacked him; he experienced transitory, unreasoning fright and horror.

Now they passed high above the valley that separated the foothills from the mountains themselves. The boat
began an ascent of many thousands of feet and, as the cliffs were near, Haunte had to manoeuvre carefully with
the rear light in order to keep clear of them. Maskull  watched the delicacy of his movements, not without
admiration. A long time went by. It grew much colder; the air was damp and drafty. The fog began to deposit
something like snow on their persons. Maskull kept sweating with terror, not because of the danger they were in,
but because of the cloud banks that continued to envelop them.

They cleared the first line of precipices. Still mounting, but this time with a forward motion, as could be seen by
the vapours illuminated by the male stones through which they passed, they were soon altogether out of sight of
solid ground. Suddenly and quite unexpectedly the moon broke through. In the upper atmosphere thick masses of
fog were seen crawling hither and thither, broken in many places by thin rifts of sky, through one of which
Teargeld was shining. Below them, to their left, a gigantic peak, glittering with green ice, showed itself for a few
seconds, and was then swallowed up again. All the rest of the world was hidden by the mist. The moon went in
again. Maskull had seen quite enough to make him long for the aerial voyage to end.

The  light  from the  male  stones  presently  illuminated  the  face  of  a  new cliff.  It  was  grand,  rugged,  and
perpendicular. Upward, downward, and on both sides, it faded imperceptibly into the night. After coasting it a
little way, they observed a shelf of rock jutting out. It was square, measuring about a dozen feet each way. Green
snow covered it to a depth of some inches. Immediately behind it was a dark slit in the rock, which promised to be
the mouth of a cave.

Haunte skilfully landed the boat on this platform. Standing up, he raised the staff bearing the keel light and
lowered the other; then removed both male stones, which he continued to hold in his hand. His face was thrown
into strong relief by the vivid, sparkling blue-white rays. It looked rather surly.

“Do we get out?” inquired Maskull.

“Yes. I live here.”

“Thanks for the successful end of a dangerous journey.”

“Yes, it has been touch-and-go.”

Corpang jumped onto the platform. He was smiling coarsely. “There has been no danger, for our destinies lie
elsewhere. You are merely a ferryman, Haunte.”

“Is that so?” returned Haunte, with a most unpleasant laugh. “I thought I was carrying men, not gods.”

“Where are we?” asked Maskull. As he spoke, he got out, but Haunte remained standing a minute in the boat.

“This is Sarclash—the second highest mountain in the land.”

“Which is the highest, then?”

“Adage. Between Sarclash and Adage there is a long ridge—very difficult in places. About halfway along the ridge,
at the lowest point, lies the top of the Mornstab Pass, which goes through to Barey. Now you know the lay of the
land.”

“Does the woman Sullenbode live near here?”

“Near enough.” Haunte grinned.

He leaped out of the boat and, pushing past the others without ceremony, walked straight into the cave.
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Maskull followed, with Corpang at his heels. A few stone steps led to a doorway, curtained by the skin of some
large beast. Their host pushed his way in, never offering to hold the skin aside for them. Maskull made no
comment, but grabbed it with his fist and tugged it away from its fastenings to the ground. Haunte looked at the
skin, and then stared hard at Maskull with his disagreeable smile, but neither said anything.

The place in which they found themselves was a large oblong cavern, with walls, floor, and ceiling of natural rock.
There were two doorways: that by which they had entered, and another of smaller size directly opposite. The cave
was cold and cheerless; a damp draft passed from door to door. Many skins of wild animals lay scattered on the
ground. A number of lumps of sun-dried flesh were hanging on a string along the wall, and a few bulging liquor
skins reposed in a corner. There were tusks, horns, and bones everywhere. Resting against the wall were two
short hunting spears, having beautiful crystal heads.

Haunte set down the two male stones on the ground, near the farther door; thire light illuminated the whole cave.
He then walked over to the meat and, snatching a large piece, began to gnaw it ravenously.

“Are we invited to the feast?” asked Maskull.

Haunte pointed to the hanging flesh and to the liquor skins, but did not pause in his chewing.

“Where’s a cup?” inquired Maskull, lifting one of the skins.

Haunte indicated a clay goblet lying on the floor. Maskull picked it up, undid the neck of the skin, and, resting it
under his arm, filled the cup. Tasting the liquor, he discovered it to be raw spirit. He tossed off the draught, and
then felt much better.

The second cupful he proffered to Corpang. The latter took a single sip, swallowed it, and then passed the cup
back without a word. He refused to drink again, as long as they were in the cave. Maskull finished the cup, and
began to throw off care.

Going to the meat line, he took down a large double handful, and sat down on a pile of skins to eat at his ease. The
flesh was tough and coarse, but he had never tasted anything sweeter. He could not understand the flavour, which
was not surprising in a world of strange animals. The meal proceeded in silence. Corpang ate sparingly, standing
up, and afterward lay down on a bundle of furs. His bold eyes watched all the movements of the other two. Haunte
had not drunk as yet.

At last Maskull concluded his meal. He emptied another cup, sighed pleasantly, and prepared to talk.

“Now explain further about your women, Haunte.”

Haunte fetched another skin of liquor and a second cup. He tore off the string with his teeth, and poured out and
drank cup after cup in quick succession. Then he sat down, crossed his legs, and turned to Maskull.

“Well?”

“So they are objectionable?”

“They are deadly.”

“Deadly? In what way can they possibly be deadly?”

“You will learn. I was watching you in the boat, Maskull. You had some bad feelings, eh?”

“I don’t conceal it. There were times when I felt as if I were struggling with a nightmare. What caused it?”

“The female atmosphere of Lichstorm. Sexual passion.”

“I had no passion.”

“That was passion—the first stage. Nature tickles your people into marriage, but it tortures us. Wait till you get
outside. You’ll have a return of those sensations—only ten times worse. The drink you’ve had will see to that….
How do you suppose it will all end?”

“If I knew, I wouldn’t be asking you questions.”
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Haunte laughed loudly. “Sullenbode.”

“You mean it will end in my seeking Sullenbode?”

“But  what  will  come  of  it,  Maskull?  What  will  she  give  you?  Sweet,  fainting,  white-armed,  feminine
voluptuousness?”

Maskull coolly drank another cup. “And why should she give all that to a passerby?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, she hasn’t it to give. No, what she will give you, and what you’ll accept from her,
because you can’t help it, is—anguish, insanity, possibly death.”

“You may be talking sense, but it sounds like raving to me. Why should I accept insanity and death?”

“Because your passion will force you to.”

“What about yourself?” Maskull asked, biting his nails.

“Oh, I have my male stones. I am immune.”

“Is that all that prevents you from being like other men?”

“Yes, but don’t attempt any tricks, Maskull.”

Maskull went on drinking steadily, and said nothing for a time. “So men and women here are hostile to each other,
and love is unknown?” he proceeded at last.

“That magic word…. Shall I tell you what love is, Maskull? Love between male and female is impossible. When
Maskull loves a woman, it is Maskull’s female ancestors who are loving her. But here in this land the men are pure
males. They have drawn nothing from the female side.”

“Where do the male stones come from?”

“Oh, they are not freaks. There must be whole beds of the stuff somewhere. It is all that prevents the world from
being a pure female world. It would be one big mass of heavy sweetness, without individual shapes.”

“Yet this same sweetness is torturing to men?”

“The life of an absolute male is fierce. An excess of life is dangerous to the body. How can it be anything else than
torturing?”

Corpang now sat up suddenly, and addressed Haunte. “I remind you of your promise to tell about Muspel.”

Haunte regarded him with a malevolent smile. “Ha! The underground man has come to life.”

“Yes, tell us,” put in Maskull carelessly.

Haunte drank, and laughed a little. “Well, the tale’s short, and hardly worth telling, but since you’re interested….
A stranger came here five years ago, inquiring after Muspel-light. His name was Lodd. He came from the east. He
came up to me one bright morning in summer, outside this very cave. If you ask me to describe him—I can’t
imagine a second man like him. He looked so proud, noble, superior, that I felt my own blood to be dirty by
comparison. You can guess I don’t have this feeling for everyone. Now that I am recalling him, he was not so much
superior as different. I was so impressed that I rose and talked to him standing. He inquired the direction of the
mountain Adage. He went on to say, ‘They say Muspel-light is sometimes seen there. What do you know of such a
thing?’ I told him the truth—that I knew nothing about it, and then he went on, ‘Well, I am going to Adage. And tell
those who come after me on the same errand that they had better do the same thing.’ That was the whole
conversation. He started on his way, and I’ve never seen him or heard of him since.”

“So you didn’t have the curiosity to follow him?”

“No, because the moment he had turned his back all my interest in the man somehow seemed to vanish.”

“Probably because he was useless to you.”
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Corpang glanced at Maskull. “Our road is marked out for us.”

“So it would appear,” said Maskull indifferently.

The talk flagged for a time. Maskull felt the silence oppressive, and grew restless.

“What do you call the colour of your skin, Haunte, as I saw it in daylight? It struck me as strange.”

“Dolm,” said Haunte.

“A compound of ulfire and blue,” explained Corpang.

“Now I know. These colours are puzzling for a stranger.”

“What colours have you in your world?” asked Corpang.

“Only three primary ones, but here you seem to have five, though how it comes about I can’t imagine.”

“There are two sets of three primary colours here,” said Corpang, “but as one of the colours—blue—is identical in
both sets, altogether there are five primary colours.”

“Why two sets?”

“Produced by the two suns. Branchspell produces blue, yellow, and red; Alppain, ulfire, blue, and jale.”

“It’s remarkable that explanation has never occurred to me before.”

“So here you have another illustration of the necessary trinity of nature. Blue is existence. It is darkness seen
through light; a contrasting of existence and nothingness. Yellow is relation. In yellow light we see the relation of
objects in the clearest way. Red is feeling. When we see red, we are thrown back on our personal feelings…. As
regards the Alppain colours, blue stands in the middle and is therefore not existence, but relation. Ulfire is
existence; so it must be a different sort of existence.”

Haunte yawned. “There are marvellous philosophers in your underground hole.”

Maskull got up and looked about him.

“Where does that other door lead to?”

“Better explore,” said Haunte.

Maskull took him at his word, and strolled across the cave, flinging the curtain aside and disappearing into the
night. Haunte rose abruptly and hurried after him.

Corpang too got to his feet. He went over to the untouched spirit skins, untied the necks, and allowed the contents
to gush out on to the floor. Next he took the hunting spears, and snapped off the points between his hands. Before
he had time to resume his seat, Haunte and Maskull reappeared. The host’s quick, shifty eyes at once took in what
had happened. He smiled, and turned pale.

“You haven’t been idle, friend.”

Corpang fixed Haunte with his bold, heavy gaze. “I thought it well to draw your teeth.”

Maskull burst out laughing. “The toad’s come into the light to some purpose, Haunte. Who would have expected
it?”

Haunte, after staring hard at Corpang for two or three minutes, suddenly uttered a strange cry, like an evil spirit,
and flung himself upon him. The two men began to wrestle like wildcats. They were as often on the floor as on
their legs, and Maskull could not see who was getting the better of it. He made no attempt to separate them. A
thought came into his head and, snatching up the two male stones, he ran with them, laughing, through the upper
doorway, into the open night air.

The door overlooked an abyss on another face of the mountain. A narrow ledge, sprinkled with green snow, wound
along the cliff to the right; it was the only available path. He pitched the pebbles over the edge of the chasm.
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Although hard and heavy in his hand, they sank more like feathers than stones, and left a long trail of vapour
behind. While Maskull was still watching them disappear, Haunte came rushing out of the cavern, followed by
Corpang. He gripped Maskull’s arm excitedly.

“What in Krag’s name have you done?”

“Overboard they have gone,” replied Maskull, renewing his laughter.

“You accursed madman!”

Haunte’s luminous colour came and went, just as though his internal light were breathing. Then he grew suddenly
calm, by a supreme exertion of his will.

“You know this kills me?”

“Haven’t you been doing your best this last hour to make me ripe for Sullenbode? Well then, cheer up, and join the
pleasure party!”

“You say it as a joke, but it is the miserable truth.”

Haunte’s jeering malevolence had completely vanished. He looked a sick man—yet somehow his face had become
nobler.

“I would be very sorry for you, Haunte, if it did not entail my being also very sorry for myself. We are now all three
together on the same errand—which doesn’t appear to have struck you yet.”

“But why this errand at all?” asked Corpang quietly. “Can’t you men exercise self-control till you have arrived out
of danger?”

Haunte fixed him with wild eyes. “No. The phantoms come trooping in on me already.”

He sat down moodily, but the next minute was up again.

“And I cannot wait…. the game is started.”

Soon afterward, by silent consent, they began to walk the ledge, Haunte in front. It was narrow, ascending, and
slippery, so that extreme caution was demanded. The way was lighted by the self-luminous snow and rocks.

When they had covered about half a mile, Maskull, who went second of the party, staggered, caught the cliff, and
finally sat down.

“The drink works. My old sensations are returning, but worse.”

Haunte turned back. “Then you are a doomed man.”

Maskull, though fully conscious of his companions and situation, imagined that he was being oppressed by a black,
shapeless, supernatural being, who was trying to clasp him. He was filled with horror, trembled violently, yet
could not move a limb. Sweat tumbled off his face in great drops. The waking nightmare lasted a long time, but
during that space it kept coming and going. At one moment the vision seemed on the point of departing; the next
it almost took shape—which he knew would be his death. Suddenly it vanished altogether—he was free. A fresh
spring breeze fanned his face; he heard the slow, solitary singing of a sweet bird; and it seemed to him as if a
poem had shot together in his soul. Such flashing, heartbreaking joy he had never experienced before in all his
life! Almost immediately that too vanished.

Sitting up, he passed his hand across his eyes and swayed quietly, like one who has been visited by an angel.

“Your colour changed to white,” said Corpang. “What happened?”

“I passed through torture to love,” replied Maskull simply.

He stood up. Haunte gazed at him sombrely. “Will you not describe that passage?”

Maskull answered slowly and thoughtfully. “When I was in Matterplay, I saw heavy clouds discharge themselves
and change to coloured, living animals. In the same way, my black, chaotic pangs just now seemed to consolidate
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themselves and spring together as a new sort of joy. The joy would not have been possible without the preliminary
nightmare. It is not accidental; Nature intends it so. The truth has just flashed through my brain…. You men of
Lichstorm don’t go far enough. You stop at the pangs, without realising that they are birth pangs.”

“If this is true, you are a great pioneer,” muttered Haunte.

“How does this sensation differ from common love?” interrogated Corpang.

“This was all that love is, multiplied by wildness.”

Corpang fingered his chin awhile. “The Lichstorm men, however, will never reach this stage, for they are too
masculine.”

Haunte turned pale. “Why should we alone suffer?”

“Nature is freakish and cruel, and doesn’t act according to justice…. Follow us, Haunte, and escape from it all.”

“I’ll see,” muttered Haunte. “Perhaps I will.”

“Have we far to go, to Sullenbode?” inquired Maskull.

“No, her home’s under the hanging cap of Sarclash.”

“What is to happen tonight?” Maskull spoke to himself, but Haunte answered him.

“Don’t expect anything pleasant, in spite of what has just occurred. She is not a woman, but a mass of pure sex.
Your passion will draw her out into human shape, but only for a moment. If the change were permanent, you
would have endowed her with a soul.”

“Perhaps the change might be made permanent.”

“To do that, it is not enough to desire her; she must desire you as well. But why should she desire you?”

“Nothing turns out as one expects,” said Maskull, shaking his head. “We had better get on again.”

They resumed the journey. The ledge still rose, but, on turning a corner of the cliff, Haunte quitted it and began to
climb a steep gully, which mounted directly to the upper heights. Here they were compelled to use both hands and
feet. Maskull thought all the while of nothing but the overwhelming sweetness he had just experienced.

The flat ground on top was dry and springy. There was no more snow, and bright plants appeared. Haunte turned
sharply to the left.

“This must be under the cap,” said Maskull.

“It is; and within five minutes you will see Sullenbode.”

When he spoke his words, Maskull’s lips surprised him by their tender sensitiveness. Their action against each
other sent thrills throughout his body.

The grass shone dimly. A huge tree, with glowing branches, came into sight. It bore a multitude of red fruit, like
hanging lanterns, but no leaves. Underneath this tree Sullenbode was sitting. Her beautiful light—a mingling of
jale and white—gleamed softly through the darkness. She sat erect, on crossed legs, asleep. She was clothed in a
singular  skin  garment,  which  started  as  a  cloak  thrown over  one  shoulder,  and  ended  as  loose  breeches
terminating above the knees. Her forearms were lightly folded, and in one hand she held a half-eaten fruit.

Maskull stood over her and looked down, deeply interested. He thought he had never seen anything half so
feminine. Her flesh was almost melting in its softness. So undeveloped were the facial organs that they looked
scarcely human; only the lips were full, pouting, and expressive. In their richness, these lips seemed like a splash
of  vivid  will  on  a  background of  slumbering protoplasm.  Her  hair  was undressed.  Its  colour  could  not  be
distinguished. It was long and tangled, and had been tucked into her garment behind, for convenience.

Corpang looked calm and sullen, but both the others were visibly agitated. Maskull’s heart was hammering away
under his chest. Haunte pulled him, and said, “My head feels as if it were being torn from my shoulders.”
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“What can that mean?”

“Yet there’s a horrible joy in it,” added Haunte, with a sickly smile.

He put his hand on the woman’s shoulder. She awoke softly, glanced up at them, smiled, and then resumed eating
her fruit. Maskull did not imagine that she had intelligence enough to speak. Haunte suddenly dropped on his
knees, and kissed her lips.

She did not repulse him. During the continuance of the kiss, Maskull noticed with a shock that her face was
altering. The features emerged from their indistinctness and became human, and almost powerful. The smile
faded, a scowl took its place. She thrust Haunte away, rose to her feet, and stared beneath bent brows at the three
men, each one in turn. Maskull came last; his face she studied for quite a long time, but nothing indicated what
she thought.

Meanwhile Haunte again approached her, staggering and grinning. She suffered him quietly; but the instant lips
met lips the second time, he fell backward with a startled cry, as though he had come in contact with an electric
wire. The back of his head struck the ground, and he lay there motionless.

Corpang sprang forward to his assistance. But, when he saw what had happened, he left him where he was.

“Maskull, come here quickly!”

The light was perceptibly fading from Haunte’s skin, as Maskull bent over. The man was dead. His face was
unrecognisable. The head had been split from the top downward into two halves, streaming with strange-coloured
blood, as though it had received a terrible blow from an axe.

“This couldn’t be from the fall,” said Maskull.

“No, Sullenbode did it.”

Maskull turned quickly to look at the woman. She had resumed her former attitude on the ground. The momentary
intelligence had vanished from her face, and she was again smiling.

Chapter 19. SULLENBODE
Sullenbode’s naked skin glowed softly through the darkness, but the clothed part of her person was invisible.
Maskull watched her senseless, smiling face, and shivered. Strange feelings ran through his body.

Corpang spoke out of the night. “She looks like an evil spirit filled with deadliness.”

“It was like deliberately kissing lightning.”

“Haunte was insane with passion.”

“So am I,” said Maskull quietly. “My body seems full of rocks, all grinding against one another.”

“This is what I was afraid of.”

“It appears I shall have to kiss her too.”

Corpang pulled his arm. “Have you lost all manliness?”

But Maskull impatiently shook himself free. He plucked nervously at his beard, and stared at Sullenbode. His lips
kept twitching. After this had gone on for a few minutes, he stepped forward, bent over the woman, and lifted her
bodily in his arms. Setting her upright against the rugged tree trunk, he kissed her.

A cold, knifelike shock passed down his frame. He thought that it was death, and lost consciousness.

When his sense returned, Sullenbode was holding him by the shoulder with one hand at arm’s length, searching
his face with gloomy eyes. At first he failed to recognise her; it was not the woman he had kissed, but another.
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Then he gradually realised that her face was identical with that which Haunte’s action had called into existence. A
great calmness came upon him; his bad sensations had disappeared.

Sullenbode was transformed into a living soul. Her skin was firm, her features were strong, her eyes gleamed with
the consciousness of power. She was tall and slight, but slow in all her gestures and movements. Her face was not
beautiful. It was long, and palely lighted, while the mouth crossed the lower half like a gash of fire. The lips were
as voluptuous as before. Her brows were heavy. There was nothing vulgar in her—she looked the kingliest of all
women. She appeared not more than twenty-five.

Growing tired, apparently, of his scrutiny, she pushed him a little way and allowed her arm to drop, at the same
time curving her mouth into a long, bowlike smile. “Whom have I to thank for this gift of life?”

Her voice was rich, slow, and odd. Maskull felt himself in a dream.

“My name is Maskull.”

She motioned to him to come a step nearer. “Listen, Maskull. Man after man has drawn me into the world, but
they could not keep me there, for I did not wish it. But now you have drawn me into it for all time, for good or
evil.”

Maskull stretched a hand toward the now invisible corpse, and said quietly, “What have you to say about him?”

“Who was it?”

“Haunte.”

“So that was Haunte. The news will travel far and wide. He was a famous man.”

“It’s a horrible affair. I can’t think that you killed him deliberately.”

“We women are endowed with terrible power, but it is our only protection. We do not want these visits; we loathe
them.”

“I might have died, too.”

“You came together?”

“There were three of us. Corpang still stands over there.”

“I see a faintly glimmering form. What do you want of me, Corpang?”

“Nothing.”

“Then go away, and leave me with Maskull.”

“No need, Corpang. I am coming with you.”

“This is not that pleasure, then?” demanded the low, earnest voice, out of the darkness.

“No, that pleasure has not returned.”

Sullenbode gripped his arm hard. “What pleasure are you speaking of?”

“A presentiment of love, which I felt not long ago.”

“But what do you feel now?”

“Calm and free.”

Sullenbode’s face seemed like a pallid mask, hiding a slow, swelling sea of elemental passions. “I do not know how
it will end, Maskull, but we will still keep together a little. Where are you going?”

“To Adage,” said Corpang, stepping forward.

“But why?”
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“We are following the steps of Lodd, who went there years ago, to find Muspel-light.”

â€œWhat light is that?â€�

“It’s the light of another world.”

“The quest is grand. But cannot women see that light?”

“On one condition,” said Corpang. “They must forget their sex. Womanhood and love belong to life, while Muspel
is above life.”

“I give you all other men,” said Sullenbode. “Maskull is mine.”

“No. I am not here to help Maskull to a lover but to remind him of the existence of nobler things.”

“You are a good man. But you two alone will never strike the road to Adage.”

“Are you acquainted with it?”

Again the woman gripped Maskull’s arm. “What is love—which Corpang despises?”

Maskull looked at her attentively. Sullenbode went on, “Love is that which is perfectly willing to disappear and
become nothing, for the sake of the beloved.”

Corpang wrinkled his forehead. “A magnanimous female lover is new in my experience.”

Maskull put him aside with his hand, and said to Sullenbode, “Are you contemplating a sacrifice?”

She gazed at her feet, and smiled. “What does it matter what my thoughts are? Tell me, are you starting at once,
or do you mean to rest first? It’s a rough road to Adage.”

“What’s in your mind?” demanded Maskull.

“I will guide you a little. When we reach the ridge between Sarclash and Adage, perhaps I shall turn back.”

“And then?”

“Then if the moon shines perhaps you will arrive before daybreak, but if it is dark it’s hardly likely.”

“That’s not what I meant. What will become of you after we have parted company?”

“I shall return somewhere—perhaps here.”

Maskull went close up to her, in order to study her face better. “Shall you sink back into—the old state?”

“No, Maskull, thank heaven.”

“Then how will you live?”

Sullenbode calmly removed the hand which he had placed on her arm. There was a sort of swirling flame in her
eyes. “And who said I would go on living?”

Maskull  blinked at her in bewilderment.  A few moments passed before he spoke again. “You women are a
sacrificing lot. You know I can’t leave you like this.”

Their eyes met. Neither withdrew them, and neither felt embarrassed.

“You will always be the most generous of men, Maskull. Now let us go…. Corpang is a single-minded personage,
and the least we others—who aren’t so single-minded—can do is to help him to his destination. We mustn’t inquire
whether the destination of single-minded men is as a rule worth arriving at.”

“If it is good for Maskull, it will be good for me.”

“Well, no vessel can hold more than its appointed measure.”
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Corpang gave a wry smile. “During your long sleep you appear to have picked up wisdom.”

“Yes, Corpang, I have met many men, and explored many minds.”

As they moved off, Maskull remembered Haunte.

“Can we not bury that poor fellow?”

“By this time tomorrow we shall need burial ourselves. But I do not include Corpang.”

“We have no tools, so you must have your way. You killed him, but I am the real murderer. I stole his protecting
light.”

“Surely that death is balanced by the life you have given me.” They left the spot in the direction opposite to that
by which the three men had arrived. After a few steps, they came to green snow again. At the same time the flat
ground ended, and they started to traverse a steep, pathless mountain slope. The snow and rocks glimmered, their
own bodies shone; otherwise everything was dark. The mists swirled around them, but Maskull had no more
nightmares. The breeze was cold, pure, and steady. They walked in file, Sullenbode leading; her movements were
slow and fascinating. Corpang came last. His stern eyes saw nothing ahead but an alluring girl and a half-
infatuated man.

For a long time they continued crossing the rough and rocky slope, maintaining a slightly upward course. The
angle was so steep that a false step would have been fatal. The high ground was on their right. After a while, the
hillside on the left hand changed to level ground, and they seemed to have joined another spur of the mountain.
The ascending slope on the right hand persisted for a few hundred yards more. Then Sullenbode bore sharply to
the left, and they found level ground all around them.

“We are on the ridge,” announced the woman, halting.

The others came up to her, and at the same instant the moon burst through the clouds, illuminating the whole
scene.

Maskull uttered a cry. The wild, noble, lonely beauty of the view was quite unexpected. Teargeld was high in the
sky to their  left,  shining down on them from behind.  Straight  in  front,  like an enormously wide,  smoothly
descending road, lay the great ridge which went on to Adage, though Adage itself was out of sight. It was never
less than two hundred yards wide. It was covered with green snow, in some places entirely, but in other places the
naked rocks showed through like black teeth. From where they stood they were unable to see the sides of the
ridge, or what lay underneath. On the right hand, which was north, the landscape was blurred and indistinct.
There were no peaks there; it was the distant, low-lying land of Barey. But on the left hand appeared a whole
forest of mighty pinnacles, near and far, as far as the eye could see in moonlight. All glittered green, and all
possessed the extraordinary hanging caps that characterised the Lichstorm range. These caps were of fantastic
shapes, and each one was different. The valley directly opposite them was filled with rolling mist.

Sarclash was a mighty mountain mass in the shape of a horseshoe. Its two ends pointed west, and were separated
from each other by a mile or more of empty space. The northern end became the ridge on which they stood. The
southern end was the long line of cliffs on that part of the mountain where Haunte’s cave was situated. The
connecting curve was the steep slope they had just traversed. One peak of Sarclash was invisible.

In the south-west many mountains raised their heads. In addition, a few summits, which must have been of
extraordinary height, appeared over the south side of the horseshoe.

Maskull turned round to put a question to Sullenbode, but when he saw her for the first time in moonlight the
words he had framed died on his lips. The gashlike mouth no longer dominated her other features, and the face,
pale as ivory and most femininely shaped, suddenly became almost beautiful. The lips were a long, womanish
curve of rose-red. Her hair was a dark maroon. Maskull was greatly disturbed; he thought that she resembled a
spirit, rather than a woman.

“What puzzles you?” she asked, smiling.

“Nothing. But I would like to see you by sunlight.”

“Perhaps you never will.”

“Your life must be most solitary.”
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She explored his features with her black, slow-gleaming eyes. “Why do you fear to speak your feelings, Maskull?”

“Things seem to open up before me like a sunrise, but what it means I can’t say.”

Sullenbode laughed outright. “It assuredly does not mean the approach of night.”

Corpang, who had been staring steadily along the ridge, here abruptly broke in. “The road is plain now, Maskull. If
you wish it, I’ll go on alone.”

“No, we’ll go on together. Sullenbode will accompany us.”

“A little way,” said the woman, “but not to Adage, to pit my strength against unseen powers. That light is not for
me. I know how to renounce love, but I will never be a traitor to it.”

“Who knows what we shall find on Adage, or what will happen? Corpang is as ignorant as myself.”

Corpang looked him full in the face. “Maskull, you are quite well aware that you never dare approach that awful
fire in the society of a beautiful woman.”

Maskull gave an uneasy laugh. “What Corpang doesn’t tell you, Sullenbode, is that I am far better acquainted with
Muspel-light than he, and that, but for a chance meeting with me, he would still be saying his prayers in Threal.”

“Still, what he says must be true,” she replied, looking from one to the other.

“And so I am not to be allowed to—”

“So long as I am with you, I shall urge you onward, and not backward, Maskull.”

“We need not quarrel yet,” he remarked, with a forced smile. “No doubt things will straighten themselves out.”

Sullenbode began kicking the snow about with her foot. “I picked up another piece of wisdom in my sleep,
Corpang.”

“Tell it to me, then.”

“Men who live by laws and rules are parasites. Others shed their strength to bring these laws out of nothing into
the light of day, but the law-abiders live at their ease—they have conquered nothing for themselves.”

“It is given to some to discover, and to others to preserve and perfect. You cannot condemn me for wishing
Maskull well.”

“No, but a child cannot lead a thunderstorm.”

They started walking again along the centre of the ridge. All three were abreast, Sullenbode in the middle.

The road descended by an easy gradient, and was for a long distance comparatively smooth. The freezing point
seemed higher than on Earth, for the few inches of snow through which they trudged felt almost warm to their
naked feet. Maskull’s soles were by now like tough hides. The moonlit snow was green and dazzling. Their
slanting,  abbreviated  shadows  were  sharply  defined,  and  red-black  in  colour.  Maskull,  who  walked  on
Sullenbode’s right hand, looked constantly to the left, toward the galaxy of glorious distant peaks.

“You cannot belong to this world,” said the woman. “Men of your stamp are not to be looked for here.”

“No, I have come here from Earth.”

“Is that larger than our world?”

“Smaller, I think. Small, and overcrowded with men and women. With all those people, confusion would result but
for orderly laws, and therefore the laws are of iron. As adventure would be impossible without encroaching on
these laws, there is no longer any spirit of adventure among the Earthmen. Everything is safe, vulgar, and
completed.”

“Do men hate women there, and women men?”
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“No, the meeting of the sexes is sweet, though shameful. So poignant is the sweetness that the accompanying
shame is ignored, with open eyes. There is no hatred, or only among a few eccentric persons.”

“That shame surely must be the rudiment of our Lichstorm passion. But now say—why did you come here?”

“To meet with new experiences, perhaps. The old ones no longer interested me.”

“How long have you been in this world?”

“This is the end of my fourth day.”

“Then tell me what you have seen and done during those four days. You cannot have been inactive.”

“Great misfortunes have happened to me.”

He proceeded briefly to relate everything that had taken place from the moment of his first awakening in the
scarlet desert. Sullenbode listened, with half-closed eyes, nodding her head from time to time. Only twice did she
interrupt him. After his description of Tydomin’s death, she said, speaking in a low voice—“None of us women
ought by right of nature to fall short of Tydomin in sacrifice. For that one act of hers, I almost love her, although
she brought evil to your door.” Again, speaking of Gleameil, she remarked, “That grand-souled girl I admire the
most of all. She listened to her inner voice, and to nothing else besides. Which of us others is strong enough for
that?”

When his tale was quite over, Sullenbode said, “Does it not strike you, Maskull, that these women you have met
have been far nobler than the men?”

“I recognise that. We men often sacrifice ourselves, but only for a substantial cause. For you women almost any
cause will serve. You love the sacrifice for its own sake, and that is because you are naturally noble.”

Turning her head a little, she threw him a smile so proud, yet so sweet, that he was struck into silence.

They tramped on quietly for some distance, and then he said, “Now you understand the sort of man I am. Much
brutality, more weakness, scant pity for anyone—Oh, it has been a bloody journey!”

She laid her hand on his arm. “I, for one, would not have it less rugged.”

“Nothing good can be said of my crimes.”

“To me you seem like a lonely giant, searching for you know not what…. The grandest that life holds…. You at
least have no cause to look up to women.”

“Thanks, Sullenbode!” he responded, with a troubled smile.

“When Maskull passes, let people watch. Everyone is thrown out of your road. You go on, looking neither to right
nor left.”

“Take care that you are not thrown as well,” said Corpang gravely.

“Maskull shall do with me whatever he pleases, old skull! And for whatever he does, I will thank him…. In place of
a heart you have a bag of loose dust. Someone has described love to you. You have had it described to you. You
have heard that it is a small, fearful, selfish joy. It is not that—it is wild, and scornful, and sportive, and bloody….
How should you know.”

“Selfishness has far too many disguises.”

“If a woman wills to give up all, what can there be selfish in that?”

“Only do not deceive yourself. Act decisively, or fate will be too swift for you both.”

Sullenbode studied him through her lashes. “Do you mean death—his death as well as mine?”

“You go too far,  Corpang,” said Maskull,  turning a shade darker. “I don’t accept you as the arbiter of our
fortunes.”
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“If honest counsel is disagreeable to you, let me go on ahead.”

The woman detained him with her slow, light fingers. “I wish you to stay with us.”

“Why?”

“I think you may know what you are talking about. I don’t wish to bring harm to Maskull. Presently I’ll leave you.”

“That will be best,” said Corpang.

Maskull looked angry. “I shall decide—Sullenbode, whether you go on, or back, I stay with you. My mind is made
up.”

An expression of joyousness overspread her face, in spite of her efforts to conceal it. “Why do you scowl at me,
Maskull?”

He returned no answer, but continued walking onward with puckered brows. After a dozen paces or so, he halted
abruptly. “Wait, Sullenbode!”

The others came to a standstill. Corpang looked puzzled, but the woman smiled. Maskull, without a word, bent
over and kissed her lips. Then he relinquished her body, and turned around to Corpang.

“How do you, in your great wisdom, interpret that kiss?”

“It requires no great wisdom to interpret kisses, Maskull.”

“Hereafter, never dare to come between us. Sullenbode belongs to me.”

“Then I say no more; but you are a fated man.”

From that time forward he spoke not another word to either of the others.

A heavy gleam appeared in the woman’s eyes. “Now things are changed, Maskull. Where are you taking me?”

“Choose, you.”

“The man I love must complete his journey. I won’t have it otherwise. You shall not stand lower than Corpang.”

“Where you go, I will go.”

“And I—as long as your love endures, I will accompany you—even to Adage.”

“Do you doubt its lasting?”

“I wish not to…. Now I will tell you what I refused to tell you before. The term of your love is the term of my life.
When you love me no longer, I must die.”

“And why?” asked Maskull slowly.

“Yes, that’s the responsibility you incurred when you kissed me for the first time. I never meant to tell you.”

“Do you mean that if I had gone on alone, you would have died?”

“I have no other life but what you give me.”

He gazed at her mournfully, without attempting to reply, and then slowly placed his arms around her body. During
this embrace he turned very pale, but Sullenbode grew as white as chalk.

A few minutes later the journey toward Adage was resumed.

They had been walking for two hours. Teargeld was higher in the sky and nearer the south. They had descended
many hundred feet, and the character of the ridge began to alter for the worse. The thin snow disappeared, and
gave way to moist, boggy ground. It was all little grassy hillocks and marshes. They began to slip about and
become draggled with mud. Conversation ceased; Sullenbode led the way, and the men followed in her tracks. The
southern half of the landscape grew grander. The greenish light of the brilliant moon, shining on the multitude of
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snow-green peaks, caused it to appear like a spectral world. Their nearest neighbour towered high above them on
the other side of the valley, due south, some five miles distant. It was a slender, inaccessible, dizzy spire of black
rock, the angles of which were too steep to retain snow. A great upward-curving horn of rock sprang out from its
topmost pinnacle. For a long time it constituted their cheif landmark.

The  whole  ridge  gradually  became  saturated  with  moisture.  The  surface  soil  was  spongy,  and  rested  on
impermeable  rock;  it  breathed  in  the  damp mists  by  night,  and  breathed  them out  again  by  day,  under
Branchspell’s rays. The walking grew first unpleasant, then difficult, and finally dangerous. None of the party
could distinguish firm ground from bog. Sullenbode sank up to her waist in a pit of slime; Maskull rescued her, but
after this incident took the lead himself. Corpang was the next to meet with trouble. Exploring a new path for
himself, he tumbled into liquid mud up to his shoulders, and narrowly escaped a filthy death. After Maskull had
got him out, at great personal risk, they proceeded once more; but now the scramble changed from bad to worse.
Each step had to be thoroughly tested before weight was put upon it, and even so the test frequently failed. All of
them went in so often, that in the end they no longer resembled human beings, but walking pillars plastered from
top to toe with black filth. The hardest work fell to Maskull. He not only had the exhausting task of beating the
way, but was continually called upon to help his companions out of their difficulties. Without him they could not
have got through.

After a peculiarly evil patch, they paused to recruit their strength. Corpang’s breathing was difficult, Sullenbode
was quiet, listless, and depressed.

Maskull gazed at them doubtfully. “Does this continue?” he inquired.

“No. I think,” replied the woman, “we can’t be far from the Mornstab Pass. After that we shall begin to climb
again, and then the road will improve perhaps.”

“Can you have been here before?”

“Once I have been to the Pass, but it was not so bad then.”

“You are tired out, Sullenbode.”

“What of it?” she replied, smiling faintly. “When one has a terrible lover, one must pay the price.”

“We cannot get there tonight, so let us stop at the first shelter we come to.”

“I leave it to you.”

He paced up and down, while the others sat. “Do you regret anything?” he demanded suddenly.

“No, Maskull, nothing. I regret nothing.”

“Your feelings are unchanged?”

“Love can’t go back—it can only go on.”

“Yes, eternally on. It is so.”

“No, I don’t mean that. There is a climax, but when the climax has been reached, love if it still wants to ascend
must turn to sacrifice.”

“That’s a dreadful creed,” he said in a low voice, turning pale beneath his coating of mud.

“Perhaps my nature is discordant…. I am tired. I don’t know what I feel.”

In a few minutes they were on their feet again, and the journey recommenced. Within half an hour they had
reached the Mornstab Pass.

The ground here was drier; the broken land to the north served to drain off the moisture of the soil. Sullenbode
led them to the northern edge of the ridge, to show them the nature of the country. The pass was nothing but a
gigantic landslip on both sides of the ridge, where it was the lowest above the underlying land. A series of huge
broken terraces of earth and rock descended toward Barey. They were overgrown with stunted vegetation. It was
quite possible to get down to the lowlands that way, but rather difficult. On either side of the landslip, to east and
west, the ridge came down in a long line of sheer, terrific cliffs. A low haze concealed Barey from view. Complete
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stillness was in the air, broken only by the distant thundering of an invisible waterfall.

Maskull and Sullenbode sat down on a boulder, facing the open country. The moon was directly behind them, high
up. It was almost as light as an Earth day.

“Tonight is like life,” said Sullenbode.

“How so?”

“So lovely above and around us, so foul underfoot.”

Maskull sighed. “Poor girl, you are unhappy.”

“And you—are you happy?”

He thought a while, and then replied—“No. No, I’m not happy. Love is not happiness.”

“What is it, Maskull?”

“Restlessness—unshed tears—thoughts too grand for our soul to think…”

“Yes,” said Sullenbode.

After a time she asked, “Why were we created, just to live for a few years and then disappear?”

“We are told that we shall live again.”

“Yes, Maskull?”

“Perhaps in Muspel,” he added thoughtfully.

“What kind of life will that be?”

“Surely we shall meet again. Love is too wonderful and mysterious a thing to remain uncompleted.”

She gave a slight shiver, and turned away from him. “This dream is untrue. Love is completed here.”

“How can that be, when sooner or later it is brutally interrupted by Fate?”

“It is completed by anguish…. Oh, why must it always be enjoyment for us? Can’t we suffer—can’t we go on
suffering, forever and ever? Maskull, until love crushes our spirit, finally and without remedy, we don’t begin to
feel ourselves.”

Maskull gazed at her with a troubled expression. “Can the memory of love be worth more than its presence and
reality?”

“You don’t understand. Those pangs are more precious than all the rest beside.” She caught at him. “Oh, if you
could only see inside my mind, Maskull! You would see strange things…. I can’t explain. It is all confused, even to
myself…. This love is quite different from what I thought.”

He sighed again. “Love is a strong drink. Perhaps it is too strong for human beings. And I think that it overturns
our reason in different ways.”

They remained sitting side by side, staring straight before them with unseeing eyes.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Sullenbode at last, with a smile, getting up. “Soon it will be ended, one way or another.
Come, let us be off!”

Maskull too got up.

“Where’s Corpang?” he asked listlessly.

They both looked across the ridge in the direction of Adage. At the point where they stood it was nearly a mile
wide. It sloped perceptibly toward the southern edge, giving all the earth the appearance of a heavy list. Toward
the west the ground continued level for a thousand yards, but then a high, sloping, grassy hill went right across
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the ridge from side to side, like a vast billow on the verge of breaking. It shut out all further view beyond. The
whole crest of this hill, from one end to the other, was crowned by a long row of enormous stone posts, shining
brightly in the moonlight against a background of dark sky. There were about thirty in all, and they were placed at
such regular intervals that there was little doubt that they had been set there by human hands. Some were
perpendicular, but others dipped so much that an aspect of extreme antiquity was given to the entire colonnade.
Corpang was seen climbing the hill, not far from the top.

“He wishes to arrive,” said Maskull, watching the energetic ascent with a rather cynical smile.

“The heavens won’t open for Corpang,” returned Sullenbode. “He need not be in such a hurry…. What do these
pillars seem like to you?”

“They might be the entrance to some mighty temple. Who can have planted them there?”

She did not answer. They watched Corpang gain the summit of the hill, and disappear through the line of posts.

Maskull turned again to Sullenbode. “Now we two are alone in a lonely world.”

She regarded him steadily. “Our last night on this earth must be a grand one. I am ready to go on.”

“I don’t think you are fit to go on. It will be better to go down the pass a little, and find shelter.”

She half smiled. “We won’t study our poor bodies tonight. I mean you to go to Adage, Maskull.”

“Then at all events let us rest first, for it must be a long, terrible climb, and who knows what hardships we shall
meet?”

She walked a step or two forward, half turned, and held out her hand to him. “Come, Maskull!”

When they had covered half the distance that separated them from the foot of the hill, Maskull heard the drum
taps. They came from behind the hill, and were loud, sharp, almost explosive. He glanced at Sullenbode, but she
appeared to hear nothing. A minute later the whole sky behind and above the long chain of stone posts on the
crest of the hill began to be illuminated by a strange radiance. The moonlight in that quarter faded; the posts
stood out black on a background of fire. It was the light of Muspel. As the moments passed, it grew more and
more  vivid,  peculiar,  and  awful.  It  was  of  no  colour,  and  resembled  nothing—it  was  supernatural  and
indescribable. Maskull’s spirit swelled. He stood fast, with expanded nostrils and terrible eyes.

Sullenbode touched him lightly.

“What do you see, Maskull?”

“Muspel-light.”

“I see nothing.”

The light shot up, until Maskull scarcely knew where he stood. It burned with a fiercer and stranger glare than
ever before. He forgot the existence of Sullenbode. The drum beats grew deafeningly loud. Each beat was like a
rip of startling thunder, crashing through the sky and making the air tremble. Presently the crashes coalesced,
and one continuous roar of thunder rocked the world. But the rhythm persisted—the four beats, with the third
accented, still came pulsing through the atmosphere, only now against a background of thunder, and not of
silence.

Maskull’s heart beat wildly. His body was like a prison. He longed to throw it off, to spring up and become
incorporated with the sublime universe which was beginning to unveil itself.

Sullenbode suddenly enfolded him in her arms, and kissed him—passionately, again and again. He made no
response; he was unaware of what she was doing. She unclasped him and, with bent head and streaming eyes,
went noiselessly away. She started to go back toward the Mornstab Pass.

A few minutes afterward the radiance began to fade. The thunder died down. The moonlight reappeared, the stone
posts and the hillside were again bright. In a short time the supernatural light had entirely vanished, but the drum
taps still sounded faintly, a muffled rhythm, from behind the hill. Maskull started violently, and stared around him



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

267

like a suddenly awakened sleeper.

He saw Sullenbode walking slowly away from him, a few hundred yards off. At that sight, death entered his heart.
He ran after her, calling out…. She did not look around. When he had lessened the distance between them by a
half, he saw her suddenly stumble and fall. She did not get up again, but lay motionless where she fell.

He flew toward her, and bent over her body. His worst fears were realised. Life had departed.

Beneath its coating of mud, her face bore the vulgar, ghastly Crystalman grin, but Maskull saw nothing of it. She
had never appeared so beautiful to him as at that moment.

He remained beside her for a long time, on his knees. He wept—but, between his fits of weeping, he raised his
head from time to time, and listened to the distant drum beats.

An hour passed—two hours. Teargeld was now in the south-west. Maskull lifted Sullenbode’s dead body on to his
shoulders, and started to walk toward the Pass. He cared no more for Muspel. He intended to look for water in
which to wash the corpse of his beloved, and earth in which to bury her.

When he had reached the boulder overlooking the landslip, on which they had sat together, he lowered his
burden, and, placing the dead girl on the stone, seated himself beside her for a time, gazing over toward Barey.

After that, he commenced his descent of the Mornstab Pass.

Chapter 20. BAREY
The day had already dawned, but it was not yet sunrise when Maskull awoke from his miserable sleep. He sat up
and yawned feebly. The air was cool and sweet. Far away down the landslip a bird was singing; the song consisted
of only two notes, but it was so plaintive and heartbreaking that he scarcely knew how to endure it.

The eastern sky was a delicate green, crossed by a long, thin band of chocolate-coloured cloud near the horizon.
The atmosphere was blue-tinted, mysterious, and hazy. Neither Sarclash nor Adage was visible.

The saddle of the Pass was five hundred feet above him; he had descended that distance overnight. The landslip
continued downward, like a huge flying staircase, to the upper slopes of Barey, which lay perhaps fifteen hundred
feet beneath. The surface of the Pass was rough, and the angle was excessively steep, though not precipitous. It
was above a mile across. On each side of it, east and west, the dark walls of the ridge descended sheer. At the
point where the pass sprang outward they were two thousand feet from top to bottom, but as the ridge went
upward, on the one hand toward Adage, on the other toward Sarclash, they attained almost unbelievable heights.
Despite the great breadth and solidity of the pass, Maskull felt as though he were suspended in midair.

The patch of broken, rich, brown soil observable not far away marked Sullenbode’s grave. He had interred her by
the light of the moon, with a long, flat stone for a spade. A little lower down, the white steam of a hot spring was
curling about in the twilight. From where he sat he was unable to see the pool into which the spring ultimately
flowed, but it was in that pool that he had last night washed first of all the dead girl’s body, and then his own.

He got up, yawned again, stretched himself, and looked around him dully. For a long time he eyed the grave. The
half-darkness changed by imperceptible degrees to full day; the sun was about to appear. The sky was nearly
cloudless. The whole wonderful extent of the mighty ridge behind him began to emerge from the morning mist…
there was a part of Sarclash, and the ice-green crest of gigantic Adage itself, which he could only take in by
throwing his head right back.

He gazed at everything in weary apathy, like a lost soul. All his desires were gone forever; he wished to go
nowhere, and to do nothing. He thought he would go to Barey.

He went to the warm pool, to wash the sleep out of his eyes. Sitting beside it, watching the bubbles, was Krag.

Maskull thought that he was dreaming. The man was clothed in a skin shirt and breeches. His face was stern,
yellow, and ugly. He eyed Maskull without smiling or getting up.
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“Where in the devil’s name have you come from, Krag?”

“The great point is, I am here.”

“Where’s Nightspore?”

“Not far away.”

“It seems a hundred years since I saw you. Why did you two leave me in such a damnable fashion?”

“You were strong enough to get through alone.”

“So it turned out, but how were you to know?…. Anyway, you’ve timed it well. It seems I am to die today.”

Krag scowled. “You will die this morning.”

“If I am to, I shall. But where have you heard it from?”

“You are ripe for it. You have run through the gamut. What else is there to live for?”

“Nothing,” said Maskull, uttering a short laugh. “I am quite ready. I have failed in everything. I only wondered
how you knew…. So now you’ve come to rejoin me. Where are we going?”

“Through Barey.”

“And what about Nightspore?”

Krag jumped to his feet with clumsy agility. “We won’t wait for him. He’ll be there as soon as we shall.”

“Where?”

“At our destination…. Come! The sun’s rising.”

As they started clambering down the pass side by side, Branchspell, huge and white, leaped fiercely into the sky.
All the delicacy of the dawn vanished, and another vulgar day began. They passed some trees and plants, the
leaves of which were all curled up, as if in sleep.

Maskull pointed them out to his companion.

“How is it the sunshine doesn’t open them?”

“Branchspell is a second night to them. Their day is Alppain.”

“How long will it be before that sun rises?”

“Some time yet.”

“Shall I live to see it, do you think?”

“Do you want to?”

“At one time I did, but now I’m indifferent.”

“Keep in that humour, and you’ll do well. Once for all, there’s nothing worth seeing on Tormance.”

After a few minutes Maskull said, “Why did we come here, then?”

“To follow Surtur.”

“True. But where is he?”

“Closer at hand than you think, perhaps.”

“Do you know that he is regarded as a god here, Krag?… There is supernatural fire, too, which I have been led to
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believe is somehow connected with him…. Why do you keep up the mystery? Who and what is Surtur?”

“Don’t disturb yourself about that. You will never know.”

“Do you know?”

“I know,” snarled Krag.

“The devil here is called Krag,” went on Maskull, peering into his face.

“As long as pleasure is worshiped, Krag will always be the devil.”

“Here we are, talking face to face, two men together…. What am I to believe of you?”

“Believe your senses. The real devil is Crystalman.”

They continued descending the landslip. The sun’s rays had grown insufferably hot. In front of them, down below
in the far distance, Maskull saw water and land intermingled. It appeared that they were travelling toward a lake
district.

“What have you and Nightspore been doing during the last four days, Krag? What happened to the torpedo?”

“You’re just about on the same mental level as a man who sees a brand-new palace, and asks what has become of
the scaffolding.”

“What palace have you been building, then?”

“We have not been idle,” said Krag. “While you have been murdering and lovemaking, we have had our work.”

“And how have you been made acquainted with my actions?”

“Oh, you’re an open book. Now you’ve got a mortal heart wound on account of a woman you knew for six hours.”

Maskull turned pale. “Sneer away, Krag! If you lived with a woman for six hundred years and saw her die, that
would never touch your leather heart. You haven’t even the feelings of an insect.”

“Behold the child defending its toys!” said Krag, grinning faintly.

Maskull stopped short. “What do you want with me, and why did you bring me here?”

“It’s no use stopping, even for the sake of theatrical effect,” said Krag, pulling him into motion again. “The
distance has got to be covered, however often we pull up.”

When he touched him, Maskull felt a terrible shooting pain through his heart.

“I can’t go on regarding you as a man, Krag. You’re something more than a man—whether good or evil, I can’t
say.”

Krag looked yellow and formidable. He did not reply to Maskull’s remark, but after a pause said, “So you’ve been
trying to find Surtur on your own account, during the intervals between killing and fondling?”

“What was that drumming?” demanded Maskull.

“You needn’t look so important. We know you had your ear to the keyhole. But you could join the assembly, the
music was not playing for you, my friend.”

Maskull smiled rather bitterly. “At all events, I listen through no more keyholes. I have finished with life. I belong
to nobody and nothing any more, from this time forward.”

“Brave words, brave words! We shall see. Perhaps Crystalman will make one more attempt on you. There is still
time for one more.”

“Now I don’t understand you.”

“You think you are thoroughly disillusioned, don’t you? Well, that may prove to be the last and strongest illusion of
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all.”

The conversation ceased. They reached the foot of the landslip an hour later. Branchspell was steadily mounting
the cloudless sky. It was approaching Sarclash, and it was an open question whether or not it would clear its peak.
The heat was sweltering. The long, massive, saucer-shaped ridge behind them, with its terrific precipices, was
glowing with bright morning colours. Adage, towering up many thousands of feet higher still, guarded the end of
it like a lonely Colossus. In front of them, starting from where they stood, was a cool and enchanting wilderness of
little lakes and forests. The water of the lakes was dark green; the forests were asleep, waiting for the rising of
Alppain.

“Are we now in Barey?” asked Maskull.

“Yes—and there is one of the natives.”

There was an ugly glint in his eye as he spoke the words, but Maskull did not see it.

A man was leaning in the shade against one of the first trees, apparently waiting for them to come up. He was
small, dark, and beardless, and was still in early manhood. He was clothed in a dark blue, loosely flowing robe,
and wore a broad-brimmed slouch hat. His face, which was not disfigured by any special organs, was pale,
earnest, and grave, yet somehow remarkably pleasing.

Before a word was spoken, he warmly grasped Maskull’s hand, but even while he was in the act of doing so he
threw a queer frown at Krag. The latter responded with a scowling grin.

When he opened his mouth to speak, his voice was a vibrating baritone, but it was at the same time strangely
womanish in its modulations and variety of tone.

“I’ve been waiting for you here since sunrise,” he said. “Welcome to Barey, Maskull! Let’s hope you’ll forget your
sorrows here, you over-tested man.”

Maskull stared at him, not without friendliness. “What made you expect me, and how do you know my name?”

The stranger smiled, which made his face very handsome. “I’m Gangnet. I know most things.”

“Haven’t you a greeting for me too—Gangnet?” asked Krag, thrusting his forbidding features almost into the
other’s face.

“I know you, Krag. There are few places where you are welcome.”

“And I know you, Gangnet—you man-woman…. Well, we are here together, and you must make what you can of it.
We are going down to the Ocean.”

The smile faded from Gangnet’s face. “I can’t drive you away, Krag—but I can make you the unwelcome third.”

Krag threw back his head, and gave a loud, grating laugh. “That bargain suits me all right. As long as I have the
substance, you may have the shadow, and much good may it do you.”

“Now that it’s all arranged so satisfactorily,” said Maskull, with a hard smile, “permit me to say that I don’t desire
any society at all at present…. You take too much for granted, Krag. You have played the false friend once
already…. I presume I’m a free agent?”

“To be a free man, one must have a universe of one’s own,” said Krag, with a jeering look. “What do you say,
Gangnet—is this a free world?”

“Freedom from pain and ugliness should be every man’s privilege,” returned Gangnet tranquilly. “Maskull is quite
within his rights, and if you’ll engage to leave him I’ll do the same.”

“Maskull can change face as often as he likes, but he won’t get rid of me so easily. Be easy on that point, Maskull.”

“It doesn’t matter,” muttered Maskull. “Let everyone join in the procession. In a few hours I shall finally be free,
anyhow, if what they say is true.”

“I’ll lead the way,” said Gangnet. “You don’t know this country, of course, Maskull. When we get to the flat lands
some miles farther down, we shall be able to travel by water, but at present we must walk, I fear.”
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“Yes, you fear—you fear!” broke out Krag, in a highpitched, scraping voice. “You eternal loller!”

Maskull kept looking from one to the other in amazement. There seemed to be a determined hostility between the
two, which indicated an intimate previous acquaintance.

They set off through a wood, keeping close to its border, so that for a mile or more they were within sight of the
long, narrow lake that flowed beside it. The trees were low and thin; their dolm-coloured leaves were all folded.
There was no underbrush—they walked on clean, brown earth, A distant waterfall sounded. They were in shade,
but the air was pleasantly warm. There were no insects to irritate them. The bright lake outside looked cool and
poetic.

Gangnet pressed Maskull’s arm affectionately. “If the bringing of you from your world had fallen to me, Maskull, it
is here I would have brought you, and not to the scarlet desert. Then you would have escaped the dark spots, and
Tormance would have appeared beautiful to you.”

“And what then, Gangnet? The dark spots would have existed all the same.”

“You could have seen them afterward. It makes all the difference whether one sees darkness through the light, or
brightness through the shadows.”

“A clear eye is the best. Tormance is an ugly world, and I greatly prefer to know it as it really is.”

“The devil made it ugly, not Crystalman. These are Crystalman’s thoughts, which you see around you. He is
nothing but Beauty and Pleasantness. Even Krag won’t have the effrontery to deny that.”

“It’s very nice here,” said Krag, looking around him malignantly. “One only wants a cushion and half a dozen
houris to complete it.”

Maskull disengaged himself from Gangnet. “Last night, when I was struggling through the mud in the ghastly
moonlight—then I thought the world beautiful.”

“Poor Sullenbode!” said Gangnet, sighing.

“What! You knew her?”

“I know her through you. By mourning for a noble woman, you show your own nobility. I think all women are
noble.”

“There may be millions of noble women, but there’s only one Sullenbode.”

“If Sullenbode can exist,” said Gangnet, “the world cannot be a bad place.”

“Change the subject…. The world’s hard and cruel, and I am thankful to be leaving it.”

“On one point, though, you both agree,” said Krag, smiling evilly. “Pleasure is good, and the cessation of pleasure
is bad.”

Gangnet glanced at him coldly. “We know your peculiar theories, Krag. You are very fond of them, but they are
unworkable. The world could not go on being, without pleasure.”

“So Gangnet thinks!” jeered Krag.

They came to the end of the wood, and found themselves overlooking a little cliff. At the foot of it, about fifty feet
below, a fresh series of lakes and forests commenced. Barey appeared to be one big mountain slope, built by
nature into terraces. The lake along whose border they had been travelling was not banked at the end, but
overflowed to the lower level in half a dozen beautiful, threadlike falls, white and throwing off spray. The cliff was
not perpendicular, and the men found it easy to negotiate.

At the base they entered another wood. Here it was much denser, and they had nothing but trees all around them.
A clear brook rippled through the heart of it; they followed its bank.

“It has occurred to me,” said Maskull, addressing Gangnet, “that Alppain may be my death. Is that so?”

“These trees don’t fear Alppain, so why should you? Alppain is a wonderful, life-bringing sun.”
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“The reason I ask is—I’ve seen its afterglow, and it produced such violent sensations that a very little more would
have proved too much.”

“Because the forces were evenly balanced. When you see Alppain itself, it will reign supreme, and there will be no
more struggling of wills inside you.”

“And that, I may tell you beforehand, Maskull,” said Krag, grinning, “is Crystalman’s trump card.”

“How do you mean?”

“You’ll see. You’ll renounce the world so eagerly that you’ll want to stay in the world merely to enjoy your
sensations.”

Gangnet smiled. “Krag, you see, is hard to please. You must neither enjoy, nor renounce. What are you to do?”

Maskull turned toward Krag. “It’s very odd, but I don’t understand your creed even yet. Are you recommending
suicide?”

Krag seemed to grow sallower and more repulsive every minute. “What, because they have left off stroking you?”
he exclaimed, laughing and showing his discoloured teeth.

“Whoever you are, and whatever you want,” said Maskull, “you seem very certain of yourself.”

“Yes, you would like me to blush and stammer like a booby, wouldn’t you! That would be an excellent way of
destroying lies.”

Gangnet glanced toward the foot of  one of the trees.  He stooped and picked up two or three objects that
resembled eggs.

“To eat?” asked Maskull, accepting the offered gift.

“Yes,  eat  them;  you must  be  hungry.  I  want  none myself,  and one mustn’t  insult  Krag by  offering him a
pleasure—especially such a low pleasure.”

Maskull knocked the ends off two of the eggs, and swallowed the liquid contents. They tasted rather alcoholic.
Krag snatched the remaining egg out of his hand and flung it against a tree trunk, where it broke and stuck, a
splash of slime.

“I don’t wait to be asked, Gangnet…. Say, is there a filthier sight than a smashed pleasure?”

Gangnet did not reply, but took Maskull’s arm.

After they had alternately walked through forests and descended cliffs and slopes for upward of two hours, the
landscape altered. A steep mountainside commenced and continued for at least a couple of miles, during which
space the land must have dropped nearly four thousand feet, at a practically uniform gradient. Maskull had seen
nothing like this immense slide of country anywhere. The hill slope carried an enormous forest on its back. This
forest, however, was different from those they had hitherto passed through. The leaves of the trees were curled in
sleep, but the boughs were so close and numerous that, but for the fact that they were translucent, the rays of the
sun would have been completely intercepted. As it was, the whole forest was flooded with light, and this light,
being tinged with the colour of the branches, was a soft and lovely rose. So gay, feminine, and dawnlike was the
illumination, that Maskull’s spirits immediately started to rise, although he did not wish it.

He checked himself, sighed, and grew pensive.

“What a place for languishing eyes and necks of ivory, Maskull!” rasped Krag mockingly. “Why isn’t Sullenbode
here?”

Maskull gripped him roughly and flung him against the nearest tree. Krag recovered himself, and burst into a
roaring laugh, seeming not a whit discomposed.

“Still what I said—was it true or untrue?”

Maskull gazed at him sternly. “You seem to regard yourself as a necessary evil. I’m under no obligation to go on
with you any farther. I think we had better part.”
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Krag turned to Gangnet with an air of grotesque mock earnestness.

“What do you say—do we part when Maskull pleases, or when I please?”

“Keep your temper, Maskull,” said Gangnet, showing Krag his back. “I know the man better than you do. Now that
he has fastened onto you there’s only one way of making him lose his hold, by ignoring him. Despise him—say
nothing to him, don’t answer his questions. If you refuse to recognise his existence, he is as good as not here.”

“I’m beginning to be tired of it all,” said Maskull. “It seems as if I shall add one more to my murders, before I have
finished.”

“I smell murder in the air,” exclaimed Krag, pretending to sniff. “But whose?”

“Do as I say, Maskull. To bandy words with him is to throw oil on fire.”

“I’ll say no more to anyone…. When do we get out of this accursed forest?”

“It’s some way yet, but when we’re once out we can take to the water, and you will be able to rest, and think.”

“And brood comfortably over your sufferings,” added Krag.

None of the three men said anything more until they emerged into the open day. The slope of the forest was so
steep that they were forced to run, rather than walk, and this would have prevented any conversation, even if they
had otherwise felt inclined toward it. In less than half an hour they were through. A flat, open landscape lay
stretched in front of them as far as they could see.

Three parts of this country consisted of smooth water. It was a succession of large, low-shored lakes, divided by
narrow strips of tree-covered land. The lake immediately before them had its small end to the forest. It was there
about a third of a mile wide. The water at the sides and end was shallow, and choked with dolm-colored rushes;
but in the middle, beginning a few yards from the shore, there was a perceptible current away from them. In view
of this current, it was difficult to decide whether it was a lake or a river. Some little floating islands were in the
shallows.

“Is it here that we take to the water?” inquired Maskull.

“Yes, here,” answered Gangnet.

“But how?”

“One of those islands will serve. It only needs to move it into the stream.”

Maskull frowned. “Where will it carry us to?”

“Come, get on, get on!” said Krag, laughing uncouthly. “The morning’s wearing away, and you have to die before
noon. We are going to the Ocean.”

“If you are omniscient, Krag, what is my death to be?”

“Gangnet will murder you.”

“You lie!” said Gangnet. “I wish Maskull nothing but good.”

“At all events, he will be the cause of your death. But what does it matter? The great point is you are quitting this
futile world…. Well, Gangnet, I see you’re as slack as ever. I suppose I must do the work.”

He jumped into the lake and began to run through the shallow water, splashing it about. When he came to the
nearest island, the water was up to his thighs. The island was lozenge-shaped, and about fifteen feet from end to
end. It was composed of a sort of light brown peat; there was no form of living vegetation on its surface. Krag
went behind it, and started shoving it toward the current, apparently without having unduly to exert himself.
When it was within the influence of the stream the others waded out to him, and all three climbed on.

The voyage began. The current was not travelling at more than two miles an hour. The sun glared down on their
heads mercilessly, and there was no shade or prospect of shade. Maskull sat down near the edge, and periodically
splashed water over his head. Gangnet sat on his haunches next to him. Krag paced up and down with short, quick
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steps, like an animal in a cage. The lake widened out more and more, and the width of the stream increased in
proportion, until they seemed to themselves to be floating on the bosom of some broad, flowing estuary.

Krag suddenly bent over and snatched off Gangnet’s hat, crushing it together in his hairy fist and throwing it far
out into the stream.

“Why should you disguise yourself like a woman?” he asked with a harsh guffaw—“Show Maskull your face.
Perhaps he has seen it somewhere.”

Gangnet did remind Maskull of someone, but he could not say of whom. His dark hair curled down to his neck, his
brow was wide, lofty, and noble, and there was an air of serious sweetness about the whole man that was
strangely appealing to the feelings.

“Let Maskull judge,” he said with proud composure, “whether I have anything to be ashamed of.”

“There can be nothing but magnificent thoughts in that head,” muttered Maskull, staring hard at him.

“A capital valuation. Gangnet is the king of poets. But what happens when poets try to carry through practical
enterprises?”

“What enterprises?” asked Maskull, in astonishment.

“What have you got on hand, Gangnet? Tell Maskull.”

“There are two forms of practical activity,” replied Gangnet calmly. “One may either build up, or destroy.”

“No, there’s a third species. One may steal—and not even know one is stealing. One may take the purse and leave
the money.”

Maskull raised his eyebrows. “Where have you two met before?”

“I’m paying Gangnet a visit today, Maskull, but once upon a time Gangnet paid me a visit.”

“Where?”

“In my home—whatever that is. Gangnet is a common thief.”

“You are speaking in riddles, and I don’t understand you. I don’t know either of you, but it’s clear that if Gangnet
is a poet, you’re a buffoon. Must you go on talking? I want to be quiet.”

Krag laughed, but said no more. Presently he lay down at full length, with his face to the sun, and in a few minutes
was fast asleep, and snoring disagreeably. Maskull kept glancing over at his yellow, repulsive face with strong
disfavour.

Two hours passed. The land on either side was more than a mile distant. In front of them there was no land at all.
Behind them, the Lichstorm Mountains were blotted out from view by a haze that had gathered together. The sky
ahead, just above the horizon, began to be of a strange colour. It was an intense jale-blue. The whole northern
atmosphere was stained with ulfire.

Maskull’s mind grew disturbed. “Alppain is rising, Gangnet.”

Gangnet smiled wistfully. “It begins to trouble you?”

“It is so solemn—tragical, almost—yet it recalls me to Earth. Life was no longer important—but this is important.”

“Daylight is night to this other daylight. Within half an hour you will be like a man who has stepped from a dark
forest into the open day. Then you will ask yourself how you could have been blind.”

The two men went on watching the blue sunrise. The entire sky in the north, halfway up to the zenith, was
streaked with extraordinary colours, among which jale and dolm predominated. Just as the principal character of
an  ordinary  dawn is  mystery,  the  outstanding  character  of  this  dawn was  wildness.  It  did  not  baffle  the
understanding, but the heart. Maskull felt no inarticulate craving to seize and perpetuate the sunrise, and make it
his own. Instead of that, it agitated and tormented him, like the opening bars of a supernatural symphony.
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When he looked back to the south, Branchspell’s day had lost its glare, and he could gaze at the immense white
sun without flinching. He instinctively turned to the north again, as one turns from darkness to light.

“If those were Crystalman’s thoughts that you showed me before, Gangnet, these must be his feelings. I mean it
literally. What I am feeling now, he must have felt before me.”

“He is all feeling, Maskull—don’t you understand that?”

Maskull was feeding greedily on the spectacle before him; he did not reply. His face was set like a rock, but his
eyes were dim with the beginning of tears. The sky blazed deeper and deeper; it was obvious that Alppain was
about to lift itself above the sea. The island had by this time floated past the mouth of the estuary. On three sides
they were surrounded by water. The haze crept up behind them and shut out all sight of land. Krag was still
sleeping—an ugly, wrinkled monstrosity.

Maskull looked over the side at the flowing water. It had lost its dark green colour, and was now of a perfect
crystal transparency.

“Are we already on the Ocean, Gangnet?”

“Yes.”

“Then nothing remains except my death.”

“Don’t think of death, but life.”

“It’s growing brighter—at the same time, more sombre. Krag seems to be fading away….”

“There is Alppain!” said Gangnet, touching his arm.

The deep, glowing disk of the blue sun peeped above the sea. Maskull was struck to silence. He was hardly so
much looking, as feeling. His emotions were unutterable. His soul seemed too strong for his body. The great blue
orb rose rapidly out of the water, like an awful eye watching him…. it shot above the sea with a bound, and
Alppain’s day commenced.

“What do you feel?” Gangnet still held his arm.

“I have set myself against the Infinite,” muttered Maskull.

Suddenly  his  chaos  of  passions  sprang  together,  and  a  wonderful  idea  swept  through  his  whole  being,
accompanied by the intensest joy.

“Why, Gangnet—I am nothing.”

“No, you are nothing.”

The mist closed in all around them. Nothing was visible except the two suns, and a few feet of sea. The shadows of
the three men cast by Alppain were not black, but were composed of white daylight.

“Then nothing can hurt me,” said Maskull with a peculiar smile.

Gangnet smiled too. “How could it?”

“I have lost my will; I feel as if some foul tumour had been scraped away, leaving me clean and free.”

“Do you now understand life, Maskull?”

Gangnet’s face was transfigured with an extraordinary spiritual beauty; he looked as if he had descended from
heaven.

“I understand nothing, except that I have no self any more. But this is life.”

“Is Gangnet expatiating on his famous blue sun?” said a jeering voice above them. Looking up, they saw that Krag
had got to his feet.
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They both rose. At the same moment the gathering mist began to obscure Alppain’s disk, changing it from blue to
a vivid jale.

“What do you want with us, Krag?” asked Maskull with simple composure.

Krag looked at him strangely for a few seconds. The water lapped around them.

“Don’t you comprehend, Maskull, that your death has arrived?”

Maskull made no response. Krag rested an arm lightly on his shoulder, and suddenly he felt sick and faint. He
sank to the ground, near the edge of the island raft. His heart was thumping heavily and queerly; its beating
reminded him of the drum taps. He gazed languidly at the rippling water, and it seemed to him as if he could see
right through it… away, away down… to a strange fire….

The  water  disappeared.  The  two  suns  were  extinguished.  The  island  was  transformed  into  a  cloud,  and
Maskull—alone on it—was floating through the atmosphere…. Down below, it was all fire—the fire of Muspel. The
light mounted higher and higher, until it filled the whole world….

He floated toward an immense perpendicular cliff of black rock, without top or bottom. Halfway up it Krag,
suspended in midair, was dealing terrific blows at a blood-red spot with a huge hammer. The rhythmical, clanging
sounds were hideous.

Presently Maskull made out that these sounds were the familiar drum beats. “What are you doing, Krag?” he
asked.

Krag suspended his work, and turned around.

“Beating on your heart, Maskull,” was his grinning response.

The  cliff  and  Krag  vanished.  Maskull  saw Gangnet  struggling  in  the  air—but  it  was  not  Gangnet—it  was
Crystalman. He seemed to be trying to escape from the Muspel-fire, which kept surrounding and licking him,
whichever way he turned. He was screaming…. The fire caught him. He shrieked horribly. Maskull caught one
glimpse of a vulgar, slobbering face—and then that too disappeared.

He opened his eyes. The floating island was still faintly illuminated by Alppain. Krag was standing by his side, but
Gangnet was no longer there.

“What is this Ocean called?” asked Maskull, bringing out the words with difficulty.

“Surtur’s Ocean.”

Maskull nodded, and kept quiet for some time. He rested his face on his arm. “Where’s Nightspore?” he asked
suddenly.

Krag bent over him with a grave expression. “You are Nightspore.”

The dying man closed his eyes, and smiled.

Opening them again, a few moments later, with an effort, he murmured, “Who are you?”

Krag maintained a gloomy silence.

Shortly afterward a frightful pang passed through Maskull’s heart, and he died immediately.

Krag turned his head around. “The night is really past at last, Nightspore…. The day is here.”

Nightspore gazed long and earnestly at Maskull’s body. “Why was all this necessary?”

“Ask Crystalman,” replied Krag sternly. “His world is no joke. He has a strong clutch—but I have a stronger…
Maskull was his, but Nightspore is mine.”
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Chapter 21. MUSPEL
The fog thickened so that the two suns wholly disappeared, and all grew as black as night. Nightspore could no
longer see his companion. The water lapped gently against the side of the island raft.

“You say the night is past,” said Nightspore. “But the night is still here. Am I dead, or alive?”

“You are still in Crystalman’s world, but you belong to it no more. We are approaching Muspel.”

Nightspore felt a strong, silent throbbing of the air—a rhythmical pulsation, in four-four time. “There is the
drumming,” he exclaimed.

“Do you understand it, or have you forgotten?”

“I half understand it, but I’m all confused.”

“It’s evident Crystalman has dug his claws into you pretty deeply,” said Krag. “The sound comes from Muspel, but
the rhythm is caused by its travelling through Crystalman’s atmosphere. His nature is rhythm as he loves to call
it—or dull, deadly repetition, as I name it.”

“I remember,” said Nightspore, biting his nails in the dark.

The throbbing became audible; it now sounded like a distant drum. A small patch of strange light in the far
distance, straight ahead of them, began faintly to illuminate the floating island and the glassy sea around it.

“Do all men escape from that ghastly world, or only I, and a few like me?” asked Nightspore.

“If all escaped, I shouldn’t sweat, my friend… There’s hard work, and anguish, and the risk of total death, waiting
for us yonder.”

Nightspore’s heart sank. “Have I not yet finished, then?”

“If you wish it. You have got through. But will you wish it?”

The drumming grew loud and painful. The light resolved itself into a tiny oblong of mysterious brightness in a
huge wall of night. Krag’s grim and rocklike features were revealed.

“I can’t face rebirth,” said Nightspore. “The horror of death is nothing to it.”

“You will choose.”

“I can do nothing. Crystalman is too powerful. I barely escaped with my own soul.”

“You are still stupid with Earth fumes, and see nothing straight,” said Krag.

Nightspore made no reply, but seemed to be trying to recall something. The water around them was so still,
colourless, and transparent, that they scarcely seemed to be borne up by liquid matter at all. Maskull’s corpse had
disappeared.

The drumming was now like the clanging of iron. The oblong patch of light grew much bigger; it burned, fierce
and wild. The darkness above, below, and on either side of it, began to shape itself into the semblance of a huge,
black wall, without bounds.

“Is that really a wall we are coming to?”

“You will soon find out. What you see is Muspel, and that light is the gate you have to enter.”

Nightspore’s heart beat wildly.

“Shall I remember?” he muttered.

“Yes, you’ll remember.”
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“Accompany me, Krag, or I shall be lost.”

“There is nothing for me to do in there. I shall wait outside for you.”

“You are returning to the struggle?” demanded Nightspore, gnawing his fingertips.

“Yes.”

“I dare not.”

The thunderous clangor of the rhythmical beats struck on his head like actual blows. The light glared so vividly
that he was no longer able to look at it. It had the startling irregularity of continuous lightning, but it possessed
this further peculiarity—that it seemed somehow to give out not actual light, but emotion, seen as light. They
continued to approach the wall of darkness, straight toward the door. The glasslike water flowed right against it,
its surface reaching up almost to the threshold.

They could not speak any more; the noise was too deafening.

In a few minutes they were before the gateway. Nightspore turned his back and hid his eyes in his two hands, but
even then he was blinded by the light. So passionate were his feelings that his body seemed to enlarge itself. At
every frightful beat of sound, he quivered violently.

The entrance was doorless. Krag jumped onto the rocky platform and pulled Nightspore after him.

Once through the gateway, the light vanished. The rhythmical sound—blows totally ceased. Nightspore dropped
his hands…. All was dark and quiet as an opened tomb. But the air was filled with grim, burning passion, which
was to light and sound what light itself is to opaque colour.

Nightspore pressed his hand to his heart. “I don’t know if I can endure it,” he said, looking toward Krag. He felt
his person far more vividly and distinctly than if he had been able to see him.

“Go in, and lose no time, Nightspore…. Time here is more precious than on earth. We can’t squander the minutes.
There are terrible and tragic affairs to attend to, which won’t wait for us… Go in at once. Stop for nothing.”

“Where shall I go to?” muttered Nightspore. “I have forgotten everything.”

“Enter, enter! There is only one way. You can’t mistake it.”

“Why do you bid me go in, if I am to come out again?”

“To have your wounds healed.”

Almost before the words had left his mouth, Krag sprang back on to the island raft. Nightspore involuntarily
started after him, but at once recovered himself and remained standing where he was. Krag was completely
invisible; everything outside was black night.

The moment he had gone, a feeling shot up in Nightspore’s heart like a thousand trumpets.

Straight in front of him, almost at his feet, was the lower end of a steep, narrow, circular flight of stone steps.
There was no other way forward.

He put his foot on the bottom stair, at the same time peering aloft. He saw nothing, yet as he proceeded upward
every inch of the way was perceptible to his inner feelings. The staircase was cold, dismal, and deserted, but it
seemed to him, in his exaltation of soul, like a ladder to heaven.

After he had mounted a dozen steps or so, he paused to take breath. Each step was increasingly difficult to
ascend; he felt as though he were carrying a heavy man on his shoulders. It struck a familiar chord in his mind. He
went on and, ten stairs higher up, came to a window set in a high embrasure.

On to this he clambered, and looked through. The window was of a sort of glass, but he could see nothing. Coming
to him, however, from the world outside, a disturbance of the atmosphere struck his senses, causing his blood to
run cold. At one moment it resembled a low, mocking, vulgar laugh, travelling from the ends of the earth; at the
next it was like a rhythmical vibration of the air—the silent, continuous throbbing of some mighty engine. The two
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sensations were identical, yet different. They seemed to be related in the same manner as soul and body. After
feeling them for  a  long time,  Nightspore got  down from the embrasure,  and continued his  ascent,  having
meanwhile grown very serious.

The climbing became still more laborious, and he was forced to stop at every third or fourth step, to rest his
muscles and regain breath. When he had mounted another twenty stairs in this way, he came to a second window.
Again he saw nothing. The laughing disturbance of the air, too, had ceased; but the atmospheric throb was now
twice as distinct as before, and its rhythm had become double. There were two separate pulses; one was in the
time of a march, the other in the time of a waltz. The first was bitter and petrifying to feel, but the second was
gay, enervating, and horrible.

Nightspore spent little time at that window, for he felt that he was on the eve of a great discovery, and that
something far more important awaited him higher up. He proceeded aloft. The ascent grew more and more
exhausting, so much so that he had frequently to sit down, utterly crushed by his own dead weight. Still, he got to
the third window.

He climbed into the embrasure. His feelings translated themselves into vision, and he saw a sight that caused him
to turn pale. A gigantic, self-luminous sphere was hanging in the sky, occupying nearly the whole of it. This sphere
was composed entirely of two kinds of active beings. There were a myriad of tiny green corpuscles, varying in size
from the very small to the almost indiscernible. They were not green, but he somehow saw them so. They were all
striving in  one direction—toward himself,  toward Muspel,  but  were  too  feeble  and miniature  to  make any
headway. Their action produced the marching rhythm he had previously felt, but this rhythm was not intrinsic in
the corpuscles themselves, but was a consequence of the obstruction they met with. And, surrounding these atoms
of life and light, were far larger whirls of white light that gyrated hither and thither, carrying the green corpuscles
with them wherever they desired. Their whirling motion was accompanied by the waltzing rhythm. It seemed to
Nightspore  that  the  green  atoms were  not  only  being  danced  about  against  their  will  but  were  suffering
excruciating shame and degradation in consequence. The larger ones were steadier than the extremely small, a
few were even almost stationary, and one was advancing in the direction it wished to go.

He turned his back to the window, buried his face in his hands, and searched in the dim recesses of his memory
for an explanation of what he had just seen. Nothing came straight, but horror and wrath began to take possession
of him.

On his way upward to the next window, invisible fingers seemed to him to be squeezing his heart and twisting it
about here and there; but he never dreamed of turning back. His mood was so grim that he did not once permit
himself to pause. Such was his physical distress by the time that he had clambered into the recess, that for several
minutes he could see nothing at all—the world seemed to be spinning round him rapidly.

When at last he looked, he saw the same sphere as before, but now all was changed on it. It was a world of rocks,
minerals, water, plants, animals, and men. He saw the whole world at one view, yet everything was so magnified
that he could distinguish the smallest details of life. In the interior of every individual, of every aggregate of
individuals, of every chemical atom, he clearly perceived the presence of the green corpuscles. But, according to
the degree of dignity of the life form, they were fragmentary or comparatively large. In the crystal, for example,
the green, imprisoned life was so minute as to be scarcely visible; in some men it was hardly bigger; but in other
men and women it was twenty or a hundred times greater. But, great or small, it played an important part in every
individual. It appeared as if the whirls of white light, which were the individuals, and plainly showed themselves
beneath  the  enveloping  bodies,  were  delighted  with  existence  and  wished  only  to  enjoy  it,  but  the  green
corpuscles were in a condition of eternal discontent, yet, blind and not knowing which way to turn for liberation,
kept changing form, as though breaking a new path, by way of experiment. Whenever the old grotesque became
metamorphosed into the new grotesque, it was in every case the direct work of the green atoms, trying to escape
toward Muspel,  but encountering immediate opposition.  These subdivided sparks of  living,  fiery spirit  were
hopelessly imprisoned in a ghastly mush of soft pleasure. They were being effeminated and corrupted—that is to
say, absorbed in the foul, sickly enveloping forms.

Nightspore felt a sickening shame in his soul as he looked on at that spectacle. His exaltation had long since
vanished. He bit his nails, and understood why Krag was waiting for him below.

He mounted slowly to the fifth window. The pressure of air against him was as strong as a full gale, divested of
violence and irregularity, so that he was not for an instant suffered to relax his efforts. Nevertheless, not a breath
stirred.

Looking through the window, he was startled by a new sight. The sphere was still there, but between it and the
Muspel-world in which he was standing he perceived a dim, vast shadow, without any distinguishable shape, but
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somehow throwing out a scent of disgusting sweetness. Nightspore knew that it was Crystalman. A flood of fierce
light—but it was not light, but passion—was streaming all the time from Muspel to the Shadow, and through it.
When, however, it emerged on the other side, which was the sphere, the light was altered in character. It became
split, as by a prism, into the two forms of life which he had previously seen—the green corpuscles and the whirls.
What had been fiery spirit but a moment ago was now a disgusting mass of crawling, wriggling individuals, each
whirl of pleasure-seeking will having, as nucleus, a fragmentary spark of living green fire. Nightspore recollected
the back rays of Starkness, and it flashed across him with the certainty of truth that the green sparks were the
back rays, and the whirls the forward rays, of Muspel. The former were trying desperately to return to their place
of origin, but were overpowered by the brute force of the latter, which wished only to remain where they were.
The individual whirls were jostling and fighting with, and even devouring, each other. This created pain, but,
whatever pain they felt, it was always pleasure that they sought. Sometimes the green sparks were strong enough
for a moment to move a little way in the direction of Muspel; the whirls would then accept the movement, not only
without demur, but with pride and pleasure, as if it were their own handiwork—but they never saw beyond the
Shadow, they thought that they were travelling toward it. The instant the direct movement wearied them, as
contrary to their whirling nature, they fell again to killing, dancing, and loving.

Nightspore had a foreknowledge that the sixth window would prove to be the last. Nothing would have kept him
from ascending to it, for he guessed that the nature of Crystalman himself would there become manifest. Every
step upward was like a bloody life-and-death struggle. The stairs nailed him to the ground; the air pressure caused
blood to gush from his nose and ears; his head clanged like an iron bell. When he had fought his way up a dozen
steps, he found himself suddenly at the top; the staircase terminated in a small, bare chamber of cold stone,
possessing a single window. On the other side of the apartment another short flight of stairs mounted through a
trap, apparently to the roof of the building. Before ascending these stairs, Nightspore hastened to the window and
stared out.

The shadow form of Crystalman had drawn much closer to him, and filled the whole sky, but it was not a shadow
of darkness, but a bright shadow. It had neither shape, nor colour, yet it in some way suggested the delicate tints
of early morning. It was so nebulous that the sphere could be clearly distinguished through it; in extension,
however, it was thick. The sweet smell emanating from it was strong, loathsome, and terrible; it seemed to spring
from a sort of loose, mocking slime inexpressibly vulgar and ignorant.

The spirit stream from Muspel flashed with complexity and variety. It was not below individuality, but above it. It
was not the One, or the Many, but something else far beyond either. It approached Crystalman, and entered his
body—if that bright mist could be called a body. It passed right through him, and the passage caused him the most
exquisite pleasure. The Muspel-stream was Crystalman’s food. The stream emerged from the other side on to the
sphere, in a double condition. Part of it reappeared intrinsically unaltered, but shivered into a million fragments.
These were the green corpuscles. In passing through Crystalman they had escaped absorption by reason of their
extreme minuteness. The other part of the stream had not escaped. Its fire had been abstracted, its cement was
withdrawn, and, after being fouled and softened by the horrible sweetness of the host, it broke into individuals,
which were the whirls of living will.

Nightspore shuddered. He comprehended at last how the whole world of will was doomed to eternal anguish in
order that one Being might feel joy.

Presently he set foot on the final flight leading to the roof; for he remembered vaguely that now only that
remained.

Halfway up, he fainted—but when he recovered consciousness he persisted as though nothing had happened to
him. As soon as his head was above the trap, breathing the free air, he had the same physical sensation as a man
stepping out of water. He pulled his body up, and stood expectantly on the stone-floored roof, looking round for
his first glimpse of Muspel.

There was nothing.

He was standing upon the top of a tower, measuring not above fifteen feet each way. Darkness was all around
him. He sat down on the stone parapet, with a sinking heart; a heavy foreboding possessed him.

Suddenly, without seeing or hearing anything, he had the distinct impression that the darkness around him, on all
four  sides,  was  grinning….  As  soon  as  that  happened,  he  understood  that  he  was  wholly  surrounded  by
Crystalman’s world, and that Muspel consisted of himself and the stone tower on which he was sitting.

Fire flashed in his heart…. Millions upon millions of grotesque, vulgar, ridiculous, sweetened individuals—once
Spirit—were calling out from their degradation and agony for salvation from Muspel…. To answer that cry there
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was only himself… and Krag waiting below… and Surtur—But where was Surtur?

The truth forced itself on him in all its cold, brutal reality. Muspel was no all-powerful Universe, tolerating from
pure indifference the existence side by side with it of another false world, which had no right to be. Muspel was
fighting for its life—against all that is most shameful and frightful—against sin masquerading as eternal beauty,
against baseness masquerading as Nature, against the Devil masquerading as God….

Now he understood everything. The moral combat was no mock one, no Valhalla, where warriors are cut to pieces
by day and feast by night; but a grim death struggle in which what is worse than death—namely, spiritual
death—inevitably awaited the vanquished of Muspel…. By what means could he hold back from this horrible war!

During those moments of anguish, all thoughts of Self—the corruption of his life on Earth—were scorched out of
Nightspore’s soul, perhaps not for the first time.

After sitting a long time, he prepared to descend. Without warning, a strange, wailing cry swept over the face of
the world. Starting in awful mystery, it ended with such a note of low and sordid mockery that he could not doubt
for a moment whence it originated. It was the voice of Crystalman.

Krag was waiting for him on the island raft. He threw a stern glance at Nightspore.

“Have you seen everything?”

“The struggle is hopeless,” muttered Nightspore.

“Did I not say I am the stronger?”

“You may be the stronger, but he is the mightier.”

“I am the stronger and the mightier. Crystalman’s Empire is but a shadow on the face of Muspel. But nothing will
be done without the bloodiest blows…. What do you mean to do?”

Nightspore looked at him strangely. “Are you not Surtur, Krag?”

“Yes.”

“Yes,” said Nightspore in a slow voice, without surprise. “But what is your name on Earth?”

“It is pain.”

“That, too, I must have known.”

He was silent for a few minutes; then he stepped quietly onto the raft. Krag pushed off, and they proceeded into
the darkness.
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(Found Among the Papers of the Late
Francis Wayland Thurston, of Boston)
“Of such great powers or beings there may be conceivably a survival . . . a survival of a hugely remote period
when . . . consciousness was manifested, perhaps, in shapes and forms long since withdrawn before the tide of
advancing humanity . . . forms of which poetry and legend alone have caught a flying memory and called them gods,
monsters, mythical beings of all sorts and kinds. . . .”
—Algernon Blackwood.
I.
The Horror in Clay.
The most merciful thing in the world, I think, is the inability of the human mind to correlate all its contents. We live
on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black seas of infinity, and it was not meant that we should voyage far.
The sciences, each straining in its own direction, have hitherto harmed us little; but some day the piecing together of
dissociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of reality, and of our frightful position therein, that we shall
either go mad from the revelation or flee from the deadly light into the peace and safety of a new dark age.

Theosophists have guessed at the awesome grandeur of the cosmic cycle wherein our world and human race
form transient incidents. They have hinted at strange survivals in terms which would freeze the blood if not masked
by a bland optimism. But it is not from them that there came the single glimpse of forbidden aeons which chills me
when I think of it and maddens me when I dream of it. That glimpse, like all dread glimpses of truth, flashed out from
an accidental piecing together of separated things—in this case an old newspaper item and the notes of a dead
professor. I hope that no one else will accomplish this piecing out; certainly, if I live, I shall never knowingly supply a
link in so hideous a chain. I think that the professor, too, intended to keep silent regarding the part he knew, and that
he would have destroyed his notes had not sudden death seized him.

My knowledge of the thing began in the winter of 1926–27 with the death of my grand-uncle George Gammell
Angell, Professor Emeritus of Semitic Languages in Brown University, Providence, Rhode Island. Professor Angell
was widely known as an authority on ancient inscriptions, and had frequently been resorted to by the heads of
prominent museums; so that his passing at the age of ninety-two may be recalled by many. Locally, interest was
intensified by the obscurity of the cause of death. The professor had been stricken whilst returning from the Newport
boat; falling suddenly, as witnesses said, after having been jostled by a nautical-looking negro who had come from
one of the queer dark courts on the precipitous hillside which formed a short cut from the waterfront to the
deceased’s home in Williams Street. Physicians were unable to find any visible disorder, but concluded after
perplexed debate that some obscure lesion of the heart, induced by the brisk ascent of so steep a hill by so elderly a
man, was responsible for the end. At the time I saw no reason to dissent from this dictum, but latterly I am inclined to
wonder—and more than wonder.

As my grand-uncle’s heir and executor, for he died a childless widower, I was expected to go over his papers with
some thoroughness; and for that purpose moved his entire set of files and boxes to my quarters in Boston. Much of
the material which I correlated will be later published by the American Archaeological Society, but there was one box
which I found exceedingly puzzling, and which I felt much averse from shewing to other eyes. It had been locked, and
I did not find the key till it occurred to me to examine the personal ring which the professor carried always in his
pocket. Then indeed I succeeded in opening it, but when I did so seemed only to be confronted by a greater and more
closely locked barrier. For what could be the meaning of the queer clay bas-relief and the disjointed jottings,
ramblings, and cuttings which I found? Had my uncle, in his latter years, become credulous of the most superficial
impostures? I resolved to search out the eccentric sculptor responsible for this apparent disturbance of an old man’s
peace of mind.

The bas-relief was a rough rectangle less than an inch thick and about five by six inches in area; obviously of
modern origin. Its designs, however, were far from modern in atmosphere and suggestion; for although the vagaries
of cubism and futurism are many and wild, they do not often reproduce that cryptic regularity which lurks in
prehistoric writing. And writing of some kind the bulk of these designs seemed certainly to be; though my memory,
despite much familiarity with the papers and collections of my uncle, failed in any way to identify this particular
species, or even to hint at its remotest affiliations.

Above these apparent hieroglyphics was a figure of evidently pictorial intent, though its impressionistic execution
forbade a very clear idea of its nature. It seemed to be a sort of monster, or symbol representing a monster, of a form
which only a diseased fancy could conceive. If I say that my somewhat extravagant imagination yielded simultaneous
pictures of an octopus, a dragon, and a human caricature, I shall not be unfaithful to the spirit of the thing. A pulpy,
tentacled head surmounted a grotesque and scaly body with rudimentary wings; but it was the general outline of the
whole which made it most shockingly frightful. Behind the figure was a vague suggestion of a Cyclopean
architectural background.

The writing accompanying this oddity was, aside from a stack of press cuttings, in Professor Angell’s most recent
hand; and made no pretence to literary style. What seemed to be the main document was headed “CTHULHU CULT”
in characters painstakingly printed to avoid the erroneous reading of a word so unheard-of. The manuscript was
divided into two sections, the first of which was headed “1925—Dream and Dream Work of H. A. Wilcox, 7 Thomas
St., Providence, R.I.”, and the second, “Narrative of Inspector John R. Legrasse, 121 Bienville St., New Orleans, La.,
at 1908 A. A. S. Mtg.—Notes on Same, & Prof. Webb’s Acct.” The other manuscript papers were all brief notes, some
of them accounts of the queer dreams of different persons, some of them citations from theosophical books and
magazines (notably W. Scott-Elliot’s Atlantis and the Lost Lemuria), and the rest comments on long-surviving secret
societies and hidden cults, with references to passages in such mythological and anthropological source-books as
Frazer’s Golden Bough and Miss Murray’s Witch-Cult in Western Europe. The cuttings largely alluded to outré
mental illnesses and outbreaks of group folly or mania in the spring of 1925.

The first half of the principal manuscript told a very peculiar tale. It appears that on March 1st, 1925, a thin, dark
young man of neurotic and excited aspect had called upon Professor Angell bearing the singular clay bas-relief, which
was then exceedingly damp and fresh. His card bore the name of Henry Anthony Wilcox, and my uncle had
recognised him as the youngest son of an excellent family slightly known to him, who had latterly been studying
sculpture at the Rhode Island School of Design and living alone at the Fleur-de-Lys Building near that institution.
Wilcox was a precocious youth of known genius but great eccentricity, and had from childhood excited attention
through the strange stories and odd dreams he was in the habit of relating. He called himself “psychically
hypersensitive”, but the staid folk of the ancient commercial city dismissed him as merely “queer”. Never mingling
much with his kind, he had dropped gradually from social visibility, and was now known only to a small group of
aesthetes from other towns. Even the Providence Art Club, anxious to preserve its conservatism, had found him quite
hopeless.

On the occasion of the visit, ran the professor’s manuscript, the sculptor abruptly asked for the benefit of his
host’s archaeological knowledge in identifying the hieroglyphics on the bas-relief. He spoke in a dreamy, stilted
manner which suggested pose and alienated sympathy; and my uncle shewed some sharpness in replying, for the
conspicuous freshness of the tablet implied kinship with anything but archaeology. Young Wilcox’s rejoinder, which
impressed my uncle enough to make him recall and record it verbatim, was of a fantastically poetic cast which must
have typified his whole conversation, and which I have since found highly characteristic of him. He said, “It is new,
indeed, for I made it last night in a dream of strange cities; and dreams are older than brooding Tyre, or the
contemplative Sphinx, or garden-girdled Babylon.”

It was then that he began that rambling tale which suddenly played upon a sleeping memory and won the fevered
interest of my uncle. There had been a slight earthquake tremor the night before, the most considerable felt in New
England for some years; and Wilcox’s imagination had been keenly affected. Upon retiring, he had had an
unprecedented dream of great Cyclopean cities of titan blocks and sky-flung monoliths, all dripping with green ooze
and sinister with latent horror. Hieroglyphics had covered the walls and pillars, and from some undetermined point
below had come a voice that was not a voice; a chaotic sensation which only fancy could transmute into sound, but
which he attempted to render by the almost unpronounceable jumble of letters, “Cthulhu fhtagn”.

This verbal jumble was the key to the recollection which excited and disturbed Professor Angell. He questioned
the sculptor with scientific minuteness; and studied with almost frantic intensity the bas-relief on which the youth
had found himself working, chilled and clad only in his night-clothes, when waking had stolen bewilderingly over him.
My uncle blamed his old age, Wilcox afterward said, for his slowness in recognising both hieroglyphics and pictorial
design. Many of his questions seemed highly out-of-place to his visitor, especially those which tried to connect the
latter with strange cults or societies; and Wilcox could not understand the repeated promises of silence which he was
offered in exchange for an admission of membership in some widespread mystical or paganly religious body. When
Professor Angell became convinced that the sculptor was indeed ignorant of any cult or system of cryptic lore, he
besieged his visitor with demands for future reports of dreams. This bore regular fruit, for after the first interview
the manuscript records daily calls of the young man, during which he related startling fragments of nocturnal
imagery whose burden was always some terrible Cyclopean vista of dark and dripping stone, with a subterrene voice
or intelligence shouting monotonously in enigmatical sense-impacts uninscribable save as gibberish. The two sounds
most frequently repeated are those rendered by the letters “Cthulhu” and “R’lyeh”.

On March 23d, the manuscript continued, Wilcox failed to appear; and inquiries at his quarters revealed that he
had been stricken with an obscure sort of fever and taken to the home of his family in Waterman Street. He had cried
out in the night, arousing several other artists in the building, and had manifested since then only alternations of
unconsciousness and delirium. My uncle at once telephoned the family, and from that time forward kept close watch
of the case; calling often at the Thayer Street office of Dr. Tobey, whom he learned to be in charge. The youth’s
febrile mind, apparently, was dwelling on strange things; and the doctor shuddered now and then as he spoke of
them. They included not only a repetition of what he had formerly dreamed, but touched wildly on a gigantic thing
“miles high” which walked or lumbered about. He at no time fully described this object, but occasional frantic words,
as repeated by Dr. Tobey, convinced the professor that it must be identical with the nameless monstrosity he had
sought to depict in his dream-sculpture. Reference to this object, the doctor added, was invariably a prelude to the
young man’s subsidence into lethargy. His temperature, oddly enough, was not greatly above normal; but his whole
condition was otherwise such as to suggest true fever rather than mental disorder.

On April 2nd at about 3 p.m. every trace of Wilcox’s malady suddenly ceased. He sat upright in bed, astonished to
find himself at home and completely ignorant of what had happened in dream or reality since the night of March
22nd. Pronounced well by his physician, he returned to his quarters in three days; but to Professor Angell he was of
no further assistance. All traces of strange dreaming had vanished with his recovery, and my uncle kept no record of
his night-thoughts after a week of pointless and irrelevant accounts of thoroughly usual visions.

Here the first part of the manuscript ended, but references to certain of the scattered notes gave me much
material for thought—so much, in fact, that only the ingrained scepticism then forming my philosophy can account
for my continued distrust of the artist. The notes in question were those descriptive of the dreams of various persons
covering the same period as that in which young Wilcox had had his strange visitations. My uncle, it seems, had
quickly instituted a prodigiously far-flung body of inquiries amongst nearly all the friends whom he could question
without impertinence, asking for nightly reports of their dreams, and the dates of any notable visions for some time
past. The reception of his request seems to have been varied; but he must, at the very least, have received more
responses than any ordinary man could have handled without a secretary. This original correspondence was not
preserved, but his notes formed a thorough and really significant digest. Average people in society and
business—New England’s traditional “salt of the earth”—gave an almost completely negative result, though scattered
cases of uneasy but formless nocturnal impressions appear here and there, always between March 23d and April
2nd—the period of young Wilcox’s delirium. Scientific men were little more affected, though four cases of vague
description suggest fugitive glimpses of strange landscapes, and in one case there is mentioned a dread of something
abnormal.

It was from the artists and poets that the pertinent answers came, and I know that panic would have broken
loose had they been able to compare notes. As it was, lacking their original letters, I half suspected the compiler of
having asked leading questions, or of having edited the correspondence in corroboration of what he had latently
resolved to see. That is why I continued to feel that Wilcox, somehow cognisant of the old data which my uncle had
possessed, had been imposing on the veteran scientist. These responses from aesthetes told a disturbing tale. From
February 28th to April 2nd a large proportion of them had dreamed very bizarre things, the intensity of the dreams
being immeasurably the stronger during the period of the sculptor’s delirium. Over a fourth of those who reported
anything, reported scenes and half-sounds not unlike those which Wilcox had described; and some of the dreamers
confessed acute fear of the gigantic nameless thing visible toward the last. One case, which the note describes with
emphasis, was very sad. The subject, a widely known architect with leanings toward theosophy and occultism, went
violently insane on the date of young Wilcox’s seizure, and expired several months later after incessant screamings to
be saved from some escaped denizen of hell. Had my uncle referred to these cases by name instead of merely by
number, I should have attempted some corroboration and personal investigation; but as it was, I succeeded in tracing
down only a few. All of these, however, bore out the notes in full. I have often wondered if all the objects of the
professor’s questioning felt as puzzled as did this fraction. It is well that no explanation shall ever reach them.

The press cuttings, as I have intimated, touched on cases of panic, mania, and eccentricity during the given
period. Professor Angell must have employed a cutting bureau, for the number of extracts was tremendous and the
sources scattered throughout the globe. Here was a nocturnal suicide in London, where a lone sleeper had leaped
from a window after a shocking cry. Here likewise a rambling letter to the editor of a paper in South America, where
a fanatic deduces a dire future from visions he has seen. A despatch from California describes a theosophist colony as
donning white robes en masse for some “glorious fulfilment” which never arrives, whilst items from India speak
guardedly of serious native unrest toward the end of March. Voodoo orgies multiply in Hayti, and African outposts
report ominous mutterings. American officers in the Philippines find certain tribes bothersome about this time, and
New York policemen are mobbed by hysterical Levantines on the night of March 22–23. The west of Ireland, too, is
full of wild rumour and legendry, and a fantastic painter named Ardois-Bonnot hangs a blasphemous “Dream
Landscape” in the Paris spring salon of 1926. And so numerous are the recorded troubles in insane asylums, that only
a miracle can have stopped the medical fraternity from noting strange parallelisms and drawing mystified
conclusions. A weird bunch of cuttings, all told; and I can at this date scarcely envisage the callous rationalism with
which I set them aside. But I was then convinced that young Wilcox had known of the older matters mentioned by the
professor.
II.
The Tale of Inspector Legrasse.
The older matters which had made the sculptor’s dream and bas-relief so significant to my uncle formed the subject
of the second half of his long manuscript. Once before, it appears, Professor Angell had seen the hellish outlines of
the nameless monstrosity, puzzled over the unknown hieroglyphics, and heard the ominous syllables which can be
rendered only as “Cthulhu”; and all this in so stirring and horrible a connexion that it is small wonder he pursued
young Wilcox with queries and demands for data.

The earlier experience had come in 1908, seventeen years before, when the American Archaeological Society
held its annual meeting in St. Louis. Professor Angell, as befitted one of his authority and attainments, had had a
prominent part in all the deliberations; and was one of the first to be approached by the several outsiders who took
advantage of the convocation to offer questions for correct answering and problems for expert solution.

