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April is the cruelest month, breeding
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring
Dull roots with spring rain.

Winter kept us warm, covering
Earth in forgetful snow, feeding

A little life with dried tubers.
Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee
With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,

And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,
And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.

Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch.
And when we were children, staying at the arch-duke’s,

My cousin’s, he took me out on a sled,
And I was frightened. He said, Marie,

Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.
In the mountains, there you feel free.

I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.

What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow
Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,

You cannot say, or guess, for you know only
A heap of broken images, where the sun beats,

And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief,
And the dry stone no sound of water. Only

There is shadow under this red rock,
(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),

And I will show you something different from either
Your shadow at morning striding behind you

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;
I will show you fear in a handful of dust.

.....
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Time’s Arrow

The great thing about time is that it goes on. But this is an aspect of it which the 
physicist sometimes seems inclined to neglect. In the four-dimensional world 
considered in the last chapter the events past and future lie spread out before us 
as in a map. The events are there in their proper spatial and temporal relation; but 
there is no indication that they undergo what has been described as “the formality 
of taking place”, and the question of their doing or undoing does not arise. We 
see in the map the path from past to future or from future to past; but there is no 
signboard to indicate that it is a one-way street. Something must be added to the 
geometrical conceptions comprised in Minkowski’s world before it becomes a 
complete picture of the world as we know it. We may appeal to consciousness to 
suffuse the whole — to turn existence into happening, being into becoming. But 
first let us note that the picture as it stands is entirely adequate to represent those 
primary laws of Nature which, as we have seen, are indifferent to a direction 
of time. Objection has sometimes been felt to the relativity theory because its 
four-dimensional picture of the world seems to overlook the directed character 
of time. The objection is scarcely logical, for the theory is in this respect no 
better and no worse than its predecessors. The classical physicist has been using 
without misgiving a system of laws which do not recognise a directed time; he 
is shocked that the new picture should expose this so glaringly. 

Without any mystic appeal to consciousness it is possible to find a direction 
of time on the four-dimensional map by a study of organisation. Let us draw 
an arrow arbitrarily. If as we follow the arrow we find more and more of the 
random element in the state of the world, then the arrow is pointing towards the 
future; if the random element decreases the arrow points towards the past. That 
is the only distinction known to physics. This follows at once if our fundamental 
contention is admitted that the introduction of randomness is the only thing 
which cannot be undone. 
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I shall use the phrase “time’s arrow” to express this one-way property of time 
which has no analogue in space. It is a singularly interesting property from a 
philosophical standpoint. We must note that:

(1) It is vividly recognised by consciousness. 

(2) It is equally insisted on by our reasoning faculty, which tells us that a 
reversal of the arrow would render the external world nonsensical. 

(3) It makes no appearance in physical science except in the study of 
organisation of a number of individuals. Here the arrow indicates the 
direction of progressive increase of the random element. 

Let us now consider in detail how a random element brings the irrevocable 
into the world. When a stone falls it acquires kinetic energy, and the amount 
of the energy is just that which would be required to lift the stone back to its 
original height. By suitable arrangements the kinetic energy can be made to 
perform this task; for example, if the stone is tied to a string it can alternately 
fall and reascend like a pendulum. But if the stone hits an obstacle its kinetic 
energy is converted into heat-energy. There is still the same quantity of energy, 
but even if we could scrape it together and put it through an engine we could 
not lift the stone back with it. What has happened to make the energy no longer 
serviceable? 

Looking microscopically at the falling stone we see an enormous multitude of 
molecules moving downwards with equal and parallel velocities — an organised 
motion like the march of a regiment. We have to notice two things, the energy 
and the organisation of the energy. To return to its original height the stone must 
preserve both of them. 

When the stone falls on a sufficiently elastic surface the motion may be reversed 
without destroying the organisation. Each molecule is turned backwards and the 
whole array retires in good order to the starting-point:

The famous Duke of York 
With twenty thousand men, 
He marched them up to the top of the hill 
And marched them down again. 

History is not made that way. But what usually happens at the impact is that the 
molecules suffer more or less random collisions and rebound in all directions. 
They no longer conspire to make progress in any one direction; they have lost 
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their organisation. Afterwards they continue to collide with one another and 
keep changing their directions of motion, but they never again find a common 
purpose. Organisation cannot be brought about by continued shuffling. And so, 
although the energy remains quantitatively sufficient (apart from unavoidable 
leakage which we suppose made good), it cannot lift the stone back. To restore 
the stone we must supply extraneous energy which has the required amount of 
organisation. 

Here a point arises which unfortunately has no analogy in the shuffling of a 
pack of cards. No one (except a conjurer) can throw two half-shuffled packs into 
a hat and draw out one pack in its original order and one pack fully shuffled. 
But we can and do put partly disorganised energy into a steam-engine, and 
draw it out again partly as fully organised energy of motion of massive bodies 
and partly as heat-energy in a state of still worse disorganisation. Organisation 
of energy is negotiable, and so is the disorganisation or  random element; 
disorganisation does not forever remain attached to the particular store of 
energy which first suffered it, but may be passed on elsewhere. We cannot here 
enter into the question why there should be a difference between the shuffling 
of energy and the shuffling of material objects; but it is necessary to use some 
caution in applying the analogy on account of this difference. As regards heat-
energy the temperature is the measure of its degree of organisation; the lower 
the temperature, the greater the disorganisation. 
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To all Noble and Worthy Ladies.

This present Description of a New World, was made as an Appendix to my 
Observations upon Experimental Philosophy; and, having some Sympathy and 
Coherence with each other, were joyned together as Two several Worlds, at 
their Two Poles. But, by reason most Ladies take no delight in Philosophical 
Arguments, I separated some from the mentioned Observations, and caused 
them to go out by themselves, that I might express my Respects, in presenting 
to Them such Fancies as my Contemplations did afford. The First Part is 
Romancical; the Second, Philosophical; and the Third is meerly Fancy; or 
(as I may call it) Fantastical. And if (Noble Ladies)you should chance to take 
pleasure in reading these Fancies, I shall account my self a Happy Creatoress: 
If not, I must be content to live a Melancholly Life in my own World; which I 
cannot call a Poor World, if Poverty be only want of Gold, and Jewels: for, there 
is more Gold in it, than all the Chymists ever made; or, (as I verily believe) will 
ever be able to make. As for the Rocks of Diamonds, I wish, with all my Soul, 
they might be shared amongst my Noble Female Friends; upon which condition, 
I would willingly quit my Part: And of the Gold, I should desire only so much 
as might suffice to repair my Noble Lord and Husband’s Losses: for, I am not 
Covetous, but as Ambitious as ever any of my Sex was, is, or can be; which is 
the cause, That though I cannot be Henry the Fifth, or Charles the Second; yet, I 
will endeavour to be, Margaret the First: and, though I have neither Power, Time 
nor Occasion, to be a great Conqueror, like Alexander, or Cesar; yet, rather than 
not be Mistress of a World, since Fortune and the Fates would give me none, 
I have made One of my own. And thus, believing, or, at least, hoping, that no 
Creature can, or will, Envy me for this World of mine, I remain,

Noble Ladies, Your Humble Servant, M. Newcastle.

. . . .

The Epilogue to the Reader

By this Poetical Description, you may perceive, that my ambition is not onely 
to be Empress, but Authoress of a whole World; and that the Worlds I have 
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made, both the Blazing- and the other Philosophical World, mentioned in 
the first part of this Description, are framed and composed of the most pure, 
that is, the Rational parts of Matter, which are the parts of my Mind; which 
Creation was more easily and suddenly effected, than the Conquests of the two 
famous Monarchs of the World,s Alexander and Cesar. Neither have I made 
such disturbances, and caused so many dissolutions of particulars, otherwise 
named deaths, as they did; for I have destroyed but some few men in a little 
Boat, which dyed through the extremity of cold, and that by the hand of Justice, 
which was necessitated to punish their crime of stealing away a young and 
beauteous Lady. And in the formation of those Worlds, I take more delight and 
glory, then ever Alexander or Cesar did in conquering this terrestrial world; and 
though I have made my Blazing-world a Peaceable World, allowing it but one 
Religion, one Language, and one Government; yet could I make another World, 
as full of Factions, Divisions and Warrs, as this is of Peace and Tranquility; 
and the Rational figures of my Mind might express as much courage to fight, 
as Hector and Achilles had; and be as wise as Nestor, as; Eloquent as Ulysses, 
and be as beautiful as Hellen. But I esteeming Peace before Warr, Wit before 
Policy, Honesty before Beauty; instead of the figures of Alexander, Cesar, 
Hector, Achilles, Nestor, Ulysses, Hellen, &c. chose rather the figure of Honest 
Margaret Newcastle, which now I would not change for all this Terrestrial 
World; and if any should like the World I have made, and be willing to be my 
Subjects, they may imagine themselves such, and they are such, I mean in their 
Minds, Fancies or Imaginations; but if they cannot endure to be Subjects, they 
may create Worlds of their own, and Govern themselves as they please. But yet 
let them have a care, not to prove unjust Usurpers, and to rob me of mine: for, 
concerning the Philosophical-world, I am Empress of it my self; and as for the 
Blazing-world, it having an Empress already, who rules it with great Wisdom 
and Conduct, which Empress is my dear Platonick Friend; I shall never prove 
so unjust, treacherous and unworthy to her, as to disturb her Government, much 
less to depose her from her Imperial Throne, for the sake of any other, but rather 
chuse to create another World for another Friend.

Finis.
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Chapter I

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 chair in 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 expect anything 
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 into darkness. 
‘Be quick!’ she called, her irritation returning. ‘Be quick, Kuno; here I am in the 
dark wasting my time.’



14

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 or isolated. I have 
something particular to say.’

‘What is it, dearest boy? Be quick. Why could you not send it by pneumatic 
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 want to speak to you 
not through the wearisome Machine.’

‘Oh, hush!’ said his mother, vaguely shocked. ‘You mustn’t say anything against 
the Machine.’

‘Why not?’

‘One mustn’t.’

‘You talk as if a god had made the Machine,’ cried the other.

‘I believe 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 face to 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.’
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‘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, three other 
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 transmit nuances of expression. It only 
gave a general idea of people – an idea that was good enough for all practical 
purposes, 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 the imponderable 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.’
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‘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 in 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 she communicated with her friends. The room, though it 
contained nothing, was in touch with all that she cared for in the world.

Vashanti’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 
with the 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 
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were like a man: she doubted there was much in it. Then she switched off her 
correspondents, for it 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 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 
existed under 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 island 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 
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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 born with it in her ears. The earth, carrying her, hummed as it sped through 
silence, turning her now 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 lay back 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 apart 
slowly. Through the opening she saw a tunnel that curved slightly, so that its 
goal was not visible. 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 
mysterious 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 her own – 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 had suggested. 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.
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‘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 may 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 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 armchairs 
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 Peking when it was just like Shrewsbury? Why 
return to Shrewsbury when it would all be like Peking? 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 now far 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 
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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 Rheas, 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 rage shook 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 those corridors of shining tiles were 
rooms, tier below tier, reaching far into the earth, and in 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 do the 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.
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It was night. For a moment she saw the coast of Sumatra edged by the 
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 
sky-light 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’ 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 and round, 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’s lives 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 
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saw through the skylight small pink clouds, swaying against a background of 
blue, and as 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 had 
given her a certain roughness and originality of manner. When Vashti swerved 
away from the sunbeams 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 her fall. 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 the habit 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 called Simla.’ ‘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.’

‘You must remember that, before the dawn of civilization, they seemed to be 
an impenetrable wall that touched the stars. It was supposed that no one but the 
gods could exist above their summits. How we have advanced, thanks to the 
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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 the passage.

‘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 today. Over the whole prospect air-ships rushed, crossing 
the inter-crossing with incredible aplomb, and rising nonchalantly when they 
desired to escape the perturbations of 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 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.
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One must admit that it is impossible to show why certain things should not utterly 
destroy and end the entire human race and story, why night should not presently 
come down and make all our dreams and efforts vain. It is conceivable, for 
example, that some great unexpected mass of matter should presently rush upon 
us out of space, whirl sun and planets aside like dead leaves before the breeze, 
and collide with and utterly destroy every spark of life upon this earth. So far as 
positive human knowledge goes, this is a conceivably possible thing. There is 
nothing in science to show why such a thing should not be. It is conceivable, too, 
that some pestilence may presently appear, some new disease, that will destroy, 
not 10 or 15 or 20 per cent. of the earth’s inhabitants as pestilences have done in 
the past, but 100 per cent.; and so end our race. No one, speaking from scientific 
grounds alone, can say, “That cannot be.” And no one can dispute that some 
great disease of the atmosphere, some trailing cometary poison, some great 
emanation of vapor from the interior of the earth, such as Mr. Shiel has made a 
brilliant use of in his “Purple Cloud,” is consistent with every demonstrated fact 
in the world. There may arise new animals to prey upon us by land and sea, and 
there may come some drug or a wrecking madness into the minds of men. And 
finally, there is the reasonable certainty that this sun of ours must radiate itself 
toward extinction; that, at least, must happen; it will grow cooler and cooler, 
and its planets will rotate ever more sluggishly until some day this earth of ours, 
tideless and slow moving, will be dead and frozen, and all that has lived upon it 
will be frozen out and done with. There surely man must end. That of all such 
nightmares is the most insistently convincing.

And yet one doesn’t believe it.

At least I do not. And I do not believe in these things because I have come to 
believe in certain other things—in the coherency and purpose in the world and 
in the greatness of human destiny. Worlds may freeze and suns may perish, but 
there stirs something within us now that can never die again.

Do not misunderstand me when I speak of the greatness of human destiny.
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If I may speak quite openly to you, I will confess that, considered as a final 
product, I do not think very much of myself or (saving your presence) my 
fellow-creatures. I do not think I could possibly join in the worship of humanity 
with any gravity or sincerity. Think of it! Think of the positive facts. There are 
surely moods for all of us when one can feel Swift’s amazement that such a 
being should deal in pride. There are moods when one can join in the laughter 
of Democritus; and they would come oftener were not the spectacle of human 
littleness so abundantly shot with pain. But it is not only with pain that the world 
is shot—it is shot with promise. Small as our vanity and carnality make us, there 
has been a day of still smaller things. It is the long ascent of the past that gives 
the lie to our despair. We know now that all the blood and passion of our life 
were represented in the Carboniferous time by something—something, perhaps, 
cold-blooded and with a clammy skin, that lurked between air and water, and 
fled before the giant amphibia of those days.

For all the folly, blindness, and pain of our lives, we have come some way from 
that. And the distance we have travelled gives us some earnest of the way we 
have yet to go.

Why should things cease at man? Why should not this rising curve rise yet 
more steeply and swiftly? There are many things to suggest that we are now 
in a phase of rapid and unprecedented development. The conditions under 
which men live are changing with an ever-increasing rapidity, and, so far as our 
knowledge goes, no sort of creatures have ever lived under changing conditions 
without undergoing the profoundest changes themselves. In the past century 
there was more change in the conditions of human life than there had been in 
the previous thousand years. A hundred years ago inventors and investigators 
were rare scattered men, and now invention and inquiry are the work of an 
unorganized army. This century will see changes that will dwarf those of the 
nineteenth century, as those of the nineteenth dwarf those of the eighteenth. One 
can see no sign anywhere that this rush of change will be over presently, that the 
positivist dream of a social reconstruction and of a new static culture phase will 
ever be realized. Human society never has been quite static, and it will presently 
cease to attempt to be static.

Everything seems pointing to the belief that we are entering upon a progress that 
will go on, with an ever-widening and ever more confident stride, forever. The 
reorganization of society that is going on now beneath the traditional appearance 
of things is a kinetic reorganization. We are getting into marching order. We 
have struck our camp forever and we are out upon the roads.
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We are in the beginning of the greatest change that humanity has ever undergone. 
There is no shock, no epoch-making incident—but then there is no shock at a 
cloudy daybreak. At no point can we say, “Here it commences, now; last minute 
was night and this is morning.” But insensibly we are in the day. If we care 
to look, we can foresee growing knowledge, growing order, and presently a 
deliberate improvement of the blood and character of the race. And what we 
can see and imagine gives us a measure and gives us faith for what surpasses 
the imagination.

It is possible to believe that all the past is but the beginning of a beginning, 
and that all that is and has been is but the twilight of the dawn. It is possible 
to believe that all that the human mind has ever accomplished is but the dream 
before the awakening. We cannot see, there is no need for us to see, what this 
world will be like when the day has fully come. We are creatures of the twilight. 
But it is out of our race and lineage that minds will spring, that will reach back 
to us in our littleness to know us better than we know ourselves, and that will 
reach forward fearlessly to comprehend this future that defeats our eyes.

All this world is heavy with the promise of greater things, and a day will come, 
one day in the unending succession of days, when beings, beings who are now 
latent in our thoughts and hidden in our loins, shall stand upon this earth as one 
stands upon a footstool, and shall laugh and reach out their hands amid the stars.
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Poem 56

Flyers are not birds, swimmers are not fish. A war does not depend on soldiers. 
It’s a game of technology. Millions of miles of deadly smoke, on top a mushroom 
and at bottom a fountain. A sight out of people’s imagination. Big trouble not 
solved, but greater trouble arrives.

Poem 57

In an extreme situation, things turn around. A three-feet tall kid, made all 
foreigners bow down. When Blue West and Red East struggle, a son of God 
appears, a gentleman who brings peace and stops the killing. This unbelievable 
genius is from the middle of the two, westernized and thus ended all wars for 
good.

Poem 58

Big trouble is over, and all foreigners gave in. Become brothers. Six - seven 
countries. Millions of miles without noise nor waves. Become brothers, become 
friends, and peaceful again. The only remaining danger lies in the north-west, 
thus we still cannot sing a global song of peace.

Poem 59

No castles, no walls. No my, no yours. The entire world becomes one family, 
prosper throughout the globe. One man for the entire world’s joy. Follows God’s 
will and prospers the world. Red, yellow, black, white, all together. North, East, 
South, West in total harmony.

Poem 60

One negative, and one positive, a never-ending cycle. Enders end themselves. 
Starters start themselves. The numbers of God will be studied at this stage. The 
natural course of the human race shall be broken. Too many things to say here. 
Pushing the man’s back, forcing him to rest, is actually better.
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The Obligation to Endure

The history of life on earth has been a history of interaction between living 
things and their surroundings. To a large extent, the physical form and the 
habits of the earth’s vegetation and its animal life have been molded by the 
environment. Considering the whole span of earthly time, the opposite effect, 
in which life actually modifies its surroundings, has been relatively slight. Only 
within the moment of time represented by the present century has one species—
man—acquired significant power to alter the nature of his world.