The chief of these outsiders, and in a short time the focus of interest for the entire meeting, was a commonplace-
looking middle-aged man who had travelled all the way from New Orleans for certain special information
unobtainable from any local source. His name was John Raymond Legrasse, and he was by profession an Inspector of
Police. With him he bore the subject of his visit, a grotesque, repulsive, and apparently very ancient stone statuette
whose origin he was at a loss to determine. It must not be fancied that Inspector Legrasse had the least interest in
archaeology. On the contrary, his wish for enlightenment was prompted by purely professional considerations. The
statuette, idol, fetish, or whatever it was, had been captured some months before in the wooded swamps south of
New Orleans during a raid on a supposed voodoo meeting; and so singular and hideous were the rites connected with
it, that the police could not but realise that they had stumbled on a dark cult totally unknown to them, and infinitely
more diabolic than even the blackest of the African voodoo circles. Of its origin, apart from the erratic and
unbelievable tales extorted from the captured members, absolutely nothing was to be discovered; hence the anxiety
of the police for any antiquarian lore which might help them to place the frightful symbol, and through it track down
the cult to its fountain-head.

Inspector Legrasse was scarcely prepared for the sensation which his offering created. One sight of the thing had
been enough to throw the assembled men of science into a state of tense excitement, and they lost no time in
crowding around him to gaze at the diminutive figure whose utter strangeness and air of genuinely abysmal antiquity
hinted so potently at unopened and archaic vistas. No recognised school of sculpture had animated this terrible
object, yet centuries and even thousands of years seemed recorded in its dim and greenish surface of unplaceable
stone.

The figure, which was finally passed slowly from man to man for close and careful study, was between seven and
eight inches in height, and of exquisitely artistic workmanship. It represented a monster of vaguely anthropoid
outline, but with an octopus-like head whose face was a mass of feelers, a scaly, rubbery-looking body, prodigious
claws on hind and fore feet, and long, narrow wings behind. This thing, which seemed instinct with a fearsome and
unnatural malignancy, was of a somewhat bloated corpulence, and squatted evilly on a rectangular block or pedestal
covered with undecipherable characters. The tips of the wings touched the back edge of the block, the seat occupied
the centre, whilst the long, curved claws of the doubled-up, crouching hind legs gripped the front edge and extended
a quarter of the way down toward the bottom of the pedestal. The cephalopod head was bent forward, so that the
ends of the facial feelers brushed the backs of huge fore paws which clasped the croucher’s elevated knees. The
aspect of the whole was abnormally life-like, and the more subtly fearful because its source was so totally unknown.
Its vast, awesome, and incalculable age was unmistakable; yet not one link did it shew with any known type of art
belonging to civilisation’s youth—or indeed to any other time. Totally separate and apart, its very material was a
mystery; for the soapy, greenish-black stone with its golden or iridescent flecks and striations resembled nothing
familiar to geology or mineralogy. The characters along the base were equally baffling; and no member present,
despite a representation of half the world’s expert learning in this field, could form the least notion of even their
remotest linguistic kinship. They, like the subject and material, belonged to something horribly remote and distinct
from mankind as we know it; something frightfully suggestive of old and unhallowed cycles of life in which our world
and our conceptions have no part.

And yet, as the members severally shook their heads and confessed defeat at the Inspector’s problem, there was
one man in that gathering who suspected a touch of bizarre familiarity in the monstrous shape and writing, and who
presently told with some diffidence of the odd trifle he knew. This person was the late William Channing Webb,
Professor of Anthropology in Princeton University, and an explorer of no slight note. Professor Webb had been
engaged, forty-eight years before, in a tour of Greenland and Iceland in search of some Runic inscriptions which he
failed to unearth; and whilst high up on the West Greenland coast had encountered a singular tribe or cult of
degenerate Esquimaux whose religion, a curious form of devil-worship, chilled him with its deliberate
bloodthirstiness and repulsiveness. It was a faith of which other Esquimaux knew little, and which they mentioned
only with shudders, saying that it had come down from horribly ancient aeons before ever the world was made.
Besides nameless rites and human sacrifices there were certain queer hereditary rituals addressed to a supreme
elder devil or tornasuk; and of this Professor Webb had taken a careful phonetic copy from an aged angekok or
wizard-priest, expressing the sounds in Roman letters as best he knew how. But just now of prime significance was
the fetish which this cult had cherished, and around which they danced when the aurora leaped high over the ice
cliffs. It was, the professor stated, a very crude bas-relief of stone, comprising a hideous picture and some cryptic
writing. And so far as he could tell, it was a rough parallel in all essential features of the bestial thing now lying
before the meeting.

This data, received with suspense and astonishment by the assembled members, proved doubly exciting to
Inspector Legrasse; and he began at once to ply his informant with questions. Having noted and copied an oral ritual
among the swamp cult-worshippers his men had arrested, he besought the professor to remember as best he might
the syllables taken down amongst the diabolist Esquimaux. There then followed an exhaustive comparison of details,
and a moment of really awed silence when both detective and scientist agreed on the virtual identity of the phrase
common to two hellish rituals so many worlds of distance apart. What, in substance, both the Esquimau wizards and
the Louisiana swamp-priests had chanted to their kindred idols was something very like this—the word-divisions
being guessed at from traditional breaks in the phrase as chanted aloud:

“Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn.”

Legrasse had one point in advance of Professor Webb, for several among his mongrel prisoners had repeated to
him what older celebrants had told them the words meant. This text, as given, ran something like this:

“In his house at R’lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.”

And now, in response to a general and urgent demand, Inspector Legrasse related as fully as possible his
experience with the swamp worshippers; telling a story to which I could see my uncle attached profound significance.
It savoured of the wildest dreams of myth-maker and theosophist, and disclosed an astonishing degree of cosmic
imagination among such half-castes and pariahs as might be least expected to possess it.

On November 1st, 1907, there had come to the New Orleans police a frantic summons from the swamp and
lagoon country to the south. The squatters there, mostly primitive but good-natured descendants of Lafitte’s men,
were in the grip of stark terror from an unknown thing which had stolen upon them in the night. It was voodoo,
apparently, but voodoo of a more terrible sort than they had ever known; and some of their women and children had
disappeared since the malevolent tom-tom had begun its incessant beating far within the black haunted woods where
no dweller ventured. There were insane shouts and harrowing screams, soul-chilling chants and dancing devil-flames;
and, the frightened messenger added, the people could stand it no more.

So a body of twenty police, filling two carriages and an automobile, had set out in the late afternoon with the
shivering squatter as a guide. At the end of the passable road they alighted, and for miles splashed on in silence
through the terrible cypress woods where day never came. Ugly roots and malignant hanging nooses of Spanish moss
beset them, and now and then a pile of dank stones or fragment of a rotting wall intensified by its hint of morbid
habitation a depression which every malformed tree and every fungous islet combined to create. At length the
squatter settlement, a miserable huddle of huts, hove in sight; and hysterical dwellers ran out to cluster around the
group of bobbing lanterns. The muffled beat of tom-toms was now faintly audible far, far ahead; and a curdling shriek
came at infrequent intervals when the wind shifted. A reddish glare, too, seemed to filter through the pale
undergrowth beyond endless avenues of forest night. Reluctant even to be left alone again, each one of the cowed
squatters refused point-blank to advance another inch toward the scene of unholy worship, so Inspector Legrasse and
his nineteen colleagues plunged on unguided into black arcades of horror that none of them had ever trod before.

The region now entered by the police was one of traditionally evil repute, substantially unknown and untraversed
by white men. There were legends of a hidden lake unglimpsed by mortal sight, in which dwelt a huge, formless
white polypous thing with luminous eyes; and squatters whispered that bat-winged devils flew up out of caverns in
inner earth to worship it at midnight. They said it had been there before D’Iberville, before La Salle, before the
Indians, and before even the wholesome beasts and birds of the woods. It was nightmare itself, and to see it was to
die. But it made men dream, and so they knew enough to keep away. The present voodoo orgy was, indeed, on the
merest fringe of this abhorred area, but that location was bad enough; hence perhaps the very place of the worship
had terrified the squatters more than the shocking sounds and incidents.

Only poetry or madness could do justice to the noises heard by Legrasse’s men as they ploughed on through the
black morass toward the red glare and the muffled tom-toms. There are vocal qualities peculiar to men, and vocal
qualities peculiar to beasts; and it is terrible to hear the one when the source should yield the other. Animal fury and
orgiastic licence here whipped themselves to daemoniac heights by howls and squawking ecstasies that tore and
reverberated through those nighted woods like pestilential tempests from the gulfs of hell. Now and then the less
organised ululation would cease, and from what seemed a well-drilled chorus of hoarse voices would rise in sing-song
chant that hideous phrase or ritual:

“Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn.”
Then the men, having reached a spot where the trees were thinner, came suddenly in sight of the spectacle itself.
Four of them reeled, one fainted, and two were shaken into a frantic cry which the mad cacophony of the orgy
fortunately deadened. Legrasse dashed swamp water on the face of the fainting man, and all stood trembling and
nearly hypnotised with horror.

In a natural glade of the swamp stood a grassy island of perhaps an acre’s extent, clear of trees and tolerably dry.
On this now leaped and twisted a more indescribable horde of human abnormality than any but a Sime or an
Angarola could paint. Void of clothing, this hybrid spawn were braying, bellowing, and writhing about a monstrous
ring-shaped bonfire; in the centre of which, revealed by occasional rifts in the curtain of flame, stood a great granite
monolith some eight feet in height; on top of which, incongruous with its diminutiveness, rested the noxious carven
statuette. From a wide circle of ten scaffolds set up at regular intervals with the flame-girt monolith as a centre hung,
head downward, the oddly marred bodies of the helpless squatters who had disappeared. It was inside this circle that
the ring of worshippers jumped and roared, the general direction of the mass motion being from left to right in
endless Bacchanal between the ring of bodies and the ring of fire.

It may have been only imagination and it may have been only echoes which induced one of the men, an excitable
Spaniard, to fancy he heard antiphonal responses to the ritual from some far and unillumined spot deeper within the
wood of ancient legendry and horror. This man, Joseph D. Galvez, I later met and questioned; and he proved
distractingly imaginative. He indeed went so far as to hint of the faint beating of great wings, and of a glimpse of
shining eyes and a mountainous white bulk beyond the remotest trees—but I suppose he had been hearing too much
native superstition.

Actually, the horrified pause of the men was of comparatively brief duration. Duty came first; and although there
must have been nearly a hundred mongrel celebrants in the throng, the police relied on their firearms and plunged
determinedly into the nauseous rout. For five minutes the resultant din and chaos were beyond description. Wild
blows were struck, shots were fired, and escapes were made; but in the end Legrasse was able to count some forty-
seven sullen prisoners, whom he forced to dress in haste and fall into line between two rows of policemen. Five of the
worshippers lay dead, and two severely wounded ones were carried away on improvised stretchers by their fellow-
prisoners. The image on the monolith, of course, was carefully removed and carried back by Legrasse.

Examined at headquarters after a trip of intense strain and weariness, the prisoners all proved to be men of a
very low, mixed-blooded, and mentally aberrant type. Most were seamen, and a sprinkling of negroes and mulattoes,
largely West Indians or Brava Portuguese from the Cape Verde Islands, gave a colouring of voodooism to the
heterogeneous cult. But before many questions were asked, it became manifest that something far deeper and older
than negro fetichism was involved. Degraded and ignorant as they were, the creatures held with surprising
consistency to the central idea of their loathsome faith.

They worshipped, so they said, the Great Old Ones who lived ages before there were any men, and who came to
the young world out of the sky. Those Old Ones were gone now, inside the earth and under the sea; but their dead
bodies had told their secrets in dreams to the first men, who formed a cult which had never died. This was that cult,
and the prisoners said it had always existed and always would exist, hidden in distant wastes and dark places all over
the world until the time when the great priest Cthulhu, from his dark house in the mighty city of R’lyeh under the
waters, should rise and bring the earth again beneath his sway. Some day he would call, when the stars were ready,
and the secret cult would always be waiting to liberate him.

Meanwhile no more must be told. There was a secret which even torture could not extract. Mankind was not
absolutely alone among the conscious things of earth, for shapes came out of the dark to visit the faithful few. But
these were not the Great Old Ones. No man had ever seen the Old Ones. The carven idol was great Cthulhu, but none
might say whether or not the others were precisely like him. No one could read the old writing now, but things were
told by word of mouth. The chanted ritual was not the secret—that was never spoken aloud, only whispered. The
chant meant only this: “In his house at R’lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.”

Only two of the prisoners were found sane enough to be hanged, and the rest were committed to various
institutions. All denied a part in the ritual murders, and averred that the killing had been done by Black Winged Ones
which had come to them from their immemorial meeting-place in the haunted wood. But of those mysterious allies no
coherent account could ever be gained. What the police did extract, came mainly from an immensely aged mestizo
named Castro, who claimed to have sailed to strange ports and talked with undying leaders of the cult in the
mountains of China.

Old Castro remembered bits of hideous legend that paled the speculations of theosophists and made man and the
world seem recent and transient indeed. There had been aeons when other Things ruled on the earth, and They had
had great cities. Remains of Them, he said the deathless Chinamen had told him, were still to be found as Cyclopean
stones on islands in the Pacific. They all died vast epochs of time before men came, but there were arts which could
revive Them when the stars had come round again to the right positions in the cycle of eternity. They had, indeed,
come themselves from the stars, and brought Their images with Them.

These Great Old Ones, Castro continued, were not composed altogether of flesh and blood. They had shape—for
did not this star-fashioned image prove it?—but that shape was not made of matter. When the stars were right, They
could plunge from world to world through the sky; but when the stars were wrong, They could not live. But although
They no longer lived, They would never really die. They all lay in stone houses in Their great city of R’lyeh, preserved
by the spells of mighty Cthulhu for a glorious resurrection when the stars and the earth might once more be ready for
Them. But at that time some force from outside must serve to liberate Their bodies. The spells that preserved Them
intact likewise prevented Them from making an initial move, and They could only lie awake in the dark and think
whilst uncounted millions of years rolled by. They knew all that was occurring in the universe, but Their mode of
speech was transmitted thought. Even now They talked in Their tombs. When, after infinities of chaos, the first men
came, the Great Old Ones spoke to the sensitive among them by moulding their dreams; for only thus could Their
language reach the fleshly minds of mammals.

Then, whispered Castro, those first men formed the cult around small idols which the Great Ones shewed them;
idols brought in dim aeras from dark stars. That cult would never die till the stars came right again, and the secret
priests would take great Cthulhu from His tomb to revive His subjects and resume His rule of earth. The time would
be easy to know, for then mankind would have become as the Great Old Ones; free and wild and beyond good and
evil, with laws and morals thrown aside and all men shouting and killing and revelling in joy. Then the liberated Old
Ones would teach them new ways to shout and kill and revel and enjoy themselves, and all the earth would flame
with a holocaust of ecstasy and freedom. Meanwhile the cult, by appropriate rites, must keep alive the memory of
those ancient ways and shadow forth the prophecy of their return.

In the elder time chosen men had talked with the entombed Old Ones in dreams, but then something had
happened. The great stone city R’lyeh, with its monoliths and sepulchres, had sunk beneath the waves; and the deep
waters, full of the one primal mystery through which not even thought can pass, had cut off the spectral intercourse.
But memory never died, and high-priests said that the city would rise again when the stars were right. Then came out
of the earth the black spirits of earth, mouldy and shadowy, and full of dim rumours picked up in caverns beneath
forgotten sea-bottoms. But of them old Castro dared not speak much. He cut himself off hurriedly, and no amount of
persuasion or subtlety could elicit more in this direction. The size of the Old Ones, too, he curiously declined to
mention. Of the cult, he said that he thought the centre lay amid the pathless deserts of Arabia, where Irem, the City
of Pillars, dreams hidden and untouched. It was not allied to the European witch-cult, and was virtually unknown
beyond its members. No book had ever really hinted of it, though the deathless Chinamen said that there were double
meanings in the Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul Alhazred which the initiated might read as they chose,
especially the much-discussed couplet:

“That is not dead which can eternal lie,
And with strange aeons even death may die.”

Legrasse, deeply impressed and not a little bewildered, had inquired in vain concerning the historic affiliations of
the cult. Castro, apparently, had told the truth when he said that it was wholly secret. The authorities at Tulane
University could shed no light upon either cult or image, and now the detective had come to the highest authorities in
the country and met with no more than the Greenland tale of Professor Webb.

The feverish interest aroused at the meeting by Legrasse’s tale, corroborated as it was by the statuette, is echoed
in the subsequent correspondence of those who attended; although scant mention occurs in the formal publications
of the society. Caution is the first care of those accustomed to face occasional charlatanry and imposture. Legrasse
for some time lent the image to Professor Webb, but at the latter’s death it was returned to him and remains in his
possession, where I viewed it not long ago. It is truly a terrible thing, and unmistakably akin to the dream-sculpture
of young Wilcox.

That my uncle was excited by the tale of the sculptor I did not wonder, for what thoughts must arise upon
hearing, after a knowledge of what Legrasse had learned of the cult, of a sensitive young man who had dreamed not
only the figure and exact hieroglyphics of the swamp-found image and the Greenland devil tablet, but had come in his
dreams upon at least three of the precise words of the formula uttered alike by Esquimau diabolists and mongrel
Louisianans? Professor Angell’s instant start on an investigation of the utmost thoroughness was eminently natural;
though privately I suspected young Wilcox of having heard of the cult in some indirect way, and of having invented a
series of dreams to heighten and continue the mystery at my uncle’s expense. The dream-narratives and cuttings
collected by the professor were, of course, strong corroboration; but the rationalism of my mind and the
extravagance of the whole subject led me to adopt what I thought the most sensible conclusions. So, after thoroughly
studying the manuscript again and correlating the theosophical and anthropological notes with the cult narrative of
Legrasse, I made a trip to Providence to see the sculptor and give him the rebuke I thought proper for so boldly
imposing upon a learned and aged man.

Wilcox still lived alone in the Fleur-de-Lys Building in Thomas Street, a hideous Victorian imitation of
seventeenth-century Breton architecture which flaunts its stuccoed front amidst the lovely colonial houses on the
ancient hill, and under the very shadow of the finest Georgian steeple in America. I found him at work in his rooms,
and at once conceded from the specimens scattered about that his genius is indeed profound and authentic. He will, I
believe, some time be heard from as one of the great decadents; for he has crystallised in clay and will one day mirror
in marble those nightmares and phantasies which Arthur Machen evokes in prose, and Clark Ashton Smith makes
visible in verse and in painting.

Dark, frail, and somewhat unkempt in aspect, he turned languidly at my knock and asked me my business without
rising. When I told him who I was, he displayed some interest; for my uncle had excited his curiosity in probing his
strange dreams, yet had never explained the reason for the study. I did not enlarge his knowledge in this regard, but
sought with some subtlety to draw him out. In a short time I became convinced of his absolute sincerity, for he spoke
of the dreams in a manner none could mistake. They and their subconscious residuum had influenced his art
profoundly, and he shewed me a morbid statue whose contours almost made me shake with the potency of its black
suggestion. He could not recall having seen the original of this thing except in his own dream bas-relief, but the
outlines had formed themselves insensibly under his hands. It was, no doubt, the giant shape he had raved of in
delirium. That he really knew nothing of the hidden cult, save from what my uncle’s relentless catechism had let fall,
he soon made clear; and again I strove to think of some way in which he could possibly have received the weird
impressions.

He talked of his dreams in a strangely poetic fashion; making me see with terrible vividness the damp Cyclopean
city of slimy green stone—whose geometry, he oddly said, was all wrong—and hear with frightened expectancy the
ceaseless, half-mental calling from underground: “Cthulhu fhtagn”, “Cthulhu fhtagn”. These words had formed part
of that dread ritual which told of dead Cthulhu’s dream-vigil in his stone vault at R’lyeh, and I felt deeply moved
despite my rational beliefs. Wilcox, I was sure, had heard of the cult in some casual way, and had soon forgotten it
amidst the mass of his equally weird reading and imagining. Later, by virtue of its sheer impressiveness, it had found
subconscious expression in dreams, in the bas-relief, and in the terrible statue I now beheld; so that his imposture
upon my uncle had been a very innocent one. The youth was of a type, at once slightly affected and slightly ill-
mannered, which I could never like; but I was willing enough now to admit both his genius and his honesty. I took
leave of him amicably, and wish him all the success his talent promises.

The matter of the cult still remained to fascinate me, and at times I had visions of personal fame from researches
into its origin and connexions. I visited New Orleans, talked with Legrasse and others of that old-time raiding-party,
saw the frightful image, and even questioned such of the mongrel prisoners as still survived. Old Castro,
unfortunately, had been dead for some years. What I now heard so graphically at first-hand, though it was really no
more than a detailed confirmation of what my uncle had written, excited me afresh; for I felt sure that I was on the
track of a very real, very secret, and very ancient religion whose discovery would make me an anthropologist of note.
My attitude was still one of absolute materialism, as I wish it still were, and I discounted with almost inexplicable
perversity the coincidence of the dream notes and odd cuttings collected by Professor Angell.

One thing I began to suspect, and which I now fear I know, is that my uncle’s death was far from natural. He fell
on a narrow hill street leading up from an ancient waterfront swarming with foreign mongrels, after a careless push
from a negro sailor. I did not forget the mixed blood and marine pursuits of the cult-members in Louisiana, and would
not be surprised to learn of secret methods and poison needles as ruthless and as anciently known as the cryptic rites
and beliefs. Legrasse and his men, it is true, have been let alone; but in Norway a certain seaman who saw things is
dead. Might not the deeper inquiries of my uncle after encountering the sculptor’s data have come to sinister ears? I
think Professor Angell died because he knew too much, or because he was likely to learn too much. Whether I shall
go as he did remains to be seen, for I have learned much now.
III.
The Madness from the Sea.
If heaven ever wishes to grant me a boon, it will be a total effacing of the results of a mere chance which fixed my eye
on a certain stray piece of shelf-paper. It was nothing on which I would naturally have stumbled in the course of my
daily round, for it was an old number of an Australian journal, the Sydney Bulletin for April 18, 1925. It had escaped
even the cutting bureau which had at the time of its issuance been avidly collecting material for my uncle’s research.

I had largely given over my inquiries into what Professor Angell called the “Cthulhu Cult”, and was visiting a
learned friend in Paterson, New Jersey; the curator of a local museum and a mineralogist of note. Examining one day
the reserve specimens roughly set on the storage shelves in a rear room of the museum, my eye was caught by an
odd picture in one of the old papers spread beneath the stones. It was the Sydney Bulletin I have mentioned, for my
friend has wide affiliations in all conceivable foreign parts; and the picture was a half-tone cut of a hideous stone
image almost identical with that which Legrasse had found in the swamp.

Eagerly clearing the sheet of its precious contents, I scanned the item in detail; and was disappointed to find it of
only moderate length. What it suggested, however, was of portentous significance to my flagging quest; and I
carefully tore it out for immediate action. It read as follows:
MYSTERY DERELICT FOUND AT SEA
Vigilant Arrives With Helpless Armed New Zealand Yacht in Tow.
One Survivor and Dead Man Found Aboard. Tale of
Desperate Battle and Deaths at Sea.
Rescued Seaman Refuses
Particulars of Strange Experience.
Odd Idol Found in His Possession. Inquiry
to Follow.
The Morrison Co.’s freighter Vigilant, bound from Valparaiso, arrived this morning at its wharf in Darling Harbour,
having in tow the battled and disabled but heavily armed steam yacht Alert of Dunedin, N. Z., which was sighted
April 12th in S. Latitude 34° 21′, W. Longitude 152° 17′ with one living and one dead man aboard.

The Vigilant left Valparaiso March 25th, and on April 2nd was driven considerably south of her course by
exceptionally heavy storms and monster waves. On April 12th the derelict was sighted; and though apparently
deserted, was found upon boarding to contain one survivor in a half-delirious condition and one man who had
evidently been dead for more than a week. The living man was clutching a horrible stone idol of unknown origin,
about a foot in height, regarding whose nature authorities at Sydney University, the Royal Society, and the Museum
in College Street all profess complete bafflement, and which the survivor says he found in the cabin of the yacht, in a
small carved shrine of common pattern.

This man, after recovering his senses, told an exceedingly strange story of piracy and slaughter. He is Gustaf
Johansen, a Norwegian of some intelligence, and had been second mate of the two-masted schooner Emma of
Auckland, which sailed for Callao February 20th with a complement of eleven men. The Emma, he says, was delayed
and thrown widely south of her course by the great storm of March 1st, and on March 22nd, in S. Latitude 49° 51′, W.
Longitude 128° 34′, encountered the Alert, manned by a queer and evil-looking crew of Kanakas and half-castes.
Being ordered peremptorily to turn back, Capt. Collins refused; whereupon the strange crew began to fire savagely
and without warning upon the schooner with a peculiarly heavy battery of brass cannon forming part of the yacht’s
equipment. The Emma’s men shewed fight, says the survivor, and though the schooner began to sink from shots
beneath the waterline they managed to heave alongside their enemy and board her, grappling with the savage crew
on the yacht’s deck, and being forced to kill them all, the number being slightly superior, because of their particularly
abhorrent and desperate though rather clumsy mode of fighting.

Three of the Emma’s men, including Capt. Collins and First Mate Green, were killed; and the remaining eight
under Second Mate Johansen proceeded to navigate the captured yacht, going ahead in their original direction to see
if any reason for their ordering back had existed. The next day, it appears, they raised and landed on a small island,
although none is known to exist in that part of the ocean; and six of the men somehow died ashore, though Johansen
is queerly reticent about this part of his story, and speaks only of their falling into a rock chasm. Later, it seems, he
and one companion boarded the yacht and tried to manage her, but were beaten about by the storm of April 2nd.
From that time till his rescue on the 12th the man remembers little, and he does not even recall when William Briden,
his companion, died. Briden’s death reveals no apparent cause, and was probably due to excitement or exposure.
Cable advices from Dunedin report that the Alert was well known there as an island trader, and bore an evil
reputation along the waterfront. It was owned by a curious group of half-castes whose frequent meetings and night
trips to the woods attracted no little curiosity; and it had set sail in great haste just after the storm and earth tremors
of March 1st. Our Auckland correspondent gives the Emma and her crew an excellent reputation, and Johansen is
described as a sober and worthy man. The admiralty will institute an inquiry on the whole matter beginning
tomorrow, at which every effort will be made to induce Johansen to speak more freely than he has done hitherto.

This was all, together with the picture of the hellish image; but what a train of ideas it started in my mind! Here
were new treasuries of data on the Cthulhu Cult, and evidence that it had strange interests at sea as well as on land.
What motive prompted the hybrid crew to order back the Emma as they sailed about with their hideous idol? What
was the unknown island on which six of the Emma’s crew had died, and about which the mate Johansen was so
secretive? What had the vice-admiralty’s investigation brought out, and what was known of the noxious cult in
Dunedin? And most marvellous of all, what deep and more than natural linkage of dates was this which gave a malign
and now undeniable significance to the various turns of events so carefully noted by my uncle?

March 1st—our February 28th according to the International Date Line—the earthquake and storm had come.
From Dunedin the Alert and her noisome crew had darted eagerly forth as if imperiously summoned, and on the other
side of the earth poets and artists had begun to dream of a strange, dank Cyclopean city whilst a young sculptor had
moulded in his sleep the form of the dreaded Cthulhu. March 23d the crew of the Emma landed on an unknown
island and left six men dead; and on that date the dreams of sensitive men assumed a heightened vividness and
darkened with dread of a giant monster’s malign pursuit, whilst an architect had gone mad and a sculptor had lapsed
suddenly into delirium! And what of this storm of April 2nd—the date on which all dreams of the dank city ceased,
and Wilcox emerged unharmed from the bondage of strange fever? What of all this—and of those hints of old Castro
about the sunken, star-born Old Ones and their coming reign; their faithful cult and their mastery of dreams? Was I
tottering on the brink of cosmic horrors beyond man’s power to bear? If so, they must be horrors of the mind alone,
for in some way the second of April had put a stop to whatever monstrous menace had begun its siege of mankind’s
soul.

That evening, after a day of hurried cabling and arranging, I bade my host adieu and took a train for San
Francisco. In less than a month I was in Dunedin; where, however, I found that little was known of the strange cult-
members who had lingered in the old sea-taverns. Waterfront scum was far too common for special mention; though
there was vague talk about one inland trip these mongrels had made, during which faint drumming and red flame
were noted on the distant hills. In Auckland I learned that Johansen had returned with yellow hair turned white after
a perfunctory and inconclusive questioning at Sydney, and had thereafter sold his cottage in West Street and sailed
with his wife to his old home in Oslo. Of his stirring experience he would tell his friends no more than he had told the
admiralty officials, and all they could do was to give me his Oslo address.

After that I went to Sydney and talked profitlessly with seamen and members of the vice-admiralty court. I saw
the Alert, now sold and in commercial use, at Circular Quay in Sydney Cove, but gained nothing from its non-
committal bulk. The crouching image with its cuttlefish head, dragon body, scaly wings, and hieroglyphed pedestal,
was preserved in the Museum at Hyde Park; and I studied it long and well, finding it a thing of balefully exquisite
workmanship, and with the same utter mystery, terrible antiquity, and unearthly strangeness of material which I had
noted in Legrasse’s smaller specimen. Geologists, the curator told me, had found it a monstrous puzzle; for they
vowed that the world held no rock like it. Then I thought with a shudder of what old Castro had told Legrasse about
the primal Great Ones: “They had come from the stars, and had brought Their images with Them.”

Shaken with such a mental revolution as I had never before known, I now resolved to visit Mate Johansen in Oslo.
Sailing for London, I reëmbarked at once for the Norwegian capital; and one autumn day landed at the trim wharves
in the shadow of the Egeberg. Johansen’s address, I discovered, lay in the Old Town of King Harold Haardrada, which
kept alive the name of Oslo during all the centuries that the greater city masqueraded as “Christiana”. I made the
brief trip by taxicab, and knocked with palpitant heart at the door of a neat and ancient building with plastered front.
A sad-faced woman in black answered my summons, and I was stung with disappointment when she told me in
halting English that Gustaf Johansen was no more.

He had not survived his return, said his wife, for the doings at sea in 1925 had broken him. He had told her no
more than he had told the public, but had left a long manuscript—of “technical matters” as he said—written in
English, evidently in order to safeguard her from the peril of casual perusal. During a walk through a narrow lane
near the Gothenburg dock, a bundle of papers falling from an attic window had knocked him down. Two Lascar
sailors at once helped him to his feet, but before the ambulance could reach him he was dead. Physicians found no
adequate cause for the end, and laid it to heart trouble and a weakened constitution.

I now felt gnawing at my vitals that dark terror which will never leave me till I, too, am at rest; “accidentally” or
otherwise. Persuading the widow that my connexion with her husband’s “technical matters” was sufficient to entitle
me to his manuscript, I bore the document away and began to read it on the London boat. It was a simple, rambling
thing—a naive sailor’s effort at a post-facto diary—and strove to recall day by day that last awful voyage. I cannot
attempt to transcribe it verbatim in all its cloudiness and redundance, but I will tell its gist enough to shew why the
sound of the water against the vessel’s sides became so unendurable to me that I stopped my ears with cotton.

Johansen, thank God, did not know quite all, even though he saw the city and the Thing, but I shall never sleep
calmly again when I think of the horrors that lurk ceaselessly behind life in time and in space, and of those
unhallowed blasphemies from elder stars which dream beneath the sea, known and favoured by a nightmare cult
ready and eager to loose them on the world whenever another earthquake shall heave their monstrous stone city
again to the sun and air.

Johansen’s voyage had begun just as he told it to the vice-admiralty. The Emma, in ballast, had cleared Auckland
on February 20th, and had felt the full force of that earthquake-born tempest which must have heaved up from the
sea-bottom the horrors that filled men’s dreams. Once more under control, the ship was making good progress when
held up by the Alert on March 22nd, and I could feel the mate’s regret as he wrote of her bombardment and sinking.
Of the swarthy cult-fiends on the Alert he speaks with significant horror. There was some peculiarly abominable
quality about them which made their destruction seem almost a duty, and Johansen shews ingenuous wonder at the
charge of ruthlessness brought against his party during the proceedings of the court of inquiry. Then, driven ahead
by curiosity in their captured yacht under Johansen’s command, the men sight a great stone pillar sticking out of the
sea, and in S. Latitude 47° 9′, W. Longitude 126° 43′ come upon a coast-line of mingled mud, ooze, and weedy
Cyclopean masonry which can be nothing less than the tangible substance of earth’s supreme terror—the nightmare
corpse-city of R’lyeh, that was built in measureless aeons behind history by the vast, loathsome shapes that seeped
down from the dark stars. There lay great Cthulhu and his hordes, hidden in green slimy vaults and sending out at
last, after cycles incalculable, the thoughts that spread fear to the dreams of the sensitive and called imperiously to
the faithful to come on a pilgrimage of liberation and restoration. All this Johansen did not suspect, but God knows he
soon saw enough!

I suppose that only a single mountain-top, the hideous monolith-crowned citadel whereon great Cthulhu was
buried, actually emerged from the waters. When I think of the extent of all that may be brooding down there I almost
wish to kill myself forthwith. Johansen and his men were awed by the cosmic majesty of this dripping Babylon of
elder daemons, and must have guessed without guidance that it was nothing of this or of any sane planet. Awe at the
unbelievable size of the greenish stone blocks, at the dizzying height of the great carven monolith, and at the
stupefying identity of the colossal statues and bas-reliefs with the queer image found in the shrine on the Alert, is
poignantly visible in every line of the mate’s frightened description.

Without knowing what futurism is like, Johansen achieved something very close to it when he spoke of the city;
for instead of describing any definite structure or building, he dwells only on broad impressions of vast angles and
stone surfaces—surfaces too great to belong to any thing right or proper for this earth, and impious with horrible
images and hieroglyphs. I mention his talk about angles because it suggests something Wilcox had told me of his
awful dreams. He had said that the geometry of the dream-place he saw was abnormal, non-Euclidean, and
loathsomely redolent of spheres and dimensions apart from ours. Now an unlettered seaman felt the same thing
whilst gazing at the terrible reality.

Johansen and his men landed at a sloping mud-bank on this monstrous Acropolis, and clambered slipperily up
over titan oozy blocks which could have been no mortal staircase. The very sun of heaven seemed distorted when
viewed through the polarising miasma welling out from this sea-soaked perversion, and twisted menace and suspense
lurked leeringly in those crazily elusive angles of carven rock where a second glance shewed concavity after the first
shewed convexity.

Something very like fright had come over all the explorers before anything more definite than rock and ooze and
weed was seen. Each would have fled had he not feared the scorn of the others, and it was only half-heartedly that
they searched—vainly, as it proved—for some portable souvenir to bear away.

It was Rodriguez the Portuguese who climbed up the foot of the monolith and shouted of what he had found. The
rest followed him, and looked curiously at the immense carved door with the now familiar squid-dragon bas-relief. It
was, Johansen said, like a great barn-door; and they all felt that it was a door because of the ornate lintel, threshold,
and jambs around it, though they could not decide whether it lay flat like a trap-door or slantwise like an outside
cellar-door. As Wilcox would have said, the geometry of the place was all wrong. One could not be sure that the sea
and the ground were horizontal, hence the relative position of everything else seemed phantasmally variable.

Briden pushed at the stone in several places without result. Then Donovan felt over it delicately around the edge,
pressing each point separately as he went. He climbed interminably along the grotesque stone moulding—that is, one
would call it climbing if the thing was not after all horizontal—and the men wondered how any door in the universe
could be so vast. Then, very softly and slowly, the acre-great panel began to give inward at the top; and they saw that
it was balanced. Donovan slid or somehow propelled himself down or along the jamb and rejoined his fellows, and
everyone watched the queer recession of the monstrously carven portal. In this phantasy of prismatic distortion it
moved anomalously in a diagonal way, so that all the rules of matter and perspective seemed upset.

The aperture was black with a darkness almost material. That tenebrousness was indeed a positive quality; for it
obscured such parts of the inner walls as ought to have been revealed, and actually burst forth like smoke from its
aeon-long imprisonment, visibly darkening the sun as it slunk away into the shrunken and gibbous sky on flapping
membraneous wings. The odour arising from the newly opened depths was intolerable, and at length the quick-eared
Hawkins thought he heard a nasty, slopping sound down there. Everyone listened, and everyone was listening still
when It lumbered slobberingly into sight and gropingly squeezed Its gelatinous green immensity through the black
doorway into the tainted outside air of that poison city of madness.

Poor Johansen’s handwriting almost gave out when he wrote of this. Of the six men who never reached the ship,
he thinks two perished of pure fright in that accursed instant. The Thing cannot be described—there is no language
for such abysms of shrieking and immemorial lunacy, such eldritch contradictions of all matter, force, and cosmic
order. A mountain walked or stumbled. God! What wonder that across the earth a great architect went mad, and poor
Wilcox raved with fever in that telepathic instant? The Thing of the idols, the green, sticky spawn of the stars, had
awaked to claim his own. The stars were right again, and what an age-old cult had failed to do by design, a band of
innocent sailors had done by accident. After vigintillions of years great Cthulhu was loose again, and ravening for
delight.

Three men were swept up by the flabby claws before anybody turned. God rest them, if there be any rest in the
universe. They were Donovan, Guerrera, and Ångstrom. Parker slipped as the other three were plunging frenziedly
over endless vistas of green-crusted rock to the boat, and Johansen swears he was swallowed up by an angle of
masonry which shouldn’t have been there; an angle which was acute, but behaved as if it were obtuse. So only Briden
and Johansen reached the boat, and pulled desperately for the Alert as the mountainous monstrosity flopped down
the slimy stones and hesitated floundering at the edge of the water.

Steam had not been suffered to go down entirely, despite the departure of all hands for the shore; and it was the
work of only a few moments of feverish rushing up and down between wheel and engines to get the Alert under way.
Slowly, amidst the distorted horrors of that indescribable scene, she began to churn the lethal waters; whilst on the
masonry of that charnel shore that was not of earth the titan Thing from the stars slavered and gibbered like
Polypheme cursing the fleeing ship of Odysseus. Then, bolder than the storied Cyclops, great Cthulhu slid greasily
into the water and began to pursue with vast wave-raising strokes of cosmic potency. Briden looked back and went
mad, laughing shrilly as he kept on laughing at intervals till death found him one night in the cabin whilst Johansen
was wandering deliriously.

But Johansen had not given out yet. Knowing that the Thing could surely overtake the Alert until steam was fully
up, he resolved on a desperate chance; and, setting the engine for full speed, ran lightning-like on deck and reversed
the wheel. There was a mighty eddying and foaming in the noisome brine, and as the steam mounted higher and
higher the brave Norwegian drove his vessel head on against the pursuing jelly which rose above the unclean froth
like the stern of a daemon galleon. The awful squid-head with writhing feelers came nearly up to the bowsprit of the
sturdy yacht, but Johansen drove on relentlessly. There was a bursting as of an exploding bladder, a slushy nastiness
as of a cloven sunfish, a stench as of a thousand opened graves, and a sound that the chronicler would not put on
paper. For an instant the ship was befouled by an acrid and blinding green cloud, and then there was only a
venomous seething astern; where—God in heaven!—the scattered plasticity of that nameless sky-spawn was
nebulously recombining in its hateful original form, whilst its distance widened every second as the Alert gained
impetus from its mounting steam.

That was all. After that Johansen only brooded over the idol in the cabin and attended to a few matters of food for
himself and the laughing maniac by his side. He did not try to navigate after the first bold flight, for the reaction had
taken something out of his soul. Then came the storm of April 2nd, and a gathering of the clouds about his
consciousness. There is a sense of spectral whirling through liquid gulfs of infinity, of dizzying rides through reeling
universes on a comet’s tail, and of hysterical plunges from the pit to the moon and from the moon back again to the
pit, all livened by a cachinnating chorus of the distorted, hilarious elder gods and the green, bat-winged mocking
imps of Tartarus.

Out of that dream came rescue—the Vigilant, the vice-admiralty court, the streets of Dunedin, and the long
voyage back home to the old house by the Egeberg. He could not tell—they would think him mad. He would write of
what he knew before death came, but his wife must not guess. Death would be a boon if only it could blot out the
memories.

That was the document I read, and now I have placed it in the tin box beside the bas-relief and the papers of
Professor Angell. With it shall go this record of mine—this test of my own sanity, wherein is pieced together that
which I hope may never be pieced together again. I have looked upon all that the universe has to hold of horror, and
even the skies of spring and the flowers of summer must ever afterward be poison to me. But I do not think my life
will be long. As my uncle went, as poor Johansen went, so I shall go. I know too much, and the cult still lives.

Cthulhu still lives, too, I suppose, again in that chasm of stone which has shielded him since the sun was young.
His accursed city is sunken once more, for the Vigilant sailed over the spot after the April storm; but his ministers on
earth still bellow and prance and slay around idol-capped monoliths in lonely places. He must have been trapped by
the sinking whilst within his black abyss, or else the world would by now be screaming with fright and frenzy. Who
knows the end? What has risen may sink, and what has sunk may rise. Loathsomeness waits and dreams in the deep,
and decay spreads over the tottering cities of men. A time will come—but I must not and cannot think! Let me pray
that, if I do not survive this manuscript, my executors may put caution before audacity and see that it meets no other
eye.
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THE SLEEPER AWAKES

CHAPTER I. — INSOMNIA
One afternoon, at low water, Mr. Isbister, a young artist lodging at Boscastle, walked from that place to the
picturesque cove of Pentargen, desiring to examine the caves there. Halfway down the precipitous path to the
Pentargen beach he came suddenly upon a man sitting in an attitude of profound distress beneath a projecting
mass of rock. The hands of this man hung limply over his knees, his eyes were red and staring before him, and his
face was wet with tears.

He glanced round at Isbister’s footfall. Both men were disconcerted, Isbister the more so, and, to override the
awkwardness of his involuntary pause, he remarked, with an air of mature conviction, that the weather was hot
for the time of year.

“Very,” answered the stranger shortly, hesitated a second, and added in a colourless tone, “I can’t sleep.”

Isbister stopped abruptly. “No?” was all he said, but his bearing conveyed his helpful impulse.

“It may sound incredible,” said the stranger, turning weary eyes to Isbister’s face and emphasizing his words with
a languid hand, “but I have had no sleep—no sleep at all for six nights.”

“Had advice?”

“Yes. Bad advice for the most part. Drugs. My nervous system…. They are all very well for the run of people. It’s
hard to explain. I dare not take … sufficiently powerful drugs.”

“That makes it difficult,” said Isbister.

He stood helplessly in the narrow path, perplexed what to do. Clearly the man wanted to talk. An idea natural
enough under  the circumstances,  prompted him to  keep the conversation going.  “I’ve  never  suffered from
sleeplessness myself,” he said in a tone of commonplace gossip, “but in those cases I have known, people have
usually found something—”

“I dare make no experiments.”

He spoke wearily. He gave a gesture of rejection, and for a space both men were silent.

“Exercise?” suggested Isbister diffidently,  with a glance from his interlocutor’s face of wretchedness to the
touring costume he wore.

“That is what I have tried. Unwisely perhaps. I have followed the coast, day after day—from New Quay. It has only
added muscular fatigue to the mental. The cause of this unrest was overwork—trouble. There was something—”
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He stopped as if from sheer fatigue. He rubbed his forehead with a lean hand. He resumed speech like one who
talks to himself.

“I  am  a  lone  wolf,  a  solitary  man,  wandering  through  a  world  in  which  I  have  no  part.  I  am
wifeless—childless—who is  it  speaks of  the childless  as  the dead twigs  on the tree of  life?  I  am wifeless,
childless—I could find no duty to do. No desire even in my heart. One thing at last I set myself to do.

“I said, I will do this, and to do it, to overcome the inertia of this dull body, I resorted to drugs. Great God, I’ve had
enough of drugs! I don’t know if you feel the heavy inconvenience of the body, its exasperating demand of time
from the mind—time—life! Live! We only live in patches. We have to eat, and then comes the dull digestive
complacencies—or irritations. We have to take the air or else our thoughts grow sluggish, stupid, run into gulfs
and blind alleys. A thousand distractions arise from within and without, and then comes drowsiness and sleep.
Men seem to live for sleep. How little of a man’s day is his own—even at the best! And then come those false
friends, those Thug helpers, the alkaloids that stifle natural fatigue and kill rest—black coffee, cocaine—”

“I see,” said Isbister.

“I did my work,” said the sleepless man with a querulous intonation.

“And this is the price?”

“Yes.”

For a little while the two remained without speaking.

“You cannot imagine the craving for rest that I feel—a hunger and thirst. For six long days, since my work was
done, my mind has been a whirlpool, swift, unprogressive and incessant, a torrent of thoughts leading nowhere,
spinning round swift and steady—” He paused. “Towards the gulf.”

“You must sleep,” said Isbister decisively, and with an air of a remedy discovered. “Certainly you must sleep.”

“My mind is perfectly lucid. It was never clearer. But I know I am drawing towards the vortex. Presently—”

“Yes?”

“You have seen things go down an eddy? Out of the light of the day, out of this sweet world of sanity—down—”

“But,” expostulated Isbister.

The man threw out a hand towards him, and his eyes were wild, and his voice suddenly high. “I shall kill myself. If
in no other way—at the foot of yonder dark precipice there, where the waves are green, and the white surge lifts
and falls, and that little thread of water trembles down. There at any rate is … sleep.”

“That’s unreasonable,” said Isbister, startled at the man’s hysterical gust of emotion. “Drugs are better than that.”

“There at any rate is sleep,” repeated the stranger, not heeding him.

Isbister looked at him. “It’s not a cert, you know,” he remarked. “There’s a cliff like that at Lulworth Cove—as
high, anyhow—and a little girl fell from top to bottom. And lives to-day—sound and well.”

“But those rocks there?”

“One might lie on them rather dismally through a cold night, broken bones grating as one shivered, chill water
splashing over you. Eh?”

Their eyes met. “Sorry to upset your ideals,” said Isbister with a sense of devil-may-careish brilliance. “But a
suicide over that cliff (or any cliff for the matter of that), really, as an artist—” He laughed. “It’s so damned
amateurish.”

“But the other thing,” said the sleepless man irritably, “the other thing. No man can keep sane if night after
night—”

“Have you been walking along this coast alone?”
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“Yes.”

“Silly sort of thing to do. If you’ll excuse my saying so. Alone! As you say; body fag is no cure for brain fag. Who
told you to? No wonder; walking! And the sun on your head, heat, fag, solitude, all the day long, and then, I
suppose, you go to bed and try very hard—eh?”

Isbister stopped short and looked at the sufferer doubtfully.

“Look at these rocks!” cried the seated man with a sudden force of gesture. “Look at that sea that has shone and
quivered there for ever! See the white spume rush into darkness under that great cliff. And this blue vault, with
the blinding sun pouring from the dome of it. It is your world. You accept it, you rejoice in it. It warms and
supports and delights you. And for me—”

He turned his head and showed a ghastly face, bloodshot pallid eyes and bloodless lips. He spoke almost in a
whisper. “It is the garment of my misery. The whole world … is the garment of my misery.”

Isbister looked at all the wild beauty of the sunlit cliffs about them and back to that face of despair. For a moment
he was silent.

He started, and made a gesture of impatient rejection. “You get a night’s sleep,” he said, “and you won’t see much
misery out here. Take my word for it.”

He was quite sure now that this was a providential encounter. Only half an hour ago he had been feeling horribly
bored.  Here  was  employment  the  bare  thought  of  which,  was  righteous  self-applause.  He  took  possession
forthwith. The first need of this exhausted being was companionship. He flung himself down on the steeply sloping
turf beside the motionless seated figure, and threw out a skirmishing line of gossip.

His  hearer  lapsed  into  apathy;  he  stared  dismally  seaward,  and  spoke  only  in  answer  to  Isbister’s  direct
questions—and not to all of those. But he made no objection to this benevolent intrusion upon his despair.

He seemed even grateful,  and when presently Isbister,  feeling that his unsupported talk was losing vigour,
suggested that they should reascend the steep and return towards Boscastle, alleging the view into Blackapit, he
submitted quietly. Halfway up he began talking to himself, and abruptly turned a ghastly face on his helper. “What
can be happening?” he asked with a gaunt illustrative hand. “What can be happening? Spin, spin, spin, spin. It
goes round and round, round and round for evermore.”

He stood with his hand circling.

“It’s all right, old chap,” said Isbister with the air of an old friend. “Don’t worry yourself. Trust to me,”

The man dropped his hand and turned again. They went over the brow and to the headland beyond Penally, with
the sleepless man gesticulating ever and again, and speaking fragmentary things concerning his whirling brain. At
the headland they stood by the seat that looks into the dark mysteries of Blackapit, and then he sat down. Isbister
had resumed his talk whenever the path had widened sufficiently for them to walk abreast. He was enlarging upon
the complex difficulty of making Boscastle Harbour in bad weather, when suddenly and quite irrelevantly his
companion interrupted him again.

“My head is not like what it was,” he said, gesticulating for want of expressive phrases. “It’s not like what it was.
There is a sort of oppression, a weight. No—not drowsiness, would God it were! It is like a shadow, a deep shadow
falling suddenly and swiftly across something busy. Spin, spin into the darkness. The tumult of thought, the
confusion, the eddy and eddy. I can’t express it. I can hardly keep my mind on it—steadily enough to tell you.”

He stopped feebly.

“Don’t trouble, old chap,” said Isbister. “I think I can understand. At any rate, it don’t matter very much just at
present about telling me, you know.”

The sleepless man thrust his knuckles into his eyes and rubbed them. Isbister talked for awhile while this rubbing
continued, and then he had a fresh idea. “Come down to my room,” he said, “and try a pipe. I can show you some
sketches of this Blackapit. If you’d care?”

The other rose obediently and followed him down the steep.

Several times Isbister heard him stumble as they came down, and his movements were slow and hesitating. “Come
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in with me,” said Isbister, “and try some cigarettes and the blessed gift of alcohol. If you take alcohol?”

The stranger hesitated at the garden gate. He seemed no longer aware of his actions. “I don’t drink,” he said
slowly, coming up the garden path, and after a moment’s interval repeated absently, “No—I don’t drink. It goes
round. Spin, it goes—spin—”

He stumbled at the doorstep and entered the room with the bearing of one who sees nothing.

Then he sat down heavily in the easy chair, seemed almost to fall into it. He leant forward with his brows on his
hands and became motionless. Presently he made a faint sound in his throat.

Isbister moved about the room with the nervousness of an inexperienced host, making little remarks that scarcely
required answering. He crossed the room to his portfolio, placed it on the table and noticed the mantel clock.

“I don’t know if you’d care to have supper with me,” he said with an unlighted cigarette in his hand—his mind
troubled with ideas of a furtive administration of chloral. “Only cold mutton, you know, but passing sweet. Welsh.
And a tart, I believe.” He repeated this after momentary silence.

The seated man made no answer. Isbister stopped, match in hand, regarding him.

The stillness lengthened. The match went out, the cigarette was put down unlit. The man was certainly very still.
Isbister took up the portfolio, opened it, put it down, hesitated, seemed about to speak. “Perhaps,” he whispered
doubtfully. Presently he glanced at the door and back to the figure. Then he stole on tiptoe out of the room,
glancing at his companion after each elaborate pace.

He closed the door noiselessly. The house door was standing open, and he went out beyond the porch, and stood
where the monkshood rose at the corner of the garden bed. From this point he could see the stranger through the
open window, still and dim, sitting head on hand. He had not moved.

A number of children going along the road stopped and regarded the artist curiously. A boatman exchanged
civilities with him. He felt that possibly his circumspect attitude and position looked peculiar and unaccountable.
Smoking, perhaps, might seem more natural. He drew pipe and pouch from his pocket, filled the pipe slowly.

“I wonder,” … he said, with a scarcely perceptible loss of complacency. “At any rate one must give him a chance.”
He struck a match in the virile way, and proceeded to light his pipe.

He heard his landlady behind him, coming with his lamp lit from the kitchen. He turned, gesticulating with his
pipe, and stopped her at the door of his sitting-room. He had some difficulty in explaining the situation in
whispers, for she did not know he had a visitor. She retreated again with the lamp, still a little mystified to judge
from her manner, and he resumed his hovering at the corner of the porch, flushed and less at his ease.

Long after  he had smoked out  his  pipe,  and when the bats  were abroad,  curiosity  dominated his  complex
hesitations, and he stole back into his darkling sitting-room. He paused in the doorway. The stranger was still in
the same attitude, dark against the window. Save for the singing of some sailors aboard one of the little slate-
carrying ships in the harbour the evening was very still. Outside, the spikes of monkshood and delphinium stood
erect and motionless against the shadow of the hillside. Something flashed into Isbister’s mind; he started, and
leaning over the table, listened. An unpleasant suspicion grew stronger; became conviction. Astonishment seized
him and became—dread!

No sound of breathing came from the seated figure!

He crept slowly and noiselessly round the table, pausing twice to listen. At last he could lay his hand on the back
of the armchair. He bent down until the two heads were ear to ear.

Then he bent still lower to look up at his visitor’s face. He started violently and uttered an exclamation. The eyes
were void spaces of white.

He looked again and saw that they were open and with the pupils rolled under the lids. He was afraid. He took the
man by the shoulder and shook him. “Are you asleep?” he said, with his voice jumping, and again, “Are you
asleep?”

A conviction took possession of his mind that this man was dead. He became active and noisy, strode across the
room, blundering against the table as he did so, and rang the bell.
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“Please bring a light at once,” he said in the passage. “There is something wrong with my friend.”

He returned to the motionless seated figure, grasped the shoulder, shook it, shouted. The room was flooded with
yellow glare as his landlady entered with the light. His face was white as he turned blinking towards her. “I must
fetch a doctor,” he said. “It is either death or a fit. Is there a doctor in the village? Where is a doctor to be found?”

 

CHAPTER II. — THE TRANCE
The state of cataleptic rigour into which this man had fallen, lasted for an unprecedented length of time, and then
he passed slowly to the flaccid state, to a lax attitude suggestive of profound repose. Then it was his eyes could be
closed.

He was removed from the hotel to the Boscastle surgery, and from the surgery, after some weeks, to London. But
he still resisted every attempt at reanimation. After a time, for reasons that will appear later, these attempts were
discontinued. For a great space he lay in that strange condition, inert and still—neither dead nor living but, as it
were, suspended, hanging midway between nothingness and existence. His was a darkness unbroken by a ray of
thought or sensation, a dreamless inanition, a vast space of peace. The tumult of his mind had swelled and risen to
an abrupt climax of silence. Where was the man? Where is any man when insensibility takes hold of him?

“It seems only yesterday,” said Isbister. “I remember it all as though it happened yesterday—clearer, perhaps,
than if it had happened yesterday.”

It was the Isbister of the last chapter, but he was no longer a young man. The hair that had been brown and a
trifle in excess of the fashionable length, was iron grey and clipped close, and the face that had been pink and
white was buff and ruddy. He had a pointed beard shot with grey. He talked to an elderly man who wore a
summer suit of drill (the summer of that year was unusually hot). This was Warming, a London solicitor and next
of kin to Graham, the man who had fallen into the trance. And the two men stood side by side in a room in a house
in London regarding his recumbent figure.

It was a yellow figure lying lax upon a water-bed and clad in a flowing shirt, a figure with a shrunken face and a
stubby beard, lean limbs and lank nails, and about it was a case of thin glass. This glass seemed to mark off the
sleeper from the reality of life about him, he was a thing apart, a strange, isolated abnormality. The two men stood
close to the glass, peering in.

“The thing gave me a shock,” said Isbister. “I feel a queer sort of surprise even now when I think of his white eyes.
They were white, you know, rolled up. Coming here again brings it all back to me.”

“Have you never seen him since that time?” asked Warming.

“Often wanted to come,” said Isbister; “but business nowadays is too serious a thing for much holiday keeping.
I’ve been in America most of the time.”

“If I remember rightly,” said Warming, “you were an artist?”

“Was. And then I became a married man. I saw it was all up with black and white, very soon—at least for a
mediocrity, and I jumped on to process. Those posters on the Cliffs at Dover are by my people.”

“Good posters,” admitted the solicitor, “though I was sorry to see them there.”

“Last as long as the cliffs, if necessary,” exclaimed Isbister with satisfaction. “The world changes. When he fell
asleep, twenty years ago, I was down at Boscastle with a box of water-colours and a noble, old-fashioned ambition.
I didn’t expect that some day my pigments would glorify the whole blessed coast of England, from Land’s End
round again to the Lizard. Luck comes to a man very often when he’s not looking.”

Warming seemed to doubt the quality of the luck. “I just missed seeing you, if I recollect aright.”
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“You came back by the trap that took me to Camelford railway station. It was close on the Jubilee, Victoria’s
Jubilee, because I remember the seats and flags in Westminster, and the row with the cabman at Chelsea.”

“The Diamond Jubilee, it was,” said Warming; “the second one.”

“Ah, yes! At the proper Jubilee—the Fifty Year affair—I was down at Wookey—a boy. I missed all that…. What a
fuss we had with him! My landlady wouldn’t take him in, wouldn’t let him stay—he looked so queer when he was
rigid. We had to carry him in a chair up to the hotel. And the Boscastle doctor—it wasn’t the present chap, but the
G.P. before him—was at him until nearly two, with me and the landlord holding lights and so forth.”

“Do you mean—he was stiff and hard?”

“Stiff!—wherever you bent him he stuck. You might have stood him on his head and he’d have stopped. I never
saw such stiffness. Of course this”—he indicated the prostrate figure by a movement of his head—“is quite
different. And the little doctor—what was his name?”

“Smithers?”

“Smithers it was—was quite wrong in trying to fetch him round too soon, according to all accounts. The things he
did! Even now it makes me feel all—ugh! Mustard, snuff, pricking. And one of those beastly little things, not
dynamos—”

“Coils.”

“Yes. You could see his muscles throb and jump, and he twisted about. There were just two flaring yellow candles,
and all  the shadows were shivering, and the little doctor nervous and putting on side, and him—stark and
squirming in the most unnatural ways. Well, it made me dream.”

Pause.

“It’s a strange state,” said Warming.

“It’s a sort of complete absence,” said Isbister. “Here’s the body, empty. Not dead a bit, and yet not alive. It’s like
a seat vacant and marked ‘engaged.’ No feeling, no digestion, no beating of the heart—not a flutter. That doesn’t
make me feel as if there was a man present. In a sense it’s more dead than death, for these doctors tell me that
even the hair has stopped growing. Now with the proper dead, the hair will go on growing—”

“I know,” said Warming, with a flash of pain in his expression.

They peered through the glass again. Graham was indeed in a strange state, in the flaccid phase of a trance, but a
trance unprecedented in medical history. Trances had lasted for as much as a year before—but at the end of that
time it had ever been a waking or a death; sometimes first one and then the other. Isbister noted the marks the
physicians had made in injecting nourishment, for that had been resorted to to postpone collapse; he pointed them
out to Warming, who had been trying not to see them.

“And while he has been lying here,” said Isbister, with the zest of a life freely spent, “I have changed my plans in
life; married, raised a family, my eldest lad—I hadn’t begun to think of sons then—is an American citizen, and
looking forward to leaving Harvard. There’s a touch of grey in my hair. And this man, not a day older nor wiser
(practically) than I was in my downy days. It’s curious to think of.”

Warming turned. “And I have grown old too. I played cricket with him when I was still only a boy. And he looks a
young man still. Yellow perhaps. But that is a young man nevertheless.”

“And there’s been the War,” said Isbister.

“From beginning to end.”

“And these Martians.”

“I’ve understood,” said Isbister after a pause, “that he had some moderate property of his own?”

“That is so,” said Warming. He coughed primly. “As it happens—I have charge of it.”

“Ah!” Isbister thought, hesitated and spoke: “No doubt—his keep here is not expensive—no doubt it will have
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improved—accumulated?”

“It has. He will wake up very much better off—if he wakes—than when he slept.”

“As a business man,” said Isbister, “that thought has naturally been in my mind. I have, indeed, sometimes
thought that, speaking commercially, of course, this sleep may be a very good thing for him. That he knows what
he is about, so to speak, in being insensible so long. If he had lived straight on—”

“I doubt if he would have premeditated as much,” said Warming. “He was not a far-sighted man. In fact—”

“Yes?”

“We differed on that point. I stood to him somewhat in the relation of a guardian. You have probably seen enough
of affairs to recognise that occasionally a certain friction—. But even if that was the case, there is a doubt whether
he will ever wake. This sleep exhausts slowly, but it exhausts. Apparently he is sliding slowly, very slowly and
tediously, down a long slope, if you can understand me?”

“It will be a pity to lose his surprise. There’s been a lot of change these twenty years. It’s Rip Van Winkle come
real.”

“There has been a lot of change certainly,” said Warming. “And, among other changes, I have changed. I am an
old man.”

Isbister hesitated, and then feigned a belated surprise. “I shouldn’t have thought it.”

“I was forty-three when his bankers—you remember you wired to his bankers—sent on to me.”

“I got their address from the cheque book in his pocket,” said Isbister.

“Well, the addition is not difficult,” said Warming.

There was another pause, and then Isbister gave way to an unavoidable curiosity. “He may go on for years yet,” he
said, and had a moment of hesitation. “We have to consider that. His affairs, you know, may fall some day into the
hands of—someone else, you know.”

“That, if you will believe me, Mr. Isbister, is one of the problems most constantly before my mind. We happen to
be—as a matter of fact, there are no very trustworthy connexions of ours. It is a grotesque and unprecedented
position.”

“Rather,” said Isbister.

“It seems to me it’s a case of some public body, some practically undying guardian. If he really is going on
living—as the doctors, some of them, think. As a matter of fact, I have gone to one or two public men about it. But,
so far, nothing has been done.”

“It wouldn’t be a bad idea to hand him over to some public body—the British Museum Trustees, or the Royal
College of Physicians. Sounds a bit odd, of course, but the whole situation is odd.”

“The difficulty is to induce them to take him.”

“Red tape, I suppose?”

“Partly.”

Pause. “It’s a curious business, certainly,” said Isbister. “And compound interest has a way of mounting up.”

“It  has,”  said  Warming.  “And  now  the  gold  supplies  are  running  short  there  is  a  tendency  towards  …
appreciation.”

“I’ve felt that,” said Isbister with a grimace. “But it makes it better for him.”

“If he wakes.”

“If he wakes,” echoed Isbister. “Do you notice the pinched-in look of his nose, and the way in which his eyelids
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sink?”

Warming looked and thought for a space. “I doubt if he will wake,” he said at last.

“I never properly understood,” said Isbister, “what it was brought this on. He told me something about overstudy.
I’ve often been curious.”

“He was a man of considerable gifts, but spasmodic, emotional. He had grave domestic troubles, divorced his wife,
in fact, and it was as a relief from that, I think, that he took up politics of the rabid sort. He was a fanatical
Radical—a  Socialist—or  typical  Liberal,  as  they  used  to  call  themselves,  of  the  advanced  school.
Energetic—flighty—undisciplined. Overwork upon a controversy did this for him. I remember the pamphlet he
wrote—a curious production. Wild, whirling stuff. There were one or two prophecies. Some of them are already
exploded, some of them are established facts. But for the most part to read such a thesis is to realise how full the
world is of unanticipated things. He will have much to learn, much to unlearn, when he wakes. If ever a waking
comes.”

“I’d give anything to be there,” said Isbister, “just to hear what he would say to it all.”

“So would I,” said Warming. “Aye! so would I,” with an old man’s sudden turn to self pity. “But I shall never see
him wake.”

He stood looking thoughtfully at the waxen figure. “He will never awake,” he said at last. He sighed. “He will
never awake again.”

 

CHAPTER III. — THE AWAKENING
But Warming was wrong in that. An awakening came.

What a wonderfully  complex thing! this  simple seeming unity—the self!  Who can trace its  reintegration as
morning after morning we awaken, the flux and confluence of its countless factors interweaving, rebuilding, the
dim first stirrings of the soul, the growth and synthesis of the unconscious to the subconscious, the subconscious
to dawning consciousness, until at last we recognise ourselves again. And as it happens to most of us after the
night’s sleep, so it was with Graham at the end of his vast slumber. A dim cloud of sensation taking shape, a
cloudy dreariness, and he found himself vaguely somewhere, recumbent, faint, but alive.

The pilgrimage towards a personal being seemed to traverse vast gulfs, to occupy epochs. Gigantic dreams that
were terrible realities at the time, left vague perplexing memories, strange creatures, strange scenery, as if from
another planet. There was a distinct impression, too, of a momentous conversation, of a name—he could not tell
what name—that was subsequently to recur, of some queer long-forgotten sensation of vein and muscle, of a
feeling of vast hopeless effort, the effort of a man near drowning in darkness. Then came a panorama of dazzling
unstable confluent scenes….

Graham became aware that his eyes were open and regarding some unfamiliar thing.

It was something white, the edge of something, a frame of wood. He moved his head slightly, following the
contour of this shape. It went up beyond the top of his eyes. He tried to think where he might be. Did it matter,
seeing he was so wretched? The colour of his thoughts was a dark depression. He felt the featureless misery of
one who wakes towards the hour of dawn. He had an uncertain sense of whispers and footsteps hastily receding.

The movement of his head involved a perception of extreme physical weakness. He supposed he was in bed in the
hotel at the place in the valley—but he could not recall that white edge. He must have slept. He remembered now
that he had wanted to sleep. He recalled the cliff and Waterfall again, and then recollected something about
talking to a passer-by….

How long had he slept? What was that sound of pattering feet? And that rise and fall, like the murmur of breakers
on pebbles? He put out a languid hand to reach his watch from the chair whereon it was his habit to place it, and
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touched some smooth hard surface like glass. This was so unexpected that it  startled him extremely. Quite
suddenly he rolled over, stared for a moment, and struggled into a sitting position. The effort was unexpectedly
difficult, and it left him giddy and weak—and amazed.

He rubbed his eyes. The riddle of his surroundings was confusing but his mind was quite clear—evidently his sleep
had benefited him. He was not in a bed at all as he understood the word, but lying naked on a very soft and
yielding mattress, in a trough of dark glass. The mattress was partly transparent, a fact he observed with a sense
of insecurity, and below it was a mirror reflecting him greyly. About his arm—and he saw with a shock that his
skin was strangely dry and yellow—was bound a curious apparatus of rubber, bound so cunningly that it seemed
to pass into his skin above and below. And this bed was placed in a case of greenish coloured glass (as it seemed
to him), a bar in the white framework of which had first arrested his attention. In the corner of the case was a
stand of glittering and delicately made apparatus, for the most part quite strange appliances, though a maximum
and minimum thermometer was recognisable.

The slightly greenish tint of the glass-like substance which surrounded him on every hand obscured what lay
behind, but he perceived it was a vast apartment of splendid appearance, and with a very large and simple white
archway facing him. Close to the walls of the cage were articles of furniture, a table covered with a silvery cloth,
silvery like the side of a fish, a couple of graceful chairs, and on the table a number of dishes with substances
piled on them, a bottle and two glasses. He realised that he was intensely hungry.

He could see no one, and after a period of hesitation scrambled off the translucent mattress and tried to stand on
the clean white floor of his little apartment. He had miscalculated his strength, however, and staggered and put
his hand against the glass like pane before him to steady himself. For a moment it resisted his hand, bending
outward like a distended bladder, then it broke with a slight report and vanished—a pricked bubble. He reeled out
into the general space of the hall, greatly astonished. He caught at the table to save himself, knocking one of the
glasses to the floor—it rang but did not break—and sat down in one of the armchairs.

When he had a little recovered he filled the remaining glass from the bottle and drank—a colourless liquid it was,
but not water, with a pleasing faint aroma and taste and a quality of immediate support and stimulus. He put
down the vessel and looked about him.

The apartment lost none of its size and magnificence now that the greenish transparency that had intervened was
removed. The archway he saw led to a flight of steps, going downward without the intermediation of a door, to a
spacious transverse passage. This passage ran between polished pillars of some white-veined substance of deep
ultramarine, and along it came the sound of human movements, and voices and a deep undeviating droning note.
He sat, now fully awake, listening alertly, forgetting the viands in his attention.

Then with a shock he remembered that he was naked, and casting about him for covering, saw a long black robe
thrown on one of the chairs beside him. This he wrapped about him and sat down again, trembling.

His mind was still a surging perplexity. Clearly he had slept, and had been removed in his sleep. But where? And
who were those people, the distant crowd beyond the deep blue pillars? Boscastle? He poured out and partially
drank another glass of the colourless fluid.

What was this place?—this place that to his senses seemed subtly quivering like a thing alive? He looked about
him at the clean and beautiful form of the apartment, unstained by ornament, and saw that the roof was broken in
one place by a circular shaft full of light, and, as he looked, a steady, sweeping shadow blotted it out and passed,
and came again and passed. “Beat, beat,” that sweeping shadow had a note of its own in the subdued tumult that
filled the air.

He would have called out, but only a little sound came into his throat. Then he stood up, and, with the uncertain
steps of a drunkard, made his way towards the archway. He staggered down the steps, tripped on the corner of
the black cloak he had wrapped about himself, and saved himself by catching at one of the blue pillars.

The passage ran down a cool vista of blue and purple and ended remotely in a railed space like a balcony brightly
lit and projecting into a space of haze, a space like the interior of some gigantic building. Beyond and remote were
vast and vague architectural forms. The tumult of voices rose now loud and clear, and on the balcony and with
their backs to him, gesticulating and apparently in animated conversation, were three figures, richly dressed in
loose and easy garments of bright soft colourings. The noise of a great multitude of people poured up over the
balcony, and once it seemed the top of a banner passed, and once some brightly coloured object, a pale blue cap
or garment thrown up into the air perhaps, flashed athwart the space and fell. The shouts sounded like English,
there was a reiteration of “Wake!” He heard some indistinct shrill cry, and abruptly these three men began
laughing.
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“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed one—a red-haired man in a short purple robe. “When the Sleeper wakes—When!”

He turned his eyes full of merriment along the passage. His face changed, the whole man changed, became rigid.
The other two turned swiftly at his exclamation and stood motionless. Their faces assumed an expression of
consternation, an expression that deepened into awe.

Suddenly Graham’s knees bent beneath him, his arm against the pillar collapsed limply, he staggered forward and
fell upon his face.

 

CHAPTER IV. — THE SOUND OF A TUMULT
Graham’s  last  impression before  he fainted was of  the ringing of  bells.  He learnt  afterwards that  he was
insensible, hanging between life and death, for the better part of an hour. When he recovered his senses, he was
back on his translucent couch, and there was a stirring warmth at heart and throat. The dark apparatus, he
perceived, had been removed from his arm, which was bandaged. The white framework was still about him, but
the greenish transparent substance that had filled it was altogether gone. A man in a deep violet robe, one of
those who had been on the balcony, was looking keenly into his face.

Remote but insistent was a clamour of bells and confused sounds, that suggested to his mind the picture of a great
number of people shouting together. Something seemed to fall across this tumult, a door suddenly closed.

Graham moved his head. “What does this all mean?” he said slowly. “Where am I?”

He saw the red-haired man who had been first to discover him. A voice seemed to be asking what he had said, and
was abruptly stilled.

The man in violet answered in a soft voice, speaking English with a slightly foreign accent, or so at least it seemed
to the Sleeper’s ears. “You are quite safe. You were brought hither from where you fell asleep. It is quite safe. You
have been here some time—sleeping. In a trance.”

He said, something further that Graham could not hear, and a little phial was handed across to him. Graham felt a
cooling spray, a fragrant mist played over his forehead for a moment, and his sense of refreshment increased. He
closed his eyes in satisfaction.

“Better?” asked the man in violet, as Graham’s eyes reopened. He was a pleasant-faced man of thirty, perhaps,
with a pointed flaxen beard, and a clasp of gold at the neck of his violet robe.

“Yes,” said Graham.

“You have been asleep some time. In a cataleptic trance. You have heard? Catalepsy? It may seem strange to you
at first, but I can assure you everything is well.”

Graham did not answer, but these words served their reassuring purpose. His eyes went from face to face of the
three people about him. They were regarding him strangely. He knew he ought to be somewhere in Cornwall, but
he could not square these things with that impression.

A matter that had been in his mind during his last waking moments at Boscastle recurred, a thing resolved upon
and somehow neglected. He cleared his throat.

“Have you wired my cousin?” he asked. “E. Warming, 27, Chancery Lane?”

They were all assiduous to hear. But he had to repeat it. “What an odd blurr in his accent!” whispered the red-
haired man. “Wire, sir?” said the young man with the flaxen beard, evidently puzzled.

“He means send an electric telegram,” volunteered the third, a pleasant-faced youth of nineteen or twenty. The
flaxen-bearded man gave a cry of comprehension. “How stupid of me! You may be sure everything shall be done,
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sir,” he said to Graham. “I am afraid it would be difficult to—wire to your cousin. He is not in London now. But
don’t trouble about arrangements yet; you have been asleep a very long time and the important thing is to get
over that, sir.” (Graham concluded the word was sir, but this man pronounced it “Sire.”)

“Oh!” said Graham, and became quiet.

It was all very puzzling, but apparently these people in unfamiliar dress knew what they were about. Yet they were
odd and the room was odd. It seemed he was in some newly established place. He had a sudden flash of suspicion!
Surely this wasn’t some hall of public exhibition! If it was he would give Warming a piece of his mind. But it
scarcely had that character. And in a place of public exhibition he would not have discovered himself naked.

Then suddenly, quite abruptly, he realised what had happened. There was no perceptible interval of suspicion, no
dawn to his knowledge. Abruptly he knew that his trance had lasted for a vast interval; as if by some processes of
thought-reading he interpreted the awe in the faces that peered into his. He looked at them strangely, full of
intense emotion. It seemed they read his eyes. He framed his lips to speak and could not. A queer impulse to hide
his knowledge came into his mind almost at the moment of his discovery. He looked at his bare feet, regarding
them silently. His impulse to speak passed. He was trembling exceedingly.

They gave him some pink fluid with a greenish fluorescence and a meaty taste, and the assurance of returning
strength grew.

“That—that makes me feel better,” he said hoarsely, and there were murmurs of respectful approval. He knew
now quite clearly. He made to speak again, and again he could not.

He pressed his throat and tried a third time. “How long?” he asked in a level voice. “How long have I been
asleep?”

“Some considerable time,” said the flaxen-bearded man, glancing quickly at the others.

“How long?”

“A very long time.”

“Yes—yes,”  said  Graham,  suddenly  testy.  “But  I  want—Is  it—it  is—some  years?  Many  years?  There  was
something—I forget what. I feel—confused. But you—” He sobbed. “You need not fence with me. How long—?”

He stopped, breathing irregularly. He squeezed his eyes with his knuckles and sat waiting for an answer.

They spoke in undertones.

“Five or six?” he asked faintly. “More?”

“Very much more than that.”

“More!”

“More.”

He looked at them and it seemed as though imps were twitching the muscles of his face. He looked his question.

“Many years,” said the man with the red beard.

Graham struggled into a sitting position. He wiped a rheumy tear from his face with a lean hand. “Many years!” he
repeated. He shut his eyes tight, opened them, and sat looking about him from one unfamiliar thing to another.

“How many years?” he asked.

“You must be prepared to be surprised.”

“Well?”

“More than a gross of years.”

He was irritated at the strange word. “More than a what?”
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Two of them spoke together. Some quick remarks that were made about “decimal” he did not catch.

“How long did you say?” asked Graham. “How long? Don’t look like that. Tell me.”

Among the remarks in an undertone, his ear caught six words: “More than a couple of centuries.”

“What?” he cried, turning on the youth who he thought had spoken. “Who says—? What was that? A couple of
centuries!”

“Yes,” said the man with the red beard. “Two hundred years.”

Graham repeated the words. He had been prepared to hear of a vast repose, and yet these concrete centuries
defeated him.

“Two hundred years,” he said again, with the figure of a great gulf opening very slowly in his mind; and then, “Oh,
but—!”

They said nothing.

“You—did you say—?”

“Two hundred years. Two centuries of years,” said the man with the red beard.

There was a pause. Graham looked at their faces and saw that what he had heard was indeed true.

“But it can’t be,” he said querulously. “I am dreaming. Trances—trances don’t last. That is not right—this is a joke
you have played upon me! Tell me—some days ago, perhaps, I was walking along the coast of Cornwall—?”

His voice failed him.

The man with the flaxen beard hesitated. “I’m not very strong in history, sir,” he said weakly, and glanced at the
others.

“That was it, sir,” said the youngster. “Boscastle, in the old Duchy of Cornwall—it’s in the south-west country
beyond the dairy meadows. There is a house there still. I have been there.”

“Boscastle!”  Graham  turned  his  eyes  to  the  youngster.  “That  was  it—Boscastle.  Little  Boscastle.  I  fell
asleep—somewhere there. I don’t exactly remember. I don’t exactly remember.”

He pressed his brows and whispered, “More than two hundred years!”

He began to speak quickly with a twitching face, but his heart was cold within him. “But if it is two hundred years,
every soul I know, every human being that ever I saw or spoke to before I went to sleep, must be dead.”

They did not answer him.

“The Queen and the Royal Family, her Ministers, Church and State. High and low, rich and poor, one with another
… Is there England still?”

“That’s a comfort! Is there London?”

“This  is  London,  eh?  And  you  are  my  assistant-custodian;  assistant-custodian.  And  these—? Eh?  Assistant-
custodians too!”

He sat with a gaunt stare on his face. “But why am I here? No! Don’t talk. Be quiet. Let me—”

He sat silent, rubbed his eyes, and, uncovering them, found another little glass of pinkish fluid held towards him.
He took the dose. Directly he had taken it he began to weep naturally and refreshingly.

Presently  he  looked  at  their  faces,  suddenly  laughed  through  his  tears,  a  l itt le  foolishly.
“But—two—hun—dred—years!”  he  said.  He  grimaced  hysterically  and  covered  his  face  again.

After a space he grew calm. He sat up, his hands hanging over his knees in almost precisely the same attitude in
which Isbister had found him on the cliff at Pentargen. His attention was attracted by a thick domineering voice,
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the footsteps of an advancing personage. “What are you doing? Why was I not warned? Surely you could tell?
Someone will suffer for this. The man must be kept quiet. Are the doorways closed? All the doorways? He must be
kept perfectly quiet. He must not be told. Has he been told anything?”

The man with the fair beard made some inaudible remark, and Graham looking over his shoulder saw approaching
a short, fat, and thickset beardless man, with aquiline nose and heavy neck and chin. Very thick black and slightly
sloping eyebrows that almost met over his nose and overhung deep grey eyes, gave his face an oddly formidable
expression. He scowled momentarily at Graham and then his regard returned to the man with the flaxen beard.
“These others,” he said in a voice of extreme irritation. “You had better go.”

“Go?” said the red-bearded man.

“Certainly—go now. But see the doorways are closed as you go.”

The two men addressed turned obediently, after one reluctant glance at Graham, and instead of going through the
archway as he expected, walked straight to the dead wall of the apartment opposite the archway. A long strip of
this apparently solid wall rolled up with a snap, hung over the two retreating men and fell again, and immediately
Graham was alone with the newcomer and the purple-robed man with the flaxen beard.

For  a  space  the  thickset  man  took  not  the  slightest  notice  of  Graham,  but  proceeded  to  interrogate  the
other—obviously his subordinate—-upon the treatment of their charge. He spoke clearly, but in phrases only
partially intelligible to Graham. The awakening seemed not only a matter of surprise but of consternation and
annoyance to him. He was evidently profoundly excited.

“You must not confuse his mind by telling him things,” he repeated again and again. “You must not confuse his
mind.”

His questions answered, he turned quickly and eyed the awakened sleeper with an ambiguous expression.

“Feel queer?” he asked.

“Very.”

“The world, what you see of it, seems strange to you?”

“I suppose I have to live in it, strange as it seems.”

“I suppose so, now.”

“In the first place, hadn’t I better have some clothes?”

“They—” said the thickset man and stopped, and the flaxen-bearded man met his eye and went away. “You will
very speedily have clothes,” said the thickset man.

“Is it true indeed, that I have been asleep two hundred—?” asked Graham.

“They have told you that, have they? Two hundred and three, as a matter of fact.”

Graham accepted the indisputable now with raised eyebrows and depressed mouth. He sat silent for a moment,
and then asked a question, “Is there a mill or dynamo near here?” He did not wait for an answer. “Things have
changed tremendously, I suppose?” he said.

“What is that shouting?” he asked abruptly.

“Nothing,” said the thickset man impatiently. “It’s people. You’ll understand better later—perhaps. As you say,
things have changed.” He spoke shortly, his brows were knit, and he glanced about him like a man trying to
decide in an emergency. “We must get you clothes and so forth, at any rate. Better wait here until they can be
procured. No one will come near you. You want shaving.”

Graham rubbed his chin.

The man with the flaxen beard came back towards them, turned suddenly, listened for a moment, lifted his
eyebrows at the older man, and hurried off through the archway towards the balcony. The tumult of shouting grew
louder, and the thickset man turned and listened also. He cursed suddenly under his breath, and turned his eyes
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upon Graham with an unfriendly expression. It was a surge of many voices, rising and falling, shouting and
screaming, and once came a sound like blows and sharp cries, and then a snapping like the crackling of dry sticks.
Graham strained his ears to draw some single thread of sound from the woven tumult.

Then he perceived, repeated again and again, a certain formula. For a time he doubted his ears. But surely these
were the words: “Show us the Sleeper! Show us the Sleeper!”

The thickset man rushed suddenly to the archway.

“Wild!” he cried. “How do they know? Do they know? Or is it guessing?”

There was perhaps an answer.

“I can’t come,” said the thickset man; “I have him to see to. But shout from the balcony.”

There was an inaudible reply.

“Say he is not awake. Anything! I leave it to you.”

He came hurrying back to Graham. “You must have clothes at once,” he said. “You cannot stop here—and it will be
impossible to—”

He rushed away, Graham shouting unanswered questions after him. In a moment he was back.

“I can’t tell you what is happening. It is too complex to explain. In a moment you shall have your clothes made.
Yes—in a moment. And then I can take you away from here. You will find out our troubles soon enough.”

“But those voices. They were shouting—?”

“Something about the Sleeper—that’s you. They have some twisted idea. I don’t know what it is. I know nothing.”

A shrill bell jetted acutely across the indistinct mingling of remote noises, and this brusque person sprang to a
little group of appliances in the corner of the room. He listened for a moment, regarding a ball of crystal, nodded,
and said a few indistinct words; then he walked to the wall through which the two men had vanished. It rolled up
again like a curtain, and he stood waiting.

Graham lifted his arm and was astonished to find what strength the restoratives had given him. He thrust one leg
over the side of the couch and then the other. His head no longer swam. He could scarcely credit his rapid
recovery. He sat feeling his limbs.

The man with the flaxen beard re-entered from the archway, and as he did so the cage of a lift came sliding down
in front of the thickset man, and a lean, grey-bearded man, carrying a roll, and wearing a tightly-fitting costume of
dark green, appeared therein.

“This is the tailor,” said the thickset man with an introductory gesture. “It will never do for you to wear that black.
I cannot understand how it got here. But I shall. I shall. You will be as rapid as possible?” he said to the tailor.

The man in green bowed, and, advancing, seated himself by Graham on the bed. His manner was calm, but his
eyes were full of curiosity. “You will find the fashions altered, Sire,” he said. He glanced from under his brows at
the thickset man.

He opened the roller with a quick movement, and a confusion of brilliant fabrics poured out over his knees. “You
lived, Sire, in a period essentially cylindrical—the Victorian. With a tendency to the hemisphere in hats. Circular
curves always. Now—” He flicked out a little appliance the size and appearance of a keyless watch, whirled the
knob, and behold—a little figure in white appeared kinetoscope fashion on the dial, walking and turning. The tailor
caught up a pattern of bluish white satin. “That is my conception of your immediate treatment,” he said.

The thickset man came and stood by the shoulder of Graham.

“We have very little time,” he said.

“Trust me,” said the tailor. “My machine follows. What do you think of this?”

“What is that?” asked the man from the nineteenth century.
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“In your days they showed you a fashion-plate,” said the tailor, “but this is our modern development. See here.”
The little figure repeated its evolutions, but in a different costume. “Or this,” and with a click another small figure
in a more voluminous type of robe marched on to the dial. The tailor was very quick in his movements, and
glanced twice towards the lift as he did these things.

It rumbled again, and a crop-haired anemic lad with features of the Chinese type, clad in coarse pale blue canvas,
appeared together with a complicated machine, which he pushed noiselessly on little castors into the room.
Incontinently the little kinetoscope was dropped, Graham was invited to stand in front of the machine and the
tailor muttered some instructions to the crop-haired lad, who answered in guttural tones and with words Graham
did not recognise. The boy then went to conduct an incomprehensible monologue in the corner, and the tailor
pulled out a number of slotted arms terminating in little discs, pulling them out until the discs were flat against
the body of Graham, one at each shoulder blade, one at the elbows, one at the neck and so forth, so that at last
there were, perhaps, two score of them upon his body and limbs. At the same time, some other person entered the
room by the lift, behind Graham. The tailor set moving a mechanism that initiated a faint-sounding rhythmic
movement of parts in the machine, and in another moment he was knocking up the levers and Graham was
released. The tailor replaced his cloak of black, and the man with the flaxen beard proffered him a little glass of
some refreshing fluid. Graham saw over the rim of the glass a pale-faced young man regarding him with a singular
fixity.

The thickset man had been pacing the room fretfully, and now turned and went through the archway towards the
balcony, from which the noise of a distant crowd still came in gusts and cadences. The crop-headed lad handed
the tailor a roll of the bluish satin and the two began fixing this in the mechanism in a manner reminiscent of a roll
of paper in a nineteenth century printing machine. Then they ran the entire thing on its easy, noiseless bearings
across the room to a remote corner where a twisted cable looped rather gracefully from the wall. They made some
connexion and the machine became energetic and swift.

“What is that doing?” asked Graham, pointing with the empty glass to the busy figures and trying to ignore the
scrutiny of the new comer. “Is that—some sort of force—laid on?”

“Yes,” said the man with the flaxen beard.

“Who is that?” He indicated the archway behind him.

The man in purple stroked his little beard, hesitated, and answered in an undertone, “He is Howard, your chief
guardian. You see, Sire—it’s a little difficult to explain. The Council appoints a guardian and assistants. This hall
has under certain restrictions been public. In order that people might satisfy themselves. We have barred the
doorways for the first time. But I think—if you don’t mind, I will leave him to explain.”

“Odd!” said Graham. “Guardian? Council?” Then turning his back on the new comer, he asked in an undertone,
“Why is this man glaring at me? Is he a mesmerist?”

“Mesmerist! He is a capillotomist.”

“Capillotomist!”

“Yes—one of the chief. His yearly fee is sixdoz lions.”

It sounded sheer nonsense. Graham snatched at the last phrase with an unsteady mind. “Sixdoz lions?” he said.

“Didn’t you have lions? I suppose not. You had the old pounds? They are our monetary units.”

“But what was that you said—sixdoz?”

“Yes. Six dozen, Sire. Of course things, even these little things, have altered. You lived in the days of the decimal
system, the Arab system—tens, and little hundreds and thousands. We have eleven numerals now. We have single
figures for both ten and eleven, two figures for a dozen, and a dozen dozen makes a gross, a great hundred, you
know, a dozen gross a dozand, and a dozand dozand a myriad. Very simple?”

“I suppose so,” said Graham. “But about this cap—what was it?”

The man with the flaxen beard glanced over his shoulder.

“Here are your clothes!” he said. Graham turned round sharply and saw the tailor standing at his elbow smiling,
and holding some palpably new garments over his arm. The crop-headed boy, by means of one ringer, was
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impelling the complicated machine towards the lift by which he had arrived. Graham stared at the completed suit.
“You don’t mean to say—!”

“Just made,” said the tailor. He dropped the garments at the feet of Graham, walked to the bed, on which Graham
had so recently been lying, flung out the translucent mattress, and turned up the looking-glass. As he did so a
furious bell summoned the thickset man to the corner. The man with the flaxen beard rushed across to him and
then hurried out by the archway.

The tailor was assisting Graham into a dark purple combination garment, stockings, vest, and pants in one, as the
thickset man came back from the corner to meet the man with the flaxen beard returning from the balcony. They
began speaking quickly in an undertone, their bearing had an unmistakable quality of anxiety. Over the purple
under-garment came a complex garment of bluish white, and Graham, was clothed in the fashion once more and
saw himself, sallow-faced, unshaven and shaggy still,  but at least naked no longer, and in some indefinable
unprecedented way graceful.

“I must shave,” he said regarding himself in the glass.

“In a moment,” said Howard.

The persistent stare ceased. The young man closed his eyes, reopened them, and with a lean hand extended,
advanced on Graham. Then he stopped, with his hand slowly gesticulating, and looked about him.

“A seat,” said Howard impatiently, and in a moment the flaxen-bearded man had a chair behind Graham. “Sit
down, please,” said Howard.

Graham hesitated, and in the other hand of the wild-eyed man he saw the glint of steel.

“Don’t you understand, Sire?” cried the flaxen-bearded man with hurried politeness. “He is going to cut your
hair.”

“Oh!” cried Graham enlightened. “But you called him—”

“A capillotomist—precisely! He is one of the finest artists in the world.”

Graham sat down abruptly. The flaxen-bearded man disappeared. The capillotomist came forward, examined
Graham’s ears and surveyed him, felt the back of his head, and would have sat down again to regard him but for
Howard’s audible impatience. Forthwith with rapid movements and a succession of deftly handled implements he
shaved Graham’s chin, clipped his moustache, and cut and arranged his hair. All this he did without a word, with
something of the rapt air of a poet inspired. And as soon as he had finished Graham was handed a pair of shoes.

Suddenly a loud voice shouted—it seemed from a piece of machinery in the corner—“At once—at once. The people
know all over the city. Work is being stopped. Work is being stopped. Wait for nothing, but come.”

This shout appeared to perturb Howard exceedingly. By his gestures it seemed to Graham that he hesitated
between two directions. Abruptly he went towards the corner where the apparatus stood about the little crystal
ball. As he did so the undertone of tumultuous shouting from the archway that had continued during all these
occurrences rose to a mighty sound, roared as if it were sweeping past, and fell again as if receding swiftly. It
drew Graham after it with an irresistible attraction. He glanced at the thickset man, and then obeyed his impulse.
In two strides he was down the steps and in the passage, and in a score he was out upon the balcony upon which
the three men had been standing.

 

CHAPTER V. — THE MOVING WAYS
He went to the railings of the balcony and stared upward. An exclamation of surprise at his appearance, and the
movements of a number of people came from the great area below.
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His first impression was of overwhelming architecture. The place into which he looked was an aisle of Titanic
buildings, curving spaciously in either direction. Overhead mighty cantilevers sprang together across the huge
width of the place, and a tracery of translucent material shut out the sky. Gigantic globes of cool white light
shamed the pale  sunbeams that  filtered down through the girders  and wires.  Here and there a  gossamer
suspension bridge dotted with foot passengers flung across the chasm and the air was webbed with slender
cables. A cliff of edifice hung above him, he perceived as he glanced upward, and the opposite fagade was grey
and dim and broken by great archings, circular perforations, balconies, buttresses, turret projections, myriads of
vast windows, and an intricate scheme of architectural relief. Athwart these ran inscriptions horizontally and
obliquely in an unfamiliar lettering. Here and there close to the roof cables of a peculiar stoutness were fastened,
and drooped in a steep curve to circular openings on the opposite side of the space, and even as Graham noted
these a remote and tiny figure of a man clad in pale blue arrested his attention. This little figure was far overhead
across the space beside the higher fastening of one of these festoons, hanging forward from a little ledge of
masonry and handling some well-nigh invisible strings dependent from the line. Then suddenly, with a swoop that
sent Graham’s heart into his mouth, this man had rushed down the curve and vanished through a round opening
on the hither side of the way. Graham had been looking up as he came out upon the balcony, and the things he
saw above and opposed to him had at first seized his attention to the exclusion of anything else. Then suddenly he
discovered the roadway! It was not a roadway at all, as Graham understood such things, for in the nineteenth
century the only roads and streets were beaten tracks of motionless earth, jostling rivulets of vehicles between
narrow footways. But this roadway was three hundred feet across, and it moved; it moved, all save the middle, the
lowest  part.  For  a  moment,  the  motion  dazzled  his  mind.  Then  he  understood.  Under  the  balcony  this
extraordinary roadway ran swiftly to Graham’s right, an endless flow rushing along as fast as a nineteenth century
express train, an endless platform of narrow transverse overlapping slats with little interspaces that permitted it
to follow the curvatures of the street. Upon it were seats, and here and there little kiosks, but they swept by too
swiftly for him to see what might be therein. From this nearest and swiftest platform a series of others descended
to the centre of the space. Each moved to the right, each perceptibly slower than the one above it, but the
difference in pace was small enough to permit anyone to step from any platform to the one adjacent, and so walk
uninterruptedly from the swiftest to the motionless middle way. Beyond this middle way was another series of
endless platforms rushing with varying pace to Graham’s left. And seated in crowds upon the two widest and
swiftest platforms, or stepping from one to another down the steps, or swarming over the central space, was an
innumerable and wonderfully diversified multitude of people.

“You must not stop here,” shouted Howard suddenly at his side. “You must come away at once.”

Graham made no answer. He heard without hearing. The platforms ran with a roar and the people were shouting.
He perceived women and girls with flowing hair, beautifully robed, with bands crossing between the breasts.
These first came out of the confusion. Then he perceived that the dominant note in that kaleidoscope of costume
was the pale blue that the tailor’s boy had worn. He became aware of cries of “The Sleeper. What has happened to
the Sleeper?” and it seemed as though the rushing platforms before him were suddenly spattered with the pale
buff of human faces, and then still more thickly. He saw pointing fingers. He perceived that the motionless central
area of this huge arcade just opposite to the balcony was densely crowded with blue-clad people. Some sort of
struggle had sprung into life. People seemed to be pushed up the running platforms on either side, and carried
away against their will. They would spring off so soon as they were beyond the thick of the confusion, and run
back towards the conflict.

“It is the Sleeper. Verily it is the Sleeper,” shouted voices. “That is never the Sleeper,” shouted others. More and
more faces were turned to him. At the intervals along this central area Graham noted openings, pits, apparently
the heads of staircases going down with people ascending out of them and descending into them. The struggle it
seemed centred about the one of these nearest to him. People were running down the moving platforms to this,
leaping dexterously from platform to platform. The clustering people on the higher platforms seemed to divide
their interest between this point and the balcony. A number of sturdy little figures clad in a uniform of bright red,
and working methodically together, were employed it seemed in preventing access to this descending staircase.
About them a crowd was rapidly accumulating. Their brilliant colour contrasted vividly with the whitish-blue of
their antagonists, for the struggle was indisputable.

He saw these things with Howard shouting in his ear and shaking his arm. And then suddenly Howard was gone
and he stood alone.

He perceived that the cries of “The Sleeper!” grew in volume, and that the people on the nearer platform were
standing up. The nearer platform he perceived was empty to the right of him, and far across the space the
platform running in the opposite direction was coming crowded and passing away bare. With incredible swiftness
a vast crowd had gathered in the central space before his eyes; a dense swaying mass of people, and the shouts
grew from a fitful crying to a voluminous incessant clamour: “The Sleeper! The Sleeper!” and yells and cheers, a



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

302

waving of garments and cries of “Stop the Ways!” They were also crying another name strange to Graham. It
sounded like “Ostrog.” The slower platforms were soon thick with active people, running against the movement so
as to keep themselves opposite to him.

“Stop the Ways,” they cried. Agile figures ran up from the centre to the swift road nearest to him, were borne
rapidly past him, shouting strange, unintelligible things, and ran back obliquely to the central way. One thing he
distinguished: “It is indeed the Sleeper. It is indeed the Sleeper,” they testified.

For a space Graham stood motionless. Then he became vividly aware that all this concerned him. He was pleased
at his wonderful popularity, he bowed, and, seeking a gesture of longer range, waved his arm. He was astonished
at the violence of uproar that this provoked. The tumult about the descending stairway rose to furious violence.
He became aware of crowded balconies, of men sliding along ropes, of men in trapeze-like seats hurling athwart
the space. He heard voices behind him, a number of people descending the steps through the archway; he
suddenly perceived that his guardian Howard was back again and gripping his arm painfully,  and shouting
inaudibly in his ear.

He turned, and Howard’s face was white. “Come back,” he heard. “They will stop the ways. The whole city will be
in confusion.”

He perceived a number of men hurrying along the passage of blue pillars behind Howard, the red-haired man, the
man with the flaxen beard, a tall man in vivid vermilion, a crowd of others in red carrying staves, and all these
people had anxious eager faces.

“Get him away,” cried Howard.

“But why?” said Graham. “I don’t see—”

“You must come away!” said the man in red in a resolute voice. His face and eyes were resolute, too. Graham’s
glances went from face to face, and he was suddenly aware of that most disagreeable flavour in life, compulsion.
Someone gripped his arm….

He was being dragged away. It seemed as though the tumult suddenly became two, as if half the shouts that had
come in from this wonderful roadway had sprung into the passages of the great building behind him. Marvelling
and confused, feeling an impotent desire to resist, Graham was half led, half thrust, along the passage of blue
pillars, and suddenly he found himself alone with Howard in a lift and moving swiftly upward.

 

CHAPTER VI. — THE HALL OF THE ATLAS
From the moment when the tailor had bowed his farewell to the moment when Graham found himself in the lift,
was altogether barely five minutes. As yet the haze of his vast interval of sleep hung about him, as yet the initial
strangeness of his being alive at all in this remote age touched everything with wonder, with a sense of the
irrational, with something of the quality of a realistic dream. He was still detached, an astonished spectator, still
but half involved in life. What he had seen, and especially the last crowded tumult, framed in the setting of the
balcony, had a spectacular turn, like a thing witnessed from the box of a theatre. “I don’t understand,” he said.
“What was the trouble? My mind is in a whirl. Why were they shouting? What is the danger?”

“We have our troubles,” said Howard. His eyes avoided Graham’s enquiry. “This is a time of unrest. And, in fact,
your appearance, your waking just now, has a sort of connexion—”

He spoke jerkily, like a man not quite sure of his breathing. He stopped abruptly.

“I don’t understand,” said Graham.

“It will be clearer later,” said Howard.

He glanced uneasily upward, as though he found the progress of the lift slow.
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“I shall understand better, no doubt, when I have seen my way about a little,” said Graham puzzled. “It will be—it
is bound to be perplexing. At present it is all so strange. Anything seems possible. Anything. In the details even.
Your counting, I understand, is different.”

The lift stopped, and they stepped out into a narrow but very long passage between high walls, along which ran an
extraordinary number of tubes and big cables.

“What a huge place this is!” said Graham. “Is it all one building? What place is it?”

“This is one of the city ways for various public services. Light and so forth.”

“Was it a social trouble—that—in the great roadway place? How are you governed? Have you still a police?”

“Several,” said Howard.

“Several?”

“About fourteen.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Very probably not. Our social order will probably seem very complex to you. To tell you the truth, I don’t
understand it myself very clearly. Nobody does. You will, perhaps—bye and bye. We have to go to the Council.”

Graham’s attention was divided between the urgent necessity of his inquiries and the people in the passages and
halls they were traversing. For a moment his mind would be concentrated upon Howard and the halting answers
he made, and then he would lose the thread in response to some vivid unexpected impression. Along the passages,
in the halls, half the people seemed to be men in the red uniform. The pale blue canvas that had been so abundant
in the aisle of moving ways did not appear. Invariably these men looked at him, and saluted him and Howard as
they passed.

He had a clear vision of entering a long corridor, and there were a number of girls sitting on low seats, as though
in a class. He saw no teacher, but only a novel apparatus from which he fancied a voice proceeded. The girls
regarded him and his conductor, he thought, with curiosity and astonishment. But he was hurried on before he
could form a clear idea of the gathering. He judged they knew Howard and not himself, and that they wondered
who he was. This Howard, it  seemed, was a person of importance. But then he was also merely Graham’s
guardian. That was odd.

There came a passage in twilight, and into this passage a footway hung so that he could see the feet and ankles of
people going to and fro thereon,  but no more of  them. Then vague impressions of  galleries and of  casual
astonished passers-by turning round to stare after the two of them with their red-clad guard.

The stimulus of the restoratives he had taken was only temporary. He was speedily fatigued by this excessive
haste. He asked Howard to slacken his speed. Presently he was in a lift that had a window upon the great street
space, but this was glazed and did not open, and they were too high for him to see the moving platforms below.
But he saw people going to and fro along cables and along strange, frail-looking bridges.

Thence they passed across the street and at a vast height above it. They crossed by means of a narrow bridge
closed in with glass, so clear that it made him giddy even to remember it. The floor of it also was of glass. From
his memory of the cliffs between New Quay and Boscastle, so remote in time, and so recent in his experience, it
seemed to him that they must be near four hundred feet above the moving ways. He stopped, looked down
between  his  legs  upon  the  swarming  blue  and  red  multitudes,  minute  and  foreshortened,  struggling  and
gesticulating still towards the little balcony far below, a little toy balcony, it seemed, where he had so recently
been standing. A thin haze and the glare of the mighty globes of light obscured everything. A man seated in a little
openwork cradle shot by from some point still higher than the little narrow bridge, rushing down a cable as swiftly
almost as if he were falling. Graham stopped involuntarily to watch this strange passenger vanish below, and then
his eyes went back to the tumultuous struggle.

Along one of the faster ways rushed a thick crowd of red spots. This broke up into individuals as it approached the
balcony, and went pouring down the slower ways towards the dense struggling crowd on the central area. These
men in red appeared to be armed with sticks or truncheons; they seemed to be striking and thrusting. A great
shouting, cries of wrath, screaming, burst out and came up to Graham, faint and thin. “Go on,” cried Howard,
laying hands on him.
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Another man rushed down a cable. Graham suddenly glanced up to see whence he came, and beheld through the
glassy roof and the network of cables and girders, dim rhythmically passing forms like the vanes of windmills, and
between them glimpses of a remote and pallid sky. Then Howard had thrust him forward across the bridge, and he
was in a little narrow passage decorated with geometrical patterns.

“I want to see more of that,” cried Graham, resisting.

“No, no,” cried Howard, still gripping his arm. “This way. You must go this way.” And the men in red following
them seemed ready to enforce his orders.

Some negroes in a curious wasp-like uniform of black and yellow appeared down the passage, and one hastened to
throw up a sliding shutter that had seemed a door to Graham, and led the way through it. Graham found himself in
a gallery overhanging the end of a great chamber. The attendant in black and yellow crossed this, thrust up a
second shutter and stood waiting.

This place had the appearance of an ante-room. He saw a number of people in the central space, and at the
opposite end a large and imposing doorway at the top of a flight of steps, heavily curtained but giving a glimpse of
some still larger hall beyond. He perceived white men in red and other negroes in black and yellow standing stiffly
about those portals.

As they crossed the gallery he heard a whisper from below, “The Sleeper,” and was aware of a turning of heads, a
hum of observation. They entered another little passage in the wall of this ante-chamber, and then he found
himself on an iron-railed gallery of metal that passed round the side of the great hall he had already seen through
the curtains. He entered the place at the corner, so that he received the fullest impression of its huge proportions.
The black in the wasp uniform stood aside like a well-trained servant, and closed the valve behind him.