During the past quarter century this power has not only increased to one of 
disturbing magnitude but it has changed in character. The most alarming of all 
man’s assaults upon the environment is the contamination of air, earth, rivers, 
and sea with dangerous and even lethal materials. This pollution is for the most 
part irrecoverable; the chain of evil it initiates not only in the world that must 
support life but in living tissues is for the most part irreversible. In this now 
universal contamination of the environment, chemicals are the sinister and little-
recognized partners of radiation in changing the very nature of the world—the 
very nature of its life. Strontium 90, released through nuclear explosions into 
the air, comes to earth in rain or drifts down as fallout, lodges in soil, enters into 
the grass or corn or wheat grown there, and in time takes up its abode in the 
bones of a human being, there to remain until his death. Similarly, chemicals 
sprayed on croplands or forests or gardens lie long in soil, entering into living 
organisms, passing from one to another in a chain of poisoning and death. Or 
they pass mysteriously by underground streams until they emerge and, through 
the alchemy of air and sunlight, combine into new forms that kill vegetation, 
sicken cattle, and work unknown harm on those who drink from once pure 
wells. As Albert Schweitzer has said, “Man can hardly even recognize the devils 
of his own creation.”

It took hundreds of millions of years to produce the life that now inhabits the 
earth—eons of time in which that developing and evolving and diversifying life 
reached a state of adjustment and balance with its surroundings. The environment, 
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rigorously shaping and directing the life it supported, contained elements that 
were hostile as well as supporting. Certain rocks gave out dangerous radiation; 
even within the light of the sun, from which all life draws its energy, there 
were short-wave radiations with power to injure. Given time—time not in years 
but in millennia—life adjusts, and a balance has been reached. For time is the 
essential ingredient; but in the modern world there is no time.

The rapidity of change and the speed with which new situations are created 
follow the impetuous and heedless pace of man rather than the deliberate pace 
of nature. Radiation is no longer merely the background radiation of rocks, 
the bombardment of cosmic rays, the ultraviolet of the sun that have existed 
before there was any life on earth; radiation is now the unnatural creation of 
man’s tampering with the atom. The chemicals to which life is asked to make its 
adjustment are no longer merely the calcium and silica and copper and all the 
rest of the minerals washed out of the rocks and carried in rivers to the sea; they 
are the synthetic creations of man’s inventive mind, brewed in his laboratories, 
and having no counterparts in nature.

To adjust to these chemicals would require time on the scale that is nature’s; it 
would require not merely the years of a man’s life but the life of generations. 
And even this, were it by some miracle possible, would be futile, for the new 
chemicals come from our laboratories in an endless stream; almost five hundred 
annually find their way into actual use in the United States alone. The figure is 
staggering and its implications are not easily grasped—500 new chemicals to 
which the bodies of men and animals are required somehow to adapt each year, 
chemicals totally outside the limits of biologic experience.

. . . .

There is still very limited awareness of the nature of the threat. This is an era of 
specialists, each of whom sees his own problem and is unaware of or intolerant 
of the larger frame into which it fits. It is also an era dominated by industry, in 
which the right to make a dollar at whatever cost is seldom challenged. When the 
public protests, confronted with some obvious evidence of damaging results of 
pesticide applications, it is fed little tranquilizing pills of half truth. We urgently 
need an end to these false assurances, to the sugar coating of unpalatable facts. 
It is the public that is being asked to assume the risks that the insect controllers 
calculate. The public must decide whether it wishes to continue on the present 
road, and it can do so only when in full possession of the facts. In the words of 
Jean Rostand, “The obligation to endure gives us the right to know.”
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One evening I was lounging in an easy chair in my bedroom and thinking lazily 
of the condition of Indian womanhood. I am not sure whether I dozed off or not. 
But, as far as I remember, I was wide awake. I saw the moonlit sky sparkling 
with thousands of diamond-like stars, very distinctly.

All on a sudden a lady stood before me; how she came in, I do not know. I took 
her for my friend, Sister Sara.

‘Good morning,’ said Sister Sara. I smiled inwardly as I knew it was not 
morning, but starry night. However, I replied to her, saying, ‘How do you do?’

‘I am all right, thank you. Will you please come out and have a look at our garden?’

I looked again at the moon through the open window, and though there was no 
harm in going out at that time. When walking I found to my surprise that it was 
a fine morning. Some of the passers-by made jokes at me. Though I could not 
understand their language, yet I felt sure they were joking. I asked my friend, 
‘What do they say?’

‘The women say that you look very mannish.’

‘Mannish?’ said I, ‘What do they mean by that?’

‘They mean that you are shy and timid like men.’

‘Shy and timid like men?’ It was really a joke. I became very nervous, when I 
found that my companion was not Sister Sara, but a stranger. Oh, what a fool 
had I been to mistake this lady for my dear old friend, Sister Sara.

‘What is the matter, dear?’ she said affectionately. ‘I feel somewhat awkward,’ 
I said in a rather apologizing tone, ‘as being a purdahnishin woman I am not 
accustomed to walking about unveiled.’

‘You need not be afraid of coming across a man here. This is Ladyland, free 
from sin and harm. Virtue herself reigns here.’

‘How nice it is,’ said I.

‘Do you like it?’ asked Sister Sara. 

‘Yes, very much; but I do not like to tread on the tender and sweet flowers.’
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‘Never mind, dear Sultana; your treading will not harm them; they are street flowers.’

‘The whole place looks like a garden,’ said I admiringly. ‘You have arranged 
every plant so skillfully.’

‘Your Calcutta could become a nicer garden than this if only your countrymen 
wanted to make it so.’

‘They would think it useless to give so much attention to horticulture, while 
they have so many other things to do.’

‘They could not find a better excuse,’ said she with a smile.

I became very curious to know where the men were. I met more than a hundred 
women while walking there, but not a single man.

‘Where are the men?’ I asked her.

‘In their proper places, where they ought to be.’

‘Pray let me know what you mean by “their proper places”.’

‘O, I see my mistake, you cannot know our customs, as you were never here 
before. We shut our men indoors.’

‘Just as we are kept in the zenana?’

‘Exactly so.’

‘How funny,’ I burst into a laugh. Sister Sara laughed too.

‘But dear Sultana, how unfair it is to shut in the harmless women and let loose the men.’

‘Why? It is not safe for us to come out of the zenana, as we are naturally weak.’

‘Yes, it is not safe so long as there are men about the streets, nor is it so when a 
wild animal enters a marketplace.’

‘Of course not.’

‘Suppose, some lunatics escape from the asylum and begin to do all sorts 
of mischief to men, horses and other creatures; in that case what will your 
countrymen do?’

‘They will try to capture them and put them back into their asylum.’

‘Thank you! And you do not think it wise to keep sane people inside an asylum 
and let loose the insane?’

‘Of course not!’ said I laughing lightly.

‘As a matter of fact, in your country this very thing is done! Men, who do or at least 
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are capable of doing no end of mischief, are let loose and the innocent women, shut 
up in the zenana! How can you trust those untrained men out of doors?’

‘We have no hand or voice in the management of our social affairs. In India man 
is lord and master, he has taken to himself all powers and privileges and shut up 
the women in the zenana.’

‘Why do you allow yourselves to be shut up?’

‘Because it cannot be helped as they are stronger than women.’

‘A lion is stronger than a man, but it does not enable him to dominate the human 
race. You have neglected the duty you owe to yourselves and you have lost your 
natural rights by shutting your eyes to your own interests.’

‘But my dear Sister Sara, if we do everything by ourselves, what will the men do then?’

‘They should not do anything, excuse me; they are fit for nothing. Only catch 
them and put them into the zenana.’

‘But would it be very easy to catch and put them inside the four walls?’ said I. 
‘And even if this were done, would all their business – political and commercial 
– also go with them into the zenana?’

Sister Sara made no reply. She only smiled sweetly. Perhaps she thought it 
useless to argue with one who was no better than a frog in a well.

‘Do you know knitting and needle work?’

‘Yes; we have nothing else to do in our zenana. But we do not trust our zenana 
members with embroidery!’ she said laughing, ‘as a man has not patience 
enough to pass thread through a needlehole even!’

‘Have you done all this work yourself?’ I asked her pointing to the various 
pieces of embroidered teapoy cloths.

‘Yes.’

‘How can you find time to do all these? You have to do the office work as well? 
Have you not?’

‘Yes. I do not stick to the laboratory all day long. I finish my work in two hours.’

‘In two hours! How do you manage? In our land the officers, – magistrates, for 
instance – work seven hours daily.’

‘I have seen some of them doing their work. Do you think they work all the seven hours?’

‘Certainly they do!’
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‘No, dear Sultana, they do not. They dawdle away their time in smoking. Some 
smoke two or three choroots during the office time. They talk much about their 
work, but do little. Suppose one choroot takes half an hour to burn off, and a 
man smokes twelve choroots daily; then you see, he wastes six hours every day 
in sheer smoking.’

‘Will you care to see our kitchen?’ she asked me.

‘With pleasure,’ said I, and we went to see it. Of course the men had been asked to 
clear off when I was going there. The kitchen was situated in a beautiful vegetable 
garden. Every creeper, every tomato plant was itself an ornament. I found no 
smoke, nor any chimney either in the kitchen -- it was clean and bright; the 
windows were decorated with flower gardens. There was no sign of coal or fire.

‘How do you cook?’ I asked.

‘With solar heat,’ she said, at the same time showing me the pipe, through which 
passed the concentrated sunlight and heat. And she cooked something then and 
there to show me the process.

‘How did you manage to gather and store up the sun-heat?’ I asked her in amazement.

‘Let me tell you a little of our past history then. Thirty years ago, when our 
present Queen was thirteen years old, she inherited the throne. She was Queen 
in name only, the Prime Minister really ruling the country. Our good Queen 
liked science very much. She circulated an order that all the women in her 
country should be educated. Accordingly a number of girls’ schools were 
founded and supported by the government. Education was spread far and wide 
among women. And early marriage also was stopped. No woman was to be 
allowed to marry before she was twenty-one. I must tell you that, before this 
change we had been kept in strict purdah.’

‘How the tables are turned,’ I interposed with a laugh.

‘But the seclusion is the same,’ she said. ‘In a few years we had separate 
universities, where no men were admitted.’

‘In the capital, where our Queen lives, there are two universities. One of these 
invented a wonderful balloon, to which they attached a number of pipes. By 
means of this captive balloon which they managed to keep afloat above the 
cloud-land, they could draw as much water from the atmosphere as they pleased. 
As the water was incessantly being drawn by the university people no cloud 
gathered and the ingenious Lady Principal stopped rain and storms thereby.’

‘Really! Now I understand why there is no mud here!’ 
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‘While the women were engaged in scientific research, the men of this country 
were busy increasing their military power. When they came to know that the 
female universities were able to draw water from the atmosphere and collect 
heat from the sun, they only laughed at the members of the universities and 
called the whole thing “a sentimental nightmare”!’

‘Your achievements are very wonderful indeed! But tell me, how you managed 
to put the men of your country into the zenana. Did you entrap them first?’

‘No.’

‘It is not likely that they would surrender their free and open air life of their own 
accord and confine themselves within the four walls of the zenana! They must 
have been overpowered.’

‘Yes, they have been!’

‘By whom? By some lady-warriors, I suppose?’

‘No, not by arms.’

‘Yes, it cannot be so. Men’s arms are stronger than women’s. Then?’

‘By brain.’

‘Even their brains are bigger and heavier than women’s. Are they not?’

‘Yes, but what of that? An elephant also has got a bigger and heavier brain than 
a man has. Yet man can enchain elephants and employ them, according to their 
own wishes.’

‘Well said, but tell me please, how it all actually happened. I am dying to know it!’

‘Women’s brains are somewhat quicker than men’s. Ten years ago, when the 
military officers called our scientific discoveries “a sentimental nightmare,” 
some of the young ladies wanted to say something in reply to those remarks. 
But both the Lady Principals restrained them and said, they should reply not by 
word, but by deed, if ever they got the opportunity. And they had not long to 
wait for that opportunity.’

‘How marvelous!’ I heartily clapped my hands. ‘And now the proud gentlemen 
are dreaming sentimental dreams themselves.’

‘Soon afterwards certain persons came from a neighbouring country and took 
shelter in ours. They were in trouble having committed some political offense. The 
king who cared more for power than for good government asked our kind-hearted 
Queen to hand them over to his officers. She refused, as it was against her principle 
to turn out refugees. For this refusal the king declared war against our country.
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‘Our military officers sprang to their feet at once and marched out to meet 
the enemy. The enemy however, was too strong for them. Our soldiers fought 
bravely, no doubt. But in spite of all their bravery the foreign army advanced 
step by step to invade our country.

‘Nearly all the men had gone out to fight; even a boy of sixteen was not left 
home. Most of our warriors were killed, the rest driven back and the enemy 
came within twenty-five miles of the capital.

‘A meeting of a number of wise ladies was held at the Queen’s palace to advise 
as to what should be done to save the land. Some proposed to fight like soldiers; 
others objected and said that women were not trained to fight with swords and 
guns, nor were they accustomed to fighting with any weapons. A third party 
regretfully remarked that they were hopelessly weak of body.

‘”If you cannot save your country for lack of physical strength,” said the Queen, 
“try to do so by brain power.”

‘There was a dead silence for a few minutes. Her Royal Highness said again, “I 
must commit suicide if the land and my honour are lost.”

‘Then the Lady Principal of the second university (who had collected sun-heat), 
who had been silently thinking during the consultation, remarked that they were 
all but lost, and there was little hope left for them. There was, however, one 
plan which she would like to try, and this would be her first and last efforts; if 
she failed in this, there would be nothing left but to commit suicide. All present 
solemnly vowed that they would never allow themselves to be enslaved, no 
matter what happened.

‘The Queen thanked them heartily, and asked the Lady Principal to try her plan. 
The Lady Principal rose again and said, “before we go out the men must enter 
the zenanas. I make this prayer for the sake of purdah.” “Yes, of course,” replied 
Her Royal Highness.

‘On the following day the Queen called upon all men to retire into zenanas for the 
sake of honour and liberty. Wounded and tired as they were, they took that order 
rather for a boon! They bowed low and entered the zenanas without uttering a single 
word of protest. They were sure that there was no hope for this country at all.

‘Then the Lady Principal with her two thousand students marched to the battle 
field, and arriving there directed all the rays of the concentrated sunlight and 
heat towards the enemy.

‘The heat and light were too much for them to bear. They all ran away panic-
stricken, not knowing in their bewilderment how to counteract that scorching 
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heat. When they fled away leaving their guns and other ammunitions of war, 
they were burnt down by means of the same sun-heat. Since then no one has 
tried to invade our country any more.’

‘And since then your countrymen never tried to come out of the zenana?’

‘Yes, they wanted to be free. Some of the police commissioners and district magistrates 
sent word to the Queen to the effect that the military officers certainly deserved to be 
imprisoned for their failure; but they never neglected their duty and therefore they 
should not be punished and they prayed to be restored to their respective offices.

‘Her Royal Highness sent them a circular letter intimating to them that if 
their services should ever be needed they would be sent for, and that in the 
meanwhile they should remain where they were. Now that they are accustomed 
to the purdah system and have ceased to grumble at their seclusion, we call the 
system “Mardana” instead of “zenana”.’

‘But how do you manage,’ I asked Sister Sara, ‘to do without the police or 
magistrates in case of theft or murder?’

‘Since the “Mardana” system has been established, there has been no more 
crime or sin; therefore we do not require a policeman to find out a culprit, nor 
do we want a magistrate to try a criminal case.’

‘That is very good, indeed. I suppose if there was any dishonest person, you 
could very easily chastise her. As you gained a decisive victory without shedding 
a single drop of blood, you could drive off crime and criminals too without 
much difficulty!’

‘Now, dear Sultana, will you sit here or come to my parlour?’ she asked me.

‘Your kitchen is not inferior to a queen’s boudoir!’ I replied with a pleasant smile, 
‘but we must leave it now; for the gentlemen may be cursing me for keeping them 
away from their duties in the kitchen so long.’ We both laughed heartily.

‘How my friends at home will be amused and amazed, when I go back and tell 
them that in the far-off Ladyland, ladies rule over the country and control all 
social matters, while gentlemen are kept in the Mardanas to mind babies, to 
cook and to do all sorts of domestic work; and that cooking is so easy a thing 
that it is simply a pleasure to cook!’

‘Yes, tell them about all that you see here.’

‘Please let me know, how you carry on land cultivation and how you plough the 
land and do other hard manual work.’
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‘Our fields are tilled by means of electricity, which supplies motive power for 
other hard work as well, and we employ it for our aerial conveyances too. We 
have no rail road nor any paved streets here.’

‘Therefore neither street nor railway accidents occur here,’ said I. ‘Do not you 
ever suffer from want of rainwater?’ I asked.

‘Never since the “water balloon” has been set up. You see the big balloon 
and pipes attached thereto. By their aid we can draw as much rainwater as we 
require. Nor do we ever suffer from flood or thunderstorms. We are all very busy 
making nature yield as much as she can. We do not find time to quarrel with one 
another as we never sit idle. Our noble Queen is exceedingly fond of botany; it 
is her ambition to convert the whole country into one grand garden.’

‘The idea is excellent. What is your chief food?’

‘Fruits.’

‘How do you keep your country cool in hot weather? We regard the rainfall in 
summer as a blessing from heaven.’

‘When the heat becomes unbearable, we sprinkle the ground with plentiful 
showers drawn from the artificial fountains. And in cold weather we keep our 
room warm with sun-heat.’

‘You are a lucky people!’ ejaculated I. ‘You know no want. What is your 
religion, may I ask?’

‘Our religion is based on Love and Truth. It is our religious duty to love one 
another and to be absolutely truthful. If any person lies, she or he is....’

‘Punished with death?’

‘No, not with death. We do not take pleasure in killing a creature of God, 
especially a human being. The liar is asked to leave this land for good and never 
to come to it again.’

‘Is an offender never forgiven?’

‘Yes, if that person repents sincerely.’

‘Are you not allowed to see any man, except your own relations?’

‘No one except sacred relations.’

‘Our circle of sacred relations is very limited; even first cousins are not sacred.’

‘But ours is very large; a distant cousin is as sacred as a brother.’
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‘That is very good. I see purity itself reigns over your land. I should like to see the 
good Queen, who is so sagacious and far-sighted and who has made all these rules.’

‘All right,’ said Sister Sara.

Then she screwed a couple of seats onto a square piece of plank. To this plank 
she attached two smooth and well-polished balls. When I asked her what 
the balls were for, she said they were hydrogen balls and they were used to 
overcome the force of gravity. The balls were of different capacities to be used 
according to the different weights desired to be overcome. She then fastened to 
the air-car two wing-like blades, which, she said, were worked by electricity. 
After we were comfortably seated she touched a knob and the blades began to 
whirl, moving faster and faster every moment. At first we were raised to the 
height of about six or seven feet and then off we flew. And before I could realize 
that we had commenced moving, we reached the garden of the Queen.

My friend lowered the air-car by reversing the action of the machine, and when 
the car touched the ground the machine was stopped and we got out.

I had seen from the air-car the Queen walking on a garden path with her little 
daughter (who was four years old) and her maids of honour.

‘Halloo! You here!’ cried the Queen addressing Sister Sara. I was introduced to 
Her Royal Highness and was received by her cordially without any ceremony.

I was very much delighted to make her acquaintance. In the course of the 
conversation I had with her, the Queen told me that she had no objection to 
permitting her subjects to trade with other countries. ‘But,’ she continued, ‘no 
trade was possible with countries where the women were kept in the zenanas and 
so unable to come and trade with us. Men, we find, are rather of lower morals and 
so we do not like dealing with them. We do not covet other people’s land, we do 
not fight for a piece of diamond though it may be a thousand-fold brighter than the 
Koh-i-Noor, nor do we grudge a ruler his Peacock Throne. We dive deep into the 
ocean of knowledge and try to find out the precious gems, which nature has kept 
in store for us. We enjoy nature’s gifts as much as we can.’

After taking leave of the Queen, I visited the famous universities, and was 
shown some of their manufactories, laboratories and observatories.

After visiting the above places of interest we got again into the air-car, but as 
soon as it began moving, I somehow slipped down and the fall startled me out 
of my dream. And on opening my eyes, I found myself in my own bedroom still 
lounging in the easy-chair!
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On the enemy’s side, Phaethon occupied the left with his Horse-ants; they are 
great winged animals resembling our ants except in size; but the largest of them 
would measure a couple of acres. The fighting was done not only by their riders; 
they used their horns also; their numbers were stated at 50,000. On their right 
was about an equal force of Sky-gnats--archers mounted on great gnats; and 
next them the Sky-pirouetters, light-armed infantry only, but of some military 
value; they slung monstrous radishes at long range, a wound from which was 
almost immediately fatal, turning to gangrene at once; they were supposed to 
anoint their missiles with mallow juice. Next came the Stalk-fungi, 10,000 
heavy-armed troops for close quarters; the explanation of their name is that 
their shields are mushrooms, and their spears asparagus stalks. Their neighbours 
were the Dog-acorns, Phaethon’s contingent from Sirius. These were 5,000 
in number, dog-faced men fighting on winged acorns. It was reported that 
Phaethon too was disappointed of the slingers whom he had summoned from 
the Milky Way, and of the Cloud-centaurs. These latter, however, arrived, most 
unfortunately for us, after the battle was decided; the slingers failed altogether, 
and are said to have felt the resentment of Phaethon, who wasted their territory 
with fire. Such was the force brought by the enemy. 

As soon as the standards were raised and the asses on both sides (their trumpeters) 
had brayed, the engagement commenced. The Sunite left at once broke without 
awaiting the onset of the Horse-vultures, and we pursued, slaying them. On the 
other hand, their right had the better of our left, the Sky-gnats pressing on right up 
to our infantry. When these joined in, however, they turned and fled, chiefly owing 
to the moral effect of our success on the other flank. The rout became decisive, 
great numbers were taken and slain, and blood flowed in great quantities on to 
the clouds, staining them as red as we see them at sunset; much of it also dropped 
earthwards, and suggested to me that it was possibly some ancient event of the 
same kind which persuaded Homer that Zeus had rained blood at the death of 
Sarpedon. Relinquishing the pursuit, we set up two trophies, one for the infantry 
engagement on the spiders’ webs, and one on the clouds for the air-battle. It was 
while we were thus engaged that our scouts announced the approach of the Cloud-
centaurs, whom Phaethon had expected in time for the battle. They were indeed 
close upon us, and a strange sight, being compounded of winged horses and men; 
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the human part, from the middle upwards, was as tall as the Colossus of Rhodes, 
and the equine the size of a large merchantman. Their number I cannot bring 
myself to write down, for fear of exciting incredulity. They were commanded by 
Sagittarius. Finding their friends defeated, they sent a messenger after Phaethon 
to bring him back, and, themselves in perfect order, charged the disarrayed 
Moonites, who had left their ranks and were scattered in pursuit or pillage; they 
routed the whole of them, chased the King home, and killed the greater part of his 
birds; they tore up the trophies, and overran the woven plain; I myself was taken, 
with two of my comrades. Phaethon now arrived, and trophies were erected on the 
enemy’s part. We were taken off to the Sun the same day, our hands tied behind 
with a piece of the cobweb.

They decided not to lay siege to the city; but after their return they constructed 
a wall across the intervening space, cutting off the Sun’s rays from the Moon. 
This wall was double, and built of clouds; the consequence was total eclipse 
of the Moon, which experienced a continuous night. This severity forced 
Endymion to negotiate. He entreated that the wall might be taken down, and his 
kingdom released from this life of darkness; he offered to pay tribute, conclude 
an alliance, abstain from hostilities in future, and give hostages for these 
engagements. The Sunites held two assemblies on the question, in the first of 
which they refused all concessions; on the second day, however, they relented, 
and peace was concluded on the following terms.

Articles of peace between the Sunites and their allies of the one part, and the 
Moonites and their allies of the other part.

1. The Sunites shall demolish the party-wall, shall make no further incursion 
into the Moon, and shall hold their captives to ransom at a fixed rate.

2. The Moonites shall restore to the other stars their autonomy, shall not bear arms 
against the Sunites, and shall conclude with them a mutual defensive alliance.

3. The King of the Moonites shall pay to the King of the Sunites, annually, a 
tribute of ten thousand jars of dew, and give ten thousand hostages of his subjects.

4. The high contracting parties shall found the colony of Lucifer in common, 
and shall permit persons of any other nationality to join the same.

5. These articles shall be engraved on a pillar of electrum, which shall be set up 
on the border in mid-air.

Sworn to on behalf of the Sun by Firebrace, Heaton, and Flashman; and on 
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behalf of the Moon by Nightwell, Monday, and Shimmer. Peace concluded, the 
removal of the wall and restoration of captives at once followed. As we reached 
the Moon, we were met and welcomed by our comrades and King Endymion, 
all weeping for joy. The King wished us to remain and take part in founding the 
colony, and, women not existing in the Moon, offered me his son in marriage. 
I refused, asking that we might be sent down to the sea again; and finding that 
he could not prevail, he entertained us for a week, and then sent us on our way.

I am now to put on record the novelties and singularities which attracted my 
notice during our stay in the Moon.

When a man becomes old, he does not die, but dissolves in smoke into the 
air. There is one universal diet; they light a fire, and in the embers roast frogs, 
great numbers of which are always flying in the air; they then sit round as at 
table, snuffing up the fumes which rise and serve them for food; their drink 
is air compressed in a cup till it gives off a moisture resembling dew. Beauty 
with them consists in a bald head and hairless body; a good crop of hair is an 
abomination. On the comets, as I was told by some of their inhabitants who 
were there on a visit, this is reversed. They have beards, however, just above the 
knee; no toe-nails, and but one toe on each foot. They are all tailed, the tail being 
a large cabbage of an evergreen kind, which does not break if they fall upon it.

Their mucus is a pungent honey; and after hard work or exercise they sweat milk 
all over, which a drop or two of the honey curdles into cheese. The oil which 
they make from onions is very rich, and as fragrant as balsam. They have an 
abundance of water-producing vines, the stones of which resemble hailstones; 
and my own belief is that it is the shaking of these vines by hurricanes, and the 
consequent bursting of the grapes, that results in our hailstorms. They use the 
belly as a pouch in which to keep necessaries, being able to open and shut it. 
It contains no intestines or liver, only a soft hairy lining; their young, indeed, 
creep into it for protection from cold.

The clothing of the wealthy is soft glass, and of the poor, woven brass; the 
land is very rich in brass, which they work like wool after steeping it in water. 
It is with some hesitation that I describe their eyes, the thing being incredible 
enough to bring doubt upon my veracity. But the fact is that these organs are 
removable; any one can take out his eyes and do without till he wants them; then 
he has merely to put them in; I have known many cases of people losing their 
own and borrowing at need; and some--the rich, naturally--keep a large stock. 
Their ears are plane-leaves, except with the breed raised from acorns; theirs 
being of wood.
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Another marvel I saw in the palace. There is a large mirror suspended over 
a well of no great depth; any one going down the well can hear every word 
spoken on our Earth; and if he looks at the mirror, he sees every city and nation 
as plainly as though he were standing close above each. The time I was there, I 
surveyed my own people and the whole of my native country; whether they saw 
me also, I cannot say for certain. Any one who doubts the truth of this statement 
has only to go there himself, to be assured of my veracity.

When the time came, we took our leave of King and court, got on board, and weighed 
anchor. Endymion’s parting gifts to me were two glass shirts, five of brass, and a suit 
of lupine armour, all of which, however, I afterwards left in the whale’s belly; he 
also sent, as our escort for the first fifty miles, a thousand of his Horse-vultures. We 
passed on our way many countries, and actually landed on Lucifer, now in process 
of settlement, to water. We then entered the Zodiac and passed the Sun on the left, 
coasting close by it. My crew were very desirous of landing, but the wind would 
not allow of this. We had a good view of the country, however, and found it covered 
with vegetation, rich, well-watered, and full of all good things. The Cloud-centaurs, 
now in Phaethon’s pay, espied us and pounced upon the ship, but left us alone when 
they learned that we were parties to the treaty.

By this time our escort had gone home. We now took a downward course, 
and twenty-four hours’ sailing brought us to Lampton. This lies between 
the atmospheres of the Pleiads and the Hyads, though in point of altitude it 
is considerably lower than the Zodiac. When we landed, we found no human 
beings, but numberless lamps bustling about or spending their time in the market-
place and harbour; some were small, and might represent the lower classes, 
while a few, the great and powerful, were exceedingly bright and conspicuous. 
They all had their own homes or lodgings, and their individual names, like us; 
we heard them speak, and they did us no harm, offering us entertainment, on 
the contrary; but we were under some apprehension, and none of us accepted 
either food or bed. There is a Government House in the middle of the city, where 
the Governor sits all night long calling the roll-call; any one not answering to 
his name is capitally punished as a deserter; that is to say, he is extinguished. 
We were present and witnessed the proceedings, and heard lamps defending 
their conduct and advancing reasons for their lateness. I there recognized our 
own house lamp, accosted him, and asked for news of my friends, in which 
he satisfied me. We stayed there that night, set sail next morning, and found 
ourselves sailing, now, nearly as low as the clouds. Here we were surprised to 
find Cloud-cuckoo-land; we were prevented from landing by the direction of 
the wind, but learned that the King’s name was Crookbeak, son of Fitz-Ousel. I 
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bethought me of Aristophanes, the learned and veracious poet whose statements 
had met with unmerited incredulity. Three days more, and we had a distinct view 
of the Ocean, though there was no land visible except the islands suspended in 
air; and these had now assumed a brilliant fiery hue. About noon on the fourth 
day the wind slackened and fell, and we were deposited upon the sea.

The joy and delight with which the touch of water affected us is indescribable; 
transported at our good fortune, we flung ourselves overboard and swam, the 
weather being calm and the sea smooth. Alas, how often is a change for the 
better no more than the beginning of disaster! We had but two days’ delightful 
sail, and by the rising sun of the third we beheld a crowd of whales and marine 
monsters, and among them one far larger than the rest--some two hundred miles 
in length. It came on open-mouthed, agitating the sea far in front, bathed in 
foam, and exhibiting teeth whose length much surpassed the height of our great 
phallic images, all pointed like sharp stakes and white as elephants’ tusks. We 
gave each other a last greeting, took a last embrace, and so awaited our doom. 
The monster was upon us; it sucked us in; it swallowed ship and crew entire. 
We escaped being ground by its teeth, the ship gliding in through the interstices.

Inside, all was darkness at first, in which we could distinguish nothing; but when 
it next opened its mouth, an enormous cavern was revealed, of great extent and 
height; a city of ten thousand inhabitants might have had room in it. Strewn about 
were small fish, the disjecta membra of many kinds of animal, ships’ masts and 
anchors, human bones, and merchandise; in the centre was land with hillocks 
upon it, the alluvial deposit, I supposed, from what the whale swallowed. This 
was wooded with trees of all kinds, and vegetables were growing with all the 
appearance of cultivation. The coast might have measured thirty miles round. 
Sea-birds, such as gulls and halcyons, nested on the trees.

We spent some time weeping, but at last got our men up and had the ship made 
fast, while we rubbed wood to get a fire and prepared a meal out of the plentiful 
materials around us; there were fragments of various fish, and the water we 
had taken in at Lucifer was unexhausted. Upon getting up next day, we caught 
glimpses, as often as the whale opened his mouth, of land, of mountains, it might 
be of the sky alone, or often of islands; we realized that he was dashing at a great 
rate to every part of the sea. We grew accustomed to our condition in time, and I 
then took seven of my comrades and entered the wood in search of information. 
I had scarcely gone half a mile when I came upon a shrine, which its inscription 
showed to have been raised to Poseidon; a little further were a number of graves 
with pillars upon them, and close by a spring of clear water; we also heard a dog 
bark, saw some distant smoke, and conjectured that there must be a habitation.
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On the Secular Cooling of the Sun

How much the sun is actually cooled from year to year, if at all, we have no 
means of ascertaining, or scarcely even of estimating in the roughest manner. 
In the first place we do not know that he is losing heat at all. For it is quite 
certain that some heat is generated in his atmosphere by the influx of meteoric 
matter; and it is possible that the amount of heat so generated from year to year 
is sufficient to compensate the loss by radiation. It is, however, also possible 
that the sun is now an incandescent liquid mass, radiating away heat, either 
primitively created in his substance, or, what seems far more probable, generated 
by the falling in of meteors in past times, with no sensible compensation by a 
continuance of meteoric action.

It has been shown that, if the former supposition were true, the meteors by 
which the sun’s heat would have been produced during the last 2,000 or 3,000 
years must have been all that time much within the earth’s distance from the 
sun, and must therefore have approached the central body in very gradual 
spirals; because, if enough of matter to produce the supposed thermal effect fell 
in from space outside the earth’s orbit, the length of the year would have been 
very sensibly shortened by the additions to the sun’s mass which must have 
been made. The quantity of matter annually falling in must, on that supposition, 
have amounted to 1/47 of the earth’s mass, or to 1/15,000,000 of the sun’s; 
and therefore it would be necessary to suppose the “Zodiacal Light” to amount 
to at least 1/5,000 of the sun’s mass, to account in the same way for a future 
supply of 3,000 years’ sun-heat. When these conclusions were first published it 
was pointed out that “disturbances in the motions of visible planets” should be 
looked for, as affording us means for estimating the possible amount of matter 
in the zodiacal light; and it was conjectured that it could not be nearly enough to 
give a supply of 30,000 years’ heat at the present rate. These anticipations have 
been to some extent fulfilled in Le Verrier’s great researches on the motion of 
the planet Mercury, which have recently given evidence of a sensible influence 
attributable to matter circulating, as a great number of small planets, within his 
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orbit round the sun. But the amount of matter thus indicated is very small; and, 
therefore, if the meteoric influx taking place at present is enough to produce 
any appreciable portion of the heat radiated away, it must be supposed to come 
from matter circulating round the sun, within very short distances of his surface. 
The density of this meteoric cloud would have to be supposed so great that 
comets could scarcely have escaped as comets actually have escaped, showing 
no discoverable effects of resistance, after passing his surface within a distance 
equal to 1/8 of his radius. All things considered, there seems little probability in 
the hypothesis that solar radiation is at present compensated, to any appreciable 
degree, by heat generated by meteors falling in; and, as it can be shown that no 
chemical theory is tenable, it must be concluded as most probable that the sun 
is at present merely an incandescent liquid mass cooling.

How much he cools from year to year becomes therefore a question of very 
serious import, but it is one which we are at present quite unable to answer. It 
is true we have data on which we might plausibly found a probable estimate, 
and from which we might deduce, with at first sight seemingly well-founded 
confidence, limits, not very wide, within which the present true rate of the 
sun’s cooling must lie. For we know, from the independent but concordant 
investigations of Herschel and Pouillet, that the sun radiates every year from his 
whole surface about 6 × 1030 (six million million million million million) times 
as much heat as is sufficient to raise the temperature of 1 lb. of water by 1° Cent. 
We also have excellent reason for believing that the sun’s substance is very 
much like the earth’s. Stokes’s principles of solar and stellar chemistry have 
been for many years explained in the University of Glasgow, and it has been 
taught as a first result that sodium does certainly exist in the sun’s atmosphere, 
and in the atmospheres of many of the stars, but that it is not discoverable in 
others. The recent application of these principles in the splendid researches of 
Bunsen and Kirchhof (who made an independent discovery of Stokes’s theory) 
has demonstrated with equal certainty that there are iron and manganese, and 
several of our other known metals, in the sun. The specific heat of each of these 
substances is less than the specific heat of water, which indeed exceeds that of 
every other known terrestrial body, solid or liquid. It might, therefore, at first 
sight seem probable that the mean specific heat [4] of the sun’s whole substance 
is less, and very certain that it can not be much greater, than that of water. If it were 
equal to the specific heat of water we should only have to divide the preceding 
number (6 × 1030), derived from Herschel’s and Pouillet’s observations, by the 
number of pounds (4.3 × 1030) in the sun’s mass, to find 1°.4 Cent. for the present 
annual rate of cooling. It might therefore seem probable that the sun cools more, 
and almost certain that he does not cool less, than a centigrade degree and four 
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tenths annually. But, if this estimate were well founded, it would be equally 
just to assume that the sun’s expansibility [5] with heat does not differ greatly 
from that of some average terrestrial body. If, for instance, it were the same as 
that of solid glass, which is about 1/40,000 on bulk, or 1/120,000 on diameter, 
per 1° Cent. (and for most terrestrial liquids, especially at high temperatures, 
the expansibility is much more), and if the specific heat were the same as that 
of liquid water, there would be in 860 years a contraction of 1 per cent. on the 
sun’s diameter, which could scarcely have escaped detection by astronomical 
observation. There is, however, a far stronger reason than this for believing 
that no such amount of contraction could have taken place, and therefore for 
suspecting that the physical circumstances of the sun’s mass render the condition 
of the substances of which it is composed, as to expansibility and specific heat, 
very different from that of the same substances when experimented on in our 
terrestrial laboratories. Mutual gravitation between the different parts of the 
sun’s contracting mass must do an amount of work, which can not be calculated 
with certainty, only because the law of the sun’s interior density is not known. 
The amount of work performed on a contraction of one-tenth per cent. of the 
diameter, if the density remained uniform throughout the interior, would, as 
Helmholtz showed, be equal to 20,000 times the mechanical equivalent of the 
amount of heat which Pouillet estimated to be radiated from the sun in a year. 
But in reality the sun’s density must increase very much toward his centre, 
and probably in varying proportions, as the temperature becomes lower and 
the whole mass contracts. We can not, therefore, say whether the work actually 
done by mutual gravitation during a contraction of one-tenth per cent. of the 
diameter would be more or less than the equivalent of 20,000 years’ heat; but we 
may regard it as most probably not many times more or less than this amount. 
Now, it is in the highest degree improbable that mechanical energy can in any 
case increase in a body contracting in virtue of cooling. It is certain that it really 
does diminish very notably in every case hitherto experimented on. It must be 
supposed, therefore, that the sun always radiates away in heat something more 
than the Joule-equivalent of the work done on his contracting mass, by mutual 
gravitation of its parts. Hence, in contracting by one-tenth per cent. in his 
diameter, or three-tenths per cent. in his bulk, the sun must give out something 
either more, or not greatly less, than 20,000 years’ heat; and thus, even without 
historical evidence as to the constancy of his diameter, it seems safe to conclude 
that no such contraction as that calculated above (one per cent. in 860 years) can 
have taken place in reality. It seems, on the contrary, probable that, at the present 
rate of radiation, a contraction of one-tenth per cent. in the sun’s diameter could 
not take place in much less than 20,000 years, and scarcely possible that it 
could take place in less than 8,600 years. If, then, the mean specific heat of the 
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sun’s mass, in its actual condition, is not more than ten times that of water, the 
expansibility in volume must be less than 1/4000 per 100° Cent., (that is to say, 
less than 1/10 of that of solid glass), which seems improbable. But although 
from this consideration we are led to regard it as possible that the sun’s specific 
heat is considerably more than ten times that of water (and, therefore, that his 
mass cools considerably less than 100° Cent. in 700 years, a conclusion which, 
indeed, we could scarcely avoid on simply geological grounds), the physical 
principles we now rest on fall to give us any reason for supposing that the sun’s 
specific heat is more than 10,000 times that of water, because we can not say 
that his expansibility in volume is probably more than 1/400 per 1° Cent. And 
there is, on other grounds, very strong reason for believing that the specific 
heat is really much less than 10,000. For it is almost certain that the sun’s mean 
temperature is even now as high as 14,000° Cent.; and the greatest quantity of 
heat that we can explain, with any probability, to have been by natural causes 
ever acquired by the sun (as we shall see in the third part of this article), could 
not have raised his mass at any time to this temperature, unless his specific heat 
were less than 10,000 times that of water.