Compared with any of the places Graham had seen thus far, this second hall appeared to be decorated with
extreme richness. On a pedestal at the remoter end, and more brilliantly lit than any other object, was a gigantic
white figure of Atlas, strong and strenuous, the globe upon his bowed shoulders. It was the first thing to strike his
attention, it was so vast, so patiently and painfully real, so white and simple. Save for this figure and for a dais in
the centre, the wide floor of the place was a shining vacancy. The dais was remote in the greatness of the area; it
would have looked a mere slab of metal had it not been for the group of seven men who stood about a table on it,
and gave an inkling of its proportions. They were all dressed in white robes, they seemed to have arisen that
moment from their seats, and they were regarding Graham steadfastly. At the end of the table he perceived the
glitter of some mechanical appliances.

Howard led him along the end gallery until they were opposite this mighty labouring figure. Then he stopped. The
two men in red who had followed them into the gallery came and stood on either hand of Graham.

“You must remain here,” murmured Howard, “for a few moments,” and, without waiting for a reply, hurried away
along the gallery.

“But, why—?” began Graham.

He moved as if to follow Howard, and found his path obstructed by one of the men in red. “You have to wait here,
Sire,” said the man in red.

“Why?”

“Orders, Sire.”

“Whose orders?”

“Our orders, Sire.”

Graham looked his exasperation.

“What place is this?” he said presently. “Who are those men?”

“They are the lords of the Council, Sire.”

“What Council?”

“The Council.”
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“Oh!” said Graham, and after an equally ineffectual attempt at the other man, went to the railing and stared at the
distant men in white, who stood watching him and whispering together.

The Council? He perceived there were now eight, though how the newcomer had arrived he had not observed.
They made no gestures of greeting; they stood regarding him as in the nineteenth century a group of men might
have stood in the street regarding a distant balloon that had suddenly floated into view. What council could it be
that gathered there, that little body of men beneath the significant white Atlas, secluded from every eavesdropper
in this impressive spaciousness? And why should he be brought to them, and be looked at strangely and spoken of
inaudibly? Howard appeared beneath, walking quickly across the polished floor towards them. As he drew near he
bowed and performed certain peculiar movements, apparently of a ceremonious nature. Then he ascended the
steps of the dais, and stood by the apparatus at the end of the table.

Graham watched that visible inaudible conversation. Occasionally, one of the white-robed men would glance
towards him. He strained his ears in vain. The gesticulation of two of the speakers became animated. He glanced
from them to the passive faces of his attendants…. When he looked again Howard was extending his hands and
moving his head like a man who protests. He was interrupted, it seemed, by one of the white-robed men rapping
the table.

The conversation lasted an interminable time to Graham’s sense. His eyes rose to the still giant at whose feet the
Council sat. Thence they wandered to the walls of the hall. It was decorated in long painted panels of a quasi-
Japanese type, many of them very beautiful. These panels were grouped in a great and elaborate framing of dark
metal, which passed into the metallic caryatidae of the galleries, and the great structural lines of the interior. The
facile grace of these panels enhanced the mighty white effort that laboured in the centre of the scheme. Graham’s
eyes came back to the Council, and Howard was descending the steps. As he drew nearer his features could be
distinguished, and Graham saw that he was flushed and blowing out his cheeks.  His countenance was still
disturbed when presently he reappeared along the gallery.

“This way,” he said concisely, and they went on in silence to a little door that opened at their approach. The two
men in red stopped on either side of this door. Howard and Graham passed in, and Graham, glancing back, saw
the white-robed Council still standing in a close group and looking at him. Then the door closed behind him with a
heavy thud, and for the first time since his awakening he was in silence. The floor, even, was noiseless to his feet.

Howard opened another door, and they were in the first of two contiguous chambers furnished in white and green.
“What Council was that?” began Graham. “What were they discussing? What have they to do with me?” Howard
closed the door carefully, heaved a huge sigh, and said something in an undertone. He walked slantingways across
the room and turned, blowing out his cheeks again. “Ugh!” he grunted, a man relieved.

Graham stood regarding him.

“You must understand,” began Howard abruptly, avoiding Graham’s eyes, “that our social order is very complex. A
half explanation, a bare unqualified statement would give you false impressions. As a matter of fact—it is a case of
compound interest partly—your small fortune, and the fortune of your cousin Warming which was left to you—and
certain  other  beginnings—have become very  considerable.  And in  other  ways  that  will  be  hard for  you to
understand, you have become a person of significance—of very considerable significance—involved in the world’s
affairs.”

He stopped.

“Yes?” said Graham.

“We have grave social troubles.”

“Yes?”

“Things have come to such a pass that, in fact, it is advisable to seclude you here.”

“Keep me prisoner!” exclaimed Graham.

“Well—to ask you to keep in seclusion.”

Graham turned on him. “This is strange!” he said.

“No harm will be done you.”
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“No harm!”

“But you must be kept here—”

“While I learn my position, I presume.”

“Precisely.”

“Very well then. Begin. Why harm?”

“Not now.”

“Why not?”

“It is too long a story, Sire.”

“All the more reason I should begin at once. You say I am a person of importance. What was that shouting I heard?
Why is a great multitude shouting and excited because my trance is over, and who are the men in white in that
huge council chamber?”

“All in good time, Sire,” said Howard. “But not crudely, not crudely. This is one of those flimsy times when no man
has a settled mind. Your awakening—no one expected your awakening. The Council is consulting.”

“What council?”

“The Council you saw.”

Graham made a petulant movement. “This is not right,” he said. “I should be told what is happening.”

“You must wait. Really you must wait.”

Graham sat down abruptly. “I suppose since I have waited so long to resume life,” he said, “that I must wait a little
longer.”

“That is better,” said Howard. “Yes, that is much better. And I must leave you alone. For a space. While I attend
the discussion in the Council…. I am sorry.”

He went towards the noiseless door, hesitated and vanished.

Graham walked to the door, tried it, found it securely fastened in some way he never came to understand, turned
about, paced the room restlessly, made the circuit of the room, and sat down. He remained sitting for some time
with  folded  arms  and  knitted  brow,  biting  his  finger  nails  and  trying  to  piece  together  the  kaleidoscopic
impressions of this first hour of awakened life; the vast mechanical spaces, the endless series of chambers and
passages, the great struggle that roared and splashed through these strange ways, the little group of remote
unsympathetic men beneath the colossal Atlas, Howard’s mysterious behaviour. There was an inkling of some vast
inheritance already in his mind—a vast inheritance perhaps misapplied—of some unprecedented importance and
opportunity. What had he to do? And this room’s secluded silence was eloquent of imprisonment!

It came into Graham’s mind with irresistible conviction that this series of magnificent impressions was a dream.
He tried to shut his eyes and succeeded, but that time-honoured device led to no awakening.

Presently he began to touch and examine all the unfamiliar appointments of the two small rooms in which he
found himself.

In a long oval panel of mirror he saw himself and stopped astonished. He was clad in a graceful costume of purple
and bluish white, with a little greyshot beard trimmed to a point, and his hair, its blackness streaked now with
bands of grey, arranged over his forehead in an unfamiliar but pleasing manner. He seemed a man of five-and-
forty perhaps. For a moment he did not perceive this was himself.

A flash of laughter came with the recognition. “To call on old Warming like this!” he exclaimed, “and make him
take me out to lunch!”

Then he thought of meeting first one and then another of the few familiar acquaintances of his early manhood, and
in the midst of his amusement realised that every soul with whom he might jest had died many score of years ago.
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The thought smote him abruptly and keenly; he stopped short, the expression of his face changed to a white
consternation.

The tumultuous memory of the moving platforms and the huge fagade of that wonderful street reasserted itself.
The shouting multitudes came back clear and vivid, and those remote, inaudible, unfriendly councillors in white.
He felt himself a little figure, very small and ineffectual, pitifully conspicuous. And all about him, the world
was—strange.

 

CHAPTER VII. — IN THE SILENT ROOMS
Presently Graham resumed his examination of his apartments. Curiosity kept him moving in spite of his fatigue.
The inner room, he perceived, was high, and its ceiling dome shaped, with an oblong aperture in the centre,
opening into a funnel in which a wheel of broad vanes seemed to be rotating, apparently driving the air up the
shaft. The faint humming note of its easy motion was the only clear sound in that quiet place. As these vanes
sprang up one after the other, Graham could get transient glimpses of the sky. He was surprised to see a star.

This drew his attention to the fact that the bright lighting of these rooms was due to a multitude of very faint glow
lamps set about the cornices. There were no windows. And he began to recall that along all the vast chambers and
passages he had traversed with Howard he had observed no windows at all. Had there been windows? There were
windows on the street indeed, but were they for light? Or was the whole city lit day and night for evermore, so
that there was no night there?

And another thing dawned upon him. There was no fireplace in either room. Was the season summer, and were
these merely summer apartments, or was the whole city uniformly heated or cooled? He became interested in
these questions, began examining the smooth texture of the walls, the simply constructed bed, the ingenious
arrangements by which the labour of bedroom service was practically abolished. And over everything was a
curious absence of deliberate ornament, a bare grace of form and colour, that he found very pleasing to the eye.
There were several very comfortable chairs, a light table on silent runners carrying several bottles of fluids and
glasses, and two plates bearing a clear substance like jelly. Then he noticed there were no books, no newspapers,
no writing materials. “The world has changed indeed,” he said.

He observed one entire side of the outer room was set with rows of peculiar double cylinders inscribed with green
lettering on white that harmonized with the decorative scheme of the room, and in the centre of this side
projected a little apparatus about a yard square and having a white smooth face to the room. A chair faced this.
He had a transitory idea that these cylinders might be books, or a modern substitute for books, but at first it did
not seem so.

The lettering on the cylinders puzzled him. At first sight it seemed like Russian. Then he noticed a suggestion of
mutilated English about certain of the words.

“Thi Man huwdbi Kin” forced itself on him as “The Man who would be King.”

“Phonetic spelling,” he said. He remembered reading a story with that title, then he recalled the story vividly, one
of the best stories in the world. But this thing before him was not a book as he understood it. He puzzled out the
titles of two adjacent cylinders. “The Heart of Darkness” he had never heard of before nor “The Madonna of the
Future”—no doubt if they were indeed stories, they were by post-Victorian authors.

He puzzled over this peculiar cylinder for some time and replaced it. Then he turned to the square apparatus and
examined that. He opened a sort of lid and found one of the double cylinders within, and on the upper edge a little
stud like the stud of an electric bell. He pressed this and a rapid clicking began and ceased. He became aware of
voices and music, and noticed a play of colour on the smooth front face. He suddenly realised what this might be,
and stepped back to regard it.

On the flat surface was now a little picture, very vividly coloured, and in this picture were figures that moved. Not
only did they move, but they were conversing in clear small voices. It was exactly like reality viewed through an
inverted opera glass and heard through a long tube. His interest was seized at once by the situation, which
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presented a man pacing up and down and vociferating angry things to a pretty but petulant woman. Both were in
the picturesque costume that seemed so strange to Graham. “I have worked,” said the man, “but what have you
been doing?”

“Ah!” said Graham. He forgot everything else, and sat down in the chair. Within five minutes he heard himself,
named, heard “when the Sleeper wakes,” used jestingly as a proverb for remote postponement, and passed
himself by, a thing remote and incredible. But in a little while he knew those two people like intimate friends.

At last the miniature drama came to an end, and the square face of the apparatus was blank again.

It was a strange world into which he had been permitted to see, unscrupulous, pleasure seeking, energetic, subtle,
a world too of dire economic struggle; there were allusions he did not understand, incidents that conveyed strange
suggestions of altered moral ideals, flashes of dubious enlightenment. The blue canvas that bulked so largely in
his first impression of the city ways appeared again and again as the costume of the common people. He had no
doubt the story was contemporary, and its intense realism was undeniable. And the end had been a tragedy that
oppressed him. He sat staring at the blankness.

He started and rubbed his eyes. He had been so absorbed in the latter-day substitute for a novel, that he awoke to
the little green and white room with more than a touch of the surprise of his first awakening.

He stood up, and abruptly he was back in his own wonderland. The clearness of the kinetoscope drama passed,
and the struggle in the vast place of streets, the ambiguous Council, the swift phases of his waking hour, came
back. These people had spoken of the Council with suggestions of a vague universality of power. And they had
spoken of the Sleeper; it had not really struck him vividly at the time that he was the Sleeper. He had to recall
precisely what they had said….

He walked into the bedroom and peered up through the quick intervals of the revolving fan. As the fan swept
round, a dim turmoil like the noise of machinery came in rhythmic eddies. All else was silence. Though the
perpetual day still  irradiated his apartments, he perceived the little intermittent strip of sky was now deep
blue—black almost, with a dust of little stars….

He resumed his examination of the rooms. He could find no way of opening the padded door, no bell nor other
means  of  calling  for  attendance.  His  feeling  of  wonder  was  in  abeyance;  but  he  was  curious,  anxious  for
information. He wanted to know exactly how he stood to these new things. He tried to compose himself to wait
until someone came to him. Presently he became restless and eager for information, for distraction, for fresh
sensations.

He went back to the apparatus in the other room, and had soon puzzled out the method of replacing the cylinders
by others. As he did so, it came into his mind that it must be these little appliances had fixed the language so that
it was still clear and understandable after two hundred years. The haphazard cylinders he substituted displayed a
musical fantasia. At first it was beautiful, and then it was sensuous. He presently recognised what appeared to him
to be an altered version of the story of Tannhauser. The music was unfamiliar. But the rendering was realistic, and
with a contemporary unfamiliarity. Tannhauser did not go to a Venusberg, but to a Pleasure City. What was a
Pleasure City? A dream, surely, the fancy of a fantastic, voluptuous writer.

He became interested, curious. The story developed with a flavour of strangely twisted sentimentality. Suddenly
he did not like it. He liked it less as it proceeded.

He had a revulsion of feeling. These were no pictures, no idealisations, but photographed realities. He wanted no
more of the twenty-second century Venusberg. He forgot the part played by the model in nineteenth century art,
and gave way to an archaic indignation. He rose, angry and half ashamed at himself for witnessing this thing even
in solitude. He pulled forward the apparatus, and with some violence sought for a means of stopping its action.
Something snapped. A violet spark stung and convulsed his arm and the thing was still. When he attempted next
day to replace these Tannhauser cylinders by another pair, he found the apparatus broken….

He struck out a path oblique to the room and paced to and fro, struggling with intolerable vast impressions. The
things he had derived from the cylinders and the things he had seen, conflicted, confused him. It seemed to him
the most amazing thing of all that in his thirty years of life he had never tried to shape a picture of these coming
times. “We were making the future,” he said, “and hardly any of us troubled to think what future we were making.
And here it is!”

“What have they got to, what has been done? How do I come into the midst of it all?” The vastness of street and
house he was prepared for,  the multitudes of  people.  But conflicts  in the city ways! And the systematised
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sensuality of a class of rich men!

He thought of Bellamy, the hero of whose Socialistic Utopia had so oddly anticipated this actual experience. But
here was no Utopia, no Socialistic state. He had already seen enough to realise that the ancient antithesis of
luxury, waste and sensuality on the one hand and abject poverty on the other, still prevailed. He knew enough of
the essential factors of life to understand that correlation. And not only were the buildings of the city gigantic and
the crowds in the street gigantic, but the voices he had heard in the ways, the uneasiness of Howard, the very
atmosphere spoke of gigantic discontent. What country was he in? Still England it seemed, and yet strangely “un-
English.” His mind glanced at the rest of the world, and saw only an enigmatical veil.

He prowled about his apartment, examining everything as a caged animal might do. He was very tired, with that
feverish exhaustion that does not admit of rest. He listened for long spaces under the ventilator to catch some
distant echo of the tumults he felt must be proceeding in the city.

He began to talk to himself. “Two hundred and three years!” he said to himself over and over again, laughing
stupidly. “Then I am two hundred and thirty-three years old! The oldest inhabitant. Surely they haven’t reversed
the tendency of our time and gone back to the rule of the oldest. My claims are indisputable. Mumble, mumble. I
remember the Bulgarian atrocities as though it was yesterday. ‘Tis a great age! Ha ha!” He was surprised at first
to hear himself laughing, and then laughed again deliberately and louder. Then he realised that he was behaving
foolishly. “Steady,” he said. “Steady!”

His pacing became more regular. “This new world,” he said. “I don’t understand it. Why? … But it is all why!”

“I suppose they can fly and do all sorts of things. Let me try and remember just how it began.”

He was surprised at first to find how vague the memories of his first thirty years had become. He remembered
fragments, for the most part trivial moments, things of no great importance that he had observed. His boyhood
seemed the most accessible at first, he recalled school books and certain lessons in mensuration. Then he revived
the more salient features of his life, memories of the wife long since dead, her magic influence now gone beyond
corruption, of his rivals and friends and betrayers, of the decision of this issue and that, and then of his last years
of misery, of fluctuating resolves, and at last of his strenuous studies. In a little while he perceived he had it all
again; dim perhaps, like metal long laid aside, but in no way defective or injured, capable of re-polishing. And the
hue of it was a deepening misery. Was it worth re-polishing? By a miracle he had been lifted out of a life that had
become intolerable….

He reverted to his present condition. He wrestled with the facts in vain. It became an inextricable tangle. He saw
the sky through the ventilator pink with dawn. An old persuasion came out of the dark recesses of his memory. “I
must sleep,” he said. It appeared as a delightful relief from this mental distress and from the growing pain and
heaviness of his limbs. He went to the strange little bed, lay down and was presently asleep….

He was destined to become very familiar indeed with these apartments before he left them, for he remained
imprisoned for three days. During that time no one, except Howard, entered the rooms. The marvel of his fate
mingled with and in some way minimised the marvel of his survival. He had awakened to mankind it seemed only
to be snatched away into this unaccountable solitude. Howard came regularly with subtly sustaining and nutritive
fluids, and light and pleasant foods, quite strange to Graham. He always closed the door carefully as he entered.
On matters of detail he was increasingly obliging, but the bearing of Graham on the great issues that were
evidently being contested so closely beyond the sound-proof walls that enclosed him, he would not elucidate. He
evaded, as politely as possible, every question on the position of affairs in the outer world.

And in those three days Graham’s incessant thoughts went far and wide. All that he had seen, all this elaborate
contrivance to prevent him seeing, worked together in his mind. Almost every possible interpretation of his
position he debated—even as it chanced, the right interpretation. Things that presently happened to him, came to
him at last credible, by virtue of this seclusion. When at length the moment of his release arrived, it found him
prepared….

Howard’s bearing went far to deepen Graham’s impression of his own strange importance; the door between its
opening and closing seemed to admit with him a breath of momentous happening. His enquiries became more
definite and searching. Howard retreated through protests and difficulties. The awakening was unforeseen, he
repeated; it happened to have fallen in with the trend of a social convulsion. “To explain it I must tell you the
history of a gross and a half of years,” protested Howard.

“The thing is this,” said Graham. “You are afraid of something I shall do. In some way I am arbitrator—I might be
arbitrator.”
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“It is not that. But you have—I may tell you this much—the automatic increase of your property puts great
possibilities of interference in your hands. And in certain other ways you have influence, with your eighteenth
century notions.”

“Nineteenth century,” corrected Graham.

“With your old world notions, anyhow, ignorant as you are of every feature of our State.”

“Am I a fool?”

“Certainly not.”

“Do I seem to be the sort of man who would act rashly?”

“You were never expected to act at all. No one counted on your awakening. No one dreamt you would ever awake.
The Council had surrounded you with antiseptic conditions. As a matter of fact, we thought that you were dead—a
mere arrest of decay. And—but it is too complex. We dare not suddenly—-while you are still half awake.”

“It won’t do,” said Graham. “Suppose it is as you say—why am I not being crammed night and day with facts and
warnings and all the wisdom of the time to fit me for my responsibilities? Am I any wiser now than two days ago, if
it is two days, when I awoke?”

Howard pulled his lip.

“I am beginning to feel—every hour I feel more clearly—a system of concealment of which you are the face. Is this
Council, or committee, or whatever they are, cooking the accounts of my estate? Is that it?”

“That note of suspicion—” said Howard.

“Ugh!” said Graham. “Now, mark my words, it will be ill for those who have put me here. It will be ill. I am alive.
Make no doubt of it, I am alive. Every day my pulse is stronger and my mind clearer and more vigorous. No more
quiescence. I am a man come back to life. And I want to live—”

“Live!”

Howard’s face lit with an idea. He came towards Graham and spoke in an easy confidential tone.

“The Council secludes you here for your good. You are restless. Naturally—an energetic man! You find it dull here.
But we are anxious that everything you may desire—every desire—every sort of desire … There may be something.
Is there any sort of company?”

He paused meaningly.

“Yes,” said Graham thoughtfully. “There is.”

“Ah! Now! We have treated you neglectfully.”

“The crowds in yonder streets of yours.”

“That,” said Howard, “I am afraid—But—”

Graham began pacing  the  room.  Howard  stood  near  the  door  watching  him.  The  implication  of  Howard’s
suggestion was only half evident to Graham. Company? Suppose he were to accept the proposal, demand some
sort of company? Would there be any possibilities of gathering from the conversation of this additional person
some vague inkling of the struggle that had broken out so vividly at his waking moment? He meditated again, and
the suggestion took colour. He turned on Howard abruptly.

“What do you mean by company?”

Howard raised his eyes and shrugged his shoulders. “Human beings,” he said, with a curious smile on his heavy
face. “Our social ideas,” he said, “have a certain increased liberality, perhaps, in comparison with your times. If a
man wishes to relieve such a tedium as this—by feminine society, for instance. We think it no scandal. We have
cleared our minds of formulae. There is in our city a class, a necessary class, no longer despised—discreet—”
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Graham stopped dead.

“It would pass the time,” said Howard. “It is a thing I should perhaps have thought of before, but, as a matter of
fact, so much is happening—”

He indicated the exterior world.

Graham hesitated. For a moment the figure of a possible woman dominated his mind with an intense attraction.
Then he flashed into anger.

“No!” he shouted.

He began striding rapidly up and down the room. “Everything you say, everything you do, convinces me—of some
great issue in which I am concerned. I do not want to pass the time, as you call it. Yes, I know. Desire and
indulgence are life in a sense—and Death! Extinction! In my life before I slept I had worked out that pitiful
question. I will not begin again. There is a city, a multitude—. And meanwhile I am here like a rabbit in a bag.”

His rage surged high. He choked for a moment and began to wave his clenched fists. He gave way to an anger fit,
he swore archaic curses. His gestures had the quality of physical threats.

“I do not know who your party may be. I am in the dark, and you keep me in the dark. But I know this, that I am
secluded here for no good purpose. For no good purpose. I warn you, I warn you of the consequences. Once I
come at my power—”

He realised that to threaten thus might be a danger to himself. He stopped. Howard stood regarding him with a
curious expression.

“I take it this is a message to the Council,” said Howard.

Graham had a momentary impulse to leap upon the man, fell or stun him. It must have shown upon his face; at any
rate Howard’s movement was quick. In a second the noiseless door had closed again, and the man from the
nineteenth century was alone.

For a moment he stood rigid, with clenched hands half raised. Then he flung them down. “What a fool I have
been!” he said, and gave way to his anger again, stamping about the room and shouting curses…. For a long time
he kept himself in a sort of frenzy, raging at his position, at his own folly, at the knaves who had imprisoned him.
He did this because he did not want to look calmly at his position. He clung to his anger—because he was afraid of
fear.

Presently he found himself reasoning with himself. This imprisonment was unaccountable, but no doubt the legal
forms—new legal forms—of the time permitted it. It must, of course, be legal. These people were two hundred
years further on in the march of civilisation than the Victorian generation. It  was not likely they would be
less—humane. Yet they had cleared their minds of formulae! Was humanity a formula as well as chastity?

His imagination set to work to suggest things that might be done to him. The attempts of his reason to dispose of
these suggestions, though for the most part logically valid, were quite unavailing. “Why should anything be done
to me?”

“If the worst comes to the worst,” he found himself saying at last, “I can give up what they want. But what do they
want? And why don’t they ask me for it instead of cooping me up?”

He returned to his former preoccupation with the Council’s possible intentions. He began to reconsider the details
of Howard’s behaviour, sinister glances, inexplicable hesitations. Then, for a time, his mind circled about the idea
of escaping from these rooms; but whither could he escape into this vast, crowded world? He would be worse off
than a Saxon yeoman suddenly dropped into nineteenth century London. And besides, how could anyone escape
from these rooms?

“How can it benefit anyone if harm should happen to me?”

He thought of the tumult, the great social trouble of which he was so unaccountably the axis. A text, irrelevant
enough, and yet curiously insistent, came floating up out of the darkness of his memory. This also a Council had
said:

“It is expedient for us that one man should die for the people.”
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CHAPTER VIII. — THE ROOF SPACES
As the fans in the circular aperture of the inner room rotated and permitted glimpses of the night, dim sounds
drifted in thereby. And Graham, standing underneath, was startled by the sound of a voice.

He peered up and saw in the intervals of the rotation, dark and dim, the face and shoulders of a man regarding
him. Then a dark hand was extended, the swift vane struck it, swung round and beat on with a little brownish
patch on the edge of its thin blade, and something began to fall therefrom upon the floor, dripping silently.

Graham looked down, and there were spots of blood at his feet. He looked up again in a strange excitement. The
figure had gone.

He remained motionless—his every sense intent upon the flickering patch of darkness. He became aware of some
faint, remote, dark specks floating lightly through the outer air. They came down towards him, fitfully, eddyingly,
and passed aside out of the uprush from the fan. A gleam of light flickered, the specks flashed white, and then the
darkness came again. Warmed and lit as he was, he perceived that it was snowing within a few feet of him.

Graham walked across the room and came back to the ventilator again. He saw the head of a man pass near.
There was a sound of whispering. Then a smart blow on some metallic substance, effort, voices, and the vanes
stopped. A gust of snowflakes whirled into the room, and vanished before they touched the floor. “Don’t be
afraid,” said a voice.

Graham stood under the vane. “Who are you?” he whispered.

For a moment there was nothing but a swaying of the fan, and then the head of a man was thrust cautiously into
the opening. His face appeared nearly inverted to Graham; his dark hair was wet with dissolving flakes of snow
upon it. His arm went up into the darkness holding something unseen. He had a youthful face and bright eyes, and
the veins of his forehead were swollen. He seemed to be exerting himself to maintain his position.

For several seconds neither he nor Graham spoke.

“You were the Sleeper?” said the stranger at last.

“Yes,” said Graham. “What do you want with me?”

“I come from Ostrog, Sire.”

“Ostrog?”

The man in the ventilator twisted his head round so that his profile was towards Graham. He appeared to be
listening. Suddenly there was a hasty exclamation, and the intruder sprang back just in time to escape the sweep
of the released fan. And when Graham peered up there was nothing visible but the slowly falling snow.

It was perhaps a quarter of an hour before anything returned to the ventilator. But at last came the same metallic
interference again; the fans stopped and the face reappeared. Graham had remained all this time in the same
place, alert and tremulously excited.

“Who are you? What do you want?” he said.

“We want to speak to you, Sire,” said the intruder. “We want—I can’t hold the thing. We have been trying to find a
way to you—these three days.”

“Is it rescue?” whispered Graham. “Escape?”

“Yes, Sire. If you will.”

“You are my party—the party of the Sleeper?”
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“Yes, Sire.”

“What am I to do?” said Graham.

There was a struggle. The stranger’s arm appeared, and his hand was bleeding. His knees came into view over the
edge of the funnel. “Stand away from me,” he said, and he dropped rather heavily on his hands and one shoulder
at Graham’s feet. The released ventilator whirled noisily. The stranger rolled over, sprang up nimbly and stood
panting, hand to a bruised shoulder, and with his bright eyes on Graham.

“You are indeed the Sleeper,” he said. “I saw you asleep. When it was the law that anyone might see you.”

“I am the man who was in the trance,” said Graham. “They have imprisoned me here. I have been here since I
awoke—at least three days.”

The intruder seemed about to speak, heard something, glanced swiftly at the door, and suddenly left Graham and
ran towards it, shouting quick incoherent words. A bright wedge of steel flashed in his hand, and he began tap,
tap, a quick succession of blows upon the hinges. “Mind!” cried a voice. “Oh!” The voice came from above.

Graham glanced up, saw the soles of two feet, ducked, was struck on the shoulder by one of them, and a heavy
weight bore him to the earth. He fell on his knees and forward, and the weight went over his head. He knelt up
and saw a second man from above seated before him.

“I did not see you, Sire,” panted the man. He rose and assisted Graham to rise. “Are you hurt, Sire?” he panted. A
succession of heavy blows on the ventilator began, something fell close to Graham’s face, and a shivering edge of
white metal danced, fell over, and lay fiat upon the floor.

“What is this?” cried Graham, confused and looking at the ventilator. “Who are you? What are you going to do?
Remember, I understand nothing.”

“Stand back,” said the stranger, and drew him from under the ventilator as another fragment of metal fell heavily.

“We want you to come, Sire,” panted the newcomer, and Graham glancing at his face again, saw a new cut had
changed from white to red on his forehead, and a couple of little trickles of blood starting therefrom. “Your people
call for you.”

“Come where? My people?”

“To the hall about the markets. Your life is in danger here. We have spies. We learned but just in time. The Council
has decided—this very day—either to drug or kill you. And everything is ready. The people are drilled, the Wind-
Vane police, the engineers, and half the way-gearers are with us. We have the halls crowded—shouting. The whole
city shouts against the Council. We have arms.” He wiped the blood with his hand. “Your life here is not worth—”

“But why arms?”

“The people have risen to protect you, Sire. What?”

He turned quickly as the man who had first come down made a hissing with his teeth. Graham saw the latter start
back, gesticulate to them to conceal themselves, and move as if to hide behind the opening door.

As he did so Howard appeared, a little tray in one hand and his heavy face downcast. He started, looked up, the
door slammed behind him, the tray tilted side-ways, and the steel wedge struck him behind the ear. He went down
like a felled tree, and lay as he fell athwart the floor of the outer room. The man who had struck him bent hastily,
studied his face for a moment, rose, and returned to his work at the door.

“Your poison!” said a voice in Graham’s ear.

Then abruptly they were in darkness. The innumerable cornice lights had been extinguished. Graham saw the
aperture of the ventilator with ghostly snow whirling above it and dark figures moving hastily. Three knelt on the
vane. Some dim thing—a ladder—was being lowered through the opening, and a hand appeared holding a fitful
yellow light.

He had a moment of hesitation. But the manner of these men, their swift alacrity, their words, marched so
completely with his own fears of the Council, with his idea and hope of a rescue, that it lasted not a moment. And
his people awaited him!
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“I do not understand,” he said. “I trust. Tell me what to do.”

The man with the cut brow gripped Graham’s arm. “Clamber up the ladder,” he whispered. “Quick. They will have
heard—”

Graham felt for the ladder with extended hands, put his foot on the lower rung, and, turning his head, saw over
the shoulder of the nearest man, in the yellow flicker of the light, the first-comer astride over Howard and still
working at the door. Graham turned to the ladder again, and was thrust by his conductor and helped up by those
above, and then he was standing on something hard and cold and slippery outside the ventilating funnel.

He shivered. He was aware of a great difference in the temperature. Half a dozen men stood about him, and light
flakes of snow touched hands and face and melted. For a moment it was dark, then for a flash a ghastly violet
white, and then everything was dark again.

He saw he had come out upon the roof of the vast city structure which had replaced the miscellaneous houses,
streets and open spaces of Victorian London. The place upon which he stood was level, with huge serpentine
cables lying athwart it in every direction. The circular wheels of a number of windmills loomed indistinct and
gigantic through the darkness and snowfall, and roared with a varying loudness as the fitful wind rose and fell.
Some way off an intermittent white light smote up from below, touched the snow eddies with a transient glitter,
and made an evanescent spectre in the night; and here and there, low down, some vaguely outlined wind-driven
mechanism flickered with livid sparks.

All this he appreciated in a fragmentary manner as his rescuers stood about him. Someone threw a thick soft cloak
of fur-like texture about him, and fastened it by buckled straps at waist and shoulders. Things were said briefly,
decisively. Someone thrust him forward.

Before his mind was yet clear a dark shape gripped his arm. “This way,” said this shape, urging him along, and
pointed Graham across the flat roof in the direction of a dim semicircular haze of light. Graham obeyed.

“Mind!” said a voice, as Graham stumbled against a cable. “Between them and not across them,” said the voice.
And, “We must hurry.”

“Where are the people?” said Graham. “The people you said awaited me?”

The stranger did not answer. He left Graham’s arm as the path grew narrower, and led the way with rapid strides.
Graham followed blindly. In a minute he found himself running. “Are the others coming?” he panted, but received
no reply. His companion glanced back and ran on. They came to a sort of pathway of open metal-work, transverse
to the direction they had come, and they turned aside to follow this. Graham looked back, but the snowstorm had
hidden the others.

“Come on!” said his guide. Running now, they drew near a little windmill spinning high in the air. “Stoop,” said
Graham’s guide, and they avoided an endless band running roaring up to the shaft of the vane. “This way!” and
they were ankle deep in a gutter full of drifted thawing snow, between two low walls of metal that presently rose
waist high. “I will go first,” said the guide. Graham drew his cloak about him and followed. Then suddenly came a
narrow abyss across which the gutter leapt to the snowy darkness of the further side. Graham peeped over the
side once and the gulf was black. For a moment he regretted his flight. He dared not look again, and his brain
spun as he waded through the half liquid snow.

Then out of the gutter they clambered and hurried across a wide flat space damp with thawing snow, and for half
its extent dimly translucent to lights that went to and fro underneath. He hesitated at this unstable looking
substance, but his guide ran on unheeding, and so they came to and clambered up slippery steps to the rim of a
great dome of glass. Round this they went. Far below a number of people seemed to be dancing, and music
filtered through the dome…. Graham fancied he heard a shouting through the snowstorm, and his guide hurried
him on with a new spurt of haste. They clambered panting to a space of huge windmills, one so vast that only the
lower edge of its vanes came rushing into sight and rushed up again and was lost in the night and the snow. They
hurried for a time through the colossal metallic tracery of its supports, and came at last above a place of moving
platforms like the place into which Graham had looked from the balcony.  They crawled across the sloping
transparency that covered this street of platforms, crawling on hands and knees because of the slipperiness of the
snowfall.

For the most part the glass was bedewed, and Graham saw only hazy suggestions of the forms below, but near the
pitch of the transparent roof the glass was clear, and he found himself looking sheerly down upon it all. For
awhile, in spite of the urgency of his guide, he gave way to vertigo and lay spread-eagled on the glass, sick and
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paralysed. Far below, mere stirring specks and dots, went the people of the unsleeping city in their perpetual
daylight, and the moving platforms ran on their incessant journey. Messengers and men on unknown businesses
shot along the drooping cables and the frail bridges were crowded with men. It was like peering into a gigantic
glass hive, and it lay vertically below him with only a tough glass of unknown thickness to save him from a fall.
The street showed warm and lit, and Graham was wet now to the skin with thawing snow, and his feet were
numbed with cold. For a space he could not move. “Come on!” cried his guide, with terror in his voice. “Come on!”

Graham reached the pitch of the roof by an effort.

Over the ridge, following his guide’s example, he turned about and slid backward down the opposite slope very
swiftly, amid a little avalanche of snow. While he was sliding he thought of what would happen if some broken gap
should come in his way. At the edge he stumbled to his feet ankle deep in slush, thanking heaven for an opaque
footing again. His guide was already clambering up a metal screen to a level expanse.

Through the spare snowflakes above this loomed another line of vast windmills, and then suddenly the amorphous
tumult of the rotating wheels was pierced with a deafening sound. It was a mechanical shrilling of extraordinary
intensity that seemed to come simultaneously from every point of the compass.

“They have missed us already!” cried Graham’s guide in an accent of terror, and suddenly, with a blinding flash,
the night became day.

Above the driving snow, from the summits of the wind-wheels, appeared vast masts carrying globes of livid light.
They receded in illimitable vistas in every direction. As far as his eye could penetrate the snowfall they glared.

“Get on this,” cried Graham’s conductor, and thrust him forward to a long grating of snowless metal that ran like a
band between two slightly sloping expanses of snow. It felt warm to Graham’s benumbed feet, and a faint eddy of
steam rose from it.

“Come on!” shouted his guide ten yards off, and, without waiting, ran swiftly through the incandescent glare
towards the iron supports of the next range of wind-wheels. Graham, recovering from his astonishment, followed
as fast, convinced of his imminent capture….

In a score of seconds they were within a tracery of glare and black shadows shot with moving bars beneath the
monstrous wheels. Graham’s conductor ran on for some time, and suddenly darted sideways and vanished into a
black shadow in the corner of the foot of a huge support. In another moment Graham was beside him.

They cowered panting and stared out.

The scene upon which Graham looked was very wild and strange. The snow had now almost ceased; only a belated
flake passed now and again across the picture. But the broad stretch of level before them was a ghastly white,
broken only by gigantic masses and moving shapes and lengthy strips of impenetrable darkness, vast ungainly
Titans of shadow. All about them, huge metallic structures, iron girders, inhumanly vast as it seemed to him,
interlaced, and the edges of wind-wheels, scarcely moving in the lull, passed in great shining curves steeper and
steeper  up into  a  luminous  haze.  Wherever  the  snow-spangled light  struck down,  beams and girders,  and
incessant bands running with a halting, indomitable resolution, passed upward and downward into the black. And
with all  that mighty activity,  with an omnipresent sense of motive and design, this snow-clad desolation of
mechanism  seemed  void  of  all  human  presence  save  themselves,  seemed  as  trackless  and  deserted  and
unfrequented by men as some inaccessible Alpine snowfield.

“They will be chasing us,” cried the leader. “We are scarcely halfway there yet. Cold as it is we must hide here for
a space—at least until it snows more thickly again.”

His teeth chattered in his head.

“Where are the markets?” asked Graham staring out. “Where are all the people?”

The other made no answer.

“Look!” whispered Graham, crouched close, and became very still.

The snow had suddenly become thick again, and sliding with the whirling eddies out of the black pit of the sky
came something, vague and large and very swift. It came down in a steep curve and swept round, wide wings
extended and a trail of white condensing steam behind it, rose with an easy swiftness and went gliding up the air,
swept horizontally forward in a wide curve, and vanished again in the steaming specks of snow. And, through the
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ribs of its body, Graham saw two little men, very minute and active, searching the snowy areas about him, as it
seemed to him, with field glasses. For a second they were clear, then hazy through a thick whirl of snow, then
small and distant, and in a minute they were gone.

“Now!” cried his companion. “Come!”

He pulled Graham’s sleeve, and incontinently the two were running headlong down the arcade of iron-work
beneath  the  wind-wheels.  Graham,  running blindly,  collided with  his  leader,  who had turned back on him
suddenly. He found himself within a dozen yards of a black chasm. It extended as far as he could see right and
left. It seemed to cut off their progress in either direction.

“Do as I do,” whispered his guide. He lay down and crawled to the edge, thrust his head over and twisted until one
leg hung. He seemed to feel for something with his foot, found it, and went sliding over the edge into the gulf. His
head reappeared. “It is a ledge,” he whispered. “In the dark all the way along. Do as I did.”

Graham hesitated, went down upon all fours, crawled to the edge, and peered into a velvety blackness. For a
sickly moment he had courage neither to go on nor retreat, then he sat and hung his leg down, felt his guide’s
hands pulling at him, had a horrible sensation of sliding over the edge into the unfathomable, splashed, and felt
himself in a slushy gutter, impenetrably dark.

“This way,” whispered the voice, and he began crawling along the gutter through the trickling thaw, pressing
himself against the wall. They continued along it for some minutes. He seemed to pass through a hundred stages
of misery, to pass minute after minute through a hundred degrees of cold, damp, and exhaustion. In a little while
he ceased to feel his hands and feet.

The gutter sloped downwards. He observed that they were now many feet below the edge of the buildings. Rows
of spectral white shapes like the ghosts of blind-drawn windows rose above them. They came to the end of a cable
fastened above one of these white windows, dimly visible and dropping into impenetrable shadows. Suddenly his
hand came against his guide’s. “Still!” whispered the latter very softly.

He looked up with a start and saw the huge wings of the flying machine gliding slowly and noiselessly overhead
athwart the broad band of snow-flecked grey-blue sky. In a moment it was hidden again.

“Keep still; they were just turning.”

For awhile both were motionless, then Graham’s companion stood up, and reaching towards the fastenings of the
cable fumbled with some indistinct tackle.

“What is that?” asked Graham.

The only answer was a faint cry. The man crouched motionless. Graham peered and saw his face dimly. He was
staring down the long ribbon of sky, and Graham, following his eyes, saw the flying machine small and faint and
remote. Then he saw that the wings spread on either side, that it headed towards them, that every moment it grew
larger. It was following the edge of the chasm towards them.

The man’s movements became convulsive. He thrust two cross bars into Graham’s hand. Graham could not see
them, he ascertained their form by feeling. They were slung by thin cords to the cable. On the cord were hand
grips of some soft elastic substance. “Put the cross between your legs,” whispered the guide hysterically, “and
grip the holdfasts. Grip tightly, grip!”

Graham did as he was told.

“Jump,” said the voice. “In heaven’s name, jump!”

For one momentous second Graham could not speak. He was glad afterwards that darkness hid his face. He said
nothing. He began to tremble violently. He looked sideways at the swift shadow that swallowed up the sky as it
rushed upon him.

“Jump! Jump—in God’s name! Or they will have us,” cried Graham’s guide, and in the violence of his passion
thrust him forward.

Graham tottered convulsively, gave a sobbing cry, a cry in spite of himself, and then, as the flying machine swept
over them, fell forward into the pit of that darkness, seated on the cross wood and holding the ropes with the
clutch of death. Something cracked, something rapped smartly against a wall. He heard the pulley of the cradle
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hum on its rope. He heard the aeronauts shout. He felt a pair of knees digging into his back…. He was sweeping
headlong through the air, falling through the air. All his strength was in his hands. He would have screamed but
he had no breath.

He shot into a blinding light that made him grip the tighter. He recognised the great passage with the running
ways,  the  hanging  lights  and  interlacing  girders.  They  rushed  upward  and  by  him.  He  had  a  momentary
impression of a great round mouth yawning to swallow him up.

He was in the dark again, falling, falling, gripping with aching hands, and behold! a clap of sound, a burst of light,
and he was in a brightly lit hall with a roaring multitude of people beneath his feet. The people! His people! A
proscenium, a stage rushed up towards him, and his cable swept down to a circular aperture to the right of this.
He felt he was travelling slower, and suddenly very much slower. He distinguished shouts of “Saved! The Master.
He is safe!” The stage rushed up towards him with rapidly diminishing swiftness. Then—

He heard the man clinging behind him shout as if suddenly terrified, and this shout was echoed by a shout from
below. He felt that he was no longer gliding along the cable but falling with it. There was a tumult of yells,
screams, and cries. He felt something soft against his extended hand, and the impact of a broken fall quivering
through his arm….

He wanted to be still and the people were lifting him. He believed afterwards he was carried to the platform and
given some drink, but he was never sure. He did not notice what became of his guide. When his mind was clear
again he was on his feet; eager hands were assisting him to stand. He was in a big alcove, occupying the position
that in his previous experience had been devoted to the lower boxes. If this was indeed a theatre.

A mighty tumult was in his ears, a thunderous roar, the shouting of a countless multitude. “It is the Sleeper! The
Sleeper is with us!”

“The Sleeper is with us! The Master—the Owner! The Master is with us. He is safe.”

Graham had a surging vision of a great hall crowded with people. He saw no individuals, he was conscious of a
froth of pink faces, of waving arms and garments, he felt the occult influence of a vast crowd pouring over him,
buoying him up. There were balconies, galleries, great archways giving remoter perspectives, and everywhere
people, a vast arena of people, densely packed and cheering. Across the nearer space lay the collapsed cable like a
huge snake. It had been cut by the men of the flying machine at its upper end, and had crumpled down into the
hall. Men seemed to be hauling this out of the way. But the whole effect was vague, the very buildings throbbed
and leapt with the roar of the voices.

He stood unsteadily and looked at those about him. Someone supported him by one arm. “Let me go into a little
room,” he said, weeping; “a little room,” and could say no more. A man in black stepped forward, took his
disengaged arm. He was aware of officious men opening a door before him. Someone guided him to a seat. He
staggered. He sat down heavily and covered his face with his hands; he was trembling violently, his nervous
control was at an end. He was relieved of his cloak, he could not remember how; his purple hose he saw were
black with wet. People were running about him, things were happening, but for some time he gave no heed to
them.

He had escaped. A myriad of cries told him that. He was safe. These were the people who were on his side. For a
space he sobbed for breath, and then he sat still with his face covered. The air was full of the shouting of
innumerable men.

 

CHAPTER IX. — THE PEOPLE MARCH
He became aware of someone urging a glass of clear fluid upon his attention, looked up and discovered this was a
dark young man in a yellow garment. He took the dose forthwith, and in a moment he was glowing. A tall man in a
black robe stood by his shoulder, and pointed to the half open door into the hall. This man was shouting close to
his ear and yet what was said was indistinct because of the tremendous uproar from the great theatre. Behind the
man was a girl in a silvery grey robe, whom Graham, even in this confusion, perceived to be beautiful. Her dark
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eyes, full of wonder and curiosity, were fixed on him, her lips trembled apart. A partially opened door gave a
glimpse of the crowded hall, and admitted a vast uneven tumult, a hammering, clapping and shouting that died
away and began again, and rose to a thunderous pitch, and so continued intermittently all the time that Graham
remained in the little room. He watched the lips of the man in black and gathered that he was making some
explanation.

He stared stupidly for some moments at these things and then stood up abruptly; he grasped the arm of this
shouting person.

“Tell me!” he cried. “Who am I? Who am I?”

The others came nearer to hear his words. “Who am I?” His eyes searched their faces.

“They have told him nothing!” cried the girl.

“Tell me, tell me!” cried Graham.

“You are the Master of the Earth. You are owner of the world.”

He did not believe he heard aright. He resisted the persuasion. He pretended not to understand, not to hear. He
lifted his voice again. “I have been awake three days—a prisoner three days. I judge there is some struggle
between a number of people in this city—it is London?”

“Yes,” said the younger man.

“And those who meet in the great hall with the white Atlas? How does it concern me? In some way it has to do
with me. Why, I don’t know. Drugs? It seems to me that while I have slept the world has gone mad. I have gone
mad…. Who are those Councillors under the Atlas? Why should they try to drug me?”

“To keep you insensible,” said the man in yellow. “To prevent your interference.”

“But why?”

“Because you are the Atlas, Sire,” said the man in yellow. “The world is on your shoulders. They rule it in your
name.”

The sounds from the hall had died into a silence threaded by one monotonous voice. Now suddenly, trampling on
these last words, came a deafening tumult, a roaring and thundering, cheer crowded on cheer, voices hoarse and
shrill, beating, overlapping, and while it lasted the people in the little room could not hear each other shout.

Graham stood, his intelligence clinging helplessly to the thing he had just heard. “The Council,” he repeated
blankly, and then snatched at a name that had struck him. “But who is Ostrog?” he said.

“He is the organiser—the organiser of the revolt. Our Leader—in your name.”

“In my name?—And you? Why is he not here?”

“He—has deputed us. I am his brother—his half-brother, Lincoln. He wants you to show yourself to these people
and then come on to him. That is why he has sent. He is at the wind-vane offices directing. The people are
marching.”

“In your name,” shouted the younger man. “They have ruled, crushed, tyrannised. At last even—”

“In my name! My name! Master?”

The younger man suddenly became audible in a pause of the outer thunder, indignant and vociferous, a high
penetrating voice under his red aquiline nose and bushy moustache. “No one expected you to wake. No one
expected you to wake. They were cunning. Damned tyrants! But they were taken by surprise. They did not know
whether to drug you, hypnotise you, kill you.”

Again the hall dominated everything.

“Ostrog is at the wind-vane offices ready—. Even now there is a rumour of fighting beginning.”
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The man who had called himself Lincoln came close to him. “Ostrog has it planned. Trust him. We have our
organisations ready. We shall seize the flying stages—. Even now he may be doing that. Then—”

“This public theatre,” bawled the man in yellow, “is only a contingent. We have five myriads of drilled men—”

“We have arms,” cried Lincoln. “We have plans. A leader. Their police have gone from the streets and are massed
in the—” (inaudible). “It is now or never. The Council is rocking—They cannot trust even their drilled men—”

“Hear the people calling to you!”

Graham’s mind was like a night of moon and swift clouds, now dark and hopeless, now clear and ghastly. He was
Master of the Earth, he was a man sodden with thawing snow. Of all his fluctuating impressions the dominant
ones presented an antagonism; on the one hand was the White Council, powerful, disciplined, few, the White
Council from which he had just escaped; and on the other, monstrous crowds, packed masses of indistinguishable
people clamouring his name, hailing him Master. The other side had imprisoned him, debated his death. These
shouting thousands beyond the little doorway had rescued him. But why these things should be so he could not
understand.

The door opened, Lincoln’s voice was swept away and drowned, and a rash of people followed on the heels of the
tumult. These intruders came towards him and Lincoln gesticulating. The voices without explained their soundless
lips. “Show us the Sleeper, show us the Sleeper!” was the burden of the uproar. Men were bawling for “Order!
Silence!”

Graham glanced towards the open doorway, and saw a tall, oblong picture of the hall beyond, a waving, incessant
confusion of crowded, shouting faces, men and women together, waving pale blue garments, extended hands.
Many were standing, one man in rags of dark brown, a gaunt figure, stood on the seat and waved a black cloth. He
met the wonder and expectation of the girl’s eyes. What did these people expect from him. He was dimly aware
that the tumult outside had changed its character, was in some way beating, marching. His own mind, too,
changed. For a space he did not recognise the influence that was transforming him. But a moment that was near
to panic passed. He tried to make audible inquiries of what was required of him.

Lincoln was shouting in his ear, but Graham was deafened to that. All the others save the woman gesticulated
towards the hall.  He perceived what had happened to the uproar.  The whole mass of people was chanting
together. It was not simply a song, the voices were gathered together and upborne by a torrent of instrumental
music, music like the music of an organ, a woven texture of sounds, full of trumpets, full of flaunting banners, full
of the march and pageantry of opening war. And the feet of the people were beating time—tramp, tramp.

He was urged towards the door. He obeyed mechanically. The strength of that chant took hold of him, stirred him,
emboldened him. The hall opened to him, a vast welter of fluttering colour swaying to the music.

“Wave your arm to them,” said Lincoln. “Wave your arm to them.”

“This,” said a voice on the other side, “he must have this.” Arms were about his neck detaining him in the
doorway, and a black subtly-folding mantle hung from his shoulders. He threw his arm free of this and followed
Lincoln. He perceived the girl in grey close to him, her face lit, her gesture onward. For the instant she became to
him, flushed and eager as she was, an embodiment of the song. He emerged in the alcove again. Incontinently the
mounting waves of the song broke upon his appearing, and flashed up into a foam of shouting. Guided by Lincoln’s
hand he marched obliquely across the centre of the stage facing the people.

The hall was a vast and intricate space—galleries, balconies, broad spaces of amphitheatral steps, and great
archways. Far away, high up, seemed the mouth of a huge passage full  of struggling humanity. The whole
multitude  was  swaying  in  congested  masses.  Individual  figures  sprang  out  of  the  tumult,  impressed  him
momentarily, and lost definition again. Close to the platform swayed a beautiful fair woman, carried by three men,
her hair across her face and brandishing a green staff. Next this group an old careworn man in blue canvas
maintained his place in the crush with difficulty, and behind shouted a hairless face, a great cavity of toothless
mouth. A voice called that enigmatical word “Ostrog.” All his impressions were vague save the massive emotion of
that trampling song. The multitude were beating time with their feet—marking time, tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp.
The green weapons waved, flashed and slanted. Then he saw those nearest to him on a level space before the
stage were marching in front of him, passing towards a great archway, shouting “To the Council!” Tramp, tramp,
tramp, tramp. He raised his arm, and the roaring was redoubled. He remembered he had to shout “March!” His
mouth shaped inaudible heroic words. He waved his arm again and pointed to the archway, shouting “Onward!”
They were no longer marking time, they were marching; tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp. In that host were bearded
men, old men, youths, fluttering robed bare-armed women, girls. Men and women of the new age! Rich robes,
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grey rags fluttered together in the whirl of their movement amidst the dominant blue. A monstrous black banner
jerked its way to the right. He perceived a blue-clad negro, a shrivelled woman in yellow, then a group of tall fair-
haired, white-faced, blue-clad men pushed theatrically past him. He noted two Chinamen. A tall, sallow, dark-
haired, shining-eyed youth, white clad from top to toe, clambered up towards the platform shouting loyally, and
sprang down again and receded, looking backward. Heads, shoulders, hands clutching weapons, all were swinging
with those marching cadences.

Faces came out of the confusion to him as he stood there, eyes met his and passed and vanished. Men gesticulated
to him, shouted inaudible personal things. Most of the faces were flushed, but many were ghastly white. And
disease was there, and many a hand that waved to him was gaunt and lean. Men and women of the new age!
Strange and incredible meeting! As the broad stream passed before him to the right, tributary gangways from the
remote uplands of the hall thrust downward in an incessant replacement of people; tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp.
The unison of the song was enriched and complicated by the massive echoes of arches and passages. Men and
women mingled in the ranks; tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp. The whole world seemed marching. Tramp, tramp,
tramp, tramp; his brain was tramping. The garments waved onward, the faces poured by more abundantly.

Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp; at Lincoln’s pressure he turned towards the archway, walking unconsciously in that
rhythm, scarcely noticing his movement for the melody and stir of it. The multitude, the gesture and song, all
moved in that direction, the flow of people smote downward until the upturned faces were below the level of his
feet. He was aware of a path before him, of a suite about him, of guards and dignities, and Lincoln on his right
hand. Attendants intervened, and ever and again blotted out the sight of the multitude to the left. Before him went
the backs of the guards in black—three and three and three. He was marched along a little railed way, and
crossed above the archway, with the torrent dipping to flow beneath, and shouting up to him. He did not know
whither he went; he did not want to know. He glanced back across a flaming spaciousness of hall. Tramp, tramp,
tramp, tramp.

 

CHAPTER X. — THE BATTLE OF THE
DARKNESS
He was no longer in the hall. He was marching along a gallery overhanging one of the great streets of the moving
platforms that traversed the city. Before him and behind him tramped his guards. The whole concave of the
moving ways below was a congested mass of people marching, tramping to the left, shouting, waving hands and
arms, pouring along a huge vista, shouting as they came into view, shouting as they passed, shouting as they
receded, until the globes of electric light receding in perspective dropped down it seemed and hid the swarming
bare heads. Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp.

The song roared up to Graham now, no longer upborne by music, but coarse and noisy, and the beating of the
marching feet,  tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp, interwove with a thunderous irregularity  of  footsteps from the
undisciplined rabble that poured along the higher ways.

Abruptly he noted a contrast. The buildings on the opposite side of the way seemed deserted, the cables and
bridges that laced across the aisle were empty and shadowy. It came into Graham’s mind that these also should
have swarmed with people.

He felt a curious emotion—throbbing—very fast! He stopped again. The guards before him marched on; those
about him stopped as he did. He saw anxiety and fear in their faces. The throbbing had something to do with the
lights. He too looked up.

At first it seemed to him a thing that affected the lights simply, an isolated phenomenon, having no bearing on the
things below. Each huge globe of blinding whiteness was as it were clutched, compressed in a systole that was
followed by a transitory diastole, and again a systole like a tightening grip, darkness, light, darkness, in rapid
alternation.

Graham became aware that this strange behaviour of the lights had to do with the people below. The appearance
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of the houses and ways, the appearance of the packed masses changed, became a confusion of vivid lights and
leaping shadows. He saw a multitude of shadows had sprung into aggressive existence, seemed rushing up,
broadening, widening, growing with steady swiftness—to leap suddenly back and return reinforced. The song and
the tramping had ceased. The unanimous march, he discovered, was arrested, there were eddies, a flow sideways,
shouts of “The lights!” Voices were crying together one thing. “The lights!” cried these voices. “The lights!” He
looked down. In this dancing death of the lights the area of the street had suddenly become a monstrous struggle.
The huge white globes became purple-white, purple with a reddish glow, flickered, flickered faster and faster,
fluttered between light and extinction, ceased to flicker and became mere fading specks of glowing red in a vast
obscurity. In ten seconds the extinction was accomplished, and there was only this roaring darkness, a black
monstrosity that had suddenly swallowed up those glittering myriads of men.

He felt invisible forms about him; his arms were gripped. Something rapped sharply against his shin. A voice
bawled in his ear, “It is all right—all right.”

Graham shook off the paralysis of his first astonishment. He struck his forehead against Lincoln’s and bawled,
“What is this darkness?”

“The Council has cut the currents that light the city. We must wait—stop. The people will go on. They will—”

His voice was drowned. Voices were shouting, “Save the Sleeper. Take care of the Sleeper.” A guard stumbled
against Graham and hurt his hand by an inadvertent blow of his weapon. A wild tumult tossed and whirled about
him, growing, as it seemed, louder, denser, more furious each moment. Fragments of recognisable sounds drove
towards him, were whirled away from him as his mind reached out to grasp them. Voices seemed to be shouting
conflicting orders, other voices answered. There were suddenly a succession of piercing screams close beneath
them.

A voice bawled in his ear, “The red police,” and receded forthwith beyond his questions.

A crackling sound grew to distinctness, and therewith a leaping of faint flashes along the edge of the further ways.
By their light Graham saw the heads and bodies of a number of men, armed with weapons like those of his guards,
leap into an instant’s dim visibility. The whole area began to crackle, to flash with little instantaneous streaks of
light, and abruptly the darkness rolled back like a curtain.

A glare of light dazzled his eyes, a vast seething expanse of struggling men confused his mind. A shout, a burst of
cheering, came across the ways. He looked up to see the source of the light. A man hung far overhead from the
upper part of a cable, holding by a rope the blinding star that had driven the darkness back.

Graham’s eyes fell to the ways again. A wedge of red a little way along the vista caught his eye. He saw it was a
dense mass of red-clad men jammed on the higher further way, their backs against the pitiless cliff of building,
and surrounded by a dense crowd of antagonists. They were fighting. Weapons flashed and rose and fell, heads
vanished at the edge of the contest, and other heads replaced them, the little flashes from the green weapons
became little jets of smoky grey while the light lasted.

Abruptly the flare was extinguished and the ways were an inky darkness once more, a tumultuous mystery.

He felt something thrusting against him. He was being pushed along the gallery. Someone was shouting—it might
be at him. He was too confused to hear. He was thrust against the wall, and a number of people blundered past
him. It seemed to him that his guards were struggling with one another.

Suddenly the cable-hung star-holder appeared again, and the whole scene was white and dazzling. The band of
red-coats seemed broader and nearer; its apex was half-way down the ways towards the central aisle. And raising
his eyes Graham saw that a number of these men had also appeared now in the darkened lower galleries of the
opposite building, and were firing over the heads of their fellows below at the boiling confusion of people on the
lower ways. The meaning of these things dawned upon him. The march of the people had come upon an ambush at
the very outset. Thrown into confusion by the extinction of the lights they were now being attacked by the red
police. Then he became aware that he was standing alone, that his guards and Lincoln were along the gallery in
the direction along which he had come before the darkness fell. He saw they were gesticulating to him wildly,
running back towards him. A great shouting came from across the ways. Then it seemed as though the whole face
of the darkened building opposite was lined and speckled with red-clad men. And they were pointing over to him
and shouting. “The Sleeper! Save the Sleeper!” shouted a multitude of throats.

Something struck the wall above his head. He looked up at the impact and saw a star-shaped splash of silvery
metal. He saw Lincoln near him. Felt his arm gripped. Then, pat, pat; he had been missed twice.



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

322

For a moment he did not understand this. The street was hidden, everything was hidden, as he looked. The second
flare had burned out.

Lincoln had gripped Graham by the arm, was lugging him along the gallery. “Before the next light!” he cried. His
haste  was  contagious.  Graham’s  instinct  of  self-preservation  overcame  the  paralysis  of  his  incredulous
astonishment. He became for a time the blind creature of the fear of death. He ran, stumbling because of the
uncertainty of the darkness, blundered into his guards as they turned to run with him. Haste was his one desire, to
escape this perilous gallery upon which he was exposed. A third glare came close on its predecessors. With it
came a great shouting across the ways, an answering tumult from the ways. The red-coats below, he saw, had now
almost gained the central passage. Their countless faces turned towards him, and they shouted. The white fagade
opposite was densely stippled with red. All these wonderful things concerned him, turned upon him as a pivot.
These were the guards of the Council attempting to recapture him.

Lucky it was for him that these shots were the first fired in anger for a hundred and fifty years. He heard bullets
whacking over his head, felt a splash of molten metal sting his ear, and perceived without looking that the whole
opposite fagade, an unmasked ambuscade of red police, was crowded and bawling and firing at him.

Down went one of his guards before him, and Graham, unable to stop, leapt the writhing body.

In another second he had plunged, unhurt, into a black passage, and incontinently someone, coming, it may be, in
a transverse direction, blundered violently into him. He was hurling down a staircase in absolute darkness. He
reeled, and was struck again, and came against a wall with his hands. He was crushed by a weight of struggling
bodies, whirled round, and thrust to the right. A vast pressure pinned him. He could not breathe, his ribs seemed
cracking. He felt a momentary relaxation, and then the whole mass of people moving together, bore him back
towards the great theatre from which he had so recently come. There were moments when his feet did not touch
the ground. Then he was staggering and shoving. He heard shouts of “They are coming!” and a muffled cry close
to him. His foot blundered against something soft, he heard a hoarse scream under foot. He heard shouts of “The
Sleeper!” but he was too confused to speak. He heard the green weapons crackling. For a space he lost his
individual will, became an atom in a panic, blind, unthinking, mechanical. He thrust and pressed back and writhed
in the pressure, kicked presently against a step, and found himself ascending a slope. And abruptly the faces all
about him leapt out of the black, visible, ghastly-white and astonished, terrified, perspiring, in a livid glare. One
face, a young man’s, was very near to him, not twenty inches away. At the time it was but a passing incident of no
emotional value, but afterwards it came back to him in his dreams. For this young man, wedged upright in the
crowd for a time, had been shot and was already dead.

A fourth white star must have been lit by the man on the cable. Its light came glaring in through vast windows and
arches and showed Graham that he was now one of a dense mass of flying black figures pressed back across the
lower area of the great theatre. This time the picture was livid and fragmentary, slashed and barred with black
shadows. He saw that quite near to him the red guards were fighting their way through the people. He could not
tell whether they saw him. He looked for Lincoln and his guards. He saw Lincoln near the stage of the theatre
surrounded in a crowd of black-badged revolutionaries, lifted up and staring to and fro as if seeking him. Graham
perceived that he himself was near the opposite edge of the crowd, that behind him, separated by a barrier,
sloped the now vacant seats of the theatre. A sudden idea came to him, and he began fighting his way towards the
barrier. As he reached it the glare came to an end.

In a moment he had thrown off the great cloak that not only impeded his movements but made him conspicuous,
and had slipped it from his shoulders. He heard someone trip in its folds. In another he was scaling the barrier
and had dropped into the blackness on the further side. Then feeling his way he came to the lower end of an
ascending gangway. In the darkness the sound of firing ceased and the roar of feet and voices lulled. Then
suddenly he came to an unexpected step and tripped and fell. As he did so pools and islands amidst the darkness
about him leapt to vivid light again, the uproar surged louder and the glare of the fifth white star shone through
the vast fenestrations of the theatre walls.

He rolled over among some seats, heard a shouting and the whirring rattle of weapons, struggled up and was
knocked back again, perceived that a number of black-badged men were all about him firing at the reds below,
leaping from seat to seat, crouching among the seats to reload. Instinctively he crouched amidst the seats, as
stray shots ripped the pneumatic cushions and cut bright slashes on their soft metal frames. Instinctively he
marked the direction of the gangways, the most plausible way of escape for him so soon as the veil of darkness fell
again.

A young man in faded blue garments came vaulting over the seats. “Hullo!” he said, with his flying feet within six
inches of the crouching Sleeper’s face.
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He stared without any sign of recognition, turned to fire, fired, and shouting, “To hell with the Council!” was
about to fire again. Then it seemed to Graham that the half of this man’s neck had vanished. A drop of moisture
fell on Graham’s cheek. The green weapon stopped half raised. For a moment the man stood still with his face
suddenly expressionless, then he began to slant forward. His knees bent. Man and darkness fell together. At the
sound of his fall Graham rose up and ran for his life until a step down to the gangway tripped him. He scrambled
to his feet, turned up the gangway and ran on.

When the sixth star glared he was already close to the yawning throat of a passage. He ran on the swifter for the
light, entered the passage and turned a corner into absolute night again. He was knocked sideways, rolled over,
and recovered his feet. He found himself one of a crowd of invisible fugitives pressing in one direction. His one
thought now was their thought also; to escape out of this fighting. He thrust and struck, staggered, ran, was
wedged tightly, lost ground and then was clear again.

For some minutes he was running through the darkness along a winding passage, and then he crossed some wide
and open space, passed down a long incline, and came at last down a flight of steps to a level place. Many people
were shouting, “They are coming! The guards are coming. They are firing. Get out of the fighting. The guards are
firing. It will be safe in Seventh Way. Along here to Seventh Way!” There were women and children in the crowd
as well as men.

The crowd converged on an archway, passed through a short throat and emerged on a wider space again, lit
dimly. The black figures about him spread out and ran up what seemed in the twilight to be a gigantic series of
steps. He followed. The people dispersed to the right and left…. He perceived that he was no longer in a crowd.
He stopped near the highest step. Before him, on that level, were groups of seats and a little kiosk. He went up to
this and, stopping in the shadow of its eaves, looked about him panting.

Everything was vague and grey, but he recognised that these great steps were a series of platforms of the “ways,”
now motionless again. The platform slanted up on either side, and the tall buildings rose beyond, vast dim ghosts,
their  inscriptions  and advertisements  indistinctly  seen,  and up through the girders  and cables  was a  faint
interrupted ribbon of pallid sky. A number of people hurried by. From their shouts and voices, it seemed they were
hurrying to join the fighting. Other less noisy figures flitted timidly among the shadows.

From very far away down the street he could hear the sound of a struggle. But it was evident to him that this was
not the street into which the theatre opened. That former fight, it seemed, had suddenly dropped out of sound and
hearing. And they were fighting for him!

For a space he was like a man who pauses in the reading of a vivid book, and suddenly doubts what he has been
taking unquestionably. At that time he had little mind for details; the whole effect was a huge astonishment. Oddly
enough, while the flight from the Council prison, the great crowd in the hall, and the attack of the red police upon
the swarming people were clearly present in his mind, it cost him an effort to piece in his awakening and to revive
the meditative interval of the Silent Rooms. At first his memory leapt these things and took him back to the
cascade at Pentargen quivering in the wind, and all the sombre splendours of the sunlit Cornish coast. The
contrast touched everything with unreality. And then the gap filled, and he began to comprehend his position.

It was no longer absolutely a riddle, as it had been in the Silent Rooms. At least he had the strange, bare outline
now. He was in some way the owner of the world, and great political parties were fighting to possess him. On the
one hand was the Council, with its red police, set resolutely, it seemed, on the usurpation of his property and
perhaps his murder; on the other, the revolution that had liberated him, with this unseen “Ostrog” as its leader.
And the whole of this gigantic city was convulsed by their struggle. Frantic development of his world! “I do not
understand,” he cried. “I do not understand!”

He had slipped out between the contending parties into this liberty of the twilight. What would happen next? What
was happening? He figured the red-clad men as busily hunting him, driving the black-badged revolutionists before
them.

At any rate chance had given him a breathing space. He could lurk unchallenged by the passers-by, and watch the
course of things. His eye followed up the intricate dim immensity of the twilight buildings, and it came to him as a
thing infinitely wonderful, that above there the sun was rising, and the world was lit and glowing with the old
familiar light of day. In a little while he had recovered his breath. His clothing had already dried upon him from
the snow.

He wandered for miles along these twilight ways, speaking to no one, accosted by no one—a dark figure among
dark figures—the coveted man out of the past, the inestimable unintentional owner of the world. Wherever there
were lights or dense crowds, or exceptional excitement, he was afraid of recognition, and watched and turned
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back or went up and down by the middle stairways, into some transverse system of ways at a lower or higher
level. And though he came on no more fighting, the whole city stirred with battle. Once he had to run to avoid a
marching multitude of men that swept the street. Everyone abroad seemed involved. For the most part they were
men, and they carried what he judged were weapons. It seemed as though the struggle was concentrated mainly
in the quarter of the city from which he came. Ever and again a distant roaring, the remote suggestion of that
conflict, reached his ears. Then his caution and his curiosity struggled together. But his caution prevailed, and he
continued wandering away from the fighting—so far as he could judge. He went unmolested, unsuspected through
the dark. After a time he ceased to hear even a remote echo of the battle, fewer and fewer people passed him,
until at last the streets became deserted. The frontages of the buildings grew plain, and harsh; he seemed to have
come to a district of vacant warehouses. Solitude crept upon him—his pace slackened.

He became aware of a growing fatigue. At times he would turn aside and sit down on one of the numerous
benches of the upper ways. But a feverish restlessness, the knowledge of his vital implication in this struggle,
would not let him rest in any place for long. Was the struggle on his behalf alone?

And then in a desolate place came the shock of an earthquake—a roaring and thundering—a mighty wind of cold
air pouring through the city,  the smash of glass,  the slip and thud of falling masonry—a series of gigantic
concussions. A mass of glass and ironwork fell from the remote roofs into the middle gallery, not a hundred yards
away from him, and in the distance were shouts and running. He, too, was startled to an aimless activity, and ran
first one way and then as aimlessly back.

A man came running towards  him.  His  self-control  returned.  “What  have they  blown up?”  asked the  man
breathlessly. “That was an explosion,” and before Graham could speak he had hurried on.

The great buildings rose dimly, veiled by a perplexing twilight, albeit the rivulet of sky above was now bright with
day. He noted many strange features, understanding none at the time; he even spelt out many of the inscriptions
in Phonetic lettering. But what profit is it to decipher a confusion of odd-looking letters resolving itself, after
painful strain of eye and mind, into “Here is Eadhamite,” or, “Labour Bureau—Little Side”? Grotesque thought,
that all these cliff-like houses were his!

The perversity of his experience came to him vividly. In actual fact he had made such a leap in time as romancers
have imagined again and again. And that fact realised, he had been prepared. His mind had, as it were, seated
itself for a spectacle. And no spectacle unfolded itself, but a great vague danger, unsympathetic shadows and veils
of darkness. Somewhere through the labyrinthine obscurity his death sought him. Would he, after all, be killed
before he saw? It might be that even at the next corner his destruction ambushed. A great desire to see, a great
longing to know, arose in him.

He became fearful of corners. It seemed to him that there was safety in concealment. Where could he hide to be
inconspicuous when the lights returned? At last he sat down upon a seat in a recess on one of the higher ways,
conceiving he was alone there.

He squeezed his knuckles into his weary eyes. Suppose when he looked again he found the dark trough of parallel
ways and that intolerable altitude of edifice gone. Suppose he were to discover the whole story of these last few
days, the awakening, the shouting multitudes, the darkness and the fighting, a phantasmagoria, a new and more
vivid sort of dream. It must be a dream; it was so inconsecutive, so reasonless. Why were the people fighting for
him? Why should this saner world regard him as Owner and Master?

So he thought, sitting blinded, and then he looked again, half hoping in spite of his ears to see some familiar
aspect of the life of the nineteenth century, to see, perhaps, the little harbour of Boscastle about him, the cliffs of
Pentargen, or the bedroom of his home. But fact takes no heed of human hopes. A squad of men with a black
banner tramped athwart the nearer shadows, intent on conflict, and beyond rose that giddy wall of frontage, vast
and dark, with the dim incomprehensible lettering showing faintly on its face.

“It is no dream,” he said, “no dream.” And he bowed his face upon his hands.
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CHAPTER XI. — THE OLD MAN WHO KNEW
EVERYTHING
He was startled by a cough close at hand.

He turned sharply, and peering, saw a small, hunched-up figure sitting a couple of yards off in the shadow of the
enclosure.

“Have ye any news?” asked the high-pitched wheezy voice of a very old man.

Graham hesitated. “None,” he said.

“I stay here till the lights come again,” said the old man. “These blue scoundrels are everywhere—everywhere.”

Graham’s answer was inarticulate assent. He tried to see the old man but the darkness hid his face. He wanted
very much to respond, to talk, but he did not know how to begin.

“Dark and damnable,” said the old man suddenly. “Dark and damnable. Turned out of my room among all these
dangers.”

“That’s hard,” ventured Graham. “That’s hard on you.”

“Darkness. An old man lost in the darkness. And all the world gone mad. War and fighting. The police beaten and
rogues abroad. Why don’t they bring some negroes to protect us? … No more dark passages for me. I fell over a
dead man.”

“You’re safer with company,” said the old man, “if it’s company of the right sort,” and peered frankly. He rose
suddenly and came towards Graham.

Apparently the scrutiny was satisfactory. The old man sat down as if relieved to be no longer alone. “Eh!” he said,
“but this is a terrible time! War and fighting, and the dead lying there—men, strong men, dying in the dark. Sons!
I have three sons. God knows where they are to-night.”

The voice ceased. Then repeated quavering: “God knows where they are to-night.”

Graham stood revolving a question that should not betray his ignorance. Again the old man’s voice ended the
pause.

“This Ostrog will win,” he said. “He will win. And what the world will be like under him no one can tell. My sons
are under the wind-vanes, all three. One of my daughters-in-law was his mistress for a while. His mistress! We’re
not common people. Though they’ve sent me to wander to-night and take my chance…. I knew what was going on.
Before most people. But this darkness! And to fall over a dead body suddenly in the dark!”

His wheezy breathing could be heard.

“Ostrog!” said Graham.

“The greatest Boss the world has ever seen,” said the voice.

Graham ransacked his mind. “The Council has few friends among the people,” he hazarded.

“Few friends. And poor ones at that. They’ve had their time. Eh! They should have kept to the clever ones. But
twice they held election. And Ostrog—. And now it has burst out and nothing can stay it, nothing can stay it. Twice
they rejected Ostrog—Ostrog the Boss. I heard of his rages at the time—he was terrible. Heaven save them! For
nothing on earth can now he has raised the Labour Companies upon them. No one else would have dared. All the
blue canvas armed and marching! He will go through with it. He will go through.”

He was silent for a little while. “This Sleeper,” he said, and stopped.

“Yes,” said Graham. “Well?”
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The senile voice sank to a confidential whisper, the dim, pale face came close. “The real Sleeper—”

“Yes,” said Graham.

“Died years ago.”

“What?” said Graham, sharply.

“Years ago. Died. Years ago.”

“You don’t say so!” said Graham.

“I do. I do say so. He died. This Sleeper who’s woke up—they changed in the night. A poor, drugged insensible
creature. But I mustn’t tell all I know. I mustn’t tell all I know.”

For a little while he muttered inaudibly. His secret was too much for him. “I don’t know the ones that put him to
sleep—that was before my time—but I know the man who injected the stimulants and woke him again. It was ten
to one—wake or kill. Wake or kill. Ostrog’s way.”

Graham was so astonished at these things that he had to interrupt, to make the old man repeat his words, to re-
question vaguely, before he was sure of the meaning and folly of what he heard. And his awakening had not been
natural! Was that an old man’s senile superstition, too, or had it any truth in it? Feeling in the dark corners of his
memory, he presently came on something that might conceivably be an impression of some such stimulating
effect. It dawned upon him that he had happened upon a lucky encounter, that at last he might learn something of
the new age. The old man wheezed awhile and spat, and then the piping, reminiscent voice resumed:

“The first time they rejected him. I’ve followed it all.”

“Rejected whom?” said Graham. “The Sleeper?”

“Sleeper? No. Ostrog. He was terrible—terrible! And he was promised then, promised certainly the next time.
Fools they were—not to be more afraid of him. Now all the city’s his millstone, and such as we dust ground upon
it. Dust ground upon it. Until he set to work—the workers cut each other’s throats, and murdered a Chinaman or a
Labour policeman at times, and left the rest of us in peace. Dead bodies! Robbing! Darkness! Such a thing hasn’t
been this gross of years. Eh!—but ‘tis ill on small folks when the great fall out! It’s ill.”

“Did you say—there had not been—what?—for a gross of years?”

“Eh?” said the old man.

The old man said something about clipping his words, and made him repeat this a third time. “Fighting and
slaying, and weapons in hand, and fools bawling freedom and the like,” said the old man. “Not in all my life has
there been that. These are like the old days—for sure—when the Paris people broke out—three gross of years ago.
That’s what I mean hasn’t been. But it’s the world’s way. It had to come back. I know. I know. This five years
Ostrog has been working, and there has been trouble and trouble, and hunger and threats and high talk and arms.
Blue canvas and murmurs. No one safe. Everything sliding and slipping. And now here we are! Revolt and
fighting, and the Council come to its end.”

“You are rather well-informed on these things,” said Graham.

“I know what I hear. It isn’t all Babble Machine with me.”

“No,” said Graham, wondering what Babble Machine might be. “And you are certain this Ostrog—you are certain
Ostrog organised this rebellion and arranged for the waking of the Sleeper? Just to assert himself—because he
was not elected to the Council?”

“Everyone knows that, I should think,” said the old man. “Except—just fools. He meant to be master somehow. In
the Council or not. Everyone who knows anything knows that. And here we are with dead bodies lying in the dark!
Why, where have you been if you haven’t heard all about the trouble between Ostrog and the Verneys? And what
do you think the troubles are about? The Sleeper? Eh? You think the Sleeper’s  real  and woke of  his  own
accord—eh?”

“I’m a dull man, older than I look, and forgetful,” said Graham. “Lots of things that have happened—especially of
late years—. If I was the Sleeper, to tell you the truth, I couldn’t know less about them.”
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“Eh!” said the voice. “Old, are you? You don’t sound so very old! But it’s not everyone keeps his memory to my
time of life—truly. But these notorious things! But you’re not so old as me—not nearly so old as me. Well! I ought
not to judge other men by myself, perhaps. I’m young—for so old a man. Maybe you’re old for so young.”

“That’s it,” said Graham. “And I’ve a queer history. I know very little. And history! Practically I know no history.
The Sleeper and Julius Caesar are all the same to me. It’s interesting to hear you talk of these things.”

“I know a few things,” said the old man. “I know a thing or two. But—. Hark!”

The two men became silent, listening. There was a heavy thud, a concussion that made their seat shiver. The
passers-by stopped, shouted to one another. The old man was full of questions; he shouted to a man who passed
near. Graham, emboldened by his example, got up and accosted others. None knew what had happened.

He returned to the seat and found the old man muttering vague interrogations in an undertone. For a while they
said nothing to one another.

The sense of this gigantic struggle, so near and yet so remote, oppressed Graham’s imagination. Was this old man
right, was the report of the people right, and were the revolutionaries winning? Or were they all in error, and
were the red guards driving all before them? At any time the flood of warfare might pour into this silent quarter of
the city and seize upon him again. It behoved him to learn all he could while there was time. He turned suddenly
to the old man with a question and left it unsaid. But his motion moved the old man to speech again.

“Eh! but how things work together!” said the old man. “This Sleeper that all the fools put their trust in! I’ve the
whole history of it—I was always a good one for histories. When I was a boy—I’m that old—I used to read printed
books. You’d hardly think it. Likely you’ve seen none—they rot and dust so—and the Sanitary Company burns
them to make ashlarite. But they were convenient in their dirty way. One learnt a lot. These new-fangled Babble
Machines—they don’t seem new-fangled to you, eh?—they’re easy to hear, easy to forget. But I’ve traced all the
Sleeper business from the first.”

“You will scarcely believe it,” said Graham slowly, “I’m so ignorant—I’ve been so preoccupied in my own little
affairs, my circumstances have been so odd—I know nothing of this Sleeper’s history. Who was he?”

“Eh!” said the old man. “I know, I know. He was a poor nobody, and set on a playful woman, poor soul! And he fell
into a trance. There’s the old things they had, those brown things—silver photographs—still showing him as he
lay, a gross and a half years ago—a gross and a half of years.”

“Set on a playful woman, poor soul,” said Graham softly to himself, and then aloud, “Yes—well go on.”

“You must know he had a cousin named Warming, a solitary man without children, who made a big fortune
speculating in roads—the first Eadhamite roads. But surely you’ve heard? No? Why? He bought all the patent
rights and made a big company. In those days there were grosses of grosses of separate businesses and business
companies. Grosses of grosses! His roads killed the railroads—the old things—in two dozen years; he bought up
and Eadhamited the tracks. And because he didn’t want to break up his great property or let in shareholders, he
left it all to the Sleeper, and put it under a Board of Trustees that he had picked and trained. He knew then the
Sleeper wouldn’t wake, that he would go on sleeping, sleeping till he died. He knew that quite well! And plump! a
man in the United States, who had lost two sons in a boat accident, followed that up with another great bequest.
His trustees found themselves with a dozen myriads of lions’-worth or more of property at the very beginning.”

“What was his name?”

“Graham.”

“No—I mean—that American’s.”

“Isbister.”

“Isbister!” cried Graham. “Why, I don’t even know the name.”

“Of course not,” said the old man. “Of course not. People don’t learn much in the schools nowadays. But I know all
about him. He was a rich American who went from England, and he left the Sleeper even more than Warming.
How he made it? That I don’t know. Something about pictures by machinery. But he made it and left it, and so the
Council had its start. It was just a council of trustees at first.”

“And how did it grow?”



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

328

“Eh!—but you’re not up to things. Money attracts money—and twelve brains are better than one. They played it
cleverly. They worked politics with money, and kept on adding to the money by working currency and tariffs. They
grew—they grew. And for years the twelve trustees hid the growing of the Sleeper’s estate under double names
and company titles and all that. The Council spread by title deed, mortgage, share, every political party, every
newspaper they bought. If you listen to the old stories you will see the Council growing and growing. Billions and
billions of lions at last—the Sleeper’s estate. And all growing out of a whim—out of this Warming’s will, and an
accident to Isbister’s sons.

“Men are strange,” said the old man. “The strange thing to me is how the Council worked together so long. As
many as twelve. But they worked in cliques from the first. And they’ve slipped back. In my young days speaking of
the Council was like an ignorant man speaking of God. We didn’t think they could do wrong. We didn’t know of
their women and all that! Or else I’ve got wiser.

“Men are strange,” said the old man. “Here are you, young and ignorant, and me—sevendy years old, and I might
reasonably before getting—explaining it all to you short and clear.

“Sevendy,” he said, “sevendy, and I hear and see—hear better than I see. And reason clearly, and keep myself up
to all the happenings of things. Sevendy!

“Life is strange. I was twaindy before Ostrog was a baby. I remember him long before he’d pushed his way to the
head of the Wind Vanes Control. I’ve seen many changes. Eh! I’ve worn the blue. And at last I’ve come to see this
crush and darkness and tumult and dead men carried by in heaps on the ways. And all his doing! All his doing!”

His voice died away in scarcely articulate praises of Ostrog.

Graham thought. “Let me see,” he said, “if I have it right.”

He extended a hand and ticked off points upon his fingers. “The Sleeper has been asleep—”

“Changed,” said the old man.

“Perhaps. And meanwhile the Sleeper’s property grew in the hands of Twelve Trustees, until it swallowed up
nearly all the great ownership of the world. The Twelve Trustees—by virtue of this property have become masters
of the world. Because they are the paying power—just as the old English Parliament used to be—”

“Eh!” said the old man. “That’s so—that’s a good comparison. You’re not so—”

“And now this Ostrog—has suddenly revolutionised the world by waking the Sleeper—whom no one but the
superstitious, common people had ever dreamt would wake again—raising the Sleeper to claim his property from
the Council, after all these years.”

The old man endorsed this statement with a cough. “It’s strange,” he said, “to meet a man who learns these things
for the first time to-night.”

“Aye,” said Graham, “it’s strange.”

“Have you been in a Pleasure City?” said the old man. “All my life I’ve longed—” He laughed. “Even now,” he said,
“I could enjoy a little fun. Enjoy seeing things, anyhow.” He mumbled a sentence Graham did not understand.

“The Sleeper—when did he awake?” said Graham suddenly.

“Three days ago.”

“Where is he?”

“Ostrog has him. He escaped from the Council not four hours ago. My dear sir, where were you at the time? He
was in the hall of the markets—where the fighting has been. All the city was screaming about it. All the Babble
Machines. Everywhere it was shouted. Even the fools who speak for the Council were admitting it. Everyone was
rushing off to see him—everyone was getting arms. Were you drunk or asleep? And even then! But you’re joking!
Surely you’re pretending. It was to stop the shouting of the Babble Machines and prevent the people gathering
that they turned off the electricity—and put this damned darkness upon us. Do you mean to say—?”

“I had heard the Sleeper was rescued,” said Graham. “But—to come back a minute. Are you sure Ostrog has him?”
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“He won’t let him go,” said the old man.

“And the Sleeper. Are you sure he is not genuine? I have never heard—”

“So all the fools think. So they think. As if there wasn’t a thousand things that were never heard. I know Ostrog
too well for that. Did I tell you? In a way I’m a sort of relation of Ostrog’s. A sort of relation. Through my daughter-
in-law.”

“I suppose—”

“Well?”

“I suppose there’s no chance of this Sleeper asserting himself. I suppose he’s certain to be a puppet—in Ostrog’s
hands or the Council’s, as soon as the struggle is over.”

“In Ostrog’s hands—certainly. Why shouldn’t he be a puppet? Look at his position. Everything done for him, every
pleasure possible. Why should he want to assert himself?”

“What are these Pleasure Cities?” said Graham, abruptly.

The old man made him repeat the question. When at last he was assured of Graham’s words, he nudged him
violently. “That’s too much,” said he. “You’re poking fun at an old man. I’ve been suspecting you know more than
you pretend.”

“Perhaps I do,” said Graham. “But no! why should I go on acting? No, I do not know what a Pleasure City is.”

The old man laughed in an intimate way.

“What is more, I do not know how to read your letters, I do not know what money you use, I do not know what
foreign countries there are. I do not know where I am. I cannot count. I do not know where to get food, nor drink,
nor shelter.”

“Come, come,” said the old man, “if you had a glass of drink now, would you put it in your ear or your eye?”

“I want you to tell me all these things.”

“He, he! Well, gentlemen who dress in silk must have their fun.” A withered hand caressed Graham’s arm for a
moment. “Silk. Well, well! But, all the same, I wish I was the man who was put up as the Sleeper. He’ll have a fine
time of it. All the pomp and pleasure. He’s a queer looking face. When they used to let anyone go to see him, I’ve
got tickets and been. The image of the real one, as the photographs show him, this substitute used to be. Yellow.
But he’ll get fed up. It’s a queer world. Think of the luck of it. The luck of it. I expect he’ll be sent to Capri. It’s the
best fun for a greener.”

His cough overtook him again. Then he began mumbling enviously of pleasures and strange delights. “The luck of
it, the luck of it! All my life I’ve been in London, hoping to get my chance.”

“But you don’t know that the Sleeper died,” said Graham, suddenly.

The old man made him repeat his words.

“Men don’t live beyond ten dozen. It’s not in the order of things,” said the old man. “I’m not a fool. Fools may
believe it, but not me.”

Graham became angry with the old man’s assurance. “Whether you are a fool or not,” he said, “it happens you are
wrong about the Sleeper.”

“Eh?”

“You are wrong about the Sleeper. I haven’t told you before, but I will tell you now. You are wrong about the
Sleeper.”

“How do you know? I thought you didn’t know anything—not even about Pleasure Cities.”

Graham paused.
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“You don’t know,” said the old man. “How are you to know? It’s very few men—”

“I am the Sleeper.”

He had to repeat it.

There was a brief pause. “There’s a silly thing to say, sir, if you’ll excuse me. It might get you into trouble in a time
like this,” said the old man.

Graham, slightly dashed, repeated his assertion.

“I was saying I was the Sleeper. That years and years ago I did, indeed, fall asleep, in a little stone-built village, in
the days when there were hedgerows, and villages, and inns, and all the countryside cut up into little pieces, little
fields. Have you never heard of those days? And it is I—I who speak to you—who awakened again these four days
since.”

“Four days since!—the Sleeper! But they’ve got the Sleeper. They have him and they won’t let him go. Nonsense!
You’ve been talking sensibly enough up to now. I can see it as though I was there. There will be Lincoln like a
keeper just behind him; they won’t let him go about alone. Trust them. You’re a queer fellow. One of these fun
pokers. I see now why you have been clipping your words so oddly, but—”

He stopped abruptly, and Graham could see his gesture.

“As if Ostrog would let the Sleeper run about alone! No, you’re telling that to the wrong man altogether. Eh! as if I
should believe. What’s your game? And besides, we’ve been talking of the Sleeper.”

Graham stood up. “Listen,” he said. “I am the Sleeper.”

“You’re an odd man,” said the old man, “to sit here in the dark, talking clipped, and telling a lie of that sort. But—”

Graham’s exasperation fell to laughter. “It is preposterous,” he cried. “Preposterous. The dream must end. It gets
wilder and wilder. Here am I—in this damned twilight—I never knew a dream in twilight before—an anachronism
by two hundred years and trying to persuade an old fool that I am myself, and meanwhile—Ugh!”

He moved in gusty irritation and went striding. In a moment the old man was pursuing him. “Eh! but don’t go!”
cried the old man. “I’m an old fool, I know. Don’t go. Don’t leave me in all this darkness.”

Graham hesitated, stopped. Suddenly the folly of telling his secret flashed into his mind.

“I didn’t mean to offend you—disbelieving you,” said the old man coming near. “It’s no manner of harm. Call
yourself the Sleeper if it pleases you. ‘Tis a foolish trick—”

Graham hesitated, turned abruptly and went on his way.

For a time he heard the old man’s hobbling pursuit and his wheezy cries receding. But at last the darkness
swallowed him, and Graham saw him no more.

 

CHAPTER XII. — OSTROG
Graham could now take a clearer view of his position. For a long time yet he wandered, but after the talk of the
old man his discovery of this Ostrog was clear in his mind as the final inevitable decision. One thing was evident,
those who were at the headquarters of the revolt had succeeded very admirably in suppressing the fact of his
disappearance. But every moment he expected to hear the report of his death or of his recapture by the Council.

Presently a man stopped before him. “Have you heard?” he said.

“No!” said Graham, starting.
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“Near a dozand,” said the man, “a dozand men!” and hurried on.

A number of men and a girl passed in the darkness, gesticulating and shouting: “Capitulated! Given up!” “A
dozand of men.” “Two dozand of men.” “Ostrog, Hurrah! Ostrog, Hurrah!” These cries receded, became indistinct.

Other shouting men followed. For a time his attention was absorbed in the fragments of speech he heard. He had
a doubt whether all were speaking English. Scraps floated to him, scraps like Pigeon English, like “nigger” dialect,
blurred and mangled distortions. He dared accost no one with questions. The impression the people gave him
jarred altogether with his preconceptions of the struggle and confirmed the old man’s faith in Ostrog. It was only
slowly he could bring himself to believe that all these people were rejoicing at the defeat of the Council, that the
Council which had pursued him with such power and vigour was after all the weaker of the two sides in conflict.
And if that was so, how did it affect him? Several times he hesitated on the verge of fundamental questions. Once
he turned and walked for a long way after a little man of rotund inviting outline, but he was unable to master
confidence to address him.

It was only slowly that it came to him that he might ask for the “wind-vane offices” whatever the “wind-vane
offices” might be. His first enquiry simply resulted in a direction to go on towards Westminster. His second led to
the discovery of a short cut in which he was speedily lost. He was told to leave the ways to which he had hitherto
confined himself—knowing no other means of transit—and to plunge down one of the middle staircases into the
blackness of a cross-way. Thereupon came some trivial adventures; chief of these an ambiguous encounter with a
gruff-voiced invisible creature speaking in a strange dialect that seemed at first a strange tongue, a thick flow of
speech with the drifting corpses of English Words therein, the dialect of the latter-day vile. Then another voice
drew near, a girl’s voice singing, “tralala tralala.” She spoke to Graham, her English touched with something of
the same quality. She professed to have lost her sister, she blundered needlessly into him he thought, caught hold
of him and laughed. But a word of vague remonstrance sent her into the unseen again.

The sounds about him increased. Stumbling people passed him, speaking excitedly. “They have surrendered!”
“The Council! Surely not the Council!” “They are saying so in the Ways.” The passage seemed wider. Suddenly the
wall fell away. He was in a great space and people were stirring remotely. He inquired his way of an indistinct
figure. “Strike straight across,” said a woman’s voice. He left his guiding wall, and in a moment had stumbled
against a little table on which were utensils of glass. Graham’s eyes, now attuned to darkness, made out a long
vista with tables on either side. He went down this. At one or two of the tables he heard a clang of glass and a
sound of eating. There were people then cool enough to dine, or daring enough to steal a meal in spite of social
convulsion and darkness. Far off and high up he presently saw a pallid light of a semi-circular shape. As he
approached this, a black edge came up and hid it. He stumbled at steps and found himself in a gallery. He heard a
sobbing, and found two scared little girls crouched by a railing. These children became silent at the near sound of
feet. He tried to console them, but they were very still until he left them. Then as he receded he could hear them
sobbing again.

Presently he found himself at the foot of a staircase and near a wide opening. He saw a dim twilight above this
and ascended out of the blackness into a street of moving ways again. Along this a disorderly swarm of people
marched shouting. They were singing snatches of the song of the revolt, most of them out of tune. Here and there
torches flared creating brief hysterical shadows. He asked his way and was twice puzzled by that same thick
dialect. His third attempt won an answer he could understand. He was two miles from the wind-vane offices in
Westminster, but the way was easy to follow.

When at last he did approach the district of the wind-vane offices it seemed to him, from the cheering processions
that came marching along the Ways, from the tumult of rejoicing, and finally from the restoration of the lighting of
the city, that the overthrow of the Council must already be accomplished. And still no news of his absence came to
his ears.

The re-illumination of the city came with startling abruptness. Suddenly he stood blinking, all about him men
halted dazzled, and the world was incandescent. The light found him already upon the outskirts of the excited
crowds that choked the ways near the wind-vane offices, and the sense of visibility and exposure that came with it
turned his colourless intention of joining Ostrog to a keen anxiety.

For a time he was jostled, obstructed, and endangered by men hoarse and weary with cheering his name, some of
them bandaged and bloody in his cause. The frontage of the wind-vane offices was illuminated by some moving
picture, but what it was he could not see, because in spite of his strenuous attempts the density of the crowd
prevented his approaching it. From the fragments of speech he caught, he judged it conveyed news of the fighting
about the Council House. Ignorance and indecision made him slow and ineffective in his movements. For a time he
could not conceive how he was to get within the unbroken fagade of this place. He made his way slowly into the
midst of this mass of people, until he realised that the descending staircase of the central way led to the interior of
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the buildings. This gave him a goal, but the crowding in the central path was so dense that it was long before he
could reach it. And even then he encountered intricate obstruction, and had an hour of vivid argument first in this
guard room and then in that before he could get a note taken to the one man of all men who was most eager to see
him. His story was laughed to scorn at one place, and wiser for that, when at last he reached a second stairway he
professed simply to have news of extraordinary importance for Ostrog. What it was he would not say. They sent
his note reluctantly. For a long time he waited in a little room at the foot of the lift shaft, and thither at last came
Lincoln, eager, apologetic, astonished. He stopped in the doorway scrutinising Graham, then rushed forward
effusively.

“Yes,” he cried. “It is you. And you are not dead!”

Graham made a brief explanation.

“My brother is waiting,” explained Lincoln. “He is alone in the wind-vane offices. We feared you had been killed in
the theatre. He doubted—and things are very urgent still in spite of what we are telling them there—or he would
have come to you.”

They  ascended  a  lift,  passed  along  a  narrow passage,  crossed  a  great  hall,  empty  save  for  two  hurrying
messengers, and entered a comparatively little room, whose only furniture was a long settee and a large oval disc
of cloudy, shifting grey, hung by cables from the wall. There Lincoln left Graham for a space, and he remained
alone without understanding the smoky shapes that drove slowly across this disc.

His attention was arrested by a sound that began abruptly. It was cheering, the frantic cheering of a vast but very
remote crowd, a roaring exultation. This ended as sharply as it had begun, like a sound heard between the
opening and shutting of a door. In the outer room was a noise of hurrying steps and a melodious clinking as if a
loose chain was running over the teeth of a wheel.

Then he heard the voice of a woman, the rustle of unseen garments. “It is Ostrog!” he heard her say. A little bell
rang fitfully, and then everything was still again.

Presently came voices, footsteps and movement without. The footsteps of some one person detached itself from
the other sounds, and drew near, firm, evenly measured steps. The curtain lifted slowly. A tall, white-haired man,
clad in garments of cream-coloured silk, appeared, regarding Graham from under his raised arm.

For a moment the white form remained holding the curtain, then dropped it and stood before it. Graham’s first
impression was of a very broad forehead, very pale blue eyes deep sunken under white brows, an aquiline nose,
and a heavily-lined resolute mouth. The folds of flesh over the eyes, the drooping of the corners of the mouth
contradicted the upright bearing, and said the man was old. Graham rose to his feet instinctively, and for a
moment the two men stood in silence, regarding each other.

“You are Ostrog?” said Graham.

“I am Ostrog.”

“The Boss?”

“So I am called.”

Graham felt the inconvenience of the silence. “I have to thank you chiefly, I understand, for my safety,” he said
presently.

“We were afraid you were killed,” said Ostrog. “Or sent to sleep again—for ever. We have been doing everything
to keep our secret—the secret of your disappearance. Where have you been? How did you get here?”

Graham told him briefly.

Ostrog listened in silence.

He smiled faintly. “Do you know what I was doing when they came to tell me you had come?”

“How can I guess?”

“Preparing your double.”
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“My double?”

“A man as like you as we could find. We were going to hypnotise him, to save him the difficulty of acting. It was
imperative. The whole of this revolt depends on the idea that you are awake, alive, and with us. Even now a great
multitude of  people has gathered in the theatre clamouring to see you.  They do not trust…. You know, of
course—something of your position?”

“Very little,” said Graham.

“It is like this.” Ostrog walked a pace or two into the room and turned. “You are absolute owner,” he said, “of the
world. You are King of the Earth. Your powers are limited in many intricate ways, but you are the figure-head, the
popular symbol of government. This White Council, the Council of Trustees as it is called—”

“I have heard the vague outline of these things.”

“I wondered.”

“I came upon a garrulous old man.”

“I see…. Our masses—the word comes from your days—you know, of course, that we still have masses—regard
you as our actual ruler. Just as a great number of people in your days regarded the Crown as the ruler. They are
discontented—the masses all over the earth—with the rule of your Trustees. For the most part it is the old
discontent, the old quarrel of the common man with his commonness—the misery of work and discipline and
unfitness. But your Trustees have ruled ill. In certain matters, in the administration of the Labour Companies, for
example, they have been unwise. They have given endless opportunities. Already we of the popular party were
agitating for reforms—when your waking came. Came! If it had been contrived it could not have come more
opportunely.” He smiled. “The public mind, making no allowance for your years of quiescence, had already hit on
the thought of waking you and appealing to you, and—Flash!”

He indicated the outbreak by a gesture, and Graham moved his head to show that he understood.

“The Council muddled—quarrelled. They always do. They could not decide what to do with you. You know how
they imprisoned you?”

“I see. I see. And now—we win?”

“We win. Indeed we win. To-night, in five swift hours. Suddenly we struck everywhere. The wind-vane people, the
Labour Company and its millions, burst the bonds. We got the pull of the aeroplanes.”

“Yes,” said Graham.

“That was, of course, essential. Or they could have got away. All the city rose, every third man almost was in it! All
the blue, all the public services, save only just a few aeronauts and about half the red police. You were rescued,
and their own police of the ways—not half of them could be massed at the Council House—have been broken up,
disarmed or killed. All London is ours—now. Only the Council House remains.

“Half of those who remain to them of the red police were lost in that foolish attempt to recapture you. They lost
their heads when they lost you. They flung all they had at the theatre. We cut them off from the Council House
there. Truly to-night has been a night of victory. Everywhere your star has blazed. A day ago—the White Council
ruled as it has ruled for a gross of years, for a century and a half of years, and then, with only a little whispering, a
covert arming here and there, suddenly—So!”

“I am very ignorant,” said Graham. “I suppose—I do not clearly understand the conditions of this fighting. If you
could explain. Where is the Council? Where is the fight?”

Ostrog stepped across the room, something clicked, and suddenly, save for an oval glow, they were in darkness.
For a moment Graham was puzzled.

Then he saw that the cloudy grey disc had taken depth and colour, had assumed the appearance of an oval
window looking out upon a strange unfamiliar scene.

At the first glance he was unable to guess what this scene might be. It was a daylight scene, the daylight of a
wintry day, grey and clear. Across the picture, and halfway as it seemed between him and the remoter view, a
stout cable of twisted white wire stretched vertically. Then he perceived that the rows of great wind-wheels he
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saw, the wide intervals, the occasional gulfs of darkness, were akin to those through which he had fled from the
Council House. He distinguished an orderly file of red figures marching across an open space between files of men
in black, and realised before Ostrog spoke that he was looking down on the upper surface of latter-day London.
The overnight snows had gone. He judged that this mirror was some modern replacement of the camera obscura,
but that matter was not explained to him. He saw that though the file of red figures was trotting from left to right,
yet they were passing out of the picture to the left. He wondered momentarily, and then saw that the picture was
passing slowly, panorama fashion, across the oval.

“In a moment you will see the fighting,” said Ostrog at his elbow. “Those fellows in red you notice are prisoners.
This is the roof space of London—all the houses are practically continuous now. The streets and public squares are
covered in. The gaps and chasms of your time have disappeared.”

Something out of focus obliterated half the picture. Its form suggested a man. There was a gleam of metal, a flash,
something that swept across the oval, as the eyelid of a bird sweeps across its eye, and the picture was clear
again. And now Graham beheld men running down among the wind-wheels, pointing weapons from which jetted
out little smoky flashes. They swarmed thicker and thicker to the right, gesticulating—it might be they were
shouting, but of that the picture told nothing. They and the wind-wheels passed slowly and steadily across the field
of the mirror.

“Now,” said Ostrog, “comes the Council House,” and slowly a black edge crept into view and gathered Graham’s
attention. Soon it was no longer an edge but a cavity, a huge blackened space amidst the clustering edifices, and
from it  thin spires of  smoke rose into the pallid winter sky.  Gaunt ruinous masses of  the building,  mighty
truncated piers and girders, rose dismally out of this cavernous darkness. And over these vestiges of some
splendid place, countless minute men were clambering, leaping, swarming.