We may therefore consider it as rendered highly probable that the sun’s specific 
heat is more than ten times, and less than 10,000 times, that of liquid water. 
From this it would follow with certainty that his temperature sinks 100° Cent. 
in some time from 700 years to 700,000 years.

What then are we to think of such geological estimates as 300,000,000 years for 
the “denudation of the Weald”? Whether is it more probable that the physical 
conditions of the sun’s matter differ 1,000 times more than dynamics compel us 
to suppose they differ from those of matter in our laboratories; or that a stormy 
sea, with possibly Channel tides of extreme violence, should encroach on a 
chalk cliff 1,000 times more rapidly than Mr. Darwin’s estimate of one inch per 
century?
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My investigations have had for their object to determine the different 
circumstances that affect the thermal action of the rays of light that proceed 
from the sun. 

Several results have been obtained. 

First. The action increases with the density of the air, and is diminished as it 
becomes more rarified. 

The experiments were made with an air-pump and two cylindrical receivers of 
the same size, about four inches in diameter and thirty in length. In each were 
placed two thermometers, and the air was exhausted from one and condensed 
in the other. After both had acquired the same temperature, they were placed 
in the sun side by side, and while the action of the sun’s rays rose to 110° in 
the condensed tube, it attained only 88° in the other. I had no means at hand of 
measuring the degree of condensation or rarefaction. 

The observations taken once in two or three minutes were as follows

Table 1: First two columns show temperature readings from 
the Exhausted Tube in the shade as 75, 76, 80, 83, and 84; and 
in the sun as 80, 82, 82, 86, and 88. The second two columns 
show the condensed tube readings in the shade as 75, 78, 80, 
82, and 85; and 80, 95, 100, 105, and 110 in the sun. 

This circumstance must affect the power of the sun’s rays  in different places 
and contribute to produce their feebl action on the summits of lofty mountains. 

Secondly. The action of the sun’s rays was found to be greater in moist than try 
air. In one of the receivers the air was saturated with moisture - in the other it 
was dried by the use of chlorid of calcium. 



Both were placed in the sun as before, and the result was as follows: 

Table 2: First two columns show temperature readings from 
the Dry Air tube in the shade as 75, 78, 82, 82, 82, and 88; 
and in the sun as 75, 88, 102, 104, 105, and 108. The second 
two columns show the temperature of the Damp Air tube as 
75, 78, 82, 82, 82, and 92 in the shade, and 75, 90, 108, 110, 
114, and 120 in the sun.

The high temperature of moist air has frequently been observed. Who has not 
experienced the burning heat of the sun that precedes a summer’s shower? The 
isothermal lines will, I think, be found to be much affected by the different 
degrees of moisture in different places. 

Thirdly, the highest effect of the sun’s rays I have found to be in carbonic acid 
gas. 

One of the receivers was filled with it, the other with common air, and the result 
was as follows: 

Table 3: The first two columns show the temperature of the 
Common Air tube as 80, 81, 80, and 81 in the shade; and 90, 
94, 99, and 100 in the sun. The second two columns show the 
temperature of the Carbonic Acid Gas tube as 80, 84, 84, and 
85 in the shade, and 90, 100, 110, and 120 in the sun.

The receiver containing the gas became itself much heated - very sensibly more 
so than the other - and on being removed, it was many times as long in cooling. 

An atmosphere of that gas would give our earth a high temperature; and if as 
some suppose, at one period of its history the air had mixed with it a larger 
proportion than at present, an increased temperature from its own action as well 
as from increased weight must necessarily have resulted. 

On comparing the sun’s heat in different gases I found it to be hydrogen gas, 
104°; in common air, 106°; in oxygen gas 108°; and in carbonic acid gas, 125°.
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Chapter 12

The question whether I had reason to feel happy or the reverse still occupied me 
after going to bed, and kept me awake far into the night. I put it to myself in a 
variety of ways, concentrating my faculties on it; but the result still remained 
doubtful. Mine was a curious position for a man to be in; for here was I, very 
much in love with Yoletta, who said that her age was thirty-one, and yet who 
knew of only one kind of love—that sisterly affection which she gave me so 
unstintingly. Of course I was surrounded with mysteries, being in the house 
but not of it, to the manner born; and I had already arrived at the conclusion 
that these mysteries could only be known to me through reading, once that 
accomplishment was mine. For it seemed rather a dangerous thing to ask 
questions, since the most innocent interrogatory might be taken as an offense, 
only to be expiated by solitary confinement and a bread-and-water diet; or, if not 
punishable in that way, it would probably be regarded as a result of the supposed 
collision of my head with a stone. To be reticent, observant, and studious was a 
safe plan; this had served to make me diligent and attentive with my lessons, and 
my gentle teacher had been much pleased with the progress I had made, even 
in a few days. Her words on the hill had now, however, filled me with anxiety, 
and I wanted to go a little below the surface of this strange system of life. 
Why was this large family—twenty-two members present, besides some absent 
pilgrims, as they are called—composed only of adults? Again, more curious 
still, why was the father of the house adorned with a majestic beard, while the 
other men, of various ages, had smooth faces, or, at any rate, nothing more than 
a slight down on the upper lip and cheeks? It was plain that they never shaved. 
And were these people all really brothers and sisters? So far, I had been unable, 
even with the most jealous watching, to detect anything like love-making or 
flirting; they all treated each other, as Yoletta treated me, with kindness and 
affection, and nothing more. And if the head of the house was in fact the father 
of them all—since in two centuries a man might have an indefinite number of 
children—who was the mother or mothers? I was never good at guessing, but 
the result of my cogitations was one happy idea—to ask Yoletta whether she 
had a living mother or not? She was my teacher, my friend and guardian in the 
house, and if it should turn out that the question was an unfortunate one, an 
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offense, she would be readier to forgive than another.

Accordingly, next day, as soon as we were alone together I put the question to 
her, although not without a nervous qualm.

She looked at me with the greatest surprise. “Do you mean to say,” she answered, 
“that you do not know I have a mother—that there is a mother of the house?”

“How should I know, Yoletta?” I returned. “I have not heard you address any 
one as mother; besides, how is one to know anything in a strange place unless 
he is told?”

“How strange, then, that you never asked till now! There is a mother of the 
house—the mother of us all, of you since you were made one of us; and it 
happens, too, that I am her daughter—her only child. You have not seen her 
because you have never asked to be taken to her; and she is not among us 
because of her illness. For very long she has been afflicted with a malady from 
which she cannot recover, and for a whole year she has not left the Mother’s 
Room.”

She spoke with eyes cast down, in a low and very sad voice. It was only too plain 
now that in my ignorance I had been guilty of a grave breach of the etiquette or 
laws of the house; and anxious to repair my fault, also to know more of the one 
female in this mysterious community who had loved, or at all events had known 
marriage, I asked if I might see her.

“Yes,” she answered, after some hesitation, still standing with eyes cast down. 
Then suddenly, bursting into tears, she exclaimed: “Oh, Smith, how could you 
be in the world and not know that there is a mother in every house! How could 
you travel and not know that when you enter a house, after greeting the father, 
you first of all ask to be taken to the mother to worship her and feel her hand on 
your head? Did you not see that we were astonished and grieved at your silence 
when you came, and we waited in vain for you to speak?”

I was dumb with shame at her words. How well I remembered that first evening 
in the house, when I could not but see that something was expected of me, yet 
never ventured to ask for enlightment!

Presently, recovering from her tears, she went from the room, and, left alone, 
I was more than ever filled with wonder at what she had told me. I had not 
imagined that she had come into the world without a mother; nevertheless, the 
fact that this passionless girl, who had told me that there was only one kind 
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of love, was the daughter of a woman actually living in the house, of whose 
existence I had never before heard, except in an indirect way which I failed 
to understand, seemed like a dream to me. Now I was about to see this hidden 
woman, and the interview would reveal something to me, for I would discover 
in her face and conversation whether she was in the same mystic state of mind 
as the others, which made them seem like the dwellers in some better place 
than this poor old sinful, sorrowful world. My wishes, however, were not to be 
gratified, for presently Yoletta returned and said that her mother did not desire to 
see me then. She looked so distressed when she told me this, putting her white 
arms about my neck as if to console me for my disappointment, that I refrained 
from pressing her with questions, and for several days nothing more was spoken 
between us on the subject. 

At length, one day when our lesson was over, with an expression of mingled 
pleasure and anxiety on her face, she rose and took my hand, saying, “Come.”

I knew she was going to take me to her mother, and rose to obey her gladly, 
for since the conversation I had had with her the desire to know the lady of the 
house had given me no peace.

Leaving the music room, we entered another apartment, of the same nave-like 
form, but vaster, or, at all events, considerably longer. There I started and stood 
still, amazed at the scene before me. The light, which found entrance through 
tall, narrow windows, was dim, but sufficient to show the whole room with 
everything in it, ending at the further extremity at a flight of broad stone steps. 
The middle part of the floor, running the entire length of the apartment, was 
about twenty feet wide, but on either side of this passage, which was covered 
with mosaic, the floor was raised; and on this higher level I saw, as I imagined, 
a great company of men and women, singly and in groups, standing or seated on 
great stone chairs in various positions and attitudes. Presently I perceived that 
these were not living beings, but life-like effigies of stone, the drapery they were 
represented as wearing being of many different richly-colored stones, having 
the appearance of real garments. So natural did the hair look, that only when I 
ascended the steps and touched the head of one of the statues was I convinced that 
it was also of stone. Even more wonderful in their resemblance to life were the 
eyes, which seemed to return my half-fearful glances with a calm, questioning 
scrutiny I found it hard to endure. I hurried on after my guide without speaking, 
but when I got to the middle of the room I paused involuntarily once more, so 
profoundly did one of the statues impress me. It was of a woman of a majestic 
figure and proud, beautiful face, with an abundance of silvery-white hair. She 
sat bending forward with her eyes fixed on mine as I advanced, one hand pressed 
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to her bosom, while with the other she seemed in the act of throwing back her 
white unbound tresses from her forehead. There was, I thought, a look of calm, 
unbending pride on the face, but on coming closer this expression disappeared, 
giving place to one so wistful and pleading, so charged with subtle pain, that I 
stood gazing like one fascinated, until Yoletta took my hand and gently drew me 
away. Still, in spite of the absorbing nature of the matter on which I was bound, 
that strange face continued to haunt me, and glancing up and down through that 
long array of calm-browed, beautiful women, I could see no one that was like it.

Arrived at the end of the gallery, we ascended the broad stone steps, and came 
to a landing twenty or thirty feet above the level of the floor we had traversed. 
Here Yoletta pushed a glass door aside and ushered me into another apartment—
the Mother’s Room. It was spacious, and, unlike the gallery, well-lighted; the 
air in it was also warm and balmy, and seemed charged with a subtle aroma. 
But now my whole attention was concentrated on a group of persons before 
me, and chiefly on its central figure—the woman I had so much desired to see. 
She was seated, leaning back in a somewhat listless attitude, on a very large, 
low, couch-like seat, covered with a soft, violet-colored material. My very first 
glance at her face revealed to me that she differed in appearance and expression 
from other inmates of the house: one reason was that she was extremely pale, 
and bore on her worn countenance the impress of long-continued suffering; 
but that was not all. She wore her hair, which fell unbound on her shoulders, 
longer than the others, and her eyes looked larger, and of a deeper green. There 
was something wonderfully fascinating to me in that pale, suffering face, for, in 
spite of suffering, it was beautiful and loving; but dearer than all these things to 
my mind were the marks of passion it exhibited, the petulant, almost scornful 
mouth, and the half-eager, half-weary expression of the eyes, for these seemed 
rather to belong to that imperfect world from which I had been severed, and 
which was still dear to my unregenerate heart. In other respects also she differed 
from the rest of the women, her dress being a long, pale-blue robe, embroidered 
with saffron-colored flowers and foliage down the middle, and also on the neck 
and the wide sleeves. On the couch at her side sat the father of the house, holding 
her hand and talking in low tones to her; two of the young women sat at her feet 
on cushions, engaged on embroidery work, while another stood behind her; one 
of the young men was also there, and was just now showing her a sketch, and 
apparently explaining something in it.

I had expected to find a sick, feeble lady, in a dimly-lighted chamber, with 
perhaps one attendant at her side; now, coming so unexpectedly before this 
proud-looking, beautiful woman, with so many about her, I was completely 
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abashed, and, feeling too confused to say anything, stood silent and awkward 
in her presence.

“This is our stranger, Chastel,” said the old man to her, at the same time 
bestowing an encouraging look on me.

She turned from the sketch she had been studying, and raising herself slightly 
from her half-recumbent attitude, fixed her dark eyes on me with some interest.

“I do not see why you were so much impressed,” she remarked after a while. 
“There is nothing very strange in him after all.”

I felt my face grow hot with shame and anger, for she seemed to look on me and 
speak of me—not to me—as if I had been some strange, semi-human creature, 
discovered in the woods, and brought in as a great curiosity.

“No; it was not his countenance, only his curious garments and his words that 
astonished us,” said the father in reply.

She made no answer to this, but presently, addressing me directly, said: “You 
were a long time in the house before you expressed a wish to see me.”

I found my speech then—a wretched, hesitating speech, for which I hated 
myself—and replied, that I had asked to be allowed to see her as soon as I had 
been informed of her existence.

She turned on the father a look of surprise and inquiry.

“You must remember, Chastel,” said he, “that he comes to us from some strange, 
distant island, having customs different from ours—a thing I had never heard of 
before. I can give you no other explanation.”

Her lip curled, and then, turning to me, she continued: “If there are houses in 
your island without mothers in them, it is not so elsewhere in the world. That 
you went out to travel so poorly provided with knowledge is a marvel to us; and 
as I have had the pain of telling you this, I must regret that you ever left your 
own home.”

I could make no reply to these words, which fell on me like whip-strokes; and 
looking at the other faces, I could see no sympathy in them for me; as they 
looked at her—their mother—and listened to her words, the expression they 
wore was love and devotion to her only, reminding me a little of the angel faces 
on Guide’s canvas of the “Coronation of the Virgin.”
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“Go now,” she presently added in a petulant tone; “I am tired, and wish to rest”; 
and Yoletta, who had been standing silently by me all the time, took my hand 
and led me from the room.

With eyes cast down I passed through the gallery, paying no attention to its 
strange, stony occupants; and leaving my gentle conductress without a word at 
the door of the music-room, I hurried away from the house. For I could feel love 
and compassion in the touch of the dear girl’s hand, and it seemed to me that if 
she had spoken one word, my overcharged heart would have found vent in tears. 
I only wished to be alone, to brood in secret on my pain and the bitterness of 
defeat; for it was plain that the woman I had so wished to see, and, since seeing 
her, so wished to be allowed to love, felt towards me nothing but contempt 
and aversion, and that from no fault of my own, she, whose friendship I most 
needed, was become my enemy in the house.

My steps took me to the river. Following its banks for about a mile, I came at 
last to a grove of stately old trees, and there I seated myself on a large twisted 
root projecting over the water. To this sequestered spot I had come to indulge 
my resentful feelings; for here I could speak out my bitterness aloud, if I felt 
so minded, where there were no witnesses to hear me. I had restrained those 
unmanly tears, so nearly shed in Yoletta’s presence, and kept back by dark 
thoughts on the way; now I was sitting quietly by myself, safe from observation, 
safe even from that sympathy my bruised spirit could not suffer.

Scarcely had I seated myself before a great brown animal, with black eyes, 
round and fierce, rose to the surface of the stream half a dozen yards from my 
feet; then quickly catching sight of me, it plunged noisily again under water, 
breaking the clear image reflected there with a hundred ripples. I waited for 
the last wavelet to fade away, but when the surface was once more still and 
smooth as dark glass, I began to be affected by the profounded silence and 
melancholy of nature, and by a something proceeding from nature—phantom, 
emanation, essence, I know not what. My soul, not my sense, perceived it, 
standing with finger on lips, there, close to me; its feet resting on the motionless 
water, which gave no reflection of its image, the clear amber sunlight passing 
undimmed through its substance. To my soul its spoken “Hush!” was audible, 
and again, and yet again, it said “Hush!” until the tumult in me was still, and 
I could not think my own thoughts. I could thereafter only listen, breathless, 
straining my senses to catch some natural sound, however faint. Far away in 
the dim distance, in some blue pasture, a cow was lowing, and the recurring 
sound passed me like the humming flight of an insect, then fainter still, like an 
imagined sound, until it ceased. A withered leaf fell from the tree-top; I heard 



56

it fluttering downwards, touching other leaves in its fall until the silent grass 
received it. Then, as I listened for another leaf, suddenly from overhead came 
the brief gushing melody of some late singer, a robin-like sound, ringing out 
clear and distinct as a flourish on a clarionet: brilliant, joyous, and unexpected, 
yet in keeping with that melancholy quiet, affecting the mind like a spray of 
gold and scarlet embroidery on a pale, neutral ground. The sun went down, 
and in setting, kindled the boles of the old trees here and there into pillars of 
red fire, while others in deeper shade looked by contrast like pillars of ebony; 
and wherever the foliage was thinnest, the level rays shining through imparted 
to the sere leaves a translucence and splendor that was like the stained glass 
in the windows of some darkening cathedral. All along the river a white mist 
began to rise, a slight wind sprang up and the vapor drifted, drowning the reeds 
and bushes, and wreathing its ghostly arms about the old trees: and watching 
the mist, and listening to the “hallowed airs and symphonies” whispered by 
the low wind, I felt that there was no longer any anger in my heart. Nature, 
and something in and yet more than nature, had imparted her “soft influences” 
and healed her “wandering and distempered child” until he could no more be a 
“jarring and discordant thing” in her sweet and sacred presence.