“This is the Council House,” said Ostrog. “Their last stronghold. And the fools wasted enough ammunition to hold
out for a month in blowing up the buildings all about them—to stop our attack. You heard the smash? It shattered
half the brittle glass in the city.”

And while he spoke, Graham saw that beyond this area of ruins, overhanging it and rising to a great height, was a
ragged mass of white building. This mass had been isolated by the ruthless destruction of its surroundings. Black
gaps marked the passages the disaster had torn apart; big halls had been slashed open and the decoration of their
interiors showed dismally in the wintry dawn, and down the jagged walls hung festoons of divided cables and
twisted ends of lines and metallic rods. And amidst all the vast details moved little red specks, the red-clothed
defenders of the Council. Every now and then faint flashes illuminated the bleak shadows. At the first sight it
seemed to Graham that an attack upon this isolated white building was in progress, but then he perceived that the
party of the revolt was not advancing, but sheltered amidst the colossal wreckage that encircled this last ragged
stronghold of the red-garbed men, was keeping up a fitful firing.

And not ten hours ago he had stood beneath the ventilating fans in a little chamber within that remote building
wondering what was happening in the world!

Looking more attentively as this warlike episode moved silently across the centre of the mirror, Graham saw that
the white building was surrounded on every side by ruins, and Ostrog proceeded to describe in concise phrases
how its defenders had sought by such destruction to isolate themselves from a storm. He spoke of the loss of men
that huge downfall had entailed in an indifferent tone. He indicated an improvised mortuary among the wreckage,
showed ambulances swarming like cheese-mites along a ruinous groove that had once been a street of moving
ways. He was more interested in pointing out the parts of the Council House, the distribution of the besiegers. In a
little while the civil contest that had convulsed London was no longer a mystery to Graham. It was no tumultuous
revolt had occurred that night, no equal warfare, but a splendidly organised coup d’itat. Ostrog’s grasp of details
was astonishing; he seemed to know the business of even the smallest knot of black and red specks that crawled
amidst these places.

He stretched a huge black arm across the luminous picture, and showed the room whence Graham had escaped,
and across the chasm of ruins the course of his flight. Graham recognised the gulf across which the gutter ran,
and the wind-wheels where he had crouched from the flying machine. The rest of his path had succumbed to the
explosion. He looked again at the Council House, and it was already half hidden, and on the right a hillside with a
cluster of domes and pinnacles, hazy, dim and distant, was gliding into view.

“And the Council is really overthrown?” he said.

“Overthrown,” said Ostrog.
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“And I—. Is it indeed true that I—?”

“You are Master of the World.”

“But that white flag—”

“That is the flag of the Council—the flag of the Rule of the World. It will fall. The fight is over. Their attack on the
theatre was their last frantic struggle. They have only a thousand men or so, and some of these men will be
disloyal. They have little ammunition. And we are reviving the ancient arts. We are casting guns.”

“But—help. Is this city the world?”

“Practically this is all they have left to them of their empire. Abroad the cities have either revolted with us or wait
the issue. Your awakening has perplexed them, paralysed them.”

“But haven’t the Council flying machines? Why is there no fighting with them?”

“They had. But the greater part of the aeronauts were in the revolt with us. They wouldn’t take the risk of fighting
on our side, but they would not stir against us. We had to get a pull with the aeronauts. Quite half were with us,
and the others knew it. Directly they knew you had got away, those looking for you dropped. We killed the man
who shot at you—an hour ago. And we occupied the flying stages at the outset in every city we could, and so
stopped and captured the greater aeroplanes, and as for the little flying machines that turned out—for some
did—we kept up too straight and steady a fire for them to get near the Council House. If they dropped they
couldn’t rise again, because there’s no clear space about there for them to get up. Several we have smashed,
several others have dropped and surrendered, the rest have gone off to the Continent to find a friendly city if they
can before their fuel runs out. Most of these men were only too glad to be taken prisoner and kept out of harm’s
way. Upsetting in a flying machine isn’t a very attractive prospect. There’s no chance for the Council that way. Its
days are done.”

He laughed and turned to the oval reflection again to show Graham what he meant by flying stages. Even the four
nearer ones were remote and obscured by a thin morning haze. But Graham could perceive they were very vast
structures, judged even by the standard of the things about them.

And then as these dim shapes passed to the left there came again the sight of the expanse across which the
disarmed men in red had been marching. And then the black ruins, and then again the beleaguered white fastness
of the Council. It appeared no longer a ghostly pile, but glowing amber in the sunlight, for a cloud shadow had
passed. About it the pigmy struggle still hung in suspense, but now the red defenders were no longer firing.

So, in a dusky stillness, the man from the nineteenth century saw the closing scene of the great revolt, the forcible
establishment of his rule. With a quality of startling discovery it came to him that this was his world, and not that
other he had left behind; that this was no spectacle to culminate and cease; that in this world lay whatever life
was still before him, lay all his duties and dangers and responsibilities. He turned with fresh questions. Ostrog
began to answer them, and then broke off abruptly. “But these things I must explain more fully later. At present
there are—duties. The people are coming by the moving ways towards this ward from every part of the city—the
markets and theatres are densely crowded. You are just in time for them. They are clamouring to see you. And
abroad they want to see you. Paris, New York, Chicago, Denver, Capri—thousands of cities are up and in a tumult,
undecided, and clamouring to see you. They have clamoured that you should be awakened for years, and now it is
done they will scarcely believe—”

“But surely—I can’t go …”

Ostrog answered from the other side of the room, and the picture on the oval disc paled and vanished as the light
jerked back again. “There are kineto-telephoto-graphs,” he said. “As you bow to the people here—all over the
world myriads of myriads of people, packed and still in darkened halls, will see you also. In black and white, of
course—not like this. And you will hear their shouts reinforcing the shouting in the hall.

“And there is an optical contrivance we shall use,” said Ostrog, “used by some of the posturers and women
dancers. It may be novel to you. You stand in a very bright light, and they see not you but a magnified image of
you thrown on a screen—so that even the furtherest man in the remotest gallery can, if he chooses, count your
eyelashes.”

Graham clutched desperately at one of the questions in his mind. “What is the population of London?” he said.
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“Eight and twaindy myriads.”

“Eight and what?”

“More than thirty-three millions.”

These figures went beyond Graham’s imagination.

“You will be expected to say something,” said Ostrog. “Not what you used to call a Speech, but what our people
call a word—just one sentence, six or seven words. Something formal. If I might suggest—‘I have awakened and
my heart is with you.’ That is the sort of thing they want.”

“What was that?” asked Graham.

“‘I am awakened and my heart is with you.’ And bow—bow royally. But first we must get you black robes—for
black is your colour. Do you mind? And then they will disperse to their homes.”

Graham hesitated. “I am in your hands,” he said.

Ostrog was clearly of that opinion. He thought for a moment, turned to the curtain and called brief directions to
some unseen attendants. Almost immediately a black robe, the very fellow of the black robe Graham had worn in
the theatre, was brought. And as he threw it about his shoulders there came from the room without the shrilling of
a high-pitched bell. Ostrog turned in interrogation to the attendant, then suddenly seemed to change his mind,
pulled the curtain aside and disappeared.

For a moment Graham stood with the deferential attendant listening to Ostrog’s retreating steps. There was a
sound of quick question and answer and of men running. The curtain was snatched back and Ostrog reappeared,
his massive face glowing with excitement. He crossed the room in a stride, clicked the room into darkness,
gripped Graham’s arm and pointed to the mirror.

“Even as we turned away,” he said.

Graham saw his index finger, black and colossal, above the mirrored Council House. For a moment he did not
understand. And then he perceived that the flagstaff that had carried the white banner was bare.

“Do you mean—?” he began.

“The Council has surrendered. Its rule is at an end for evermore.”

“Look!” and Ostrog pointed to a coil of black that crept in little jerks up the vacant flagstaff, unfolding as it rose.

The oval picture paled as Lincoln pulled the curtain aside and entered.

“They are clamorous,” he said.

Ostrog kept his grip of Graham’s arm.

“We have raised the people,” he said. “We have given them arms. For to-day at least their wishes must be law.”

Lincoln held the curtain open for Graham and Ostrog to pass through….

On his way to the markets Graham had a transitory glance of a long narrow white-walled room in which men in
the universal blue canvas were carrying covered things like biers, and about which men in medical purple hurried
to and fro. From this room came groans and wailing. He had an impression of an empty blood-stained couch, of
men on other couches, bandaged and blood-stained. It was just a glimpse from a railed footway and then a
buttress hid the place and they were going on towards the markets….

The roar of the multitude was near now: it leapt to thunder. And, arresting his attention, a fluttering of black
banners, the waving of blue canvas and brown rags, and the swarming vastness of the theatre near the public
markets came into view down a long passage. The picture opened out. He perceived they were entering the great
theatre of his first appearance, the great theatre he had last seen as a chequer-work of glare and blackness in his
flight from the red police. This time he entered it along a gallery at a level high above the stage. The place was
now brilliantly lit again. His eyes sought the gangway up which he had fled, but he could not tell it from among its
dozens of fellows; nor could he see anything of the smashed seats, deflated cushions, and such like traces of the
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fight because of the density of the people. Except the stage the whole place was closely packed. Looking down the
effect was a vast area of stippled pink, each dot a still upturned face regarding him. At his appearance with Ostrog
the cheering died away, the singing died away, a common interest stilled and unified the disorder. It seemed as
though every individual of those myriads was watching him.

 

CHAPTER XIII. — THE END OF THE OLD ORDER
So far as Graham was able to judge, it was near midday when the white banner of the Council fell. But some hours
had to elapse before it was possible to effect the formal capitulation, and so after he had spoken his “Word” he
retired to his new apartments in the wind-vane offices. The continuous excitement of the last twelve hours had left
him inordinately fatigued, even his curiosity was exhausted; for a space he sat inert and passive with open eyes,
and for a space he slept. He was roused by two medical attendants, come prepared with stimulants to sustain him
through the next occasion. After he had taken their drugs and bathed by their advice in cold water, he felt a rapid
return of interest and energy, and was presently able and willing to accompany Ostrog through several miles (as it
seemed) of passages, lifts, and slides to the closing scene of the White Council’s rule.

The way ran deviously through a maze of buildings. They came at last to a passage that curved about, and showed
broadening before him an oblong opening, clouds hot with sunset, and the ragged skyline of the ruinous Council
House. A tumult of shouts came drifting up to him. In another moment they had come out high up on the brow of
the cliff of torn buildings that overhung the wreckage. The vast area opened to Graham’s eyes, none the less
strange and wonderful for the remote view he had had of it in the oval mirror.

This rudely amphitheatral space seemed now the better part of a mile to its outer edge. It was gold lit on the left
hand, catching the sunlight, and below and to the right clear and cold in the shadow. Above the shadowy grey
Council House that stood in the midst of it, the great black banner of the surrender still hung in sluggish folds
against the blazing sunset. Severed rooms, halls and passages gaped strangely, broken masses of metal projected
dismally from the complex wreckage, vast masses of twisted cable dropped like tangled seaweed, and from its
base came a tumult of innumerable voices, violent concussions, and the sound of trumpets. All about this great
white pile was a ring of desolation; the smashed and blackened masses, the gaunt foundations and ruinous lumber
of the fabric that had been destroyed by the Council’s orders, skeletons of girders, Titanic masses of wall, forests
of stout pillars. Amongst the sombre wreckage beneath, running water flashed and glistened, and far away across
the space, out of the midst of a vague vast mass of buildings, there thrust the twisted end of a water-main, two
hundred feet in the air, thunderously spouting a shining cascade. And everywhere great multitudes of people.

Wherever there was space and foothold, people swarmed, little people, small and minutely clear, except where the
sunset touched them to indistinguishable gold. They clambered up the tottering walls, they clung in wreaths and
groups about the high-standing pillars. They swarmed along the edges of the circle of ruins. The air was full of
their shouting, and they were pressing and swaying towards the central space.

The upper storeys of the Council House seemed deserted, not a human being was visible. Only the drooping
banner of the surrender hung heavily against the light. The dead were within the Council House, or hidden by the
swarming people, or carried away. Graham could see only a few neglected bodies in gaps and corners of the ruins,
and amidst the flowing water.

“Will you let them see you, Sire?” said Ostrog. “They are very anxious to see you.”

Graham hesitated, and then walked forward to where the broken verge of wall dropped sheer. He stood looking
down, a lonely, tall, black figure against the sky.

Very slowly the swarming ruins became aware of him. And as they did so little bands of black-uniformed men
appeared remotely, thrusting through the crowds towards the Council House. He saw little black heads become
pink, looking at him, saw by that means a wave of recognition sweep across the space. It occurred to him that he
should accord them some recognition. He held up his arm, then pointed to the Council House and dropped his
hand. The voices below became unanimous, gathered volume, came up to him as multitudinous wavelets of
cheering.
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The western sky was a pallid bluish green, and Jupiter shone high in the south, before the capitulation was
accomplished. Above was a slow insensible change, the advance of night serene and beautiful; below was hurry,
excitement, conflicting orders, pauses, spasmodic developments of organisation, a vast ascending clamour and
confusion. Before the Council came out, toiling perspiring men, directed by a conflict of shouts, carried forth
hundreds of those who had perished in the hand-to-hand conflict within those long passages and chambers….

Guards in black lined the way that the Council would come, and as far as the eye could reach into the hazy blue
twilight of the ruins, and swarming now at every possible point in the captured Council House and along the
shattered cliff of its circumadjacent buildings, were innumerable people, and their voices, even when they were
not cheering, were as the soughing of the sea upon a pebble beach. Ostrog had chosen a huge commanding pile of
crushed and overthrown masonry, and on this a stage of timbers and metal girders was being hastily constructed.
Its essential parts were complete, but humming and clangorous machinery still glared fitfully in the shadows
beneath this temporary edifice.

The stage had a small higher portion on which Graham stood with Ostrog and Lincoln close beside him, a little in
advance of a group of minor officers. A broader lower stage surrounded this quarter-deck, and on this were the
black-uniformed guards of the revolt armed with the little green weapons whose very names Graham still did not
know. Those standing about him perceived that his eyes wandered perpetually from the swarming people in the
twilight ruins about him to the darkling mass of the White Council House, whence the Trustees would presently
come, and to the gaunt cliffs of ruin that encircled him, and so back to the people. The voices of the crowd swelled
to a deafening tumult.

He saw the Councillors first afar off in the glare of one of the temporary lights that marked their path, a little
group of white figures in a black archway. In the Council House they had been in darkness. He watched them
approaching, drawing nearer past first this blazing electric star and then that; the minatory roar of the crowd over
whom their power had lasted for a hundred and fifty years marched along beside them. As they drew still nearer
their faces came out weary, white, and anxious. He saw them blinking up through the glare about him and Ostrog.
He contrasted their strange cold looks in the Hall of Atlas…. Presently he could recognise several of them; the
man who had rapped the table at Howard, a burly man with a red beard, and one delicate-featured, short, dark
man with a peculiarly long skull. He noted that two were whispering together and looking behind him at Ostrog.
Next there came a tall, dark and handsome man, walking downcast. Abruptly he glanced up, his eyes touched
Graham for a moment, and passed beyond him to Ostrog. The way that had been made for them was so contrived
that they had to march past and curve about before they came to the sloping path of planks that ascended to the
stage where their surrender was to be made.

“The Master, the Master! God and the Master,” shouted the people. “To hell with the Council!” Graham looked at
their multitudes, receding beyond counting into a shouting haze, and then at Ostrog beside him, white and
steadfast and still. His eye went again to the little group of White Councillors. And then he looked up at the
familiar quiet stars overhead. The marvellous element in his fate was suddenly vivid. Could that be his indeed, that
little life in his memory two hundred years gone by—and this as well?

 

CHAPTER XIV. — FROM THE CROW’S NEST
And so after strange delays and through an avenue of doubt and battle, this man from the nineteenth century
came at last to his position at the head of that complex world.

At first when he rose from the long deep sleep that followed his rescue and the surrender of the Council, he did
not recognise his surroundings. By an effort he gained a clue in his mind, and all that had happened came back to
him, at first with a quality of insincerity like a story heard, like something read out of a book. And even before his
memories were clear, the exultation of his escape, the wonder of his prominence were back in his mind. He was
owner of the world; Master of the Earth. This new great age was in the completest sense his. He no longer hoped
to discover his experiences a dream; he became anxious now to convince himself that they were real.

An obsequious valet assisted him to dress under the direction of a dignified chief attendant, a little man whose
face proclaimed him Japanese, albeit he spoke English like an Englishman. From the latter he learnt something of
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the state of affairs. Already the revolution was an accepted fact; already business was being resumed throughout
the city. Abroad the downfall of the Council had been received for the most part with delight. Nowhere was the
Council popular, and the thousand cities of Western America, after two hundred years still jealous of New York,
London, and the East, had risen almost unanimously two days before at the news of Graham’s imprisonment. Paris
was fighting within itself. The rest of the world hung in suspense.

While he was breaking his fast, the sound of a telephone bell jetted from a corner, and his chief attendant called
his attention to the voice of Ostrog making polite enquiries. Graham interrupted his refreshment to reply. Very
shortly Lincoln arrived, and Graham at once expressed a strong desire to talk to people and to be shown more of
the new life that was opening before him. Lincoln informed him that in three hours’  time a representative
gathering of officials and their wives would be held in the state apartments of the wind-vane Chief. Graham’s
desire to traverse the ways of the city was, however, at present impossible, because of the enormous excitement
of the people. It was, however, quite possible for him to take a bird’s-eye view of the city from the crow’s nest of
the wind-vane keeper. To this accordingly Graham was conducted by his attendant. Lincoln; with a graceful
compliment to the attendant, apologised for not accompanying them, on account of the present pressure of
administrative work.

Higher even than the most gigantic, wind-wheels hung this crow’s nest, a clear thousand feet above the roofs, a
little disc-shaped speck on a spear of metallic filigree, cable stayed. To its summit Graham was drawn in a little
wire-hung cradle.  Halfway down the frail-seeming stem was a  light  gallery  about  which hung a  cluster  of
tubes—minute they looked from above—rotating slowly on the ring of its outer rail. These were the specula, en
rapport with the wind-vane keeper’s mirrors, in one of which Ostrog had shown him the coming of his rule. His
Japanese attendant ascended before him and they spent nearly an hour asking and answering questions.

It was a day full of the promise and quality of spring. The touch of the wind warmed. The sky was an intense blue
and the vast expanse of London shone dazzling under the morning sun. The air was clear of smoke and haze,
sweet as the air of a mountain glen.

Save for the irregular oval of ruins about the House of the Council and the black flag of the surrender that
fluttered there,  the mighty city seen from above showed few signs of  the swift  revolution that had,  to his
imagination, in one night and one day, changed the destinies of the world. A multitude of people still swarmed
over these ruins, and the huge openwork stagings in the distance from which started in times of peace the service
of aeroplanes to the various great cities of Europe and America, were also black with the victors. Across a narrow
way of planking raised on trestles that crossed the ruins a crowd of workmen were busy restoring the connection
between the cables and wires of the Council House and the rest of the city, preparatory to the transfer thither of
Ostrog’s headquarters from the Wind-Vane buildings.

For the rest the luminous expanse was undisturbed. So vast was its serenity in comparison with the areas of
disturbance, that presently Graham, looking beyond them, could almost forget the thousands of men lying out of
sight in the artificial glare within the quasi-subterranean labyrinth, dead or dying of the overnight wounds, forget
the improvised wards with the hosts of surgeons, nurses, and bearers feverishly busy, forget, indeed, all the
wonder, consternation and novelty under the electric lights. Down there in the hidden ways of the anthill he knew
that the revolution triumphed, that black everywhere carried the day, black favours, black banners, black festoons
across the streets. And out here, under the fresh sunlight, beyond the crater of the fight, as if nothing had
happened to the earth, the forest of wind vanes that had grown from one or two while the Council had ruled,
roared peacefully upon their incessant duty.

Far away, spiked, jagged and indented by the wind vanes, the Surrey Hills rose blue and faint; to the north and
nearer, the sharp contours of Highgate and Muswell Hill were similarly jagged. And all over the countryside, he
knew, on every crest and hill, where once the hedges had interlaced, and cottages, churches, inns, and farm
houses  had  nestled  among  their  trees,  wind-wheels  similar  to  those  he  saw  and  bearing  like  them  vast
advertisements, gaunt and distinctive symbols of the new age, cast their whirling shadows and stored incessantly
the energy that flowed away incessantly through all the arteries of the city. And underneath these wandered the
countless flocks and herds of the British Food Trust, his property, with their lonely guards and keepers.

Not a familiar outline anywhere broke the cluster of gigantic shapes below. St. Paul’s he knew survived, and many
of the old buildings in Westminster, embedded out of sight, arched over and covered in among the giant growths
of this great age. The Thames, too, made no fall and gleam of silver to break the wilderness of the city; the thirsty
water mains drank up every drop of its waters before they reached the walls. Its bed and estuary, scoured and
sunken, was now a canal of sea water, and a race of grimy bargemen brought the heavy materials of trade from
the Pool thereby beneath the very feet of the workers. Faint and dim in the eastward between earth and sky hung
the clustering masts of the colossal shipping in the Pool. For all the heavy traffic, for which there was no need of
haste, came in gigantic sailing ships from the ends of the earth, and the heavy goods for which there was urgency
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in mechanical ships of a smaller swifter sort.

And to the south over the hills came vast aqueducts with sea water for the sewers, and in three separate
directions ran pallid lines—the roads, stippled with moving grey specks. On the first occasion that offered he was
determined to go out and see these roads. That would come after the flying ship he was presently to try. His
attendant officer described them as a pair of gently curving surfaces a hundred yards wide, each one for the
traffic going in one direction, and made of a substance called Eadhamite—an artificial substance, so far as he
could gather, resembling toughened glass. Along this shot a strange traffic of narrow rubber-shod vehicles, great
single wheels, two and four wheeled vehicles, sweeping along at velocities of from one to six miles a minute.
Railroads had vanished; a few embankments remained as rust-crowned trenches here and there. Some few formed
the cores of Eadhamite ways.

Among the first things to strike his attention had been the great fleets of advertisement balloons and kites that
receded  in  irregular  vistas  northward  and  southward  along  the  lines  of  the  aeroplane  journeys.  No  great
aeroplanes were to be seen. Their passages had ceased, and only one little-seeming monoplane circled high in the
blue distance above the Surrey Hills, an unimpressive soaring speck.

A thing Graham had already learnt, and which he found very hard to imagine, was that nearly all the towns in the
country, and almost all the villages, had disappeared. Here and there only, he understood, some gigantic hotel-like
edifice stood amid square miles of some single cultivation and preserved the name of a town—as Bournemouth,
Wareham, or Swanage. Yet the officer had speedily convinced him how inevitable such a change had been. The old
order had dotted the country with farmhouses, and every two or three miles was the ruling landlord’s estate, and
the place of the inn and cobbler, the grocer’s shop and church—the village. Every eight miles or so was the
country town, where lawyer, corn merchant, wool-stapler, saddler, veterinary surgeon, doctor, draper, milliner
and so forth lived. Every eight miles—simply because that eight mile marketing journey, four there and back, was
as much as was comfortable for the farmer. But directly the railways came into play, and after them the light
railways, and all the swift new motor cars that had replaced waggons and horses, and so soon as the high roads
began to be made of wood, and rubber, and Eadhamite, and all sorts of elastic durable substances—the necessity
of having such frequent market towns disappeared. And the big towns grew. They drew the worker with the
gravitational force of seemingly endless work, the employer with their suggestion of an infinite ocean of labour.

And as the standard of comfort rose, as the complexity of the mechanism of living increased, life in the country
had become more and more costly,  or  narrow and impossible.  The disappearance of  vicar  and squire,  the
extinction of the general practitioner by the city specialist; had robbed the village of its last touch of culture. After
telephone,  kinematograph and phonograph had replaced newspaper,  book,  schoolmaster,  and letter,  to  live
outside the range of the electric cables was to live an isolated savage. In the country were neither means of being
clothed nor fed (according to the refined conceptions of the time), no efficient doctors for an emergency, no
company and no pursuits.

Moreover,  mechanical  appliances  in  agriculture  made  one  engineer  the  equivalent  of  thirty  labourers.  So,
inverting the condition of the city clerk in the days when London was scarce inhabitable because of the coaly
foulness of its air, the labourers now came to the city and its life and delights at night to leave it again in the
morning. The city had swallowed up humanity; man had entered upon a new stage in his development. First had
come the nomad, the hunter, then had followed the agriculturist of the agricultural state, whose towns and cities
and ports were but the headquarters and markets of the countryside. And now, logical consequence of an epoch of
invention, was this huge new aggregation of men.

Such things as these, simple statements of fact though they were to contemporary men, strained Graham’s
imagination to picture. And when he glanced “over beyond there” at the strange things that existed on the
Continent, it failed him altogether.

He had a vision of city beyond city; cities on great plains, cities beside great rivers, vast cities along the sea
margin, cities girdled by snowy mountains. Over a great part of the earth the English tongue was spoken; taken
together with its Spanish American and Hindoo and Negro and “Pidgin” dialects, it was the everyday-language of
two-thirds of humanity. On the Continent, save as remote and curious survivals, three other languages alone held
sway—German, which reached to Antioch and Genoa and jostled Spanish-English at Cadiz; a Gallicised Russian
which met the Indian English in Persia and Kurdistan and the “Pidgin” English in Pekin; and French still clear and
brilliant, the language of lucidity, which shared the Mediterranean with the Indian English and German and
reached through a negro dialect to the Congo.

And everywhere now through the city-set earth, save in the administered “black belt” territories of the tropics, the
same cosmopolitan social organisation prevailed, and everywhere from Pole to Equator his property and his
responsibilities extended. The whole world was civilised; the whole world dwelt in cities; the whole world was his
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property….

Out of the dim south-west, glittering and strange, voluptuous, and in some way terrible, shone those Pleasure
Cities  of  which  the  kinematograph-phonograph and the  old  man in  the  street  had spoken.  Strange places
reminiscent of the legendary Sybaris, cities of art and beauty, mercenary art and mercenary beauty, sterile
wonderful  cities of  motion and music,  whither repaired all  who profited by the fierce,  inglorious,  economic
struggle that went on in the glaring labyrinth below.

Fierce he knew it was. How fierce he could judge from the fact that these latter-day people referred back to the
England of the nineteenth century as the figure of an idyllic easy-going life. He turned his eyes to the scene
immediately before him again, trying to conceive the big factories of that intricate maze….

 

CHAPTER XV. — PROMINENT PEOPLE
The state apartments of the Wind Vane Keeper would have astonished Graham had he entered them fresh from his
nineteenth century life, but already he was growing accustomed to the scale of the new time. He came out
through one of the now familiar sliding panels upon a plateau of landing at the head of a flight of very broad and
gentle steps, with men and women far more brilliantly dressed than any he had hitherto seen, ascending and
descending. From this position he looked down a vista of subtle and varied ornament in lustreless white and
mauve and purple, spanned by bridges that seemed wrought of porcelain and filigree, and terminating far off in a
cloudy mystery of perforated screens.

Glancing upward, he saw tier above tier of ascending galleries with faces looking down upon him. The air was full
of the babble of innumerable voices and of a music that descended from above, a gay and exhilarating music
whose source he did not discover.

The central aisle was thick with people, but by no means uncomfortably crowded; altogether that assembly must
have numbered many thousands. They were brilliantly, even fantastically dressed, the men as fancifully as the
women, for the sobering influence of the Puritan conception of dignity upon masculine dress had long since
passed away. The hair of the men, too, though it was rarely worn long, was commonly curled in a manner that
suggested the barber, and baldness had vanished from the earth. Frizzy straight-cut masses that would have
charmed Rossetti abounded, and one gentleman, who was pointed out to Graham under the mysterious title of an
“amorist,” wore his hair in two becoming plaits ` la Marguerite. The pigtail was in evidence; it would seem that
citizens of  Chinese extraction were no longer ashamed of their race.  There was little uniformity of  fashion
apparent in the forms of clothing worn. The more shapely men displayed their symmetry in trunk hose, and here
were puffs and slashes, and there a cloak and there a robe. The fashions of the days of Leo the Tenth were
perhaps the prevailing influence,  but the aesthetic conceptions of  the far east were also patent.  Masculine
embonpoint,  which,  in  Victorian  times,  would  have  been  subjected  to  the  buttoned  perils,  the  ruthless
exaggeration of tight-legged tight-armed evening dress, now formed but the basis of a wealth of dignity and
drooping folds. Graceful slenderness abounded also. To Graham, a typically stiff man from a typically stiff period,
not only did these men seem altogether too graceful in person, but altogether too expressive in their vividly
expressive faces. They gesticulated, they expressed surprise, interest, amusement, above all, they expressed the
emotions excited in their minds by the ladies about them with astonishing frankness. Even at the first glance it
was evident that women were in a great majority.

The ladies in the company of these gentlemen displayed in dress, bearing and manner alike, less emphasis and
more intricacy. Some affected a classical simplicity of robing and subtlety of fold, after the fashion of the First
French Empire, and flashed conquering arms and shoulders as Graham passed. Others had closely-fitting dresses
without seam or belt at the waist, sometimes with long folds falling from the shoulders. The delightful confidences
of evening dress had not been diminished by the passage of two centuries.

Everyone’s movements seemed graceful. Graham remarked to Lincoln that he saw men as Raphael’s cartoons
walking, and Lincoln told him that the attainment of an appropriate set of gestures was part of every rich person’s
education. The Master’s entry was greeted with a sort of tittering applause, but these people showed their
distinguished manners by not crowding upon him nor annoying him by any persistent scrutiny, as he descended
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the steps towards the floor of the aisle.

He had already learnt from Lincoln that these were the leaders of existing London society; almost every person
there that night was either a powerful official or the immediate connexion of a powerful official.  Many had
returned  from the  European  Pleasure  Cities  expressly  to  welcome him.  The  aeronautic  authorities,  whose
defection had played a part in the overthrow of the Council only second to Graham’s, were very prominent, and so,
too, was the Wind Vane Control. Amongst others there were several of the more prominent officers of the Food
Department; the controller of the European Piggeries had a particularly melancholy and interesting countenance
and a daintily cynical manner. A bishop in full canonicals passed athwart Graham’s vision, conversing with a
gentleman dressed exactly like the traditional Chaucer, including even the laurel wreath.

“Who is that?” he asked almost involuntarily.

“The Bishop of London,” said Lincoln.

“No—the other, I mean.”

“Poet Laureate.”

“You still—?”

“He doesn’t make poetry, of course. He’s a cousin of Wotton—one of the Councillors. But he’s one of the Red Rose
Royalists—a delightful club—and they keep up the tradition of these things.”

“Asano told me there was a King.”

“The King doesn’t belong. They had to expel him. It’s the Stuart blood, I suppose; but really—”

“Too much?”

“Far too much.”

Graham did not quite follow all this, but it seemed part of the general inversion of the new age. He bowed
condescendingly to his first introduction. It was evident that subtle distinctions of class prevailed even in this
assembly, that only to a small proportion of the guests, to an inner group, did Lincoln consider it appropriate to
introduce him. This first introduction was the Master Aeronaut, a man whose sun-tanned face contrasted oddly
with the delicate complexions about him. Just at present his critical defection from the Council made him a very
important person indeed.

His manner contrasted very favourably, according to Graham’s ideas, with the general bearing. He offered a few
commonplace remarks, assurances of loyalty and frank inquiries about the Master’s health. His manner was
breezy, his accent lacked the easy staccato of latter-day English. He made it admirably clear to Graham that he
was a bluff “aerial dog”—he used that phrase—that there was no nonsense about him, that he was a thoroughly
manly fellow and old-fashioned at that, that he didn’t profess to know much, and that what he did not know was
not worth knowing. He made a curt bow, ostentatiously free from obsequiousness, and passed.

“I am glad to see that type endures,” said Graham.

“Phonographs and kinematographs,” said Lincoln, a little spitefully.  “He has studied from the life.” Graham
glanced at the burly form again. It was oddly reminiscent.

“As a matter of fact we bought him,” said Lincoln. “Partly. And partly he was afraid of Ostrog. Everything rested
with him.”

He turned sharply to introduce the Surveyor-General of the Public Schools. This person was a willowy figure in a
blue-grey academic gown, he beamed down upon Graham through pince-nez of a Victorian pattern, and illustrated
his remarks by gestures of a beautifully manicured hand. Graham was immediately interested in this gentleman’s
functions, and asked him a number of singularly direct questions. The Surveyor-General seemed quietly amused at
the  Master’s  fundamental  bluntness.  He was  a  little  vague as  to  the  monopoly  of  education  his  Company
possessed; it was done by contract with the syndicate that ran the numerous London Municipalities, but he waxed
enthusiastic over educational progress since the Victorian times. “We have conquered Cram,” he said, “completely
conquered Cram—there is not an examination left in the world. Aren’t you glad?”

“How do you get the work done?” asked Graham.
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“We make it attractive—as attractive as possible. And if it does not attract then—we let it go. We cover an
immense field.”

He proceeded to details, and they had a lengthy conversation. Graham learnt that University Extension still
existed in a modified form. “There is a certain type of girl, for example,” said the Surveyor-General, dilating with a
sense of his usefulness, “with a perfect passion for severe studies—when they are not too difficult you know. We
cater  for  them by  the  thousand.  At  this  moment,”  he  said  with  a  Napoleonic  touch,  “nearly  five  hundred
phonographs are lecturing in different parts of London on the influence exercised by Plato and Swift on the love
affairs of Shelley, Hazlitt, and Burns. And afterwards they write essays on the lectures, and the names in order of
merit are put in conspicuous places. You see how your little germ has grown? The illiterate middle-class of your
days has quite passed away.”

“About the public elementary schools,” said Graham. “Do you control them?”

The Surveyor-General did, “entirely.” Now, Graham, in his later democratic days, had taken a keen interest in
these and his questioning quickened. Certain casual phrases that had fallen from the old man with whom he had
talked in the darkness recurred to him. The Surveyor-General, in effect, endorsed the old man’s words. “We try
and make the elementary schools very pleasant for the little children. They will have to work so soon. Just a few
simple principles—obedience—industry.”

“You teach them very little?”

“Why  should  we?  It  only  leads  to  trouble  and  discontent.  We  amuse  them.  Even  as  it  is—there  are
troubles—agitations.  Where  the  labourers  get  the  ideas,  one cannot  tell.  They  tell  one  another.  There  are
socialistic dreams—anarchy even! Agitators will get to work among them. I take it—I have always taken it—that
my foremost duty is to fight against popular discontent. Why should people be made unhappy?”

“I wonder,” said Graham thoughtfully. “But there are a great many things I want to know.”

Lincoln, who had stood watching Graham’s face throughout the conversation, intervened. “There are others,” he
said in an undertone.

The Surveyor-General of schools gesticulated himself away. “Perhaps,” said Lincoln, intercepting a casual glance,
“you would like to know some of these ladies?”

The daughter of the Manager of the Piggeries was a particularly charming little person with red hair and animated
blue eyes. Lincoln left him awhile to converse with her, and she displayed herself as quite an enthusiast for the
“dear old days,” as she called them, that had seen the beginning of his trance. As she talked she smiled, and her
eyes smiled in a manner that demanded reciprocity.

“I have tried,” she said, “countless times—to imagine those old romantic days. And to you—they are memories.
How strange and crowded the world must seem to you! I have seen photographs and pictures of the past, the little
isolated houses built of bricks made out of burnt mud and all black with soot from your fires, the railway bridges,
the simple advertisements, the solemn savage Puritanical men in strange black coats and those tall hats of theirs,
iron railway trains on iron bridges overhead, horses and cattle, and even dogs running half wild about the streets.
And suddenly, you have come into this!”

“Into this,” said Graham.

“Out of your life—out of all that was familiar.”

“The old life was not a happy one,” said Graham. “I do not regret that.”

She looked at him quickly. There was a brief pause. She sighed encouragingly. “No?”

“No,” said Graham. “It was a little life—and unmeaning. But this—We thought the world complex and crowded and
civilised enough. Yet I see—although in this world I am barely four days old—looking back on my own time, that it
was a queer, barbaric time—the mere beginning of this new order. The mere beginning of this new order. You will
find it hard to understand how little I know.”

“You may ask me what you like,” she said, smiling at him.

“Then tell me who these people are. I’m still very much in the dark about them. It’s puzzling. Are there any
Generals?”
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“Men in hats and feathers?”

“Of course not. No. I suppose they are the men who control the great public businesses. Who is that distinguished
looking man?”

“That? He’s a most important officer. That is Morden. He is managing director of the Antibilious Pill Department. I
have heard that his workers sometimes turn out a myriad myriad pills a day in the twenty-four hours. Fancy a
myriad myriad!”

“A myriad myriad. No wonder he looks proud,” said Graham. “Pills! What a wonderful time it is! That man in
purple?”

“He is not quite one of the inner circle, you know. But we like him. He is really clever and very amusing. He is one
of the heads of the Medical Faculty of our London University. All medical men, you know, wear that purple. But, of
course, people who are paid by fees for doing something—” She smiled away the social pretensions of all such
people.

“Are any of your great artists or authors here?”

“No authors. They are mostly such queer people—and so preoccupied about themselves. And they quarrel so
dreadfully! They will fight, some of them, for precedence on staircases! Dreadful, isn’t it? But I think Wraysbury,
the fashionable capillotomist, is here. From Capri.”

“Capillotomist,” said Graham. “Ah! I remember. An artist! Why not?”

“We have to cultivate him,” she said apologetically. “Our heads are in his hands.” She smiled.

Graham hesitated at the invited compliment, but his glance was expressive. “Have the arts grown with the rest of
civilised things?” he said. “Who are your great painters?”

She looked at him doubtfully. Then laughed. “For a moment,” she said, “I thought you meant—” She laughed
again. “You mean, of course, those good men you used to think so much of because they could cover great spaces
of canvas with oil-colours? Great oblongs. And people used to put the things in gilt frames and hang them up in
rows in their square rooms. We haven’t any. People grew tired of that sort of thing.”

“But what did you think I meant?”

She put a finger significantly on a cheek whose glow was above suspicion, and smiled and looked very arch and
pretty and inviting. “And here,” and she indicated her eyelid.

Graham had an adventurous moment. Then a grotesque memory of a picture he had somewhere seen of Uncle
Toby and the widow flashed across his mind. An archaic shame came upon him. He became acutely aware that he
was visible to a great number of interested people. “I see,” he remarked inadequately. He turned awkwardly away
from her fascinating facility. He looked about him to meet a number of eyes that immediately occupied themselves
with other things. Possibly he coloured a little. “Who is that talking with the lady in saffron?” he asked, avoiding
her eyes.

The person in question he learnt was one of the great organisers of the American theatres just fresh from a
gigantic production at Mexico. His face reminded Graham of a bust of Caligula. Another striking looking man was
the Black Labour Master. The phrase at the time made no deep impression, but afterwards it recurred;—the Black
Labour Master? The little lady in no degree embarrassed, pointed out to him a charming little woman as one of the
subsidiary wives of the Anglican Bishop of London. She added encomiums on the episcopal courage—hitherto
there had been a rule of clerical monogamy—“neither a natural nor an expedient condition of things. Why should
the natural development of the affections be dwarfed and restricted because a man is a priest?”

“And, bye the bye,” she added, “are you an Anglican?” Graham was on the verge of hesitating inquiries about the
status  of  a  “subsidiary  wife,”  apparently  an euphemistic  phrase,  when Lincoln’s  return broke off  this  very
suggestive and interesting conversation. They crossed the aisle to where a tall man in crimson, and two charming
persons in Burmese costume (as it seemed to him) awaited him diffidently. From their civilities he passed to other
presentations.

In a little while his multitudinous impressions began to organise themselves into a general effect. At first the
glitter of the gathering had raised all the democrat in Graham; he had felt hostile and satirical. But it is not in
human nature to resist an atmosphere of courteous regard. Soon the music, the light, the play of colours, the
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shining arms and shoulders about him, the touch of hands, the transient interest of smiling faces, the frothing
sound of skilfully modulated voices, the atmosphere of compliment, interest and respect, had woven together into
a fabric of indisputable pleasure. Graham for a time forgot his spacious resolutions. He gave way insensibly to the
intoxication of the position that was conceded him, his manner became more convincingly regal, his feet walked
assuredly, the black robe fell with a bolder fold and pride ennobled his voice. After all,  this was a brilliant
interesting world.

He looked up and saw passing across a bridge of porcelain and looking down upon him, a face that was almost
immediately hidden, the face of the girl he had seen overnight in the little room beyond the theatre after his
escape from the Council. And she was watching him.

For the moment he did not remember when he had seen her, and then came a vague memory of the stirring
emotions of their first encounter. But the dancing web of melody about him kept the air of that great marching
song from his memory.

The lady to whom he talked repeated her remark, and Graham recalled himself to the quasi-regal flirtation upon
which he was engaged.

Yet, unaccountably, a vague restlessness, a feeling that grew to dissatisfaction, came into his mind. He was
troubled as if by some half forgotten duty, by the sense of things important slipping from him amidst this light and
brilliance. The attraction that these ladies who crowded about him were beginning to exercise ceased. He no
longer gave vague and clumsy responses to the subtly amorous advances that he was now assured were being
made to him, and his eyes wandered for another sight of the girl of the first revolt.

Where, precisely, had he seen her?…

Graham was in one of the upper galleries in conversation with a bright-eyed lady on the subject of Eadhamite—the
subject was his choice and not hers. He had interrupted her warm assurances of personal devotion with a matter-
of-fact inquiry. He found her, as he had already found several other latter-day women that night,  less well
informed than charming. Suddenly, struggling against the eddying drift of nearer melody, the song of the Revolt,
the great song he had heard in the Hall, hoarse and massive, came beating down to him.

Ah! Now he remembered!

He glanced up startled, and perceived above him an oeil de boeuf through which this song had come, and beyond,
the upper courses of cable, the blue haze, and the pendant fabric of the lights of the public ways. He heard the
song break into a tumult of voices and cease. He perceived quite clearly the drone and tumult of the moving
platforms and a murmur of many people. He had a vague persuasion that he could not account for, a sort of
instinctive feeling that outside in the ways a huge crowd must be watching this place in which their Master
amused himself.

Though the song had stopped so abruptly, though the special music of this gathering reasserted itself, the motif of
the marching song, once it had begun, lingered in his mind.

The bright-eyed lady was still struggling with the mysteries of Eadhamite when he perceived the girl he had seen
in the theatre again. She was coming now along the gallery towards him; he saw her first before she saw him. She
was dressed in a faintly luminous grey, her dark hair about her brows was like a cloud, and as he saw her the cold
light from the circular opening into the ways fell upon her downcast face.

The lady in trouble about the Eadhamite saw the change in his expression, and grasped her opportunity to escape.
“Would you care to know that girl, Sire?” she asked boldly. “She is Helen Wotton—a niece of Ostrog’s. She knows
a great many serious things. She is one of the most serious persons alive. I am sure you will like her.”

In another moment Graham was talking to the girl, and the bright-eyed lady had fluttered away.

“I remember you quite well,” said Graham. “You were in that little room. When all the people were singing and
beating time with their feet. Before I walked across the Hall.”

Her momentary embarrassment passed. She looked up at him, and her face was steady. “It was wonderful,” she
said, hesitated, and spoke with a sudden effort. “All those people would have died for you, Sire. Countless people
did die for you that night.”

Her face glowed. She glanced swiftly aside to see that no other heard her words.
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Lincoln appeared some way off along the gallery, making his way through the press towards them. She saw him
and turned to Graham strangely eager, with a swift change to confidence and intimacy. “Sire,” she said quickly, “I
cannot  tell  you  now  and  here.  But  the  common  people  are  very  unhappy;  they  are  oppressed—they  are
misgoverned. Do not forget the people, who faced death—death that you might live.”

“I know nothing—” began Graham.

“I cannot tell you now.”

Lincoln’s face appeared close to them. He bowed an apology to the girl.

“You find the new world amusing, Sire?” asked Lincoln, with smiling deference, and indicating the space and
splendour of the gathering by one comprehensive gesture. “At any rate, you find it changed.”

“Yes,” said Graham, “changed. And yet, after all, not so greatly changed.”

“Wait till you are in the air,” said Lincoln. “The wind has fallen; even now an aeroplane awaits you.”

The girl’s attitude awaited dismissal.

Graham glanced at her face, was on the verge of a question, found a warning in her expression, bowed to her and
turned to accompany Lincoln.

 

CHAPTER XVI. — THE MONOPLANE
The Flying Stages of London were collected together in an irregular crescent on the southern side of the river.
They formed three groups of two each and retained the names of ancient suburban hills or villages. They were
named in order, Roehampton, Wimbledon Park, Streatham, Norwood, Blackheath, and Shooter’s Hill. They were
uniform structures rising high above the general roof surfaces. Each was about four thousand yards long and a
thousand broad, and constructed of the compound of aluminum and iron that had replaced iron in architecture.
Their higher tiers formed an openwork of girders through which lifts and staircases ascended. The upper surface
was a uniform expanse, with portions—the starting carriers—that could be raised and were then able to run on
very slightly inclined rails to the end of the fabric.

Graham went to the flying stages by the public ways. He was accompanied by Asano, his Japanese attendant.
Lincoln was called away by Ostrog, who was busy with his administrative concerns. A strong guard of the Wind-
Vane police awaited the Master outside the Wind-Vane offices, and they cleared a space for him on the upper
moving platform. His passage to the flying stages was unexpected, nevertheless a considerable crowd gathered
and followed him to his destination. As he went along, he could hear the people shouting his name, and saw
numberless  men  and  women  and  children  in  blue  come  swarming  up  the  staircases  in  the  central  path,
gesticulating and shouting. He could not hear what they shouted. He was struck again by the evident existence of
a vulgar dialect among the poor of the city. When at last he descended, his guards were immediately surrounded
by a dense excited crowd. Afterwards it occurred to him that some had attempted to reach him with petitions. His
guards cleared a passage for him with difficulty.

He found a monoplane in charge of an aeronaut awaiting him on the westward stage. Seen close this mechanism
was no longer small. As it lay on its launching carrier upon the wide expanse of the flying stage, its aluminum
body skeleton was as big as the hull of a twenty-ton yacht. Its lateral supporting sails braced and stayed with
metal nerves almost like the nerves of a bee’s wing, and made of some sort of glassy artificial membrane, cast
their shadow over many hundreds of square yards. The chairs for the engineer and his passenger hung free to
swing by a complex tackle, within the protecting ribs of the frame and well abaft the middle. The passenger’s
chair was protected by a wind-guard and guarded about with metallic rods carrying air cushions. It could, if
desired, be completely closed in, but Graham was anxious for novel experiences, and desired that it should be left
open. The aeronaut sat behind a glass that sheltered his face. The passenger could secure himself firmly in his
seat, and this was almost unavoidable on landing, or he could move along by means of a little rail and rod to a
locker at the stem of the machine, where his personal luggage, his wraps and restoratives were placed, and which
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also with the seats, served as a makeweight to the parts of the central engine that projected to the propeller at the
stern.

The flying stage about him was empty save for Asano and their suite of attendants. Directed by the aeronaut he
placed himself in his seat. Asano stepped through the bars of the hull, and stood below on the stage waving his
hand. He seemed to slide along the stage to the right and vanish.

The engine was humming loudly, the propeller spinning, and for a second the stage and the buildings beyond were
gliding swiftly and horizontally past Graham’s eye; then these things seemed to tilt up abruptly. He gripped the
little rods on either side of him instinctively. He felt himself moving upward, heard the air whistle over the top of
the wind screen. The propeller screw moved round with powerful rhythmic impulses—one, two, three, pause; one,
two, three—which the engineer controlled very delicately. The machine began a quivering vibration that continued
throughout the flight, and the roof areas seemed running away to starboard very quickly and growing rapidly
smaller. He looked from the face of the engineer through the ribs of the machine. Looking sideways, there was
nothing very startling in what he saw—a rapid funicular railway might have given the same sensations. He
recognised the Council House and the Highgate Ridge. And then he looked straight down between his feet.

For a moment physical terror possessed him, a passionate sense of insecurity. He held tight. For a second or so he
could not lift his eyes. Some hundred feet or more sheer below him was one of the big wind-vanes of south-west
London, and beyond it the southernmost flying stage crowded with little black dots. These things seemed to be
falling away from him. For a second he had an impulse to pursue the earth. He set his teeth, he lifted his eyes by a
muscular effort, and the moment of panic passed.

He remained for a space with his teeth set hard, his eyes staring into the sky. Throb, throb, throb—beat, went the
engine; throb, throb, throb—beat. He gripped his bars tightly, glanced at the aeronaut, and saw a smile upon his
sun-tanned face. He smiled in return—perhaps a little artificially. “A little strange at first,” he shouted before he
recalled his dignity. But he dared not look down again for some time. He stared over the aeronaut’s head to where
a rim of vague blue horizon crept up the sky. For a little while he could not banish the thought of possible
accidents from his mind. Throb, throb, throb—beat; suppose some trivial screw went wrong in that supporting
engine! Suppose—! He made a grim effort to dismiss all such suppositions. After a while they did at least abandon
the foreground of his thoughts. And up he went steadily, higher and higher into the clear air.

Once the mental shock of moving unsupported through the air was over, his sensations ceased to be unpleasant,
became very speedily pleasurable. He had been warned of air sickness. But he found the pulsating movement of
the monoplane as it drove up the faint south-west breeze was very little in excess of the pitching of a boat head on
to broad rollers in a moderate gale, and he was constitutionally a good sailor. And the keenness of the more
rarefied air into which they ascended produced a sense of lightness and exhilaration. He looked up and saw the
blue sky above fretted with cirrus clouds. His eye came cautiously down through the ribs and bars to a shining
flight of white birds that hung in the lower sky. For a space he watched these. Then going lower and less
apprehensively, he saw the slender figure of the Wind-Vane keeper’s crow’s nest shining golden in the sunlight
and growing smaller every moment. As his eye fell with more confidence now, there came a blue line of hills, and
then London, already to leeward, an intricate space of roofing. Its near edge came sharp and clear, and banished
his last apprehensions in a shock of surprise. For the boundary of London was like a wall, like a cliff, a steep fall of
three or four hundred feet, a frontage broken only by terraces here and there, a complex decorative fagade.

That gradual passage of town into country through an extensive sponge of suburbs, which was so characteristic a
feature of the great cities of the nineteenth century, existed no longer. Nothing remained of it here but a waste of
ruins, variegated and dense with thickets of the heterogeneous growths that had once adorned the gardens of the
belt, interspersed among levelled brown patches of sown ground, and verdant stretches of winter greens. The
latter even spread among the vestiges of houses. But for the most part the reefs and skerries of ruins, the
wreckage of suburban villas, stood among their streets and roads, queer islands amidst the levelled expanses of
green and brown, abandoned indeed by the inhabitants years since, but too substantial, it seemed, to be cleared
out of the way of the wholesale horticultural mechanisms of the time.

The vegetation of this waste undulated and frothed amidst the countless cells of crumbling house walls, and broke
along the foot of the city wall in a surf of bramble and holly and ivy and teazle and tall grasses. Here and there
gaudy pleasure palaces towered amidst the puny remains of Victorian times, and cable ways slanted to them from
the city. That winter day they seemed deserted. Deserted, too, were the artificial gardens among the ruins. The
city limits were indeed as sharply defined as in the ancient days when the gates were shut at nightfall and the
robber foeman prowled to the very walls. A huge semi-circular throat poured out a vigorous traffic upon the
Eadhamite Bath Road. So the first prospect of the world beyond the city flashed on Graham, and dwindled. And
when at last he could look vertically downward again, he saw below him the vegetable fields of the Thames
valley—innumerable minute oblongs of ruddy brown, intersected by shining threads, the sewage ditches.



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

348

His exhilaration increased rapidly, became a sort of intoxication. He found himself drawing deep breaths of air,
laughing aloud, desiring to shout. After a time that desire became too strong for him, and he shouted. They curved
about towards the south. They drove with a slight list to leeward, and with a slow alternation of movement, first a
short, sharp ascent and then a long downward glide that was very swift and pleasing. During these downward
glides the propeller was inactive altogether. These ascents gave Graham a glorious sense of successful effort; the
descents through the rarefied air were beyond all experience. He wanted never to leave the upper air again.

For a time he was intent upon the landscape that ran swiftly northward beneath him. Its minute, clear detail
pleased him exceedingly. He was impressed by the ruin of the houses that had once dotted the country, by the
vast treeless expanse of country from which all farms and villages had gone, save for crumbling ruins. He had
known the thing was so, but seeing it so was an altogether different matter. He tried to make out familiar places
within the hollow basin of the world below, but at first he could distinguish no data now that the Thames valley
was left behind. Soon, however, they were driving over a sharp chalk hill that he recognised as the Guildford
Hog’s Back, because of the familiar outline of the gorge at its eastward end, and because of the ruins of the town
that rose steeply on either lip of this gorge. And from that he made out other points, Leith Hill, the sandy wastes
of Aldershot, and so forth. Save where the broad Eadhamite Portsmouth Road, thickly dotted with rushing shapes,
followed the course of the old railway, the gorge of the wey was choked with thickets.

The whole expanse of the Downs escarpment, so far as the grey haze permitted him to see, was set with wind-
wheels to which the largest of the city was but a younger brother. They stirred with a stately motion before the
south-west wind. And here and there were patches dotted with the sheep of the British Food Trust, and here and
there a mounted shepherd made a spot of black. Then rushing under the stern of the monoplane came the
Wealden Heights, the line of Hindhead, Pitch Hill, and Leith Hill, with a second row of wind-wheels that seemed
striving to rob the downland whirlers of their share of breeze. The purple heather was speckled with yellow gorse,
and on the further side a drove of black oxen stampeded before a couple of mounted men. Swiftly these swept
behind, and dwindled and lost colour, and became scarce moving specks that were swallowed up in haze.

And when these had vanished in the distance Graham heard a peewit wailing close at hand. He perceived he was
now above the South Downs, and staring over his shoulder saw the battlements of Portsmouth Landing Stage
towering over the ridge of Portsdown Hill. In another moment there came into sight a spread of shipping like
floating cities, the little white cliffs of the Needles dwarfed and sunlit, and the grey and glittering waters of the
narrow sea. They seemed to leap the Solent in a moment, and in a few seconds the Isle of Wight was running past,
and then beneath him spread a wider and wider extent of sea, here purple with the shadow of a cloud, here grey,
here a burnished mirror, and here a spread of cloudy greenish blue. The Isle of Wight grew smaller and smaller. In
a few more minutes a strip of grey haze detached itself from other strips that were clouds, descended out of the
sky and became a coast-line—sunlit and pleasant—the coast of northern France. It rose, it took colour, became
definite and detailed, and the counterpart of the Downland of England was speeding by below.

In a little time, as it seemed, Paris came above the horizon, and hung there for a space, and sank out of sight
again as the monoplane circled about to the north. But he perceived the Eiffel Tower still standing, and beside it a
huge dome surmounted by a pin-point Colossus. And he perceived, too, though he did not understand it at the
time, a slanting drift of smoke. The aeronaut said something about “trouble in the under-ways,” that Graham did
not heed. But he marked the minarets and towers and slender masses that streamed skyward above the city wind-
vanes, and knew that in the matter of grace at least Paris still kept in front of her larger rival. And even as he
looked a pale blue shape ascended very swiftly from the city like a dead leaf driving up before a gale. It curved
round and soared towards them, growing rapidly larger and larger. The aeronaut was saying something. “What?”
said Graham, loth to take his eyes from this. “London aeroplane, Sire,” bawled the aeronaut, pointing.

They rose and curved about northward as it drew nearer. Nearer it came and nearer, larger and larger. The throb,
throb, throb—beat, of the monoplane’s flight, that had seemed so potent, and so swift, suddenly appeared slow by
comparison with this tremendous rush. How great the monster seemed, how swift and steady! It passed quite
closely beneath them, driving along silently, a vast spread of wire-netted translucent wings, a thing alive. Graham
had a momentary glimpse of the rows and rows of wrapped-up passengers, slung in their little cradles behind
wind-screens, of a white-clothed engineer crawling against the gale along a ladder way, of spouting engines
beating together, of the whirling wind screw, and of a wide waste of wing. He exulted in the sight. And in an
instant the thing had passed.

It rose slightly and their own little wings swayed in the rush of its flight. It fell and grew smaller. Scarcely had
they moved, as it seemed, before it was again only a flat blue thing that dwindled in the sky. This was the
aeroplane that went to and fro between London and Paris. In fair weather and in peaceful times it came and went
four times a day.

They beat across the Channel, slowly as it seemed now to Graham’s enlarged ideas, and Beachy Head rose greyly
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to the left of them.

“Land,” called the aeronaut, his voice small against the whistling of the air over the wind-screen.

“Not yet,” bawled Graham, laughing. “Not land yet. I want to learn more of this machine.”

“I meant—” said the aeronaut.

“I want to learn more of this machine,” repeated Graham.

“I’m coming to you,” he said, and had flung himself free of his chair and taken a step along the guarded rail
between them. He stopped for a moment, and his colour changed and his hands tightened. Another step and he
was clinging close to the aeronaut. He felt a weight on his shoulder, the pressure of the air. His hat was a whirling
speck behind. The wind came in gusts over his wind-screen and blew his hair in streamers past his cheek. The
aeronaut made some hasty adjustments for the shifting of the centres of gravity and pressure.

“I want to have these things explained,” said Graham. “What do you do when you move that engine forward?”

The aeronaut hesitated. Then he answered, “They are complex, Sire.”

“I don’t mind,” shouted Graham. “I don’t mind.”

There was a moment’s pause. “Aeronautics is the secret—the privilege—”

“I know. But I’m the Master, and I mean to know.” He laughed, full of this novel realisation of power that was his
gift from the upper air.

The monoplane curved about, and the keen fresh wind cut across Graham’s face and his garment lugged at his
body as the stem pointed round to the west. The two men looked into each other’s eyes.

“Sire, there are rules—”

“Not where I am concerned,” said Graham, “You seem to forget.”

The aeronaut scrutinised his face “No,” he said. “I do not forget, Sire. But in all the earth—no man who is not a
sworn aeronaut—has ever a chance. They come as passengers—”

“I have heard something of the sort. But I’m not going to argue these points. Do you know why I have slept two
hundred years? To fly!”

“Sire,” said the aeronaut, “the rules—if I break the rules—”

Graham waved the penalties aside.

“Then if you will watch me—”

“No,” said Graham, swaying and gripping tight as the machine lifted its nose again for an ascent. “That’s not my
game. I want to do it myself. Do it myself if I smash for it! No! I will. See I am going to clamber by this—to come
and share your seat. Steady! I mean to fly of my own accord if I smash at the end of it. I will have something to
pay for my sleep. Of all other things—. In my past it was my dream to fly. Now—keep your balance.”

“A dozen spies are watching me, Sire!”

Graham’s temper was at end. Perhaps he chose it should be. He swore. He swung himself round the intervening
mass of levers and the monoplane swayed.

“Am I Master of the earth?” he said. “Or is your Society? Now. Take your hands off those levers, and hold my
wrists. Yes—so. And now, how do we turn her nose down to the glide?”

“Sire,” said the aeronaut.

“What is it?”

“You will protect me?”
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“Lord! Yes! If I have to burn London. Now!”

And with that promise Graham bought his first lesson in aerial navigation. “It’s clearly to your advantage, this
journey,” he said with a loud laugh—for the air was like strong wine—“to teach me quickly and well. Do I pull this?
Ah! So! Hullo!”

“Back, Sire! Back!”

“Back—right. One—two—three—good God! Ah! Up she goes! But this is living!”

And now the machine began to dance the strangest figures in the air. Now it would sweep round a spiral of
scarcely a hundred yards diameter, now rush up into the air and swoop down again, steeply, swiftly, falling like a
hawk, to recover in a rushing loop that swept it high again. In one of these descents it seemed driving straight at
the drifting park of balloons in the southeast, and only curved about and cleared them by a sudden recovery of
dexterity. The extraordinary swiftness and smoothness of the motion, the extraordinary effect of the rarefied air
upon his constitution, threw Graham into a careless fury.

But at last a queer incident came to sober him, to send him flying down once more to the crowded life below with
all its dark insoluble riddles. As he swooped, came a tap and something flying past, and a drop like a drop of rain.
Then as he went on down he saw something like a white rag whirling down in his wake. “What was that?” he
asked. “I did not see.”

The aeronaut glanced, and then clutched at the lever to recover,  for they were sweeping down. When the
monoplane was rising again he drew a deep breath and replied, “That,” and he indicated the white thing still
fluttering down, “was a swan.”

“I never saw it,” said Graham.

The aeronaut made no answer, and Graham saw little drops upon his forehead.

They drove horizontally while Graham clambered back to the passenger’s place out of the lash of the wind. And
then came a swift rush down, with the wind-screw whirling to check their fall, and the flying stage growing broad
and dark before them. The sun, sinking over the chalk hills in the west, fell with them, and left the sky a blaze of
gold.

Soon men could be seen as little specks. He heard a noise coming up to meet him, a noise like the sound of waves
upon a pebbly beach, and saw that the roofs about the flying stage were dense with his people rejoicing over his
safe return. A black mass was crushed together under the stage, a darkness stippled with innumerable faces, and
quivering with the minute oscillation of waved white handkerchiefs and waving hands.

 

CHAPTER XVII. — THREE DAYS
Lincoln awaited Graham in an apartment beneath the flying stages. He seemed curious to learn all that had
happened, pleased to hear of the extraordinary delight and interest which Graham took in flying. Graham was in a
mood of enthusiasm. “I must learn to fly,” he cried. “I must master that. I pity all poor souls who have died without
this opportunity. The sweet swift air! It is the most wonderful experience in the world.”

“You will find our new times full of wonderful experiences,” said Lincoln. “I do not know what you will care to do
now. We have music that may seem novel.”

“For the present,” said Graham, “flying holds me. Let me learn more of that. Your aeronaut was saying there is
some trades union objection to one’s learning.”

“There is, I believe,” said Lincoln. “But for you—! If you would like to occupy yourself with that, we can make you
a sworn aeronaut to-morrow.”
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Graham expressed his wishes vividly and talked of his sensations for a while. “And as for affairs,” he asked
abruptly. “How are things going on?”

Lincoln waved affairs aside. “Ostrog will tell you that to-morrow,” he said. “Everything is settling down. The
Revolution accomplishes itself all over the world. Friction is inevitable here and there, of course; but your rule is
assured. You may rest secure with things in Ostrog’s hands.”

“Would it be possible for me to be made a sworn aeronaut, as you call it, forthwith—before I sleep?” said Graham,
pacing. “Then I could be at it the very first thing to-morrow again….”

“It would be possible,” said Lincoln thoughtfully. “Quite possible. Indeed, it shall be done.” He laughed. “I came
prepared to suggest amusements, but you have found one for yourself. I will telephone to the aeronautical offices
from here and we will return to your apartments in the Wind-Vane Control. By the time you have dined the
aeronauts will be able to come. You don’t think that after you have dined you might prefer—?” He paused.

“Yes,” said Graham.

“We had prepared a show of dancers—they have been brought from the Capri theatre.”

“I hate ballets,” said Graham, shortly. “Always did. That other—. That’s not what I want to see. We had dancers in
the old days. For the matter of that, they had them in ancient Egypt. But flying—”

“True,” said Lincoln. “Though our dancers—”

“They can afford to wait,” said Graham; “they can afford to wait. I know. I’m not a Latin. There’s questions I want
to ask some expert—about your machinery. I’m keen. I want no distractions.”

“You have the world to choose from,” said Lincoln; “whatever you want is yours.”

Asano appeared, and under the escort of a strong guard they returned through the city streets to Graham’s
apartments. Far larger crowds had assembled to witness his return than his departure had gathered, and the
shouts and cheering of these masses of people sometimes drowned Lincoln’s answers to the endless questions
Graham’s aerial journey had suggested. At first Graham had acknowledged the cheering and cries of the crowd by
bows and gestures, but Lincoln warned him that such a recognition would be considered incorrect behaviour.
Graham, already a little wearied by rhythmic civilities,  ignored his subjects for the remainder of his public
progress.

Directly they arrived at his apartments Asano departed in search of kinematographic renderings of machinery in
motion, and Lincoln despatched Graham’s commands for models of machines and small machines to illustrate the
various  mechanical  advances  of  the  last  two  centuries.  The  little  group  of  appliances  for  telegraphic
communication attracted the Master so strongly that his delightfully prepared dinner, served by a number of
charmingly dexterous girls, waited for a space. The habit of smoking had almost ceased from the face of the earth,
but  when he  expressed  a  wish  for  that  indulgence,  enquiries  were  made and some excellent  cigars  were
discovered in Florida, and sent to him by pneumatic despatch while the dinner was still in progress. Afterwards
came the aeronauts, and a feast of ingenious wonders in the hands of a latter-day engineer. For the time, at any
rate,  the  neat  dexterity  of  counting and numbering machines,  building machines,  spinning engines,  patent
doorways, explosive motors, grain and water elevators, slaughter-house machines and harvesting appliances, was
more fascinating to Graham than any bayadhre. “We were savages,” was his refrain, “we were savages. We were
in the stone age—compared with this…. And what else have you?”

There came also practical psychologists with some very interesting developments in the art of hypnotism. The
names of Milne Bramwell, Fechner, Liebault, William James, Myers and Gurney, he found, bore a value now that
would have astonished their contemporaries. Several practical applications of psychology were now in general
use; it had largely superseded drugs, antiseptics and anesthetics in medicine; was employed by almost all who had
any need of mental concentration. A real enlargement of human faculty seemed to have been effected in this
direction. The feats of “calculating boys,” the wonders, as Graham had been wont to regard them, of mesmerisers,
were now within the range of anyone who could afford the services of a skilled hypnotist. Long ago the old
examination methods in education had been destroyed by these expedients. Instead of years of study, candidates
had substituted a few weeks of trances, and during the trances expert coaches had simply to repeat all the points
necessary for adequate answering, adding a suggestion of  the post-hypnotic recollection of  these points.  In
process mathematics particularly, this aid had been of singular service, and it was now invariably invoked by such
players of chess and games of manual dexterity as were still to be found. In fact, all operations conducted under
finite  rules,  of  a  quasi-mechanical  sort  that  is,  were  now systematically  relieved  from the  wanderings  of
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imagination and emotion, and brought to an unexampled pitch of accuracy. Little children of the labouring classes,
so soon as they were of sufficient age to be hypnotised, were thus converted into beautifully punctual and
trustworthy machine minders, and released forthwith from the long, long thoughts of youth. Aeronautical pupils,
who gave way to giddiness, could be relieved from their imaginary terrors. In every street were hypnotists ready
to print permanent memories upon the mind. If anyone desired to remember a name, a series of numbers, a song
or a speech, it could be done by this method, and conversely memories could be effaced, habits removed, and
desires eradicated—a sort of psychic surgery was, in fact, in general use. Indignities, humbling experiences, were
thus forgotten, widows would obliterate their previous husbands, angry lovers release themselves from their
slavery.  To  graft  desires,  however,  was  still  impossible,  and  the  facts  of  thought  transference  were  yet
unsystematised. The psychologists illustrated their expositions with some astounding experiments in mnemonics
made through the agency of a troupe of pale-faced children in blue.

Graham, like most of the people of his former time, distrusted the hypnotist, or he might then and there have
eased his mind of many painful preoccupations. But in spite of Lincoln’s assurances he held to the old theory that
to be hypnotised was in some way the surrender of his personality, the abdication of his will. At the banquet of
wonderful experiences that was beginning, he wanted very keenly to remain absolutely himself.

The next day, and another day, and yet another day passed in such interests as these. Each day Graham spent
many hours in the glorious entertainment of flying. On the third, he soared across middle France, and within sight
of the snow-clad Alps. These vigorous exercises gave him restful sleep; he recovered almost wholly from the
spiritless anemia of his first awakening. And whenever he was not in the air, and awake, Lincoln was assiduous in
the cause of his amusement; all that was novel and curious in contemporary invention was brought to him, until at
last his appetite for novelty was well-nigh glutted. One might fill a dozen inconsecutive volumes with the strange
things  they  exhibited.  Each  afternoon  he  held  his  court  for  an  hour  or  so.  He  found  his  interest  in  his
contemporaries  becoming  personal  and  intimate.  At  first  he  had  been  alert  chiefly  for  unfamiliarity  and
peculiarity; any foppishness in their dress, any discordance with his preconceptions of nobility in their status and
manners had jarred upon him, and it was remarkable to him how soon that strangeness and the faint hostility that
arose from it, disappeared; how soon he came to appreciate the true perspective of his position, and see the old
Victorian days remote and quaint.  He found himself  particularly amused by the red-haired daughter of  the
Manager of the European Piggeries. On the second day after dinner he made the acquaintance of a latter-day
dancing girl, and found her an astonishing artist. And after that, more hypnotic wonders. On the third day Lincoln
was moved to suggest that the Master should repair to a Pleasure City, but this Graham declined, nor would he
accept the services of the hypnotists in his aeronautical experiments. The link of locality held him to London; he
found a delight in topographical identifications that he would have missed abroad. “Here—or a hundred feet below
here,” he could say, “I used to eat my midday cutlets during my London University days. Underneath here was
Waterloo and the tiresome hunt for confusing trains. Often have I stood waiting down there, bag in hand, and
stared up into the sky above the forest of signals, little thinking I should walk some day a hundred yards in the air.
And now in that very sky that was once a grey smoke canopy, I circle in a monoplane.”

During those three days Graham was so occupied with these distractions that the vast political movements in
progress outside his quarters had but a small share of his attention. Those about him told him little. Daily came
Ostrog, the Boss, his Grand Vizier, his mayor of the palace, to report in vague terms the steady establishment of
his rule; “a little trouble” soon to be settled in this city, “a slight disturbance” in that. The song of the social revolt
came to him no more; he never learned that it had been forbidden in the municipal limits; and all the great
emotions of the crow’s nest slumbered in his mind.

But on the second and third of the three days he found himself, in spite of his interest in the daughter of the Pig
Manager, or it may be by reason of the thoughts her conversation suggested, remembering the girl Helen Wotton,
who had spoken to him so oddly at the Wind-Vane Keeper’s gathering. The impression, she had made was a deep
one, albeit the incessant surprise of novel circumstances had kept him from brooding upon it for a space. But now
her memory was coming to its own. He wondered what she had meant by those broken half-forgotten sentences;
the picture of her eyes and the earnest passion of her face became more vivid as his mechanical interests faded.
Her slender beauty came compellingly between him and certain immediate temptations of ignoble passion. But he
did not see her again until three full days were past.
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CHAPTER XVIII. — GRAHAM REMEMBERS
She came upon him at last in a little gallery that ran from the Wind-Vane Offices toward his state apartments. The
gallery was long and narrow, with a series of recesses, each with an arched fenestration that looked upon a court
of palms. He came upon her suddenly in one of these recesses. She was seated. She turned her head at the sound
of his footsteps and started at the sight of him. Every touch of colour vanished from her face. She rose instantly,
made a step toward him as if to address him, and hesitated. He stopped and stood still, expectant. Then he
perceived that a nervous tumult silenced her, perceived, too, that she must have sought speech with him to be
waiting for him in this place.

He felt a regal impulse to assist her. “I have wanted to see you,” he said. “A few days ago you wanted to tell me
something—you wanted to tell me of the people. What was it you had to tell me?”

She looked at him with troubled eyes.

“You said the people were unhappy?”

For a moment she was silent still.

“It must have seemed strange to you,” she said abruptly.

“It did. And yet—”

“It was an impulse.”

“Well?”

“That is all.”

She looked at him with a face of hesitation. She spoke with an effort. “You forget,” she said, drawing a deep
breath.

“What?”

“The people—”

“Do you mean—?”

“You forget the people.”

He looked interrogative.

“Yes. I know you are surprised. For you do not understand what you are. You do not know the things that are
happening.”

“Well?”

“You do not understand.”

“Not clearly, perhaps. But—tell me.”

She turned to him with sudden resolution. “It is so hard to explain. I have meant to, I have wanted to. And now—I
cannot. I am not ready with words. But about you—there is something. It is wonder. Your sleep—your awakening.
These things are miracles. To me at least—and to all the common people. You who lived and suffered and died,
you who were a common citizen, wake again, live again, to find yourself Master almost of the earth.”

“Master of the earth,” he said. “So they tell me. But try and imagine how little I know of it.”

“Cities—Trusts—the Labour Department—”

“Principalities, powers, dominions—the power and the glory. Yes, I have heard them shout. I know. I am Master.
King, if you wish. With Ostrog, the Boss—”
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He paused.

She turned upon him and surveyed his face with a curious scrutiny. “Well?”

He smiled. “To take the responsibility.”

“That is what we have begun to fear.” For a moment she said no more. “No,” she said slowly. “You will take the
responsibility. You will take the responsibility. The people look to you.”

She spoke softly. “Listen! For at least half the years of your sleep—in every generation—multitudes of people, in
every generation greater multitudes of people, have prayed that you might awake—prayed.”

Graham moved to speak and did not.

She hesitated, and a faint colour crept back to her cheek. “Do you know that you have been to myriads—King
Arthur, Barbarossa—the King who would come in his own good time and put the world right for them?”

“I suppose the imagination of the people—”

“Have  you  not  heard  our  proverb,  ‘When  the  Sleeper  wakes’?  While  you  lay  insensible  and  motionless
there—thousands came. Thousands. Every first of the month you lay in state with a white robe upon you and the
people filed by you. When I was a little girl I saw you like that, with your face white and calm.”

She turned her face from him and looked steadfastly at the painted wall before her. Her voice fell. “When I was a
little girl I used to look at your face…. It seemed to me fixed and waiting, like the patience of God.”

“That is what we thought of you,” she said. “That is how you seemed to us.”

She turned shining eyes to him, her voice was clear and strong. “In the city, in the earth, a myriad myriad men
and women are waiting to see what you will do, full of strange incredible expectations.”

“Yes?”

“Ostrog—no one—can take that responsibility.”

Graham looked at her in surprise, at her face lit with emotion. She seemed at first to have spoken with an effort,
and to have fired herself by speaking.

“Do you think,” she said, “that you who have lived that little life so far away in the past, you who have fallen into
and risen out of this miracle of sleep—do you think that the wonder and reverence and hope of half the world has
gathered about you only that you may live another little life?… That you may shift the responsibility to any other
man?”

“I know how great this kingship of mine is,” he said haltingly. “I know how great it seems. But is it real? It is
incredible—dreamlike. Is it real, or is it only a great delusion?”

“It is real,” she said; “if you dare.”

“After all, like all kingship, my kingship is Belief. It is an illusion in the minds of men.”

“If you dare!” she said.

“But—”

“Countless men,” she said, “and while it is in their minds—they will obey.”

“But I know nothing. That is what I had in mind. I know nothing. And these others—the Councillors, Ostrog. They
are wiser, cooler, they know so much, every detail. And, indeed, what are these miseries of which you speak?
What am I to know? Do you mean—”

He stopped blankly.

“I am still hardly more than a girl,” she said. “But to me the world seems full of wretchedness. The world has
altered since your day, altered very strangely. I have prayed that I might see you and tell you these things. The
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world has changed. As if a canker had seized it—and robbed life of—everything worth having.”

She turned a flushed face upon him, moving suddenly. “Your days were the days of freedom. Yes—I have thought.
I have been made to think, for my life—has not been happy. Men are no longer free—no greater, no better than
the men of your time. That is not all. This city—is a prison. Every city now is a prison. Mammon grips the key in
his hand. Myriads, countless myriads, toil from the cradle to the grave. Is that right? Is that to be—for ever? Yes,
far worse than in your time. All about us, beneath us, sorrow and pain. All the shallow delight of such life as you
find about you, is separated by just a little from a life of wretchedness beyond any telling. Yes, the poor know
it—they know they suffer. These countless multitudes who faced death for you two nights since—! You owe your
life to them.”

“Yes,” said Graham, slowly. “Yes. I owe my life to them.”

“You come,” she said, “from the days when this new tyranny of the cities was scarcely beginning. It is a tyranny—a
tyranny. In your days the feudal war lords had gone, and the new lordship of wealth had still to come. Half the
men in the world still lived out upon the free countryside. The cities had still to devour them. I have heard the
stories out of the old books—there was nobility! Common men led lives of love and faithfulness then—they did a
thousand things. And you—you come from that time.”

“It was not—. But never mind. How is it now—?”

“Gain and the Pleasure Cities! Or slavery—unthanked, unhonoured, slavery.”

“Slavery!” he said.

“Slavery.”

“You don’t mean to say that human beings are chattels.”

“Worse. That is what I want you to know, what I want you to see. I know you do not know. They will keep things
from you, they will take you presently to a Pleasure City. But you have noticed men and women and children in
pale blue canvas, with thin yellow faces and dull eyes?”

“Everywhere.”

“Speaking a horrible dialect, coarse and weak.”

“I have heard it.”

“They are the slaves—your slaves. They are the slaves of the Labour Department you own.”

“The Labour Department! In some way—that is familiar. Ah! now I remember. I saw it when I was wandering
about the city, after the lights returned, great fronts of buildings coloured pale blue. Do you really mean—?”

“Yes. How can I explain it to you? Of course the blue uniform struck you. Nearly a third of our people wear
it—more assume it now every day. This Labour Department has grown imperceptibly.”

“What is this Labour Department?” asked Graham.

“In the old times, how did you manage with starving people?”

“There was the workhouse—which the parishes maintained.”

“Workhouse! Yes—there was something. In our history lessons. I remember now. The Labour Department ousted
the  workhouse.  It  grew—partly—out  of  something—you,  perhaps,  may  remember  it—an emotional  religious
organisation called the Salvation Army—that became a business company. In the first place it was almost a
charity. To save people from workhouse rigours. There had been a great agitation against the workhouse. Now I
come to think of it, it was one of the earliest properties your Trustees acquired. They bought the Salvation Army
and reconstructed it as this. The idea in the first place was to organise the labour of starving homeless people.”

“Yes.”

“Nowadays there are no workhouses, no refuges and charities, nothing but that Department. Its offices are
everywhere. That blue is its colour. And any man, woman or child who comes to be hungry and weary and with
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neither home nor friend nor resort, must go to the Department in the end—or seek some way of death. The
Euthanasy is beyond their means—for the poor there is no easy death. And at any hour in the day or night there is
food, shelter and a blue uniform for all comers—that is the first condition of the Department’s incorporation—and
in return for a day’s shelter the Department extracts a day’s work, and then returns the visitor’s proper clothing
and sends him or her out again.”

“Yes?”

“Perhaps that does not seem so terrible to you. In your time men starved in your streets. That was bad. But they
died—men. These people in blue—. The proverb runs: ‘Blue canvas once and ever.’ The Department trades in their
labour, and it has taken care to assure itself of the supply. People come to it starving and helpless—they eat and
sleep for a night and day, they work for a day, and at the end of the day they go out again. If they have worked
well they have a penny or so—enough for a theatre or a cheap dancing place, or a kinematograph story, or a
dinner or a bet. They wander about after that is spent. Begging is prevented by the police of the ways. Besides, no
one gives. They come back again the next day or the day after—brought back by the same incapacity that brought
them first. At last their proper clothing wears out, or their rags get so shabby that they are ashamed. Then they
must  work  for  months  to  get  fresh.  If  they  want  fresh.  A  great  number  of  children  are  born  under  the
Department’s care. The mother owes them a month thereafter—the children they cherish and educate until they
are fourteen, and they pay two years’ service. You may be sure these children are educated for the blue canvas.
And so it is the Department works.”

“And none are destitute in the city?”

“None. They are either in blue canvas or in prison. We have abolished destitution. It is engraved upon the
Department’s checks.”

“If they will not work?”

“Most people will work at that pitch, and the Department has powers. There are stages of unpleasantness in the
work—stoppage of food—and a man or woman who has refused to work once is known by a thumb-marking system
in the Department’s offices all over the world. Besides, who can leave the city poor? To go to Paris costs two
Lions. And for insubordination there are the prisons—dark and miserable—out of sight below. There are prisons
now for many things.”

“And a third of the people wear this blue canvas?”

“More than a third. Toilers, living without pride or delight or hope, with the stories of Pleasure Cities ringing in
their ears, mocking their shameful lives, their privations and hardships. Too poor even for the Euthanasy, the rich
man’s refuge from life. Dumb, crippled millions, countless millions, all the world about, ignorant of anything but
limitations and unsatisfied desires. They are born, they are thwarted and they die. That is the state to which we
have come.”

For a space Graham sat downcast.

“But there has been a revolution,” he said. “All these things will be changed. Ostrog—”

“That is our hope. That is the hope of the world. But Ostrog will not do it. He is a politician. To him it seems things
must be like this. He does not mind. He takes it for granted. All the rich, all the influential, all who are happy,
come at last to take these miseries for granted. They use the people in their politics, they live in ease by their
degradation. But you—you who come from a happier age—it is to you the people look. To you.”

He looked at her face. Her eyes were bright with unshed tears. He felt a rush of emotion. For a moment he forgot
this city, he forgot the race, and all those vague remote voices, in the immediate humanity of her beauty.

“But what am I to do?” he said with his eyes upon her.

“Rule,” she answered, bending towards him and speaking in a low tone. “Rule the world as it has never been
ruled, for the good and happiness of men. For you might rule it—you could rule it.

“The people are stirring. All over the world the people are stirring. It wants but a word—but a word from you—to
bring them all together. Even the middle sort of people are restless—unhappy.

“They are not telling you the things that are happening. The people will not go back to their drudgery—they refuse
to be disarmed. Ostrog has awakened something greater than he dreamt of—he has awakened hopes.”
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His heart was beating fast. He tried to seem judicial, to weigh considerations.

“They only want their leader,” she said.

“And then?”

“You could do what you would;—the world is yours.”

He sat, no longer regarding her. Presently he spoke. “The old dreams, and the thing I have dreamt, liberty,
happiness. Are they dreams? Could one man—one man—?” His voice sank and ceased.

“Not one man, but all men—give them only a leader to speak the desire of their hearts.”

He shook his head, and for a time there was silence.

He looked up suddenly, and their eyes met. “I have not your faith,” he said, “I have not your youth. I am here with
power that mocks me. No—let me speak. I want to do—not right—I have not the strength for that—but something
rather right than wrong. It will bring no millennium, but I am resolved now, that I will rule. What you have said
has awakened me… You are right. Ostrog must know his place. And I will learn—…. One thing I promise you. This
Labour slavery shall end.”

“And you will rule?”

“Yes. Provided—. There is one thing.”

“Yes?”

“That you will help me.”

“I—a girl!”

“Yes. Does it not occur to you I am absolutely alone?”

She started and for an instant her eyes had pity. “Need you ask whether I will help you?” she said.

There came a tense silence, and then the beating of a clock striking the hour. Graham rose.

“Even now,”  he said,  “Ostrog will  be  waiting.”  He hesitated,  facing her.  “When I  have asked him certain
questions—. There is much I do not know. It may be, that I will go to see with my own eyes the things of which you
have spoken. And when I return—?”

“I shall know of your going and coming. I will wait for you here again.”

They regarded one another steadfastly, questioningly, and then he turned from her towards the Wind-Vane office.

 

CHAPTER XIX. — OSTROG’S POINT OF VIEW
Graham found Ostrog waiting to give a formal account of his day’s stewardship. On previous occasions he had
passed over this ceremony as speedily as possible, in order to resume his aerial experiences, but now he began to
ask quick short questions. He was very anxious to take up his empire forthwith. Ostrog brought flattering reports
of the development of affairs abroad. In Paris and Berlin, Graham perceived that he was saying, there had been
trouble, not organised resistance indeed, but insubordinate proceedings. “After all these years,” said Ostrog, when
Graham pressed enquiries; “the Commune has lifted its head again. That is the real nature of the struggle, to be
explicit.” But order had been restored in these cities. Graham, the more deliberately judicial for the stirring
emotions he felt, asked if there had been any fighting. “A little,” said Ostrog. “In one quarter only. But the
Senegalese division of our African agricultural police—the Consolidated African Companies have a very well
drilled police—was ready, and so were the aeroplanes. We expected a little trouble in the continental cities, and in



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

358

America. But things are very quiet in America. They are satisfied with the overthrow of the Council. For the time.”

“Why should you expect trouble?” asked Graham abruptly.

“There is a lot of discontent—social discontent.”

“The Labour Department?”

“You are learning,” said Ostrog with a touch of surprise. “Yes. It  is chiefly the discontent with the Labour
Department. It was that discontent supplied the motive force of this overthrow—that and your awakening.”

“Yes?”

Ostrog smiled. He became explicit. “We had to stir up their discontent, we had to revive the old ideals of universal
happiness—all men equal—all men happy—no luxury that everyone may not share—ideas that have slumbered for
two hundred years. You know that? We had to revive these ideals, impossible as they are—in order to overthrow
the Council. And now—”

“Well?”

“Our revolution is accomplished, and the Council is overthrown, and people whom we have stirred up—remain
surging. There was scarcely enough fighting…. We made promises, of course. It is extraordinary how violently and
rapidly this vague out-of-date humanitarianism has revived and spread. We who sowed the seed even, have been
astonished. In Paris, as I say—we have had to call in a little external help.”

“And here?”

“There is trouble. Multitudes will not go back to work. There is a general strike. Half the factories are empty and
the people are swarming in the ways. They are talking of a Commune. Men in silk and satin have been insulted in
the streets. The blue canvas is expecting all sorts of things from you…. Of course there is no need for you to
trouble. We are setting the Babble Machines to work with counter suggestions in the cause of law and order. We
must keep the grip tight; that is all.”

Graham thought. He perceived a way of asserting himself. But he spoke with restraint.

“Even to the pitch of bringing a negro police,” he said.

“They are useful,” said Ostrog. “They are fine loyal brutes, with no wash of ideas in their heads—such as our
rabble has. The Council should have had them as police of the ways, and things might have been different. Of
course, there is nothing to fear except rioting and wreckage. You can manage your own wings now, and you can
soar away to Capri if there is any smoke or fuss. We have the pull of all the great things; the aeronauts are
privileged and rich, the closest trades union in the world, and so are the engineers of the wind-vanes. We have the
air, and the mastery of the air is the mastery of the earth. No one of any ability is organising against us. They have
no leaders—only the sectional leaders of the secret society we organised before your very opportune awakening.
Mere busybodies and sentimentalists they are and bitterly jealous of each other. None of them is man enough for a
central figure. The only trouble will be a disorganised upheaval. To be frank—that may happen. But it won’t
interrupt your aeronautics. The days when the People could make revolutions are past.”

“I suppose they are,” said Graham. “I suppose they are.” He mused. “This world of yours has been full of surprises
to me. In the old days we dreamt of a wonderful democratic life, of a time when all men would be equal and
happy.”

Ostrog looked at him steadfastly. “The day of democracy is past,” he said. “Past for ever. That day began with the
bowmen of Cregy, it ended when marching infantry, when common men in masses ceased to win the battles of the
world, when costly cannon, great ironclads, and strategic railways became the means of power. To-day is the day
of wealth. Wealth now is power as it never was power before—it commands earth and sea and sky. All power is for
those who can handle wealth. On your behalf…. You must accept facts, and these are facts. The world for the
Crowd! The Crowd as Ruler! Even in your days that creed had been tried and condemned. To-day it has only one
believer—a multiplex, silly one—the man in the Crowd.”

Graham did not answer immediately. He stood lost in sombre preoccupations.

“No,” said Ostrog. “The day of the common man is past. On the open countryside one man is as good as another,
or  nearly  as  good.  The  earlier  aristocracy  had  a  precarious  tenure  of  strength  and  audacity.  They  were
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tempered—tempered.  There  were  insurrections,  duels,  riots.  The  first  real  aristocracy,  the  first  permanent
aristocracy, came in with castles and armour, and vanished before the musket and bow. But this is the second
aristocracy. The real one. Those days of gunpowder and democracy were only an eddy in the stream. The common
man now is a helpless unit. In these days we have this great machine of the city, and an organisation complex
beyond his understanding.”

“Yet,” said Graham, “there is something resists,  something you are holding down—something that stirs and
presses.”

“You will see,” said Ostrog, with a forced smile that would brush these difficult questions aside. “I have not roused
the force to destroy myself—trust me.”

“I wonder,” said Graham.

Ostrog stared.

“Must the world go this way?” said Graham with his emotions at the speaking point. “Must it indeed go in this
way? Have all our hopes been vain?”

“What do you mean?” said Ostrog. “Hopes?”

“I come from a democratic age. And I find an aristocratic tyranny!”

“Well,—but you are the chief tyrant.”

Graham shook his head.

“Well,” said Ostrog, “take the general question. It is the way that change has always travelled. Aristocracy, the
prevalence of the best—the suffering and extinction of the unfit, and so to better things.”

“But aristocracy! those people I met—”

“Oh! not those!” said Ostrog. “But for the most part they go to their death. Vice and pleasure! They have no
children. That sort of stuff will die out. If the world keeps to one road, that is, if there is no turning back. An easy
road to excess, convenient Euthanasia for the pleasure seekers singed in the flame, that is the way to improve the
race!”

“Pleasant extinction,” said Graham. “Yet—.” He thought for an instant. “There is that other thing—the Crowd, the
great mass of poor men. Will that die out? That will not die out. And it suffers, its suffering is a force that even
you—”

Ostrog moved impatiently, and when he spoke, he spoke rather less evenly than before.

“Don’t trouble about these things,” he said. “Everything will be settled in a few days now. The Crowd is a huge
foolish beast. What if it does not die out? Even if it does not die, it can still be tamed and driven. I have no
sympathy with servile men. You heard those people shouting and singing two nights ago. They were taught that
song. If you had taken any man there in cold blood and asked why he shouted, he could not have told you. They
think they are shouting for you, that they are loyal and devoted to you. Just then they were ready to slaughter the
Council. To-day—they are already murmuring against those who have overthrown the Council.”

“No, no,” said Graham. “They shouted because their lives were dreary, without joy or pride, and because in me—in
me—they hoped.”

“And what was their hope? What is their hope? What right have they to hope? They work ill and they want the
reward of those who work well. The hope of mankind—what is it? That some day the Over-man may come, that
some day the inferior, the weak and the bestial may be subdued or eliminated. Subdued if not eliminated. The
world is no place for the bad, the stupid, the enervated. Their duty—it’s a fine duty too!—is to die. The death of the
failure! That is the path by which the beast rose to manhood, by which man goes on to higher things.”

Ostrog took a pace, seemed to think, and turned on Graham. “I can imagine how this great world state of ours
seems to a Victorian Englishman. You regret all the old forms of representative government—their spectres still
haunt the world, the voting councils, and parliaments and all that eighteenth century tomfoolery. You feel moved
against our Pleasure Cities. I might have thought of that,—had I not been busy. But you will learn better. The
people are mad with envy—they would be in sympathy with you. Even in the streets now, they clamour to destroy
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the Pleasure Cities. But the Pleasure Cities are the excretory organs of the State, attractive places that year after
year draw together all that is weak and vicious, all that is lascivious and lazy, all the easy roguery of the world, to
a graceful destruction. They go there, they have their time, they die childless, all the pretty silly lascivious women
die childless, and mankind is the better. If the people were sane they would not envy the rich their way of death.
And you would emancipate the silly brainless workers that we have enslaved, and try to make their lives easy and
pleasant again. Just as they have sunk to what they are fit for.” He smiled a smile that irritated Graham oddly.
“You will learn better. I know those ideas; in my boyhood I read your Shelley and dreamt of Liberty. There is no
liberty, save wisdom and self-control. Liberty is within—not without. It is each man’s own affair. Suppose—which
is impossible—that these swarming yelping fools in blue get the upper hand of us, what then? They will only fall to
other masters. So long as there are sheep Nature will insist on beasts of prey. It would mean but a few hundred
years’ delay. The coming of the aristocrat is fatal and assured. The end will be the Over-man—for all the mad
protests of humanity. Let them revolt, let them win and kill me and my like. Others will arise—other masters. The
end will be the same.”

“I wonder,” said Graham doggedly.

For a moment he stood downcast.

“But I must see these things for myself,” he said, suddenly assuming a tone of confident mastery. “Only by seeing
can I understand. I must learn. That is what I want to tell you, Ostrog. I do not want to be King in a Pleasure City;
that is not my pleasure. I have spent enough time with aeronautics—and those other things. I must learn how
people live now, how the common life has developed. Then I shall understand these things better. I must learn
how common people live—the labour people more especially—how they work, marry, bear children, die—”

“You get that from our realistic novelists,” suggested Ostrog, suddenly preoccupied.

“I want reality,” said Graham.

“There are difficulties,” said Ostrog, and thought. “On the whole—”

“I did not expect—”

“I had thought—. And yet perhaps—. You say you want to go through the ways of the city and see the common
people.”

Suddenly he came to some conclusion. “You would need to go disguised,” he said. “The city is intensely excited,
and the discovery of your presence among them might create a fearful tumult. Still this wish of yours to go into
this city—this idea of yours—. Yes, now I think the thing over, it seems to me not altogether—. It can be contrived.
If you would really find an interest in that! You are, of course, Master. You can go soon if you like. A disguise
Asano will be able to manage. He would go with you. After all it is not a bad idea of yours.”

“You will not want to consult me in any matter?” asked Graham suddenly, struck by an odd suspicion.

“Oh, dear no! No! I think you may trust affairs to me for a time, at any rate,” said Ostrog, smiling. “Even if we
differ—”

Graham glanced at him sharply.

“There is no fighting likely to happen soon?” he asked abruptly.

“Certainly not.”

“I have been thinking about these negroes. I don’t believe the people intend any hostility to me, and, after all, I am
the Master. I do not want any negroes brought to London. It is an archaic prejudice perhaps, but I have peculiar
feelings about Europeans and the subject races. Even about Paris—”

Ostrog stood watching him from under his drooping brows. “I am not bringing negroes to London,” he said slowly.
“But if—”

“You are not to bring armed negroes to London, whatever happens,” said Graham. “In that matter I am quite
decided.”

Ostrog resolved not to speak, and bowed deferentially.
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CHAPTER XX. — IN THE CITY WAYS
And that night, unknown and unsuspected, Graham, dressed in the costume of an inferior wind-vane official
keeping holiday, and accompanied by Asano in Labour Department canvas, surveyed the city through which he
had wandered when it was veiled in darkness. But now he saw it lit and waking, a whirlpool of life. In spite of the
surging and swaying of the forces of revolution, in spite of the unusual discontent, the mutterings of the greater
struggle of which the first revolt was but the prelude, the myriad streams of commerce still flowed wide and
strong. He knew now something of the dimensions and quality of the new age, but he was not prepared for the
infinite surprise of the detailed view, for the torrent of colour and vivid impressions that poured past him.

This was his first real contact with the people of these latter days. He realised that all that had gone before, saving
his glimpses of the public theatres and markets, had had its element of seclusion, had been a movement within the
comparatively narrow political quarter, that all his previous experiences had revolved immediately about the
question of his own position. But here was the city at the busiest hours of night, the people to a large extent
returned to their own immediate interests, the resumption of the real informal life, the common habits of the new
time.

They emerged at first into a street whose opposite ways were crowded with the blue canvas liveries. This swarm
Graham saw was a portion of a procession—it was odd to see a procession parading the city seated. They carried
banners of coarse black stuff with red letters. “No disarmament,” said the banners, for the most part in crudely
daubed letters and with variant spelling, and “Why should we disarm?” “No disarming.” “No disarming.” Banner
after banner went by, a stream of banners flowing past, and at last at the end, the song of the revolt and a noisy
band of strange instruments. “They all ought to be at work,” said Asano. “They have had no food these two days,
or they have stolen it.”

Presently Asano made a detour to avoid the congested crowd that gaped upon the occasional passage of dead
bodies from hospital to a mortuary, the gleanings after death’s harvest of the first revolt.

That night few people were sleeping, everyone was abroad. A vast excitement, perpetual crowds perpetually
changing, surrounded Graham; his mind was confused and darkened by an incessant tumult, by the cries and
enigmatical fragments of the social struggle that was as yet only beginning. Everywhere festoons and banners of
black and strange decorations, intensified the quality of his popularity. Everywhere he caught snatches of that
crude thick dialect that served the illiterate class, the class, that is, beyond the reach of phonograph culture, in
their  commonplace  intercourse.  Everywhere  this  trouble  of  disarmament  was  in  the  air,  with  a  quality  of
immediate stress of which he had no inkling during his seclusion in the Wind-Vane quarter. He perceived that as
soon as he returned he must discuss this with Ostrog, this and the greater issues of which it was the expression, in
a far more conclusive way than he had so far done. Perpetually that night, even in the earlier hours of their
wanderings about the city, the spirit of unrest and revolt swamped his attention, to the exclusion of countless
strange things he might otherwise have observed.

This preoccupation made his impressions fragmentary. Yet amidst so much that was strange and vivid, no subject,
however personal and insistent, could exert undivided sway. There were spaces when the revolutionary movement
passed clean out of his mind, was drawn aside like a curtain from before some startling new aspect of the time.
Helen had swayed his mind to this intense earnestness of enquiry, but there came times when she, even, receded
beyond his conscious thoughts. At one moment, for example, he found they were traversing the religious quarter,
for the easy transit about the city afforded by the moving ways rendered sporadic churches and chapels no longer
necessary—and his attention was vividly arrested by the fagade of one of the Christian sects.

They were travelling seated on one of the swift upper ways, the place leapt upon them at a bend and advanced
rapidly towards them. It was covered with inscriptions from top to base, in vivid white and blue, save where a vast
and glaring kinematograph transparency presented a realistic New Testament scene, and where a vast festoon of
black to show that the popular religion followed the popular politics, hung across the lettering. Graham had
already become familiar with the phonotype writing and these inscriptions arrested him, being to his sense for the
most part almost incredible blasphemy. Among the less offensive were “Salvation on the First Floor and turn to
the Right.” “Put your Money on your Maker.” “The Sharpest Conversion in London, Expert Operators! Look
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Slippy!” “What Christ would say to the Sleeper;—Join the Up-to-date Saints!” “Be a Christian—without hindrance
to your present Occupation.” “All  the Brightest Bishops on the Bench to-night and Prices as Usual.” “Brisk
Blessings for Busy Business Men.”

“But this is appalling!” said Graham, as that deafening scream of mercantile piety towered above them.

“What is appalling?” asked his little officer, apparently seeking vainly for anything unusual in this shrieking
enamel.

“This! Surely the essence of religion is reverence.”

“Oh that!” Asano looked at Graham. “Does it shock you?” he said in the tone of one who makes a discovery. “I
suppose it would, of course. I had forgotten. Nowadays the competition for attention is so keen, and people simply
haven’t the leisure to attend to their souls, you know, as they used to do.” He smiled. “In the old days you had
quiet Sabbaths and the countryside. Though somewhere I’ve read of Sunday afternoons that—”

“But that,” said Graham, glancing back at the receding blue and white. “That is surely not the only—”

“There are hundreds of different ways. But, of course, if a sect doesn’t tell it doesn’t pay. Worship has moved with
the times. There are high class sects with quieter ways—costly incense and personal attentions and all that. These
people  are  extremely  popular  and  prosperous.  They  pay  several  dozen  lions  for  those  apartments  to  the
Council—to you, I should say.”

Graham still felt a difficulty with the coinage, and this mention of a dozen lions brought him abruptly to that
matter. In a moment the screaming temples and their swarming touts were forgotten in this new interest. A turn
of a phrase suggested, and an answer confirmed the idea that gold and silver were both demonetised, that
stamped gold which had begun its reign amidst the merchants of Phoenicia was at last dethroned. The change had
been graduated but swift, brought about by an extension of the system of cheques that had even in his previous
life already practically superseded gold in all the larger business transactions. The common traffic of the city, the
common currency indeed of all the world, was conducted by means of the little brown, green and pink council
cheques for small amounts, printed with a blank payee. Asano had several with him, and at the first opportunity he
supplied the gaps in his set. They were printed not on tearable paper, but on a semi-transparent fabric of silken
flexibility, interwoven with silk. Across them all sprawled a facsimile of Graham’s signature, his first encounter
with the curves and turns of that familiar autograph for two hundred and three years.

Some intermediary experiences made no impression sufficiently vivid to prevent the matter of the disarmament
claiming his thoughts again; a blurred picture of a Theosophist temple that promised MIRACLES in enormous
letters  of  unsteady  fire  was  least  submerged  perhaps,  but  then  came  the  view  of  the  dining  hall  in
Northumberland Avenue. That interested him very greatly.

By the energy and thought of Asano he was able to view this place from a little screened gallery reserved for the
attendants of the tables. The building was pervaded by a distant muffled hooting, piping and bawling, of which he
did not at first understand the import, but which recalled a certain mysterious leathery voice he had heard after
the resumption of the lights on the night of his solitary wandering.

He had grown accustomed to vastness and great numbers of people, nevertheless this spectacle held him for a
long time.  It  was as he watched the table service more immediately  beneath,  and interspersed with many
questions and answers concerning details, that the realisation of the full significance of the feast of several
thousand people came to him.

It was his constant surprise to find that points that one might have expected to strike vividly at the very outset
never occurred to him until some trivial detail suddenly shaped as a riddle and pointed to the obvious thing he had
overlooked. He discovered only now that this continuity of the city, this exclusion of weather, these vast halls and
ways,  involved the  disappearance of  the  household;  that  the  typical  Victorian “Home,”  the  little  brick  cell
containing  kitchen  and  scullery,  living  rooms  and  bedrooms,  had,  save  for  the  ruins  that  diversified  the
countryside, vanished as surely as the wattle hut. But now he saw what had indeed been manifest from the first,
that London, regarded as a living place, was no longer an aggregation of houses but a prodigious hotel, an hotel
with a thousand classes of accommodation, thousands of dining halls, chapels, theatres, markets and places of
assembly, a synthesis of enterprises, of which he chiefly was the owner. People had their sleeping rooms, with, it
might be, antechambers, rooms that were always sanitary at least whatever the degree of comfort and privacy,
and for the rest they lived much as many people had lived in the new-made giant hotels of the Victorian days,
eating, reading, thinking, playing, conversing, all in places of public resort, going to their work in the industrial
quarters of the city or doing business in their offices in the trading section.
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He perceived at once how necessarily this state of affairs had developed from the Victorian city. The fundamental
reason for the modern city had ever been the economy of co-operation. The chief thing to prevent the merging of
the separate households in his own generation was simply the still imperfect civilisation of the people, the strong
barbaric pride, passions, and prejudices, the jealousies, rivalries, and violence of the middle and lower classes,
which had necessitated the entire separation of contiguous households. But the change, the taming of the people,
had been in rapid progress even then. In his brief thirty years of previous life he had seen an enormous extension
of the habit of consuming meals from home, the casually patronised horse-box coffee-house had given place to the
open and crowded Aerated Bread Shop for instance, women’s clubs had had their beginning, and an immense
development of reading rooms, lounges and libraries had witnessed to the growth of social confidence. These
promises had by this time attained to their complete fulfilment. The locked and barred household had passed
away.