When I looked up a change had come over the scene: the round, full moon had 
risen, silvering the mist, and filling the wide, dim earth with a new mysterious 
glory. I rose from my seat and returned to the house, and with that new insight 
and comprehension which had come to me—that message, as I could not but 
regard it—I now felt nothing but love and sympathy for the suffering woman 
who had wounded me with her unmerited displeasure, and my only desire was 
to show my devotion to her.
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You have but to hear the dreamy legend of Urashima Taro to know the reason 
for its inspiring power over the artists of Fair Japan. 

On one of the Dragon Isle’s balmiest days, when soft spring breezes listlessly 
floated over land and sea, an humble fisher-lad, Urashima Taro by name, left his 
native shores of Suminoye in his primitive fisher’s boat. Intent on luring with 
temptingly baited line some prize from the laughing waters, he drifted, ere he 
knew it, far out to sea. The day was nearly spent in fruitless toil when, lo ! he 
caught a tortoise. You must needs know, as did Urashima, that a tortoise is a 
sacred creature to the Dragon God of the Sea, destined to live a thousand years 
if its life be spared; thus it happened that the wise lad returned the tortoise to its 
watery home. 

The boat glided on, and on, as Urashima kept at his labor, but naught did he find. 
At last, lulled by the rippling water and fanned by the softest zephyrs, he fell 
a-dreaming. And then it was the fair Daughter of the Dragon appeared to him 
in the form of a beautiful maiden, radiant in the sunset glow with a glory that 
belongs only to those of the palace of the great sea-god. 

It seemed that the tortoise Urashima so thoughtfully released had been the 
dragon’s daughter in disguise ; inspired by deepest gratitude, she had thus 
approached Urashima, to whom she said, “Come home with me, to my father’s 
castle beyond the sea, and if you wish I’ll be your flower-wife, for this day 
you spared my life.” Then Urashima’s heart was glad, for never had he seen so 
lovely a being, and he yielded to her winsomeness right willingly. 

So she called a great tortoise, which carried them to the Dragon’s Palace in 
the Evergreen Land of perpetual sunshine and brightness, where they lived for 
centuries in joy and peace. 

But the memory of his boyhood’s home came back to him o’er and o’er. Try 
as he would, he could not cast it from his mind, so one fair day he said to the 
dragon’s 
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daughter, “ I would go to my father and mother, if but for a moment’s time; after 
one fond look on the dear ones, I will come again to thee and my Palace Beyond 
the Sea.” 

The Princess was greatly saddened at the words of Urashima, but she granted his 
wish, first giving him a casket that would protect him from all harm, providing 
it was not opened. 

Then came the parting, and ere long he was on his way with a gladdened spirit 
and lightened heart, soon reaching his journey’s end. Once in his native village, 
however, he felt that some great change had come about ; his father’s home was 
no more, the people whom he met were strange in features and in dress, even 
the fields once roved by his childish feet were gone — transformations great, 
indeed, since the day he had left it, but three short years before, as he believed! 

None of the passers-by knew of his father or mother. In vain he asked for news 
of them, until at length he met an old, old man who said that when a boy he had 
heard his father tell how Urashima’s parents had died of grief on learning that 
their loved and only son had been swallowed by the sea while fishing, just four 
hundred years before ! 

Then he knew he had been in a fairyland, living a charmed existence, with 
happiness and peace his daily portion. So he yearned long and deep to return to 
the Princess and his former life ; but he knew not how to reach the Palace of the 
Dragon King, for in the haste of departure he had failed to learn the means. He 
sought the coast and waited for the tortoise that had brought him, all in vain; at 
last, in sheer despair, he thought of the box, the precious talisman the Princess 
had given him, and, forgetting her caution, loosed the silken cord that bound it, 
when out came a monstrous cloud of the fleeciest white, the very elixir of life 
and everlasting youth. As it escaped, slowly mounting to the sky, Urashima was 
transformed into a withered, enfeebled man ; thus he fell lifeless to the earth— 
more than four hundred years of age. 
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Chapter XIII

From profound unconsciousness, deep, merciful, oblivious to pain and the flight 
of time, from the gulf of the mysterious shadows wherein earth and heaven are 
alike forgotten, Reuel awoke at the close of the fourth day after his entrance 
into the Great Pyramid. That Lethean calm induced by narcotic odors, saved 
his reason. Great pain, whether physical or mental, cannot last long, and human 
anguish must find relief or take it.

A soft murmur of voices was in his ears as he languidly unclosed his eyes and 
gazed into the faces of a number of men grouped about the couch on which 
he lay, who surveyed him with looks of respectful admiration and curiosity 
mingled with awe. One of the group appeared to be in authority, for the others 
listened to him with profound respect as they conversed in low tones, and were 
careful not to obtrude their opinions. 

Gradually his senses returned to him, and Reuel could distinguish his 
surroundings. He gazed about him in amazement. Gone were all evidences of 
ruin and decay, and in their place was bewildering beauty that filled him with 
dazzling awe. He reclined on a couch composed of silken cushions, in a room 
of vast dimensions, formed of fluted columns of pure white marble upholding 
a domed ceiling where the light poured in through rose-colored glass in soft 
prismatic shades which gave a touch of fairyland to the scene. 

The men beside him were strangers, and more unreal than the vast chamber. 
Dark-visaged, he noticed that they ranged in complexion from a creamy tint to 
purest ebony; the long hair which fell upon their shoulders, varied in texture 
from soft, waving curls to the crispness of the most pronounced African type. 
But the faces into which he gazed were perfect in the cut and outline of every 
feature; the forms hidden by soft white drapery, Grecian in effect, were athletic 
and beautifully moulded. Sandals covered their feet. 

The eyes of the leader followed Reuel’s every movement. 
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“Where am I?” cried Briggs impetuously, after a hurried survey of the situation. 

Immediately the leader spoke to his companions in a rich voice, commanding, 
but with all the benevolence of a father. 

“Leave us” he said. “I would be alone with the stranger.” 

He spoke in ancient Arabic known only to the most profound students of 
philology. Instantly the room was cleared, each figure vanished behind the 
silken curtains hanging between the columns at one side of the room. 

“How came I here?” cried Reuel again. 

“Peace,” replied the leader, extending his arms as if in benediction above the 
young man’s head. “You have nothing to fear. You have been brought hither for 
a certain purpose which will shortly be made clear to you; you shall return to 
your friends if you desire so to do, after the council has investigated your case. 
But why, my son, did you wander at night about the dangerous passages of the 
pyramid? Are you, too, one of those who seek for hidden treasure?” 

In years the speaker was still young, not being over forty despite his patriarchal 
bearing. The white robe was infinitely becoming, emphasizing breadth of 
shoulder and chest above the silver clasped arm’s-eye like nothing he had seen 
save in the sculptured figures of the ruined cities lately explored. But the most 
striking thing about the man was his kingly countenance, combining force, 
sweetness and dignity in every feature. The grace of a perfect life invested 
him like a royal robe. The musical language flowed from his lips in sonorous’ 
accents that charmed the scholar in his listener, who, to his own great surprise 
and delight, found that conversation between them could be carried on with 
ease. Reuel could not repress a smile as he thought of the astonishment of 
Professor Stone if he could hear them rolling out the ancient Arabic tongue 
as a common carrier of thought. It seemed sacrilegious. “But where am I?” he 
persisted, determined to locate his whereabouts. 

“You are in the hidden city Telassar. In my people you will behold the direct 
descendants of the inhabitants of Meroe. We are but a remnant, and here we wait 
behind the protection of our mountains and swamps, secure from the intrusion 
of a world that has forgotten, for the coming of our king who shall restore to the 
Ethiopian race its ancient glory. I am Ai, his faithful prime minister.” 

Hopelessly perplexed by the words of the speaker, Reuel tried to convince 
himself that he was laboring under a wild hallucination; but his senses all gave 
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evidence of the reality of his situation. Somewhere in Milton he had read lines 
that now came faintly across his memory: 

    Eden stretched her lines 
    From Auran eastward to the royal towers
    Of great Seleucia, built by Grecian kings, 
    Or where the sons of Eden long before 
    Dwelt in Telassar. 

Something of his perplexity Ai must have read in his eyes, for he smiled as he 
said, “Not Telassar of Eden, but so like to Eden’s beauties did our ancestors find 
the city that thus did they call it.” 

“Can it be that you are an Ethiopian of those early days, now lost in obscurity? 
Is it possible that a remnant of that once magnificent race yet dwells upon old 
mother Earth? You talk of having lived at Meroe; surely, you cannot mean it. 
Were it true, what you have just uttered, the modern world would stand aghast” 

Ai bowed his head gravely. “It is even so, incredible though it may seem to you, 
stranger. Destroyed and abased because of her idolatries, Ethiopia’s arrogance 
and pride have been humbled in the dust. Utter destruction has come upon 
Meroe the glorious, as was predicted. But there was a hope held out to the 
faithful worshippers of the true God that Ethiopia should stretch forth her hand 
unto Eternal Goodness, and that then her glory should again dazzle the world. 
I am of the priestly caste, and the office I hold descends from father to son, and 
has so done for more than six thousand years before the birth of Christ. But 
enough of this now; when you are fully rested and recovered from the effect of 
the narcotics we were forced to give you, I will talk with you, and I will also 
show you the wonders of our hidden city. Come with me.” 

Without more speech he lifted one of the curtains at the side of the room, 
revealing another apartment where running water in marble basins invited one 
to the refreshing bath. Attendants stood waiting, tall, handsome, dark-visaged, 
kindly, and into their hands he resigned Reuel. 

Used as he was to the improvements and luxuries of life in the modern Athens, 
he could but acknowledge them as poor beside the combination of Oriental and 
ancient luxury that he now enjoyed. Was ever man more gorgeously housed than 
this? Overhead was the tinted glass through which the daylight fell in softened 
glow. In the air was the perfume and lustre of precious incense, the flash of azure 
and gold, the mingling of deep and delicate hues, the gorgeousness of waving 
plants in blossom and tall trees — palms, dates, orange, mingled with the gleaming 
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statues that shone forth in brilliant contrast to the dark green foliage. The floor was 
paved with varied mosaic and dotted here and there with the skins of wild animals. 

After the bath came a repast of fruit, game and wine, served him on curious 
golden dishes that resembled the specimens taken from ruined Pompeii. By 
the time he had eaten, night had fallen, and he laid himself down on the silken 
cushions of his couch, with a feeling of delicious languor and a desire for repose. 
His nerves were in a quiver of excitement and he doubted his ability to sleep, 
but in a few moments, even while he doubted, he fell into a deep sleep of utter 
exhaustion.
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The gods had condemned Sisyphus to ceaselessly rolling a rock to the top of 
a mountain, whence the stone would fall back of its own weight. They had 
thought with some reason that there is no more dreadful punishment than futile 
and hopeless labor.

If one believes Homer, Sisyphus was the wisest and most prudent of mortals. 
According to another tradition, however, he was disposed to practice the 
profession of highwayman. I see no contradiction in this. Opinions differ as to the 
reasons why he became the futile laborer of the underworld. To begin with, he is 
accused of a certain levity in regard to the gods. He stole their secrets. Egina, the 
daughter of Esopus, was carried off by Jupiter. The father was shocked by that 
disappearance and complained to Sisyphus. He, who knew of the abduction, 
offered to tell about it on condition that Esopus would give water to the citadel 
of Corinth. To the celestial thunderbolts he preferred the benediction of water. 
He was punished for this in the underworld. Homer tells us also that Sisyphus 
had put Death in chains. Pluto could not endure the sight of his deserted, silent 
empire. He dispatched the god of war, who liberated Death from the hands of 
her conqueror.

It is said that Sisyphus, being near to death, rashly wanted to test his wife’s love. 
He ordered her to cast his unburied body into the middle of the public square. 
Sisyphus woke up in the underworld. And there, annoyed by an obedience so 
contrary to human love, he obtained from Pluto permission to return to earth in 
order to chastise his wife. But when he had seen again the face of this world, 
enjoyed water and sun, warm stones and the sea, he no longer wanted to go 
back to the infernal darkness. Recalls, signs of anger, warnings were of no avail. 
Many years more he lived facing the curve of the gulf, the sparkling sea, and the 
smiles of earth. A decree of the gods was necessary. Mercury came and seized 
the impudent man by the collar and, snatching him from his joys, lead him 
forcibly back to the underworld, where his rock was ready for him.
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You have already grasped that Sisyphus is the absurd hero. He is, as much 
through his passions as through his torture. His scorn of the gods, his hatred 
of death, and his passion for life won him that unspeakable penalty in which 
the whole being is exerted toward accomplishing nothing. This is the price that 
must be paid for the passions of this earth. Nothing is told us about Sisyphus in 
the underworld. Myths are made for the imagination to breathe life into them. 
As for this myth, one sees merely the whole effort of a body straining to raise 
the huge stone, to roll it, and push it up a slope a hundred times over; one sees 
the face screwed up, the cheek tight against the stone, the shoulder bracing the 
clay-covered mass, the foot wedging it, the fresh start with arms outstretched, 
the wholly human security of two earth-clotted hands. At the very end of his 
long effort measured by skyless space and time without depth, the purpose is 
achieved. Then Sisyphus watches the stone rush down in a few moments toward 
that lower world whence he will have to push it up again toward the summit. He 
goes back down to the plain.

It is during that return, that pause, that Sisyphus interests me. A face that toils 
so close to stones is already stone itself! I see that man going back down with 
a heavy yet measured step toward the torment of which he will never know the 
end. That hour like a breathing-space which returns as surely as his suffering, 
that is the hour of consciousness. At each of those moments when he leaves the 
heights and gradually sinks toward the lairs of the gods, he is superior to his 
fate. He is stronger than his rock.

If this myth is tragic, that is because its hero is conscious. Where would his 
torture be, indeed, if at every step the hope of succeeding upheld him? The 
workman of today works everyday in his life at the same tasks, and his fate is no 
less absurd. But it is tragic only at the rare moments when it becomes conscious. 
Sisyphus, proletarian of the gods, powerless and rebellious, knows the whole 
extent of his wretched condition: it is what he thinks of during his descent. The 
lucidity that was to constitute his torture at the same time crowns his victory. 
There is no fate that can not be surmounted by scorn.

If the descent is thus sometimes performed in sorrow, it can also take place in 
joy. This word is not too much. Again I fancy Sisyphus returning toward his 
rock, and the sorrow was in the beginning. When the images of earth cling 
too tightly to memory, when the call of happiness becomes too insistent, it 
happens that melancholy arises in man’s heart: this is the rock’s victory, this is 
the rock itself. The boundless grief is too heavy to bear. These are our nights 
of Gethsemane. But crushing truths perish from being acknowledged. Thus, 
Edipus at the outset obeys fate without knowing it. But from the moment he 
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knows, his tragedy begins. Yet at the same moment, blind and desperate, he 
realizes that the only bond linking him to the world is the cool hand of a girl. 
Then a tremendous remark rings out: “Despite so many ordeals, my advanced 
age and the nobility of my soul make me conclude that all is well.” Sophocles’ 
Edipus, like Dostoevsky’s Kirilov, thus gives the recipe for the absurd victory. 
Ancient wisdom confirms modern heroism.

One does not discover the absurd without being tempted to write a manual of 
happiness. “What!---by such narrow ways--?” There is but one world, however. 
Happiness and the absurd are two sons of the same earth. They are inseparable. 
It would be a mistake to say that happiness necessarily springs from the 
absurd. Discovery. It happens as well that the felling of the absurd springs from 
happiness. “I conclude that all is well,” says Edipus, and that remark is sacred. 
It echoes in the wild and limited universe of man. It teaches that all is not, has 
not been, exhausted. It drives out of this world a god who had come into it with 
dissatisfaction and a preference for futile suffering. It makes of fate a human 
matter, which must be settled among men.

All Sisyphus’ silent joy is contained therein. His fate belongs to him. His rock is a 
thing. Likewise, the absurd man, when he contemplates his torment, silences all 
the idols. In the universe suddenly restored to its silence, the myriad wondering 
little voices of the earth rise up. Unconscious, secret calls, invitations from all 
the faces, they are the necessary reverse and price of victory. There is no sun 
without shadow, and it is essential to know the night. The absurd man says yes 
and his efforts will henceforth be unceasing. If there is a personal fate, there is no 
higher destiny, or at least there is, but one which he concludes is inevitable and 
despicable. For the rest, he knows himself to be the master of his days. At that 
subtle moment when man glances backward over his life, Sisyphus returning 
toward his rock, in that slight pivoting he contemplates that series of unrelated 
actions which become his fate, created by him, combined under his memory’s 
eye and soon sealed by his death. Thus, convinced of the wholly human origin 
of all that is human, a blind man eager to see who knows that the night has no 
end, he is still on the go. The rock is still rolling.

I leave Sisyphus at the foot of the mountain! One always finds one’s burden 
again. But Sisyphus teaches the higher fidelity that negates the gods and raises 
rocks. He too concludes that all is well. This universe henceforth without a 
master seems to him neither sterile nor futile. Each atom of that stone, each 
mineral flake of that night filled mountain, in itself forms a world. The struggle 
itself toward the heights is enough to fill a man’s heart. One must imagine 
Sisyphus happy.
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G.M. Prithee, now, tell me what happened to you during that voyage?

Capt. I have already told you how I wandered over the whole earth. In the 
course of my journeying I came to Taprobane, and was compelled to go ashore 
at a place, where through fear of the inhabitants I remained in a wood. When 
I stepped out of this I found myself on a large plain immediately under the 
equator.

G.M. And what befell you here?

Capt. I came upon a large crowd of men and armed women, many of whom did 
not understand our language, and they conducted me forthwith to the City of 
the Sun.

G.M. Tell me after what plan this city is built and how it is governed.

Capt. The greater part of the city is built upon a high hill, which rises from an 
extensive plain, but several of its circles extend for some distance beyond the 
base of the hill, which is of such a size that the diameter of the city is upward 
of two miles, so that its circumference becomes about seven. On account of the 
humped shape of the mountain, however, the diameter of the city is really more 
than if it were built on a plain.

It is divided into seven rings or huge circles named from the seven planets, and 
the way from one to the other of these is by four streets and through four gates, 
that look toward the four points of the compass. Furthermore, it is so built that 
if the first circle was stormed, it would of necessity entail a double amount of 
energy to storm the second; still more to storm the third; and in each succeeding 
case the strength and energy would have to be doubled; so that he who wishes 
to capture that city must, as it were, storm it seven times. For my own part, 
however, I think that not even the first wall could be occupied, so thick are 
the earthworks and so well fortified is it with breastworks, towers, guns, and 
ditches.
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When I had been taken through the northern gate (which is shut with an 
iron door so wrought that it can be raised and let down, and locked in easily 
and strongly, its projections running into the grooves of the thick posts by a 
marvellous device), I saw a level space seventy paces wide between the first 
and second walls. From hence can be seen large palaces, all joined to the wall 
of the second circuit in such a manner as to appear all one palace. Arches run 
on a level with the middle height of the palaces, and are continued round the 
whole ring. There are galleries for promenading upon these arches, which are 
supported from beneath by thick and well-shaped columns, enclosing arcades 
like peristyles, or cloisters of an abbey.

But the palaces have no entrances from below, except on the inner or concave 
partition, from which one enters directly to the lower parts of the building. The 
higher parts, however, are reached by flights of marble steps, which lead to 
galleries for promenading on the inside similar to those on the outside. From 
these one enters the higher rooms, which are very beautiful, and have windows 
on the concave and convex partitions. These rooms are divided from one another 
by richly decorated walls. The convex or outer wall of the ring is about eight 
spans thick; the concave, three; the intermediate walls are one, or perhaps one 
and a half. Leaving this circle one gets to the second plain, which is nearly 
three paces narrower than the first. Then the first wall of the second ring is seen 
adorned above and below with similar galleries for walking, and there is on the 
inside of it another interior wall enclosing palaces. It has also similar peristyles 
supported by columns in the lower part, but above are excellent pictures, round 
the ways into the upper houses. And so on afterward through similar spaces 
and double walls, enclosing palaces, and adorned with galleries for walking, 
extending along their outer side, and supported by columns, till the last circuit 
is reached, the way being still over a level plain.

But when the two gates, that is to say, those of the outmost and the inmost 
walls, have been passed, one mounts by means of steps so formed that an ascent 
is scarcely discernible, since it proceeds in a slanting direction, and the steps 
succeed one another at almost imperceptible heights. On the top of the hill is 
a rather spacious plain, and in the midst of this there rises a temple built with 
wondrous art.

G.M. Tell on, I pray you! Tell on! I am dying to hear more.

Capt. The temple is built in the form of a circle; it is not girt with walls, but 
stands upon thick columns, beautifully grouped. A very large dome, built with 
great care in the centre or pole, contains another small vault as it were rising 
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out of it, and in this is a spiracle, which is right over the altar. There is but one 
altar in the middle of the temple, and this is hedged round by columns. The 
temple itself is on a space of more than 350 paces. Without it, arches measuring 
about eight paces extend from the heads of the columns outward, whence other 
columns rise about three paces from the thick, strong, and erect wall. Between 
these and the former columns there are galleries for walking, with beautiful 
pavements, and in the recess of the wall, which is adorned with numerous large 
doors, there are immovable seats, placed as it were between the inside columns, 
supporting the temple. Portable chairs are not wanting, many and well adorned. 
Nothing is seen over the altar but a large globe, upon which the heavenly bodies 
are painted, and another globe upon which there is a representation of the earth. 
Furthermore, in the vault of the dome there can be discerned representations of 
all the stars of heaven from the first to the sixth magnitude, with their proper 
names and power to influence terrestrial things marked in three little verses for 
each. There are the poles and greater and lesser circles according to the right 
latitude of the place, but these are not perfect because there is no wall below. 
They seem, too, to be made in their relation to the globes on the altar. The 
pavement of the temple is bright with precious stones. Its seven golden lamps 
hang always burning, and these bear the names of the seven planets.

At the top of the building several small and beautiful cells surround the small 
dome, and behind the level space above the bands or arches of the exterior and 
interior columns there are many cells, both small and large, where the priests 
and religious officers dwell to the number of forty-nine.

A revolving flag projects from the smaller dome, and this shows in what quarter 
the wind is. The flag is marked with figures up to thirty-six, and the priests know 
what sort of year the different kinds of winds bring and what will be the changes 
of weather on land and sea. Furthermore, under the flag a book is always kept 
written with letters of gold.

G.M. I pray you, worthy hero, explain to me their whole system of government; 
for I am anxious to hear it.
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Chapter 13

Then I stood on the sand of the sea. I saw a beast coming up out of the sea, 
having ten horns and seven heads. On his horns were ten crowns, and on his 
heads, blasphemous names. The beast which I saw was like a leopard, and his 
feet were like those of a bear, and his mouth like the mouth of a lion. The dragon 
gave him his power, his throne, and great authority. One of his heads looked 
like it had been wounded fatally. His fatal wound was healed, and the whole 
earth marveled at the beast. They worshiped the dragon, because he gave his 
authority to the beast, and they worshiped the beast, saying, “Who is like the 
beast? Who is able to make war with him?” A mouth speaking great things and 
blasphemy was given to him. Authority to make war for forty-two months was 
given to him. He opened his mouth for blasphemy against God, to blaspheme 
his name, and his dwelling, those who dwell in heaven. It was given to him to 
make war with the saints, and to overcome them. Authority over every tribe, 
people, language, and nation was given to him. All who dwell on the earth will 
worship him, everyone whose name has not been written from the foundation of 
the world in the book of life of the Lamb who has been killed. If anyone has an 
ear, let him hear. If anyone has captivity, he will go into captivity. If anyone is 
with the sword, he must be killed. Here is the endurance and the faith of the saints.

I saw another beast coming up out of the earth. He had two horns like a lamb, 
and he spoke like a dragon. He exercises all the authority of the first beast in 
his presence. He makes the earth and those who dwell in it to worship the first 
beast, whose fatal wound was healed. He performs great signs, even making 
fire come down out of the sky to the earth in the sight of people. He deceives 
my own people who dwell on the earth because of the signs he was granted to 
do in front of the beast; saying to those who dwell on the earth, that they should 
make an image to the beast who had the sword wound and lived. It was given 
to him to give breath to it, to the image of the beast, that the image of the beast 
should both speak, and cause as many as wouldn’t worship the image of the 
beast to be killed. He causes all, the small and the great, the rich and the poor, 
and the free and the slave, to be given marks on their right hands, or on their 
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foreheads; and that no one would be able to buy or to sell, unless he has that 
mark, the name of the beast or the number of his name. Here is wisdom. He who 
has understanding, let him calculate the number of the beast, for it is the number 
of a man. His number is six hundred sixty-six.

Chapter 14

I saw, and behold, the Lamb standing on Mount Zion, and with him a number, 
one hundred forty-four thousand, having his name, and the name of his Father, 
written on their foreheads. I heard a sound from heaven, like the sound of many 
waters, and like the sound of a great thunder. The sound which I heard was like 
that of harpists playing on their harps. They sing a new song before the throne, 
and before the four living creatures and the elders. No one could learn the song 
except the one hundred forty-four thousand, those who had been redeemed out 
of the earth. These are those who were not defiled with women, for they are 
virgins. These are those who follow the Lamb wherever he goes. These were 
redeemed by Jesus from among men, the first fruits to God and to the Lamb. In 
their mouth was found no lie, for they are blameless. 

I saw an angel flying in mid heaven, having an eternal Good News to proclaim 
to those who dwell on the earth, and to every nation, tribe, language, and people. 
He said with a loud voice, “Fear the Lord, and give him glory; for the hour of 
his judgment has come. Worship him who made the heaven, the earth, the sea, 
and the springs of waters!”

Another, a second angel, followed, saying, “Babylon the great has fallen, which 
has made all the nations to drink of the wine of the wrath of her sexual immorality.”

Another angel, a third, followed them, saying with a great voice, “If anyone 
worships the beast and his image, and receives a mark on his forehead, or on 
his hand, he also will drink of the wine of the wrath of God, which is prepared 
unmixed in the cup of his anger. He will be tormented with fire and sulfur in the 
presence of the holy angels, and in the presence of the Lamb. The smoke of their 
torment goes up forever and ever. They have no rest day and night, those who 
worship the beast and his image, and whoever receives the mark of his name. 
Here is the patience of the saints, those who keep the commandments of God, 
and the faith of Jesus.”

I heard the voice from heaven saying, “Write, ‘Blessed are the dead who die in 
the Lord from now on.’” “Yes,” says the Spirit, “that they may rest from their 
labors; for their works follow with them.”



71

I looked, and behold, a white cloud; and on the cloud one sitting like a son of 
man, having on his head a golden crown, and in his hand a sharp sickle. Another 
angel came out from the temple, crying with a loud voice to him who sat on the 
cloud, “Send forth your sickle, and reap; for the hour to reap has come; for the 
harvest of the earth is ripe!” He who sat on the cloud thrust his sickle on the 
earth, and the earth was reaped.

Another angel came out from the temple which is in heaven. He also had a sharp 
sickle. Another angel came out from the altar, he who has power over fire, and 
he called with a great voice to him who had the sharp sickle, saying, “Send forth 
your sharp sickle, and gather the clusters of the vine of the earth, for the earth’s 
grapes are fully ripe!” The angel thrust his sickle into the earth, and gathered the 
vintage of the earth, and threw it into the great winepress of the wrath of God. 
The winepress was trodden outside of the city, and blood came out from the 
winepress, even to the bridles of the horses, as far as one thousand six hundred 
stadia. 

Chapter 15

I saw another great and marvelous sign in the sky: seven angels having the 
seven last plagues, for in them God’s wrath is finished. I saw something like a 
sea of glass mixed with fire, and those who overcame the beast,his image, and 
the number of his name, standing on the sea of glass, having harps of God. They 
sang the song of Moses, the servant of God, and the song of the Lamb, saying,

“Great and marvelous are your works, Lord God, the Almighty!
Righteous and true are your ways, you King of the nations.
Who wouldn’t fear you, Lord,
and glorify your name?
For you only are holy.
For all the nations will come and worship before you.
For your righteous acts have been revealed.”

After these things I looked, and the temple of the tabernacle of the testimony 
in heaven was opened. The seven angels who had the seven plagues came out, 
clothed with pure, bright linen, and wearing golden sashes around their breasts.

One of the four living creatures gave to the seven angels seven golden bowls 
full of the wrath of God, who lives forever and ever. The temple was filled with 
smoke from the glory of God, and from his power. No one was able to enter into 
the temple, until the seven plagues of the seven angels would be finished.
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Chapter 3: Arrivals and Departures

In his first moments of stunned surprise it seemed to Drayton that the end of 
all things had come. The maddest, most impossible surmises flashed across 
his mind. He scarcely would have felt further amazement had Lucifer himself, 
in all the traditional panoply of hoofs, tail, and brimstone, risen sudden and 
flaming through the midst of that dreary-hued heap of mysterious Dust. Had the 
tables and chairs begun to move about the room on their own legs it would have 
appeared only the natural sequel to such an event as had just transpired. Indeed, 
it seemed strangely terrible that nothing more should occur. That Nature, having 
broken her most sacred law, the indestructibility of matter, should carry her 
sacrilege no further.

But had that law been broken? Was it possible that by some unheard-of property 
the gray powder had noiselessly, without shock or visible sign of explosion 
resolved the great body of his friend into the component gases to which all 
matter may, in one way or another, be reduced? Or was he, Robert Drayton, 
stark mad, and had the whole absurd, horrible episode been a part of some 
delirious dream?

There lay the crystal vial on the floor, where he had dropped it in his first dismay. 
There was the newspaper, with half of a bargain-sale advertisement extending 
from beneath the gray heap. And now he became aware that in the library a bell 
was ringing with regular, monotonous persistence.

Scarcely knowing what he did, Drayton crossed the room and lifted the telephone 
receiver from its hook.

“Hello, hello! What? Yes, this is James Burford’s home. What’s that? Mr.-Mr. 
Trenmore? Yes; he’s here. No-I-I mean, he was here a moment ago. No; I don’t 
know where he is or when he will be back. My God, I wish I did! What’s that? 
You are--whom did you say?... Oh, my Lord!”
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Drayton dropped the receiver and stood staring in blank horror. After a while, 
leaving the receiver to dangle and click unheeded, he turned and walked slowly 
back toward the chair on whose broad arm Terence Trenmore’s cigar still glowed 
behind a lengthening ash. With a slight shudder he forced himself to pass his 
hands carefully over the chair’s entire inner surface, seat, arms, and back. The 
leather covering retained a trace of warmth from its recent occupant; but it was 
most indubitably empty.

The enormity, the unprecedented horror of the whole situation swept up on 
Drayton like a rising tide, wiping out for a time all thought of the telephone or 
the person to whom he had just been speaking. With a dazed, sick look he again 
circled the newspaper and its burden, righted his own chair, and sat down. He 
had a queer feeling that some one had just played a particularly cruel practical 
joke of which he was the victim.

And yet--what if that gray Dust had really possessed just the terrific, unbelievable 
history with which Trenmore had credited it?

He strove to arrange his facts and premises in a logical and reasonable order, 
but found himself continually returning to that one scene--he, Drayton, sitting 
where he now sat; Trenmore opposite, bending over the paper; the cloud that 
rose, gray and nebulous, and hung in the air after his friend was gone.

Presently he was again roused from his stupor, and again by a bell. The sound 
came faintly from the rear of the house. Drayton waited, thinking to hear Martin 
pass through the reception hall on his way to the front door. Again the bell rang, 
and this time in a long, steady, insistent peal. Some one seemed to have placed a 
finger on the button and determined that it should not be removed until the door 
opened. Martin must be out, on an errand perhaps.

Half dazedly, as he had answered the phone, Drayton at length responded to this new 
demand. As he unlocked the front door and opened it a burst of summer sunshine 
rushed in and with it the small, angry figure of a much perturbed young lady.

“Where is he? What has happened to my brother? Who was that man at the 
telephone? Answer me instantly, I say! Where is my brother, Terry Trenmore?”

The questions beat upon Drayton’s ears like blows, rousing him to some 
semblance of his normal self-possession.

“You are--you are Miss Trenmore?” he asked in turn, though a sudden 
conscience-stricken remembrance smote him and assured him that she was. He 
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had terminated that telephone conversation so very abruptly. No doubt the girl 
had run in from Atlantic City to see her brother, called him up, and--

“I am Viola Trenmore, and I want my brother. Where is he?”

Drayton faced her with a feeling of helpless fright, though in herself, Trenmore’s 
sister was of no terrifying appearance. Nearly as little as her brother was large, 
she looked even younger than the seventeen years Drayton knew to be hers. She 
had her brother’s eyes, azure as an Italian sky, and her straight, fine brows and 
curling lashes were black--beautifully so and in vivid contrast to the clear white 
and rose of her eager face, flushed now like an excited child’s. Her small, modish 
hat, trim pumps, and tailored suit, all matched in color the bright, clear hue of her 
eyes. Despite his desperate preoccupation, Drayton’s first sight of Viola Trenmore 
brought him the same momentary flash of joy that comes with the sight of a 
bluebird in springtime. She was like a bluebird, fluttering in from the sunshine. 
His troubled mind scarcely recognized the thought, but always afterward he 
remembered that first beauty of her as the flash of a bluebird’s wing.

“What have you done with him?” she demanded, while from those blue eyes 
there blazed the very twin spirit of Terence Trenmore--Terence the impetuous, 
angered and scorning all caution.

“I hardly know what to tell you, Miss Trenmore,” began Drayton hesitatingly. 
“Your brother is not here. He has gone. Oh, but I don’t myself know what has 
happened, or whether I am sane or crazy! Come in here, Miss Trenmore, and 
you shall at least hear the story.”

Puzzled now, and watching him with a sort of alert wariness, Viola obeyed his 
gesture and entered the library. And there, in halting, broken sentences, Drayton 
told his incredible tale. He showed her the Dust on the paper, the empty crystal 
vial, the half-smoked cigar, whose fire had expired some minutes since, like a 
last living trace of the man who had lighted it.

And somehow, as Drayton talked, he knew that it was all true, and that Trenmore 
was dead. Dead and dissipated to the elements as thoroughly as if, instead of a 
bare half hour, ten thousand years had slipped by since his going. Grief clutched 
Drayton’s throat and he finished his story in a hoarse, barely audible whisper.

“And so--he was gone! Like that. And nothing left. Nothing but that infernal 
stuff there that--that murdered him--my friend!”

For one moment the girl stood silent, and Drayton thought that she also was dazed, 
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as he had been. But suddenly she flung back her head with Trenmore’s very gesture.

“I don’t believe you!” she cried vehemently. “I don’t believe you! Did you 
expect me to believe you? Do you take me for an infant? Who are you that are 
here in my cousin’s house, answer his telephone and his door, and meet me 
with this mad lie about Terry? I recognize that vial! And I know that some one 
has been trying to steal it from my brother. Are you that thief, and have you 
murdered Terry, as you threatened you would?”

She advanced upon him, her eyes two pools of blue, indignant fire; but the man 
stood his ground. “I am Robert Drayton,” he said.

“Robert Drayton! But you can’t be. Mr. Drayton is a good friend of Terry’s, 
though I’ve never met him, and some way you know that and hope to deceive 
me! Mr. Drayton would not treat me like this. He would not lie to me. He would 
not-” Sobbing at last, she broke off and clenched her little hands fiercely. “I’ll 
show you!” she cried. “I’ll show you what I think of you and your lies, and then 
I’ll make you tell me the true story!”

Before Drayton, springing forward with a cry of wild protest, could prevent, 
she had dropped on her knees beside the heap of Dust. Another instant and her 
white-gloved fingers had again raised that ominous gray cloud.

It rose in a spiral swirl--

For a second Drayton still saw her as a vague, translucent blur of blue shading 
into pink where her face had been. Then the air shimmered and cleared, and 
once more the unfortunate young man stood alone in Burford’s pleasant library. 
This time not so much as a lighted cigar remained to remind him of recent 
companionship.

Mr. Robert Drayton began to swear. Serious profanity had never come easily 
to his lips. Now, however, he heard himself using phrases and words which he 
had not even been aware that he knew; a steady, low-voiced, earnest stream 
of expression whose utterance gave him the strangest satisfaction and relief. 
He swore for two minutes without a pause, then trailed off into silence. The 
superhuman tension had been broken, however, and he could again think.

This abruptness and totality of disappearance, that left him not so much as 
a corpse to mourn, awoke in him emotions different from any he had ever 
experienced. He found that he could not think of Trenmore and his sister as 
other than alive, nor rid himself of the idea that in some way they were yet 
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present in the library. Not though the very clearest memory informed him that 
before his eyes those two had been resolved to nothingness.

Pondering on what he should do, however, it came to him that in honor only 
one course lay open. Had he been content to indulge Trenmore’s superstitious 
regard for that infernal Dust, he would have been left confronting no such 
ghastly mystery. The fault, by this reckoning, was his. Let him pay, then.