These people below him belonged, he learnt, to the lower middle class, the class just above the blue labourers, a
class so accustomed in the Victorian period to feed with every precaution of privacy that its members, when
occasion confronted them with a public meal, would usually hide their embarrassment under horseplay or a
markedly militant demeanour. But these gaily,  if  lightly dressed people below, albeit  vivacious, hurried and
uncommunicative, were dexterously mannered and certainly quite at their ease with regard to one another.

He noted a slight significant thing; the table, as far as he could see, was and remained delightfully neat, there was
nothing to parallel the confusion, the broadcast crumbs, the splashes of viand and condiment, the overturned
drink and displaced ornaments, which would have marked the stormy progress of the Victorian meal. The table
furniture was very different. There were no ornaments, no flowers, and the table was without a cloth, being made,
he learnt, of a solid substance having the texture and appearance of damask. He discerned that this damask
substance was patterned with gracefully designed trade advertisements.

In a sort of recess before each diner was a complex apparatus of porcelain and metal. There was one plate of
white porcelain, and by means of taps for hot and cold volatile fluids the diner washed this himself between the
courses; he also washed his elegant white metal knife and fork and spoon as occasion required.

Soup and the chemical wine that was the common drink were delivered by similar taps, and the remaining covers
travelled automatically in tastefully arranged dishes down the table along silver rails. The diner stopped these and
helped himself at his discretion. They appeared at a little door at one end of the table, and vanished at the other.
That turn of democratic sentiment in decay, that ugly pride of menial souls, which renders equals loth to wait on
one another, was very strong he found among these people. He was so preoccupied with these details that it was
only as he was leaving the place that he remarked the huge advertisement dioramas that marched majestically
along the upper walls and proclaimed the most remarkable commodities.

Beyond this place they came into a crowded hall, and he discovered the cause of the noise that had perplexed him.
They paused at a turnstile at which a payment was made.

Graham’s attention was immediately arrested by a violent, loud hoot, followed by a vast leathery voice. “The
Master is sleeping peacefully,” it vociferated. “He is in excellent health. He is going to devote the rest of his life to
aeronautics. He says women are more beautiful than ever. Galloop! Wow! Our wonderful civilisation astonishes
him beyond measure. Beyond all measure. Galloop. He puts great trust in Boss Ostrog, absolute confidence in
Boss Ostrog. Ostrog is to be his chief minister; is authorised to remove or reinstate public officers—all patronage
will be in his hands. All patronage in the hands of Boss Ostrog! The Councillors have been sent back to their own
prison above the Council House.”

Graham stopped at the first sentence, and, looking up, beheld a foolish trumpet face from which this was brayed.
This was the General Intelligence Machine. For a space it seemed to be gathering breath, and a regular throbbing
from its cylindrical body was audible. Then it trumpeted “Galloop, Galloop,” and broke out again.

“Paris is now pacified. All resistance is over. Galloop! The black police hold every position of importance in the
city. They fought with great bravery, singing songs written in praise of their ancestors by the poet Kipling. Once
or twice they got out of hand, and tortured and mutilated wounded and captured insurgents, men and women.
Moral—don’t go rebelling. Haha! Galloop, Galloop! They are lively fellows. Lively brave fellows. Let this be a
lesson to the disorderly banderlog of this city. Yah! Banderlog! Filth of the earth! Galloop, Galloop!”

The voice ceased. There was a confused murmur of disapproval among the crowd. “Damned niggers.” A man
began to harangue near them. “Is this the Master’s doing, brothers? Is this the Master’s doing?”

“Black police!” said Graham. “What is that? You don’t mean—”



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

364

Asano touched his arm and gave him a warning look, and forthwith another of these mechanisms screamed
deafeningly and gave tongue in a shrill voice. “Yahaha, Yahah, Yap! Hear a live paper yelp! Live paper. Yaha!
Shocking outrage in Paris. Yahahah! The Parisians exasperated by the black police to the pitch of assassination.
Dreadful  reprisals.  Savage  times  come  again.  Blood!  Blood!  Yaha!”  The  nearer  Babble  Machine  hooted
stupendously, “Galloop, Galloop,” drowned the end of the sentence, and proceeded in a rather flatter note than
before with novel comments on the horrors of disorder. “Law and order must be maintained,” said the nearer
Babble Machine.

“But,” began Graham.

“Don’t ask questions here,” said Asano, “or you will be involved in an argument.”

“Then let us go on,” said Graham, “for I want to know more of this.”

As he and his companion pushed their way through the excited crowd that swarmed beneath these voices, towards
the exit, Graham conceived more clearly the proportion and features of this room. Altogether, great and small,
there must have been nearly a thousand of these erections, piping, hooting, bawling and gabbling in that great
space, each with its crowd of excited listeners, the majority of them men dressed in blue canvas. There were all
sizes of machines, from the little gossiping mechanisms that chuckled out mechanical sarcasm in odd corners,
through a number of grades to such fifty-foot giants as that which had first hooted over Graham.

This place was unusually crowded, because of the intense public interest in the course of affairs in Paris. Evidently
the struggle had been much more savage than Ostrog had represented it. All the mechanisms were discoursing
upon that topic,  and the repetition of the people made the huge hive buzz with such phrases as “Lynched
policemen,” “Women burnt alive,” “Fuzzy Wuzzy.” “But does the Master allow such things?” asked a man near
him. “Is this the beginning of the Master’s rule?”

Is this the beginning of the Master’s rule? For a long time after he had left the place, the hooting, whistling and
braying of the machines pursued him; “Galloop, Galloop,” “Yahahah, Yaha, Yap! Yaha!” Is this the beginning of the
Master’s rule?

Directly they were out upon the ways he began to question Asano closely on the nature of the Parisian struggle.
“This disarmament! What was their trouble? What does it all mean?” Asano seemed chiefly anxious to reassure
him that it was “all right.”

“But these outrages!”

“You cannot have an omelette,” said Asano, “without breaking eggs. It is only the rough people. Only in one part
of the city. All the rest is all right. The Parisian labourers are the wildest in the world, except ours.”

“What! the Londoners?”

“No, the Japanese. They have to be kept in order.”

“But burning women alive!”

“A Commune!” said Asano. “They would rob you of your property. They would do away with property and give the
world over to mob rule. You are Master, the world is yours. But there will be no Commune here. There is no need
for black police here.

“And every consideration has been shown. It is their own negroes—French speaking negroes. Senegal regiments,
and Niger and Timbuctoo.”

“Regiments?” said Graham, “I thought there was only one—”

“No,” said Asano, and glanced at him. “There is more than one.”

Graham felt unpleasantly helpless.

“I did not think,” he began and stopped abruptly. He went off at a tangent to ask for information about these
Babble Machines. For the most part, the crowd present had been shabbily or even raggedly dressed, and Graham
learnt that so far as the more prosperous classes were concerned, in all the more comfortable private apartments
of the city were fixed Babble Machines that would speak directly a lever was pulled. The tenant of the apartment
could connect this with the cables of any of the great News Syndicates that he preferred. When he learnt this



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

365

presently, he demanded the reason of their absence from his own suite of apartments. Asano was embarrassed. “I
never thought,” he said. “Ostrog must have had them removed.”

Graham stared. “How was I to know?” he exclaimed.

“Perhaps he thought they would annoy you,” said Asano.

“They must be replaced directly I return,” said Graham after an interval.

He found a difficulty in understanding that this news room and the dining hall were not great central places, that
such establishments were repeated almost beyond counting all over the city. But ever and again during the night’s
expedition his ears would pick out from the tumult of the ways the peculiar hooting of the organ of Boss Ostrog,
“Galloop, Galloop!” or the shrill “Yahaha, Yaha Yap!—Hear a live paper yelp!” of its chief rival.

Repeated, too, everywhere, were such crhches as the one he now entered. It was reached by a lift, and by a glass
bridge that flung across the dining hall and traversed the ways at a slight upward angle. To enter the first section
of  the place necessitated the use of  his  solvent  signature under Asano’s  direction.  They were immediately
attended to by a man in a violet robe and gold clasp, the insignia of practising medical men. He perceived from
this man’s manner that his identity was known, and proceeded to ask questions on the strange arrangements of
the place without reserve.

On either side of the passage, which was silent and padded, as if to deaden the footfall, were narrow little doors,
their size and arrangement suggestive of the cells of a Victorian prison. But the upper portion of each door was of
the same greenish transparent stuff that had enclosed him at his awakening, and within, dimly seen, lay, in every
case, a very young baby in a little nest of wadding. Elaborate apparatus watched the atmosphere and rang a bell
far away in the central office at the slightest departure from the optimum of temperature and moisture. A system
of such crhches had almost entirely replaced the hazardous adventures of the old-world nursing. The attendant
presently called Graham’s attention to the wet nurses, a vista of mechanical figures, with arms, shoulders, and
breasts of astonishingly realistic modelling, articulation, and texture, but mere brass tripods below, and having in
the place of features a flat disc bearing advertisements likely to be of interest to mothers.

Of all the strange things that Graham came upon that night, none jarred more upon his habits of thought than this
place. The spectacle of the little pink creatures, their feeble limbs swaying uncertainly in vague first movements,
left alone, without embrace or endearment, was wholly repugnant to him. The attendant doctor was of a different
opinion. His statistical evidence showed beyond dispute that in the Victorian times the most dangerous passage of
life was the arms of the mother, that there human mortality had ever been most terrible. On the other hand this
crhche company, the International Crhche Syndicate, lost not one-half per cent, of the million babies or so that
formed its peculiar care. But Graham’s prejudice was too strong even for those figures.

Along one of the many passages of the place they presently came upon a young couple in the usual blue canvas
peering through the transparency and laughing hysterically at the bald head of their first-born. Graham’s face
must have showed his estimate of them, for their merriment ceased and they looked abashed. But this little
incident accentuated his sudden realisation of the gulf between his habits of thought and the ways of the new age.
He passed on to the crawling rooms and the Kindergarten, perplexed and distressed. He found the endless long
playrooms were empty! the latter-day children at least still spent their nights in sleep. As they went through these,
the little officer pointed out the nature of the toys, developments of those devised by that inspired sentimentalist
Froebel. There were nurses here, but much was done by machines that sang and danced and dandled.

Graham was still not clear upon many points. “But so many orphans,” he said perplexed, reverting to a first
misconception, and learnt again that they were not orphans.

So soon as they had left the crhche he began to speak of the horror the babies in their incubating cases had
caused  him.  “Is  motherhood  gone?”  he  said.  “Was  it  a  cant?  Surely  it  was  an  instinct.  This  seems  so
unnatural—abominable almost.”

“Along here we shall come to the dancing place,” said Asano by way of reply. “It is sure to be crowded. In spite of
all the political unrest it will be crowded. The women take no great interest in politics—except a few here and
there. You will see the mothers—most young women in London are mothers. In that class it is considered a
creditable thing to have one child—a proof of animation. Few middle class people have more than one. With the
Labour Department it is different. As for motherhood! They still take an immense pride in the children. They come
here to look at them quite often.”

“Then do you mean that the population of the World—?”
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“Is falling? Yes. Except among the people under the Labour Department. In spite of scientific discipline they are
reckless—”

The air was suddenly dancing with music, and down a way they approached obliquely, set with gorgeous pillars as
it seemed of clear amethyst, flowed a concourse of gay people and a tumult of merry cries and laughter. He saw
curled heads, wreathed brows, and a happy intricate flutter of gamboge pass triumphant across the picture.

“You will see,” said Asano with a faint smile. “The world has changed. In a moment you will see the mothers of the
new age. Come this way. We shall see those yonder again very soon.”

They ascended a certain height in a swift lift, and changed to a slower one. As they went on the music grew upon
them, until it was near and full and splendid, and, moving with its glorious intricacies they could distinguish the
beat of innumerable dancing feet. They made a payment at a turnstile, and emerged upon the wide gallery that
overlooked the dancing place, and upon the full enchantment of sound and sight.

“Here,” said Asano, “are the fathers and mothers of the little ones you saw.”

The hall was not so richly decorated as that of the Atlas, but saving that, it was, for its size, the most splendid
Graham had seen. The beautiful white-limbed figures that supported the galleries reminded him once more of the
restored magnificence of sculpture; they seemed to writhe in engaging attitudes, their faces laughed. The source
of the music that filled the place was hidden, and the whole vast shining floor was thick with dancing couples.
“Look at them,” said the little officer, “see how much they show of motherhood.”

The gallery they stood upon ran along the upper edge of a huge screen that cut the dancing hall on one side from
a sort of outer hall that showed through broad arches the incessant onward rush of the city ways. In this outer hall
was a great crowd of less brilliantly dressed people, as numerous almost as those who danced within, the great
majority wearing the blue uniform of the Labour Department that was now so familiar to Graham. Too poor to
pass the turnstiles to the festival, they were yet unable to keep away from the sound of its seductions. Some of
them even had cleared spaces, and were dancing also, fluttering their rags in the air. Some shouted as they
danced, jests and odd allusions Graham did not understand. Once someone began whistling the refrain of the
revolutionary song, but it seemed as though that beginning was promptly suppressed. The corner was dark and
Graham could not see. He turned to the hall again. Above the caryatids were marble busts of men whom that age
esteemed great moral emancipators and pioneers; for the most part their names were strange to Graham, though
he recognised Grant Allen, Le Gallienne, Nietzsche, Shelley and Goodwin. Great black festoons and eloquent
sentiments reinforced the huge inscription that partially defaced the upper end of the dancing place, and asserted
that “The Festival of the Awakening” was in progress.

“Myriads are taking holiday or staying from work because of that, quite apart from the labourers who refuse to go
back,” said Asano. “These people are always ready for holidays.”

Graham walked to the parapet and stood leaning over, looking down at the dancers. Save for two or three remote
whispering couples, who had stolen apart, he and his guide had the gallery to themselves. A warm breath of scent
and vitality came up to him. Both men and women below were lightly clad, bare-armed, open-necked, as the
universal warmth of the city permitted. The hair of the men was often a mass of effeminate curls, their chins were
always shaven, and many of them had flushed or coloured cheeks. Many of the women were very pretty, and all
were dressed with elaborate coquetry. As they swept by beneath, he saw ecstatic faces with eyes half closed in
pleasure.

“What sort of people are these?” he asked abruptly.

“Workers—prosperous workers. What you would have called the middle class. Independent tradesmen with little
separate businesses have vanished long ago, but there are store servers, managers, engineers of a hundred sorts.
To-night is a holiday of course, and every dancing place in the city will be crowded, and every place of worship.”

“But—the women?”

“The same. There’s a thousand forms of work for women now. But you had the beginning of the independent
working-woman in your days. Most women are independent now. Most of these are married more or less—there
are a number of methods of contract—and that gives them more money, and enables them to enjoy themselves.”

“I see,” said Graham, looking at the flushed faces, the flash and swirl of movement, and still thinking of that
nightmare of pink helpless limbs. “And these are—mothers.”
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“Most of them.”

“The more I see of these things the more complex I find your problems. This, for instance, is a surprise. That news
from Paris was a surprise.”

In a little while he spoke again:

“These are mothers. Presently, I suppose, I shall get into the modern way of seeing things. I have old habits of
mind clinging about me—habits based, I suppose, on needs that are over and done with. Of course, in our time, a
woman was supposed not only to bear children, but to cherish them, to devote herself to them, to educate
them—all the essentials of moral and mental education a child owed its mother. Or went without. Quite a number,
I admit, went without. Nowadays, clearly, there is no more need for such care than if they were butterflies. I see
that! Only there was an ideal—that figure of a grave, patient woman, silently and serenely mistress of a home,
mother and maker of men—to love her was a sort of worship—”

He stopped and repeated, “A sort of worship.”

“Ideals change,” said the little man, “as needs change.”

Graham awoke from an instant reverie and Asano repeated his words. Graham’s mind returned to the thing at
hand.

“Of course I see the perfect reasonableness of this. Restraint, soberness, the matured thought, the unselfish act,
they are necessities of the barbarous state, the life of dangers. Dourness is man’s tribute to unconquered nature.
But man has conquered nature now for all practical purposes—his political affairs are managed by Bosses with a
black police—and life is joyous.”

He looked at the dancers again. “Joyous,” he said.

“There are weary moments,” said the little officer, reflectively.

“They all look young. Down there I should be visibly the oldest man. And in my own time I should have passed as
middle-aged.”

“They are young. There are few old people in this class in the work cities.”

“How is that?”

“Old people’s lives are not so pleasant as they used to be, unless they are rich to hire lovers and helpers. And we
have an institution called Euthanasy.”

“Ah! that Euthanasy!” said Graham. “The easy death?”

“The easy death. It is the last pleasure. The Euthanasy Company does it well. People will pay the sum—it is a
costly thing—long beforehand, go off to some pleasure city and return impoverished and weary, very weary.”

“There is a lot left for me to understand,” said Graham after a pause. “Yet I see the logic of it all. Our array of
angry virtues and sour restraints was the consequence of danger and insecurity. The Stoic, the Puritan, even in
my time, were vanishing types. In the old days man was armed against Pain, now he is eager for Pleasure. There
lies the difference. Civilisation has driven pain and danger so far off—for well-to-do people. And only well-to-do
people matter now. I have been asleep two hundred years.”

For a minute they leant on the balustrading, following the intricate evolution of the dance. Indeed the scene was
very beautiful.

“Before God,” said Graham, suddenly, “I would rather be a wounded sentinel freezing in the snow than one of
these painted fools!”

“In the snow,” said Asano, “one might think differently.”

“I am uncivilised,” said Graham, not heeding him. “That is the trouble. I am primitive—Paleolithic. Their fountain
of rage and fear and anger is sealed and closed, the habits of a lifetime make them cheerful and easy and
delightful. You must bear with my nineteenth century shocks and disgusts. These people, you say, are skilled
workers and so forth. And while these dance, men are fighting—men are dying in Paris to keep the world—that
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they may dance.”

Asano smiled faintly. “For that matter, men are dying in London,” he said.

There was a moment’s silence.

“Where do these sleep?” asked Graham.

“Above and below—an intricate warren.”

“And where do they work? This is—the domestic life.”

“You will see little work to-night. Half the workers are out or under arms. Half these people are keeping holiday.
But we will go to the work places if you wish it.”

For a time Graham watched the dancers, then suddenly turned away. “I want to see the workers. I have seen
enough of these,” he said.

Asano led the way along the gallery across the dancing hall. Presently they came to a transverse passage that
brought a breath of fresher, colder air.

Asano glanced at this passage as they went past, stopped, went back to it, and turned to Graham with a smile.
“Here, Sire,” he said, “is something—will be familiar to you at least—and yet—. But I will not tell you. Come!”

He led the way along a closed passage that presently became cold. The reverberation of their feet told that this
passage was a bridge. They came into a circular gallery that was glazed in from the outer weather, and so reached
a circular chamber which seemed familiar, though Graham could not recall distinctly when he had entered it
before. In this was a ladder—the first ladder he had seen since his awakening—up which they went, and came into
a high, dark, cold place in which was another almost vertical ladder. This they ascended, Graham still perplexed.

But at the top he understood, and recognised the metallic bars to which he clung. He was in the cage under the
ball of St. Paul’s. The dome rose but a little way above the general contour of the city, into the still twilight, and
sloped away, shining greasily under a few distant lights, into a circumambient ditch of darkness.

Out between the bars he looked upon the wind-clear northern sky and saw the starry constellations all unchanged.
Capella hung in the west, Vega was rising, and the seven glittering points of the Great Bear swept overhead in
their stately circle about the Pole.

He saw these stars in a clear gap of sky. To the east and south the great circular shapes of complaining wind-
wheels blotted out the heavens, so that the glare about the Council House was hidden. To the southwest hung
Orion,  showing like a  pallid  ghost  through a tracery of  iron-work and interlacing shapes above a  dazzling
coruscation of lights. A bellowing and siren screaming that came from the flying stages warned the world that one
of the aeroplanes was ready to start. He remained for a space gazing towards the glaring stage. Then his eyes
went back to the northward constellations.

For a long time he was silent. “This,” he said at last, smiling in the shadow, “seems the strangest thing of all. To
stand in the dome of St. Paul’s and look once more upon these familiar, silent stars!”

Thence Graham was taken by Asano along devious ways to the great gambling and business quarters where the
bulk of the fortunes in the city were lost and made. It impressed him as a well-nigh interminable series of very
high halls, surrounded by tiers upon tiers of galleries into which opened thousands of offices, and traversed by a
complicated multitude of bridges, footways, aerial motor rails, and trapeze and cable leaps. And here more than
anywhere the note of vehement vitality,  of uncontrollable, hasty activity,  rose high. Everywhere was violent
advertisement, until his brain swam at the tumult of light and colour. And Babble Machines of a peculiarly rancid
tone were abundant and filled the air with strenuous squealing and an idiotic slang. “Skin your eyes and slide,”
“Gewhoop, Bonanza,” “Gollipers come and hark!”

The place seemed to him to be dense with people either profoundly agitated or swelling with obscure cunning, yet
he learnt that the place was comparatively empty, that the great political convulsion of the last few days had
reduced transactions to an unprecedented minimum. In one huge place were long avenues of roulette tables, each
with an excited, undignified crowd about it; in another a yelping Babel of white-faced women and red-necked
leathery-lunged men bought and sold the shares of an absolutely fictitious business undertaking which, every five
minutes, paid a dividend of ten per cent, and cancelled a certain proportion of its shares by means of a lottery
wheel.
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These  business  activities  were  prosecuted  with  an  energy  that  readily  passed  into  violence,  and  Graham
approaching a dense crowd found at its centre a couple of prominent merchants in violent controversy with teeth
and nails on some delicate point of business etiquette. Something still remained in life to be fought for. Further he
had a shock at a vehement announcement in phonetic letters of scarlet flame, each twice the height of a man, that
“WE ASSURE THE PROPRAIET’R. WE ASSURE THE PROPRAIET’R.”

“Who’s the proprietor?” he asked.

“You.”

“But what do they assure me?” he asked. “What do they assure me?”

“Didn’t you have assurance?”

Graham thought. “Insurance?”

“Yes—Insurance. I remember that was the older word. They are insuring your life. Dozands of people are taking
out policies, myriads of lions are being put on you. And further on other people are buying annuities. They do that
on everybody who is at all prominent. Look there!”

A crowd of people surged and roared, and Graham saw a vast black screen suddenly illuminated in still larger
letters of burning purple. “Anuetes on the Propraiet’r—x 5 pr. G.” The people began to boo and shout at this, a
number of hard breathing, wild-eyed men came running past, clawing with hooked fingers at the air. There was a
furious crush about a little doorway.

Asano did a brief, inaccurate calculation. “Seventeen per cent, per annum is their annuity on you. They would not
pay so much per cent, if they could see you now, Sire. But they do not know. Your own annuities used to be a very
safe investment, but now you are sheer gambling, of course. This is probably a desperate bid. I doubt if people will
get their money.”

The crowd of would-be annuitants grew so thick about them that for some time they could move neither forward
nor backward. Graham noticed what appeared to him to be a high proportion of women among the speculators,
and was reminded again of the economic independence of their sex. They seemed remarkably well able to take
care of themselves in the crowd, using their elbows with particular skill, as he learnt to his cost. One curly-headed
person caught in the pressure for a space, looked steadfastly at him several times, almost as if she recognised
him, and then, edging deliberately towards him, touched his hand with her arm in a scarcely accidental manner,
and made it plain by a look as ancient as Chaldea that he had found favour in her eyes. And then a lank, grey-
bearded man, perspiring copiously in a noble passion of self-help, blind to all earthly things save that glaring bait,
thrust between them in a cataclysmal rush towards that alluring “X 5 pr. G.”

“I want to get out of this,” said Graham to Asano. “This is not what I came to see. Show me the workers. I want to
see the people in blue. These parasitic lunatics—”

He found himself wedged into a straggling mass of people.

 

CHAPTER XXI. — THE UNDER-SIDE
From the Business Quarter they presently passed by the running ways into a remote quarter of the city, where the
bulk of the manufactures was done. On their way the platforms crossed the Thames twice, and passed in a broad
viaduct across one of the great roads that entered the city from the North. In both cases his impression was swift
and in both very vivid. The river was a broad wrinkled glitter of black sea water, overarched by buildings, and
vanishing either way into a blackness starred with receding lights. A string of black barges passed seaward,
manned by blue-clad men. The road was a long and very broad and high tunnel,  along which big-wheeled
machines  drove  noiselessly  and  swiftly.  Here,  too,  the  distinctive  blue  of  the  Labour  Department  was  in
abundance. The smoothness of the double tracks, the largeness and the lightness of the big pneumatic wheels in
proportion to the vehicular body, struck Graham most vividly. One lank and very high carriage with longitudinal
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metallic rods hung with the dripping carcasses of many hundred sheep arrested his attention unduly. Abruptly the
edge of the archway cut and blotted out the picture.

Presently they left the way and descended by a lift and traversed a passage that sloped downward, and so came to
a  descending  lift  again.  The  appearance  of  things  changed.  Even  the  pretence  of  architectural  ornament
disappeared, the lights diminished in number and size, the architecture became more and more massive in
proportion to the spaces as the factory quarters were reached. And in the dusty biscuit-making place of the
potters, among the felspar mills, in the furnace rooms of the metal workers, among the incandescent lakes of
crude Eadhamite, the blue canvas clothing was on man, woman and child.

Many of these great and dusty galleries were silent avenues of machinery, endless raked out ashen furnaces
testified to the revolutionary dislocation, but wherever there was work it was being done by slow-moving workers
in blue canvas. The only people not in blue canvas were the overlookers of the work-places and the orange-clad
Labour Police. And fresh from the flushed faces of the dancing halls, the voluntary vigours of the business quarter,
Graham could note the pinched faces, the feeble muscles, and weary eyes of many of the latter-day workers. Such
as he saw at work were noticeably inferior in physique to the few gaily dressed managers and forewomen who
were directing their labours. The burly labourers of the old Victorian times had followed that dray horse and all
such living force producers, to extinction; the place of his costly muscles was taken by some dexterous machine.
The latter-day labourer, male as well as female, was essentially a machine-minder and feeder, a servant and
attendant, or an artist under direction.

The women, in comparison with those Graham remembered, were as a class distinctly plain and flat-chested. Two
hundred years of emancipation from the moral restraints of Puritanical religion, two hundred years of city life, had
done their work in eliminating the strain of feminine beauty and vigour from the blue canvas myriads. To be
brilliant physically or mentally, to be in any way attractive or exceptional, had been and was still a certain way of
emancipation to the drudge, a line of escape to the Pleasure City and its splendours and delights, and at last to the
Euthanasy and peace. To be steadfast against such inducements was scarcely to be expected of meanly nourished
souls. In the young cities of Graham’s former life, the newly aggregated labouring mass had been a diverse
multitude, still stirred by the tradition of personal honour and a high morality; now it was differentiating into an
instinct class, with a moral and physical difference of its own—even with a dialect of its own.

They penetrated downward, ever downward, towards the working places. Presently they passed underneath one
of the streets of the moving ways, and saw its platforms running on their rails far overhead, and chinks of white
lights between the transverse slits. The factories that were not working were sparsely lighted; to Graham they and
their shrouded aisles of giant machines seemed plunged in gloom, and even where work was going on the
illumination was far less brilliant than upon the public ways.

Beyond the blazing lakes of Eadhamite he came to the warren of the jewellers, and, with some difficulty and by
using his signature, obtained admission to these galleries. They were high and dark, and rather cold. In the first a
few men were making ornaments of gold filigree, each man at a little bench by himself, and with a little shaded
light. The long vista of light patches, with the nimble fingers brightly lit and moving among the gleaming yellow
coils, and the intent face like the face of a ghost, in each shadow, had the oddest effect.

The work was beautifully executed, but without any strength of modelling or drawing, for the most part intricate
grotesques or the ringing of the changes on a geometrical motif. These workers wore a peculiar white uniform
without pockets or sleeves. They assumed this on coming to work, but at night they were stripped and examined
before they left the premises of the Department. In spite of every precaution, the Labour policeman told them in a
depressed tone, the Department was not infrequently robbed.

Beyond was a gallery of women busied in cutting and setting slabs of artificial ruby, and next these were men and
women working together upon the slabs of copper net that formed the basis of cloisonni tiles. Many of these
workers had lips and nostrils a livid white, due to a disease caused by a peculiar purple enamel that chanced to be
much in fashion. Asano apologised to Graham for this offensive sight, but excused himself on the score of the
convenience of this route. “This is what I wanted to see,” said Graham; “this is what I wanted to see,” trying to
avoid a start at a particularly striking disfigurement.

“She might have done better with herself than that,” said Asano.

Graham made some indignant comments.

“But, Sire, we simply could not stand that stuff without the purple,” said Asano. “In your days people could stand
such crudities, they were nearer the barbaric by two hundred years.”
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They continued along one of the lower galleries of this cloisonni factory, and came to a little bridge that spanned a
vault. Looking over the parapet, Graham saw that beneath was a wharf under yet more tremendous archings than
any he had seen. Three barges, smothered in floury dust, were being unloaded of their cargoes of powdered
felspar by a multitude of coughing men, each guiding a little truck; the dust filled the place with a choking mist,
and turned the electric glare yellow. The vague shadows of these workers gesticulated about their feet, and
rushed to and fro against a long stretch of white-washed wall. Every now and then one would stop to cough.

A shadowy, huge mass of masonry rising out of the inky water, brought to Graham’s mind the thought of the
multitude of ways and galleries and lifts that rose floor above floor overhead between him and the sky. The men
worked in silence under the supervision of two of the Labour Police; their feet made a hollow thunder on the
planks along which they went to and fro. And as he looked at this scene, some hidden voice in the darkness began
to sing.

“Stop that!” shouted one of the policemen, but the order was disobeyed, and first one and then all the white-
stained men who were working there had taken up the beating refrain, singing it defiantly—the Song of the
Revolt. The feet upon the planks thundered now to the rhythm of the song, tramp, tramp, tramp. The policeman
who had shouted glanced at his fellow, and Graham saw him shrug his shoulders. He made no further effort to
stop the singing.

And so they went through these factories and places of toil, seeing many painful and grim things. That walk left on
Graham’s mind a maze of memories, fluctuating pictures of swathed halls, and crowded vaults seen through
clouds of dust, of intricate machines, the racing threads of looms, the heavy beat of stamping machinery, the roar
and rattle of belt and armature, of ill-lit subterranean aisles of sleeping places, illimitable vistas of pin-point lights.
Here was the smell of tanning, and here the reek of a brewery, and here unprecedented reeks. Everywhere were
pillars and cross archings of such a massiveness as Graham had never before seen, thick Titans of greasy, shining
brickwork crushed beneath the vast weight of that complex city world, even as these anemic millions were
crushed by its complexity. And everywhere were pale features, lean limbs, disfigurement and degradation.

Once and again, and again a third time, Graham heard the song of the revolt during his long, unpleasant research
in these places, and once he saw a confused struggle down a passage, and learnt that a number of these serfs had
seized their bread before their work was done. Graham was ascending towards the ways again when he saw a
number of blue-clad children running down a transverse passage, and presently perceived the reason of their
panic in a company of the Labour Police armed with clubs, trotting towards some unknown disturbance. And then
came a remote disorder. But for the most part this remnant that worked, worked hopelessly. All the spirit that was
left in fallen humanity was above in the streets that night, calling for the Master, and valiantly and noisily keeping
its arms.

They emerged from these wanderings and stood blinking in the bright light of the middle passage of the platforms
again. They became aware of the remote hooting and yelping of the machines of one of the General Intelligence
Offices, and suddenly came men running, and along the platforms and about the ways everywhere was a shouting
and crying. Then a woman with a face of mute white terror, and another who gasped and shrieked as she ran.

“What has happened now?” said Graham, puzzled, for he could not understand their thick speech. Then he heard
it in English and perceived that the thing that everyone was shouting, that men yelled to one another, that women
took up screaming, that was passing like the first breeze of a thunderstorm, chill and sudden through the city, was
this: “Ostrog has ordered the Black Police to London. The Black Police are coming from South Africa…. The Black
Police. The Black Police.”

Asano’s face was white and astonished; he hesitated, looked at Graham’s face, and told him the thing he already
knew. “But how can they know?” asked Asano.

Graham heard someone shouting. “Stop all work. Stop all work,” and a swarthy hunchback, ridiculously gay in
green and gold, came leaping down the platforms toward him, bawling again and again in good English, “This is
Ostrog’s doing, Ostrog the Knave! The Master is betrayed.” His voice was hoarse and a thin foam dropped from
his ugly shouting mouth. He yelled an unspeakable horror that the Black Police had done in Paris, and so passed
shrieking, “Ostrog the Knave!”

For a moment Graham stood still, for it had come upon him again that these things were a dream. He looked up at
the great cliff of buildings on either side, vanishing into blue haze at last above the lights, and down to the roaring
tiers of platforms, and the shouting, running people who were gesticulating past. “The Master is betrayed!” they
cried. “The Master is betrayed!”

Suddenly the situation shaped itself in his mind real and urgent. His heart began to beat fast and strong.
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“It has come,” he said. “I might have known. The hour has come.”

He thought swiftly. “What am I to do?”

“Go back to the Council House,” said Asano.

“Why should I not appeal—? The people are here.”

“You will lose time. They will doubt if it is you. But they will mass about the Council House. There you will find
their leaders. Your strength is there—with them.”

“Suppose this is only a rumour?”

“It sounds true,” said Asano.

“Let us have the facts,” said Graham.

Asano shrugged his shoulders. “We had better get towards the Council House,” he cried. “That is where they will
swarm. Even now the ruins may be impassable.”

Graham regarded him doubtfully and followed him.

They went up the stepped platforms to the swiftest one, and there Asano accosted a labourer. The answers to his
questions were in the thick, vulgar speech.

“What did he say?” asked Graham.

“He knows little, but he told me that the Black Police would have arrived here before the people knew—had not
someone in the Wind-Vane Offices learnt. He said a girl.”

“A girl? Not—?”

“He said a girl—he did not know who she was. Who came out from the Council House crying aloud, and told the
men at work among the ruins.”

And then another thing was shouted, something that turned an aimless tumult into determinate movements, it
came like a wind along the street. “To your wards, to your wards. Every man get arms. Every man to his ward!”

 

CHAPTER XXII. — THE STRUGGLE IN THE
COUNCIL HOUSE
As Asano and Graham hurried along to the ruins about the Council House, they saw everywhere the excitement of
the people rising. “To your wards! To your wards!” Everywhere men and women in blue were hurrying from
unknown subterranean employments, up the staircases of the middle path; at one place Graham saw an arsenal of
the revolutionary committee besieged by a crowd of shouting men, at another a couple of men in the hated yellow
uniform of the Labour Police, pursued by a gathering crowd, fled precipitately along the swift way that went in the
opposite direction.

The cries of “To your wards!” became at last a continuous shouting as they drew near the Government quarter.
Many of the shouts were unintelligible. “Ostrog has betrayed us,” one man bawled in a hoarse voice, again and
again, dinning that refrain into Graham’s ear until it haunted him. This person stayed close beside Graham and
Asano on the swift way, shouting to the people who swarmed on the lower platforms as he rushed past them. His
cry  about  Ostrog  alternated  with  some  incomprehensible  orders.  Presently  he  went  leaping  down  and
disappeared.
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Graham’s mind was filled with the din.  His  plans were vague and unformed.  He had one picture of  some
commanding position from which he could address the multitudes, another of meeting Ostrog face to face. He was
full of rage, of tense muscular excitement, his hands gripped, his lips were pressed together.

The way to the Council House across the ruins was impassable, but Asano met that difficulty and took Graham into
the premises of the central post-office. The post-office was nominally at work, but the blue-clothed porters moved
sluggishly or had stopped to stare through the arches of their galleries at the shouting men who were going by
outside. “Every man to his ward! Every man to his ward!” Here, by Asano’s advice, Graham revealed his identity.

They crossed to the Council House by a cable cradle. Already in the brief interval since the capitulation of the
Councillors a great change had been wrought in the appearance of the ruins. The spurting cascades of the
ruptured sea-water mains had been captured and tamed, and huge temporary pipes ran overhead along a flimsy
looking fabric of girders. The sky was laced with restored cables and wires that served the Council House, and a
mass of new fabric with cranes and other building machines going to and fro upon it projected to the left of the
white pile.

The moving ways that ran across this area had been restored, albeit for once running under the open sky. These
were the ways that Graham had seen from the little balcony in the hour of his awakening, not nine days since, and
the hall of his Trance had been on the further side, where now shapeless piles of smashed and shattered masonry
were heaped together.

It was already high day and the sun was shining brightly. Out of their tall caverns of blue electric light came the
swift ways crowded with multitudes of people, who poured off them and gathered ever denser over the wreckage
and confusion of the ruins. The air was full of their shouting, and they were pressing and swaying towards the
central building. For the most part that shouting mass consisted of shapeless swarms, but here and there Graham
could see that a rude discipline struggled to establish itself. And every voice clamoured for order in the chaos. “To
your wards! Every man to his ward!”

The cable carried them into a hall which Graham recognised as the ante-chamber to the Hall of the Atlas, about
the gallery of which he had walked days ago with Howard to show himself to the Vanished Council, an hour from
his awakening. Now the place was empty except for two cable attendants. These men seemed hugely astonished to
recognise the Sleeper in the man who swung down from the cross seat.

“Where is Ostrog?” he demanded. “I must see Ostrog forthwith. He has disobeyed me. I have come back to take
things out of his hands.” Without waiting for Asano, he went straight across the place, ascended the steps at the
further end, and, pulling the curtain aside, found himself facing the perpetually labouring Titan.

The hall was empty. Its appearance had changed very greatly since his first sight of it. It had suffered serious
injury in the violent struggle of the first outbreak. On the right hand side of the great figure the upper half of the
wall had been torn away for nearly two hundred feet of its length, and a sheet of the same glassy film that had
enclosed Graham at his awakening had been drawn across the gap. This deadened, but did not altogether exclude
the roar of the people outside. “Wards! Wards! Wards!” they seemed to be saying. Through it there were visible
the beams and supports of metal scaffoldings that rose and fell according to the requirements of a great crowd of
workmen. An idle building machine, with lank arms of red painted metal stretched gauntly across this green tinted
picture. On it were still a number of workmen staring at the crowd below. For a moment he stood regarding these
things, and Asano overtook him.

“Ostrog,” said Asano, “will be in the small offices beyond there.” The little man looked livid now and his eyes
searched Graham’s face.

They had scarcely advanced ten paces from the curtain before a little panel to the left of the Atlas rolled up, and
Ostrog, accompanied by Lincoln and followed by two black and yellow clad negroes, appeared crossing the remote
corner of the hall, towards a second panel that was raised and open. “Ostrog,” shouted Graham, and at the sound
of his voice the little party turned astonished.

Ostrog said something to Lincoln and advanced alone.

Graham was the first to speak. His voice was loud and dictatorial. “What is this I hear?” he asked. “Are you
bringing negroes here—to keep the people down?”

“It is none too soon,” said Ostrog. “They have been getting out of hand more and more, since the revolt. I under-
estimated—”
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“Do you mean that these infernal negroes are on the way?”

“On the way. As it is, you have seen the people—outside?”

“No wonder! But—after what was said. You have taken too much on yourself, Ostrog.”

Ostrog said nothing, but drew nearer.

“These negroes must not come to London,” said Graham. “I am Master and they shall not come.”

Ostrog glanced at Lincoln, who at once came towards them with his two attendants close behind him. “Why not?”
asked Ostrog.

“White men must be mastered by white men. Besides—”

“The negroes are only an instrument.”

“But that is not the question. I am the Master. I mean to be the Master. And I tell you these negroes shall not
come.”

“The people—”

“I believe in the people.”

“Because you are an anachronism. You are a man out of the Past—an accident. You are Owner perhaps of the
world. Nominally—legally. But you are not Master. You do not know enough to be Master.”

He glanced at Lincoln again. “I know now what you think—I can guess something of what you mean to do. Even
now it is not too late to warn you. You dream of human equality—of some sort of socialistic order—you have all
those worn-out dreams of the nineteenth century fresh and vivid in your mind, and you would rule this age that
you do not understand.”

“Listen!” said Graham. “You can hear it—a sound like the sea.  Not voices—but a voice.  Do you  altogether
understand?”

“We taught them that,” said Ostrog.

“Perhaps. Can you teach them to forget it? But enough of this! These negroes must not come.”

There was a pause and Ostrog looked him in the eyes.

“They will,” he said.

“I forbid it,” said Graham.

“They have started.”

“I will not have it.”

“No,” said Ostrog. “Sorry as I am to follow the method of the Council—. For your own good—you must not side
with—Disorder. And now that you are here—. It was kind of you to come here.”

Lincoln laid his hand on Graham’s shoulder. Abruptly Graham realised the enormity of his blunder in coming to
the Council House. He turned towards the curtains that separated the hall from the ante-chamber. The clutching
hand of Asano intervened. In another moment Lincoln had grasped Graham’s cloak.

He turned and struck at Lincoln’s face, and incontinently a negro had him by collar and arm. He wrenched himself
away, his sleeve tore noisily, and he stumbled back, to be tripped by the other attendant. Then he struck the
ground heavily and he was staring at the distant ceiling of the hall.

He shouted, rolled over, struggling fiercely, clutched an attendant’s leg and threw him headlong, and struggled to
his feet.

Lincoln appeared before him, went down heavily again with a blow under the point of the jaw and lay still. Graham
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made two strides, stumbled. And then Ostrog’s arm was round his neck, he was pulled over backward, fell heavily,
and his arms were pinned to the ground. After a few violent efforts he ceased to struggle and lay staring at
Ostrog’s heaving throat.

“You—are—a prisoner,” panted Ostrog, exulting. “You—were rather a fool—to come back.”

Graham turned his head about and perceived through the irregular green window in the walls of the hall the men
who had been working the building cranes gesticulating excitedly to the people below them. They had seen!

Ostrog followed his eyes and started. He shouted something to Lincoln, but Lincoln did not move. A bullet
smashed among the mouldings above the Atlas. The two sheets of transparent matter that had been stretched
across this gap were rent, the edges of the torn aperture darkened, curved, ran rapidly towards the framework,
and in a moment the Council chamber stood open to the air. A chilly gust blew in by the gap, bringing with it a
war of voices from the ruinous spaces without, an elvish babblement, “Save the Master!” “What are they doing to
the Master?” “The Master is betrayed!”

And then he realised that Ostrog’s attention was distracted, that Ostrog’s grip had relaxed, and, wrenching his
arms free, he struggled to his knees. In another moment he had thrust Ostrog back, and he was on one foot, his
hand gripping Ostrog’s throat, and Ostrog’s hands clutching the silk about his neck.

But now men were coming towards them from the dais—men whose intentions he misunderstood. He had a
glimpse of someone running in the distance towards the curtains of the antechamber, and then Ostrog had slipped
from him and these newcomers were upon him. To his infinite astonishment, they seized him. They obeyed the
shouts of Ostrog.

He was lugged a dozen yards before he realised that they were not friends—that they were dragging him towards
the open panel. When he saw this he pulled back, he tried to fling himself down, he shouted for help with all his
strength. And this time there were answering cries.

The grip upon his neck relaxed, and behold! in the lower corner of the rent upon the wall, first one and then a
number of little black figures appeared shouting and waving arms. They came leaping down from the gap into the
light gallery that had led to the Silent Rooms. They ran along it, so near were they that Graham could see the
weapons in their hands. Then Ostrog was shouting in his ear to the men who held him, and once more he was
struggling with all his strength against their endeavours to thrust him towards the opening that yawned to receive
him. “They can’t come down,” panted Ostrog. “They daren’t fire. It’s all right. We’ll save him from them yet.”

For long minutes as it seemed to Graham that inglorious struggle continued. His clothes were rent in a dozen
places, he was covered in dust, one hand had been trodden upon. He could hear the shouts of his supporters, and
once he heard shots. He could feel his strength giving way, feel his efforts wild and aimless. But no help came, and
surely, irresistibly, that black, yawning opening came nearer.

The pressure upon him relaxed and he struggled up. He saw Ostrog’s grey head receding and perceived that he
was no longer held. He turned about and came full into a man in black. One of the green weapons cracked close to
him, a drift of pungent smoke came into his face, and a steel blade flashed. The huge chamber span about him.

He saw a man in pale blue stabbing one of the black and yellow attendants not three yards from his face. Then
hands were upon him again.

He was being pulled in two directions now. It seemed as though people were shouting to him. He wanted to
understand and could not. Someone was clutching about his thighs, he was being hoisted in spite of his vigorous
efforts. He understood suddenly, he ceased to struggle. He was lifted up on men’s shoulders and carried away
from that devouring panel. Ten thousand throats were cheering.

He saw men in blue and black hurrying after the retreating Ostrogites and firing. Lifted up, he saw now across the
whole expanse of the hall beneath the Atlas image, saw that he was being carried towards the raised platform in
the centre of the place. The far end of the hall was already full of people running towards him. They were looking
at him and cheering.

He became aware that a bodyguard surrounded him. Active men about him shouted vague orders. He saw close at
hand the black moustached man in yellow who had been among those who had greeted him in the public theatre,
shouting directions. The hall was already densely packed with swaying people, the little metal gallery sagged with
a shouting load, the curtains at the end had been torn away, and the antechamber was revealed densely crowded.
He could scarcely make the man near him hear for the tumult about them. “Where has Ostrog gone?” he asked.
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The man he questioned pointed over the heads towards the lower panels about the hall on the side opposite the
gap. They stood open, and armed men, blue clad with black sashes, were running through them and vanishing into
the chambers and passages beyond. It seemed to Graham that a sound of firing drifted through the riot. He was
carried in a staggering curve across the great hall towards an opening beneath the gap.

He perceived men working with a sort of rude discipline to keep the crowd off him, to make a space clear about
him. He passed out of the hall, and saw a crude, new wall rising blankly before him topped by blue sky. He was
swung down to his feet; someone gripped his arm and guided him. He found the man in yellow close at hand. They
were taking him up a narrow stairway of brick, and close at hand rose the great red painted masses, the cranes
and levers and the still engines of the big building machine.

He was at the top of the steps. He was hurried across a narrow railed footway, and suddenly with a vast shouting
the amphitheatre of ruins opened again before him. “The Master is with us! The Master! The Master!” The shout
swept athwart the lake of faces like a wave, broke against the distant cliff of ruins, and came back in a welter of
cries. “The Master is on our side!”

Graham perceived that he was no longer encompassed by people, that he was standing upon a little temporary
platform of white metal, part of a flimsy seeming scaffolding that laced about the great mass of the Council House.
Over all the huge expanse of the ruins swayed and eddied the shouting people; and here and there the black
banners of the revolutionary societies ducked and swayed and formed rare nuclei of organisation in the chaos. Up
the steep stairs of wall and scaffolding by which his rescuers had reached the opening in the Atlas Chamber clung
a solid crowd, and little energetic black figures clinging to pillars and projections were strenuous to induce these
congested, masses to stir. Behind him, at a higher point on the scaffolding, a number of men struggled upwards
with the flapping folds of a huge black standard. Through the yawning gap in the walls below him he could look
down upon the packed attentive multitudes in the Hall of the Atlas. The distant flying stages to the south came out
bright and vivid, brought nearer as it seemed by an unusual translucency of the air. A solitary monoplane beat up
from the central stage as if to meet the coming aeroplanes.

“What has become of Ostrog?” asked Graham, and even as he spoke he saw that all eyes were turned from him
towards the crest of the Council House building. He looked also in this direction of universal attention. For a
moment he saw nothing but the jagged corner of a wall, hard and clear against the sky. Then in the shadow he
perceived the interior of a room and recognised with a start the green and white decorations of his former prison.
And coming quickly across this opened room and up to the very verge of the cliff of the ruins came a little white
clad figure followed by two other smaller seeming figures in black and yellow. He heard the man beside him
exclaim “Ostrog,” and turned to ask a question. But he never did, because of the startled exclamation of another of
those who were with him and a lank finger suddenly pointing. He looked, and behold! the monoplane that had
been rising from the flying stage when last he had looked in that direction, was driving towards them. The swift
steady flight was still novel enough to hold his attention.

Nearer it came, growing rapidly larger and larger, until it had swept over the further edge of the ruins and into
view of the dense multitudes below. It drooped across the space and rose and passed overhead, rising to clear the
mass of the Council House, a filmy translucent shape with the solitary aeronaut peering down through its ribs. It
vanished beyond the skyline of the ruins.

Graham transferred his attention to Ostrog. He was signalling with his hands, and his attendants were busy
breaking down the wall beside him. In another moment the monoplane came into view again, a little thing far
away, coming round in a wide curve and going slower.

Then suddenly the man in yellow shouted: “What are they doing? What are the people doing? Why is Ostrog left
there? Why is he not captured? They will lift him—the monoplane will lift him! Ah!”

The exclamation was echoed by a shout from the ruins. The rattling sound of the green weapons drifted across the
intervening gulf to Graham, and, looking down, he saw a number of black and yellow uniforms running along one
of the galleries that lay open to the air below the promontory upon which Ostrog stood. They fired as they ran at
men unseen, and then emerged a number of pale blue figures in pursuit. These minute fighting figures had the
oddest effect; they seemed as they ran like little model soldiers in a toy. This queer appearance of a house cut
open gave that struggle amidst furniture and passages a quality of unreality. It was perhaps two hundred yards
away from him, and very nearly fifty above the heads in the ruins below. The black and yellow men ran into an
open archway, and turned and fired a volley. One of the blue pursuers striding forward close to the edge, flung up
his arms, staggered sideways, seemed to Graham’s sense to hang over the edge for several seconds, and fell
headlong down. Graham saw him strike a projecting corner, fly out, head over heels, head over heels, and vanish
behind the red arm of the building machine.
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And then a shadow came between Graham and the sun. He looked up and the sky was clear, but he knew the little
monoplane had passed. Ostrog had vanished. The man in yellow thrust before him, zealous and perspiring,
pointing and blatant.

“They are grounding!” cried the man in yellow. “They are grounding. Tell the people to fire at him. Tell them to
fire at him!”

Graham could not understand. He heard loud voices repeating these enigmatical orders.

Suddenly he saw the prow of the monoplane come gliding over the edge of the ruins and stop with a jerk. In a
moment Graham understood that the thing had grounded in order that Ostrog might escape by it. He saw a blue
haze climbing out of the gulf, perceived that the people below him were now firing up at the projecting stem.

A man beside him cheered hoarsely, and he saw that the blue rebels had gained the archway that had been
contested by the men in black and yellow a moment before, and were running in a continual stream along the
open passage.

And suddenly the monoplane slipped over the edge of the Council House and fell like a diving swallow. It dropped,
tilting at an angle of forty-five degrees, so steeply that it seemed to Graham, it seemed perhaps to most of those
below, that it could not possibly rise again.

It fell so closely past him that he could see Ostrog clutching the guides of the seat, with his grey hair streaming;
see  the  white-faced  aeronaut  wrenching  over  the  lever  that  turned  the  machine  upward.  He  heard  the
apprehensive vague cry of innumerable men below.

Graham clutched the railing before him and gasped. The second seemed an age. The lower vane of the monoplane
passed within an ace of touching the people, who yelled and screamed and trampled one another below.

And then it rose.

For a moment it looked as if it could not possibly clear the opposite cliff, and then that it could not possibly clear
the wind-wheel that rotated beyond.

And behold! it was clear and soaring, still heeling sideways, upward, upward into the wind-swept sky.

The suspense of the moment gave place to a fury of exasperation as the swarming people realised that Ostrog had
escaped them. With belated activity they renewed their fire, until the rattling wove into a roar, until the whole
area became dim and blue and the air pungent with the thin smoke of their weapons.

Too late! The flying machine dwindled smaller and smaller, and curved about and swept gracefully downward to
the flying stage from which it had so lately risen. Ostrog had escaped.

For a while a confused babblement arose from the ruins, and then the universal attention came back to Graham,
perched high among the scaffolding. He saw the faces of the people turned towards him, heard their shouts at his
rescue. From the throat of the ways came the song of the revolt spreading like a breeze across that swaying sea of
men.

The little group of men about him shouted congratulations on his escape. The man in yellow was close to him, with
a set face and shining eyes. And the song was rising, louder and louder; tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp.

Slowly the realisation came of the full meaning of these things to him, the perception of the swift change in his
position. Ostrog, who had stood beside him whenever he had faced that shouting multitude before, was beyond
there—the antagonist. There was no one to rule for him any longer. Even the people about him, the leaders and
organisers of the multitude, looked to see what he would do, looked to him to act, awaited his orders. He was king
indeed. His puppet reign was at an end.

He was very intent to do the thing that was expected of him. His nerves and muscles were quivering, his mind was
perhaps a little confused, but he felt neither fear nor anger. His hand that had been trodden upon throbbed and
was hot. He was a little nervous about his bearing. He knew he was not afraid, but he was anxious not to seem
afraid. In his former life he had often been more excited in playing games of skill. He was desirous of immediate
action, he knew he must not think too much in detail of the huge complexity of the struggle about him lest be
should be paralysed by the sense of its intricacy.

Over there those square blue shapes, the flying stages, meant Ostrog; against Ostrog, who was so clear and
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definite and decisive, he who was so vague and undecided, was fighting for the whole future of the world.

 

CHAPTER XXIII. — GRAHAM SPEAKS HIS WORD
For a time the Master of the Earth was not even master of his own mind. Even his will seemed a will not his own,
his own acts surprised him and were but a part of the confusion of strange experiences that poured across his
being. These things were definite, the negroes were coming, Helen Wotton had warned the people of their coming,
and he was Master of the Earth. Each of these facts seemed struggling for complete possession of his thoughts.
They protruded from a background of swarming halls, elevated passages, rooms jammed with ward leaders in
council, kinematograph and telephone rooms, and windows looking out on a seething sea of marching men. The
men in yellow, and men whom he fancied were called Ward Leaders, were either propelling him forward or
following him obediently; it was hard to tell. Perhaps they were doing a little of both. Perhaps some power unseen
and unsuspected propelled them all. He was aware that he was going to make a proclamation to the People of the
Earth, aware of certain grandiose phrases floating in his mind as the thing he meant to say. Many little things
happened, and then he found himself with the man in yellow entering a little room where this proclamation of his
was to be made.

This room was grotesquely latter-day in its appointments. In the centre was a bright oval lit by shaded electric
lights from above. The rest was in shadow, and the double finely fitting doors through which he came from the
swarming Hall of the Atlas made the place very still. The dead thud of these as they closed behind him, the sudden
cessation of the tumult in which he had been living for hours, the quivering circle of light, the whispers and quick
noiseless movements of vaguely visible attendants in the shadows, had a strange effect upon Graham. The huge
ears of a phonographic mechanism gaped in a battery for his words, the black eyes of great photographic cameras
awaited his beginning, beyond metal rods and coils glittered dimly, and something whirled about with a droning
hum. He walked into the centre of the light, and his shadow drew together black and sharp to a little blot at his
feet.

The vague shape of the thing he meant to say was already in his mind. But this silence, this isolation, the
withdrawal  from  that  contagious  crowd,  this  audience  of  gaping,  glaring  machines,  had  not  been  in  his
anticipation. All his supports seemed withdrawn together; he seemed to have dropped into this suddenly, suddenly
to have discovered himself. In a moment he was changed. He found that he now feared to be inadequate, he
feared to be theatrical, he feared the quality of his voice, the quality of his wit; astonished, he turned to the man in
yellow with a propitiatory gesture. “For a moment,” he said, “I must wait. I did not think it would be like this. I
must think of the thing I have to say.”

While he was still hesitating there came an agitated messenger with news that the foremost aeroplanes were
passing over Madrid.

“What news of the flying stages?” he asked.

“The people of the south-west wards are ready.”

“Ready!”

He turned impatiently to the blank circles of the lenses again.

“I suppose it must be a sort of speech. Would to God I knew certainly the thing that should be said! Aeroplanes at
Madrid! They must have started before the main fleet.

“Oh! what can it matter whether I speak well or ill?” he said, and felt the light grow brighter.

He had framed some vague sentence of democratic sentiment when suddenly doubts overwhelmed him. His belief
in his heroic quality and calling he found had altogether lost its assured conviction. The picture of a little strutting
futility in a windy waste of incomprehensible destinies replaced it. Abruptly it was perfectly clear to him that this
revolt  against  Ostrog was  premature,  foredoomed to  failure,  the  impulse  of  passionate  inadequacy  against
inevitable things. He thought of that swift flight of aeroplanes like the swoop of Fate towards him. He was
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astonished that he could have seen things in any other light. In that final emergency he debated, thrust debate
resolutely aside, determined at all costs to go through with the thing he had undertaken. And he could find no
word to begin. Even as he stood, awkward, hesitating, with an indiscreet apology for his inability trembling on his
lips, came the noise of many people crying out, the running to and fro of feet. “Wait,” cried someone, and a door
opened. Graham turned, and the watching lights waned.

Through the open doorway he saw a slight girlish figure approaching. His heart leapt. It was Helen Wotton. The
man in yellow came out of the nearer shadows into the circle of light.

“This is the girl who told us what Ostrog had done,” he said.

She came in very quietly, and stood still, as if she did not want to interrupt Graham’s eloquence…. But his doubts
and questionings fled before her presence. He remembered the things that he had meant to say. He faced the
cameras again and the light about him grew brighter. He turned back to her.

“You have helped me,” he said lamely—“helped me very much…. This is very difficult.”

He paused. He addressed himself to the unseen multitudes who stared upon him through those grotesque black
eyes. At first he spoke slowly.

“Men and women of the new age,” he said; “you have arisen to do battle for the race!… There is no easy victory
before us.”

He stopped to gather words. He wished passionately for the gift of moving speech.

“This night is a beginning,” he said. “This battle that is coming, this battle that rushes upon us to-night, is only a
beginning. All your lives, it may be, you must fight. Take no thought though I am beaten, though I am utterly
overthrown. I think I may be overthrown.”

He found the thing in his mind too vague for words. He paused momentarily, and broke into vague exhortations,
and then a rush of speech came upon him. Much that he said was but the humanitarian commonplace of a
vanished age, but the conviction of his voice touched it to vitality. He stated the case of the old days to the people
of the new age, to the girl at his side.

“I come out of the past to you,” he said, “with the memory of an age that hoped. My age was an age of dreams—of
beginnings, an age of noble hopes; throughout the world we had made an end of slavery; throughout the world we
had spread the desire and anticipation that wars might cease, that all men and women might live nobly, in
freedom and peace…. So we hoped in the days that are past. And what of those hopes? How is it with man after
two hundred years?

“Great cities, vast powers, a collective greatness beyond our dreams. For that we did not work, and that has come.
But how is it with the little lives that make up this greater life? How is it with the common lives? As it has ever
been—sorrow and labour, lives cramped and unfulfilled, lives tempted by power, tempted by wealth, and gone to
waste and folly. The old faiths have faded and changed, the new faith—. Is there a new faith?

“Charity and mercy,” he floundered; “beauty and the love of beautiful things—effort and devotion! Give yourselves
as I would give myself—as Christ gave Himself upon the Cross. It does not matter if you understand. It does not
matter if you seem to fail. You know—in the core of your hearts you know. There is no promise, there is no
security—nothing to go upon but Faith. There is no faith but faith—faith which is courage….”

Things that he had long wished to believe, he found that he believed. He spoke gustily, in broken incomplete
sentences, but with all his heart and strength, of this new faith within him. He spoke of the greatness of self-
abnegation, of his belief in an immortal life of Humanity in which we live and move and have our being. His voice
rose and fell,  and the recording appliances hummed as  he spoke,  dim attendants  watched him out  of  the
shadow….

His sense of that silent spectator beside him sustained his sincerity. For a few glorious moments he was carried
away; he felt no doubt of his heroic quality, no doubt of his heroic words, he had it all straight and plain. His
eloquence limped no longer. And at last he made an end to speaking. “Here and now,” he cried, “I make my will.
All that is mine in the world I give to the people of the world. All that is mine in the world I give to the people of
the world. To all of you. I give it to you, and myself I give to you. And as God wills to-night, I will live for you, or I
will die.”
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He ended. He found the light of his present exaltation reflected in the face of the girl. Their eyes met; her eyes
were swimming with tears of enthusiasm.

“I knew,” she whispered. “Oh! Father of the World—Sire! I knew you would say these things….”

“I have said what I could,” he answered lamely and grasped and clung to her outstretched hands.

 

CHAPTER XXIV. — WHILE THE AEROPLANES
WERE COMING
The man in yellow was beside them. Neither had noted his coming. He was saying that the south-west wards were
marching. “I never expected it so soon,” he cried. “They have done wonders. You must send them a word to help
them on their way.”

Graham stared at him absent-mindedly. Then with a start he returned to his previous preoccupation about the
flying stages.

“Yes,” he said. “That is good, that is good.” He weighed a message. “Tell them;—well done South West.”

He turned his eyes to Helen Wotton again. His face expressed his struggle between conflicting ideas. “We must
capture the flying stages,” he explained. “Unless we can do that they will land negroes. At all costs we must
prevent that.”

He felt even as he spoke that this was not what had been in his mind before the interruption. He saw a touch of
surprise in her eyes. She seemed about to speak and a shrill bell drowned her voice.

It occurred to Graham that she expected him to lead these marching people, that that was the thing he had to do.
He made the offer abruptly. He addressed the man in yellow, but he spoke to her. He saw her face respond. “Here
I am doing nothing,” he said.

“It is impossible,” protested the man in yellow. “It is a fight in a warren. Your place is here.”

He explained elaborately. He motioned towards the room where Graham must wait, he insisted no other course
was possible. “We must know where you are,” he said. “At any moment a crisis may arise needing your presence
and decision.”

A picture had drifted through his mind of such a vast dramatic struggle as the masses in the ruins had suggested.
But here was no spectacular battle-field such as he imagined. Instead was seclusion—and suspense. It was only as
the afternoon wore on that he pieced together a truer picture of the fight that was raging, inaudibly and invisibly,
within four miles of him, beneath the Roehampton stage. A strange and unprecedented contest it was, a battle
that was a hundred thousand little battles, a battle in a sponge of ways and channels, fought out of sight of sky or
sun under the electric glare, fought out in a vast confusion by multitudes untrained in arms, led chiefly by
acclamation, multitudes dulled by mindless labour and enervated by the tradition of two hundred years of servile
security against multitudes demoralised by lives of venial privilege and sensual indulgence. They had no artillery,
no differentiation into this force or that; the only weapon on either side was the little green metal carbine, whose
secret manufacture and sudden distribution in enormous quantities had been one of Ostrog’s culminating moves
against the Council. Few had had any experience with this weapon, many had never discharged one, many who
carried it came unprovided with ammunition; never was wilder firing in the history of warfare. It was a battle of
amateurs, a hideous experimental warfare, armed rioters fighting armed rioters, armed rioters swept forward by
the words and fury of a song, by the tramping sympathy of their numbers, pouring in countless myriads towards
the smaller ways, the disabled lifts, the galleries slippery with blood, the halls and passages choked with smoke,
beneath the flying stages,  to learn there when retreat was hopeless the ancient mysteries of  warfare.  And
overhead save for a few sharpshooters upon the roof spaces and for a few bands and threads of vapour that
multiplied and darkened towards the evening, the day was a clear serenity. Ostrog it seems had no bombs at
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command and in all the earlier phases of the battle the flying machines played no part. Not the smallest cloud was
there to break the empty brilliance of the sky. It seemed as though it held itself vacant until the aeroplanes should
come.

Ever and again there was news of these, drawing nearer, from this Spanish town and then that, and presently
from France. But of the new guns that Ostrog had made and which were known to be in the city came no news in
spite of Graham’s urgency, nor any report of successes from the dense felt of fighting strands about the flying
stages. Section after section of the Labour-Societies reported itself assembled, reported itself marching, and
vanished from knowledge into the labyrinth of that warfare. What was happening there? Even the busy ward
leaders did not know. In spite of the opening and closing of doors, the hasty messengers, the ringing of bells and
the perpetual clitter-clack of recording implements, Graham felt isolated, strangely inactive, inoperative.

His isolation seemed at times the strangest, the most unexpected of all the things that had happened since his
awakening. It had something of the quality of that inactivity that comes in dreams. A tumult, the stupendous
realisation of a world struggle between Ostrog and himself, and then this confined quiet little room with its
mouthpieces and bells and broken mirror!

Now the door would be closed and Graham and Helen were alone together; they seemed sharply marked off then
from all  the  unprecedented  world  storm that  rushed  together  without,  vividly  aware  of  one  another,  only
concerned with one another. Then the door would open again, messengers would enter, or a sharp bell would stab
their quiet privacy, and it was like a window in a well built brightly lit house flung open suddenly to a hurricane.
The dark hurry and tumult, the stress and vehemence of the battle rushed in and overwhelmed them. They were
no longer persons but mere spectators, mere impressions of a tremendous convulsion. They became unreal even
to themselves, miniatures of personality, indescribably small, and the two antagonistic realities, the only realities
in being were first the city, that throbbed and roared yonder in a belated frenzy of defence and secondly the
aeroplanes hurling inexorably towards them over the round shoulder of the world.

There came a sudden stir outside, a running to and fro, and cries. The girl stood up, speechless, incredulous.

Metallic voices were shouting “Victory!” Yes it was “Victory!”

Bursting through the curtains appeared the man in yellow, startled and dishevelled with excitement, “Victory,” he
cried, “victory! The people are winning. Ostrog’s people have collapsed.”

She rose. “Victory?”

“What do you mean?” asked Graham. “Tell me! What?”

“We have driven them out  of  the under  galleries  at  Norwood,  Streatham is  afire  and burning wildly,  and
Roehampton is ours. Ours!—and we have taken the monoplane that lay thereon.”

A shrill bell rang. An agitated grey-headed man appeared from the room of the Ward Leaders. “It is all over,” he
cried.

“What matters it now that we have Roehampton? The aeroplanes have been sighted at Boulogne!”

“The Channel!” said the man in yellow. He calculated swiftly. “Half an hour.”

“They still have three of the flying stages,” said the old man.

“Those guns?” cried Graham.

“We cannot mount them—in half an hour.”

“Do you mean they are found?”

“Too late,” said the old man.

“If we could stop them another hour!” cried the man in yellow.

“Nothing can stop them now,” said the old man. “They have near a hundred aeroplanes in the first fleet.”

“Another hour?” asked Graham.
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“To be so near!” said the Ward Leader. “Now that we have found those guns. To be so near—. If once we could get
them out upon the roof spaces.”

“How long would that take?” asked Graham suddenly.

“An hour—certainly.”

“Too late,” cried the Ward Leader, “too late.”

“Is it too late?” said Graham. “Even now—. An hour!”

He had suddenly perceived a possibility. He tried to speak calmly, but his face was white. “There is are chance.
You said there was a monoplane—?”

“On the Roehampton stage, Sire.”

“Smashed?”

“No. It is lying crossways to the carrier. It might be got upon the guides—easily. But there is no aeronaut—.”

Graham glanced at the two men and then at Helen. He spoke after a long pause. “We have no aeronauts?”

“None.”

He turned suddenly to Helen. His decision was made. “I must do it.”

“Do what?”

“Go to this flying stage—to this machine.”

“What do you mean?”

“I am an aeronaut. After all—. Those days for which you reproached me were not altogether wasted.”

He turned to the old man in yellow. “Tell them to put it upon the guides.”

The man in yellow hesitated.

“What do you mean to do?” cried Helen.

“This monoplane—it is a chance—.”

“You don’t mean—?”

“To fight—yes. To fight in the air. I have thought before—. A big aeroplane is a clumsy thing. A resolute man—!”

“But—never since flying began—” cried the man in yellow.

“There has been no need. But now the time has come. Tell them now—send them my message—to put it upon the
guides. I see now something to do. I see now why I am here!”

The old man dumbly interrogated the man in yellow nodded, and hurried out.

Helen made a step towards Graham. Her face was white. “But, Sire!—How can one fight? You will be killed.”

“Perhaps. Yet, not to do it—or to let some one else attempt it—.”

“You will be killed,” she repeated.

“I’ve said my word. Do you not see? It may save—London!”

He stopped, he could speak no more, he swept the alternative aside by a gesture, and they stood looking at one
another.

They were both clear that he must go. There was no step back from these towering heroisms.



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

383

Her eyes brimmed with tears. She came towards him with a curious movement of her hands, as though she felt
her way and could not see; she seized his hand and kissed it.

“To wake,” she cried, “for this!”

He held her clumsily for a moment, and kissed the hair of her bowed head, and then thrust her away, and turned
towards the man in yellow.

He could not speak. The gesture of his arm said “Onward.”

 

CHAPTER XXV. — THE COMING OF THE
AEROPLANES
Two men in pale blue were lying in the irregular line that stretched along the edge of the captured Roehampton
stage from end to end, grasping their carbines and peering into the shadows of the stage called Wimbledon Park.
Now and then they spoke to one another. They spoke the mutilated English of their class and period. The fire of
the Ostrogites had dwindled and ceased, and few of the enemy had been seen for some time. But the echoes of the
fight that was going on now far below in the lower galleries of that stage, came every now and then between the
staccato of shots from the popular side. One of these men was describing to the other how he had seen a man
down below there dodge behind a girder, and had aimed at a guess and hit him cleanly as he dodged too far. “He’s
down there still,” said the marksman. “See that little patch. Yes. Between those bars.”

A few yards behind them lay a dead stranger,  face upward to the sky,  with the blue canvas of  his  jacket
smouldering in a circle about the neat bullet hole on his chest. Close beside him a wounded man, with a leg
swathed about, sat with an expressionless face and watched the progress of that burning. Behind them, athwart
the carrier lay the captured monoplane.

“I can’t see him now,” said the second man in a tone of provocation.

The  marksman became foul-mouthed  and  high-voiced  in  his  earnest  endeavour  to  make  things  plain.  And
suddenly, interrupting him, came a noisy shouting from the substage.

“What’s going on now?” he said, and raised himself on one arm to survey the stairheads in the central groove of
the stage. A number of blue figures were coming up these, and swarming across the stage.

“We don’t want all these fools,” said his friend. “They only crowd up and spoil shots. What are they after?”

“Ssh!—they’re shouting something.”

The  two  men  listened.  The  new-comers  had  crowded  densely  about  the  machine.  Three  Ward  Leaders,
conspicuous by their black mantles and badges, clambered into the body and appeared above it. The rank and file
flung themselves upon the vans, gripping hold of the edges, until the entire outline of the thing was manned, in
some places three deep. One of the marksmen knelt up. “They’re putting it on the carrier—that’s what they’re
after.”

He rose to his feet, his friend rose also. “What’s the good?” said his friend. “We’ve got no aeronauts.”

“That’s what they’re doing anyhow.” He looked at his rifle, looked at the struggling crowd, and suddenly turned to
the wounded man. “Mind these, mate,” he said, handing his carbine and cartridge belt; and in a moment he was
running towards the monoplane. For a quarter of an hour he was lugging, thrusting, shouting and heeding shouts,
and then the thing was done, and he stood with a multitude of others cheering their own achievement. By this
time he knew, what indeed everyone in the city knew, that the Master, raw learner though he was, intended to fly
this machine himself, was coming even now to take control of it, would let no other man attempt it.
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“He who takes the greatest danger, he who bears the heaviest burden, that man is King,” so the Master was
reported to have spoken. And even as this man cheered, and while the beads of sweat still chased one another
from the disorder of his hair, he heard the thunder of a greater tumult, and in fitful snatches the beat and impulse
of the revolutionary song. He saw through a gap in the people that a thick stream of heads still poured up the
stairway. “The Master is coming,” shouted voices, “the Master is coming,” and the crowd about him grew denser
and denser. He began to thrust himself towards the central groove. “The Master is coming!” “The Sleeper, the
Master!” “God and the Master!” roared the voices.

And suddenly quite close to him were the black uniforms of the revolutionary guard, and for the first and last time
in his life he saw Graham, saw him quite nearly. A tall, dark man in a flowing black robe he was, with a white,
resolute face and eyes fixed steadfastly before him; a man who for all the little things about him had neither ears
nor eyes nor thoughts….

For all his days that man remembered the passing of Graham’s bloodless face. In a moment it had gone and he
was fighting in the swaying crowd. A lad weeping with terror thrust against him, pressing towards the stairways,
yelling “Clear for the start, you fools!” The bell that cleared the flying stage became a loud unmelodious clanging.

With that clanging in his ears Graham drew near the monoplane, marched into the shadow of its tilting wing. He
became aware that a number of people about him were offering to accompany him, and waved their offers aside.
He wanted to think how one started the engine. The bell clanged faster and faster, and the feet of the retreating
people roared faster and louder. The man in yellow was assisting him to mount through the ribs of the body. He
clambered into the aeronaut’s place, fixing himself very carefully and deliberately. What was it? The man in yellow
was pointing to two small flying machines driving upward in the southern sky. No doubt they were looking for the
coming aeroplanes.  That—presently—the thing to  do now was to  start.  Things were being shouted at  him,
questions, warnings. They bothered him. He wanted to think about the machine, to recall every item of his
previous experience. He waved the people from him, saw the man in yellow dropping off through the ribs, saw the
crowd cleft down the line of the girders by his gesture.

For a moment he was motionless, staring at the levers, the wheel by which the engine shifted, and all the delicate
appliances of  which he knew so little.  His  eye caught  a  spirit  level  with the bubble towards him,  and he
remembered something, spent a dozen seconds in swinging the engine forward until the bubble floated in the
centre of the tube. He noted that the people were not shouting, knew they watched his deliberation. A bullet
smashed on the bar above his head. Who fired? Was the line clear of people? He stood up to see and sat down
again.

In another second the propeller was spinning and he was rushing down the guides. He gripped the wheel and
swung the engine back to lift the stem. Then it was the people shouted. In a moment he was throbbing with the
quiver of the engine, and the shouts dwindled swiftly behind, rushed down to silence. The wind whistled over the
edges of the screen, and the world sank away from him very swiftly.

Throb, throb, throb—throb, throb, throb; up he drove. He fancied himself free of all excitement, felt cool and
deliberate. He lifted the stem still more, opened one valve on his left wing and swept round and up. He looked
down with a steady head, and up. One of the Ostrogite monoplanes was driving across his course, so that he drove
obliquely towards it and would pass below it at a steep angle. Its little aeronauts were peering down at him. What
did they mean to do? His mind became active. One, he saw held a weapon pointing, seemed prepared to fire. What
did they think he meant to do? In a moment he understood their tactics, and his resolution was taken. His
momentary lethargy was past. He opened two more valves to his left, swung round, end on to this hostile machine,
closed his valves, and shot straight at it, stem and wind-screen shielding him from the shot. They tilted a little as if
to clear him. He flung up his stem.

Throb, throb, throb—pause—throb, throb—he set his teeth, his face into an involuntary grimace, and crash! He
struck it! He struck upward beneath the nearer wing.

Very slowly the wing of his antagonist seemed to broaden as the impetus of his blow turned it up. He saw the full
breadth of it and then it slid downward out of his sight.

He felt his stem going down, his hands tightened on the levers, whirled and rammed the engine back. He felt the
jerk of a clearance, the nose of the machine jerked upward steeply, and for a moment he seemed to be lying on his
back. The machine was reeling and staggering, it seemed to be dancing on its screw. He made a huge effort, hung
for a moment on the levers, and slowly the engine came forward again. He was driving upward but no longer so
steeply. He gasped for a moment and flung himself at the levers again. The wind whistled about him. One further
effort and he was almost level. He could breathe. He turned his head for the first time to see what had become of
his antagonists. Turned back to the levers for a moment and looked again. For a moment he could have believed
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they were annihilated.  And then he saw between the two stages to the east  was a chasm, and down this
something, a slender edge, fell swiftly and vanished, as a sixpence falls down a crack.

At first  he did not understand, and then a wild joy possessed him. He shouted at the top of his voice,  an
inarticulate shout, and drove higher and higher up the sky. Throb, throb, throb, pause, throb, throb, throb. “Where
was the other?” he thought. “They too—.” As he looked round the empty heavens he had a momentary fear that
this second machine had risen above him, and then he saw it alighting on the Norwood stage. They had meant
shooting. To risk being rammed headlong two thousand feet in the air was beyond their latter-day courage….

For a little while he circled, then swooped in a steep descent towards the westward stage. Throb throb throb,
throb throb throb. The twilight was creeping on apace, the smoke from the Streatham stage that had been so
dense and dark, was now a pillar of fire, and all the laced curves of the moving ways and the translucent roofs and
domes and the chasms between the buildings were glowing softly now, lit by the tempered radiance of the electric
light that the glare of the day overpowered. The three efficient stages that the Ostrogites held—for Wimbledon
Park was useless because of the fire from Roehampton, and Streatham was a furnace—were glowing with guide
lights for the coming aeroplanes. As he swept over the Roehampton stage he saw the dark masses of the people
thereon. He heard a clap of frantic cheering, heard a bullet from the Wimbledon Park stage tweet through the air,
and went beating up above the Surrey wastes. He felt a breath of wind from the southwest, and lifted his
westward wing as he had learnt to do, and so drove upward heeling into the rare swift upper air. Whirr, whirr,
whirr.

Up he drove and up, to that pulsating rhythm, until the country beneath was blue and indistinct, and London
spread like a little map traced in light, like the mere model of a city near the brim of the horizon. The southwest
was a sky of sapphire over the shadowy rim of the world, and ever as he drove upward the multitude of stars
increased.

And behold! In the southward, low down and glittering swiftly nearer, were two little patches of nebulous light.
And then two more, and then a glow of swiftly driving shapes. Presently he could count them. There were four and
twenty. The first fleet of aeroplanes had come! Beyond appeared a yet greater glow.

He swept round in a half circle, staring at this advancing fleet. It flew in a wedge-like shape, a triangular flight of
gigantic phosphorescent shapes sweeping nearer through the lower air. He made a swift calculation of their pace,
and spun the little wheel that brought the engine forward. He touched a lever and the throbbing effort of the
engine ceased. He began to fall, fell swifter and swifter. He aimed at the apex of the wedge. He dropped like a
stone through the whistling air.  It seemed scarce a second from that soaring moment before he struck the
foremost aeroplane.

No man of all that black multitude saw the coming of his fate, no man among them dreamt of the hawk that struck
downward upon him out of the sky. Those who were not limp in the agonies of air-sickness, were craning their
black necks and staring to see the filmy city that was rising out of the haze, the rich and splendid city to which
“Massa Boss” had brought their obedient muscles. Bright teeth gleamed and the glossy faces shone. They had
heard of Paris. They knew they were to have lordly times among the poor white trash.

Suddenly Graham hit them.

He had aimed at the body of the aeroplane, but at the very last instant a better idea had flashed into his mind. He
twisted about and struck near the edge of the starboard wing with all his accumulated weight. He was jerked back
as he struck. His prow went gliding across its smooth expanse towards the rim. He felt the forward rush of the
huge fabric sweeping him and his monoplane along with it, and for a moment that seemed an age he could not tell
what was happening. He heard a thousand throats yelling, and perceived that his machine was balanced on the
edge of the gigantic float, and driving down, down; glanced over his shoulder and saw the backbone of the
aeroplane and the opposite float swaying up. He had a vision through the ribs of sliding chairs, staring faces, and
hands clutching at the tilting guide bars. The fenestrations in the further float flashed open as the aeronaut tried
to right her. Beyond, he saw a second aeroplane leaping steeply to escape the whirl of its heeling fellow. The
broad area of swaying wings seemed to jerk upward. He felt he had dropped clear, that the monstrous fabric,
clean overturned, hung like a sloping wall above him.

He did not clearly understand that he had struck the side float of the aeroplane and slipped off, but he perceived
that he was flying free on the down glide and rapidly nearing earth. What had he done? His heart throbbed like a
noisy engine in his throat and for a perilous instant he could not move his levers because of the paralysis of his
hands. He wrenched the levers to throw his engine back, fought for two seconds against the weight of it, felt
himself righting, driving horizontally, set the engine beating again.
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He looked upward and saw two aeroplanes glide shouting far overhead, looked back, and saw the main body of the
fleet opening out and rushing upward and outward; saw the one he had struck fall edgewise on and strike like a
gigantic knife-blade along the wind-wheels below it.

He put down his stern and looked again. He drove up heedless of his direction as he watched. He saw the wind-
vanes give, saw the huge fabric strike the earth, saw its downward vanes crumple with the weight of its descent,
and then the whole mass turned over and smashed, upside down, upon the sloping wheels. Then from the heaving
wreckage a thin tongue of white fire licked up towards the zenith. He was aware of a huge mass flying through the
air towards him, and turned upwards just in time to escape the charge—if it was a charge—of a second aeroplane.
It whirled by below, sucked him down a fathom, and nearly turned him over in the gust of its close passage.

He became aware of three others rushing towards him, aware of the urgent necessity of beating above them.
Aeroplanes were all about him, circling wildly to avoid him, as it seemed. They drove past him, above, below,
eastward and westward. Far away to the westward was the sound of a collision, and two falling flares. Far away to
the southward a second squadron was coming. Steadily he beat upward. Presently all the aeroplanes were below
him, but for a moment he doubted the height he had of them, and did not swoop again. And then he came down
upon a second victim and all its load of soldiers saw him coming. The big machine heeled and swayed as the fear-
maddened men scrambled to the stern for their weapons. A score of bullets sung through the air, and there
flashed a star in the thick glass wind-screen that protected him. The aeroplane slowed and dropped to foil his
stroke, and dropped too low. Just in time he saw the wind-wheels of Bromley hill rushing up towards him, and
spun about and up as the aeroplane he had chased crashed among them. All its voices wove into a felt of yelling.
The great fabric seemed to be standing on end for a second among the heeling and splintering vans, and then it
flew to pieces. Huge splinters came flying through the air, its engines burst like shells. A hot rush of flame shot
overhead into the darkling sky.

“Two!” he cried, with a bomb from overhead bursting as it fell, and forthwith he was beating up again. A glorious
exhilaration possessed him now, a giant activity. His troubles about humanity, about his inadequacy, were gone
for ever. He was a man in battle rejoicing in his power. Aeroplanes seemed radiating from him in every direction,
intent only upon avoiding him, the yelling of their packed passengers came in short gusts as they swept by. He
chose his third quarry, struck hastily and did but turn it on edge. It escaped him, to smash against the tall cliff of
London wall. Flying from that impact he skimmed the darkling ground so nearly he could see a frightened rabbit
bolting up a slope. He jerked up steeply, and found himself driving over south London with the air about him
vacant. To the right of him a wild riot of signal rockets from the Ostrogites banged tumultuously in the sky. To the
south the wreckage of half a dozen air ships flamed, and east and west and north they fled before him. They drove
away to the east and north, and went about in the south, for they could not pause in the air. In their present
confusion any attempt at evolution would have meant disastrous collisions.

He passed two hundred feet or so above the Roehampton stage. It was black with people and noisy with their
frantic shouting. But why was the Wimbledon Park stage black and cheering, too? The smoke and flame of
Streatham now hid the three further stages. He curved about and rose to see them and the northern quarters.
First came the square masses of Shooter’s Hill  into sight,  from behind the smoke, lit  and orderly with the
aeroplane that had landed and its disembarking negroes. Then came Blackheath, and then under the corner of the
reek the Norwood stage. On Blackheath no aeroplane had landed. Norwood was covered by a swarm of little
figures running to and fro in a passionate confusion. Why? Abruptly he understood. The stubborn defence of the
flying stages was over,  the people were pouring into the under-ways of  these last  strongholds of  Ostrog’s
usurpation. And then, from far away on the northern border of the city, full of glorious import to him, came a
sound, a signal, a note of triumph, the leaden thud of a gun. His lips fell apart, his face was disturbed with
emotion.

He drew an immense breath. “They win,” he shouted to the empty air; “the people win!” The sound of a second
gun came like an answer. And then he saw the monoplane on Blackheath was running down its guides to launch. It
lifted clean and rose. It shot up into the air, driving straight southward and away from him.

In an instant it came to him what this meant. It must needs be Ostrog in flight. He shouted and dropped towards
it. He had the momentum of his elevation and fell slanting down the air and very swiftly. It rose steeply at his
approach. He allowed for its velocity and drove straight upon it.

It suddenly became a mere flat edge, and behold! he was past it, and driving headlong down with all the force of
his futile blow.

He was furiously angry. He reeled the engine back along its shaft and went circling up. He saw Ostrog’s machine
beating up a spiral before him. He rose straight towards it, won above it by virtue of the impetus of his swoop and
by the advantage and weight of a man. He dropped headlong—dropped and missed again! As he rushed past he
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saw the face of Ostrog’s aeronaut confident and cool and in Ostrog’s attitude a wincing resolution. Ostrog was
looking steadfastly away from him—to the south. He realized with a gleam of wrath how bungling his flight must
be. Below he saw the Croydon hills. He jerked upward and once more he gained on his enemy.

He glanced over his shoulder and his attention was arrested. The eastward stage, the one on Shooter’s Hill,
appeared to lift; a flash changing to a tall grey shape, a cowled figure of smoke and dust, jerked into the air. For a
moment this cowled figure stood motionless, dropping huge masses of metal from its shoulders, and then it began
to uncoil a dense head of smoke. The people had blown it up, aeroplane and all! As suddenly a second flash and
grey shape sprang up from the Norwood stage. And even as he stared at this came a dead report; and the air wave
of the first explosion struck him. He was flung up and sideways.

For a moment his monoplane fell nearly edgewise with her nose down, and seemed to hesitate whether to overset
altogether. He stood on his wind-shield, wrenching the wheel that swayed up over his head. And then the shock of
the second explosion took his machine sideways.

He found himself clinging to one of the ribs of his machine, and the air was blowing past him and upward. He
seemed to be hanging quite still in the air, with the wind blowing up past him. It occurred to him that he was
falling. Then he was sure that he was falling. He could not look down.

He found himself recapitulating with incredible swiftness all that had happened since his awakening, the days of
doubt, the days of Empire, and at last the tumultuous discovery of Ostrog’s calculated treachery.

The vision had a quality of utter unreality. Who was he? Why was he holding so tightly with his hands? Why could
he not let go? In such a fall as this countless dreams have ended. But in a moment he would wake….

His thoughts ran swifter and swifter. He wondered if he should see Helen again. It seemed so unreasonable that
he should not see her again. It must be a dream! Yet surely he would meet her. She at least was real. She was
real. He would wake and meet her.

Although he could not look at it, he was suddenly aware that the earth was very near.

THE END
Public domain content
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The Machine Stops
“The Machine Stops” by E. M. Forster
First published in the Oxford and Cambridge Review, November 1909

1 The Air-Ship

Imagine, if you can, a small room, hexagonal in shape, like the cell of a bee. It is lighted neither by window nor by
lamp, yet it is filled with a soft radiance. There are no apertures for ventilation, yet the air is fresh. There are no
musical instruments, and yet, at the moment that my meditation opens, this room is throbbing with melodious
sounds. An armchair is in the centre, by its side a reading-desk — that is all the furniture. And in the armchair
there sits a swaddled lump of flesh — a woman, about five feet high, with a face as white as a fungus. It is to her
that the little room belongs.

An electric bell rang. The woman touched a switch and the music was silent. “I suppose I must see who it is”, she
thought, and set her chairin motion. The chair,

like the music, was worked by machinery and it rolled her to the other side of the room where the bell still rang
importunately.

“Who is it?” she called. Her voice was irritable, for she had been interrupted often since the music began. She
knew several thousand people, in certain directions human intercourse had advanced enormously.

But when she listened into the receiver, her white face wrinkled into smiles, and she said:

“Very well. Let us talk, I will isolate myself. I do not expectanything important will happen for the next five
minutes — for I can give you fully five minutes, Kuno. Then I must deliver my lecture on ‘Music during the
Australian Period’.”

She touched the isolation knob, so that no one else could speak to her. Then she touched the lighting apparatus,
and the little room was plunged intodarkness.

“Be quick!” she called, her irritation returning. “Be quick, Kuno; here I am in the dark wasting my time.”

But it was fully fifteen seconds before the round plate that she held in her hands began to glow. A faint blue light
shot across it, darkening to purple, and presently she could see the image of her son, who lived on the other side
of the earth, and he could see her.

“Kuno, how slow you are.” He smiled gravely. “I really believe you enjoy dawdling.”

“I have called you before, mother, but you were always busy orisolated. I have some- thing particular to say.”

“What is it, dearest boy? Be quick. Why could you not send it bypneumatic post?” “Because I prefer saying such a
thing. I want —” “Well?” “I want you to come and see me.” Vashti watched his face in the blue plate. “But I can
see you!” she exclaimed. “What more do you want?” “I want to see you not through the Machine,” said Kuno. “I
wantto speak to you not

through the wearisome Machine.” “Oh, hush!” said his mother, vaguely shocked. “You mustn’t say anything
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against the

Machine.” “Why not?” “One mustn’t.” “You talk as if a god had made the Machine,” cried the other. “Ibelieve that
you pray to it when you are unhappy. Men made it, do not forget that. Great men, but men. The Machine is much,
but it is not everything. I see something like you in this plate, but I do not see you. I hear something like you
through this telephone, but I do not hear you. That is why I want you to come. Pay me a visit, so that we can meet
faceto face, and talk about the hopes that are in my mind.”

She replied that she could scarcely spare the time for a visit. “The air-ship barely takes two days to fly between
me and you.” “I dislike air-ships.” “Why?” “I dislike seeing the horrible brown earth, and the sea, and the stars
when it is dark. I get no ideas in an air-ship.” “I do not get them anywhere else.” “What kind of ideas can the air
give you?” He paused for an instant. “Do you not know four big stars that form an oblong, and three stars close
together in

the middle of the oblong, and hanging from these stars, threeother stars?” “No, I do not. I dislike the stars. But did
they give you an idea? How interesting; tell me.” “I had an idea that they were like a man.” “I do not understand.”
“The four big stars are the man’s shoulders and his knees. The three stars in the middle are like the belts that men
wore once, and the three stars hanging are like a sword.

“A sword?” “Men carried swords about with them, to kill animals and other men.” “It does not strike me as a very
good idea, but it is certainly original. When did it come to you first?” “In the air-ship —” He broke off, and she
fancied that he looked sad. She could not

be sure, for the Machine did not transmitnuances of expression. It only gave a general idea of people — an idea
that  was  good  enough  for  all  practicalpurposes,  Vashti  thought.  The  imponderable  bloom,  declared  by  a
discredited philosophy to be the actual essence of intercourse, was rightly ignored by the Machine, just as
theimponderable bloom of  the grape was ignored by the manufacturers of  artificial  fruit.  Something “good
enough” had long since been accepted by our race.

“The truth is,” he continued, “that I want to see these stars again. They are curious stars. I want to see them not
from the air-ship, but from the surface of the earth, as our ancestors did, thousands of years ago. I want to visit
the surface of the earth.”

She was shocked again. “Mother, you must come, if only to explain to me what is the harm of visiting the surface
of the earth.” “No harm,” she replied, controlling herself. “But no advantage. The surface of the earth is only dust
and mud, no advantage. The surface of the earth is only dust and mud, no life remains on it, and you would need a
respirator, or the cold of the outer air would kill you. One dies immediately in the outer air.”

“I know; of course I shall take all precautions.” “And besides —” “Well?” She considered, and chose her words
with care. Her son had a queer temper, and she wished to dissuade him from the expedition. “It is contrary to the
spirit of the age,” she asserted. “Do you mean by that, contrary to the Machine?” “In a sense, but —” His image is
the blue plate faded. “Kuno!” He had isolated himself. For a moment Vashti felt lonely. Then she generated the
light, and the sight of her room, flooded with radiance and studded with electric buttons, revived her. There were
buttons and switches everywhere — buttons to call for food for music, for clothing. There was the hot-bath button,
by pressure of which a basin of (imitation) marble rose out of the floor, filled to the brim with a warm deodorized
liquid. There was the cold-bath button. There was the button that produced literature. And there were of course
the buttons by which shecommunicated with her friends. The room, though it contained nothing, was in touchwith
all that she cared for in the world.

Vashti’s next move was to turn off the isolation switch, and all the accumulations of the last three minutes burst
upon her. The room was filled withthe noise of bells, and speaking-tubes. What was the new food like? Could she
recommend it? Has she had any ideas lately? Might one tell her one’s own ideas? Would she make an engagement
to visit the public nurseries at an early date? — say this day month.

To most of these questions she replied with irritation — a growing quality in that accelerated age. She said that
the new food was horrible. That she could not visit the public nurseries through press of engagements. That she
had no ideas of her own but had just been told one-that four stars and three in the middle were like a man: she
doubted there was much in it. Then she switched off her correspondents, fo rit was time to deliver her lecture on
Australian music.

The clumsy system of public gatherings had been long since abandoned; neither Vashti nor her audience stirred
from their rooms. Seated in her armchair she spoke, while they in their armchairs heard her, fairly well, and saw
her, fairly well. She opened with a humorous account of music in the pre-Mongolian epoch, and went on to
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describe the great outburst of song that followed the Chinese conquest. Remote and primæval as were the
methods of I-San-So and the Brisbane school, she yet felt (she said) that study of them might repay the musicians
of today: they had freshness; they had, above all,ideas.

Her lecture, which lasted ten minutes, was well received, and at its conclusion she and many of her audience
listened to a lecture on the sea; there were ideas to be got from the sea; the speaker had donned a respirator and
visited it lately. Then she fed, talked to many friends, had a bath, talked again, and summoned her bed.

The bed was not to her liking. It was too large, and she had a feeling for a small bed. Complaint was useless, for
beds were of the same dimension all over the world, and to have had an alternative size would have involved vast
alterations in the Machine. Vashti isolated herself-it was necessary, for neither day nor night existedunder the
ground-and reviewed all that had happened since she had summoned the bed last. Ideas? Scarcely any. Events —
was Kuno’s invitation an event?

By her side, on the little reading-desk, was a survival from the ages of litter — one book. This was the Book of the
Machine. In it were instructions against every possible contingency. If she was hot or cold or dyspeptic or at a loss
for a word, she went to the book, and it told her which button to press. The Central Committee published it. In
accordance with a growing habit, it was richly bound.

Sitting up in the bed, she took it reverently in her hands. She glanced round the glowing room as if some one
might be watching her. Then, half ashamed,half joyful, she murmured

“O Machine! O Machine!” and raised the volume to her lips. Thrice she kissed it, thrice inclined her head, thrice
she felt the delirium of acquiescence. Her ritual performed, she turned to page 1367, which gave the times of the
departure of the air-ships from the is- land in the southern hemisphere, under whose soil she lived,to the island in
the northern hemisphere, whereunder lived her son.

She thought, “I have not the time.” She made the room dark and slept; she awoke and made the room light; she
ate and exchanged ideas with her friends, and listened to music and attended lectures; she make the room dark
and slept. Above her, beneath her, and around her, the Machine hummed eternally; she did not notice the noise,
for she had been bornwith it in her ears. The earth, carrying her, hummed as it sped through silence, turning
hernow to the invisible sun, now to the invisible stars. She awoke and made the room light.

“Kuno!” “I will not talk to you,” he answered, “until you come.” “Have you been on the surface of the earth since
we spoke last?” His image faded. Again she consulted the book. She became very nervous and layback in her chair

palpitating. Think of her as without teeth or hair. Presently she directed the chair to the wall, and pressed an
unfamiliar button. The wall swung apartslowly. Through the opening she saw a tunnel that curved slightly, so that
its goal was notvisible. Should she go to see her son, here was the beginning of the journey.

Of course she knew all about the communication-system. There was nothing mysteri- ous in it. She would summon
a car and it would fly with her down the tunnel until it reached the lift that communicated with the air-ship
station: the system had been in use for many, many years, long before the universal establishment of the Machine.
And of course she had studied the civilization that had immediately preceded herown — the civilization that had
mistaken the functions of the system, and had used it for bringing people to things, instead of for bringing things
to people. Those funny old days, when men went for change of air instead of changing the air in their rooms! And
yet — she was frightened of the tunnel: she had not seen it since her last child was born. It curved — but not quite
as she remembered; it was brilliant — but not quite as brilliant as a lecturer hadsuggested. Vashti was seized with
the terrors of direct experience. She shrank back into the room, and the wall closed up again.

“Kuno,” she said, “I cannot come to see you. I am not well.” Immediately an enormous apparatus fell on to her out
of the ceiling, a thermometer

was automatically laid upon her heart. She lay powerless. Cool pads soothed her forehead. Kuno had telegraphed
to her doctor.

So the human passions still blundered up and down in the Machine. Vashti drank the medicine that the doctor
projected into her mouth, and the machinery retired into the ceiling. The voice of Kuno was heard asking how she
felt.

“Better.” Then with irritation: “But why do you not come to me instead?” “Because I cannot leave this place.”
“Why?” “Because, any moment, something tremendous many happen.” “Have you been on the surface of the earth
yet?” “Not yet.” “Then what is it?” “I will not tell you through the Machine.” She resumed her life. But she thought
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of Kuno as a baby, his birth, his removal to the public nurseries, her own visit to him there, his visits to her —
visits which stopped when the Machine had assigned him a room on the other side of the earth. “Parents, duties
of,” said the book of the Machine, ”cease at the moment of birth. P.422327483.” True, but there was something
special about Kuno — indeed there had been something special about all her children — and, after all, she must
brave the journey if he desired it. And “something tremendous might happen.” What did that mean? The nonsense
of a youthful man, no doubt, but she must go. Again she pressed the unfamiliar button, again the wall swung back,
and she saw the tunnel that curves out of sight. Clasping the Book, she rose, tottered on to the platform, and
summoned the car. Her room closed behind her: the journey to the northern hemisphere had begun.

Of course it was perfectly easy. The car approached and in it she found arm-chairs exactly like her own. When she
signalled, it stopped, and she tottered into the lift. One other passenger was in the lift, the first fellow creature
she had seen face to face for months. Few travelled in these days, for, thanks to the advance of science, the earth
was exactly alike all over. Rapid intercourse, from which the previous civilization had hoped so much, had ended
by defeating itself.  What was the good of going to Pekin when it was just like Shrewsbury? Why return to
Shrewsbury when it would all be like Pekin? Men seldom moved their bodies; all unrest was concentrated in the
soul.

The air-ship service was a relic from the former age. It was kept up, because it was easier to keep it up than to
stop it or to diminish it, but it nowfar exceeded the wants of the population. Vessel after vessel would rise from the
vomitories of Rye or of Christchurch (I use the antique names), would sail into the crowded sky, and would draw
up at the wharves of the south — empty. So nicely adjusted was the system, so independent of meteorology, that
the sky, whether calm or cloudy, resembled a vast kaleidoscope whereon the same patterns periodically recurred.
The ship on which Vashti sailed started now at sunset, now at dawn. But always, as it passed above Rheims, it
would neighbour the ship that served between Helsingfors and the Brazils, and, every third time it surmounted
the Alps, the fleet of Palermo would cross its track behind. Night and day, wind and storm, tide and earthquake,
impeded man no longer. He had harnessed Leviathan. All the old literature, with its praise of Nature, and its fear
of Nature, rang false as the prattle of a child.

Yet as Vashti saw the vast flank of the ship, stained with exposure to the outer air, her horror of direct experience
returned. It  was not quite like the air-ship in the cinematophote. For one thing it  smelt — not strongly or
unpleasantly, but it did smell, and with her eyes shut she should have known that a new thing was close to her.
Then she had to walk to it from the lift, had to submit to glances from the other passengers. The man in front
dropped his Book — no great matter, but it disquieted them all. In the rooms, if the Book was dropped, the floor
raised it mechanically, but the gangway to the air-ship was not so prepared, and the sacred volume lay motionless.
They stopped — the thing was unforeseen — and the man, instead of picking up his property, felt the muscles of
his arm to see how they had failed him. Then some one actually said with direct utterance: “We shall be late” —
and they trooped on board, Vashti treading on the pages as she did so.

Inside,  her  anxiety  increased.  The  arrangements  were  old-fashioned  and  rough.  There  was  even  a  female
attendant, to whom she would have to announce her wants during the voyage. Of course a revolving platform ran
the length of the boat, but she was expected to walk from it to her cabin. Some cabins were better than others,
and she did not get the best. She thought the attendant had been unfair, and spasms of rageshook her. The glass
valves had closed, she could not go back. She saw, at the end of the vestibule, the lift in which she had ascended
going quietly up and down, empty. Beneath thosecorridors of shining tiles were rooms, tier below tier, reaching
far into the earth, andin each room there sat a human being, eating, or sleeping, or producing ideas. And buried
deep in the hive was her own room. Vashti was afraid.

“O Machine!” she murmured, and caressed her Book, and was comforted. Then the sides of the vestibule seemed
to melt together, as dothe passages that we see in dreams, the lift vanished, the Book that had been dropped slid
to the left and vanished, polished tiles rushed by like a stream of water, there was a slight jar, and the air-ship,
issuing from its tunnel, soared above the waters of a tropical ocean.

It was night. For a moment she saw the coast of Sumatra edged bythe phosphorescence of waves, and crowned by
lighthouses, still sending forth their disregarded beams. These also vanished, and only the stars distracted her.
They were not motionless, but swayed to and fro above her head, thronging out of one skylight into another, as if
the universe and not the air-ship was careening. And, as often happens on clear nights, they seemed now to be in
perspective, now on a plane; now piled tier beyond tier into the infinite heavens, now concealing infinity, a roof
limiting for ever the visions of men. In either case they seemed intolerable. “Are we to travel in the dark?” called
the passengers angrily, and the attendant, who had been careless, generated the light, and pulled down the blinds
of pliable metal. When the air-ships had been built, the desire to look direct at things still lingered in the world.
Hence the extraordinary number of skylights and windows, and the proportionate discomfort to those who were
civilized and refined. Even in Vashti’s cabin one star peeped through a flaw in the blind, and after a few hours’



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

393

uneasy slumber, she was disturbed by an unfamiliar glow, which was the dawn.

Quick as the ship had sped westwards, the earth had rolled eastwards quicker still, and had dragged back Vashti
and her companions towards the sun. Science could prolong the night, but only for a little, and those high hopes of
neutralizing the earth’s diurnal revolution had passed, together with hopes that were possibly higher. To “keep
pace with the sun,” or even to outstrip it, had been the aim of the civilization preceding this. Racing aeroplanes
had been built for the purpose, capable of enormous speed, and steered by the greatest intellects of the epoch.
Round the globe they went, round andround, westward, westward, round and round, amidst humanity’s applause.
In vain. The globe went eastward quicker still, horrible accidents occurred, and the Committee of the Machine, at
the time rising into prominence, declared the pursuit illegal, unmechanical, and punishable by Homelessness.

Of Homelessness more will be said later. Doubtless the Committee was right. Yet the attempt to “defeat the sun”
aroused the last common interest that our race experienced about the heavenly bodies, or indeed about anything.
It was the last time that men were compacted by thinking of a power outside the world. The sun had conquered,
yet it was the end of his spiritual dominion. Dawn, midday, twilight, the zodiacal path, touched neither men’slives
not their hearts, and science retreated into the ground, to concentrate herself upon problems that she was certain
of solving.