With a firm, resolute tread Drayton approached the sinister gray pile, and of all 
its victims he alone loosed its deadliness knowingly--or believing that he knew.

Ten seconds later the library was empty of human life.

On the mantelpiece stood a clock which then pointed to the hour of nine-thirty. 
It ticked on solemnly, dutifully, wholly indifferent to any wonder save the great 
and perpetual miracle of Time itself. Minute by minute the long and the short 
hands crept over the dial, and on the vast looms of Eternity thread by thread was 
added to the universal fabric of the Past.

Ten-twenty-five, and Martin, out marketing among the stalls in the Reading 
Terminal Market, was very cheerful over some exceptionally large, juicy 
oranges. Mr. Trenmore liked oranges. He added two dozen of the fruit to his 
order and started homeward.

Back there in the library the Cerberus still gleamed where Drayton had flung it 
down. The Dust still lay on its newspaper, whose matter-of-factness seemed to 
deride all mystery connected with divorce, murder, or the wonderful cheapness 
of lace blouses and lingerie at Isaac Fineheimer’s Stock Clearance Sale.

And as Martin, on his return journey, crossed Juniper Street, five blocks away, 
a caller arrived at a certain house on Walnut Street.

He was a short, rotund young gentleman. Attired in a suit of dark green, neatly 
matched by socks, tie, and the ribbon on his wellblocked hat, the one false note 
in his color scheme was struck by a pair of bright, too-bright tan shoes.

Twice he had passed the house saunteringly; then boldly ascended Mr. Burford’s 
sedate white marble doorsteps. Boldly indeed he walked up and in at the open 
door; but once inside his demeanor underwent a change. No cat could have 
slunk more softly through vestibule and hall; no hunting animal could have 
been more keenly alert for any sound within the quiet, empty house.

He made straight for the stairs; but with one foot on the first step he paused. 
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Through a half-open door he could see part of a large, book-lined room. Was it empty?

After short hesitation the rotund green gentleman stole over and peered 
cautiously round the edge of that door!

An instant later, and he had darted across the library with a silent, amazing 
celerity of movement. His attention, it seemed, had been caught by the Cerberus’ 
gleaming in the sunlight. Picking up the vial, he examined it with swift care, 
thrust it in his pocket, and turned to leave. His cherubic face now wore the look 
of one who has achieved good fortune with almost suspicious ease; his pleased 
smile was half doubtful, and as he moved softly toward the door his small, 
darting eyes glanced from side to side quickly, thoughtful of hidden danger.

Unluckily for him, however, the real danger in that room was not bidden. It lay 
in full sight on a newspaper, flat on the floor between two chairs that faced one 
another companionably.

Frequently curiosity has been proved a fatal weakness.

How far the extraordinary affair might have progressed, how many of 
Philadelphia’s citizens, innocent or otherwise, might have entered that library 
and been tempted to investigate the harmless looking gray peril on its floor, 
had not Martin been a careful and conscientious individual, is a problem for 
speculation. Fortunately, however, Martin was what he was. At exactly eleven 
o’clock he entered the library seeking his employer. Finding the room empty, 
and having searched the rest of the house in vain, he came to the natural and 
entirely correct conclusion. Mr. Trenmore was not at home.

The front door had been left open. Martin closed it. Then he returned to straighten 
the library and empty the ash trays.

Over the fatal Dust he hesitated. Was this gray, floury stuff rubbish left here 
to be thrown out? Arbitrary and uninstructed action never appealed to Martin. 
With wise caution--how wise he would have been panic-stricken to learn--he 
folded the newspaper together, taking pains that its contents be not scattered, 
made a neat packet of it, and tied it with red tape from the table drawer. This 
packet he carried upstairs and laid on Trenmore’s chiffonier, where there could 
be no question of its being overlooked.

After that Martin sought the lower regions to prepare luncheon for Trenmore and his guest.

And in the library--that room of abominable and innocent looking emptiness--
the clock ticked solemnly on.
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Record Five

Imagine a square, a living, beautiful square. Imagine that this square is obliged 
to tell you about itself, about its life. You realize that this square would hardly 
think it is necessary to mention the fact that all its four angles are equal. It 
knows this too well. This is such an ordinary, obvious thing. I am in exactly 
the same square position. Take the pink checks, for instance, and all that goes 
with them: for me they are as natural as the equality of the four angles of the 
square. But for you they are perhaps more mysterious and hard to understand 
than Newton’s binomial theorem. Let me explain: an ancient sage once said a 
clever thing (accidentally, beyond doubt). He said, “Love and Hunger rule the 
world.” Consequently, to dominate the world, man had to win a victory over 
hunger after paying a very high price. I refer to the great Two Hundred Years’ 
War, the war between the city and the land. Probably on account of religious 
prejudices, the primitive peasants stubbornly held on to their “bread.” 

In the thirty-fifth year before the foundation of the United State our contemporary 
petroleum food was invented. True, only about two tenths of the population of 
the globe did not die out. But how beautifully shining the face of the earth 
became when it was cleared of its impurities!   

Accordingly the 0.2 which survived have enjoyed the greatest happiness in the 
bosom of the United State. But is it not clear that supreme bliss and envy are 
only the numerator and the denominator, respectively, of the same fraction, 
happiness? What sense would the innumerable sacrifices of the Two Hundred 
Years’ War have for us if a reason were left in our life for jealousy? Yet such 
a reason persisted because there remained buttonlike noses and classical noses 
(cf: our conversation during the promenade). For there were some whose love 
was sought by everyone, and others whose love was sought by no one.

Naturally, having conquered hunger (that is, algebraically speaking, having 
achieved the total of bodily welfare), the United State directed its attack 
against the second ruler of the world, against love. At last this element also was 
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conquered, that is, organized and put into a mathematical formula. It is already 
three hundred years since our great historic Lex Sexualis was promulgated: “A 
Number may obtain a license to use any other Number as a sexual product.”

The rest is only a matter of technique. You are carefully examined in the laboratory 
of the Sexual Department where they find the content of the sexual hormones in 
your blood, and they accordingly make out for you a Table of sexual days. Then 
you file an application to enjoy the services of Number so and so, or Numbers so 
and so. You get for that purpose a checkbook (pink). That is all.

It is clear that under such circumstances there is no reason for envy or jealousy. 
The denominator of the fraction of happiness is reduced to zero and the whole 
fraction is thus converted into a magnificent infiniteness. The thing which, was 
for the ancients a source of innumerable stupid tragedies has been converted in 
our time into a harmonious, agreeable, and useful function of, the organism, a 
function like sleep, physical labor, the taking of food, digestion, etc., etc. Hence 
you see how the great power of logic purifies everything it happens to touch. 
Oh, if only you unknown readers can conceive this divine power. If you will 
only learn to follow it to the end!

It is very strange. While I was writing today of the loftiest summit of human 
history, all the while I breathed the purest mountain air of thought, but within 
me it was and remains cloudy, cobwebby, and there is a kind of cross-like, 
four-pawed X. Or perhaps it is my paws and I feel like that only because they 
are always before my eyes, my hairy paws. I don’t like to talk about them, I 
dislike them. They are a trace of a primitive epoch, Is it possible that there is in 
me...? 

I wanted to strike out all this because it trespasses on the limits of my synopsis. 
But then I decided: no, I shall not! Let this diary give the curve of the most 
imperceptible vibrations of my brain, like a precise seismograph, for at times 
such vibrations serve as forewarnings ,’, , Certainly this is absurd! This certainly 
should be stricken out; we have conquered all the elements; catastrophes are not 
possible any more,  

Now everything is clear to me. The peculiar feeling inside is a result of that 
very same square situation of which I spoke in the beginning. There is no X in 
me. There can be none. I am simply afraid lest some X will be left in you; my 
unknown readers. I believe you will understand that it is harder for me to write 
than it ever was for any author throughout human history, Some of them wrote 
for contemporaries, some for future generations, but none of them ever wrote 
for their ancestors, or for beings like their primitive, distant ancestors. 
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THEL’S MOTTO
Does the Eagle know what is in the pit?

Or wilt thou go ask the Mole: 
Can Wisdom be put in a silver rod?

Or Love in a golden bowl?

I

The daughters of Mne Seraphim led round their sunny flocks.
All but the youngest; she in paleness sought the secret air. 
To fade away like morning beauty from her mortal day: 

Down by the river of Adona her soft voice is heard: 
And thus her gentle lamentation falls like morning dew. 

O life of this our spring! why fades the lotus of the water?
Why fade these children of the spring? born but to smile & fall. 

Ah! Thel is like a watry bow. and like a parting cloud. 
Like a reflection in a glass. like shadows in the water. 

Like dreams of infants. like a smile upon an infants face,
Like the doves voice, like transient day, like music in the air; 

Ah! gentle may I lay me down, and gentle rest my head,
And gentle sleep the sleep of death. and gentle hear the voice

Of him that walketh in the garden in the evening time.

The Lilly of the valley breathing in the humble grass
Answer’d the lovely maid and said: I am a watry weed,
And I am very small, and love to dwell in lowly vales;

So weak, the gilded butterfly scarce perches on my head. 
Yet I am visited from heaven and he that smiles on all. 

Walks in the valley. and each morn over me spreads his hand 
Saying, rejoice thou humble grass, thou new-born lilly flower,

Thou gentle maid of silent valleys. and of modest brooks;
For thou shalt be clothed in light, and fed with morning manna: 

Till summers heat melts thee beside the fountains and the springs
To flourish in eternal vales: then why should Thel complain, 
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Why should the mistress of the vales of Har, utter a sigh. 
She ceasd & smild in tears, then sat down in her silver shrine.

Thel answered. O thou little virgin of the peaceful valley. 
Giving to those that cannot crave, the voiceless, the o’ertired. 

Thy breath doth nourish the innocent lamb, he smells thy milky garments,
He crops thy flowers. while thou sittest smiling in his face,

Wiping his mild and meekin mouth from all contagious taints.
Thy wine doth purify the golden honey, thy perfume,

Which thou dost scatter on every little blade of grass that springs,
Revives the milked cow, & tames the fire-breathing steed.

But Thel is like a faint cloud kindled at the rising sun:
I vanish from my pearly throne, and who shall find my place?”

“Queen of the vales,” the Lily answered, “ask the tender cloud,
And it shall tell thee why it glitters in the morning sky,

And why it scatters its bright beauty thro’ the humid air.
Descend, O little cloud, & hover before the eyes of Thel.”

The Cloud descended, and the Lily bowd her modest head,
And went to mind her numerous charge among the verdant grass.

II

“O little Cloud,” the virgin said, “I charge thee tell to me,
Why thou complainest not when in one hour thou fade away:
Then we shall seek thee but not find; ah, Thel is like to Thee.

I pass away, yet I complain, and no one hears my voice.”

The Cloud then shew’d his golden head & his bright form emerg’d,
Hovering and glittering on the air before the face of Thel.

“O virgin, know’st thou not our steeds drink of the golden springs
Where Luvah doth renew his horses? Look’st thou on my youth,

And fearest thou because I vanish and am seen no more,
Nothing remains? O maid, I tell thee, when I pass away,
It is to tenfold life, to love, to peace, and raptures holy:

Unseen descending, weigh my light wings upon balmy flowers,
And court the fair eyed dew, to take me to her shining tent:
The weeping virgin trembling kneels before the risen sun,

Till we arise link’d in a golden band, and never part,
But walk united, bearing food to all our tender flowers.”
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“Dost thou O little Cloud? I fear that I am not like thee;
For I walk through the vales of Har and smell the sweetest flowers,

But I feed not the little flowers; I hear the warbling birds,
But I feed not the warbling birds; they fly and seek their food;

But Thel delights in these no more, because I fade away,
And all shall say, ‘Without a use this shining woman liv’d,

Or did she only live to be at death the food of worms?’”

The Cloud reclind upon his airy throne and answer’d thus:

“Then if thou art the food of worms, O virgin of the skies,
How great thy use, how great thy blessing! Every thing that lives

Lives not alone, nor for itself; fear not, and I will call
The weak worm from its lowly bed, and thou shalt hear its voice.

Come forth, worm of the silent valley, to thy pensive queen.”

The helpless worm arose, and sat upon the Lily’s leaf,
And the bright Cloud saild on, to find his partner in the vale.

III

Then Thel astonish’d view’d the Worm upon its dewy bed.

“Art thou a Worm? Image of weakness, art thou but a Worm?
I see thee like an infant wrapped in the Lily’s leaf;

Ah, weep not, little voice, thou can’st not speak, but thou can’st weep.
Is this a Worm? I see thee lay helpless & naked, weeping,

And none to answer, none to cherish thee with mother’s smiles.”

The Clod of Clay heard the Worm’s voice, & raisd her pitying head;
She bow’d over the weeping infant, and her life exhal’d

In milky fondness; then on Thel she fix’d her humble eyes.

“O beauty of the vales of Har! we live not for ourselves;
Thou seest me the meanest thing, and so I am indeed;

My bosom of itself is cold, and of itself is dark,

But he that loves the lowly, pours his oil upon my head,
And kisses me, and binds his nuptial bands around my breast,

And says: ‘Thou mother of my children, I have loved thee
And I have given thee a crown that none can take away.’

But how this is, sweet maid, I know not, and I cannot know;
I ponder, and I cannot ponder; yet I live and love.”
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The daughter of beauty wip’d her pitying tears with her white veil,
And said: “Alas! I knew not this, and therefore did I weep.

That God would love a Worm, I knew, and punish the evil foot
That, wilful, bruis’d its helpless form; but that he cherish’d it

With milk and oil I never knew; and therefore did I weep,
And I complaind in the mild air, because I fade away,

And lay me down in thy cold bed, and leave my shining lot.”

“Queen of the vales,” the matron Clay answered, “I heard thy sighs,
And all thy moans flew o’er my roof, but I have call’d them down.

Wilt thou, O Queen, enter my house? ‘tis given thee to enter
And to return: fear nothing, enter with thy virgin feet.”

IV

The eternal gates’ terrific porter lifted the northern bar:
Thel enter’d in & saw the secrets of the land unknown.

She saw the couches of the dead, & where the fibrous roots
Of every heart on earth infixes deep its restless twists:

A land of sorrows & of tears where never smile was seen.

She wanderd in the land of clouds thro’ valleys dark, listning
Dolours & lamentations; waiting oft beside a dewy grave,
She stood in silence, listning to the voices of the ground,

Till to her own grave plot she came, & there she sat down,
And heard this voice of sorrow breathed from the hollow pit:

“Why cannot the Ear be closed to its own destruction?
Or the glistning Eye to the poison of a smile?

Why are Eyelids stord with arrows ready drawn,
Where a thousand fighting men in ambush lie?

Or an Eye of gifts & graces, show’ring fruits and coined gold?
Why a Tongue impress’d with honey from every wind?

Why an Ear, a whirlpool fierce to draw creations in?
Why a Nostril wide inhaling terror, trembling, and affright?

Why a tender curb upon the youthful burning boy?
Why a little curtain of flesh on the bed of our desire?”

The Virgin started from her seat, & with a shriek
Fled back unhinderd till she came into the vales of Har.



84

I hid my face in my hands. The twitter of the young birds going to rest, and their 
rustling among the trees, disturbed the still evening-air—the crickets chirped—
the aziolo cooed at intervals. My thoughts had been of death—these sounds 
spoke to me of life. I lifted up my eyes—a bat wheeled round—the sun had 
sunk behind the jagged line of mountains, and the paly, crescent moon was 
visible, silver-white, amidst the orange sunset, and accompanied by one bright 
star, prolonged thus the twilight. A herd of cattle passed along in the dell below, 
untended, towards their watering place—the grass was rustled by a gentle breeze, 
and the olive-woods, mellowed into soft masses by the moonlight, contrasted 
their sea-green with the dark chestnut foliage. Yes, this is the earth; there is no 
change—no ruin—no rent made in her verdurous expanse; she continues to 
wheel round and round, with alternate night and day, through the sky, though 
man is not her adorner or inhabitant. Why could I not forget myself like one of 
those animals, and no longer suffer the wild tumult of misery that I endure? Yet, 
ah! what a deadly breach yawns between their state and mine! Have not they 
companions? Have not they each their mate—their cherished young, their home, 
which, though unexpressed to us, is, I doubt not, endeared and enriched, even 
in their eyes, by the society which kind nature has created for them? It is I only 
that am alone—I, on this little hill top, gazing on plain and mountain recess—
on sky, and its starry population, listening to every sound of earth, and air, and 
murmuring wave,—I only cannot express to any companion my many thoughts, 
nor lay my throbbing head on any loved bosom, nor drink from meeting eyes 
an intoxicating dew, that transcends the fabulous nectar of the gods. Shall I not 
then complain? Shall I not curse the murderous engine which has mowed down 
the children of men, my brethren? Shall I not bestow a malediction on every 
other of nature’s offspring, which dares live and enjoy, while I live and suffer?

Ah, no! I will discipline my sorrowing heart to sympathy in your joys; I will 
be happy, because ye are so. Live on, ye innocents, nature’s selected darlings; 
I am not much unlike to you. Nerves, pulse, brain, joint, and flesh, of such am 
I composed, and ye are organized by the same laws. I have something beyond 
this, but I will call it a defect, not an endowment, if it leads me to misery, 
while ye are happy. Just then, there emerged from a near copse two goats and a 
little kid, by the mother’s side; they began to browze the herbage of the hill. I 
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approached near to them, without their perceiving me; I gathered a handful of 
fresh grass, and held it out; the little one nestled close to its mother, while she 
timidly withdrew. The male stepped forward, fixing his eyes on me: I drew near, 
still holding out my lure, while he, depressing his head, rushed at me with his 
horns. I was a very fool; I knew it, yet I yielded to my rage. I snatched up a huge 
fragment of rock; it would have crushed my rash foe. I poized it—aimed it—
then my heart failed me. I hurled it wide of the mark; it rolled clattering among 
the bushes into dell. My little visitants, all aghast, galloped back into the covert 
of the wood; while I, my very heart bleeding and torn, rushed down the hill, and 
by the violence of bodily exertion, sought to escape from my miserable self.

No, no, I will not live among the wild scenes of nature, the enemy of all that 
lives. I will seek the towns—Rome, the capital of the world, the crown of man’s 
achievements. Among its storied streets, hallowed ruins, and stupendous remains of 
human exertion, I shall not, as here, find every thing forgetful of man; trampling on 
his memory, defacing his works, proclaiming from hill to hill, and vale to vale,—
by the torrents freed from the boundaries which he imposed—by the vegetation 
liberated from the laws which he enforced—by his habitation abandoned to mildew 
and weeds, that his power is lost, his race annihilated for ever.