So when Vashti found her cabin invaded by a rosy finger of light, she was annoyed, and tried to adjust the blind.
But  the  blind  flew up  altogether,  and  she  saw through the  skylight  small  pink  clouds,  swaying  against  a
background of blue, andas the sun crept higher, its radiance entered direct, brimming down the wall, like a golden
sea. It rose and fell with the air-ship’s motion, just as waves rise and fall, but it advanced steadily, as a tide
advances. Unless she was careful, it would strike her face. A spasm of horror shook her and she rang for the
attendant. The attendant too was horrified, but she could do nothing; it was not her place to mend the blind. She
could only suggest that the lady should change her cabin, which she accordingly prepared to do.

People were almost exactly alike all over the world, but the attendant of the air-ship, perhaps owing to her
exceptional duties, had grown a little out of the common. She had often to address passengers with direct speech,
and  this  hadgiven  her  a  certain  roughness  and  originality  of  manner.  When  Vashti  swerved  away  from
thesunbeams with a cry, she behaved barbarically — she put out her hand to steady her.

“How dare you!” exclaimed the passenger. “You forget yourself!” The woman was confused, and apologized for
not having let herfall. People never

touched one another. The custom had become obsolete, owing to the Machine. “Where are we now?” asked Vashti
haughtily. “We are over Asia,” said the attendant, anxious to be polite. “Asia?” “You must excuse my common way
of speaking. I have got into thehabit of calling places over which I pass by their unmechanical names.” “Oh, I
remember Asia. The Mongols came from it.” “Beneath us, in the open air, stood a city that was once calledSimla.”
“Have you ever heard of the Mongols and of the Brisbane school?” “No.” “Brisbane also stood in the open air.”
“Those mountains to the right — let me show you them.” She pushed back a metal blind. The main chain of the
Himalayas was revealed. “They were once called the Roof of the World, those mountains.”

“What a foolish name!” “You must remember that, before the dawn of civilization, they seemed to be an im-

penetrable wall that touched the stars. It was supposed thatno one but the gods could exist above their summits.
How we have advanced, thanks to the Machine!”

“How we have advanced, thanks to the Machine!” said Vashti. “How we have advanced, thanks to the Machine!”
echoed the passenger who had dropped his Book the night before, and who was standing in thepassage. “And that
white stuff in the cracks? — what is it?” “I have forgotten its name.” “Cover the window, please. These mountains
give me no ideas.” The northern aspect of the Himalayas was in deep shadow: on the Indian slope the

sun had just prevailed. The forests had been destroyed during the literature epoch for the purpose of making
newspaper-pulp, but the snows were awakening to their morning glory, and clouds still hung on the breasts of
Kinchinjunga.In the plain were seen the ruins of cities, with diminished rivers creeping by their walls, and by the
sides of these were sometimes the signs of vomitories, marking the cities of to-day. Over the whole prospect air-
ships rushed, crossing the inter-crossing with incredibleaplomb, and rising nonchalantly when they desired to
escape the perturbationsof the lower atmosphere and to traverse the Roof of the World.

“We have indeed advanced, thanks to the Machine,” repeated the attendant, and hid the Himalayas behind a
metal blind.

The day dragged wearily forward. The passengers sat each in his cabin, avoiding one another with an almost
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physical repulsion and longing to be once more under the surface of the earth. There were eight or ten of them,
mostly young males, sent out from the public nurseries to inhabit the rooms of those who had died in various parts
of the earth. The man who had dropped his Book was on the homeward journey. He had been sent to Sumatra for
the purpose of propagating the race. Vashti alone was travelling by her private will.

At midday she took a second glance at the earth. The air-ship was crossing another range of mountains, but she
could see little, owing to clouds. Masses of black rock hovered below her, and merged indistinctly into grey. Their
shapes were fantastic; one of them resembled a prostrate man.

“No ideas here,” murmured Vashti, and hid the Caucasus behind a metal blind. In the evening she looked again.
They were crossing a golden sea, in which lay many small islands and one peninsula. She repeated, “No ideas
here,” and hid Greece behind a metal blind.

2 The Mending Apparatus

By a vestibule, by a lift, by a tubular railway, by a platform,by a sliding door — by reversing all the steps of her
departure did Vashti arrive ather son’s room, which exactly resembled her own. She might well declare that the
visit was superfluous. The buttons, the knobs, the reading-desk with the Book, the temperature, theatmosphere,
the illumination — all were exactly the same. And if Kuno himself, flesh of her flesh, stood close beside her at last,
what profit was there in that? She was too well-bred to shake him by the hand.

Averting her eyes, she spoke as follows: “Here I am. I have had the most terrible journey and greatly retarded the
development

of my soul. It is not worth it, Kuno, it is not worth it. My time is too precious. The sunlight almost touched me, and
I have met with the rudest people. I canonly stop a few minutes. Say what you want to say, and then I must
return.”

“I have been threatened with Homelessness,” said Kuno. She looked at him now. “I have been threatened with
Homelessness, and I could not tell you such a thing

through the Machine.” Homelessness means death. The victim is exposed to the air, which kills him. “I have been
outside since I spoke to you last. The tremendousthing has happened, and they have discovered me.” “But why
shouldn’t you go outside?” she exclaimed, “It is perfectly legal, perfectly

mechanical, to visit the surface of the earth. I have lately been to a lecture on the sea; there is no objection to
that; one simply summons a respirator and gets an Egression-permit. It is not the kind of thing that spiritually
minded people do, and I begged you not to do it, but there is no legal objection to it.”

“I did not get an Egression-permit.” “Then how did you get out?” “I found out a way of my own.” The phrase
conveyed no meaning to her, and he had to repeat it. “A way of your own?” she whispered. “But that would be
wrong.” “Why?” The question shocked her beyond measure. “You are beginning to worship the Machine,” he said
coldly. “You think it irreligious of me to have found out a way of my own. It was just what the Committee thought,
when they threatened me with Homelessness.”

At this she grew angry. “I worship nothing!” she cried. “I am most advanced. I don’t think you irreligious, for there
is no such thing as religion left. All the fear and the superstition that existed once have been destroyed by the
Machine. I only meant that to find out a way of your own was— Besides, there is no new way out.”

“So it is always supposed.” “Except through the vomitories, for which one must have an Egression-permit, it is

impossible to get out. The Book says so.” “Well, the Book’s wrong, for I have been out on my feet.” For Kuno was
possessed of a certain physical strength. By these days it was a demerit to be muscular. Each infant was examined
at birth, and

all who promised undue strength were destroyed. Humanitarians may protest, but it would have been no true
kindness to let an athlete live; he would never have been happy in that state of life to which the Machine had
called him; he would have yearned for trees to climb, rivers to bathe in, meadows and hills against which he might
measure his body. Man must be adapted to his surroundings, must he not? In the dawn of theworld our weakly
must be exposed on Mount Taygetus, in its twilight our strong willsuffer euthanasia, that the Machine may
progress, that the Machine may progress, that the Machine may progress eternally.

“You know that we have lost the sense of space. We say ‘space isannihilated,’ but we have annihilated not space,
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but the sense thereof. We havelost a part of ourselves. I determined to recover it, and I began by walking up and
down the platform of the railway outside my room. Up and down, until I was tired, and so did recapture the
meaning of ‘Near’ and ‘Far.’ ‘Near’ is a place to which I can get quicklyon my feet, not a place to which the train
or the air-ship will take me quickly. ‘Far’ isa place to which I cannot get quickly on my feet; the vomitory is ‘far,’
though I could be there in thirty-eight seconds by summoning the train. Man is the measure. That was my first
lesson. Man’s feet are the measure for distance, his hands are the measure for ownership, his body is the measure
for all that is lovable and desirable and strong. Then I went further: it was then that I called to you for the first
time, and you would not come.

“This city, as you know, is built deep beneath the surface of the earth, with only the vomitories protruding. Having
paced the platform outside my own room, I took the lift to the next platform and paced that also, and so with each
in turn, until I came to the topmost, above which begins the earth. All the platforms were exactlyalike, and all that
I gained by visiting them was to develop my sense of space and my muscles.I think I should have been content
with this — it is not a little thing — but as I walked andbrooded, it occurred to me that our cities had been built in
the days when men still breathed the outer air, and that there had been ventilation shafts for the workmen. I could
think ofnothing but these ventilation shafts. Had they been destroyed by all the food-tubes and medicine-tubes and
music-tubes that the Machine has evolved lately? Or did traces of them remain? One thing was certain. If I came
upon them anywhere, it would be in the railway-tunnels of the topmost story. Everywhere else, all space was
accounted for.

“I am telling my story quickly, but don’t think that I was not acoward or that your answers never depressed me. It
is not the proper thing, it is not mechanical, it is not decent to walk along a railway-tunnel. I did not fear that I
might  tread upon a live rail  and be killed.  I  feared something far  more intangible — doing what was not
contemplated by the Machine. Then I said to myself, ‘Man is the measure,’ and I went, and after many visits I
found an opening.

“The tunnels, of course, were lighted. Everything is light,artificial light; darkness is the exception. So when I saw
a black gap in the tiles, I knew that it was an exception, and rejoiced. I put in my arm — I could put in no more at
first — and waved it round and round in ecstasy. I loosened another tile, and put in my head, and shouted into the
darkness: ‘I am coming, I shall do it yet,’ and my voice reverberated down endless passages. I seemed to hear the
spirits of those dead workmen who had returned each evening to the starlight and to their wives, and all the
generations who had lived in the open air called back to me, ‘You will do it yet, you are coming.’ ”

He paused, and, absurd as he was, his last words moved her. ForKuno had lately asked to be a father, and his
request had been refused by the Committee. His was not a type that the Machine desired to hand on.

“Then a train passed. It brushed by me, but I thrust my head andarms into the hole. I had done enough for one
day, so I crawled back to the platform,went down in the lift, and summoned my bed. Ah what dreams! And again I
called you, and again you refused.”

She shook her head and said: “Don’t. Don’t talk of these terrible things. You make me miserable. You are throwing
civilization away.” “But I had got back the sense of space and a man cannot rest then. I determined to

get in at the hole and climb the shaft. And so I exercised my arms. Day after day I went through ridiculous
movements, until my flesh ached, and I could hang by my hands and hold the pillow of my bed outstretched for
many minutes. ThenI summoned a respirator, and started.

“It was easy at first. The mortar had somehow rotted, and I soonpushed some more tiles in, and clambered after
them into the darkness, and thespirits of the dead comforted me. I don’t know what I mean by that. I just say what
I felt. I felt, for the first time, that a protest had been lodged against corruption, and that even as the dead were
comforting me, so I was comforting the unborn. I felt that humanity existed, and that it existed without clothes.
How can I possibly explain this? It was naked, humanity seemed naked, and all these tubes and buttons and
machineries neither came into the world with us, nor will they follow us out, nor do they matter supremely while
we are here.Had I been strong, I would have torn off every garment I had, and gone out into the outer air
unswaddled. But this is not for me, nor perhaps for my generation. I climbed with my respirator and my hygienic
clothes and my dietetic tabloids! Better thus than not at all.

“There was a ladder, made of some primæval metal. The light from the railway fell upon its lowest rungs, and I
saw that it led straight upwards out of the rubble at the bottom of the shaft. Perhaps our ancestors ran up and
down it a dozen times daily, in their building. As I climbed, the rough edges cut through my gloves so that my
hands bled. The light helped me for a little, and then came darkness and, worse still, silence which pierced my
ears like a sword. The Machine hums! Did you know that? Its humpenetrates our blood, and may even guide our
thoughts. Who knows! I was getting beyond its power. Then I thought: ‘This silence means that I am doing wrong.’
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But I heard voices in the silence, and again they strengthened me.” He laughed. “I had need of them.The next
moment I cracked my head against something.”

She sighed. “I had reached one of those pneumatic stoppers that defend usfrom the outer air. You

may have noticed them on the air-ship. Pitch dark, my feet on the rungs of an invisible ladder, my hands cut; I
cannot explain how I lived through this part, but the voices still comforted me, and I felt for fastenings. The
stopper, I suppose, was about eight feet across. I passed my hand over it as far as I could reach. It was perfectly
smooth. I felt it almost to the centre. Not quite to the centre, for my arm was too short. Then the voice said: ‘Jump.
It is worth it. There may be a handle in the centre, and you may catch hold of it and so come to us your own way.
And if there is no handle, so that you may fall and are dashed to pieces — it is still worth it: you will still come to
us your ownway.’ So I jumped. There was a handle, and —”

He paused. Tears gathered in his mother’s eyes. She knew thathe was fated. If he did not die to-day he would die
to-morrow. There was not room for such a person in the world. And with her pity disgust mingled. She was
ashamed at having borne such a son, she who had always been so respectable and so full of ideas. Was he really
the little boy to whom she had taught the use of his stops and buttons, and to whom shehad given his first lessons
in the Book? The very hair that disfigured his lip showed that he was reverting to some savage type. On atavism
the Machine can have no mercy.

“There was a handle, and I did catch it. I hung tranced over thedarkness and heard the hum of these workings as
the last whisper in a dying dream.All the things I had cared about and all the people I had spoken to through tubes
appeared infinitely little. Meanwhile the handle revolved. My weight had set something in motion and I span
slowly, and then—

“I cannot describe it. I was lying with my face to the sunshine. Blood poured from my nose and ears and I heard a
tremendous roaring. The stopper, with me clinging to it, had simply been blown out of the earth, and the air that
we makedown here was escaping through the vent into the air above. It burst up like a fountain. I crawled back to
it — for the upper air hurts — and, as it were, I took great sips from the edge. My respirator had flown goodness
knows where, my clothes were torn. I just lay with mylips close to the hole, and I sipped until the bleeding
stopped. You can imagine nothing so curious. This hollow in the grass — I will speak of it in a minute, — the sun
shining into it, not brilliantly but through marbled clouds, — the peace, the nonchalance, the sense of space, and,
brushing my cheek, the roaring fountain of our artificial air! Soon I spied my respirator, bobbing up and down in
the current high above my head, and higher still were many air-ships. But no one ever looks out of air-ships, and
in any case they could nothave picked me up. There I was, stranded. The sun shone a little way down the shaft,
and revealed the topmost rung of the ladder, but it was hopeless trying to reach it. I should either have been
tossed up again by the escape, or else have fallen in, and died. I could only lie on the grass, sipping and sipping,
and from time to time glancing around me.

“I knew that I was in Wessex, for I had taken care to go to a lecture on the subject before starting. Wessex lies
above the room in which we are talking now. It was once an important state. Its kings held all the southern coast
from the Andredswald to Cornwall, while the Wansdyke protected them on the north, running over the high
ground. The lecturer was only concerned with the rise of Wessex, so I do not know how long it remained an
international power, nor would the knowledge have assisted me. To tell the truth I could do nothing but laugh,
during this part. There was I, with a pneumatic stopper by my side and a respirator bobbing over my head,
imprisoned, all three of us, in a grass-grown hollow that was edged with fern.”

Then he grew grave again. “Lucky for me that it was a hollow. For the air began to fall back into it and to fill it as
water fills a bowl. I could crawl about. Presently I stood. I breathed a mixture, in which the air that hurts
predominated whenever I tried to climb the sides. This was not so bad. I had not lost my tabloids and remained
ridiculously cheerful, and as for the Machine, I forgot about it altogether. My one aim now was to get to the top,
wherethe ferns were, and to view whatever objects lay beyond.

“I rushed the slope. The new air was still too bitter for me andI came rolling back, after a momentary vision of
something grey. The sun grew very feeble, and I remembered that he was in Scorpio — I had been to a lecture on
that too. If the sunis in Scorpio, and you are in Wessex, it means that you must be as quick as you can, or it will
get too dark. (This is the first bit of useful information I have ever got from a lecture, and I expect it will be the
last.) It made me try frantically to breathe the new air, and to advance as far as I dared out of my pond. The
hollow filled so slowly. At times I thought that the fountain played with less vigour. My respirator seemed to dance
nearer the earth; the roar was decreasing.”

He broke off. “I don’t think this is interesting you. The rest will interest you even less. There are no ideas in it, and
I wish that I had not troubled you to come. We are too different, mother.” She told him to continue. “It was
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evening before I climbed the bank. The sun had very nearly slipped out of the

sky by this time, and I could not get a good view. You, who have just crossed the Roof of the World, will not want
to hear an account of the little hillsthat I saw — low colourless hills. But to me they were living and the turf that
covered them was a skin, under which their muscles rippled, and I felt that those hills had calledwith incalculable
force to men in the past, and that men had loved them. Now they sleep — perhaps for ever. They commune with
humanity in dreams. Happy the man, happy the woman, who awakes the hills of Wessex. For though they sleep,
they will never die.”

His voice rose passionately. “Cannot you see, cannot all you lecturers see, that it is we that are dying, and that
down

here the only thing that really lives is the Machine? We created the Machine, to do our will, but we cannot make it
do our will now. It has robbed us of the sense of space and of the sense of touch, it has blurred every human
relation and narrowed down love to a carnal act, it has paralysed our bodies and our wills, and now it compels us
to worship it. The Machine develops — but not on our lines. The Machine proceeds— but not to our goal. We only
exist as the blood corpuscles that course through itsarteries, and if it could work without us, it would let us die.
Oh, I have no remedy — or, at least, only one — to tell men again and again that I have seen the hills of Wessex as
Ælfrid saw them when he overthrew the Danes.

“So the sun set. I forgot to mention that a belt of mist lay between my hill and other hills, and that it was the
colour of pearl.

He broke off for the second time. “Go on,” said his mother wearily. He shook his head. “Go on. Nothing that you
say can distress me now. I am hardened.” “I had meant to tell you the rest, but I cannot: I know that I cannot:
good-bye.” Vashti stood irresolute. All her nerves were tingling with his blasphemies. But she was

also inquisitive. “This is unfair,” she complained. “You have called me acrossthe world to hear your

story, and hear it I will. Tell me — as briefly as possible, for this is a disastrous waste of time — tell me how you
returned to civilization.”

“Oh — that!” he said, starting. “You would like to hear about civilization. Certainly. Had I got to where my
respirator fell down?”

“No — but I understand everything now. You put on your respirator, and managed to walk along the surface of the
earth to a vomitory, and there your conduct was reported to the Central Committee.”

“By no means.” He passed his hand over his forehead, as if dispelling some strong impression. Then,

resuming his narrative, he warmed to it again. “My respirator fell about sunset. I had mentioned that the fountain
seemed feebler, had

I not?” “Yes.” “About sunset, it let the respirator fall. As I said, I had entirely forgotten about the

Machine, and I paid no great attention at the time, being occupied with other things. I had my pool of air, into
which I could dip when the outer keenness became intolerable, and which would possibly remain for days,
provided that no wind sprang up to disperse it. Not until it was too late did I realize what the stoppage of the
escape implied.  You see — the gap in  the  tunnel  had been mended;  the  Mending Apparatus;  theMending
Apparatus, was after me.

“One other warning I had, but I neglected it. The sky at night was clearer than it had been in the day, and the
moon, which was about half the sky behind the sun, shone into the dell at moments quite brightly. I was in my
usual place — onthe boundary between the two atmospheres — when I thought I saw something dark moveacross
the bottom of the dell, and vanish into the shaft. In my folly, I ran down. I bent over and listened, and I thought I
heard a faint scraping noise in the depths.

“At this — but it was too late — I took alarm. I determined to puton my respirator and to walk right out of the dell.
But my respirator had gone. I knew exactly where it had fallen — between the stopper and the aperture — and I
could even feel the mark that it had made in the turf. It had gone, and I realized that something evil was at work,
and I had better escape to the other air, and, if I must die, die running towards the cloud that had been the colour
of a pearl. I never started. Out of the shaft — it is too horrible. A worm, a long white worm, had crawled out of the
shaft and was gliding over the moonlit grass.



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

398

“I screamed. I did everything that I should not have done, I stamped upon the creature instead of flying from it,
and it at once curled round the ankle. Then we fought. The worm let me run all over the dell, but edged up my leg
as I ran. ‘Help!’ I cried. (That part is too awful. It belongs to the part that you will never know.) ‘Help!’ I cried.
(Why cannot we suffer in silence?) ‘Help!’ I cried. Then my feet were wound together, I fell, I was dragged away
from the dear ferns and the living hills, and past the great metal stopper (I can tell you this part), and I thought it
might save me again if I caughthold of the handle. It also was enwrapped, it also. Oh, the whole dell was full of the
things. They were searching it in all directions, they were denuding it, and the white snouts of others peeped out
of  the  hole,  ready if  needed.  Everything that  could  be moved they brought— brushwood,  bundles  of  fern,
everything, and down we all went intertwined into hell. The last things that I saw, ere the stopper closed after us,
were certain stars, and I felt that a man of my sort lived in the sky. For I did fight, I fought till the very end, and it
was only my head hitting against the ladder that quieted me. I woke up in this room. The worms had vanished. I
was surrounded by artificial air, artificial light, artificial peace, and my friends were calling to me down speaking-
tubes to know whether I had come across any new ideas lately.”

Here his story ended. Discussion of it was impossible, and Vashti turned to go. “It will end in Homelessness,” she
said quietly. “I wish it would,” retorted Kuno. “The Machine has been most merciful.” “I prefer the mercy of God.”
“By that superstitious phrase, do you mean that you could live in the outer air?” “Yes.” “Have you ever seen, round
the vomitories, the bones of thosewho were extruded after the Great Rebellion?” “Yes.” “They were left where
they perished for our edification. A fewcrawled away, but they

perished, too — who can doubt it? And so with the Homeless of our own day. The surface of the earth supports life
no longer.”

“Indeed.” “Ferns and a little grass may survive, but all higher forms have perished. Has any air-ship detected
them?” “No.” “Has any lecturer dealt with them?” “No.”

“Then why this obstinacy?” “Because I have seen them,” he exploded. “Seenwhat?” “Because I have seen her in
the twilight — because she came to my help when I called

— because she, too, was entangled by the worms, and, luckier than I, was killed by one of them piercing her
throat.”

He was mad. Vashti departed, nor, in the troubles that followed, did she ever see his face again.

3 The Homeless

During the years that followed Kuno’s escapade, two important developments took place in the Machine. On the
surface they were revolutionary, but in either case men’s minds had been prepared beforehand, and they did but
express tendencies that were latent already.

The first of these was the abolition of respirators. Advanced thinkers, like Vashti, had always held it foolish to visit
the surface of the earth. Air-ships might be necessary, but what was the good ofgoing out for mere curiosity and
crawling along for a mile or two in a terrestrial motor? The habit was vulgar and per- haps faintly improper: it was
unproductive of ideas, and hadno connection with the habits that really mattered. So respirators were abolished,
and with them, of course, the terrestrial motors, and except for a few lecturers, who complained that they were
debarred access to their subject-matter, the development was accepted quietly. Those who still wanted to know
what the earth was like had after all only to listen to some gramophone, or to look into some cinematophote. And
even the lecturers acquiescedwhen they found that a lec- ture on the sea was none the less stimulating when
compiled out of other lectures that had already been delivered on the same subject. “Beware of first-hand ideas!”
exclaimed one of the most advanced of them. “First-hand ideas do not reallyexist. They are but the physical
impressions produced by love and fear, and on this gross foundation who could erect a philosophy? Let your ideas
be second-hand, and if possible tenth-hand, for then they will be far removed from that disturbing element —
direct observation. Do not learn anything about this subject of mine — the French Revolution.Learn instead what I
think that Enicharmon thought Urizen thought Gutch thought Ho-Yung thought Chi-Bo-Sing thought Lafcadio
Hearn thought Carlyle thought Mirabeau said about the French Revolu- tion. Through the medium of these ten
great minds, the blood that was shed at Paris and the windows that were broken at Versailles will be clarified to
anidea which you may employ most profitably in your daily lives. But be sure that the intermediates are many and
varied, for in history one authority exists to counteract another. Urizen must counteract the scepticism of Ho-Yung
and Enicharmon, I must myself counteract theimpetuosity of Gutch. You who listen to me are in a better position
to judge about the French Revolution than I am. Your descendants will be even in a better position than you, for
they will learn what you think I think, and yet another intermediate will be added to the chain. And in time” — his
voice rose — “there will come a generation that had got beyondfacts, beyond impressions, a generation absolutely
colourless, a generation ‘seraphically free From taint of personality,’ which will see the French Revolution not as it
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happened, nor as they would like it to have happened, but as it would have happened, had it taken place inthe
days of the Machine.”

Tremendous applause greeted this lecture, which did but voice a feeling already latent in the minds of men — a
feeling that terrestrial facts must be ignored, and that the abolition of respirators was a positive gain. It was even
suggested that air-ships should be abolished too. This was not done, because air-ships had somehow worked
themselves into the Machine’s system. But year by year they were used less, and mentioned less by thoughtful
men.

The second great development was the re-establishment of religion. This, too, had been voiced in the celebrated
lecture. No one could mistake the reverent

tone in which the peroration had concluded, and it awakened aresponsive echo in the heart of each. Those who
had long worshipped silently, now began totalk. They described the strange feeling of peace that came over them
when they handled the Book of the Machine, the pleasure that it was to repeat certain numerals out of it,however
little  meaning  those  nu-  merals  conveyed  to  the  outward  ear,  the  ecstasy  of  touching  abutton,  however
unimportant, or of ringing an electric bell, however superfluously.

“The Machine,” they exclaimed, “feeds us and clothes us and houses us; through it we speak to one another,
through it we see one another, in it we have our being. The Machine is the friend of ideas and the enemy of
superstition:  the  Machine  is  omnipotent,  eternal;  blessed  is  the  Machine.”  And before  long  this  allocution
wasprinted on the first page of the Book, and in subsequent editions the ritual swelled into a complicated system
of praise and prayer. The word “religion” was sedulously avoided, and in theory the Machine was still the creation
and the implement of  man. But in practice all,  save afew retrogrades,  worshipped it  as divine.  Nor was it
worshipped in unity. One believer would be chiefly impressed by the blue optic plates, through which he saw other
believers; another by the mending apparatus, which sinful Kuno had compared to worms; another by the lifts,
another by the Book. And each would pray to this or to that, and ask it to intercede for him with the Machine as a
whole. Persecution — that also was present. It did not break out, for reasons that will be set forward shortly. But it
was latent, and all who did not accept the minimum known as “undenominational Mechanism” lived in danger of
Homelessness, which means death, as we know.

To attribute these two great developments to the Central Committee, is to take a very narrow view of civilization.
The Central Committee announced the developments, it is true, but they were no more the cause of them than
were the kings of the imperialistic period the cause of war. Rather did they yield to some invincible pressure,
which came no one knew whither, and which, when gratified, was succeededby some new pressure equally
invincible. To such a state of affairs it is convenient to give the name of progress. No one confessed the Machine
was out of hand. Year by year it was served with increased efficiency and decreased intelligence. The better a man
knewhis own duties upon it, the less he understood the duties of his neighbour, and in all theworld there was not
one who understood the monster as a whole. Those master brains had perished. They had left full directions, it is
true, and their successors had each ofthem mastered a portion of those directions. But Humanity, in its desire for
comfort, had over-reached itself. It had exploited the riches of nature too far. Quietly and complacently, it was
sinking into decadence, and progress had come to mean the progress of the Machine.

As for Vashti, her life went peacefully forward until the final disaster. She made her room dark and slept; she
awoke and made the room light. She lectured and attended lec- tures. She exchanged ideas with her innumerable
friends andbelieved she was growing more spiritual. At times a friend was granted Euthanasia, and left his or her
room for the homelessness that is beyond all human conception. Vashti did not much mind. After an unsuccessful
lecture, she would sometimes ask for Euthanasia herself. But the death-rate was not permitted to exceed the
birth-rate, and the Machine had hitherto refused it to her.

The troubles began quietly, long before she was conscious ofthem. One day she was astonished at receiving a
message from her son. They never communicated, having nothing in common, and she had only heard indirectly
that he was still  alive,  and had been transferred from the northern hemisphere, where he had behaved so
mischievously, to the southern — indeed, to a room not far from her own.

“Does he want me to visit him?” she thought. “Never again, never. And I have not the time.”

No, it was madness of another kind. He refused to visualize his face upon the blue plate, and speaking out of the
darkness with solemnity said: “The Machine stops.” “What do you say?” “The Machine is stopping, I know it, I
know the signs.” She burst into a peal of laughter. He heard her and was angry, and they spoke no more.

“Can you imagine anything more absurd?” she cried to a friend. “A man who was my son believes that the
Machine is stopping. It would be impious if it was not mad.”



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

400

“The Machine is stopping?” her friend replied. “What does that mean? The phrase conveys nothing to me.”

“Nor to me.” “He does not refer, I suppose, to the trouble there has been lately with the music?” “Oh no, of course
not. Let us talk about music.” “Have you complained to the authorities?” “Yes, and they say it wants mending, and
referred  me  to  the  Committee  of  the  Mending  Apparatus.  I  complained  of  those  curious  gasping  sighs
thatdisfigure the symphonies of the Brisbane school. They sound like some one in pain. The Committee of the
Mending Apparatus say that it shall be remedied shortly.”

Obscurely worried, she resumed her life. For one thing, the defect in the music irritated her. For another thing,
she could not forget Kuno’s speech. If he had known that the music was out of repair — he could not know it, for
he detested music —if he had known that it was wrong, “the Machine stops” was exactly the venomous sortof
remark he would have made. Of course he had made it at a venture, but the coincidence annoyed her, and she
spoke with some petulance to the Committee of the Mending Apparatus.

They replied, as before, that the defect would be set right shortly. “Shortly! At once!” she retorted. “Why should I
be worried byimperfect music?

Things are always put right at once. If you do not mend it at once, I shall complain to the Central Committee.”

“No personal complaints are received by the Central Committee,” the Committee of the Mending Apparatus
replied.

“Through whom am I to make my complaint, then?” “Through us.” “I complain then.” “Your complaint shall be
forwarded in its turn.” “Have others complained?” This question was unmechanical, and the Committee of the
Mending Apparatus refused to answer it. “It is too bad!” she exclaimed to another of her friends. “There never
was such an unfortunate woman as myself. I can never be sure of my music now. It gets worse and worse each
time I summon it.”

“I too have my troubles,” the friend replied. “Sometimes my ideas are interrupted by a slight jarring noise.”

“What is it?” “I do not know whether it is inside my head, or inside the wall.”

“Complain, in either case.” “I have complained, and my complaint will be forwarded in itsturn to the Central

Committee.” Time passed, and they resented the defects no longer. The defects had not been remedied, but the
human tissues in that latter day had become so subservient, that they readily adapted themselves to every caprice
of the Machine. The sighat the crises of the Brisbane symphony no longer irritated Vashti; she accepted it as
partof the melody. The jarring noise, whether in the head or in the wall, was no longer resented by her friend. And
so with the mouldy artificial fruit, so with the bath water that beganto stink, so with the defective rhymes that the
poetry machine had taken to emit. All were bitterly complained of at first, and then acquiesced in and forgotten.
Things went from bad toworse unchallenged.

It was otherwise with the failure of the sleeping apparatus.That was a more serious stoppage. There came a day
when over the whole world — in Sumatra, in Wessex, in the innumerable cities of Courland and Brazil — the beds,
when summoned by their tired own- ers, failed to appear. It may seem a ludicrous matter, but from it we may date
the collapse of humanity. The Committee responsible for the failure was assailed by complainants, whom it
referred, as usual, to the Committee of the Mending Apparatus, who in its turn assured them that their complaints
would be forwarded to theCentral Committee. But the discontent grew, for mankind was not yet sufficiently
adaptable to do without sleeping.

“Some one is meddling with the Machine—” they began. “Some one is trying to make himself king, to reintroduce
the personal element.” “Punish that man with Homelessness.” “To the rescue! Avenge the Machine! Avenge the
Machine!” “War! Kill the man!” But the Committee of the Mending Apparatus now came forward,and allayed the
panic with well-chosen words. It confessed that the Mending Apparatus was itself in need of repair.

The effect of this frank confession was admirable. “Of course,” said a famous lecturer — he of the French
Revolution, who gilded each new decay with splendour — “of course we shall not press our complaints now. The
Mend- ing Apparatus has treated us so well in the past that we all sympathize with it, and will wait patiently for its
recovery. In its own good time it will resume its duties. Meanwhile let us do without our beds, our tabloids, our
other little wants. Such, I feel sure, would be the wish of the Machine.”

Thousands of miles away his audience applauded. The Machinestill linked them. Un- der the seas, beneath the
roots of the mountains, ran the wires through which they saw and heard, the enormous eyes and ears that were
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their heritage, and the hum of many workings clothed their thoughts in one garment of subserviency. Onlythe old
and the sick remained ungrateful, for it was rumoured that Euthanasia, too, was out of order, and that pain had
reappeared among men.

It became difficult to read. A blight entered the atmosphere and dulled its luminosity. At times Vashti could
scarcely see across her room. The air, too, was foul. Loud were the complaints, impotent the remedies, heroic the
tone of the lecturer as he cried: “Courage! courage! What matter so long as the Machine goes on? To it the
darkness and the light are one.” And though things improved again after a time, the old brilliancy was never
recaptured,  and  humanity  never  recovered  from its  entranceinto  twilight.  There  was  an  hysterical  talk  of
“measures,” of “provisional dictatorship,” and the inhabitants of Sumatra were asked to familiarize themselves
with the workings of the central power station, the said power station being situated in France. But for the most
partpanic  reigned,  and  men spent  their  strength  praying  to  their  Books,  tangible  proofs  of  the  Machine’s
omnipotence. There were gradations of terror — at times came rumours of hope — theMending Apparatus was
almost mended — the enemies of the Machine had been got under —new “nerve-centres” were evolving which
would do the work even more magnificentlythan before.  But there came a day when, without the slightest
warning, without any previous hint of feebleness, the entire communication-system broke down, all over the
world, and the world, as they understood it, ended.

Vashti was lecturing at the time and her earlier remarks had been punctuated with ap- plause. As she proceeded
the audience became silent, and at the conclusion there was no sound. Somewhat displeased, she called to a
friend who was a specialist in sympathy. No sound: doubtless the friend was sleeping. And so with the next friend
whom she tried to summon, and so with the next, until she remembered Kuno’s cryptic remark, “The Machine
stops.”

The phrase still conveyed nothing. If Eternity was stoppingit would of course be set going shortly.

For example, there was still a little light and air — the atmosphere had improved a few hours previously. There
was still the Book, and while there was the Book there was security.

Then she broke down, for with the cessation of activity came an unexpected terror — silence.

She had never known silence, and the coming of it nearly killed her — it did kill many thousands of people
outright. Ever since her birth she had been surrounded by the steady hum. It was to the ear what artificial air was
to the lungs, and agonizing pains shot across her head. And scarcely knowing what she did, she stumbled forward
and pressed the unfa- miliar button, the one that opened the door of her cell.

Now the door of the cell worked on a simple hinge of its own. It was not connected with the central power station,
dying far away in France. It opened, rousing immoderate hopes in Vashti, for she thought that the Machine had
been mended. It opened, and she saw the dim tunnel that curved far away towards freedom. One look, and then
she shrank back. For the tunnel was full of people — she was almost the last in that city to have taken alarm.

People at any time repelled her, and these were nightmares from her worst dreams. Peo- ple were crawling about,
people were screaming, whimpering, gasping for breath, touching each other, vanishing in the dark, and ever and
anon being pushed off the platform on to the live rail. Some were fighting round the electric bells, trying to
summon  trains  which  could  not  be  summoned.  Others  were  yelling  for  Euthanasia  or  for  respirators,  or
blaspheming the Machine. Others stood at the doors of their cells fearing, like herself, either to stop in them or to
leave them. And behind all the uproar was silence — the silence which is the voice of the earth and of the
generations who have gone.

No — it was worse than solitude. She closed the door again and sat down to wait for the end. The disintegration
went on, accompanied by horrible cracks and rumbling. The valves that restrained the Medical Apparatus must
have weakened, for it ruptured and hung hideously from the ceiling. The floor heaved and fell and flungher from
the chair. A tube oozed towards her serpent fashion. And at last the final horror approached — light began to ebb,
and she knew that civilization’s long day was closing.

She whirled around, praying to be saved from this, at any rate, kissing the Book, press- ing button after button.
The uproar outside was increasing,and even penetrated the wall. Slowly the brilliancy of her cell was dimmed, the
reflectionsfaded from the metal switches. Now she could not see the reading-stand, now not the Book, though she
held it in her hand. Light followed the flight of sound, air was following light, and the original void returned to the
cavern from which it has so long been excluded. Vashti continued to whirl, like the devotees of an earlier religion,
screaming, praying, striking at the buttons with bleeding hands.

It was thus that she opened her prison and escaped — escaped inthe spirit: at least so it seems to me, ere my
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meditation closes. That she escapes in thebody — I cannot perceive that. She struck, by chance, the switch that
released the door, and the rush of foul air on her skin, the loud throbbing whispers in her ears, told her that she
was facing the tunnel again, and that tremendous platform on which she had seen men fighting. They were not
fighting now. Only the whispers remained, and the little whimpering groans. They were dying by hundreds out in
the dark.

She burst into tears. Tears answered her. They wept for humanity, those two, not for themselves. They could not
bear that this

should be the end. Ere silence was completed their hearts were opened, and they knew what had been important
on the earth. Man, the flower of all flesh, the noblest of all creatures visible, man who had once made god in his
image, andhad mirrored his strength on the constellations, beautiful naked man was dying, strangled in the
garments that he had woven. Century after century had he toiled, and here was his reward. Truly the garment had
seemed heavenly at first, shot with colours of culture, sewn with the threads of self- denial. And heavenly it had
been so long as it was a garment andno more, man could shed it at will and live by the essence that is his soul, and
the essence, equally divine, that is his body. The sin against the body — it was for that they wept in chief; the
centuries of wrong against the muscles and the nerves, and those five portals by which we can alone apprehend —
glozing it over with talk of evolution, until the body was white pap, the home of ideas as colourless, last sloshy
stirrings of a spirit that had grasped the stars.

“Where are you?” she sobbed. His voice in the darkness said, “Here.” “Is there any hope, Kuno?” “None for us.”
“Where are you?” She crawled over the bodies of the dead. His blood spurted over her hands. “Quicker,” he
gasped, “I am dying — but we touch, we talk, not through the Machine.” He kissed her. “We have come back to
our own. We die, but we have recaptured life, as it was in Wessex, when Ælfrid overthrew the Danes. We know
what they know outside, they who dwelt in the cloud that is the colour of a pearl.”

“But Kuno, is it true? Are there still men on the surface of theearth? Is this — this tunnel, this poisoned darkness
— really not the end?”

He replied: “I have seen them, spoken to them, loved them. They are hidingin the mist and the

ferns until our civilization stops. To-day they are the Homeless — to-morrow—” “Oh, to-morrow — some fool will
start the Machine again, to-morrow.” “Never,” said Kuno, “never. Humanity has learnt its lesson.” As he spoke,
the whole city was broken like a honeycomb. An air-ship had sailed in through the vomitory into a ruined wharf. It
crashed downwards, exploding as it went, rending gallery after gallery with its wings of steel. For a moment they
saw the nations of the dead, and, before they joined them, scraps of the untainted sky.

Transcribed from The Eternal Moment and other Stories by E. M. Forster, Sidgwick & Jackson, Ltd. (London,
1928) and The Collected Tales of E. M. Forster, The Modern Library (New York, 1968).
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To
The Inhabitants of SPACE IN GENERAL

And H. C. IN PARTICULAR
This Work is Dedicated

By a Humble Native of Flatland
In the Hope that

Even as he was Initiated into the Mysteries
Of THREE Dimensions

Having been previously conversant
With ONLY TWO

So the Citizens of that Celestial Region
May aspire yet higher and higher

To the Secrets of FOUR FIVE OR EVEN SIX Dimensions
Thereby contributing

To the Enlargement of THE IMAGINATION
And the possible Development

Of that most rare and excellent Gift of MODESTY
Among the Superior Races

Of SOLID HUMANITY
 

Preface to the Second and Revised Edition, 1884.

By the Editor
 

If  my poor Flatland friend retained the vigour of mind which he enjoyed when he began to compose these
Memoirs, I should not now need to represent him in this preface, in which he desires, firstly, to return his thanks
to his readers and critics in Spaceland, whose appreciation has, with unexpected celerity, required a second
edition of his work; secondly, to apologize for certain errors and misprints (for which, however, he is not entirely
responsible); and, thirdly, to explain one or two misconceptions. But he is not the Square he once was. Years of
imprisonment, and the still heavier burden of general incredulity and mockery, have combined with the natural
decay of old age to erase from his mind many of the thoughts and notions, and much also of the terminology,
which he acquired during his short stay in Spaceland. He has, therefore, requested me to reply in his behalf to two
special objections, one of an intellectual, the other of a moral nature.

The first objection is, that a Flatlander, seeing a Line, sees something that must be THICK to the eye as well as
LONG to the eye (otherwise it would not be visible, if it had not some thickness); and consequently he ought (it is
argued) to acknowledge that his countrymen are not only long and broad, but also (though doubtless in a very
slight degree) THICK or HIGH. This objection is plausible, and, to Spacelanders, almost irresistible, so that, I
confess, when I first heard it, I knew not what to reply. But my poor old friend’s answer appears to me completely
to meet it.

“I admit,” said he—when I mentioned to him this objection—”I admit the truth of your critic’s facts, but I deny his
conclusions. It is true that we have really in Flatland a Third unrecognized Dimension called ‘height’, just as it is
also true that you have really in Spaceland a Fourth unrecognized Dimension, called by no name at present, but
which I will call ‘extra-height’. But we can no more take cognizance of our ‘height’ than you can of your ‘extra-
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height’. Even I—who have been in Spaceland, and have had the privilege of understanding for twenty-four hours
the meaning of ‘height’—even I cannot now comprehend it, nor realize it by the sense of sight or by any process of
reason; I can but apprehend it by faith.

“The reason is obvious. Dimension implies direction, implies measurement, implies the more and the less. Now, all
our lines are EQUALLY and INFINITESIMALLY thick (or high, whichever you like); consequently, there is nothing
in them to lead our minds to the conception of that Dimension. No ‘delicate micrometer’—as has been suggested
by one too hasty Spaceland critic—would in the least avail us; for we should not know WHAT TO MEASURE, NOR
IN WHAT DIRECTION. When we see a Line, we see something that is long and BRIGHT; BRIGHTNESS, as well as
length, is necessary to the existence of a Line; if the brightness vanishes, the Line is extinguished. Hence, all my
Flatland friends—when I talk to them about the unrecognized Dimension which is somehow visible in a Line—say,
‘Ah, you mean BRIGHTNESS’: and when I reply, ‘No, I mean a real Dimension’, they at once retort, ‘Then measure
it, or tell us in what direction it extends’; and this silences me, for I can do neither. Only yesterday, when the Chief
Circle (in other words our High Priest) came to inspect the State Prison and paid me his seventh annual visit, and
when for the seventh time he put me the question, ‘Was I any better?’ I tried to prove to him that he was ‘high’, as
well as long and broad, although he did not know it. But what was his reply? ‘You say I am “high”; measure my
“high-ness” and I will believe you.’ What could I do? How could I meet his challenge? I was crushed; and he left
the room triumphant.

“Does this still seem strange to you? Then put yourself in a similar position. Suppose a person of the Fourth
Dimension, condescending to visit you, were to say, ‘Whenever you open your eyes, you see a Plane (which is of
Two Dimensions) and you INFER a Solid (which is of Three); but in reality you also see (though you do not
recognize) a Fourth Dimension, which is not colour nor brightness nor anything of the kind, but a true Dimension,
although I cannot point out to you its direction, nor can you possibly measure it.’ What would you say to such a
visitor? Would not you have him locked up? Well, that is my fate: and it is as natural for us Flatlanders to lock up a
Square for preaching the Third Dimension, as it is for you Spacelanders to lock up a Cube for preaching the
Fourth. Alas, how strong a family likeness runs through blind and persecuting humanity in all Dimensions! Points,
Lines, Squares, Cubes, Extra-Cubes—we are all liable to the same errors, all alike the Slaves of our respective
Dimensional prejudices, as one of your Spaceland poets has said—

‘One touch of Nature makes all worlds akin’.”

[Note: The Author desires me to add, that the misconception of some of his critics on this matter has induced him
to insert in his dialogue with the Sphere, certain remarks which have a bearing on the point in question, and
which he had previously omitted as being tedious and unnecessary.]

On this point the defence of the Square seems to me to be impregnable. I wish I could say that his answer to the
second (or moral) objection was equally clear and cogent. It has been objected that he is a woman-hater; and as
this objection has been vehemently urged by those whom Nature’s decree has constituted the somewhat larger
half of the Spaceland race, I should like to remove it, so far as I can honestly do so. But the Square is so
unaccustomed to the use of the moral terminology of Spaceland that I should be doing him an injustice if I were
literally to transcribe his defence against this charge. Acting, therefore, as his interpreter and summarizer, I
gather that in the course of an imprisonment of seven years he has himself modified his own personal views, both
as regards Women and as regards the Isosceles or Lower Classes. Personally, he now inclines to the opinion of the
Sphere that the Straight Lines are in many important respects superior to the Circles. But, writing as a Historian,
he has identified himself (perhaps too closely) with the views generally adopted by Flatland, and (as he has been
informed) even by Spaceland, Historians; in whose pages (until very recent times) the destinies of Women and of
the masses of mankind have seldom been deemed worthy of mention and never of careful consideration.

In a still more obscure passage he now desires to disavow the Circular or aristocratic tendencies with which some
critics have naturally credited him. While doing justice to the intellectual power with which a few Circles have for
many generations maintained their supremacy over immense multitudes of their countrymen, he believes that the
facts of Flatland, speaking for themselves without comment on his part, declare that Revolutions cannot always be
suppressed by slaughter, and that Nature, in sentencing the Circles to infecundity, has condemned them to
ultimate failure—”and herein,” he says, “I see a fulfilment of the great Law of all worlds, that while the wisdom of
Man thinks it is working one thing, the wisdom of Nature constrains it to work another, and quite a different and
far better thing.” For the rest, he begs his readers not to suppose that every minute detail in the daily life of
Flatland must needs correspond to some other detail in Spaceland; and yet he hopes that, taken as a whole, his
work  may  prove  suggestive  as  well  as  amusing,  to  those  Spacelanders  of  moderate  and  modest  minds
who—speaking of that which is of the highest importance, but lies beyond experience—decline to say on the one
hand, “This can never be,” and on the other hand, “It must needs be precisely thus, and we know all about it.”
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20. How the Sphere encouraged me in a Vision

21. How I tried to teach the Theory of Three Dimensions to my Grandson, and with what
success

22. How I then tried to diffuse the Theory of Three Dimensions by other means, and of the
result

PART I: THIS WORLD
“Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.”

Section 1. Of the Nature of Flatland
I call our world Flatland, not because we call it so, but to make its nature clearer to you, my happy readers, who
are privileged to live in Space.

Imagine a vast sheet of paper on which straight Lines, Triangles, Squares, Pentagons, Hexagons, and other
figures, instead of remaining fixed in their places, move freely about, on or in the surface, but without the power
of rising above or sinking below it, very much like shadows—only hard and with luminous edges—and you will
then have a pretty correct notion of my country and countrymen. Alas, a few years ago, I should have said “my
universe”: but now my mind has been opened to higher views of things.

In such a country, you will perceive at once that it is impossible that there should be anything of what you call a
“solid” kind; but I dare say you will suppose that we could at least distinguish by sight the Triangles, Squares, and
other figures, moving about as I have described them. On the contrary, we could see nothing of the kind, not at
least so as to distinguish one figure from another. Nothing was visible, nor could be visible, to us, except Straight
Lines; and the necessity of this I will speedily demonstrate.

Place a penny on the middle of one of your tables in Space; and leaning over it, look down upon it. It will appear a
circle.

But now, drawing back to the edge of the table, gradually lower your eye (thus bringing yourself more and more
into the condition of the inhabitants of Flatland), and you will find the penny becoming more and more oval to
your view, and at last when you have placed your eye exactly on the edge of the table (so that you are, as it were,
actually a Flatlander) the penny will then have ceased to appear oval at all, and will have become, so far as you
can see, a straight line.

The same thing would happen if you were to treat in the same way a Triangle, or Square, or any other figure cut
out of pasteboard. As soon as you look at it with your eye on the edge on the table, you will find that it ceases to
appear to you a figure, and that it  becomes in appearance a straight line. Take for example an equilateral
Triangle—who represents with us a Tradesman of the respectable class. Fig. 1 represents the Tradesman as you
would see him while you were bending over him from above; figs. 2 and 3 represent the Tradesman, as you would
see him if your eye were close to the level, or all but on the level of the table; and if your eye were quite on the
level of the table (and that is how we see him in Flatland) you would see nothing but a straight line.

 

When I was in Spaceland I heard that your sailors have very similar experiences while they traverse your seas and
discern some distant island or coast lying on the horizon. The far-off land may have bays, forelands, angles in and
out to any number and extent; yet at a distance you see none of these (unless indeed your sun shines bright upon
them revealing the projections and retirements by means of light and shade), nothing but a grey unbroken line
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upon the water.

Well, that is just what we see when one of our triangular or other acquaintances comes toward us in Flatland. As
there is neither sun with us, nor any light of such a kind as to make shadows, we have none of the helps to the
sight that you have in Spaceland. If our friend comes closer to us we see his line becomes larger; if he leaves us it
becomes smaller: but still he looks like a straight line; be he a Triangle, Square, Pentagon, Hexagon, Circle, what
you will—a straight Line he looks and nothing else.

You may perhaps ask how under these disadvantageous circumstances we are able to distinguish our friends from
one another: but the answer to this very natural question will be more fitly and easily given when I come to
describe the inhabitants of Flatland. For the present let me defer this subject, and say a word or two about the
climate and houses in our country.

Section 2. Of the Climate and Houses in Flatland
 

As with you, so also with us, there are four points of the compass North, South, East, and West.

There being no sun nor other heavenly bodies, it is impossible for us to determine the North in the usual way; but
we have a method of our own. By a Law of Nature with us, there is a constant attraction to the South; and,
although in temperate climates this is very slight—so that even a Woman in reasonable health can journey several
furlongs  northward  without  much  difficulty—yet  the  hampering  effect  of  the  southward  attraction  is  quite
sufficient to serve as a compass in most parts of our earth. Moreover, the rain (which falls at stated intervals)
coming always from the North, is an additional assistance; and in the towns we have the guidance of the houses,
which of course have their side-walls running for the most part North and South, so that the roofs may keep off
the rain from the North. In the country, where there are no houses, the trunks of the trees serve as some sort of
guide. Altogether, we have not so much difficulty as might be expected in determining our bearings.

Yet in our more temperate regions, in which the southward attraction is hardly felt, walking sometimes in a
perfectly desolate plain where there have been no houses nor trees to guide me, I  have been occasionally
compelled to remain stationary for hours together, waiting till the rain came before continuing my journey. On the
weak and aged, and especially on delicate Females, the force of attraction tells much more heavily than on the
robust of the Male Sex, so that it is a point of breeding, if you meet a Lady in the street, always to give her the
North side of the way—by no means an easy thing to do always at short notice when you are in rude health and in
a climate where it is difficult to tell your North from your South.

Windows there are none in our houses: for the light comes to us alike in our homes and out of them, by day and by
night, equally at all times and in all places, whence we know not. It was in old days, with our learned men, an
interesting and oft-investigated question, “What is the origin of light?” and the solution of it has been repeatedly
attempted, with no other result than to crowd our lunatic asylums with the would-be solvers. Hence, after fruitless
attempts to suppress such investigations indirectly by making them liable to a heavy tax, the Legislature, in
comparatively recent times, absolutely prohibited them. I—alas, I alone in Flatland—know now only too well the
true solution of this mysterious problem; but my knowledge cannot be made intelligible to a single one of my
countrymen; and I am mocked at—I, the sole possessor of the truths of Space and of the theory of the introduction
of Light from the world of three Dimensions—as if I were the maddest of the mad! But a truce to these painful
digressions: let me return to our houses.

The most common form for the construction of a house is five-sided or pentagonal, as in the annexed figure. The
two Northern sides RO, OF, constitute the roof, and for the most part have no doors; on the East is a small door
for the Women; on the West a much larger one for the Men; the South side or floor is usually doorless.

Square and triangular houses are not allowed, and for this reason. The angles of a Square (and still more those of
an equilateral Triangle), being much more pointed than those of a Pentagon, and the lines of inanimate objects
(such as houses) being dimmer than the lines of Men and Women, it follows that there is no little danger lest the
points of a square or triangular house residence might do serious injury to an inconsiderate or perhaps absent-
minded traveller suddenly therefore, running against them: and as early as the eleventh century of our era,
triangular houses were universally forbidden by Law, the only exceptions being fortifications, powder-magazines,
barracks, and other state buildings, which it is not desirable that the general public should approach without
circumspection.
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At this period, square houses were still everywhere permitted, though discouraged by a special tax. But, about
three centuries afterwards, the Law decided that in all towns containing a population above ten thousand, the
angle of a Pentagon was the smallest house-angle that could be allowed consistently with the public safety. The
good sense of the community has seconded the efforts of the Legislature; and now, even in the country, the
pentagonal construction has superseded every other. It is only now and then in some very remote and backward
agricultural district that an antiquarian may still discover a square house.

Section 3. Concerning the Inhabitants of Flatland
 

The greatest length or breadth of a full grown inhabitant of Flatland may be estimated at about eleven of your
inches. Twelve inches may be regarded as a maximum.

Our Women are Straight Lines.

Our Soldiers and Lowest Classes of Workmen are Triangles with two equal sides, each about eleven inches long,
and a base or third side so short (often not exceeding half an inch) that they form at their vertices a very sharp
and formidable angle. Indeed when their bases are of the most degraded type (not more than the eighth part of an
inch in size), they can hardly be distinguished from Straight Lines or Women; so extremely pointed are their
vertices. With us, as with you, these Triangles are distinguished from others by being called Isosceles; and by this
name I shall refer to them in the following pages.

Our Middle Class consists of Equilateral or Equal-Sided Triangles.

Our Professional Men and Gentlemen are Squares (to which class I myself belong) and Five-Sided Figures or
Pentagons.

Next above these come the Nobility, of whom there are several degrees, beginning at Six-Sided Figures, or
Hexagons, and from thence rising in the number of their sides till they receive the honourable title of Polygonal,
or many-sided. Finally when the number of the sides becomes so numerous, and the sides themselves so small,
that the figure cannot be distinguished from a circle, he is included in the Circular or Priestly order; and this is the
highest class of all.

It is a Law of Nature with us that a male child shall have one more side than his father, so that each generation
shall rise (as a rule) one step in the scale of development and nobility. Thus the son of a Square is a Pentagon; the
son of a Pentagon, a Hexagon; and so on.
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But this rule applies not always to the Tradesmen, and still less often to the Soldiers, and to the Workmen; who
indeed can hardly be said to deserve the name of human Figures, since they have not all their sides equal. With
them therefore the Law of Nature does not hold; and the son of an Isosceles (i.e. a Triangle with two sides equal)
remains Isosceles still. Nevertheless, all hope is not shut out, even from the Isosceles, that his posterity may
ultimately rise above his degraded condition. For, after a long series of military successes, or diligent and skilful
labours, it is generally found that the more intelligent among the Artisan and Soldier classes manifest a slight
increase of their third side or base, and a shrinkage of the two other sides. Intermarriages (arranged by the
Priests) between the sons and daughters of these more intellectual members of the lower classes generally result
in an offspring approximating still more to the type of the Equal-Sided Triangle.

Rarely—in proportion to the vast numbers of Isosceles births—is a genuine and certifiable Equal-Sided Triangle
produced from Isosceles parents. [Note: “What need of a certificate?” a Spaceland critic may ask: “Is not the
procreation of a Square Son a certificate from Nature herself, proving the Equal-sidedness of the Father?” I reply
that no Lady of any position will marry an uncertified Triangle. Square offspring has sometimes resulted from a
slightly Irregular Triangle; but in almost every such case the Irregularity of the first generation is visited on the
third; which either fails to attain the Pentagonal rank, or relapses to the Triangular.] Such a birth requires, as its
antecedents, not only a series of carefully arranged intermarriages, but also a long, continued exercise of frugality
and self-control on the part of the would-be ancestors of the coming Equilateral, and a patient, systematic, and
continuous development of the Isosceles intellect through many generations.

The birth of a True Equilateral Triangle from Isosceles parents is the subject of rejoicing in our country for many
furlongs around. After a strict examination conducted by the Sanitary and Social Board, the infant, if certified as
Regular, is with solemn ceremonial admitted into the class of Equilaterals. He is then immediately taken from his
proud yet sorrowing parents and adopted by some childless Equilateral, who is bound by oath never to permit the
child henceforth to enter his former home or so much as to look upon his relations again, for fear lest the freshly
developed organism may, by force of unconscious imitation, fall back again into his hereditary level.

The occasional emergence of an Equilateral from the ranks of his serf-born ancestors is welcomed, not only by the
poor serfs themselves, as a gleam of light and hope shed upon the monotonous squalor of their existence, but also
by the Aristocracy at large; for all the higher classes are well aware that these rare phenomena, while they do
little or nothing to vulgarize their own privileges, serve as a most useful barrier against revolution from below.

Had the acute-angled rabble been all, without exception, absolutely destitute of hope and of ambition, they might
have found leaders in some of their many seditious outbreaks, so able as to render their superior numbers and
strength too much even for the wisdom of the Circles. But a wise ordinance of Nature has decreed that, in
proportion as the working-classes increase in intelligence, knowledge, and all virtue, in that same proportion their
acute angle (which makes them physically terrible) shall increase also and approximate to the comparatively
harmless angle of the Equilateral Triangle. Thus, in the most brutal and formidable of the soldier class—creatures
almost on a level with women in their lack of intelligence—it is found that, as they wax in the mental ability
necessary  to  employ  their  tremendous  penetrating  power  to  advantage,  so  do  they  wane in  the  power  of
penetration itself.

How admirable is this Law of Compensation! And how perfect a proof of the natural fitness and, I may almost say,
the divine origin of the aristocratic constitution of the States in Flatland! By a judicious use of this Law of Nature,
the Polygons and Circles are almost always able to stifle sedition in its very cradle, taking advantage of the
irrepressible and boundless hopefulness of the human mind. Art also comes to the aid of Law and Order. It is
generally found possible—by a little artificial compression or expansion on the part of the State physicians—to
make some of the more intelligent leaders of a rebellion perfectly Regular, and to admit them at once into the
privileged classes; a much larger number, who are still below the standard, allured by the prospect of being
ultimately ennobled, are induced to enter the State Hospitals, where they are kept in honourable confinement for
life; one or two alone of the more obstinate, foolish, and hopelessly irregular are led to execution.

Then the wretched rabble of the Isosceles, planless and leaderless, are either transfixed without resistance by the
small body of their brethren whom the Chief Circle keeps in pay for emergencies of this kind; or else more often,
by means of jealousies and suspicions skilfully fomented among them by the Circular party, they are stirred to
mutual warfare, and perish by one another’s angles. No less than one hundred and twenty rebellions are recorded
in our annals, besides minor outbreaks numbered at two hundred and thirty-five; and they have all ended thus.
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Section 4. Concerning the Women
 

If our highly pointed Triangles of the Soldier class are formidable, it may be readily inferred that far more
formidable are our Women. For if a Soldier is a wedge, a Woman is a needle; being, so to speak, ALL point, at
least at the two extremities. Add to this the power of making herself practically invisible at will, and you will
perceive that a Female, in Flatland, is a creature by no means to be trifled with.

But here, perhaps, some of my younger Readers may ask HOW a woman in Flatland can make herself invisible.
This ought, I think, to be apparent without any explanation. However, a few words will make it clear to the most
unreflecting.

Place a needle on a table. Then, with your eye on the level of the table, look at it side-ways, and you see the whole
length of it; but look at it end-ways, and you see nothing but a point, it has become practically invisible. Just so is
it with one of our Women. When her side is turned towards us, we see her as a straight line; when the end
containing her eye or mouth—for with us these two organs are identical—is the part that meets our eye, then we
see nothing but a highly lustrous point; but when the back is presented to our view, then—being only sub-lustrous,
and, indeed, almost as dim as an inanimate object—her hinder extremity serves her as a kind of Invisible Cap.

The dangers to which we are exposed from our Women must now be manifest to the meanest capacity in
Spaceland. If even the angle of a respectable Triangle in the middle class is not without its dangers; if to run
against a Working Man involves a gash; if collision with an officer of the military class necessitates a serious
wound; if a mere touch from the vertex of a Private Soldier brings with it danger of death;—what can it be to run
against a Woman, except absolute and immediate destruction? And when a Woman is invisible, or visible only as a
dim sub-lustrous point, how difficult must it be, even for the most cautious, always to avoid collision!

Many are the enactments made at different times in the different States of Flatland, in order to minimize this
peril; and in the Southern and less temperate climates where the force of gravitation is greater, and human beings
more liable to casual and involuntary motions, the Laws concerning Women are naturally much more stringent.
But a general view of the Code may be obtained from the following summary:—

1. Every house shall have one entrance in the Eastern side, for the use of Females only; by which all females shall
enter “in a becoming and respectful manner” and not by the Men’s or Western door. [Note: When I was in
Spaceland I understood that some of your Priestly circles have in the same way a separate entrance for Villagers,
Farmers and Teachers of Board Schools (`Spectator’, Sept. 1884, p. 1255) that they may “approach in a becoming
and respectful manner.”]

2. No Female shall walk in any public place without continually keeping up her Peace-cry, under penalty of death.

3. Any Female, duly certified to be suffering from St. Vitus’s Dance, fits, chronic cold accompanied by violent
sneezing, or any disease necessitating involuntary motions, shall be instantly destroyed.

In some of the States there is an additional Law forbidding Females, under penalty of death, from walking or
standing in any public place without moving their backs constantly from right to left so as to indicate their
presence to those behind them; others oblige a Woman, when travelling, to be followed by one of her sons, or
servants,  or  by her husband;  others confine Women altogether to  their  houses except  during the religious
festivals. But it has been found by the wisest of our Circles or Statesmen that the multiplication of restrictions on
Females tends not only to the debilitation and diminution of the race, but also to the increase of domestic murders
to such an extent that a State loses more than it gains by a too prohibitive Code.

For whenever the temper of the Women is thus exasperated by confinement at home or hampering regulations
abroad, they are apt to vent their spleen upon their husbands and children; and in the less temperate climates the
whole male population of a village has been sometimes destroyed in one or two hours of simultaneous female
outbreak. Hence the Three Laws, mentioned above, suffice for the better regulated States, and may be accepted
as a rough exemplification of our Female Code.

After all, our principal safeguard is found, not in Legislature, but in the interests of the Women themselves. For,
although they can inflict instantaneous death by a retrograde movement, yet unless they can at once disengage
their stinging extremity from the struggling body of their victim, their own frail bodies are liable to be shattered.

The power of Fashion is also on our side. I pointed out that in some less civilized States no female is suffered to
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stand in any public place without swaying her back from right to left. This practice has been universal among
ladies of any pretensions to breeding in all well-governed States, as far back as the memory of Figures can reach.
It is considered a disgrace to any State that legislation should have to enforce what ought to be, and is in every
respectable female, a natural instinct. The rhythmical and, if I may so say, well-modulated undulation of the back
in our ladies of Circular rank is envied and imitated by the wife of a common Equilateral, who can achieve nothing
beyond a mere monotonous swing, like the ticking of a pendulum; and the regular tick of the Equilateral is no less
admired and copied by the wife of the progressive and aspiring Isosceles, in the females of whose family no “back-
motion” of any kind has become as yet a necessity of life. Hence, in every family of position and consideration,
“back motion” is as prevalent as time itself; and the husbands and sons in these households enjoy immunity at
least from invisible attacks.

Not that it must be for a moment supposed that our Women are destitute of affection. But unfortunately the
passion of the moment predominates, in the Frail  Sex, over every other consideration. This is,  of course, a
necessity arising from their unfortunate conformation. For as they have no pretensions to an angle, being inferior
in this respect to the very lowest of the Isosceles, they are consequently wholly devoid of brain-power, and have
neither reflection, judgment nor forethought, and hardly any memory. Hence, in their fits of fury, they remember
no claims and recognize no distinctions. I have actually known a case where a Woman has exterminated her whole
household, and half an hour afterwards, when her rage was over and the fragments swept away, has asked what
has become of her husband and her children.

Obviously then a Woman is not to be irritated as long as she is in a position where she can turn round. When you
have them in their apartments—which are constructed with a view to denying them that power—you can say and
do what you like; for they are then wholly impotent for mischief, and will not remember a few minutes hence the
incident for which they may be at this moment threatening you with death, nor the promises which you may have
found it necessary to make in order to pacify their fury.

On the whole we get on pretty smoothly in our domestic relations, except in the lower strata of the Military
Classes. There the want of tact and discretion on the part of the husbands produces at times indescribable
disasters. Relying too much on the offensive weapons of their acute angles instead of the defensive organs of good
sense and seasonable simulation, these reckless creatures too often neglect the prescribed construction of the
women’s apartments, or irritate their wives by ill-advised expressions out of doors, which they refuse immediately
to retract. Moreover a blunt and stolid regard for literal truth indisposes them to make those lavish promises by
which the more judicious Circle can in a moment pacify his consort. The result is massacre; not, however, without
its advantages, as it eliminates the more brutal and troublesome of the Isosceles; and by many of our Circles the
destructiveness of the Thinner Sex is regarded as one among many providential arrangements for suppressing
redundant population, and nipping Revolution in the bud.

Yet even in our best regulated and most approximately Circular families I cannot say that the ideal of family life is
so high as with you in Spaceland. There is peace, in so far as the absence of slaughter may be called by that name,
but there is necessarily little harmony of tastes or pursuits; and the cautious wisdom of the Circles has ensured
safety at the cost of domestic comfort. In every Circular or Polygonal household it has been a habit from time
immemorial—and now has become a kind of instinct among the women of our higher classes—that the mothers
and daughters should constantly keep their eyes and mouths towards their husband and his male friends; and for
a lady in a family of distinction to turn her back upon her husband would be regarded as a kind of portent,
involving loss of STATUS. But, as I shall soon shew, this custom, though it has the advantage of safety, is not
without its disadvantages.

In the house of the Working Man or respectable Tradesman—where the wife is allowed to turn her back upon her
husband, while pursuing her household avocations—there are at least intervals of quiet, when the wife is neither
seen nor heard, except for the humming sound of the continuous Peace-cry; but in the homes of the upper classes
there is too often no peace. There the voluble mouth and bright penetrating eye are ever directed towards the
Master of the household; and light itself is not more persistent than the stream of feminine discourse. The tact and
skill which suffice to avert a Woman’s sting are unequal to the task of stopping a Woman’s mouth; and as the wife
has absolutely nothing to say, and absolutely no constraint of wit, sense, or conscience to prevent her from saying
it, not a few cynics have been found to aver that they prefer the danger of the death-dealing but inaudible sting to
the safe sonorousness of a Woman’s other end.

To my readers in Spaceland the condition of our Women may seem truly deplorable, and so indeed it is. A Male of
the lowest type of the Isosceles may look forward to some improvement of his angle, and to the ultimate elevation
of the whole of his degraded caste; but no Woman can entertain such hopes for her sex. “Once a Woman, always a
Woman” is a Decree of Nature; and the very Laws of Evolution seem suspended in her disfavour. Yet at least we
can admire the wise Prearrangement which has ordained that, as they have no hopes, so they shall have no
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memory to recall, and no forethought to anticipate, the miseries and humiliations which are at once a necessity of
their existence and the basis of the constitution of Flatland.

Section 5. Of our Methods of Recognizing one another
 

You, who are blessed with shade as well as light, you, who are gifted with two eyes, endowed with a knowledge of
perspective,  and charmed with the enjoyment of  various colours,  you, who can actually SEE an angle,  and
contemplate the complete circumference of a circle in the happy region of the Three Dimensions—how shall I
make  clear  to  you  the  extreme  difficulty  which  we  in  Flatland  experience  in  recognizing  one  another’s
configuration?

Recall what I told you above. All beings in Flatland, animate or inanimate, no matter what their form, present TO
OUR VIEW the same,  or  nearly  the same,  appearance,  viz.  that  of  a  straight  Line.  How then can one be
distinguished from another, where all appear the same?

The answer is threefold. The first means of recognition is the sense of hearing; which with us is far more highly
developed than with you, and which enables us not only to distinguish by the voice our personal friends, but even
to discriminate between different classes, at least so far as concerns the three lowest orders, the Equilateral, the
Square, and the Pentagon—for of the Isosceles I take no account. But as we ascend in the social scale, the process
of discriminating and being discriminated by hearing increases in difficulty, partly because voices are assimilated,
partly because the faculty of voice-discrimination is a plebeian virtue not much developed among the Aristocracy.
And wherever there is any danger of imposture we cannot trust to this method. Amongst our lowest orders, the
vocal organs are developed to a degree more than correspondent with those of hearing, so that an Isosceles can
easily feign the voice of a Polygon, and, with some training, that of a Circle himself. A second method is therefore
more commonly resorted to.

FEELING is, among our Women and lower classes—about our upper classes I shall speak presently—the principal
test of recognition, at all events between strangers, and when the question is, not as to the individual, but as to
the class. What therefore “introduction” is among the higher classes in Spaceland, that the process of “feeling” is
with us. “Permit me to ask you to feel and be felt by my friend Mr. So-and-so”—is still, among the more old-
fashioned  of  our  country  gentlemen in  districts  remote  from towns,  the  customary  formula  for  a  Flatland
introduction. But in the towns, and among men of business, the words “be felt by” are omitted and the sentence is
abbreviated to, “Let me ask you to feel Mr. So-and-so”; although it is assumed, of course, that the “feeling” is to be
reciprocal. Among our still more modern and dashing young gentlemen—who are extremely averse to superfluous
effort and supremely indifferent to the purity of their native language—the formula is still further curtailed by the
use of “to feel” in a technical sense, meaning, “to recommend-for-the-purposes-of-feeling-and-being-felt”; and at
this moment the “slang” of polite or fast society in the upper classes sanctions such a barbarism as “Mr. Smith,
permit me to feel Mr. Jones.”

Let not my Reader however suppose that “feeling” is with us the tedious process that it would be with you, or that
we find it necessary to feel right round all the sides of every individual before we determine the class to which he
belongs. Long practice and training, begun in the schools and continued in the experience of daily life, enable us
to discriminate at once by the sense of touch, between the angles of an equal-sided Triangle,  Square, and
Pentagon; and I need not say that the brainless vertex of an acute-angled Isosceles is obvious to the dullest touch.
It is therefore not necessary, as a rule, to do more than feel a single angle of an individual; and this, once
ascertained, tells us the class of the person whom we are addressing, unless indeed he belongs to the higher
sections of the nobility. There the difficulty is much greater. Even a Master of Arts in our University of Wentbridge
has been known to confuse a ten-sided with a twelve-sided Polygon; and there is hardly a Doctor of Science in or
out of that famous University who could pretend to decide promptly and unhesitatingly between a twenty-sided
and a twenty-four sided member of the Aristocracy.

Those of my readers who recall the extracts I gave above from the Legislative code concerning Women, will
readily perceive that the process of introduction by contact requires some care and discretion. Otherwise the
angles might inflict on the unwary Feeler irreparable injury. It is essential for the safety of the Feeler that the Felt
should stand perfectly still. A start, a fidgety shifting of the position, yes, even a violent sneeze, has been known
before now to prove fatal to the incautious, and to nip in the bud many a promising friendship. Especially is this
true among the lower classes of the Triangles. With them, the eye is situated so far from their vertex that they can
scarcely take cognizance of what goes on at that extremity of their frame. They are, moreover, of a rough coarse
nature, not sensitive to the delicate touch of the highly organized Polygon. What wonder then if an involuntary
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toss of the head has ere now deprived the State of a valuable life!

I have heard that my excellent Grandfather—one of the least irregular of his unhappy Isosceles class, who indeed
obtained, shortly before his decease, four out of seven votes from the Sanitary and Social Board for passing him
into the class of the Equal-sided—often deplored, with a tear in his venerable eye, a miscarriage of this kind,
which had occured to his great-great-great-Grandfather, a respectable Working Man with an angle or brain of 59
degrees 30 minutes. According to his account, my unfortunate Ancestor, being afflicted with rheumatism, and in
the act of being felt by a Polygon, by one sudden start accidentally transfixed the Great Man through the diagonal;
and thereby, partly in consequence of his long imprisonment and degradation, and partly because of the moral
shock which pervaded the whole of my Ancestor’s relations, threw back our family a degree and a half in their
ascent towards better things. The result was that in the next generation the family brain was registered at only 58
degrees, and not till the lapse of five generations was the lost ground recovered, the full 60 degrees attained, and
the Ascent from the Isosceles finally achieved. And all this series of calamities from one little accident in the
process of Feeling.

At this point I think I hear some of my better educated readers exclaim, “How could you in Flatland know anything
about angles and degrees, or minutes? We can SEE an angle, because we, in the region of Space, can see two
straight lines inclined to one another; but you, who can see nothing but one straight line at a time, or at all events
only a number of bits of straight lines all in one straight line—how can you ever discern any angle, and much less
register angles of different sizes?”

I answer that though we cannot SEE angles, we can INFER them, and this with great precision. Our sense of
touch,  stimulated  by  necessity,  and developed by  long training,  enables  us  to  distinguish  angles  far  more
accurately than your sense of sight, when unaided by a rule or measure of angles. Nor must I omit to explain that
we have great natural helps. It is with us a Law of Nature that the brain of the Isosceles class shall begin at half a
degree, or thirty minutes, and shall increase (if it increases at all) by half a degree in every generation; until the
goal of 60 degrees is reached, when the condition of serfdom is quitted, and the freeman enters the class of
Regulars.

Consequently, Nature herself supplies us with an ascending scale or Alphabet of angles for half a degree up to 60
degrees, Specimens of which are placed in every Elementary School throughout the land. Owing to occasional
retrogressions, to still more frequent moral and intellectual stagnation, and to the extraordinary fecundity of the
Criminal and Vagabond Classes, there is always a vast superfluity of individuals of the half degree and single
degree class, and a fair abundance of Specimens up to 10 degrees. These are absolutely destitute of civic rights;
and a great number of them, not having even intelligence enough for the purposes of warfare, are devoted by the
States to the service of education. Fettered immovably so as to remove all possibility of danger, they are placed in
the class rooms of our Infant Schools, and there they are utilized by the Board of Education for the purpose of
imparting to the offspring of the Middle Classes that tact and intelligence of which these wretched creatures
themselves are utterly devoid.

In some States the Specimens are occasionally fed and suffered to exist for several years; but in the more
temperate and better regulated regions,  it  is  found in the long run more advantageous for the educational
interests of the young, to dispense with food, and to renew the Specimens every month—which is about the
average duration of the foodless existence of the Criminal class. In the cheaper schools, what is gained by the
longer existence of the Specimen is lost, partly in the expenditure for food, and partly in the diminished accuracy
of  the angles,  which are impaired after a few weeks of  constant “feeling”.  Nor must we forget to add,  in
enumerating the advantages of the more expensive system, that it tends, though slightly yet perceptibly, to the
diminution of the redundant Isosceles population—an object which every statesman in Flatland constantly keeps in
view. On the whole therefore—although I am not ignorant that, in many popularly elected School Boards, there is
a reaction in favour of “the cheap system” as it is called—I am myself disposed to think that this is one of the many
cases in which expense is the truest economy.

But I must not allow questions of School Board politics to divert me from my subject. Enough has been said, I
trust, to shew that Recognition by Feeling is not so tedious or indecisive a process as might have been supposed;
and it is obviously more trustworthy than Recognition by hearing. Still there remains, as has been pointed out
above, the objection that this method is not without danger. For this reason many in the Middle and Lower
classes, and all without exception in the Polygonal and Circular orders, prefer a third method, the description of
which shall be reserved for the next section.
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Section 6. Of Recognition by Sight
 

I am about to appear very inconsistent. In previous sections I have said that all figures in Flatland present the
appearance of a straight line; and it was added or implied, that it is consequently impossible to distinguish by the
visual organ between individuals of different classes: yet now I am about to explain to my Spaceland critics how
we are able to recognize one another by the sense of sight.

If however the Reader will take the trouble to refer to the passage in which Recognition by Feeling is stated to be
universal, he will find this qualification—”among the lower classes”. It is only among the higher classes and in our
temperate climates that Sight Recognition is practised.

That this power exists in any regions and for any classes is the result of Fog; which prevails during the greater
part of the year in all parts save the torrid zones. That which is with you in Spaceland an unmixed evil, blotting
out the landscape, depressing the spirits, and enfeebling the health, is by us recognized as a blessing scarcely
inferior to air itself, and as the Nurse of arts and Parent of sciences. But let me explain my meaning, without
further eulogies on this beneficent Element.

If Fog were non-existent, all lines would appear equally and indistinguishably clear; and this is actually the case in
those unhappy countries in which the atmosphere is perfectly dry and transparent. But wherever there is a rich
supply of Fog objects that are at a distance, say of three feet, are appreciably dimmer than those at a distance of
two feet eleven inches; and the result is that by careful and constant experimental observation of comparative
dimness and clearness, we are enabled to infer with great exactness the configuration of the object observed.

An instance will do more than a volume of generalities to make my meaning clear.

Suppose I see two individuals approaching whose rank I wish to ascertain. They are, we will suppose, a Merchant
and a Physician, or in other words, an Equilateral Triangle and a Pentagon: how am I to distinguish them?
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It will be obvious, to every child in Spaceland who has touched the threshold of Geometrical Studies, that, if I can
bring my eye so that its glance may bisect an angle (A) of the approaching stranger, my view will lie as it were
evenly between his two sides that are next to me (viz. CA and AB), so that I shall contemplate the two impartially,
and both will appear of the same size.

Now in the case of (1) the Merchant, what shall I see? I shall see a straight line DAE, in which the middle point (A)
will be very bright because it is nearest to me; but on either side the line will shade away RAPIDLY INTO
DIMNESS, because the sides AC and AB RECEDE RAPIDLY INTO THE FOG and what appear to me as the
Merchant’s extremities, viz. D and E, will be VERY DIM INDEED.

On the other hand in the case of (2) the Physician, though I shall here also see a line (D’A’E’) with a bright centre
(A’), yet it will shade away LESS RAPIDLY into dimness, because the sides (A’C’, A’B’) RECEDE LESS RAPIDLY
INTO THE FOG: and what appear to me the Physician’s extremities, viz. D’ and E’, will not be NOT SO DIM as the
extremities of the Merchant.

The Reader will probably understand from these two instances how—after a very long training supplemented by
constant experience—it is possible for the well-educated classes among us to discriminate with fair accuracy
between the middle and lowest orders, by the sense of sight. If my Spaceland Patrons have grasped this general
conception, so far as to conceive the possibility of it and not to reject my account as altogether incredible—I shall
have attained all I can reasonably expect. Were I to attempt further details I should only perplex. Yet for the sake
of the young and inexperienced, who may perchance infer—from the two simple instances I have given above, of
the manner in which I should recognize my Father and my Sons—that Recognition by sight is an easy affair, it may
be needful to point out that in actual life most of the problems of Sight Recognition are far more subtle and
complex.

If for example, when my Father, the Triangle, approaches me, he happens to present his side to me instead of his
angle, then, until I have asked him to rotate, or until I have edged my eye round him, I am for the moment
doubtful whether he may not be a Straight Line, or, in other words, a Woman. Again, when I am in the company of
one of my two hexagonal Grandsons, contemplating one of his sides (AB) full front, it will be evident from the
accompanying diagram that I shall see one whole line (AB) in comparative brightness (shading off hardly at all at
the ends) and two smaller lines (CA and BD) dim throughout and shading away into greater dimness towards the
extremities C and D.

 

 

But I must not give way to the temptation of enlarging on these topics. The meanest mathematician in Spaceland
will  readily  believe  me  when  I  assert  that  the  problems  of  life,  which  present  themselves  to  the  well-
educated—when  they  are  themselves  in  motion,  rotating,  advancing  or  retreating,  and  at  the  same  time
attempting to discriminate by the sense of sight between a number of Polygons of high rank moving in different
directions, as for example in a ball-room or conversazione—must be of a nature to task the angularity of the most
intellectual,  and amply justify the rich endowments of the Learned Professors of Geometry, both Static and
Kinetic, in the illustrious University of Wentbridge, where the Science and Art of Sight Recognition are regularly
taught to large classes of the ELITE of the States.

It is only a few of the scions of our noblest and wealthiest houses, who are able to give the time and money
necessary for the thorough prosecution of this noble and valuable Art. Even to me, a Mathematician of no mean
standing, and the Grandfather of two most hopeful and perfectly regular Hexagons, to find myself in the midst of a
crowd of rotating Polygons of the higher classes, is occasionally very perplexing. And of course to a common



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

417

Tradesman, or Serf, such a sight is almost as unintelligible as it would be to you, my Reader, were you suddenly
transported into our country.

In such a crowd you could see on all sides of you nothing but a Line, apparently straight, but of which the parts
would vary irregularly and perpetually in brightness or dimness. Even if you had completed your third year in the
Pentagonal and Hexagonal classes in the University, and were perfect in the theory of the subject, you would still
find that there was need of many years of experience, before you could move in a fashionable crowd without
jostling against your betters, whom it is against etiquette to ask to “feel”, and who, by their superior culture and
breeding, know all about your movements, while you know very little or nothing about theirs. In a word, to
comport oneself with perfect propriety in Polygonal society, one ought to be a Polygon oneself. Such at least is the
painful teaching of my experience.

It is astonishing how much the Art—or I may almost call it instinct—of Sight Recognition is developed by the
habitual practice of it and by the avoidance of the custom of “Feeling”. Just as, with you, the deaf and dumb, if
once allowed to gesticulate and to use the hand-alphabet, will never acquire the more difficult but far more
valuable art of lipspeech and lip-reading, so it is with us as regards “Seeing” and “Feeling”. None who in early life
resort to “Feeling” will ever learn “Seeing” in perfection.

For this reason, among our Higher Classes, “Feeling” is discouraged or absolutely forbidden. From the cradle
their children, instead of going to the Public Elementary schools (where the art of Feeling is taught), are sent to
higher Seminaries of an exclusive character; and at our illustrious University, to “feel” is regarded as a most
serious fault, involving Rustication for the first offence, and Expulsion for the second.

But among the lower classes the art of Sight Recognition is regarded as an unattainable luxury. A common
Tradesman cannot afford to let his son spend a third of his life in abstract studies. The children of the poor are
therefore allowed to “feel” from their earliest years, and they gain thereby a precocity and an early vivacity which
contrast at first most favourably with the inert, undeveloped, and listless behaviour of the half-instructed youths of
the Polygonal class; but when the latter have at last completed their University course, and are prepared to put
their theory into practice, the change that comes over them may almost be described as a new birth, and in every
art, science, and social pursuit they rapidly overtake and distance their Triangular competitors.

Only a few of the Polygonal Class fail to pass the Final Test or Leaving Examination at the University. The
condition of the unsuccessful minority is truly pitiable. Rejected from the higher class, they are also despised by
the lower. They have neither the matured and systematically trained powers of the Polygonal Bachelors and
Masters of Arts, nor yet the native precocity and mercurial versatility of the youthful Tradesman. The professions,
the public services, are closed against them; and though in most States they are not actually debarred from
marriage, yet they have the greatest difficulty in forming suitable alliances, as experience shews that the offspring
of such unfortunate and ill-endowed parents is generally itself unfortunate, if not positively Irregular.

It is from these specimens of the refuse of our Nobility that the great Tumults and Seditions of past ages have
generally derived their leaders; and so great is the mischief thence arising that an increasing minority of our more
progressive Statesmen are of opinion that true mercy would dictate their entire suppression, by enacting that all
who fail to pass the Final Examination of the University should be either imprisoned for life, or extinguished by a
painless death.

But I find myself digressing into the subject of Irregularities, a matter of such vital interest that it demands a
separate section.

Section 7. Concerning Irregular Figures
 

Throughout the previous pages I have been assuming—what perhaps should have been laid down at the beginning
as a distinct and fundamental proposition—that every human being in Flatland is a Regular Figure, that is to say
of regular construction. By this I mean that a Woman must not only be a line, but a straight line; that an Artisan or
Soldier must have two of his sides equal; that Tradesmen must have three sides equal; Lawyers (of which class I
am a humble member), four sides equal, and generally, that in every Polygon, all the sides must be equal.

The size of the sides would of course depend upon the age of the individual. A Female at birth would be about an
inch long, while a tall adult Woman might extend to a foot. As to the Males of every class, it may be roughly said
that the length of an adult’s sides, when added together, is two feet or a little more. But the size of our sides is not
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under consideration. I am speaking of the EQUALITY of sides, and it does not need much reflection to see that the
whole of the social life in Flatland rests upon the fundamental fact that Nature wills all Figures to have their sides
equal.

If our sides were unequal our angles might be unequal. Instead of its being sufficient to feel, or estimate by sight,
a single angle in order to determine the form of an individual, it would be necessary to ascertain each angle by the
experiment of Feeling. But life would be too short for such a tedious grouping. The whole science and art of Sight
Recognition would at once perish; Feeling, so far as it is an art, would not long survive; intercourse would become
perilous or impossible; there would be an end to all confidence, all forethought; no one would be safe in making
the most simple social arrangements; in a word, civilization would relapse into barbarism.

Am I going too fast to carry my Readers with me to these obvious conclusions? Surely a moment’s reflection, and a
single instance from common life, must convince every one that our whole social system is based upon Regularity,
or Equality of Angles. You meet, for example, two or three Tradesmen in the street, whom you recognize at once
to be Tradesmen by a glance at their angles and rapidly bedimmed sides, and you ask them to step into your house
to lunch. This you do at present with perfect confidence, because everyone knows to an inch or two the area
occupied by an adult Triangle: but imagine that your Tradesman drags behind his regular and respectable vertex,
a parallelogram of twelve or thirteen inches in diagonal:—what are you to do with such a monster sticking fast in
your house door?

But I am insulting the intelligence of my Readers by accumulating details which must be patent to everyone who
enjoys the advantages of a Residence in Spaceland. Obviously the measurements of a single angle would no longer
be sufficient under such portentous circumstances; one’s whole life would be taken up in feeling or surveying the
perimeter of one’s acquaintances. Already the difficulties of avoiding a collision in a crowd are enough to tax the
sagacity of even a well-educated Square; but if no one could calculate the Regularity of a single figure in the
company, all would be chaos and confusion, and the slightest panic would cause serious injuries, or—if there
happened to be any Women or Soldiers present—perhaps considerable loss of life.

Expediency therefore concurs with Nature in stamping the seal of its approval upon Regularity of conformation:
nor has the Law been backward in seconding their efforts. “Irregularity of Figure” means with us the same as, or
more than, a combination of moral obliquity and criminality with you, and is treated accordingly. There are not
wanting, it is true, some promulgators of paradoxes who maintain that there is no necessary connection between
geometrical and moral Irregularity. “The Irregular”, they say, “is from his birth scouted by his own parents,
derided by his brothers and sisters, neglected by the domestics, scorned and suspected by society, and excluded
from all posts of responsibility, trust, and useful activity. His every movement is jealously watched by the police
till he comes of age and presents himself for inspection; then he is either destroyed, if he is found to exceed the
fixed margin of deviation, or else immured in a Government Office as a clerk of the seventh class; prevented from
marriage; forced to drudge at an uninteresting occupation for a miserable stipend; obliged to live and board at the
office, and to take even his vacation under close supervision; what wonder that human nature, even in the best
and purest, is embittered and perverted by such surroundings!”

All this very plausible reasoning does not convince me, as it has not convinced the wisest of our Statesmen, that
our ancestors erred in laying it down as an axiom of policy that the toleration of Irregularity is incompatible with
the safety of the State. Doubtless, the life of an Irregular is hard; but the interests of the Greater Number require
that it shall be hard. If a man with a triangular front and a polygonal back were allowed to exist and to propagate
a still more Irregular posterity, what would become of the arts of life? Are the houses and doors and churches in
Flatland to be altered in order to accommodate such monsters? Are our ticket-collectors to be required to measure
every man’s perimeter before they allow him to enter a theatre or to take his place in a lecture room? Is an
Irregular to be exempted from the militia? And if not, how is he to be prevented from carrying desolation into the
ranks of his comrades? Again, what irresistible temptations to fraudulent impostures must needs beset such a
creature! How easy for him to enter a shop with his polygonal front foremost, and to order goods to any extent
from a confiding tradesman!  Let  the advocates  of  a  falsely  called Philanthropy plead as  they may for  the
abrogation of the Irregular Penal Laws, I for my part have never known an Irregular who was not also what
Nature  evidently  intended  him to  be—a hypocrite,  a  misanthropist,  and,  up  to  the  limits  of  his  power,  a
perpetrator of all manner of mischief.

Not that I should be disposed to recommend (at present) the extreme measures adopted by some States, where an
infant whose angle deviates by half a degree from the correct angularity is summarily destroyed at birth. Some of
our highest and ablest men, men of real genius, have during their earliest days laboured under deviations as great
as, or even greater than, forty-five minutes: and the loss of their precious lives would have been an irreparable
injury to the State. The art of healing also has achieved some of its most glorious triumphs in the compressions,
extensions, trepannings, colligations, and other surgical or diaetetic operations by which Irregularity has been
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partly  or  wholly  cured.  Advocating therefore a  VIA MEDIA,  I  would lay down no fixed or  absolute line of
demarcation; but at the period when the frame is just beginning to set, and when the Medical Board has reported
that recovery is improbable, I would suggest that the Irregular offspring be painlessly and mercifully consumed.

Section 8. Of the Ancient Practice of Painting
 

If my Readers have followed me with any attention up to this point, they will not be surprised to hear that life is
somewhat dull in Flatland. I do not, of course, mean that there are not battles, conspiracies, tumults, factions, and
all those other phenomena which are supposed to make History interesting; nor would I deny that the strange
mixture of the problems of life and the problems of Mathematics, continually inducing conjecture and giving the
opportunity  of  immediate  verification,  imparts  to  our  existence  a  zest  which  you  in  Spaceland  can  hardly
comprehend. I speak now from the aesthetic and artistic point of view when I say that life with us is dull;
aesthetically and artistically, very dull indeed.

How can it be otherwise, when all one’s prospect, all one’s landscapes, historical pieces, portraits, flowers, still
life, are nothing but a single line, with no varieties except degrees of brightness and obscurity?

It was not always thus. Colour, if Tradition speaks the truth, once for the space of half a dozen centuries or more,
threw a transient splendour over the lives of our ancestors in the remotest ages. Some private individual—a
Pentagon whose name is variously reported—having casually discovered the constituents of the simpler colours
and a rudimentary method of painting, is said to have begun decorating first his house, then his slaves, then his
Father, his Sons, and Grandsons, lastly himself. The convenience as well as the beauty of the results commended
themselves to all. Wherever Chromatistes,—for by that name the most trustworthy authorities concur in calling
him,—turned his variegated frame, there he at once excited attention, and attracted respect. No one now needed
to “feel” him; no one mistook his front for his back; all his movements were readily ascertained by his neighbours
without the slightest strain on their powers of calculation; no one jostled him, or failed to make way for him; his
voice was saved the labour of that exhausting utterance by which we colourless Squares and Pentagons are often
forced to proclaim our individuality when we move amid a crowd of ignorant Isosceles.

The fashion spread like wildfire. Before a week was over, every Square and Triangle in the district had copied the
example of Chromatistes, and only a few of the more conservative Pentagons still held out. A month or two found
even the Dodecagons infected with the innovation. A year had not elapsed before the habit had spread to all but
the very highest of the Nobility. Needless to say, the custom soon made its way from the district of Chromatistes
to surrounding regions; and within two generations no one in all Flatland was colourless except the Women and
the Priests.

Here Nature herself appeared to erect a barrier, and to plead against extending the innovation to these two
classes. Many-sidedness was almost essential as a pretext for the Innovators. “Distinction of sides is intended by
Nature to imply distinction of colours”—such was the sophism which in those days flew from mouth to mouth,
converting whole towns at a time to the new culture. But manifestly to our Priests and Women this adage did not
apply. The latter had only one side, and therefore—plurally and pedantically speaking—NO SIDES. The former—if
at least they would assert their claim to be really and truly Circles, and not mere high-class Polygons with an
infinitely large number of infinitesimally small sides—were in the habit of boasting (what Women confessed and
deplored)  that  they  also  had  no  sides,  being  blessed  with  a  perimeter  of  one  line,  or,  in  other  words,  a
Circumference. Hence it came to pass that these two Classes could see no force in the so-called axiom about
“Distinction of Sides implying Distinction of Colour”; and when all others had succumbed to the fascinations of
corporal decoration, the Priests and the Women alone still remained pure from the pollution of paint.

Immoral, licentious, anarchical, unscientific—call them by what names you will—yet, from an aesthetic point of
view, those ancient days of the Colour Revolt were the glorious childhood of Art in Flatland—a childhood, alas,
that never ripened into manhood, nor even reached the blossom of youth. To live was then in itself a delight,
because living implied seeing. Even at a small party, the company was a pleasure to behold; the richly varied hues
of the assembly in a church or theatre are said to have more than once proved too distracting for our greatest
teachers and actors; but most ravishing of all is said to have been the unspeakable magnificence of a military
review.

The sight of a line of battle of twenty thousand Isosceles suddenly facing about, and exchanging the sombre black
of their bases for the orange and purple of the two sides including their acute angle; the militia of the Equilateral
Triangles tricoloured in red, white, and blue; the mauve, ultra-marine, gamboge, and burnt umber of the Square
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artillerymen rapidly rotating near their vermilion guns; the dashing and flashing of the five-coloured and six-
coloured Pentagons and Hexagons careering across the field in their offices of surgeons, geometricians and aides-
de-camp—all these may well have been sufficient to render credible the famous story how an illustrious Circle,
overcome by the artistic beauty of the forces under his command, threw aside his marshal’s baton and his royal
crown, exclaiming that he henceforth exchanged them for the artist’s pencil. How great and glorious the sensuous
development of these days must have been is in part indicated by the very language and vocabulary of the period.
The commonest utterances of the commonest citizens in the time of the Colour Revolt seem to have been suffused
with a richer tinge of word or thought; and to that era we are even now indebted for our finest poetry and for
whatever rhythm still remains in the more scientific utterance of these modern days.

Section 9. Of the Universal Colour Bill
 

But meanwhile the intellectual Arts were fast decaying.

The Art of Sight Recognition, being no longer needed, was no longer practised; and the studies of Geometry,
Statics, Kinetics, and other kindred subjects, came soon to be considered superfluous, and fell into disrespect and
neglect even at our University. The inferior Art of Feeling speedily experienced the same fate at our Elementary
Schools. Then the Isosceles classes, asserting that the Specimens were no longer used nor needed, and refusing to
pay the customary tribute from the Criminal classes to the service of Education, waxed daily more numerous and
more insolent on the strength of their immunity from the old burden which had formerly exercised the twofold
wholesome effect of at once taming their brutal nature and thinning their excessive numbers.

Year by year the Soldiers and Artisans began more vehemently to assert—and with increasing truth—that there
was no great difference between them and the very highest class of Polygons, now that they were raised to an
equality with the latter, and enabled to grapple with all the difficulties and solve all the problems of life, whether
Statical or Kinetical, by the simple process of Colour Recognition. Not content with the natural neglect into which
Sight  Recognition was falling,  they began boldly  to  demand the legal  prohibition of  all  “monopolizing and
aristocratic  Arts”  and  the  consequent  abolition  of  all  endowments  for  the  studies  of  Sight  Recognition,
Mathematics, and Feeling. Soon, they began to insist that inasmuch as Colour, which was a second Nature, had
destroyed the need of aristocratic distinctions, the Law should follow in the same path, and that henceforth all
individuals and all classes should be recognized as absolutely equal and entitled to equal rights.

Finding the higher Orders wavering and undecided, the leaders of the Revolution advanced still further in their
requirements, and at last demanded that all classes alike, the Priests and the Women not excepted, should do
homage to Colour by submitting to be painted. When it was objected that Priests and Women had no sides, they
retorted that Nature and Expediency concurred in dictating that the front half of every human being (that is to
say, the half containing his eye and mouth) should be distinguishable from his hinder half. They therefore brought
before a general and extraordinary Assembly of all the States of Flatland a Bill proposing that in every Woman the
half containing the eye and mouth should be coloured red, and the other half green. The Priests were to be
painted in the same way, red being applied to that semicircle in which the eye and mouth formed the middle point;
while the other or hinder semicircle was to be coloured green.

There was no little cunning in this proposal, which indeed emanated not from any Isosceles—for no being so
degraded would have had angularity enough to appreciate, much less to devise, such a model of state-craft—but
from an Irregular Circle who, instead of being destroyed in his childhood, was reserved by a foolish indulgence to
bring desolation on his country and destruction on myriads of his followers.

On the one hand the proposition was calculated to bring the Women in all  classes over to the side of the
Chromatic Innovation. For by assigning to the Women the same two colours as were assigned to the Priests, the
Revolutionists thereby ensured that, in certain positions, every Woman would appear like a Priest, and be treated
with corresponding respect and deference—a prospect that could not fail to attract the Female Sex in a mass.

But by some of my Readers the possibility of the identical appearance of Priests and Women, under the new
Legislation, may not be recognized; if so, a word or two will make it obvious.

Imagine a woman duly decorated, according to the new Code; with the front half (i.e. the half containing eye and
mouth) red, and with the hinder half green. Look at her from one side. Obviously you will see a straight line, HALF
RED, HALF GREEN.
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Now imagine a Priest, whose mouth is at M, and whose front semicircle (AMB) is consequently coloured red, while
his hinder semicircle is green; so that the diameter AB divides the green from the red. If you contemplate the
Great Man so as to have your eye in the same straight line as his dividing diameter (AB), what you will see will be
a straight line (CBD), of which ONE HALF (CB) WILL BE RED, AND THE OTHER (BD) GREEN. The whole line
(CD) will be rather shorter perhaps than that of a full-sized Woman, and will shade off more rapidly towards its
extremities; but the identity of the colours would give you an immediate impression of identity of Class, making
you neglectful of other details. Bear in mind the decay of Sight Recognition which threatened society at the time
of the Colour Revolt; add too the certainty that Women would speedily learn to shade off their extremities so as to
imitate the Circles; it must then be surely obvious to you, my dear Reader, that the Colour Bill placed us under a
great danger of confounding a Priest with a young Woman.

How attractive this prospect must have been to the Frail Sex may readily be imagined. They anticipated with
delight the confusion that would ensue. At home they might hear political and ecclesiastical secrets intended not
for them but for their husbands and brothers, and might even issue commands in the name of a priestly Circle; out
of doors the striking combination of red and green, without addition of any other colours, would be sure to lead
the common people into endless mistakes, and the Women would gain whatever the Circles lost, in the deference
of the passers by. As for the scandal that would befall the Circular Class if the frivolous and unseemly conduct of
the Women were imputed to them, and as to the consequent subversion of the Constitution, the Female Sex could
not be expected to give a thought to these considerations. Even in the households of the Circles, the Women were
all in favour of the Universal Colour Bill.

The second object aimed at by the Bill was the gradual demoralization of the Circles themselves. In the general
intellectual decay they still preserved their pristine clearness and strength of understanding. From their earliest
childhood, familiarized in their Circular households with the total absence of Colour, the Nobles alone preserved
the Sacred Art of Sight Recognition, with all the advantages that result from that admirable training of the
intellect. Hence, up to the date of the introduction of the Universal Colour Bill, the Circles had not only held their
own, but even increased their lead of the other classes by abstinence from the popular fashion.

Now therefore the artful Irregular whom I described above as the real author of this diabolical Bill, determined at
one blow to lower the status of the Hierarchy by forcing them to submit to the pollution of Colour, and at the same
time to destroy their domestic opportunities of training in the Art of Sight Recognition, so as to enfeeble their
intellects by depriving them of their pure and colourless homes. Once subjected to the chromatic taint, every
parental and every childish Circle would demoralize each other. Only in discerning between the Father and the
Mother would the Circular infant find problems for the exercise of its understanding—problems too often likely to
be corrupted by maternal impostures with the result of shaking the child’s faith in all logical conclusions. Thus by
degrees the intellectual lustre of the Priestly Order would wane, and the road would then lie open for a total
destruction of all Aristocratic Legislature and for the subversion of our Privileged Classes.

Section 10. Of the Suppression of the Chromatic Sedition
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The agitation for the Universal Colour Bill continued for three years; and up to the last moment of that period it
seemed as though Anarchy were destined to triumph.

A whole army of Polygons, who turned out to fight as private soldiers, was utterly annihilated by a superior force
of Isosceles Triangles—the Squares and Pentagons meanwhile remaining neutral. Worse than all, some of the
ablest Circles fell a prey to conjugal fury. Infuriated by political animosity, the wives in many a noble household
wearied their lords with prayers to give up their opposition to the Colour Bill; and some, finding their entreaties
fruitless, fell on and slaughtered their innocent children and husband, perishing themselves in the act of carnage.
It is recorded that during that triennial agitation no less than twenty-three Circles perished in domestic discord.

Great indeed was the peril. It seemed as though the Priests had no choice between submission and extermination;
when suddenly  the course of  events  was completely  changed by one of  those picturesque incidents  which
Statesmen ought never to neglect,  often to anticipate,  and sometimes perhaps to originate,  because of  the
absurdly disproportionate power with which they appeal to the sympathies of the populace.

It happened that an Isosceles of a low type, with a brain little if at all above four degrees—accidentally dabbling in
the colours of some Tradesman whose shop he had plundered—painted himself, or caused himself to be painted
(for the story varies) with the twelve colours of a Dodecagon. Going into the Market Place he accosted in a feigned
voice a maiden, the orphan daughter of a noble Polygon, whose affection in former days he had sought in vain; and
by a series of deceptions—aided, on the one side, by a string of lucky accidents too long to relate, and on the
other, by an almost inconceivable fatuity and neglect of ordinary precautions on the part of the relations of the
bride—he succeeded in consummating the marriage. The unhappy girl committed suicide on discovering the fraud
to which she had been subjected.

When the news of this catastrophe spread from State to State the minds of the Women were violently agitated.
Sympathy with the miserable victim and anticipations of similar deceptions for themselves, their sisters, and their
daughters, made them now regard the Colour Bill in an entirely new aspect. Not a few openly avowed themselves
converted to antagonism; the rest needed only a slight stimulus to make a similar avowal. Seizing this favourable
opportunity, the Circles hastily convened an extraordinary Assembly of the States; and besides the usual guard of
Convicts, they secured the attendance of a large number of reactionary Women.

Amidst an unprecedented concourse, the Chief Circle of those days—by name Pantocyclus—arose to find himself
hissed and hooted by a  hundred and twenty  thousand Isosceles.  But  he secured silence by declaring that
henceforth the Circles would enter on a policy of Concession; yielding to the wishes of the majority, they would
accept the Colour Bill. The uproar being at once converted to applause, he invited Chromatistes, the leader of the
Sedition, into the centre of the hall, to receive in the name of his followers the submission of the Hierarchy. Then
followed a speech, a masterpiece of rhetoric, which occupied nearly a day in the delivery, and to which no
summary can do justice.

With a grave appearance of impartiality he declared that as they were now finally committing themselves to
Reform or Innovation, it was desirable that they should take one last view of the perimeter of the whole subject,
its defects as well as its advantages. Gradually introducing the mention of the dangers to the Tradesmen, the
Professional Classes and the Gentlemen, he silenced the rising murmurs of the Isosceles by reminding them that,
in spite of all these defects, he was willing to accept the Bill if it was approved by the majority. But it was manifest
that all, except the Isosceles, were moved by his words and were either neutral or averse to the Bill.

Turning now to the Workmen he asserted that their interests must not be neglected, and that, if they intended to
accept the Colour Bill, they ought at least to do so with full view of the consequences. Many of them, he said, were
on the point of being admitted to the class of the Regular Triangles; others anticipated for their children a
distinction they could not hope for themselves. That honourable ambition would now have to be sacrificed. With
the universal adoption of Colour, all distinctions would cease; Regularity would be confused with Irregularity;
development would give place to retrogression; the Workman would in a few generations be degraded to the level
of the Military, or even the Convict Class; political power would be in the hands of the greatest number, that is to
say the Criminal Classes, who were already more numerous than the Workmen, and would soon out-number all
the other Classes put together when the usual Compensative Laws of Nature were violated.

A subdued murmur of assent ran through the ranks of the Artisans, and Chromatistes, in alarm, attempted to step
forward and address them. But he found himself encompassed with guards and forced to remain silent while the
Chief Circle in a few impassioned words made a final appeal to the Women, exclaiming that, if the Colour Bill
passed, no marriage would henceforth be safe, no woman’s honour secure; fraud, deception, hypocrisy would
pervade every household; domestic bliss would share the fate of the Constitution and pass to speedy perdition.
“Sooner than this,” he cried, “Come death.”
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At these words, which were the preconcerted signal for action, the Isosceles Convicts fell on and transfixed the
wretched Chromatistes; the Regular Classes, opening their ranks, made way for a band of Women who, under
direction of  the Circles,  moved,  back foremost,  invisibly  and unerringly  upon the unconscious soldiers;  the
Artisans, imitating the example of their betters, also opened their ranks. Meantime bands of Convicts occupied
every entrance with an impenetrable phalanx.

The battle, or rather carnage, was of short duration. Under the skillful generalship of the Circles almost every
Woman’s charge was fatal and very many extracted their sting uninjured, ready for a second slaughter. But no
second blow was needed; the rabble of the Isosceles did the rest of the business for themselves. Surprised, leader-
less, attacked in front by invisible foes, and finding egress cut off by the Convicts behind them, they at once—after
their manner—lost all presence of mind, and raised the cry of “treachery”. This sealed their fate. Every Isosceles
now saw and felt a foe in every other. In half an hour not one of that vast multitude was living; and the fragments
of seven score thousand of the Criminal Class slain by one another’s angles attested the triumph of Order.

The Circles delayed not to push their victory to the uttermost. The Working Men they spared but decimated. The
Militia of the Equilaterals was at once called out; and every Triangle suspected of Irregularity on reasonable
grounds, was destroyed by Court Martial, without the formality of exact measurement by the Social Board. The
homes of the Military and Artisan classes were inspected in a course of visitations extending through upwards of a
year; and during that period every town, village, and hamlet was systematically purged of that excess of the lower
orders which had been brought about by the neglect to pay the tribute of Criminals to the Schools and University,
and by the violation of the other natural Laws of the Constitution of Flatland. Thus the balance of classes was
again restored.

Needless to say that henceforth the use of Colour was abolished, and its possession prohibited. Even the utterance
of any word denoting Colour, except by the Circles or by qualified scientific teachers, was punished by a severe
penalty. Only at our University in some of the very highest and most esoteric classes—which I myself have never
been privileged to attend—it is understood that the sparing use of Colour is still sanctioned for the purpose of
illustrating some of the deeper problems of mathematics. But of this I can only speak from hearsay.

Elsewhere in Flatland, Colour is now non-existent. The art of making it is known to only one living person, the
Chief Circle for the time being; and by him it is handed down on his death-bed to none but his Successor. One
manufactory alone produces it; and, lest the secret should be betrayed, the Workmen are annually consumed, and
fresh ones introduced. So great is the terror with which even now our Aristocracy looks back to the far-distant
days of the agitation for the Universal Colour Bill.

Section 11. Concerning our Priests
 

It is high time that I should pass from these brief and discursive notes about things in Flatland to the central event
of this book, my initiation into the mysteries of Space. THAT is my subject; all that has gone before is merely
preface.

For this reason I must omit many matters of which the explanation would not, I flatter myself, be without interest
for my Readers: as for example, our method of propelling and stopping ourselves, although destitute of feet; the
means by which we give fixity to structures of wood, stone, or brick, although of course we have no hands, nor can
we lay foundations as you can, nor avail ourselves of the lateral pressure of the earth; the manner in which the
rain originates in the intervals between our various zones, so that the northern regions do not intercept the
moisture from falling on the southern; the nature of our hills and mines, our trees and vegetables, our seasons and
harvests; our Alphabet and method of writing, adapted to our linear tablets; these and a hundred other details of
our physical existence I must pass over, nor do I mention them now except to indicate to my readers that their
omission proceeds not from forgetfulness on the part of the author, but from his regard for the time of the Reader.

Yet before I proceed to my legitimate subject some few final remarks will no doubt be expected by my Readers
upon those pillars and mainstays of the Constitution of Flatland, the controllers of our conduct and shapers of our
destiny, the objects of universal homage and almost of adoration: need I say that I mean our Circles or Priests?

When I call them Priests, let me not be understood as meaning no more than the term denotes with you. With us,
our Priests are Administrators of all Business, Art, and Science; Directors of Trade, Commerce, Generalship,
Architecture, Engineering, Education, Statesmanship, Legislature, Morality, Theology; doing nothing themselves,
they are the Causes of everything worth doing, that is done by others.
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Although popularly everyone called a Circle is deemed a Circle, yet among the better educated Classes it is known
that no Circle is really a Circle, but only a Polygon with a very large number of very small sides. As the number of
the sides increases, a Polygon approximates to a Circle; and, when the number is very great indeed, say for
example three or four hundred, it is extremely difficult for the most delicate touch to feel any polygonal angles.
Let me say rather, it WOULD be difficult: for, as I have shown above, Recognition by Feeling is unknown among
the highest society, and to FEEL a Circle would be considered a most audacious insult. This habit of abstention
from Feeling in the best society enables a Circle the more easily to sustain the veil of mystery in which, from his
earliest years, he is wont to enwrap the exact nature of his Perimeter or Circumference. Three feet being the
average Perimeter it  follows that,  in a Polygon of three hundred sides each side will  be no more than the
hundredth part of a foot in length, or little more than the tenth part of an inch; and in a Polygon of six or seven
hundred sides the sides are little larger than the diameter of a Spaceland pin-head. It is always assumed, by
courtesy, that the Chief Circle for the time being has ten thousand sides.

The ascent of the posterity of the Circles in the social scale is not restricted, as it is among the lower Regular
classes, by the Law of Nature which limits the increase of sides to one in each generation. If it were so, the
number of sides in a Circle would be a mere question of pedigree and arithmetic, and the four hundred and ninety-
seventh descendant of an Equilateral Triangle would necessarily be a Polygon with five hundred sides. But this is
not the case. Nature’s Law prescribes two antagonistic decrees affecting Circular propagation; first, that as the
race climbs higher in the scale of development, so development shall proceed at an accelerated pace; second, that
in the same proportion, the race shall become less fertile. Consequently in the home of a Polygon of four or five
hundred sides it is rare to find a son; more than one is never seen. On the other hand the son of a five-hundred-
sided Polygon has been known to possess five hundred and fifty, or even six hundred sides.

Art also steps in to help the process of the higher Evolution. Our physicians have discovered that the small and
tender sides of an infant Polygon of the higher class can be fractured, and his whole frame re-set, with such
exactness that a Polygon of two or three hundred sides sometimes—by no means always, for the process is
attended with serious risk—but sometimes overleaps two or three hundred generations, and as it were doubles at
a stroke, the number of his progenitors and the nobility of his descent.

Many a promising child is sacrificed in this way. Scarcely one out of ten survives. Yet so strong is the parental
ambition among those Polygons who are, as it were, on the fringe of the Circular class, that it is very rare to find a
Nobleman of that position in society, who has neglected to place his first-born in the Circular Neo-Therapeutic
Gymnasium before he has attained the age of a month.

One year determines success or failure. At the end of that time the child has, in all probability, added one more to
the tombstones that crowd the Neo-Therapeutic Cemetery; but on rare occasions a glad procession bears back the
little one to his exultant parents, no longer a Polygon, but a Circle, at least by courtesy: and a single instance of so
blessed a result induces multitudes of Polygonal parents to submit to similar domestic sacrifices, which have a
dissimilar issue.

Section 12. Of the Doctrine of our Priests
 

As to the doctrine of the Circles it may briefly be summed up in a single maxim, “Attend to your Configuration.”
Whether political, ecclesiastical, or moral, all their teaching has for its object the improvement of individual and
collective Configuration—with special reference of course to the Configuration of the Circles, to which all other
objects are subordinated.

It is the merit of the Circles that they have effectually suppressed those ancient heresies which led men to waste
energy and sympathy in the vain belief that conduct depends upon will, effort, training, encouragement, praise, or
anything else but Configuration. It was Pantocyclus—the illustrious Circle mentioned above, as the queller of the
Colour Revolt—who first convinced mankind that Configuration makes the man; that if, for example, you are born
an Isosceles with two uneven sides, you will assuredly go wrong unless you have them made even—for which
purpose you must go to the Isosceles Hospital; similarly, if you are a Triangle, or Square, or even a Polygon, born
with any Irregularity, you must be taken to one of the Regular Hospitals to have your disease cured; otherwise you
will end your days in the State Prison or by the angle of the State Executioner.

All faults or defects, from the slightest misconduct to the most flagitious crime, Pantocyclus attributed to some
deviation from perfect Regularity in the bodily figure, caused perhaps (if not congenital) by some collision in a
crowd; by neglect to take exercise, or by taking too much of it; or even by a sudden change of temperature,
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resulting in a shrinkage or expansion in some too susceptible part of  the frame. Therefore,  concluded that
illustrious Philosopher, neither good conduct nor bad conduct is a fit subject, in any sober estimation, for either
praise or blame. For why should you praise, for example, the integrity of a Square who faithfully defends the
interests of his client, when you ought in reality rather to admire the exact precision of his right angles? Or again,
why blame a lying, thievish Isosceles when you ought rather to deplore the incurable inequality of his sides?

Theoretically, this doctrine is unquestionable; but it has practical drawbacks. In dealing with an Isosceles, if a
rascal pleads that he cannot help stealing because of his unevenness, you reply that for that very reason, because
he cannot help being a nuisance to his neighbours,  you, the Magistrate,  cannot help sentencing him to be
consumed—and there’s an end of the matter. But in little domestic difficulties, where the penalty of consumption,
or death, is out of the question, this theory of Configuration sometimes comes in awkwardly; and I must confess
that occasionally when one of my own Hexagonal Grandsons pleads as an excuse for his disobedience that a
sudden change of the temperature has been too much for his Perimeter, and that I ought to lay the blame not on
him but on his Configuration, which can only be strengthened by abundance of the choicest sweetmeats, I neither
see my way logically to reject, nor practically to accept, his conclusions.

For my own part,  I  find it  best  to assume that a good sound scolding or castigation has some latent and
strengthening influence on my Grandson’s Configuration; though I own that I have no grounds for thinking so. At
all events I am not alone in my way of extricating myself from this dilemma; for I find that many of the highest
Circles, sitting as Judges in law courts, use praise and blame towards Regular and Irregular Figures; and in their
homes  I  know by  experience  that,  when  scolding  their  children,  they  speak  about  “right”  or  “wrong”  as
vehemently and passionately as if they believed that these names represented real existences, and that a human
Figure is really capable of choosing between them.

Constantly carrying out their policy of making Configuration the leading idea in every mind, the Circles reverse
the nature of that Commandment which in Spaceland regulates the relations between parents and children. With
you, children are taught to honour their parents; with us—next to the Circles, who are the chief object of universal
homage—a man is taught to honour his Grandson, if he has one; or, if not, his Son. By “honour”, however, is by no
means meant “indulgence”, but a reverent regard for their highest interests: and the Circles teach that the duty of
fathers is to subordinate their own interests to those of posterity, thereby advancing the welfare of the whole
State as well as that of their own immediate descendants.

The weak point in the system of the Circles—if a humble Square may venture to speak of anything Circular as
containing any element of weakness—appears to me to be found in their relations with Women.

As it is of the utmost importance for Society that Irregular births should be discouraged, it follows that no Woman
who has any Irregularities in her ancestry is a fit partner for one who desires that his posterity should rise by
regular degrees in the social scale.

Now the Irregularity of a Male is a matter of measurement; but as all Women are straight, and therefore visibly
Regular  so  to  speak,  one  has  to  devise  some other  means  of  ascertaining  what  I  may  call  their  invisible
Irregularity, that is to say their potential Irregularities as regards possible offspring. This is effected by carefully-
kept pedigrees, which are preserved and supervised by the State; and without a certified pedigree no Woman is
allowed to marry.

Now it might have been supposed that a Circle—proud of his ancestry and regardful for a posterity which might
possibly issue hereafter in a Chief Circle—would be more careful than any other to choose a wife who had no blot
on her escutcheon. But it is not so. The care in choosing a Regular wife appears to diminish as one rises in the
social scale. Nothing would induce an aspiring Isosceles, who had hopes of generating an Equilateral Son, to take
a wife who reckoned a single Irregularity among her Ancestors; a Square or Pentagon, who is confident that his
family is steadily on the rise, does not inquire above the five-hundredth generation; a Hexagon or Dodecagon is
even more careless of the wife’s pedigree; but a Circle has been known deliberately to take a wife who has had an
Irregular Great-Grandfather, and all because of some slight superiority of lustre, or because of the charms of a low
voice—which, with us, even more than you, is thought “an excellent thing in Woman”.

Such ill-judged marriages are, as might be expected, barren, if they do not result in positive Irregularity or in
diminution of sides; but none of these evils have hitherto proved sufficiently deterrent. The loss of a few sides in a
highly-developed Polygon is not easily noticed, and is sometimes compensated by a successful operation in the
Neo-Therapeutic Gymnasium, as I have described above; and the Circles are too much disposed to acquiesce in
infecundity as a Law of the superior development. Yet, if this evil be not arrested, the gradual diminution of the
Circular class may soon become more rapid, and the time may be not far distant when, the race being no longer
able to produce a Chief Circle, the Constitution of Flatland must fall.
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One other word of warning suggests itself to me, though I cannot so easily mention a remedy; and this also refers
to our relations with Women. About three hundred years ago, it was decreed by the Chief Circle that, since women
are deficient in Reason but abundant in Emotion, they ought no longer to be treated as rational, nor receive any
mental education. The consequence was that they were no longer taught to read, nor even to master Arithmetic
enough to enable them to count the angles of their husband or children; and hence they sensibly declined during
each generation in intellectual power. And this system of female non-education or quietism still prevails.

My fear is that, with the best intentions, this policy has been carried so far as to react injuriously on the Male Sex.

For the consequence is that, as things now are, we Males have to lead a kind of bi-lingual, and I may almost say bi-
mental, existence. With Women, we speak of “love”, “duty”, “right”, “wrong”, “pity”, “hope”, and other irrational
and emotional conceptions, which have no existence, and the fiction of which has no object except to control
feminine exuberances; but among ourselves, and in our books, we have an entirely different vocabulary and I may
almost say, idiom. “Love” then becomes “the anticipation of benefits”; “duty” becomes “necessity” or “fitness”;
and other words are correspondingly transmuted. Moreover, among Women, we use language implying the utmost
deference for their Sex; and they fully believe that the Chief Circle Himself is not more devoutly adored by us than
they are: but behind their backs they are both regarded and spoken of—by all except the very young—as being
little better than “mindless organisms”.

Our Theology also in the Women’s chambers is entirely different from our Theology elsewhere.

Now my humble fear is that this double training, in language as well as in thought, imposes somewhat too heavy a
burden upon the young, especially when, at the age of three years old, they are taken from the maternal care and
taught to unlearn the old language—except for the purpose of repeating it in the presence of their Mothers and
Nurses—and to learn the vocabulary and idiom of science. Already methinks I discern a weakness in the grasp of
mathematical truth at the present time as compared with the more robust intellect of our ancestors three hundred
years ago. I say nothing of the possible danger if a Woman should ever surreptitiously learn to read and convey to
her Sex the result of her perusal of a single popular volume; nor of the possibility that the indiscretion or
disobedience of some infant Male might reveal to a Mother the secrets of the logical dialect. On the simple ground
of the enfeebling of the Male intellect, I rest this humble appeal to the highest Authorities to reconsider the
regulations of Female education.

PART II: OTHER WORLDS
 

“O brave new worlds, that have such people in them!”

 

Section 13. How I had a Vision of Lineland
 

It was the last day but one of the 1999th year of our era, and the first day of the Long Vacation. Having amused
myself till a late hour with my favourite recreation of Geometry, I had retired to rest with an unsolved problem in
my mind. In the night I had a dream.

I saw before me a vast multitude of small Straight Lines (which I naturally assumed to be Women) interspersed
with other Beings still smaller and of the nature of lustrous points—all moving to and fro in one and the same
Straight Line, and, as nearly as I could judge, with the same velocity.

A noise of confused, multitudinous chirping or twittering issued from them at intervals as long as they were
moving; but sometimes they ceased from motion, and then all was silence.

Approaching one of the largest of what I thought to be Women, I accosted her, but received no answer. A second
and a third appeal on my part were equally ineffectual. Losing patience at what appeared to me intolerable
rudeness, I brought my mouth into a position full in front of her mouth so as to intercept her motion, and loudly
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repeated my question, “Woman, what signifies this concourse, and this strange and confused chirping, and this
monotonous motion to and fro in one and the same Straight Line?”

 

 

“I am no Woman,” replied the small Line. “I am the Monarch of the world. But thou, whence intrudest thou into
my realm of Lineland?” Receiving this abrupt reply, I begged pardon if I had in any way startled or molested his
Royal  Highness;  and describing myself  as a stranger I  besought the King to give me some account of  his
dominions. But I had the greatest possible difficulty in obtaining any information on points that really interested
me; for the Monarch could not refrain from constantly assuming that whatever was familiar to him must also be
known to me and that I  was simulating ignorance in jest.  However, by persevering questions I elicited the
following facts:
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It seemed that this poor ignorant Monarch—as he called himself—was persuaded that the Straight Line which he
called his Kingdom, and in which he passed his existence, constituted the whole of the world, and indeed the
whole of Space. Not being able either to move or to see, save in his Straight Line, he had no conception of
anything out of it. Though he had heard my voice when I first addressed him, the sounds had come to him in a
manner so contrary to his experience that he had made no answer, “seeing no man”, as he expressed it, “and
hearing a voice as it were from my own intestines.” Until the moment when I placed my mouth in his World, he
had neither seen me, nor heard anything except confused sounds beating against—what I called his side, but what
he called his INSIDE or STOMACH; nor had he even now the least conception of the region from which I had
come. Outside his World, or Line, all was a blank to him; nay, not even a blank, for a blank implies Space; say,
rather, all was non-existent.

His subjects—of whom the small Lines were men and the Points Women—were all alike confined in motion and
eye-sight to that single Straight Line, which was their World. It need scarcely be added that the whole of their
horizon was limited to a Point; nor could any one ever see anything but a Point. Man, woman, child, thing—each
was a Point to the eye of a Linelander. Only by the sound of the voice could sex or age be distinguished. Moreover,
as each individual occupied the whole of the narrow path, so to speak, which constituted his Universe, and no one
could move to the right or left to make way for passers by, it followed that no Linelander could ever pass another.
Once neighbours, always neighbours. Neighbourhood with them was like marriage with us. Neighbours remained
neighbours till death did them part.

Such a life, with all vision limited to a Point, and all motion to a Straight Line, seemed to me inexpressibly dreary;
and I was surprised to note the vivacity and cheerfulness of the King. Wondering whether it was possible, amid
circumstances so unfavourable to domestic relations, to enjoy the pleasures of conjugal union, I hesitated for some
time to question his Royal Highness on so delicate a subject; but at last I plunged into it by abruptly inquiring as
to the health of his family. “My wives and children,” he replied, “are well and happy.”

Staggered at this answer—for in the immediate proximity of the Monarch (as I had noted in my dream before I
entered Lineland) there were none but Men—I ventured to reply, “Pardon me, but I cannot imagine how your
Royal Highness can at any time either see or approach their Majesties, when there are at least half a dozen
intervening individuals, whom you can neither see through, nor pass by? Is it possible that in Lineland proximity is
not necessary for marriage and for the generation of children?”

“How can you ask so absurd a question?” replied the Monarch. “If it were indeed as you suggest, the Universe
would soon be depopulated. No, no; neighbourhood is needless for the union of hearts; and the birth of children is
too important a matter to have been allowed to depend upon such an accident as proximity. You cannot be
ignorant of this. Yet since you are pleased to affect ignorance, I will instruct you as if you were the veriest baby in
Lineland. Know, then, that marriages are consummated by means of the faculty of sound and the sense of hearing.

“You are of course aware that every Man has two mouths or voices—as well as two eyes—a bass at one and a
tenor at the other of his extremities. I should not mention this, but that I have been unable to distinguish your
tenor in the course of our conversation.” I replied that I had but one voice, and that I had not been aware that his
Royal Highness had two. “That confirms my impression,” said the King, “that you are not a Man, but a feminine
Monstrosity with a bass voice, and an utterly uneducated ear. But to continue.

“Nature having herself ordained that every Man should wed two wives—” “Why two?” asked I. “You carry your
affected simplicity too far”, he cried. “How can there be a completely harmonious union without the combination
of the Four in One, viz. the Bass and Tenor of the Man and the Soprano and Contralto of the two Women?” “But
supposing,” said I, “that a man should prefer one wife or three?” “It is impossible,” he said; “it is as inconceivable
as that two and one should make five, or that the human eye should see a Straight Line.” I would have interrupted
him; but he proceeded as follows:

“Once in the middle of each week a Law of Nature compels us to move to and fro with a rhythmic motion of more
than usual violence, which continues for the time you would take to count a hundred and one. In the midst of this
choral dance, at the fifty-first pulsation, the inhabitants of the Universe pause in full career, and each individual
sends forth his richest, fullest, sweetest strain. It is in this decisive moment that all our marriages are made. So
exquisite is the adaptation of Bass to Treble, of Tenor to Contralto, that oftentimes the Loved Ones, though twenty
thousand leagues away, recognize at once the responsive note of their destined Lover; and, penetrating the paltry
obstacles of distance, Love unites the three. The marriage in that instant consummated results in a threefold Male
and Female offspring which takes its place in Lineland.”

“What! Always threefold?” said I. “Must one wife then always have twins?”

“Bass-voiced Monstrosity! yes,” replied the King. “How else could the balance of the Sexes be maintained, if two
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girls were not born for every boy? Would you ignore the very Alphabet of Nature?” He ceased, speechless for fury;
and some time elapsed before I could induce him to resume his narrative.

“You will not, of course, suppose that every bachelor among us finds his mates at the first wooing in this universal
Marriage Chorus. On the contrary, the process is by most of us many times repeated. Few are the hearts whose
happy lot it is at once to recognize in each other’s voices the partner intended for them by Providence, and to fly
into a reciprocal and perfectly harmonious embrace. With most of us the courtship is of long duration. The
Wooer’s voices may perhaps accord with one of the future wives, but not with both; or not, at first, with either; or
the Soprano and Contralto may not quite harmonize. In such cases Nature has provided that every weekly Chorus
shall bring the three Lovers into closer harmony. Each trial of voice, each fresh discovery of discord, almost
imperceptibly induces the less perfect to modify his or her vocal utterance so as to approximate to the more
perfect. And after many trials and many approximations, the result is at last achieved. There comes a day at last,
when, while the wonted Marriage Chorus goes forth from universal Lineland, the three far-off Lovers suddenly
find themselves in exact harmony, and, before they are awake, the wedded Triplet is rapt vocally into a duplicate
embrace; and Nature rejoices over one more marriage and over three more births.”

Section 14. How I vainly tried to explain the nature of Flatland
 

Thinking that it was time to bring down the Monarch from his raptures to the level of common sense, I determined
to endeavour to open up to him some glimpses of the truth, that is to say of the nature of things in Flatland. So I
began thus: “How does your Royal Highness distinguish the shapes and positions of his subjects? I for my part
noticed by the sense of sight, before I entered your Kingdom, that some of your people are Lines and others
Points, and that some of the Lines are larger—” “You speak of an impossibility,” interrupted the King; “you must
have seen a vision; for to detect the difference between a Line and a Point by the sense of sight is, as every one
knows, in the nature of things, impossible; but it can be detected by the sense of hearing, and by the same means
my shape can be exactly ascertained. Behold me—I am a Line, the longest in Lineland, over six inches of Space—”
“Of Length”, I ventured to suggest. “Fool,” said he, “Space is Length. Interrupt me again, and I have done.”

I apologized; but he continued scornfully, “Since you are impervious to argument, you shall hear with your ears
how by means of my two voices I reveal my shape to my Wives, who are at this moment six thousand miles seventy
yards two feet eight inches away, the one to the North, the other to the South. Listen, I call to them.”

He chirruped, and then complacently continued: “My wives at this moment receiving the sound of one of my
voices, closely followed by the other, and perceiving that the latter reaches them after an interval in which sound
can traverse 6.457 inches, infer that one of my mouths is 6.457 inches further from them than the other, and
accordingly know my shape to be 6.457 inches. But you will of course understand that my wives do not make this
calculation every time they hear my two voices. They made it, once for all, before we were married. But they
COULD make it at any time. And in the same way I can estimate the shape of any of my Male subjects by the sense
of sound.”

“But how,” said I, “if a Man feigns a Woman’s voice with one of his two voices, or so disguises his Southern voice
that it cannot be recognized as the echo of the Northern? May not such deceptions cause great inconvenience?
And have you no means of checking frauds of this kind by commanding your neighbouring subjects to feel one
another?” This of course was a very stupid question, for feeling could not have answered the purpose; but I asked
with the view of irritating the Monarch, and I succeeded perfectly.

“What!” cried he in horror, “explain your meaning.” “Feel, touch, come into contact,” I replied. “If you mean by
FEELING,” said the King, “approaching so close as to leave no space between two individuals, know, Stranger,
that this offence is punishable in my dominions by death. And the reason is obvious. The frail form of a Woman,
being liable to be shattered by such an approximation, must be preserved by the State; but since Women cannot
be distinguished by the sense of sight from Men, the Law ordains universally that neither Man nor Woman shall be
approached so closely as to destroy the interval between the approximator and the approximated.

“And indeed what possible purpose would be served by this illegal and unnatural excess of approximation which
you call TOUCHING, when all the ends of so brutal and coarse a process are attained at once more easily and
more exactly by the sense of hearing? As to your suggested danger of deception, it is non-existent: for the Voice,
being the essence of one’s Being, cannot be thus changed at will. But come, suppose that I had the power of
passing through solid things, so that I could penetrate my subjects, one after another, even to the number of a
billion, verifying the size and distance of each by the sense of FEELING: how much time and energy would be
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wasted in this clumsy and inaccurate method! Whereas now, in one moment of audition, I take as it were the
census and statistics, local, corporeal, mental and spiritual, of every living being in Lineland. Hark, only hark!”

So saying he paused and listened, as if in an ecstasy, to a sound which seemed to me no better than a tiny chirping
from an innumerable multitude of lilliputian grasshoppers.

“Truly,” replied I, “your sense of hearing serves you in good stead, and fills up many of your deficiencies. But
permit me to point out that your life in Lineland must be deplorably dull. To see nothing but a Point! Not even to
be able to contemplate a Straight Line! Nay, not even to know what a Straight Line is! To see, yet be cut off from
those Linear prospects which are vouchsafed to us in Flatland! Better surely to have no sense of sight at all than
to see so little! I grant you I have not your discriminative faculty of hearing; for the concert of all Lineland which
gives you such intense pleasure, is to me no better than a multitudinous twittering or chirping. But at least I can
discern, by sight, a Line from a Point. And let me prove it. Just before I came into your kingdom, I saw you dancing
from left to right, and then from right to left, with Seven Men and a Woman in your immediate proximity on the
left, and eight Men and two Women on your right. Is not this correct?”

“It is correct,” said the King, “so far as the numbers and sexes are concerned, though I know not what you mean
by ‘right’ and ‘left’. But I deny that you saw these things. For how could you see the Line, that is to say the inside,
of any Man? But you must have heard these things, and then dreamed that you saw them. And let me ask what you
mean by those words ‘left’ and ‘right’. I suppose it is your way of saying Northward and Southward.”

“Not so,” replied I; “besides your motion of Northward and Southward, there is another motion which I call from
right to left.”

KING. Exhibit to me, if you please, this motion from left to right.

I. Nay, that I cannot do, unless you could step out of your Line altogether.

KING. Out of my Line? Do you mean out of the world? Out of Space?

I. Well, yes. Out of YOUR World. Out of YOUR Space. For your Space is not the true Space. True Space is a Plane;
but your Space is only a Line.

KING. If you cannot indicate this motion from left to right by yourself moving in it, then I beg you to describe it to
me in words.

I. If you cannot tell your right side from your left, I fear that no words of mine can make my meaning clear to you.
But surely you cannot be ignorant of so simple a distinction.

KING. I do not in the least understand you.

I. Alas! How shall I make it clear? When you move straight on, does it not sometimes occur to you that you COULD
move in some other way, turning your eye round so as to look in the direction towards which your side is now
fronting? In other words, instead of always moving in the direction of one of your extremities, do you never feel a
desire to move in the direction, so to speak, of your side?

KING. Never. And what do you mean? How can a man’s inside “front” in any direction? Or how can a man move in
the direction of his inside?

I. Well then, since words cannot explain the matter, I will try deeds, and will move gradually out of Lineland in the
direction which I desire to indicate to you.

At the word I began to move my body out of Lineland. As long as any part of me remained in his dominion and in
his view, the King kept exclaiming, “I see you, I see you still; you are not moving.” But when I had at last moved
myself out of his Line, he cried in his shrillest voice, “She is vanished; she is dead.” “I am not dead,” replied I; “I
am simply out of Lineland, that is to say, out of the Straight Line which you call Space, and in the true Space,
where I can see things as they are. And at this moment I can see your Line, or side—or inside as you are pleased
to call it; and I can see also the Men and Women on the North and South of you, whom I will now enumerate,
describing their order, their size, and the interval between each.”
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When I had done this at great length, I cried triumphantly, “Does that at last convince you?” And, with that, I once
more entered Lineland, taking up the same position as before.

But the Monarch replied, “If you were a Man of sense—though, as you appear to have only one voice I have little
doubt you are not a Man but a Woman—but, if you had a particle of sense, you would listen to reason. You ask me
to believe that there is another Line besides that which my senses indicate, and another motion besides that of
which I am daily conscious. I, in return, ask you to describe in words or indicate by motion that other Line of
which you speak. Instead of moving, you merely exercise some magic art of vanishing and returning to sight; and
instead of any lucid description of your new World, you simply tell me the numbers and sizes of some forty of my
retinue, facts known to any child in my capital. Can anything be more irrational or audacious? Acknowledge your
folly or depart from my dominions.”

Furious at his perversity, and especially indignant that he professed to be ignorant of my sex, I retorted in no
measured terms, “Besotted Being! You think yourself the perfection of existence, while you are in reality the most
imperfect and imbecile. You profess to see, whereas you can see nothing but a Point! You plume yourself on
inferring the existence of a Straight Line; but I CAN SEE Straight Lines, and infer the existence of Angles,
Triangles, Squares, Pentagons, Hexagons, and even Circles. Why waste more words? Suffice it that I am the
completion of your incomplete self. You are a Line, but I am a Line of Lines, called in my country a Square: and
even I, infinitely superior though I am to you, am of little account among the great nobles of Flatland, whence I
have come to visit you, in the hope of enlightening your ignorance.”

Hearing these words the King advanced towards me with a menacing cry as if to pierce me through the diagonal;
and in  that  same moment there arose from myriads of  his  subjects  a  multitudinous war-cry,  increasing in
vehemence till at last methought it rivalled the roar of an army of a hundred thousand Isosceles, and the artillery
of a thousand Pentagons. Spell-bound and motionless, I could neither speak nor move to avert the impending
destruction; and still the noise grew louder, and the King came closer, when I awoke to find the breakfast-bell
recalling me to the realities of Flatland.

Section 15. Concerning a Stranger from Spaceland
 

From dreams I proceed to facts.

It was the last day of the 1999th year of our era. The pattering of the rain had long ago announced nightfall; and I
was sitting in the company of my wife, musing on the events of the past and the prospects of the coming year, the
coming century, the coming Millennium.

[Note: When I say “sitting”, of course I do not mean any change of attitude such as you in Spaceland signify by
that word; for as we have no feet, we can no more “sit” nor “stand” (in your sense of the word) than one of your
soles or flounders.

Nevertheless, we perfectly well recognize the different mental states of volition implied in “lying”, “sitting”, and
“standing”, which are to some extent indicated to a beholder by a slight increase of lustre corresponding to the
increase of volition.
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But on this, and a thousand other kindred subjects, time forbids me to dwell.]

My four Sons and two orphan Grandchildren had retired to their several apartments; and my wife alone remained
with me to see the old Millennium out and the new one in.

I was rapt in thought, pondering in my mind some words that had casually issued from the mouth of my youngest
Grandson, a most promising young Hexagon of unusual brilliancy and perfect angularity. His uncles and I had
been giving him his usual practical lesson in Sight Recognition, turning ourselves upon our centres, now rapidly,
now more slowly, and questioning him as to our positions; and his answers had been so satisfactory that I had
been induced to reward him by giving him a few hints on Arithmetic, as applied to Geometry.

Taking nine Squares, each an inch every way, I had put them together so as to make one large Square, with a side
of three inches, and I had hence proved to my little Grandson that—though it was impossible for us to SEE the
inside of the Square—yet we might ascertain the number of square inches in a Square by simply squaring the
number of inches in the side: “and thus,” said I, “we know that 32, or 9, represents the number of square inches in
a Square whose side is 3 inches long.”

The little Hexagon meditated on this a while and then said to me; “But you have been teaching me to raise
numbers to the third power: I suppose 33 must mean something in Geometry; what does it mean?” “Nothing at
all,” replied I, “not at least in Geometry; for Geometry has only Two Dimensions.” And then I began to shew the
boy how a Point by moving through a length of three inches makes a Line of three inches, which may be
represented by 3; and how a Line of three inches, moving parallel to itself through a length of three inches, makes
a Square of three inches every way, which may be represented by 32.

Upon this, my Grandson, again returning to his former suggestion, took me up rather suddenly and exclaimed,
“Well, then, if a Point by moving three inches, makes a Line of three inches represented by 3; and if a straight
Line of three inches, moving parallel to itself, makes a Square of three inches every way, represented by 32; it
must be that a Square of three inches every way, moving somehow parallel to itself (but I don’t see how) must
make Something else (but I don’t see what) of three inches every way—and this must be represented by 33.”

“Go to bed,” said I, a little ruffled by this interruption: “if you would talk less nonsense, you would remember more
sense.”

So my Grandson had disappeared in disgrace; and there I sat by my Wife’s side, endeavouring to form a retrospect
of the year 1999 and of the possibilities of the year 2000, but not quite able to shake off the thoughts suggested by
the prattle of my bright little Hexagon. Only a few sands now remained in the half-hour glass. Rousing myself from
my reverie I turned the glass Northward for the last time in the old Millennium; and in the act, I exclaimed aloud,
“The boy is a fool.”

Straightway I became conscious of a Presence in the room, and a chilling breath thrilled through my very being.
“He is no such thing,” cried my Wife, “and you are breaking the Commandments in thus dishonouring your own
Grandson.” But I took no notice of her. Looking round in every direction I could see nothing; yet still I FELT a
Presence, and shivered as the cold whisper came again. I started up. “What is the matter?” said my Wife, “there is
no draught; what are you looking for? There is nothing.” There was nothing; and I resumed my seat, again
exclaiming, “The boy is a fool, I say; 33 can have no meaning in Geometry.” At once there came a distinctly audible
reply, “The boy is not a fool; and 33 has an obvious Geometrical meaning.”

My Wife as well as myself heard the words, although she did not understand their meaning, and both of us sprang
forward in the direction of the sound. What was our horror when we saw before us a Figure! At the first glance it
appeared to be a Woman, seen sideways; but a moment’s observation shewed me that the extremities passed into
dimness too rapidly to represent one of the Female Sex; and I should have thought it a Circle, only that it seemed
to change its size in a manner impossible for a Circle or for any regular Figure of which I had had experience.

But my Wife had not my experience, nor the coolness necessary to note these characteristics. With the usual
hastiness and unreasoning jealousy of her Sex, she flew at once to the conclusion that a Woman had entered the
house through some small aperture. “How comes this person here?” she exclaimed, “you promised me, my dear,
that there should be no ventilators in our new house.” “Nor are there any,” said I; “but what makes you think that
the stranger is a Woman? I see by my power of Sight Recognition——” “Oh, I have no patience with your Sight
Recognition,” replied she, “‘Feeling is believing’ and ‘A Straight Line to the touch is worth a Circle to the
sight'”—two Proverbs, very common with the Frailer Sex in Flatland.
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“Well,” said I, for I was afraid of irritating her, “if it must be so, demand an introduction.” Assuming her most
gracious manner, my Wife advanced towards the Stranger, “Permit me, Madam, to feel and be felt by——” then,
suddenly recoiling, “Oh! it is not a Woman, and there are no angles either, not a trace of one. Can it be that I have
so misbehaved to a perfect Circle?”

“I am indeed, in a certain sense a Circle,” replied the Voice, “and a more perfect Circle than any in Flatland; but
to speak more accurately, I am many Circles in one.” Then he added more mildly, “I have a message, dear Madam,
to your husband, which I must not deliver in your presence; and, if you would suffer us to retire for a few
minutes——” But my Wife would not listen to the proposal that our august Visitor should so incommode himself,
and assuring the Circle that the hour of her own retirement had long passed, with many reiterated apologies for
her recent indiscretion, she at last retreated to her apartment.

I glanced at the half-hour glass. The last sands had fallen. The third Millennium had begun.

Section 16. How the Stranger vainly endeavoured to reveal to me
in words the mysteries of Spaceland

 

As soon as the sound of the Peace-cry of my departing Wife had died away, I began to approach the Stranger with
the intention of taking a nearer view and of bidding him be seated: but his appearance struck me dumb and
motionless with astonishment. Without the slightest symptoms of angularity he nevertheless varied every instant
with gradations of size and brightness scarcely possible for any Figure within the scope of my experience. The
thought flashed across me that  I  might have before me a burglar or  cut-throat,  some monstrous Irregular
Isosceles, who, by feigning the voice of a Circle, had obtained admission somehow into the house, and was now
preparing to stab me with his acute angle.

In a sitting-room, the absence of Fog (and the season happened to be remarkably dry), made it difficult for me to
trust to Sight Recognition, especially at the short distance at which I was standing. Desperate with fear, I rushed
forward with an unceremonious, “You must permit me, Sir—” and felt him. My Wife was right. There was not the
trace of an angle, not the slightest roughness or inequality: never in my life had I met with a more perfect Circle.
He remained motionless while I walked round him, beginning from his eye and returning to it again. Circular he
was throughout, a perfectly satisfactory Circle; there could not be a doubt of it. Then followed a dialogue, which I
will endeavour to set down as near as I can recollect it, omitting only some of my profuse apologies—for I was
covered with shame and humiliation that I, a Square, should have been guilty of the impertinence of feeling a
Circle. It was commenced by the Stranger with some impatience at the lengthiness of my introductory process.

STRANGER. Have you felt me enough by this time? Are you not introduced to me yet?

I. Most illustrious Sir, excuse my awkwardness, which arises not from ignorance of the usages of polite society,
but from a little surprise and nervousness, consequent on this somewhat unexpected visit. And I beseech you to
reveal my indiscretion to no one, and especially not to my Wife. But before your Lordship enters into further
communications, would he deign to satisfy the curiosity of one who would gladly know whence his Visitor came?

STRANGER. From Space, from Space, Sir: whence else?

I. Pardon me, my Lord, but is not your Lordship already in Space, your Lordship and his humble servant, even at
this moment?

STRANGER. Pooh! what do you know of Space? Define Space.

I. Space, my Lord, is height and breadth indefinitely prolonged.

STRANGER. Exactly: you see you do not even know what Space is. You think it is of Two Dimensions only; but I
have come to announce to you a Third—height, breadth, and length.

I. Your Lordship is pleased to be merry. We also speak of length and height, or breadth and thickness, thus
denoting Two Dimensions by four names.

STRANGER. But I mean not only three names, but Three Dimensions.
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I. Would your Lordship indicate or explain to me in what direction is the Third Dimension, unknown to me?

STRANGER. I came from it. It is up above and down below.

I. My Lord means seemingly that it is Northward and Southward.

STRANGER. I mean nothing of the kind. I mean a direction in which you cannot look, because you have no eye in
your side.

I. Pardon me, my Lord, a moment’s inspection will convince your Lordship that I have a perfect luminary at the
juncture of two of my sides.

STRANGER. Yes: but in order to see into Space you ought to have an eye, not on your Perimeter, but on your side,
that is, on what you would probably call your inside; but we in Spaceland should call it your side.

I. An eye in my inside! An eye in my stomach! Your Lordship jests.

STRANGER. I am in no jesting humour. I tell you that I come from Space, or, since you will not understand what
Space means, from the Land of Three Dimensions whence I but lately looked down upon your Plane which you call
Space forsooth. From that position of advantage I discerned all that you speak of as SOLID (by which you mean
“enclosed on four sides”), your houses, your churches, your very chests and safes, yes even your insides and
stomachs, all lying open and exposed to my view.

I. Such assertions are easily made, my Lord.

STRANGER. But not easily proved, you mean. But I mean to prove mine.

When I descended here, I saw your four Sons, the Pentagons, each in his apartment, and your two Grandsons the
Hexagons; I saw your youngest Hexagon remain a while with you and then retire to his room, leaving you and your
Wife alone. I saw your Isosceles servants, three in number, in the kitchen at supper, and the little Page in the
scullery. Then I came here, and how do you think I came?

I. Through the roof, I suppose.

STRANGER. Not so. Your roof, as you know very well, has been recently repaired, and has no aperture by which
even a Woman could penetrate. I tell you I come from Space. Are you not convinced by what I have told you of
your children and household?

I. Your Lordship must be aware that such facts touching the belongings of his humble servant might be easily
ascertained by any one in the neighbourhood possessing your Lordship’s ample means of obtaining information.

STRANGER. (TO HIMSELF.) What must I do? Stay; one more argument suggests itself to me. When you see a
Straight Line—your wife, for example—how many Dimensions do you attribute to her?

I. Your Lordship would treat me as if I were one of the vulgar who, being ignorant of Mathematics, suppose that a
Woman is really a Straight Line, and only of One Dimension. No, no, my Lord; we Squares are better advised, and
are as well  aware as your Lordship that  a  Woman,  though popularly  called a Straight  Line,  is,  really  and
scientifically, a very thin Parallelogram, possessing Two Dimensions, like the rest of us, viz., length and breadth
(or thickness).

STRANGER. But the very fact that a Line is visible implies that it possesses yet another Dimension.

I. My Lord, I have just acknowledged that a Woman is broad as well as long. We see her length, we infer her
breadth; which, though very slight, is capable of measurement.

STRANGER. You do not understand me. I mean that when you see a Woman, you ought—besides inferring her
breadth—to see her length, and to SEE what we call her HEIGHT; although that last Dimension is infinitesimal in
your country. If a Line were mere length without “height”, it would cease to occupy Space and would become
invisible. Surely you must recognize this?

I. I must indeed confess that I do not in the least understand your Lordship. When we in Flatland see a Line, we
see length and BRIGHTNESS. If the brightness disappears, the Line is extinguished, and, as you say, ceases to
occupy Space. But am I to suppose that your Lordship gives to brightness the title of a Dimension, and that what
we call “bright” you call “high”?
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STRANGER. No, indeed. By “height” I mean a Dimension like your length: only, with you, “height” is not so easily
perceptible, being extremely small.

I. My Lord, your assertion is easily put to the test. You say I have a Third Dimension, which you call “height”. Now,
Dimension implies  direction and measurement.  Do but  measure my “height”,  or  merely  indicate to me the
direction  in  which  my  “height”  extends,  and  I  will  become your  convert.  Otherwise,  your  Lordship’s  own
understanding must hold me excused.

STRANGER. (TO HIMSELF.) I can do neither. How shall I convince him? Surely a plain statement of facts followed
by ocular demonstration ought to suffice. —Now, Sir; listen to me.

You are living on a Plane. What you style Flatland is the vast level surface of what I may call a fluid, on, or in, the
top of which you and your countrymen move about, without rising above it or falling below it.

I am not a plane Figure, but a Solid. You call me a Circle; but in reality I am not a Circle, but an infinite number of
Circles, of size varying from a Point to a Circle of thirteen inches in diameter, one placed on the top of the other.
When I cut through your plane as I am now doing, I make in your plane a section which you, very rightly, call a
Circle. For even a Sphere—which is my proper name in my own country—if he manifest himself at all to an
inhabitant of Flatland—must needs manifest himself as a Circle.

Do you not remember—for I, who see all things, discerned last night the phantasmal vision of Lineland written
upon your brain—do you not remember, I say, how, when you entered the realm of Lineland, you were compelled
to manifest yourself to the King, not as a Square, but as a Line, because that Linear Realm had not Dimensions
enough to represent the whole of you, but only a slice or section of you? In precisely the same way, your country
of Two Dimensions is not spacious enough to represent me, a being of Three, but can only exhibit a slice or section
of me, which is what you call a Circle.

The diminished brightness of your eye indicates incredulity. But now prepare to receive proof positive of the truth
of my assertions. You cannot indeed see more than one of my sections, or Circles, at a time; for you have no power
to raise your eye out of the plane of Flatland; but you can at least see that, as I rise in Space, so my sections
become smaller. See now, I will rise; and the effect upon your eye will be that my Circle will become smaller and
smaller till it dwindles to a point and finally vanishes.

 

 

There was no “rising” that I could see; but he diminished and finally vanished. I winked once or twice to make
sure that I  was not dreaming. But it  was no dream. For from the depths of nowhere came forth a hollow
voice—close to my heart it seemed—”Am I quite gone? Are you convinced now? Well, now I will gradually return
to Flatland and you shall see my section become larger and larger.”

Every reader in Spaceland will easily understand that my mysterious Guest was speaking the language of truth
and even of simplicity. But to me, proficient though I was in Flatland Mathematics, it was by no means a simple
matter. The rough diagram given above will make it clear to any Spaceland child that the Sphere, ascending in the
three positions indicated there, must needs have manifested himself to me, or to any Flatlander, as a Circle, at
first of full size, then small, and at last very small indeed, approaching to a Point. But to me, although I saw the
facts before me, the causes were as dark as ever. All that I could comprehend was, that the Circle had made
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himself smaller and vanished, and that he had now reappeared and was rapidly making himself larger.

When he regained his original size, he heaved a deep sigh; for he perceived by my silence that I had altogether
failed to comprehend him. And indeed I was now inclining to the belief that he must be no Circle at all, but some
extremely clever juggler; or else that the old wives’ tales were true, and that after all there were such people as
Enchanters and Magicians.

After a long pause he muttered to himself, “One resource alone remains, if I am not to resort to action. I must try
the method of Analogy.” Then followed a still longer silence, after which he continued our dialogue.

SPHERE. Tell me, Mr. Mathematician; if a Point moves Northward, and leaves a luminous wake, what name would
you give to the wake?

I. A straight Line.

SPHERE. And a straight Line has how many extremities?

I. Two.

SPHERE. Now conceive the Northward straight Line moving parallel to itself, East and West, so that every point
in it leaves behind it the wake of a straight Line. What name will you give to the Figure thereby formed? We will
suppose that it moves through a distance equal to the original straight Line. —What name, I say?

I. A Square.

SPHERE. And how many sides has a Square? How many angles?

I. Four sides and four angles.

SPHERE. Now stretch your imagination a little, and conceive a Square in Flatland, moving parallel to itself
upward.

I. What? Northward?

SPHERE. No, not Northward; upward; out of Flatland altogether.

If it moved Northward, the Southern points in the Square would have to move through the positions previously
occupied by the Northern points. But that is not my meaning.

I mean that every Point in you—for you are a Square and will serve the purpose of my illustration—every Point in
you, that is to say in what you call your inside, is to pass upwards through Space in such a way that no Point shall
pass through the position previously occupied by any other Point; but each Point shall describe a straight Line of
its own. This is all in accordance with Analogy; surely it must be clear to you.

Restraining my impatience—for I  was now under a strong temptation to rush blindly  at  my Visitor  and to
precipitate him into Space, or out of Flatland, anywhere, so that I could get rid of him—I replied:—

“And what may be the nature of the Figure which I am to shape out by this motion which you are pleased to
denote by the word ‘upward’? I presume it is describable in the language of Flatland.”

SPHERE. Oh, certainly. It is all plain and simple, and in strict accordance with Analogy—only, by the way, you
must not speak of the result as being a Figure, but as a Solid. But I will describe it to you. Or rather not I, but
Analogy.

We began with a single Point, which of course—being itself a Point—has only ONE terminal Point.

One Point produces a Line with TWO terminal Points.

One Line produces a Square with FOUR terminal Points.

Now you can give yourself the answer to your own question: 1, 2, 4, are evidently in Geometrical Progression.
What is the next number?

I. Eight.
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SPHERE. Exactly. The one Square produces a SOMETHING-WHICH- YOU-DO-NOT-AS-YET-KNOW-A-NAME-FOR-
BUT-WHICH-WE-CALL-A-CUBE with EIGHT terminal Points. Now are you convinced?

I. And has this Creature sides, as well as angles or what you call “terminal Points”?

SPHERE. Of course; and all according to Analogy. But, by the way, not what YOU call sides, but what WE call
sides. You would call them SOLIDS.

I. And how many solids or sides will appertain to this Being whom I am to generate by the motion of my inside in
an “upward” direction, and whom you call a Cube?

SPHERE. How can you ask? And you a mathematician! The side of anything is always, if I may so say, one
Dimension behind the thing. Consequently, as there is no Dimension behind a Point, a Point has 0 sides; a Line, if I
may say, has 2 sides (for the Points of a Line may be called by courtesy, its sides); a Square has 4 sides; 0, 2, 4;
what Progression do you call that?

I. Arithmetical.

SPHERE. And what is the next number?

I. Six.

SPHERE. Exactly. Then you see you have answered your own question. The Cube which you will generate will be
bounded by six sides, that is to say, six of your insides. You see it all now, eh?

“Monster,” I shrieked, “be thou juggler, enchanter, dream, or devil, no more will I endure thy mockeries. Either
thou or I must perish.” And saying these words I precipitated myself upon him.

Section 17. How the Sphere, having in vain tried words,
resorted to deeds

 

It was in vain. I brought my hardest right angle into violent collision with the Stranger, pressing on him with a
force sufficient to have destroyed any ordinary Circle: but I could feel him slowly and unarrestably slipping from
my contact; no edging to the right nor to the left, but moving somehow out of the world, and vanishing to nothing.
Soon there was a blank. But still I heard the Intruder’s voice.

SPHERE. Why will you refuse to listen to reason? I had hoped to find in you—as being a man of sense and an
accomplished mathematician—a fit apostle for the Gospel of the Three Dimensions, which I am allowed to preach
once only in a thousand years: but now I know not how to convince you. Stay, I have it. Deeds, and not words,
shall proclaim the truth. Listen, my friend.

I have told you I can see from my position in Space the inside of all things that you consider closed. For example, I
see in yonder cupboard near which you are standing, several of what you call boxes (but like everything else in
Flatland, they have no tops nor bottoms) full of money; I see also two tablets of accounts. I am about to descend
into that cupboard and to bring you one of those tablets. I saw you lock the cupboard half an hour ago, and I know
you have the key in your possession. But I descend from Space; the doors, you see, remain unmoved. Now I am in
the cupboard and am taking the tablet. Now I have it. Now I ascend with it.

I rushed to the closet and dashed the door open. One of the tablets was gone. With a mocking laugh, the Stranger
appeared in the other corner of the room, and at the same time the tablet appeared upon the floor. I took it up.
There could be no doubt—it was the missing tablet.

I groaned with horror, doubting whether I was not out of my senses; but the Stranger continued: “Surely you must
now see that my explanation, and no other, suits the phenomena. What you call Solid things are really superficial;
what you call Space is really nothing but a great Plane. I am in Space, and look down upon the insides of the
things of which you only see the outsides. You could leave this Plane yourself, if you could but summon up the
necessary volition. A slight upward or downward motion would enable you to see all that I can see.

“The higher I mount, and the further I go from your Plane, the more I can see, though of course I see it on a
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smaller scale. For example, I am ascending; now I can see your neighbour the Hexagon and his family in their
several apartments; now I see the inside of the Theatre, ten doors off, from which the audience is only just
departing; and on the other side a Circle in his study, sitting at his books. Now I shall come back to you. And, as a
crowning proof, what do you say to my giving you a touch, just the least touch, in your stomach? It will not
seriously injure you, and the slight pain you may suffer cannot be compared with the mental benefit you will
receive.”

Before I could utter a word of remonstrance, I felt a shooting pain in my inside, and a demoniacal laugh seemed to
issue from within me. A moment afterwards the sharp agony had ceased, leaving nothing but a dull ache behind,
and the Stranger began to reappear, saying, as he gradually increased in size, “There, I have not hurt you much,
have I? If you are not convinced now, I don’t know what will convince you. What say you?”

My resolution was taken. It seemed intolerable that I should endure existence subject to the arbitrary visitations
of a Magician who could thus play tricks with one’s very stomach. If only I could in any way manage to pin him
against the wall till help came!

Once more I dashed my hardest angle against him, at the same time alarming the whole household by my cries for
aid. I believe, at the moment of my onset, the Stranger had sunk below our Plane, and really found difficulty in
rising. In any case he remained motionless, while I, hearing, as I thought, the sound of some help approaching,
pressed against him with redoubled vigour, and continued to shout for assistance.

A convulsive shudder ran through the Sphere. “This must not be,” I thought I heard him say: “either he must listen
to reason, or I must have recourse to the last resource of civilization.” Then, addressing me in a louder tone, he
hurriedly exclaimed, “Listen: no stranger must witness what you have witnessed. Send your Wife back at once,
before she enters the apartment. The Gospel of Three Dimensions must not be thus frustrated. Not thus must the
fruits of one thousand years of waiting be thrown away. I hear her coming. Back! back! Away from me, or you
must go with me—whither you know not—into the Land of Three Dimensions!”

“Fool!  Madman!  Irregular!”  I  exclaimed;  “never  will  I  release  thee;  thou  shalt  pay  the  penalty  of  thine
impostures.”

“Ha! Is it come to this?” thundered the Stranger: “then meet your fate: out of your Plane you go. Once, twice,
thrice! ‘Tis done!”

Section 18. How I came to Spaceland, and what I saw there
 

An unspeakable horror seized me. There was a darkness; then a dizzy, sickening sensation of sight that was not
like seeing; I saw a Line that was no Line; Space that was not Space: I was myself, and not myself. When I could
find voice, I shrieked aloud in agony, “Either this is madness or it is Hell.” “It is neither,” calmly replied the voice
of the Sphere, “it is Knowledge; it is Three Dimensions: open your eye once again and try to look steadily.”

I looked, and, behold, a new world! There stood before me, visibly incorporate, all that I had before inferred,
conjectured, dreamed, of perfect Circular beauty. What seemed the centre of the Stranger’s form lay open to my
view: yet I could see no heart, nor lungs, nor arteries, only a beautiful harmonious Something—for which I had no
words; but you, my Readers in Spaceland, would call it the surface of the Sphere.

Prostrating myself mentally before my Guide, I cried, “How is it, O divine ideal of consummate loveliness and
wisdom that I see thy inside, and yet cannot discern thy heart, thy lungs, thy arteries, thy liver?” “What you think
you see, you see not,” he replied; “it is not given to you, nor to any other Being to behold my internal parts. I am of
a different order of Beings from those in Flatland. Were I a Circle, you could discern my intestines, but I am a
Being, composed as I told you before, of many Circles, the Many in the One, called in this country a Sphere. And,
just as the outside of a Cube is a Square, so the outside of a Sphere presents the appearance of a Circle.”

Bewildered though I was by my Teacher’s enigmatic utterance, I no longer chafed against it, but worshipped him
in silent adoration. He continued, with more mildness in his voice. “Distress not yourself if you cannot at first
understand the deeper mysteries of Spaceland. By degrees they will dawn upon you. Let us begin by casting back
a glance at the region whence you came. Return with me a while to the plains of Flatland, and I will shew you that
which you have often reasoned and thought about, but never seen with the sense of sight—a visible angle.”
“Impossible!” I cried; but, the Sphere leading the way, I followed as if in a dream, till once more his voice arrested
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me: “Look yonder, and behold your own Pentagonal house, and all its inmates.”

I looked below, and saw with my physical eye all that domestic individuality which I had hitherto merely inferred
with the understanding. And how poor and shadowy was the inferred conjecture in comparison with the reality
which I now beheld! My four Sons calmly asleep in the North-Western rooms, my two orphan Grandsons to the
South; the Servants, the Butler, my Daughter, all in their several apartments. Only my affectionate Wife, alarmed
by my continued absence, had quitted her room and was roving up and down in the Hall, anxiously awaiting my
return. Also the Page, aroused by my cries, had left his room, and under pretext of ascertaining whether I had
fallen somewhere in a faint, was prying into the cabinet in my study. All this I could now SEE, not merely infer;
and as we came nearer and nearer, I could discern even the contents of my cabinet, and the two chests of gold,
and the tablets of which the Sphere had made mention.

 

 

Touched by my Wife’s distress, I would have sprung downward to reassure her, but I found myself incapable of
motion. “Trouble not yourself about your Wife,” said my Guide: “she will not be long left in anxiety; meantime, let
us take a survey of Flatland.”

Once more I felt myself rising through space. It was even as the Sphere had said. The further we receded from the
object we beheld, the larger became the field of vision. My native city, with the interior of every house and every
creature therein, lay open to my view in miniature. We mounted higher, and lo, the secrets of the earth, the
depths of mines and inmost caverns of the hills, were bared before me.

Awestruck at  the sight of  the mysteries of  the earth,  thus unveiled before my unworthy eye,  I  said to my
Companion, “Behold, I am become as a God. For the wise men in our country say that to see all things, or as they
express it, OMNIVIDENCE, is the attribute of God alone.” There was something of scorn in the voice of my
Teacher as he made answer: “Is it so indeed? Then the very pick-pockets and cut-throats of my country are to be
worshipped by your wise men as being Gods: for there is not one of them that does not see as much as you see
now. But trust me, your wise men are wrong.”

I. Then is omnividence the attribute of others besides Gods?

SPHERE. I do not know. But, if a pick-pocket or a cut-throat of our country can see everything that is in your
country, surely that is no reason why the pick-pocket or cut-throat should be accepted by you as a God. This
omnividence, as you call it—it is not a common word in Spaceland—does it make you more just, more merciful,
less selfish, more loving? Not in the least. Then how does it make you more divine?
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I. “More merciful, more loving!” But these are the qualities of women! And we know that a Circle is a higher Being
than a Straight Line, in so far as knowledge and wisdom are more to be esteemed than mere affection.

SPHERE. It is not for me to classify human faculties according to merit. Yet many of the best and wisest in
Spaceland think more of the affections than of the understanding, more of your despised Straight Lines than of
your belauded Circles. But enough of this. Look yonder. Do you know that building?

I looked, and afar off I saw an immense Polygonal structure, in which I recognized the General Assembly Hall of
the States of Flatland, surrounded by dense lines of Pentagonal buildings at right angles to each other, which I
knew to be streets; and I perceived that I was approaching the great Metropolis.

“Here we descend,” said my Guide. It was now morning, the first hour of the first day of the two thousandth year
of our era. Acting, as was their wont, in strict accordance with precedent, the highest Circles of the realm were
meeting in solemn conclave, as they had met on the first hour of the first day of the year 1000, and also on the
first hour of the first day of the year 0.

The minutes of the previous meetings were now read by one whom I at once recognized as my brother, a perfectly
Symmetrical Square, and the Chief Clerk of the High Council. It was found recorded on each occasion that:
“Whereas the States had been troubled by divers ill-intentioned persons pretending to have received revelations
from another World,  and professing to produce demonstrations whereby they had instigated to frenzy both
themselves and others, it had been for this cause unanimously resolved by the Grand Council that on the first day
of each millenary, special injunctions be sent to the Prefects in the several districts of Flatland, to make strict
search for such misguided persons, and without formality of mathematical examination, to destroy all such as
were Isosceles of any degree, to scourge and imprison any regular Triangle, to cause any Square or Pentagon to
be sent to the district Asylum, and to arrest any one of higher rank, sending him straightway to the Capital to be
examined and judged by the Council.”

“You hear your fate,”  said the Sphere to me, while the Council  was passing for the third time the formal
resolution. “Death or imprisonment awaits the Apostle of the Gospel of Three Dimensions.” “Not so,” replied I,
“the matter is now so clear to me, the nature of real space so palpable, that methinks I could make a child
understand it. Permit me but to descend at this moment and enlighten them.” “Not yet,” said my Guide, “the time
will come for that. Meantime I must perform my mission. Stay thou there in thy place.” Saying these words, he
leaped with great dexterity into the sea (if I may so call it) of Flatland, right in the midst of the ring of Counsellors.
“I come,” cried he, “to proclaim that there is a land of Three Dimensions.”

I could see many of the younger Counsellors start back in manifest horror, as the Sphere’s circular section
widened  before  them.  But  on  a  sign  from  the  presiding  Circle—who  shewed  not  the  slightest  alarm  or
surprise—six Isosceles of a low type from six different quarters rushed upon the Sphere. “We have him,” they
cried; “No; yes; we have him still! he’s going! he’s gone!”

“My Lords,” said the President to the Junior Circles of the Council, “there is not the slightest need for surprise;
the secret archives, to which I alone have access, tell me that a similar occurrence happened on the last two
millennial commencements. You will, of course, say nothing of these trifles outside the Cabinet.”

Raising his voice, he now summoned the guards. “Arrest the policemen; gag them. You know your duty.” After he
had consigned to their fate the wretched policemen—ill-fated and unwilling witnesses of a State-secret which they
were not to be permitted to reveal—he again addressed the Counsellors. “My Lords, the business of the Council
being concluded, I have only to wish you a happy New Year.” Before departing, he expressed, at some length, to
the Clerk, my excellent but most unfortunate brother, his sincere regret that, in accordance with precedent and
for the sake of secrecy, he must condemn him to perpetual imprisonment, but added his satisfaction that, unless
some mention were made by him of that day’s incident, his life would be spared.

Section 19. How, though the Sphere shewed me other mysteries
of Spaceland, I still desired more; and what came of it

 

When I saw my poor brother led away to imprisonment, I attempted to leap down into the Council Chamber,
desiring to intercede on his behalf, or at least bid him farewell. But I found that I had no motion of my own. I
absolutely depended on the volition of my Guide, who said in gloomy tones, “Heed not thy brother; haply thou
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shalt have ample time hereafter to condole with him. Follow me.”

 

 

Once more we ascended into space. “Hitherto,” said the Sphere, “I have shewn you naught save Plane Figures and
their interiors. Now I must introduce you to Solids, and reveal to you the plan upon which they are constructed.
Behold this multitude of moveable square cards. See, I put one on another, not, as you supposed, Northward of
the other, but ON the other. Now a second, now a third. See, I am building up a Solid by a multitude of Squares
parallel to one another. Now the Solid is complete, being as high as it is long and broad, and we call it a Cube.”

“Pardon me, my Lord,” replied I; “but to my eye the appearance is as of an Irregular Figure whose inside is laid
open to the view; in other words, methinks I see no Solid, but a Plane such as we infer in Flatland; only of an
Irregularity which betokens some monstrous criminal, so that the very sight of it is painful to my eyes.”

“True,” said the Sphere, “it appears to you a Plane, because you are not accustomed to light and shade and
perspective; just as in Flatland a Hexagon would appear a Straight Line to one who has not the Art of Sight
Recognition. But in reality it is a Solid, as you shall learn by the sense of Feeling.”

He then introduced me to the Cube, and I found that this marvellous Being was indeed no Plane, but a Solid; and
that he was endowed with six plane sides and eight terminal points called solid angles; and I remembered the
saying of the Sphere that just such a Creature as this would be formed by a Square moving, in Space, parallel to
himself: and I rejoiced to think that so insignificant a Creature as I could in some sense be called the Progenitor of
so illustrious an offspring.

But still I could not fully understand the meaning of what my Teacher had told me concerning “light” and “shade”
and “perspective”; and I did not hesitate to put my difficulties before him.

Were I to give the Sphere’s explanation of these matters, succinct and clear though it was, it would be tedious to
an inhabitant of Space, who knows these things already. Suffice it, that by his lucid statements, and by changing
the position of objects and lights, and by allowing me to feel the several objects and even his own sacred Person,
he at last made all things clear to me, so that I could now readily distinguish between a Circle and a Sphere, a
Plane Figure and a Solid.

This was the Climax, the Paradise, of my strange eventful History. Henceforth I have to relate the story of my
miserable Fall:—most miserable, yet surely most undeserved! For why should the thirst for knowledge be aroused,
only to be disappointed and punished? My volition shrinks from the painful task of recalling my humiliation; yet,
like a second Prometheus, I will endure this and worse, if by any means I may arouse in the interiors of Plane and
Solid Humanity a spirit of rebellion against the Conceit which would limit our Dimensions to Two or Three or any
number short of Infinity. Away then with all personal considerations! Let me continue to the end, as I began,
without further digressions or anticipations, pursuing the plain path of dispassionate History. The exact facts, the
exact words,—and they are burnt in upon my brain,—shall be set down without alteration of an iota; and let my
Readers judge between me and Destiny.

The Sphere would willingly have continued his lessons by indoctrinating me in the conformation of all regular
Solids, Cylinders, Cones, Pyramids, Pentahedrons, Hexahedrons, Dodecahedrons, and Spheres: but I ventured to
interrupt him. Not that I was wearied of knowledge. On the contrary, I thirsted for yet deeper and fuller draughts
than he was offering to me.
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“Pardon me,” said I, “O Thou Whom I must no longer address as the Perfection of all Beauty; but let me beg thee
to vouchsafe thy servant a sight of thine interior.”

SPHERE. My what?

I. Thine interior: thy stomach, thy intestines.

SPHERE. Whence this ill-timed impertinent request? And what mean you by saying that I am no longer the
Perfection of all Beauty?

I. My Lord, your own wisdom has taught me to aspire to One even more great, more beautiful, and more closely
approximate to Perfection than yourself. As you yourself, superior to all Flatland forms, combine many Circles in
One, so doubtless there is One above you who combines many Spheres in One Supreme Existence, surpassing
even the Solids of Spaceland. And even as we, who are now in Space, look down on Flatland and see the insides of
all things, so of a certainty there is yet above us some higher, purer region, whither thou dost surely purpose to
lead me—O Thou Whom I shall  always call,  everywhere and in all  Dimensions,  my Priest,  Philosopher,  and
Friend—some yet more spacious Space, some more dimensionable Dimensionality, from the vantage-ground of
which we shall look down together upon the revealed insides of Solid things, and where thine own intestines, and
those of thy kindred Spheres, will lie exposed to the view of the poor wandering exile from Flatland, to whom so
much has already been vouchsafed.

SPHERE. Pooh! Stuff! Enough of this trifling! The time is short, and much remains to be done before you are fit to
proclaim the Gospel of Three Dimensions to your blind benighted countrymen in Flatland.

I. Nay, gracious Teacher, deny me not what I know it is in thy power to perform. Grant me but one glimpse of
thine interior, and I am satisfied for ever, remaining henceforth thy docile pupil, thy unemancipable slave, ready
to receive all thy teachings and to feed upon the words that fall from thy lips.

SPHERE. Well, then, to content and silence you, let me say at once, I would shew you what you wish if I could; but
I cannot. Would you have me turn my stomach inside out to oblige you?

I. But my Lord has shewn me the intestines of all my countrymen in the Land of Two Dimensions by taking me
with him into the Land of Three. What therefore more easy than now to take his servant on a second journey into
the blessed region of the Fourth Dimension, where I shall look down with him once more upon this land of Three
Dimensions, and see the inside of every three-dimensioned house, the secrets of the solid earth, the treasures of
the mines in Spaceland, and the intestines of every solid living creature, even of the noble and adorable Spheres.

SPHERE. But where is this land of Four Dimensions?

I. I know not: but doubtless my Teacher knows.

SPHERE. Not I. There is no such land. The very idea of it is utterly inconceivable.

I. Not inconceivable, my Lord, to me, and therefore still less inconceivable to my Master. Nay, I despair not that,
even here, in this region of Three Dimensions, your Lordship’s art may make the Fourth Dimension visible to me;
just as in the Land of Two Dimensions my Teacher’s skill would fain have opened the eyes of his blind servant to
the invisible presence of a Third Dimension, though I saw it not.

Let me recall the past. Was I not taught below that when I saw a Line and inferred a Plane, I in reality saw a Third
unrecognized Dimension, not the same as brightness, called “height”? And does it not now follow that, in this
region, when I see a Plane and infer a Solid, I really see a Fourth unrecognized Dimension, not the same as colour,
but existent, though infinitesimal and incapable of measurement?

And besides this, there is the Argument from Analogy of Figures.

SPHERE. Analogy! Nonsense: what analogy?

I. Your Lordship tempts his servant to see whether he remembers the revelations imparted to him. Trifle not with
me, my Lord; I crave, I thirst, for more knowledge. Doubtless we cannot SEE that other higher Spaceland now,
because we we have no eye in our stomachs. But, just as there WAS the realm of Flatland, though that poor puny
Lineland Monarch could neither turn to left nor right to discern it, and just as there WAS close at hand, and
touching my frame, the land of Three Dimensions, though I, blind senseless wretch, had no power to touch it, no
eye in my interior to discern it, so of a surety there is a Fourth Dimension, which my Lord perceives with the inner
eye of thought. And that it must exist my Lord himself has taught me. Or can he have forgotten what he himself
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imparted to his servant?

In One Dimension, did not a moving Point produce a Line with TWO terminal points?

In Two Dimensions, did not a moving Line produce a Square with FOUR terminal points?

In Three Dimensions, did not a moving Square produce—did not this eye of mine behold it—that blessed Being, a
Cube, with EIGHT terminal points?

And in Four Dimensions shall not a moving Cube—alas, for Analogy, and alas for the Progress of Truth, if it be not
so—shall not, I say, the motion of a divine Cube result in a still more divine Organization with SIXTEEN terminal
points?

Behold the infallible confirmation of the Series, 2, 4, 8, 16: is not this a Geometrical Progression? Is not this—if I
might quote my Lord’s own words—”strictly according to Analogy”?

Again, was I not taught by my Lord that as in a Line there are TWO bounding Points, and in a Square there are
FOUR bounding Lines, so in a Cube there must be SIX bounding Squares? Behold once more the confirming
Series, 2, 4, 6: is not this an Arithmetical Progression? And consequently does it not of necessity follow that the
more divine offspring of the divine Cube in the Land of Four Dimensions, must have 8 bounding Cubes: and is not
this also, as my Lord has taught me to believe, “strictly according to Analogy”?

O, my Lord, my Lord, behold, I cast myself in faith upon conjecture, not knowing the facts; and I appeal to your
Lordship to confirm or deny my logical anticipations. If I am wrong, I yield, and will no longer demand a fourth
Dimension; but, if I am right, my Lord will listen to reason.

I ask therefore, is it, or is it not, the fact, that ere now your countrymen also have witnessed the descent of Beings
of a higher order than their own, entering closed rooms, even as your Lordship entered mine, without the opening
of doors or windows, and appearing and vanishing at will? On the reply to this question I am ready to stake
everything. Deny it, and I am henceforth silent. Only vouchsafe an answer.

SPHERE. (AFTER A PAUSE). It is reported so. But men are divided in opinion as to the facts. And even granting
the facts, they explain them in different ways. And in any case, however great may be the number of different
explanations, no one has adopted or suggested the theory of a Fourth Dimension. Therefore, pray have done with
this trifling, and let us return to business.

I. I was certain of it. I was certain that my anticipations would be fulfilled. And now have patience with me and
answer me yet one more question, best of Teachers! Those who have thus appeared—no one knows whence—and
have returned—no one knows whither—have they also contracted their sections and vanished somehow into that
more Spacious Space, whither I now entreat you to conduct me?

SPHERE (MOODILY). They have vanished, certainly—if they ever appeared. But most people say that these visions
arose from the thought—you will not understand me—from the brain; from the perturbed angularity of the Seer.

I. Say they so? Oh, believe them not. Or if it indeed be so, that this other Space is really Thoughtland, then take
me to that blessed Region where I in Thought shall see the insides of all solid things. There, before my ravished
eye, a Cube, moving in some altogether new direction, but strictly according to Analogy, so as to make every
particle of his interior pass through a new kind of Space, with a wake of its own—shall create a still more perfect
perfection than himself, with sixteen terminal Extra-solid angles, and Eight solid Cubes for his Perimeter. And
once there, shall we stay our upward course? In that blessed region of Four Dimensions, shall we linger on the
threshold of the Fifth, and not enter therein? Ah, no! Let us rather resolve that our ambition shall soar with our
corporal ascent. Then, yielding to our intellectual onset, the gates of the Sixth Dimension shall fly open; after that
a Seventh, and then an Eighth— How long I should have continued I know not. In vain did the Sphere, in his voice
of thunder, reiterate his command of silence, and threaten me with the direst penalties if I persisted. Nothing
could stem the flood of my ecstatic aspirations. Perhaps I was to blame; but indeed I was intoxicated with the
recent draughts of Truth to which he himself had introduced me. However, the end was not long in coming. My
words were cut short by a crash outside, and a simultaneous crash inside me, which impelled me through space
with a velocity that precluded speech. Down! down! down! I was rapidly descending; and I knew that return to
Flatland  was  my  doom.  One  glimpse,  one  last  and  never-to-be-forgotten  glimpse  I  had  of  that  dull  level
wilderness—which was now to become my Universe again—spread out before my eye. Then a darkness. Then a
final, all-consummating thunder-peal; and, when I came to myself, I was once more a common creeping Square, in
my Study at home, listening to the Peace-Cry of my approaching Wife.
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Section 20. How the Sphere encouraged me in a Vision
 

Although I had less than a minute for reflection, I felt, by a kind of instinct, that I must conceal my experiences
from my Wife. Not that I apprehended, at the moment, any danger from her divulging my secret, but I knew that
to any Woman in Flatland the narrative of my adventures must needs be unintelligible. So I endeavoured to
reassure her by some story, invented for the occasion, that I had accidentally fallen through the trap-door of the
cellar, and had there lain stunned.

The Southward attraction in  our  country  is  so  slight  that  even to  a  Woman my tale  necessarily  appeared
extraordinary and well-nigh incredible; but my Wife, whose good sense far exceeds that of the average of her Sex,
and who perceived that I was unusually excited, did not argue with me on the subject, but insisted that I was ill
and required repose. I was glad of an excuse for retiring to my chamber to think quietly over what had happened.
When I was at last by myself,  a drowsy sensation fell  on me; but before my eyes closed I endeavoured to
reproduce the Third Dimension, and especially the process by which a Cube is constructed through the motion of
a Square. It was not so clear as I could have wished; but I remembered that it must be “Upward, and yet not
Northward”, and I determined steadfastly to retain these words as the clue which, if firmly grasped, could not fail
to guide me to the solution. So mechanically repeating, like a charm, the words, “Upward, yet not Northward”, I
fell into a sound refreshing sleep.

During my slumber I had a dream. I thought I was once more by the side of the Sphere, whose lustrous hue
betokened that he had exchanged his wrath against me for perfect placability. We were moving together towards
a bright but infinitesimally small Point, to which my Master directed my attention. As we approached, methought
there issued from it a slight humming noise as from one of your Spaceland bluebottles, only less resonant by far,
so slight indeed that even in the perfect stillness of the Vacuum through which we soared, the sound reached not
our ears till we checked our flight at a distance from it of something under twenty human diagonals.

“Look yonder,” said my Guide, “in Flatland thou hast lived; of Lineland thou hast received a vision; thou hast
soared with me to the heights of Spaceland; now, in order to complete the range of thy experience, I conduct thee
downward to the lowest depth of existence, even to the realm of Pointland, the Abyss of No dimensions.

“Behold yon miserable creature. That Point is a Being like ourselves, but confined to the non-dimensional Gulf. He
is himself his own World, his own Universe; of any other than himself he can form no conception; he knows not
Length, nor Breadth, nor Height, for he has had no experience of them; he has no cognizance even of the number
Two; nor has he a thought of Plurality; for he is himself his One and All, being really Nothing. Yet mark his perfect
self-contentment, and hence learn this lesson, that to be self-contented is to be vile and ignorant, and that to
aspire is better than to be blindly and impotently happy. Now listen.”

He ceased; and there arose from the little buzzing creature a tiny, low, monotonous, but distinct tinkling, as from
one of your Spaceland phonographs, from which I caught these words, “Infinite beatitude of existence! It is; and
there is none else beside It.”

“What,” said I, “does the puny creature mean by ‘it’?” “He means himself,” said the Sphere: “have you not noticed
before  now,  that  babies  and  babyish  people  who  cannot  distinguish  themselves  from the  world,  speak  of
themselves in the Third Person? But hush!”

“It fills all Space,” continued the little soliloquizing Creature, “and what It fills, It is. What It thinks, that It utters;
and what It utters, that It hears; and It itself is Thinker, Utterer, Hearer, Thought, Word, Audition; it is the One,
and yet the All in All. Ah, the happiness ah, the happiness of Being!”

“Can you not startle the little thing out of its complacency?” said I. “Tell it what it really is, as you told me; reveal
to it the narrow limitations of Pointland, and lead it up to something higher.” “That is no easy task,” said my
Master; “try you.”

Hereon, raising my voice to the uttermost, I addressed the Point as follows:

“Silence, silence, contemptible Creature. You call yourself the All in All, but you are the Nothing: your so-called
Universe is a mere speck in a Line, and a Line is a mere shadow as compared with—” “Hush, hush, you have said
enough,” interrupted the Sphere, “now listen, and mark the effect of your harangue on the King of Pointland.”

The lustre of the Monarch, who beamed more brightly than ever upon hearing my words, shewed clearly that he
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retained his complacency; and I had hardly ceased when he took up his strain again. “Ah, the joy, ah, the joy of
Thought! What can It not achieve by thinking! Its own Thought coming to Itself, suggestive of Its disparagement,
thereby to enhance Its happiness! Sweet rebellion stirred up to result in triumph! Ah, the divine creative power of
the All in One! Ah, the joy, the joy of Being!”

“You see,” said my Teacher, “how little your words have done. So far as the Monarch understands them at all, he
accepts them as his own—for he cannot conceive of any other except himself—and plumes himself upon the
variety of ‘Its Thought’ as an instance of creative Power. Let us leave this God of Pointland to the ignorant fruition
of his omnipresence and omniscience: nothing that you or I can do can rescue him from his self-satisfaction.”

After this, as we floated gently back to Flatland, I could hear the mild voice of my Companion pointing the moral
of my vision, and stimulating me to aspire, and to teach others to aspire. He had been angered at first—he
confessed—by my ambition to soar to Dimensions above the Third; but, since then, he had received fresh insight,
and he was not too proud to acknowledge his error to a Pupil. Then he proceeded to initiate me into mysteries yet
higher than those I had witnessed, shewing me how to construct Extra-Solids by the motion of Solids, and Double
Extra-Solids by the motion of Extra-Solids, and all “strictly according to Analogy”, all by methods so simple, so
easy, as to be patent even to the Female Sex.

Section 21. How I tried to teach the Theory of Three Dimensions
to my Grandson, and with what success

 

I awoke rejoicing, and began to reflect on the glorious career before me. I would go forth, methought, at once, and
evangelize the whole of  Flatland.  Even to Women and Soldiers  should the Gospel  of  Three Dimensions be
proclaimed. I would begin with my Wife.

Just as I had decided on the plan of my operations, I heard the sound of many voices in the street commanding
silence. Then followed a louder voice. It was a herald’s proclamation. Listening attentively, I recognized the words
of the Resolution of the Council, enjoining the arrest, imprisonment, or execution of any one who should pervert
the minds of the people by delusions, and by professing to have received revelations from another World.

I reflected. This danger was not to be trifled with. It would be better to avoid it by omitting all mention of my
Revelation, and by proceeding on the path of Demonstration—which after all, seemed so simple and so conclusive
that nothing would be lost by discarding the former means. “Upward, not Northward”—was the clue to the whole
proof. It had seemed to me fairly clear before I fell asleep; and when I first awoke, fresh from my dream, it had
appeared as patent as Arithmetic; but somehow it did not seem to me quite so obvious now. Though my Wife
entered  the  room  opportunely  just  at  that  moment,  I  decided,  after  we  had  exchanged  a  few  words  of
commonplace conversation, not to begin with her.

My Pentagonal Sons were men of character and standing, and physicians of no mean reputation, but not great in
mathematics, and, in that respect, unfit for my purpose. But it occurred to me that a young and docile Hexagon,
with a mathematical turn, would be a most suitable pupil. Why therefore not make my first experiment with my
little precocious Grandson, whose casual remarks on the meaning of 33 had met with the approval of the Sphere?
Discussing the matter with him, a mere boy, I should be in perfect safety; for he would know nothing of the
Proclamation of the Council; whereas I could not feel sure that my Sons—so greatly did their patriotism and
reverence for the Circles predominate over mere blind affection—might not feel compelled to hand me over to the
Prefect, if they found me seriously maintaining the seditious heresy of the Third Dimension.

But the first thing to be done was to satisfy in some way the curiosity of my Wife, who naturally wished to know
something of the reasons for which the Circle had desired that mysterious interview, and of the means by which
he had entered the house. Without entering into the details of the elaborate account I gave her,—an account, I
fear, not quite so consistent with truth as my Readers in Spaceland might desire,—I must be content with saying
that I succeeded at last in persuading her to return quietly to her household duties without eliciting from me any
reference to the World of Three Dimensions. This done, I immediately sent for my Grandson; for, to confess the
truth, I felt that all that I had seen and heard was in some strange way slipping away from me, like the image of a
half-grasped, tantalizing dream, and I longed to essay my skill in making a first disciple.

When my Grandson entered the room I carefully secured the door. Then, sitting down by his side and taking our
mathematical tablets,—or, as you would call them, Lines—I told him we would resume the lesson of yesterday. I
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taught him once more how a Point by motion in One Dimension produces a Line, and how a straight Line in Two
Dimensions produces a Square. After this, forcing a laugh, I said, “And now, you scamp, you wanted to make me
believe that a Square may in the same way by motion ‘Upward, not Northward’ produce another figure, a sort of
extra Square in Three Dimensions. Say that again, you young rascal.”

At this moment we heard once more the herald’s “O yes! O yes!” outside in the street proclaiming the Resolution
of the Council. Young though he was, my Grandson—who was unusually intelligent for his age, and bred up in
perfect reverence for the authority of the Circles—took in the situation with an acuteness for which I was quite
unprepared. He remained silent till the last words of the Proclamation had died away, and then, bursting into
tears, “Dear Grandpapa,” he said, “that was only my fun, and of course I meant nothing at all by it; and we did not
know anything then about the new Law; and I don’t think I said anything about the Third Dimension; and I am
sure I did not say one word about ‘Upward, not Northward’, for that would be such nonsense, you know. How
could a thing move Upward, and not Northward? Upward and not Northward! Even if I were a baby, I could not be
so absurd as that. How silly it is! Ha! ha! ha!”

“Not at all silly,” said I, losing my temper; “here for example, I take this Square,” and, at the word, I grasped a
moveable  Square,  which  was  lying  at  hand—”and  I  move  it,  you  see,  not  Northward  but—yes,  I  move  it
Upward—that is to say, not Northward, but I move it somewhere—not exactly like this, but somehow—” Here I
brought my sentence to an inane conclusion, shaking the Square about in a purposeless manner, much to the
amusement of my Grandson, who burst out laughing louder than ever, and declared that I was not teaching him,
but joking with him; and so saying he unlocked the door and ran out of the room. Thus ended my first attempt to
convert a pupil to the Gospel of Three Dimensions.

Section 22. How I then tried to diffuse the Theory
of Three Dimensions by other means, and of the result

 

My failure with my Grandson did not encourage me to communicate my secret to others of my household; yet
neither was I led by it to despair of success. Only I saw that I must not wholly rely on the catch-phrase, “Upward,
not Northward”, but must rather endeavour to seek a demonstration by setting before the public a clear view of
the whole subject; and for this purpose it seemed necessary to resort to writing.

So I devoted several months in privacy to the composition of a treatise on the mysteries of Three Dimensions.
Only, with the view of evading the Law, if possible, I spoke not of a physical Dimension, but of a Thoughtland
whence, in theory, a Figure could look down upon Flatland and see simultaneously the insides of all things, and
where it was possible that there might be supposed to exist a Figure environed, as it were, with six Squares, and
containing eight terminal Points. But in writing this book I found myself sadly hampered by the impossibility of
drawing such diagrams as were necessary for my purpose; for of course, in our country of Flatland, there are no
tablets but Lines, and no diagrams but Lines, all in one straight Line and only distinguishable by difference of size
and brightness; so that, when I had finished my treatise (which I entitled, “Through Flatland to Thoughtland”) I
could not feel certain that many would understand my meaning.

Meanwhile my life was under a cloud. All pleasures palled upon me; all sights tantalized and tempted me to
outspoken treason, because I could not but compare what I saw in Two Dimensions with what it really was if seen
in Three, and could hardly refrain from making my comparisons aloud. I  neglected my clients and my own
business to give myself to the contemplation of the mysteries which I had once beheld, yet which I could impart to
no one, and found daily more difficult to reproduce even before my own mental vision.

One day, about eleven months after my return from Spaceland, I tried to see a Cube with my eye closed, but
failed; and though I succeeded afterwards, I was not then quite certain (nor have I been ever afterwards) that I
had exactly realized the original. This made me more melancholy than before, and determined me to take some
step; yet what, I knew not. I felt that I would have been willing to sacrifice my life for the Cause, if thereby I could
have produced conviction. But if I could not convince my Grandson, how could I convince the highest and most
developed Circles in the land?

And yet at times my spirit was too strong for me, and I gave vent to dangerous utterances. Already I was
considered heterodox if not treasonable, and I was keenly alive to the danger of my position; nevertheless I could
not at  times refrain from bursting out into suspicious or half-seditious utterances,  even among the highest
Polygonal and Circular society. When, for example, the question arose about the treatment of those lunatics who
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said that they had received the power of seeing the insides of things, I would quote the saying of an ancient Circle,
who declared that prophets and inspired people are always considered by the majority to be mad; and I could not
help occasionally dropping such expressions as “the eye that discerns the interiors of things”, and “the all-seeing
land”; once or twice I even let fall the forbidden terms “the Third and Fourth Dimensions”. At last, to complete a
series of minor indiscretions, at a meeting of our Local Speculative Society held at the palace of the Prefect
himself,—some  extremely  silly  person  having  read  an  elaborate  paper  exhibiting  the  precise  reasons  why
Providence has limited the number of Dimensions to Two, and why the attribute of omnividence is assigned to the
Supreme alone—I so far forgot myself as to give an exact account of the whole of my voyage with the Sphere into
Space, and to the Assembly Hall in our Metropolis, and then to Space again, and of my return home, and of
everything that I had seen and heard in fact or vision. At first, indeed, I pretended that I was describing the
imaginary experiences of a fictitious person; but my enthusiasm soon forced me to throw off all disguise, and
finally, in a fervent peroration, I exhorted all my hearers to divest themselves of prejudice and to become believers
in the Third Dimension.

Need I say that I was at once arrested and taken before the Council?

Next morning, standing in the very place where but a very few months ago the Sphere had stood in my company, I
was allowed to begin and to continue my narration unquestioned and uninterrupted. But from the first I foresaw
my fate; for the President, noting that a guard of the better sort of Policemen was in attendance, of angularity
little, if at all, under 55 degrees, ordered them to be relieved before I began my defence, by an inferior class of 2
or 3 degrees. I knew only too well what that meant. I was to be executed or imprisoned, and my story was to be
kept secret from the world by the simultaneous destruction of the officials who had heard it; and, this being the
case, the President desired to substitute the cheaper for the more expensive victims.

After I had concluded my defence, the President, perhaps perceiving that some of the junior Circles had been
moved by my evident earnestness, asked me two questions:—

1. Whether I could indicate the direction which I meant when I used the words “Upward, not Northward”?

2. Whether I could by any diagrams or descriptions (other than the enumeration of imaginary sides and angles)
indicate the Figure I was pleased to call a Cube?

I declared that I could say nothing more, and that I must commit myself to the Truth, whose cause would surely
prevail in the end.

The President replied that he quite concurred in my sentiment, and that I could not do better. I must be sentenced
to perpetual imprisonment; but if the Truth intended that I should emerge from prison and evangelize the world,
the Truth might be trusted to bring that result to pass. Meanwhile I should be subjected to no discomfort that was
not necessary to preclude escape, and, unless I forfeited the privilege by misconduct, I should be occasionally
permitted to see my brother who had preceded me to my prison.

Seven years have elapsed and I am still a prisoner, and—if I except the occasional visits of my brother—debarred
from all companionship save that of my jailers. My brother is one of the best of Squares, just, sensible, cheerful,
and not without fraternal affection; yet I confess that my weekly interviews, at least in one respect, cause me the
bitterest pain. He was present when the Sphere manifested himself in the Council Chamber; he saw the Sphere’s
changing sections; he heard the explanation of the phenomena then given to the Circles. Since that time, scarcely
a week has passed during seven whole years, without his hearing from me a repetition of the part I played in that
manifestation, together with ample descriptions of all the phenomena in Spaceland, and the arguments for the
existence of Solid things derivable from Analogy. Yet—I take shame to be forced to confess it—my brother has not
yet grasped the nature of the Third Dimension, and frankly avows his disbelief in the existence of a Sphere.

Hence I am absolutely destitute of converts, and, for aught that I can see, the millennial Revelation has been made
to me for nothing. Prometheus up in Spaceland was bound for bringing down fire for mortals, but I—poor Flatland
Prometheus—lie here in prison for bringing down nothing to my countrymen. Yet I exist in the hope that these
memoirs, in some manner, I know not how, may find their way to the minds of humanity in Some Dimension, and
may stir up a race of rebels who shall refuse to be confined to limited Dimensionality.

That is the hope of my brighter moments. Alas, it is not always so. Heavily weighs on me at times the burdensome
reflection that I cannot honestly say I am confident as to the exact shape of the once-seen, oft-regretted Cube; and
in my nightly visions the mysterious precept, “Upward, not Northward”, haunts me like a soul-devouring Sphinx. It
is part of the martyrdom which I endure for the cause of the Truth that there are seasons of mental weakness,
when Cubes and Spheres flit away into the background of scarce-possible existences; when the Land of Three
Dimensions seems almost as visionary as the Land of One or None; nay, when even this hard wall that bars me
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from my freedom, these very tablets on which I am writing, and all the substantial realities of Flatland itself,
appear no better than the offspring of a diseased imagination, or the baseless fabric of a dream.
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Harlan Ellison, Repent, Harlequin! Cried the
Ticktockman

Harlan Ellison, "Repent, Harlequin!" Cried the Ticktockman

Harlan Ellison, "Repent, Harlequin!" Cried the
Ticktockman

Ellison’s story can be accessed at: https://www.d.umn.edu/~tbacig/cst1010/chs/ellison.html
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Leslie F. Stone, The Conquest of Gola

The Conquest of Gola

The Conquest of Gola

Leslie Frances Stone’s story can be accessed with some context from the following URL:
https://richardlevesqueauthor.wordpress.com/tag/the-conquest-of-gola/

The Wonder Stories website is linked near the bottom of the blog.
https://www.pulpmags.org/content/view/issues/wonder-stories.html
Go to the April 1931 issue.

                                                                    Wonder Stories April 1931 issue
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Jorge Luis Borges Three Ways

“Tlön Uqbar, and Orbius Tertius”:
https://genius.com/Jorge-luis-borges-tlon-uqbar-orbis-tertius-annotated

This site has the added advantage of being annotated.

“The Library of Babel”:
https://maskofreason.files.wordpress.com/2011/02/the-library-of-babel-by-jorge-luis-borges.pdf

“The Garden of Forking Paths”:
https://archive.org/stream/TheGardenOfForkingPathsJorgeLuisBorges1941/The-Garden-of-Forking-P
aths-Jorge-Luis-Borges-1941_djvu.txt
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Kurt Vonnegut, Harrison Bergeron

Kurt Vonnegut, “Harrison Bergeron” is available at: http://www.tnellen.com/cybereng/harrison.html
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Kurt Vonnegut, Welcome to the Monkey
House

Access “Welcome to the Monkey House” at:
http://pkhedar.uiwap.com/Ebooks.txt/Vonnegut-Welcome_to_the_Monkey_House.txt

Once you locate the Vonnegut book, you can hit the Find command (CNTRL + F) and type in its title. 
You’ll get to the story!
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The Big Trip Up Yonder

The Big Trip Up Yonder
THE BIG TRIP UP YONDER

By KURT VONNEGUT, JR.
Illustrated by KOSSIN

If it was good enough for your grandfather, forget it … it is much too good for anyone else!

Gramps Ford, his chin resting on his hands, his hands on the crook of his cane, was staring irascibly at the five-
foot television screen that dominated the room. On the screen, a news commentator was summarizing the day’s
happenings. Every thirty seconds or so, Gramps would jab the floor with his cane-tip and shout, “Hell, we did that
a hundred years ago!”

Emerald and Lou, coming in from the balcony, where they had been seeking that 2185 A.D. rarity—privacy—were
obliged to take seats  in the back row, behind Lou’s  father and mother,  brother and sister-in-law,  son and
daughter-in-law, grandson and wife, granddaughter and husband, great-grandson and wife, nephew and wife,
grandnephew and wife, great-grandniece and husband, great-grandnephew and wife—and, of course, Gramps,
who was in front of everybody. All save Gramps, who was somewhat withered and bent, seemed, by pre-anti-
gerasone standards, to be about the same age—somewhere in their late twenties or early thirties. Gramps looked
older because he had already reached 70 when anti-gerasone was invented. He had not aged in the 102 years
since.

“Meanwhile,” the commentator was saying, “Council Bluffs, Iowa, was still threatened by stark tragedy. But 200
weary rescue workers have refused to give up hope, and continue to dig in an effort to save Elbert Haggedorn,
183, who has been wedged for two days in a …”

“I wish he’d get something more cheerful,” Emerald whispered to Lou.

“Silence!” cried Gramps. “Next one shoots off his big bazoo while the TV’s on is gonna find hisself cut off without
a dollar—” his voice suddenly softened and sweetened—”when they wave that checkered flag at the Indianapolis
Speedway, and old Gramps gets ready for the Big Trip Up Yonder.”

He sniffed sentimentally, while his heirs concentrated desperately on not making the slightest sound. For them,
the poignancy of the prospective Big Trip had been dulled somewhat, through having been mentioned by Gramps
about once a day for fifty years.

“Dr. Brainard Keyes Bullard,” continued the commentator, “President of Wyandotte College, said in an address
tonight that most of the world’s ills can be traced to the fact that Man’s knowledge of himself has not kept pace
with his knowledge of the physical world.”

“Hell!” snorted Gramps. “We said that a hundred years ago!”
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“In Chicago tonight,” the commentator went on, “a special celebration is taking place in the Chicago Lying-in
Hospital. The guest of honor is Lowell W. Hitz, age zero. Hitz, born this morning, is the twenty-five-millionth child
to be born in the hospital.” The commentator faded, and was replaced on the screen by young Hitz, who squalled
furiously.

“Hell!” whispered Lou to Emerald. “We said that a hundred years ago.”

“I heard that!” shouted Gramps. He snapped off the television set and his petrified descendants stared silently at
the screen. “You, there, boy—”

“I didn’t mean anything by it, sir,” said Lou, aged 103.

“Get me my will. You know where it is. You kids all know where it is. Fetch, boy!” Gramps snapped his gnarled
fingers sharply.

Lou nodded dully and found himself going down the hall, picking his way over bedding to Gramps’ room, the only
private  room in  the  Ford  apartment.  The  other  rooms  were  the  bathroom,  the  living  room and  the  wide
windowless hallway, which was originally intended to serve as a dining area, and which had a kitchenette in one
end. Six mattresses and four sleeping bags were dispersed in the hallway and living room, and the daybed, in the
living room, accommodated the eleventh couple, the favorites of the moment.

On Gramps’  bureau was his  will,  smeared,  dog-eared,  perforated and blotched with hundreds of  additions,
deletions, accusations, conditions, warnings, advice and homely philosophy. The document was, Lou reflected, a
fifty-year diary, all jammed onto two sheets—a garbled, illegible log of day after day of strife. This day, Lou would
be disinherited for the eleventh time, and it would take him perhaps six months of impeccable behavior to regain
the promise of a share in the estate. To say nothing of the daybed in the living room for Em and himself.

“Boy!” called Gramps.

“Coming, sir.” Lou hurried back into the living room and handed Gramps the will.

“Pen!” said Gramps.

He was instantly offered eleven pens, one from each couple.

“Not that leaky thing,” he said, brushing Lou’s pen aside. “Ah, there’s a nice one. Good boy, Willy.” He accepted
Willy’s pen. That was the tip they had all been waiting for. Willy, then—Lou’s father—was the new favorite.

Willy, who looked almost as young as Lou, though he was 142, did a poor job of concealing his pleasure. He
glanced shyly at the daybed, which would become his, and from which Lou and Emerald would have to move back
into the hall, back to the worst spot of all by the bathroom door.

Gramps missed none of the high drama he had authored and he gave his own familiar role everything he had.
Frowning and running his finger along each line, as though he were seeing the will for the first time, he read
aloud in a deep portentous monotone, like a bass note on a cathedral organ.
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“I, Harold D. Ford, residing in Building 257 of Alden Village, New York City, Connecticut, do hereby make, publish
and declare this to be my last Will and Testament, revoking any and all former wills and codicils by me at any time
heretofore made.” He blew his nose importantly and went on, not missing a word, and repeating many for
emphasis—repeating in particular his ever-more-elaborate specifications for a funeral.

At the end of these specifications, Gramps was so choked with emotion that Lou thought he might have forgotten
why he’d brought out the will in the first place. But Gramps heroically brought his powerful emotions under
control and, after erasing for a full minute, began to write and speak at the same time. Lou could have spoken his
lines for him, he had heard them so often.

“I have had many heartbreaks ere leaving this vale of tears for a better land,” Gramps said and wrote. “But the
deepest hurt of all has been dealt me by—” He looked around the group, trying to remember who the malefactor
was.

Everyone looked helpfully at Lou, who held up his hand resignedly.

Gramps nodded, remembering, and completed the sentence—”my great-grandson, Louis J. Ford.”

“Grandson, sir,” said Lou.

“Don’t quibble. You’re in deep enough now, young man,” said Gramps, but he made the change. And, from there,
he went without a misstep through the phrasing of the disinheritance, causes for which were disrespectfulness
and quibbling.

In the paragraph following, the paragraph that had belonged to everyone in the room at one time or another,
Lou’s name was scratched out and Willy’s substituted as heir to the apartment and, the biggest plum of all, the
double bed in the private bedroom.
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“So!” said Gramps, beaming. He erased the date at the foot of the will and substituted a new one, including the
time of day. “Well—time to watch the McGarvey Family.” The McGarvey Family was a television serial that
Gramps had been following since he was 60, or for a total of 112 years. “I can’t wait to see what’s going to happen
next,” he said.

Lou detached himself from the group and lay down on his bed of pain by the bathroom door. Wishing Em would
join him, he wondered where she was.

He dozed for a few moments, until he was disturbed by someone stepping over him to get into the bathroom. A
moment later, he heard a faint gurgling sound, as though something were being poured down the washbasin
drain. Suddenly, it entered his mind that Em had cracked up, that she was in there doing something drastic about
Gramps.

“Em?” he whispered through the panel. There was no reply, and Lou pressed against the door. The worn lock,
whose bolt barely engaged its socket, held for a second, then let the door swing inward.

“Morty!” gasped Lou.

Lou’s great-grandnephew, Mortimer, who had just married and brought his wife home to the Ford menage, looked
at Lou with consternation and surprise. Morty kicked the door shut, but not before Lou had glimpsed what was in
his hand—Gramps’ enormous economy-size bottle of anti-gerasone, which had apparently been half-emptied, and
which Morty was refilling with tap water.

A moment later, Morty came out, glared defiantly at Lou and brushed past him wordlessly to rejoin his pretty
bride.

Shocked, Lou didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t let Gramps take the mousetrapped anti-gerasone—but, if he
warned Gramps about it, Gramps would certainly make life in the apartment, which was merely insufferable now,
harrowing.

Lou glanced into the living room and saw that the Fords, Emerald among them, were momentarily at rest,
relishing the botches that the McGarveys had made of their lives. Stealthily, he went into the bathroom, locked the
door as well as he could and began to pour the contents of Gramps’ bottle down the drain. He was going to refill it
with full-strength anti-gerasone from the 22 smaller bottles on the shelf.

The bottle contained a half-gallon, and its neck was small, so it seemed to Lou that the emptying would take
forever. And the almost imperceptible smell of anti-gerasone, like Worcestershire sauce, now seemed to Lou, in
his nervousness, to be pouring out into the rest of the apartment, through the keyhole and under the door.

The bottle gurgled monotonously. Suddenly, up came the sound of music from the living room and there were
murmurs and the scraping of chair-legs on the floor. “Thus ends,” said the television announcer, “the 29,121st
chapter in the life of your neighbors and mine, the McGarveys.” Footsteps were coming down the hall. There was
a knock on the bathroom door.

“Just a sec,” Lou cheerily called out. Desperately, he shook the big bottle, trying to speed up the flow. His palms
slipped on the wet glass, and the heavy bottle smashed on the tile floor.

The door was pushed open, and Gramps, dumbfounded, stared at the incriminating mess.

Lou felt a hideous prickling sensation on his scalp and the back of his neck. He grinned engagingly through his
nausea and, for want of anything remotely resembling a thought, waited for Gramps to speak.