I hailed the Tiber, for that was as it were an unalienable possession of humanity. 
I hailed the wild Campagna, for every rood had been trod by man; and its savage 
uncultivation, of no recent date, only proclaimed more distinctly his power, since 
he had given an honourable name and sacred title to what else would have been 
a worthless, barren track. I entered Eternal Rome by the Porta del Popolo, and 
saluted with awe its time-honoured space. The wide square, the churches near, 
the long extent of the Corso, the near eminence of Trinita de’ Monti appeared like 
fairy work, they were so silent, so peaceful, and so very fair. It was evening; and 
the population of animals which still existed in this mighty city, had gone to rest; 
there was no sound, save the murmur of its many fountains, whose soft monotony 
was harmony to my soul. The knowledge that I was in Rome, soothed me; that 
wondrous city, hardly more illustrious for its heroes and sages, than for the power 
it exercised over the imaginations of men. I went to rest that night; the eternal 
burning of my heart quenched,—my senses tranquil.

The next morning I eagerly began my rambles in search of oblivion. I ascended 
the many terraces of the garden of the Colonna Palace, under whose roof I 
had been sleeping; and passing out from it at its summit, I found myself on 
Monte Cavallo. The fountain sparkled in the sun; the obelisk above pierced the 
clear dark-blue air. The statues on each side, the works, as they are inscribed, 
of Phidias and Praxiteles, stood in undiminished grandeur, representing Castor 
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and Pollux, who with majestic power tamed the rearing animal at their side. If 
those illustrious artists had in truth chiselled these forms, how many passing 
generations had their giant proportions outlived! and now they were viewed by 
the last of the species they were sculptured to represent and deify. I had shrunk 
into insignificance in my own eyes, as I considered the multitudinous beings 
these stone demigods had outlived, but this after-thought restored me to dignity 
in my own conception. The sight of the poetry eternized in these statues, took 
the sting from the thought, arraying it only in poetic ideality.

I repeated to myself,—I am in Rome! I behold, and as it were, familiarly converse 
with the wonder of the world, sovereign mistress of the imagination, majestic 
and eternal survivor of millions of generations of extinct men. I endeavoured 
to quiet the sorrows of my aching heart, by even now taking an interest in what 
in my youth I had ardently longed to see. Every part of Rome is replete with 
relics of ancient times. The meanest streets are strewed with truncated columns, 
broken capitals—Corinthian and Ionic, and sparkling fragments of granite or 
porphyry. The walls of the most penurious dwellings enclose a fluted pillar 
or ponderous stone, which once made part of the palace of the Caesars; and 
the voice of dead time, in still vibrations, is breathed from these dumb things, 
animated and glorified as they were by man.

I embraced the vast columns of the temple of Jupiter Stator, which survives in 
the open space that was the Forum, and leaning my burning cheek against its 
cold durability, I tried to lose the sense of present misery and present desertion, 
by recalling to the haunted cell of my brain vivid memories of times gone by. 
I rejoiced at my success, as I figured Camillus, the Gracchi, Cato, and last the 
heroes of Tacitus, which shine meteors of surpassing brightness during the 
murky night of the empire;—as the verses of Horace and Virgil, or the glowing 
periods of Cicero thronged into the opened gates of my mind, I felt myself 
exalted by long forgotten enthusiasm. I was delighted to know that I beheld the 
scene which they beheld—the scene which their wives and mothers, and crowds 
of the unnamed witnessed, while at the same time they honoured, applauded, or 
wept for these matchless specimens of humanity. At length, then, I had found 
a consolation. I had not vainly sought the storied precincts of Rome—I had 
discovered a medicine for my many and vital wounds.

I sat at the foot of these vast columns. The Coliseum, whose naked ruin is robed 
by nature in a verdurous and glowing veil, lay in the sunlight on my right. Not 
far off, to the left, was the Tower of the Capitol. Triumphal arches, the falling 
walls of many temples, strewed the ground at my feet. I strove, I resolved, to 
force myself to see the Plebeian multitude and lofty Patrician forms congregated 
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around; and, as the Diorama of ages passed across my subdued fancy, they 
were replaced by the modern Roman; the Pope, in his white stole, distributing 
benedictions to the kneeling worshippers; the friar in his cowl; the dark-eyed 
girl, veiled by her mezzera; the noisy, sun-burnt rustic, leading his herd of 
buffaloes and oxen to the Campo Vaccino. The romance with which, dipping 
our pencils in the rainbow hues of sky and transcendent nature, we to a degree 
gratuitously endow the Italians, replaced the solemn grandeur of antiquity. I 
remembered the dark monk, and floating figures of “The Italian,” and how my 
boyish blood had thrilled at the description. I called to mind Corinna ascending 
the Capitol to be crowned, and, passing from the heroine to the author, reflected 
how the Enchantress Spirit of Rome held sovereign sway over the minds of the 
imaginative, until it rested on me—sole remaining spectator of its wonders.

I was long wrapt by such ideas; but the soul wearies of a pauseless flight; and, 
stooping from its wheeling circuits round and round this spot, suddenly it fell 
ten thousand fathom deep, into the abyss of the present— into self-knowledge—
into tenfold sadness. I roused myself—I cast off my waking dreams; and I, who 
just now could almost hear the shouts of the Roman throng, and was hustled 
by countless multitudes, now beheld the desart ruins of Rome sleeping under 
its own blue sky; the shadows lay tranquilly on the ground; sheep were grazing 
untended on the Palatine, and a buffalo stalked down the Sacred Way that led 
to the Capitol. I was alone in the Forum; alone in Rome; alone in the world. 
Would not one living man —one companion in my weary solitude, be worth all 
the glory and remembered power of this time-honoured city? Double sorrow—
sadness, bred in Cimmerian caves, robed my soul in a mourning garb. The 
generations I had conjured up to my fancy, contrasted more strongly with the 
end of all —the single point in which, as a pyramid, the mighty fabric of society 
had ended, while I, on the giddy height, saw vacant space around me.

From such vague laments I turned to the contemplation of the minutiae of 
my situation. So far, I had not succeeded in the sole object of my desires, the 
finding a companion for my desolation. Yet I did not despair. It is true that my 
inscriptions were set up for the most part, in insignificant towns and villages; 
yet, even without these memorials, it was possible that the person, who like me 
should find himself alone in a depopulate land, should, like me, come to Rome. 
The more slender my expectation was, the more I chose to build on it, and to 
accommodate my actions to this vague possibility.

It became necessary therefore, that for a time I should domesticate myself at 
Rome. It became necessary, that I should look my disaster in the face— not 
playing the school-boy’s part of obedience without submission; enduring life, 
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and yet rebelling against the laws by which I lived.

Yet how could I resign myself? Without love, without sympathy, without 
communion with any, how could I meet the morning sun, and with it trace its oft 
repeated journey to the evening shades? Why did I continue to live— why not 
throw off the weary weight of time, and with my own hand, let out the fluttering 
prisoner from my agonized breast?—It was not cowardice that withheld me; for 
the true fortitude was to endure; and death had a soothing sound accompanying 
it, that would easily entice me to enter its demesne. But this I would not do. 
I had, from the moment I had reasoned on the subject, instituted myself the 
subject to fate, and the servant of necessity, the visible laws of the invisible 
God—I believed that my obedience was the result of sound reasoning, pure 
feeling, and an exalted sense of the true excellence and nobility of my nature. 
Could I have seen in this empty earth, in the seasons and their change, the hand 
of a blind power only, most willingly would I have placed my head on the sod, 
and closed my eyes on its loveliness for ever. But fate had administered life to 
me, when the plague had already seized on its prey—she had dragged me by 
the hair from out the strangling waves—By such miracles she had bought me 
for her own; I admitted her authority, and bowed to her decrees. If, after mature 
consideration, such was my resolve, it was doubly necessary that I should not 
lose the end of life, the improvement of my faculties, and poison its flow by 
repinings without end. Yet how cease to repine, since there was no hand near 
to extract the barbed spear that had entered my heart of hearts? I stretched out 
my hand, and it touched none whose sensations were responsive to mine. I was 
girded, walled in, vaulted over, by seven-fold barriers of loneliness. Occupation 
alone, if I could deliver myself up to it, would be capable of affording an opiate 
to my sleepless sense of woe. Having determined to make Rome my abode, at 
least for some months, I made arrangements for my accommodation—I selected 
my home. The Colonna Palace was well adapted for my purpose. Its grandeur— 
its treasure of paintings, its magnificent halls were objects soothing and even 
exhilarating.

I found the granaries of Rome well stored with grain, and particularly with Indian 
corn; this product requiring less art in its preparation for food, I selected as my 
principal support. I now found the hardships and lawlessness of my youth turn 
to account. A man cannot throw off the habits of sixteen years. Since that age, 
it is true, I had lived luxuriously, or at least surrounded by all the conveniences 
civilization afforded. But before that time, I had been “as uncouth a savage, 
as the wolf-bred founder of old Rome”—and now, in Rome itself, robber and 
shepherd propensities, similar to those of its founder, were of advantage to its 
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sole inhabitant. I spent the morning riding and shooting in the Campagna—I 
passed long hours in the various galleries—I gazed at each statue, and lost 
myself in a reverie before many a fair Madonna or beauteous nymph. I haunted 
the Vatican, and stood surrounded by marble forms of divine beauty. Each stone 
deity was possessed by sacred gladness, and the eternal fruition of love. They 
looked on me with unsympathizing complacency, and often in wild accents I 
reproached them for their supreme indifference—for they were human shapes, 
the human form divine was manifest in each fairest limb and lineament. The 
perfect moulding brought with it the idea of colour and motion; often, half in 
bitter mockery, half in self-delusion, I clasped their icy proportions, and, coming 
between Cupid and his Psyche’s lips, pressed the unconceiving marble.

I endeavoured to read. I visited the libraries of Rome. I selected a volume, and, 
choosing some sequestered, shady nook, on the banks of the Tiber, or opposite 
the fair temple in the Borghese Gardens, or under the old pyramid of Cestius, 
I endeavoured to conceal me from myself, and immerse myself in the subject 
traced on the pages before me. As if in the same soil you plant nightshade and a 
myrtle tree, they will each appropriate the mould, moisture, and air administered, 
for the fostering their several properties—so did my grief find sustenance, and 
power of existence, and growth, in what else had been divine manna, to feed 
radiant meditation. Ah! while I streak this paper with the tale of what my so 
named occupations were—while I shape the skeleton of my days—my hand 
trembles—my heart pants, and my brain refuses to lend expression, or phrase, 
or idea, by which to image forth the veil of unutterable woe that clothed these 
bare realities. O, worn and beating heart, may I dissect thy fibres, and tell how 
in each unmitigable misery, sadness dire, repinings, and despair, existed? May I 
record my many ravings—the wild curses I hurled at torturing nature—and how 
I have passed days shut out from light and food—from all except the burning 
hell alive in my own bosom?

I was presented, meantime, with one other occupation, the one best fitted to 
discipline my melancholy thoughts, which strayed backwards, over many a 
ruin, and through many a flowery glade, even to the mountain recess, from 
which in early youth I had first emerged.

During one of my rambles through the habitations of Rome, I found writing 
materials on a table in an author’s study. Parts of a manuscript lay scattered 
about. It contained a learned disquisition on the Italian language; one page an 
unfinished dedication to posterity, for whose profit the writer had sifted and 
selected the niceties of this harmonious language —to whose everlasting benefit 
he bequeathed his labours.
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I also will write a book, I cried—for whom to read?—to whom dedicated? And 
then with silly flourish (what so capricious and childish as despair?) I wrote, 
DEDICATION TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS DEAD. SHADOWS, ARISE, AND 
READ YOUR FALL! BEHOLD THE HISTORY OF THE LAST MAN.

Yet, will not this world be re-peopled, and the children of a saved pair of lovers, in 
some to me unknown and unattainable seclusion, wandering to these prodigious 
relics of the ante-pestilential race, seek to learn how beings so wondrous in their 
achievements, with imaginations infinite, and powers godlike, had departed 
from their home to an unknown country?

I will write and leave in this most ancient city, this “world’s sole monument,” 
a record of these things. I will leave a monument of the existence of Verney, 
the Last Man. At first I thought only to speak of plague, of death, and last, of 
desertion; but I lingered fondly on my early years, and recorded with sacred zeal 
the virtues of my companions. They have been with me during the fulfilment of 
my task. I have brought it to an end—I lift my eyes from my paper—again they 
are lost to me. Again I feel that I am alone.

A year has passed since I have been thus occupied. The seasons have made their 
wonted round, and decked this eternal city in a changeful robe of surpassing 
beauty. A year has passed; and I no longer guess at my state or my prospects—
loneliness is my familiar, sorrow my inseparable companion. I have endeavoured 
to brave the storm—I have endeavoured to school myself to fortitude—I have 
sought to imbue myself with the lessons of wisdom. It will not do. My hair has 
become nearly grey—my voice, unused now to utter sound, comes strangely 
on my ears. My person, with its human powers and features, seems to me a 
monstrous excrescence of nature. How to express in human language a woe 
human being until this hour never knew! How to give intelligible expression to 
a pang none but I could ever understand!— No one has entered Rome. None 
will ever come. I smile bitterly at the delusion I have so long nourished, and still 
more, when I reflect that I have exchanged it for another as delusive, as false, 
but to which I now cling with the same fond trust.

Winter has come again; and the gardens of Rome have lost their leaves— the 
sharp air comes over the Campagna, and has driven its brute inhabitants to take 
up their abode in the many dwellings of the deserted city—frost has suspended 
the gushing fountains—and Trevi has stilled her eternal music. I had made a 
rough calculation, aided by the stars, by which I endeavoured to ascertain the 
first day of the new year. In the old out-worn age, the Sovereign Pontiff was 
used to go in solemn pomp, and mark the renewal of the year by driving a nail 
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in the gate of the temple of Janus. On that day I ascended St. Peter’s, and carved 
on its topmost stone the aera 2100, last year of the world!

My only companion was a dog, a shaggy fellow, half water and half shepherd’s 
dog, whom I found tending sheep in the Campagna. His master was dead, but 
nevertheless he continued fulfilling his duties in expectation of his return. If a 
sheep strayed from the rest, he forced it to return to the flock, and sedulously 
kept off every intruder. Riding in the Campagna I had come upon his sheep-
walk, and for some time observed his repetition of lessons learned from man, 
now useless, though unforgotten. His delight was excessive when he saw me. 
He sprung up to my knees; he capered round and round, wagging his tail, with 
the short, quick bark of pleasure: he left his fold to follow me, and from that day 
has never neglected to watch by and attend on me, shewing boisterous gratitude 
whenever I caressed or talked to him. His pattering steps and mine alone were 
heard, when we entered the magnificent extent of nave and aisle of St. Peter’s. 
We ascended the myriad steps together, when on the summit I achieved my 
design, and in rough figures noted the date of the last year. I then turned to gaze 
on the country, and to take leave of Rome. I had long determined to quit it, and 
I now formed the plan I would adopt for my future career, after I had left this 
magnificent abode.

A solitary being is by instinct a wanderer, and that I would become. A hope of 
amelioration always attends on change of place, which would even lighten the 
burthen of my life. I had been a fool to remain in Rome all this time: Rome noted 
for Malaria, the famous caterer for death. But it was still possible, that, could I visit 
the whole extent of earth, I should find in some part of the wide extent a survivor. 
Methought the sea-side was the most probable retreat to be chosen by such a one. 
If left alone in an inland district, still they could not continue in the spot where their 
last hopes had been extinguished; they would journey on, like me, in search of a 
partner for their solitude, till the watery barrier stopped their further progress.

To that water—cause of my woes, perhaps now to be their cure, I would betake 
myself. Farewell, Italy!—farewell, thou ornament of the world, matchless 
Rome, the retreat of the solitary one during long months!—to civilized life—to 
the settled home and succession of monotonous days, farewell! Peril will now 
be mine; and I hail her as a friend—death will perpetually cross my path, and 
I will meet him as a benefactor; hardship, inclement weather, and dangerous 
tempests will be my sworn mates. Ye spirits of storm, receive me! ye powers of 
destruction, open wide your arms, and clasp me for ever! if a kinder power have 
not decreed another end, so that after long endurance I may reap my reward, and 
again feel my heart beat near the heart of another like to me.
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Tiber, the road which is spread by nature’s own hand, threading her continent, 
was at my feet, and many a boat was tethered to the banks. I would with a 
few books, provisions, and my dog, embark in one of these and float down the 
current of the stream into the sea; and then, keeping near land, I would coast 
the beauteous shores and sunny promontories of the blue Mediterranean, pass 
Naples, along Calabria, and would dare the twin perils of Scylla and Charybdis; 
then, with fearless aim, (for what had I to lose?) skim ocean’s surface towards 
Malta and the further Cyclades. I would avoid Constantinople, the sight of 
whose well-known towers and inlets belonged to another state of existence from 
my present one; I would coast Asia Minor, and Syria, and, passing the seven-
mouthed Nile, steer northward again, till losing sight of forgotten Carthage and 
deserted Lybia, I should reach the pillars of Hercules. And then—no matter 
where—the oozy caves, and soundless depths of ocean may be my dwelling, 
before I accomplish this long-drawn voyage, or the arrow of disease find my 
heart as I float singly on the weltering Mediterranean; or, in some place I touch 
at, I may find what I seek—a companion; or if this may not be—to endless time, 
decrepid and grey headed—youth already in the grave with those I love— the 
lone wanderer will still unfurl his sail, and clasp the tiller—and, still obeying the 
breezes of heaven, for ever round another and another promontory, anchoring 
in another and another bay, still ploughing seedless ocean, leaving behind 
the verdant land of native Europe, adown the tawny shore of Africa, having 
weathered the fierce seas of the Cape, I may moor my worn skiff in a creek, 
shaded by spicy groves of the odorous islands of the far Indian ocean.

These are wild dreams. Yet since, now a week ago, they came on me, as I stood 
on the height of St. Peter’s, they have ruled my imagination. I have chosen my 
boat, and laid in my scant stores. I have selected a few books; the principal are 
Homer and Shakespeare—But the libraries of the world are thrown open to me—
and in any port I can renew my stock. I form no expectation of alteration for the 
better; but the monotonous present is intolerable to me. Neither hope nor joy 
are my pilots—restless despair and fierce desire of change lead me on. I long to 
grapple with danger, to be excited by fear, to have some task, however slight or 
voluntary, for each day’s fulfilment. I shall witness all the variety of appearance, 
that the elements can assume—I shall read fair augury in the rainbow— menace 
in the cloud—some lesson or record dear to my heart in everything. Thus around 
the shores of deserted earth, while the sun is high, and the moon waxes or wanes, 
angels, the spirits of the dead, and the ever-open eye of the Supreme, will behold 
the tiny bark, freighted with Verney—the LAST MAN.
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“Hope” is the thing with feathers -
That perches in the soul -

And sings the tune without the words -
And never stops - at all -

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard -
And sore must be the storm -

That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm -

I’ve heard it in the chillest land -
And on the strangest Sea -
Yet - never - in Extremity,
It asked a crumb - of me.
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