“Well, boy,” said Gramps at last, “looks like you’ve got a little tidying up to do.”

And that was all  he said. He turned around, elbowed his way through the crowd and locked himself in his
bedroom.

The Fords contemplated Lou in incredulous silence a moment longer, and then hurried back to the living room, as
though some of his horrible guilt would taint them, too, if they looked too long. Morty stayed behind long enough
to give Lou a quizzical, annoyed glance. Then he also went into the living room, leaving only Emerald standing in
the doorway.
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Tears streamed over her cheeks. “Oh, you poor lamb—please don’t look so awful! It was my fault. I put you up to
this with my nagging about Gramps.”

“No,” said Lou, finding his voice, “really you didn’t. Honest, Em, I was just—”

“You don’t have to explain anything to me, hon. I’m on your side, no matter what.” She kissed him on one cheek
and whispered in his ear, “It wouldn’t have been murder, hon. It wouldn’t have killed him. It wasn’t such a terrible
thing to do. It just would have fixed him up so he’d be able to go any time God decided He wanted him.”

“What’s going to happen next, Em?” said Lou hollowly. “What’s he going to do?”

Lou and Emerald stayed fearfully awake almost all night, waiting to see what Gramps was going to do. But not a
sound came from the sacred bedroom. Two hours before dawn, they finally dropped off to sleep.

At six o’clock, they arose again, for it was time for their generation to eat breakfast in the kitchenette. No one
spoke to them. They had twenty minutes in which to eat, but their reflexes were so dulled by the bad night that
they had hardly swallowed two mouthfuls of egg-type processed seaweed before it was time to surrender their
places to their son’s generation.

Then,  as  was the custom for  whoever had been most  recently  disinherited,  they began preparing Gramps’
breakfast, which would presently be served to him in bed, on a tray. They tried to be cheerful about it. The
toughest part of the job was having to handle the honest-to-God eggs and bacon and oleomargarine, on which
Gramps spent so much of the income from his fortune.

“Well,” said Emerald, “I’m not going to get all panicky until I’m sure there’s something to be panicky about.”

“Maybe he doesn’t know what it was I busted,” Lou said hopefully.

“Probably thinks it was your watch crystal,” offered Eddie, their son, who was toying apathetically with his
buckwheat-type processed sawdust cakes.

“Don’t get sarcastic with your father,” said Em, “and don’t talk with your mouth full, either.”

“I’d like to see anybody take a mouthful of this stuff and not say something,” complained Eddie, who was 73. He
glanced at the clock. “It’s time to take Gramps his breakfast, you know.”

“Yeah, it is, isn’t it?” said Lou weakly. He shrugged. “Let’s have the tray, Em.”

“We’ll both go.”

Walking slowly, smiling bravely, they found a large semi-circle of long-faced Fords standing around the bedroom
door.

Em knocked. “Gramps,” she called brightly, “break-fast is rea-dy.”

There was no reply and she knocked again, harder.

The door swung open before her fist. In the middle of the room, the soft, deep, wide, canopied bed, the symbol of
the sweet by-and-by to every Ford, was empty.

A sense of death, as unfamiliar to the Fords as Zoroastrianism or the causes of the Sepoy Mutiny, stilled every
voice, slowed every heart. Awed, the heirs began to search gingerly, under the furniture and behind the drapes,
for all that was mortal of Gramps, father of the clan.

But Gramps had left not his Earthly husk but a note, which Lou finally found on the dresser, under a paperweight
which was a treasured souvenir from the World’s Fair of 2000. Unsteadily, Lou read it aloud:

“‘Somebody who I have sheltered and protected and taught the best I know how all these years last night turned
on me like a mad dog and diluted my anti-gerasone, or tried to. I am no longer a young man. I can no longer bear
the crushing burden of life as I once could. So, after last night’s bitter experience, I say good-by. The cares of this
world will soon drop away like a cloak of thorns and I shall know peace. By the time you find this, I will be gone.'”
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“Gosh,” said Willy brokenly, “he didn’t even get to see how the 5000-mile Speedway Race was going to come out.”

“Or the Solar Series,” Eddie said, with large mournful eyes.

“Or whether Mrs. McGarvey got her eyesight back,” added Morty.

“There’s more,” said Lou, and he began reading aloud again: “‘I, Harold D. Ford, etc., do hereby make, publish
and declare this to be my last Will and Testament, revoking any and all former wills and codicils by me at any time
heretofore made.'”

“No!” cried Willy. “Not another one!”

“‘I do stipulate,'” read Lou, “‘that all of my property, of whatsoever kind and nature, not be divided, but do devise
and bequeath it to be held in common by my issue, without regard for generation, equally, share and share alike.'”

“Issue?” said Emerald.

Lou included the multitude in a sweep of his hand. “It means we all own the whole damn shootin’ match.”

Each eye turned instantly to the bed.

“Share and share alike?” asked Morty.

“Actually,” said Willy, who was the oldest one present, “it’s just like the old system, where the oldest people head
up things with their headquarters in here and—”

“I like that!” exclaimed Em. “Lou owns as much of it as you do, and I say it ought to be for the oldest one who’s
still working. You can snooze around here all day, waiting for your pension check, while poor Lou stumbles in here
after work, all tuckered out, and—”

“How about letting somebody who’s never had any privacy get a little crack at it?” Eddie demanded hotly. “Hell,
you old people had plenty of privacy back when you were kids. I was born and raised in the middle of that
goddamn barracks in the hall! How about—”

“Yeah?”  challenged  Morty.  “Sure,  you’ve  all  had  it  pretty  tough,  and  my  heart  bleeds  for  you.  But  try
honeymooning in the hall for a real kick.”

“Silence!” shouted Willy imperiously. “The next person who opens his mouth spends the next sixth months by the
bathroom. Now clear out of my room. I want to think.”

A vase shattered against the wall, inches above his head.

In the next moment, a free-for-all was under way, with each couple battling to eject every other couple from the
room. Fighting coalitions formed and dissolved with the lightning changes of the tactical situation. Em and Lou
were thrown into the hall, where they organized others in the same situation, and stormed back into the room.

After two hours of struggle, with nothing like a decision in sight,  the cops broke in, followed by television
cameramen from mobile units.

For the next half-hour, patrol wagons and ambulances hauled away Fords, and then the apartment was still and
spacious.

An hour later, films of the last stages of the riot were being televised to 500,000,000 delighted viewers on the
Eastern Seaboard.

In the stillness of the three-room Ford apartment on the 76th floor of Building 257, the television set had been left
on. Once more the air was filled with the cries and grunts and crashes of the fray, coming harmlessly now from
the loudspeaker.

The battle also appeared on the screen of the television set in the police station, where the Fords and their captors
watched with professional interest.

Em and Lou, in adjacent four-by-eight cells, were stretched out peacefully on their cots.
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“Em,” called Lou through the partition, “you got a washbasin all your own, too?”

“Sure. Washbasin, bed, light—the works. And we thought Gramps’ room was something. How long has this been
going on?” She held out her hand. “For the first time in forty years, hon, I haven’t got the shakes—look at me!”

“Cross your fingers,” said Lou. “The lawyer’s going to try to get us a year.”

“Gee!” Em said dreamily. “I wonder what kind of wires you’d have to pull to get put away in solitary?”

“All right, pipe down,” said the turnkey, “or I’ll toss the whole kit and caboodle of you right out. And first one who
lets on to anybody outside how good jail is ain’t never getting back in!”

The prisoners instantly fell silent.

The living room of the apartment darkened for a moment as the riot scenes faded on the television screen, and
then the face of the announcer appeared, like the Sun coming from behind a cloud. “And now, friends,” he said, “I
have a special message from the makers of anti-gerasone, a message for all you folks over 150. Are you hampered
socially by wrinkles, by stiffness of joints and discoloration or loss of hair, all because these things came upon you
before anti-gerasone was developed? Well, if you are, you need no longer suffer, need no longer feel different and
out of things.

“After years of research, medical science has now developed Super-anti-gerasone! In weeks—yes, weeks—you can
look, feel and act as young as your great-great-grandchildren! Wouldn’t you pay $5,000 to be indistinguishable
from everybody else? Well, you don’t have to. Safe, tested Super-anti-gerasone costs you only a few dollars a day.

“Write now for your free trial carton. Just put your name and address on a dollar postcard, and mail it to ‘Super,’
Box 500,000, Schenectady, N. Y. Have you got that? I’ll repeat it. ‘Super,’ Box 500,000 …”

Underlining the announcer’s words was the scratching of Gramps’ pen, the one Willy had given him the night
before. He had come in, a few minutes earlier, from the Idle Hour Tavern, which commanded a view of Building
257 from across the square of asphalt known as the Alden Village Green. He had called a cleaning woman to come
straighten the place up, then had hired the best lawyer in town to get his descendants a conviction, a genius who
had never gotten a client less than a year and a day. Gramps had then moved the daybed before the television
screen, so that he could watch from a reclining position. It was something he’d dreamed of doing for years.

“Schen-ec-ta-dy,” murmured Gramps. “Got it!” His face had changed remarkably. His facial muscles seemed to
have relaxed, revealing kindness and equanimity under what had been taut lines of bad temper. It was almost as
though his trial package of Super-anti-gerasone had already arrived. When something amused him on television,
he smiled easily, rather than barely managing to lengthen the thin line of his mouth a millimeter.

Life was good. He could hardly wait to see what was going to happen next.

—KURT VONNEGUT, JR.
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50

Frank Herbert, Missing Link

MISSING LINK
BY FRANK HERBERT

The Romantics used to say that the eyes were the windows of the Soul. A good Alien Xenologist might not put it
quite so poetically … but he can, if he’s sharp, read a lot in the look of an eye!

Illustrated by van Dongen

[101]e ought to scrape this planet clean of every living thing on it,” muttered Umbo Stetson, section chief of
Investigation & Adjustment.

Stetson paced the landing control bridge of his scout cruiser. His footsteps grated on a floor that was the rear wall
of the bridge during flight. But now the ship rested on its tail fins—all four hundred glistening red and black
meters of it. The open ports of the bridge looked out on the jungle roof of Gienah III some one hundred fifty
meters below. A butter yellow sun hung above the horizon, perhaps an hour from setting.
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“Clean as an egg!” he barked. He paused in his round of the bridge, glared out the starboard port, spat into the
fire-blackened circle that the cruiser’s jets had burned from the jungle.

The I-A section chief was dark-haired, gangling, with large head and big features. He stood in his customary
slouch, a stance not improved by sacklike patched blue fatigues. Although on this present operation he rated the
flag of a division admiral, his fatigues carried no insignia. There was a general unkempt, straggling look about
him.

Lewis Orne, junior I-A field man with a maiden diploma, stood at the opposite port, studying the jungle horizon.
Now and then he glanced at the bridge control console, the chronometer above it, the big translite map of their
position tilted from[102] the opposite bulkhead. A heavy planet native, he felt vaguely uneasy on this Gienah III
with  its  gravity  of  only  seven-eighths  Terran  Standard.  The  surgical  scars  on  his  neck  where  the  micro-
communications equipment had been inserted itched maddeningly. He scratched.

“Hah!” said Stetson. “Politicians!”

A thin black insect with shell-like wings flew in Orne’s port, settled in his close-cropped red hair. Orne pulled the
insect gently from his hair, released it. Again it tried to land in his hair. He ducked. It flew across the bridge, out
the port beside Stetson.

There was a thick-muscled, no-fat look to Orne, but something about his blocky, off-center features suggested a
clown.

“I’m getting tired of waiting,” he said.

“You’re tired! Hah!”

A breeze rippled the tops of the green ocean below them. Here and there, red and purple flowers jutted from the
verdure, bending and nodding like an attentive audience.

“Just look at that blasted jungle!” barked Stetson. “Them and their stupid orders!”

A call bell tinkled on the bridge control console. The red light above the speaker grid began blinking. Stetson shot
an angry glance at it. “Yeah, Hal?”

“O.K., Stet. Orders just came through. We use Plan C. ComGO says to brief the field man, and jet out of here.”

“Did you ask them about using another field man?”

Orne looked up attentively.

The speaker said: “Yes. They said we have to use Orne because of the records on the Delphinus.”

“Well then, will they give us more time to brief him?”

“Negative. It’s crash priority. ComGO expects to blast the planet anyway.”

Stetson glared at the grid. “Those fat-headed, lard-bottomed, pig-brained … POLITICIANS!” He took two deep
breaths, subsided. “O.K. Tell them we’ll comply.”

“One more thing, Stet.”

“What now?”

“I’ve got a confirmed contact.”

Instantly, Stetson was poised on the balls of his feet, alert. “Where?”

“About ten kilometers out. Section AAB-6.”

“How many?”

“A mob. You want I should count them?”
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“No. What’re they doing?”

“Making a beeline for us. You better get a move on.”

“O.K. Keep us posted.”

“Right.”

Stetson looked across at his junior field man. “Orne, if you decide you want out of this assignment, you just say the
word. I’ll back you to the hilt.”

“Why should I want out of my first field assignment?”

“Listen, and find out.” Stetson crossed to a tilt-locker behind the big translite map, hauled out a white[103]
coverall uniform with gold insignia, tossed it to Orne. “Get into these while I brief you on the map.”

“But this is an R&R uni—” began Orne.

“Get that uniform on your ugly frame!”

“Yes, sir, Admiral Stetson, sir. Right away, sir. But I thought I was through with old Rediscovery & Reeducation
when you drafted me off of Hamal into the I-A … sir.” He began changing from the I-A blue to the R&R white.
Almost as an afterthought, he said: “… Sir.”

A wolfish grin cracked Stetson’s big features. “I’m soooooo happy you have the proper attitude of subservience
toward authority.”

Orne zipped up the coverall uniform. “Oh, yes, sir … sir.”

“O.K., Orne, pay attention.” Stetson gestured at the map with its green superimposed grid squares. “Here we are.
Here’s that city we flew over on our way down. You’ll head for it as soon as we drop you. The place is big enough
that if you hold a course roughly northeast you can’t miss it. We’re—”

Again the call bell rang.

“What is it this time, Hal?” barked Stetson.

“They’ve changed to Plan H, Stet. New orders cut.”

“Five days?”

“That’s all they can give us. ComGO says he can’t keep the information out of High Commissioner Bullone’s hands
any longer than that.”

“It’s five days for sure then.”

“Is this the usual R&R foul-up?” asked Orne.

Stetson nodded. “Thanks to Bullone and company! We’re just one jump ahead of catastrophe, but they still pump
the bushwah into the Rah & Rah boys back at dear old Uni-Galacta!”

“You’re making light of my revered alma mater,” said Orne. He struck a pose. “We must reunite the lost planets
with our centers of culture and industry, and take up the glor-ious onward march of mankind that was so bru-
tally—”

“Can it!” snapped Stetson. “We both know we’re going to rediscover one planet too many some day. Rim War all
over again. But this is a different breed of fish. It’s not, repeat, not a re-discovery.”

Orne sobered. “Alien?”

“Yes. A-L-I-E-N! A never-before-contacted culture. That language you were force fed on the way over, that’s an
alien language. It’s not complete … all we have off the minis. And we excluded data on the natives because we’ve
been hoping to dump this project and nobody the wiser.”
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“Holy mazoo!”

“Twenty-six days ago an I-A search ship came through here, had a routine mini-sneaker look at the place. When he
combed in his net of sneakers to check the tapes and films, lo and behold, he had a little stranger.”

“One of theirs?”

“No. It was a mini off the Delphinus Rediscovery. The Delphinus has[104] been unreported for eighteen standard
months!”

“Did it crack up here?”

“We don’t know. If it did, we haven’t been able to spot it. She was supposed to be way off in the Balandine System
by now. But we’ve something else on our minds. It’s the one item that makes me want to blot out this place, and
run home with my tail between my legs. We’ve a—”

Again the call bell chimed.

“NOW WHAT?” roared Stetson into the speaker.

“I’ve got a mini over that mob, Stet. They’re talking about us. It’s a definite raiding party.”

“What armament?”

“Too gloomy in that jungle to be sure. The infra beam’s out on this mini. Looks like hard pellet rifles of some kind.
Might even be off the Delphinus.”

“Can’t you get closer?”

“Wouldn’t do any good. No light down there, and they’re moving up fast.”

“Keep an eye on them, but don’t ignore the other sectors,” said Stetson.

“You think I was born yesterday?” barked the voice from the grid. The contact broke off with an angry sound.

“One thing I like about the I-A,” said Stetson. “It collects such even-tempered types.” He looked at the white
uniform on Orne, wiped a hand across his mouth as though he’d tasted something dirty.

“Why am I wearing this thing?” asked Orne.

“Disguise.”

“But there’s no mustache!”

Stetson smiled without humor. “That’s one of I-A’s answers to those fat-keistered politicians. We’re setting up our
own search system to find the planets before they do. We’ve managed to put spies in key places at R&R. Any
touchy planets our spies report, we divert the files.”

“Then what?”

“Then we look into them with bright boys like you—disguised as R&R field men.”

“Goody, goody. And what happens if R&R stumbles onto me while I’m down there playing patty cake?”

“We disown you.”

“But you said an I-A ship found this joint.”

“It did. And then one of our spies in R&R intercepted a routine request for an agent-instructor to be assigned here
with full equipment. Request signed by a First-Contact officer name of Diston … of the Delphinus!”

“But the Del—”

“Yeah. Missing. The request was a forgery. Now you see why I’m mostly for rubbing out this place. Who’d dare
forge such a thing unless he knew for sure that the original FC officer was missing … or dead?”
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“What the jumped up mazoo are we doing here, Stet?” asked Orne. “Alien calls for a full contact team with all of
the—”

[105]

“It calls for one planet-buster bomb … buster—in five days. Unless you give them a white bill in the meantime.
High Commissioner Bullone will have word of this planet by then. If Gienah III still exists in five days, can’t you
imagine the fun the politicians’ll have with it? Mama mia! We want this planet cleared for contact or dead before
then.”

“I don’t like this, Stet.”

“YOU don’t like it!”

“Look,” said Orne. “There must be another way. Why … when we teamed up with the Alerinoids we gained five
hundred years in the physical sciences alone, not to mention the—”

“The Alerinoids didn’t knock over one of our survey ships first.”

“What if the Delphinus just crashed here … and the locals picked up the pieces?”

“That’s what you’re going in to find out, Orne. But answer me this: If they do have the Delphinus, how long before
a tool-using race could be a threat to the galaxy?”

“I saw that city they built, Stet. They could be dug in within six months, and there’d be no—”

“Yeah.”

Orne shook his head. “But think of it: Two civilizations that matured along different lines! Think of all the different
ways we’d approach the same problems … the lever that’d give us for—”

“You sound like a Uni-Galacta lecture! Are you through marching arm in arm into the misty future?”

Orne took a deep breath. “Why’s a freshman like me being tossed into this dish?”

“You’d still be on the Delphinus master lists as an R&R field man. That’s important if you’re masquerading.”

“Am I the only one? I know I’m a recent convert, but—”

“You want out?”

“I didn’t say that. I just want to know why I’m—”

“Because the bigdomes fed a set of requirements into one of their iron monsters. Your card popped out. They were
looking for somebody capable, dependable … and … expendable!”

“Hey!”

“That’s why I’m down here briefing you instead of sitting back on a flagship. I got you into the I-A. Now, you listen
carefully: If you push the panic button on this one without cause, I will personally flay you alive. We both know the
advantages of an alien contact. But if you get into a hot spot, and call for help, I’ll dive this cruiser into that city to
get you out!”

Orne swallowed. “Thanks, Stet. I’m—”

“We’re going to take up a tight orbit. Out beyond us will be five transports full of I-A marines and a Class IX
Monitor with one planet-buster. You’re calling the shots, God help you! First, we want to know if they have the
Delphinus … and if so, where it is. Next, we want to know just how warlike these goons[106] are. Can we control
them if they’re bloodthirsty. What’s their potential?”

“In five days?”

“Not a second more.”
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“What do we know about them?”

“Not much. They look something like an ancient Terran chimpanzee … only with blue fur. Face is hairless, pink-
skinned.” Stetson snapped a switch. The translite map became a screen with a figure frozen on it. “Like that. This
is life size.”

“Looks like the missing link they’re always hunting for,” said Orne. “Yeah, but you’ve got a different kind of a
missing link.”

“Vertical-slit pupils in their eyes,” said Orne. He studied the figure. It had been caught from the front by a mini-
sneaker camera. About five feet tall. The stance was slightly bent forward, long arms. Two vertical nose slits. A
flat, lipless mouth. Receding chin. Four-fingered hands. It wore a wide belt from which dangled neat pouches and
what looked like tools, although their use was obscure. There appeared to be the tip of a tail protruding from
behind one of the squat legs. Behind the creature towered the faery spires of the city they’d observed from the air.

“Tails?” asked Orne.

“Yeah. They’re arboreal. Not a road on the whole planet that we can find. But there are lots of vine lanes through
the jungles.” Stetson’s face hardened. “Match that with a city as advanced as that one.”

“Slave culture?”

“Probably.”

“How many cities have they?”

“We’ve found two. This one and another on the other side of the planet. But the other one’s a ruin.”

“A ruin? Why?”

“You tell us. Lots of mysteries here.”

“What’s the planet like?”

“Mostly jungle. There are polar oceans, lakes and rivers. One low mountain chain follows the equatorial belt about
two thirds around the planet.”

“But only two cities. Are you sure?”

“Reasonably so. It’d be pretty hard to miss something the size of that thing we flew over. It  must be fifty
kilometers long and at least ten wide. Swarming with these creatures, too. We’ve got a zone-count estimate that
places the city’s population at over thirty million.”

“Whee-ew! Those are tall buildings, too.”

“We don’t know much about this place, Orne. And unless you bring them into the fold, there’ll be nothing but
ashes for our archaeologists to pick over.”

“Seems a dirty shame.”

“I agree, but—”

The call bell jangled.

Stetson’s voice sounded tired: “Yeah, Hal?”

“That mob’s only about five kilometers out, Stet. We’ve got Orne’s gear outside in the disguised air sled.”

“We’ll be right down.”

[107]

“Why a disguised sled?” asked Orne.

“If they think it’s a ground buggy, they might get careless when you most need an advantage. We could always
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scoop you out of the air, you know.”

“What’re my chances on this one, Stet?”

Stetson shrugged. “I’m afraid they’re slim. These goons probably have the Delphinus, and they want you just long
enough to get your equipment and everything you know.”

“Rough as that, eh?”

“According to our best guess. If you’re not out in five days, we blast.”

Orne cleared his throat.

“Want out?” asked Stetson.

“No.”

“Use the back-door rule, son. Always leave yourself a way out. Now … let’s check that equipment the surgeons put
in your neck.” Stetson put a hand to his throat. His mouth remained closed, but there was a surf-hissing voice in
Orne’s ears: “You read me?”

“Sure. I can—”

“No!” hissed the voice. “Touch the mike contact. Keep your mouth closed. Just use your speaking muscles without
speaking.”

Orne obeyed.

“O.K.,” said Stetson. “You come in loud and clear.”

“I ought to. I’m right on top of you!”

“There’ll be a relay ship over you all the time,” said Stetson. “Now … when you’re not touching that mike contact
this rig’ll still feed us what you say … and everything that goes on around you, too. We’ll monitor everything. Got
that?”

“Yes.”

Stetson held out his right hand. “Good luck. I meant that about diving in for you. Just say the word.”

“I know the word, too,” said Orne. “HELP!”

Gray mud floor and gloomy aisles between monstrous bluish tree trunks—that was the jungle. Only the barest
weak glimmering of sunlight penetrated to the mud. The disguised sled—its para-grav units turned off—lurched
and skidded around buttress roots. Its headlights swung in wild arcs across the trunks and down to the mud.
Aerial creepers—great looping vines of them—swung down from the towering forest ceiling. A steady drip of
condensation spattered the windshield, forcing Orne to use the wipers.

In the bucket seat of the sled’s cab, Orne fought the controls. He was plagued by the vague slow-motion-floating
sensation that a heavy planet native always feels in lighter gravity. It gave him an unhappy stomach.

Things skipped through the air around the lurching vehicle: flitting and darting things. Insects came in twin cones,
siphoned toward the headlights. There was an endless chittering whistling tok-tok-toking in the gloom beyond the
lights.

Stetson’s voice hissed suddenly[108] through the surgically implanted speaker: “How’s it look?”

“Alien.”

“Any sign of that mob?”

“Negative.”

“O.K. We’re taking off.”
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Behind Orne, there came a deep rumbling roar that receded as the scout cruiser climbed its jets. All other sounds
hung suspended in after-silence, then resumed: the strongest first and then the weakest.

A heavy object suddenly arced through the headlights, swinging on a vine. It disappeared behind a tree. Another.
Another. Ghostly shadows with vine pendulums on both sides. Something banged down heavily onto the hood of
the sled.

Orne braked to a creaking stop that shifted the load behind him, found himself staring through the windshield at a
native of Gienah III. The native crouched on the hood, a Mark XX exploding-pellet rifle in his right hand directed
at Orne’s head. In the abrupt shock of meeting, Orne recognized the weapon: standard issue to the marine guards
on all R&R survey ships.

The native appeared the twin of the one Orne had seen on the translite screen. The four-fingered hand looked
extremely capable around the stock of the Mark XX.

Slowly, Orne put a hand to his throat, pressed the contact button. He moved his speaking muscles: “Just made
contact with the mob. One on the hood now has one of our Mark XX rifles aimed at my head.”

The surf-hissing of Stetson’s voice came through the hidden speaker: “Want us to come back?”

“Negative. Stand by. He looks cautious rather than hostile.”

Orne held up his right hand, palm out. He had a second thought: held up his left hand, too. Universal symbol of
peaceful intentions: empty hands. The gun muzzle lowered slightly. Orne called into his mind the language that
had been hypnoforced into him. Ocheero? No. That means ‘The People.’ Ah … And he had the heavy fricative
greeting sound.

“Ffroiragrazzi,” he said.

The native shifted to the left, answered in pure, unaccented High Galactese: “Who are you?”

https://www.gutenberg.org/files/23210/23210-h/images/illu2.jpg
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/23210/23210-h/images/illu3.jpg
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[109]

Orne fought down a sudden panic. The lipless mouth had looked so odd forming the familiar words.

Stetson’s voice hissed: “Is that the native speaking Galactese?”

Orne touched his throat. “You heard him.”

He dropped his hand, said: “I am Lewis Orne of Rediscovery and Reeducation. I was sent here at the request of
the First-Contact officer on the Delphinus Rediscovery.”

“Where is your ship?” demanded the Gienahn.

“It put me down and left.”

“Why?”

“It was behind schedule for another appointment.”

Out of the corners of his eyes, Orne saw more shadows dropping to the mud around him. The sled shifted as
someone climbed onto the load behind the cab. The someone scuttled agilely for a moment.

The native climbed down to the cab’s side step, opened the door. The rifle was held at the ready. Again, the lipless
mouth formed Galactese words: “What do you carry in this … vehicle?”

“The equipment every R&R field man uses to help the people of a rediscovered planet improve themselves.” Orne
nodded at the rifle. “Would you mind pointing that weapon some other direction? It makes me nervous.”

The gun muzzle  remained unwaveringly  on Orne’s  middle.  The[110]  native’s  mouth opened,  revealing long
canines. “Do we not look strange to you?”

“I take it there’s been a heavy mutational variation in the humanoid norm on this planet,” said Orne. “What is it?
Hard radiation?”

No answer.

“It doesn’t really make any difference, of course,” said Orne. “I’m here to help you.”

“I am Tanub, High Path Chief of the Grazzi,” said the native. “I decide who is to help.”

Orne swallowed.

“Where do you go?” demanded Tanub.

“I was hoping to go to your city. Is it permitted?”

A long pause while the vertical-slit pupils of Tanub’s eyes expanded and contracted. “It is permitted.”

Stetson’s voice came through the hidden speaker: “All bets off. We’re coming in after you. That Mark XX is the
final straw. It means they have the Delphinus for sure!”

Orne touched his throat. “No! Give me a little more time!”

“Why?”

“I have a hunch about these creatures.”

“What is it?”

“No time now. Trust me.”

Another long pause in which Orne and Tanub continued to study each other. Presently, Stetson said: “O.K. Go
ahead as planned. But find out where the Delphinus is! If we get that back we pull their teeth.”

“Why do you keep touching your throat?” demanded Tanub.
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“I’m nervous,” said Orne. “Guns always make me nervous.”

The muzzle lowered slightly.

“Shall we continue on to your city?” asked Orne. He wet his lips with his tongue. The cab light on Tanub’s face
was giving the Gienahn an eerie sinister look.

“We can go soon,” said Tanub.

“Will you join me inside here?” asked Orne. “There’s a passenger seat right behind me.”

Tanub’s eyes moved catlike: right, left. “Yes.” He turned, barked an order into the jungle gloom, then climbed in
behind Orne.

“When do we go?” asked Orne.

“The great sun will be down soon,” said Tanub. “We can continue as soon as Chiranachuruso rises.”

“Chiranachuruso?”

“Our satellite … our moon,” said Tanub.

“It’s a beautiful word,” said Orne. “Chiranachuruso.”

“In our tongue it means: The Limb of Victory,” said Tanub. “By its light we will continue.”

Orne turned, looked back at Tanub. “Do you mean to tell me that you can see by what light gets down here
through those trees?”

“Can you not see?” asked Tanub.

“Not without the headlights.”

“Our eyes differ,” said Tanub. He bent toward Orne, peered. The vertical  slit  pupils  of  his eyes expanded,
contracted. “You are the same as the … others.”

“Oh, on the Delphinus?”

Pause. “Yes.”

[111]

Presently,  a greater gloom came over the jungle,  bringing a sudden stillness to the wild life.  There was a
chittering commotion from the natives in the trees around the sled. Tanub shifted behind Orne.

“We may go now,” he said. “Slowly … to stay behind my … scouts.”

“Right.” Orne eased the sled forward around an obstructing root.

Silence while they crawled ahead. Around them shapes flung themselves from vine to vine.

“I admired your city from the air,” said Orne. “It is very beautiful.”

“Yes,” said Tanub. “Why did you land so far from it?”

“We didn’t want to come down where we might destroy anything.”

“There is nothing to destroy in the jungle,” said Tanub.

“Why do you have such a big city?” asked Orne.

Silence.

“I said: Why do you—”
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“You are ignorant of our ways,” said Tanub. “Therefore, I forgive you. The city is for our race. We must breed and
be born in sunlight. Once—long ago—we used crude platforms on the tops of the trees. Now … only the … wild
ones do this.”

Stetson’s voice hissed in Orne’s ears: “Easy on the sex line, boy. That’s always touchy. These creatures are
oviparous. Sex glands are apparently hidden in that long fur behind where their chins ought to be.”

“Who controls the breeding sites controls our world,” said Tanub. “Once there was another city. We destroyed it.”

“Are there many … wild ones?” asked Orne.

“Fewer each year,” said Tanub.

“There’s how they get their slaves,” hissed Stetson.

“You speak excellent Galactese,” said Orne.

“The High Path Chief commanded the best teacher,” said Tanub. “Do you, too, know many things, Orne?”

“That’s why I was sent here,” said Orne.

“Are there many planets to teach?” asked Tanub.

“Very many,” said Orne. “Your city—I saw very tall buildings. Of what do you build them?”

“In your tongue—glass,” said Tanub. “The engineers of the Delphinus said it was impossible. As you saw—they are
wrong.”

“A glass-blowing culture,” hissed Stetson. “That’d explain a lot of things.”

Slowly, the disguised sled crept through the jungle. Once, a scout swooped down into the headlights, waved. Orne
stopped on Tanub’s order, and they waited almost ten minutes before proceeding.

“Wild ones?” asked Orne.

“Perhaps,” said Tanub.

A glowing of many lights grew visible through the giant tree trunks. It grew brighter as the sled crept[112]
through the last of the jungle, emerged in cleared land at the edge of the city.

Orne stared upward in awe. The city fluted and spiraled into the moonlit sky. It was a fragile appearing lacery of
bridges, winking dots of light. The bridges wove back and forth from building to building until the entire visible
network appeared one gigantic dew-glittering web.

“All that with glass,” murmured Orne.

“What’s happening?” hissed Stetson.

Orne touched his throat contact. “We’re just into the city clearing, proceeding toward the nearest building.”

“This is far enough,” said Tanub.

Orne stopped the sled. In the moonlight, he could see armed Gienahns all around. The buttressed pedestal of one
of the buildings loomed directly ahead. It looked taller than had the scout cruiser in its jungle landing circle.

Tanub leaned close to Orne’s shoulder. “We have not deceived you, have we, Orne?”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“You have recognized that we are not mutated members of your race.”

Orne swallowed. Into his ears came Stetson’s voice: “Better admit it.”

“That’s true,” said Orne.
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“I like you, Orne,” said Tanub. “You shall be one of my slaves. You will teach me many things.”

“How did you capture the Delphinus?” asked Orne.

“You know that, too?”

“You have one of their rifles,” said Orne.

“Your race is no match for us, Orne … in cunning, in strength, in the prowess of the mind. Your ship landed to
repair its tubes. Very inferior ceramics in those tubes.”

Orne turned, looked at Tanub in the dim glow of the cab light. “Have you heard about the I-A, Tanub?”

“I-A? What is that?” There was a wary tenseness in the Gienahn’s figure. His mouth opened to reveal the long
canines.

“You took the Delphinus by treachery?” asked Orne.

“They were simple fools,” said Tanub. “We are smaller, thus they thought us weaker.” The Mark XX’s muzzle came
around to center on Orne’s stomach. “You have not answered my question. What is the I-A?”

“I am of the I-A,” said Orne. “Where’ve you hidden the Delphinus?”

“In the place that suits us best,” said Tanub. “In all our history there has never been a better place.”

“What do you plan to do with it?” asked Orne.

“Within a year we will have a copy with our own improvements. After that—”

“You intend to start a war?” asked Orne.

“In the jungle the strong slay the weak until only the strong remain,” said Tanub.

[113]

“And then the strong prey upon each other?” asked Orne.

“That is a quibble for women,” said Tanub.

“It’s too bad you feel that way,” said Orne. “When two cultures meet like this they tend to help each other. What
have you done with the crew of the Delphinus?”

“They are slaves,” said Tanub. “Those who still live. Some resisted. Others objected to teaching us what we want
to know.” He waved the gun muzzle. “You will not be that foolish, will you, Orne?”

“No need to be,” said Orne. “I’ve another little lesson to teach you: I already know where you’ve hidden the
Delphinus.”

“Go, boy!” hissed Stetson. “Where is it?”

“Impossible!” barked Tanub.

“It’s on your moon,” said Orne. “Darkside. It’s on a mountain on the darkside of your moon.”

Tanub’s eyes dilated, contracted. “You read minds?”

“The I-A has no need to read minds,” said Orne. “We rely on superior mental prowess.”

“The marines are on their way,” hissed Stetson. “We’re coming in to get you. I’m going to want to know how you
guessed that one.”

“You are a weak fool like the others,” gritted Tanub.

“It’s too bad you formed your opinion of us by observing only the low grades of the R&R,” said Orne.
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“Easy, boy,” hissed Stetson. “Don’t pick a fight with him now. Remember, his race is arboreal. He’s probably as
strong as an ape.”

“I could kill you where you sit!” grated Tanub.

“You write finish for your entire planet if you do,” said Orne. “I’m not alone. There are others listening to every
word we say. There’s a ship overhead that could split open your planet with one bomb—wash it with molten rock.
It’d run like the glass you use for your buildings.”

“You are lying!”

“We’ll make you an offer,” said Orne. “We don’t really want to exterminate you. We’ll give you limited membership
in the Galactic Federation until you prove you’re no menace to us.”

“Keep talking,” hissed Stetson. “Keep him interested.”

“You dare insult me!” growled Tanub.

“You had better believe me,” said Orne. “We—”

Stetson’s voice interrupted him: “Got it, Orne! They caught the Delphinus on the ground right where you said it’d
be! Blew the tubes off it. Marines now mopping up.”

“It’s like this,” said Orne. “We already have recaptured the Delphinus.” Tanub’s eyes went instinctively skyward.
“Except for the captured armament you still hold, you obviously don’t have the weapons to meet us,” continued
Orne. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t be carrying that rifle off the Delphinus.”

“If you speak the truth, then we shall die bravely,” said Tanub.

“No need for you to die,” said Orne.

[114]

“Better to die than be slaves,” said Tanub.

“We don’t need slaves,” said Orne. “We—”

“I cannot take the chance that you are lying,” said Tanub. “I must kill you now.”

Orne’s foot rested on the air sled control pedal. He depressed it. Instantly, the sled shot skyward, heavy G’s
pressing them down into the seats. The gun in Tanub’s hands was slammed into his lap. He struggled to raise it.
To Orne, the weight was still only about twice that of his home planet of Chargon. He reached over, took the rifle,
found safety belts, bound Tanub with them. Then he eased off the acceleration.

“We don’t need slaves,” said Orne. “We have machines to do our work. We’ll send experts in here, teach you
people how to exploit  your planet,  how to build good transportation facilities,  show you how to mine your
minerals, how to—”

“And what do we do in return?” whispered Tanub.

“You could start by teaching us how you make superior glass,” said Orne. “I certainly hope you see things our way.
We really don’t want to have to come down there and clean you out. It’d be a shame to have to blast that city into
little pieces.”

Tanub wilted. Presently, he said: “Send me back. I will discuss this with … our council.” He stared at Orne. “You I-
A’s are too strong. We did not know.”

In the wardroom of Stetson’s scout cruiser, the lights were low, the leather chairs comfortable, the green beige
table set with a decanter of Hochar brandy and two glasses.

Orne lifted his glass, sipped the liquor, smacked his lips. “For a while there, I thought I’d never be tasting
anything like this again.”

Stetson took his own glass. “ComGO heard the whole thing over the general monitor net,” he said. “D’you know
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you’ve been breveted to senior field man?”

“Ah, they’ve already recognized my sterling worth,” said Orne.

The wolfish grin took over Stetson’s big features. “Senior field men last about half as long as the juniors,” he said.
“Mortality’s terrific?”

“I might’ve known,” said Orne. He took another sip of the brandy.

Stetson flicked on the switch of a recorder beside him. “O.K. You can go ahead any time.”

“Where do you want me to start?”

“First, how’d you spot right away where they’d hidden the Delphinus?”

“Easy. Tanub’s word for his people was Grazzi. Most races call themselves something meaning The People. But in
his tongue that’s Ocheero. Grazzi wasn’t on the translated list. I started working on it. The most likely answer was
that it had been adopted from another language, and meant enemy.”

“And that told you where the Delphinus was?”

“No. But it fitted my hunch about[115] these Gienahns. I’d kind of felt from the first minute of meeting them that
they had a culture like the Indians of ancient Terra.”

“Why?”

“They came in like a primitive raiding party. The leader dropped right onto the hood of my sled. An act of bravery,
no less. Counting coup, you see?”

“I guess so.”

“Then he said he was High Path Chief. That wasn’t on the language list, either. But it was easy: Raider Chief.
There’s a word in almost every language in history that means raider and derives from a word for road, path or
highway.”

“Highwaymen,” said Stetson.

“Raid itself,” said Orne. “An ancient Terran language corruption of road.”

“Yeah, yeah. But where’d all this translation griff put—”

“Don’t be impatient. Glass-blowing culture meant they were just out of the primitive stage. That, we could control.
Next, he said their moon was Chiranachuruso, translated as The Limb of Victory. After that it just fell into place.”

“How?”

“The vertical-slit pupils of their eyes. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?”

“Maybe. What’s it mean to you?”

“Night-hunting predator accustomed to dropping upon its victims from above. No other type of creature ever has
had the vertical slit. And Tanub said himself that the Delphinus was hidden in the best place in all of their history.
History? That’d be a high place. Dark, likewise. Ergo: a high place on the darkside of their moon.”

“I’m a pie-eyed greepus,” whispered Stetson.

Orne grinned, said: “You probably are … sir.”

THE END
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Frank Herbert’s “Seed Stock” can be accessed at:
https://momentoftime.wordpress.com/2013/07/16/seed-stock-frank-herbert/

 
All rights reserved content

Frank Herbert, Seed Stock. Authored by: Frank Herbert. Provided by: WordPress. Located at:
https://momentoftime.wordpress.com/2013/07/16/seed-stock-frank-herbert/. License: All Rights
Reserved

https://momentoftime.wordpress.com/2013/07/16/seed-stock-frank-herbert/


Space Mythos: Science Fiction

478

52

Samuel R. Delaney, Aye, and Gomorrah

Samuel R. Delaney, Aye, and Gomorrah

Samuel R. Delaney, Aye, and Gomorrah

A PDF of Delaney’s tale can be found at:
http://future-lives.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/09/delany_aye_and_gomorrah.pdf

Also check out Nick Melton’s blog about the story at:
https://weirdlifereviews.wordpress.com/2016/03/29/aye-and-gomorrah-by-samuel-r-delany/

 
All rights reserved content

Samuel R. Delaney, Aye, and Gomorrah. Authored by: Samuel R. Delaney. Provided by: Future
Lives. Located at: . Project: Space Mythos: Science Fiction. License: All Rights Reserved



Space Mythos: Science Fiction

479

53

William Gibson, Burning Chrome

Gibson’s story from Liberator Magazine can be accessed in PDF form at:
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Douglas Adams, Hitchhiker's Guide to the
Galaxy (Screenplay)

The Adams screenplay can be accessed at: http://www.dailyscript.com/scripts/hhgg.pdf
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Cordwainer Smith, The Game of Rat and
Dragon

Transcriber’s Note:

This etext was produced from Galaxy Science Fiction, October 1955. Extensive research did not uncover any
evidence that the U.S. copyright on this publication was renewed.

The Game of Rat and Dragon

By CORDWAINER SMITH
Only partners could fight this deadliest of wars—and the one way to dissolve the partnership was to be personally
dissolved!

Illustrated by HUNTER
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THE TABLE

inlighting is a hell of a way to earn a living. Underhill was furious as he closed the door behind himself. It didn’t
make much sense to wear a uniform and look like a soldier if people didn’t appreciate what you did.

He sat down in his chair, laid his head back in the headrest and pulled the helmet down over his forehead.

As he waited for the pin-set to warm up, he remembered the girl in the outer corridor. She had looked at it, then
looked at him scornfully.

“Meow.” That was all she had said. Yet it had cut him like a knife.

What did she think he was—a fool, a loafer, a uniformed nonentity? Didn’t she know that for every half hour of
pinlighting, he got a minimum of two months’ recuperation in the hospital?

By now the set was warm. He felt the squares of space around him, sensed himself at the middle of an immense
grid, a cubic grid, full of nothing. Out in that nothingness, he could sense the hollow aching horror of space itself
and could feel the terrible anxiety which his mind encountered whenever it met the faintest trace of inert dust.

As he relaxed, the comforting solidity of the Sun, the clock-work of the familiar planets and the Moon rang in on
him. Our own solar system was as charming and as simple as an ancient cuckoo clock filled with familiar ticking
and with reassuring noises. The odd little moons of Mars swung around their planet like frantic mice, yet their
regularity was itself an assurance that all was well. Far above the plane of the ecliptic, he could feel half a ton of
dust more or less drifting outside the lanes of human travel.
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Here there was nothing to fight, nothing to challenge the mind, to tear the living soul out of a body with its roots
dripping in effluvium as tangible as blood.

Nothing ever moved in on the Solar System. He could wear the pin-set forever and be nothing more than a sort of
telepathic astronomer, a man who could feel the hot, warm protection of the Sun throbbing and burning against
his living mind.

oodley came in.

“Same old ticking world,” said Underhill. “Nothing to report. No wonder they didn’t develop the pin-set until they
began to planoform. Down here with the hot Sun around us, it feels so good and so quiet. You can feel everything
spinning and turning. It’s nice and sharp and compact. It’s sort of like sitting around home.”

Woodley grunted. He was not much given to flights of fantasy.

Undeterred, Underhill went on, “It must have been pretty good to have been an Ancient Man. I wonder why they
burned up their world with war. They didn’t have to planoform. They didn’t have to go out to earn their livings
among the stars. They didn’t have to dodge the Rats or play the Game. They couldn’t have invented pinlighting
because they didn’t have any need of it, did they, Woodley?”

Woodley grunted, “Uh-huh.” Woodley was twenty-six years old and due to retire in one more year. He already had
a farm picked out. He had gotten through ten years of hard work pinlighting with the best of them. He had kept
his sanity by not thinking very much about his job, meeting the strains of the task whenever he had to meet them
and thinking nothing more about his duties until the next emergency arose.

Woodley never made a point of getting popular among the Partners. None of the Partners liked him very much.
Some of them even resented him. He was suspected of thinking ugly thoughts of the Partners on occasion, but
since none of the Partners ever thought a complaint in articulate form, the other pinlighters and the Chiefs of the
Instrumentality left him alone.

Underhill was still full of the wonder of their job. Happily he babbled on, “What does happen to us when we
planoform? Do you think it’s sort of like dying? Did you ever see anybody who had his soul pulled out?”

“Pulling souls is just a way of talking about it,” said Woodley. “After all these years, nobody knows whether we
have souls or not.”

“But I saw one once. I saw what Dogwood looked like when he came apart. There was something funny. It looked
wet and sort of sticky as if it were bleeding and it went out of him—and you know what they did to Dogwood? They
took him away, up in that part of the hospital where you and I never go—way up at the top part where the others
are, where the others always have to go if they are alive after the Rats of the Up-and-Out have gotten them.”

Woodley sat down and lit an ancient pipe. He was burning something called tobacco in it. It was a dirty sort of
habit, but it made him look very dashing and adventurous.

“Look here, youngster. You don’t have to worry about that stuff. Pinlighting is getting better all the time. The
Partners are getting better. I’ve seen them pinlight two Rats forty-six million miles apart in one and a half
milliseconds. As long as people had to try to work the pin-sets themselves, there was always the chance that with
a minimum of four hundred milliseconds for the human mind to set a pinlight, we wouldn’t light the Rats up fast
enough to protect our planoforming ships. The Partners have changed all that. Once they get going, they’re faster
than Rats. And they always will be. I know it’s not easy, letting a Partner share your mind—”

“It’s not easy for them, either,” said Underhill.

“Don’t worry about them. They’re not human. Let them take care of themselves. I’ve seen more pinlighters go
crazy from monkeying around with Partners than I have ever seen caught by the Rats. How many do you actually
know of them that got grabbed by Rats?”

nderhill looked down at his fingers, which shone green and purple in the vivid light thrown by the
tuned-in pin-set, and counted ships. The thumb for the Andromeda, lost with crew and passengers, the
index finger and the middle finger for Release Ships 43 and 56, found with their pin-sets burned out and
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every man, woman, and child on board dead or insane. The ring finger, the little finger, and the thumb
of the other hand were the first three battleships to be lost to the Rats—lost as people realized that
there was something out there underneath space itself which was alive, capricious and malevolent.

Planoforming was sort of funny. It felt like like—

Like nothing much.

Like the twinge of a mild electric shock.

Like the ache of a sore tooth bitten on for the first time.

Like a slightly painful flash of light against the eyes.

Yet in that time, a forty-thousand-ton ship lifting free above Earth disappeared somehow or other into two
dimensions and appeared half a light-year or fifty light-years off.

At one moment, he would be sitting in the Fighting Room, the pin-set ready and the familiar Solar System ticking
around inside his head. For a second or a year (he could never tell how long it really was, subjectively), the funny
little flash went through him and then he was loose in the Up-and-Out, the terrible open spaces between the stars,
where the stars themselves felt like pimples on his telepathic mind and the planets were too far away to be sensed
or read.

Somewhere in this outer space, a gruesome death awaited, death and horror of a kind which Man had never
encountered until he reached out for inter-stellar space itself. Apparently the light of the suns kept the Dragons
away.

ragons. That was what people called them. To ordinary people, there was nothing, nothing except
the shiver of planoforming and the hammer blow of sudden death or the dark spastic note of lunacy
descending into their minds.

But to the telepaths, they were Dragons.

In the fraction of a second between the telepaths’ awareness of a hostile something out in the black, hollow
nothingness of space and the impact of a ferocious, ruinous psychic blow against all living things within the ship,
the telepaths had sensed entities something like the Dragons of ancient human lore, beasts more clever than
beasts, demons more tangible than demons, hungry vortices of aliveness and hate compounded by unknown
means out of the thin tenuous matter between the stars.

It took a surviving ship to bring back the news—a ship in which, by sheer chance, a telepath had a light beam
ready, turning it out at the innocent dust so that, within the panorama of his mind, the Dragon dissolved into
nothing at all and the other passengers, themselves non-telepathic, went about their way not realizing that their
own immediate deaths had been averted.

From then on, it was easy—almost.

lanoforming ships always carried telepaths. Telepaths had their sensitiveness enlarged to an
immense range by the pin-sets, which were telepathic amplifiers adapted to the mammal mind. The pin-
sets in turn were electronically geared into small dirigible light bombs. Light did it.

Light broke up the Dragons, allowed the ships to reform three-dimensionally, skip, skip, skip, as they moved from
star to star.

The odds suddenly moved down from a hundred to one against mankind to sixty to forty in mankind’s favor.

This was not enough. The telepaths were trained to become ultrasensitive, trained to become aware of the
Dragons in less than a millisecond.

But it was found that the Dragons could move a million miles in just under two milliseconds and that this was not
enough for the human mind to activate the light beams.
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Attempts had been made to sheath the ships in light at all times.

This defense wore out.

As mankind learned about the Dragons, so too, apparently, the Dragons learned about mankind. Somehow they
flattened their own bulk and came in on extremely flat trajectories very quickly.

Intense light was needed, light of sunlike intensity. This could be provided only by light bombs. Pinlighting came
into existence.

Pinlighting consisted of the detonation of ultra-vivid miniature photonuclear bombs, which converted a few ounces
of a magnesium isotope into pure visible radiance.

The odds kept coming down in mankind’s favor, yet ships were being lost.

It became so bad that people didn’t even want to find the ships because the rescuers knew what they would see. It
was sad to bring back to Earth three hundred bodies ready for burial and two hundred or three hundred lunatics,
damaged beyond repair, to be wakened, and fed, and cleaned, and put to sleep, wakened and fed again until their
lives were ended.

 

elepaths tried to reach into the minds of the psychotics who had been damaged by the Dragons, but
they found nothing there beyond vivid spouting columns of fiery terror bursting from the primordial id
itself, the volcanic source of life.

Then came the Partners.

Man and Partner could do together what Man could not do alone. Men had the intellect. Partners had the speed.

The Partners rode their tiny craft, no larger than footballs, outside the spaceships. They planoformed with the
ships. They rode beside them in their six-pound craft ready to attack.
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The tiny ships of the Partners were swift. Each carried a dozen pinlights, bombs no bigger than thimbles.

The pinlighters threw the Partners—quite literally threw—by means of mind-to-firing relays direct at the Dragons.

What seemed to be Dragons to the human mind appeared in the form of gigantic Rats in the minds of the Partners.

Out in the pitiless nothingness of space, the Partners’ minds responded to an instinct as old as life. The Partners
attacked, striking with a speed faster than Man’s, going from attack to attack until the Rats or themselves were
destroyed. Almost all the time, it was the Partners who won.

With the safety of the inter-stellar skip, skip, skip of the ships, commerce increased immensely, the population of
all the colonies went up, and the demand for trained Partners increased.

Underhill and Woodley were a part of the third generation of pinlighters and yet, to them, it seemed as though
their craft had endured forever.

Gearing space into minds by means of the pin-set, adding the Partners to those minds, keying up the mind for the
tension of a fight on which all depended—this was more than human synapses could stand for long. Underhill
needed his two months’ rest after half an hour of fighting. Woodley needed his retirement after ten years of
service. They were young. They were good. But they had limitations.

So much depended on the choice of Partners, so much on the sheer luck of who drew whom.

THE SHUFFLE

ather Moontree and the little girl named West entered the room. They were the other two
pinlighters. The human complement of the Fighting Room was now complete.

Father Moontree was a red-faced man of forty-five who had lived the peaceful life of a farmer until he reached his
fortieth year. Only then, belatedly, did the authorities find he was telepathic and agree to let him late in life enter
upon the career of pinlighter. He did well at it, but he was fantastically old for this kind of business.

Father Moontree looked at the glum Woodley and the musing Underhill. “How’re the youngsters today? Ready for
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a good fight?”

“Father always wants a fight,” giggled the little girl named West. She was such a little little girl. Her giggle was
high and childish. She looked like the last person in the world one would expect to find in the rough, sharp dueling
of pinlighting.

Underhill had been amused one time when he found one of the most sluggish of the Partners coming away happy
from contact with the mind of the girl named West.

Usually the Partners didn’t care much about the human minds with which they were paired for the journey. The
Partners seemed to take the attitude that human minds were complex and fouled up beyond belief, anyhow. No
Partner ever questioned the superiority of the human mind, though very few of the Partners were much impressed
by that superiority.

The Partners liked people. They were willing to fight with them. They were even willing to die for them. But when
a Partner liked an individual the way, for example, that Captain Wow or the Lady May liked Underhill, the liking
had nothing to do with intellect. It was a matter of temperament, of feel.

Underhill knew perfectly well that Captain Wow regarded his, Underhill’s, brains as silly. What Captain Wow liked
was Underhill’s friendly emotional structure, the cheerfulness and glint of wicked amusement that shot through
Underhill’s unconscious thought patterns, and the gaiety with which Underhill faced danger. The words, the
history books, the ideas, the science—Underhill could sense all that in his own mind, reflected back from Captain
Wow’s mind, as so much rubbish.

Miss West looked at Underhill. “I bet you’ve put stickum on the stones.”

“I did not!”

Underhill felt his ears grow red with embarrassment. During his novitiate, he had tried to cheat in the lottery
because he got particularly fond of a special Partner, a lovely young mother named Murr. It was so much easier to
operate with Murr and she was so affectionate toward him that he forgot pinlighting was hard work and that he
was not instructed to have a good time with his Partner. They were both designed and prepared to go into deadly
battle together.

One cheating had been enough. They had found him out and he had been laughed at for years.

Father Moontree picked up the imitation-leather cup and shook the stone dice which assigned them their Partners
for the trip. By senior rights, he took first draw.

e grimaced. He had drawn a greedy old character, a tough old male whose mind was full of slobbering thoughts of
food, veritable oceans full of half-spoiled fish. Father Moontree had once said that he burped cod liver oil for
weeks after drawing that particular glutton, so strongly had the telepathic image of fish impressed itself upon his
mind. Yet the glutton was a glutton for danger as well as for fish. He had killed sixty-three Dragons, more than any
other Partner in the service, and was quite literally worth his weight in gold.

The little girl West came next. She drew Captain Wow. When she saw who it was, she smiled.

“I like him,” she said. “He’s such fun to fight with. He feels so nice and cuddly in my mind.”

“Cuddly, hell,” said Woodley. “I’ve been in his mind, too. It’s the most leering mind in this ship, bar none.”

“Nasty man,” said the little girl. She said it declaratively, without reproach.

Underhill, looking at her, shivered.

He didn’t see how she could take Captain Wow so calmly. Captain Wow’s mind did leer. When Captain Wow got
excited in the middle of a battle, confused images of Dragons, deadly Rats, luscious beds, the smell of fish, and the
shock of space all scrambled together in his mind as he and Captain Wow, their consciousnesses linked together
through the pin-set, became a fantastic composite of human being and Persian cat.
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That’s the trouble with working with cats, thought Underhill. It’s a pity that nothing else anywhere will serve as
Partner. Cats were all right once you got in touch with them telepathically. They were smart enough to meet the
needs of the fight, but their motives and desires were certainly different from those of humans.

They were companionable enough as long as you thought tangible images at them, but their minds just closed up
and went to sleep when you recited Shakespeare or Colegrove, or if you tried to tell them what space was.

It was sort of funny realizing that the Partners who were so grim and mature out here in space were the same
cute little animals that people had used as pets for thousands of years back on Earth. He had embarrassed himself
more than once while on the ground saluting perfectly ordinary non-telepathic cats because he had forgotten for
the moment that they were not Partners.

He picked up the cup and shook out his stone dice.

He was lucky—he drew the Lady May.

he Lady May was the most thoughtful Partner he had ever met. In her, the finely bred pedigree
mind of a Persian cat had reached one of its highest peaks of development. She was more complex than
any human woman, but the complexity was all one of emotions, memory, hope and discriminated
experience—experience sorted through without benefit of words.

When he had first come into contact with her mind, he was astonished at its clarity. With her he remembered her
kittenhood. He remembered every mating experience she had ever had. He saw in a half-recognizable gallery all
the other pinlighters with whom she had been paired for the fight. And he saw himself radiant, cheerful and
desirable.

He even thought he caught the edge of a longing—

A very flattering and yearning thought: What a pity he is not a cat.

Woodley picked up the last stone. He drew what he deserved—a sullen, scared old tomcat with none of the verve
of Captain Wow. Woodley’s Partner was the most animal of all the cats on the ship, a low, brutish type with a dull
mind. Even telepathy had not refined his character. His ears were half chewed off from the first fights in which he
had engaged.

He was a serviceable fighter, nothing more.

Woodley grunted.

Underhill glanced at him oddly. Didn’t Woodley ever do anything but grunt?

Father Moontree looked at the other three. “You might as well get your Partners now. I’ll let the Scanner know
we’re ready to go into the Up-and-Out.”

THE DEAL

nderhill spun the combination lock on the Lady May’s cage. He woke her gently and took her into
his arms. She humped her back luxuriously, stretched her claws, started to purr, thought better of it,
and licked him on the wrist instead. He did not have the pin-set on, so their minds were closed to each
other, but in the angle of her mustache and in the movement of her ears, he caught some sense of
gratification she experienced in finding him as her Partner.

He talked to her in human speech, even though speech meant nothing to a cat when the pin-set was not on.

“It’s a damn shame, sending a sweet little thing like you whirling around in the coldness of nothing to hunt for
Rats that are bigger and deadlier than all of us put together. You didn’t ask for this kind of fight, did you?”
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For answer, she licked his hand, purred, tickled his cheek with her long fluffy tail, turned around and faced him,
golden eyes shining.

For a moment, they stared at each other, man squatting, cat standing erect on her hind legs, front claws digging
into his knee. Human eyes and cat eyes looked across an immensity which no words could meet, but which
affection spanned in a single glance.

“Time to get in,” he said.

She walked docilely into her spheroid carrier. She climbed in. He saw to it that her miniature pin-set rested firmly
and comfortably against the base of her brain. He made sure that her claws were padded so that she could not
tear herself in the excitement of battle.

Softly he said to her, “Ready?”

For answer, she preened her back as much as her harness would permit and purred softly within the confines of
the frame that held her.

He slapped down the lid and watched the sealant ooze around the seam. For a few hours, she was welded into her
projectile until a workman with a short cutting arc would remove her after she had done her duty.

e picked up the entire projectile and slipped it into the ejection tube. He closed the door of the
tube, spun the lock, seated himself in his chair, and put his own pin-set on.

Once again he flung the switch.

He sat in a small room, small, small, warm, warm, the bodies of the other three people moving close around him,
the tangible lights in the ceiling bright and heavy against his closed eyelids.

As the pin-set warmed, the room fell away. The other people ceased to be people and became small glowing heaps
of fire, embers, dark red fire, with the consciousness of life burning like old red coals in a country fireplace.

As the pin-set warmed a little more, he felt Earth just below him, felt the ship slipping away, felt the turning Moon
as it swung on the far side of the world, felt the planets and the hot, clear goodness of the Sun which kept the
Dragons so far from mankind’s native ground.

Finally, he reached complete awareness.

He was telepathically alive to a range of millions of miles. He felt the dust which he had noticed earlier high above
the ecliptic. With a thrill of warmth and tenderness, he felt the consciousness of the Lady May pouring over into
his own. Her consciousness was as gentle and clear and yet sharp to the taste of his mind as if it were scented oil.
It felt relaxing and reassuring. He could sense her welcome of him. It was scarcely a thought, just a raw emotion
of greeting.

At last they were one again.

In a tiny remote corner of his mind, as tiny as the smallest toy he had ever seen in his childhood, he was still
aware of the room and the ship, and of Father Moontree picking up a telephone and speaking to a Scanner captain
in charge of the ship.

His telepathic mind caught the idea long before his ears could frame the words. The actual sound followed the
idea the way that thunder on an ocean beach follows the lightning inward from far out over the seas.

“The Fighting Room is ready. Clear to planoform, sir.”
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THE PLAY

nderhill was always a little exasperated the way that Lady May experienced things before he did.

He was braced for the quick vinegar thrill of planoforming, but he caught her report of it before his own nerves
could register what happened.

Earth had fallen so far away that he groped for several milliseconds before he found the Sun in the upper rear
right-hand corner of his telepathic mind.

That was a good jump, he thought. This way we’ll get there in four or five skips.

A few hundred miles outside the ship, the Lady May thought back at him, “O warm, O generous, O gigantic man!
O brave, O friendly, O tender and huge Partner! O wonderful with you, with you so good, good, good, warm, warm,
now to fight, now to go, good with you….”

He knew that she was not thinking words, that his mind took the clear amiable babble of her cat intellect and
translated it into images which his own thinking could record and understand.

Neither one of them was absorbed in the game of mutual greetings. He reached out far beyond her range of
perception to see if there was anything near the ship. It was funny how it was possible to do two things at once.
He could scan space with his pin-set mind and yet at the same time catch a vagrant thought of hers, a lovely,
affectionate thought about a son who had had a golden face and a chest covered with soft, incredibly downy white
fur.

While he was still searching, he caught the warning from her.

We jump again!
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And so they had. The ship had moved to a second planoform. The stars were different. The Sun was immeasurably
far behind. Even the nearest stars were barely in contact. This was good Dragon country, this open, nasty, hollow
kind of space. He reached farther, faster, sensing and looking for danger, ready to fling the Lady May at danger
wherever he found it.

Terror blazed up in his mind, so sharp, so clear, that it came through as a physical wrench.

The little girl named West had found something—something immense, long, black, sharp, greedy, horrific. She
flung Captain Wow at it.

Underhill tried to keep his own mind clear. “Watch out!” he shouted telepathically at the others, trying to move
the Lady May around.

At one corner of the battle, he felt the lustful rage of Captain Wow as the big Persian tomcat detonated lights
while he approached the streak of dust which threatened the ship and the people within.

The lights scored near-misses.

The dust flattened itself, changing from the shape of a sting-ray into the shape of a spear.

Not three milliseconds had elapsed.

 

Father Moontree was talking human words and was saying in a voice that moved like cold molasses out of a heavy
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jar, “C-A-P-T-A-I-N.” Underhill knew that the sentence was going to be “Captain, move fast!”

The battle would be fought and finished before Father Moontree got through talking.

Now, fractions of a millisecond later, the Lady May was directly in line.

Here was where the skill and speed of the Partners came in. She could react faster than he. She could see the
threat as an immense Rat coming direct at her.

She could fire the light-bombs with a discrimination which he might miss.

He was connected with her mind, but he could not follow it.
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His consciousness absorbed the tearing wound inflicted by the alien enemy. It was like no wound on Earth—raw,
crazy pain which started like a burn at his navel. He began to writhe in his chair.

Actually he had not yet had time to move a muscle when the Lady May struck back at their enemy.

Five evenly spaced photonuclear bombs blazed out across a hundred thousand miles.

The pain in his mind and body vanished.

He felt a moment of fierce, terrible, feral elation running through the mind of the Lady May as she finished her
kill. It was always disappointing to the cats to find out that their enemies whom they sensed as gigantic space Rats
disappeared at the moment of destruction.

Then he felt her hurt, the pain and the fear that swept over both of them as the battle, quicker than the movement
of an eyelid, had come and gone. In the same instant, there came the sharp and acid twinge of planoform.

Once more the ship went skip.

He could hear Woodley thinking at him. “You don’t have to bother much. This old son of a gun and I will take over
for a while.”

Twice again the twinge, the skip.

He had no idea where he was until the lights of the Caledonia space board shone below.

With a weariness that lay almost beyond the limits of thought, he threw his mind back into rapport with the pin-
set, fixing the Lady May’s projectile gently and neatly in its launching tube.

She was half dead with fatigue, but he could feel the beat of her heart, could listen to her panting, and he grasped
the grateful edge of a thanks reaching from her mind to his.

THE SCORE

hey put him in the hospital at Caledonia.

The doctor was friendly but firm. “You actually got touched by that Dragon. That’s as close a shave as I’ve ever
seen. It’s all so quick that it’ll be a long time before we know what happened scientifically, but I suppose you’d be
ready for the insane asylum now if the contact had lasted several tenths of a millisecond longer. What kind of cat
did you have out in front of you?”
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Underhill felt the words coming out of him slowly. Words were such a lot of trouble compared with the speed and
the joy of thinking, fast and sharp and clear, mind to mind! But words were all that could reach ordinary people
like this doctor.

His mouth moved heavily as he articulated words, “Don’t call our Partners cats. The right thing to call them is
Partners. They fight for us in a team. You ought to know we call them Partners, not cats. How is mine?”

“I don’t know,” said the doctor contritely. “We’ll find out for you. Meanwhile, old man, you take it easy. There’s
nothing but rest that can help you. Can you make yourself sleep, or would you like us to give you some kind of
sedative?”

“I can sleep,” said Underhill. “I just want to know about the Lady May.”

The nurse joined in. She was a little antagonistic. “Don’t you want to know about the other people?”

“They’re okay,” said Underhill. “I knew that before I came in here.”

He stretched his arms and sighed and grinned at them. He could see they were relaxing and were beginning to
treat him as a person instead of a patient.

“I’m all right,” he said. “Just let me know when I can go see my Partner.”

A new thought struck him. He looked wildly at the doctor. “They didn’t send her off with the ship, did they?”

“I’ll find out right away,” said the doctor. He gave Underhill a reassuring squeeze of the shoulder and left the
room.

The nurse took a napkin off a goblet of chilled fruit juice.

nderhill tried to smile at her. There seemed to be something wrong with the girl. He wished she
would go away. First she had started to be friendly and now she was distant again. It’s a nuisance being
telepathic, he thought. You keep trying to reach even when you are not making contact.

Suddenly she swung around on him.

“You pinlighters! You and your damn cats!”

Just as she stamped out, he burst into her mind. He saw himself a radiant hero, clad in his smooth suede uniform,
the pin-set  crown shining like  ancient  royal  jewels  around his  head.  He saw his  own face,  handsome and
masculine, shining out of her mind. He saw himself very far away and he saw himself as she hated him.

She hated him in the secrecy of her own mind. She hated him because he was—she thought—proud, and strange,
and rich, better and more beautiful than people like her.

He cut off the sight of her mind and, as he buried his face in the pillow, he caught an image of the Lady May.

“She is a cat,” he thought. “That’s all she is—a cat!”

But that was not how his mind saw her—quick beyond all dreams of speed, sharp, clever, unbelievably graceful,
beautiful, wordless and undemanding.

Where would he ever find a woman who could compare with her?

—CORDWAINER SMITH
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Public domain content

The Game of Rat and Dragon. Authored by: Cordwainer Smith. Provided by: Project Gutenberg.
Located at: https://www.gutenberg.org/files/29614/29614-h/29614-h.htm. Project: Space
Mythos: Science Fiction. License: Public Domain: No Known Copyright

https://www.gutenberg.org/files/29614/29614-h/29614-h.htm
https://creativecommons.org/about/pdm
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Iain Banks, State of the Art

Iain Banks, State of the Art

Iain Banks, State of the Art
I a i n  B a n k s ’ s  s h o r t  s t o r y  c o l l e c t i o n  T h e  S t a t e  o f  t h e  A r t  i s  a v a i l a b l e  a t :
http://library.uniteddiversity.coop/More_Books_and_Reports/The_Culture_Novels-Iain_M_Bainks-Anarchist_Scienc
e_Fiction/iain%20m%20banks%20-%201989%20-%20the%20state%20of%20the%20art/Iain%20M.%20Banks%20-
%20The%20State%20of%20the%20Art%20v1.html

We will be reading “Road of Skulls” and “A Gift From the Culture.”

A  u s e f u l  w e b  a r t i c l e  f r o m  W i r e d  a b o u t  B a n k s  c a n  b e  l o c a t e d  a t :
https://www.wired.com/2016/06/geeks-guide-iain-banks/ and is entited “Think Culture Is a Space Opera?  Nah, It’s
a Trojan Horse” and is part of a series entitled Geek’s Guide to the Galaxy.  Check it out!
All rights reserved content

Iain Banks, State of the Art. Authored by: Iain Banks. Provided by: Unite Diversity. Located at:
http://library.uniteddiversity.coop/More_Books_and_Reports/The_Culture_Novels-Iain_M_Bainks-A
narchist_Science_Fiction/iain%20m%20banks%20-%201989%20-
%20the%20state%20of%20the%20art/Iain%20M.%20Banks%20-
%20The%20State%20of%20the%20Art%20v1.html. Project: Space Mythos: Science Fiction.
License: All Rights Reserved

http://library.uniteddiversity.coop/More_Books_and_Reports/The_Culture_Novels-Iain_M_Bainks-Anarchist_Science_Fiction/iain%20m%20banks%20-%201989%20-%20the%20state%20of%20the%20art/Iain%20M.%20Banks%20-%20The%20State%20of%20the%20Art%20v1.html
http://library.uniteddiversity.coop/More_Books_and_Reports/The_Culture_Novels-Iain_M_Bainks-Anarchist_Science_Fiction/iain%20m%20banks%20-%201989%20-%20the%20state%20of%20the%20art/Iain%20M.%20Banks%20-%20The%20State%20of%20the%20Art%20v1.html
http://library.uniteddiversity.coop/More_Books_and_Reports/The_Culture_Novels-Iain_M_Bainks-Anarchist_Science_Fiction/iain%20m%20banks%20-%201989%20-%20the%20state%20of%20the%20art/Iain%20M.%20Banks%20-%20The%20State%20of%20the%20Art%20v1.html
http://library.uniteddiversity.coop/More_Books_and_Reports/The_Culture_Novels-Iain_M_Bainks-Anarchist_Science_Fiction/iain%20m%20banks%20-%201989%20-%20the%20state%20of%20the%20art/Iain%20M.%20Banks%20-%20The%20State%20of%20the%20Art%20v1.html


Space Mythos: Science Fiction

VI

6. Essays on Science Fiction



501

59

Susan Sontag, The Imagination of Disaster

A c c e s s  S o n t a g ’ s  e s s a y  i n  P D F  f o r m  a t :
https://americanfuturesiup.files.wordpress.com/2013/01/sontag-the-imagination-of-disaster.pdf

–If any links fail to work, you can do an author search and “PDF” added to the query will likely turn up the source!

 
All rights reserved content

The Imagination of Disaster. Authored by: Susan Sontag. Provided by: WordPress. Located at:
https://americanfuturesiup.files.wordpress.com/2013/01/sontag-the-imagination-of-disaster.pdf.
Project: Space Mythos: Science Fiction. License: All Rights Reserved

https://americanfuturesiup.files.wordpress.com/2013/01/sontag-the-imagination-of-disaster.pdf
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Margaret Atwood, Happy Endings

Acclaimed for her science fiction, Ontario writer Margaret Atwood has a useful essay/story entitled
“Happy Endings” that plays upon the typical patterns of narrative.  Like a lot of serious literature as
well, it is a metacommentary–writing about writing.  I also like it for its surprise ending and how
audience, purpose, and strategy (those elements of the writing situation) get played with.  So read
on, all you Johns and Marys!       It is available at:
http://www.napavalley.edu/people/LYanover/Documents/English%20123/English%20123%20Margar
et%20Atwood%27s%20HappyEndings.pdf

–Again, a quick web search will yield this.

 
All rights reserved content

Margaret Atwood, Happy Endings. Authored by: Margaret Atwood. Provided by: Napa Valley
CC. Located at:
http://www.napavalley.edu/people/LYanover/Documents/English%20123/English%20123%20Marg
aret%20Atwood%27s%20HappyEndings.pdf. Project: Space Mythos: Science Fiction. License:
All Rights Reserved

http://www.napavalley.edu/people/LYanover/Documents/English%20123/English%20123%20Margaret%20Atwood%27s%20HappyEndings.pdf
http://www.napavalley.edu/people/LYanover/Documents/English%20123/English%20123%20Margaret%20Atwood%27s%20HappyEndings.pdf
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Margaret Atwood on Science Fiction

This WBUR radio interview of Canadian author Margaret Atwood is available at:
https://www.wbur.org/onpoint/2011/10/12/margaret-atwood

If any course links do not work, you can do an author/title search and it will likely turn up in the first
screen.

 
All rights reserved content

Margaret Atwood on Science Fiction. Authored by: Margaret Atwood. Provided by: WBUR
Radio. Located at: https://www.wbur.org/onpoint/2011/10/12/margaret-atwood. Project: Space
Mythos: Science Fiction. License: All Rights Reserved

https://www.wbur.org/onpoint/2011/10/12/margaret-atwood
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Joseph Campbell with Bill Moyers, The Hero's
Journey

Myth Critics look at culture, history, and psychology much the same as we are invited to as readers
of science fiction.  In this   excerpt from groundbreaking 1987 video/book series The Power of Myth,
Campbell defines the typical pattern for protagonists in all times/places.  The usefulness of the
approach is that it can be applied to any genre and hero/heroine!  It is also challenging in that it
does not prioritize any one culture–or religion–over others. 
https://billmoyers.com/content/ep-1-joseph-campbell-and-the-power-of-myth-the-hero%E2%80%99s-a
dventure-audio/         Other clips are available on Moyers’s website.

Monomyth from The Hero With A Thousand Faces
All rights reserved content

The Hero Journey. Authored by: Joseph Campbell and Bill Moyers. Provided by: Bill
Moyers.com. Located at:
https://billmoyers.com/content/ep-1-joseph-campbell-and-the-power-of-myth-the-hero%E2%80%99
s-adventure-audio/. Project: Space Mythos: Science Fiction. License: All Rights Reserved

https://billmoyers.com/content/ep-1-joseph-campbell-and-the-power-of-myth-the-hero%E2%80%99s-adventure-audio/
https://billmoyers.com/content/ep-1-joseph-campbell-and-the-power-of-myth-the-hero%E2%80%99s-adventure-audio/
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Laura Hudson, You Need to be Watching Rick
and Morty. Seriously

Laura Hudson writes for Wired in this analysis of the relevance of Rick and Morty. 
https://www.wired.com/2014/10/6-reasons-to-watch-rick-and-morty/

 
All rights reserved content

Laura Hudson, You Need to be Watching Rick and Morty. Seriously. Authored by: Laura Hudson.
Provided by: Wired. Located at:
https://www.wired.com/2014/10/6-reasons-to-watch-rick-and-morty/. Project: Space Mythos:
Science Fiction. License: All Rights Reserved

https://www.wired.com/2014/10/6-reasons-to-watch-rick-and-morty/
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Anaea Lay, Sapir-Whorf Must Die

http://clarkesworldmagazine.com/lay_11_13/

http://clarkesworldmagazine.com/lay_11_13/

Lay’s essay talks about the fallacies involved in the Sapir-Whorf hypothesis–the notion that a
language   creates the reality for its users.  It is available in Clarkesworld, an online magazine, at:
http://clarkesworldmagazine.com/lay_11_13/

We will use this short essay to talk about how many science fiction works fall into this fallacy.  (It is
almost as many as mess up time travel!)  No Star Trek characters were harmed in the making of this
link.

 
All rights reserved content

Anaea Lay, Sapir-Whorf Must Die. Authored by: Anaea Lay. Provided by: Clarkesworld. Located
at: http://clarkesworldmagazine.com/lay_11_13/. Project: Space Mythos: Science Fiction.
License: All Rights Reserved

http://clarkesworldmagazine.com/lay_11_13/
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Andrei Linde, The Uniformity and Uniqueness
of the Universe

Andrei Linde’s short article is in response to the query “2014: What Scientific Idea is Ready for
Retirment?” and is available on Edge.org at: https://www.edge.org/response-detail/25535

 
All rights reserved content

Andrei Linde, The Uniformity and Uniqueness of the Universe. Authored by: Andrei Linde.
Provided by: Edge.org. Located at: https://www.edge.org/response-detail/25535. Project: Space
Mythos: Science Fiction. License: All Rights Reserved

https://www.edge.org/response-detail/25535
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W. Daniel Hillis, Cause and Effect

W. Daniel Hillis’s brief article “Cause and Effect” was written in response to the question “2014:
What Scientific Idea is Ready for Retirement?” and is available on the Edge.org site at:
https://www.edge.org/response-detail/25435

 
All rights reserved content

W. Daniel Hillis, Cause and Effect. Authored by: W. Daniel Hillis. Provided by: Edge.org.
Located at: https://www.edge.org/response-detail/25435. Project: Space Mythos: Science
Fiction. License: Public Domain: No Known Copyright

https://www.edge.org/response-detail/25435
https://creativecommons.org/about/pdm
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The Worldview of Science Fiction

The Gunn Center for the Study of Science Fiction at Kansas University has several other useful
resources we can use to contextualize the scope of science fiction.  “The Worldview of Science
Fiction” is one such   resource: http://www.sfcenter.ku.edu/sfview.htm

 
All rights reserved content

The Worldview of Science Fiction. Authored by: Gunn Center. Provided by: Gunn Center for the
Study of Science Fiction. Located at: http://www.sfcenter.ku.edu/sfview.htm. Project: Space
Mythos: Science Fiction. License: All Rights Reserved

http://www.sfcenter.ku.edu/sfview.htm
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Experiencing Literature

Terms and Concepts
Students of literature read and notice things.  They also need a working vocabulary of literary terms. Luckily (for
me), you already know a few dozen literary terms. I’ll expect you to use these. In addition, I want to introduce you
to a few less- familiar topics (e.g., subversion, irony, and stereotyping). You can find out about these terms–and
more–in the following lectures.

As we go on, you’ll become more familiar with how different authors use irony, subversion, etc., in order to
achieve certain effects.

Paradox
No, it’s not a pair of ducks! Paradox is a seeming contradiction. It is an intricate device that gets readers to think.
Paradox is often linked with irony.

Native American authors often deal with the paradoxes of white treatment of Indians. There’s a lot of history
there. What I want you to do is to notice when paradoxes appear, and alert us to them. We can interpret them
after the class notices them. Check out the list below for just some of the paradoxical issues in Native American
writers treat:

Binaries
Binaries are pairs of choices, like the “ones” and “zeros” making up the information on cds. They offer a way of
reducing things. Think about the either/or choices consumers are faced with. Authors can’t leave these binaries
alone. . . they like to play with easy choices, showing how artificial they are. As I’ll say elsewhere, we don’t live in
a simple world. It’s not all “Pepsi or Coke,” and authors like to challenge binaries.

Think about other examples of paradox you encounter. Be willing to share these.

General Stuff

If you get stuck interpreting, look for setting and conflict. You can always talk about those, and then get into more
complex areas of the piece from these.

Binaries (otherwise known as polar oppositions or polar opposites) can be found in Native American literature.
Here are some that I thought of quickly. What ones can you find?

vs.

Past Present

Victimization Triumph

Richness (spiritual, physical) Poverty

Being “a Mohawk,” “a Paiute,” “a Lakota,” etc. “Indian” in general

Paradoxical Binaries Treated by Native American Authors
Now look at what some Native authors do with seemingly simple binaries. You might find stories in
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which characters are:

living in two cultural worlds simultaneously
both rich and poor–ways of seeing wealth are confused, downplayed, or overwhelming
Native Americans who act as “super patriots”

or in which

past, present and future are seamlessly intermixed
Christianity and Native roots get mixed without one winning out over the other
Victimization and triumph exist simultaneously, defining the same character
tradition vs. modernity never gets solved or resolved for a character
personal identity and communal identity cannot be separated
Native identity exists–independent of white culture
mixed blood identity is the most important aspect of life for a character

This list probably makes little sense to you right now. It’s meant to get you thinking about the many “moves” you
will see Indian writers make. Be active as a reader, and as a questioner! Let me know what sorts of things you see
happening in our readings. Critical thinking is just that: critical. I am curious to see what you’ll find in this
semester’s literature.
CC licensed content, Original

Experiencing Literature. Authored by: Joshua Dickinson. Provided by: Jefferson Community
College. Located at: http://www.sunyjefferson.edu. Project: American Lit 1. License: CC BY-SA:
Attribution-ShareAlike

http://www.sunyjefferson.edu
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
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Reader-Response Criticism

Summary
We have examined many schools of literary criticism. Here you will find an in-depth look at one of them: Reader-
Response.

The Purpose of Reader-Response
Reader-response suggests that the role of the reader is essential to the meaning of a text, for only in the
reading experience does the literary work come alive. For example, in Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley’s
Frankenstein (1818), the monster doesn’t exist, so to speak, until the reader reads Frankenstein and
reanimates it to life, becoming a co-creator of the text.
Thus, the purpose of a reading response is examining, explaining, and defending your personal reaction
to a text.
Your critical reading of a text asks you to explore:

why you like or dislike the text;
explain whether you agree or disagree with the author;
identify the text’s purpose; and
critique the text.

There is no right or wrong answer to a reading response. Nonetheless, it is important that you
demonstrate an understanding of the reading and clearly explain and support your reactions. Do not use
the standard approach of just writing: “I liked this text because it is so cool and the ending made me
feel happy,” or “I hated it because it was stupid, and had nothing at all to do with my life, and was too
negative and boring.” In writing a response you may assume the reader has already read the text.
Thus, do not summarize the contents of the text at length.  Instead, take a systematic, analytical
approach to the text.

Write as a Scholar
When writing a reader-response write as an educated adult addressing other adults or fellow scholars. 
As a beginning scholar, if you write that something has nothing to do with you or does not
pass your “Who cares?” test, but many other people think that it is important and great, readers will
probably not agree with you that the text is dull or boring.  Instead, they may conclude that you are dull
and boring, that you are too immature or uneducated to understand what important things the author
wrote.

Criticize with Examples
If you did not like a text, that is fine, but criticize it either from:

principle, for example:
Is the text racist?
Does the text unreasonably puts down things, such as religion, or groups of people, such as
women or adolescents, conservatives or democrats, etc?
Does the text include factual errors or outright lies? It is too dark and despairing? Is it

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frankenstein
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frankenstein
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falsely positive?
form, for example:

Is the text poorly written?
Does it contain too much verbal “fat”?
Is it too emotional or too childish?
Does it have too many facts and figures?
Are there typos or other errors in the text?
Do the ideas wander around without making a point?

In each of these cases, do not simply criticize, but give examples. As a beginning scholar, be cautious of criticizing
any text as “confusing” or “crazy,” since readers might simply conclude that you are too ignorant or slow to
understand and appreciate it.

The Structure of a Reader-Response Essay
Choosing a text to study is the first step in writing a reader-response essay. Once you have chosen the
text, your challenge is to connect with it and have a “conversation” with the text.
In the beginning paragraph of your reader-response essay, be sure to mention the following:

title of the work to which you are responding;
the author; and
the main thesis of the text.

Then, do your best to answer the questions below. Remember, however, that you are writing an essay,
not filling out a short-answer worksheet. You do not need to work through these questions in order, one
by one, in your essay. Rather, your paper as a whole should be sure to address these questions in some
way.

What does the text have to do with you, personally, and with your life (past, present or future)? It
is not acceptable to write that the text has NOTHING to do with you, since just about everything
humans can write has to do in some way with every other human.
How much does the text agree or clash with your view of the world, and what you consider right
and wrong? Use several quotes as examples of how it agrees with and supports what you think
about the world, about right and wrong, and about what you think it is to be human.   Use quotes
and examples to discuss how the text disagrees with what you think about the world and about
right and wrong.
What did you learn, and how much were your views and opinions challenged or changed by this
text, if at all?  Did the text communicate with you? Why or why not?  Give examples of how your
views might have changed or been strengthened (or perhaps, of why the text failed to convince
you, the way it is). Please do not write “I agree with everything the author wrote,” since
everybody disagrees about something, even if it is a tiny point. Use quotes to illustrate your points
of challenge, or where you were persuaded, or where it left you cold.
How well does the text address things that you, personally, care about and consider important to
the world? How does it address things that are important to your family, your community, your
ethnic group, to people of your economic or social class or background, or your faith tradition?  If
not, who does or did the text serve? Did it pass the “Who cares?” test?  Use quotes from the text
to illustrate.
What can you praise about the text? What problems did you have with it? Reading and writing
“critically” does not mean the same thing as “criticizing,” in everyday language (complaining or
griping, fault-finding, nit-picking). Your “critique” can and should be positive and praise the text if
possible, as well as pointing out problems, disagreements and shortcomings.
How well did you enjoy the text (or not) as entertainment or as a work of art? Use quotes or
examples to illustrate the quality of the text as art or entertainment. Of course, be aware that
some texts are not meant to be entertainment or art: a news report or textbook, for instance, may
be neither entertaining or artistic, but may still be important and successful.

For the conclusion, you might want to discuss:

your overall reaction to the text;
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whether you would read something else like this in the future;
whether you would read something else by this author; and
if would you recommend read this text to someone else and why.

Key Takeaways
In reader-response, the reader is essential to the meaning of a text for they bring the text to life.
The purpose of a reading response is examining, explaining, and defending your personal reaction
to a text.
When writing a reader-response, write as an educated adult addressing other adults or fellow
scholars.
As a beginning scholar, be cautious of criticizing any text as “boring,” “crazy,” or “dull.”  If you do
criticize, base your criticism on the principles and form of the text itself.
The challenge of a reader-response is to show how you connected with the text.

 

Examples
Reader-Response Essay Example

To Misread or to Rebel: A Woman’s Reading of “The Secret Life of Walter Mitty”

At its simplest, reading is “an activity that is guided by the text; this must be processed by the reader who is then,
in turn, affected by what he has processed” (Iser 63). The text is the compass and map, the reader is the explorer.
However, the explorer cannot disregard those unexpected boulders in the path which he or she encounters along
the journey that are not written on the map. Likewise, the woman reader does not come to the text without
outside influences. She comes with her experiences as a woman—a professional woman, a divorcée, a single
mother. Her reading, then, is influenced by her experiences. So when she reads a piece of literature like “The
Secret Life of Walter Mitty” by James Thurber, which paints a highly negative picture of Mitty’s wife, the woman
reader is forced to either misread the story and accept Mrs. Mitty as a domineering, mothering wife, or rebel
against that picture and become angry at the society which sees her that way.

Due to pre-existing sociosexual standards, women see characters, family structures, even societal structures from
the bottom as an oppressed group rather than from a powerful  position on the top, as men do. As Louise
Rosenblatt states: a reader’s “tendency toward identification [with characters or events] will certainly be guided
by our preoccupations at the time we read. Our problems and needs may lead us to focus on those characters and
situations through which we may achieve the satisfactions, the balanced vision, or perhaps merely the unequivocal
motives unattained in our own lives” (38). A woman reader who feels chained by her role as a housewife is more
likely to identify with an individual who is oppressed or feels trapped than the reader’s executive husband is.
Likewise, a woman who is unable to have children might respond to a story of a child’s death more emotionally
than a woman who does not want children. However, if the perspective of a woman does not match that of the
male author whose work she is reading, a woman reader who has been shaped by a male-dominated society is
forced to misread the text, reacting to the “words on the page in one way rather than another because she
operates according to the same set of rules that the author used to generate them” (Tompkins xvii). By accepting
the author’s perspective and reading the text as he intended, the woman reader is forced to disregard her own,
female perspective. This, in turn, leads to a concept called “asymmetrical contingency,” described by Iser as that
which occurs “when Partner A gives up trying to implement his own behavioral plan and without resistance
follows that of Partner B. He adapts himself to and is absorbed by the behavioral strategy of B” (164). Using this
argument, it becomes clear that a woman reader (Partner A) when faced with a text written by a man (Partner B)
will most likely succumb to the perspective of the writer and she is thus forced to misread the text. Or, she could
rebel against the text and raise an angry, feminist voice in protest.

James Thurber, in the eyes of most literary critics, is one of the foremost American humorists of the 20th century,
and his short story “The Secret Life of Walter Mitty” is believed to have “ushered in a major [literary] period …
where the individual can maintain his self … an appropriate way of assaulting rigid forms” (Elias 432). The rigid
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form in Thurber’s story is Mrs. Mitty, the main character’s wife. She is portrayed by Walter Mitty as a horrible,
mothering nag. As a way of escaping her constant griping, he imagines fantastic daydreams which carry him away
from Mrs. Mitty’s voice. Yet she repeatedly interrupts his reveries and Mitty responds to her as though she is
“grossly unfamiliar, like a strange woman who had yelled at him in the crowd” (286). Not only is his wife annoying
to him, but she is also distant and removed from what he cares about, like a stranger. When she does speak to
him, it seems reflective of the way a mother would speak to a child. For example, Mrs. Mitty asks, “‘Why don’t you
wear your gloves? Have you lost your gloves?’ Walter Mitty reached in a pocket and brought out the gloves. He
put them on, but after she had turned and gone into the building and he had driven on to a red light, he took them
off again” (286). Mrs. Mitty’s care for her husband’s health is seen as nagging to Walter Mitty, and the audience is
amused that he responds like a child and does the opposite of what Mrs. Mitty asked of him. Finally, the clearest
way in which Mrs. Mitty is portrayed as a burdensome wife is at the end of the piece when Walter, waiting for his
wife to exit the store, imagines that he is facing “the firing squad; erect and motionless, proud and disdainful,
Walter Mitty the Undefeated, inscrutable to the last” (289). Not only is Mrs. Mitty portrayed as a mothering,
bothersome hen, but she is ultimately described as that which will be the death of Walter Mitty.

Mrs. Mitty is a direct literary descendant of the first woman to be stereotyped as a nagging wife, Dame Van
Winkle, the creation of the American writer, Washington Irving. Likewise, Walter Mitty is a reflection of his
dreaming predecessor, Rip Van Winkle, who falls into a deep sleep for a hundred years and awakes to the relief of
finding out that his nagging wife has died. Judith Fetterley explains in her book, The Resisting Reader, how such a
portrayal of women forces a woman who reads “Rip Van Winkle” and other such stories “to find herself excluded
from the experience of the story” so that she “cannot read the story without being assaulted by the negative
images of women it presents” (10). The result, it seems, is for a woman reader of a story like “Rip Van Winkle” or
“The Secret Life of Walter Mitty” to either be excluded from the text, or accept the negative images of women the
story puts forth. As Fetterley points out, “The consequence for the female reader is a divided self. She is asked to
identify with Rip and against herself, to scorn the amiable sex and act just like it, to laugh at Dame Van Winkle
and accept that she represents ‘woman,’ to be at once both repressor and repressed, and ultimately to realize that
she is neither” (11). Thus, a woman is forced to misread the text and accept “woman as villain.” as Fetterley
names it, or rebel against both the story and its message.

So how does a woman reader respond to this portrayal of Mrs. Mitty? If she were to follow Iser’s claim, she would
defer to the male point of view presented by the author. She would sympathize with Mitty, as Thurber wants us to
do, and see domineering women in her own life that resemble Mrs. Mitty. She may see her mother and remember
all the times that she nagged her about zipping up her coat against the bitter winter wind. Or the female reader
might identify Mrs. Mitty with her controlling mother-in-law and chuckle at Mitty’s attempts to escape her control,
just as her husband tries to escape the criticism and control of his own mother. Iser’s ideal female reader would
undoubtedly look at her own position as mother and wife and would vow to never become such a domineering
person. This reader would probably also agree with a critic who says that “Mitty has a wife who embodies the
authority  of  a  society in which the husband cannot function” (Lindner 440).  She could see the faults  in a
relationship that is too controlled by a woman and recognize that a man needs to feel important and dominant in
his relationship with his wife. It could be said that the female reader would agree completely with Thurber’s
portrayal of the domineering wife. The female reader could simply misread the text.

Or, the female reader could rebel against the text. She could see Mrs. Mitty as a woman who is trying to do her
best to keep her husband well and cared for. She could see Walter as a man with a fleeting grip on reality who
daydreams that he is a fighter pilot, a brilliant surgeon, a gun expert, or a military hero, when he actually is a poor
driver with a slow reaction time to a green traffic light. The female reader could read critics of Thurber who say
that by allowing his wife to dominate him, Mitty becomes a “non-hero in a civilization in which women are winning
the battle of the sexes” (Hasley 533) and become angry that a woman’s fight for equality is seen merely as a battle
between the sexes. She could read Walter’s daydreams as his attempt to dominate his wife, since all of his
fantasies center on him in traditional roles of power. This, for most women, would cause anger at Mitty (and
indirectly Thurber) for creating and promoting a society which believes that women need to stay subservient to
men. From a male point of view, it becomes a battle of the sexes. In a woman’s eyes, her reading is simply a
struggle for equality within the text and in the world outside that the text reflects.

It is certain that women misread “The Secret Life of Walter Mitty.” I did. I found myself initially wishing that Mrs.
Mitty would just let Walter daydream in peace. But after reading the story again and paying attention to the
portrayal of Mrs. Mitty, I realized that it is imperative that women rebel against the texts that would oppress
them. By misreading a text, the woman reader understands it in a way that is conventional and acceptable to the
literary world. But in so doing, she is also distancing herself from the text, not fully embracing it or its meaning in
her life. By rebelling against the text, the female reader not only has to understand the point of view of the author
and the male audience, but she also has to formulate her own opinions and create a sort of dialogue between the
text and herself. Rebelling against the text and the stereotypes encourages an active dialogue between the woman
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and the text which, in turn, guarantees an active and (most likely) angry reader response. I became a resisting
reader.
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Six Tips for Being a Better Literature Student

Literature courses can be handled inappropriately and there is often not enough time to figure that out in a
fifteen-week session.  I have a few tips that should help us avoid recurring errors.  Each of these tips relates to
critical thinking and writing:

The audience knows the play, poem, or story.  Summaries that just fill space are useless, so avoid
writing a review or a running account of the plot.  It would be like telling someone the directions
to their own home when you were supposed to be arguing about the best spots along the way.
Apply the literary terms such as verbal irony, symbolism, theme, and metaphor.  Do more than
just point them out.  Yes, they exist.  (Skeptical readers like the ones you’ll have in the course
would just say “Okay. . .  so what?”)  What is a metaphor doing in a given paragraph or stanza,
though?  You can always argue about functions or effects.
Everything we do is thesis-driven, meaning that it’s argument.  A thesis is not just a statement of
what you’ll do.  It’s an arguable, provable claim that should have some substance.  It’s not a
question.  It’s not a fact.  It is an opinion—though you need not use I.
Anticipate what the audience thinks about a piece of literature.  It’s important to realize that
you’re writing in a public way about works which may have been valued and argued over for
hundreds of years.  Value that and take yourself seriously as a critic.
Plagiarism is easy to catch and will be dealt with harshly.  If you are in doubt, cite the material. 
Remember that MLA is exacting, so be sure you’re using the correct style models.  There is not
much time to get used to this, so look at the Unit 1 mini-lectures and links on citing.  The
expectation is that you can look at a model and “get it right” in your writing.  Ask questions and
pay attention to the style, since how something looks is often as important as what it says.
Lastly, really work to avoid lateness.  Be on the correct side of any due dates, as it’s really tough
to make up work.
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71

Defining Literature

Defining literature is always difficult.  There are several overlapping definitions.  Some concentrate of where the
words are–as our discussion is when it questions whether something can be literature if it’s oral.  This gets at only
part of the question.  Other definitions get at what literature feels like to the audience/reader.  Other definitions
focus on the differences between literature and everyday use of language.  By using a combination of approaches
(being flexible) we can arrive at a definition.

I’m  including  a  long  quote  from  Jonathan  Culler’s  wonderful  little  book  Literary  Theory:  A  Very  Short
Introduction.  Culler teaches at Cornell.  If any of you are serious about English as a major, you should probably
read this book.  The reason I mention this is that Culler makes literary theory understandable and he cuts through
a lot of the current trends in criticism–that’s saying a lot, if you’ve seen some of the strange things to come out of
our field of study lately.  I wish I had read a book like this before tackling those English classes! Anyway, I’m not
going to say much else about this–he goes from pages 18-41 trying to define this strange thing we call literature.

See what you can say about Culler’s take on defining literature.  You could respond to it for some discussion
postings.

Remember that epic poems like The Odyssey and The Iliad were initially oral–they were only written down much
later.  They are in our canon.  The origins of poetry are oral rather than written.

Note that Culler’s book is published by Oxford UP, so it’s going to have single quotes where there should be
double–and other British usages like single – instead of the– for quick shifts in thought.  You should continue using
Standard American English and MLA format.

 

The Definition of Literature
What sort of question?

We find ourselves back at the key question, ‘What is literature?’, which will not go away. But what sort of question
is it?  If  a 5-year-old is  asking,  it’s  easy.  ‘Literature’,  you answer,  ‘is  stories,  poems, and plays.’  But if  the
questioner is a literary theorist, it’s harder to know how to take the query. It might be a question about the
general nature of this object, literature, which both of you already know well. What sort of object or activity is it?
What does it do? What purposes does it serve? Thus understood, ‘What is literature?’ asks not for a definition but
for an analysis, even an argument about why one might concern oneself with literature at all.

But ‘What is literature?’ might also be a question about distinguishing characteristics of the works known as
literature: what distinguishes them from non-literary works? What differentiates literature from other human
activities or pastimes? Now people might ask this question because they were wondering how to decide which
books are literature and which are not, but it is more likely that they already have an idea what counts as
literature and want to know something else: are there any essential, distinguishing features that literary works
share?

This is a difficult question. Theorists have wrestled with it, but without notable success. The reasons are not far to
seek: works of literature come in all shapes and sizes and most of them seem to have more in common with works
that aren’t  usually called literature than they do with some other works recognized as literature. Charlotte
Bronte’s Jane Eyre, for instance, more closely resembles an autobiography than it does a sonnet, and a poem by
Robert Burns – ‘My love is like a red, red rose’ -resembles a folk-song more than it does Shakespeare’s Hamlet.
Are there qualities shared by poems, plays, and novels that distinguish them from, say, songs, transcriptions of
conversations, and autobiographies?
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Historical Variations
Even a bit of historical perspective makes this question more complex. For twenty-five centuries people have
written works that we call literature today, but the modern sense of literature is scarcely two centuries old. Prior
to 1800 literature and analogous terms in other European languages meant writings’ or “book knowledge.” Even
today, a scientist who says ‘the literature on evolution is immense’ means not that many poems and novels treat
the topic but that much has been written about it. And works that today are studied as literature in English or
Latin classes in schools and universities were once treated not as a special kind of writing but as fine examples of
the use of language and rhetoric. They were instances of a larger category of exemplary practices of writing and
thinking, which included speeches, sermons, history, and philosophy. Students were not asked to interpret them,
as we now interpret literary works, seeking to explain what they are ‘really about’. On the contrary, students
memorized them, studied their grammar, identified their rhetorical figures and their structures or procedures of
argument. A work such as Virgil’s Aeneid, which today g is studied as literature, was treated very differently in
schools prior to 1850.

The modern Western sense of literature as imaginative writing can be traced to the German Romantic theorists of
the late eighteenth century and, if we want a particular source, to a book published in 1800 by a French Baroness,
Madame de Staël’s On Literature Considered in its Relations with Social Institutions. But even if we restrict
ourselves to the last two centuries, the category of literature becomes slippery:

would works which today count as literature—say poems that seem snippets of ordinary conversation, without
rhyme or discernible metre -have qualified as literature for Madame de Staël? And once we begin to think about
non-European cultures, the question of what counts as literature becomes increasingly difficult. It is tempting to
give it up and conclude that literature is whatever a given society treats as literature—a set of texts that arbiters
[tastemakers, critics] recognize as belonging to literature.

I hope this helps!
All rights reserved content
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Here are Some Dos and Don'ts Graders Think
Through

What we want and what we get are often wildly variant.  Adults all know this.  Even so, I can be surprised by some
combinations of elements sometimes.  That’s why I like to troubleshoot papers with you beforehand!

Problem: Paragraphs lacking topic sentences.  These work in fiction, but not in explicit writing like ours.  Even if it
is not first, the topic sentence ought to be connected in obvious ways to your claim.  We often defer to sources
here or have paragraphs which only exist in the paper because of a source.  It should be that the supporting role
fits what you do, not vice versa.

One source for the first or last third (or any third) of a paper is a problem.  We often see such overuse of one
source: Great source?  Great!  Not great, however, if that source is the only voice in the paper or if, when it is
used, the writer never questions it.  Think of how ventriloquists’ dummies only exist to parrot the words of
someone else:

“Me and the office ventriloquist dummy” by TJ Ryan is licensed under CC BY
2.0

Definitions which get plagiarized, unused, treated as impressive, or passed off as if they are unbiased are likely to
backfire, turning a possibly-good move into a definitely-bad move.  I’m not phased by statistics–particularly if the
writer fails to quote properly, doesn’t look at the fact that the sample size was seventeen people paid by the
company, or if the “citizens’ group” spouting them turns out to be a hate group with a nice-sounding name or if
that source actually ripped them off from a second source.  As Mark Twain stated aptly, there are “lies, damned
lies, and statistics.”

Long quotes?  They are often areas where summaries would work better, be shorter, and might actually receive
interpretation.  Filler long quotes nearly never get interpreted.  Look at it as I do: the more a quote drones on, the
more expectation it sets up that I would get something for it–some interpretation, anything!  (I mean, people get
free vacations in our country for sitting through two-day seminars . . .  they obviously got something from the long
setup.)  We only quote if it’s well-worded, the strongly-held opinion of a thinker, or a thought at variance with the
widely-held opinion in that field of study.  Otherwise, summarize or paraphrase.

Examples can often be scarce, appearing only by page six.  By then, it’s too late for readers.  Don’t overuse or
under use examples.  According to the Goldilocks Principle, there has to be a “just right” zone for source use,

https://www.flickr.com/photos/48994449@N00/3417763285
https://www.flickr.com/people/48994449@N00/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/2.0
https://s3-us-west-2.amazonaws.com/courses-images/wp-content/uploads/sites/2528/2017/10/12181408/dummy.jpg
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/2.0
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detail, even sentence and word length.

Lastly, the new game is to play with formatting.  I know the trick of putting the punctuation in 16-point font to puff
the piece.  I have seen papers go from 10 to 3 pages because of ridiculous formatting tricks.  That time is best
spent writing, in my opinion.  Some people have plagiarized by throwing in a source’s bibliography and citations,
figuring I wouldn’t check or couldn’t see that move.  That’s another bad one, since plagiarism requires that we
look at intent and it takes intent to do something like that.

I hope that helps!
CC licensed content, Original
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Self-Diagnosis of One's Writing Ailments can
be Fun!

Is using plain language the law?

The following humorous site, “How to Write Good,”  is located on the Plainlanguage.gov page.  It lists and breaks
several writing rules.  In breaking the rules, they illustrate them.  It is an engaging way to learn the rules of
English–especially since they always seem to have exceptions.

Note that not all of the rules are really rules anymore.  For instance, the one about ending a sentence on a
preposition is one we have largely gotten out of.  (Get it?)
All rights reserved content
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